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It had snowed all night, and the acres of fields and woods around the
bi g house were covered with a thick, perfect blanket of white.

The sun's light, lowin the southern sky, reflected off the snoww th a
bl i ndi ng bri ghtness, but there was no heat in it. The departed storm



had left the air clear and bitterly cold.
Anne Stewart practiced the piano all day.

She played to dispel a slight hangover fromthe previous night's
chanpagne, and a deep, inexplicable nelancholy that acconpanied it.

She had started practice at nine o' clock in the norning.

It was now past three in the afternoon, and she remained intent at the
keyboard, striving to induce her fingers to reproduce the difficult
chords demanded of Mozart's Sonata No. 5 in G Mjor.

The room she practiced in, located in the south wing of the
forty-eight-room Stewart nansi on on Long Island' s North Shore, was
| arge and sunny, with tall wi ndows on three sides.

Anne Stewart was twenty-six years old and a wonan of exceptional beauty
and grace. Her husband, Dalton Stewart, was away on business in the
Caribbean. In the two years and three nonths that they had been

marri ed, he had been away much of the tine.

Anne was left alone on the estate, with twelve full-tinme servants and
little to do

Despite her youth and the enviable circunstances of her surroundi ngs,
she considered her life to be at a virtual dead end. Her depressions,
at first fleeting, had in recent nonths cone to cloud the entire day,
maki ng sleep difficult and the rounds of social duties her narriage
requi red next to unbearable. Lately she had begun to wonder if she

m ght be slipping into madness.

Only her nusic still had the power to lift her spirits. She could
still enter into it with her whole being, place herself into an al npost
trancel i ke state of bliss that nmonentarily dissolved the reality around
her .

But the hours of practice were taking a physical toll. Her back ached,
and her wists and fingers were stiff and sore fromthe thousands of
times they had pressed the keys. She dropped her hands down at her
sides and gently flexed her wists to rel ax the muscles.

She gazed absently across the roomin the direction of the big gl ass
door that separated the nmusic roomfroma larger, rarely used sitting
room cluttered with ornate, overstuffed Victorian pieces that had been
in the house since the day it was built, a hundred years ago.

A girl of three or four years of age was standing on the other side of
the door, with one hand pressed against the glass. The |ate-afternoon
wi nter sun, slanting through the big wi ndows of the mnusic room
reflected off the glass of the door and partially obscured the girl's
features, but there was no m staking her presence. She was sniling at
Anne with an expression of the nost intense delight. Her blond curls
had a blue ribbon tied in them and she was wearing a perfectly pressed
white cotton sunmmer dress with a blue satin ribbon around the wai st.

Her smile was loving and conpletely fanmiliar, with a hint of m schief
init, as if she were about to say sonething she knew Anne woul d t hink
funny. Yet Anne was quite certain she had never seen her before. The
girl's lum nous eyes glowed with intelligence and pl easure. Anne



supposed that she had been attracted by the sound of her piano
pl ayi ng.

The sudden, inexplicable presence of the child filled Anne with an
al nost gi ddy sensation of joy. It was as if someone she |oved
tremendously had just returned after a | ong absence. Anne |aughed,
then stood up and hurried to the door, to invite the girl in.
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But the noment she turned the doorknob, the girl vanished.

Anne stood notionless, her hand gripping the knob. She was afraid to
br eat he.

After an uncertain passage of time, she stepped back fromthe door

She began trenmbling violently. Her sense of elation evaporated into
confusion. She noved slowy across the room studying the glass in the
door fromdifferent angles, but the inmage of the girl did not

r eappear .

She had imagined it.

It didn't seempossible. In her mind s eye she could still picture the
child perfectly, could still feel that oddly famliar smle. If it was

an hallucination, its effect was overwhel mi ngly real

Anne cl osed her eyes and shook her head. What could account for such a

powerful illusion? WAs it just sone peculiarity in the |light, conbined
with her fatigued nental state? Perhaps she had stayed too long at the
pi ano, she thought. It had put her in an inpressionable nmobod. She

knew t hat such things coul d happen
M nds played tricks sometines.

She sat a few minutes |longer, watching the now pale, watery sun sink
behi nd the bare branches of the trees that lined the fields on the

sout hwest side of the house. The daylight faded and the room grew gray
and chilly. She closed the cover on the keyboard and left.

The i mage of the beautiful child lingered with her for weeks,

magni fyi ng her frustration and her unhappi ness. She began to think of
the incident as some kind of prenonition, and the thought haunted

her .

She knew she coul d never have any children w th her husband.

And yet she felt absolutely certain that the child she had seen-or
i magi ned she had seen--was her own.

The Road of the Mountain Guns curled up the steep hill behind the
Cari bbean city of Coronado in a series of four hairpin turns.

At the top of the hill stood the ruins of an old Spanish fort, whose
gun enpl acenments had once guarded the harbor bel ow.

The ancient fort and the corroded, noss-covered remains of the great
bronze cannons had not so | ong ago been tourist attractions; but a
decade of negl ect had undermined | arge stretches of the road's surface,



and bandits were said to lurk in the heavy roadsi de undergrowth, ready
to pounce on the unwary traveler. Few people used the road these days,
and those who did clinbed it only for the nost conpelling reasons.

A man naned Joseph Cooper had just such a reason. And as he made his
precari ous way around the giant pothol es and deep, boul der-strewn
washouts, he kept that strong sense of purpose forenost in his mnd

Cooper's skin was the darkest ebony. Everything el se about himwas as
white as the midday Caribbean sun: his hair, his beard, his tennis
sneakers, and the bl eached, baggy shorts and vol um nous shirt that

fl apped about his skinny trunk like a flag around its pole on a w ndy
day. His bosses in Washington called him M. Stare, for the habitua
dreany, far-off expression in his sad eyes.

Hal f an hour before dark he reached the walls of the old Spanish fort
at the top and paused to wait for the cover of nightfall

He wat ched the sun touch the western rimof the Caribbean. The ocean
darkened to a deep purple and lights began winking on in the city

bel ow. They sparkl ed agai nst the carpet of land |ike di amonds on bl ack
velvet. For these few mnutes of tropical twlight, Coronado hid its
destitute circunstance beneath an enchanted gl ow.

Cooper clinbed down fromthe fort parapet and hurried through the
encroachi ng darkness. The road continued a short distance beyond the
ruins to a cluster of one-story brick buildings spread out on a wi de,
grassy hilltop plateau. The place had once been the canpus of the
Antilles Medical School. Abandoned by its American owners fifteen
years earlier, the school had sat enpty until five years ago, when the
Ameri can doctor took up residence there.

Everything of value had | ong since been stripped fromthe prem ses.

What remai ned had been left to the birds, the insects, and a profusion
of tropical plants and vines that grew over the brick and tile surfaces
and crept through the broken wi ndows |ike green nmold spreadi ng across
old bread. The once tended | awns, flower gardens, and brick wal kways
had deteriorated into a junble of vacant lots, choked with tall weeds,
br oken gl ass, and rubbi sh

Li ghts burned in the building the doctor used for his |aboratory.

Cooper peeked in a window. The doctor was sitting at a bench on the
far side of the room pouring sonme liquid into a test tube.

For several mnutes Cooper crouched by the w ndow, watching.

Then, fromhis shirt pocket, he rempved an el ectroni c eavesdroppi ng
device the size and shape of a tenpenny nail and wedged it deep into
the soft, rotting wood at the bottomof the window s frame. He
installed a second bug in another wi ndow, then pulled a mniature
transmitter-receiver from another pocket and tested the bugs. The lab
was so qui et Cooper could not tell for several minutes if they were
wor ki ng. Then the doctor dropped sonething. Cooper heard it
perfectly.

He hid the transmitter-receiver under the eaves of the roof. It would
relay the sounds of the lab directly to a satellite in high earth
orbit, which in turn would relay themto a recording device in a snall,



| ocked room at the sprawl i ng thousand-acre conpl ex of the Nationa
Security Agency in Fort Meade, Maryl and.

Dr. Harold Goth held the test tube up to the light and exami ned the
cont ents.

The tube was warm -exactly blood tenperature. A few ounces of a thin,
cloudy broth swirled against the glass walls. The mysterious soup was
arich mx of nutrient chenicals and bacteria cells.

The cells, sonme billion of them were multiplying rapidly, doubling in
nunber every twenty-four hours.

The doctor picked up a rotor lying on the bench, |ocked the test tube
into one of the four slots on the arm then slipped the rotor into

pl ace on the shaft of a small centrifuge. He set the tiner on the
machi ne and turned it on. Wth a low, intense humthe apparatus began
whirling the tube faster and faster, until the cloudy |iquid was bei ng
rotated at five thousand revol utions per m nute.

Dr. Goth permitted hinmself a quick little smle. Despite the strain
and fatigue of the past several months, he still felt that faniliar
excitement he had for so |long associated with the handson practice of
scientific routine.

After thirty mnutes the centrifuge shut itself off. Goth retrieved
the rotor and renoved the test tube fromits slot. |Its contents had
undergone a visible transformation. Centrifugal force had driven the
cells to the rounded bottom of the tube, where they forned a conpact ed,
gray-yell ow mass. CGoth poured off the now clear nutrient liquid from
the top, added a small anmount of fresh nutrient, and attached the tube
to a mechani cal shaker. The shaker broke up the pellet of cells at the
bottom and caused it to mix with the new nutrient. A cloudy broth
formed once again, thicker than before.

CGoth renoved the tube fromthe shaker, set it in a holding frame, and
pul l ed the stopper fromthe top. Using a thin, hollow plastic rod
called a pipette, he added to the soup carefully measured amounts of
two chem cal s--ethyl enedi am ne tetra-acetate, or EDTA, and sodi um
dodecyl sul phate, or SDS. The EDTA woul d weaken the nenbrane walls of
the cells in the solution by renmoving their cal cium and rmagnesi um

i ons.

The SDS woul d di ssol ve the nol ecul es of fat fromthose sane cell walls,
causing themto collapse and spill the cells' innards into the broth.

He shut the test tube in an incubator preset at 98.6 degrees Fahrenheit
and gl anced up at the clock on the far wall. Twenty m nutes past
ni ne.

It would take forty-five mnutes for the chemcals to do their work.

Dr. Goth renpved his wire-rimred spectacles and wi ped themw th the
bott om edge of his lab jacket. He had worked so very hard these | ast
few nont hs--sixteen to eighteen hours a day, every day, with barely a
break. The effort had taken its toll. His eyes ached persistently,
and he had trouble focusing. Periods of faintness and exhaustion were
becom ng nore frequent and nore prol onged. Even now, as he slipped his
gl asses back over his ears, his hands shook fromthe effort. Wen he
stood, his legs trenbled beneath him



He forced his tired muscles into notion and stepped outside the

| aboratory for some *esh air. The nmoon was just rising. It cast a
broad path of silver light across the Cari bbean waters below. A
tropical breeze was blowing in fromthe west. He inhaled deeply.

The island was in many ways a beautiful place, blessed with an idyllic
climate and topography. Yet Goth did not love it here. He |oathed the
corruption and inconmpetence of the | ocal governnent.

He detested the | aziness and insolence of the native popul ation

He despaired of their poverty and their ignorance. But nost of all, he
hated the isolation. He was far fromeverything that was inportant to
him He was here not by choice but by a perverse twist of fate. He
dreaned of the day he would | eave the island forever and resune his

pl ace anong the great scientists of the age.

When forty-five mnutes had passed, the doctor returned to the |ab and
renoved the test tube fromthe incubator. The nmenbrane walls of the
billion cells that had turned the m xture cl oudy were now di ssol ved.

The liquid was clear again. It was al so viscous-about the consistency
of egg white--and sticky to the touch

CGoth poured in a small amount of ethanol and rocked the test tube
gently back and forth in his hand to nix it with the |iquid.

The transparent sol ution began turning gray.

He returned the tube to the centrifuge and let it spin for another half
hour. When he renoved it the second time, the changes were dramatic.

The et hanol, heavier than the liquid, had settled to the bottom n
its way down it had killed all the protein in the cells and caused it
to precipitate out of the mxture. The protein now forned a white,
coagul at ed band just above the ethanol

Using a pipette with a bent tip, Goth painstakingly renmoved, one drop
at atine, the clear, sticky liquid remaining at the top of the test
tube and deposited it in a separate tube. He then poured a small

amount of pure alcohol into the tube with it. The alcohol floated on
top of the liquid. He plunged a thin glass rod through the al cohol and
into the mxture and then slowy withdrewit. As the rod broke the
surface, it carried with it, suspended fromits tip, a |ong,

glistening, gossaner filament.

CGot h pushed his glasses up on his forehead and brought the rod up
closer to his eyes. 1In the lab's flickering fluorescent |ight the
filament glittered wetly, like a thread of translucent fiber. He held
his breath, lest his exhaled air disturb it.

The minute filament was conmposed of hundreds of thousands of individua
strands, each vanishingly thin--a fewten-billionths of a millinmeter in
di ameter--and visible by thensel ves only under the powerfu
magni fi cati on of an el ectron m croscope.

They were fragnments of cloned human DNA

The visible presence of the miracle substance could still, after al



these years of intimacy, nake the doctor trenble with pl easure.

DNA- - deoxyri bonucl eic acid. Entwined in the formof a double helix
within the nucleus of the human cell, it carried the genetic code of
life, the instructions that defined the form and behavior of every
living plant and creature on earth, fromthe single-celled protoplasm
to Hompb sapi ens.

Dr. CGoth had dedicated his career to the study of this code. He was
cl oser than anyone had yet conme to a conpl ete understanding of the

i mensely conpl ex series of functions and interrel ationships that DNA
had scripted for the nany thousands of genes that determ ned the
genetic destiny of every human bei ng.

Goth could now alter the script for many of those genes, and by so
doing, rewite the basic instructions that governed human life
itself.

Such an extraordinarily w de-ranging capability, not thought to be
within the reach of mcrobiologists for decades, had elevated Goth to a
uni que and | onely position

He was experinmenting in the forbidden zone of the biological sciences:
the so-called germline--the DNA of the human reproductive system

H s quest had been prolonged and difficult. The controversial nature
of his work had made it inpossible to continue to finance his research
t hrough the normal channel s of governnment and academi c grants. | ndeed,
nost countries had passed explicit | aws banning any kind of tanpering
with the human germline; and even in those countries where it was not
strictly illegal, it was wi dely regarded as unethical and dangerous.

No maj or biologic or nmedical scientific research facility in the
wor | d- - comrerci al, governnental, or acadenic--dared involve itself with
the germline.

In order to keep his project alive, Goth had exhausted his own persona
weal th and resorted to increasingly desperate neasures of austerity.

H s original staff of six assistants was now reduced to one, and needed
supplies and equi prent had to be done without. Harassment and spying
by government authorities had forced himtwice to nove his clinic to a
di fferent country, costing him precious additional anpunts of time and
capi tal

Despite everything, he had persevered. And he knew the goal he had
struggled toward for so long was now, at last, tantalizingly near

Wth the eavesdroppi ng devices in place, Joseph Cooper noved quickly
fromthe | ab across the dark, weed-choked canpus to a small brick
out bui I ding. The wi ndows were boarded up with thick planks and
reinforced with steel bars. The building s one door was
triple-locked.

He took out a penlight fromhis pocket and shined it on the | ocks.

There were two pin tunblers and one Medeco high-security--well within
his range of expertise.

From hi s back pocket Cooper extracted a small |eather pouch



It contained a set of eleven basic |ock picks that he had fashioned
hinself fromstrips of flat, cold-rolled steel, one-fiftieth of an inch
thick, and three varieties of tension tools nade fromthin strips of
spring steel

He attacked the top pin tunbler first. He inserted a tension tool into
the keyhole and slid it along the bottom of the keyway as far as it
woul d go. Next he selected a pick with a serrated top and bottom
called a rake, and slipped it into the keyway above the tension tool

He applied a slight clockw se turning pressure to the tension tool and
t hen, grasping the rake, yanked it back out of the keyhole with a

qui ck, controlled notion, to bounce the tunbler pins back up past the
plug's sheer point. The tension tool tw sted the cylinder to the
right, free of the pins that had held it in place, and the | atchbolt
slid back out of the strike box and inside the | ock housing.

The second pin tunbler took longer. |t appeared to be a newer |ock
and the tunbler pins wouldn't "bounce." Using a narrow pick with a
bent end, and keeping a slight but steady clockw se pressure with the
tension tool, he patiently felt out and lifted each pin past the sheer
[ine. When he had raised the last, the plug turned and unl ocked.

Predi ctably, the Medeco gave himthe nost trouble. He had not had a
ot of practice with this type, and its design required that he enpl oy
two picks sinultaneously at different angles on each pin to raise it.

Hol di ng the penlight in his mouth and steadyi ng his hands agai nst the
door with his little fingers, he struggled for ten mnutes before the
lock finally yielded to his finesse.

Cooper opened the door cautiously and played the |light around. Inside
was a | ong, w ndow ess storeroom Shelves of large glass jars |lined
both walls. The air was heavy with the stale odor of formal dehyde.

Cooper wal ked sl owy al ong between the rows, flicking his narrow beam
of light back and forth. The jars glowed a ghostly, transparent
anber .

Each one contained the remains of a human baby. Sonme were
fetuses--physically grotesque ones, with m ssing body parts, gross
skel etal abnornmalities, enlarged or distorted features, excess nunbers
of linmbs, and other defects not apparent to Cooper's untrained eye.

But many of the jars held what appeared to be newborn infants. Sone
were white; nmost were black. They were intact and | ooked relatively
normal . Stillborn, he guessed.

Each jar was labeled with cryptic informati on that he coul dn't

deci pher. Only the dates were apparent to him The contents of sone
jars were ten years old. The newest was dated from ei ghteen nonths
earlier.

For the next hour CGoth busied hinself preparing the strands of DNA for
sequenci ng. He renoved tiny anounts of the DNA-rich liquid fromthe
test tube with a mcropipette and m xed themin several small gl ass
vessels with a series of biochemicals called dideoxy conmpounds. He
then placed the vessels into a series of wells at the top of a
sequenci ng apparatus, a clear plastic slab containing a thin ge



sandwi ched between sheets of gl ass.

When he was satisfied that everything was in order, he turned on the
sequencer's heating elenent to start the separation, a process that
woul d take all night to conplete. In the norning the gel, with its
new y acquired coating of the DNA-rich broth fromthe vessels, would be
hardened into a plasticlike sheet. Goth would renmpove the sheet, treat
it with special chemcals to fix it, and then expose it to X-ray

film

The fil mwould make visible about four hundred base pairs along a
segnent of the DNA, whose sequence he could then read. He would need
to repeat this process sixty times to get a readout of the entire
strand of DNA that concerned him It was an outdated, tine-consum ng
and | aborious nmethod, but in his reduced circunstances he had no ot her
way to do it.

He checked the thernostat that regul ated the tenperature of the
sequencer to nmake certain that it was operating properly. A faulty
mercury switch in an earlier one had ruined several gels and cost hima
week' s wor k.

Got h cl eaned up the work area, picked up a folder containing the day's
notes, and extracted the RCD--the renovable cartridge disk--fromthe
conputer. He |ocked the folder and the hard disk in a cheap vinyl
attache case, turned off the conputer and the lights, and left the lab
carrying the case with him There was nothing nore he could do unti

t he norni ng.

He knew he was very close now. These results would have to be tested
and retested, confirned and reconfirned, before he could lay al
lingering uncertainties to rest. But he was cl ose.

He | ocked the | ab door and retreated down the narrow corridor to the
smal |l pair of roons in the back of the building that he had converted
into living quarters.

He renoved a small cotton bl anket froman ancient floor safe that sat
in one corner of his bedroom opened the safe, and slid the attache
case in alongside stacks of his research notes and a backup copy of the
RCD. He closed the door and spun the dial to lock it again.

He had been thinking a | ot about his future these past few weeks.

Fifteen years ago, he had stood on a stage in Stockholmin a rented tie
and tails and received the Nobel Prize in biology.

He was only forty-five--one of the youngest scientists ever to have
received the prize. How his spirits had soared that day-how invincible
he had felt.

Wul d he ever again be so rewarded for his achi evenents? He knew it
was unlikely, at least in his owm lifetine. And yet the research for
whi ch he had won that Nobel Prize paled in significance next to his
present worKk.

It was only nmonths after receiving the prize that he began his work on
the germline. No one had supported his effort. On the contrary,
everyone had condemmed it. Hi s colleagues had warned himthat it would
be professional suicide. H s friends had deserted him and so had his



wi fe of twelve years, herself a prom nent geneti cist.

But CGoth was not dissuaded. Hi s notivations were conplicated, but one
reason dominated all others: the sinple glory of the quest. He saw a
uni que chance to nmake an extraordinary contribution to science and to
the future of the human race

Soneday, he thought, his acconplishnments would set himapart as a nan
of the ages, as a nane to be spoken in the sane breath as Mendel or
Pasteur, or even Einstein.

He stepped to the wi ndow and pul |l ed back the edge of the shade. The
nmedi cal school's deserted buil dings | ooked |ike a ghost town in the
nmoonl i ght. Behind them | oonmed the crunmbled towers of the old Spani sh
fortress.

Goth fol ded back the sheet of the narrow cot that had been his bed for
the last five years and slipped under it. He |ooked at the two novels
on the small steamer trunk he used as a night table.

Bot h were Sherl ock Hol nes pastiches. He had read them once and found
them thin; nothing, unfortunately, conpared with the master. But he
had read Arthur Conan Doyle through so many tinmes over the past decades
that he knew all the Holmes stories by heart. It was a shane there
were no nore. They had been his only escape fromreality.

He took in a deep breath and let it out in a long, ragged exhal ati on of
exhaustion and despair. There were stark realities to be faced. He
needed noney desperately. He was half a million dollars in debt. He
had 1 ong ago liquidated all his possessions.

And no one he knew of--no individual, no institution--was willing to
extend himany nore credit. |If he did not get some financing soon, he
woul d have to close the |ab and abandon his work

Eventual | y, sonebody sonmewhere el se woul d nmake the same discoveries he
had made and reap his rewards--and his immortality.

Hs effort woul d be wast ed.
And his dream woul d di e.

Goth renoved his glasses, folded themcarefully, and placed them beside
t he books on the steanmer trunk. He turned out the light and | ay back
against the pillow, his eyes wide, his brain far from sl eep

There was only one possible way he could think of to get the noney he
needed. The thought of it nmade hi m shudder with disgust. But he
really had no choice. He would have to do it

Cooper pulled a small point-and-shoot canmera from his pants pocket,
checked the film adjusted the flash, and began firing away. He noved
qui ckly along the rows of jars, crouching and shooting, until he had
phot ogr aphed everything in the storeroom

The 35 mmlens took in a wide field, but the camera was |oaded with a
speci al high-density bl ack-and-white fil mwhose negative could be
enlarged tenfold with no loss of definition

Cooper would normally use several rolls of film and photograph



everything two or three tines, just to cover hinself against any
possi ble failure. But a namel ess nenace seemed to lurk in the thick
foul air. After only one roll Cooper began to tremble and sweat.

He started to reload and then gave up. He jamed the canera back in
hi s pocket and bolted out of the shed. He funbled in haste to rel ock
the door and then fled across the grounds of the nedical school back
toward the Road of the Muntain Guns.

The nmoon cast a dim shadowy light on the road's rutted surface.

Cooper descended as fast as he dared, trying to shake the imges of
those jars of human fetuses fromhis nind

From what Dalton Stewart had seen so far, Dr. Harold CGoth's research
center was a huge di sappointnment. Stewart had expected to find a
nmodern facility, with state-of-the-art technol ogy and dozens of

whi t e-frocked technicians wat chi ng computer screens.

Instead there was this rundown collection of roons with broken fl oor
tiles, dirty wi ndows, and anci ent equi pnent, housed insile a decaying
single-story brick structure which had not seen a coat of paint, a
repointed brick, or a roof repair in over a decade.

The center had once been a medical school, Stewart had | earned--one of
t hose offshore diploma mlls that used to crank out second-rate
Anerican doctors before it lost its accreditation back in the

m d-ei ghti es.

The only other individual on the prenises besides Goth appeared to be a
short, perpetually frowning dark-haired female | ab assistant who didn't
| ook ol d enough to have finished high school

Stewart followed the four other visitors into a cluttered, dinmy lit
| aboratory. The research assistant was busy in a far corner, fiddling
wi th somet hing on a counter top.

Five folding netal chairs, their seats blistered with rust, had been
arranged for the visitors in a semcircle facing a battered oak schoo
desk. The desk was buried under a haphazard pile of conputer printouts
and dog-eared books and manual s of every size and description, their
pages bristling with reference markers made fromtorn shreds of

paper.
Stewart brushed off the seat of the chair nearest the door and
20

sat down on it. There was no air conditioning, and the oppressive heat
was made all the nmore stifling by the accumnul ated odors of chem cal s,
m | dew, and human sweat. He pulled a white cotton handkerchief from
hi s pocket and patted his brow.

Stewart was the principal owner of Stewart Biotech, a conglonerate of
chem cal and biol ogi cal manufacturing and research facilities. He was
forty-six years old, tall and trim H s dark, handsone face and
self-confident smile had graced the covers of many magazi nes, from
Fortune and Forbes to Tinme and People.

He was a nmodern American success story. Froma small, debtridden Long



I sl and drug supply house he had bought with sone noney borrowed from an

uncle, he had built an enpire. It was a tribute to his skill at

sel f-pronotion that his personal net worth was estimated variously to
be anywhere between one billion and three billion dollars. |In fact, he
was worth considerably less than a billion. How nuch | ess depended on

the day of the week and the nonth of the year, because his fortune was
in a constant state of flux. Like many entrepreneurs, he was an
active, high-stakes ganbl er whose plunges could win or |ose him
mllions every week. Even the banks who backed his financial

advent ures never knew for certain how much nmoney he had.

What ever his actual wealth, he was widely adnired as a businessman with
drive and inmagination. H's energy and enterprise --and his flair for
publicity--had won himan international reputation and many powerful
friends. Wuerever he went, he was accustonmed to naking his presence
felt. He projected an enormously appealing i mage of strength, charm
and sophi stication.

Despite all these outward mani festati ons of success, Stewart was not a
particul arly happy man. He had been narried three tines, and he had no
children. Behind the dashing, worldly inmage |urked an apprehensive,
hungry soul, pursued by chil dhood insecurities and cravings that no
amount of success seened able to still.

At this precise noment, Stewart felt especially unhappy. He was
begi nning to suspect that he had made a dumb m stake coming here.

But still, he was curious. Dr. Harold Goth was one of the world's
greatest biologists. O at |least he had been. The file put together
by Stewart's research department in New York presented a picture of a
brilliant scientist in decline. As a leading figure in the fields of
nol ecul ar bi ol ogy and genetics, Goth had held inmportant positions at
three of the nost prestigious universities in the world.

He had witten two books on genetics that were regarded as cl assics.

He was al so responsi ble for devel opi ng several breakthrough | aboratory
procedures and held a patent on a special apparatus he had invented to
speed up the process of gene splicing. |In 1984 he had been awarded the
Nobel Prize in biology.

But |ike many nen of genius, Goth was a maverick--a man who preferred
to pursue his own goals. He was single-mnded, egotistical, and
cont enpt uous of anyone who di sagreed with him

Forner col | eagues who had once adnmired his work thought that in the
| ast decade he had lost his way. Ohers thought himsinply
power - mad--a nman who had let his ego and his greed for renown get in
the way of his responsibilities as a scientist.

Stewart's file showed Goth's probl ens beconing serious in 1992. He had
publicly condemmed a new | aw passed that year by Congress banning
genetic experinmentation with the genes of the human reproductive
system-the so-called germline. H's defiance cost himhis university
teaching post and all the funding for his research. He noved his

| aboratory to Switzerland and rai sed enough noney there to continue his
work. But two years |ater controversy caught up with himagain, and
Swi tzerl and sent hi m packi ng.

So here he was, Stewart thought, a fugitive--cast up on an inpoverished



Cari bbean island, flat broke and desperate for help.

Under the circunstances, Stewart reflected, it was a tribute to Goth's
still-powerful reputation that he had been able to command the presence
of the five individuals who now sat in the stale tropical heat of his
grubby little lab, waiting to hear what he had on his mind. Like
Stewart, the other visitors were all enormously successfu

international financiers and industrialists, and all were heavily

i nvested in biotechnol ogy, one of the nore cutthroat areas of nodern
busi ness conpetition.

Stewart gl anced down the row of chairs. His four conpani ons wore
varyi ng expressions of boredom and disconfort. It amused himto see
themin such nodest surroundings, stripped of their usual protective
| ayers of advisors, assistants, and bodyguards.

Got h had been adamant--he would all ow no one inside his |aboratory or
his office except the five principals. To nake the huniliation
conplete, he had hired two | ocal departnent-store guards to search each
of them for weapons and recordi ng devi ces.

In the chair next to Stewart sat the Kuwaiti prince Bandar, clad in a
floor-length white dishdas7a and a white kufiyya, held on his head by a
twisted length of black cord. He had a nervous habit of pushing back
the edge of the cloth with his fingers, like a wonman brushi ng back | ong
tresses.

Bandar was easily the richest of the five. H's worth was
stupendous--in excess of $100 billion. But the prince's wealth,
derived fromthe huge oil reserves under his country's desert, was an
accident of birth and geography, not the results of risk, intelligence,
or hard work. The prince was childish, vain, and selfindulgent. He
knew or cared little about business affairs. He hired others to do his
work for him

CGoth had been snmart to invite the prince, Stewart reflected.

Bandar controlled a fortune so vast that even his sybaritic excesses
could not deplete it. Underwiting Goth's research would be as
i nsignificant an expense to himas throw ng | oose change to a beggar

And the prince's requirenents for what he got in return would probably
not be demandi ng.

In the next chair over from Bandar was Harry Fairfield, the British
pharmaceuti cal s tycoon. Redheaded and ruddy-faced, Fairfield was a
cockney fromthe London docks who had started his business career at
sixteen as a drug runner for an East End gang.

He punched and ki cked and shot his way to the top of the drug trade,
and by the early 1970s he was making nillions whol esaling heroin and
cocaine. 1In the eighties, weary of the building pressures from both
the police and his rivals, he elected to get out of crine before he was
either sent to prison or killed. He invested his profits in legitimte
drug conpani es and eventual ly made hi nsel f respectable.

Despite his new image, Fairfield s business tactics renmai ned sonet hi ng
of a hol dover from his drug-dealing days. |If the normal strategies
didn't work, he didn't hesitate to use nuscle or threats to intimdate
his conmpetitors. Beneath a veneer of British working-class



respectability, Fairfield was a shrewd and primtive brute, the English
equi valent of a Mafia don. He was disliked and feared throughout the
i ndustry.

Next to Fairfield sat Yuichiro Yamanoto, a Japanese industrialist whose
conpani es were involved in a broad range of hightech ventures, from
conputers to cybernetics to space vehicles.

Yamanot o was probably the nost cultured and urbane of the group. A
handsome, diminutive man in his early forties, he spoke fluent,

accentl ess English, dressed el egantly, and di splayed a connoi sseur's
taste in everything fromfood and wine to art and nusic. He had been
educated in the United States and Engl and, and unlike many of his
Japanese counterparts, he understood the Western nentality--and knew
how to take advantage of it. Yamanoto was married to a relative of the
Japanese royal fanmily and had many powerful friends in that country's
top business, social, and governmental circles. It was expected that
he m ght one day run for prime mnister

Cenetic engineering was a subject of interest not only to Yamanoto, who
owned a conpany that manufactured human insulin and ot her

geneti cs-based drugs, but also to the Japanese governnent, who saw it
as the next great technology frontier-one in which they were deternined
to grab the lead. Yamanoto's presence here, Stewart suspected,
represented not only his own interests but his governnent's as well.

On the far end, her straight ash-blond hair falling so perfectly that
it looked as if it had been ironed in place, sat the Gerrr.an baroness
Gerta von Hauser.

The baroness was dressed, rather incongruously, in a white tennis
outfit, conplete with eyeshade, sneakers, and ankl e socks.

Stewart suspected that the baroness was the kind of person who |eft
not hi ng to chance, so he supposed the tennis togs were a tactic on her
part to denonstrate that she didn't take this meeting very seriously.

It was just a diversion for hen-something she was managi ng to squeeze
in between matches on the groomed grass courts at the National Pal ace,
where she was staying as a guest of the island' s president, Antoine
Despres. Stewart was not fooled. The baroness would not have travel ed
all the way to Coronado for a game of tennis, even with the president
of the country. She was here for business.

CGerta von Hauser was in her md-forties but |ooked younger.

Vi gorous exercise, careful diet, and the energetic attentions of an
arnmy of stylists, masseuses, pill doctors, and cosnetic surgeons had
seem ngly frozen her aging process in place. There were a few furtive
wri nkl es around her eyes and throat that betrayed her true age, but few
peopl e ever got cl ose enough to her to see them

She had acquired the title of baroness eighteen years earlier through a
brief marriage to the Baron von Hol wegg, a dodderi ng Junker ari stocrat
nore than three tines her age. He slipped in the bathtub and killed
hinself two nmonths after their marriage. One of his servants clained
he was roaring drunk at the time; others swore that the baroness had
arranged it. In any case, she reverted to her naiden name, von Hauser
but kept her dead husband's title. This violated both German | aw and
custom but no one ever challenged her on the matter



Dalton Stewart gazed at her |ong, tanned, well-muscled | egs and
wondered if the sexual aura she projected wasn't also a facade.

The wonman was so totally imrersed in her business interests that he
doubt ed she had tinme for anything el se. Anong her |egendary triunphs
was her bargai n-basenment buy-up of nmajor oil, chemical, and nucl ear

i ndustries throughout Eastern Europe in the wake of the comuni st
collapse. In the space of less than a year (and anmi d unsubstanti at ed
runors of bribes and bl ackmail) she had nade Hauser |ndustrie, A Gthe
dom nant economic force in Poland, Romania, Bulgaria, the Czech
Republic, Slovakia, and the Bal kan states. In the years since, the
financial benefits of that conquest had been enornous.

The baroness's formi dable position in the international business
conmunity had an interesting history. She had inherited a dark
| egacy.

Li ke the Krupps, the Hausers had been for many generations one of the
nost powerful families in Germany and Europe. Gerta's
great - grandf at her had manufactured the nustard gas Germany used in
World War |; her grandfather had used slave | abor in his factories to
build the V-1 and V-2 rockets Hitler |aunched against Britain. GCerta's
father, WIhel mvon Hauser, had been an officer in Hitler's

Waf f en- SS.

He was convicted of war crines in 1946. After serving one year of a
forty-year sentence, he was released by the Allies to help rebuild
postwar West Germany. He quickly reassuned control of the famly's
busi ness interests, and by the mid-sixties he had built Hauser
Industries into the |largest privately held conmpany in Europe.

Baroness Gerta had succeeded her father to the conpany's top post ten
years ago. Her ascent had been highly inprobable. The Hausers were
conservative Prussians, with a very traditionalist view of a wonan's
role. But Gerta was an only child. Her father had been desperate for
a male heir, but her nother had been unable to have any nore children
after her.

Despite Gerta's early and strong interest in the business, her father
refused to take her seriously. She got his attention, finally, by
usi ng sone of her inheritance nmoney to buy controlling interest in one
of Hauser's conpetitors--a conmpany that Hauser had al nbost succeeded in
putting out of business. Wthin five years Gerta had turned the other
conpany around and forced her father to buy her out to prevent her from
anni hilating his own subdi vision

Part of that buyout involved giving his daughter a prominent role in
t he runni ng of Hauser I|ndustries.

Then W hel mvon Hauser had a stroke that left himparalyzed fromthe
neck down. Hi s daughter quickly took charge, and he died shortly
after. In the decade since, she had increased the conpany's profits
enor mousl y.

Her success was undeni abl e but not uncontroversial. Runmpors abounded,
for example, that she persistently evaded German |l aws to sel
third-world dictators chem cal alld nucl ear weapons technol ogy.

Despite public conplaints from business rivals, and sone charges



brought by zeal ous prosecutors, she had never received nore than a few
small fines fromthe courts, for mnor offenses like the illega
dunpi ng of toxic waste.

Two years ago, the baroness had acquired a | arge Gernman

phar maceuti cal s conpany and a bi ogenetics |aboratory. This accounted
for her presence here today. |If Harold Goth had made some big

br eakt hrough in genetic engineering, Gerta von Hauser obvi ously wanted
to know about it.

Stewart found it hard to take his eyes off the woman. The baroness
seened to have it all--beauty, intelligence, wealth, social position
and enormpous influence. Beyond that, there was her reputation as
someone who made underlings cower in fear and business opponents run
for cover. Could she really be so tough?

Stewart wondered. He couldn't hel p wondering what a sexual encounter
with her mght be like. The exotic perfume she was wearing teased his
nostrils. H's wife, Anne, was much younger and nore attractive, but

t he baroness exuded a peculiarly tantalizing sense of nystery and
danger.

A screen door slammed behind them snapping Stewart out of his
reverie.

Dr. Harold Goth strode rapidly into the room |ooking neither to the
right nor to the left. He stepped behind the desk and focused his
attention on a stack of papers sitting there.

He | ooked the part of the dedicated scientist, Stewart reflected --even

a caricature of one. He was a frail, stoop-shouldered man with the
ow i sh, blinking manner of some nocturnal creature unconfortable in the
full light of day. H's face was slack and pale.

Bl ue veins pul sed visibly through the translucent skin on his
f or ehead.

Ski nny, hairless white |inmbs protruded fromhis shirt and shorts.

Sparse tufts of gray hair clung to his balding scalp |ike weeds trying
to grow froma rock. The bridge of his eyeglasses had a small strip of
dirty white tape wapped around it.

The doctor was carrying what appeared to be a nedical supplies

catal ogue in his hand. He placed the catal ogue on the desk in front of
himand | ooked at his visitors for the first time since entering the
room He dispensed with the formality of even a short wel com ng

st at ement.

"I"'ma scientist, gentlemen,” he declared abruptly, "not a sal esman."”
Dalton Stewart stole a glance at the baroness. Her lower |ip was
curled in an expression of mld amusenent. He wondered if Goth had
annoyed her with his catch-all "gentlemen" salutation

The doctor turned and with a jerky sweep of an armtook in the room
around him "Don't l|et my nodest surroundings col or your judgnent
concerning the ultinmate value of the work I've been doing here," he
warned. "You know ny reputation. You know the val ue of ny



contributions to the field of genetics. | consider the project | am
engaged in here to be nore than just inportant. | consider it to be
urgent. Therefore | have not wasted ny limted tine or resources on
trivialities like paint and furniture."

Stewart suppressed a grin.

"Fortunately,"” Goth continued, "npbst genetic research does not require
either a great deal of high-tech equi pment or space.

Most of everything | need--centrifuges, incubators, autoclaves,
chemical s, |ab supplies, mcroscopes, conputers, and so on--1 have
right here in these few roons. Sonme of ny equipnent is admittedly
hand- ne-down, but it's adequate."

Stewart doubted it.

"Much of the work of microbiology today is done on a conputer. The
hardware | have here is not the best or the fastest available, but I've
managed to get by with it. The software | use are either existing
programs | have nodified and i nproved, or ones of my own creation. As
for data, much of that |'ve al so devel oped nyself. And what | don't
have right here is within easy reach of ny nodem and fax machine. This
puts all of the world's genetic databases at ny disposal. Beyond that,
| can access thousands of volunes from dozens of scientific

i braries.

The fact remains, however, that with newer, nore sophisticated conmputer
hardware, | could do a lot nore and do it nuch faster. That new
conput er equi prent woul d cost about forty thousand dollars.™

Got h paused for a nonent and stared out the window to arrange his

t houghts. Prince Bandar flicked the cloth of his kufiyya out of his
face and yawned noisily. A fly alighted on Stewart's cheek; he brushed
it away. The baroness crossed her |egs and began punpi ng her foot back
and forth inpatiently. Fairfield, |ooking termnally bored, |eaned
back and stretched his arns over his head. Yamanoto sat notionl ess,

wat ching the doctor with an alert, attentive gaze.

"I have reached a critical stage in ny research,"” Goth said, turning
back to his select little audience. "The primary work has been done.

Al'l the necessary breakthroughs have been made.

What remmins is the painstaking but absolutely necessary task of
checking and testing and retesting all the data. This takes tine.

And it takes noney--npney that | regrettably do not have."

Coth | eaned a hip against his desk and pi cked up the catal ogue he had
pl aced there earlier. He opened it to a page marked with a paper clip

and held it up. "Consider this little instrument,"” he said, pointing
to a full-page color advertisenent for sone piece of scientific
equiprment. "It's called a PCR--a pol ynerase chain reactor. It

replicates trace quantities of DNA. Having one would save ne nany
hours of tedious |abor. There are no secondhand ones available. A new
one costs ten thousand dollars."

Dr. Coth opened the catal ogue to another page. It showed a pair of
bei ge boxes, sonmewhat |arger than the PCR "This is an ALPS automatic



DNA sequencer. Hooked up with the proper conputer equiprent and
program it can sequence |large segnents of DNA. It can do in a few
mnutes what it'd take me days to do with the old X-ray gel nethod.

And it's far nore reliable. It costs a hundred and twenty-five
t housand doll ars. "

The doctor closed the catal ogue and dropped it back on the desk.

"There is other equipnment | could use as well. Beyond the additiona
equi prent | al so need financial backing to carry nmy work fromthe
experimental stage to the stage of practical application. This neans
expanding the facility here and hiring nore staff. Wth the added
help, | could conplete this last stage of ny project in about a year's
tinme."

Stewart shifted in his chair. What the hell was this secret project?

Was Goth just building the suspense, or was he actually reluctant to
tell then?

"As you know, " the doctor continued, "I have chosen to work in an area
of genetics considered taboo in many societies. As a result, |'ve had
to put up with obstacles beyond those required of my research. Lack of
funds. Bureaucratic harassnent. Professional ostracism R dicule and
libel fromthe media. Even sabotage and death threats fromreligi ous
crackpots and political extrem sts.

Yet |'ve continued on in the face of all this because | know t he val ue
of my work far outwei ghs any dangers or inconveniences | mght face
personal ly."

The unsettling thought crossed Stewart's mind that Goth's secret m ght
be sone wildly inpractical fantasy. Years of research without results
often encouraged a certain type of scientist to start seeing

br eakt hr oughs where none existed, to start making rash cl ai ns about

di scoveri es not supported by his work. Delusions of grandeur were an
occupati onal hazard for aging scientists, and Goth seermed to be show ng
some of the synptons.

"What | believe | have acconplished, gentlenen," CGoth said, "is, on one
level, quite sinple to describe."

Stewart | eaned forward in his chair. Silence gripped the room

"I"ve devel oped a better human being," he said.

Anne Stewart wal ked down the brick path that led fromthe main house to
the guest cottage. She wore a white dress and carried a picnic basket
under her arm

It was an unusually warm day for early March. The sky was crystalline,
the air sweet with the snells of early spring. The |awns, free of snow
since the first week in February, were already pale green with fresh
growm h, and the forsythia bushes were putting forth their first yell ow
buds.

The [ awn sl oped away fromthe main house, an ltalianate stone mansion
of forty-eight roonms, in a broad apron nany acres in size. To the
north it stretched a thousand yards to the edge of Long Island Sound,



where it enclosed a shall ow cove of sandy beach. A |arge boat house
domi nated one end of the cove. To the east, south, and west, the

| andscape was an artful blend of gardens, stone walls, hedgerows,
ponds, and small groves of trees.

Beyond the i medi ate grounds |ay hundreds of acres of fields, and
beyond the fields was a deep border of forest--a small w | derness that
effectively hid the estate fromview, except fromthe waters of the
sound.

The property, built by an oil baron at the turn of the century, was

| andscaped to re-create, insofar as such a thing was possible, the nood
he claimed to have experienced while strolling the grounds of
Versaill es: an overwhel m ng sense of tranquillity and pernanence.

At Anne Stewart's side was Al exandra Tate, a nei ghbor who had, in the
two and a half years since Anne's marriage to Dalton Stewart, becone a
close friend. She carried a portable ice chest with two bottles of
white wine.

The euphoric glory of the day had so far failed to i nprove Anne's
nood.

The dispirited gloomthat she had felt through npbst of the winter stil
clung to her. She counted heavily on Lexy Tate's conpany to cheer her

up.

The two worren reached the guest house, a small Tudor-style cottage with
vi ne-covered brick-and-wood walls and | eaded gl ass wi ndows. They
stepped onto the terrace and | ooked around. On one side was a small
duck pond ringed with |lacy green boughs of henl ocks; on the other, a
grove of maples, their branches still bare of |eaves.

"CGorgeous," Lexy declared, taking in the view with a broad,
enconpassi ng sweep of her arnms. "Paradise. This is it, right here."

Anne deposited her picnic basket on a big wought-iron table, pulled
out a chair, and sat down heavily.

Lexy propped a foot up on the stone parapet that enclosed the
terrace.

"Do you know what that word really neans, by the way?"

"What wor d?"

" '"Paradise' ! " Anne shrugged. "Besides heaven, it also neans a
park. It's fromthe Latin paradisus. And/or the Geek paradeisos."”
Lexy's nmouth fell open. "How did you know t hat?"

"You told ne. About six nonths ago."

"Did 1? Christ, | nmust be getting Al zheinmer's. Did |l also tell you
who told nme?"

"Maybe not." Anne Stewart extracted a paper napkin fromthe picnic
basket and began w ping away a sticky yellow coat of tree pollen that
had accunul ated on the table's gl ass surface.



"It was a guy | dated one sunmer when | was sixteen. He was a freshman
at Princeton, and | was very inpressed with him An intellectual. His
father wanted himto go into investment banking, but he planned to
devote his life to poetry and booze. One night we ended up on the

| ocal country-club golf course. W wandered around the fairways in the
moonl i ght with a bottle of vodka while he laid this paradisus |ine on
me. The gist was that since we were, in effect, already in heaven out
here on the golf course, that anything we did woul d probably have the

Lord's blessing. | thought it was a pretty good argunent, so | went
along with it." Lexy came over to the table and sat down across from
Anne. "We fucked our brains out on the fourteenth green.”

Anne nodded absently. She continued to scrub the tabletop, pressing
down with such force that the table's wought-iron | egs began rattling
noisily on the stone terrace.

"I thought it was a kind of funny story," Lexy said.

"I"'msorry. You did tell ne," Anne replied.

Lexy sighed and watched Anne in silence. Finally, she | eaned across
the tabl e and grabbed her friend' s wist, stopping her in mnd-w pe.

"Are you conpul sive about dust, or do you just harbor a secret desire
to be a cl eaning | ady?"

Anne flushed in enbarrassnent. She released her grip on the paper
napkin. "Sorry."

Lexy screwed up her face in a scowm and flicked a wist at the napkin,
as if it were a bug to be shooed away. It fell to the terrace floor

"If you're really so concerned about the dirt, you should go right over
to that phone and call the housekeeper. Tell her the table on the
guest house terrace is filtly beyond description, and she had better
send sonmeone down to clean it, imrediately."

Anne sl unped back in her chair. "Oh, for godsakes, Lexy, | could never
do that."

"You could too do it," Lexy insisted.

"I can't boss people around. It's not in ny nature."

"You don't have to boss anyone around. You just have to be firm
You're letting the staff here get away with rurder."

"I's this another | esson fromyou in upper-class manners?"

"I'f you like."

"Honestly, if it were up tone, 1'd fire themall. | hate servants.
| hate to be waited on. The whole idea offends ne."

"Why isn't it up to you?"

"What do you nean?"



"If you really want to fire them then why can't you? Mybe that's
exactly what you should do. Let a few heads roll. And I'd start with
your housekeeper, Ms. Corley--the Wcked Wtch of the West Wng."

"I"'ve already tried. Dalton won't let ne. 'Ms. Corley's been with
the famly for twenty years. Can't do w thout her."

" "You can't let Dalton push you around, either. He has to let you run
t he household. And Ms. Corley hasn't been with the fanmly twenty
years. It's nore like four. Before that, | think, she was an

assi stant warden at some maxi mum security correctional facility
upstate."

Anne shook her head. "He won't talk about it. Ms. Corley's supposed
to be showi ng me the ropes.™

"Well, all she's doing is contriving ways to nake you | ook stupid."

"She's very good at that."

"Boy, you really are in a down nood. You need some wi ne, quick." Lexy
pulled a bottle fromthe ice chest and fished around inside the picnic
basket for a corkscrew. "You can't let a few problens in the ranks

spoi | your day."

Anne took out silverware, plates, glasses, and |inen napkins fromthe

basket and arranged two place settings on the table. "It's not just
about the staff. I1t's everything. |'mdepressed all the tine
lately.

And |1'm not the kind of person who gets depressed. At least | didn't

used to be." She pulled a plate of sandwi ches out of the basket,
renoved the transparent wap covering them and then slanmred the basket
lid closed. "I'mjust not cut out for this life, Lexy."

Al exandra popped the cork on the wine bottle with an energetic tug and
filled the glasses to the brim "Don't be a defeatist. Once you get
used to it, you'll love it. | promise. Youll get on top of things
eventual ly."

"l don't think | can stand anot her week. Who lives like this
anynor e?

In a forty-ei ght-room house bulging with servants? Nobody, except
heads of state--and maybe a few dotty old society matrons."

"Dalton likes to inpress people," Lexy replied.
"You don't think rmuch of him do you?"

Lexy changed the subject. She picked up a sandwi ch and eyed it

critically. "D d you make this yourself?"

Anne | ooked puzzled. "O course.”

"I could tell." Lexy fingered the sandwich as if it were a snall
animal that mght bite her. "The bread still has the crust onit."

"You don't |ike crust?"



"I love crust--on pizza and apple pie. You should ve let Anelia
prepare the lunch. She's the cook. You may think that you're being
Little Mss Hel pful by barging into the kitchen and maki ng these all by
yoursel f, but what you're really doing is invading her territory.

Humiliating her. You're telling her that you can do a better job than
she can, even at sonething as dunb as maki ng sandwi ches. "

"Anelia's a terrific cook," Anne protested. "And she knows it.

| didn't want her to have to fuss with our little lunch.... Now you're
making me feel really terrible.™

Lexy took a bite of the sandw ch, then hoisted her glass. "Let's get
drunk. "
Anne shook her head. "Il've got a committee neeting this afternoon

W're organizing a charity fund-raiser for sone innercity
children...."

"Fuck the fund-raiser. The comittee ought to mind its own business,
anyway. Enjoy life. Drink your w ne."

Anne took a sip and nmade a face.

"What's the matter?"

"It tastes bitter. \What is it?"

Lexy laughed. "It's a forty-five-dollar bottle of white Bordeaux.

And it doesn't taste bitter. It tastes dry."

"Il never get beyond beer and vodka tonics."

"At |least you didn't say w ne coolers."

"Do you really love this life, Lexy? You put it down all the tine."
Al exandra Tate hunched her shoul ders and turned her palnms up in a comc
exaggeration of a shrug. "l don't know anything else. | was born
rich. | make fun of it just to keep sonme perspective. A lot of it is
stupid, pretentious, hypocritical, and boring.

But | like the privileges. |1'ma spoiled brat at heart."

"Well, | wish there were nore spoiled brats around |ike you.

You're the only friend | have these days."

"Ch, cone on, Annie. Stop feeling so sorry for yourself."

"Everyone treats me like a |leper. Haven't you noticed? Dalton's
famly and friends included. Especially Dalton's mother. |If it was

possi ble to be snubbed to death, 1'd have been done in nonths ago."

"Gve it some time. And don't take it so seriously. And Dalton's
nmother is the |last person in the world who should snub you.



Before she nmarried Dalton's father, she worked in a nmassage parl or

And she didn't give nassages.'
"That's not true."

"Yes, it is."

"But why does everyone hate ne so? It's incredible. Do they really
think I"'mso inferior in breeding and background that they can't even
tol erate ny presence?"

"It doesn't have as nuch to do with social class as you think."

"What does it have to do with? 1've tried very hard to be nice to
people. | really have." Anne's voice broke. She felt on the verge of
tears.

"Annie. Listen. To the people around here you' re an outsider

You grew up somewhere el se--you went to different schools and different
parties. You had different friends. These people all grew up
together. They've all had the sane experiences. They share the sane
values. Pretty boring, but that's the way it is. [It's tribal

Selfprotective. You'd get the sane treatnment if you noved into Little
Italy, or a Jewi sh neighborhood in the Bronx, or a dinky little haml et
in New Engl and. C ose-knit people are intol erant and suspici ous of
out si ders. "

"It can't be that sinple.”

"You're right. The Stewarts are still considered parvenus by the Ad
Guard, for one thing. And of course all the wonen are terrified of
you. "

Anne gaped at her friend in genuine astonishment. "Terrified of ne?"

"Sure. You're too good-looking. They're jealous. And they think
you're after their husbands."

"That's conpletely ridicul ous!"

"I know, | know, but don't play dunb. You're a threat, whether you
intend to be or not. Look at you--twenty-six years old, |ong
strawberry-bl ond hair, peaches-and-cream conpl exi on, soft sexy voice,
bi g bl ue bedroom eyes, a gorgeous face with a cute dinpled chin, a
snmle that could nelt the Antarctic ice pack, and a body that should be
legally classified as a | ethal weapon.”

Anne | aughed." ' Bedroom eyes'?"

"You have star quality--that indefinable, nysterious

what everthe-hell-it-is that makes you irresistible to any man with even
trace amounts of testosterone in his blood. Even Gorgio, ny gay
decorator friend, told ne he's in love with you. You're a knockout."

"Stop it, you're enbarrassing nme. And you're nore interesting and
sexier than I am anyway."



Lexy shook her head firmly. "No. | have fat ankles and no boobs. And
| sweat easily. | have to be sexy and interesting as all hell just to
stay in the chase. You're in a different class altogether

I'm jeal ous of you nyself."

"But the bottomline is I'll never be accepted here."

Lexy waved the idea away with a lazy flick of her wist. "Don't even
thi nk about it. Because you don't need to be 'accepted.” It doesn't
nmean anyt hi ng. "

"Dalton thinks it does."

Lexy refilled their glasses. "Well, if it all gets too unbearable, you

can al ways wal k away fromit."
"How can |? Dalton expects me to live up to the role.™
"Do you | ove hinP"

Anne thought about it for a monent, then sighed. "God, | don't know
anynore."

"Well, Dalton just threw you into all this w thout any warning or any
help. It's going to take time. |If you really don't want to put in the
time, you should just take your piece of the Stewart pie right now and
split.”

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Divorce. And your share of the estate.”

"I signed a prenuptial agreenent.”

"Yeah? Wat's in it?"

Anne hesitated; she wasn't sure it was a good idea to share the
details, even with Lexy. "Basically it's a mllion dollars . . . if

there are no children...."

Lexy banged her wi neglass down all over the glass surface. It hit with
a sharp crack, spilling liquid all over the glass surface.

"Amllion dollars? That's what you get? Are you joking?"
Anne felt a surge of guilt. "You think it's too nuch?"
Lexy rolled her eyes, stuck out her tongue, and clutched her stomach.

She scraped her chair back across the terrace and pushed herself to her
feet. She staggered around the terrace in an operatic exaggeration of
someone taken violently ill, flinging her arns out and | urching
drunkenly fromside to side

Anne | aughed out | oud. Lexy finished her performance by |eaning over
the edge of the terrace and pretending to throw up in the bushes. She
returned to the table, wi ped her nmouth with her napkin and gul ped down
half a glass of wine. "Did you ask nme if | thought it was too rmuch?"



she said. "Is that what you asked ne?"

"That's what | asked you."

"Well, Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, Anne--Dalton's worth over a billion
He's one of the richest nmen in the country--in the world!

A mllion dollars is an absolute crimnal outrage. 1It's nothing for
Dalton Stewart. Wy did you ever agree to it?"

Anne flushed. "A million dollars is a fortune to me. And what right
would I have to take Dalton's wealth? It's his. He earned it

| didn't."
"He didn't earn it, Pollyanna. Nobody ever earns a billion dollars.
That's not humanly possible. He stole it. |It's called high finance.

O investnent banking. O venture capitalism But it's actually nore
like grand theft. Normally it wouldn't be legal, but at Dalton's |evel
normal doesn't apply."

"That's very cynical ."

"Realistic. Money--if you have enough of it--turns the normal worKkings
of society on its head. People get bought, seduced, intimdated, and
crushed. And laws get ignored. O they get rewitten."

"You make business sound |ike organized crine."

"Right. The only difference is the businessmen use | awers and paper
instead of hit nmen and bullets. Mst of them anyway."

"That still doesn't nmake it okay for ne to take it fromhim"

"Way not? Dalton Stewart took it from someone."

Anne Stewart crossed her arns. "Let's change the subject.”

"Listen to me," Lexy continued. "If word ever gets out that Dalton got
you to agree to a prenuptial with a pathetic mlliondollar payoff,
you'll be able to hear people | aughing as far away as New Zeal and. You

were suckered. If | were you, 1'd get a |lawer to take a | ook at that
agreement right now, and see if he can't break it."

"No, damm it. | stand by what | said. | don't care where it cane
from | don't want to take Dalton's noney. 1'd have a hard tine
accepting the million."

"At | east show the agreenment to a good divorce attorney. | know just
the guy. | dated hima fewtines--" "I'"mnot planning a divorce."

"Ckay, okay. | was just--" "Just shut up and pour me sone nore of that
terrible-tasting wine |I'm supposed to think is so great."

Lexy topped off Anne's gl ass.

"Why i s everything al ways about noney?"



"Nobody can think of anythir g nore interesting.”

"I can."

"\What ?"

Anne | ooked into her wineglass. "Kids. A happy famly."
"Kids? Is that what you want ?"

"Don't |ook so surprised. That's why | got married."

Lexy shrugged. "So have sone. | think you' ve got space in the house
for a nursery.”

"Don't you want to have children soneday?"

"No. I'mtoo selfish and spoiled. | like the fucking part okay, but
it's all downhill after that. N ne nonths of fatness, norning
sickness, maternity clothes, and | abor pains, and then you segue ri ght
into spitting up, nessy diapers, food on the floor, and tenper

tantruns. It's not an attractive scenario. |'mjust not the nother
type, I'mafraid. |[|'ve never net a three-year-old | genuinely
liked...."

Anne wasn't listening. She felt a sudden flood of anger. "I gave up a

careen-or at |least the pronise of a careen-to marry Dalton and have
children. But he lied to ne. W can't have any."

"You never told ne that."

Anne sank back against the chair. The w ne had | oosened her

i nhi bitions, and she had to share her misery with somebody. "And he
won't let me go back to work. He wants nme to spend the rest of ny life
pl ayi ng the piano and smling and making small talk with his friends
and business associates. | think he sees nme as a business asset. Just
anot her of his acquisitions. He needed sonething young and feral e and
cute to run his household, carve out a proninent niche for himin

soci ety, and nmake his male friends jeal ous of him Someone who'd stay
hone and not interfere too much in his life. That was supposed to be
me. We really have nothing in common. Qur lives barely even overl ap
anynore. He's away six months of the year. And when he's around, he
pursues his own interests. He doesn't like anything |I like--nusic or
science. O literature or the theater or the opera. He clainmed he
did, but he doesn't. He likes business. He sees it as a kind of
nodern version of the hunt. A blood sport. It occupies all his

tine.

It's what gets himexcited. The snell of noney. He can never have
enough. He lusts after it. You ought to hear himgo on about it
sonmetine. It's quite amazing."

Anne picked up the wineglass and stared into it. "He also |likes other
worren. |'ve learned to ignore it. If | bring it up, he just denies it
and says I'mtoo jeal ous and possessive. The affairs never seemto

amount to much. It's just constant screw ng around. Picking up womnen

in London or Paris or Rone or Berlin or Philadel phia or wherever his
busi ness takes him Having a good tine here, there, and
everywhere--rewardi ng hinmself for all his hard work."



"Christ, you never told ne any of this."

"I't's been building up."

"You think he still loves you? At all?"

"I don't know. He used to say he did. He doesn't anynore.

And | don't ask him So | don't really know what he feels anynore.
Al | knowis that we've becone a big di sappoi ntnent to each other."
A prol onged silence greeted Goth's announcenent.

The doctor stuck out his chin defiantly. "You' re skeptical, of
course," he nuttered. He folded his arns across his bony chest and

| eaned agai nst the cluttered bookcase behind his desk. "You five, of
all people, with your experience in the marketing of applied genetic
engi neering, shouldn't be so incredulous. You all know that altering
human genes has beconme a routine procedure, carried out every day in
hospitals and clinics all over the world.

Cenetic engineering has cone a |l ong way since the eighties, when they
first synthesized human insulin.”

A fly landed on Goth's arm He ignored it. "Many kinds of diseases,
from high blood pressure to cancer, now yield thenselves to gene
therapy. And other, nore benign abnormalities can be repaired as
wel I .

CGenetically produced hunman growt h hornone, for exanple, is not only
enpl oyed to cure dwarfism it's used cosnetically--to add inches to a
normal person's height.

Anyt hing that can be traced to a defect in a gene, or a group of genes,
can, in theory, be cured. And in genetics these days, theories are
rapi dly becoming realities.”

CGoth continued in this vein for sone tine, expanding upon the

i ncreasing role that recomnbi nant DNA was playing in everyday life: how
pl ants had been genetically engineered to better resist disease and
drought and still produce nore and better-tasting food; how cattle had
been engi neered to produce nore beef on a diet of |ess grass; how nost
of the major hereditary di seases-Tay-Sachs, sickle-cell anem a

Hunti ngton's chorea, cystic fibrosis, anmong others--could now be
screened and the defective genes responsible for the anomaly

repai r ed.

Stewart felt his mnd begin to wander. He gl anced across at the
others. The prince had folded his arns and sl unped back in his

chair.

Fairfield was cleaning his fingernails with a pocket knife.

The baroness was still rocking her foot back and forth. Only Yamanoto
seened to be paying full attention. He sat rigid in his chair, hanging

on Goth's every word.

The doctor began striding back and forth behind his desk, punctuating



his remarks with hand gestures. "The one area where the miracles of
geneti c engi neering have not been applied is to the human reproductive

system " he said, his brittle voice suddenly strong with passion. "And
t he reasons are obvious. Modifying the genes of one human being
changes only that individual. Wen he dies, the altered genes die with

him But if one alters the basic DNA sequences in a fertilized egg--a
zygot e containing both parents' chronosones--then the changes becone
imortal. They will nmanifest thenselves in that individual and al

that individual's future offspring. And these changes will in turn be
passed on down to the children of that person's children, and their
children's children, for generations to cone. And if the genetic
alterations are effective ones--ones that contribute to survival--then
those who inherited themwll thrive and multiply."

CGot h stopped pacing and turned to face his small audi ence.
"This frightens many people. Change is always frightening. And

changes in the human germline bring into play one of the nost powerful
forces of nature--that of evolution itself."

The scientist gazed over the heads of his listeners. "I amthe only
researcher in the field of genetics working in this forbidden area," he
said, biting out his words slowy. "M reasons for doing so are

conpel ling ones, but I won't bore you with them Suffice it to say, |
am now abl e to engineer a series of genetic alterations in the human
enbryo that will produce some very marked i nprovenents."

Cot h picked up a sheet of paper fromthe desk, consulted it for a
nmonent, and then put it back down.

"My procedure will essentially do three things," he said. "First, it
will raise the intelligence quotient by a factor of one. This neans
that a child destined by its genes to have an average | Q of one hundred
will instead have an 1 Q of two hundred. That's well into the highest
range of genius. Cbviously such a change will make a profound
difference in any child' s prospects in life."

The bi ol ogi st had everyone's full attention now.

"Second, the child will enjoy an exceptionally high |level of health and
physical fitness. |Its nmuscle strength will be increased by a factor of
bet ween point two and point three. That doesn't sound |ike nuch, but

it woul d make a young girl as powerful, pound for pound, as a fully

devel oped male athlete. It would put the average nale into the
chanpi onship weight-lifter class. Further, there' Il be no physica
deformties, no inherited diseases. No insanity. The inmune system
wi || have the highest resistance to all forns of pollution and

di sease.

Health will be superb. This individual should seldom if ever, fal

ill throughout its entire life.

And that |ife expectancy, given our present diet and living conditions,
will be one hundred and twenty years, conceivably nore."

Yamanoto | et out a snmall gasp of astonishnent. The baroness shook her
head in disbelief. Stewart didn't know what to think

He doubted that what CGoth was sayi ng was possible.



"I'n the near future | expect to be able to bring many new areas under
control. Al those inherited genetic factors specific to the parents,
for exampl e--patterns of bal dness, color blindness, height, weight,
color of skin, eyes, and hair--shape of facial features, breast size,
nmet abolismrate, and so on. Eventually, in fact, it will be possible
to fine-tune the procedure so that parents will be able to choose al
of a child s attributes, fromits physical appearance to its
personality. 1've already nmastered the knowl edge and techni ques
required for all these nodifications, but they're largely cosnetic.

They can wait."

Cot h paused. A pleased, triunphant grin lit his sallow face.

"One final thing ny procedure will do," he said. "It will enhance the
child' s five senses--increase the range and acuity of its sight,
hearing, snell, taste, and touch. You can well imagine howthis wll

hei ghten its awareness and understanding of the world around it, and
how nmuch this will enrich its life."

The doctor canme around from behind his desk and stood directly in front
of his five seated visitors. "The technical biological details for how
these things are acconplished are naturally quite conplex," he said.

"Only anot her geneticist could understand themfully. | rmust
enphatically state, however, that what | am describing to you is not
science fiction. Al the techniques |I've devel oped and refined to
acconpl i sh the enhancenments |'ve just nentioned are either already
bei ng enpl oyed in sone other form sonmewhere el se, or can be quickly

| earned by any conpetent biotechnician. For that reason, | have taken
great precautions to keep ny work secret."

The doctor's voice took on a harder edge. "But my work is not yet
conplete. As |'ve already explained to you, | need a considerable
anmount of noney to conplete this project. | estimate ten million
dollars just to clear ny outstanding debts and finance a year's worth
of additional research. Mre may be required beyond that. | can't
predict precisely what the final cost nmay be.

But | can predict one thing. There isn't a potential parent on the
face of the earth who woul dn't do al nobst anything--pay al nost
anything--to get for their future offspring what | will soon be able to
offer them™

Fi nished with his pitch, the doctor |eaned against the edge of his desk
and | ooked expectantly at his guests: "Questions?"

The baroness inmedi ately challenged him "What you say you'll soon
have to offer is in fact illegal to sell."

Goth nodded. "O course it is. In Germany. |n England. Japan.

The United States. In many countries. But not everywhere. Not here,
for example. That's why ny lab is here. 1It's an inconvenience, but

not a serious one. As long as the research and the clinica
procedures--gene alteration and inplantation--are done here, there's no
roblem It isn't against the |laws of any country for its citizens to
travel here to have such things done."

"What about your assistant?" the baroness asked. "How much does she



know about your progran?”

"Kirsten? She's been with me for two and a half years. She's well
acquainted with it."

"Can you trust her?"

Cot h | ooked pained. "O course | can trust her," he snapped.
"How do you know?"

Cot h considered the question inpertinent. He ignored it and pointed
his finger at Fairfield.

"What's the drill, then?" the Englishman demanded. "What do we get
back for our lolly? A happy glow? Believe ne, mate, | don't need any
nore charitable contributions for nmy tax returns.

I nl and Revenue's already got their fingers up ny ass."

The doctor gritted his teeth at the Englishman's vulgarity.

"Those who finance nme will share in the profit when the procedure is
mar keted. And | have no doubt those profits will be imense."

"Do you expect us to forma consortiun?" the baroness asked.
"What do you nean?"

"Do you expect us to invest in you as a group?"

CGoth threw out his hands. "I suppose that's up to you. | invited the
five of you hoping that at |east one of you would agree to underwite
my project. |If nore than one wi shes to be involved, that's fine.

must warn you, however, that if any of you contenplate sending down a
fleet of lawers to nitpick, then you can forget it. |[|'ve already
drawn up a very sinple contract form |It's only a few hundred words
long. [|'Il give you each copies to study.

' manenabl e to reasonabl e changes, but I'mnot anenable to letting any
of you try to tie me up with yards of red tape and hundreds of pages of
| egal munbo-junmbo. The intent of that tactic is obvious--to take
advant age of the other party."

"Lawyers are necessary to draw up the |legal documents," the baroness

replied coolly.

Her conmmand of English was excellent, Stewart thought--and enbellished
with a charmingly Germanic |isp, particularly when she pronounced her
r's. Their eyes nmet briefly.

CGoth folded his arns across his chest. "I insist this be done on ny
ternms."”
Yamanot o had the next question. "I can understand, Doctor, how you

m ght have perfected your genetic techniques to enhance IQ health, and
| ongevi ty--and even physical strength. But your claimto be able to
expand the ranges of the senses--how is that possible? | thought such
capacities were very limted in the human genorme. Were do you get
your nodel for this?"



CGoth nodded. "I'mnot just repairing defective genes, or bringing
ordinary ones up to the human optinum In sone cases |'m addi ng new
ones."

"How can you do that?"
"I'd prefer not to say anything nore on the subject.”

Yamanot o shook his head in disbelief. He followed up with another
guestion. "W all know that everyone's genone is different. Everyone
is a special case. How can you have devised a single formula that will
achieve the same results with two very different enbryos? " "An
intelligent question," Goth admtted. "I have devised a software
program-a very conplex programthat requires a very |arge operating
environnent. Once an enbryo's genone has been deci phered, this program
scans the genone's three billion base pairs and determi nes the genetic
alterations necessary to achi eve those results you just

ment i oned--superior intelligence, health, physical strength, and

sharper senses. The program can cope with the w dest variations. It
won't convert themall to the sane thing, but it can bring themup to
within a narrow range. | mght add that the active DNA in one hunman

genone differs fromanother by only a minute fraction of one percent.
Most of the DNA in our chronbsonmes is, as you probably know, silent.

Long sequences may differ fromindividual to individual, but they don't
do anything. They don't code for any proteins; they don't control or
regul ate anything. They're filler. Junk. Good only for purposes of
genetic fingerprinting."

"Does this program of yours have a nane?" Yamanoto asked
A sheepish grin transforned the doctor's normally stern face.
"Yes. It's called Jupiter--after the Ronan god."

"Does this . . . Jupiter programactually carry out the genetic
alterations itsel f?" Yamanoto asked.

"No. It produces the blueprint--the final correct readout of base
pairs. The actual reordering of the enmbryo's DNA structure has to be
done the ol d-fashioned way--in the lab. But of course nost of this
procedure is now conputer-driven also. Like space flight, it wouldn't
be humanly possibl e otherw se."

Dalton Stewart spoke up. "What we've heard is quite fascinating,
Doctor, but a big problemstill remains--at least for ne."

"And what is that?"

"So far you' ve shown us no evidence that Jupiter actually works. How
do you know it does? Have you performed any trial runs? Do you have
any test results of experinents done on real people? W can hardly
accept your say-so on sonething as farfetched as what you' ve just
outlined. W need to see convincing proof. Do you have any?"

There was an i nedi ate buzz of agreenent ampbng the others.

"Excel l ent point," Yamanoto murnmured.



CGoth didn't reply imediately. He renoved his glasses and held t hem
toward the wi ndow, squinting at the thick | enses. Then he w ped them
slowy with the bottom edge of his |ab coat.

"Wl | ?"  Stewart demanded.

CGot h hooked his gl asses back around his ears. "l see the point, of
course,"” he admitted. "I confess | don't know nuch about financi al
matters. The intricacies of business are as nuch a nystery to nme as |
assune the world of microbiology is to all of you. But this nuch

know. Even the nbst cautious venture capitalist realizes that there is

no such thing as a risk-free investnment. |If | could show you
proof--ideally in the formof a real child denonstrating the abilities
nmy genetic programw || nake possible--then | would hardly need your
nmoney to complete ny research. |1 could set up nmy clinic tonorrow and
start nmaking it nyself. | could even franchise the procedure--set up a
string of clinics around the world. | could set up ny own biogenetics
conpany and sell stock init. Let's face it, gentlenen. | could get

rich overnight."

"Suppose one of us was willing to put up the noney," Yamanoto said.

"What share of the eventual profits would you offer?"

"Hal f," CGoth replied. "Fifty percent, mnus operating expenses, to be
shared equal ly."

"Not enough," Baroness von Hauser interjected.
"Why not?" Goth shot back. He appeared stunned. Stewart smled.

CGot h obvi ously thought his fifty-percent offer was nore than
nmagnanmous.

"You haven't thought it through,” the baroness informed him

"When you finish your research, the noney isn't just going to start
rolling in. There'll be substantial devel opment costs. Setting up
clinics, for example. Hring qualified doctors and training

bi ot echni ci ans. Wo's going to pay for all of that? Obviously it'll
have to be your backers."

CGoth frowned. "Well, what do you consider fair?"
The baroness scratched her bare knee as she thought about it.

Stewart watched the | azy novenment of her red-painted fingernails along
the tanned surface of flesh and felt a warmtingling sensation in his
gr oi n.

"N nety percent," she said.
CGoth's face turned fromits pasty white to a nottled purple.

Stewart chuckl ed. The baroness was beginning to show a little of the
steel under her |uxurious exterior.

"I could never agree to anything like that," Goth protested, when he
had found his tongue again. "That's not profit sharing --that's



exploitation."

The baroness made no effort to defend her offer. She just shrugged and
flicked her fingers in a gesture of dism ssal

The room grew very still. Stewart |ooked around. No one el se had any
questions. They all appeared ready to | eave.

"I"manmenabl e to discuss percentages,"” Goth said, attenpting to
resuscitate the discussion. "lI'mnot interested in persona
enrichment. | just want to get on with my work. You rust understand
that. My work is everything to me. Please think about what |'ve

sai d.

My di scoveries are real. Jupiter is real. |If any of you wish to
pursue this further, you can find me in ny |ab."

Wth a tight-1ipped grimace of defeat Goth picked up the catal ogue he
had shown themearlier and prepared to depart. "If | don't hear from
any of you in a couple of days, I'll seek help el sewhere."

Harry Fairfield raised a hand. A mischievous grin lit his ruddy
face.

"I have another question, Doctor."
CGoth glared at Fairfield with obvious distaste. "Wat is it?"
"Can this Jupiter program of yours do anything about cock size?"

Everyone | aughed except Harold Goth. He janmed the catal ogue under his
arm and storned out of the room the veins in his forehead pulsing with
fury.

Anne Stewart wal ked unsteadily across the mansion's dimy lit entrance
hall to the enornous wi nding staircase. She grabbed the banister
railing as if it were a lifeline, and haul ed herself up the
intermnably long flight of stairs, consciously placing each foot as
she went.

How she hated this house--so large and cold and intimndating.

Nothing in it had anything to do with her. Not one piece of rare
antique furniture, not one bit of hand-painted wall paper or linen
drapery. Not one painting or mirror or candl estick holder. Not even
the piano. 1t had all been here when she arrived, and woul d probably
all be here when she left. Mst of the rooms never saw anyone for
weeks at a tine, save an occasional donestic with a vacuum cl eaner and

a dust rag. It didn't feel like home at all. It felt like an

institution. It rem nded her of one of those mansions that had once
bel onged to some | ong-dead fanobus person and were now open for public
tours. Al it lacked were the brass stands with vel vet-covered ropes

and a few signs adnoni shing visitors not to touch anything. How was
she ever going to go on living here?

She reached the safe harbor of her bedroomat the end of the
second-story hallway. Once inside, she |ocked the door behind her and
col | apsed onto the bed.

The dammed committee neeting. She had missed it. She considered



calling Ms. Talley to apol ogi ze and nmake some | ame excuse, but she
didn't trust her tongue to get the words out.

51

I nstead, she called down to the kitchen and munbl ed sonething to
Amelia, the cook, about not feeling well. She intended to retire
early, wi thout dinner.

As soon as she lay back against the pillow, the ceiling over her head
began revolving slowy. She closed her eyes, and the bed began to
roll. She opened her eyes. The ceiling was still spinning.

My God, she thought, five o' clock on a Monday afternoon and she was
drunk. On, Lexy, why did you do this to me A tide of nausea surged
toward her throat. Cutching the bedpost to steady herself, she swung
her | egs over the side of the bed and sat up. Praying that the floor
wouldn't tilt beneath her, she got to her feet and |unged toward the
bat hroom hands cupped over her nouth.

She reached the toilet on her knees, groped blindly for the sides, and
retched noisily into it.

After a few minutes she felt marginally restored, but she was rel uctant
to nove. The cold porcelain lip of the bow felt good agai nst her
forehead. Wthout |ooking, she reached up and tripped the flush
nmechani sm

She wi shed that she were back honme in Vernont.

Home. Somet hi ng she had never really known. The cl osest she had ever
cone was a run-down three-roomrental in a destitute mll town out in a
depopul ated wi | derness call ed the Northeast Kingdom And she never
really wanted to go back there.

CGeorges and Marie-Claire Beauregard. French Catholic and poor. And
both dead now. She had | oved them she supposed, even though they
weren't her real parents.

She didn't know her real parents. The state's Departnent of Soci al
Wl fare had taken her fromthem when she was three years old. Barely
nmore than children thensel ves, they had negl ected Anne so conpletely
that the welfare officials feared she mght starve to death. O so
Mama Marie had told her when she was grow ng up

Not hi ng about her natural parents remained in Anne's consci ous
nenory.

Even their names were absent. Anne's life did not really begin unti
t he age of seven, when Georges and MarieC aire rescued her froma
series of foster hones. A childless mddle-aged couple fromthe
provi nce of Quebec, they adopted her, and she becanme Anne Marie
Beaur egar d.

They did the best they could, but Anne's life was bleak. Georges died
when Anne was el even, and Marie-Claire, fragile and superstitious even
when CGeorges was alive, sinply couldn't cope with his death. She

st opped cooki ng, stopped cl eaning, stopped getting dressed. She waited
out the rest of her life in bed, in front of a TV set. Anne, not yet a
teenager, was forced to take over the household herself. She did the



shoppi ng and the cl eaning and the cooking. Georges had left no
noney.

They lived on welfare and a minuscule retirenent pension from Georges's
years with the Canadi an National Railways.

Anne rarely thought of those years--not because the menories were so
pai nful but because there was so little worth renenbering. They were a
bl ur of fatigue and drudgery, a bleak gray existence in a world in
which there was neither time nor noney for dates or parties or even
decent cl ot hes.

Keepi ng house, taking care of Marie-Claire, and going to school
consumed her days. She cane to hate that small TV set at the foot of
Mama Marie's bed. It stayed on around the clock, blotting out rea
life with an endl ess drone of soap operas, sitcons, cop and detective
dramas, quiz shows, talk shows, and commrerci al s.

It still disturbed Anne to be in a roomwith a TV set turned on

She found her escape in books. |If it had not been for the town
library, inadequately stocked as it was, her |life would have been
i mpossibly grim

In June 1989, five nonths before her seventeenth birthday, Anne
graduated from hi gh school. Anne had gone to the cerenoni es by
hersel f, feeling m serable and al one ami dst her happy cl assmates and
their famlies. Wen she got home, she found Marie-C aire propped
agai nst her pillows, her eyes staring vacantly at the TV screen

Nearly an hour passed before Anne realized she was dead.

Anne pulled down the toilet seat and struggled to her feet. She washed
out her mouth at the big marble sink and brushed her teeth. She stil
felt drunk, but at |east the nausea had subsided and the floor was
hol di ng st eady.

Marie-Claire's death freed Anne. She took a job in a local health
clinic, and when she had saved a little noney, she enrolled at a nearby
two-year community college. She did so well there that she was able to
transfer to the University of Vernont on a scholarship. At the

uni versity she bl ossoned. She chose biol ogy as her mgjor, and she
excelled at it, much to the surprise of the mal e-chauvini st head of the

department. Even with the schol arship, she still had to work part-tine
as a receptionist at a nedical center to support herself, but for the
first time she began having a social life. Her astonishing good | ooks,

hi dden fromthe world during her high school years, were hidden no
longer. Male students followed her around |Iike a pernmanent band of
courtiers, constantly vying with each other for her attention.

She lost her virginity to her piano teacher, a handsone, charning
professor in the school's nusic departnment. He threatened to kil
hinself if she didn't consent to marry him She agreed reluctantly,
but was able to back out at the |ast minute when he confessed that he
ad been married tw ce before and had five children

She graduated fromthe university with honors and went to work at a
bi ol ogi cal supply house in her hometown, Burlington, Vernont. After
two years there she had made up her nmind to go back to college for an
advanced degree. She had decided to pursue a career in biology,



probably as a teacher.
But that decision got cancel ed.

One day Dalton Stewart wal ked into her |ab, flanked by his

chauf f eur - bodyguard and a coupl e of assistants. He was | ooking for the
head of the accounting departnent. It seened that he had just bought

t he conpany, and he wanted to see the firm s financial records.

He was tall and charming in a worldly way that inpressed Anne
enornously. He was also very rich--the ultimte eligible bachel or

Peopl e magazi ne had recently run a story on him detailing his

hi gh- power ed busi ness and social life. He had dated nmany celebrities,
and there were always runors flying in the gossip col ums about whom he
m ght marry next.

On his way out of the building, he returned to the |lab and Jupiter's

| augter u 55 handed Anne a note that sent her pulse hamering: "You're
an extraordinarily beautiful wonman. WII you have dinner with ne
tonight? |'mstaying at the Ethan Allen Hotel. Please call ne
there."”

Anne didn't call him She had a date with her boyfriend, Mtty, and
she had no intention of breaking it, even for Dalton Stewart.

The idea of going out with himterrified her, anyway. He was divorced,
nearly twi ce her age, and inpossibly glanorous. And she was put off by
the inplicit assunption in his note: that she'd come running just
because he was who he was.

To her astonishment, he reappeared in the | ab the next day and asked
her to dinner again. She blushed and stuttered, but turned hi m down.

This time she lied and told himshe already had plans for the
eveni ng.

He persisted, and finally got her to agree to see himthe foll ow ng
Friday. He was supposed to be at a business conference in Barcel ona,
but he said he'd change his plans just to see her

Her friends in the |ab, neanwhile, were going quietly berserk

They couldn't believe that she had had the nerve to give himsuch a
hard time. She should junp at the chance to go out with him they
insisted. Anne wasn't so sure. She couldn't understand why someone
like Stewart should show any interest in her in the first place. They
couldn't possibly have anything in common. The day before their Friday
date, she called his office in New York and cancel ed.

Anne renoved her dress and her undercl othes and stepped into the
shower. She turned the water on as cold as she could stand it, let it
run for a few mnutes, then mxed in the hot until the spray felt warm
and soot hing. She stood under it for a long tine, until she was aware
of nothing but the pleasant sensation of the water beating down on her
shoul ders and back

Dalton Stewart had refused to give up. The nore she resisted him it
seened, the harder he tried. Finally, in the mstaken belief that the
only way to discourage himwas to go out with himand get it over wth,



she agreed to a date.

And sonme date it turned out to be

Stewart suggested they start early and do a little sightseeing.
At five P.M his chauffeur drove themto the Burlington airport.
They boarded his private jet and circled over Lake Chanpl ain.

Anne was delighted. She pointed out sonme of the | andmarks of the city
of Burlington bel ow.

"Have you ever seen the Eiffel Tower?" Stewart asked

Anne | aughed. "In Paris? No. Someday, though."

"How about right now?"

"Ri ght now? \Mhat?"

"Let's go see the Eiffel Tower."

The twi n-engine Lear altered course to the east, clinbed to thirty

t housand feet, and flew to France. They tal ked through the evening and
had di nner on the plane. After seven hours, just as dawn was breaking
across Paris, Anne | ooked down and saw Sacre-Coeur, Notre-Dane, the Arc
de Trionphe, and, of course, the Eiffel Tower. The magic of the noment
noved her to tears.

Through some friend in the French foreign mnistry Stewart arranged for
custonms at Orly Airport to adnmit Anne into the country without a
passport, and they had breakfast at a lively cafe on the Left Bank
After that they spent the day shopping and touring the city in a
limousine. He had rented a double suite for themat the Hotel Meurice
on the rue de Rivoli. Their w ndows | ooked out over the Tuileries and
the Louvre.

Anne had dreaned for a long tine of seeing Paris. Now there it was,
right outside her window She felt giddy, euphoric. 1In her entire
life she had never been any further from Burlington, Vernont, than

Bost on, Massachusetts.

They had dinner at L'Hotel with a fanbus French actress and her
producer husband. Anne charmed themw th her provincial Canadian
French, and the producer offered her a part in his next novie.

Everyone drank a I ot of wine, and the npod was festive.

At one point Dalton | eaned close and whi spered in her ear

"Can | ask you an inportant question?"

Anne shook her head playfully. "No. Only silly questions are all owed
t oday. "

"Ckay. A silly question then. WII you marry ne?"

Anne felt her heart flip. "That is a silly question," she replied.



Later, at the Brasserie Lipp, they sat at a crowded table with

nore fanmous peopl e--many of them acquai ntances of Dalton's --and drank
nmore wi ne. There was a well-known American TV journalist and his
witer wife, and so many ot hers who cane and went during the evening
that she lost track. During the quieter nonments, Dalton continued to
press his case for marriage, painting a stirring picture of what a
wonderful life they would have together. She protested. They barely
knew one anot her, after all

On their way back to the Hotel Meurice at three in the norning, Anne,

sl eep-starved and bleary with jet lag, said she'd at |east have to have
some time to think about it. In the elevator up to their suite she
sai d yes, she probably would marry him Dalton conpleted his whirlw nd
seduction that night in bed. Anne succunbed alnpbst with relief.

The best surprise was how exciting the sex was. In retrospect, much of
it had to do with the circunstances--the wine, the sense of

di sl ocation, the renoval fromeverything famliar--which let her
surrender so completely to the sensual side of her nature. She had had
sex with four other nen--the music professor, Mtty, one previous
boyfriend, and another professor, who had forced hinself on her in his
of fice. None of them had given her pleasure like this. |If she wasn't
yet in love, she decided, it was certainly a great beginning.

A month | ater, Anne Marie Beauregard and Dalton Francis Stewart |1
were married at a small private cerenony on Long Island. Dalton
apol ogi zed for insisting that everything be done so quickly, but there
were so nmany dermands on his tine, he felt that if they didn't get
married now, the opportunity m ght be | ost forever

After a short honeynoon in the Caribbean, Dalton parked Anne in his
estate on Long Island and went on with his life as before. She rarely
saw himanynore. The last time had been a week ago. He was just back
from somewhere and on his way to somewhere el se. They had di nner and
spent the night at the fanmily's brownstone on Fifth Avenue. The next
nor ni ng he was gone.

The sex that night had been rushed and perfunctory. Dalton brought her
some gifts and asked her if there was anything she needed. O herwi se,
he was his usual distant, distracted self.

Thi nki ng back on that incredible courtship, Anne now saw it in a new
light. Dalton had approached their relationship as if it were a
contest and she were the prize. Once he decided he wanted her, he had
gone after her, pulling out all the stops. And her early resistance
had only increased his determination. He wouldn't quit until he had
subdued her.

She had consented, she realized with sone nortification, just because
it was so nuch a part of her nature to be agreeable. He had bull dozed
her, and she had been too polite and intimdated to resist, or to
insist on a larger say in matters. She hadn't negotiated with him

She had surrendered to him And now that he had the prize, his
interest in her had faded. Professions of |ove notw thstanding, he
didn't seemto want a real relationship. He didn't seemto care who



she was or what she wanted out of |ife.

She had tried to persuade Dalton to let her take a job in
Manhatt an- - she had been offered a research position at the Rockefeller
Institute that she very nmuch wanted to take--but he had tal ked her out
of it. He told her that her social status nmade any job, especially a
career, out of the question. While he succeeded in the world of

busi ness, he expected her to succeed for themin the world of

soci ety.

It wasn't enough to be rich, he insisted; one also had to know the
right people, do the right things, be seen at the right places. It was
up to her to see to these matters. That was to be her career

She had tried, but she had little feeling for society and its demands,
and no desire torise init. It was all painfully boring and phony.

And then there was the matter of children. She had told himbefore
they were married how nuch she wanted children--how inportant a fanily
was to her. He had agreed enthusiastically. It was inportant to him
al so.

But he had insisted fromthe very beginning that she use birth
control.

One night, after a particularly torrid bout of |ovemaking, he asked her
if she was renenbering her pills.

"What if | said no?" she asked teasingly.

"I'"d be upset,"” he replied.

Jupltens L)augnter u

"Why? | thought we were going to have children. Wy wait?
"' mready now. '

"No, you can't," Dalton replied, his voice suddenly tight.
"I can't? Wy not?"

Dal ton renmmni ned sil ent.

"You're frightening ne, Dalton," she said. "Talk to nme. Wy can't
| ?"

Dalton sat up in bed. "I've got a problem" he whispered. "A bad
gene. It can be inherited. It causes severe retardation.”

Anne coul d scarcely believe his words. She felt as if he had punched
her in the stomach. "Wy didn't you tell ne?" she demanded. "You
owed it to ne to tell me."

Dalton hid his face in his hands. "I know | know | wanted to.

Believe ne. But | was afraid you' d back out of the marriage.

| didn't want to risk losing you. |I'msorry, Anne. Honest, | am
sorry."



Anne felt cruelly deceived nevertheless. Life w thout children would
be unt hi nkably enpty. The foll owing day Dalton nade a | ot of apol ogies
and excuses and vaguely promi sed that if there was no other solution

t hey woul d adopt .

Anne stepped out of the shower and dried herself. She felt slightly
better. She stood in front of the full-length mrror on the bathroom
wal | and studied herself in the bright light of the ceiling heat

| anps.

Was she really beautiful ? People always said she was, but she didn't
quite believe it. She thought of herself as very average.

Maybe that's all beauty was--being quintessentially average. At the
nmonent she | ooked nore bedraggl ed than beauti ful

She wrapped a towel around her wai st and wal ked back into the
bedr oom

She shook her head. It hurt. She was still drunk

She cl osed the drapes to shut out the late-afternoon Iight, then flung
hersel f nude on top of the bed. The roomfelt hot, stuffy.

Her eyes wandered to the ornate nol ded plaster border that defined the
edges of the bedroomceiling. The corners were the fanciest--a
delicate scrollwrk of leaf clusters and other design el enments she
could not identify. Suddenly she spotted a small face, a chinera,

hi ding anobng the |l eaves. It appeared to be leering down at her. She
squi nted her eyes, but the face remained. Silly.

An illusion caused by the rooms dimlight, she decided. |f she opened
the drapes or turned on a |l anp, she knew, the face woul d di sappear

She kept her eyes fastened on the small face until she began to fee
di zzy agai n.

She rested a hand on her breast and brought her other hand up between
her legs. She closed her eyes and squeezed her thighs agai nst her
fingers. Through the haze of the wine, she felt a warmrush of
desire.

She squeezed her | egs together harder and dug her fingers into her
breast.

Tears welled fromthe corners of her eyes. Wy did she have to spend
her life feeling | onely and unl oved?

6

Dalton Stewart came out of Goth's |lab and wal ked straight to his rented
Toyota Land Crui ser, parked just outside the building.

Waiting for himwere his chief executive assistant, Hank Ajem an, and
hi s chauffeur-bodyguard, G| Trabert. Ajem an opened the back door for
his boss and then slid in beside him

Stewart renpved the gold fountain pen clipped to his shirt pocket and
held it out. A miniature mcrophone and transnitter were conceal ed



inside. Goth had refused to allow any recording devices inside his
office, so Stewart had resorted to using a bug with a renote
transmtter. "Did you get everything?' he asked.

Aj emi an picked up the portable |aser-disk recorder fromthe floor and
set it on his lap. "Canme through perfectly.”

Trabert started the jeep and wheeled it slowy out of the weedchoked
lot. Prince Bandar's jeep was al ready bouncing down the hill, trailing
a cloud of dust. Yamanoto and Fairfield, who had come out behind
Stewart, were just getting into their vehicles.

Stewart craned his neck around to | ook back toward the |ab's
entrance.

He was wonderi ng what had becone of the baroness.
He had hoped to speak to her, but she was nowhere in sight.

Stewart | ooked at his chief assistant, slunped forward in his winkled
suit. Ajem an was short, overweight, and bald. He suffered from

all ergies that caused dark circles under his eyes and gave his Brooklyn
accent an added overtone of nasal congestion

He presented a dramatic contrast to his tall, slim well-nmanicured WASP
boss.

"You heard it all," Stewart said. "What did you think?"

Ajenmi an cl osed his eyes and sniffled. Some plant pollen in the air was
maki ng his nose run and his eyes water. "Goth sounds a little off the
wall to me," he ventured.

"You think so?"

"Well, you asked the key question," Ajem an answered, instinctively
flattering his boss. "Were' s the proof? He said he doesn't have any,
so what the hell is he tal king about ?"

"You think he's a fraud?"

"I don't rule it out. Mre likely Goth is conning hinself. He wants
to believe he can do these things. Maybe he needs to believe it."

"You think we should forget it, then?"

Ajemian pulled a tissue fromhis pocket and blew his nose loudly. He
hated it when his boss put himon the spot like this.

"Well, what's he offering us? Basically nothing--beyond his word. And
| don't think that's worth nuch. As you yourself said--" "Stop quoting
me, for godsakes. | know what | said."

Aj emi an nodded.

"I want to think about it," Stewart deci ded.

Both men were clutching the edges of the seats in front of themto keep
from bei ng thrown around by the rough nmountain road.



Stewart appraised his chief assistant. He was wearing that hangdog
| ook he put on whenever Stewart was abrupt with him

He paid Hank Ajemian a mllion dollars a year, along with stock
options, a fat expense account, and a conplete nedical plan. And
Ajemian was worth it. He didn't have nuch imagi nati on, but he was
qui ck and savvy, and an absolute wi zard with a bal ance sheet. He could
cut corners and bend rules with the best of them He knew how to pul
out all the stops to outwit a rival in a deal or to confound and defeat
an armmy of regulatory investigators. He could put together--or take
apart--a deal like no one else Stewart had ever known. Wen Aj enian
was doi ng the nunbers, the conpetition didn't stand a chance.

And Stewart trusted him He was loyal. And it wasn't just his
personality that made himthat way. He owed Stewart a |ot.

In 1988 Ajem an had been hit by both the SEC and the United States
Attorney General's office in a Wall Street securities fraud case that
sent himto the federal penitentiary in Danbury, Connecticut, for three
years. Wen he got out of prison, in 1992, no one would hire him He
had a wife and three children, and he was reduced to sending his kids
tolive with relatives while he and his wife, Carol, cleaned offices to
stay alive.

That was how he nmet Dalton Stewart. He was polishing his office floor
one ni ght when Stewart wal ked in. Ajeman had seen sonme papers on
Stewart's desk relating to plans to buy out a small pharmaceutical s
conpany in upstate New York. He couldn't resist pointing out a few
ways in which Stewart night inmprove his bargaining position. Stewart,
once he got over the shock of being given advice by a nosy cleaning
man, was inpressed. Despite Ajemian's jail record, he put himon the
payroll as an investment consultant. Stewart had reason to be
synmpathetic. H's own father had once gone to prison for a crine
simlar to A em an's.

In the years since, A em an had become Stewart's only real confidant.

"CGoth's a crackpot," Ajem an declared. "You read the file. He's an
enbarrassnment in the scientific community.”

"He won the Nobel Prize."

"He's still a crackpot."
"Hold on a minute," Stewart countered. "Don't confuse being
controversial with being crazy. The guy's a genius. Nobody disputes
that. And | find it hard to believe that a man with his brains--and
ego--woul d spend ten years working a dry hole.

He's on to sonething. And if he can do what he says he can do

Stewart paused. He felt a sudden euphoric rush, akin to the sensation
he experienced when he decided to go after a beautiful woman. "There's
an opportunity to nake some noney here, Hank. A lot of noney."

Aj emi an rubbed his nose. "Goth may be years from being able to produce
the kind of genetic package he was tal king about in there."



"That's part of the risk of backing him But he's not asking for nuch,
either. Ten mllion. That's not big noney. W lost tw ce that |ast
year on that damed drugstore chain you talked me into buying.”

"It was only twelve mllion," A eman protested. "And the nunbers were
there--" Stewart waved a hand to cut himoff. "Think of the

possibilities. |If the genetic programworks even half as well as Goth
says it will, the market for it is unlinited. W're talking about the

one thing that matters to people nore than anything else in their life
--their children. Everybody naturally wants the best. And a kid who's
a genius? Wo never gets sick? Who'll probably live to be over a
hundred? M God, they'll be kicking the doors down.

Everybody will want this. Those who can afford it will demand to have
it."

The jeep reached the bottom of the nmountain road, and Trabert swung it
onto the highway and headed back toward their hotel on the west end of
the i sl and.

"If it works," Ajemian said. He pulled out another tissue to wipe his
nose.

Stewart warmed to his subject. "W could build the first clinic right
here. Just buy up that nedical school up on the hill. It's perfect.

G ve CGoth whatever he needs and put himin charge. Then buy up one of
the island' s best hotels. O build one. O two.

Peopl e who cone to the clinic could make it a Cari bbean vacation. And
we'd sock it to them Make the deal so expensive only the rich could
afford it. Hell, we could set alnost any price we wanted. Figure a
package deal of about a hundred thousand dollars per couple, everything
i ncl uded--food, transportation, hotel, and all the tine they need at
the clinic. Probably a week, with some future trips during and after
t he pregnancy. W might charge nore for those. Wen the first clinic
is going full blast, we build a second one. And another hotel. And
then a third. Wen the island can't hold any nmore, we find a second
island. And right now the whole region's econony is a shanbles. W
could buy up beach front property for nothing on half a dozen

out -of -t he-way islands. Then invite sone of the big, prestigious

chai ns--Hyatt, Sheraton--to build here. And while we're at it, we'll
buy out one
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of the local feeder airlines and expand it. Maybe we could even
devel op our own international routes...

Aj emi an tucked the used tissue into his pants pocket. "What about
| egal probl ens?"

"I don't think there are any. |In fact, the |legal situation could work
to our benefit. |If genetic research on the germline is illega
everywhere el se, then people'll have no choice except to come down

here. W'd have the whole market to ourselves--indefinitely. Even if
someone stole the program he'd be hard put to find a place to set up

t he sophisticated clinics needed to adm nister it. O course we'd have
to protect ourselves--keep the local politicians here happy. That

shoul dn't be hard. W can make the econony on this island boom"



Ajemian still resisted the idea. "What about Goth hinmself? He could
be a problem | heard himasking for fifty percent in there."

"I'"ve been thinking about that. Fifty percent is out of the question
of course. Even a thirty-percent share's too high. But suppose we
just offer himcarte blanche. Go to himand say, 'Look, here's the ten
mllion. It's a grant. No strings attached. Just get to work.

When you' ve got your formula in shape, then we'll sit down and work out
a long-termarrangenent." Nobody can possibly offer hima better dea
than that."

Ajemian sniffled. "No, but what's to keep himfromtaking his formula
to the highest bidden-after weJve paid himto develop it?"

"Let himthink he can do just that. He's arrogant enough to think he
deserves it. And naive enough about business to go for it. But by the
time he's spent our ten million, we'll owmn him He'll have to get our
perm ssion to go to the bathroom For openers, we'll buy the nedica
school and make ourselves his |andl ord.

And we'll make sure that we have a copy of that genetic programof his
physically in our possession before he can do anything with it. Then
he'll have to accept whatever we put on the table."

Aj emi an saw that his boss was not going to be dissuaded. He shifted
his ground to tactical considerations. "Wat about the others at the
neeting today? W could have conpetition.”

"I wonder. You can count Harry Fairfield out, for one. He's
aggressive, but he's no good at devel opnent. He's after the quick
buck. His attitude gave himaway. He didn't take Goth seriously.

And he's also in trouble with the British governnment."

"Tax evasion. That's nothing to Fairfield."

"Not that. Runors are going around that he's been selling bad drugs
t hrough a generic-brand subsidiary. Scotland Yard is going to whack
himhard. He'll be too distracted to get involved with Goth's
program

Prince Bandar is out, too. He was too lazy to bother to do his
honmework. He didn't ask a single question during Goth's
presentation.

I think he was hal f-asl eep."

" Yamanot 0?"

"Hard to tell. He has big government connections. | can see him
trying to buy Goth out. And if that doesn't work--which it won't--he
mght try to steal the program The Japs woul d rather devel op
something like this on their own."

Aj emi an nodded in agreenment. "And | guess the baroness is out."

Stewart stroked his chin. "I don't know She nay be the one to worry
about . "



"I thought she pretty much told Goth no during the neeting."

"The baroness is clever. 1've got a hunch that's the way she wanted it
to look. But what did she actually say? She told Goth she'd demand

ni nety percent, not fifty. So she's already negotiating with him And
she knows as nmuch about genetic research as any of us."

"Then she's trouble. Beneath that gl anorous exterior of hers there's
one tough bitch, no matter what you read in the magazines."

"Hell, we'll beat her pants off," Stewart said. He grinned.

"Figuratively speaking, of course."
Aj emi an wasn't convinced. "It just feels wong to ne."

Dal ton | aughed. "What kind of argunent is that?" He banged the top of
the seat back in front of him "Come on, let's go for it."

Aj em an just grunted.
"As soon as we get back to the hotel | want you to do the
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following," Stewart said. "Find out who owns the nedical school, and
buy the whol e thing, cash. They ought to be eager to unload it,
considering the shape it's in. Get a binder on the property. Fly in a
couple of our lawers if you have to. Set up a shell conpany as

owner .

Then set ne up with a date to see President Despres, ASAP. W've got
to get his balls in our pocket right away."

"Shoul d I scout out some beach front properties as well?"

"That can wait. Let's not tip our hand. But call New York and put R&D
on notice that when |I get back I want to see on nmy desk a conplete
profile of this island--voting lists, tax lists, real estate ownership,
phone nunbers, arrest records, gossip, everything they can lay their
hands on. Then | want three detail ed biographi es--Harold Goth,

Yui chiro Yamanoto, and Baroness Gerta von Hauser. Everything there is
to know about them-their work, personal habits, friends, enenies, sex
life, financial status, health, eating habits--the works. | want them
fast. Put the whole departnment on themfull-tine."

Aj emi an scribbled some notes to hinself, then | ooked up.

"\What about this afternoon? You're scheduled to fly to Puerto Rico to
| ook at that new chemcal plant."

"Cancel it. |1'mgoing back to nake Goth an offer. |[|'ve just thought
of a way to find out if this Jupiter programof his is the rea
t hi ng. "

Dalton Stewart found Dr. Harold Goth in his |aboratory, hunched over a
conputer termnal. On a stand nearby, an old dot-matrix printer was
cranki ng out a continuous strip of fanfold paper that spilled to the
floor in an erratic, untended pile. The pages were covered with charts



and di agrans.

Stewart was surprised that Goth was so careless of his security; he had
wal ked right into the building and the | ab unannounced and unseen. He
was now standing ten feet behind Goth, and the doctor, riveted to his
conputer screen, was still oblivious of his presence. Kirsten, his
research assistant, sat on a stool in the far corner, peering into a

m croscope. She had not noticed his entrance, either. Stewart cleared
his throat |oudly.

Cot h gl anced over his shoulder. He greeted Stewart bluntly: "What do
you want ?"

"I want you to succeed, Doctor," Stewart said, inflecting the words
with all the warnth he could nuster.

CGoth dismissed himwith a short wave of his hand. "If you're here to
make ne an offer, you're too late."

Stewart's genial grin vanished. "Too |ate?"

"The Baroness von Hauser has already nade a proposal

Stewart felt his pulse quicken. "Surely you haven't accepted it --have
you?"
Goth shrugged. "It's adequate."

"But you haven't heard ny offer yet."
"l don't want to."
68

"Don't be hasty, Doctor. | have a plan | think you'll find far nore
attractive."”

Goth was clearly eager to get rid of him "I really don't need a | ot
of noney," he snapped.

"l understand. But there are other considerations, aren't there ? "
Cot h's eyebrows narrowed in a suspicious squint. "Wat do you nmean?"

"What are the baroness's terns?"

CGoth hesitated for a monent. "She's accepted sixty percent,"” he said,

finally.

Stewart nodded. Cbviously the doctor thought he had driven a hell of a
bargain, getting her down from her pretended insistence on ninety

percent. "How nuch capital is she prepared to advance to you?"
"Exactly what | denmanded. Ten million dollars."
"How wi || she pay it out?"

"Spread over two years."

"And you're happy with that?"



"I can live with it."
"No ot her conditions?"

"Some oversight," Goth nuttered. He wasn't crazy about that part of
t he bargain.

Stewart rested his hands on the counter top behind himand | eaned back
cal cul ati ng how he m ght best deliver the baroness a figurative kick
right in her smart, round ass.

"That could be trouble, couldn't it?" he said. "I could be wong, but
oversight's likely to mean Hauser |awyers and CPAs constantly houndi ng
you to account for every dollar. It could even nean Hauser biol ogists
sticking their noses in your |aboratory work. | understand the

baroness has a reputation for neddling.

She likes to be personally involved in her projects. Ask anybody who's
dealt with her. They'll tell you the same. 1t could slow you down."

CGoth slid a thunb and forefinger up under his gl asses and squeezed the
bri dge of his nose thoughtfully. Bull's-eye, Stewart thought.

"I have to be a realist,” Goth replied. "I don't expect anything
better."

"Why shoul dn't you?"

Goth chewed his lip. H s skepticismwas warring with his curiosity.
"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"A better offer. 1'll advance you all the nmoney you require

Forget ten million--1"I1 go to twenty. And you can have the noney when
and as you need it. And you won't have to account for a nickel of it
to anybody. How you spend it will be entirely up to you."

"And what percentage of Jupiter would you expect?"

"At this stage, absolutely none. There'd be no conditions attached to
t he noney--none whatsoever. Consider it a research grant. Period.

When you're ready to market Jupiter, we'll discuss percentages then
If we can't cone to terms, you'll be free to take the project
el sewhere. |If you fail to devel op a workabl e program then percentages

won't matter anyway."

Coth stared at Stewart disbelievingly; he was not a nman accustoned to
good news. "Wat's the catch?"

"There isn't any. | said no strings--1 mean it. | respect your

wor k.

And | believe you can do what you say you can do. |If | can help you,
then we'll all be winners. To try to tie you down to an agreenent now

i s neither necessary nor advisable, in ny view Look at it this way:
if things go better for you than you expect, you might end up feeling
t ook advantage of you when you weren't in a strong negotiating



position. That's exactly what the baroness is doing now | want any
arrangenent between us to be conpletely fair. | want to lay the
groundwork for an enduring association."

"And what about your twenty mllion? You'll no doubt expect that nobney
back--with interest."”

"Not at all. It'll be atax loss. [I'Il set up a foundation
specifically for this project, so that | can declare the sums
charitable contributions."

CGoth renoved his glasses and wi ped themwth the bottomof his |ab
jacket. Stewart saw that he was waveri ng.

"I"'ma rich man, Dr. Goth," Stewart said, reaching to clinch his

argunent. "I don't need to be any richer. The twenty mllion dollars
is, quite frankly, not a lot of nobney to me. And even if it were, 1've
reached the stage in ny life and career where the social worth of a
venture matters far nore to me than its potential profits. | can
under st and why you m ght have doubts, but bear in mnd that what |'m
proposi ng doesn't even demand any trust on your part. | sinply give

you the noney you need, and you do what you have to do. Nobody'll be
| ooki ng over your shoul der

No | awyers, no accountants, no scientific committees. | have
absolutely no need to take advantage of you. The tax break I'Il get is
lone worth the investnent. | won't |ose out, no matter what happens.

It's a perfect arrangenent for both of us. Al you need to agree to on
paper is that you won't seek funding el sewhere-or enter into any |ega
contracts with anybody before |I've had a chance to negotiate with you
first."”

"I'I'l have to think it over," Goth said.
"Of course. How long do you need?"
"A coupl e of days."

Stewart shook his head enmphatically. "I appreciate that you're a
shrewd bargainer, Doctor," he said. "But | can't let you shop ny offer
around. That'd be unfair to me. | tell you what. [|'Il |eave the
offer on the table for one hour. That should give you adequate tine to
decide. Then it's take it or leave it, I'mafraid."”

CGoth paced the floor. He asked Stewart to repeat his terns again.

Then he asked a | ot of uninmportant questions: how soon he could get the
nmoney, and what bank he woul d use, and who woul d know about their
arrangenent, and so on. Stewart knew at that point that Goth had

al ready accepted his offer. He just didn't want to appear too eager

The doctor obviously thought of hinmself as someone who coul d never be
seduced into conpromising his ideals. And like nmost |oners, he
insisted on calling all the shots and doing all the work hinself,
because no one else could be trusted to do it right. He thought that
this made hi minvul nerable, when in fact it was his major weakness. He
t hought that because he was a genius in the field of genetics, that
made hima genius in other areas as well. [|If Goth had known anyt hi ng
about business at all, Stewart reflected, he would have known that in a



matter as inportant as this he needed expert |egal advice. But Goth
didn't think that.

"Ckay," Coth said. "But if you try to inpose conditions after the
fact, the deal is off."

"Understood."” Stewart held out his hand. Goth hesitated, then took
it. He had a | ousy handshake.

"Since I"'mtaking all the risks, | do have a few questions | want to
ask you, Doctor."

CGoth | ooked mldly alarned. "Wat are they?"

"First, | thought you were a little evasive earlier today when |I asked
you if you had ever tested Jupiter on a human subject. | find it hard
to believe that you never have. So let nme ask the question again."

I nstead of answering the question, Goth excused hinself and wal ked to
the far end of the |lab, where his assistant was still perched on her
stool. She had barely stirred the whole time he was there. GCoth
ordered her to go find sonething for him She objected briefly, then
left the room

"Can | trust you to keep something conpletely confidential?" the
doct or asked, wal ki ng back toward Stewart.

"Of course. Absolutely.”

"Very well . . ." Goth paused. A look of intense disconfort-al nost
pai n--creased his face. "Two years ago forty wonen fromthe island
vol unteered for an in vitro fertilization program..."

Stewart felt his scalp tingle with dread. "And . . . ?"

"None of the fetuses survived," CGoth said, |ooking off into the middle
di st ance.

"What was the probl en?"

Goth waved a hand. "It's futile to try to explainit to a |ayman.
Suffice it to say there was an unexpected anonmaly in an altered gene
sequence on chronosone 4, causing it to suppress the manufacture of a
certain critical protein. Normally such an event woul dn't cause

probl ems; anonalies of this kind are common and usually harm ess. But

in this case we were exceptionally unlucky.

Slight as it was, the mistake made all the fetuses nonviable. It was
i npossi ble to know this would happen until we conducted just
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such a trial. None of the women suffered any ill effects. And of
course | have since solved the problem"

"And have you tested your solution?"

"As soon as | have the necessary funding, | will. That's ny first
priority."



Stewart thought for a nmoment. "There could be other problens, then
couldn't there?"

Cot h straightened his bony chest and tilted his head back. He didn't
i ke having his conpetence challenged. "There can always be probl ens,
M. Stewart. The human genone is a dynamic entity, in constant

flux.

No one will ever be able to ensure perfect results in every instance.
There will always be the unexpected."

"I was thinking in nore i mediate terms. How close do you think you
are to having a workabl e progranf"

"I have it now But | can't rule out the possibility of nore
pr obl ens.

That's exactly why | need additional time. | nmust test the program
thoroughly. This is a highly experinental area--imensely conplex. No
one else in the entire field of genetics is doing what |'mdoing. So
have no support for nmy effort, no one to cross-check ny results, no one

doing related research. |It's terra incognita, and |I'mout there
al one.
There's a great deal | nust do before | can be sure |I haven't

over| ooked anyt hi ng. "

"I understand," Stewart said. Indeed, he thought the doctor was being
remarkably honest. "I'mcurious,"” he said. "Wy did you choose to do
this in the first place?"

"What do you nean?"

"You coul d have renained inside the scientific establishnent.

Why didn't you? |Is the privilege of tinkering with human evol ution

worth all the personal and professional sacrifices you ve had to
make?"

Cot h appeared astoni shed by the question. "I don't see it in those
terms. \Whatever sacrifices |I've had to nmake--and may still have to
make--1 do in the name of a greater necessity."

Stewart was nystified. "Wat necessity?"

Dr. CGoth picked up a book fromhis desk, opened it to a page marked
with a slip of paper, and held it out for Stewart to see.

It contained a color illustration of a band of five prehistoric
mal es.

Their faces were painted and they were wearing ani mal skins.
They stood at what |ooked |ike the edge of a forest clearing. Their
expressions were watchful, tense. Each man clutched a stonetipped

spear .

"This is us," Coth said, tapping the illustration with a forefinger



"Honmo sapiens. This is the way we | ooked about fifty thousand years
ago. These nen in the picture aren't hunting. They're going into
battl e agai nst another group of Honp sapiens. Maybe the others pose a
threat to this tribe's territory. O to their food supply. O to
their wormen. \hatever the reason, they're getting ready for a fight to
the death."”

Cot h dropped the book back on the desk. "Honmp sapiens is the npst
successful aninmal species ever to walk the earth,” the doctor declared,
his words energi zed by a sudden display of enthusiasmfor his

subj ect.

"He was ruthless and resourceful. And uniquely gifted with a |arge
brain that allowed himto adapt to al nbst any circunstance. And he did
adapt. He multiplied and spread out. He subdued his environnment; he
elimnated every challenge to his superiority--until the only eneny
left was hinmself. And despite centuries of ceasel ess nutual human

sl aughter, his success is still astonishing and undeni able. He has
subdued the entire planet Earth. He owns it."

Stewart raised a hand to slow the tide of words. Inviting Goth to |et
of f some steam mi ght help cenent their relationship, but he didn't want
to hear an anthropol ogy lecture. "What's your point? " "Sinply

this.

W're those sane prinitive people today. W have the same brain, the
same enotions, the sanme capabilities, the sane shortcom ngs, the sane
tol erances. W haven't evolved at all. |In fact, as a species, we're
now in serious decline."”

"And so . . ."
"Don't you see? W' ve becone victinms of our own success.

W' ve transforned the world to suit our needs, devel oped a technol ogy
so powerful that there's alnmost nothing we can't do. But we haven't
advanced to keep pace with our own creativity. 1In fact, we've gone
backwards. The inprovenents in our diet and
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our nedici ne and our technol ogi es have only degraded our gene pool

It's allowed the least fit among us to survive, multiply, and
contribute further to the decline of the species. And neanwhile we go
on ransacking the earth's resources and polluting the earth's soil
water, and air at an ever-increasing pace. And unless we change our
habits, we're doonmed. The aggressive, adventurous exploring and
fighting instincts that got us here are no | onger adequate to solve our
problems. Normally the process of evolution would correct the
situation, would allow our species to adapt to our new

ci rcumst ances--rai se our resistance to the pollutants in the air, to

t he i ncreased amount of radiation bonbarding our skin, to the

i ncreasingly crowded conditions of our lives. But evolution is a slow

process. It takes many generations of natural selection for
significant nmutations to occur and succeed. But we can't wait for
that. We don't have the time. |In anthropol ogical terns, Honb sapiens

has changed the world overnight. Now we must change oursel ves
overnight just to survive in the world we've created. W have to take



the process of evolution into our own hands. W have to step in and
take control of our destiny as a species."

Stewart was inpressed. Goth's little speech had breat ht aki ng
inplications. And he might even be right. "So the bottomline is that
either we rewite our own genetic code or we're out of business?"

"That's essentially it, yes."

"And that's what your Jupiter programis designed to do? Rewite the
code? Cuarantee our survival?"

"Precisely."

Stewart shook his head dubiously. "I'Il have to confess, Doctor, from
what you told us earlier today your genetic changes just don't sound
that profound. O is there sonething you didn't tell us?"

Goth renpved his glasses and polished the I enses with the bottom edge
of his lab jacket. Stewart had seen himdo it four or five tinmes. It
had becone a neurotic tic.

"I told you the program woul d increase intelligence substantially,"”

CGoth replied. "And that initself--if it became w de spread--would

have a revolutionary inmpact. |If people were smarter, they' d be | ess
prone to settle their conflicts with violence.

They' d be nore able to understand and sol ve the conpl ex probl ens that
beset us today. They'd understand where the true longterminterests of
manki nd | ay. Consider popul ation control

They'd not only understand the necessity for it, they'd do sonething
about it. Take war. They'd see the futility of it. O the
destruction of the environnent--they wouldn't tolerate it. They
woul dn't tolerate a |lot of things--nurder, rape, torture, poverty,
hunger, bigotry, despotism..."

"What about your formula's enhancenent of the senses?"
Stewart cut in. "Wuat's the point of that?"

"I't"ll increase an individual's survival value. Hi s perception of the
worl d around himw |l be w dened. And that perception will nean
greater know edge and under st andi ng."

"That m ght be nore of an encunbrance than an advant age.

wn't it overload the human nervous systemw th a | ot of unnecessary
addi ti onal noi se?"

CGot h shrugged. "This programis only a beginning. A prototype. [It'll
be refined and i nproved over time. The inportant thing nowis to get
started, before it's too late."

Stewart sensed that Goth was still keeping a lot to hinmself, but there
seened no point in pressing himany further. Jupiter, at this stage,
was still nore theory than reality.

"It's an exciting adventure," Stewart said. "I feel privileged to be
able to assist you init." This was the kind of flattery that rolled



fromhis tongue automatically when he was engaged i n w nni ng soneone's
trust. He heard hinself say it and realized with a pl easant shock t hat
this time he actually neant it: it really was going to be an exciting

adventure. It really could have profound social value. And the
financial profits fromit were going to be truly staggering. "How |long
do you think it'll be before you can test Jupiter on hunman subjects
agai n?"

"As soon as | can set up a clinic with the equi pment and the personne
I need for the gene alterations and the in vitro fertilization program
"Il begin the tests. It'll take several nonths."
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Stewart | eaned closer and | owered his voice. "Wuld you be willing to
test Jupiter right now?"

"I"'mafraid I don't--" "On ny wife."

Cot h's eyes narrowed.

"That surprises you?"

"Why woul d you expose your wife to the risk?"

"You said you believed the programwas ready."
"Yes, but | can't guarantee it'll work perfectly."

"I"'mnot asking you to," Stewart replied. "Look, | have a very young
wife. W both want children, but it happens there's a problem |
carry an inherited genetic trait for sonething called fragile X

syndrone. | had an uncle and a brother who were affected. | don't
want to pass it on to children of my own. So we'd need to find a male
donor for the sperm-" "Not at all,"” Goth interrupted. "I know the

gene responsible for it.

| can correct the defect."”

"Are you sure?"

"Quite sure. It's arelatively sinple gene splice, in fact."

"WIl you do it then? For me? And for my wife? She's terribly
anxi ous to have a child."

"I'"d rather not, frankly."

"Why? If Jupiter is as good as you say it is, then why not prove it to
me first?"

"I'd prefer to test it on sone volunteers with |l ess at stake in the
out cone. "

"I understand. But look--if you're willing to correct the fragile X
probl em why not go all the way?"

Got h shook his head. He renoved his glasses and fiddled nervously with
themin his lap



"I's there sone ethical worry? VWhat's the worst that can happen? A
spont aneous abortion? Those happen all the time anyway."

"The worst that can happen is a child with sone undesirable nental or
physi cal characteristics...."

"Coul dn't you detect those before birth?"
CGot h rubbed his chin, thinking. "I should be able to. Yes."

"So the risk is no greater than the risk any nother bears in
pr egnancy.

And the potential benefits are far greater. Really, Doctor, your
reluctance makes nme wonder if you believe in your own program "

Goth stood up. "It'Il work. | knowit."

"Then prove it to nme."

Got h sat back down again. He said nothing for a long tine.

Stewart waited. He becane aware of the research assistant, who had
returned to her stool. Stewart had a strong inpression that she was
unhappy in her work. Maybe she just didn't |ike Goth.

"Very well," Goth said. "I'Il doit."

Stewart thanked himprofusely. He was enormously pl eased.

What better, quicker way for himto evaluate the true worth of the
Jupi ter progranf

"But 1'll have to insist on several things," Goth added. "l insist on
performng all the medical procedures nmyself. And if they're
successful "Il have to see your wife on a regular basis. ['Il need to
nmoni tor the pregnancy closely. And I'll also need to supervise the
delivery itself. And all procedures, including the delivery, will have

to take place on this island.”
"I see no problem"

"And finally--and this is npbst inmportant--1'l1 want to have access to
the child on a frequent and regular basis to followits progress.

That's the only way | can nmeasure the true effectiveness of the altered
gene sequences."

"I"ll agree to all that," Stewart replied. "In return, 1'd like to
make one small but inmportant condition nyself. M wfe of course knows
about the fragile X syndrone. She'll be thrilled to hear that you can

correct it. But I'd rather we not tell her anything nore than that.
don't want to risk either scaring her or raising her hopes too high

She knows quite a bit of biology herself, and I'd rather let her think
that the whole procedure is only to solve the fragile X problem After
she's had the child, and we know the program works, we call tell her
everything. But let's wait until then

Cot h agreed.



How soon can we do it, then?"

"I"ll need to prepare the lab for the gene-splicing work, the egg
retrieval, the sperm enhancenent, and the zygote intrafall opian
transfer procedure. And I'll need to test both of you--get a genone
printout, take sperm and egg sanples, and so forth. At |least three
nont hs. "

"Let's do it in three weeks. Crash program |'Il get you all the
equi prent you need in a week. Just give ne a list. And I'Il get ny
wi fe down here i medi ately so you can begin your testing."

"I'f you can get nme everything | need that fast
Stewart shook CGoth's hand again. This time the doctor squeezed back
He was beginning to get enthusiastic about the idea hinself.

Stewart left Goth's |aboratory bursting with an excitenment he hadn't
felt in years. He had just negotiated the deal of a lifetime --of a
hundred lifetimes. The path ahead woul d no doubt be strewn with
obstacl es and dangers. But with a reasonabl e anount of |uck, not only
woul d Jupiter deliver himan extraordinary child, it would eventually
make himthe richest human being on the planet.

Yui chiro Yamanmoto teed up his ball on the first hole, a 415-yard par
four, on the Bethesda Country C ub golf course, outside Washington
D.C. He pulled a driver out of his bag and hit the ball deep and
strai ght down the fairway, where it rolled to a halt in the grass,
perfectly positioned for an approach shot onto the green

H s partner, Haikido Mshima, grunted a couple of words of praise and
knelt down to tee up his own ball. M shim was the nunber-three man at
t he Japanese enbassy in Washington. He had been the nunber-one man
some years before at the enmbassy in Mexico City, so he retained
possession of the title of anbassador, even though his official
position now was that of consul for trade and technology. His rea

m ssion was coordi nating the enmbassy's clandestine intelligence
activities. He was several years older than Yananoto, and not nearly
as acconplished a golfer

Yamanot o could wal k off the eighteenth hole of this course under par on
a good day. But today he knew he'd be |lucky to nmake eighty. He had
suffered a sl eepless night, followed by two overbooked and del ayed

pl ane flights--one from Coronado to Nassau, the Bahamas, the other from
there to Washington. M shima, on the other hand, was out of shape and
not well coordinated. He'd be lucky to get in under 110.

The anbassador hooked his tee shot to the right. It |anded short and
rolled into the rough, |eaving himno approach to the green

80

He slipped his club back into the bag with a dispirited sigh and
clinmbed into the golf cart.

"I don't know why | play this game," he said. "It just makes ne
ill-tempered. |'d much rather sit in a garden and read poetry."



Yamanoto sniled politely. He was quite fond of the anbassador. He was
a cultured, educated man, wi th enornous grace and good hunor. He was
al so charm ngly self-effacing, even by Japanese standards, although
Yamanot o suspected that there was a hint of nockery behind that

nodesty. "l predict you'll give me a very close gane today," he

sai d.

"Nonsense," the diplomat replied. "You know better. 1'Il be in the
woods nost of the time, |looking for that dammed little pockmarked white
ball. No matter. | expect you'll make ny norning worthwhile."

Yamanot o wasn't so sure.

"And I want all the details,” M shim added. "Even the seemi ngly
irrelevant ones. W have eighteen | ong hol es ahead of us."

Yamanoto briefed Mshima on the meeting at Goth's | aboratory. He
descri bed those present--Prince Bandar, Harry Fairfield, Baroness von
Hauser, and Dalton Stewart--and recounted the essential points of
Harol d Goth's presentation

By the time he had finished his briefing, they were riding the golf
cart toward the fourth green. Yamanoto had parred the first, bogeyed
the second, and birdied the third. The anbassador had tri pl e-bogeyed
all three.

"How do you eval uate Goth?" M shinm asked. "Does he know what he's
doi ng?"

"I wish | could answer that question, Anbassador, but honestly I
can't."

"Why not ?"

"Hi s past achi evenments speak for thenselves. He's a Nobel |aureate.
H's brilliance as a geneticist is unquestioned...." Yamanoto stopped
the cart by the edge of the green. His ball was sitting on the green
just twenty feet fromthe pin. The anbassador's was buried in a nearby
sand trap.

"But . . . ?" M shinma prodded.
"But for a decade now he's been follow ng an extrenely risky course
with his genetics work. That puts his judgnent seriously in

guestion. "

M shi ma grabbed his sand wedge and waded into the trap after his
bal I .

Yamanot o stood on the edge of the grass, watching.

"Maybe the potential reward is worth the risk," the anbassador sai d5
bendi ng down for a closer look at his situation

"Maybe. "
M shima stepped up to the ball, took its neasure, gritted his teeth,

and swng lustily. A dense shower of sand spurted out in front of
hi m



The ball remained stationary. "But you have doubts," he gasped.
Yamanot o nodded. "All he has is an untested formula. A conmputer
program actually. He calls it Jupiter. It mght do what he clains,
it mght not. W can't know until he tests it."

"And of course that's what he wants the noney for."

"Precisely."

M shi ma, breathing heavily fromhis exertions, stood over the ball
again and gave it another energetic wallop with his wedge iron. This
time the ball shot out of the trap on a low trajectory, soared across
the green like a stray bullet, struck the pin with a | oud bonk, bounced
ten feet straight up in the air, and cane to rest three feet past the
hol e.

Yamanot o shook his head in disbelief.

M shi ma beaned in triunph. "You think any of the others will nake Goth
an offer?" he asked.

"Baroness von Hauser already has. And the Anerican, Dalton Stewart--|
think he's up to sonething."

"\What about the other two? Prince Bandar and that Englishnman,
Fairfield?"

"It's doubtful they'll do anything."

"What's the status of our own research prograns?”
"At a standstill, |ike everybody else's."
"Why is that?"

"As you well know, Anbassador, experinenting on the human germline is
illegal in nmost countries, including ours."

The di pl omat apprai sed Yamanoto with a sidel ong gl ance.

"But we're doing it anyway, aren't we?"

Yamanot o studied the green's perfectly nowed carpet of bent grass.
"Purely theoretical stuff--conputer nodels based on genone studies,
projections from ani mal experiments, that kind of thing. There's no
clinical experinental work being done with humans--" M shima cut him
of f sharply: "I know, | know. We've becone a nore enlightened society
in the past sixty years."

"I personally think we should be doing clinical tests on humans.

No real progress is possible otherw se.™

The anbassador renoved the flag fromthe hole for his partner

Yamanot o crouched down to view the terrain. It was a tricky lie.



It started off level; then ten feet fromthe hole the green slanted
sharply to the left. Yamanoto gripped his putter and concentrated.

"I"'mnot so sure,”" Mshima replied. "Once an ethical boundary is
breached, it becones that much easier to breach the next one, and then
the next, until one finds oneself, inexplicably, commtting just the
sorts of atrocities we once committed in Northern China."

Yamanot o overhit his shot. The ball rolled six feet past the hole. He
gl anced suspiciously at Mshim, who was still holding the flag. |If he
didn't know the man better, he would have sworn that M shima had tinmed
his words to disrupt his sw ng.

Yamanoto diverted his irritation into a tough question: "Can we afford
to let the gaijin get ahead of us on this?" He hadn't intended to be
so confrontational, but he felt deeply that this was a matter of the
utnost priority for Japan. Failure to act would in the |long run expose
his country to a terrible risk.

"No," Mshima agreed. Hi s tone was firm enphatic. "W cannot. Cur
peopl e' s survival depends on successful econom c conpetition. The
potential econom c benefits of a successful genetics package like this
are obviously enornous. And if genetic engineering is going to nake
possi bl e a superior race of men, then we nust be that race. There can
be no argunent against that. None."

"I conpletely agree.™

"But all the sane, we nmust proceed in this matter with a strong sense
of nmoral responsibility.”

Di pl omati ¢ doubl e-tal k, Yamamoto t hought. What M shima really neant
was, "We'll do what we have to do, but this tine let's not get caught
at it."

"I agree with that also," Yamanoto said.

"So that brings us back to Dr. Goth and his remarkabl e but untested
program \What do you recomend?"

"That we wait," Yamanoto replied. He tapped his ball inpatiently and
wat ched it overshoot the cup by four inches. "Let one of the others
finance Goth. Let themtest Jupiter. If it doesn't work, we'll have
ri sked not hi ng--and | ost nothing."

"And if it does?"
Yamanot o shrugged. "W could al ways borrow a copy."
M shima stood by his ball, scratching his chin thoughtfully.

Yamanot o began to twitch restlessly, waiting for his partner to nake
his four-foot putt.

The anbassador eventually got his putter lined up against the ball and
hit it. "Borrow a copy," he repeated. He | aughed quite explosively.

"Yes. W could always do that." He watched his ball advance feebly
toward the hole. H's diplomat's mnd had al ready converted the
proposed theft into something vaguely acceptable.



"And once we have the software program we can trust our own scientists
with it far nore than we could ever trust Coth."

Mshima's ball reached the lip, trenbled there, as if its progress had
been arrested by a single blade of grass, and then fell into the cup
with a gentle rattle. Yamanoto cursed under his breath.

M shima tossed his putter into his bag with an uncharacteristic
flourish and hoisted hinmself into the golf cart. He marked his card
with the tiny stub of a pencil he was using and chuckl ed contentedly.

"I believe | outscored you on that hole. Did I?"

"You did indeed, Anbassador," Yamanoto answered, smling between
cl enched j aws.

Dalton Stewart was net in the reception area by the ninister of
information, Pierre Etienne Toussaint, and ushered into the
presidential palace's cavernous dining hall.

Their footsteps echoed |ike gunshots on the carpetl ess stone fl oor

Presi dent Despres appeared to have a passion for white, Stewart
observed: white marble walls and floors, white marble pedestals with
white marbl e busts of Roman enmperors. A ridiculously long dining table
was covered with a white damask tabl ecloth, and the chairs all had
white cloth cushions. The only touches of color were two faded
tapestries on the end walls, and four potted jungle plants that
occupi ed the corners of the gigantic hall. The effect was

oppr essi ve.

It nade the vast, eerily quiet, airconditioned interior feel like a
nmausol eum

Toussaint directed Stewart to a seat four chairs down fromthe head of
the tabl e and then di sappeared. Stewart stood behind his chair and
waited. He could hear occasional footsteps echoing on distant marble,
but none cane through the |arge doorway.

After an intermni nable duration, he heard a sudden flurry of
footfalls.

They beat on the stone floors in a hurried staccato, |ike soldiers
mar chi ng doubl e-tinme. The sound grew steadily | ouder

Four of Despres' pal ace guards burst abruptly into the dining hall and
posi tioned t henmsel ves one on each side of the room forefingers
ostentatiously curled around the triggers of their autonmatic weapons.

A tense, expectant silence fell. Al eyes were riveted on the open
doorway. Dalton Stewart found hinmsel f hol ding his breath.

After another delay, His Mdst Suprene and Enlightened Excellency
Ant oi ne Auguste Despres, President for Life of the Republic of E
Coronado, cane into the room

After the dramatically staged entrance, Antoine Despres hinself was a
distinct anticlimx. He was short--about five-three--and slightly
built, with a mulatto's yell owi sh-brown skin. H's eyes were greatly



magni fied by the thick lenses in his glasses, and his round, bald head
appeared too big for his scrawny neck. His suit was white and
presumably well cut, but his sunken-chested posture |argely defeated
the efforts of his tailors.

The minister of information pulled out the chair at the head of the
tabl e and Despres sat down on it. Toussaint then took a chair opposite
Stewart and gestured urgently for the Anerican to sit down. Stewart
sat. He suddenly realized the president was now staring at him

"W are honored to have you visit our island nation, M. Stewart,"
Despres said. Hi s voice was high-pitched and had an unpl easant grating
quality to it.

"Thank you, Your Excellency," the American replied, a little too
loudly. H's words bounced off the walls and reverberated through the
room He |owered his volune and told Despres how grateful he was for
the opportunity to meet himin person

A servant appeared, carrying an ice bucket with a bottle of white w ne
inside. The minister of information opened the bottle, tasted it, and
nodded his approval. The wine steward filled the three gl asses and
nmoved silently to a corner of the room

Presi dent Despres made a | ong toast, the inport of which was his hope
that his country and the United States coul d overcome their differences
and restore the beautiful friendship they had once enjoyed.

Stewart reciprocated with a toast of his own, praising Despres
enlightened | eadership, his humanitariani sm and his outstanding

achi evenents in making El Coronado a true showcase of nodern denocracy
in the Western Heni sphere.

Despres answered with another toast. The exchanges dragged on for somne
m nutes, severely taxing the American's inventiveness and requiring a
refill of wine. By the tinme Despres had had his fill of flattery,
Stewart felt exhausted and slightly drunk.

When the appeti zer appeared--a cold fish soup of some kind --the
president | aunched into a long, ranbling defense of his adm nistration
and the wonderful things it had done for the country.

He was a great patriot, |loved by his people, but nisunderstood
abr oad.

Al the problens of El Coronado could be laid at the doorstep of his
enem es, who were jealous of his popularity and his achi evenents.

The President tal ked al nrost nonstop for nearly an hour, ignoring his
lunch entirely. Wth the arrival of dessert he finally wound down and
Stewart began his pitch.

"I come to you, Your Excellency, in the hope of getting your blessing
for a clinic and a research | aboratory that ny conpany, Stewart
Bi otech, would like to open here in the near future."

The president raised a | anguid eyebrow. "And why have you chosen our
little island for this?"

"Because this facility will be run by Dr. Harold Goth, the American



sci enti st whom you have so graciously allowed to use your nedica
school for his research. He assures nme this island is the perfect
pl ace."

"Does he?" The president's tone was nmildly ironic.

"He said that if it hadn't been for your understanding, for your
generosity and support, the inportant breakthroughs he's been able to
make in his research would nost |ikely never have happened. Now our
conpany wi shes to underwite Dr. Goth's research so that he may
accelerate his efforts.”

The American continued his pitch. While careful not to refer directly
to the island's abysmal condition, Stewart painted a gl ow ng picture of
the econonmic vitality that the president, with his help, could bring to
his country if His Excellency was willing to give hima free hand.

Goth's laboratory and clinic woul d eventual ly be expanded, he said. A
constell ation of special clinics would then be built, and they woul d,
beyond any doubt, soon attract a great nunmber of the world's richest
and nost inportant people. And these people would demand | uxury otels,
restaurants, and stores to cater to their needs. E Coronado woul d
eventual Iy becone one of the world' s nost exclusive resorts, and the

i sl anders' standard of l|iving would becone the envy of the Caribbean

But before any of that could happen, he expl ained, much had to be
done.

If the promise of Goth's research held UP? then a substantial capita

i nvestment had to be nade in the country's infrastructure. The airport
had to be enl arged and noderni zed, the roads wi dened and repaved. This
woul d cost many millions of dollars, which, despite His Excellency's

al ready heroic achievenments in inproving the econony, the island
obviously could not afford on its own.

But he, Dalton Stewart, could solve this problem He could nake this
dream happen. He could find the investors and get their conmm tnents.

And even better, he could help H s Excellency inprove relations with
the United States government. He even believed it was possible that he
could help get U S. aid flow ng once again to El Coronado.

But to do all this, the president had to appreciate that he woul d need
his full support and backing. He needed promi ses that bureaucratic
obstacl es woul d not be placed in his way, that red tape and the usua
graft and corruption would be kept to a mininum and that he woul d be
al l owed eventually to bring in thousands of foreign personnel to plan
and execute these ambitious projects.

Stewart was careful to play to the president's vanity and greed and to
make cl ear that Despres' ultimate authority woul d never be questioned
or threatened in any way.

I f Despres was excited by the scenario, he hid it well. "And what is
it, exactly, about these clinics that will bring all these wonderfu
changes to this little island of ours?"

Stewart had anticipated the question. Cbviously Despres already knew
somet hing of Goth's work, and he was certain to find out nore as tine
went on. So it was inportant to tell himthe facts. The president had



many nore questions, and it took over an hour for the American to
answer themall.

By the time Dalton Stewart |eft the palace, a fresh breeze had begun
fluttering the palnms along the avenue, lifting the oppressive weight of
heat that had bl anketed the island for the | ast three days.

Behi nd the breeze, purplish black thundercl ouds towered high over the
west ern horizon, prom sing an immnent cloudburst.

Stewart clinbed into the Land Cruiser, pulled off his white jacket, and
sank back against the seat cushion. Trabert, the chauffeur, put the
jeep in gear and accel erated cautiously down the street, steering

bet ween t he pot hol es.

Aj em an | ooked at himinquiringly.

Stewart grinned. "The little bastard can hardly wait for us to get
started.”

H s assistant settled his black | eather attache case on his | ap and
snapped it open. "Well, we've got bad news on a different front. |
just got a call fromthe real estate agent. Baroness von Hauser made
an of fer on the medi cal school property this norning."

The news jolted Stewart. "How the hell did she manage that ?"

Aj enmi an nopped his face with a danp handkerchief. "She offered a
mllion two," he said. "Wth a cash binder of a hundred thousand."

Stewart fought down his anger. It was his own fault, he decided.

After beating out the baroness's offer to Goth, he had assuned that she
woul d just retreat fromthe field. He had underesti mated the woman.

"Who owns the place, anyway?"

"A local bank. It was a foreclosure. Sort of. \What really happened
is that the governnent confiscated it and turned it over to the bank

The bank, as you m ght guess, is owned by President Despres.”

Aj emi an tucked the handkerchi ef back in his pocket and handed his boss
a thick stack of overnight faxes fromthe New York office. To each
item Aj eni an had attached a sheet suggesting appropriate or alternative
actions to be taken. He uncapped a pen and handed it across with the
Nenos.

Stewart | ooked at the pile with distaste. He wanted to focus on the
t hreat posed by the baroness. "Any urgent stuff here?"

"No. Routine."

Stewart worked swiftly through the pile, scribbling his decisions on
Ajem an's sheets as he went.

"We could still make a higher offer,” A em an suggested. "Nobody's
signed any contracts yet."

Stewart thought for a minute. "No. Let's let it go. |In fact, it may



be a break. I1t'd take too dammed long to rehabilitate that property
anyway. You sawit. It's a dunp. Mst of the buildings are ready for
the wrecking ball. Let the baroness have it. W' Il just relocate Goth
to a better spot."

Aj em an | ooked at his boss questioningly. "Were?"

"There's a small private hospital on the other end of the island,"
Stewart said. "Wat's it called . . . ?"

"St. Bonavent ur e?"

"That's it. Good location, not too big, relatively nodern. Let's buy
it and turn Goth loose init. Mke himhead of it, if we have to."

"WIl he go al ong?"

"Why shouldn't he? It'll be ideal for him-air-conditioned research
| abs, clinics, the works. Find out who owns the place and set up a
nmeeting."

Dalton Stewart handed the pen and the stack of menbs back to Aj em an
who pronptly returned themto the attache case and cl osed the |id.

The skies suddenly opened up. Sheets of tropical rain cascaded like a
wat erfall against the wi ndows of the jeep. Thunder and |ightning
boomed and crackled over the island like an artillery bonbardnent.

Stewart was pleased with his solution. He was going to stick the
baroness with a worthl ess piece of real estate, just when she thought
she had found a way to trunp his deal with Goth.

But she had thrown hima scare. And he knew he had not heard the | ast
of her.

Joseph Cooper awoke to hear the faint beeping of his satellite
tel ephone, lying on the night table by his hotel bed. He picked it

up.

"Hel | 0?"
"M. Stare?"
" Speaki ng. "

"Pl ease call your father."
Juptler s LJaugner u | Cooper nmuttered a groggy "Thank you," but the
voi ce had al ready vani shed into the ether

He di al ed a nmenori zed nunber | ocated somewhere in Fairfax County,
Virginia, and waited. The "call your father" business was a sinple
security precaution--a way for his control, a man he knew only by the
nane Roy, to nake certain that it was Cooper on the other end of the
['ine.

"Stare? You there?"

"Yes."



"Goth is noving."

" Oh?"

"St. Bonaventure Hospital. Do you know where it is?"
"Yes."

"Check it out, please.”

"You want it bugged, too?"

"That woul d seem appropriate.”

"Yeah. Ckay...."

The baroness | oved deci sive nonments.

Her opponent at the other end of the tennis court was Hans Di eterbach
secretary of foreign economc aid and devel opnment in the Gernman
gover nient .

Di et erbach had pl ayed her even, six ganes apiece, and they were now
playing a tiebreaker for the set. The score stood at 8-7. The
bar oness was serving.

Despite the chilly spring day, Dieterbach, a rmuscular man in his late
forties, was sweating profusely. He had expected to win w thout nuch
effort and had been irritated to discover that it was all he could do
just to stay in the gane.

Crouched at the baseline, waiting for her to serve, the sturdy Gernan
of ficial |ooked stricken. H's normally florid features had turned
ashen. H s nouse-brown hair, dripping with sweat, |ay slicked back
against his skull, as if he had just enmerged fromthe shower.

The baroness bounced the ball on the baseline with a delicate, taunting
| ei sureliness, giving D eterbach plenty of tine to reflect on his
situation. She | ooked across at her opponent and smiled to herself.

The possibility of losing to a wonan woul d be causi ng hi m great
stress.

She tossed the ball skyward, arched her back, and swept the racket back
far behind her head, as if to deliver an overhead smash. |Instead, she
sliced, whipping the racket face across the ball in a furious glancing
bl ow, inparting tremendous spin but very little forward notion. The
ball canme off her racket

92 strings whirring like a gyroscope and began losing altitude before
it had even reached the net.

Di et erbach, expecting a deep drive on first service, was nonentarily
paral yzed, thinking she had mishit the ball and that it was destined to
fall short. By the tine he realized what was going to happen, it was
too late for himto save hinself.

He lunged forward, his face a nask of acute desperation. The tennis
bal |, dropping al nost vertically, struck D eterbach's side of the court
about a foot fromthe net. |Its spin caused it to bounce hard and | ow



to Dieterbach's right, on a course parallel with the net and well bel ow
the top. Even if he had been able to reach the ball in time, its
trajectory made it virtually inmpossible to return

The secretary nade the maxi mum effort neverthel ess. Wen he saw he
wasn't going to get to the ball in time, he launched hinself into a
dive. Hi s racket went flying, and his 220-pound bul k pitched headfirst
into the net.

The baroness suppressed her anmusenent. She recovered his racket, which
had fallen into her back court, and carried it around to the other side
of the net. Her opponent was still lying facedown in the dirt. "Are
you all right, Herr Dieterbach?"

The secretary braced hinself on one knee, then stood up, tottering and
of f - bal ance. He brushed off his shirt and shorts and took his racket
back fromthe baroness. "I slipped,"” he conplained. "Your damed cl ay
court. I'mused to the all-weather."
"I"'msorry ny court isn't up to your standards,"”
al ongsi de him

she teased, wal ki ng

Di eterbach snorted. "You're not sorry at all."
The baroness nodded. "You're quite right, Herr Secretary. |'mnot
sorry at all." She glanced at her watch. "Time for lunch."

They strolled up the winding path fromthe tennis court toward the back
entrance of the eighteenth-century castle that served as the baroness's
country retreat. The huge stone edifice, Schloss Vogel, was located in
t he nmountai ns of the Bayerischer Wald, eighty miles north of Minich

The baroness kept a town house in Minich, where her conpany's
headquarters were | ocated, but she spent rmuch of her time here at the
castl e.

The baroness served the secretary sandw ches and wine in an encl osed
gl ass terrace she had had constructed on one of the castle's higher
ranparts. Fromthis lofty height they could dine and viewthe
surroundi ng nountains and valleys for many miles.

Di et erbach eyed the baroness appreciatively across the small table. He
had made advances toward her in the past, and she had defl ected t hem
each tine; but he hadn't yet given up hope.

"I have a favor to ask," she said, refilling his glass.

"l expected you would."

The baroness batted her eyes flirtatiously. "I do enjoy your comnpany,
too, Herr Dieterbach.”

"Not as much as you coul d, Baroness."
"Don't be naughty. | have sonmething serious to discuss."
"I"'mlistening."

"You know President Despres of El Coronado?"



"Yes. In our office he's referred to affectionately as "that little
bl ack sw ne."

" "He needs foreign aid."
"He needs a firing squad."

"Fifty mllion marks. That's all."

"Never. He's on the department's shit list. R ght near the top, in
fact."

"Take himoff it, then."
"On what grounds?"

"I don't know. Recent evidence of reform \Watever excuses you people
traditionally make when you change your minds."

"You're a very cynical worman, Baroness."

"I"'ma very practical, realistic woman."

"Why should we hel p hin®"

The baroness expl ai ned about Goth's program She didn't tell the
secretary that Dalton Stewart had al ready beaten her out of it. She
made it appear that the deal would be in the bag for her if Dieterbach

coul d persuade his governnment to open the foreignaid tap for Despres.

"Why not give himthe nmoney yourself? Fifty mllion? You can afford
it."

"He's already extorting nme to the hilt."

Di et erbach | ooked unconfortable. "It won't | ook good. Despres is an
i nternational pariah."

"But you can do it, can't you? It's so little noney."

The secretary rubbed his chin and thought about it. "I suppose | could
hide it in a |arger program-the Cari bbean Devel opment Fund. But [|'l]
have to twi st some arns even so."

The baroness snmiled and patted Dieterbach's hand. "I knew | could
count on you."

Di et erbach gave her a pleading | ook. "I don't have to be back in
Berlin until tonmorrow, and ny wife's in England...."

The baroness slapped his armlightly. "No, no. | have a killing work
| oad today. Look, when you've got this thing done for me, cone back
and we'll celebrate. How s that?"

Di eterbach persisted a few minutes |onger, for his ego's sake, then
gave up.

The baroness saw the secretary to the front portico, where his car was
wai ting.



"You're a nost desirable woman," Di eterbach announced in a sol em
t one.

"Thank you, Herr Secretary."

"But you're not at all what you pretend to be, are you?"

The baroness affected surprise. "Wat do | pretend to be?"
Di eterbach stared at her knowi ngly. "You have enviable public
relations, 1'll say that. The governnent should hire you to advise our

di pl omats. Auf W edersehen."

The baroness went up to her study on the second floor. The arrogant
bastard, she thought. Thinking he understood her. How little he
really knew. H's attitude tenpted her to take himoff her books
altogether. As soon as he got the loan to Despres in the works, she'd
review the situation. God, how nuch had she paid himin bribes these
past three or four years? It must be over half a mllion marks.

Still, Dieterbach did deliver. That was nore than one could say about
many government figures she'd dealt with over the years.

Karla Schm dt, her private secretary, came in. "Everything for this
afternoon is on your desk, Baroness."

The baroness | ooked at the pile of correspondence and tel ephone
slips.

Several hours' work.

"Phot ographers are coning at two fromthat English magazine,
Bar oness.

And Herr Hell mann from Deut schebank at three. Lotte Brandt about the
new ad canpaign at three-thirty. And a woman from Earthly Scents at
four."

"What does she want ?"

"A new perfume endorsenent."

"Not anot her one?"

"You' re enornmously popul ar," Karla said.

"You think so?"

"You're a role nodel to wonen everywhere, Baroness."

"Do you think I'ma rol e nodel ?"

Karla blushed. "O course.”

Karla had worked for her |onger than any other secretary. She often
wonder ed why the poor wonman put up with her; she knew she was a sl ave

driver.

By six o'clock the baroness had cleared the day's business. She
sumoned Karl a back to her study.



"\What about Stewart Biotech?" she asked. "Have you found out if it's
a public conmpany?"

"It's not, Baroness. The Stewart famly owns eighty percent of the
stock. The rest is in the hands of Stewart |awers and Stewart's chi ef
assi stant, Henry Aj em an."

"That's a pity."

The baroness had for a while entertained the notion of trying a secret
buyout of Stewart Biotech. She was still furious that Stewart had
out maneuvered her w th Coth.

But she had hardly given up. The profit potential in Goth's program
was sinply enornous--far greater than anything she had ever invested
in. Still, there was sonething bigger in Jupiter than noney. |If it
wor ked, it would open up a new di nension in her |ife--something beyond
the now wel | -worn satisfactions of international business and finance,
or the invisible political power she was amassing. Jupiter represented
an opportunity that was inpossible to quantify. And it beckoned to her

like sone forbidden thrill, some ultinmate kind of satisfaction beyond
normal nortal experience. Jupiter was the chance to influence the
human race in a way it had never been influenced before. It was the

chance to play Cod.

But if she was going to get possession of it, she knew she'd have to
scranbl e. She had underestinmated this Dalton Stewart.

He was smarter than she had thought.

The baroness sighed at her own Machi avellian schem ng. How naturally
the determ nation to donminate others cane to her. She had spent a
lifetime perfecting it.

She said good night to her secretary, spent a few m nutes review ng
some papers, and then turned off the desk | anp. She | eaned back in her
big |l eather swivel chair and stared at the painting on the wall. It
was the work of an obscure artist fromthe | ate nedi eval period and
depicted the Virgin Mary hol ding the baby Jesus to her breast. Mother
and child both wore halos. It was pretty standard stuff fromthe
period, and not terribly well executed at that. But somnething about it
spoke to the baroness. Perhaps it was the expression of suffering on
the faces of nother and child. The painting reninded her of the trauma
her birth had caused her own nother-the woman had nearly bled to

deat h--and the di sappoi ntment she had caused her father, who had wanted
a son.

She grew up wanting to be a boy; it was the central enotion of her
chi l dhood. She had prayed that she woul d wake one day and find that
God had made a mistake and that she was a boy after all. Because boys
were strong and girls were weak. |f she had been born a boy, her
father woul d not have taken everything from hen-her chil dhood, her
virginity, even her fertility. The shanme of those years burned in her
still. She had wanted so nuch to |love him but he had made her hate
hi m i nst ead.

No one defended her through those years--no one, not her nother, not
the servants, not her governess. No one. Her father ruled. Everyone
was terrified of him



Qutsi de the household it was the sane. W I hel mvon Hauser was far too
i mportant a personage in the comunity for anyone to risk his

di spl easure. Even the famly physician--a despicable little toad of a
man- - col | uded agai nst her. He treated her for venereal disease. How
old was she then--ten? He arranged an illegal abortion when she was
only thirteen. The doctor who perforned it was a drunk

She found out when she was twenty-two that he had so scarred her uterus
t hat she coul d never have any children

Survi val demanded strength, so Gerta became strong. She |earned how to
kill her enotions. And she |learned howto be patient. And one day her
prayers were answered.

When her father was sixty-six, he had a stroke that |eft himparal yzed
and confined to a wheelchair. He remained alert and conscious, but he
was unabl e to nove or speak

She was appointed his |l egal guardian. Since she would inherit his
majority interest in Hauser Industries upon his death, she convened the
board and had herself naned the conpany's new CEQO

There was little opposition. She had already proved herself in the
busi ness world, and no one doubted that she was capabl e of running the
conpany at |least as well as her father had.

Next, she fired all the top managenent--all the people who owed their
positions to her father--and replaced themw th new people, loyal to
her .

When she had consolidated her position in the conpany, she turned her
attention to her father. She devoted herself to showi ng himjust what
it meant, just what it felt like, to be at someone else's

nmer cy- - someone who had been taught cruelty froman early age. He
learned a lot in those | ast days--about hel pl essness, about

suf fering.

About pai n.
She kept himalive for six nmore nonths; then she let himgo.
No nman was ever happier to die.

Bar oness von Hauser wal ked over to one of the study w ndows and opened
it. Achill breeze ruffled the drapes. The thousand acres of field
and forest that conprised the estate of Schl oss Vogel lay invisible
bel ow her in the darkness of the new noon.

She was enotionally dead inside. She regretted the |loss, but it was
the only way she could ever have survived. She liked to think of her
unwi | I i ngness to feel |ove or conpassion as a rare kind of strength.

Love neant vulnerability, after all; and to be vul nerable was to negate
the very purpose of her life, which was to rise to a position of such
power that she could never be made vul nerable to anything or anyone
again. Ever.

| What a terrible way to get pregnant, Anne thought. It was like a
rape in slow notion.



Looki ng down, she saw her spread thighs and bare knees gl eam ng
unnaturally white in the bright bath of |ight over the operating
tabl e.

Her feet were hooked in the table' s stirrups, and Dr. Harold Goth sat
on a stool positioned between them clad in surgical green gown and
cap.

He was slowy inserting a long, flexible probe into her vagi na.

She coul d see his | atex-gloved hands twisting it steadily forward, and
she could feel its hard, unyielding foreignness as it penetrated deeper
i nside her. Beside himwas a small video nonitor that allowed himto
follow the progress of the probe with ultrasound.

"Rel ax," Goth commanded. "Don't tense your nuscles."

He sounded irritated. But of course that was the way he sounded nost
of the tinme. He had explained the entire procedure to her, but not
voluntarily. She had had to drag the details out of himover a period
of days. He seenmed fromthe outset to have adopted the attitude that
the matter was really none of her business.

She al nost wi shed now that she didn't know what he was doing. It was
only maki ng her nore anxious.

Anne Stewart had found it hard to like Dr. Harold Goth. He was a
stiff, introverted man with little warnth or charm

She had spent the better part of four days at Dr. Goth's unfinished
clinic in the newwing of St. Bonaventure's Hospital, where he had
subj ected her to seenmingly endl ess batteries of tests and injections.

During those long hours in the clinic, she had tried to engage Goth in
conversation on topics like nusic and literature. He wasn't nuch
interested. The only thing she found out was that he had a passion for
Sher | ock Hol nes--a subject about which she knew nothing. Her attenpts
to inpress himw th her know edge of biology had nade hi meven nore
unconmuni cati ve.

He did discuss the fragile X syndrone with her. He explai ned how he
woul d extract the DNA fromher fertilized egg, how he would isolate the
gene on the X chronosonme that carried the faulty DNA sequence, and
finally how he woul d use restriction enzynes to surgically splice and
repl ace the area of faulty sequence.

She tried to draw hi mout as well about the so-called Jupiter
program-the col |l aborative venture in which he and her husband were so
deeply involved. But the nere nention of the subject seenmed to nake

hi m nervous. He would only nmutter sonething about "extensive gene
therapy,” or that it was all "too technical for the layman to
understand."” He finally got her off the subject for good by telling
her that his contract with Stewart Biotech did not allow himto discuss
Jupiter with anyone.

"But 1'mthe wife of the man financing your work," she protested.

Got h just pushed his eyegl asses back up the bridge of his nose and
gl anced away. "Then let your husband tell you."



Today the doctor was collecting her eggs. ("Harvesting your oocytes"
was the phrase he had used; it made her think of the eggs as ripe
little punpkins.) Over the last several days her ovaries had been
stimul ated by injections of Pergonal to increase the egg production,
and now CGoth was perform ng what he called a "transvagi na
aspiration.”

Using the ultrasound nonitor as a guide, he directed the probe into the
vagi na, up through the cervix, uterus, and fallopian tube all the way
to the left ovary, suspended in the body cavity just outside the

hor n- shaped open end of the fallopian tube. One by one he burst the
follicles surrounding the ripe eggs with the probe's needl e and gently
vacuuned the eggs into the probe. The eggs travel ed back through the
probe and out along a length of thin tubing into a suction trap

Even with the Iight anesthesia he had given her, the pain caused by the
procedure was consi derable. The nurse standi ng behind her nopped her
brow with a cool, danmp cloth. Anne tried to distract herself by
focusing on the suction trap. It consisted of a small glass test tube
with a two-hol ed stopper in the top. The tubing fromthe probe was
pushed just inside one of the holes. A second piece of tubing ran out
fromthe other opening to the suctioning device. Wen the suctioned
eggs reached the trap, they sinply settled to the bottom She w shed
she coul d see the eggs, but they were nmuch too small--a nere

two- hundredt hs of an inch in dianeter.

As unconfortable as the harvesting of the eggs turned out to be, it was
a pl easure conpared with the harvesting of Dalton's spermthe day
bef ore.

She and Dalton had had sex the night before in their hotel suite, and
Dal ton had nade a big fuss about having to use a condom

He had had a difficult tinme getting it on, and an even nore difficult
time removing it. The whol e busi ness had been nessy, timeconsuning
and exasperating. It had put her on edge and made himangry. And of
course it had ruined the sex.

Dalton stored the spermfilled condomovernight in a glass jar in the
hotel suite's refrigerator and presented it to Goth the next norning at
the hospital. The doctor gazed incredul ously at the rubber
prophylactic lying at the bottomof the jar. He told Dalton that he
had done exactly the wong thing. He needed fresh sperm and
preferably after a day's abstinence. How nmany times had he told him
that? But it was too |late now. The procedure had to be done within
the next few hours, no matter what. He directed Dalton to go

i mediately into the bathroom and masturbate into a plastic

cont ai ner.

Dal ton was appalled by the idea. He was dammed if he woul d do anyt hi ng
of the kind, he said, with everyone in the place standing around
waiting for him CGoth insisted. Dalton still refused.

Anne finally saved the situation by forcing a conpromse. |If she and
Dal ton coul d have the use of one of the hospital rooms for half an
hour, she would help himcollect the sperm

An empty roomw th a hospital bed was quickly found, and Anne and
Dal ton went inside and closed the door. Neither was in the nmood for



civil conversation, let alone sex. But it was a crisis, and sonething
had to be done.

Since Dalton was unwilling to masturbate on demand, Anne did it for
him After a prolonged, sweaty effort, she succeeded in getting a
quantity of her husband's senmen into a plastic container

The episode led to a bitter argument |ater

"That was the single npbst enbarrassing dammed thing |'ve ever been
through,"” he told her. "I hope the hell you appreciate it."

Anne was stunned. "Appreciate it? Do you have any idea of what Goth's
putting nme through? Don't you think |I feel just as degraded by the
experience as you? How selfish can you be?"

"You're the one who insisted on a child."

Anne swelled with fury. For the first tinme she actually felt a
power ful dislike for her husband. "You bastard," she shot back

"You're the one who lied to ne about the enbarrassing condition of your
genes. "

She had never called anyone a bastard before, let alone belittled a
physi cal shortconing. She had wounded hi m deeply, and she knew it.

They eventual |y apol ogi zed to each other, but the danage had been
done.

The incident created a permanent di stance between them and it
frightened her, especially when they had just made such an effort to
reconcile their differences and comit thenselves to having this
chi | d.

Anne | ooked down at the doctor again, bent to his task with his
characteristic nervous intensity. The paper nmask over his nose and
mout h were causing his eyeglasses to cloud up. He renoved them w ped
them hastily on his sleeve, and hooked the tenples back over his

ears.

She felt his hand pressing on her lower stomach. "You'll feel alittle
pain," he warned her. She closed her eyes and bit her |ip.

In two days, she would have to conme back for a second procedure--the
reinsertion of her fertilized eggs into her fallopian tubes. Goth had
expl ai ned to her what woul d happen in the neantinme. Tonight, her eggs
woul d be m xed with Dalton's washed spermin a specially prepared
mediumand left to fertilize in a petri dish. The newy fertilized
eggs would be allowed to divide three times. Then they would be frozen
wi th nitrogen gas.

Sanpl es of their DNA woul d be removed fromthe cells; the flawed
segnent of DNA on Stewart's X chrompsone that produced the fragile X
syndrone would be cut out and the altered DNA spliced in its place.

The fertilized eggs, or zygotes, containing their new pieces of DNA
woul d then be thawed out and all owed to continue dividing.

In a procedure called ZI FT (zygote intrafallopian transfer) Goth would



make a tiny incision in Anne's stomach and insert a |aparoscopic
syringe loaded with the altered zygotes through her stomach wall to the
open end of her left fallopian tube. There the eggs would be squirted
into the tube and allowed to drift down through it toward the uterus.

In about two days the eggs would begin arriving in the uterus. Wth
any luck at |east one of the zygotes would adhere to the wall of the
uterus and start grow ng.

O course it would be much easier to squirt the eggs directly into the
uterus through the cervix, Goth told her; that was the normal in vitro
fertilization nethod. But inpregnation rates were |ow

The ZI FT procedure nore cl osely approxi mated nature and avoi ded
irritating the uterus. Inpregnation rates were nuch higher. That was
especially inportant, he said, given the great amount of time and
expense involved in retrieving, fertilizing, and genetically altering
t he eggs.

The sedative Goth had given her finally began to take effect.

She was becom ng |ight-headed, al nost giddy. She could still feel a
slight cramping pain fromthe probe as he worked it deeper into her

| ower abdonen, but now she felt insulated fromit, alnost as if it were
happeni ng out si de her body.

Her mind drifted. She wondered about Goth. Wy was he in E
Cor onado?

A scientist of his stature should be associated with some proni nent
research center, not a small Catholic hospital on a rempte Cari bbean
i sl and.

She thought about Dalton. It was typical of him refusing to disclose
any details about Goth and the Jupiter project. He had never liked her
inquiring into his business affairs. Wen they were first married it
had hardly mattered. But as it becane clear that Dalton's whole world
revol ved around his business, for himnot to share anything about it
with her was in effect to cut her off fromeverything that really
interested him And she was particularly annoyed in this case.

She did, after all, have a degree in biology fromthe University of
Vermont. She was far better able to understand what Goth was about
t han nost people were, including her husband.

Hs refusal to involve her in matters of his conpany's business, or
even take her into his confidence, left themwith nothing to talk
about, nothing to get excited about, nothing to share. And it |eft
Anne frustrated. She would have been so happy to have taken a lab job
at Stewart Biotech--any job. But Dalton still wouldn't hear of it.

What ki nd of father would Dalton be? she wondered.

Anne opened her eyes and blinked in the bright light. She felt
extremely groggy. Had she been unconscious? Dr. Goth was standing up
and pulling off his |latex gloves.

What a terrible way to get pregnant, she thought again. And what a
terrible time to get pregnant--just when her marriage was beginning to
feel as fragile as her husband's X chronosone.



Dalton Stewart followed Coth's research assistant, Kirsten, into the
hospital cafeteria. He poured hinmself a diet cola and watched her
carry her tray to a seat by a wi ndow against the far wall. It was the
m ddl e of the afternoon, and the place was al nost deserted. He wal ked
over to her table.

"May | sit down?"

She peered up over her glasses with a.suspicious frown.

"I"'d like to talk to you," he said.

"Ckay. "

"What's your |ast nane, by the way?"

"Anster."

" CGer man?"

"Dani sh." She took a bite from her sandw ch.

"How | ong have you worked for Goth?"

"Two and a half years." She obviously wasn't eager for conversanon
"You enjoy it?"

"No. What do you want?"

Stewart |aughed in enbarrassnent.” 'Don't feed me any bullshit,' is
that it?"

She nodded.

"I want to offer you a lab job with Stewart Biotech in New York. Are
you i nterested?"

Kirsten took another bite of her food. "Should | be?"

"Il triple your present salary. And give you a cash living
al l owance. New York is an expensive city."

"What's the catch?"

"That you don't tell Goth why you're |eaving or where you' re going."
"That's all?"

"No. | need a little favor."

"Let me guess. You want a copy of the Jupiter program"”

Stewart | ooked at her. She net his gaze head on. "That's it," he
admi tted.

"Ckay. For ten thousand dollars.™

"The job in New York is what |I'moffering.”



"I don't want the job," she said. "I want the noney."

Greed was everywhere, he thought. "Well, nmaybe I'll just go and ask
CGoth for a copy."

She wasn't bluffed. "He won't give you one."

"Are you able to make a copy--w thout hi mknow ng?"
"Absolutely."

"You ever nake one for anyone el se?"

"No. The earlier versions were no good, anyway."

"How soon can you do it?"

"Tonmorrow or the day after.”

"Ckay. Forty-eight hours. ['Il neet you right here.”

"Wth ten grand?"

"Wth ten grand. |If you leave the island i mediately."
"Then | want twenty."

Stewart took a deep breath. "Fifteen. Take it or leave it."
Kirsten shrugged. "I1'll take it. Plus plane fare to Mam .'
"Il bring you the damed ticket nyself."

Dr. Paul El der canme around the side of his desk: "Please have a seat,
Ms. Stewart."

"Thank you."

Anne held out her hand and the doctor took it briefly. H s appearance
startled her. He was the sixth pediatrician she had intervi ewed, and
he hardly fit her image of a doctor. He was unusually tall. She

noti ced that he had to duck under the door lintel when he canme in. His
hands were big, and his head was broad, w th proni nent cheekbones and a
mane of glossy black hair. H's gaze was intense. It would have been
intimdating in the extreme if it were not for his rel axed manner and
bi g, easy grin.

H s chin and upper |lip had shaving cuts on them (a tiny piece of toilet

paper still adhered to one of the cuts), and his gray, pin-striped suit
pants were winkled. He seemed disheveled in the absentnm nded way of
someone who never thought about his appearance--or about hinself. If

Anne had met himoutside his office, she woul d have guessed he was a
man of the outdoors--a bush pilot--not a doctor

He wedged hinmself into his chair and folded his hands in his lap. Anne
suppressed a giggle. He |ooked so comically outsized for everything in
the room including his desk and chair.

H s eyes dropped briefly to her stonach, then canme back up to neet



hers. "Four nonths? Gve or take a week?"

Anne | aughed. "Ch, you're exactly right. How can you tell?

Everyone says |'m hardly showi ng anything at all."
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He chuckled. "It's not really your tunmy size I'mgoing by. It's nore
your face--your conplexion, and a few other clues I'mnot sure | can
articulate easily. Al | knowis that you |l ook |ike a woman four
nmont hs pregnant. And you | ook--well, to use a very unnedica
term-terrific.”

Anne felt herself blush slightly.

Dr. Elder cleared his throat and becane nore businesslike. "So
suppose you' re checking me out ?"

Anne patted her stomach. "I want the best doctor for her."

El der | ocked his hands together across his chest and began tw ddling
his thunbs thoughtfully. "I'mwondering why you had an amio."

"I beg your pardon?"

The doctor grinned apol ogetically. "lI'msorry. You seemto know
you're having a girl, so | assunmed you'd had ammi ocentesi s.

| was just wondering why."

"I wanted to make sure everything was okay."
"I's everything okay?"

"Yes. She's doing very well."

Dr. Elder was interrupted by his nurse-receptionist. She told him
that a Ms. Sonebody was on the phone about her daughter--sonething
about a drug problem He excused hinself to take the call

It was the first of a series of telephone interruptions. Between them
Dr. Elder filled Anne in on his nedical education and his
experi ence.

He had been a doctor for fourteen years but a pediatrician for only
eight. He had started out as a research specialist but ended up
feeling he wasn't doi ng anybody rmuch good, so he retrained hinself for
pedi atrics. He had never regretted the decision. "I love kids," he
said sinply.

Anne | ooked around the office. There were photos of children and
drawi ngs by children plastered on every avail abl e surface.

"Are any of these yours?" she asked, nodding toward the walls.
"Nope. They're all patients.”™ He grinned proudly. He pointed out

some of the photographs and told her about the children in them "A
| ot of these kids are from one-parent hones," he said.



"And their nothers can't afford good nedical care. Who can, these
days? | sort of get to be a part-tine father to some of them-nostly
inthe formof advice. For a lot of these kids, their biggest health
problemis a bad hone. | try to do what | can on that front, but
needl ess to say, | can't do very much. |It's frustrating.

He took another phone call. Two things were beconing clear: Dr. Elder
was di spensing a lot of health care free, and he was overburdened wth
patients. The big waiting roomoutside was jamred with noi sy children
and their nothers. It |ooked and sounded nore |ike an out-of-contro
day-care center.

Anne studied Elder. Not married, she thought. No time for a social
life. No wonder he | ooks so unkenpt. He takes care of everybody, but
he doesn't have anyone to take care of him She felt |ike getting up
and tucking in his shirt for himand running a brush through his

hai r.

"I"'msorry," he said when he hung up

"I feel I'mtaking up too nuch of your tine."
El der [ aughed. "No, no. Today's a slow day. | just hope you don't
mnd a lot of interruptions. It drives sonme people crazy, | know "

He had no sooner said this than a piercing screamfromthe waiting room
caused himto junmp up and run out. He was gone for about fifteen

m nutes. She could hear himtal king earnestly to someone on the other
side of the wall.

Anne deci ded that she wanted himas her pediatrician. She already knew
bef ore she cane in that he was widely respected. Now she knew that he
was al so kind, intelligent, caring, and unselfish

He was certainly a light-year's inprovenent on the doctor she had had
growi ng up in Burlington, Vernont.

El der's only drawback seenmed to be that he was al ready so overworked

It would be a struggle just to get his attention. She had an al nost
irresistible inmpulse to run right out into the waiting roomand offer
hi m her hel p.

The doctor ducked back through the door and squeezed back behind his
desk. Hi s expression was grim "That was Jason. Father's an

al coholic. He beats the poor kid--and his nother as well. They don't
have a dinme, and the social services people aren't very responsive.

I'"ve reported the case four tines now, and nothing's been done. 1'm
trying to get sonmeone to at |east monitor the situation, until we can
get a court order against the father."

"How horrible!" Anne was pleased, though, that the doctor was so open
with her.

"I"'mranbling on. Sorry. Do you have any other questions you want to
ask ne?"

Anne shook her head. "I want you to be ny baby's doctor. |If you can
possibly find tine for another patient."



El der | aughed. "I
ot her Sunday off.
you |live nearby?"

only work twel ve
Usual ly. So you

"No. Lattingtown."

"Ch. Wiere is that?"
"Long Island."

El der's eyes narrowed. "You really
Manhattan for a pediatrician?"

"Yes. | want the best."

El der shook his head.
pedi atrici ans around."

"1"'mnot the

Anne decided it was tine to explain
baby have the best doctor she could
CGoth's in vitro fertilization. "M
something called fragile X syndrone.

hours a day. And | take every

see, |I'll have plenty of time. Do
want to come all the way into
best. There're a |ot of good

why it was so inportant that her

find. She told himabout Dr.

husband's famly has a history of
| assunme you know what it is--a

genetic abnormality on the X chronpbsone.

It causes nmental retardation.

def ect .

O herwi se, we couldn't
concer ned about the baby. ..

have had any

During the course of her explanation
He was regardi ng her

manner evapor at ed.
f rown.
"Dr. "Har ol d

CGot h?" he repeat ed.

"You know hi n?"
"1 know who he is.

Anne felt unconfortable.
the defensive. "In the Caribbean

| El der shook his head, incredul ous.
pl ace."
"Doctor Goth has a clinic there--at

"Whose i dea was this?"

"I dea? My husband's.
husband' s conpani es. ..

Dr. Goth said he could repair that
That's why we went to the trouble of having the procedure.

children. Naturally, we're very

Elder's friendly, interested
now with a di sapproving

Got h?"

VWere was this procedure perfornmed?”

H s sudden hard tone of voice had put her on

El Coronado."
"El Coronado? Never heard of the
a hospital...."

Dr. Goth is working on something for one of ny



"Who' s your husband?"

"Dalton Stewart."

"OfF Stewart Biotech?"

"Yes."

El der slumped back in his chair and ran his hands al ong the arnrests.

Anne was startled by his abrupt change of nmood. "Is sonething
wr ong?"

"What did Goth do to you?" he asked.

"Just what | told you. He repaired the gene causing the fragile X."
"Is that all he did?"

"What do you nean?"

"He didn't tanper with anything el se?"

Anne stared at Elder. Wy had he turned on her like this?

"No," she said, in a small voice

"Are you sure?"

"Why would he? | don't understand.”

Dr. Elder avoided her eyes. He stood up, indicating that the
interview was over. "You and your husband can afford any pediatrician
you want," he said. "A whole staff of them if you feel like it. You
don't need ne."

Anne was stunned. "But | want you."

El der opened the door to his office, inviting her to |l eave. "Sorry.
I'"m much too busy. Good day, Ms. Stewart."

A minute | ater Anne found herself standing outside on Wst
Seventy-ninth Street. She was trenbling with hurt and anger. She
couldn't remenber a nore devastating rejection in her She thought they
had been getting on so well. She had never nmet a doctor she had

related to so i mediately, so conpletely.

Why had he become so suspicious of her all of a sudden? As if she were
hi di ng sonet hi ng from hi n?

How dare he throw her out like that? She was strongly tenpted to march
back into his office and denand an expl anati on

She felt betrayed. It was as if her trust had been violated. Sone
part of her recognized that her reactions were ridicul ously out of
proportion to whatever offense he had conmtted, but she sinply
couldn't help it. She wanted the best for her daughter

She groped in her purse for a tissue and couldn't find one. Tears



started rolling down her cheeks.

"Goddami t," she said. Several passers-by glanced in her direction.
"Goddamit," she repeated in a | ouder voice. "Goddamit!"

Dalton Stewart cane into Anne's bedroom The curtains were stil

drawn, shutting out nost of the morning's |light and the sound of the
strong, gusty wi nd that had begun rattling the wi ndows and bl owi ng t he
| eaves off the trees. Anne was |lying on her side, eyes closed. He

bent down and ki ssed her lightly on the cheek

She opened her eyes and squinted at the bedside clock. "You're dressed
already? It's only seven."

"Gl's taking me to the airport.”
"Where are you off to this tine?"
"Mam . Then back down to El Coronado. How are you feeling?"

Anne | aughed. "For godsakes, Dalton, I'mfeeling fine. |'mgetting up
ina few mnutes."

Dal ton frowned di sapprovingly. "Wy don't you rest for another day?"

"I"ve been resting for two days. The doctor said | could get up as
soon as | felt likeit. Well, I feel like it."

"For mny sake, then. Hunor ne.

Anne put her hand to her mouth and yawned. "Dalton, |'mnot going to
stay in bed just to hunmor you."

Dalton jamred his hands into his pants pockets and began pacing the
room "Damm it, Anne, why take any chances? You know how nuch this
baby neans to ne."

Two days before, Anne had tripped on the attic stairs and taken a bad
fall. She had sustained a few bruises, but that was all. And 11 5 her
gynecol ogi st had assured her that the fetus hadn't been har ned.

Anne roll ed over on her back, her eyes follow ng Dalton as he opened
one of the drapes to let the light in. "WIlIl, guess what, Dalton. She
neans a lot to nme, too."

"I know. |I'msorry."

"I promise | won't go up into the attic again, okay?"

"You ought to stay off stairs, period. The house has an elevator. Use
it fromnow on."

"The el evator happens to be broken. And nore dangerous than the
stairs, anyway. The gardener got trapped in it |last COctober,
remenber ?

It was three hours before anyone found him"

"I"ll speak to Franklin. We'Il get it fixed imediately. And | want



you to have soneone with you fromnowon. Al the tinme."

"Li ke who?"

"I'"ve asked Ms. Corley to hire a professional nurse.”

Anne threw off the covers and sat up. "Dalton, that's crazy.
I"mnot sick, I"'mpregnant. | don't need a nurse."

Dal ton came across the room and sat down on the bed beside her. "I
don't want to have to worry about you all the time. |If you won't have
a nurse, then at |east a bodyguard."

"It was an accident, Dalton. For godsakes! |If soneone were trying to
hurt ne, or the baby, they'd think of something a little nore ingenious
than putting a rod froman old barbell set on the top attic stair. The
chances of me going up there were practically nil."

"But the fact is you did go up there."
"Why are you sniping at nme like this, Dalton?"
"Because |' m depending on you to take care of the baby."

Anne started to reply, then changed her mnd. She stormed into the
bat hr oom and sl anmed the door behind her.

Dal ton paced over to the window Anne's defiant attitude was somnething
new. And it both galled and depressed him He pulled the curtains
back further and stared out over the grounds. It had begun to rain.

The wind spattered the drops against the glass, partially obscuring the
Vi ew.

He had somehow expected that Anne woul d al ways be grateful to himfor
havi ng pl ucked her from poverty and obscurity and introduced her to a
worl d of security and privilege that nmost women woul d envy. But she

was not grat eful

He supposed he had nade a mistake in marrying her. At the time she had
seened perfect. She was young, beautiful, intelligent, vivacious--just
the kind of wife a man in his position needed. A wonan who could turn
heads wherever they went.

But now all he saw were her shortcom ngs. And ingratitude was the

| east of them She did nothing for himsocially. Not having been
brought up in a world of class and privilege, she was at a | oss as how
to function init.

The situation had to change. Either Anne would have to take up their
cause on the social front, or he would have to consider divorcing
her .

Christ, he'd been through two divorces already. He didn't know if he
could stand another one. But he saw now that what he really needed was
a wonan of established social prom nence, a woman with the right famly
and breeding, with the instinct and the desire to enhance his own

i mage.



He knew he was being selfish. And he did still have strong feelings
for Anne. She remai ned a npst desirable woman. But he had to be
har dheaded about these nmatters. |t was his future, after all.

He woul d have to face the matter later--after the baby was born. Unti
then, Anne's welfare had to remain uppernost in his mnd

Anne energed fromthe bathroom conpletely nude. This was unusual for
her; she was naturally a nodest person. She was still angry at him so
she was pretending he wasn't there. Her six nonths of pregnancy didn't
show very much at all. She had gained a few pounds, especially around
the middl e, but otherw se her body | ooked as shapely and vol upt uous as
ever. He felt a sudden strong urge to nake love to her. It was the
only way he could think of to try to bridge the w dening gulf between

t hem

Was she trying to conmunicate the sane desire to hin? He didn't know,
and he was afraid to ask. She was never very receptive after an
argunent, anyway, he told hinself, and he absolutely couldn't risk
doi ng anything that m ght threaten the pregnancy.

He tried to snooth things over. "lI'msorry, Anne. | shouldn't be
bl am ng anyone for anything. You know how !l am If | don't feel in
control | don't feel confortable. So | worry about you.

And the baby. That fall of yours scared the hell out of ne. |

couldn't help thinking that you m ght have lost her. And | couldn't
hel p t hi nki ng how devastating that would be. She'll likely be the only
child the two of us can ever have."

Anne snapped her bra together. The apol ogy seenmed to soften her
somewhat. "But | can't just stay in bed for the next two and a half
months. We live in the real world--or at |least a very privil eged
version of it. W can't command that nothi ng bad happen

W can't foresee or forestall everything. | mght just have a
m scarri age. "

"Don't even nention the word."

Anne | ooked at him specul atively. "Well, if we are unlucky and
somet hi ng bad does happen, we can always get Dr. Goth to work his
little magi c again, can't we?"

"What do you nean, 'magic'?"
"What do you think I nean?"

Dalton averted his eyes. For one terrifying instant he thought she
knew t hat Goth had used the Jupiter programon her. Could she have
possi bly found out? No. Goth would never tell her. And no one el se
knew.

He had westled with hinmself many tinmes about whether he should let her
inon the truth. Because it was really quite a remarkable, exciting
thing that Goth was doing. But why risk scaring her? 1f the baby
turned out to be as extraordinary as he expected, then | et Anne be
overjoyed at the results. |If the fetus mscarried, or turned out |ess
than perfect, then it was obviously better that she didn't know and

bl ame the failure on Goth--and on him



And it was really too late to tell her now, anyway. He had to focus on
one single, crucial matter--naking sure that nothing happened to Anne
for the next ten weeks.

"Why don't you cone down to El Coronado with nme?" he suggested

Anne paused mdway in buttoning her blouse. "Wy?"

"Then | won't worry so nuch about you

Goth can nonitor you on a regular basis. In fact, you ought to stay
the whol e tine.

["I'l rent out the whole top floor of the hotel."

"I don't want to spend two and a half nonths on that island.
"Il go crazy. There's absolutely nothing to do."

"You' re not supposed to be doing anything."

"Yes | am |I'mjust starting on a plan to redecorate this house, for
one thing."

"That can wait."

"Dalton, | don't like the island very much. And it's hardly a good

pl ace to be pregnant. |'m nuch better off here. The food and water
supply are nmuch nore dependable, and so is the sanitation and the

heal th care.”

"You'll be staying in a luxury hotel, Anne, not a shantytown."

Anne shook her head. "The baby's safer if | stay here.™

"On one condition, then. You accept a better security arrangement."
"Li ke what ?"

"A twenty-four-hour personal guard service. And a nurse. Nobody has
to be at your bedside. A nurse in the house, on call-that's all. And
an arned bodyguard."

"No bodyguard. "

"That's essential."

"My God, Dalton, we already have a million-dollar security system
around this place! It's like a fortress. Wo's the bodyguard supposed
to protect me against? The househol d hel p?"

"Ckay. Just in the house, on call. And to acconpany you on trips."

Anne sat down heavily on the bed. Her anger had turned to dejection

Dal ton sat beside her and put his armaround her. "It's only for a
short time, Anne."”

Anne stared across the roomfor a few seconds, then nodded.



"Ckay," she whi spered.
Dalton tried to kiss her, but she turned her head away.
"What's the matter?"

"I"'mnot feeling very friendly, Dalton. I'msorry. Just |eave nme by
nmyself for a while. W can talk later."

"I won't be here later."
"Call me from Coronado, then."

Dal ton stood up and headed for the door, burning with frustration. He
realized that the fate of his child--and the enornous investnent that
was riding on that child--depended nore on her now than on him And
that, of course, nade hi m dependent on her as well.

It was an intolerable state of affairs, but there wasn't anything he
could do about it.

1

Karl a ushered the visitor into the baroness's exercise room a
spaci ous, plush-carpeted area on the top floor of her Minich office
bui I di ng.

The baroness was working on her rowi ng machi ne. She was dressed in

bl ack tights under white cotton shorts and a | oose tank top. Her blond
hair was pinned up. She was rowing quite fast. A slight sheen of
perspiration gl owed on her neck and arns.

The visitor stood awkwardly on the carpet, not sure what to do. The
baroness kept on rowing. She eyed himcritically. H's nane was Oto
Mossl er. He was young and nuscul ar--a jutjawed, blond-haired Aryan
type with sharp blue eyes and a surly demeanor. He was wearing a brown
suit that fit him badly.

Mossl er managed a small Gernman trucking conpany, TransEurope Express,
for his father. The baroness had enpl oyed hi m occasional ly.

TransEurope's trucks had illegally carted thousands of tons of highly
toxi c wastes fromthe baroness's | aboratories and manufacturing plants
to secret disposal sites in Eastern Europe.

Mossl er was al so one of the | eaders of Neues Deutschland, the New
Germany party, a right-wi ng, neo-Nazi novenent that had gained steadily
in popularity over the past decade. Once a refuge for the lunatic
fringe, in 1999 the ND boasted a nenbership of two million and had been
polling a respectable ten to fifteen percent in recent elections.

Mossl er hesitated, nade a curt bow, then stepped a little further into
the room

The baroness pointed to a weight bench. "Please sit down, Herr
Mossl er. Your posturing is making ne nervous."

Mossl er sat on the bench.



"We've had a good rel ationship with your trucking conpany," the
baroness said, still rowing energetically. "I expect soon to have need
of some manpower to perform sonme discreet services for ne. | wonder if
you mght be able to provide it?"

Mossl er | ooked confused. "Discreet services?"

"Dirty work," the baroness replied bluntly. "Things that | cannot risk
havi ng traced back to ne."

Mossl er grinned. His eyes followed the notions of the baroness's
breasts beneath the tank top. "O course, Baroness. | can provide you
with any service you like--dirty or otherw se.”

"I"'mglad to hear it. 1'll need several nmen to travel to an island in
the Cari bbean. There's sonmething in a nedical |aboratory there that |
must have. They'll have to break in, find it, and bring it back to

ne.
Mossl er's eyes w dened in surprise.

"Does that sound too difficult?" the baroness chall enged.
Mossl er stuck out his chest. "O course not."

"Good. Find the men. They nust be conpletely trustworthy.
['"lI'l have a detailed plan for you in a few weeks."

Mossl er nodded.

The baroness qui ckly changed the subject. "How are things at Neues
Deut schl and t hese days?" she asked.

"We' || one day be the nost powerful political organization in Germany,"
Mossl er boasted. "W have the right message. The peopl e are beginning
tolisten to us."

The baroness got up off the rowi ng machi ne and dried her neck and arns
with a towel. "But you still nust need a |ot of nbney to realize these
anbi tions."

Mossl er sai d not hi ng.

"In return for these discreet services, |'mprepared to make a sizable
donation."

"Thank you, Baroness. It will be greatly appreciated.™

The baroness wal ked over close to Mossler, still sitting on the

bench.

"And it will be kept secret.”
He | ooked up at her. "O course.”
"No one must know |'ve even met you. Do you follow nme?"

Mossl er shrugged. He | ooked unhappy. "If you insist.”



"I doinsist. |If it ever gets out that we've had any dealings, that's
the end. No nore nmoney. 1Is that clear?"

"Quite clear, Baroness."

"Good. |'mglad we understand one another." The baroness reached down
and squeezed Mossler's bicep. He flinched in surprise. "You nust be
quite strong," she said.

Mossl er flushed and gri nned.

"Can you box?"

"Box? Sure. Karate too."

The baroness squared off in front of him "Stand up. Let's see what
you can do."

Mossler's jaw fell. "What? Against you?"
The baroness smiled invitingly. "Wy not?"
Mossler got to his feet. "I might hurt you, that's why."

"Real | y?" she taunted. "Go ahead and try."

"I"d rather westle you," Mssler said, leering at her
"Very well. Try to pin ne down."

"This sone trick?"

"Herr Mossler, I'mbeginning to think you're a coward."
Mossl er scowled. He pulled off his jacket. "I'Il try not to hurt
you." He hunched his shoul ders and | unbered toward her, angling for a

hol d. The baroness avoi ded himeasily.

Mossl er pressed his attack, feinting and lunging to grab her waist or

| egs. She sidestepped himand sl amred the edge of her pal magainst his
ear. He fell sideways onto one knee, scranbled to his feet, and |unged
again. H's face was red, furious.

They circled each other. Mossler spun around and nonentarily caught
her neck with his arm But she ducked under and ramred a fist into his
sol ar pl exus.

He gasped and staggered backward. The baroness whirled, brought a | eg
up and around, and smashed her instep against the back of his neck with
enough force to send himsprawing. His foot caught the edge of the
rowi ng machi ne and he crashed nosefirst into the carpet. He took his
time getting up

The baroness buzzed her secretary. "Karla, please come up and show M.
Mossler out. 1'mgoing to take a shower."

Joseph Cooper got another mdnight call fromRoy. "W're getting a |ot
of interference on the bugs," Roy said. "Sonething electronic in the
hospital . "



"Il replace them"
"Never mind. W need sonmething else. Listen carefully.”
"Co ahead."

"CGoth uses a renovabl e conputer hard disk with an inmportant program on
it. Wen it's not in the conmputer, he keeps it | ocked up sonmewhere.

It's a black plastic cartridge, six inches wi de, two inches high, four
i nches deep. | want you to get it, copy it, and put it back. And
under no circunstances must Goth find out. Can you do that?"

"It won't be easy. He hardly ever |eaves the lab."

"New Year's Eve," Roy said.

"What about it?"

"He won't be there then. And hospital security'll be lax."

"What's on this disk?"

"That's none of your business."

"No. | guess not."

"When you have the disk, call me inmrediately."

That afternoon the baroness drove to her country estate, Schloss Vogel
and had dinner with two guests, Katrina Zynonywi cz and Al dous

Si kor sky.

She had found themin Warsaw two years earlier. They had been attached
to a theatrical conmpany that had gone out of business and were reduced
to doing street performances to stay alive.

Al dous was twenty-four then; Katrina, twenty-one.

The baroness was i medi ately taken by them Blond, and slight of
frame, they both | ooked like teenagers. They possessed a wonderfully
i nnocent, androgynous quality that spoke to her

They were street-smart and intelligent, but hedonists at heart.

When t he baroness was reasonably sure of their inclinations, she made
them a proposal: Come back to Germany and live with her

She woul d guarantee them a | uxurious, protected life, free of
responsibility. |In exchange, they were to provide the baroness with
sex. They were to be hers exclusively--to be available to her whenever
she wanted them And everything she did with themwas to be kept
secret.

They turned her down.

She kept after them and eventually persuaded themto come to Germany
as her guests and give it a try.

The baroness, who fired servants and enpl oyees on a regul ar basis,



hadn't expected the nmenage to work out for very long, but so far it
had. She knew that one day they woul d probably | eave just as suddenly
as they had decided to stay. |In the neantinme, she'd extract what

pl easure fromthem she coul d.

Al t hough the two were now permanent guests at Schl oss Vogel, she rarely
saw t hem except when she was in the nood for their services. And she
preferred it this way. She was interested in themsolely as a neans of
sati sfying her carnal fantasies.

Sonetimes she enjoyed directing themin various sexual acts with each
ot her, or playing ganes of bondage and discipline. But usually all she
wanted fromthemwas sinply a nassage and a tongue bath, and they had
becorme skilled at obliging her

After dinner the three retreated to the baroness's bedroomon the third
floor and renoved their clothes.

Ecstasy took the baroness |onger than usual to reach this particular
ni ght, because her head was filled with thoughts of Jupiter

She had done all she could do about the situation. Now there was
nothing left but to wait for the right noment. She was sure that
nmonent woul d conme, but the waiting frustrated her enornpusly. She was
constantly second-guessing herself, wondering if she had overl ooked
anyt hi ng, wondering if there m ght have been a better strategy.

Stewart should play into her hands eventually, but in the neantine
events were not conpletely under her control, and that always made her
nervous. The longer the wait, the greater the chance of the

unf or eseen.

And the | onger she had to wait, the nore she lusted after Jupiter.
It was neant to be hers.

She cl osed her eyes and willed her body to relax. Al dous and Katrina
applied their tongues, lips, and hands to her flesh. They started at a
very | anguid pace and gradually, inperceptibly increased the intensity,
exploring every inch of her until she was shuddering wi th pl easure.

Finally, her nerve endings scream ng for rel ease, she cried out, tensed
convul sively, and exploded in a | ong crescendo of rapturous spasns.

When her orgasm had subsided, Katrina and Al dous turned their
attentions to each other

The baroness |ay back and watched them Later, when she was ready,
they would start in on her all over again. She would sleep well
toni ght .

Dalton Stewart signed the last of a stack of real-estate contracts and
| eaned back against the linousine's plush seat cushions. Hank jem an
took the pile and neatly stacked it inside his briefcase.

They were on their way to pick up Anne at the island' s airport.
She was now ei ght nonths into her pregnancy and doing splendidly. Her

suite at the hospital was ready. Stewart had supervised the details of
the renovation hinself. It was a small luxury apartnent within the



confines of the hospital, with every anenity and every protection, from
an el aborate el ectronics alarmsystemto a round-the-clock staff of
nurses and bodyguar ds.

Stewart had had two |inmousines fl own down from New York

One of them conplete with two shifts of drivers on twenty-four hour
standby, was exclusively for Anne. The nmoment she went into |abor, she
could be whisked the ten blocks fromthe hotel to the hospital in a
matter of m nutes.

The second |inmp was a stretch Mercedes SEL-660 and had cost himhalf a
mllion dollars by the time the custom zers at the body shop were
through with it. It was arnor-plated, with bullet-proof glass,

punct ure-proof tires, and a 450- horsepower truck engine.

Its top speed was 140 nph. It got seven niles to the gallon. Stewart
intended to give it to President Despres as a special gift at the
openi ng cerenony for Goth's new hospital w ng next week.

"How much | and do we own?" Stewart asked.

"I get eight thousand five hundred and forty-five acres,"” Ajemian
said. "That includes over a mle of beach front. The best beach
front."

Stewart felt a surge of optimsm Despite the headaches involved in
trying to operate in a country that barely qualified as a third-world
dictatorship, his efforts were beginning to show results. "Not bad.

|"msurprised Despres hasn't interfered nore."

Aj em an scratched his jows with the back end of one of his cheap
bal | poi nt pens. He always carried a pocketful of them along with his
wads of Kleenex. Stewart had given himtwo gol dpl ated Mont Bl ancs, but
Aj emi an never used them "One reason is that we bought a thousand
acres fromhim" Ajeman said. "At a grossly inflated price. Another
is that any time he wants he can just take it all back fromus."

"He wouldn't dare. He's still counting on nme to get the U S. foreign
aid taps flowing for himagain. W'IlIl just have to keep dangling that
in front of himfor a couple of years."

"Well, | strongly recommend we stop buying for the tinme being.

The word is out, and prices are starting to shoot up."

Stewart wat ched out the wi ndow as the countryside flew past them

"Property's still a steal. And once we start devel opi ng, vacant | and
val ues--especially the oceanfront--will go way up.

W' || be able to nake back our investnent just by selling off a few
hundred acres. | tell you what. Let's buy another five thousand. Put

t oget her sone big contiguous parcels on the other end of the island.

After we finish on this end, we can build a new clinic out there and
devel op a second cluster."

Aj emi an uncapped a bal | point and started scratchi ng nunbers out on a



pad. "We're running up debt too fast," he said. "The banks are going
to cut us off. They think we're crazy doing this anyway. Qur exposure
is ridiculous."

"Have the banks ever been right about anything?"
Ajemian pulled a tissue fromhis pocket and wi ped his nose. "I know.

But we're really stretched thin, Dalton. W had massive debt going
into this affair. And our earnings are way down. The banks j ust
aren't buying our projections anynore. W should be belt-tightening,
not throw ng noney around."

Stewart groaned inpatiently. He sometines found A em an's obsessive
cauti on maddeni ng. This was one of those tines.

"We've been through this all before. There will never be anot her
opportunity like this, Hank. Not in our lifetine."

Aj emi an squi rnmed unconfortably in his seat. "I understand.

Sure. But we can cash in on it without |laying out any nore capita
now. There won't be any noney coming in on this for at |east a year

And that's only if nothing goes wong. And sonething al ways goes
wrong. We're skirting bankruptcy now. | mean it."

Stewart was tenpted to tell Ajemi an the truth about Anne's pregnancy.

It might make himfeel better about the anount of risk involved. But
he deci ded against it. It had to remain his secret.

"Al'l right. Forget the five thousand acres."

They di scussed ot her business matters. Ajeman read aloud froma pile
of faxes sent down from New York earlier. Stewart dictated a reply for
each, leaving it to his assistant to flesh them out.

Stewart gazed out the side wi ndow of the linmousine as he listened to
Ajem an read the faxes in his high-speed nonotone.

Coronado's midday traffic was limted alnost entirely to trucks, buses,
and bi cycl es, but progress was sl ow and exasperating. The Aveni da des
| ose Martires de I a Revolucion del Ocho de Novienbre, or Avenida Ccho
for short, was in a sad condition, now nore dirt than nmacadam Added
to the choking dust fromthe negl ected pavenent were the eye-stinging
bel ches of diesel exhaust fromthe trucks and buses, the cacophony of
beepi ng horns, jingling bicycle bells, and shouts of ragged children
darting anong the vehicles, hawking everything fromcigarettes to

sex.

The buil dings al ong the boul evard had been built in the nineteenth
century by the French, who governed the island for over a hundred
years. The French left in 1967, and the country's entire
infrastructure looked as if it hadn't seen a day's maintenance since.

The stone and pl aster facades of the once proud town houses were

chi pped and dirty, and the wi ndows were m ssing shutters. Bal cony
railings were frequently coll apsed or broken; chi mey pots sagged at
crazy angl es; and many of the roofs had been repaired so many tines



over the years with such a wi de assortnment of different-colored
materials that they | ooked |ike patchwork quilts. The sidewal ks were
thick with beggars and gangs of unenpl oyed males with nothing to do.

Street brawls, public drunkenness, and petty crinmes were comonpl ace,
even in broad daylight. Only the enornous posters and nural s of

Presi dent Despres |ooked fresh and new. Hi s bul ging, bespectacled eyes
and self-satisfied grin were everywhere, gazing down on his
poverty-stricken subjects |like some giant cat watching mice in a

cage.

Stewart imagined the new city that would eventually sweep nuch of this
poverty and msery away. He saw high-rise hotels and office buil di ngs,
bustling streets full of markets and theaters and restaurants, al
catering to the explosion of tourismthat he was sure would soon
transformthis benighted backwater into a Cari bbean paradi se.

Things were rapidly falling into place. Goth's clinic was now up and
running. In another nonth Jupiter's first pilot test program would
begin. If all went well with that stage, then several teans of
publicists and advertising specialists Stewart had al ready hired woul d
begin the work of devel oping a sel ective canpaign to market the
program The canpai gn woul d be very upscal e.

Details would be put out in the nost discreet fashion possible, through
a carefully screened list of prom nent doctors who might be willing to
refer their richest patients.

The doctors should be nore than willing, Stewart guessed, since he
pl anned to offer a finder's fee of $25,000 for each referral

Such a generous sum woul d be possi bl e because he planned to charge the
first coupl es $500, 000 per treatnent--payable in advance. The rich
woul dn't quibble with the price. Indeed, their ability to afford such

an expensi ve medi cal service would in itself be a status synbol. And
havi ng a genetically superior child would be, anmong ot her obvious
advant ages, the very ultimte status synbol. Stewart anticipated a

sizable waiting list within nmonths.

At its present size and staff level, Goth's clinic would be able to
handl e confortably a dozen coupl es a week. That woul d generate grosses
in the neighborhood of $25 million a nonth. Wthin the first year
Stewart planned to expand the clinic to handl e as
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many as forty-eight couples a week. That woul d quadruple incone to

around $100 million a month. The procedure was a relatively expensive
one, since each treatment required extensive DNA anal ysis and genetic
surgery; but at those rates the profit margins would still be

enor nous.

Start-up and devel opnent costs would be earned out in the first two or
t hree weeks of operation.

After that, salaries and operating expenses woul d consume | ess than two
or three percent of the gross take each nonth. Bribes, conm ssions,
finder's fees, and local "taxes" to Despres would eat up another three
to four percent. That left a net profit per nmonth in the range of $90
mllion.



There would be no U S. taxes. The noney would be channeled into a
foundati on that Aj emi an had established for the purpose called the
Coronado Cenetic Research Institute. The institute would keep its
nmoney in bank accounts already set up for it in Panama, the Bahanas,
Swi t zerl and, and Liechtenstein.

After a few years, when the carriage trade began to thin out, Stewart
woul d build a series of satellite clinics around the island and set

| ower prices so that the world's vast middl e-class nmarket could be
tapped. Fees could then be lowered to sonething like fifty thousand
dol l ars per treatnent.

The details of the broader marketing programwould all be carefully

wor ked out at the appropriate tine. But one thing was certain: if the
formul a worked as Goth claimed, it would generate nore noney than any
singl e product or service ever offered to anybody anywhere. There were
many mllions of potential custoners. Stewart estimated the program
could gross as nuch as a trillion dollars in its first decade. It was
an absurdly astronom cal sum but he and Ajem an had brainstorned it
several times. He estimated that in those ten years he could plausibly

i ncrease his own personal worth to two hundred billion dollars.

Two hundred billion dollars.

It would be the financial killing to end all financial killings-one of
the greatest transfers of wealth in history. In one decade it would

make himthe richest person on earth--arguably the richest individua
who had ever lived. Since no one had ever accunul ated that nuch
weal th, there was nothing to conpare it to, no way to neasure its
potential. But it would be breathtaking.

The prospect made hi m gi ddy.

A permanent financial arrangement still remained to be hanmered out
with Goth, but Stewart saw no special difficulties in that area. GCoth
was as happy these days as a six-year-old on Christmas norning.

Stewart Biotech had come to his rescue, and Stewart was counting on the
likelihood that Goth would not want to see that relationship

term nated. Once Goth had the wonen in the pilot program pregnant,
Stewart would close a deal with him

He woul d offer hima fat yearly salary and expense account, plus a
two- percent share of net profits fromJupiter. This would very quickly
make the doctor very rich

If Goth was greedy and held out for nmore, Stewart woul d be generous and
up the doctor's percentages a fraction, but he wasn't about to make any
maj or concessions. He wouldn't have to. He had the doctor in a |lega
and noral arm ock. The new foundati on owned the hospital and
everything in Goth's labs. And all rel evant government

of ficials--including President Despres hinmsel f--were now on the
foundation's payroll. |If Stewart chose, he could kick the doctor off

t he prem ses--shut himout conpletely--and there wouldn't be a thing
Goth could do about it.

The one potential threat--Baroness von Hauser--seened to have vani shed
wi thout a trace. That bothered him The baroness had a reputation for
persi st ence.



The next few weeks woul d be an extrenely anxious tinme. He had
overextended hinself perilously, as Ajem an continually reninded him

If Jupiter was a failure, he'd be in trouble.
Everyt hi ng now depended on that child grow ng inside Anne's wonb.

Anne Stewart propped another pillow under her neck and sank back
agai nst the sofa, trying to find a nore rel axed position. She rested
her hands on her swollen belly and took a deep breath.

The pregnancy had gone so fast and so smoothly, she found it hard to
bel i eve that the baby woul d soon be due. Despite the tensions wth
Dal t on, she had never known a nore serene period in her life.

Lexy Tate spread sone beluga caviar on a triangle of toast and offered
it to her. The hotel had sent up a table |loaded with a variety of
treats and delicacies, and Lexy was determ ned to take advantage of

it.

Anne shook her head. "No thanks. 1'll never develop a taste for that

stuff."

"Pity," Lexy replied. She made a wolfish grin and stuffed the wedge
greedily into her own nouth.

Anne felt a twinge of guilt. On her invitation, Lexy had cone to El
Coronado two weeks ago, moving into a suite on the sane floor of the
hotel as the Stewarts. She had planned to fly home to New York

yest erday; but since the birth was now so cl ose, Anne had begged her to
stay on until the baby was born

"The biggest New Year's Eve in a thousand years and he goes to a party
wi t hout you," Lexy said. "I think it's pretty shabby."

"You know how he is about ne taking chances. He still hasn't gotten
over the attic stairs incident."

"That's no excuse. You're conpletely anbulatory. There's no 135
reason he couldn't have taken you. M nother, for godsakes-she played
golf right up until her water broke. She insisted on finishing the
round before she'd et themtake her to the hospital

I was born in the golf cart on the way back to the cl ubhouse."

Anne | aughed. "You were not. You were born in Doctors' Hospital on
Manhattan's Upper East Side. And your nother was in |abor for
twenty-three hours."

"Who told you that?"

"Your nother."

"She's a terrible liar."

"Way didn't you go with Dalton?" Anne demanded. "He did ask you."

Lexy piled caviar on another piece of toast. "He was straining to be
polite."



"I hate for you not to be out cel ebrating because of ne."

Lexy shrugged. "I really don't mnd. |'ve been to enough parties--New
Year's and otherwise--to last nme until the next millennium |'ve seen
it all. And felt it all too. | was once goosed at a dinner party by
the President of the United States--did | ever tell you that? 1've

al so been groped under the table by a Bel gi an anbassador, and been
barfed on by a senator froma state | won't nane. Jesus, that guy was
a jerk! And | once danced cheek-tocheek with a president of Italy, who
whi spered obscene suggestions in nmy ear. At least |I think they were
obscene; ny Italian isn't that great. GCh, and | once let an English M
have his way with ne in a third-fl oor bedroom of my parents' house.

That was a drunken New Year's Eve a very long tinme ago."
"Which Italian president was it?"

Lexy stuck out her tongue. She grabbed the TV renote, punched the On
button, and began flicking inpatiently through the channels.

Al stations were focused on the inpending Big Event. One channel was
covering street parties in the capitals of Europe, where the early
nmorni ng hours of January 1, 2000, had already arrived; another was
interviewing the | eader of a group of endof-the-worlders standing vigi
on a snow swept mountaintop in Northern California; a third was runni ng
a docurmentary reviewi ng events of the past hundred years. On a fourth
station a noderator was asking a panel of distinguished acadenmics to
predi ct what the next thousand years m ght have in store.

The panelists' predictions were not upbeat. The consensus was that
Homo sapiens was in for some hard years. Man had so plundered and
foul ed the planet during the century now ending that the only real hope
for the future seemed to lie in a quick and substantial reduction in

t he human popul ati on. The betting of the panel was that the early
decades of the next century would witness a kind of apocal ypse in slow
notion, in which crine, disease, war, starvation, and environnental

cat astrophes would proliferate to such a degree that the human speci es,
like an insect that had exceeded the carrying capacity of its habitat,
m ght experience a massive di eback. Estimates of the size of the
decline varied anong the panel nenbers fromtwenty to sixty percent of
the earth's present popul ation.

"That's a ot of funerals," Lexy said. "I should tell ny broker to get
me into nortuary stock."
Anne didn't laugh. There was so little good news these days. It was

depressing to be rem nded of the state of the world into which her
daught er was about to be born

The litany of horrors was |engthy. The TV panelists unburdened

t hensel ves |i ke prosecution witnesses testifying to the crimna
depredati ons of the human race. The evidence of guilt they presented
was overwhel m ng.

"God, what a bunmer," Lexy munbled. She flicked through the channels
again, and left the set tuned to the station broadcasting the European
parties. "Mght as well get drunk--what do you say?"

Anne rubbed her stomach. "Not supposed to."



"One little drink won't hurt. Especially at this |ate date. Cone
on.

The hotel's left us a whole case of Dom Perignon. A whole case! How
many chances are you going to get to celebrate the begi nning of a new
m || enni unP"

Lexy went to the refrigerator in the suite's small kitchen and returned
with a bottle and two chanpagne gl asses. She popped the cork expertly
and tipped the fizzing liquid into the gl asses.

"Here's to that baby of yours, Genevieve Al exandra Stewart," Lexy said,
hol di ng up her glass. "May she be as sweet and beautiful as her

nmot her, and as big a smartass as nme." Lexy drained her glass and
refilled it. "How did you settle on the nanme Genevi eve, by the way?"

"She was the patron saint of Paris. And |'ve always |oved the sound of
the nane. |'mnot sure why, but it makes me think of beauty and
strength. | knewthat if | had a girl she'd have to be a Genevieve."

Anne took a tentative sip of chanpagne and then suddenly stopped, as if
she had heard sonething. A |ook of absolute astonishment transforned
her features. She put her glass down, sat up, and | eaned forward. "OCh
my God," she whi spered.

Lexy junped up. "Wiat? Wlat's the matter?"

"My water just broke!"

At 10:45 P.M Heinz Hof fmann wheel ed the rented van into the hospita
parking | ot and parked it next to the new wi ng that housed Dr. Harold
Coth's | aboratory.

Hof f mann and his two partners, Dolf Geiner and Ernst Fel dmann, had
been in Coronado for three days, casing the hospital and working out a
pl an of attack.

Greiner, sitting on the passenger side, rolled dowmn his w ndow.

It was a cloudless night, with no noon. The breeze off the ocean was
danp and a little chilly. Light blazed fromthe w ndows of Goth's

Wi ng.

Fel dmann, sitting in the mddle, bent his head forward to peer out the
wi ndshield. "The stupid pigis still working in there," he said. "On
New Year's Eve."

Hof f mann | ooked at his watch. "W'Ill just have to wait."

"What if he doesn't |eave?"

"He's got to | eave sonetine."

Dalton Stewart pushed his way through the cromd toward one of the
bars.

Hundreds of guests in formal evening dress mlled about, shrieking and
| aughi ng and bunpi ng i nto one anot her.



The deci bel level, building steadily since the early evening, was
Juplter s Laugnher u | inching into the red zone. The orchestra, set
up on a low stage at the far end of the palace's gigantic ballroom was
pl ayi ng sonet hing, but Stewart couldn't hear a note. The
thirty-foot-high ceilings and marble walls echoed and anplified every
noi se into a snothering, cacophonous din. He w shed he had brought ear

pl ugs.

Famous faces seened to beamat Stewart fromevery direction

- -anbassadors, American congressmen and senators, novie stars, European
royalty, jet-setters. Stewart was amazed that President Despres could
command such a glittering attendance.

After a long wait anid a forest of outstretched arnms and beseechi ng
voi ces, Stewart rescued a scotch and soda from an overworked bartender
at one of the dozens of bars scattered about the rooms of the main
floor. Coddling the drink close to his chest, he maneuvered back

t hrough the crush of bodi es, nodding and grinning absently as he

went .

He pushed open one of the French doors at the far end of the ballroom
and stepped outside onto a |l arge stone terrace.

Fromthis side of the palace, the view was breathtaking. Across an
i mense sweep of |awn, the Caribbean sparkl ed darkly under the stars.

A warm soft breeze rustled the neat rows of palms that forned a border
bet ween the | awn and beach

In less than one hour a new mllenniumwould begin. |t had been tal ked
about so nmuch in the past weeks and nonths, and exam ned so
exhaustively by the nedia, that Stewart was heartily sick of the whole
subject. Technically, the third mllenniumdidn't begin until the
foll owi ng year, 2001; but nobody was paying nuch attention to that

i nconvenient little detail. The human race was cel ebrating the event
tonight. It was certain to be the biggest drunken hinge in human
hi story.

Rel i gi ous fanatics were predicting nuch bigger things, of course. Many
bel i eved that at midnight the heavens woul d be rent asunder and the
entire earth engulfed in the fires of Arnageddon

Stewart thought the idea of the world coming to a fiery end precisely
at mdnight quite laughable. But he felt a sense of foreboding
nevertheless. It was a vague, unfocused anxiety--a fear, not of
Armageddon, but of some undefined | esser catastrophe. He supposed it
was related to Anne's pregnancy and the inpending birth of their baby
girl, Cenevieve. So much was riding on that event.

But the worry seened both nore di ffuse and nore profound.

It wasn't just the baby that brought on this peculiar sense of dread.
It was the future. He feared that events mnight somehow overwhel m hi m
and cost himthat energetic, driving, confortable sense of certainty
and sel f-confidence that had powered his success in life.

H s m nd kept slipping back to another New Year's many years ago, when

he was sixteen. Wy the men who cane for his father had picked the
| ast day of the year had something to do with the statute of



l[imtations. At least that's the way his uncle Frank explained it to
hi m nuch | ater.

Hs |life had been so protected up to that day that he hadn't known what
real misfortune was. It only made the anger, shame, and grief all the
nore intense.

The men were U.S. marshals. They handcuffed his father in front of him
and his nmother and took himaway. H's father returned hone that sane
evening, after his |lawer had posted bail for him but the event had
already altered the famly's fate irretrievably.

There was a big New Year's party that night, and Dalton had the
prettiest date--Charlotte Kinsolving, the fifteen-year-old daughter of
the town's richest famly. Charlotte had prom sed to give him

somet hing "special" that night. He had no doubt what that something
was going to be. News of his father's arrest had al ready spread,
however, and Charlotte was not allowed to go out with himthat
night--or any night after that. Dalton stole a bottle of scotch from
the Iiquor cabinet, junped into his new Corvette--a present from Mom
and Dad for his sixteenth birthday--and drove around ai m essly al

ni ght 1 ong, getting drunk and contenpl ati ng suici de.

The nonths that followed were an ugly blur. H s father was fired from
t he stock brokerage house where he had worked for twenty years. Under
pressure, he nade a deal with the prosecutors. He pled guilty to three
counts of stock fraud and one count of insider trading. In return for
giving evidence and | ater testifying agai nst several other brokers, he
was fined five million dollars and sentenced to five years in a federa
penitentiary. Mny former clients of the firmsued himas well, and
the Stewart famly, once rich and respected, was suddenly bankrupt and
di sgraced.

Along with his beautiful, rich girlfriend, Dalton |ost his cherished
Corvette, his male friends, and everything el se that nmeant anything to
him The family could no | onger afford the country club where for
years Dalton had swum played tennis, and partied. The Stewart cook

was let go, and so was the naid. Mst humliating of all, Dalton was
forced to quit the posh private boardi ng school he had been attending
for two years and enroll in the local public high school

The famly was socially ostracized. During the good tines, they had
made the serious social error of letting their wealth go to their
heads. Wen the bad times struck, there was no synpathy from anybody,
absol utely none. Even the people Dalton had assumed were old fanily
friends refused to stick by them And those who had not been friends
relished the Stewarts' fall fromwealth and privilege with gleeful

sati sfaction. Shopkeepers and ot her service people, whomthe Stewarts
had long treated with condescensi on, saw the chance to get even and

t ook advantage of it.

Their credit was cut off, and wherever they went they were treated as
pari ahs. The fanmily's fall fromgrace was so shatteringly conplete
that Dalton never fully recovered fromit.

The fam |y house and all the furnishings were sold to satisfy
| awsui ts.

H s nmot her obtained a divorce, and Dalton was sent to live with his
uncle. So deep was Dalton's sense of betrayal that he never once



visited his father during his years in prison; and he saw himonly once
after he was released. H's father committed suicide three years
| ater.

He was fifty years ol d.

Dalton's mother, still attractive at forty, married the | awer she had
hired for her divorce and noved with himto the state of Washi ngton
where his famly owned land. Dalton and his younger sister went with
them Dalton's stepfather hel ped put himthrough coll ege and busi ness
school, but they didn't get along very well, and as soon as Dalton was
abl e, he noved out.

New Year's Eve, 1969. It was burned into his soul

Al'l these years later he could still not think back on that tine
wi thout a feeling of sick terror in the bottomof his stomach. No
matter that he was a hundred times richer than his father had ever
been.

At the beginning of each year he projected that if he could increase
his wealth by another ten or nore mllion dollars in the next twelve
nmont hs, he would at last put the fear of repeating his father's

di sastrous col | apse behind himforever. But the fear persisted anyway,
driving himto enrich hinmself further--driving himto take the kind of
| egal and financial risks that kept his enpire vulnerable to exactly
the kind of fate that had ruined his father

Dalton Stewart saw the irony, of course. The harder he strove to
escape the traunma of his past, the closer it seenmed to | oom

A sudden anplification of voices and nusic frominside snapped hi m out
of his reverie. He turned to see one of the French doors open and a
worman step through and walk toward himin the dimlight. She was
wearing a floor-length white gown that clung suggestively to her lithe
frame. Her ash-blond hair was swept back in a regal style.

He had seen her in the hall earlier in the evening and had been quite
puzzl ed by her presence. He had not yet spoken to her

"So there you are, Herr Stewart," the baroness called. "l have been

| ooking all over for you."

"What is he doing in there?" Feldnmann demanded, his eyes nervously
scanning the wi ndows of Goth's lab. "It's New Year's.

Why doesn't he go hone?"

Greiner turned to Hof frmann, the driver. "How long's the plane going to
wai t ?"

"Until two."

"Shit," Feldmann nmoaned. "We'll never nake it. |It's eleventhirty

NOW.

Traffic is already horrible. It'lIl take us over an hour just to get to

the fucking | anding strip."

"W can al ways | eave tonorrow, " Hof f mann sai d.



"After we blow up his | ab?"

Hof f mann t hought about it. "Okay, then. Let's go now. "
"He's still in there!™ Feldmann npaned.
"W have pistols and masks. We'll just hold himup, get the disk from

him then get the hell out."

"What about ny expl osives?" G einer demanded.

"How fast can you set then®?"

"I need at |east ten mnutes."

"Ckay. We'll take Goth with us, then. Dunp himat the airport.™

Lexy went inmediately into action. A driver was posted on duty around
the clock for Anne, but no one at the desk could |l ocate him

Finally, with the help of a bellboy, Lexy got Anne down to the | obby
and settled into a chair.

Then, with the bell boy and one of the night clerks, she spent fifteen
mnutes frantically scouring the hotel in search of the driver. The
night clerk finally located himat one of the hotel bars.

He was hopel essly drunk

He insisted he could drive, but Lexy disagreed. She was so furious at
hi mthat she cuffed himon the side of the head and knocked himri ght
of f his bar stool, rmuch to the amusenent of the other patrons.

Lexy bellowed at the night clerk to tel ephone Dalton Stewart at the
Nati onal Pal ace. She then ran downstairs to the hotel garage, |ocated
the Stewart |inousine, junped behind the wheel, and gunned it around to
the hotel's front entrance.

The night clerk and a bel |l boy hel ped Anne out fromthe | obby and into
the back of the linmpb. The night clerk said he couldn't get through to
anyone at the National Palace.

"Keep trying," Lexy ordered.

The hospital was only ten blocks fromthe hotel, but the situation
out si de was chaotic. A multiple-car accident tw bl ocks away had
snarled traffic through the whole center of the city, and drunken
pedestrians were spilling onto the streets in grow ng nunbers.

Lexy sat in the driver's seat of the enornous vehicle, glancing
nervously back and forth fromthe scene out in the street to Anne,
lying across the lim's backseat cushions. "Are you okay, Annie?"

"I'"'mokay," Anne reassured her
"No | abor yet?"

"Just beginning. Don't worry. |'msure we've got plenty of tine."



Lexy | ooked out the w ndshield and shook her head. "Jesus and Mary.
W'll need it.”

Hundreds of stalled notorists were |eaning on their horns. An
anbul ance and two Seguridad police jeeps, their sirens blaring and
lights flashing, were trying to work their way through, with no
success. People were everywhere--runni ng, dancing, singing,
scream ng.

On top of the deafening chorus of autonobile horns and sirens,

t housands of radi os had been turned up to full volume all across the
city. The crackle of the static sounded like flames from a burning
bui | di ng, and the rmusic hamered t he eardruns.

Qccasi onal bursts of gunfire and the holl ow thock of bottles smashing
agai nst the pavenment punctuated the wild cacophony.

It was part celebration and part riot.

Five mnutes passed . . . ten minutes . . . twenty. No novenent.
Lexy tried to back up, but the linm was bl ocked from behind by a | ong
line of vehicles. 1In her frustration, she began pounding on the car
horn |i ke everybody el se.

Anne tried to cal mher, but Lexy was gripped with a deternination too
powerful to be denied. She opened the car door. "Be right back!" she
yelled. She ran down the line of idling vehicles until she found a

nmot orcycle. She gave the notorcyclist's shirt a hard tug. He jerked
hi s head around in surprise.

"Want to make a fast hundred bucks?" she yelled.

"What? " She jabbed her finger back in the direction of the
Mer cedes.

"Back there! Pregnant woman!" She pointed up the street ahead.
"Hospital! Energency!"”

After a few nmore mnutes of desperate hand gestures and pl eadi ng, Lexy
got her message across. The man turned his notorcycle around and

wal ked it between the cars back to the Mercedes.

They hel ped Anne out of the backseat and got her positioned astride the
bi ke.

"How s it feel ?" Lexy hollered.

Anne shook her head: very unconfortable. The notorcycle's owner
suggested she try sitting with both | egs on one side. They hel ped her
maneuver one | eg around. That was better. The driver clinbed on in

front of her.

"Hold on to himfor dear life!" Lexy yelled. "I1'Il run! Catch up to
you at the hospital!"

"What about the |inp?"



"The hell with it!"

Anne clutched the driver's shoulders from behind. He kicked the
machi ne into gear and they started off, weaving unsteadily through the
narrow spaces between the lines of stalled vehicles.

Lexy trotted along in front of them praying to herself that this was
all going to work out sonehow.

Bet ween the gridlock of cars and the crush of pedestrians out on the
street, the notorcycle did little better than a fast craw .

They covered the ten blocks to the hospital in about fifteen m nutes.

Lexy, her adrenaline punping furiously, kept getting ahead of them and
t hen backtracking to urge them on

Lexy ran into the hospital first, commandeered an orderly and a
wheel chair, and dashed back outside just as Anne and the notorcycle
were pulling up to the front entrance.

They transferred Anne into the chair and the orderly wheel ed her
inside. Lexy turned to |ook for the Good Samaritan with the

nmot orcycle. He was al ready coasting down the drive, revving the
throttle on the handl ebars.

"Hey!" she yelled. "Come back here! | owe you a hundred bucks!"

He waved a hand, kicked the machine into gear, and wheeled off into the
din of people and traffic. | Lexy jogged back into the hospital. Anne
was sitting in the wheelchair just inside the | obby entrance.

"Where' d the orderly go?" Lexy demanded.

"He wants to take me up to the maternity ward. | told himto call Dr.
Goth first."

"Fuck Dr. Goth--we're getting you to maternity right away!"

Lexy wheel ed Anne off in the direction of the el evator bank

Fromhis chair in the hospital's main waiting room Joseph Cooper had a
narrow vi ew of the shallow foyer and the | ocked door at the end of it
that led into Goth's new wing. He had been sitting there, on and off,
for five hours, waiting for Goth to | eave.

Suddenly the door opened and Goth came hurrying out.

Thank God. Finally.

Cooper waited until Goth was in the | obby; then he stood up and wal ked
quickly to the door. He punched in a five-digit nunber in the

el ectroni ¢ keypad on the door frame and pushed the door open. He had

| earned the combi nation by videotaping Goth and his assistants punching

in the nunbers over a period of several days.

The lights were on. CGoth was coming back. Shit. He'd have to
hurry.

Cooper trotted down the corridor to the | aboratory and began | ooki ng



around. He knew that CGoth kept a copy--maybe the only copy--of the
programin an attache case that he always carried with himwhen he
arrived and departed each day.

He spotted the case sitting next to a conputer on a counter top. He
opened it. No cartridge disk inside. He |ooked at the conputer. It
was on. The screen was filled with data.

He saw the RCD plugged into its bay in the front of the conputer. He
turned the machi ne off and was about to extract the di sk when he heard
voi ces. He ducked into a snmall lavatory off the |ab and shut the
door .

Bef ore Lexy and Anne reached the el evator bank CGoth appeared, a
sticklike figure in a lab jacket with a fringe of gray hair trotting
toward them waving his arms wildly over his head. "Over here!" he
yel | ed.

He took over the wheelchair from Lexy and wheel ed Anne down the hall at
a fast trot. Lexy ran behind him Hospital ctfffrc Cf f. wfhinl:r
the frntif nrffeccif,n with henused

CGoth led theminto the | ocked wing of the hospital that housed his |ab
and clinic.

"This isn't the maternity ward," Lexy objected, as they raced down the
clinic's deserted corridor.

"W have a special roomfor her," Goth explained. "Right in here."

Hal f way down the corridor CGoth stopped, opened a door, flicked on a
[ight, and wheel ed Anne inside. The roomwas |arge and decorated |ike
a bedroom

"CGet her confortable," Goth directed. "I'Il summon the
obstetrician."

He darted across the hall and into his | aboratory office.

Lexy hel ped Anne get undressed and into the bed. "What's happeni ng?

Any | abor yet?" | Anne took a deep breath and uttered a | ow groan
"Cetting some pain now." | "Jesus, we just nmade it. Do your breathing
exerci ses. "

Anne started exhaling short puffs of air. | Lexy squeezed her hand.
"Christ, how can you be so caln? |I'mtw ce as nervous as you are."
Anne managed a wan smile. "W have to try Dalton again. The nunber's
in ny bag."

Lexy fished through Anne's purse and dug out an address book.
"Where'd you list it? Despres? Dictator? Despot? What?"
"Nat i onal Pal ace."

"OfF course." Lexy found the nunber, grabbed the bedside phone, and



dialed. "It's ringing, but nobody's answering." She glanced up at the
wal I clock: 11:30. "Everybody there'll be drunk." She redial ed but
still got no answer. "I'll try again in a few mnutes. Mybe the
clerk at the hotel already got himand he's on his way."

Anne' s | abor pains becane nore frequent and intense. "I can feel her
novi ng, Lexy!"

Lexy gritted her teeth in anguish. "Ch ny God. Hold her in there,
Annie. The cavalry is on the way."

Coth reappeared with a nurse--a thin, elderly black woman.

She introduced hersel f as Katherine and i medi ately took charge, taking
Anne's bl ood pressure and taping a fetal heart monitor onto her

bel | y.

"Where's an obstetrician?' Lexy demanded.

Got h | ooked pained. "They're trying to find him"

"Hi n? There's only one?"

"One on duty tonight, yes. The switchboard is paging him |If
necessary, | can do the delivery."

Lexy scowed at him "Sure, and so can a cab driver, if he has to.
What do you know about it?"

Cot h strai ghtened up, offended. "I've delivered dozens of infants.
There's absolutely nothing to worry about."

Kat heri ne nmopped Anne's brow with a danp cloth. "How s the pain,
honey?" she asked.

"Cetting up there,"” Anne whispered. She was breathing rapidly.

The nurse gave Anne a shot of painkiller, then positioned herself

bet ween her thighs and exam ned her. "Fully dilated," she declared in
an authoritative voice.

Got h nodded nervously and wi ped his gl asses.

"What's that nean?" Lexy demanded.

CGoth pressed Anne's belly with his hands. "Baby's on the way.

She's in a good position. Half an hour. Mybe less.”

"Start pushing, honey," the nurse said.

Kat heri ne and Lexy held Anne's hands and hel ped her tine her pushes.

Goth scurried frantically between the roomand the adjacent |ab to make
sure he had in place everything he needed for the birth. Despite his
assurances that he knew what he was doi ng, his obvious anxiety
frightened Lexy. She watched himplace a call to the hospita

swi t chboard and once agai n demand t he whereabouts of the



obstetrici an.

Told they had yet to locate him Goth cursed and sl anmed down the
phone.

Anne, neanwhile, was too preoccupied with her |abor to pay nmuch
attention to what was goi ng on around her

Lexy tried another call to the National Palace, and this tine someone
answer ed.

"I need to find M. Dalton Stewart!" she shouted. "It's an
energency. Hi s wife's having her baby! He's there, at the party.

Pl ease find himat once!"

The voice at the other end answered in French and then hung up. Lexy
di al ed the nunber again. The same voice answered.

"Il faut que je trouve Mnsieur Dalton Stewart, imediatenent!" she
stamered loudly, in halting high-school French. "Je sais qu'il est
la. Voul ez-vous le trouver pour moi, s'il vous platt?

Cest tres urgent."
The voice muttered sonet hing i nconprehensi ble and put the phone down.

Lexy waited for several mnutes, watching with nmounting panic as Anne
began writhing and groani ng again.

"Push, honey!" Katherine cried. "She's com ng down. Push!
Push! That's it!"
Cot h kept checking the fetal nonitor and tal king to hinself.

Lexy had never seen a doctor so nervous. It suddenly crossed her m nd
that he m ght be worrying that Anne was going to need an operation

Clearly he wasn't going to be able to handle that. Judging fromthe
nurse's confident coaching, Anne seened to be doing fine. But Lexy had
never seen anyone give birth before, so she really didn't know what to
t hi nk.

Cot h di scovered he needed sonething. He ordered the nurse to rush over
to the maternity ward and fetch whatever it was.

Kat heri ne hesitated. She glanced at her wistwatch. "Spasns are only
fifteen seconds apart.”

"Then hurry up!" Goth shout ed.

Lexy hung up the phone and cane over beside Anne. "CGo ahead," she
said. "I'll take over."

Kat herine hurried out the door and down the corridor.
Lexy dried Anne's brow with a towel. Anne had her eyes closed tight.

She was cl enchi ng her jaw.



"You okay, Annie?"
"It hurts like hell," she gasped.

Goth slipped on a pair of latex gloves and probed Anne's vagina with
his fingers.

Lexy watched his face. Strange, she thought: here he was about to
deliver her baby, and he never seened to look at or talk to Anne
directly. He acted al nost enbarrassed to be there.

I

Cot h nodded to reassure hinself. "Crown's engaged," he said.

"Just right. Shouldn't be | ong now "

A sharp series of spasns made Anne wail with pain. Lexy held Anne's
hand and coached her to push. Anne cried |ouder

The cry seened to echo down the corridor. Lexy |ooked at Anne. Her
eyes were shut and she was panting. Another cry came fromthe sane
direction. It sounded |like the nurse, Katherine.

Cot h stepped over to the doorway to | ook out. No sooner had he stuck
his head through than he pulled it back inside. He stood inside the
doorway for a few nonents, as if debating with hinmself what to do.

Lexy gl anced over. "Wat is it?"

CGoth didn't reply. He seened frozen in place, unable to nove or
t hi nk.

Lexy heard voices in the hallway. "Wuat is it?" she repeated.

Got h pushed the door shut. He funbled with the knob for a few seconds,
searching in vain for a way to lock it. "There's trouble," he said.

He reached for the light switch. The roomwent dark. "Call the
police. Hurry." Hi s voice was quaking.

"Police? What's wong?"

"Just call them" he commanded. "And for godsakes protect the
baby!"

The doctor hesitated by the door for a few seconds nore, then opened it
and vani shed down the corridor

The baroness was wearing hi gh heels, and she caught her step slightly
on the terrace stone as she wal ked toward Stewart. She appeared a
little drunk. Some of the champagne in her glass spilled. He could
snel | her perfume: subtle, yet potent--like violets with a trace of
somet hing faintly pungent underneat h.

"How is your darling little wife?" she asked, |eaning close to him

"Not so little these days."



"Of course. She's having a baby soon, ja?"
"About a week."
"You must be very excited about it."

Stewart nodded.

The baroness fastened her eyes on him \Wen she tal ked, especially
when she wanted to conmand soneone's attention, she tended to stare.

The tactic invariably unnerved people. Stewart stared back. Except
for the Seguridad men who paced the perineters of the | awms beyond,
they were alone on the terrace, standing barely two feet apart.

The baroness snmiled suggestively. "W have a lot in comon, the two of
us. Don't you think so?"

"I"ve never really thought of it."
"Haven't you?"
"No. Should I have?"

"I think I have been in your thoughts fromtine to tine, Herr
Stewart.

May | call you Dalton?"
Stewart felt his face grow warm
The baroness | aughed. "I'm maki ng you unconfortable. 1 apol ogize."

She perched on the wi de terrace parapet and patted the space beside
her. oediently, Stewart sat down.

"I"'msurprised to see you here," he said.

"Are you?"

"There nust be sonme wonderful parties in Europe tonight."

"But the Caribbean is so lovely in the winter. Look at tonight.
So beautiful. So mld. Quite romantic, don't you think?"

"I guess it is. Yes."

"Ch, and | must congratul ate you."

"On what ?"

"Why, what do you think? Wnning Dr. Goth and his Jupiter program"”

"That's generous of you."

"I"'mnot accustonmed to bei ng out maneuvered. | confess you outsnarted
ne."

Stewart tasted his scotch. Her conplinments seened out of character



The baroness becane thoughtful. She pressed the edge of her champagne
gl ass agai nst her cheek. "But you've nmade sone nistakes, ja?"

"Have | ?"
"You failed to tie up Herr Dr. Goth with a contract, for one thing."

"That wasn't a mistake. It was part of the plan. After all, he turned
your offer down and accepted mne."

"But you had no offer. You just gave hi mnoney. What kind of
arrangenent is that?"

He | aughed. "A pretty good one, as it turns out."

"But you're taking too much risk."

"Not at all. As soon as Goth denmpnstrates that Jupiter works, we'll
negotiate a contract. And we'll get nuch better ternms, because Goth
knows |'ve already contributed to his success. He's indebted to ne."
Stewart wanted to brag about how he had al so persuaded Goth to put his
programto the test by trying it out on Anne, but he thought better of
it.

They gazed across the terrace at the party inside. The French doors
had been opened to let in cooler air, and the noise inside was at a
temporary lull, as if the cromd was catching its collective breath
before the I ast nad dash to m dnight.

"I could have made trouble for you, you know, " the baroness said.

n O,]?Il

She ran a fingernail teasingly along the back of Stewart's hand.
"President Antoine Despres and | are very close friends."

"I"'mnot sure that's sonething to boast about."

The baroness | aughed. "What | nean, of course, is that | have
i nfluence with him"

"I see.™

"Certainly enough to keep himfrom causing you trouble."
"He's been no trouble at all."

"But eventually he night be."

"That's occurred to ne."

"You should take nme on as your partner. There could be great virtues
i n our working together."

Was she serious? He couldn't tell. "Do you think so?"

"OfF course. We'd conplement each other perfectly. And with ny help



you could get rid of Despres. | know a nuch | ess greedy individua
who' d be very nmuch in our debt if we helped himwith a coup.”

Stewart gl anced around anxiously at the guards patrolling the | awn.
The baroness was talking in a fairly Ioud voice.

"And let's face it, Dalton--you need nore noney and nore trained
personnel to put into this project. And | have both. Things would
nmove nuch faster. Together we'd be able to command a world market for
Jupiter.”

"I"ll certainly think about it," he replied. But he certainly didn't
intend to do anything about it. Taking on.the baroness as a business
partner would be like inviting in the Mfia.

"There should be enough nmoney for both of us, don't you think?"

"I don't know. |'mpretty greedy."

The baroness |aughed. "So am |, Liebchen."

Jupiter s L)aughter u

"How much profit do you think there'd be?" he asked. He was curious
to know how seriously she had thought through the possibilities .

"I estimate five hundred million dollars in five years. |In ten years,
thirty billion. Perhaps even fifty billion."

It was Stewart's turn to |augh
"Way is that so funny?"

"Your estimates are nodest, Baroness."

"Are they?"

"I expect to make that nuch in the first two or three years. 1In ten
years, |I'Il gross a trillion.™

The baroness's flirtati ous manner evaporated. "Wat did you say? A
trillion?"

"Yes."

"Dollars? " "Dollars."

She rotated the stem of her chanpagne gl ass thoughtfully between her
thunb and forefinger. "How nmuch is a trillion?" she asked. "A
t housand billions?"

"That's right."
The baroness | ooked out across the dark Cari bbean sea. She took a deep
breath. Stewart watched appreciatively as her breasts heaved under the

thin material of her gown.

"No one's ever nade so nuch noney, have they?" she said.



"No one's ever had anything to sell like Jupiter.”
"You don't worry that it's unproven?"

"No. | don't worry about it," he replied. O course he worried about
it constantly. But soon he'd know.

She regarded himintently. "That's the risk you take, isn't it?" she
said. "If you want to be first, | nean."

Stewart sipped his scotch. The ice init had nelted, and it tasted
watery. "That's the risk."

The baroness had recovered her cozy manner. She squeezed his hand
suggestively. It set his pulse racing. "You see how much we think
ali ke?" she said. "W both enjoy taking risks. That's when we fee
nost alive, ja?"

He nodded. Ja.

She noved her hand to his thigh. "I feel very alive right now " she
whi sper ed.

Anne raised her head fromthe pillows. "Wat's happening? Wy are the
[ights of f?"

"Some people out in the hall," Lexy whispered. She tried to keep the
fear out of her voice. "Probably a New Year's party.

The doctor's talking to them"
They coul d hear Goth shouting in the corridor. Someone answered him
Lexy couldn't catch the words. Then CGoth's voice grew quiet.

Lexy groped in the dark for the tel ephone. She tried to dial the
operator, but her hands were trenmbling so hard she kept hitting the
wrong button. The hospital switchboard answered on the seventh ring.

"CGet the police," Lexy said in a harsh whisper. "W're in the new
wi ng. Soneone's breaking in!"

The operator made her repeat the request three tines, then | aughed at
her. "They'll all be drunk tonight, baby!"

Lexy raised her voice. "Goddammit, call them CQuick!"

She put the phone down and tiptoed to the door. A sheet of paper taped
over the small w ndow stopped about an inch short of the bottom Lexy
bent down and peered out. She could see a short stretch of corridor

Directly across it was the open door into Goth's |aboratory. The
doctor was in there. Three other nmen were with him One held Coth's
arnms pi nned behind his back; another was poking a pistol against his
chest. The third male was pulling what | ooked |ike blocks of clay from
an overni ght bag and sticking something into them He prepared about a
dozen bl ocks in this manner, then began attaching themto various
surfaces around the room-to the underside of a counter holding a | ot

of expensive-| ooki ng conputer equi prent, beneath a sink, under a |arge
wal I of shelves stocked with boxes, books, and | ab equiprment. Plastic



expl osi ves?

Lexy groped her way back to the tel ephone and tried the sw tchboard
again. The phone was dead.

She | ooked down at Anne. The thin rectangle of Iight shining though
the door's small wi ndow fell across her face. Her eyes were cl osed.

She was resting between spasns. |n another m nute she woul d be
t hrashing and groani ng again. The baby could come out with the next
bi g push. Jesus, Mry, and Joseph, what a ni ghtmare.

Lexy rushed to the wi ndow. She could still see Goth and the two nen
guarding him They were arguing. The third man suddenly appeared in
the corridor. He opened the door to the roomnext to the | ab and

| ooked in. Then he went to the next door down and Lexy |ost sight of
hi m

Lexy felt around for something to block the door. She found a netal
chair and wedged it under the doorknob. Then she slid two other chairs
and a |l arge chest of drawers behind the chair. The tile floor had
recently been waxed. A good hard shove fromthe other side of the door
woul d I'i kely push everything right back across the floor

Anne started to noan. She clutched Lexy's hand and withed on the bed,
pul l'ing her knees up to try to ease the pain.

Lexy tried to quiet her. She w ped Anne's brow with a danp cloth.

Where the hell are the police? Wy don't they get here? OCh God, why
don't they get here? "Hold on, Annie. It's going to be okay." She
wi shed she could believe it.

The doorknob rattled. Voices in the corridor grew |louder. Lexy could
see the silhouettes of two heads through the glass. They began pushing
hard agai nst the door. The chairs and the chest squeaked backward
along the tile floor, and a vertical wedge of light fromthe hallway
appeared al ong the edge of the door frane.

The wedge w dened. Soneone squeezed partway in, then braced hinself
agai nst the doorjanb and shoved the furniture back several feet. He
groped for the light switch. The overhead fluorescents blinked on

It was the nman with the gun--the one who had been questioning Goth. He
wal ked into the room then hesitated, confused by the sight of Anne and
Lexy. He said sonething to themin Gernan.

Anne opened her eyes and groaned.

The man stepped over. Lexy bent protectively over Anne. "Get out of
here!" Lexy cried. "l've called the police!"

He pressed the pistol against the side of Lexy's head. "Wo are
you?"

he denanded.
Lexy began trenbling violently. "Get the hell out!"

A loud pounding at the far end of the corridor interrupted them



Soneone yelled "Polizei!" several tines.

The man took one | ast | ook at Anne and Lexy and then ran out into the
corridor. Frantic shouts greeted him Through the open doorway Lexy
saw himdrop to his stomach and train his pistol down the corridor and
open fire. Magnified by the Iong cenent-block corridor walls, the
shots sounded |i ke expl odi ng grenades. They were answered by a

deaf eni ng burst of automatic weapons fire.

The walls vibrated fromthe racket. Cenent dust choked the air. The
man on the floor tried to stand up. Blood ran from his nouth and
ears.

More gunfire. He jerked backward, as if caught by a sudden gust of

wi nd, then | eaned forward, his arns flung out in front of his chest in
a vain effort to ward off the fusillade of bullets tearing through
hi m

He sank down face-first onto the fl oor

Lexy lunged against the door to close it. A ricocheting bullet struck
her near the shoul der, spun her around, and knocked her down. Her |eft
armfelt nunb. She crawled to the door and managed to get it shut,

t hen struggl ed over to Anne's bed.

Wld shouting in the halls. Sonething exploded. The blast blewthe
door in on a cloud of stinking gray powder. Mre shouting, and the
frantic poundi ng of boots on the tile floor

Through the ringing in her head Lexy heard Anne screaning

She sounded faraway. She tried to pull herself onto the bed to protect
her. She | acked the strength.

She felt dizzy. The roomwas growi ng dark. She tried to raise her
head up but couldn't. She blacked out, cane to for an instant, then
bl acked out agai n.

Wien she surfaced a second tinme, the dust in the roomhad settled
sonmewhat. Her blouse was wet with blood. Anne's screans had faded to
a continuous noani ng.

A man was coming toward her. She tried to yell for help, but all she
coul d manage was a hoarse shriek. There was no one to help them
anyway. She tried again to pull herself onto the bed.

God, please help us. Sonebody please hel p us.

The noise frominside was grow ng | ouder. Several of the French doors

were open, and partygoers were spilling out onto the terrace. The
at nosphere of civilized restraint fromearlier in the evening had
conpl etely vani shed, washed away by the free-flow ng al cohol. GQuests

were yelling or singing in |loud voices. Ohers were dancing | ewdly,
enbraci ng, rubbing agai nst one another. Many were too drunk to
st and.

Stewart could see a young nmale |lying prone on the floor just inside one
of the French doors. Apparently he had passed out, but there was a
smal | pool of blood by his mouth. People were stepping over him as



t hey wal ked t hrough the doorway.

Stewart felt the baroness's hand traveling along the inside of his
t hi gh.

"We shoul d do sonmething to cel ebrate,” she said.
"Kissing is traditional,"” he replied. He slipped an arm around her
shoul der and ki ssed her. The noist, warm softness of her lips, the

m xt ure of chanpagne and perfume aroused hi m powerfully.

She pushed himaway gently. "Kissing hardly seens enough to wel cone in
a whole new nmillennium" she cooed.

Waves of cheering and appl ause thundered out fromthe main ballroom
The countdown of the last mnute of the old year had started.

A sudden shock of cold wetness in the crotch made Stewart junp. He
| ooked down. The baroness had spilled chanpagne on his pants.

She giggled. "I'mreally very sorry." She rubbed her hand agai nst the
wet area. His penis becanme instantly rigid. She pulled his hand up
under her dress. "Take ny underpants down," she instructed. "Hurry.

He reached up along her thighs with both hands and pull ed her panties
down over her knees. She braced herself against his shoul der and
stepped out of them They were white silk, with a broad trinm ng of

| ace, and they reeked of that sane intoxicating perfune.

She lifted her gown up to her waist, |eaned back agai nst the stone
par apet, and opened her legs. He noved between them and they ki ssed
again, this time with an angry passion

The baroness clutched Stewart's head between her hands and pushed him
down. He knelt awkwardly on one knee. She entwi ned her fingers in his
hair and pressed his face into her belly.

A church bell in town began to chinme mdnight. Seconds |ater, another
church bell began. And then a frenzied roar cane frominside the
pal ace and grew in volume until the terrace began to shake.

Dalton Stewart, his ears squeezed firmy between the baroness's thighs,
coul d hear nothing except the wild beating of his heart.

The man comi ng through the door was black. Lexy had not seen himwth
the other men around Goth. "Please tell ne you're the police," she

gr oaned.

"What are you doing here?" he demanded.

Lexy bent over Anne. "She's trying to have a baby."

"You have to get her out of here. Right now Conme on."

Cooper got behind Anne's bed and began pushing her toward the door. On
its big castors the bed rolled easily. Lexy followed, cradling her

wounded arm The hallway was choked with dust, but deserted. A shot
rang out from sonewhere in the building.



Lexy crouched forward and ran.

A short distance down the corridor Cooper steered the bed around a
corner toward an energency exit. He yanked the door open, but the bed
was too wide to fit through

Lexy stunbled. She felt on the verge of passing out. She watched the
black man lift Anne up out of the bed. 1t |ooked as if both of them
were about to fall over. Another burst of gunfire rattled through the
corridors. What in God's nane were they shooting at? she wondered.

Were they mad? She noved to Anne's other side. Anne nmanaged to stand,
but she was bending far forward to relieve her pain. Slowy, they
maneuver ed her through the door

It was conmpletely dark outside. They were sonmewhere around the back of
the hospital. Lexy felt soft grass underneath. They wal ked Anne a
short distance further and then lay her down on a sheet on top of the
grass. Cooper positioned her on her back and propped her knees up

Bet ween sobs, Anne panted noisily for air.

Lexy wanted to do sonmething to confort her, but she felt too weak to
nmove. She knelt down besi de her and held her hand.

"You know what to do?" Cooper asked.

Lexy shook her head. "No, goddamit! Go get us help!"

The ground suddenly heaved beneath themas if froman earthquake. A
row of windows in the hospital wing blew out in a bright flash, then
subsided into curling billows of black snoke.

Cooper jerked his head around and swore under his breath.

Wt hout another word he scrambled to his feet and headed back toward
the exit door they had just cone through. Another expl osion bl ew out
nore w ndows.

Anne arched her back and screaned.

Harol d Goth struggled to his feet. A thick, stinking pall of snoke
hung in the air.

He t hought about putting a water-soaked cloth over his mouth and nose,
but knew he didn't have tine. He dropped to his hands and knees.

There was | ess snoke near the floor, but he was al ready choking from
the acrid funes.

He crawl ed toward his conputer on the workbench along the far wall.
When he got there, he reached up for the programcartridge and tried to
pull it out. The plastic was scorching hot. He snatched his hand back

and forced his face up closer to the conputer. He rubbed his eyes.

The machi ne's plastic housi ng had been destroyed by the expl osion. The
cartridge disk was fused to the conputer's frane.

The snoke was beginning to suffocate him and it was getting intensely



hot. Coth lay close to the floor, coughed, sucked in a rasping breath,
and then struggled to his feet and dashed toward the filing cabinet in
the closet next to the lab's lavatory. The cabinet contained the only
backup copy of the Jupiter program

He reached the cabinet, grabbed the handle of the top drawer, and
tugged. It was |locked. He jerked hard on the drawer, but it refused
to budge. The key was in his attache case.

Cot h dropped back to the floor and began searching for the case. He
was certain he had left it by his desk, but he didn't see it there. He
craw ed along in front of the workbench, |ooking around the floor. It
was nowhere in sight. He began to panic.

Then he saw it, wedged in a shelf under the bench. He pulled it out.

A hand reached swiftly around from behind himand grabbed the attache
case by the handle. Goth wapped both arms around it and held on. The
two nmen struggled for a few seconds. Then Cooper punched Goth once
hard in the face and yanked the case free. He disappeared with it

t hr ough t he snoke.

CGoth rose fromthe floor, choking and coughi ng, and staggered back
toward the file cabinet. He pulled at the cabinet drawer in one | ast
desperate effort to open it. The whole cabinet fell forward and
pitched over on its side. Goth sank to his knees, his hand stil
clutching the top drawer pull. H's eyes were watering so fiercely he
couldn't see. His nostrils and his nouth were stinging with pain. He
couldn't catch his breath.

Anot her charge expl oded. This one had been set under a shelf full of
chemical s just behind Goth's back. The blast shattered the jars and
sent liquid chenmicals spurting in every direction

In an instant Goth was bathed in burning liquid. He slid face down
against the floor, his hand still clutching the file cabinet handle.

Cooper rushed out the energency exit, ran over to a |lighted w ndow near
where the wing joined the main part of the hospital, and yanked open
the attache case.

There were papers in it, and a key, but no cartridge disk. He threw
the case onto the grass and kicked it. He |ooked at the wing. There
was no goi ng back. The whol e pl ace was abl aze.

Lexy crawl ed over between Anne's |legs. She reached toward Anne's belly
and in the dark felt a hard, round, slippery object.

Ch God, she thought. \Where's Goth? "Push, Anne," she whispered.
"Push. "

Anne cried out again--a |ong, anguished noan, directed skyward. Lexy
felt the baby conme squirming out into her hands. Dr. CGoth, where the
hel | are you?

There was a tremendous wave of noise. It was deep and al | enconpassi ng,

like the noise of a crowd at a college football rally--the honking of
horns and the deep-throated cheering of a hundred thousand voi ces.



M dni ght .

Overhead the bl ack sky bl ossoned with fireworks. Bright flowers of

bl ue, red, silver, and green expl oded w th concussive boons and
rippling crackles, lighting the patch of |lawn around themas brightly
as day.

The baby cried lustily.

Lexy held the infant against her. She saw the unbilical cord. It was
wr apped around the baby's leg. She pulled it free, then glanced toward
the hospital wing. It was engulfed in flame. Goth was never com ng

She hel d the baby close to her, took a deep breath, put the cord in her
nmout h, cl osed her eyes, and bit down hard.

Once she had severed the cord, Lexy tried to tie it off, but it was so
slippery and her left armwas so weak she couldn't hold it. She pulled
of f her blouse and used it to get a better grip. Finally she managed
to knot the cord tightly against the baby's stonach.

She wrapped the bl ouse carefully around the infant and held it cl ose.
Anne was sobbi ng convul sively from pain and exhausti on

Lexy bent over her, cradling the child. "You did it, Anniel" she
cried, suddenly overcome with tears herself.

In the flashes of the fireworks thundering overhead Lexy raised the
tiny, blood-flecked creature up toward the heavens in a gesture of
gratitude and cel ebration, then placed her in Anne's arns.
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Anne Stewart patted the space beside her on the piano bench.
"Come, darling, sit here with ne."

The little girl toddled over to the piano, and Anne reached down and
lifted her onto the seat. Genny settled her hands into her |ap and
gazed up at her mother with an expectant smile

Cenevi eve Al exandra Stewart seened the perfect child. She was bright,
attentive, well-behaved, and as beautiful as Anne coul d possibly have
expected. Her curly blond | ocks, button nose, |um nous sl ate-blue
eyes, and dinpled chin instantly beguil ed everyone who net her.

For a twel ve-nonth-ol d, her manner was extraordi nary. She noved with
the grace, strength, and sense of bal ance of a nuch older child. And
she had a way of |ooking at soneone that was conpletely captivating.

Her intense eyes would focus on a person's face with an inquiring gaze
that seemed to penetrate right through to sone inner place with which

the child could communi cate. Some people found this unnerving. Lexy

Tate, for one: she had already taken to calling Genny "Little Devil's

Eyes"--a ni cknanme that Anne did not find amusing.

During the first months of her life, Genny had cried a great deal

Ms. Call ahan, her nanny, thought the reason for the little girl's



irritability was an abnormal sensitivity to touch. Anne sonetimes
wondered if it had something to do with the traumatic circunstances of
her birth.

Now Genny rarely cried at all
169

But she did exhibit sone odd npods. Anne would sonetines walk in on
her to find the child staring with rapt concentration at sone object or
other. Oten she seened to be | ooking at nothing but enpty space.

Wat chi ng Genny during one of these periods of intense, trancelike
fixations, noticing how she sonetinmes tilted her head to one side or
crinkled her nose, Anne had the extraordinary inpression that Genny was
i magi ni ng somet hi ng--seei ng, hearing, or even snelling something--that
wasn't there. Anne had reported these peculiar states to Genny's

pedi atrician, but the doctor had dism ssed them as being of no
consequence.

Anne ran a hand over Genny's curls. "Wat would you like to hear
darling?"

"Star," Genny exclained in a bright voice.

Anne played through the nelody of "Twi nkle, Twinkle, Little Star" with
her right hand. Genny listened with a sol enm expresslon.

After a few repetitions Anne stopped. She brushed a vagrant w sp of
hair away from Genny's forehead. "Wuld you like to hear a song about
anot her star?"

Genny nodded her head enphatically.

Anne qui ckly searched out the nelody for "Wen You Wsh Upon a Star,"
added the appropriate chords, and then played the song, singing the
words in a soft voice

Genny's eyes followed her nother's fingers with rapt attention as they
noved over the keys. Her face beamed with pl easure.

Anne was especially pleased with Genny's response to the piano, because
there had been a period, only a few nonths back, when she feared that
somet hing m ght be wong with Genny's hearing. The little girl seened
to wince at the slightest sound, and she still did not tolerate |oud
noi ses wel I .

"Do you like that song?"
Genny nodded.

"It's froma story called Pinocchio. It's about a little puppet, nade
out of wood, who wants nore than anything in the world to beconme a rea
boy. "

"Pi n-noke-ee-o0," the girl repeated, pronouncing the word perfectly.

Genny was undeni ably precoci ous. By eight nonths she had begun to
wal k, and by ten nmonths she had said her first word.



Anne renmenbered the nmonent vividly, because that first word was three
syllables long. It happened one afternoon in early Novenber. Anne
wal ked into her roomto wake Genny froma nap

The child was already standing in her crib, waiting, her little hands
impatiently clutching the rail. She giggled and then said sonething.

It sounded like "Toronto." Anne thought she had imagined it, but Genny
repeated the word, uttering the sound with an unm stakable clarity.

Anne lifted her into her arns, shrieking with astoni shnent and
del i ght.

There was no mistaking it. Her little baby had actually said the word
"Toronto." It was both funny and m racul ous.

Anne remenbered that Dalton had come into the nursery the day before.

He had held Genny in his arns and tal ked to Anne about going to Toronto
on a business trip. But of all the words to pick, thought Anne. Genny
repeated "Toronto" a few nore tines that day and then promptly forgot
it.

But "Toronto" had opened the gates. |In the days that followed, new
words poured forth fromthe little girl at the rate of three or four a
day. Now, at twelve nonths--an age when nost children had barely
uttered nore than a "Mama" or "Dada"--Genny's active vocabul ary was
wel | over a hundred words, and she was beginning to put them together
into two- and three-word sentences.

Anne was still surprised--even a little frightened--by the strength of
her own feelings for her child. O course she had expected to | ove her
wi t hout reserve, but she had never been able to i magi ne the depth and
the intensity of the enotions this infant would stir within her. She
under stood now the truth of all those old cliches about nother |ove.

She knew, wi thout a second's doubt, that nothing el se would ever nean
as much to her in her life as this unique and precious, vulnerable
creature, so full of needs and wants and demands. Nothing else in the
wor |l d coul d possibly ever evoke such an all-consum ng protective

passi on.

Anne enbraced the demands of notherhood with enthusiasmand joy. But
just as she knew that Genny would enrich her own |ife i mensely, so she
al so understood that she would never be able to separate herself
enotionally fromher daughter's fate.

What ever happened to Genny would, in effect, happen to Anne as well.

She supposed this was what all parents felt, to a greater or |esser
degree; but it canme to her as a shock to discover that with the

happi ness there woul d forever be an undercurrent of anxiety, because
she knew as sure as she drew breath that if anything bad shoul d ever
befall this child--if she should ever | ose hen-the pain would be nore
than she coul d bear.

Genny's arrival had worked an even nore profound transformation on
Anne' s husband.

I mredi ately after Genny's birth Dalton fell into a severe depression



The cause was clear: CGoth's death and the | oss of the greatest
financial opportunity of Dalton's life. After a couple of nmonths, his
gloombegan to lift. He turned his attention to his new daughter and
soon becane an even nore anxious parent than Anne. He seened obsessed
with the fear that Genny mi ght not be devel opi ng properly. Although
the child had been subjected to a heavy battery of tests during the
first weeks after her birth, Dalton wanted nore tests done--especially
after she began exhibiting her trancelike npbods. Over Anne's

obj ections, he took Genny several tines to special clinics in New York
and Boston for further testing. Although absol utely nothing negative
turned up, his anxieties remained. For a long tine he clung to the
conviction that Genny should be doing better, even though every book
and every expert consulted suggested that her devel opnent was at the
very | east superior, if not extraordinary.

Then, for reasons Anne could only guess at, his worries about Genny
vani shed. He becane the epitone of the proud and doti ng daddy.

One night after they had returned froma dinner party, he cane out of
Genny's roomwith tears in his eyes.

Anne | ooked at himin alarm "lIs Genny okay?"
He nodded.

"What's the matter ?"

"I just . . . realized sonething."

"\What ?"

"How nmuch | love that child."

Anne | aughed. "Does it really surprise you?"

Dal ton seenmed to be struggling with his emptions. "Yes. |'ve never
had these feelings. |'ve just never |oved

anyt hi ng- - anybody- - uncondi tional l y. "
"Does that bother you?"

"No. But | guess |'ve always been afraid of the idea. It takes

I"mjust not used to it, | guess.”
They went into their bedroom and began to undress.

Dal ton quickly recovered hinself and | aughed. "Too much to drink," he
said. "Makes ne maudlin."”

"Maybe you ought to drink too nmuch nore often,” Anne replied.

Suddenly Dal ton dropped onto the bed. He |ooked stricken, as if
overcome by some terrible realization. Anne sat beside himand put an
armaround him "Christ, what an ass |'ve been," he whispered, his
voi ce choki ng.



" About what ?"

He buried his face in his hands. "About you, about Genny.
About everything."

Anne hugged him

"I"ve been such a goddammed selfish fool all ny life, Anne. And
somehow | ' ve never even noticed. I'mreally sorry...."

They both cried. He put his arns around Anne and they held each ot her
for a long tine.

From that night on, Dalton Stewart began maki ng a genuine effort to be
a good father and a | oving husband. He agreed with Anne that it was
essential that their child grow up in a happy and secure hone, and he
prom sed to do everything possible to repair the danages in their
marriage. Their relationship became stronger than it had ever been

Dal ton negl ected his work to spend hours every day playing with Genny,
or just watching her. Everything the infant did-every nove, sound, or
faci al expression--got his conplete attention. He read all the books
on child devel opment and urged Anne to do the same. He was eager to
know precisely what to expect at each stage of development. Al their
di scussi ons centered around the baby and how she was doing. Every
cough, burp, sneeze, or cry would send Dalton scurrying to consult a
book or to call the pediatrician. The doctor, who had an office nearby
in Geat Neck, was Dalton's choice, not Anne's. She had wanted Pau

El der, the pediatrician she had visited in Manhattan before Genny was
born. But since he had rebuffed her so rudely, she had accepted

Dal ton's choi ce without conplaint.

They hired a nurse-governess al so: Ms. Denise Callahan. She was a

m ddl e-aged woman with i npeccabl e credenti al s--she had been a nanny for
one of the Rockefeller famlies for fourteen years. She was a stiff,
rather formal person, and Anne didn't relate to her terribly well, but
she had many virtues: she was steady, efficient, hardworking,

know edgeabl e, and conpletely reliable.

And she was good with Genny. She didn't especially fuss over her, but
neither did she ever show i npati ence or anger

Al t hough now Dal ton was once nore heavily inmrersed in his business
activities, he still checked in on Genny's progress several tines
daily. If he was away on a trip, he always called at the end of the
day for a full report.

Every tine Anne thought of the changes that Genny had wrought on her
not her and father in one short year, she felt nmoved to tears. Not only
had the child brought great happiness into their lives; she had
actually made them better human bei ngs.

"Wuld you like to play, too? Here, give ne your hand."
Anne took Genny's tiny hand in hers and brought it up to the eyboard.
She held the girl's mddle and forefinger together and gently pressed

them on the G below niddle C. Genny squeal ed with pleasure as the note
sounded. Then up an octave they went, to the next G then back to F



then E, Gsharp, Db A, DL B AA G F-sharp, G C, and so on, until they
had conmpl eted the song's nelodic refrain.

Anne gui ded Genny's fingers through the nelody a second tine.

Wth her free |l eft hand she added sone chords. Genny giggled with
barely suppressed excitenent all through the exercise.

Anne hugged her hard. Yesterday--the first day of the new year
2001- - had been Genny's first birthday. Anne had arranged a small party
for her, attended only by Dalton, Hank Ajem an and his wife, Carol

Lexy Tate, and the house staff. Anne had tried to find a child Genny's
age somewhere nearby, but that part of Long Island' s North Shore was
not a nei ghborhood of young families.

Lexy had stayed overni ght, and she and Anne had both gotten a little
drunk, rem niscing about that fateful New Year's Eve on Coronado.

Lexy's gunshot wound was now a small round scar about the size of a
quarter, high on the outside of her left arm just below the
shoul der.

She was very proud of it. She wore short sleeves as nmuch as possible,
just to show it off, and would regale anyone willing to listen with an
extremely detail ed account of how she had received it.

Anne pi cked Genny up fromthe piano bench and carried her back into the
nursery. Ms. Callahan was there, putting clean sheets on the crib.

Anne put Genny down. The little girl scanmpered across to the enornous
pile of stuffed animals arranged on the wi ndow seat and began pul ling
t hem down onto the floor and huggi ng t hem

"Dalton and | are having an early dinner tonight, Ms. Callahan. He's

| eaving for Washington early tomorrow. 1'll be back to nurse her at
eight."

Ms. Callahan's expressi on became stern. "Very well, Ms.

Stewart."

Anne smiled to herself. Ms. Callahan didn't believe in breast

feeding after six nmonths, and she had made her position in the matter
quite clear. Anne had |istened to her advice politely and then ignored
it. But now, with a year gone by, she knew it was tine that she cone
to some sort of decision. Her head told her to begin weani ng Genny,

but she was still reluctant to give it up

Wl |, perhaps another nonth, and then she'd decide.

Dinner with Dalton was a strained affair. The two of them sat at one
end of the enornous table in the mansion's forbiddingly ornate dining
roomand tal ked aimess trivialities. Dalton seemed tense and

pr eoccupi ed.

"I's somet hing wong?" Anne asked.

Dal t on shrugged, then nodded. "Sone busi ness probl ens.

Things are a bit difficult right now "



"You can't el aborate?"
"What's the point? You woul dn't understand."

"You prom sed me you weren't going to do this anynore, remenber? " "Do
what ?"

"Shut me out of your world. Maybe | woul d understand.™”

"I don't nean you can't understand. | just nean it's all rather
conplicated and boring to anyone on the outside."

Anne lifted her wi neglass and | ooked at it. "So I'mstill someone on
t he outside?"

"You know what | nean."
"I know that |'ve learned nore from Hank Aj em an about the whole
i ndustry of biological engineering in the fewtines he's been here to

dinner than I've learned fromyou in three years."

Dalton chuckled. "Ajemian likes to talk. Besides, he's got a thing
for you. He likes to inpress you."

Anne didn't reply.

Dalton sighed. "Stewart Biotech is in trouble. If we don't get sone
cooperation fromthe banks in the next few weeks, we'll have to go into
Chapter 11."

"What's that?"

"We' || have to get protection fromour creditors until we can
reorgani ze."

"Bankruptcy ? "Does that shock you?"

"Well, yes. Shouldn't it? | haven't had a clue fromyou that things
were so bad."

Dalton stared at the big silver candelabra in the center of the
tabl e.

"Al though fromwhat |'ve heard, businesses do it all the time," Anne
continued. "And go right on as if nothing had happened."

"It's serious, just the sane. The banks would take control. And we
could eventually | ose the conpany."

"Why have things deteriorated so? Didn't you tell me that |ast year
t he conpany had the best year in its history?"

"It did. But it's conplicated. W got overextended, and the econony
turned sour, all in the same year. And we lost a |lot of noney in
Cor onado. "

"How do you think? W nade a big investnment in Goth. Wen the wing of
t hat dammed hospital burned down, everything went with it--Harold Goth,



his research, his papers, his files, his conputer disks--everything we
had counted on to make back our investnment. And we didn't have a
dime's worth of insurance. Nobody would cover us."

"What was it that he had discovered? Wy was it all such a big
secret ?"

Stewart | ooked faintly enmbarrassed. "W were afraid of conpetition
Cot h had devel oped a gene therapy that could have been enornously
profitable. At least that's what we thought at the tinme. Now, we'll
probably never know "

Anne sensed her husband was avoi di ng sonet hing. "What exactly was this
program of his supposed to do, anyway? You never really explained it
to ne."

"I"'mnot sure | understand it myself."

"I find that hard to believe."

"It had to do with a conplicated series of genetic alterations to the
germline. Goth had devel oped a genetic fornmula of sorts that he
bel i eved coul d produce a child with superior attributes-health,
intelligence, and so forth."

"Did he ever test his fornula?"

Dalton | ooked directly at his wife. "Not that | know of."

"Why did you take such a risk on something untested?"

Her husband | aughed nervously. "Good question. | was naive.
And greedy. Al | could think of was the profit it could turn
Maybe it was best that it all cane to such a quick end. | doubt the

formul a woul d ever have worked. "

After a silence, Dalton folded his napkin and dropped it on the
tabl e.

"In any case, the whole venture cost us a |l ot of noney."
He pushed his chair back. "I'mgoing back into town tonight.

Meet with A emian. There's supposed to be a snowstormtonorrow, and we
absolutely have to sit down and revi ew our strategy before we see the
bankers tonorrow. Ajem an thinks we can arrange for some short-term
financing that'll at least give us a little breathing room-nmaybe four
or five months. After that, who knows. Let's go in and see Genny."

On their way to the nursery they passed the nusic room A light was on
i nsi de, and someone was hitting keys on the piano.

They | ooked in. Ms. Callahan was standing by the door, hands on her
hi ps. She turned and greeted Anne and Dalton. "lI'msorry," she said,
"but she just ran in here. | was just about to take her back into the
nursery."



Ms. Callahan started toward the piano, but Dalton held her arm

"Wait a minute,” he whispered.

Genny was standi ng between the piano bench and the keyboard, reaching
up to the keys with her right hand and hitting themin a very
deliberate pattern--G G F, E, Csharp, Db A, Db B, AL G F-sharp, G
C...

Dal ton gl anced at Anne. "Did you teach her that?"

Anne shook her head. "No.... | played it for her, this afternoon.
did guide her fingers over the keys a couple of tines. But that was
all.”

The three adults listened while Genny's tiny hand pi cked out the nel ody
of "When You Wsh Upon a Star." At the end of the song's refrain, she
hesitated, then noved to her left to reach the keys further down the
keyboard. She struck those in what appeared to be a random pattern

Anne cl apped a hand to her nouth. Dalton and Ms. Callahan | ooked at
her .

"Amazi ng," she whispered. "She's playing the same chords | used--one
note at a tine. Listen. . . those three notes were a C chor Now an A
Ms. Call ahan nodded. "Well, she's inherited your nusical talent,

Ms. Stewart, that's for sure, the little thing."

Dalton Stewart opened his nmouth to speak, but no words cane out. His
face had turned quite pale. He stared across the roomat his daughter
as if he had never seen her before.

Anmbassador Hai ki do M shima stopped and stared up directly over his
head, shielding his eyes fromthe bright glare of the skylights. "I
really don't feel entirely secure, wal king under those things," he
sai d.

"Those things" were several |arge airplanes suspended fromthe ceiling
of the National Air and Space Miuseum on WAshington's | ndependence
Avenue.

Yui chiro Yamanmoto foll owed his gaze. "I don't think they' Il fall on
us," he said. "American technology isn't that bad."

M shima chuckled. "I'mjust a superstitious old man. Here, let's go
this way. That |ooks interesting over there."

The two nmen strolled across the floor to the World War |1 aviation
exhibit. Yamanoto had been to the Air and Space Museum many tines, and
he never tired of the place. M shim, on the other hand, was not nuch
i nterested. The anbassador's tastes tended nore toward synphony
orchestras and art galleries than science.

"I's Goth's programconpl etely dead?" M shim asked.
"Not hi ng survived," Yamanoto answered.

"What about that |ab assistant of his? The one who prom sed to sell us
a copy?"



"Kirsten Anster. She's disappeared.”

"\What happened to her, do you think?"

Yamanot o shrugged. "Peopl e disappear on that island all the tine.
Despres's security police. They're the |owest kinds of brutes.
179

And | understand she was carel ess about going out after dark."
"W have no evidence, though."

"No. "

"An unlikely coincidence, then, don't you think?"

"It's also possible that the baroness killed her."

"You shoul dn't joke about such things."

"I"mnot joking, Excellency," Yamanoto replied, annoyed.
"She was suspicious of Anster.”

"But why would she care? Stewart had al ready beaten her out of the
Jupi ter program”

"But she hadn't given up. It was probably her thugs who set fire to
the | aboratory and killed Goth. She may have been trying to steal the
Jupiter formula. Amster may have died in the fire with Goth."

"But her body was not found."

"No. "

"Surely the baroness is not so ruthless.”

"I mention it only as a possibility."

"Do you think the baroness ever obtained a copy of the Jupiter
pr ogr anf"

"No. It's been over a year now, and our sources in Hauser Industries
haven't heard anything of it. And there's no activity in any of their
| abs to support the idea."

"Do you think Dalton Stewart has Jupiter?"

"It would only have been prudent for himto protect his investnment by
maki ng sure that at |east one copy of the programwas | ocked in a
secure place. That's just my specul ation, of course. No proof. And
in fact, there's nothing unusual going on at Stewart Biotech

either."”

"\What about the Stewart daughter?" M shima asked.

"She's normal, as far as we can tell. No signs of anything unusual



And we've read all the lab reports.”
M shi ma nodded approvingly. "Wat does that indicate, in your view?"

"Not much. Except perhaps that Goth's fornula is at |east not
dangerous. "

"But there could be hidden damage, couldn't there?"
"Yes. O course."

"And she is only a little over a year old. Perhaps too early to tel
anyt hi ng, positive or negative."

"Per haps. "

"That may explain why Stewart hasn't yet done anything with the
program He's waiting to see if Jupiter works."

"That could be true also."
"It's really a great shame," the anbassador said, glancing around him
with an anxious frown, "that we didn't get the Jupiter programfrom
Anst er sooner."

Yamanoto cringed i nwardly. He knew the ambassador was going to
criticize himfor not noving faster. He had spent hours mulling over
his failure, trying to anticipate the questions and be ready with the
right answers. Now that the nonment was at hand, he felt nervous and
defensive. The anbassador was a far nore skillful and dangerous
interrogator than his self-deprecating manners would inply. Still,
Yamanot o knew he was on solid ground.

He had nothing to be ashaned of. "She wanted a | ot of noney," he

rem nded M shima. "And your office was slow to give ne the necessary
approval. By the time it came, it was too late."

M shi ma focused his gaze squarely on his conpanion. "Ah, but you never
gave us any indication that the matter m ght be so urgent," he said,
his voi ce soft as a whisper.

Yamanoto forced hinself to meet Mshim's eyes head-on. "I had no

reason to think it was."

M shi ma nodded. It was a nmaddeni ng habit of his, Yamanoto
t hought - - al ways noddi ng, whet her he agreed with what you were sayi ng or
not .

"In any case, it's too late now," M shinma declared. "W nustn't
i ndul ge ourselves in recrimnations."

My sentinents exactly, Yanmanoto thought.

They wal ked past an exhibit of the Enola Gay, the American bonber that
had dropped the atomi c bonmb on Hiroshima. Yamanoto knew that M shina
had lost relatives there. Not that that mattered very much to
Yamanoto. Hi s own grandfather had died at lw Jima. He had | ost two
uncles at Ckinawa. And a greataunt had died in an air raid over
Tokyo.



Every famly lost menbers. He resented the special status accorded

those who had died at Hiroshima, or Nagasaki. War was war and dead was
dead.
The two Japanese found thensel ves back in the nuseums main hall. It

was crowded and noi sy.

"Jupiter is too inportant to drop," M shinma said.

Yamanot o wai t ed.

The anbassador | eaned toward his conpanion's ear. "There renains one
further possibility open to us. W nust try to get DNA sanples from
the Stewart child and her parents. |If we can do that, then I think
there is a way we can proceed. It will be difficult and tedious, but
inthe long run it mght be the best approach. In any case, we nust be

wi se enough to pursue it. Listen very carefully. This is what | want
you to do...."

Cooper sat in a soundproof roomin the basement of a building on the
huge NSA campus at Fort Meade. 1In the ten years that he had worked for
Roy, he had been at Fort Meade only once before.

He hadn't liked it then, and he didn't like it now

Roy cane in with two other nen Cooper had never seen before.

One was tall, the other short. Both wore crew cuts, gray suits, and

t hat anusi ng manner of conpl acent self-inportance that bureaucrats high
up in the spy business seened to favor. Roy introduced the tall one as
Harry, the short one as Jack

They each shook Cooper's hand and sat down across the snmall conference
table fromhim Cooper sensed that he made them uneasy. Hi s
bone-white hair and ebony skin tended to reni nd white people of

canni bals. He ought to get a bone put through his nose, he thought,
and really scare them

"We're still very goddammed di sappointed i n what happened at Coronado,
M. Cooper," Harry said.

"We've been through this a hundred tines in the last twelve nonths.
The pl ace was bl owi ng up around ne."

"We now know who's responsible for that," Roy said.
"Who?" Cooper asked.

No one answered him

"Thi s nigger doesn't need to know. That it?"

They | aughed, enbarrassed.

"We've reviewed the tapes from your surveillance bugs," Jack said. "W
think that the Jupiter program nay have survived."

"Yeah? You know where it is?"



"We're getting close,"” Harry said. "W want you to relocate in New
York City. W' ve arranged everything. Even got you a job."

" Oh?"
"At the Hlton hotel."

"As what? A bell boy?"

Jack shook his head. "You'll be in the kitchen." He grinned.
Hs teeth were bad. "Have to keep you out of sight, you know "

Cooper bowed his head, doffing an imaginary straw hat in Jack's
direction. He felt like saying "Yassuh" as well, but he knew that
woul d be carrying insubordination too far

"This is inportant, Cooper," Harry said, his voice suddenly stern
"Jupiter could be the biggest thing since they discovered the atomc
bonb--" "Bigger," Jack cut in.

"--and if it's that big, then there's only one nation on earth big
enough to own it--the United States of Anerica."

Amen to that, thought Cooper

On his norning drive into Manhattan, Dalton Stewart tried to think
things through. He let his head fall back agai nst the plush bl ack

| eat her uphol stery and closed his eyes. Inside the perfect cocoon of
his limusine it was hard to focus on the reality facing him because
it was so out of place with the material |uxury of his surroundi ngs.

But he knew it was there, lurking somewhere in the dark, waiting to
destroy him

He had never faced such a crisis before. H s entire nultibilliondollar
enpire was now in a financial shanbles. He had succeeded in

mai ntai ning an optimstic front in public and before his enpl oyees; but
the word was out, and the situation was deteriorating hourly. \al
Street was awash with rumors, greatly conpoundi ng Bi otech's al ready
crippling noney problems. The conpany's stock was in a free fall. It
had | ost eighteen points on the New York Exchange yesterday--ten
percent of its value--and he expected worse today.

In the current climte he knew the banks woul d not gi ve hi m anot her
extension to keep Biotech afloat. In the five nonths since he had
negoti ated the | ast extension, the situation had not inproved. In fact
it had gotten measurably worse. He had |ost the psychol ogi cal edge in
his dealings with them They sinply no |onger believed in him

He wondered why he was begging them so hard, anyway. Even if the
consortium of banks agreed to a conpl ete rescheduling of

1 84 his debt, it was clear they would do it only on their own terns.
They' d denand a seat on the board and conpl ete financial oversight.

They' d be | ooking over his shoul der at every business decision. He
doubted he could tolerate it.



Chapter 11 bankruptcy would be even worse. It mght offer himsone
breathing room-hold off his creditors and give hima chance to
reorgani ze the conpany. But at bottomit was too extreme a renmedy. He
woul d | ose financial and operating control

He woul d no Il onger be free to call the shots. H's every nove woul d
need t he approval of outsiders--a bunch of bankers, CPAs, and | awers
whose interests would not be his interests.

Stewart opened his eyes and stared out the window. A cold spring
drizzle made the dirty streets and ugly houses beneath the expressway
| ook even nore desol ate than usual. The ghost of his father was never
very far fromhis mnd--especially when he thought of Anne and Genny.

They were his only consolation in the rising tide of financial msery
around him For the first time in his life, he understood the joys of
bei ng a husband and f at her.

And now he was being forced to visit this calamty on them

They woul d survive, just as he had survived his father's downfall. But
the famly's social position, buttressed entirely by noney, would

coll apse along with his business. Al the old-line famlies on whom he
had expended so much effort to ingratiate hinself would freeze himand
his famly out conpletely. He could already imagine their smug
condescension at the news of his ruin. God, Anne was right, he

t hought. They were never worth the trouble in the first place.

He had to do sonet hi ng.

When the goi ng gets tough, the tough get going. H's father used to
quote that old sawto himall the tine, and it used to nake hi m snicker
in derision. But this time the nenory brought tears to his eyes. All
t hese years he had missed the truth hidden beneath the disgrace. His
father, in his desperation to preserve the privileges and position of
hi s demandi ng, selfish famly--and to preserve what he assuned was the
reason for their love and respect --had risked everything, absolutely
everything, in one terrible, msguided ganble. He broke the |aw, he
got caught, and he suffered the consequences.

Suffered themwith no snall degree of stoicism Stewart recall ed.

And all these years he had despised his father. Because he had rui ned
t he good tinmes, because he had nade Dalton ashaned of him Dalton had
seen only the failure. He had never considered the tragic bravery.

Now had come his turn to stare ruin in the face--and be brave enough to
risk everything for it.

Hank Ajem an was waiting for himin his office when he arrived. H s
assi stant | ooked nore depressed than Stewart had ever seen him He was
sitting hunched forward on the sofa by the wi ndows. The nornal dark
circles under his eyes now | ooked purple and puffy. His white shirt
collar was wilted and grayish, and his suit was badly in need of

pr essi ng.

"What's the situation?" Stewart asked.

"W need twenty-four million by the end of the business day



t onmor r ow. "

"I know that. \What about the bankers' neeting tonorrow?"

Ajemian sniffled. "AlIl they're going to do is give us an ultimtum-no
nor e extensions, no rescheduling, no new deals, no exceptions, no
not hi ng. "

"They've said all that before.™

"This time they mean it. And we don't have anything left to offer them
to make them change their ninds, anyway."

"You' ve got to buy us some nore tine at that neeting, Hank --even if
it's only twenty-four hours."

"You' re not com ng?"

"No. "

"What do you expect nme to tell thenP"

"That |'mraising the noney. Get us an extension until Wdnesday.
Tell themwe'll have it for themby then. Absolutely without fail."
A long pause. Ajem an |ooked at his boss incredul ously.

"WIT we?"

"I don't know. 1've got an idea. If it doesn't work, then | really
don't give a shit what the bankers do. 1'll give themthe keys and

take a wal k. "

Ajeman started to protest, then sensed there was no point.

"Ckay," he said. "I'Il stall them They can't say no to twenty-four
hours. Wen will | know whether or not you've got the noney?"
Dal ton considered for a noment. "Tonorrow afternoon,” he replied.

"Two o' cl ock."

"You're not going to tell ne what you' re doing?"

Stewart didn't |ike shutting his assistant out on such an inportant
matter, but he didn't want to have to listen to arguments agai nst his

pl an; he might be persuaded by them "Not yet. No."

Ajenmi an stared at his boss for a few nmonents, as if trying to divine
his intentions. "Okay," he said.

By seven-thirty the following norning Stewart was through French
custonms at Charles de Gaulle Airport. He went to a tel ephone, pulled a
slip of paper fromhis pocket, and dialed a Paris nunber. He prayed.

If Kirsten Anmster wasn't there, he wasn't sure what he'd do. The
nunber rang eight times. He hung up, then dialed again. Ten rings.

He dialed directory assistance. He made the operator repeat her



information three tinmes, to nake sure he had understood the French

There was no mistaking the message: the city of Paris had no listing
for a Kirsten Anster.

Stewart found a taxi and handed the driver a slip of paper with
Anster's address witten on it.

Rue Montgall et was a short and narrow street that connected avenue
Daunesnil with the rue de Reuilly several blocks east of the Gare de
Lyon. It was in an old working-class nei ghborhood of the city, and
entirely unfamliar to the cab driver, who managed two wrong turns
before finally zeroing in on it.

Stewart pulled up his collar and wal ked down the bl ock to nunber 15.

It was a cold day. The same clamry drizzle he had | eft behind in New
York seemed to have followed himto Paris.

The front door of nunber 15 was ajar. He pushed it in and peered
around the small brown-painted vestibule. He brushed his wet hair out
of his eyes and | ooked for the buzzer for apartnent 3. He found it,
third fromthe end, over its mailbox. Garibaldi, the nameplate said.

He checked the names over the other boxes: Abadji, Jusson, Caneon,
Bagoy, Sapon. No Anster. He stepped back outside to check the
bui | di ng nunber. It was 15.

A squat, muscular man in a corduroy coat and wool en hat cane through
the | obby's inner door, carrying a broom The pungent odor of sardines
wafted out behind himinto the vestibule.

"Excuse nme. Do you speak English?"

The man shook his head.

"Vous etes | e concierge?”

He nodded.

Kirsten Anmster, it turned out, no longer lived at that address.

Getting her new address took twenty m nutes of hard bargai ni ng and cost
Stewart two hundred francs, but he wal ked away with a strip of brown
paper torn froma shopping bag with the words "Apt. 6, 32 boul evard
Raspail" scrawmed on it in | eaky bl ue ball point.

Stewart ducked into the Metro station at the end of the block and rode
across the city to the rue du Bac, a short block fromwhere the

boul evard Raspail branched off fromthe boul evard Saint-Germain. The
nei ghbor hood was Left Bank chic, and nmany rungs up the econonic | adder
fromthe rue Montgallet. Stewart was seized by the sudden fear that
Anmster had sold the Jupiter programto soneone el se. That would
certainly explain her nove to a better part of town.

Stewart found nunmber 32 a block and a half up. It was a |arge,
i mmacul ately mai ntai ned four-story apartnent building. The name under
the bell for apartment 6, on the top floor, was Steiner, not Anster

Stewart pressed it anyway. No answer. He |ooked at his watch: 8:30



A.M He pressed the buzzer again and held it.

Eventually a sleepy, blurred femal e voice boormed over the |obby's
static-filled intercom "Qui est-ce?"

"Kirsten Anster? Est-elle [a?"

"No." The accent sounded Anerican.
"Does she live here?" Stewart asked.
"Who are you?"

"Dalton Stewart.... | need to find her."
"Why? " "An urgent business matter."
"She's not here anynore.”

"Do you know where she is?"

There was a | ong pause. Dalton repeated the question. Still no
answer. "Please," he said, |ooking pleadingly at the shiny netal
intercomgrille. "If you know her address . "

"Try 9 rue Blondel."

"Where is that, exactly . . . ?"

"Of the rue Saint-Denis."

"Thank you. Do you have a phone nunber . . . ?"

There was no answer. The woman had shut off the intercom

The rue Blondel was in the heart of the red light district. At this
hour of the nmorning, with a cold, misty rain falling, the only
prostitutes out were the hardy and the desperate, hunched agai nst the
el ements in dark vestibul es and doorways, calling out in stage whispers
to the mal es passing by.

The entrance to nunber 9 was barricaded by a fat fortyish woman in a
cheap cloth wap. She was |eaning against the door frane, snoking a
cigarette.

Dalton cleared his throat. "lI'mlooking for Kirsten Anster

Does she |ive here?"

The wonman gl anced across the street, then shrugged. Stewart foll owed
her gaze. Two men were watching himfroma doorway.

He extracted a hundred-franc note fromhis wallet and held it out
toward her. "Kirsten Anster?" he repeated.

The wonman snatched the bill smoothly out his hands and swept it into a
pocket somewhere. She nodded quickly in the direction of the stairs at
the end of the narrow, shabby hallway behind her



"Deuxi ene etage. Au fond."

Stewart nmoved up the stairs slowy, giving his eyes time to adjust to
the dimlight. The place stank of rotting food and uri ne.

He paused at the second | anding and then renenbered that deuxi eme etage
meant the third floor in France, not the second. He clinbed another
flight. At the back end of the hallway there was a single scarred
brown door with several |ocks on it.

He knocked.

After a few mnutes of persistent pounding, he heard a voice grow
somet hing in French fromthe other side.

"I"'mlooking for Kirsten Anster," he said.

"What do you want ?"

"I need to talk to her. W had a business arrangenent."
"Who are you?"

"Dalton Stewart."

A long sil ence.

"Please. | nust talk with her."

He heard the snap of a lock and the rattle of a chain. The door opened
an inch. Stewart saw a dark eye peering at him The safety chain was
lifted out of its catch, and the door opened wider. A puffy, bald,
bearded, middle-aged figure in a gray undershirt | ooked hi mover.

Stewart gl anced over his shoulder. The dimcorridor behind himfelt
vaguely threatening. "May | cone in?"

"You al one?"
"Yes."

The man let himinto a small studio apartnent--a galley kitchen and

m nuscul e bath attached to a narrow, airless roomw th one wi ndow, shut
tight and covered by ratty red vel vet drapes. The walls were painted
red, the ceiling light blue. Both colors were peeling.

A mattress lay on the floor in one corner. There was little else in
the room-a table, a chest of drawers, a couple of beat-up chairs, an

i mprovi sed bookshel f of stacked wooden crates. There appeared to be no
closet. dothes hung from hooks on the wall.

The stale snell of cigarette snoke and human funk was strong.

Despite the desperate tawdriness of the place, it was surprisingly
neat. The floor |ooked clean, and a stained quilt was tucked neatly
over the mattress. There was a single lanp on the floor beside the
mattress, and a stack of books on the quilt. A pile of pillows propped
agai nst the wall indicated that the man had been reading.

"My name is Joe Slater," he said. He sat at the table and gestured



toward the other chair. Stewart wal ked over and sat down.

Sl ater waved a hand around, inviting his guest to take in the
surroundi ngs. "Not exactly avenue Foch, is it?" he joked.

"Are there sone peopl e watching you?" Stewart asked.
Sl ater |aughed. "You mean those guys across the street?"
"Who are they?"

"Fucked if I know. | don't pay any attention to them" Slater |ooked
toward the kitchen. "I got a couple of beers in the fridge.

Al satian, not too bad....'

"No thanks."

"A man never thinks his [ife'll come to this," Slater said.

"Christ knows | didn't. | would have thought this romantic as all hel
when | was in ny twenties. But now. . . nowit's just pathetic.
I"mpathetic. |1'Il be fifty-three next birthday. | really didn't
expect to live this long, you know that? | guess that's part of ny
problem [|'ve outlived nyself. Hey, but you didn't conme here to

listen to nmy problens.”

"I"'mlooking for Kirsten Anster."

"Yeah, you told ne."

"Does she live here?"

"Not anynore."

"Where does she |ive?"

Slater's eyes narrowed. "She doesn't live anywhere. She's dead."

The news jolted Stewart powerfully. Wen he had recovered, he asked
what had happened to her

"She drowned. In the Seine. Last Cctober."

"An acci dent ?"

"That's what the police say. | think she was killed."
"\Why 2"

"That fucking genetic conputer program"

"I paid her for it over a year ago. She cheated me. She sold ne a
disk with only half the programon it."

"You're not the only one. Everybody was after her for it.

"Everybody? Who?"



"I don't know who they were. |t was none of ny business. | told her
to get rid of the fucking thing. But no. She kept dangling it out
there, like bait, and upping the ante. She said she was going to nake
a killing with it. WlIl, she did that all right."

"Did she sell it to anybody?"

"No. "

"You sure?"

"Positive."

"What happened to it? Do you know?"

Slater took a sip of his beer and said not hing.

"Do you have it?"

Sl ater | ooked Stewart over. "Yeah, | have it. O | should say | know
where it is."”

"Il pay you for it.

Slater gazed at himw th his sad, rheuny eyes. After a pause, he shook
his head in resignation

"Ten thousand dollars," Stewart said. "Five in cash today. The rest
as soon as | can verify that it's genuine."

Slater still didn't respond.

"I"ve already invested a small fortune in that program" Stewart
added.

"And |'ve already paid for it once. It's really ny property.”
Sl ater rubbed his face and sighed. "I won't argue with you, Stewart.

But if | were you, I'd forget about it. Leave the goddamed thing
alone. It's cursed. Look what happened to Coth.

Look what happened to Kirsten."

"WIl you take the offer?"

"What are you going to do with it?"

"Develop it, of course."

"OfF course. And make nore billions, right?"
Stewart didn't bother to reply.

"What do you need nore noney for?" Slater demanded. "What the hell do
you do with it all? Does it make you feel good? Secure?

Superior? Wsat does it do for you?"

"It's a neasure of success," Stewart answered. And failure as well, he



t hought .
"ls it?"
"Most people'd say so."

"Sort of a way to keep score, eh? The guy with the nost marbles
wins."

"Somet hing like that."

Sl ater yawned. "You know what? It sounds pretty fucking boring."
Stewart felt the need to justify hinself. "Not for nme it isn't.
There's plenty of risk. Uncertainty. You'd be surprised.”
"Probably. You're taking a big risk here, 1'll tell you that."
"\Why 2"

"I told you. The program s cursed. This guy Goth was playing God. He
was fucking around with the fundanmental nystery of life on earth. He
was creating his own specs for building a human being. Stealing God's
own thunder. O trying to. How blasphenbus can you get? But it so
happens | need the noney...."

"Where is it?" Stewart demanded.

"Where it belongs. In Hell."

"Hel | ?"

Sl ater | aughed. "Yeah. The Paris version."

Leonora, the Stewarts' upstairs maid, cane into Anne's bedroom and
began dusting the furniture. She paused at the dressing table, picked
up one of Anne's hair brushes, and exam ned it, |ooking for |oose
strands of hair in the bristles. There were none. Two other brushes
on the table were simlarly clean

She went to Anne's bed, picked up a pillow, and carried it over to a
wi ndow. She found several strands of Anne's hair on the pillowase.

She renmoved them carefully, then fished in her apron for the small
letter envel ope. She folded the strands inside, licked the flap, and
sealed it shut.

After cleaning the bathroom and naki ng Anne's bed, Leonora went into
t he bedroom across the hall from Anne's, where her husband, Dalton
Stewart, usually slept. She located nore strands of hair on the
pill owcases on his bed and sealed themin a second envel ope.

She made his bed, cleaned the bathroom dusted the furniture, and then
nmoved down the hall to the roomwhere the Stewarts' daughter slept.

She examined the crib mattress and the bunper for |oose hairs, but
could find none. She located a few strands on the changing table
nearby, but it was inpossible to be certain whose head they had fallen
from-the child' s, her nother's, or her nanny's.



Leonora finished cleaning the front roonms and noved to the north
Wi ng.

Ms. Callahan was in the nursery, reading a nmagazine. Wenever
Leonora saw her, she seenmed to have her nose

1 94 stuck in a magazine. Except when Ms. Stewart was around, of
course; then she was all bustle and busi ness.

The Stewarts' daughter was sitting in the middle of the floor, stacking
al phabet bl ocks. Ms. Callahan | ooked up, saw Leonora, and turned

back to her magazine. As for the child, she was concentrating so
intently on her blocks that she seened not to notice the maid' s
entrance at all.

She was a beautiful Anglo child, Leonora thought, with the sane angelic
di sposition as her nother; but there was sonething disturbing about

her. The girl had a peculiar way of |ooking at you. She acted as if
she were seeing something on you--as if you had a big spider crawing
on your head, or sonmething. It was a little bit spooky.

Leonora soneti mes wondered if the child m ght be possessed.

Her aunt Carolina, in El Salvador, had seen such cases. Still, there
was not hing evil about the girl that the maid could see. It was just
that funny | ook she had, as if she were seeing things that weren't
there.

The mai d dawdl ed, stretching out her cleaning chores, hoping Ms.
Cal l ahan mi ght | eave the roomfor a nonment. She knew the woman
suffered froma bl adder probl em

Leonora turned on the vacuum cl eaner and worked it back and forth on
the carpet. Genny waved her little arms, afraid the vacuum was goi ng
to knock over her blocks. The naid noved the nachine around themw th
great care.

Finally Ms. Callahan stood up. "Watch her for ne, Leonora.
I'"mgoing to the bathroom™
"Yes, ma'am"

The nonent the nanny di sappeared through the doorway, Leonora turned
of f the vacuum and knelt behind Genny. From her apron she extracted a
smal | pair of fingernail scissors and quickly snipped off a strand of
Genny's blond locks. The girl felt the back of her head with her hand
and qui ckly | ooked around.

"Buenos dlas, nina," Leonora said. "Que tal?"

"Buenos dr'as," Genny replied, imtating the maid s accent perfectly.

"Way did you cut my hair?"
"Just a little piece," Leonora said, tucking the hair into a third

envel ope and sealing it. "For ny collection. | collect hair from al
ny friends."



Genny regarded the maid with those | aserlike gray-blue eyes.

"I think that's silly," she declared, in a very adult voice. She
turned back to her bl ocks.

Ms. Callahan returned and Leonora quickly finished her cleaning. As
she was | eaving, the al phabet bl ocks Genny was playing with suddenly
caught her attention. The maid had been studying English very
diligently, and she was proud of her reading ability.

Genny had arranged sonme of the blocks in a long line. The side facing
Leonora showed all capital letters: WHATEVERYWOVANSHOULDKNOW At first
t hey appeared to be randomy arranged, but on closer inspection

Leonora thought that they spelled out sonmething. She puzzled over them
a few nmoments longer. Then the individual English words junped out at
her: "Wat every woman shoul d know "

"Madre de Dios," she whispered. She hurried fromthe nursery, feeling
short of breath.

Later, riding into town with Ms. Corley, the housekeeper, Leonora
realized that what the girl rmust have done was copy the letters from
the cover of one of Ms. Callahan's nagazines. She couldn't renenber
seei ng any magazi ne on the floor anywhere near the child, however. And
she had vacuumed every inch of it.

How could that little nina be so smart? The child nmust be a very
special gift from God, she thought. O the Devil.

In town, Leonora nmet the man in the greeting card aisle at the big CVS
drugstore, as arranged. He dressed very well and had excell ent
manners. That seened to be true of nobst of the Asians she had seen
since coming to the United States.

She gave himthe three envel opes. She had marked themclearly, but he
ripped themall open right there in the aisle and | ooked inside each
one. Finally he nodded and sniled and told her that she had done an
excel | ent j ob.

She had met himthe week before. He worked for a big shanmpoo

manuf acturer. Hi s conpany was doing a big study on rich wonen's

hai r.

It was all part of a major project to devel op a new shanpoo. My
i nportante, very hush-hush. She had to prom se

Jut . .. w. ...never to tell anyone of her secret little mssion
on the conpany's behal f.

He handed her an envel ope fromhis inside suit pocket and, with a snall
bow, turned and left the store. The envel ope contained five
twenty-dollar bills.

The man's story was a bit farfetched, but Leonora hardly cared.

If he wanted a few strands of sonmeone's hair, what could be the harn?

Especially if he was willing to pay her a hundred dollars for them

Leonora slipped the bills into her purse. And speaking of hair, she



t hought, she ought to take a | ook at those el egant new el ectric razors
for wonen she had noticed at the front counter

Dalton Stewart and Joe Sl ater energed together from Slater's studio
apartment on the rue Blondel. The fat woman was still by the doorway,
snoking a cigarette

Stewart noticed a couple of prostitutes huddled in the shadows of a
narrow al |l eyway across the street. Behind them Stewart glinpsed the
same two nen he had seen earlier. They were sitting on chairs tilted
back against the alley wall. As soon as they saw Slater and Stewart
t hey stood up.

"Are they going to follow us?" Stewart asked.

"Afraid so."

"Who are they?"

Slater pulled up the collar of his coat against the danp. "I told
you--1 don't know "

"You know what they want ?"

"What do you think?"

Stewart watched the nen out of the corner of his eye. They had cone
out of the alley and were wal king single file along the narrow si dewal k

on the other side of the street. Their presence unnerved him "How do
t hey know you have it?"

"They don't," Slater said. "Right after Kirsten was killed sonme people
approached nme and offered ne money. | told them!| didn't know anyt hi ng
about any conputer program After that, these guys appeared. |[|'ve

tried a hundred times to shake the bastards.
| even noved twi ce. But sonehow they always find nme again.
198

They' ve ransacked my apartment five tinmes. They're waiting for me to
lead themto Jupiter. | knowit."

"What are we going to do?"

"Lose them

They took the Metro to Denfert-Rochereau, changing cars several tines
en route. Fromthere they wal ked a few bl ocks down the boul evard

Sai nt - Jacques, turned right onto the rue Dareau, then left onto the rue
Broussais, and finally left again onto the rue Cabanis, which ran al ong

t he grounds of the Centre Hospitalier Sainte-Anne.

Slater stopped in front of a small shop window. "Let's wait here. See
if they're still around.”

Fi ve m nutes passed.

"No sign of them" Stewart said, getting inpatient.



"Don't be hasty. They're clever bastards. Follow ne."

Slater retraced their route all the way back to Denfert, his eyes
probi ng every doorway, alley, and storefront for any sign of a tail

Satisfied at last that they had I ost them he led Stewart al ong an even
nmore circuitous route back to the rue Cabanis.

"This way." Slater clinbed over the | ow stone wall that bordered the
hospital's small park. Stewart followed, feeling increasingly
f ool har dy.

Slater led hima short distance through sone heavy bushes until they
cane to a | ow shed used to store equi prent for ground mai nt enance.

Sl ater yanked open the shed's door and ducked i nside.

He took a shovel | eaning against the back wall and scraped severa
inches of dirt fromthe floor until he had unearthed an old iron
manhol e cover. He pried the cover up with the blade of the shovel and
slid it aside.

Stewart peered down into bl ackness. "Wiere the hell does it go?"

"To the cataconbs," Slater replied. "Kirsten's idea. She had a job
here at the hospital |ab. Sone co-workers showed her the entrance.

They used to go down here sonetinmes, just for the evil thrill of it.
Used to party down there, she told nme." Slater pulled a pair of small
flashlights fromhis pocket and handed one to Stewart. "You'll need
this."

Slater lowered hinself into the opening, feeling for the top rungs of
the iron | adder attached to the stone-lined walls of the well. He
turned on his flashlight and began a cauti ous descent.

Stewart took a deep breath to steady hinself, then foll owed.

A hundred rungs down, ten stories under the city of Paris, Slater
stepped off the |l adder onto a dirt floor and shined the flashlight
around. Stewart, his arnms and |l egs trenbling fromthe exertion
reached the floor right behind him

They were standing at the edge of a network of underground passages
t hat honeyconbed the earth underneath the "three nounts" of south
Paris--Mntsouris, Mntrouge, and Montparnasse. The huge warren of
tunnel s dated back to the Roman era.

Sections of it were open to tourists during the sunmer nonths.

But now, in early spring, the cataconbs were | ocked, cold, and dark.
Slater led the way, stepping carefully, sw nging his flashlight back
and forth ahead of himto scare off the nunmerous rats that inhabited

t he dank underworld. He frequently caught their eyes in the light, and

their dark brown backsides as they scurried into the protective dark

"Christ, they're as big as cats," Stewart said.



"The French Resistance used the cataconbs to hide out fromthe

Germans, " Slater replied. "The krauts were afraid to come down here.
I"'mnot too crazy about it nyself. It's goddam spooky."
Stewart agreed. It was all he could do to fight off the inpulse to

turn and fl ee back up to the surface.

After nearly a mle's wal k through danp-wal |l ed, narrow tunnels, they
arrived at the section known as the Ossuary. Here, in countless rows
al ong the cave walls, were arranged the bones of hundreds of thousands
of skeletons renoved fromthe ceneteries of Paris at the end of the

ei ghteenth century. The long galleries of neatly stacked human skulls
and tibias branched out in every direction to forma uniquely macabre
spectacl e--a veritable subterranean world of the dead.

Stewart followed the beam of his flashlight, staring opennmouthed at the
nor bi d panoranma that surrounded them It was | so utterly ghoulish, he
t hought--like a scene fromDante's Inferno, or the literal Hell of a
medi eval norality play. Stewart shivered involuntarily.

They arrived at a small, steep-vaulted chanber off the nmain galleries,
where the bones were arranged in a low senicircular wall to forma kind
of altar. Slater shined the flashlight through the eye sockets of a
skull sitting at the top of a neatly stacked pile. He patted the

skull. "Probably a beautiful woman, once upon a time. O nmaybe a
whore with the pox. O a thief who beat his wife. Hell, maybe it was
Marie Antoinette. W' Il never know "

The stale, hunid air seemed to swallow up Slater's words even as he
spoke them Stewart shuddered again. "Hurry the hell up

This place is getting to ne."

Slater lifted the skull fromthe top of the pile, set it aside, and
reached in anmong the bones to retrieve a netal strongbox. He twirled
the tiny conbination |lock and the Iid popped open. Inside, swathed in
several |ayers of bubble wap, was a single black plastic RCD computer
cartridge. Slater closed the box and handed it to Stewart. "You take
it. | don't even want to touch it. As | said before, the fucking
thing's cursed.”

Stewart tucked the box under his arm He felt imense relief.

"This is the only copy?"

Slater |aughed. "You want to | ook around for others?"

Stewart shook his head. "Let's get out of here.”

They started back. A little way along the tunnel, something fell to
the ground behind them It nade a soft plop as it hit the danp dirt

underfoot. Stewart whirled around, pointing the flashlight down the
pi tch-bl ack passageway. Nothing. His pulse was racing.

"Just a bone," Slater said. "Knocked over by a rat."

They increased their pace. The hum d underground atnosphere caused
Stewart to break out into a sweat.



They came to a place where the tunnel divided into two separate

passageways. Slater stopped. "Did you hear sonething?"
"No. "
"Listen.... A soft drumm ng sound."

Slater directed his flashlight down one branch of the tunnel, then the
other. 1In the second passage the beam of Iight picked out a crowd of
rats, gall oping toward them

Slater froze. Stewart imrediately turned and fl ed.

Fifty yards down the tunnel he was soaked with sweat and his heart was
poundi ng. The floor of the passage was uneven, and Stewart, in his
pani c, stunbled and fell. The rats shot right on past him hugging the
edges of the tunnel on each side of him

Stewart scranbled back to his feet. The strongbox with the cassette in
it had slipped fromhis grasp. He found it in the dirt and picked it

up.

He brushed off his pants and jacket and stood, catching his breath. He
was shaking. Stupid, he thought, letting a fewrats throw such a scare
into him

He shined the Iight down the passageway. No sign of Slater

Whi ch way had he come? He | ooked down the other way. The |ong dark
tunnel | ooked the sane in both directions. He called out to Sl ater

No answer.

Stewart knelt and tried to find his footprints on the floor, so he
could determ ne the direction in which he had cone. The dirt was
packed so hard it was inpossible to make out anything.

He stood up and called Slater's nanme again. Still no answer.

He called out a third tine. The walls seenmed to nmuffle his voice,
soaki ng up the sound before it had travel ed any di stance at all

Finally he thought he heard sonething faint far down the tunnel. A
yell? A screan? Slater. It was certainly Slater. He took off at a
trot back down the tunnel toward the sound. He cane back to the place
where the tunnel divided.

He heard Slater's voice again. It was conming fromthe tunnel on the
left. He started to call, then checked hinself. Slater was talking to
someone. He sounded agitated.

Stewart advanced cautiously along the tunnel, listening. Slater's

voi ce was getting closer, but nunerous al coves branched off both sides
of the tunnel, and Stewart couldn't |ocate the exact direction of the
sound.

Then the main passage curved sharply to the right. Stewart stopped and
turned off his flashlight. He could see faint [ight reflected off the
tunnel wall ahead of him He approached on tiptoe and | ooked around.



He saw Slater. He was on his knees, squinting into the bright glare of
a flashlight, and struggling to stand. Two nen were standing over
hi m

The quick blur of a boot flashed through the beam of |ight and hit
Slater's stomach. Then an armwi th a club descended against Slater's
skull. Slater grunted and slunped faceforward into the dirt.

The nmen watched himfor a few seconds, then began swi nging their clubs
nmet hodi cal | y against his skull, taking their time in the wavering light
of their flashlights to land their blows on target.

Stewart dared not nobve or breathe.

Finally, mercifully, they stopped. One felt Slater's neck for a pul se,
then said sonmething in German. They ransacked his pockets, then ripped
his clothes off and | ooked through themfrantically. Unable to find
what they were looking for, they got to their feet. One of the nen
kicked Slater in the side of the head. They exchanged a few words and
then started off in Stewart's direction

Stewart ducked into one of the al coves. They passed by hi mwi thout
seei ng himand vani shed up the passageway.

When he was sure they were sone di stance away, Stewart edged back to
the corner and turned on his flashlight.

Slater lay notionless on his back

Three rats had already found him They were creeping around hi m
tentatively sniffing, touching. One clinbed onto his stonach and
wal ked across it, scratching and sniffing.

Stewart shook his head. He felt on the verge of throwi ng up
He turned and retreated back the way he had cone.

They had to know he was down here, he realized. They would likely wait
for himat the top of the long | adder in the tool shed in the garden of
Sai nt e- Anne.

He woul d have to find another way out.

For over an hour Stewart roamed the dark [abyrinth of underground
passages. He began hyperventilating. He shook and trenbled and his
clothes were drenched in cold sweat. He talked out loud to hinmself to
fend of f the building waves of terror. The additional fear of a
possi bl e heart attack forced himto stop and catch his breath.

When his pul se had sl owed, he set off again, nmoving at as fast a pace
as he dared. His heart thunped, |oud and fast and heavy, l|ike the
footfalls of soneone running for his life.

He kept imagi ning he could hear real footfalls, pounding in the dirt
behind him A hundred tinmes he shined the flashlight behind himto
make sure no one was there.

The flashlight eventually began to dim The thought of |osing the
light altogether sent a fresh shock of panic through him He started
turning it off and on at intervals to preserve the batteries.



Just as the flashlight failed conpletely, Stewart stumbled onto a
| arge, sturdy circular stairway. He felt his way up the dozens of
steps in the pitch-dark

At the top he found hinself in a small building on the place
Denfert-Rochereau. Sun was shining in the wi ndows. There were signs
and a ticket booth. It was the tourist entrance to the cataconbs. No
sign of anyone wat chi ng.

Thank God, thank God.
The outside door was | ocked. He opened a wi ndow and cli nbed out.

After a change of clothes at his hotel, Stewart checked out of his
suite and took a taxi to Oly Airport. In an hour he was on a plane to
Muni ch.

On the ride in fromthe Munich airport Dalton Stewart popped a couple
of ibuprofen caplets into his nmouth. Earlier, after the terrifying

epi sode in the cataconbs, he had swallowed a Halcion tablet to calmhis
nerves, but it hadn't worked. He could feel the pill's chenicals

t hrumm ng through him but instead of boosting himinto a kind of
aggressive alertness, they had kicked his sleepstarved system over the
edge. He felt raw, punctured--as if his strength and courage were

| eaki ng out of him A |look of ragged desperati on was not the | ook to
bring to a nmeeting with Gerta von Hauser. Especially this neeting.

The baroness greeted himin her office with a kiss and then stepped
back and | ooked hi mover. She seened pl eased to see hi m again.

They had parted on anbi guous ternms. Their affair, if it could be
called that, had ended the same night that it had begun--in the frenzy
of the New Year's cel ebration at President Despres's palace in
Coronado. Stewart had had no conmunication with her since, but he had
t hought about her frequently over the past year and a half.

"You | ook rather haggard, Herr Stewart," the baroness said, in her
overrounded English accent. She offered hima seat beside her on a
| ong | eat her sofa.

Stewart sank into the cushions. Hi s eyelids felt heavy. "Too many
pl ane flights," he conplained. "It's the damed recycled air.
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I think the pilots nust get a kickback fromthe airline on every
cani ster of unused oxygen they save."

The baroness murmured sonet hing in agreemnent.

She | ooked better than he had remenbered her. She was wearing a
hand-tail ored charcoal -gray business suit. It was subdued but

flawl essly cut, draping her lithe figure perfectly and presenting a
striking foil for her magnificent blond hair, which she now wore

| ong.

He nustered the energy to throw out a few conpliments. The baroness
gave hima quick, inpatient smle. She asked about Anne and their
child but didn't appear much interested in Stewart's answer. She



wasn't one to waste tine on small talk, anyway. She noved directly to
the point: "Naturally I am curious to know why you have cone to see
ne."

Stewart reached down for his attache case, clicked open its brass
snaps, and pulled out a black plastic RCD. He held it up in front of
her. "You know what this is?"

Her eyes focused on the object, then back on him "I expect you're
going to tell me." She smiled.

Stewart placed the RCD on the low narble table in front of the sofa.
"It's Goth's Jupiter program”

The baroness seened slightly startled. "Were did you get it?"

"I had the foresight to acquire a copy before Goth's death."

He was oversinplifying considerably, but he had no intention of telling
her about Slater and the cataconbs.

The baroness picked up the cartridge and turned it over in her hand
several times, as if she were exam ning a small scul pture for flaws.

"Why have you not done anything with it?"
"I didn't think it worked. Now | know that it does."

The baroness | ooked nystified. "And you want ne to hel p you devel op
it?"

"Exactly."
"Why do you conme to ne? Wy don't you test it yourself?"

A wave of faintness forced Stewart to close his eyes for a few
seconds.

He bent his head down and pretended to study something on the fl oor
until the sensation had passed. "I need backing," he said.

"It can't be very expensive to set up a trial...

Stewart's mouth was dry. He licked his lips and tried to suppress the
humi liation he felt. "No. You don't understand. |'min financial
trouble. Biotech is facing bankruptcy." H's voice stunbled on the
word "bankruptcy.

The baroness settled back agai nst the sofa and crossed her arnms. A
visible thrill of satisfaction lit her face. "And you hope to save
yourself with this?" She nodded in the direction of the black plastic
cartridge on the table in front of them

"I"'mwlling to offer you a |l arge percentage. In return for enough
cash to get the banks off ny back."

"How nmuch cash is that?"

"Twenty-four mllion."



"You can't raise even that much?"
"I'f | could | wouldn't be here."

"I see." The baroness seened suddenly offended. She nmoved fromthe
sofa to her desk, as if to distance herself from Stewart's request.

"You expect ne to give you twenty-four million for only a share of the
program s profits?"

"Baroness, the twenty-four million is a loan. You'll be paid back in
full. 1'll even |leave the ternms to you."

"What equity are you offering nme?"
"Fifty percent of Jupiter."

The baroness shook her head. "That's not equity. That's-what's the
Ameri can expression?--a pig in a poke."

"Il put up the necessary shares of Biotech as collateral as well.

God knows |I'mnot trying to cheat you. The banks have gotten cold
feet. 1'll have to file a Chapter 11 and try to reorganize."

"How soon do you need this noney?"
"Inredi ately. Today."

The baroness swung her chair away fromthe desk and gazed thoughtfully
out the window. Stewart had laid out his position naked and
unador ned.

He knew hi s desperati on was showi ng, but he was too exhausted to try to
paint a less stark picture of his situation. She would likely see
t hrough any obfuscati ons anyway.

The baroness swivel ed her chair back to face the desk. She brushed
some imagi nary dust fromthe desk's polished surface. "I cannot do it,
Herr Stewart. And certainly not on such short notice."

Stewart |istened for even a trace of indecision in her tone, but he
heard none.

"Even if you have the real Jupiter, | have no faith init," she
continued. "Not anynore. It hasn't been tested. It may be
wor t hl ess.

As for your Biotech stock, that can't be worth rmuch, either, if your
financial situation is so bad."

Stewart held up a hand in protest. "The company's basically sound.

That's the irony of the situation. W overextended and we had sone bad
luck. Goth's death to begin with, of course. And then sone damagi ng

| awsuits, coupled with a major business recession. But these are al
surnmount abl e problems. Al we need is a little tinme. But the damed
banks are running scared. They're in bigger trouble than Biotech, and
they're | ooking for assets to shore up their own shaky finances."



"You' ve nmade sone bad busi ness deci sions,"” she countered.
"Don't bl ame the banks."

Stewart drew a breath to rebut her, then let it out in a long, tired
exhal ati on.

"Wl d you like sonething to drink?" she asked, suddenly solicitous.
"Yes. Black coffee."
The baroness called an assistant on the intercomand gave the order

They | ooked at each other. The baroness shrugged. "lI'mreally sorry,
Dal ton, but you're not making ne a realistic offer

I"msurprised that you even cane to ne for help."

He didn't reply. He still had his hole card, and he was thinking how
best to play it.

The coffee arrived. The baroness fussed inpatiently with the ruffles
of her bl ouse as he drank it. She had given her decision, and now she
wanted himto | eave

Stewart picked up the RCD and held it out in front of him

"Baroness, we once fought each other for this. Because we were both
smart enough to know how nuch it could be worth. Now here it is. And
I"'moffering to cut you in on it--not just because | need your help but
because there's enough profit here for both of us. It could nake us
the two richest individuals on the face of the planet."

"I"'msorry that | can't help you."

Stewart opened his attache case again. He put the cartridge back
i nside and pulled out a videotape. "Do you have a VCR?"

"Dalton, I'ma very busy wonman...."
"It"ll only take a few mnutes. [It'll be worth your tinme, |
promnm se."

The baroness opened a panel in the wall near a wet bar to reveal a
large TV and VCR. He handed her the tape. She inserted it in the
machi ne and wait ed.

"What is it, for heaven's sakes?" she denmanded.

"Watch. You'll see."

Alittle girl appeared, wearing a pink dress. She |ooked at the canera
and smil ed.

"Qur daughter, Cenny," Stewart explai ned.
The tape showed Genny progressing in age through a series of standard

hone vi deo scenes--breast feeding, playing with her dolls and stuffed
animal s, eating at her high chair, taking her first steps, running



around t he house, playing with her nother and father, playing with her
nanny.

"This was put together from several hours of videotapes done over the
course of Genny's first year," Stewart explained. "There she is down
at the guest cottage last sumrer. She was wal king at six nonths."

The next scene showed Genny tal king. Her nmother's voice offcanera was
asking her to introduce her stuffed aninmals. She held up each one in
turn and recited its nane.

The baroness crossed her arms inpatiently. "Wat is the point of
this?"

"This |l ast scene was taped a few nonths ago,"
her. "Genny's fourteen nonths old here."

Stewart said, ignoring

The cantorder zooned slowy in on Genny, standing in front of a grand
pi ano, rubbi ng her hands energetically along the bench seat. Suddenly
she turned to face the keyboard and began playing the nmel ody to "Wen
You Wsh Upon a Star." She played it once through, perfectly, then
stopped, turned, and smiled at the canera.

The tape ended. The baroness reached forward, stopped the VCR, ejected
t he vi deot ape, and handed it back to Stewart w thout a word. She

wal ked to her desk and then turned around to face him

Stewart followed her across the room "Do you need an expl anati on?"
She shook her head. "You do amaze nme, Dalton. Mein Gott . . ."
There was genuine adniration in her tone. "l can see its advantages
instantly. It let you be the first to know whether or not Jupiter
worked. Quite inspired, really."

Dalton returned the videotape to his attache case. H s exhausted body
felt a feeble but encouraging trickle of hope.

"But your wife was not afraid?"
"No. "

"She was quite brave."

"Not exactly. | didn't tell her."
"How was that possible?"

Stewart explained that Anne thought Goth was making a single repair to

one known genetic defect. "No one knew. It was between CGoth and
nmysel f."
"And your wife still doesn't know?"

"I think it's better not to tell her. At |east not yet."
"No one el se knows?"

"You're the first."



The baroness kept shaking her head in disbelief. "You have had the
girl tested?"

"I have her nedical records with me. She's conpletely healthy.

No problems at all. No abnormalities, nothing. She's a superior child
in every way."

The baroness pulled a stack of letters fromher In box, sat down, and
began signing them "Perhaps it's only a coincidence.

There are such things as child prodigies, you know. "
"You don't believe that."
The baroness shrugged.

"Fifty-fifty share," Stewart said. "Plus fifty mllion in stock, on
what ever terms you want. All you have to do is put up twenty-four
mllion cash, now. "

"Il think about it."

"l don't have tine."

The baroness tossed the stack of signed letters into her Qut box.
"Gve me two hours, then. 1'Il talk to ny | awyers."

"Of course.”

"I can't prom se anything."

"l understand."”

"It's three now Cone back at five-thirty. 1'll have an answer
then. ™
"Five-thirty,"
left.

Stewart repeated. He picked up his attache case and

The two and a hal f hours passed with excruciating slowness.

Stewart wal ked the streets of Miunich, ate a bratwurst and drank a gl ass
of beer in a cafe, then wal ked the streets sone nore.

He knew he was taking a trenendous risk. He was practically putting
his future in her hands. But he believed that he could control her

There was not a shred of evidence to suggest that she could be
mani pul ated by himor by anybody--quite the contrary--but his ego
woul dn't permit himto think otherw se.

When he returned to her office, the baroness was no | onger alone. A
narr ow headed man in his forties, with slicked-back hair, a high
collar, a toothbrush mustache, and a sour expression, was sitting

besi de the baroness's desk. Stewart was i medi ately encouraged. This
| ooked i ke her nmoney man.

The baroness introduced him H s nane was Ri chard Spengl er--a conpany



| awyer. Stewart shook his cold, danp hand and sat back down on the
sof a.

"I wish to make a counteroffer," the baroness said in a brisk voice.

"I"'mlistening."

"I will loan you the twenty-four mllion dollars on the foll ow ng
conditions," she began, dropping her gaze to a sheet of paper on the
desk in front of her. "One, an equal share with you of all profits
fromthe Jupiter program Two, a fifty-one-percent interest in Stewart
Bi otech. The twenty-four mllion dollars will be paid back either out
of your profits on Jupiter or directly fromgross, pretax earnings of
Stewart Biotech, whichever becones available first.

For my part, I'Il agree to undertake all initial expenses for
devel oping the program-finding a suitable test site, outfitting and
staffing a clinic, arranging for trials, and so on. Wen you' ve

recovered your financial position, we'll share all future costs
equally. There remain a lot of details to settle, of course, but those
are the principal points. |f you accept those, we can concl ude an
agreenent . "

Stewart's jaw tightened. "Fifty-one percent? You expect ne to give
you controlling interest in Stewart Biotech? For a
twenty-four-nillion-dollar loan?" He said this in a very loud voice.

The baroness exchanged gl ances with Herr Spengler. He pursed his Iips
primy and nodded.

"The only way | can protect a loan that large is to have control over
the conpany using it," she replied.

"Even the banks aren't that greedy.

The baroness fol ded her arns.

"The answer is no," Stewart said. "You'll have to accept nuch less. |
of fered the stock as security. As collateral. That's all. Until the
loan is paid back."

"That's not good enough. | want stock."

"I'f you want stock, you can't expect a cash repayment of the l|oan as
well. That's absurd.”

"That's my offer, Dalton."

He thought the baroness was just staking out a tough bargaining
position, but she wasn't. She meant her original offer to stand.

That was it. Period. Take it or leave it. Stewart argued heatedly
with her for half an hour, but she refused to budge.

He left her office, finally, telling her that he needed some tinme al one
to think. He felt sick, confused, and angry. The woman was
unbel i evabl e. She knew she was his |ast hope, short of bankruptcy, and
she intended to extract the maxi mumfromhimstrip himof everything
she possibly coul d.



He went outside and wal ked the streets again. It had begun to rain
hard. He pulled his coat collar up around his neck. He was shivering
violently, and his joints and his nuscles ached. Hi s knees felt so
weak and rubbery he feared that he mght fall down.

He retreated into a bar, ordered a drink, and downed anot her Hal ci on
She had cal cul ated her offer with a brutal precision, he thought.

No matter how much he hated it, it still cane out as the best
alternative. It boiled down to a choice of giving control to her or to
t he banks. And the banks wouldn't |lend himthe noney he needed to
devel op the Jupiter program And that was what mattered. |f he could
just get the baroness to back off from her demand of controlling

i nterest, he decided, he'd accept her offer

Then Jupiter woul d get devel oped, and it was Jupiter, after all, not
Stewart Biotech, that held the key to a vastly richer future

And he was pretty sure she'd accept less than controlling interest in
Bi otech. She was too smart--and too greedy--to hold out for the
i mpossi bl e.

And there was another reason. He had heard the nen in the

cat aconbs--the sane nen who had been watching Slater's apartnent--speak
German. It was close to certain they had been sent there by the
baroness. Despite her tough bargai ning stance, she still wanted
Jupiter as much as he did.

He call ed the baroness fromhis hotel. "Forty percent of all comon
stock," he said. "And two seats on the board. Take it or leave it."

"Fifty percent and four seats on the board. That's the best offer
can possibly ever give you, Dalton.”

"Sure. Forty-five percent and three seats. And that is the best
you're ever going to get fromne."

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. Stewart waited,
hol di ng hi s breath.

"Very well."

"Good. Draw up the papers. 1'Ill initial a draft tonight. Tonorrow
['"lI'l send Hank Aj em an over to hammer out the details. [1'Il need you
to transfer twenty-four million dollars to nmy bank in New York by noon
tomorrow. |'Il give you the account nunber tonight."

"I"mpleased,"” the baroness admtted, when they had settled their
deal .

Suddenly her voice was warm sensuous. "It'll be a great adventure, |
t hi nk."

Stewart didn't reply.
"Ch, there is one other condition," she added.

"What's that?"



"Your daughter, Genny. 1'd like to neet her very nmuch. |[If she's the
living proof that Jupiter really works, | nust see her nyself, don't
you agree?"

"OfF course," Stewart said. "Wy not?"

He hung up the phone and col |l apsed heavily onto the bed. He pulled the
conforter up over hinself and fell asleep, fully dressed.

A last hurried survey of the situation downstairs assured Anne that
everything was in order. Anelia, the cook, was working furiously on
the nmenu; the servers were properly dressed and instructed; the w nes
were chilled, the bar was set out, the hors d' oeuvres nade; the newy
decorated di ning roomwas spotlessly clean, the silver was polished,
the places set, the candles and the fl owers arranged.

Anne rushed upstairs to change. Quests would be arriving in fifteen
m nutes. Dalton was already pacing the downstairs halls inpatiently,
drink in hand.

Her husband had so nmany times in the past rem nded her that her
performance as a hostess reflected on himthat she was invariably in a
state of nervous apprehensi on whenever they were entertaining.

But toni ght she was nore anxious than normal. This dinner was no
ordinary affair. 1t was for Stewart's business partner, the Baroness
Gerta von Hauser. Every tinme Anne thought of the word "baroness" she
felt her throat constrict. God knew what the woman was accustoned to,
but it had to be pretty grand. She was not only a baroness, she was

t he head of a huge European busi ness congl omer at e.

Dal ton had gone out of his way to reassure her. The baroness, he said,
was really very likable and easygoing--not at all the demanding
autocrat sone had made her out to be. But beneath her husbands
assurances Anne detected his own nervousness. Theworman had recently
saved Stewart Biotech from bankruptcy with a big cash loan. Dalton
obviously wanted this dinner to make the best possible inpression on
her .

Lexy had hel ped Anne choose the wine and the nmenu. Anne had suggested
they should try some German di sh, in honor of the baroness, but Lexy
had vetoed the idea. "Germans are not gournets. They eat cabbage,

pot atoes, and a variety of vile sausages.

The nmenu has to be French."”

In consultation with Anelia they settled on quenelles of pheasant wth
norel sauce for the main course. It was a daunting choice, given the
| ong preparation time required, and the difficulty of finding both
fresh pheasant and fresh norel nushroons in the same season. But
Amelia was enthusiastic. For the wine, Lexy chose a great Rhone,
Beaucast el ' s Chat eauneuf du Pape 1989. For dessert they agreed on
somet hing Anelia had found in an old French dessert cookbook--a rich
conplicated wi nter holiday cake made wi th hazel nuts, Sw ss bittersweet
chocol ate, and Dutch cocoa, called Gateau Castel Vallerien aux

Noi sett es.

"I'f the baroness has any taste, Anelia will astonish her," Lexy said.

"If she doesn't, at |least the rest of us will all know we've had a



great dinner."

Lexy had al so hel ped Anne pick out a new eveni ng gown for the occasion
and Anne wi shed she'd hurry up and get here.

Anne slipped into the gown and fussed with it in front of her dressing
roommrror. It was black, with long sleeves. It was also cut very

| ow back and front, and decidedly clingy. She had never worn anything
so daring before. She would never have chosen it herself, but Lexy had
insisted. It was a matter of association, Lexy had explained. The
baroness naturally expected to be in gl anorous conpany.

Anne picked out a long string of pearls and wQund them tw ce around her
neck. She decided they called too nmuch attention to her bosom She
tried half a dozen ot her necklaces. MNone of them |l ooked right. \Where
the hell was Lexy anyway?

The guest list was small--only a dozen--but Dalton had nade sure it was
hi gh-cal i ber: none of your boring |ocal WASP gentry, jet-set riffraff,
or Wll Street types this tine around. Besides Lexy and a male friend,
Carlton Fisher, who was curator of antiquities for the Metropolitan
Museum of Art, there would be Henry Klein, secretary of state in the

| ast Republican adm nistration, and his wife, C audette, an inposing
social figure who sat on the boards of half a dozen cultural and

phi | ant hr opi ¢ organi zati ons; Charl es VanDame, the president of
International Airlines, and his new wife, the famus actress Sylvia
Sanders. And of course, Hank and Carol Ajem an. Since the Baroness
was coning al one, the table was bal anced by inviting an extra single
mal e- -t he Broadway producer and director Freddy Abbot.

Lexy finally breezed into the room a full glass of white wi ne gripped
precariously between thunb and forefinger. "Ww"

That gown!" she exclained. "Fantastic."

"I"'mscared to death. Wat am| going to say to these peopl e?

A secretary of state? A Gernman baroness?"

Lexy handed Anne her wineglass. "Have a taste. Settle your nerves."

Anne took two deep gul ps.

"Hey, take it easy. You don't want to pass out before the soup
course. "

Lexy picked out a small gold necklace fromthe jewelry case on the
dresser and put it around Anne's neck. "Black and gold.

You' |l look like a goddess. Now, two things: One, don't worry.

Two, don't try too hard to be amusing. Just be yourself. The nen
aren't going to hear a word you say, anyway. Just smile and ask a | ot
of intimate questions. Everybody |oves intimte questions.”

"I'" m depending on you to keep things lively."

"I't won't be necessary. Tonight's crowd is strictly A-list.

They're all super-articulate egomani acs. You'll have to shout to nake



yoursel f heard over the din. 1t'lIl be the best dinner party you ever
had." Lexy handed Anne a set of her gold earrings.

"Here, put these on. That's all you need.”
Anne stood in front of the mrror and adjusted the earrings. "l have
great news," she said. "Dalton finally said okay. [|'mgoing to have a

real job!"

"You're joking."

Anne squeezed Lexy's hand in glee. "Biotech has a small research
facility half an hour away fromhere. 1'll have ny own |lab and two
assistants! Isn't that great?"

Lexy |l aughed. "Sounds |like nepotismto ne."

"Some friend you are."

"I'"'m happy for you, of course. Wat'll you be doi ng?"

"Tell you nore later,’
check on Genny."

Anne prom sed. "Go ahead down. |'ve got to go
Her daughter was in the nursery, eating dinner with Ms. Callahan and
wat chi ng a vi deot ape.

"Mommy, you |l ook so pretty!”

Ms. Call ahan nurmnured her agreenent, although Anne thought she seened
atrifle shocked by the gown. Anne gave CGenny a qui ck hug. "The

baroness wants to nmeet you," she said.

"I'"ll come up and get you in about half an hour. Then you let Ms.
Cal I ahan put you right into bed, okay?"

"What's a baroness, Mmmy?"

"It's a special nanme given only to very special ladies. And | want you
to be very nice to her."

"Does she have any nane besi des baroness?"

"Yes, but you can call her baroness."

"Mss or Ms. Baroness?"

Anne and M's. Callahan | aughed. "Just baroness," Anne said.

Anne arrived on the ground floor just in tine to greet Carol and Hank
Ajemian. She gave each of thema hug and hurried theminto the
library, where Dalton was already engaged in a lively conversation wth

Carlton Fisher and Freddy Abbot.

Henry and C audette Klein arrived mnutes later, with Charles VanDame
and Syl via Sanders right behind them

Lexy's predictions were exactly right. The guests crowded into the
library and within mnutes all were talking at once. The nood was
rel axed and jovial, alnpst boisterous--as if they were all old friends



who hadn't seen each other in ages. Anne was showered with conplinents
and was soon beam ng

Dal ton canme over. "Everything okay?"
Anne squeezed his hand. "Yes. But where's the baroness?"
Dal ton gl anced at his watch. "Good question.™

"She hasn't called. "

"I't's begun to snow outside,” Dalton said. "Maybe that slowed them
down. "
Anot her hal f-hour passed . . . still no baroness. The cook was

getting anxi ous, and the guests were begi nning to expect dinner
Anne went upstairs and told Ms. Callahan to put Genny to bed.

Ten mnutes | ater the baroness arrived, chauffeur and bodyguard in
t ow.

Dalton did the introductions in the library.

Anne found the woman intimnidating. She |ooked both regal and gorgeous,
like a novie star. Her gown was subdued, but it conpl emented her
figure and conpl exi on perfectly. Her makeup was artfully invisible,
and every strand of her blond hair rested exactly in place. She acted
as if she dressed this way every evening of her life.

The baroness seened preoccupied. She greeted everyone in the nost
perfunctory manner and then stood al oof fromthe others, as if she
preferred not to talk with anyone.

The festive nobod evaporated. The guests began | ooki ng about awkwardly
and staring into their drinks. The baroness hardly seened the shy
type, Anne thought. What was her problenf?

Lexy came over. "Don't worry. A tenmporary lull. Alittle culture
shock. Things'll inmprove as soon as we get into dinner."
Dalton came by. "Remenber, the baroness wants to neet Genny."

"It's awfully late. 1Is it that inportant?"
"Absolutely."
"Al'l right. 1'll bring her down. But just for a few mnutes.

W' ve got to start dinner. Anelia is about to start scream ng and
t hrowi ng things."

Anne raced upstairs. Genny was in bed but still awake. "Wuld you
like to cone downstairs to neet everybody?"

The little girl jumped up, inmediately excited.
"Just for five mnutes. Then right back to bed."

"Ckay. Do | have to get dressed?"



"No. We'Ill put on your bathrobe.™
Genny clutched her stuffed animal. "Can | take Rabbit?"
"Ckay. "

Anne gui ded Genny around the room and introduced her. She was mldly
ast oni shed at how the child poured on the charm

Soneone asked her how old she was, and there was a w despread
expression of disbelief when they | earned she was just past two years
of age.

Anne introduced her to the baroness last. Genny did a little curtsy
and said "Good evening, Baroness," in a very formal tone.

Everyone | aughed.

The baroness sniled--the first tinme she had smled since her arrival.
She came up close to Genny and bent down to take her hand. Genny
backed away. Her cheerful ness vani shed, replaced by an expression of

wi | d-eyed fear.

The baroness stepped forward again, nurmuring some endearnent in
German. CGenny backed away again. Panic lit her eyes.

She pressed her lips together as if she were about to burst into
tears.

Anne put a hand on her shoul der and pushed her gently toward the
bar oness.

Genny exploded in a rage. She tw sted away from her nother and uttered
a high-pitched screamthat froze everyone in place.

Anne caught her, but Genny punched her hard on the arnms, tw sted free
again, and ran fromthe room wailing |oudly.

Anne was dunbstruck. The child had never done anything like this,
ever. She caught up with her on the stairs and foll owed her into her
bedr oom

Dal ton quickly escorted the guests into dinner

Anne picked Genny up in her arns and rocked her gently. She soon
cal ned down.

"What's the matter, darling?"

Genny buried her face in her nother's shoul der.
"Did sonething scare you?"

"Bar oness. "

"She scared you?"

"Yes."



"But why?"
"She's bad. | hate her."

Anne held her daughter in her arns for a few mnutes, then tucked her
back in bed. She fell asleep alnobst instantly.

Anne returned downstairs, wondering how she was going to explain
Genny' s enbarrassi ng behavior. She could hear the baroness's voice as
she approached the dining room The shock of the incident with Genny
seened to have jolted the wonan out of her unsocial nood. She was

| aughing at a story Dalton was telling her

Anne was relieved to see that everyone el se at the table was chatting
am ably. Lexy and Henry Klein were joking about some novie they had
seen recently. Caudette Klein and Charl es VanDanme were engaged in a
di scussi on about the new politics of Eastern Europe. Freddy Abbot and
Sylvia Sanders were telling each ot her show busi ness anecdot es.
Carlton Fisher and Carol Ajem an were tal king about primtive art.
Anne sat down next to Hank Ajem an

"I's Genny all right?" he asked.

"She's fine," she replied in a low voice. "But |I'mso enbarrassed.
She never behaves like that."

"What set her off? Do you know?"

Anne hesitated, then spoke in a whisper only A em an could hear. "She
doesn't |ike the baroness."

Ajenmian stole a glance across the table and curled up his lip in a sly
smle. "She has good judgment," he whispered back. "Neither do I."

The quenel |l es of pheasant were perfectly prepared and el egantly
served.

Anne and Hank Ajem an tal ked about Goth and Coronado.
"My own gut instinct," Ajem an said, "is that Jupiter's a fraud.

| could be wong. But that's ny feeling. They're going to set up a
test program So we'll find out who's right."

"Way woul d Goth have tried to perpetrate a fraud?"

Ajem an cut into his pheasant with his fork. "I don't know  But
Dalton and | spent hours hunting through the hospital, through Goth's
apartment, and through that old medical school up on the hill, |ooking

for records. W couldn't find anything."
"Coul dn't everything have been destroyed in the fire?"
"Maybe. But there ought to have been at |east some traces of his work

around sonmewhere. All we found were a couple of boxes of old bones,
some fetuses pickled in jars, and sone old scientific journals. But no



research. No conputer printouts, nothing."

After dessert the party noved into the library for coffee. Anne
i medi ately went over to the baroness. The wonan sniled and
conplimented Anne on the dinner. As she spoke, her eyes apprai sed Anne

with a keen, feral hardness. "You |look quite lovely, Frau Stewart."
Anne bl ushed. "Thank you. Please call nme Anne."
Her eyes explored the exposed swell of Anne's bosom "Your husband

never told nme how beautiful you were."

Anne didn't know how to reply. The tone in the woman's voi ce had an
i nsinuating, alnost flirtatious quality to it. |If she had been a man,
Anne woul d have assumed she was maki ng a pass.

"I"mvery sorry about our daughter,"” Anne said. "I don't know what got
into her. She's usually so well-behaved. "

"It's quite all right," the baroness purred. "Perhaps | shall have
anot her opportunity. Your husband has told ne so nuch about her, you
know. Naturally |I wanted to see this extraordinary child for

nmysel f."

"Fathers like to brag,"
that Genny is quite precocious...

Anne replied, forcing a snmle. "But it's true

"I amso relieved to hear that."
The remark confused Anne. "You are?"

"OfF course. And you should be congratulated. Such a very brave
wonan. "

"Brave?"
The baroness | aughed. "Don't be so nodest, Frau Stewart. To be
willing to volunteer for such a procedure demanded great courage. You

nmust have had to overcome many fears. Many things could have gone
wrong, ja?"

"The procedure is actually pretty commonpl ace these days," Anne
replied, still puzzled.

The baroness ignored her reply. "Wen | think of you and your daughter
| think of Mary and the Virgin Birth," she said, arching an eyebrow.

"And born exactly at the beginning of the third mllennium

Extraordinary. Al nost |like the Second Coning. Really quite
extraordinary.

Anne wrinkled her browin complete bafflenment. "I'msorry-I don't
think I know what you're tal king about."

The baroness took a sip fromher demitasse and placed it on a side
table. "M dear," she said. Her tone was patronizing. "I'mtalKking
about CGoth's procedure, of course. The Jupiter program

| know you've kept it a big secret but of course your husband had to



tell me about it to get nmy financial backing. It was a very clever
idea. Inspired."

Anne felt her pulse racing, but she still didn't quite get it.
"What was?"
The baroness waved a hand inmpatiently. "Using you as the program s

gui nea pig, of course.”

Anne blinked. She tried to say sonmething but couldn't. She suddenly
felt faint. She nanaged a barely audi ble "Excuse ne," then turned and
started out of the library. Everything becane a blur --the faces of

t he guests, the sounds, the roons, the furniture.

She found hersel f running upstairs.

Genny' s door was open, and a night light burning. Anne pressed herself
agai nst the side of the crib and | ooked down at her sl eeping

daught er.

She felt a wave of terror, then rage. After a few mnutes the narcotic
of psychol ogi cal shock took hold and submerged her thoughts and
enotions in a kind of twlight numbness.

She pulled Genny fromthe crib and cradl ed her in her arns.

"My God, ny God, what have they done to you?"

The little girl woke and stirred unconfortably for a few nonents, then
drifted back to sleep in her nother's arns.

Lexy appeared in the bedroom doorway. "I saw you dash out," she
sai d.

"Are you all right?"

Anne squeezed Genny against her. "No. W're |eaving."
"Say that again?"

"CGenny and | are |eaving."

Lexy threw up her arnms in confusion. "Wen?"

" Now. "

"Why? VWhat's the nmatter? Wiere are you goi ng?"

"I can't explain. Can we stay with you?"

"Wth me? |In the city? Sure, | guess so, but--" "I want to | eave
right now Get your car."

"Jesus, Annie, hold on a minute--" "Now. Get your car. W're |eaving
right now R ght now"

6

It was two days before Anne could bring herself to speak to her



husband, even over the tel ephone.

Dal ton Stewart begged, pl eaded, cajoled, threatened. He pointed out
again and again that she was being unfair. H's ganble with her
pregnancy had paid off, after all--paid off magnificently.

Genny was a beautiful, superior child. "Goth was a genius," he
ar gued.

"He was going to do some genetic repairs anyway, to fix the fragile X
syndrone. It was perfectly logical of himto ask if | mght not want
to try the whol e package. There was hardly any risk. He swore the
program woul d work. You might have miscarried, that's all."

"He asked you?"

Dalton hesitated a noment. "Look, Anne. It seermed like a hell of a
good idea to me. It was a good idea. And there was never any rea
threat to the baby."

"Are you trying to convince nme of that, or yourself?"
"It's the truth!"

Anne once woul d have been eager to believe Dalton. She had dreaded
argunents and confrontati ons ever since she was a little girl. She
associ ated themw th | oss and abandonnment. A strong di sagreenent with
anybody al ways seened to put the world in abrupt danger of falling
apart. To protect herself, Anne had al ways believed the best in
peopl e. She would rather have somet hing be her fault than have to
confront soneone el se.

But Dalton Stewart had deceived her about the one thing in her life
that he rmust have known mattered nore to her than anything el se--their
child. He had nanipul ated her because he assumed he coul d get away
with it. She despised himsuddenly. In his arrogant insensitivity he
had shown her just how uni nportant she was in his schene of things.

"Don't blowit all out of proportion," Dalton continued. "Sure, |
admt | should have asked you. |'mvery sorry nowthat | didn't.

But | was afraid you m ght say no, because you woul dn't have under st ood
the facts of the situation. GCenetics is a conplicated science. | told
nmysel f how happy you'd be when you gave birth to that perfect child.

And | thought that it was far better if you believed the reason for the
child' s superiority was conpletely natural--that it all cane from you
and ne.... That way, you would always be so proud...."

The receiver, wet fromthe perspiration of her hand, kept slipping.
She clutched it tightly in her fist. "Save your breath, Dalton

I'"ve already called a | awer and asked himto arrange a | ega
separation.”

"Anne. For godsakes listen to ne. Please. Look at howit's all
turned out. W' ve got the greatest little girl in the world. Wy
shoul d you be upset by that? Wy do this to me? And why do this to
Genny? It's all working out. Wy do you want to ruin everything?"



Anne was unnoved. Her husband didn't know that it had worked out at
all. He didn't know what tinme bonbs nmight |lie dormant in Genny's
genes. No one did.

"Please, Anne. | love you. | love Genny." Dalton's voice cracked.

"I need you, Anne. That's something |I'd never have admitted to anyone
two years ago. But it's true. You' ve changed ne. Genny's changed
ne.

For the first time inny life I felt happy."

"You only care about yourself, Dalton."

"Prom se ne you'll think about--" Anne hung up, cutting Dalton off in
m d- sent ence.

She sat by the phone for several minutes, trying to regain her
conposure. She felt tremendous sadness. But she didn't feel any
uncertainty- He had betrayed her in the nost profound way. It was over
with Dalton forever.

Later, Hank Ajem an called. "God, |I'mso sorry about what happened.
Carol and | are both upset as hell...."
Anne t hanked hi m

"l didn't know about it, Anne. | swear | didn't. Dalton didn't tel
anyone. "

"He told the baroness."

"He needed to sell the programto her. Stewart Biotech was facing
bankruptcy. Bankruptcy woul d have been better, to tell you the
truth.”

n W]y?ll

"The baroness will end up owning everything. | know how she
oper at es.

She'll strip Dalton clean."
Anne asked Aj enian about the Jupiter program He described the
original neetings, and all he could renmenber about what Goth had said

t he program woul d do.

"CGoth's dead," Anne said. "How can they even pretend to have any idea
of what they're doing? It's dangerous to pursue it. And imoral."

"Maybe you're right."
"Can you do anything to stop it?"
"No chance of that, Anne. Dalton's betting the ranch on this one."

The foll owi ng afternoon Anne got up her courage and took Genny to see
pedi atrician Paul Elder. They wal ked through Central Park from Lexy's



apartment to his office and sat in the waiting roomfor two and a hal f
hours. At seven-thirty his last patient finally left and the doctor
appear ed, apologizing for the long wait.

"I"'m Anne Stewart. This is ny daughter, GCenevieve."

El der | ooked perplexed. "You look famliar, but this little |ady
doesn't. The doctor bent down and held out his hand toward Anne's
daughter. "Hello, Genevieve. How are you?"

Genny held out her tiny hand for the doctor to shake. "Very well
t hank you," she piped cheerfully. "You can call ne Genny."

"Ckay, Genny. You're very grown up, aren't you? How old are you?"
"I was two on New Year's Day."
El der straightened up, genuinely surprised. "Is that all?"

"I was born with the century," Genny declared, with a proud grin.

"That's what Momy says."

"Well, you certainly don't |ook Iike you need a doctor. Are you
si ck?"
Genny shook her head. "I feel very well, thank you."

The doctor |ooked up at Genny's nother questioningly.

"I came to see you a little over two and a half years ago," Anne said,

suddenly acutely enbarrassed. "Wen | was pregnant. | suppose you
don't remenber. | wanted you to be Genny's doctor...."

n O,]?Il

"You didn't . . ." Anne swallowed her words. She clenched her fists

and took a deep breath. This time, she wasn't going to back down.
"You woul dn't take us on," she declared in a tight voice.

"You told ne you didn't have tine for me then, or words to that
effect.

| woul dn't have cone back, but sonething's happened. |'mvery sorry to
burst in on you like this, but | wanted to nmake sure that you woul d see
us. Right now, if possible. It's inportant. | really won't take no
for an answer this tinme. Not at |east until you' ve heard what | have
to say. |--" Dr. Elder rested a hand gently on Anne's shoul der

"Rel ax, " he said.

"Of course I'll look at her."

"There's a lot | have to explain first,"” Anne added, feeling
dangerously near tears.

The doctor nodded. He reached for Genny's hand. "W have |lots of toys
over here in the corner, you know Wuld you like to play with them
while | talk to your monmy?"



Genny shook her head. "I really don't |ike your toys very much," she
admi tted.

"You don't?"

"But | like your doctor things. Can | play with some of your doctor
things ? " Elder grinned. "You nean stethoscopes--things |ike

t hat ?"

Genny laughed. "I |ove stethoscopes! They're ny favoritel™

Dr. Elder found Genny a stethoscope, a tongue depressor, a knee
mal | et, and a few other nedical odds and ends and set her up with them
at his nurse's desk. The nurse had gone home two hours ago.

Anne sat in a chair next to the doctor's cluttered desk and spilled out
her story in a torrent of words, describing the ZIFT fertilization
procedure, the traumatic circunstances of Genny's birth on New Year's
Eve, the explosions, the fire, Goth's death, and finally her discovery,
just three nights ago, that Goth had done nore to Genny than sinply
correct the gene carrying the fragile X syndrone.

"He used ne as a guinea pig to test some kind of new genetic formula,"
Anne said, tw sting her handbag strap nervously between her fingers.

"It was sonething that he had been working on that my husband was goi ng
to hel p hi mdevel op."

"But why conme to me?"
"Because | remenber you said you knew about Goth's work."

"I knew sonet hing about him" he admitted. "After medical school
studied genetics. | originally intended to specialize init."

"Why' d you change your mi nd?"

"The genetics field was getting too commercial for my taste, for one
thing. Private conpanies were buying up talent and sl apping patents on
everything. The researchers were losing control to the marketing
directors. GCenetics today is driven nore by the desire for a quick
buck, I'msorry to say, than by science. | guess that accounts for ny
earlier hostility to you. | apologize. But | don't entirely approve
of companies like Stewart Biotech, which | understand your husband
owns. "

"And you no doubt think |I've gotten just what | deserved

But the truth is | had no idea at the tinme what Goth was going to do.

| wasn't told anything. | knowit was stupid of ne, not to have been
nor e suspi ci ous, but " She paused, struggling to keep her
enotions in check. "My God, |I'mjust so worried about what mi ght

happen to Genny--what she might turn out to be...."
"Any cause for worry so far?"

"No. She seens healthy and normal, thank God. Exceptionally
precoci ous, however, if you'll excuse a nother's bragging."



"Has she been sick much?"

"Not even once. She's yet to have a cold, a sore throat, an ear
infection. Anything. And she's been tested for everything
i magi nabl e.

That was ny husband's idea. Now | know why. | brought al ong her
nmedi cal records.”

Anne pulled a thick folder fromher bag and handed it to El der

He thunbed through it carefully. He |ooked exactly as unkenpt as Anne
had remenbered him-frayed collar, winkled trousers, unruly hair. She
found his total |ack of physical vanity enornously appealing. It
presuned an unselfish spirit--and a mnd focused on nore inportant
natters.

"It's inpressive," he adnmitted, closing the folder and returning it to
her. "No cause for alarmhere. And naybe there's no cause for alarm
period. "

"l want to believe that, but | don't dare," Anne said.

"Well, it's possible that Goth's genetic tinkering--assum ng he did do
some--sinmply didn't acconplish anything. She appears to be unusually
bright, but I'd guess she's within the normal range, as such things

go.

I've met sone extraordinarily precocious children. So her high
intelligence may be no nore than one of nature's random | ucky
conbi nati on of genes, without any credit to Goth at all."

"But she's barely past two. I'mterrified what m ght show up next week
or next month. O next year."

El der nodded synpathetically. "I understand. But a trenmendous anount
of devel opnent has already taken place. |f there were any gross
physical or mental abnormalities, it's likely they'd have manifested

t hensel ves by now. "

They both turned to the doorway. Genny was standing there, holding her
stuffed rabbit in her arnms and listening to their conversation. Elder
held out a hand. "Cone on in, CGenny, and let nme take a | ook at you, if
that's okay with you."

Genny clinbed up on the examination table and El der gave her a cursory
physi cal exam nati on.

"WIl you check Rabbit, too?" she asked, holding up the stuffed ani mal
h "Sure. Has he been sick, do you think?"

"No, but he fell on his head."
"He did? How did that happen?"

5 Genny pursed her lips thoughtfully. "Well, | guess | dropped him |
didn't nean to, though."

," "Let's take a |l ook at the young fellow "



Genny handed the doctor her stuffed rabbit. El der made an energetic
pretense of examining it, much to Genny's delight.

Anne wat ched his performance with interest. The doctor won Genny's
trust al nost i mediately.

They were having a very deep conversation about Rabbit. "No concussion
fromthat fall," Elder declared, in a perfectly serious tone. "But
that doesn't surprise ne. Unlike you and nme, he's got a lot of fur

and that helps protect him You can drop himall you like and it won't
bother himat all."

"You're nice," Genny observed. "Especially for a doctor."

"Thank you. You're pretty nice, too. But do you really think doctors
aren't nice?"

Genny knitted her brow. "Sone of themaren't. Sone of them have a bad
color, too."

"Bad col or?"

Genny sighed. "Well, a funny color, anyway. | don't know if it's
really bad. You have a nice color."

"l do? Wat color do | have?"

Genny giggled. Her eyes strayed to the vicinity of Elder's hair and
ears. "Don't you even know?"

"Cee, no, | don't."
Genny laughed with delight. "Well, I think it's . . . kinda blue."
"Blue? | see."

"It's alittle game she plays," Anne explained. "Don't ask nme where
she got the idea, but she's quite convinced that everybody has a
color."”

Genny protested angrily. "They do have colors, Monmy! |'m not making
it up. Honest!"

"I"'mjust trying to explain to Dr. Elder."

Paul Elder stood silently for a nmonment, contenplating the little
girl.

He | ooked to Anne. "Can | ask her a bit nore about these col ors?"
"I don't mind," Genny interjected. "You can ask me anything you
want . "

Anne | aughed. "There's your answer."

"Ckay. How about your nomy? \hat color is she?"

Genny | ooked over at her nother with a sassy grin. "Well, she was
kinda Iight blue. But now she's kinda orange, too."



"Where do you see these colors on her?"

Genny drew her hand around her head. "All around here. Can't you see
them too?"
"Nope. | don't see any colors around her head at all."

Anne felt the doctor's eyes on her. He was rather a shy nan, she
t hought, and that made the warnth of his gaze all the nore

noti ceabl e.

She became suddenly aware of her own heartbeat.

Genny was thoughtful. "Well, | thought doctors probably could," she
announced.

"How about Rabbit? What color is he?"

Genny shook her head enphatically. "Stuffed animals don't have col ors,
silly."”

" No?"
"Only people. And real animals.”

"\What about you? What's your color?"

Genny chewed on her lower lip, nmulling over the question. "I don't
have one, either. Well, | think | do, but | think I can't see it
because | have to look in the mrror, and the colors don't show up in a
mrror, you know. But | bet if | could see nyself for real, |I could
see ny color, too. M nanny says |I'mwhite, because |I'mtoo young to
have any color, but I don't think she really sees anything. | think
she just nmakes it up. | think I'"'mthe only one who sees them for

real .

Her color is orange--and yellow, sonetines."
"How about your dad?"
Genny drew in a big breath. "H s colors are dark, and sonetines

can't tell what they are. Sonetimes he's kinda greenish blue, but then
he gets red sonetines, too. Real red--just like the fireplace, when

the logs are all burned up and there's only sone ... | forget what you
call them..."
" Enmber s?"

"Enbers. Daddy |ooks like enbers, sonmetimes. Especially when he's
mad. O when he's in a hurry. Mmy says he's always in

' a hurry.
-g Paul Elder sneaked a | ook at Anne and sniled. "Don't enbarrass your
nonmy.

"I"'mused to it. But | must say she doesn't usually ranble on |ike
this with strangers.



"Dr. Elder's not a stranger, Mmmy," Genny insisted.

El der hel ped Genny down fromthe exam nation table. He handed her his
ot oscope and she | ooked into her rabbit's ears with it.

"Auras," Elder nurnured, wal king back to his desk. "I believe your
daught er Genny can see auras."

He saw the expression of alarmon Anne's face and qui ckly reassured
her. "She's not ill. [It's not that. But it is unusual."

"What is it? Wat does it nean?"

"She can see an aura of color around people's heads. |t sounds
farfetched, | know, but apparently sone individuals have this
ability.

It's rare, but it does exist. M grandnother had it. People nade fun
of her, so she didn't talk about it in public. But there was no
guestion that she saw some kind of col ored margin around nost ani mate
objects. 1've since read up on the subject a bit. No one's yet cone
up with an accepted scientific explanation, but it's probable that
Genny sees some kind of emitted heat energy that's visible in a portion
of the el ectromagnetic spectrumthat nost of us are not sensitive
enough to perceive. 1In any case, it's a genuine ability, and it's
perfectly harm ess.” He grinned. "I wish | could see auras. It mght
help ne in ny diagnoses."

Anne's earlier anxiety cane flooding back. "You think she's
psychi c?"

"Some psychics do have this ability. But ny grandnother wasn't
psychi c.

So, | don't know the answer." El der squeezed his lower lip
t houghtfully between thunb and forefinger

"What surprises me nost is that your daughter has this sensitivity at
such a young age. That would seemvery rare. Fascinating."

Anne asked the obvious question: "lIs it Goth's doing?"

El der didn't deny the possibility. He asked Anne for Genny's fol der
and | eafed through it again. "This MR she was given-when was it?"

"A year ago. Just before her first birthday."

"I"'mno expert at reading these things, but--would you object if I
arranged to give her another one? They're expensive, of course, and

she's not ill, but if you really want nme to pursue this matter
"Ch yes, | do. Please. Anything you want to do. 1'd be so
grateful.

The cost won't matter."

"Ckay. |1'll schedule her for one. Also, | don't see any tests of her
general sensory acuteness here. W might just test her eyes and



ears--see what they show. "

"\What ever you think."

The doctor | ooked over in Genny's direction. The little girl was busy
trying to wap Rabbit's head in an elastic bandage. "You mind if we do
sonme tests on you, Genny?"

Genny shook her head solemly. "I don't mind."

El der | ooked back at Anne, bending forward in her chair.

"Look, this may all be quite fruitless, you realize. | understand your
worry. But fromthe | ook of things, you ve got a perfectly normnal
child. A superior child, but a normal one."

"That's what my husband said. That's what this programof Goth's is
all about. Creating superior children. They plan to start testing it
i n Europe.”

"They?"

Anne expl ai ned the business partnership that her husband and the
Bar oness von Hauser had entered into to devel op Jupiter

Dr. Elder reacted sharply. "I thought the programdied with Harold
Got h?"

"No. Dalton managed to keep a copy of it."

"What does your husband say? It seens he should be a considerable help
here.”

"I've left him"

"Because of this?"

"Yes."

"I see. Do you know if he has any data from Goth's work?

Got h must have done experinments.

"I don't know. "

; "What about the programitself? Can we look at it? It's likely to
be the only way we'll be able to determ ne what Goth actually - did to

Genny. Short of just watching her grow up."

"It's |l ocked up sonewhere. | doubt ny husband would allow me to show
it to you. He considers it a priceless conpany secret."

"That's too bad."
"Il try to get it for you."

- Elder | ooked down at Genny specul atively. "Okay. In the neantine,
let's do those tests."

"What do you think?" Dalton Stewart asked.



Hank Ajem an tightened his collar around his neck and | ooked out at the
snow covered nountain ridges that fell away to the north and east.

"N ce view "

Dalton Stewart |aughed. "That all?"

Ajemian pulled a tissue fromhis pocket and sneezed into it.
"The only thing around here I'd call nice."

The two men were standing on the terrace of a fifty-room mansion, built
originally as a vacation retreat for the Romani an Comuni st despot

Ni col ae Ceausescu and his wife, Elena. The mansion, with its
surroundi ng three hundred acres of field and forest on the western

sl opes of the Transylvanian Al ps south of the city of Sibiu, now

bel onged to the Baroness von Hauser, and it was bustling with

activity.

A staff of twenty-five geneticists, doctors, nurses, technicians, and
adm ni strators had noved into the echoi ng stone-and-gl ass pal ace and
converted it into a |laboratory and clinic where this final version of
Dr. Harold Goth's Jupiter programwas at last to get its initial

trials. The first half-dozen of twenty carefully screened | ocal wonen
vol unteers had arrived the day before. Their genomes had been obtai ned
and anal yzed, their eggs fertilized with their husbands' spermin
vitro, and the zygotes altered genetically according to Jupiter's

bl ueprint. Now they were ready for the ZI FT procedure--the delivery of
the altered eggs into their fallopian tubes.
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"The m ddl e of nowhere," Ajem an conpl ai ned, surveying the surroundi ng
vistas of forest and nountain.

"It's perfect," Stewart replied. "Wen we start bringing in paying
customers, they'll want a ot of privacy. And the Romani ans won't give
us any trouble.

"Sure. The baroness bought off the whol e Romani an government. 1In the
long run, bribery's not a good policy. Wen they inevitably throw

t hese bums out, she'll have to bribe a whol e new bunch, or get thrown
out herself.

"You're too cynical, Hank. If the pilot programis a success here, we

can al ways nove the operation to another country."

"Sure. And bribe everybody all over again? How many countries wll
allowit? Not many."

"W only need one."
"There's sonmething el se that's been bothering nme," A en an said,
swi ping at his nose. "Now that the baroness has a copy of Jupiter in

her possession, what's to prevent her cutting us out altogether?"

Stewart cast Ajem an a sharp, disapproving | ook. "A legally binding
contract, for one thing."



"The baroness has a history of getting around |egally binding
contracts."

Stewart shrugged. "W've gotten around a few ourselves, Hank, if the
truth be told."

"They were her goons, New Year's Eve in Coronado," A eni an said.
"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"She was after Jupiter. She sent themto break into Goth's |lab and
steal the program"”

"I"ve thought of that. But we have no proof. It could have been
Yamanot o, Fairchild, Prince Bandar. Even President Despres.

Even sonmebody we don't know "

Aj emi an shook his head. "It was the baroness.”
"Even if it was, so what?"

"You can't trust her."

"We don't have to trust her," Stewart said. "There's always sone risk
in any cooperative venture. And in this situation we didn't have any
ot her choice."

"We coul d have decl ared bankruptcy."

"That's not a choice. Anyway, the baroness won't try to cut us out.

At |east not at this stage."

"Why not ?"

"She needs ny daughter. Until other children are born under Jupiter
and reach the age of three or so, Genny's the only living proof that
Jupiter works. The baroness is well aware of that. W have nothing to
worry about for several years."

Aj emi an sighed. He was exceedingly depressed by the re-entry of the
baroness into Dalton Stewart's life. She had saved Bi otech from
bankruptcy, but the price had been steep. Ajem an was convinced t hat
she woul d not only steal Jupiter fromthem but end up taking Stewart

Bi otech as well.

She seened to have sonme kind of hold over Dalton that nystified him

And it wasn't just financial. Ws she blackmailing hinf

He didn't think so. Nobody knew nmore of Dalton Stewart's dark secrets

than Ajemian. He was practically the curator of the collection. |If
t he baroness had tried blackmail, Stewart would certainly have told
hi m

That |eft sex.

Aj emi an couldn't understand the baroness's appeal. Adnittedly, she was
attractive, in a severe Teutonic way; but once the real personality



behi nd the facade began to emerge, Ajem an thought, any nman in his
right mind would run for his life.

But Dalton wasn't exactly in his right mnd these days. Ajem an had
never seen himin nore fragile shape emptionally. Anne's |eaving had
devastated him He had retreated deep back into his self-protective
shell. Even A em an could no |onger figure out what he was thinking
about. And Dalton's behavior was beconing increasingly reckless and
sel f-destructive

It was a shame. Dalton had been doing so well. H s daughter had
opened up his eyes to a whole new way of |ooking at the world.

Suddenl y he understood what | ove was all about. Hi s behavior had
i nproved dramatically. A man who had been enotionally self-centered
all his life now knew what it nmeant to care about somneone.

Then the baroness, with one well-placed bonbshell at that Long Island
di nner party, had destroyed it all

It was a dammed shane, Aj em an thought. For the first tine in his
life, Dalton Stewart allows hinmself to feel sonething enotionally--and
it blows up in his face.

O course it was Dalton's own fault. He had been unthi nkably

i nsensitive, not telling Anne what Goth was up to with Genny. |If he
had just explained it to her up front, she probably woul d have gone
along with it. Anne was always eager to be agreeable. But it was too
| ate. The danage appeared to be permanent. Despite his pleas, Anne
was unwilling to forgive him The narriage was over, and the chief
beneficiary of the breakup so far appeared to be the baroness.

Stewart was looking at him "lI'mgoing to stay on here for a while,"
he said. "l'mgoing back to Munich with the baroness tonorrow. She's
giving ne office space, and she's found nme an apartment. | want to

stay on top of Jupiter. W can't afford to fuck this up a second
tinme."

"What about New Yor k?"

"You're going to have to run things there for me for a while.
That okay?"

"Sure. But Biotech's got a lot of problens."

"Bet ween faxes and the phone, you can keep me up to speed.”
"How | ong you plan to stay?"

"Probably until we get the first test group results.”

Ajem an's jaw dropped. "N ne nonths?"

Stewart | ooked at himsteadily. "I1'll be back and forth."

The baroness appeared on the terrace, in the conpany of her creepy
per sonal assistant, Karla.

Where in hell did she find these people? A em an wondered.



Everybody that worked for her was a little strange. A process of
sel f-sel ection, A em an supposed. She liked to surround herself with
weak, dependent types whose unquestioning loyalty she could conmand.

And that weird couple, Katrina and Al dous.

What was the story there? He had thought at first that they were her
personal servants. Now he was begi nning to suspect that they m ght be
her |overs--both of them

The baroness took Stewart by the armand led himinside to neet Dr.
Laura Garhardt, the head of the resident nedical and technical staff.

She ignored Ajemi an conpletely, but Karla nmanaged to throw hima nasty
over-the-shoul der glance as she foll owed the baroness and Stewart
i nsi de.

The staffing for this new project was a case study of the baroness in
action. Every single one of the twenty-five new enpl oyees were from

t he baroness's conpanies in Europe. Not one was from Biotech. At
Ajemian's insistence, Stewart had offered his own slate of candi dates,
ut the baroness had found reasons to object to all of them Stewart
hadn't put up much of an argunent; he didn't seemto think it mattered
much, at this stage. The whol e program was an experinent, he had told
Aj emi an, and nost Biotech enpl oyees were understandably |eery of
it--especially since the work they woul d be doing was patently illega
in nmost countries.

So Stewart was perfectly content to let the baroness staff the place
entirely with her own people, even though it nmeant that his influence
on the project would be reduced to near zero at the very outset. By
the tine the place was ready to open for real customers, Dalton Stewart
woul d be watching fromthe sidelines. And with the baroness's people
keepi ng the books as well, it was a given that she would cheat the
living hell out of him

Ajem an had to do sonething. He had been racking his brain for
nont hs.

The wonman's public i mage was so form dable she could get away with
anything. She had frequently broken the |law in her business

deal i ngs- - soneti mes outrageously--and yet she had never suffered nore
than an occasional slap on the wist. Her conpanies were known to be
flagrant polluters, yet not a single Hauser enterprise in Europe had
even been fined in the last five years.

Anyone who had the nerve to go agai nst her always seenmed to get

crushed. Her political power in Germany was so great no one dared
touch her. Even the rnuckraking left-wing press, a very active force in
t he new Germany, shied away from her

Aj emi an had been using the Biotech research departnment to dig up al

the dirt on her it could find; but now that she was part of the

owner ship, he had had to stop. As it was, he lived in dread that she
m ght get wi nd of how much he had al ready done. He had renoved all the
files on her fromthe departnent and taken them honme. He had erased
all traces of the investigation fromthe conputer banks and the backup
storage systemas well. And he had taken the additional precaution of
war ni ng those who had been involved in the research that they would be



fired imediately if they ever so much as mentioned it to anyone.
Still, he worried.

And what had he uncovered? The nost damagi ng stuff had to do with the
right-wing political fringe in Germany. Aj emi an had di scovered that
she was secretly bankrolling the neo-Nazi New Germany party, the ND

Aj emi an believed the baroness was al so pouring nmoney into sinilar
noverments in Eastern Europe, where crinme, economc hard tinmes, and
political confusion made the right-w ng nessage especially appeal i ng.

If Jupiter proved to be a success, then a | ot nore noney was going to
be siphoned off into these causes in the future.

Aj emi an took one last ook at the view The Transylvanian Al ps. The
| ocation was quite appropriate, he thought: the estate of a dead
Romani an despot, located in Dracula's own backyard.

What did the baroness really want from Dalton? he wonder ed.
It was hard to believe she was in love with him

It nust be Genny, A em an thought. She was the key. Stewart had said
as much hinsel f: Genny proved the project worked.

But Anne was clearly determned to get full custody of Genny.

And meanwhi |l e, she was doi ng her best to keep Genny away from Dalton as
much as possible. And keeping her away from Dalton nmeant keepi ng her
away from the baroness.

Ajemian felt a sudden chill at the back of his neck. How far m ght the
bar oness go, he wondered, to nake sure that she had access to Genny?

Lexy hel ped Anne sol ve her imredi ate practical needs. She let her and
Genny stay in her large Manhattan apartnent as |ong as Anne wanted, and
| oaned her the noney she needed until the separation papers were
finalized.

After a few weeks of adjustnent, Anne began to enjoy her new

emanci pation. By March she had found her own apartment--a five-room
floor-through in an old brownstone on West Eleventh Street in G eenw ch
Village. Genny's nanny, Ms. Callahan, noved in with them It was
cranped for three people, but Anne loved it.

Lexy began imredi ately bringing men around to neet Anne.

They invariably asked her out, and the results were invariably

di sappoi nting, or worse. Anne just wasn't interested in any of them
and she quickly grewtired of fighting themoff at the end of the

eveni ng.

Her | ast date--a charm ng, boyishly handsone, and very rich Italian
pl ayboy--was the [ ast straw

Al'l evening he was the perfect gentleman--a little shallow, but stil
fun to be with. They had a good time. Anne felt receptive.

At her front door, he asked to see her again, and she said yes.



Then he asked if he could cone up to use the bathroom Anne showed him
t he bat hroom -off her bedroom at the back of the apartnent. Wen
fifteen mnutes had passed and he hadn't come out, Anne went back to
check on him But he wasn't in the bath
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1 room He was lying on her bed with all his clothes off, sporting a
big grin and an even bi gger erection

Anne wasn't anused. She scooped his three-thousand-dollar suit and the
rest of his clothes up off the chair, tossed them out of the apartnent,
and dialed 911. He was out of the building, half-dressed, seconds
before the police arrived.

Anne called Lexy and told her to lay off for a while. She just wasn't
interested in romance at the nmoment.

Her main concern was her daughter.

Dr. Elder promised her all the help with Genny he had time for, but
his office was always janmed with patients, and it was all he could do
to keep up. Hi s workday began at six in the nmorning, with hospita
rounds, and ended anywhere between seven and ten at night. Part of
Sunday seened to be the only tine he took off. Anne felt guilty

i mposing on him but she did it anyway. It was part of her new
determination to be nore assertive.

She al so began the study of genetics. She was astonished, and a little
di scouraged, to discover how much genetics had advanced since she had
finished college. Even with her background in the biological sciences,
she coul d make only ninimal sense out of the |atest books and articles
inthe field. She realized that to master the subject in any depth was
going to require an enornous amount of worKk.

Once or twice a week she woul d appear at Dr. Elder's office and nake
hersel f hel pful doing files, naking appointnents, and updating
charts.

Then, at the end of the day, she'd steal a few m nutes to di scuss Genny
and the subject of genetics. Sometimes she'd bring Genny al ong, and
sometinmes she'd bring Chinese takeout food and they'd have their

di scussi on over a nakeshift dinner

El der enjoyed these breaks in his busy routine, and Anne felt
wonderful ly confortable with him

Gennys nedical history dominated their discussions. The results of the
nost recent tests were highly unusual. The early testing, done when
Genny was an infant, had missed a great deal

The technicians responsi bl e had | acked the inmagination to test the girl
for anything outside the npst obvious nmedical categories Even at that,
the testers night have been suspicious of their results. El der had
never seen such perfect scores. Genny was a nodel of robust health in
every respect.

The first MRl scan, done when Genny was a year old, night have caught
someone's attention, too, but whoever had viewed the results had m ssed



some mnor anonalies. Those were now nore apparent in the second
scan.

Genny's brain-wave patterns appeared to be normal, except for one
curious thing. The corpus callosum-that thick bundl e of nerve-cel
strands that connects the right hem sphere of the brain with the
| eft--showed an unusually high degree of neurotransmtter activity.

The function of the corpus callosumwas still not entirely understood,
but it was known to be the main communi cations |ink between the two
hem spheres. Elder wasn't sure what the test results neant. The
neur ol ogi cal specialists he had talked to weren't sure, either, but
several had speculated that the girl's brain mght be processing a | ot
nore information than a normal brain.

This possibility was reinforced by Genny's scores on the WSC (Wschl er
Intelligence Scale for Children), which Elder had persuaded a

psychol ogist friend to administer. The psychol ogi st had called El der

i mediately after scoring the tests to tell himthat Genny was al npost
off the scale. The test showed an |1 Q near 200--the highest score he
had ever seen

El der tested Genny's hearing and vision hinself, and the results
astounded him Genny coul d detect sound waves well bel ow and well
above the normal range of the human ear. And her sensitivity was so
great that she could detect a mere .02 deci bel of sound-equivalent to
the sound of a coin dropped on cenent froma hundred yards away.

Her vision was equally extraordinary. She could resolve distant
objects with acuity approaching that of a hawk; and, even nore

ast oni shing, she could see into both the infrared and the ultraviol et
ranges of the light spectrum-areas conpletely invisible to the human
eye wi thout the use of special equipnent. El der thought that this
probably expl ained the auras Genny said she .

saw around peopl e's heads. She could be seeing the individual's body
heat, which would register in the infrared range.

El der had decided to let the remaining three senses--snell, touch, and
taste--go untested for the time being. They were nmore difficult to
adm ni ster and score, especially with someone so young. And it didn't
really matter. He had nore than enough to try to conprehend as it

was.

The doctor had al so neasured Genny's physical aptitude, and here he got
yet anot her shock. At twenty-eight nmonths, she possessed the nuscul ar
strength and coordi nati on of an eight-year-old boy. He refused to
believe these results at first, because her muscul ature appeared to
have the normal tone and firmess for soneone her age and size. But he
had to accept the evidence of his own eyes. Genny--who weighed thirty
pounds--could lift a forty-five-pound wei ght.

El der told Anne that he no | onger doubted that Genny Stewart's
extraordinary abilities were the result of Harold Goth's genetic
program But what conpletely mystified himwas that even accepting a
t hor ough revanpi ng of Genny's genes, these test results were stil

i npossible. It was accepted theory in genetics that you could inprove
someone's genes only up to the optimumIlimt found in the human



genone.

In other words, you could rearrange genetic code so that an individua
who woul d ot herwi se suffer from defective vision--nyopia, for

exanpl e--woul d have perfect twenty-twenty sight. But you could not
insert code into the genes that would give that person the eyes of a
hawk, or the ability to see into areas of the el ectromagnetic spectrum
clearly outside the range of the cones of the human eye, as it had

evol ved over many thousands of years. Yet Goth had somehow done it.

El der gave Anne the nanes of several prom nent geneticists who mght be
able to give nore conplete help and advice than he could. He also
urged her once again to bring hima copy of Goth's Jupiter program

Wt hout an understandi ng of how that worked, he explained, it was
doubt ful that anyone woul d ever be able to understand Genny. And
wi t hout that know edge, it was inpossible even to guess what might
happen to her as she matured.

Anne prom sed again that she would get the program although she didn't
know how. Dalton had already refused her, and Ajemian told her it was
i mpossi ble. The few copies that existed were closely guarded.

Genny, neanwhile, continued to produce new surprises.

One evening, while rearranging sonme furniture in her bedroom Anne had
brui sed her shin on the sharp steel edge of the bed frame. She sat
down on the bed and rolled up her jeans to exami ne the wound. The spot
was swol |l en and sore and had begun to turn black and blue. Genny
wandered in, draggi ng Rabbit.

"What's the matter, Monmmy?"

"It's all right, darling. | just bunped nmy leg."

"Can | nake it better?"

Anne | aughed and shook her head. "No. It'll be okay."

"But I want to, Monmy. You al ways make my bunps better.”

Anne pointed to the spot on her shin. "Okay, little doctor. |It's al
yours."

Genny bent close to the bruised area, pressed her little hand agai nst
it, and held it there. Anne started. GCenny's palmwas very warm She
could feel the heat fromit spreading through her flesh

The warmnt h was acconpani ed by a pulsing, tingling sensation, like a
mld electric current. Wen Genny renoved her hand, the tingling
sensation lingered. The little girl |ooked slightly flushed, as if she
m ght have a fever.

"Do you feel all right, darling?"
Genny nodded and smi | ed.
"How di d you make your hand so warnP"

"It's a secret,” Genny said in a solem tone.



"Gve us a hint?"

"Well, I don't think I can."”

"Have you done it before?"

"Well, just with ny dolls, but that was only pretend. | tried to put
nmy hand on Moby Cat where he hurt his leg, but he wouldn't hold

still.”

Moby Cat was an overwei ght, |unbering, goodnatured Miine coon cat Genny
had acquired a year ago during a visit with her nother to the ASPCA

1..
, Suddenly Genny announced that she was very sleepy. Anne carried her
into her bed. She put her head down on her pillow and ' fell instantly

into a deep sl eep.

Anne noticed that the bruised spot on her leg no | onger throbbed. An
hour later both the swelling and the discoloration

1 had di sappeared. There was no tenderness in the area, no trace of
the injury whatsoever. Normally she'd have expected to have a visible
bruise for a week. She wanted to call Dr. Elder but lies itated; he
m ght think she was getting a little carried away. She called Lexy

i nst ead.

"Psychic healing," Lexy announced. "Mist be. Fits right in ~ wth
the auras. Let's face it, your daughter nust have psychic powers.

Maybe extraordi nary psychic powers."
"I don't believe in them" Anne decl ared.
"No? How do you expl ain what just happened to you?"

"I can't. But there must be a better explanation than psychic
heal i ng.

"More pl ausi bl e one, you nmean?"

"Yes."

Lexy |l aughed. "Ask your favorite doctor. See what he says."

"I don't dare. He'll laugh at ne."

Lexy began researching the subject of psychic phenonena for Anne, and
in the weeks that followed they discussed--or argued --the matter
frequently. Anne finally brought it up with Paul El der

"I don't know," he said. "I don't rule out anything. It could well be
that by enhancing the senses genetically Goth may have stunbl ed across
the threshold of the psychic realm The whol e subject of extrasensory
perception is an enigna. Genny nmay give us sonme new insight into

it."

"Do you believe it exists or not?" Anne persisted.



El der smiled. "You won't let ne weasel ny way out of anything, will
you?"

Anne snil ed back. She was beginning to like this man very much.
"Don't like to be pinned down, huh?"

"Well, | don't mnd being pinned down by you," he confessed.
Anne | aughed. Elder flushed with enbarrassnent at his words.

"CGet me a copy of Jupiter,
find the answer."

he said, recovering himself. "Then we'll

Joe Cooper called the special nunber and waited for the call back
When it came, he felt a powerful urge not to answer the phone.

He was sick of this business. It threatened to go on forever. He
hated New York City, and he hated working in a hotel kitchen

He wanted to be reassigned. He sighed and lifted the receiver.

The scranbling devices used to make the line secure nade Roy's voice on
the other end sound di senbodi ed and di stant.

" Cooper ?"

Speaki ng. "

"Time to set up a new surveillance."

"Who ? " "Anne Stewart and her daughter."

"Address ? " "A brownstone at 272 West El eventh Street. She's on the
second fl oor."

"Got it."

"Around the clock."

"Il need help, then."

"Il give you two nen."
"Visual surveillance only?"
"No. Sound too."

"I'"ll need at least five nmen."

Roy was silent for a nmonment, apparently debating with hinself whether
t he assignment nerited such a expenditure of manpower.

"Five men, then," he said, finally.
"Trained men," Cooper added. "Five trained nen."

"Of course. Five trained nen."



Sone tine in the spring, Anne began to suspect that people were
wat chi ng her.

One day she noticed the sane man three different times at three
different places. First, he was |leaning on the rail next to Genny at

t he pol ar bear enclosure at the Central Park Zoo; then he was a counter
away from her at Bl oom ngdale's. She spotted himthe last tinme outside
a restaurant on Perry Street in Geenwich Village where she and Lexy
had gone for dinner. Twi ce mght have been a coincidence, but three
times? The next day he was gone.

A few days | ater, sonmeone el se seened to be follow ng her, but she
couldn't be sure. The next several weeks produced simlar episodes.

No rational pattern enmerged. There was never anyone loitering on the
street near her building, for exanple. Mostly it was just this feeling
she had of bei ng wat ched.

Lexy was dubi ous, but suggested that Dalton m ght be responsible. Wth
a divorce in the works, his |lawers could have hired private detectives
to snoop on her, hoping to prove adultery.

"Why woul d he bot her?"
"Maybe he wants permanent custody of Genny."

The possibility of losing Genny in a divorce settlenment had never
occurred to Anne. She immedi ately asked her lawer to find out what
was going on. He called Dalton's |lawers. They swore that they had
not hired anyone to tail her. Anne didn't know what to think. If it
wasn't Dalton, who could it be?

O was she just imagining it? Paul Elder thought so.

The evi dence remained inconclusive. No one ever approached her or
threatened her. There were no strange tel ephone calls, no anonynous
letters in the mail. And nost days passed wi thout any hint at all that
she m ght be under surveillance. Oher days she could swear there were
several people follow ng her

At first Anne refused to change her routines. The streets of the Wst
Village were generally friendly, nonthreatening places, and she didn't
want to give in to whatever invisible force was trying to unnerve

her .

But finally, to preserve her rapidly disintegrating peace of mind, Anne
st opped goi ng out by herself after dark-even to run an errand to the
corner conveni ence store. And she nmade sure that her daughter was
never |left alone. She noved Genny into her own bedroomand let Ms.

Cal  ahan have the second bedroomto herself.

The separation agreenent allowed Dalton to see Genny on weekends. He
usual |y took her to Long Island; but since he was frequently away on
busi ness trips, Genny was so far averaging only a day or two a nonth at
the North Shore estate, and Anne nade certain that Ms. Callahan was

wi th her when she couldn't be.

What el se coul d she do about the situation?



Not much, she decided. Except to be vigilant.

"God, |'mnervous," Lexy Tate said, plucking at her blouse with her
fingers. "Look at me. |'msweating. Are you sure we have to do
this?"

Anne pressed a finger to her lips and pointed at the cab driver.

Lexy laughed. "Are you kidding? He can't understand a word.

It's a city ordinance--no English-speaki ng cabbies allowed. Look at
the nane on his license. Ten consonants and no vowels." Lexy bent
forward and addressed the driver in a |loud voice. "Hey, cabbie. Wuld
you m nd sticking your finger in your nose for my friend here?"

The cab driver glanced in his rearviewnirror with a big grin.

"Ckay!" he replied.

"And then put it in your nouth. Ckay?"

"Ckay!"

Lexy fell back against the seat, giggling uncontrollably.

Anne shook her head in disgust. "You re such a teenager sonetines. |
swear to Cod."

Lexy choked back the rest of her laughter. "I'mjust trying to ease
the tension. |I'ma nervous weck. | don't know why | agreed to do
this. 1 love thrills, but this is crazy."

Anne was just as nervous, but she was determined to go through with
it.

"What if we get caught?" Lexy demanded, for the tenth tine.
"W won't get caught."

"Well, just hypothetically. Wat could we be charged w th?"
253

"I really don't know. Don't think about it."

Lexy shifted nervously on the seat. "Trespassing--if they catch us
before we take anything. And breaking and entering. But if they catch
us after, it's theft. Gand theft, | think. O does that just apply
to autos? As in grand theft auto? Fuck, | don't know

I've never heard of petty theft. Have you?"
"No. Stop talking about it."

"I guess there isn't any such thing. Anyway, it's not armed robbery,
because we're not armed. Burglary--that's what it is.



And that's a felony. W could go to jail. Jesus--strip searches .

forced |l eshian sex . . . badly prepared food. | don't knowif | could
stand it."
Anne pounded Lexy's knee with her fist. "Lexy, we're not even going to

take anything. Now, for godsakes, shut up!"

Lexy slunped back against the seat. "I'msorry. | babble when I'm
nervous. Anyway, | know a hell of a good crimnal |awer

And he owes me."

"There's nothing to worry about,"” Anne replied in a harsh whisper
"Are we doing all this for that doctor of yours?"

"W're doing it for Genny."

"Just because that doctor said you should? You trust himthat rmuch?"
"He didn't tell me to. It's ny own idea."

"Why the hell doesn't 7e go with you?"

"Be sensible."

"You know what? | think you're in love with the guy."

Anne felt her face fl ush.

"You tal k about himall the time--Dr. X says do this, Dr. X says do
that. Haven't you noticed?"

"Dr. Elder. Stop pretending you don't know his nane."
"How about sexy? |s he good-Ilooking at all?"

Anne gazed out the wi ndow at Fifth Avenue. They were just passing

Forty-second Street. "Eight nore bl ocks," she said.
Lexy repeated her question.
"Yes. No. | don't know He's tall and kind of rumpled and shaggy.

And he's great with Genny. They really hit it off."
"How ol d is he?"

"l don't know.

"You must have sone idea. Twenty-two? Seventy-three?"
"Fortyish."

"Singl e?"

"Yes."



"Probably gay, then."

"He's not gay!"

"How do you know?"

"My God, you're a pest tonight!"

Lexy remrai ned silent for several bl ocks.

k;- "It still puts me in a rage, every time | think about it," Anne
burst out. "Using ne as a guinea pig, playing games with Genny's k
life. | can't understand that kind of thinking."

"Dal ton was thinking about his favorite subject--noney."

"I don't know why | married him | don't know why | do anything
anynore. | wake up now wondering if | really have any idea of what |
want out of life. O evenif |I knowwho | am"

"We're all entitled to a mistake or two, Annie. Hell, |'ve nade

t housands. God hasn't struck ne down yet. Although He may wel |l decide
to tonight."

Anne continued on her own line of thought. "I would've forgiven Dalton
al nost anyt hing before I'd ever have thought of leaving him

Especially since Genny's birth. He really seened to have changed. But
| feel so dammed betrayed. "

"You deserve much better than Dalton. |[|'ve always thought that. W'l
find you an avail abl e duke or a count somewhere-sone dashi ng European
with a country estate outside Paris, a chalet in St. Mritz, and a
villa in Juan-les-Pins, so | can visit you year round."

"No nore of your dashing anythings. That phony Italian count of yours
was the limt."

"You have to give himsonme points for style. | mean, suddenly there he
is, stark naked on your bed, with a hard-on. Every girl's fantasy."

"I't was insulting."
"I'"d have junped right on and screwed his brains out."

"Not my style, I"'mafraid. And I'mnot the type to have affairs,
anyway. | couldn't handle it. Especially now, with Genny."

"What are your plans? To becone a piano-playi ng nun?"

"We're here."

The taxi let themout at the corner of Fifth Avenue and Thirtyfourth
Street. It was a chilly spring night. A strong wi nd gusted down the
canyonl i ke avenue, adding to the disconfort.

"Let's get inside!" Lexy gasped. "I'mfreezing."

They hurried down the Avenue to a big office building in the middle of
the bl ock and went inside. It was just past one o' clock in the



nmorni ng, and the guard at the front security desk, a solem black man
in his sixties, looked up in surprise as the two wonmen cane bustling

in. "You |adies working this | ate?"

Lexy took charge. "Never on your life," she shot back. "W've been
partying. Just stopped by to pick up sonething very inportant ny
friend here left in her desk." Lexy gave the guard a big

conspiratorial w nk.

The security guard shrugged, conpletely puzzled. "Sign in here," he
sai d, pushing an open | edger across the desk. A cheap ball point was
attached to the sign-in book by a partly unravel ed | ength of string.

Lexy quickly scribbled "Gertrude Stein" and "Alice B. Toklas" in the

colum | abeled "Nane." In the "Conpany" columm she wote
"Macro- peri pherals, Inc."; in the "Tinme In" colum, "1:10."

"I"ll have to look in your bags," the guard said in a weary voi ce.

Lexy dropped her thousand-dol |l ar designer pocketbook onto the desk and
snapped it open. The guard stirred the contents languidly with a
forefinger, then nodded.

"I thought you were just supposed to go through stuff on the way
out ?"

Lexy sai d.

The man rolled his eyes in bored resignation. "How do |I know what you
m ght be taking out if | don't see what you're bringing in?"

Lexy gave hima toothy grin. "Good point, sir."

Anne settled her | arge |eather handbag on the desk and undid the
strap.

The guard stuck a hand in, felt around, and pulled out a black plastic
renovabl e cartridge disk, about the size of a paperback book. "What's
this thingamajig?" he asked.

Anne started to slanmer sonmething. Lexy cut in briskly: "It's her
honmewor k- -what do you think it is?"

"Homewor k, " the guard repeated, turning the RCD over in his hand.

"It's the conputer storage disk fromher work station. She takes it
hone every night. Boss's orders.”

The guard turned the disk over one nore time, then dropped it back into
Anne' s bag.

"Hey, be careful with that!" Lexy cried. "There's very valuable data
onit. |If you damaged it, by God . "

The guard held up a palm "Take it easy, ladies."

Anne and Lexy strode swiftly past the security desk to the el evator
banks.

"I didn't expect himto pull that cartridge right out of ny handbag,"



Anne said, as the elevator door closed behind them "I nearly
fainted."

"It's just as well. Now he'll expect to see it in your purse when we
conme back down."

They got off on the thirtieth floor, where the executive offices of
Stewart Bi otech were | ocated.

The doors on both sides of the el evator banks were | ocked, but Anne had
a key. Dalton had given it to her nore than two years ago, so she
could meet himthere when he was working late. She had used it only
once.

Dalton's office was | ocked as well.

"Now what ?" Lexy asked.

"Hank Aj em an keeps an extra key in his desk."
"Suppose his office is | ocked?"

"It will be. But Hank is always forgetting his keys, so his secretary
keeps an extra one in her desk drawer for him"

Anne unl ocked Dalton's office with the key fromAjem an's desk and
turned on the switch by the door. The roomcane alive with a muted
glow. It was an unusually large space, with Oiental carpeting,

anti que furnishings, and expensive art hangi ng on nahogany- panel ed

wal I's. The two outside corner walls were glass. Beyond, the New York
skyline shimered in the night, a breathtakingly romantic panorama of
bri dges, skyscrapers, and street traffic.

"How about this," Lexy purred. "I should have known he'd have the npst
pretentiously upscale office in the city."

Anne | ocked the office door behind them and noved behi nd Dalton's
desk.

It was an ol d-fashi oned banker's nodel, its cherry wood polished to a

| ustrously deep brownish-red sheen. A photograph of Genny, taken by

t he pool garden when she was a year and a half, sat at one corner, near
t he tel ephone console. Anne saw it and felt her anger return. She
groped with her fingers along the right inner side of the knee well,
found the button, and pushed it.

Across the room a three-foot-w de hinged section of the bookcase that
lined the inner wall swung out silently like a door. Behind it was a
smal | safe, enbedded in the thick concrete-and-steel inner core of the
building. It was designed to withstand al nost any conceivabl e

assaul t--acid, |ock picking, acetylene torch, or high explosives.

Only Dalton Stewart and Hank Aj em an knew the conbination to the safe's
electronically controlled | ocking system but Anne was confident she
could figure it out. Dalton was very superstitious about
nunbers--particularly the number 51371. It represented the date--My
13, 1971--that his father had gone off to prison. He always used it.

Every PI N nunmber of every joint account and charge card they had shared
had used that sanme nunber. Wether he did it out of sonme kind of



masochi sm or ritual of revenge or atonenent, she didn't know

What ever his reasons, she was sure he woul d have used the sane nunber
for the safe's conbination, and she was right. As soon as she punched
in 51371, the safe door clicked open

Anne pull ed the door back with trenbling fingers. |If sonmeone should
wal k in now, there would be no explaining their presence.

The thick steel door swung open easily. Inside, on a series of snall

shel ves, sat stacks of documents--colored folders, contracts, comnpany
docunents, secret intelligence reports, notebooks, conmputer printouts,
a thick black | edger with several rubber bands wapped around it, and
ot her odds and ends, including several thousand dollars in cash.

Anne sorted inpatiently through the piles several times. Lexy | ooked
over her shoulder. "Find it yet?"

Lexy sifted through the material in the safe herself. "Jesus, Anne,
it's not here."

F "It has to be."

"I't ought to be pretty easy to see it, then. Wuo told you it was
her e?"

Anne sl amred the safe door shut. "Hank A em an."

"Wuld he lie to you?"

"No. He even told nme the cartridge type and size."

"Did you tell himyou were going to try to steal it?"

"Copy it. O course not."

"Then Dal ton nust have noved it."

They stood | ooking at each other in the mddle of the big office.
"Any idea where else he would put it?" Lexy asked.

Anne shook her head. After all the tension and the effort, the failure
to find it made her nunb.

She decided to take one nore | ook. She redialed the conbination
pul | ed the door open, renpved all the contents, and went through them
one at a time, repositioning each itemback in its place after she had
examned it. The | edger book wapped with rubber bands was |ast. She
peel ed of f the bands and opened it.

"Look. "

Inside the | edger, neatly tucked into a rectangul ar recess cut through



the mddl e of the book's pages, was a black plastic RCD
A gummed | abel on its surface identified it as Jupiter.

"How quaint," Lexy said. "The old Agatha Christie holl owedout - book
trick."”

Anne slipped the Jupiter cassette into her purse with the blank one she
had brought, and the two of themwent out to the rows of secretaries
desks, | ooking for a conputer

Every desk had one, but none of themwas configured to accept this
particul ar kind of RCD.

"Great," Anne said. "W can't copy it."
"What do we do?"
"Take it with us. 1'Il find a way to copy it, then return it."”

Lexy threw up her hands in distress. "Oh ny God. You nmean we'd have
to come back?"

"What el se can we do? |'ve got to have it."

"W can | eave the blank one here in its place. Then you don't have to
cone back."

n W]y?ll

"They have copies in Minich, or wherever they're doing the actual work
on this thing. So they don't need this one at all. It's only a
backup. Like the original negative of a novie. They store it and work
fromdupes. This'll probably sit here for years, untouched.”

"I'"d rather put the original back."

"Ckay. But |eave the blank one here, anyway, for the time being. You
don't want to have to explain to the guard downstairs why you came in
with one RCD and are leaving with two."

"That's true."

Anne substituted the blank RCD for the real one in the holl owed-out
space in the | edger book, wote "Jupiter"” on its |abel, wapped the
rubber bands around it again, tucked it under the pile of documents on
the bottom shel f, and | ocked the safe again.

She slipped the Jupiter RCD into her |eather bag, swung the hinged
bookshel f back down into position in front of the safe, replaced the
of fice door keys in their proper desks, and hurried out, with Lexy
cl ose behi nd her.

When the el evator doors opened at the ground floor, four armed nen in
uni formwere standing there waiting for them The patches on their

sl eeves indicated that they were enpl oyees of something called
Protectall Security Services.

Anne and Lexy stood in the el evator, paralyzed and speechl ess.



The door started to close again. One of the guards junped forward and
stuck his foot in the way. He waved his pistol at them

"Come on out, girls. Over to that wall over there."

They grabbed the wonmen and |l ed themover to the section of wall at the
back end of the elevator bank. One guard, flourishing a two-way radio,
ordered themto | eave their bags on the floor

They obeyed.

"Now stand facing the wall. Put your hands on the wall."

Anne stole a sideways glance at her friend. Lexy's face |ooked the way
Anne felt--terrified. God, why had she done this? And why had she
dragged Lexy into it?

She heard the guards talking. They were trying to deci de who shoul d
frisk them They were munbling, and Anne coul dn't make out nuch of

what they were saying.

The night security man who had checked themin suddenly appeared,
carrying the sign-in sheet with him

"These the ones?" soneone asked him

"Yessir. Those're the ones all right." He handed the sheet to the
guard with the radio.

"One of you girls Gertrude Stein?"

"That's me, Oficer," Anne said, surprised at her own bol dness.

"And Alice B. Toklas?"

"She's Alice. Wat's this all about?"

"There may have been a robbery in the building," he said.

"We're going to have to frisk you | adies."

"We're not arnmed, O ficer," Anne said

"We're gonna have to frisk you anyway."

The guard in charge--the name on his |lapel ID was Don Martin--handed
his radio to one of the other men. He had decided to reserve the
responsibility of the frisk for hinself. He walked over to Lexy first
and put a hand on her shoul der from behi nd.

"Have to ask you to spread your legs, Alice."

Anne, her hands still planted against the cold marble wall, | ooked
across at Lexy again. Lexy wi nked back. Martin, a tall, very nuscul ar
white male with unkenpt bl ond hair that curled out below his uniform
cap, ran his hands quickly up and down Lexy's sides, under her arns,
and around her waist. He then bent down and slipped both hands up each

leg in turn, stopping a considerate inch or two short of her crotch

He noved over to Anne. One of his nen laughed. "It's a tough job, but



somebody's gotta do it, right, boss?"

"Shut up, Darrell."

Martin's frisk of Anne was nuch nore thorough. He slid both hands over
her breasts from behi nd, cupping and squeezing themin his big hands,
and then pinching her nipples between his thunb and forefinger. Anne
stared at the wall and didn't nove. She could snell rum and tobacco on
hi s breath.

Martin knelt down and ran his hand up one leg. Anne closed her eyes
and gritted her teeth. Wy hadn't she had the sense to wear jeans,

i ke Lexy, instead of a damed skirt?

She felt his hands exploring up along her thigh. 1t was all she could
do to stand still. She could hear the nen behind them snickering

Martin ran one hand slowy over her buttocks and began a leisurely
stroking of her pubic bone with the other.

She felt his fingers tugging at the crotch of her panties, trying to
i nsi nuate thensel ves inside. She was about to scream when one of the
ot her guards protested that he was taking too nmuch tine.

Martin reluctantly ended his frisk.

"Look through their handbags, Darrell," he said.

"I did already. Nothing there."

"You check with the night man?"

The night man, standing right there, answered. "Yeah, | |ooked too.

That's what they brought in."

Martin turned to a fifth security guard, just com ng off the
el evat or.

"What about the safe, Bill?"

"It was | ocked."

"Any signs of forced entry?"

"Not that | could see. nothing mssing, | guess.

Martin exhal ed | oudly, showi ng his displeasure. "Wat're you girls
doin' here, mddle of the night?"

"We just came in to get sonething fromGertie's desk," Lexy expl ai ned
in a chirpy voice

"You work here? |In the building?"
"Yes sir. Macro-peripherals, Inc. W both work on software design
You know, for computer prograns and rel ated

conput er - assi sted peri pheral kinds of things."



"Yeah. Well, the alarmwent off down in our office for Stewart

b Y.
S..:

Bi otech, up on the thirtieth floor. You girls know anything about
D, .

t hat ?

"No sir," Lexy replied. "Never heard of it.

The guards stood around for a little while longer, talking in | ow
voi ces. Lexy and Anne remmined with their hands against the wall.

, "Can we go now?" Anne demanded.

I "Yeah. | guess it was a false alarm But hey, if we need to get in
touch with you--" "Just call Macro-peripherals,” Anne snapped.

"Yeah. kay." Martin eyed Anne up and down with a knowi ng grin.

"Hey, next time | mght not let you off so easy."

Lexy picked up their handbags fromthe floor. "And next tine, bozo,
we'll report your behavior to Stewart Biotech and to your boss," she
sai d.

Anne grabbed her friend's armand steered her toward the front exit.
"Never mind, Alice. Never mnd."

Qut on Fifth Avenue, they dashed to the curb to hail a cab

Lexy pulled up her fur collar. "Jesus Christ, | never thought about
triggering a renmote burglar alarmsystem And | thought for sure
they'd check out our IDs. That was a close call."

"I"'msorry | got you into this,"” Anne said.

"Are you kidding? W pulled it off, didn't we? And you were great!

Sorry you got nolested |ike that, though. That Martin bastard barely
felt me up at all. That really pissed ne off."

Anmbassador M shima accepted the appl ause with a bow and a
sel f-deprecating smle. "I welcone you to the gl anorous netropolis of
M kasa, " he said.

Appreci ative laughter rippled through the room M kasa was anyt hi ng
but a metropolis. It was an isolated nmountain village, a few
kilometers inland fromthe small city of Sapporo, on Japan's northern



i sl and of Hokkai do.

H s audi ence, twenty-five nmen and twenty wonen, was gathered in a
conference roomon the second floor of a new building that housed the
nost nodern genetic research facility in the world. Beyond the tightly
drawn wi ndow blinds of the |laboratory building were clusters of
cottages and dormitorylike structures and a small pedestrian square
with a variety of shops and stores, all spread out in a park-1like
setting of trees, |awns, and gardens.

These buil dings had all once been part of the Aynpic Village, built to
house the athletes at the 1972 Wnter Ganes in Sapporo.

Only the laboratory building was new -that and the doubl e rows of
hi gh-security cyclone fencing that now encircled the entire vill age,
separating it fromthe outside world.

The forty-five individuals in the audi ence had been carefully sel ected
by a special governnment conmittee appointed by the prime mnister

They were anong the very best m crobiol ogi sts and geneticists in the
nati on. Together with a staff of several hundred technicians and
support personnel, they would live and work in the self-contained
isolation of this village for an undeterm ned
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length of time. Contact with the outside world would be severely
limted and carefully nonitored.

Al the participants had volunteered for the project--not just because
the pay and the benefits were extraordi nary but because serving in the
project had been presented to themas a matter of patriotic duty.

There was a third attraction. Although no one yet knew the details of
the project, the word was out in Japanese scientific and academ c
circles that it was to be on the cutting edge of bioge netics. Wrking
on the project would al nbst guarantee its participants extraordi nary
prof essi onal and acadenic stature--and a

1- very secure future
,u Today, they were to be formally introduced to their work.

Anmbassador M shi ma coughed gently and began the introduction. He
pressed a button on the renote-control unit in his hand, '; and on a
big screen at the front of the roomthere appeared two bl ack-and-white

phot ographs of an ol d autonobile--a front view and a side view
"Does anyone know what this is?" he asked.

After a puzzled silence, a young man at the back of the roomraised his

hand. "It's an Anmerican autonobile," he said. "A Ford sedan
Ni neteen fifty-one, | believe."
M shima grinned. "Your father nust have been in the auto business.”

"No. But | was a teenage car nut."



The ot hers | aughed and appl auded.

"Well, ny teenage car nut, your answer was very good, but it was also
wrong. The car you see up there on the screen certainly does resenble
an Anmerican Ford four-door sedan, manufactured in Detroit in 1951. But
in fact, this autonobile was built in Osaka, Japan, in the year

1952. "

M shi ma paused to let the surprise sink in, then continued. "O al
the autos ever built in our country, this one is perhaps the npst
i mportant--because it was assenbled in a very unusual manner. |In a

proj ect sponsored by our government, a dozen American Fords were
purchased anonymously in the U S inported to Japan, and brought to a
smal | shop outside Osaka. At the shop a trained crew of industrial
techni ci ans di smantl ed the autos piece by piece and exani ned them
exhaustively. Every part was tested, wei ghed, neasured, photographed,
and anal yzed.

When the technicians had | earned everything they could, they put the
cars back together again. Then they tore them apart again, and put
t hem back together again. They repeated this process over and over,
until they knew how to assenble a Ford sedan in their sleep.”

M shi ma observed his audi ence closely as he tal ked. The tense,
concentrated expressions on their faces told himthat they were trying
very hard to anticipate what possible connection his tale could have to
their present circunmstances. He was happy that they were so
attentive--and so nystified.

"These nmen then built their own autonobile," he conti nued.

"It was identical to the car they had so thoroughly studied. Building
it was a very difficult task, because in our country at that tinme there
did not exist the specialized and sophisticated machine tools and dies
necessary to manufacture such a product. In 1951 we were a | ong way
fromstate of the art in any endeavor, but particularly in

aut onobi | es.

Al'l our factories had been destroyed by the bonbing. So before these
men coul d nmake this Ford, they had first to invent the tools to do
it.

It took theman entire year, but they ultimtely succeeded. And there,
in those photographs, is the fruit of their labor. 1t |ooked Iike a
Ford, it drove like a Ford, but it was not a Ford. It was a Japanese
copy of a Ford."

M shi ma watched the faces. He saw they were beginning to get the
poi nt .

"Well, not quite exact," he continued. "The Japanese Ford got five
mles more to the gallon, generated nore horsepower, had better brakes,
a snoot her shifting nechanism a nore reliable engine, better bunpers,
and a nore stabl e suspension system The shop in Gsaka made only that
one copy. Because, of course, they could not mass-produce sonething so
obviously stolen froman Anerican design. No, they did sonething nuch
better. They took their experience and went out to design and
manuf act ure aut onobiles for Toyota, Honda, M tsubishi, Subaru, and

Ni ssan."



H s |listeners had becone very quiet, hanging on every word.
M shi ma beaned sel f-consciously and went on.

"Those of you in this roomtoday are faced with a very sinlar
chal |l enge- Instead of a Ford sedan to learn from you wll have the
conpl ete conmputer printouts of three hunman genones, obtained from hair
sanmples. One conmes froma man, another froma wonan, and a third from
their young child. 1In this instance, the child is the 1951 Ford. Your
task will be to construct the conmputer programthat will duplicate her
genone under the sanme set of circunstances. Your task is far nore
difficult than that faced by the men who copied that old Ford. The
technol ogi es involved are thousands of tines nore conplex. But in many
ways your task is simlar. You will be given a product--the girl's
genone--to take apart and analyze. And fromthat analysis, you wll
wor k backwar ds--you wi Il endeavor to reconstruct, by crossreferencing
the girl's genome with those of her parents, a copy of the sanme program
t hat produced those results. It won't be easy.

But you have sone powerful advantages. You have superior know edge,
superior experience, superior technical skills, and the best conputers
in the world."

M shi ma paused and | ooked around the room A woman in front raised her
hand.

"Are we to assune that such a program actually exists?"

"Such a programdid exist. And the girl is the first and only human
being, as far as we know, to have had her germline altered accordi ng
to this program s blueprint."

"Did exist?"

"Yes. It was developed by Dr. Harold Goth, a Nobel |aureate, whose
nane, at |east, you are probably famliar with."

M shi ma heard sone | oud groans.

"Dr. Goth died in a fire in his | aboratory on the island of El
Coronado, in the Caribbean, on New Year's Eve, 1999. We believe that
all his records, including this genetic program were destroyed in the
fire. But we're not sure. There is sone recent evidence that a copy
may have survived. An Anerican and a German conpany may be

col l aborating on an effort to fieldtest it."

"Can't we get a copy?"

"We're trying. But if a copy has indeed survived, it may well be
flawed. It may not work at all, for many reasons. And as responsible
scientists, you would hardly want to rely on a pirated copy of

somet hing as inportant as this. The whole point of our undertaking
here is to reach a deep understanding of how this girl's genone was
created, so that we may construct our own working version of Goth's
program And like the copy of the Ford, we will make one that will be
better than the original."

An ol der male on the right side of the roomraised a hand.

"What results has Goth's program produced in the girl?"



M shi ma nodded. "That's an essential question. | cannot answer it
accurately now, but we'll do our best to supply you with information as
time and the success of our intelligence efforts permit. Al | can
give you at this point is a general answer. The program has apparently
produced a child of markedly superior health and intelligence. That's
all we know at the nmonent."

"Do we know this girl's nane? O anything about her famly?"
"For the time being, we consider that irrelevant."

M shi ma answered a few nore questions, then closed his presentation
with a strong dose of chauvinistic appeal

"You all know, because each of you has been extensively intervi ewed
about joining this project, that our government places the highest
priority on the successful outcone of this endeavor

Despite our success in building a peaceful, prosperous, and enli ghtened
soci ety, Japan remains a small island nation in a brutally conpetitive
and increasingly hostile world. The enornmous econom ¢ boom of the
postwar period is well behind us now W have becone a mature, rich,
and stable industrial denocracy-one of the strongest on earth. But our
preem nence is by no neans assured. In fact, it may be dangerously
fragile."

M shima turned the projector switch on again, and the Ford sedan was
repl aced by a new slide. It was a chart listing eighteen categories of
productivity.

"I thought you m ght be interested in seeing how the three great

i ndustrial nations of the world--Germany, the United States, and
Japan--presently stack up agai nst each other in the key areas of

nati onal productivity. These figures may surprise you. Germany t
leads in only one of the eighteen categories: finance, insurance, and
real estate. Japan leads in four: chem cals, plastics, and synthetics;
cars, planes, and transportation; steel, alum num and opper; and

el ectric machinery and el ectronic equi pnent. The United States | eads
inall the rest--thirteen out of the eighteen i categories.”

There was an awkward silence. Mshima wasn't sure whether t, it was
because his audi ence was stunned by this revel ati on or because they
consi dered his patriotic appeal heavy-handed. The last thing in the
world M shinma wanted was to be thought of as heavy-handed, but the
occasi on demanded that he lay it on pretty thick. The governnent
needed these scientific types to understand that this was a nationa
energency. They had to hit the deck running on this one. One |ost day
coul d make a difference.

M shima turned off the projector, and the chart di sappeared

; fromthe wall. "For a while we were winners,"” he said. "But no

| onger. W coasted on our success through the nineties. Qur econonic
triunphs nade us fat and conpl acent. Now our econony and our standard
of living are on the decline. Part of the reason

for that decline can be blanmed directly on the United States--on its
increasingly hostile attitude toward the Japanese people, and



- on the punitive actions that a series of U S. adm nistrations has

taken--trade barriers, product quotas, tariffs, and all the rest. |
need not bore you with the details. Suffice it to say, we are nowin a
bitter race for our survival as a first-class world power. Since
' the Communi st collapse back in the early nineties, we have w tnessed
an increasingly belligerent United States doing all it can to sabotage
Japan's effort to conpete in the world's markets. The psychol ogy of
the United States is such that it seenms to require an eneny. And now
that the Soviet Union is gone, that eneny has beconme Japan

"To put it bluntly, we are once again at war with the United States.

It's a new kind of war-not the deadly nmilitary folly of the past but an
econom c struggle. The battlefield my seem far nore benign and the
suffering far |less, but the |ong-term consequences are the same. The

| oser ends up in the ash bin of history.

"But we are not going to lose. W are a proud and industrious people,
capable of rising to a great challenge. Fifty years ago, a previous
generation rose fromthe ruin and despair of a humiliating mlitary
defeat to make us one of the richest, nost productive societies on
earth. W can repeat that miracle again. And this time the task falls
to you, the nen and wonen in this room to |ead the way.

It will demand commitment and sacrifice, intelligence and hard work.

But if you are successful, the reward will be priceless. It is not an
exaggeration to say that the re-creation of this genetic programwil|
ensure the Japanese race a place of |leadership in the world for nmany
generations to cone."

M shi ma sensed that his audience was getting restless. It was tine to
wap it up

"The prime minister and the enperor have both asked me to pass on to
you their warnest personal appreciation and their deep conviction that

once you know the inportance of the task before you, you will not |et

t he Japanese people down. | join them whol eheartedly in those
sentiments. Now, | thank you very nuch for your time, and | understand
that there will be several nore speakers who will answer the many

guestions | know you must have, and lay out for you in nore detail the
specifics of the project.”

Mshima | eft the conference hall in a thoughtful nmpbod. He wondered
whet her this effort was really an exanple of Japanese foresight and
long-termplanning, or if it was the beginning of another great
folly.

If this genetics project was successful, what would the governnent
do?

Cash in on it by franchising it worldwi de? This is what the prine

m ni ster had told him Japan intended to do. But Mshima didn't believe
it. Mshim thought it likely that his country would use the program
on itself--initiate a nationwi de eugenics programto inprove the
quality of the Japanese race.

This woul d be a dangerous course, M shima thought--a thoughtless plunge



into a nedical, social, and noral w | derness.

No one could predict where such a course night |ead the Japanese
peopl e, but of one thing he was sure. The rest of the world would
never forgive them

It would probably be better if the project failed.
Unfortunately, his reputation depended on its success.

Anne sat crosswise on a chair in the corner of Paul Elder's office, her
head resting against the wall and her |egs draped over one of the
chair's arnms. She was reading a thick textbook called Mdern

Ceneti cs.

She had been at it for nobst of the past three hours and had reached
only page 15. Still, she hardly minded. She felt quite happy.

I ndeed, she felt alnost blissful, curled up in this cozy, cluttered
little office, alternating her attention between the book in her Iap
and the man hunched over his desk a few feet from her

El der suddenly banged the desk with his fist and Il et out a how of
frustration. "Damm it! | just can't make any sense out of it!"

He was stationed in front of a powerful desktop computer he had
borrowed through a friend froma nearby hospital research lab. For the
| ast three hours he had been exploring the copy of Goth's Jupiter
program Anne coul d see that he was exhausted.

It was after eleven r.Mand his day had started at five. He swung his
chair around and rubbed his eyes. Anne shut the book and | ooked at
hi m

"Sonmething's mssing," he said. "But I'll be dammed if | can figure
out what it is. Either | don't understand the genetics or | don't
understand the program-or both. Probably both."

"Please don't try to do any nore tonight."
"I"d I'ike to acconplish sonething."

El der had expl ained to her what he was doi ng each step of the way. He
had started out with what he thought was the nost traightforward
approach. He had obtained fromone of his |labs 271 several disks with
copi es of what the lab called "generic" genones--ones that didn't cone
fromanyone in particular but were useful as test nodels. He had fed
the data froma genone into the programis software as it instructed him
to do, and then asked it to alter the genonme's DNA code according to
its master plan.

"This is the third tinme |'ve gotten the sane result. | feed the genone
data in, the programgrinds away on it for a few mnutes, then produces
a new genone--exactly like the one | just fed it.

Sonehow | don't think that's what it's supposed to do."

Anne had been thinki ng about the problemherself. She wanted to nake a
suggestion but felt intim dated.



El der was studying her. "Wat?" he asked.
She | ooked at him confused. "Wat?"
"You wanted to say sonething. What?"

"Ch, | don't know.  Nothing."

He grinned. "Yes you do. Tell ne."
"Well, | was just thinking.... Maybe you need to feed it two
genones. "

"Two genones.

"Well, after all, it takes two genones to nake a baby--the nother's and
the father's. Maybe the program needs the same ~'i nunber."

El der rubbed his chin and gazed into the niddle distance. Anne felt
enbarrassed; she wi shed she had kept her mouth shut. Then his eyes lit
up. "You're a genius," he said. "And |I'man idiot.

You're right. |'msure you nust be. Let's try it."

El der bent forward, grabbed the stack of disks he had borrowed fromthe
hospital, and sifted through them He found a male and a fenale
genone, popped the disks into the conputer, and fed their data into the
program Wen it had accepted all the data, a question appeared on the
screen:

MALE OR FEMALE (M F)?

"Look. It's acting differently already. |It's asking us whether we
want a boy or a girl." Anne came and stood behind the doctor, peering

at the screen over his shoul der.

"Let's have a boy," she said. She felt an inpulse to rest her hand on
the doctor's shoul der, but resisted it.

El der punched the "M on the keyboard. A new nessage appeared:
SELECT PARAMETERS (or strike ENTER for presel ected nornmns).

El der struck the "Enter" key through a long list of coded paraneters
that nmeant little to him \When the |ist was exhausted, the program
followed with these questions:

STORE TO DI SK? (Y/'N

PRINT QUT? (Y/N

El der punched "Y" for the first, "N' for the second.

TEST TRIAL OR APPLI CATION? (T/A)

El der punched "T."

"Pl ease Wait" flashed on the screen, and Jupiter began working on the
dat a.



"I"mworried about this taking up so nuch of your time," Anne said.

El der shrugged. "I don't need much sleep. Even if | did, | couldn't
pass this up."

"I was thinking--maybe |I could help you."
"You al ready have."

"No. | mean with your work. Help you around the office. File things,
type things. You need a secretary desperately. Carnen's a great
nurse, but she spends half her time answering the phone and | ooking for
m spl aced records. | could do that. And | could keep your
appoi nt nents book for you."

El der seemed alarnmed by the idea. "But that's . . . | couldn't |et
you do that."

"Why not? You can't deny you need the help."
"No, but . . ."

"And I won't cost you anything."

"No, no. | couldn't let you."

"Yes you could. Look, Doctor, | need your help. So let nme do
something in return.”

El der kept shaking his head. "No, no. I'msorry. | appreciate your
offer, it's very generous, but . . ."

"WIl you at |east think about it?"
El der | ooked relieved. "Ckay."

Anne fell silent. She went back to her chair. It was a good idea, she
thought. Wy did he resist it? It seemed to scare him She shoul dn't
have put himon the spot like that. He could have excellent reasons
that were none of her business. She knew nothing about his life. What
was the matter with her? They had been getting along so well. She
hoped she hadn't alienated him

"Besides," Elder said, pretending to study a nanual that was propped
open next to the conputer, "what would you do with Genny?"

"She has a full-tinme nanny, paid for by her father, so she'd be
perfectly fine at home. But if it was okay with you, | could bring her
with nme--sone of the tinme, anyway. She'd love it. You know she's very
wel | - behaved. And she'd be so happy to be around some ot her

children."

Anne saw how conflicted he was, but she had the feeling that he wanted
her to persuade him She | ooked at hi m pl eadi ngly.

"WIl you try it? For a week? |If you don't think it works after a
week, just say so. | won't conplain. | pronise.”

"Ckay." Elder let out his breath in a long, ragged sigh. He seened
suddenly disgusted with hinmself. "Hell, yes," he blurted out. "I'd



like you to do it. Having you here helping me would be great. | don't
know why | have such a hard time adnmitting it. | guess | just don't
expect anything from anybody."

"Sounds just like ne," Anne said.
n W]y?ll
"That's my life story: don't expect or demand anything from anyone and

you'll never be disappointed. | found out it didn't work. | was
di sappointed all the tinme."

El der grinned. It was the warnest smle she had yet seen from
1

s

him "I thought you were probably pretty demandi ng," he said.

"And rich and spoil ed?"
"That crossed nmy mind, too."

"Well, I"'mnot. | married a man who was rich and spoiled."

" AR

"I grew up poor in Vernont."

El der | aughed.

"What's funny about that?"

"Where in Vernont?"

"Near Burlington."

"I grewup in Hartland. Nowthat's really the sticks."

"You did? M CGod! | thought you were a native New Yorker

What happened to your accent?"

"I lost it somewhere in nedical school, | guess.”

"What about famly?"

"My folks still live in the house where | grew up. Mmtaught grade

school, Dad ran a garage. Pretty ordinary people. | go up and see
themthree or four times a year. |'mtheir only child.



They're pretty proud of me. First doctor in the famly."

An urgent beeping fromthe conmputer interrupted them Elder turned to
t he keyboard and called up Jupiter's results. He printed out the first
ten pages of data from each of the two genomes he had fed into the
machi ne, and ten pages fromthe new genone the program had created, and
pl aced the three sets of fan-fold paper side by side on the floor, to
conpare their contents. Anne knelt on the carpet beside him

"Progress," he said, after a short |ook. "God knows what the program
has created, but at least it's different fromthe two that we fed into
it."

Anne gazed at the long accordion folds of paper in conplete
baf f| ement .

Al'l she could see were endless rows of letters, spelling out nothing.
"How can you tell anything fromthat?"

"I can't. Not yet, anyway. But you can see that the code is different
in places.” The doctor pointed to a row of letters he had underlined
on the sanme line of the third page of each of the three sets:
ACCTCAGACTGTCTTCACGGT CTAGTCGATCGATCG

ACCTCAGACGCGAACGCACGGT CTAGTCGATCGATCG
ACCTCAGACCTCCAACACGGTCTAGTCGATCGATCG Anne sat back on her heels. "I
see the difference. |Is that all there is on all these pages? Just
endless rows of A's, Cs, T's, and G s?"

"Yup. That's all."

"What can it possibly tell you?"

"Just about everything. |It's a conplete set of instructions for
bui I di ng a human being. "

Anne expressed anmazenment. "How nmany pages would there be if you
printed out the whol e thing?"

El der scratched his chin. "I don't know. Hundreds, | guess."
"Well, why only four letters?"
"The letters stand for four different nucl eotides--adeni ne, guanine,

cytosine, and thymne. They make up the billions of base pairs that
formthe double strand of the DNA nol ecule."

Anne frowned. "I should know that, shouldn't I? | nmean, | mjored in
bi ol ogy, after all. But genetics wasn't enphasized that much. G egor
Mendel and his pea plants is about all | renmenber."

"Bi ol ogy has cone a | ong way since you were in college-which coul dn't
have been very |ong ago."

Anne flushed. It was the first time Elder had ever made any direct
comment about her. WAs he being conplinentary or condescending? "Is
it too late for ne to catch up?"



"OfF course not. The basic concepts haven't changed. But there's been
enor nbus progress--new di scoveries, new termn nol ogi es, new
t echni ques.

I"mnot very current in the field nyself. It'd be a full-time job just
keepi ng abreast of it all."

"WIl you . . . could you just review some of the basics for nme?" It
was unlike her to make demands |ike this on anyone. The inpulse
surprised her, but she didn't back away fromit.

"You mght find it tedious."
"No, no. | surel won't."

1

El der scratched his chin again. "Wll, where to begin? Mybe a quick,
sinmplified overview. Every cell in the human body contains a comrand
center of sorts, a nucleus. You probably remenber that from-' "I
don't think blood cells have nuclei," Anne interrupted.

El der nodded hastily. "That's right. Blood cells don't. But npst
others do. Anyway, inside each nucleus there are chronmpsones-little
worm i ke clusters of specialized nol ecul es made up of deoxyri bonucl eic
acid, or DNA. W have forty-six of these chronosones altogether

Everybody's are the sane, except mal es have an X and a Y chronosone,
females two X's. These forty-six chronosonmes carry all the human
genes. And we still haven't found themall. The [atest count puts the
nunber at over 150,000. And these genes are not separate
entities--they're really just special stretches of DNA code on the
chronbsomes, each assigned to performa specific function. No, correct
that--each carrying its own set of directions for how to assenbl e and
operate a specific part of the human body. Taken together, the genes
make up what we call the human genone. They contain both the blueprint
and all the operating instructions for a human being."

El der picked up the textbook Anne had been readi ng and found a page
showi ng a di agram of the DNA nol ecul e.

"Each chronpsone consists of two extrenely |Iong and extrenely thin

paral l el strands of DNA. The strands don't lie straight. |Inmagine a
long rope | adder twisted in a clockw se spiral over and over again
until it resenbles a tightly knotted bundl e of cord, and you'll have a

pretty fair picture of what a strand of DNA actually |ooks Iike. The
rungs of that DNA | adder are forned by these four nucleotides. They
bi nd together in what are called base pairs, two to a rung. But they
don't bind in any old fashion. Adenine binds only with thym ne, and
guanine only with 1 cytosine."

Anne | ooked directly into Elder's eyes. "Wy is that?"

El der I owered his own gaze. "Hard to say. Probably because of the way
the nol ecul es are shaped. In any case, that's the way it works. So

t hose computer printouts on the floor are sone of these |ong sequences
of base pairs. They're coded instructions. A sequence can instruct



the cell to manufacture a certain protein, say, needed in the blood, or
the brain, or wherever. Let's change the analogy froma | adder to a
conputer for a noment. As you probably know, all computer |anguage
code is built on a sinple binary system-long strings of zeros and
ones--or yeses and nos, or negatives and positives. Wen they' re put
together in a certain order, they instruct a programto do

somet hing--to add two nunbers together, or to shift one paragraph of
type fromone place in a nmanuscript to another place."

"But how can such conplicated instructions be conposed fromjust zeros
and ones? O fromjust conbinations of only four letters?"

"What the | anguage gains by being sinple, it has to conpensate for by
being extremely long. A single sinple conputer instruction can require
a sequence of many thousands of ones and zeros. The sane applies to
our genome. The nunber of base pairs it takes to initiate a sinple
chemical reaction is considerable. The nunber of pairs required to
create all our genes is in the neighborhood of three billion."

Warm ng to his subject, Paul Elder regaled Anne with the processes of
cell division, how DNA transfers its instructions via nmessenger RNA
how cel |l s specialize, how genes were first discovered, how cells
replicate thenselves, and so on. |In his enthusiasm he shed his

fati gue al nost magically, becom ng nore alive and inpassioned the

| onger he tal ked.

Anne listened with rapt attention. She knew she was being sinfully
di shonest, but she couldn't help it. She already knew everything he
was telling her, and quite a bit nore besides. But she wanted himto
talk to her. She was happy just to be close to him to watch his
hands, his eyes, his expressions. As far as she was concerned, he
could tal k forever about anything at all

She stuck in another question to keep himgoing: "Wy is it that so

little of the genone--these three billion pairs--is actually used to
code for specific genes? Wat's the purpose of all the rest of it--al
these mllions of pairs that seemto have no function at all?"

A pecul i ar expression--sonethi ng between an enbarrassed

grin and a hurt | ook--transformed El der's features. "You know nore
about this subject than | do, don't you?"

Anne | aughed nervously and denied it. She realized that she had given



hersel f away by asking him a question about something he hadn't even
described to her. Their eyes met briefly, then veered abruptly away,
as if to avoid some kind of enotional collision

Anne was experiencing the oddest sensations. She didn't feel entirely
in control of herself. Inpulses she didn't even know she had seened to
be taki ng oven-and she was blindly following them It was as if sone
part of her that she didn't know existed had decided to assert

itself.

El der glanced at his watch in shock. "My God. One o'clock in the
nmorni ng! |'ve been yakking away |ike a damed maniac. Wy didn't you
tell me to stop? You nust be ready to drop."

"I loved it. Really, | did."

El der stood up, took a deep breath, and shoved his hands in his
pockets. "Well, anyway," he said, sounding suddenly quite -i uncertain
of hinself, "those are some of the basics."

He groped for sonething else to say. Anne gazed at himw th anxi ous
expect ancy.

"Well, I"'msorry | went on so |long, anyway," he munbl ed.
"You're too polite.”

Anne felt giddy. A sensation of weightlessness took hold of her, as if
she were in an elevator that had suddenly begun a rapid descent. Her
heart was poundi ng, her skin prickled, her face burned, and she
couldn't catch her breath. "Do you like me at all?" she blurted

out .

Elder tried to act as if he hadn't heard the question. A tide of red
advanced up from his neck and swept over his cheeks. He opened his
nmout h, but nothing came out.

"What | mean," Anne continued, in a quavering voice, "is, well, | like
you but maybe you don't like me, and that's okay, | certainly

under stand. "

"But of course | do like you," he replied.

"Well, '"like" isn't really what | neant," she stamered. "I nean, what
| really mean is--" Anne bit her Iip. She junped up fromthe chair,
cl utchi ng her handbag and shaking her head. "I really nust go. M

Cod, I'msorry.

I"mnot throwing nmyself at you. Really I"'mnot. But you're so ... |
never did this...."

She bolted out into his darkened outer office and funmbled with the |ock
on the door that led out into the building' s corridor

El der foll owed her, but she got the door open and dashed out into the
corridor with the panicked fright of soneone fleeing for her life.

"Anne. Wait."

He ran after her out of the building | obby and onto the sidewal k.



"Wait. Let ne get you a cab, for godsakes!"

She shook her head and set off down the block at a fast trot.

She gl anced back. He was still follow ng her
"Anne! It's late. You can't go home by yourself at this hour
Anne! "

El der foll owed her for a block, where she hailed a taxi on her own and
scranbled in. As the cab pulled away fromthe curb, she caught one
last glinpse of him standing on the sidewal k.

Back at her apartnent, she slanmed the door and | eaned against it. Her
heart was punping furiously.

Ms. Call ahan appeared fromthe back bedroom and snapped on the
light.

"Are you all right, Ms. Stewart?"

Anne nodded energetically. "Yes--fine!" she gasped. "Sorry if | woke
you. "

"I heard the door slam" the wonan said, eyeing Anne suspiciously. "I
was worried. It was so |late and you not hone yet. Are you sure you're
all right?"

"I"'mperfectly okay. Please go back to bed."

"Have you been running? You're all out of breath. D d soneone chase
you?"

"No. | was just getting a little exercise. Please."

Anne finally persuaded Ms. Callahan that she was all right.

The wonman returned to bed, nmuttering to herself.

Anne suffered through a |ong, sleepless night. At nine o' clock in the
norni ng a package arrived by nessenger. It was her RCD copy of the
Jupiter program In the haste of her enotional departure, she had
conpletely forgotten about it.

There was al so a note:

Sorry you ran out. Serves me right for being such a bore.

Hope you'll forgive ne.

Best, Paul El der

5 Anne read the note over and over. She considered calling Lexy and
aski ng her advice, then deci ded she had suffered enough huniliation for

one twenty-four-hour period.

It neant what it said, she decided. No nore, no |l ess. He was
obliged to return the RCD, so he had thoughtfully included a polite



note with it, trying to nake her feel a little | ess enbarrassed.
i And that's all the note was--polite. No feeling in it at all.

Surely the man wasn't so inhibited that he couldn't have responded wth
alittle nore affection and warnth if he had wanted to. "Best"
i ndeed.

He m ght as well have said "Sincerely yours."

Anne tore the note up and threw it away. She decided that if he called
and said he wanted to see her again, she'd see him again.

If he didn't, she wouldn't.

She waited for the call for nmany days. Every time the tel ephone rang,
her heart | urched.

r. But the call never cane.

Dr. Laura Garhardt sat stiffly at attention as Baroness von Hauser

t hunbed t hrough a thick, |eather-bound folder, cranmed with severa
hundred pages of neatly printed test results, including Xrays,
sonogramnms, genone profiles, and nmedical interviews. The book
represented the first conprehensive report on the twenty Romani an womnen
who had volunteered for the pilot genetics program The report covered
the first five nonths of their pregnancies.

Gar hardt and the other doctors on the project had spent a considerable
amount of tine on the report. They knew from past experience how

unf orgi ving the baroness was of sloppy work or faulty

i nterpretations.

At the front of the book was a two-page letter, witten by Garhardt and
signed by all the researchers and doctors in the project, that

summari zed the contents of the report. The baroness read the letter
carefully several tines. The rest of the report--the pages and pages
of details--didn't rmuch interest her

She cl osed the book and dropped it on her desk. "So," she said,
tilting back in her chair and sniling at Garhardt. "Everything is
going well."

Gar hardt nodded politely. "Yes, Baroness. Exceedingly well."

The baroness studied Garhardt for a few nonents, one hand playing idly
with a gold pen, first rolling it between her fingers and then tappi ng

it gently against her cheek. "Are all the wonen follow ng your
orders?"

285

Dr. Garhardt cleared her throat. "Yes. Wth a few ninor

excepti ons.

W' ve had to rem nd sone of themnot to neglect their tenperature
charts and daily maternity diaries. And several of them have been
casual about obeying diet restrictions. | think we have those matters
under control, however."



"Yes. You said as rmuch in your covering note. |'mpleased to hear
it."

Gar hardt said nothing nmore. She gripped the arns of her chair to keep
her hands from betrayi ng her nervousness.

The baroness caressed the pen in her palm "Do you have any
observati ons--perhaps personal or subjective--that you would like to
add that are not in the report itself?"

Dr. Garhardt winkled her brow "No. No, |I'msure everything
i mportant is there."

"Any conpl ai nt s?"

Gar hardt caught her breath. |f she had had any choice in the matter
she never woul d have agreed to work for the baroness.

But she didn't have a choice. Garhardt's father had been a prom nent
adm nistrator in the former GDR s crininal-justice systemduring the
days of Erich Honecker's Communi st regine. Sonmehow the baroness had
obtai ned a cache of secret official docunents that reveal ed how her
father had been responsible for inplenmenting a Stasi programthat
coerced judges into sentencing innocent dissidents to long jail termns
and pl aced hundreds of others in nmental hospitals. Her father was
still alive, living out a peaceful retirenent with her nother in a
smal | village in Saxony.

If the docunents were ever nade public, her parents would be
destroyed.

The baroness had never overtly threatened to make use of the
docunents.

She didn't have to. It was enough that Laura Garhardt knew that she
possessed them That left it up to Garhardt never to provide the
baroness with any tenptation to use them

"No conplaints at all, Baroness."

"I's there anything nore you want or need? Anything nore in terms of
supplies or personnel? |Is there anything at all the project needs that
we have negl ected to provide?"

"Not that | know of, Baroness. W are well taken care of, thanks to
the interest and attention you' ve given the program”

This was not quite true. Wen the project was first getting under way,
Gar hardt had insisted that the genetic software, the so called Jupiter
program should be subjected to rigorous dry runs and other tests
before it was tried on any hunman subjects. The other doctors and
researchers were conming around to her point of view when the baroness

i ntervened. Jupiter had already been tested on at |east one ot her
woman, she told them and the results had been excellent. It would be
a waste of time if they fiddl ed around exam ni ng somet hi ng that had

al ready proven itself. They nmust nove ahead with the pilot program as
qui ckly as possible.

1 Reluctantly, Laura Garhardt obeyed.



i, "I'd like another report in tw nonths," the baroness said. "O
course, if anything unusual comes up, | expect to be inforned at
once. "

"Of course.”

"And Doctor, next tine don't bind your report in leather. This is not
a work of Coethe or Schiller."

"Of course not. |'msorry, Baroness."

Bar oness von Hauser swi vel ed her chair to one side and focused her
attention on the forest of blinking lights on her tel ephone console.

She waved a hand absently toward the door without |ooking up. "That's
all, then."”
Dr. Garhardt nuttered a barely audible "Bitte" and nade her exit. In

the three years that she had worked for Hauser Industries, she had
probably seen the baroness | ess than a dozen times. And she never had
been in her presence for nmuch nmore than a few mnutes. But each tine,
her fear of the woman took on additiona

1 strength. |If it had not been for that fear, she would have taken the
opportunity the baroness had given her to add a personal observation to
the report. But she had not dared. To bring up anything negative, she
had | earned, was to risk the baroness's displeasure. Better to keep
one's mouth shut and stay out of trouble. Better to wait until the
next full report was due. Wth any luck, the next two nonths woul d
give Garhardt time to deci de whether her observation should be nade or
not .

It was such a very small thing, really--a slight anomaly in one

of the bl ood tests. The henmpgl obin profiles were consistently
irregular in all twenty-four fetuses. Strange. No visible
deform ties, though, and nothing abnormal on any of the other tests.

The doctor intended to make a thorough, detailed study of the profiles
of the beta and epsilon gl obin genes from some sanpl e nornal
pregnancies. But first she would have to locate a quantity of them

Perhaps in two nonths the henmpgl obin would return to normal. Doctor

Garhardt certainly hoped so. She was dammed if she wanted to be the
one to bring any bad news about Jupiter to the baroness.

q

"Rabbit needs a friend," Genny said. She was tugging her nother in the
direction of the stuffed-animal display at the F.A O



Schwarz toy store on Fifth Avenue.

"I thought Rabbit had quite a few friends. There nust be forty stuffed
ani mal s back in your bedroom"

Genny shook her head. "I only have thirty-five, Mnmmy."
Anne | aughed. "I forgot you knew how to count that high."
"And he needs a special friend."

"Do you have anyone particular in mnd?"

Genny pointed toward an enornous stuffed brown bear. The price tag
dangling fromone of its paws read $850.

"No," Anne said, very firmy. "He's much too big. There's no roomin
the apartnment for him™"

"Pl ease, please, Mommy?"
"And he's nuch too expensive, as well."
Genny pouted. "lI'mgoing to tell Daddy to buy him then."

Anne sighed. Her daughter had begun playing Dalton off against her
recently. Along with her other precocious habits, she was al so
begi nning to denonstrate a talent for manipul ation

Since the apparent end of her relationship with Dr. El der, Anne had
been spending all her tine with her daughter. She had al so invested a
| ot of nobney in a high-end conputer system so that she could continue
wor ki ng on Jupiter on her own. But she hadn't yet mastered the
operation of the conputer itself. She was still reading the manual s
and trying to make sense of it all. She needed 289 help for both the
conputer and the Jupiter program but she didn't know where to turn

She wi shed she could ask Hank Aj em an for advice, but of course that
woul d nean revealing that she had stolen the copy of Jupiter from
Dalton's safe.

She began to wi sh that she had never taken the dammed programin the

first place. |Its very presence in her apartnent had becone a constant
source of worry. It was as if she had stolen a famous piece of jewelry
or art. She couldn't menu-n Illnitr t anyone w t hout risk.

She had called A enian anyway, to ask himabout the pilot programin
Romani a. When the babies in the first trial programwere born, sone
useful information mght develop that would apply to Genny. And if
there were any problens, the geneticists in Romania were far nore
likely to find themthan Anne.

So far, Ajemian had informed her, the nothers were all doing fine.
Genny was tuggi ng at her sl eeve.

"Pick out sonething else," Anne said. "How about that white bunny over
there? She's just about Rabbit's size, too. | bet he'd like her."



"How do you know it's a girl, Mnmy?"

"Well, I"'mnot sure. But she |ooks like one, don't you think?"
Genny shook her head. "I already have three bunnies--Rabbit, Wite
Tail, and Fuzzy. | want that big bear."

"I know what," Anne said brightly. "Wy don't we go |ook at dolls ?

Genny stanped her feet. "I hate dolls."
"You do? How cone?"

Genny put her hands on her hips and thought about it. "They aren't
real. That's why. They're just pretend.”

"You | ove that big doll that Lexy gave you, don't you?"

"She's not actually a doll, Mmy,"'
Ann. "

Genny corrected. "She's a Raggedy

Anne | ooked around the store to see where the dolls were located. Near
the front entrance she caught sight of a man standing over by the node
trains. He was about thirty-five, dressed in a

nondescript gray suit and dark tie. She had seen himbefore. He was
follow ng them She was sure of it.

Anne watched him He wasn't paying much attention to the trains. He
fingered a few of them absently, then glanced in her direction. Their
eyes nmet for an instant. He gave nothi ng away.

He | ooked past her, as if something on one of the shelves over her head
had caught his interest. Then he turned away.

Anne grabbed Genny's hand and pulled her toward the back of the
store.

She'd wait himout, she decided. Just stay in the store--until it
closed, if necessary. Genny wouldn't mind. She could easily spend the
entire day there without conplaint. |If the man was followi ng them he
woul d be obliged to stay as well. If he wasn't, he would presumably

| eave. Anne glanced at her watch. Three o'clock. The store closed at
Si X.

Genny was still sul king about the big stuffed bear. She wouldn't |et
her mother hold her hand. She wal ked, stiff-1egged and grinfaced, from
aisle to aisle, refusing to take any interest in anything.

"You're the worst nommy in the whole world,"” she nuttered.

Anne kept her eye on the man. At one point he seenmed to be | eaving.

He wal ked to the entrance, paused, |ooked out, and then turned around
and canme back in Anne's direction

Dam him Anne thought. How |long was she going to have to put up with
this? She wal ked toward the front counter. Perhaps she should report



himto the managenent. But what could she report, really? That she
t hought he was followi ng her? He hadn't actually done anything. He
hadn't spoken to her. He hadn't touched her. They'd think she was
| oony.

Anne turned away fromthe front counter and studied the display on sone
shelves to the left, trying to decide what to do.

Maybe it was best just to leave in a hurry--grab Genny, junmp in a taxi,
and | ose him She wal ked back down the aisle where she had left her
daught er, noping disconsol ately by the Lego sets.

Genny wasn't there.

Anne peeked around the corner and down the next aisle. No Genny. She
called out her name in a |l ow voice. No answer.

She gl anced down the other two aisles. "GCGenny, where are you?"

Anne searched hurriedly through the store. Genny wasn't tall enough to
be visible over the display shelves, but the man was.

She didn't see himanywhere, either
"CGenny! "

Anne ran toward the back of the store, tripping over the foot of a
young boy on the way.

She stopped. "CGenny!"
No answer.
She dashed to the front of the store. Her mnd felt scranbl ed.

"Ch no oh no oh no" rang in her head like an alarmbell. She ran out
the front entrance and | ooked up and down the street.

No Genny.

Anne rushed back inside and collared a startled m ddl e-aged
sal esl ady.

"My daughter!"™ she screamed. "She's gone! She's been ki dnapped!"

The wonman call ed security. The couple of dozen customers in the store
froze in place and | ooked around them fearfully.

"My daughter!™ Anne yelled at them "She's gone!"

The noise level in the store increased dramatically. Custoners and
clerks rushed to the front and crowded around the entrance, expecting
to catch a glinpse of sonmething--a fleeing car, a police chase.

A security nman appeared and asked Anne what had happened.

"He took ny daughter!”

"Who did, niss? Did you see anyone?"



"Yes! " "Try to cal myourself, niss.

Anne coul dn't catch her breath to speak. She gasped as if hit in the
stomach. She began running aimessly up and down the aisles, casting
her eyes around desperately. "She was right here!

A mnute ago! That man took her!"

The security man trotted al ong behind her, trying to keep pace.
"What man?"

Anne halted abruptly in front of the stuffed-animl display.

Curled up in the lap of the big stuffed bear, with its paws pulled
around her shoul ders, was her daughter

Genny | ooked up into her nmother's still panic-stricken face with a sly,
slightly guilty smle. "I was hiding on you," she said.

Paul Elder finished witing in the |ast patient folder in the pile and
pushed the stack to one side. He yawned, rubbed his eyes, and gl anced
at the clock. Past mdnight. He nust get to bed. He had early rounds
to make at the hospital

El der lived nine blocks fromhis office. He used to enjoy the walk.

It gave hima few mnutes to relax and get his mnd off his work. But
during the last few weeks that wal k had become a subtle torture. He
could think of only one subject: Anne Stewart.

It was extraordinary. He barely knew her, yet he had never m ssed
anyone as intensely as he had m ssed her ever since the night she had
wal ked out of his office. For the first tine in his entirely

sel f-sufficient existence he felt |onely.

He had thought of dozens of plausible reasons to call her. She really
did need his help. He had thought of all kinds of advice and
suggestions to give her about her daughter. Several tinmes he had
actual ly had the phone in his hand and begun to dial her numnber.

But so far he had conme to his senses in tine.

Anne Stewart was not for him Despite her hunble origins, she now
enjoyed a luxurious and confortable existence in a world alien to

hi m

How qui ckly she would find himand his Iife boring!

CGetting involved with her would be crazy and destructive.

And yet

God, how he ached to see her again!

| mmges of her swaminto his mnd unbi dden. She was the nost beautiful
creature he had ever set eyes upon. Everything about hen-the way she

noved and tal ked and | ooked at him-held himtransfixed. And when they
were together their chem stry had seemed so strong.



Yet she had just gone away. Because he had di scouraged her

Why hadn't he been warner, nore approachable? Wy had he been so
damed afraid to follow his own instincts?

No. She'd only break his heart sooner or later. Hell, it felt as if
she'd broken it already.

He passed a pay phone. He knew the nunber by heart.

Maybe he should call her, just to talk to her. But it was too late
toni ght .

Tomorrow, then. He'd call her tomorrow for sure.
No, no. That was dunmb. He had to just forget about her

El der realized that he had arrived at his destination. He walked
t hrough the | obby of his apartnent building, said goodnight to the
doorman, and rang for the elevator. He felt tired, suddenly.

He always felt tired, at the end of the day. He worked too hard, he
knew. He had to nmake sone changes. Have a little fun. Enjoy life.

Not spend so ruch tine al one.

How | ong woul d it take? he wondered. To forget about her?

"I'"ve spoken to a nunber of people,"” the baroness said. She renoved
her exercise shorts and | eotard and stood naked on the bedroom s thick
fur rug, glistening with perspiration fromher |ate-night workout.

"Very discreetly, of course. The interest is there. W should begin
serious pl anni ng now. "

"Alittle premature, isn't it?" Dalton Stewart was sitting, fully

cl ot hed, on the baroness's king-size bed. He had been napping in a
guest room down the hall, trying to recover fromthe wi ne and brandy
he had consumed at dinner earlier in the evening, when the baroness had
awakened himand invited himinto her room

"The babies fromthe pilot programaren't due for another three
nont hs. "

The baroness towel ed herself off slowly. She was conpletely

unsel fconscious in his presence. "And they're all devel opi ng
perfectly, Dalton. Three nonths will pass quickly. W should start
selecting our first clients now "

"That worries me."

"Everything seens to worry you these days, Dalton. Are you feeling
it

"At the nmonent, yes. Fromthe wine."
"You need nore exercise."

Stewart studied the baroness's body as she rubbed the towel
energetically across its firmsurfaces. Certainly she wasn't one to



negl ect exercise. She was not precisely his erotic ideal--Stewart
preferred his females a bit nore lusciously rounded, with fuller
breasts. Like Anne.

The baroness arched her legs slightly apart and rubbed the towel

bri skly agai nst her pubic hair. "W shouldn't wait. W should assune
the babies in the test programw || be born and devel op just as your
daught er has devel oped. W nust assune that--otherw se what do we

do?

Wait for several years to make sure the children are superior? No. W
can't wait that long. W have to accept the possibility that someone
el se may have a copy of Jupiter.”

"It's unlikely."
"I don't agree. Goth's assistant sold you a copy, didn't she?
Why coul dn't she have sold one to soneone el se?"

Stewart didn't bother to argue the point. She could be right, after
all.

"And we must be nore careful with our own copies," the baroness
continued. "At this nonent there are four: one in my Minich office,
one in your New York office, and two at the Romanian clinic. They mnust
all be copy-proof."

"I thought they were.

"Not sufficiently, according to nmy lab in Minich. They can add a
ten-digit access code to the program |If anyone attenpts to copy or
print fromit, or even call it up on the screen, w thout entering the
correct nunber sequence, it automatically shuts down. The copies in

Si biu and Muni ch are already encoded that way. That |eaves the copy in
New York. We nust fix it imediately."

"It's locked in a safe in the wall of ny office. No one el se has
access except Ajemian. It's perfectly secure.™

"W nust code it. That's not an unreasonabl e request, Dalton
There's no way to copyright Jupiter, after all. It's illegal in nost
countries. So our only protection is to make sure it doesn't get out
of our hands. Karla is in New York now. She could take it to the
Munich lab. Wuld you please instruct Ajemian to give it to her?"

"I'f you insist."

The baroness wapped the towel over her breasts and tucked it in under
her arms so that it hung fromher |ike a strapless gown.

"In the meantime, we nmust get to work in Romania. W only have a few
nmont hs to renovate that place.”

She headed for the bathroom She paused at the door and snmiled at
hi m

"Don't go away," she said. "I have sonething inportant to discuss."



She cl osed the door behind her, and in a few mnutes Stewart heard the
shower runni ng.

Wat ching her with the towel had aroused him Despite his
al cohol -i nduced headache and general |assitude, he thought he could
probably perform adequately enough--if she was interested.

If she was interested.

The uncertainty was a novel experience for a man who had i ndul ged
hi nsel f much of his adult life energetically pursuing and seducing
worren.

The baroness, he had di scovered, was quite different fromthe wonmen he
had known. For one thing, she had an uncanny ability for stealing the
initiative--of sonmehow always being in a position to dictate the terns
of their rel ationship.

He understood now why she was so successful in her business dealings.

She was al ways the nost deternined, the nbst organized. She was
untiring and perfectly focused. And she al ways knew exactly what she
wanted. This, conbined with her wllpower and | ack of scruples,
enabl ed her to get her way in al nbst any situation

She seened to have no expl oi tabl e weaknesses, either. She didn't take
drugs, she didn't drink much. She had no famly that she cared about,
no children, no close friends. And she lived in a fortress

envi ronnent, protected by al arm systens, bodyguards, and attack dogs.

Gradual ly--bit by bit, day by day--Stewart found hinmself sliding into a
subordinate relationship with the wonan. He was aware that it was
happeni ng, yet he felt powerless to do anything about it. And ending
their partnership now was out of the question

He had hoped, in the beginning, to forge sone kind of acceptable
association with hen-if not a completely loving and intimte one, at
| east an alliance of nutual interest. But that now seened

i mpossi bl e.

She was sinply too demandi ng and difficult a wonman, unable to accept
any show of affection on his part as anything other than an invitation
to tease and mani pul ate him

For weeks she woul d massage his ego, praising himin the presence of
others, deferring to him acting supportive. Then, when he was
beginning to feel some confort in her presence, she would start subtly
underm ning himby criticizing himor even enbarrassing himin

publi c.

Not hi ng about her could ever be taken for granted. She kept him
constantly off guard. It was quite maddeni ng.

As for sex, it was to her an itch to be scratched, no nore. And the
nore satisfaction one could get out of the way one scratched, the
better--as long as it didn't interfere with one's real life. |If he
want ed good sex, she expl ained, then he should |l earn to experience it
her way. He soon found out exactly what she meant.

One night fairly early in their relationship he was awakened from a



deep slumber to feel the bed shaking violently under him

The roomwas in sem darkness. A small lanp was lit on the baroness's
dressing table.

He raised his head, alarnmed. There was violent novenment, other bodies,
sharp cries . . . some kind of struggle going on. H's first confused
t houghts were that the baroness was being attacked by sonebody. He

twi sted around and sat up, ready to fight or flee for his life.

In a few seconds his first inpressions dissolved. Fright gave way to
ast oni shnent .

Two ot her people were on the bed--Al dous and Katrina. And both were
piled on top of the baroness. Katrina was |ying prone with her |egs
spread wi de and her face buried in the baroness's blond hair. Al dous,
in turn, was on top of Katrina, grunting like an animal and ramm ng his
penis violently into her from behind.

One of Katrina's el bows kept hitting Stewart in the side.

It was too late to feign sleep. He sat there, immbile, trying to
decide how to react. Expressions of outrage woul d probably be | aughed
at. And retreating fromthe bed would be cowardly.

The scene changed. The women were now wrapped in a passionate kiss,
and Al dous was now punping away furiously inside the baroness. She was
nmoani ng and shuddering with pleasure.

Seeing Stewart awake, Katrina reached a hand across and grabbed his
penis. She fished it inpatiently through his pajama fly, then squeezed
it hard and giggled. She seened drunk, or high on drugs. 1In spite of
hinsel f, Stewart felt powerfully aroused. He had had sex with many
wonen, but never in a crowd.

Katrina clinbed on top of him Protestation was pointless. Katrina
swiftly straddl ed his hips and inpaled herself on himwith a | ong,
shudderi ng nmoan

The baroness reached over and began stroking Katrina's belly.

She slipped her hand further down and cl osed her fingers around the
base of Stewart's penis. Katrina increased her novenent, pistoning up
and down violently. He exploded inside her alnost immediately.

Katri na paused, then gently began her punping notion again.

The baroness kept her fingers around him Hi s penis stayed hard, and
within mnutes Katrina had himon the verge of coning again. And then
her own orgasns began--one after another, at rapid intervals. She
shudder ed, whi npered, npaned, tossed her head back and forth. Her eyes
and jaw shut tight. He could feel her vagina nmuscles squeezing him
powerful ly.

The baroness, far nore excited now than Stewart had ever seen her

began her own paroxysns. She | ocked her |egs around Al dous, clanped
jaw and eyes shut, and | aunched herself into an extraordinary series of
angry convul sions that seened to |last for m nutes.

Stewart cane again, even nore powerfully than the first tine.



The orgasm seened to start somewhere in his toes, shoot to the base of
hi s spi neand expl ode through his penis in a scalding eruption that was
as painful as it was ecstatic.

Katrina, still in a state of sexual frenzy, rolled off Stewart and
returned her attention to the baroness, |icking and sucking at her
breasts hungrily.

The other three continued their revelry, npaning and squeal i ng and
giggling and gasping in various configurations. Stewart, stunned,
spent, and vaguely angry, lost interest in the proceedi ngs and
retreated to a bed in a roomdown the hall

More nights like that first one soon foll owed.

Sonetimes only Katrina was present, sonetines only Al dous--whatever
suited the baroness's whim Sonetimes they were in costune; sonetimnmes
they were in restraints. The baroness loved to wield a whip on both of
t hem

Conventional sex held little interest for the baroness. Sone of what
did interest her repelled Stewart--especially her penchant for
sadomasochi sm -but gradually the shock was wearing off, as the baroness
repeatedly chall enged himto broaden his sexual horizons. Sex becane a
ki nd of no-hol ds-barred conpetition, a ganme of sexual chicken. The
baroness's kinky tastes kept her constantly out in front of him She
initiated; he reacted, permanently on the defensive.

Hi s sudden imersion in this bacchanalian nael strom di soriented
Stewart. He found hinmself spending far too nuch time recovering from
some of the sessions, and far too much tine thinking about them
afterwards. The baroness, by contrast, conpartnentalized her life
rigorously. Sex was sinply not central to the passions that powered
her exi stence.

Stewart suspected that she was laying on all this sex for himat |east
in part just to probe himfor his own weaknesses--to get himever nore
deeply hooked and dependent.

By sl ow degrees the wonan was shattering Stewart's conpl acent
assunptions about hinself, luring himever deeper into a pattern of
sel f-destructive behavi or

Katrina had further muddi ed the situation by devel opi ng an attachnent
to him She was immture and clinging, and prone to getting herself
into trouble. She was also a heavy drug user, and despite the
baroness's threats she was unable to give themup. She had been
arrested several tines; twice Stewart hinmself had pulled her out of
troubl e.

Stewart persuaded hinself that he was just biding his time. He would
tol erate whatever he had to, and eventually things would go his way.

Once the Jupiter programwas established, the noney would start coning
in, and he could free hinself of his indebtedness to the baroness. He
could rebuild and expand his conpani es and see his enpire grow again.

And he still clung to the hope that he would eventual |y persuade Anne
to come back to him



The baroness came out of the shower with a fresh towel w apped around
her. "I was thinking that it mght be a good idea if we got narried,"
she said.

Dal ton stared at her, dumbstruck
She smled teasingly. "Are you against the idea?"
"I don't know. But | certainly assunmed you were."

The baroness sat on the edge of the bed and began dryi ng between her
toes with the towel. "I1've changed ny nind."

n W]y?ll
"Neither of us is suitable for a conventional marriage, of course.

You' ve been divorced twice, and are about to be divorced again. |'ve
never renarried because | knew beforehand that it wouldn't work. But
the kind of arrangement that the two of us now have could just as
easily be continued in the |legal framework of a marriage. And under
t hose circunstances, there would never really be any reason to get

di vorced. "

"Way get married in the first place, then?"

"There are busi ness advantages. For both of us. And that's really how
| would view a marriage--strictly as a business contract."

"Anne and | are still a long way fromdivorced. And there's Genny's
wel fare to think about."

"OF course. She's the main reason that we should do this," the
baroness said. "l can help you get custody."

Stewart brought his eyes up fromthe baroness's vigorous toweling of
her thighs. "How can you do that?"

"Cbviously, if you're going to marry again, the court'll |ook nore
favorably on you for being able to provide a whol esone famly
environnent for your daughter."

Stewart wondered if the baroness was naking a joke.

"And that, conmbined with an extrenely generous financial settlenent,
should do it. Your wife has no noney of her own, after all. She
shoul d be grateful for a reasonabl e arrangenment--frequent visiting
privil eges, that kind of thing."

"The child is rmuch nore inportant to Anne than noney."

"Nothing is nore inportant to anyone than noney, if there's enough of
it. Your wife grew up poor. She doesn't want to be poor again. And

she doesn't want her daughter to be, either. She can be persuaded.”

"Why do you want nme to have custody? You don't like children. And you
and Genny certainly didn't hit it off."

"W nust have her, that's why. Think it through. So far she's the



only proof that the Jupiter programworks. Her presence will be
wonderful |y persuasive. Nobody will be able to resist Jupiter after
seeing her. Wthout her, we run the risk of |osing our investment."

Her words hit Stewart like a slap. He felt furious. "You're talking
about ny daughter as if she was a sales gimick."

The baroness sat up. "But you nust see ny point. And you do want
custody of the child, don't you?"

"Anne's a very good nother."

"I"'msure she is. And what about you? Do you want to be a good
father? Genny cannot live with both of you."

The baroness got up fromthe bed and di sappeared into her dressing
room She reappeared a few mnutes later, wearing black silk
lingerie.

She had conbed her blond hair out and anointed herself with a
particularly potent perfume. "You can stay, if you like."

No. He needed time to think. "I'mdriving back to Munich,"” he said.

Alight rain was falling, and Dalton Stewart drove slowy. Al the way
down the narrow, twisting turns of Route 16 south from Regensburg

t hrough Saal and Abensberg, and on the broad engi neered stretches of
the E-6 Autobahn from Geisenfeld to Minich, he reflected upon what the
bar oness had sai d.

He did want custody of Genny. And Anne would put up a ferocious battle
to keep her. So marrying the baroness woul d probably hel p hi m get
custody. But then what?

He renenbered the runors about the baroness--the suspect circunstances
surroundi ng the deaths of both her father and her husband.

He stared through the wi ndshield at the deep orange gl ow cast agai nst
t he cl ouded night sky by the lights of Munich, still twenty mles

di stant.

The baroness didn't want him It made no sense. She wanted Genny.

And marrying himwas the only way she coul d get her

And once she becanme Genny's stepnother, she'd have no need of Dalton
Stewart.

Christ, he thought. He had nade a business deal with the Devil.

Anne pushed her chair back fromthe desk. She had made some error, she
deci ded.

She repeated the experinent. She inserted the RCD with her own genone
on it into the conputer and carefully followed the directions for
transferring the data into the database of CGoth's program reading the
instructions out loud to herself as she proceeded. Then she repeated
the process with Dalton Stewart's genone.

When these steps were conplete, she instructed Jupiter to do what Goth



had presumably designed it to do--analyze the two genomes and produce
the blueprint for a third one that would marry these two, correct any
genetic flaws, and add its own nysterious genetic enhancenents.

Once the program had done this--and it took a while, because even at
the Iightning speed with which this conputer could crunch data, it had
to conpare and sel ect anpbng billions of base pair conbinations before
constructing its new genome--Anne then fed Genny's genone into the

dat abase and asked it to conmpare its freshly created blueprint with
CGenny' s.

Anne had expected the results to show a one-hundred-percent match. The
arrangenent of all the billions of base pairs along the chronosones of
the two genones shoul d be identical in sequence.

But they weren't. For the second tinme, they showed a roughly
ni nety-ni ne-percent match. And that, in genetics, was not accuracy; it

was not even a close mss. It nmeant that the sequences
304
| differed in several nillion locations. It could just as well be the

genone of a chinp or a pig.
She considered the possibilities.

Coul d some of the genonme data itself be flawed? Unlikely. She was
sure that both her and Genny's genomes were correct, because she had
obt ai ned three genetic sanples for each of them gotten three separate
genone readouts fromthree separate | aboratories, and run nunerous
conput er cross-checks on them She had gotten perfect matches every
tine.

Dal ton's genonme had been taken from hair sanples collected by Anne from
one of Dalton's hairbrushes. Anne had also had multiple tests run on
t hese, and again they had cone out identical

Was the Jupiter programitself flawed?

It was at least internally consistent. It nade no m stakes with the
material that Anne coul d cross-check. She had suspected at first that
it mght be designed to create automatically a different genone from
the sane two sets each tine they were fed into it

That was what nature itself did, after all. Except for identica
twi ns, every new union of spermand egg fromthe same man and woman
produced a different child, with a slightly different genone.

But the program appeared to be designed to accommpdate this.

It offered specific instructions that allowed the operator to determ ne
i n advance which of a whole range of variables she wished to manipul ate
and provi ded her a specific scale of choices to follow It also

al l owed the operator to scan any genone fed into it and get back a
detail ed readout of all these variabl es.

Anne had done all that. She had | oaded into the programthe identica
choice of variables it had informed her were in Genny's genone, and she
had rechecked herself every step of the way. But it didn't matter



Jupiter sinmply refused to reproduce Genny's genone.
What possibilities were left?

That the hair taken fromthe brush didn't belong to Dalton Stewart? O
that Dalton wasn't Genny's father? Goth could conceivably have
substituted soneone else's sperm For all she knew, he could have used
hi s own.

No, no, no. That was all wong. Genny's genone had been screened
genetically when she was only a few weeks old, and the | aboratory
results had shown unequi vocally that Dalton Stewart was her father

So it came back to Jupiter. The programwas flawed. Yet how coul d
that be?

There was her daughter, Genny--a nost extraordinarily gifted child.

But not just gifted: Genny possessed capacities not known to be in the
human gene pool. She appeared to be a uni que speci nen of Hono sapi ens,
somet hi ng never seen before. Were else could these characteristics
have come from except from Jupiter?

If the programitself was not at fault, what was left?

Anne could think of only one further possibility: she wasn't using the
program properly. Yet if that were so, why did it seemto work at
all?

Why didn't it just flash a big "ERROR' nmessage at her? O turn itself
of f? Anne w shed she knew nore about computer software.

Anne rebooted the computer, called up the Jupiter program and | ooked
at the sign-on screen. There was nothing to indicate authorship or
anything el se. Just the enigmatic direction "LOG ON)."

She hit the Enter key and | ooked at the next screen. It contained a
menu of options. The relevant choice here was item 6: "ENHANCED GENOVE
CONFI GURATI ON.  She pressed 6 and got a second nenu. The relevant item
here was number 4: "CGENOVE PARAMETERS. She pressed 4 and got the |ong
list of genetic variables to choose from The next direction was
"ENTER DATA,

FI RST GENOVE

CGot h was no doubt a genius, Anne thought, but how had he had tine to

| earn conputer progranmi ng on top of all the work he was doing in
genetics? Programm ng, especially at this |level, was unquestionably a
demandi ng, tine-consuning discipline.

She turned the conputer off and thought about it. Sonmeone-sone
programer sonewhere--mnmust have witten it for him She decided to try
and find out.

The next norning Anne called a wonan she knew from school who worked
for Stewart Biotech and, under the pretext of doing sone freel ance
research for someone, asked her for any names that mght be in the

Bi otech files of programmers who specialized in witing software for
scientific applications. She got back a dauntingly long list of 145
nanes. Over a period of days she reached all but three of the names by



tel ephone. They, in turn, f gave her other names to call. She
eventual ly tal ked to over three hundred programmers. None of them had
ever worked for Harold Coth.

After three weeks of effort, the task began to seem hopeless. A
programrer could be lying to her, fearing that any past association
with Goth might be harnful. O the individual who wote Jupiter m ght
not have specialized in scientific applications at all

That woul d open the door to thousands of other possible candidates.

Anne was about to give up altogether when she cane across a copy of a
genetics textbook in the New York Public Library that Goth had witten
fifteen years earlier. There were a few paragraphs in the book that
dealt with the inportance of conputer technology in applied genetic
research. A footnote at the bottom of the page credited a man naned
Axel Guttmann of Stanford University for sonme of the technica

i nformation. Goth, she renenbered, had once held a teaching post at
St anf or d.

She call ed the head of Stanford' s biol ogy departnent, a wonan naned
Margaret Contardi. Axel @uttmann had i ndeed worked there, Contard
said. She also remenbered that he had worked with Goth on some project
or other; she couldn't recall what it was. It was a long time ago.

Quttmann was a w zard with conputer |anguages, Contardi told hen-and
particularly good with scientific applications.

"I's Professor Guttmann still at Stanford?"

"Ch, no. He left years ago."

Anne's heart sank. "Do you know where he went ?"

"I"'mnot sure. | think he took a job with the federal governnent.

Wth the military or some federal agency. | don't recall any nore than
that."

After dozens of calls to different branches of the federal governnent,
Anne finally |located someone at the National Institutes of Health at
Bet hesda, Maryl and, who renmenbered Cuttnann.

"He did sone classified work for the Departnment of Energy," a deep male
voice replied. "I think he's at |BM now "

Anne cal |l ed the Poughkeepsi e headquarters of IBM After a wait for the
swi tchboard to route the call to his extension, she found herself
talking directly with Axel Guttmann.

GQuttmann admitted that he had known Goth. Beyond that, he wouldn't say
much. But he was willing to talk to her. He invited her to cone to
Poughkeepsi e--and to bring the Jupiter programwth her

The foll owi ng Sunday, Anne left Genny in Ms. Callahan's care and
drove up to | BM headquarters i n Poughkeepsie, an hour and a half north
of Manhatt an.

She found Axel Guttrmann waiting for her in the nearly deserted main
| obby of one of a cluster of buildings that made up the | BM canpus. He



was big, with a florid face, masses of black hair, flashing dark eyes
under eyebrows as thick as brushes, and a big bl ack handl ebar mnustache
over a nouth of big teeth with a great deal of gold inlay.

I ncongruously, he was dressed in a cheap white shirt, nondescri pt
wrinkl ed gray trousers, and bl ack shoes. A German-Czech refugee who
had em grated to the United States in 1968, after the Prague Spring, he
| ooked li ke a Gypsy king whom soneone had stuffed into the drab uniform
of a conputer nerd.

H s eyes betrayed a surprising furtiveness. They were constantly
nmovi ng and shifting, as if he were afraid sonething unpl easant m ght be
creepi ng up behind him Anne wondered if this was a | egacy of his
years under conmuni smor sinply a nervous habit.

He greeted Anne with el aborate continental politeness, obtained a
visitor's pass for her, and ushered her down the enpty corridors to his
of fice on the second floor, a cranped, wi ndow ess space in a state of

di sarray so chaotic that Anne's first inpression was that it had just
been burgl ari zed.

GQuttmann renoved a teetering stack of paper and books froma chair and
invited her to sit. He plunked hinself down in his own chair, in front
of a glow ng conputer screen. Only the screen was visible. Al

adj acent surfaces, except for a detached keyboard, were totally buried
under paper. Anne wasn't even certain that Guttnmann had a desk at

all.

"I apol ogi ze for the grossly untidy state of affairs,” he said, with a
sel f-deprecating grin. "The managenent threatens to fire ne
regul arly.

O course they won't, because |'mthe only living human who knows where
everything is in here. And for that sane reason, | dare never clean it
up, lest | render nyself dispensable in the process.™

GQuttmann's eyes, which had been focused lingeringly on Anne's breasts,
finally noticed the thick manila envel ope she was carrying. "l see
that you're treating the package in your right hand with extrene

care.

I can only guess that it contains the programyou' re so eager to have
nme exami ne. "

Anne handed Guttmann the envel ope. "I very much appreciate you taking
the trouble.”

Gut t mann busi ed hi nsel f pushi ng asi de boxes and stacks of nanuals to
| ocate a bay for the RCD in the conputer tower hidden sonewhere under
his desk. He found one, finally, and sat back with a sigh of
contentnent. "This may take a minute," he warned, settling the
keyboard confortably in his Iap.

Anne sat silently while Guttmann expl ored the contents of the Jupiter
disk. His fingers flew over the keyboard in a blur of clicks,
i nterspersed with an occasional grunt of inpatience.

"It's Goth's baby, all right," he said, not pausing in his
keyst r okes.



Screen after screen of data flickered by.

Suddenly CGuttmann banged both fists against his head and uttered a
boom ng shout that made Anne junp. "And it's vintage Axel Quttmann,
too!"™ he exclainmed proudly. "I know ny algorithns when | see them"

He swiveled around in his chair. "I wote it. Mst of it, anyway. It
took a few nonths out of ny life, I can tell you. | never finished it,
t hough. Goth just disappeared one day. | never saw hi magain, never
heard a word fromhim | learned |later that Stanford had fired him

And by that time he could probably wite programcode as well as |
could. He was a fast study, that GCoth.

It's incredibly conplicated stuff--so nany evaluations to make, so many
kinds of criteria. And so nuch data to crunch. | alnopst went out of
my mind trying to make nmy hunbl e conput er | anguages performthe kinds
of four-di nensional acrobatics that Goth expected. But | didit.

| forgot how good | was. But Goth hinself--he was crazy, | think. A
geni us, of course, but obsessed.

He nust have finished this hinself."
Anne expl ai ned the genetic trials she had run with Jupiter. "I could

never get a match. The program seens to function fine, but the results
| get are consistently wong."

Guttmann | aughed. It was a barroomguffaw, as if he had just been told
a great dirty joke. "O course!”™ he exclained. "CGoth was a maniac
about secrecy. | don't know much about genetics, you understand, but

it was clear to nme that Harold thought he was on to something big with
t hese new procedures he was devel oping. He was very arrogant about
it.

He even nade nme sign a piece of paper swearing |I'd never divul ge

anyt hi ng about the nature of the work I'd done for him" Guttmann
paused, then continued in a quieter tone. "l never did, either. But
now that he's dead, | guess it no |longer matters."

Anne was conpl etely puzzled. "Wat do you nean?"

"Access codes," Guttmann expl ained. "He al ways used codes.

He drove me up the wall with his goddammed codes."
"But | was able to operate the program And so were you."

GQuttmann patted Anne gently on the knee. The gesture startled her, and
she tensed. "O course . . . of course,” he said. "And you got
terrible results!”

"Yes, but--" "Coth used a silent code. It doesn't prohibit access. It
does sonething better. It lets you go right ahead and use the program
in conplete ignorance of the fact that your failure to initiate with
the correct code renders all your results usel ess--completely

usel ess!”

Guttmann nmoved his head closer and stared right into her eyes. "A
silent code is the best protection,” he continued, in a soft voice.



"It encourages the woul d-be intruder into believing he's broken into
the program when in fact he's bei ng hoodw nked.

It's as if you cracked a conbination safe on the first try, took out
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t he val uabl es, and found out |later they were all fake and sprayed with
a |l ethal poison to boot."

"Then how do you access the program properly?"

Guttmann flashed his gold inlays. "You have to know the access code,
of course.”

Anne felt the now famliar sense of inpending frustration and
despair.

"But that could be anything, couldn't it?"
Gutt mann nodded. "There are millions of possibilities."

"But just now, you searched all through the program didn't you

o
"Hah. Yes. O course. | was studying the program code--the lines of
instruction witten in conputer |anguage. 1In this case, Language C
Very powerful. It's used in a lot of scientific applications.”

Anne bit her lip. Quttmann was maki ng her nervous. Despite absolutely

no encouragenent, he insisted on trying to flirt with her. "I don't
know anyt hi ng about the architecture of conputer prograns," she
replied. "But how could you have | ooked at all those |ines of program

wi t hout knowi ng the access code?"

GQuttmann produced a self-satisfied little chuckle. "Oh, | do know
it.

| typed it in at the sign-on. You can hit the Return key at that



poi nt, as you've obviously been doing, and get your bogus results, or
you can enter the correct code. That's what | did."

Anne | aughed. She felt a rush of triunph. Her effort was finally

begi nning to pay off. "Are you sure it's right?"
Gutt mann chuckl ed again. "Oh yes. Goth always used the same word as
his access code. | used to kid himabout it, telling himhe was

defeating his own purpose by being so unimaginative. But it had sone
special significance to him it seemed. And | suppose he figured that
since | was the only other living human being that knew what the code
word was, that it would remain perfectly safe.”

Gutt mann renoved the RCD from his conputer and handed it back to
Anne.

He cl osed her fingers around it with his other hand.

Anne slipped it back in the envel ope.

"Well . . . what is it?" she asked.

Gutt mann showed his gold teeth again. "First, | have a question for
you. "

"Yes?"

"How do you cone to have this progran"

Anne had thought out in advance what she should say. She hated to lie
to anybody; but in this situation, extreme caution was obviously called
for. GQuttmann didn't seemat all aware of the controversial nature of
the program neither did he appear to know that it had led to Goth's
death. So the conplete truth was out of the question. "Coth sold it
to a company that my husband owns. That was just before he died. Now
nmy husband's trying to figure out exactly what he owns. Since he can't
go back to Goth, he's asked me to look into it."

"\What does your husband intend to do with it?"

Anne sniled brightly. "Nothing at the nonment. He just wants ne to
hel p hi m det erm ne whether or not it has any value."

"Does it?"
"Well, we're not sure, yet."

Axel CGuttmann poured on nore questions, and Anne had trouble trying to
fabricate persuasive answers. His sudden curiosity alarmed her. She
couldn't tell if he was genuinely suspicious of her or just trying to
keep her there.

He finally ran out of questions. It was Sunday, the place was enpty,
and Guttmann just sat there, staring at her, his eyes appraising her
body with a rude frankness.

"So will you tell ne the code word?" she asked.

"I"'mnot sure," he replied.



"Ch?  \Mhy?"

"I think I might need a little persuasion.”

Ch God, Anne thought. "If you're thinking of sone financial

consi deration," she said, "I'msure we could arrange sonething--' "I'm
not," Guttmann interrupted. He wet his [ips with his tongue.

"No ? Then what . . . ? " "I was thinking of a nore persona
consideration. A little exchange, you m ght say. | give you what you
want, and you give ne what | want...." He let his sentence trail off

suggesti vel y.
; You creepy bastard, she thought. It was clearly tinme to |eave.

Anne got quickly to her feet and held out her hand. "Well, thank you
for your tinme," she said in a cold voice. "If you change your nind
about rnoney . "

GQuttmann rermained in his chair. He grabbed her hand and grinned at
her. "I'mnot going to change my mind."

She tried to pull her hand back, but his grip tightened. He yanked her
toward him She | ost her balance and fell forward onto his lap. He

| ocked his arns around her wai st and neck and pressed his nouth against
her lips. H's tongue slithered against her teeth, trying to pry them
apart. A hand squeezed her breasts, and she felt his penis bul ging
agai nst her thigh.

GQuttmann was strong and determ ned. Screanming out in a deserted office
buil ding woul d be a waste of breath. She opened her nouth to all ow
GQuttmann's probing tongue partway in, then bit down hard. He fel
back--shocked, astonished. He groaned, then clapped a hand over his
nmout h. Bl ood oozed between his fingers.

She pulled free of his lap and started to run. He caught her and spun
her around. She brought one foot up swiftly. The toe of her sneaker
met the middle of his groin with a solid thud. He gasped, staggered,
and doubl ed over.

e didn't seeminclined to pursue his attack, but Anne didn't wait
around to find out. She tucked the envel ope with the RCD under her arm
and fled fromthe building. She ran to her car in the parking |ot, got
in, slamed and | ocked the door, and sat there, trenbling violently
fromthe fear and anger boiling in her bl ood.

When she felt cal menough to drive, she started the car and headed
slow y back for Manhattan

She was happy she had fended him off so decisively. But the encounter
depressed her.

Gving into Guttmann's demands was out of the question. But how el se
was she ever going to get the access code from hi n?

It was an excl usive gathering. The baroness had chosen the twenty
couples froman initial list of two hundred. Each couple was being
charged the equivalent in German marks of half a mllion dollars to be
the first to participate in the program They had all been intervi ened
several tines, and their nedical, social, and financial histories taken



down in detail

They were all rich and well connected. Five couples were from Germany,
five from France, four from England, two fromltaly, and one each from
Spain, Austria, Sweden, and Switzerland. The youngest woman in the
group was twenty-four; the oldest, thirty-five. Three of the husbands
were titled nobility; two of themwere billionaires.

Dalton Stewart had played no part in their selection. Nor had he
sought any. He was content to | et the baroness stick her neck out for
this first round of custoners. |If Jupiter worked as advertised, he
expected to initiate the second round with a group of Anericans.

The baroness had been careful to understate Jupiter's prom se.

The coupl es had been told that they could expect nentally and
physically superior offspring, and that was all. They were at Schl oss
Vogel for a series of informal talks on the procedures they were to
undergo the follow ng week at the clinic in Ronmania.

As the guests arrived, they were shown to their bedroons-| arge,
spaci ous suites on the upper floors of the castle. Later, the baroness
conducted them on a tour through the 250-year-old
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buil ding's seem ngly endl ess spaces: the huge Hall of Knights, with its
di spl ay of medi eval arnmor and weaponry; the baroque chapel, with its
enornous stone arches; the grand salons; the two story-high dining hal
with its tapestries and bal conies; the tower roons; the ranparts; the
arsenal ; the keep.

The dungeon, |ocated at the bottomof a long circul ar stone staircase
several |evels bel ow ground, was especially popular. The guests
i nspected the various medi eval instrunents of torture with

J." avid curlosity.

The center of attention was sonething called the "little naiden," a
nodi fi ed version of the infanpus iron maiden. The iron naiden was a
gi ant iron box about the dinmensions of a large coffin stood on end,
with a hinged door on the front. The insides of the back and the door
were studded with hundreds of long, sharp iron spikes, so that when a
victimwas put inside and the lidlike door screwed cl osed, the spikes
woul d pierce his flesh fromhead to toe in hundreds of places. The
little maiden differed in that her spikes were considerably shorter

It was possible, unless one was very fat, to stand up in it with the
door closed without a single point touching one's skin. The little

mai den was considered a nore effective torture because of the exquisite
nmental duress it inflicted on its victim Sone were able to hold out
for hours before finally collapsing against the spikes. Amd a great
deal of giggling and | aughter, several of the guests got inside and had
t he door cl osed on them

But Schl oss Vogel 's biggest attraction was its ingeni ous network of
secret passageways. The baroness passed out flashlights and took the
guests through the nmain one--a three-level passage twenty inches wi de



inside the interior walls of the main section of the castle. One
entered the passage through a hidden doorway in a basement cl oset,
climbed a long flight of extrenmely narrow steps to the second fl oor
then wal ked along a kind of gallery past a row of small wooden doors
t hat gave access to a row of bedroom suites on the castle's south

si de.

The doors were cleverly hidden in the wood paneling in the bedroons,
and each one contained a small peephol e.

The gallery then took a ninety-degree turn and continued inside the
i nner wall on the western side of the building. At the end of this
first gallery another narrow flight of stairs led up to a sinilar
gallery on the floor above.

The main part of Schloss Vogel had been built by Baron Hugo von
Ulricht in 1752. He included the passageways so that he could spy on
his guests. Legend had it that several rivals met with nysterious

deat hs during overnight visits to the Schloss. The castle was added
onto by subsequent nenbers of the famly, and the customof building in
secret passages continued. A later Baron von U lricht was said to use
themto visit the bedroons of various mstresses without raising a

scandal . The last Baron von Ulricht, who occupied Schl oss Vogel unti
1923, was reputed to be in the habit of spying on his guests as a
sexual diversion. In 1923, the baron's wife was nmurdered in her

bedr oom under circunstances that strongly suggested that the baron was
responsi ble. Many believed that during his voyeuristic rounds he had
caught her in bed with another man. The police failed to bring charges
agai nst him but the murder ruined himsocially. He sold the castle to
the von Hausers and noved to South Anerica.

The baroness had spent a fortune restoring the estate. She had al so
spent a fortune on security. A high wall enconpassed the entire
t housand acres, and it was electronically nonitored around the cl ock.

No one could get over the wall or through any of the three gates

wi t hout his presence being detected i mediately. Not that anyone woul d
want to. A couple of dozen Dobernmans and Al satians--all trained attack
dogs--were turned | oose to roamthe property every night. Anyone
caught on the castle grounds after dark was in trouble.

Wth these guests the baroness wasn't taking any risks. The dogs woul d
be kept securely | ocked out of sight in their kennels for the
weekend.

A security force of twenty nen had been brought up fromthe Hauser
plant in Regensburg to fill in for the dogs.

After the tour, the baroness hosted a get-acquai nted cocktail party.

Most of the public roonms in Schloss Vogel, with their huge fireplaces,
deep stone w ndow casenents, and high walls of stone or dark wood, were
predi ctably gl oony and nedi eval in feeling.

For this first formal gathering, the baroness had picked one of the
bri ghter chanmbers at the end of the south hall. She had had all the
heavy wood furniture, stuffed animal heads, and coats-ofarns renoved
and the space redecorated in light colors, with overstuffed casua
sofas and chairs, bright pillows, throw rugs, end tables, floor |anps,
and wal |l tapestries depicting pleasant pastoral scenes. Huge vases of



flowers lightened the darker corners, and large mrrors reflected and
magni fied the light, giving the otherw se sonber hall a cautiously
festive atnmosphere. Drinks and canapes were served by an attentive
group of waiters.

Dr. Laura Garhardt and three other nenbers of the team of

obstetricians and geneticists who were to performthe work were present
to explain procedures and answer questions. The baroness knew that a
success with this initial group was critical. They could be counted on
to spread the word qui ckly anong their friends.

For the sanme reason, failure could be disastrous.

The baroness, |ooking spectacular in a floor-length red gown, wel coned
the group with a cal cul ated dose of flattery. She congratul ated them
on being chosen for this historic event, and praised themfor the

pi oneering role they were about to enbark upon, and the enornous
contribution their sacrifice was going to nake to the noble cause of
science. She detailed the weekend's events, and then introduced Dalton
Stewart.

He added a few wel comi ng remarks of his own, including a brief and very
sanitized description of how this renmarkabl e genetic program had cone
to be developed. It was still sonewhat experinental, he warned, and of
course it remained highly secret.

But he reassured themthat so far their results had been
extraordinary.

"Just how extraordinary I'll now denonstrate,"” Stewart said.

He gl anced expectantly to his right, where one of the waiters had
uncovered a large TV screen. All eyes in the roomturned to follow his
gaze. The screen flickered to |life, and the guests saw a beauti f ul
little girl playing the piano in a large, sunny room

"This is CGenevieve," Stewart began. "She'll be three years old on
January first. She was the first child conceived under this program

And | amvery proud to tell you that she al so happens to be ny
daughter...."

He spoke slowy, giving the baroness time to translate his remarks into
German and French.

"This scene was shot at our home in Long Island," Stewart continued.

"CGenny, as we call her, has never had any piano | essons. She plays
entirely by ear. |If she hears a song once, she can reproduce the

nel ody perfectly. O course, her hands aren't yet |arge enough for her
to reach all the keys, so her chord acconpani ment is necessarily
[imted."

After a few m nutes of piano, the cantorder cut to a new scene, show ng
Genny reciting by menory in a child s singsong tones a passage from
Shakespeare's The Merclant of Venice. The third scene showed Genny
bei ng handed a children's book by her nanny, Ms. Callahan

"You' ve never seen this book before, have you, Genny?"



Genny | ooked the book over. "No, ma'am | have not," she responded in
a very adult and authoritative tone. The guests chuckled
appreci atively.

"Then turn to page five and read what it says there, please," Ms.
Cal | ahan sai d.

Genny turned to page five, studied it with a concentrated expression,
t hen began reading the words out loud: " '"Isn't it funny how a bear

| oves honey. Buzz, buzz, buzz, | wonder why he does."

Hey," she added. "It rhynes!™"

The guests |aughed. Stewart saw the amazed delight on their faces.
He continued his narration through several nore taped scenes.

One showed Genny clinbing through a jungle gymand sw nging on a
trapeze bar. It was inmmedi ately apparent that her speed, grace, and
agility far surpassed what woul d be expected froma child of three.

Genny' s nmot her was conspi cuously absent fromthe video

Stewart had recorded all the scenes at his Lattingtown estate during
one of the weekends Genny was in his custody.

Stewart made a few cl osing remarks about Genny's high 1Qt
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and robust health, and the probability, based on the genetic
enhancenents of the program that she would live to be a hundred or
nore. He apol ogi zed for not being able to have his daughter there with
himin the flesh, but promi sed that they mght well meet her in the
near future. No nmention was nade of Genny's hei ghtened sensory

acuity.

Stewart hinself renmi ned unaware of it.

Fol  owi ng the video presentation, the guests were ushered into a |avish



banquet in the castle's enornmous dining hall. Despite their worldly
sophi stication, they were all quite astounded by what they had seen and
heard. The dinner table buzzed with enthusiastic talk about Genny
Stewart, the program and their own inminent participation init.

The guests inundated the baroness, Dr. Garhardt, and Dalton Stewart
wi th questions and praise for several hours, and went off to bed,
finally, sated and weary, but excited.

Later, Dalton Stewart found the baroness in her upstairs study.

"I'"mgoing back to Munich tonight," he said.

The baroness had changed into a mnel on-col ored pei gnoir and done up her
hair. She was reclining on a small chai se and studyi ng what | ooked
like a financial report of sone kind. She |ooked up at him Her light
bl ue eyes seened to examine himw th unusual intensity. It was a |ook
he had seen before: concealed anger. "It's late,"” she said. "You
shoul d stay."

Stewart shook his head.

She picked up a black plastic RCD fromthe end tabl e beside her and

handed it to him "W finally received your copy of Jupiter from New
York. | have it right here.”

Stewart took it and | ooked at it, confused. "D d they encode it

al ready?"

"It's blank."

"What do you nean?"
"There's nothing on it. No Jupiter program It's blank."
"Sonmebody sent the wong cartridge, then."

"No. This was the only one in the safe in your office. That's what |
was told."

"That can't be. Did you speak to Hank Aj em an?"

"No. 1'd like you to."

"Towill."

"Because | believe he has stolen it."

"Nonsense. "

"Does anyone el se have access to your safe?"

"No," Stewart replied, raising his voice. "But if A em an were going
to steal it, he'd have made a copy, for chrissakes, not sent you a

bl ank. He's not stupid."

The baroness stared at him (Qoviously she didn't believe him

She waited a few beats and answered himin a soft voice: "All | knowis
t hat your copy is now m ssing."



"I"ll talk to him There nust be a sinple explanation."

"I hope so. You realize this could ruin everything."

"I"lIl talk to Ajem an tonight."

Stewart |eft the baroness and drove back to Munich. By the time he
reached his apartnment, it was two-thirty AM It would be eightthirty
P.M in New York. He dialed A em an's hone nunber.

He answered after eight rings.

"It's Dalton. W've got a problem"”

"I could have guessed." A em an sounded depressed.

"The RCD you sent to Munich--the baroness says its blank."

"That's not possible."

"Did you check it?"

"No, but no one else can get into the safe.™

"Is it possible it was already blank when | put it in the safe?"

"l don't think so."

"Well, the baroness thinks you stole it."

"That figures. She's been dying to nail me on sonething."

"What el se could she think?"

"Maybe she's Iying. Did you check the RCD yoursel f?"

Stewart pressed a hand against his forehead. He had a sharp
headache.

"I don't know what the hell to think, Hank. | was hoping naybe it was
a mx-up. That you took the cartridge out to make a copy before
sending it over here, and then you just sent the wong RCD. "

"I did copy it--just to protect us. But I'mpositive |l sent over the
one that was in the safe.”

"Did you check the copy you nmade?"
"No. But I will, as soon as | get into the office."
"Coul dn't you have switched them by m stake?"

"No. And if the one in the safe was blank, then nmy copy will be
too."



"WIl you check it?"
"I said | would."
"Let me know right away."

"A blank RCD s not your only problem" Ajem an said. "Unless we can
renegoti ate a better repaynent schedul e out of her than the one you
agreed to, Biotech is going to default."

"Il take it up with her."
"Do nore than that. Get us better terns."”
"I'"l'l do what | can. Just find that RCD, Hank."

There was an awkward silence. Finally Ajem an spoke. "Get out of
there, Dalton, for chrissakes. Before it's too late. Cut your
| osses. "

"Just find that goddamm mi ssing cartridge!"

Stewart dropped the tel ephone receiver back onto its cradle and sank
down onto a sofa. He felt an overwhelnming fatigue. He propped his
el bows on his knees and rested his head in his hands.

If Ajemian couldn't find the copy, then all copies of Jupiter would now
be in the baroness's hands.

He was dammed if he was going to let her cut himout of Jupiter. He
had to do sonething. Thank God at |east he still had Genny.

Anne surveyed the narrow, cranmped apartment room she had converted into
a study. There was a desk with a conputer and a printer onit, a small
tabl e stacked high with manual s, RCD cartridges, and journals, and two
bookshel ves so cranmmed with books that it was physically inpossible to
wedge one nore in, vertically or horizontally.

She had been working here on her own for nonths, trying to unravel the
nmysteries of the Jupiter program The effort had given her an

i medi ate sense of purpose, and had hel ped keep her from broodi ng about
her failed marriage and fromworryi ng about the future.

Now, thanks to Axel CGuttmann and a one-word access code he refused to
di vul ge, her effort seened at an end. For the past three days she had
wrung her hands in anger and frustration, trying to cone up with sone
pl ausi bl e way she might still get Guttmann to give her that one crucial
wor d.

She had asked Lexy for help, but Lexy's advice always came back to the
same thing--give GQuttmann what he wanted. For a while she had
seriously considered it. But even if she could overcome her | oathing

| ong enough to submt to him she had to reckon with the possibility
that he mght try to string her along indefinitely, or even m slead her
wi th phony code words. And there was always the possibility that he

m ght be dangerous as well as | oathsone.

322



The only other approach was to try to guess what the code word m ght
be.

She had tried the obvious words, like "Jupiter,” "Goth," "Genone,"
"Nobel ," and "DNA, " hoping for a lucky break. Each attenpt was tedious
and time-consuming, since it required testing each new word by feedi ng
her genone and Dalton's genone into the database all over again and
seeing if she got a result that matched Genny's genone. She knew the
effort was futile. There were just too many possibilities. The word
could be the nane of soneone Goth knew. It could be a nonsense word.

It could be anything. She could spend years trying to find it.

But she couldn't let it alone, either. Each day, she'd come back to
the conputer and try a few nore, hoping for a miracle.

She reread all Goth's published works, underlining words he seened to
use often, making lists of nanes and subjects and places and anyt hi ng
el se that potentially interested him |ooking for sone pattern that

m ght at |east let her narrow her search

After days of fruitless effort, she was taken by a new inspiration

She remenbered having seen a copy of a book with a title something |ike
The Conplete Quide to Sherlock Holmes in Goth's |aboratory at the
hospital in El Coronado. It was the only book she ever saw in his
vicinity that related to anything other than the subject of genetics,
and it had surprised her. He had also said sonething about being a fan
of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's. Mybe he had picked his code word from
one of Conan Doyle's stories.

It was a thin reed of hope, but it was better than nothing.

Anne went to the public library and checked through everything
avai |l abl e by or about Arthur Conan Doyle. There was quite a |ist.

She took home half a dozen books, including The Conpl ete Sherl ock
Hol nes, and started readi ng them

Anne had never read anything by Conan Doyl e, and her only acquai ntance
wi th Sherlock Hol nes canme from snatches fromold Basil Rathbone novies
she had seen her nother watching on television a long tinme ago.

After reading a few of the stories, she began to see how Goth m ght
have identified with Hol mnes. They were both puzzle solvers of sorts,
and they were both | oners--maverick geniuses who had little patience
for society's conventions.

She thunbed through several guides, reading short summaries of the many
tales involving the great detective and his friend Watson. She was
sure she was on to sonet hi ng.

Several days and two hundred potential code words later, her optimsm
faded. She night have narrowed the search, but she had not narrowed it
enough. There were still too many possibilities.

She skinmed through Goth's witings again. They were all about



genetics. And they were all witten in a dense, turgid style, using
| anguage even scholars in the field would have found daunti ng.

Anne tried another hundred words, but the right one continued to el ude
her. She shut the door to the study and didn't go back inside for a
week. She spent the entire seven days with her daughter, who had begun
to feel neglected.

When t he week had passed, she opened the door to the study again, not
sure what she intended to do. She glanced around the :lisordered ness
of books and papers. |Inmediately that famliar sensation of
frustration and futility began to overwhel m her. She backed out of the
room shut the door again, and wal ked down the hallway toward her

bedr oom

She stopped suddenly. She wal ked back to the study door, opened it,
and peered inside.

The book had caught her eye before but had failed to register its
nmessage on her consciousness. Now it did.

It was jamred sideways on top of the tightly packed row of books on the
top shelf of the bookcase nearest her desk. Its title was The Doubl e
Helix. Witten thirty-four years earlier, it described the discovery
of the shape of the DNA nol ecul e and opened the door to the eventua
breaki ng of the DNA code itself.

It was a classic in the scientific literature. Anne had read it in
col | ege.

There were two authors. One of themwas an Englishman naned Francis
Crick. The other one was an American--a scientific maverick not unlike
Goth. Goth had cited himfrequently in his own witings. H s nane was
James Wat son.

d

She felt a slight tingling.



Wat son.

The sane | ast nanme as Sherl ock Hol mes's erstwhile conpanion, Dr. John
Wat son.

The sane initials, too. One had been a nedical doctor, the other a
scientist. Goth had been both. It could just possibly be, she

t hought. Sinple, obvious. Probably too obvious. And hadn't she
already tried the word "Watson"? She couldn't renenber.

Anne turned on the conputer and waited for Jupiter to boot up. She
bal | ed her hands into nervous fists. She had been di sappoi nted so nany
ti mes before.

At the pronpt Anne typed "WATSON' and hit Return. "Please let this be
right," she whispered. "Please."

Not hi ng unusual happened. The program di spl ayed the identical pronpts
as it had always displayed. She caught her breath.

Maybe not hing different was supposed to happen

She worked her way through Jupiter's long list of options, fed her
genone into the database, and repeated the process with Dalton's
genone. \When the programfinally began printing out its new genoneg,
she was afraid to look at it. She pressed her hands agai nst her eyes
and took several deep breaths. She uncovered her eyes, finally, and
stared at the printout. This time Jupiter had answered with an exact
duplicate of Genny's genone.

She felt breathless. She had just reproduced the identical blueprint
that Harold Goth had used to alter the genetic code of the fertilized
egg he had inplanted in her wonb al nost four years ago.

Anne went out to the kitchen refrigerator. It was one o' clock in the
nmorni ng and she suddenly realized she was ravenously hungry. She
opened a bottle of Pinot Gigio and consumed half of it, along with a
| eftover bean salad that Ms. Callahan had nade, a turkey drunstick, a
smal | carton of yogurt, and a wedge of Canenbert.

She went to bed that night in a kind of giddy, astoni shed euphoria, as
if she had just won the Nobel Prize and couldn't quite believe it.

The excitement of her acconplishnment died the next norning.

Despite her discovery of the access code, she realized she still had no
understanding at all of how Jupiter achieved its results.

And trying to inprove that understandi ng quickly became as fornidable a
task as finding the code word itself had been. She spent nore weeks
anal yzing the genetic script of Genny's genone.

She tried to deternine which genes Jupiter had copi ed whole from one
parent, which ones were the result of reconbination (a mxture of both
parents' genes), and which, if any, Jupiter had created on its own.

When Anne wasn't bent over her conputer, she was buried behind grow ng
stacks of textbooks and scientific journals. She checked so many
vol umes out of the nedical library at Col unbia University that one of



the librarians conplained about it.

She begged and borrowed sanpl e genonmes--normally prohibitively
expensi ve itens--fromwherever she could. Sone cane from sone of her
ol d biology professors in college and others from peopl e she had worked
with at the Vernont |aboratory now owned by her husband's parent
conpany, Bi ot ech.

Wth these extra nale and fenal e "parent"” genomes she used Jupiter to
create several dozen new "son" and "daughter" genones. Wth these
addi ti onal genetic blueprints she coul d make conpari sons and begin to
isolate patterns in Jupiter's manipul ati on of gene structures.

Two problems threatened to derail her fromthe start. First was the
tremendous conplexity of the subject itself. She frequently felt on
the verge of losing her intellectual grasp of it. Her feelings about
Goth and genetics in general underwent constant shifts: one day she
woul d be frustrated and confused beyond endurance; another day she
woul d be overconme with awe and adnmiration at the magnificence of it
all. She would marvel at how anything as conplex and as el egantly
designed as life could ever have come into existence. The nore one
knew about genetics, she thought, the nore necessary it becane to
believe in God. Chance and evol ution alone could not possibly account
for such a dazzlingly intricate cascade of mracles.

The second probl emwas the absol utely staggeri ng amount of data
i nvol ved. Along the spiral |adders of DNA that nade up each human

genone there were those three billion individual base pairs of
nucl eoti des. About two billion of themserved no known function. The
remai ning one billion made up the individual genes that determ ned the

sex, shape, size, color, personality, intelligence, and every ot her
aspect of each individual of the animal species Hono sapiens.

b Some of the genes were quite sinple and straightforward in the
functions they performed. The roles of others were either still hotly
debat ed or unknown. Sone genes were quite small, containing only a few
t housand base pairs. Ohers were enornous aggl utinati ons severa
hundred t housand base pairs in length. And the alteration of a single
base--the change of the sequence ATTC to AGIC in a certain location in
the overall sequence, for exanple--could conpletely alter the
functioning of the entire gene, even shut it down altogether. The
know edge of what precise alterations in which genes caused what
changes in the function of the genes was the basis of the whole science
of genetic engineering. Hundreds of thousands of experiments had been
conduct ed, hundreds of thousands of papers had been witten to this ', n
end, and still so nuch remai ned unknown.

Wt hout the high-speed conputer and sophisticated software that coul d
cat al ogue, anal yze, sort, cross-reference, and nanipul ate trenendous
amounts of data in milliseconds, Anne would not even have been able to
begi n her quest to understand Jupiter. But even with the help of this
advanced equi prent, the mysteries of Goth's program-how he had been
able to extract fromthe human genone the ki nds of extraordinary
functions she saw in operation in her daughter every day--continued to
el ude her.

Anne felt reasonably certain that Jupiter nmust call for some unusua
alterations of sone genes sonewhere, but so far she had been unable to
find even one. A special genetics screening program a copy of which
she had borrowed fromthe | ab she once worked for in Burlington, had



conbed repeatedly through the sequences of Genny's genes and failed to
find any marked alterations in the arrangenments of the base pairs. It
had also failed to find any in the other Jupiter-created genones.

Every one of the gene sequences anal yzed--and the screeni ng program had
anal yzed over a hundred thousand--cane out as either a duplicate of one
of the parent genes or a conbination of both, and all were well wthin
the accepted paraneters of the patterns of genetic inheritance. It was
maddeni ng. Anne couldn't extract even a hint as to how Genny coul d
possess such extraordinary faculties.

Genny's eyesight, for exanple. Anne knew fromthe tests Paul El der had
adm ni stered that her daughter could see across a broader band of the
light spectrumthan normal. Yet none of the genes that controlled
Genny' s eyesi ght showed any abnormalities.

In fact they were exactly the same as Anne's, base pair for base
pair.

Logically, then, Genny's eyesight should be within the normal range,
the sane as Anne's. But it wasn't.

No unusual sequences of base pairs--or evidence of any additiona
sequences- - appeared on the genes responsible for the functioning of
Genny' s ot her senses, either.

Anne consi dered one | ast possible solution to the nystery. She had
read that wi dely separated and apparently unrel ated genes, sonetines
even | ocated on separate chronosones, frequently worked in

col l aboration. So it was plausible that Genny's extraordinary
capacities were the result of new and unknown combi nati ons of genes
wor ki ng toget her.

Checking this theory out quickly proved to be a practical nightmare.

Every one of Genny's 150, 000-plus genes had to be conpared agai nst a
series of genetic nodels that covered the known human genetic range.

After a nonth of exhausting |abor, Anne nmanaged to process only ten

t housand of Genny's genes. The results: zero. She had uncovered
irregularities in coding, but that was normal; human DNA was enornously
repetitive and redundant. But in the crucial areas of protein coding
and control sequences, nothing unusual or suspicious had turned up

At the rate she was progressing, she realized, it would take at |east
two years to anal yze the entire genone. There nust be a better way.

Lexy dropped in frequently, and occasionally they went out for |unch or
di nner. But Anne was al ways inpatient to get back to work.

"You're turning this into an obsession,"” Lexy told her

"l have to know. "

"Why? \What good will it do you?"

"CGenny's not even three years old yet. Her developnent's only

begi nning. Something could go wong. |'ve got to be prepared for it
if it does."”



"G ve yourself a break. You've getting dark purple circles under your
eyes. You look like your nascara slipped.”

"l don't use mascara."

"And you're | osing weight."

"Not hing wong with that."

"Listen, Annie. You've lost at least fifteen pounds in the |last three
months. Your ribs are beginning to show Make the dammed thing
public. Go to the press. Lay it out. Tell them about Genny.

Tell them what happened. They'll eat it up. O go to the NIH

Get the government involved. Let the scientists who' re supposed to
know what they're doing slave away on it for a while."

"I"'mdoing fine by nyself. And going public would be crazy. | have
to protect Genny. And | want to stop Jupiter, not pronote it. It's

i Mmoral to manipul ate the design of human beings like this. Not to
nment i on danger ous. "

"You've told me that a thousand tines. |'mbeginning to believe it.

But how does what you're doing prevent Dalton and that kraut Val kyrie
Bar oness Brunnhil de von Mauser from devel oping it?"

Anne smi | ed.
"I's that supposed to be a gl oati ng expressi on?"

"Jupiter won't work the way they're using it." She revealed to Lexy
her discovery of the silent access code.

Lexy shrugged. "How do you know sonebody at Biotech or Hauser hasn't
figured that out already?"

"I seriously doubt they could."

"Well, let's celebrate, then. You need sone serious air and
refreshnent. There's a new Italian restaurant on Bank Street.

Let's go try it."

Anne | ooked wistfully at her computer screen, its rows of gl ow ng anber
letters beckoning to her. "lI'mreally not that hungry, Lexy."

"Dam it, do | have to force-feed you? Cone on!"
8

Anne made the breakt hrough by accident. Blurry-eyed and groggy one
evening after staring at the conputer nmonitor for hours, she suddenly
realized that she could no | onger understand the information on the
screen in front of her

She typed out "HELP." She did it as a desperate joke--as a protest
at the ordeal Jupiter was putting her through. Even though her
know edge of the field of genetics had vastly increased fromwhat it



had been only nmonths before, it was nostly still so new to her that she
frequently found it necessary to stop what she was doi ng and consult
some reference or other in order to refresh her menmory about a process
or aterm The job was made all the nore time-consum ng and

di scouragi ng by the fact that Jupiter had no manual to explain how it
wor ked. Considering the size and sophistication of the program it was
somet hing of an acconpli shment that she had | earned how to operate it
at all. But she constantly wondered if there m ght not be other things
it could do for her, if only she knew how to ask

Jupiter had a main nmenu, but all it did was list, in the vaguest
| anguage, the programis primary functions. Wthin each of these
functions there were no help menus at all. Goth--and CGuttmann--had

designed the program for Goth's use; so explanations were apparently
not consi dered necessary.

So she just typed "HELP' and punched the Enter key.

The screen abruptly changed. The rows of data were swept away and
repl aced by a single query:
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AREA ?

Anne stared dunbly at the word, not sure what to do next. It had taken
her request for help seriously. Wy? Wat had she been doing before
she had typed "HELP"?

She remenbered that she had been copying data froma genone reference
book that listed all the known genes, their functions, and their
| ocations on the chronosones

She had decided that instead of plow ng through the entire genone, she
woul d concentrate on the genes related to the senses.

This was the area in which Genny was nost obviously different.

Anne had started with eyesight. Using the reference book, she had
pai nst aki ngly typed into Jupiter's database the tags and | ocati ons of
all genes known to be associated with eyesight, so that Jupiter could
| ocate themin Genny's genone and call themup on the screen for her

She had entered themall, but now she couldn't remenber how many there
wer e supposed to be. The reference book would tell her as soon as she
| ocated the right page, but instead she decided to ask Jupiter. She
typed out "How many genes?" and hit the Enter key.

Jupiter responded i mediately: FOR WHAT FUNCTI ON?
My God, she thought. She had stunbl ed upon a whole new interface
Jupiter was now really talking to her

"Eyesight," she typed.
THERE ARE 4 GENES I N THE ALl SI GHT CLUSTER

ENUMERATE ?



Anne shook her head. That was clearly wong. She repeated the
guestion and got the sane reply. She picked up her reference manua
again and found in a glossary that the actual nunber of genes involved
wi th human eyesight was thirty-six. A difference of six--not very
close at all.

She put down the book and stared for a long time at the message on the
screen: THERE ARE 4 GENES IN THE ALl SIGHT CLUSTER  ENUMERATE?

Then it occurred to her. She felt that sanme electric tingling
sensation she had felt the day she stunbled onto the code word
"Wat son. "

She typed "YES."

Jupiter inmediately threw up on the screen specific chronosone

| ocations for forty-two genes: 13946, 13q49, 13956, 13957, 13958,
20934, 20q37, and so on. Anne printed them out and then checked their
| ocations off against the list in the reference nmanual. Wen she was
finished she was left with the six genes unaccounted for in the
reference. They were |located at Xql 2, Xqgl 4, Xg24, 49350, 49370, and
4q371.

Anne tried the sanme exercise with hearing, taste, touch, and snell. In
each area Jupiter offered up a list that exceeded the reference guide's
list by anywhere fromsix to ten genes.

When she had identified all the sensory genes not accounted for in the
reference book, she took a closer |ook at one of them She asked
Jupiter for a display of Xgl2--one of the six unlisted sight
genes- -l ocated on quadrant 46 of chronosonme 13.

Jupiter pronptly displayed Xgl2. It was twelve kil obases long--a
medi um si ze gene. Its function, according to Jupiter, was to code for
t he production of a protein that would enhance the |ight-gathering
abilities of the cones of the eyes. Anne printed out the entire
sequence of Xgl 2 and conpared it with other genonme printouts. Wat was
i medi ately apparent was that the gene was |ocated in an area where no
genes were known to exist. The sane was true of the five other extra
sight genes. They were all to be found in sections of filler, or
"junk," DNA--long stretches of nucl eotide sequences of unknown

pur pose.

CGoth seemi ngly had achieved his results not by altering existing genes
but by creating new ones.

But how coul d he have created then? No one, not even a genetics genius
like Goth, could have possessed the know edge required to fashion an
entirely new gene, let alone several whole new sets of them The state
of genetic engineering fell far short of such a capability. Only God,
or the processes of natural selection, acting over mllennia, could
acconpl i sh such miracles--and then only by a prol onged process of trial
and error involving vast nunmbers of a species.

But the genes were obviously there.
Anne gl anced over at her desk clock. Didit really say two AM?

It seened that she had just seen Genny to bed a few ninutes ago.



She had been parked in front of the conputer the entire day. Her back
ached. Her head was spinning and her eyes burned. And she was
fam shed.

She turned off the conmputer, got up, stretched, and went into the
kitchen. The insides of the refrigerator |ooked like an alien

| andscape. Al npost everything in it had been put there by either Ms.
Cal I ahan or Lexy.

She found a slice of quiche and a nearly enpty bottle of seltzer water
near the back of the top shelf. She heated the quiche in the mcrowave
and ate it while standing over the sink. The seltzer was conpletely
flat, but she gulped it down.

In bed, she couldn't sleep. She dozed off briefly at around
threethirty and had a dreamin which she net Dr. Goth in a | aboratory
somewhere. He appeared as a well-decayed corpse, able to nove and
talk. She wanted to ask hi m questions about the Jupiter program but
he just grinned at her. H's bare skull was visible through the rotting
flesh of his face. His eyes seenmed to float in sockets of bone, and
there were no lips or guns around his teeth.

He was wearing what | ooked |ike an animal skin around his bony frane.

In one hand he brandi shed a | arge bone. He |looked like a relic from
the Stone Age. He lunged at her suddenly, swi nging the bone at her
head.

Anne sat up, trenbling. She pressed her face into her hands and rocked
gently back and forth, waiting for the remants of the nightmare to
evaporate. After a few mnutes she slipped out fromunder the covers
and went over to check on Genny. The child had ki cked her bl anket off
and was |ying sideways across her bed. Anne straightened her out and
covered her again.

She sat on her bed, fully awake now.

Jupiter would give her no peace. She went back to the study and turned
t he conputer back on

As soon as the program booted up, Anne asked it to call up one of those
extra sight genes--the one located at Xgl 2. Next she directed Jupiter
to highlight the sequences that began and ended the gene. Jupiter
obliged. Anne studied the sequences, then checked them agai nst severa
ref erence sources. They were precisely what they shoul d be--pronoter
sequences that carried the coded instructions necessary to turn a gene
on and off.

Anne printed out the entire sequence of the gene and then asked Jupiter
to call up her own genonme and tell her how many sight genes it
contained. Jupiter answered thirty-six. She repeated the process with
Dal ton's genone and several others she had at hand.

In all of them Jupiter found only thirty-six sight genes.

Anne then printed out the area of her own chronosone 13 t hat
corresponded to the |location of the sight gene at Xgl 2 on Genny's
genone. She did the sane with Dalton's chronosonme 13. She aligned the
three printouts on her desk and studied them She expected to find the
whol e twel ve- ki | obase-1 ong sequence that formed Genny's extra gene



entirely mssing fromthe other two printouts. But that's not what she
di scovered at all. To her astonishnment, all three of the printouts
showed i dentical sequencing, with one small but crucial difference: the
stretches of twelve kil obases on her genone and Dalton's genonme were
not bracketed by pronoter sequences. Their genones contained the sane
gene as Genny's, but theirs were inactive. Turned off. Shut down,

i ke engi nes whose ignition systens had been renpved.

The gene at Xgl 2 in Genny's genonme was therefore not a new gene at
all.

It was an ol d gene--one that had been abandoned, probably tens of

t housand of years ago. It was a vestige from mankind' s prehistoric
past. The hunman genone had | ong been assunmed to carry chunks of its
heredity in the long stretches of inactive DNA but no one had yet nade
a thorough study of it.

Sci ence had had its hands full the last two decades just trying to
determ ne the functions of the genonme's active genes.

Anne repeated the sanme exercise with the other five extra sight genes
in Genny's genonme and got the sane results.

So Goth's great secret was not that he had i nvented anythi ng new but
that he had di scovered sonething lost. He had sal vaged ol d genes from
manki nd' s past--genes that evolution, for one reason or another, had
seen fit to abandon--and sw tched them back on again, using standard,
wel | -under st ood DNA control sequences. And by so doing, he had created
Cenevi eve Stewart, a new human with extraordi nary capabilities.

Anne recalled the bone Goth had wielded in her dream He had collected
prehistoric fossil remains--had | eft boxes of them behind at his old

| aboratory in Coronado. He nust have extracted DNA fragnents from
them That was probably where he had di scovered these genes.

So Genny was not a new kind of human so much as she was a return to a
ki nd of human who nust have existed a long tine ago. She was a kind of
t hr owback--yet a throwback markedly superior to the present nodel

During mankind's evolution the genes responsible for these superior
abilities had been shut down. Why? Had their survival value been
| ost?

It was no doubt true that senses as keen as Genny's were hardly
necessary in today's world. They were perhaps even a handi cap
overloading the mind with nore information than it could usefully
process. But superior strength? Health? Intelligence? They had
enornous survival value. Wy had they declined? Ws manki nd sonehow
gradual | y weakening its own gene pool ?

And what ot her vestigial genes mght Goth have reactivated?

Anne asked Jupiter for a total gene count of Genny's genone.

Jupiter gave the nunber as 150,826. She called for the totals in her
genone and Dalton's. The nunbers cane back the sane for both:

150, 022.

That meant Genny was carrying 804 extra active genes. Her additiona
sensory genes totaled only 54. That left 750 unaccounted for. How



many of those could be devoted to enhancing intelligence, health, and
strength? Certainly not all

Anne thought about Genny's remarkable healing ability. And her seeing
auras. They no doubt accounted for sonme of the extra genes as well.

But could they account for so many?
What el se was there hidden in Genny that hadn't yet surfaced?
It frightened her to contenplate the possibilities.

Anne yawned so hard her jawbone cracked. She felt a profound
fatigue.

The inplications of her discovery would take nmonths to sort out and
di gest. Meanwhile, she wanted to sleep for a week.

The tel ephone rang. She | ooked at the little clock by the computer
Just six A-M She funbled for the receiver. She felt so weak, so
crushed by the weight of her fatigue, it was all she could do to bring
the receiver to her ear.

"Hlo."

"It's Hank Aj emi an, Anne. Sorry to call so early.”

"S' okay." No point in telling himshe hadn't really been to bed yet.
"How are you?"

"I thought 1'd better call you."

" Somet hi ng wr ong?"

"Everything's wong. The baroness is taking over. She's got contro
of Jupiter. In another month or so she'll probably have control of
Bi otech as well."

"It doesn't really upset nme very much, Hank."

Anne coul d hear a snuffle at the other end of the phone.

"They're accusing ne of stealing a copy of Jupiter.™

"I don't follow you."

"Remenber | told you we keep a copy of Goth's programin Dalton's

of fice safe? The baroness demanded it be sent to Munich ; to be
copy-protected. She was just angling to get control of all the

copi es.

| sent it, but before | let it go, | made another copy, just to protect
Dalton."

Anne felt suddenly short of breath.

"When they got their copy, they found it was blank. Enpty.



Nothing on it. | couldn't believe it. | thought they were |ying.

Then | got out the copy | had made fromit and put it in the
conput er.

It was bl ank too. The only possible explanation was that sonmeone had
stolen the real copy fromthe safe and substituted a blank. But Dalton
and | are the only ones with access to the safe. Dalton had no reason
to take it, so naturally the baroness is convinced it was me. But it
wasn't. | don't know what the hell to do. | think sonmehow she's
framed me, but | can't figure out how Nobody could get into that
safe. Even if they knewits location and the right conbination, they'd
still trip a burglar alarm

Not hi ng had been touched. | think that sonehow the bl ank nust have
been switched for the real one before we even put it in the safe the
first time. But how the hell can | prove it?"

Anne struggled with her conscience. She was too sleepy to think
straight. But she knew she couldn't let himtake the blanme for
somet hi ng she had done. "I took the copy, Hank."

There was a prol onged silence at the other end of the line.

When Aj emi an finally answered, he sounded nmore hurt than al ar med.
"Christ, Anne. | wish you' d ve told ne. How did it happen?"

Anne sighed. Poor Ajenmian. Caught in the mddle. She had great
affection for him but he still worked for Dalton, still |ooked out for

Dalton's interests. She couldn't be conpletely open with him

Rel uctantly, she described how she and Lexy had broken into Dalton's
of fice and replaced the Jupiter RCD with a bl ank one.

Hank's gravelly voi ce becane | ouder, sharper. "Anne. Listen.

Just let ne cone over and make a copy. You can keep the one you
have.

I won't tell himyou took it. Just let ne copy it. [I'Il rmake two
copi es--send one to Miunich, put the other away for Dalton. ['Il tell
himthere was a mixup. It'Il get me off the hook."

Anne sniled. "Gkay, Hank."

"Thank God.... Anne, you're an angel. |I'mso sorry you got mxed up in
this."

"1 know. "

"How s Genny?"

"Wonderful. As ever. Mdre surprises every day."
"How are you doi ng?"

"I"ve been working on Jupiter.”

"Wirking on it?" Ajeman's tone was disbelieving.



"lI've discovered a lot."

A few beats of silence. "You have? Like what?"
"Jupiter has an access code. It won't work without it."
"You sure of that?"

"Quite sure."

"The geneticists in Romani a must know that."

"I don't think they do."

"Do you know the right code?"

"Yes."

"How did you find it out?"

Anne didn't reply.

"Anne. How the hell do you know this? Wo told you?"
"No one told nme. | worked it out by nyself."

"Are you going to tell Dalton?"

"I wasn't planning to. You can tell himif you want."

"You're kidding. He won't believe it for a second.™

Anne | aughed. "Well, just tell himl told you." She could picture how
Dal ton woul d take the news--how incredul ous and angry he woul d be.

Sweet revenge.

"Then he'll know you have a copy of Jupiter. And he'll assune | gave
it to you."

"Tell himthe truth. Tell himl stole it."

She heard Aj enian sigh

"Well, tell himwhatever you like. | really don't care. You know ny
feelings. | don't think anybody shoul d have Jupiter. | don't want
anybody el se to be used as a guinea pig the way | was. And especially
| don't want anybody using it just to nake noney."

"I don't know what to say, Anne."

"When are those Romani an babi es due?" she asked.

"About a nmonth . . . maybe less. Are you positive it'll go wong?"

"I"'mpretty sure."

"What ' Il happen?"



"I don't know. But the babies probably won't be normal."

"I'f I could tell Dalton sonething about Goth's code and how it works,
he m ght believe me. You don't have to tell ne everything, Anne. Just
give me sone plausible details."

"No," Anne said, her voice firm "I can't. I'msorry."

"But you know how Dalton is. You' ve got to give me sonme plausible
evidence. He won't believe for a mnute that you coul d possi bly know

anyt hi ng about Jupiter."

"You're right, Hank. He probably won't. W'Il let himlearn the hard
way. "

"You have to realize how desperate he is. He's depending conpletely on
Jupiter to save him He doesn't have anything el se.

If he thinks you hold the key, he'll do what he has to to get it from
you. "

"I"'mnot afraid of Dalton, Hank."

She coul d hear a |ong, drawn-out sigh of resignation on the other end

of the line. "Ckay. I'll warn him And I'lIl tell himyou told ne."
Anne sensed Ajem an's despair. She didn't share it. "Things will work
out, Hank."

"I don't see how, Anne. Jesus, | really don't see how" Ajenian hung
up.

Anne turned off the conputer and the desk |lanmp and went to the
wi ndow.

She opened the drapes and | ooked out. The first glimrers of dawn had
settled a dimred glow on the tops of the roofs across the street.

Bel ow, the rows of neatly fenced backyards were still sunk in a pale,
ghostly gray. No one was abroad. The back wi ndows of the brownstones
across the way on Perry Street were all dark

Except for one. On the top floor of the building directly opposite
hers a shade on one wi ndow was rai sed partway up and the room i nside
was illumnated by a bright light. She had thought the apart nment
behi nd that w ndow to be unoccupi ed.

She coul d see three nen. They were standi ng around, talking casually,
as if taking a break fromtheir work. One was darkhaired and ruscul ar
anot her red-headed and slight. The third nan, older and taller than
the other two, had a peculiar-looking |ong face, with big ears and

cl ose-set eyes. His hair was snow white and his skin dark black. She
t hought that she had seen hi m somewhere once before, a long tinme ago.

Mounted on tripods and clearly visible just inside the wi ndow were two
| arge pairs of binoculars. Their |lenses were pointed directly at
her.

One pair appeared to have a canera attached to its back end. On a
third tripod just behind the binoculars was what | ooked like a small TV



satellite dish. That was also pointed directly at her

The call canme in the mddle of the night. Dr. Laura Garhardt groped
in the dark for the tel ephone receiver and tried to clear the sleep
fromher throat. "Yes?"

"Doctor. It's Franz Hartmann, at the clinic."

"Yes, Franz."

"One of our wonen in the pilot programwas just brought in, about
fifteen m nutes ago."

"Who?"

"Nadj a CGeorgiescu."

Gar hardt sensed the anxiety in Hartmann's voice. "Wat's the
mat t er ?"

"She . . . W delivered her baby."

"So soon?"

"It was stillborn."

Dr. Garhardt pressed a hand over her eyes. "Wat was w ong?"

Hart mann didn't answer inmredi ately. Garhardt repeated the question
"We don't know," he said. "You'd better come down."

Gar hardt threw on sone clothes and hurried through the | ong, deserted
corridors of the palace. Rather than wait for an el evator, she ran
down the four flights of stairs and across the building' s main | obby to
the wing in which they had installed the clinic.

Hart mann met her at the door to the delivery area. The tall young
doctor's face was grim
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"How i s she?" Garhardt asked.

"Nadja? She's all right. W gave her a tranquilizer and put her to
bed." Hartmann ushered Dr. Garhardt into a snall |aboratory down the
hall fromthe OR and the delivery roons.

"Over here," Hartmann said, pointing toward the counter along the far
wal I . A bundl ed-up white cotton blanket lay on the black Formica
surface. Large areas of it were covered with a mysterious dark brown
stain.

Hart mann pulled the cloth aside to reveal the dead infant. Garhardt
uttered an involuntary gasp, closed her eyes, then opened them and
stared at the nine-pound baby boy lying inert and Iifeless on its back
its eyes closed, its head turned to the side. One armwas stretched
out, the fingers extended fromits tiny hand, as if it had reached out
to clutch at something during its last nmonents. Garhardt gently pushed
t he arm down against its side



"I drew a bl ood sanple,” Hartmann said. He tilted his head in the
direction of the |lab bench across the room where two technicians, also
just roused from sl eep, were begi nning work preparing the sanple for
tests.

Gar hardt just nodded. The infant |ooked entirely nornal.
Except for the color of its skin. It was a dark shade of bl ue.

Garhardt had a terrible prenonition. She touched a patch of the
chocol ate-brown stain on the blanket. "Is this its blood?" she
asked.

Har t mann nodded.
"Henogl obin M" she muttered.

Hartmann didn't reply. He was watching her nervously, waiting for her
to tell himwhat she wanted himto do.

"Take a mucus sanple for DNA testing," Garhardt said. "I need
chronosome 11. |Isolate and sequence the beta gl obin and the epsilon
gl obin genes. As soon as possible.”

"Ckay. "

"And get all the other wormen in the programin here inmediately. Start
calling themright now | want blood and tissue sanples taken from al
the fetuses this norning. Run the sanme tests on the gl obin genes. Get
the whol e staff up. W need the results today. And keep the wonen
here.”

JUpl er slJaugnl!l er Hartmann went off to find the Iist of
phone nunbers for the other twenty-three wonen. He shouted at sonebody
to wake the second anbul ance crew.

Gar hardt took one |last |ook at the inert formof the infant on the |ab
bench and then gently pulled the cotton blanket over it and went to her
office to wait for the results of the testing.

The hours passed with a glacial slowness. Garhardt drank cup after cup
of black coffee and alternately paced her office and stood by her

wi ndows, staring out at the snow covered peaks of the Carpathian
Mountains to the north. She filled a hypodermc syringe with a
powerful tranquilizer and injected it into her forearm It failed to
still the panicky tumult boiling in her chest.

Al during the early hours of the norning the pregnant Romani an womnen
were brought in, undressed, and put to bed. Long needles probed into
their uteruses and through the amiotic sacs to extract a few drops of
bl ood and a few cells of tissue fromthe still-living enbryos inside.

The bl ood and tissue sanples were swiftly processed and anal yzed.

It was late at night before the results were conplete. They confirned
Garhardt's worst fears. The fetuses of all twenty-four of the wonmen in
the test program had the same problem-an error in the genetic coding
of the epsilon globin genes, causing themto produce a defective
henogl obi n cal | ed henogl obin M



This same error sonetines occurred in natural circunmstances, usually on
a beta gl obin gene. Those who suffered fromit had blue skin and bl ood
the color of chocolate. Odinarily they survived, because the nutation
appeared in only one of the two copies of chronmposone 11 that everyone
was born with. But the tests of the twenty-four fetuses in Doctor
Garhardt's programall showed the identical flaw occurring on both
copi es of chronmosone 11. The coding error was incredibly ninute--one

i ncorrect nucl eotide sequence out of three billion. And it was
absolutely fatal. Every single one of the fetuses would either be
stillborn or die shortly after birth. Nothing could save them They
were the victins of a design flaw.

If she had been allowed the tine and expense to subject Jupiter's
bl ueprints to the kinds of prelininary screening tests she had
requested, all this m ght have been avoi ded, she thought.

M ght have been avoi ded.

She woul d have checked Jupiter's beta gl obin sequences for the kind of
coding error that woul d produce henpgl obin M but she mght well have
over| ooked epsilon entirely. The epsilon globin gene functioned only
during the first few weeks of an infants existence. Then it shut down
entirely, leaving the task of hempgl obin production to the other globin
genes, primarily beta.

The error was not an accident, Garhardt realized. The odds of
forty-eight parents having identical flaws in the epsilon globin genes
of their germcells were so astronomically great as to be beyond the
real mof the possible. The error was obviously in the Jupiter program
itself. She satisfied herself on this point by running Jupiter through
a new computer trial, using a male and a femal e genonme whose gl obin
genes were known to be nornal.

From them Jupiter produced a new genone with the same fatal error in
the epsilon gl obin genes of both chronmpsone copies.

Sabot age, she thought.

But who had done it? Sone disgruntled scientist here in the labs? O
had someone inserted the error earlier, in the original hard-di sk copy
of the program before Garhardt--or even the baroness--had cone into
possession of it? Sone enployee of Stewart Biotech, in New York

per haps?

What ot her possibilities remained? Dr. Harold Goth m ght have nade
the m stake hinself a long time ago, when he first encoded the program
to a computer disk. But there was the Stewart daughter, Genevieve.

She had not suffered from henoglobin M or, if her tests were to be
bel i eved, any other disorder.

Could the Stewart child be a fraud? Garhardt had never actually seen
her or tested her herself.

Specul ati on was useless. It didn't matter anynore. It was the
baroness's reaction that would matter. A preventabl e m stake had been
allowed to occur. The test program had been utterly destroyed and the
future of the entire project thrown into doubt.



The baroness woul d hold Garhardt responsible. And the baroness was a
vindi ctive woran.

Garhardt had told the entire staff, except for those nonitoring the
pregnant women in the clinic, to get a good night's sleep. She would
t el ephone the baroness and relay her instructions to themthe first
thing in the norning.

It was now al nost m dnight, and she had not yet placed that call. She
could not bring herself to do it.

She sat at her desk through the night, thinking. Around two o'clock
she had an idea. She could order C-sections inmmediately for the

remai ning twenty-three wonmen. |f the infants could be transfused daily
for several weeks, until their beta gl obin genes kicked in to repl ace

t he defective epsilons, they m ght be saved.

Sone of them m ght be saved, anyway. Some would still probably be born
dead, before transfusions could even begin. Mybe all of them would be
born dead.

And what was the point? The mstake in Jupiter could be corrected and
a second pilot program begun, but for Garhardt herself it was too
| at e.

The danage was done. It could not be hidden

At four o' clock in the norning, groggy fromlack of sleep and the heavy
doses of tranquilizer she had been injecting, Laura Garhardt decided
that she had had enough . . . nore than she coul d bear

' She mixed a lethal amount of tranquilizer in the hypodernic syringe,
twi sted a tube around her forearmto get a good bulge in a vein, and

i njected the drug into her bl oodstream

In a mtter of mnutes the small office around her grew di mand nuffled
and began to fade from her sight. She folded her arns on her desk and
| aid her head on top of them She felt dreany-then weightless,

serene.

She drifted into a deep sleep. Fromsleep she slipped into a cona.
Dr. Hartmann found her dead at her desk at eight AM o

Dalton Stewart opened his eyes but didn't nove. It was still dark in
the room For a few seconds he thought he was in his bedroom on Long
I sl and.

He stared up into the dark. Hs head felt swollen and sore, and he
could hear the blood pulsing in his ears. He was in the mddle of the
wor st hangover he could remenber.

He felt confused as well. He squinted at the bedside clock. It was
just past seven in the nmorning, and he was still in Minich

He renenbered waking up some tinme in the mddle of the night. He had a
vague recollection that he had talked with Ajenmian. Ajeman had told
hi m somet hi ng about Anne. He couldn't renmenber what it was. Maybe he
had dreaned it. He pressed his pal ns against his eyes to shut out the
pai nful daylight. No. It had been sonething inportant.



Stewart rose gingerly fromhis bed and stunbled into the small room
next door that he used as an office.

There was a nessage on the machine. He pressed the Play button, then
heard Ajem an's voice

"Sorry to call in the mddle of the night, Dalton, but this is
ur gent .

Pl ease call me back as soon as you get this nmessage. You can reach ne
at--" Stewart was shocked to hear his own voice, raw and groggy wth
drink, suddenly interrupt: "What the hell you want?"
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"Sorry, Dalton. | knowit's late--" "Wat the hell you want?"

"Are you drunk?"

"Probably."

"I located our m ssing copy of Jupiter. Anne had it."

Stewart heard hinmself rmunble an indistinct curse. "You give it to
her ?"

"No, | didn't. She took it herself."
"Not possible."

"Let me tell you what happened. She broke into your safe and took
it.

She left a blank in its place."

"This a goddamm dream or what?"

"I't happened, Dalton. And she wanted me to tell you."
"Who did?"

"Anne did. Dalton, are you listening to me? She told ne Jupiter won't
work the way you're using it."

"How t he fuck she know?"
"She's been working on it."
"Bullshit. |[I've got to sleep, Hank."

"She says without the right access code--" The conversation ended. The
answering machi ne beeped three times and then rewound the tape.

He |istened to the taped nessage again and then dial ed A em an's hone
nunber in Croton-on-Hudson, New York. Ajem an answered i mmedi ately.

Stewart apol ogi zed for the previous conversation. "I was drunk. |
t hought | was having a bad dream \hat the hell's going on?"



"Anne says Jupiter won't work."

"Yeah. | already know that."

"You do?"

"The Ronmani an nothers started giving birth yesterday. Al stillborn
Every dammed fetus. Something wong with their bl ood.

And the doctor there, Laura Garhardt, killed herself. The baroness is
in atearing rage. She's convinced it's sabotage. Anyway, the
programs a total washout."

"I"'msorry."

Stewart sat down on the edge of the desk. "Yeah, | know You warned
me. \What else did Anne tell you?"

Aj emi an described their conversation in detail. Stewart sat rubbing
his aching forehead with his fingers, trying to organize his
t hought s.

"You' ve got to get that copy of Jupiter back from her, he said
finally.

"And the access code."

"Not me, Dalton. This is your business."

"You're right there in New York, for chrissakes. And she'll listen to
you. "

"She's already listened to me. | asked her for the code. She

ref used.

She doesn't want anyone using Jupiter. She believes it's dangerous."

Stewart felt a surge of fury. "She's calling the shots all of a
sudden?"

"She hasn't forgiven you for what you did."

Stewart rubbed the back of his neck. The hangover fed his anger. "If
she knows sonething about Jupiter that | don't, she's going to have to
tell me what it is."

"Don't do anything you'll regret."

Stewart didn't reply.

"And you've got to get the baroness to give us some debt relief,"
Ajem an said. "Qur paynents are eating up all our profits.

W' || never get Biotech turned around unl ess she gives us a better
repaynent schedule.”

Stewart | ooked out the window. A light, msty rain was falling.

"Now s not the best time to negotiate with her. She's chewing on the



carpets."

"Well, that's the situation. It's up to you."

Stewart didn't want to westle with anything as nmentally tiresone as
rescheduling Biotech's debt, or anything to rem nd himof the
precarious condition of his business enmpire. "I'Il talk to you about
this later,"” he said.

"There won't be a later, Dalton. [I'mquitting."

"Don't tal k nonsense."

"We're fighting each other, and it's getting worse every day.

The situation here at Biotech's inpossible. The baroness wants to keep

t he conpany on the ropes, and you're not here fighting for it. | don't
know what the hell you are doing. But it's not like it used to be
between us. | owe you a lot, Dalton, but I can't continue in these
circunmstances. |'magetting out now, before things fall apart
conpletely.”

Stewart didn't have the energy to argue with him "I'Il talk to you
later."

He cradl ed the phone slowy. He pressed his fists against his eyes.

Ajemian was an alarmist. He knew the situation was bad, but things
were not going to fall apart. He was not going to let them Never.

He'd be damed in Hell before he'd repeat his father's disgrace. He
was going to turn things around. Starting today.

Starting right now

He found sone painkiller in the bathroom nedicine chest, swallowed it,
and forced hinmself through a |ong, very hot shower.

By the time he had shaved and dressed hinself, it was eightthirty A M
He stopped off at a restaurant a bl ock away and took his tine eating
breakfast. After two cups of coffee, his head still pounded, but with
a dimnished ferocity.

He returned to his apartnent, called the Hauser conpany receptionist,
told her he wouldn't be in today, and then asked her to put himthrough
to the baroness. The baroness was not in.

Stewart reached her at Schl oss Vogel

She was still in a fury fromthe failure at the Romanian clinic.

She told Stewart that she was firing the entire staff.

"What good will that do?"

"What good? They were inconpetent idiots!"

"They were the best people you could find," Stewart rem nded her. He
relished the opportunity to rub it in.



"It was Garhardt's fault," the baroness funed. "The wonman was agai nst
the project fromthe beginning. She may have sabotaged it."

"You have any evi dence?"

"She was in charge. She had the final approval of all the genone
sequences. Either she purposely tanpered with themor failed to

di scover that someone el se had tanpered with them-" Stewart cut her
off. "Let me tell you the real reason the project failed. Because of
you. You insisted on rushing the project, and this was the result.

Jupiter will function properly only if fed the right access code. This
was CGoth's way of protecting the programfromtheft."

"How do you cone to tell me this now?"
"Because | just found out."

"How i s that?"

"I"ll explainit later. First, | have a proposition to make. | expect
to have the correct access code shortly. Wen | have it, we'll set up
a new pilot program But this tinme, | intend to runit. And | intend

to staff the project exclusively with nmy people.”

"And are you going to pay for it, too, Dalton?"

"No. You are."

"How do you intend to nmake that happen?"

"Because you're intelligent enough to see it's the only thing to do.
W both need the programto succeed. |'mnow offering you the only
chance left to rescue the project. But it'll have to be on ny terns
this tinme, not yours."

The baroness | aughed derisively. "And how do you expect ne to accept

such nonsense. Access codes--nein CGott! Dalton, you've gone quite
mad. "

"Those are the ternms. If you don't like them I1'Il devel op Jupiter on
my own." | dj, "So you kept a copy. You' ve been planning this al
al ong. "

"No, that's not right. But Ajemian did find our copy."
"Wher e?"

"It's not relevant. |'mgoing ahead on this. Wth your backing or
without it."

"How? Who'll |oan you the noney?"
"Take my word for it, Baroness. | can get it." ; "Bring ne proof that
Jupiter will work your way, and |I'll accept ' your terns."

"I thought you mght."

Stewart hung up before the baroness had tine to say anything further



For the first tine that day he began to feel some optimsm
Jupiter still mattered to her. That was good. Because he was goi ng
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to do to her exactly what she had been trying to do to himscrew her
out of the deal conpletely.

And if the baroness tried to get around his terms, that'd be

L okay, too. He'd cannibalize Stewart Biotech. He'd sell off enough
pieces of it to finance a couple of years of devel opment. And the hel
with the rest of the conpany--there wasn't nuch left, anyway. He'd

break it up and |l et the baroness and the banks fight over the scraps.

He called the airport and booked a flight to New York City.

The nmen across the way were still watching her. During the day they
kept the w ndow shade pulled three-quarters of the way down. Anne
could see nothing through the open space between the shade and the
bottomsill, but she knew that in the darkness on the other side those
huge bi nocul ars and that di sh antenna-presunably a |i stening
device--were trained on her. At night the shade was often all the way
up, and the room dark

She had deci ded they nust be Dalton's doing--no doubt with the
baroness' s encouragenent. She wondered how | ong they had been at it.

Days? Weks? What could they have found out? Could they have seen
her use the Watson access code?

Her conputer nonitor faced away fromthe wi ndow, so they could not have
read anything off the screen. Printouts were another matter. She had
often left themon the top of the small bookcase under the study

wi ndow, and she had frequently dunped piles of books and papers on the
chair beside it. Both areas would be easily visible to those

bi nocul ars. Had she exposed anything of value? The nore she thought
about it, the nore frightened it made her

She di d have one advantage: they didn't know she knew they were
wat chi ng her. She continued to open the drapes at the sane tine every
norni ng and cl ose them when she retired at night.

She gathered together all the inportant material relating to Jupiter
renoved the Jupiter RCD fromthe computer, and packaged everything in a
cardboard box. She put the box in a shopping bag
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and took the material to a bank on Fourteenth Street and locked it in a

safety deposit box. Know ng that soneone might be follow ng her, she
took the bag and the now enpty cardboard box back with her to her



apartment. In the study, she turned on the conputer, called up her

wor d- processi ng program and created a docunent with the title JUPI TER
I NSTRUCTI ONS i n bol df ace across the top. On the page bel ow, she nade
up an el aborate series of steps that one supposedly had to take in
order to make the programwork. When she was finished, she | ooked at
it and decided that it wouldn't fool anybody.

She finally hit upon sonething nore subtle. She wote what appeared to
be a letter addressed to her froma fictitious professor of genetics at
MI.T. Inthe letter he referred to his past working relationship with
the late Dr. Goth and explained that in order to nake the Jupiter
program function, it was necessary to initiate it with a password.

That password was "M nerva. "

She printed the letter out and read it through a fewtines. There was
still a problem the letter wasn't typed on departnental |etterhead.

Maybe her fictitious professor wouldn't have used it, but it |ooked
suspi ci ous; and one tel ephone call to MI.T would confirmthat he
didn't exist.

Two problems, one solution. Anne slapped the letter down sideways on
the top of the bookcase, then quickly placed a book across the top of

t he sheet, concealing the date, the address, and the missing MI.T
departmental letterhead. Just to nmake sure they got a good photograph
she turned on her gooseneck desk | anp and directed the Iight toward the
top of the bookcase. She left the roomthat way and went into the

ki tchen and had lunch with Genny and Ms. Callahan

After lunch Anne returned to the study with Genny. She | ooked at the
letter lying on the top of the bookcase. Surely the nmen in the w ndow
across the way had photographed it by now She dropped anot her book
directly on top of the letter and turned off the |anp.

"WIl you read ne sonething, Mmy?"
“TowillL"

Anne read to Genny for about an hour. Actually Genny did nost of the
readi ng. She had been able to spell out words since she was two, but
in just the last six nonths her reading ability had devel oped
enornously. She could sound out al nost any word in, say, The New York
Ti mes, and she knew t he meani ngs of ninety percent of them

O course, many subjects still baffled her, because she couldn't place
themin a neani ngful context.

But she was | earning fast. She already knew who the President was, and
she could recite fromnenory all the states and their capitals, and a
mass of other data she had absorbed from an al manac Ms. Callahan had
given her. But at the noment she was entranced by Nancy Drew
nmysteries, which were much nore fun than the Tines.

"Why are you worried, Mnmmy?"

Anne shrugged and smled. "I'mnot worried."

Genny | aughed. "Yes, you are too worried. | can tell."



Anne enbraced her. "How can you tell?"

"l don't know how. But | can."”

"WIl you be able to explain it to nme soneday?"

"I hope so, Momy."

"Anyway, you're right. | ama little worried."

"You should go see Auntie Lexy, then. She always cheers you up."
"Well, as a matter of fact, Lexy and | are going to have dinner
together. So when Ms. Callahan conmes back with you fromthe puppet
show this afternoon, |I'll be out."

"Can we get a video?"

"Ckay. But just one."

"Can | wait up for you?"

"You better not. You've been up past ten every night this week."
"But | don't need all that sleep.”

"You certainly do need all that sleep.”

"No | don't. Really. | wake up at night sonetinmes and stay awake for
along time."

"You do? And what do you do during all that tine?"

"I like to listen to sounds in the street. | like tolisten to
peopl e.

| can hear themtalking. And | can snell a lot of different things.

Strange, funny things. It's fun."

"You really should be sleeping. It's not good for you to stay awake at
ni ght."

Genny scratched her cheek thoughtfully. "I have something to show you,

Mommy, " she said finally.
"Yes?"
"You prom se you won't be angry?"

Anne narrowed her eyes, nystified. Genny had never made such a request
before. "I can't promse. But I'll try."

Genny thought about this for a nonment, then nodded. "Okay.

Follow me." The little girl led her nother to the apartment's front
door.

"It's about Bomber," she said, pointing to the door. "He's out in the
hal I . "



Bormber was the upstairs neighbor's pet schnauzer. He was a ninor

nui sance in the building, frequently running | oose in the hallways and
barking at all hours. Tw ce he had chased Moby Cat, and once caught
hi m and roughed hi mup. Genny disliked the dog intensely.

"Loose agai n?"

Genny nodded, but she had a peculiar ook on her face. "Go see him"
she said.

Anne opened the door and | ooked up and down the hall. No sign of the
dog.

"He's downstairs, Momy."

Genny foll owed her nother down the stairs to the small vestibul e just
i nside the brownstone's outside door. She pointed to the floor. The
dog was lying there, on its side, quite still, its eyes shut.

Anne bent down and gently patted the dog's neck. It was imediately
apparent that the ani nal was dead.

Anne rushed upstairs to inform Bonber's owner, a m ddl e-aged woman
naned Ms. Berkin, whom Anne had nmet only once. She spent the next
forty-five mnutes consoling the distraught woman.

Eventual | y she hel ped the woman carry the dog upstairs and called a
veterinarian for advice on disposing of the aninal.

Once back in her own apartnent, Anne asked Genny how she knew t hat
somet hi ng had happened to Bonber.

"He was bad," Genny said. "He tried to hurt Mby Cat again.

"I know that, darling. But do you know what happened to Bonber? Did
you see anyone do anything to the dog? O feed him anything?"

Genny shook her head. She wore an unni stakabl e | ook of guilt

Anne was perplexed. "You asked ne not to be mad at you. Wy should
be mad at you?"

"I't was me, Momy."

"You?"

"Bonmber was bad, Mormy. He tried to bite ne, too."

Anne's puzzlenment grew. "What do you nean? What did you do?"

"I just . . . squeezed him"

"Squeezed hin? How?"

Genny put her little hands around her nother's neck to show her. "I
didit real hard. Until he stopped noving. It didn't take |ong at

all. He was bad, Momry. You know he was bad. | didn't want to tel
Ms. Berkin, but he was a very bad dog."



Anne knelt down and pulled Genny close to her. Tears welled up. Dear
God, dear God.

"I"'msorry, Mormy. Don't cry. Bonber was bad."

Anne hugged her hard. My precious child, my precious child.

She felt engulfed by fear. Thoughts about all those atavistic genes in
Genny' s genone swam t hrough her mind. Wat was she going to say when
peopl e found out that her daughter was an experinent in human genetic
engi neering?

And what was she going to do if something like this happened agai n?

That evening Lexy and Anne had di nner at a restaurant off Seventh
Avenue. Anne poured out the whole story about Genny and Bomnber.

Lexy made light of it. "I don't believe it for a mnute. Genny

woul dn't do anything as nonstrous as that. Strangling soneone's pet
schnauzer? Cone on! The child has an overactive inmagination

| know she didn't like the animal. She probably saw the dog dead and
fantasi zed that she had killed it. 1'll bet the downstairs nei ghbor
fed the beast a poison hanburger. Things |ike that happen all the
time. And the dog was a miserable little cur, anyway. Forget it."
"But Genny's very strong physically. She could have done it."

"But for godsakes, you'd have heard sonething, |like the dog yow ing.
"Ch, CGod, Lexy, | want to believe you."

"Then believe me. And have another glass of w ne."

Lexy was far nore interested in the men staked out in the apartnent
facing Anne's study. She asked a thousand questions, then rendered her
verdict: "I told you. It's Dalton. He hired them He's trying to
catch you in flagrante delicto, so he can get a better divorce
settlenment. And win custody of Genny."

"I"mnot sure he even wants custody."

"OfF course he does. Renenber, she's the only proof that Jupiter
wor ks.

Knowi ng Dal ton, he'd probably parade her around Europe with a tin
cup.

Anyt hing to make a buck. And speaking of flagrante delicto, how about
giving that Dr. What's-H s-Name a call? You desperately need a little
romance in your life."

"I wish you wouldn't keep bringing himup. | want to for get him"
"You want to forget you made a fool of yourself, that's all."

"That too."

Bet ween them they drank a bottle and a half of wine, and by the tine
Anne got back to her apartnment on West Eleventh she felt a little



foggy, but nuch | ess anxious than earlier in the evening.
Ms. Callahan cane out to greet her

"Ch, Ms. Callahan, you didn't have to stay up."

"It's okay, Ms. Stewart. | took a nap earlier."

"Did Genny get to bed at a reasonabl e hour?"

Ms. Callahan stared at her with a confused expression
"What's the matter?" Anne asked.

"Well, Genny's been gone since seven."

"Gone? Were's she gone?"

"Well, M. Stewart picked her up."

"\What ?"

"He said it was all arranged.”

Anne' s euphoria evaporated. "Were did he take her?"
"Long Island, | suppose.”

"Why didn't you go with her?"

"He told nme that you'd agreed it wasn't necessary."

Anne grabbed the phone and di al ed the house in Lattingtown.

The phone rang ten tinmes before someone finally picked it up. It was
t he housekeeper, Ms. Corley.

"It's Anne Stewart, Ms. Corley. Is my husband there?"

"No, he's not," she snapped. Since Anne had wal ked out on Dalton and
was no |l onger the head of the household, Ms. Corley saw no reason to
be civil to her.

"Where is he, do you know?"

"l have no idea."

"I"m 1l ooking for ny daughter, Ms. Corley. 1s she there?"

"No. "

"Where is she?"

"l have no idea."

"This is serious, Ms. Corley. Dalton's taken ny daughter w thout nmny
perm ssion. |'mabout to call the police and report it."

"I wouldn't bother, Ms. Stewart. They left on a plane for Germany
hours ago."



Anne hung up. "The bastard!"

Ms. Call ahan was standing by the phone, wringing her hands in
anguish. "lI'msorry, Ms. Stewart. | thought it was arranged.

He said it was all arranged. | didn't--" "It's not your fault, Ms.
Cal  ahan. CGo on to bed."

"But I'mvery upset....

"Go on to bed. 1'Il talk to Dalton in the norning and we'll straighten
it out."”

Ms. Callahan went off to her room sobbing quietly to herself.
Anne sat at the kitchen table, drinking coffee and trying to decide
what to do. Dalton had obviously planned this carefully. It would
have taken himtinme to get Genny a passport, for one thing. In the
back of her mind, behind the junble of enotions she was feeling, a
stark terror loomed. What if he neant to keep Genny?

How was she going to be able to get her back?

By three A M Anne felt exhausted. She went into her bedroom and | ay
down. After a while she drifted into a troubl ed sl eep.

At six A°M the phone rang. Anne groped for the receiver.
"I"'min Munich,"” Dalton told her. "I have Genny here with ne."
"Why are you doi ng this?"

"I want you back, too."

"You have sone way of showing it. Wy did you take her?"
"You know dam wel | why."

"I don't know damm well why. But |I'mcomng to get her."

"Good. Be on the seven P.M flight fromJFK to Minich tonight.

And bring the copy of Jupiter you stole fromme with you. And the
access code that goes with it. Oherw se you don't get Genny back.

We'll neet you at the airport.”

Anne started to reply, but Dalton had al ready hung up.

Dalton Stewart and his daughter energed from his Minich apartnment early
in the norning. Wile he | ocked the door, she ran ahead to summon the
el evator. Wen the doors opened, she junped on ahead of her father.
"Whi ch button, Daddy?"

"K-1."

Genny scanned the rows of buttons, found the one |abeled K-1, and
pressed it. "lIs that the underground earaee?"



"That's right."

"I's Mormy going to stay with us?"

"I don't think so. You and Mormy will be goi ng back to New York.
Probably tonorrow "

Genny' s eyes watched the flashing nunbers on the panel above the door
as they descended the ten floors toward the garage subbasenent. "Do
you | ove nme as much as Monmy does?"

Stewart felt his throat constrict. "Ch, yes. Even nore."

"Mormy said no one could love nme nore than she does."

"Well, | guess we're tied, then. Because no one could | ove you nore
than | do, either.”

"Don't you m ss Mnmy?"

"Yes," he muttered. He did.

"I mss Monmmy al ready,"” Genny decl ar ed.

"We'll see her soon."

Genny | ooked thoughtful for a moment. "I1'mglad both you and Monmy
love ne, but I wish you still |oved each other, too."
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"I wish we did, too, honey."
"Do you think you will again sometine?"
"Maybe. | hope so."

The fact that he was using his daughter as a pawn in a power struggle
with Anne and t he baroness did not nake him feel good about hinself.

He knew it woul d probably end forever any chance of reconciling with
Anne, but he was backed into a corner. This was his only way out. |If
it worked, everything would becone possible again. And he'd prove to
hi s daughter just how much he really did |ove her. There would be no
end of what he would do for her. He'd fulfill her grandest dreams, her
nost extravagant ambitions.

The el evator stopped and the doors rattled open.

Genny slipped her hand inside her father's and skipped al ong beside him
toward his car, a gray BMW parked near the back.

"Do you | ove soneone el se now, instead of Momy?"

Her father |aughed. Genny had peppered himw th hundreds of questions
ever since he had picked her up in New York. She would ask three or
four or a dozen conpletely trivial questions and then suddenly spring a
zi nger on hi mwhen he | east expected it. "No," he said in a stern



voi ce, hoping to scare off any further inquiry along this line.
Genny was not deterred. "My told nme you | oved the baroness.”

He started to say that she was just a business associate, but under the
circunstances it sounded ridiculous. "No. | don't |ove the baroness
at all."

Genny craned her head up to look directly into her father's face.

"Wll, | don't even like her at all,’
t one.

she declared in an enphatic

"No? Wy not ?"
"She's bad, that's why."

They arrived at the car. Stewart unlocked the door on the driver's
side. Genny was right. H s relationship with the woman was a sinple
case of mutual exploitation. He had lusted after the woman sexual |y,
but what he had really wanted was her nmoney and her connections. The
baroness in turn had wanted his enmpire, Stewart Biotech, to give her a
foothold in the United States market.

And of course both of them had wanted Jupiter. A couple of predatory
animals, that's what they were, each circling the other and snarling
over who was going to get the spoils of the hunt.

"Mormy has a friend, too. And | like hima lot."
"Wio' s that?"

"Dr. Elder."

"Ch." Stewart had never heard of him

"She doesn't see himanynore,'
t hough.

Genny said. "l w sh she woul d,

He taught me lots of neat doctor things. He showed ne how to use a
st et hoscope. "

Stewart wasn't listening. He was thinking how Anne still held the key
to everything. Literally. God, he hoped she did. The nightmare
possibility that he was risking so nuch on the assunption that Anne
knew for certain what she was tal king about frightened him But if she
did--if the access code really worked--then that was all that he
needed.

And Anne woul d have to cooperate if she wanted Genny back

But he hoped, he prayed, he could persuade her to give himJupiter and
the code willingly.

Genny squeezed past himand crawl ed across the driver's seat to the
passenger side. Stewart heard someone calling. He |ooked around.

About six cars away, a tall, thin man with a bl ack nustache was
nmoti oning at himand shouting "Bitte!™ in a |oud voice.



Stewart hesitated. The man's attitude annoyed him Only in Gernany
woul d sonebody shout at you to demand your help. "I don't speak
German," Stewart shouted back.

"You English?" the man asked.
"American.”

"Good. You can help nme. | dropped ny key. | can't bend over to pick
it up. M back is very injured, ja?"

Stewart cursed under his breath. He ducked down to | ook at Genny,
squirmng around playfully on the | eather seat to warmit up

He felt like a heel not offering to help the man, but there was
somet hi ng suspi ci ous about him He was too young to have a bad
back--and too young to be driving a new, top-of-the-line Mercedes. The
hell with him

He started to get into the car. No sooner had he lifted his foot than
he felt a powerful blow | and against the back of his skull

It hit with such force that he toppled forward and smashed his head
agai nst the car's roof. Another blow | anded behind his ear

He sagged backwards, unconsci ous.

A man caught hi munder the arms, dragged himaway fromthe car, and
dropped himon the garage's concrete floor. He fished in Stewart's
j acket pocket for a wallet, found one, and opened it.

He grabbed the handful of bills inside and then threw the wallet onto
the floor.

Two ot her nen--the thin one who had called out to Stewart, and a short,
t hi ckset nman who had been crouched down out of sight--came running over
fromthe Mercedes and closed in quickly on the front doors of the

BMWV

Genny reacted instantly. She fell across the driver's seat, pulled the
door shut, and reached for the button that would [ock all four doors
automatically. The thin one, approaching the driver's side, saw what
she was trying to do and nanaged to get the door open a split second
before Genny could hit the I ever. He yanked the door w de and grabbed
her arm

Genny twi sted away from himand scranbled into the backseat
H s partner opened the passenger-side front door and | eaned in.
"Watch the back door!" the other one yelled.

Genny had the back door open and was squeezing out. The heavy one
threw his weight against it, to force Genny back inside.

The thin one opened the other back door and reached across the seat to
grab her. Genny shoved harder against the door. The heavy one tried
to hold it but |ost ground. The bottom edge struck himin the shin and
he | ost his bal ance.



H s partner grabbed Genny's ankle and pulled her back across the rear
seat. Genny turned on himand rained a flurry of Iightning punches to
his face. He let go of the ankle to ward off the bl ows.

In that fraction of a second, Genny junped out and dashed across the
gar age.

They came after her, both yelling at the third man for help.

He | ooked up, annoyed. He had explicit instructions to kill Stewart,
and he had been keenly anticipating slanm ng his bl ackjack repeatedly
agai nst his head.

But the girl was running straight for him and running incredibly
fast.

She was not to be hurt, but under the circunstances a quick, hard crack
on her skull was clearly going to be necessary.

When she was al nost on top of him he whi pped the bl ackjack around
violently, aimng for the side of her head.

He m ssed conpletely.

Her head plowed into his groin and sent himflying. The concrete floor
crashed against his back. He rolled over, gasping for air.

Genny could not find her way out of the garage. The elevator car had
gone back up, and she couldn't find any stairs. As a last resort, she
tried to escape up the exit ranp, but the thin man and the thickset one
cut her off and grabbed her, one on each side.

She shook one off, then bit the other's hand. He bellowed, but held on
| ong enough for his partner to get a grip on her arm again.

She ki cked and thrashed with all her m ght, whipping her
thirty-five-pound body back and forth, trying to throw them of f
bal ance.

It was all they could do to hold on, but hold on they did.

The third man caught up to them and began slashing at her wildly with
t he bl ackj ack. She dodged several blows and managed to kick himtw ce
inthe legs, but finally he | ocked an arm around her neck | ong enough
to smash the bl ackjack agai nst her head.

Wth the third blow, she coll apsed i nto unconsci ousness.

They carried her to their Mercedes, threw her in the back, and drove
out of the garage, one of the nmen on either side of her.

They tied her arms together behind her, locked her little ankles in
handcuffs, and stuffed a gag in her nouth. They weren't taking any
nore chances.

Anne Stewart's plane touched down at the Munich airport at ten A Man
hour behind schedule. Anne hurried through custons and out into the
arrivals area. There was no sign of Dalton

She waited for a few mnutes, then called his office nunber at Hauser



Industries. The woman who answered told her that he had left word that
he wasn't coming in today, that was all. Did she care to |eave a
message? Yes, Anne said. |If he called in, tell himshe was waiting
for himat the airport.

For the next half-hour Anne paced the terninal, fighting down the
anxiety in her stomach. Wy wasn't he here?

Suddenly she heard herself being paged, in English, over the public

address system "WII Ms. Anne Stewart please report to the
i nformati on desk on the nezzanine |evel ?"

Anne hurried up a flight of steps to the nezzani ne and | ooked around
for the information desk. She spotted it off to the right and started
toward it.

It was a small, circular counter, occupied by a young blonde in a bl ue
uniform Two men were standing next to her. They appeared to be
waiting for sonebody. One had his el bow on the counter top. He was
dark and nuscul ar, with sunken eyes, a sharp, protrudi ng Adam s appl e,
and a rmuscle in one cheek that tw tched constantly. Anne had seen him
somewhere before. She ducked quickly out of sight.

Where had she seen hin? . . . The night of her dinner for the
baroness on Long Island. She had gone out to the kitchen to talk to
Amelia. She'd seen himthere, sitting at the kitchen table with the
baroness's chauffeur. He was a bodyguard.

Were they | ooking for her? She decided she had better find out.

She retreated back down to the ground |evel, changed sone American
nmoney for German marks, and found a public phone. She redialed the
Hauser |ndustries nunmber in Miunich. The sane woman answered.

"This is Ms. Stewart again. I'mstill waiting for ny husband.

In the nmeantime, could you please put ne through to Baroness von
Hauser ?"

"I"'mafraid she's not here, either, Ms. Stewart."
"Could you tell me where she is?"
"Schloss Vogel. [I'll give you the nunber.”

Anne di al ed the new nunber and was eventually put through to the
bar oness.

"Frau Stewart ?"
"Yes."

"You' ve received ny nessage?" The baroness was trying hard to sound
friendly.

"No, " Anne sai d.
"But you are at the airport, ja?"

"I'f you have a nessage for nme, please give it to me now. "



Hesitation at the other end. A nuffled scratching noise gave Anne the
i npression that the baroness had cupped her hand over the phone for a
few seconds to talk to soneone else. "l sent two nen to pick you up,”
t he baroness said. "They are at the airport now, |ooking for you.

They' Il bring you to Schl oss Vogel . "
"I"mnot going to Schl oss Vogel ."

"OfF course you are," the baroness replied, her voice unnaturally
cheerful. "There's nowhere else for you to go."

"Why? \What happened to Dal t on?"

"I"'mafraid he's had a little accident,"
mat t er - of -f act tone.

t he baroness said, in a very
Anne clutched the receiver against her neck, too stunned to speak. She
took a deep breath to conpose herself. "M daughter

Where is she? Do you know?"

"Ch, we have your daughter here with us. And she's fine."

"How di d she--?"

"She's just fine," the baroness repeated soothingly. "She's anxious to
see you, of course."

"Please bring her to the airport. As soon as you cc "That's not
possi ble."

"Why not ?"

"You know very well why not, Frau Stewart. | need sonething from you
first."”

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

The baroness | aughed. "You really must come to your senses, Frau
Stewart."

"I have the copy of Jupiter with me. |If that's what you want, you can
have it. That's all | have to give you. Now you rmust return ny

daught er imrediately."

"I want nmore than that. | want all the information in your
possession--all of it. Including, of course, the correct access
code.

I've invested a great anount of effort and noney devel opi ng Jupiter
I"mentitled to this information."”
"You' ve ki dnapped ny daughter.™

"Sooner or later we'll discover our m stakes anyway, but you can save
us a great amount of tinme."



"I"ll go to the police, then."

The baroness's voice turned threatening. "Listen to nme, Frau
Stewart.
You' re being very stupid. M nmen will bring you up here and we will

negoti ate and reach an agreenment. You and your daughter can be on a
flight back to America by this evening."

Going to the castle was out of the question. Anne didn't even know for
certain that the woman had Genny in her possession

"There's nothing to negotiate," Anne answered. "I'Il tell you
everything I know. [I'Il give you the dammed access code. 1'll give
you everything. Just please bring Genny to the airport.”

"I don't intend to cone to the airport. You nust conme here."
"First | want to speak to ny daughter, to knowif she's all right."
"You cannot . "

"Please, if you really have her, just bring her to the airport. 'l
gi ve you everything I have. Please! Wy can't you do that?"

The baroness raised her voice to a shout. "There is no other way. Do
you understand nme? |f you want to see your daughter alive again, 1'd
advi se you to get up here as quickly as possible!"

Paul Elder arrived at his office at seven-thirty A M to find Carnen,
his nurse, in tears.

The pl ace had been burglarized. The waiting roomand the exam nation
roomwere only slightly out of order. But his small office,
di sorgani zed in the best of times, was an unrecogni zabl e shanbl es.

Every drawer had been pull ed open, every shelf enptied. The floor was
ankl e-deep i n paper, books, and nedical sanples.

The pl ace had been broken into before. El der heaved a giant sigh
"Report it to the police, Carnmen. 1'Il start cleaning up."

By eight-thirty a senbl ance of order had been restored, and El der
started seeing his patients.

The police arrived an hour later. They asked El der what had been
taken. He thought about it, |ooked around his office, and then decided
that nothing he could think of was missing. The police went away.

At nine that evening, as Elder was preparing to |l ock up, he discovered
what was missing: the RCD cartridge in the conmputer he had borrowed and
not yet returned. Two spare cartridges were mssing as well. The
significance of the theft dawned on himinmedi ately. Somebody was

| ooking for Jupiter. He no longer had it, of course. He had returned
it to Anne sone time ago.

If there was ever an excuse to call her, this was it. He grabbed the
phone and di al ed her nunber. No answer.



He kept trying the number until eleven o' clock. He knew Anne enpl oyed
a live-in nanny. Wy didn't she answer? \Were was everybody?

El der took a cab to Anne's Village address. Her nane was still on a
mai | box. He rang her bell. No answer.

He rang the superintendent's bell

After a delay, the super appeared at the door. Yes, she still lived
here, but she was away. No, he didn't know where she had gone, and it
was none of anyone's business, anyway.

The super started to close the door
"Wait. Tell me--was her apartnent burglarized recently?"

The super gave hima strange | ook. "You police?"

"I"'ma friend. | was a friend....'

"Last night. The bastards made a ness, too. There was another [|ady
staying there--maid or nanny or something. She noved right out.

Scared the poor wonan half to death."

Stewart let the stranger help himup. He spoke only German, so Stewart
couldn't understand him but the gist of his questions were obvious.

What had happened? Did he need help? Did he want an anbul ance or a
doctor? Stewart kept shaking his head.

He picked up his wallet, Iying a few feet from himon the garage fl oor
and checked its contents. The cash was m ssing, nothing else.

The man hel ped himto the elevator. Stewart thanked hi mand insisted
he was all right.

Back in his apartment, Stewart exami ned hinself. He had two swollen
brui ses on the back of his head. But aside fromthe pain, he felt
normal --no menory or vision problens. He swall owed some painkillers,
then took a cold shower.

There was a Mauser automatic hidden under sonme socks in the bottom
drawer of his bedroomdresser. He dug it out, filled the clip froma
box of bullets next toit, and slid it into place in the grip. He had
acquired the pistol two nmonths ago, on the Romani an bl ack market. He
had never owned a pistol before, and he had never fired this one. He
wasn't even sure why he had bought it.

Stewart suddenly m ssed his chauffeur and bodyguard, G| Trabert, who
was on an extended vacation in the States. He could have used him
t oday.

He put on a lined trench coat and stuffed the pistol in the inside
breast pocket. It caused the coat to bulge noticeably. He stuck the
373 box of bullets into a side pocket and went back down to the

gar age.

Several minutes later Stewart was out on the autobahn, heading north,
toward Regensburg. He pushed the accelerator to the floor, and the BMWN



screamed down the sparsely travel ed highway at 125 miles an hour

Genny grew tired of crying. She was still frightened and unhappy, but
crying didn't make her feel any better. It only made her eyes sore and
her head throb.

She felt the bunp over her ear. It was hot, swollen, and tender

She | ooked at her knees. She had skinned them agai nst the concrete
floor of the garage when the men had dragged her to their car. She
pressed her hands agai nst them and concentrated on generating sone
heal i ng power. The effort exhausted her after only a few mnutes. And
the knees still felt the sane.

She wondered what had happened to Daddy. Wy hadn't he cone to get
her? She hoped he wasn't hurt.

If there hadn't been three of themin that garage, she thought, she
could have gotten away. Anyway, she was proud of how well she had
fought themoff, even if they did finally catch her

But now that they knew how strong she was, they were treating her with
extreme caution. As soon as she had cone to, some woman had i njected
her with a powerful tranquilizer that nmade her feel very weak and
sleepy. Two nmen had then carried her up into the room renoved her
handcuffs, |ocked the door, and left her

The effects of the drug were finally wearing off, but Genny worried
that the woman woul d cone back and inject her again.

She wal ked over to the room s one snall wi ndow and | ooked out. The
ground seened a | ong way down. Even if she could squeeze out the

wi ndow, it was rmuch too far to junp. Beyond the fields around the
castle, she could see only forest. No other houses anywhere; just very
steep hills and deep woods.

How woul d Mommy or Daddy ever find her here?
She heard the faint, intermttent humof highway traffic far away. She

pi cked up other sounds--the scurry and cries of animals and insects,
the chirping of a bird, the distant barking of a dog, the subdued cl ank

of a cowbell. Several tinmes she caught the shrill voices of children
pl ayi ng.

The weat her was sunny, but a chill March wi nd was gusting.

There were still patches of unnelted snowin the forest's nost shaded
spot s.

If she could reach the forest, she thought, she could probably hide
there until she could find somebody's house. But it would be awfully
cold at night, and they had taken her coat. And there was a high fence
around the whol e pl ace.

She coul d see big dogs roanmi ng the grounds below. She didn't |ike dogs
much anyway, and these | ooked especially nmean. How was she ever going
to get out of this place?

She thought of her nother again, and tears welled in her eyes and ran
down her cheeks. My had told her that if anything ever happened to



her she should try to be brave. She nust have meant a time just |ike
this. Genny sniffled and brushed her tears away.

If they were going to harm her, they would probably already have done
it, she guessed. So they nust be keeping her here until her nother
cones to get her. But why was it taking her so |ong?

She nust have | anded at the airport hours ago. Maybe she doesn't know
where this castle is, Genny worried. It was probably very hard to
find.

Genny went into the bathroomand filled a glass with water.

She brought the glass out and sat down on the bed with it. She w shed
she had some books to read, or at |east some pictures to |ook at. They
hadn't left anything in the roomat all

She remenbered several books of hers that had castles in them
Sone of them | ooked a lot like this one. Cinderella was one.

Rurpel stiltskin was another. And there was one about a girl that was
|l ocked up in a castle, just like her. What was her name? Rapunzel

That was it. She had |long blond hair that she could roll all the way
down the side of the castle tower until it reached the ground.

Genny tugged at her own gol den | ocks. They barely reached her
shoul ders.

I n anot her book she renenbered--maybe it was Babar the El ephant--there
was a door right in the floor. Wen Babar opened it he found a secret
passage that led right out of the castle.

Genny studied the bare wood fl oor around her. There were definitely no
trap doors init.

She was hungry. She hoped they didn't forget to bring her sonme food.
It'd be nuch harder to be brave if she didn't have anything to eat.

Hours passed and no one canme. Genny skipped around the room and j unped
up and down on the bed for exercise. She |loved to junp on beds, but
her nother was always telling her to stop

This time there was no one to tell her anything, so she junped to her
heart's content. Then she sat on the bed and sang all the songs that
she knew and told herself sone stories, pretending that it was her
not her reading themto her.

She frequently went over to | ook out the wi ndow The driveway was on
the other side of the castle, so when her nother came up the drive she
woul dn't be able to see her. But she thought she mght be able to
snel | her scent as soon as she cane inside.

She coul d detect scent traces of the baroness and the nmen who had
brought her here. There were many other odors, but they belonged to
peopl e she had never seen.

As the hours passed, CGenny found it getting harder and harder to be



brave. If her mommy didn't get here pretty soon, she decided, she was
going to have to cry.

The first consul ar assistant, P. Kenneth Thorpe IIl, steepled his
eyebrows together in an expression of mld disconfort. He was young,
pl unp, and fair-skinned, and he took hinmself very seriously. "That's

quite a story, Ms. Stewart," he said. "You'll have to admt."
Anne was sitting in the small hard-backed chair facing Thorpe's highly
pol i shed antique desk. "Is that all you can say?"

Assi stant Consul Thorpe | eaned back in his chair and w ggled his gold
pen nervously between his thunb and forefinger. H s pale blue eyes
gl anced around the room as if he wi shed there were soneone el se

present he could talk to, instead of Anne. "Wat do you expect ne to
say?"
Anne coul d barely conceal her fury. "That you' re going to do

everything possible to find ny daughter. And that you're going to
start doing it right now "

The assi stant consul sighed, rode his chair back up to a | evel
position, and gl anced down at the notes he had taken

"Are you aware, Ms. Stewart, that the Baroness von Hauser happens to
be one of Minich's--indeed, one of Germany's-nost prom nent
citizens?"

"She has ny daughter!"™ Anne shouted. "I don't care how damed
prom nent she is. She's kidnapped her!™

Thorpe cleared his throat. "Yes. So you've told ne. | mght point
out to you as well that the baroness is also extrenely wealthy. She
really has no conceivabl e reason to ki dnap anyone."

"I"ve explained to you what she wants. She wants information from e
in return for ny daughter.™

"Why don't you just give her this information, then?"
"I offered to. But she refused."
"But why woul d she do that?"

Anne cl enched her fists. "lI've told you. She's trying to devel op and
exploit a genetic formula that originally belonged to nmy husband. The
formul a was used on ny daughter.... Look, this is hopeless. You won't
beli eve anything | tell you. | want to talk to soneone else."

Thorpe arched an eyebrow in di sapproval. He didn't appreciate this
attenpt to go over his head. "There is no one else here in a position
to help you, Ms. Stewart."

"Then call the police!" Anne cried. "If they go up there they'll find
ny daughter!"

Thor pe gl anced anxi ously toward the door, apparently afraid that Anne's
yelling m ght be overheard. "The police have to have a very plausible
reason for doing such a thing, Ms. Stewart," he replied. "Search

warrants are required in Germany, too, you know. Just like the United



States. And for good reason. As you can inmagi ne, Baroness von Hauser
woul d not be very pleased to have her prenises searched unless there
was a very wel | established reason for doing so."

Anne stood up. "You won't do anythi ng?"

Thorpe nmotioned to her to sit down. She remai ned standing.

"I can see that you're upset," he said in a placating tone. "And
that's understandabl e, of course--if what you say is true. But Ms.
Stewart, you must be patient. O course |'ll do all | can. As soon as
we can get a confirmation of your alleged mi ssing husband, we'll take
matters fromthere. W'IIl investigate. W'Ill contact the appropriate
authorities. |If your daughter is truly mssing, then |'m sure she'l
show up soon. It seens to me highly likely that she's still with her
father. |If she doesn't show up soon, we'll urge upon the appropriate
authorities that they redouble their efforts. In the meantine, you

really need not worry unduly. Miunich is a very safe city. There's not
nywhere near the crime here that you'd find in New York or Chicago or
Los Angeles. Far fromit.

The Germans are a very | aw abiding people--" "And you're a jerk, M.
Thorpe," Anne cut in angrily. "A stuffy, conceited little jerk. |If
anyt hi ng happens to ny daughter, 1'Il hold you personally

responsi ble."

"Now really, Ms. Stewart. | can see that you're very upset, but--"
Anne stormed out, slamring the ten-foot-high oak door to his office so
hard it shook the paintings on the wall and rattled the tray stacked
with enpty cof fee cups and saucers sitting on his secretary's desk.

Qut on the street once nore, Anne glanced around her, not really seeing
anything. She felt panicked and hel pl ess. What was she going to do?

Dalton Stewart raced northward in the BMV his m nd churning.

He tried to order his thoughts calmy, rationally. He had to get Genny
back. Nothing el se mattered.

He | ooked down the highway. A big trailer truck had noved out into the
passing | ane and pulled abreast of the car in front of it. Nowit was
nmovi ng al ong beside the car. At 125 nph, Stewart was rapidly closing
in on the truck. He slowed and flashed the high beans of his

headl i ghts several tines, to no avail. He slowed further and hit the
horn with his fist. The truck, now only a few hundred feet in front of
him still refused to nove out of the left lane. It continued to stay

preci sely abreast of the sedan in the right lane. Stewart |ooked at
t he speedoneter: his speed had fallen to about 85 nph.

Stewart swung into the right |ane and flashed at the autonobile, a

bl ack Audi. The Audi also ighored him He swung back into the |eft

| ane and | ooked in the rearview mrror. Another truck-also a sem --was
coming up in the right lane. A third truck noved out from behind that
one to pass it.

In a few seconds the two trucks behind himhad cl osed the gap

The one in the right |ane was now traveling al ongside him The ot her
one was directly in back of him practically riding on his tail



The truck behind kept closing in. Al he could see in his rearview
mrror was the massive steel grille of the vehicle's radiator

He accelerated until he was a car length fromthe back bunper of the
truck ahead of him The truck behind closed right in on him noving up
just inches fromhis bunper. The rear end of the truck in front was
now hangi ng right over his hood. ©On his right, the third truck
presented a solid wall of white corrugated steel

Four huge tires on the twin rear axles were rolling furiously along the
roadway three or four feet fromthe side of his car. On his left, the
nmedi an di vi der pitched down sharply and then up again at an even
steeper angle, to nmeet the |lanes on the other side.

The truck behind nudged his tail. The BMW bounded forward and bounced
agai nst the front truck's bunper.

Stewart's hands squeezed the steering wheel. H's foot was frozen in
pl ace on the gas pedal. There was no roomto naneuver

Even the slightest change in speed would bring disaster
But if he did nothing, they'd crush him

"Hell 0? Al exandra Tate?"

"Yes."

"I"'msorry to bother you. M name is Paul Elder. | understand that
you're a close friend of Anne Stewart's."

"Yes, | am

"Well, thisis alittle enbarrassing, |'mafraid--" "Ch, don't worry.

| love to hear enbarrassing stuff."

"Well, I"'mworried about Anne. | have no right to be worried about
her, but I am..."

Bored and anxi ous, Genny prow ed around the small bedroom and bath that
made up her prison. She found an ol d-fashi oned nen's razor on top of

t he nedi cine chest in the bathroom It had been there a long tinme, and
t he bl ade had rusted away.

Genny pushed the bed a couple of feet to the side and crouched down
beside it. The ancient floor showed signs of dry rot. Near the wall,
one of the bed's iron legs had, over tine, worn a substanti al
depression in one of the boards. Using the flat corner of the razor to
saw away part of the edge of the board, Genny was able to get
underneath with her fingers and pry up a six-inch-1ong fragnent of one
plank. It immediately disintegrated into dusty, flaking pieces.

Genny had expected that as soon as the floor plank had come | oose, she
woul d be able to I ook right down to the floor bel ow

She was di sappointed to di scover that beneath that board was anot her
one.

She jamed the handl e end of the razor down into the wood of the



subfloor. It was punky and soft. Soon she was able to punch the
handl e conpl etely through.

For half an hour she worked furiously, pulling up nore pieces of rotted
floor planking until she had renmoved a ragged, roughly rectangul ar
section about a foot wide and a foot and a half |ong.

That left the subfloor. The entire surface that she had exposed felt
rotted and soft, but the wood was thicker than the floor planks, and
she couldn't get her finger around the edges to pry up on them

She stood up and junped on the spot. It sagged, but nothing gave
way.

She junped half a dozen tines, but the subfloor held.

She stopped and listened. She was afraid soneone night have heard her
junping. After a few mnutes, she decided that no one was coming to
i nvesti gate.

She noved the bed so that one side of it lined up with the edge of the
rectangl e of exposed subflooring, then clinbed up on the mattress. She
focused on the spot, twenty inches bel ow her feet, took a big breath,
and j unped.

Bot h heel s struck the spot together. The wood gave way with a
splintering crack, and Genny di sappeared through the fl oor

Anne spent nost of the afternoon at a Munich police station

At first everyone appeared eager to help. But there was a | anguage
problem The only individual who spoke English was a m ddl e-aged desk
sergeant. He ushered her into his cubicle of an office, ordered her
some coffee, and listened attentively, staring alternately at her face
and the front of her blouse, as she poured out her story.

When she finished, she discovered that the man's understandi ng of what
she had just told himwas hopel essly garbled. He seenmed to think that
her husband and t he Baroness von Hauser had run off together and taken
Genny with themin sone kind of transatlantic custody battle. Anne
tried repeatedly to explain, but the sergeant, whose nane was Ot nmar

Kl enpe, just couldn't seemto get it straight. And he was becomn ng
angry and inpatient with her, because he thought she was questioning
his ability to understand English

When he began to perceive that she was accusing the Baroness von Hauser
of ki dnappi ng her child, he wagged an adnoni shing finger at her. He

| eaned forward across his narrow netal desk and addressed her in an

om nous tone. "Der Baroness iss fery powerful. Fery, fery powerful.
You shoul d not say about her such sings."

Anne wal ked out of Klenpe's cubbyhole and returned to the front desk.

She demanded to see the chief of the Munich Police Department, or
whoever was in overall authority.

382

|, Heidi, the young woman at the front desk, was no | onger eager to



hel p. She was annoyed that Anne couldn't speak German. She al so
didn't |like her persistence. She demanded to see Anne's pass port
again, and this tine she held on to it.

Kl enpe, neanwhile, had energed fromhis cubicle and was regaling
everyone behind the waist-high, glass-topped barricade that separated
the department's working area fromthe public |obby with his version of
Anne's story. Several enployees began meking | oud comments; others
stared at her. Anne understood very little, but it was obvious that
they were discussing the nerits of her charges.

She sat on one of the red-and-blue plastic chairs arranged al ong the
wal |, determined to stay until someone agreed to do sonething. Ten
mnutes later, Klenpe, in an alnost comically officious tone, rel ayed
the news to her that the chief would i ndeed see her, but she night have
to wait. He was very busy.

She said she'd wait.

The attention of the station switched away fromher as conpletely as if
she had wal ked out the door. She was a problem and soneone hi gher up
had just taken her off their hands.

Anne sat on the hard red plastic chair for over an hour, watching the
riffraff of the Munich streets--prostitutes, pinps, pushers, and an
occasi onal drunk-and-di sorderly--parade past her on the way to an
arrai gnnent or a |ockup. Lawers and famly and friends of the
arrested filled the chairs around her, smoking and tal king in voices
anplified by the tile walls around t hem

The frustration of not being able to conmuni cate added greatly to
Anne's panic. She feared that she would just go berserk and start
screamng at people if the chief didn't send for her soon

At five PPM a woman in civilian clothes cane to the gate in the
barrier and called out Anne's nane. Anne junped up and ran over, tears
of relief in her eyes.

"I"'msorry to keep you waiting so long," the woman said in al npst

accentl ess English. "The chief has been very busy. M nane is Mart he,
by the way."
Anne shook the woman's hand. "I'mso glad you speak Engli sh.

I've felt so lost and al one ever since this happened."

"I understand very well. 1'msorry." She escorted Anne down al ong a
corridor to the back of the building, and then into an el evator. She
pressed the button for the top floor

"Does the chief--what is his nanme?"

"Werner Schmidt. Chief Wrner Schmidt."”

"Does Chief Schm dt speak English?"

"Yes, he does. Better even than ne."

"Thank God for that."



Fromthe el evator bank on the top floor, Martha ushered Anne down
another long corridor. This one had plush carpeting, and the noise
| evel was far quieter than bel ow

Mart he showed her into the chief's office and settled her in a seat
next to a big, dark wooden desk. There she waited another ten m nutes
bef ore Chief Schnidt appeared. He was a tall man with dark hair, a
wal rus nmustache, and a distinct no-nonsense air about him

Anne' s passport was on his desk. He picked it up, glanced at it, then
handed it to her.

"I amsorry for the long wait, Ms. Stewart. Please tell ne your
problem" H's voice was neither hostile nor friendly. It was neutral
wi t hhol di ng j udgnent.

"I arrived here this nmorning from New York. | was supposed to neet ny
husband, Dalton Stewart, at the airport. He has an office here in
Muni ch. My daughter was supposed to be with him

He never showed up. | was paged at the airport by Baroness von
Hauser .

| assune you know who she is?"
Schmi dt nodded. He had an el bow up on his desk and was cradling his
head delicately in his hand--thunb under chin, forefinger against

cheek--giving her his full attention

"She told ne that she had ny daughter. How she got her | don't know.

She wants information fromme. | agreed to give it to her if she'd
bring my daughter to ne, but she insists | go to her place--a castle
somewhere in the country. |'ve never seen it.

I"'mafraid to do that. | don't trust the woman. |'mat the end of ny
rope to know what to do--" Schmdt interrupted. "Do you know what has
become of your husband ? " "No. The baroness said he was in an

accident. Do you know?"

Schmi dt shook his head no. "Do you have the information the baroness
want ed?"

"Yes." Anne renoved the black plastic RCD from her handbag and handed
it to Schmidt. She explained what it contained.

Schmidt turned the cartridge over in his hand, then gave it back

He didn't seemespecially interested init.

"Ms. Stewart," he said in a low voice. "Before you cane in, | took
it upon nyself to tel ephone the baroness, so that | would be better
prepared to talk to you. Wuld you like to hear what she told nme?"
Anne net the chief's dispassionate gaze with a | ook of surprise.

"Of course."

"Very well." Schmidt pulled a small notebook from his pocket, opened
it, glanced at a page, and | ooked up at Anne. "She did indeed admt to



me that she has your daughter--CGenny, is that her name?--yes. She has
Genny with her. She explained to ne that the girl was brought to her
est at e--Schl oss Vogel --by her father, yesterday. He left Schl oss Voge
this nmorning to pick you up at the airport and bring you back to the
estate. When it was apparent that he had not arrived to pick you up

t he baroness called the airport and had you paged. Wen you called
her, she told you that Genny was safe with her, but that she didn't
know what had becone of your husband. She offered to send soneone to
the airport to pick you up, but you refused. Instead you insisted that
she bring a large sum of noney to the airport before you would give her
this computer cartridge. The cartridge, as she explained it to nme, is
the property of a joint venture between her and your husband. You're
now separated from your husband?"

"Yes, but--" "The baroness told me that you stole this cartridge from
your husband's office in New York, because you knew it was val uabl e,
and wi shed to force your estranged husband and the baroness to pay a
ransomfor its return. She said your notive for this was twofold
first, to get noney, of course; second, to get revenge on both her and
your husband.

The baroness and M. Stewart are to be married, as | understand it,
pendi ng his divorce from you.

And she did also warn ne that you mght claimthat she was ki dnapping
your daughter. If you want your daughter, she informed me, all you
have to do is go to Schl oss Vogel, give the baroness the cartridge, and
pi ck up your child."

The chi ef tucked the notebook back in his suit pocket and smled
patroni zingly at Anne. "Now, doesn't it sound to you, Ms. Stewart,
t hat what the baroness told ne is probably the truth ? " Anne just
stared at the man. She could no | onger summon the kind of outraged
anger she had unl eashed against the official at the American enbassy.

She felt truly al one and abandoned.

For an instant Stewart was tenpted to do nothing, to accept the fate
offered him Let the dammed murder run its course. Solve all his
probl ems. Foot steady on the gas pedal, holding the speed at 85 nph;
hand steady on the wheel, straight ahead. Do nothing, and let it al
cone to an end in the next few seconds.

But he had to get his daughter back.

The t hought of Genny nmade himwant to weep. He was so proud of that
child. So intensely proud. And he had never really been proud of
anyt hi ng before.

Genny was val uabl e beyond all the noney in the world. She was a new
ki nd of human. Honop sapiens rex--smarter, stronger, and healthier than
anything the world had ever seen. No one yet knew her potential. But
what was truly inportant was that she was his child, his only child.

He' d get her back. Whatever he had to do, he'd get her back. Nothing
woul d stop him

He sensed the roadway curving slightly to the right. The back end of
the truck in front was no | onger parallel to his w ndshield, but
bendi ng slightly, opening a few nore inches of roomon his left side.



It had to be now, before they were through the turn
He cranked the wheel sharply left.

The BMW I urched out of its three-walled noving prison with a
hi gh- pi tched squeal of tires and plunged down the bank of the median
di vi der.

Stewart straightened the steering wheel instantly and began appl yi ng

t he brakes. The surface was rough grass, and the car bucked furiously
as it shot diagonally down toward a concrete drainage ditch at the
bottom of the divider.

The left front tire slammed into the ditch. The car swerved, throw ng
the back left tire into the ditch as well.

Trapped in the concrete channel, the BMN continued forward, tilted over
at a forty-five-degree angle. The car's undercarriage scraped al ong
the near edge of the ditch with a shower of sparks and a shriek of
tearing netal

Directly ahead the ditch term nated in a concrete catch basin.

Stewart clutched the wheel and hit the brake pedal with all his
strength. The pedal slammed against the fl oorboard with no
resi stance.

The brake lines were severed.
Stewart yanked the energency brake. The BMN's nomentum sl owed.

Stewart pulled harder. The enmergency brake |line parted and the handl e7
its purchase lost, flew backwards in his hand.

Stewart jammed the shift lever into first gear. The car's nonentum
sl owed further, but not enough to stop short of the catch basin. The
left front edge of the bunper hit the concrete first and crushed
against the left front tire. The bottom of the radiator struck next,
and the car's front end, designed to give way under high inpact,
col | apsed back against the reinforced frame of the passenger

conpart ment.

Am dst the buckling and rending of netal and a rain of thousands of

pell ets of safety glass, the BMWcane at last to a halt, tilted steeply
on its left side.

The safety bag depl oyed, sl apping back hard against Stewart's face and
chest, and then deflated. Black snoke billowed fromthe accordi oned
remai ns of the engi ne conpartnent.

Stewart was shaken up but conscious. He pulled on the door handle.

The catch rel eased, but the door wouldn't open; it was wedged agai nst
the concrete side of the drainage ditch. He pressed the button to open
the wi ndow, but the wi ndow didn't nove. He tried the other w ndows.

None wor ked.

He grabbed the hand hol d over the passenger-side door and pulled



hi nsel f across the front seat. He braced his feet against the drivers
si de door and pulled on the passenger side door |atch

The latch clicked open. He pushed the door outward, but it was tilted
up at such a sharp angle it refused to stay open. He braced one foot
on the side of the driver's headrest and pushed hi nsel f about a foot

cl oser to the passenger door, but he still couldn't hold the door open
and clinb out at the sane tine.

Stewart could now snell gasoline mxed with the acidic, choking stench
of the bl ack snoke.

Genny pull ed herself up to her hands and knees and | ooked around. She
had | anded on her feet and then fallen forward and banged her head and
the heels of her palns. She felt dazed, but after she stood up her
head cl eared and she knew she wasn't badly hurt.

It was quite dark. What light there was seened to conme fromfar
above.

She | ooked up and saw the small hole in the floor she had fallen
through. It was far out of her reach

Gradual |y her eyes adjusted to the dimlight. She turned around
trying to determ ne where she was. There were walls on either side of
her. They were so close that she could touch themw th her el bows.

She was in a narrow passageway. The floor was wood and the walls were
stone. Down one way it was pitch-black, but in the opposite direction
she coul d detect a faint amount of light. She decided to go that

way.

Keepi ng one hand on the wall to guide her, she started off, placing
each foot carefully ahead of her, inches at a tinme. The old plank
flooring creaked, and her feet crunched on occasi onal pieces of stone
and cerment that had fallen fromthe walls over the years.

The air in the passageway was stale and chilly; it irritated her |ungs
when she inhaled. Thick cobwebs brushed agai nst her face.

She stuck her free hand out in front of her to ward them off.

Layer after layer of intricate ol factory sensati ons swarmed through her
nostrils, form ng a complex tapestry of ancient smells, fromthe
pungent bittersweet of deconposing wood and i nsect and rodent renains
to the dusty, astringent sting of the masonry. It rem nded her of the
musty, dirt-floored cellar under the old stable at the house on Long

I sl and.

The light becane a little brighter. She could see a dinly gl owi ng area
in the distance. She increased her pace, taking full steps.

The dimlight was coning froma tiny hole in the wall, too high up for
Genny to |l ook through. She put her hand against the wall, then braced
her feet against the opposite wall and wal ked her way up the stone
until she could put her eye to the opening. She saw part of a

bedr oom

There was a double bed with a canopy over it, and a big, round,
wi ndowed al cove with nmel on-col ored drapes. A polished antique desk and



chair were positioned on a small oriental rug in the center of the

al cove. The floor, decorated in an el aborate parquet design, gleaned
warmy in the | ateafternoon sunlight. Cothes were thrown on the bed,
al ong with some funny-1ooking black and red underwear.

Genny listened for sounds. No one seened to be in the room

She put her nose to the peephole and sniffed. G garette snoke. It was
froma different kind of cigarette--not the kind the people from hone
usual |y snoked. She could also snmell several kinds of soaps, col ognes,
bath oils, and shanpoos. And sone kind of alcoholic drink. She could
catch subtle traces of a worman's odor

Not the baroness's, though--Genny woul d recogni ze her snell
i medi at el y.

Genny dropped back to the floor, then reached up and probed the edge of
the hole with her fingers. She felt a round nmetal plate on a pivot
that could be swng down to cover the opening. She noved it back and
forth a couple of tinmes, then left it as she had found it. The part of
the wall around the hole seenmed to be wood.

Genny continued down the passage. Six feet further along she ran smack

into a wall. Wen she had recovered from her surprise, she felt around
wi th her hands and feet and di scovered that the passage continued to
the left. It was utterly black. Even with her extraordi nary eyesight,

she coul d see nothing. She noved her hands carefully along the wall
surface. The stones were rough and irregular, and she had to proceed
slowy. She listened for sounds.

Soneone was wal ki ng al ong the other side of the wall on her left.
She heard a door open and cl ose near by.

Her fingers made contact with nore wood. She reached up and felt
another small netal disk like the first one. She slid it back and
forth but saw no light. There was probably a roomon the other side
here too, she decided, but sonething nust be bl ocking the view A door
opened and cl osed sonewhere nearby, and she could hear, further away,
the soft nurnmur of women's voices, talking in German.

There nust be a door sonewhere, she thought, because she could snell
the odors left by people who had been in the passageway recently. |If
only she had a flashlight.

Genny yawned. It was her nap time. She was also thirsty and had to go
to the potty. She thought she should probably turn around and go back
to her room Later, she could explore further

Then she renenbered the hole she had fallen through. It was so high
up. How was she ever going to clinmb back through it?

Genny pressed her hands agai nst the walls and noved forward
cautiously.

She heard a nuffled scurrying close by, then some high-pitched
squeaks.

M ce. She wished she could see them There nmust be a lot of them
around, because she could snell their urine everywhere, as well as the



peculiarly delicate nmusty scent of their fur

Genny felt a slight current of air noving against her face.
Where was it comng fron? she wondered

She took another step forward and fell through the dark

Dalton Stewart crouched with his feet braced against the driver'sside
door, and pushed up agai nst the passenger-side door with his head and
both hands. The snoke was choking himand his eyes were swiming. He
pushed until he was standing erect, his head and shoul ders out the
doorway, still bearing the weight of the door. He brought one foot up
ont o the passenger-side headrest, then heaved hinself up again.

He finally crawl ed out, bearing the weight of the door all the way. He
flung his feet free and rolled onto the ground, letting the door slam
cl osed agai n.

He coughed and rubbed his burning eyes. The snell of gasoline nmade his
nose sting. The gas tank under the rear trunk had ripped open and fue
was pouring out of it, flow ng down the concrete ditch toward the
snoki ng engi ne conpart nment.

Stewart staggered to his feet, patted the breast pocket of his trench
coat, felt the pistol, and started clinbing back up the grassy bank
toward the roadway.

He reached the shoul der of the highway and turned around just in tine
to see the BMVWengul fed in flanes. He felt both dazed and exhil arat ed:
nothing Iike a narrow escape to nake one feel | ucky.

Stewart brushed hinself off, waited for a break in the traffic, then
crossed the roadway to the right side and started wal ki ng.

Cars had slowed to watch the fire, and someone pulled over to offer him
a ride alnost inmediately. He was an old nman driving a beat-up Opel
Kadet. He spoke alnbst no English, and Stewart was grateful for

t hat .

Stewart managed to conmunicate to himthat he wanted to go to
Regensburg. The old man nmuttered some objections. Stewart got the

i npression that he thought he should get off at the next exit and
report the accident. Stewart insisted on Regensburg. The old man
ignored him He took the next exit off the autobahn and deposited
Stewart squarely in front of the police station in the tiny village of
Gei senfel d.

Stewart stood on the sidewal k until the old man's Opel had di sappeared
around the corner, and then went in search of a car rental agency.

There was none in the town. Stewart ended up payi ng an exorbitant
price with a credit card to "rent" a very used Vol kswagen sedan from
the owner of an auto repair shop

Stewart drove north to Neustadt and Abensberg on Route 300 as fast as
the narrow, wi nding road would permt, then took Route 16 to
Regensburg. He wondered if the nen in the trucks were still | ooking
for him He knew it was unlikely they would spot himin this car; but
every time he encountered a | arge sem on the highway, he felt his



chest tighten.

I n Regensburg, he wound through the narrow nedieval streets of the city
center and turned into the Haidplatz, the town's ol dest square. He
parked the VWacross the square fromthe entrance of one of
Regensburg's nore notorious clubs, a raffish hol e-inthe-wall
establ i shnent called the Tischgesprach--German for "table talk."

It was the mddle of the afternoon. Sone tinme in the next seven or
ei ght hours Katrina would pay her nightly visit to the club

The club's manager dealt drugs on the side, and Katrina was one of his
regul ar custoners. She'd stay awhile, have a drink, buy sone heroin,
shoot up in the ladies' room and then go back to the castle. Stewart
knew her routine because he had acconpani ed her on several occasions.

He had even tried the heroin.
He sat back to wait for her

Genny sat up and felt around carefully in the dark. She had tunbled
down a steep, narrow flight of stairs. Her head hurt, and so did one
of her arms. Fortunately, the steps and the floor she ended up on were
made of wood, not stone. She guessed she was okay.

She crouched forward, feeling the way with her hands, and began to
expl ore the passage on this level. Barely three steps fromthe stairs
she felt the way bl ocked by a solid wall. She felt around, but there
was no question that it was a dead end.

She groped her way back to the stairs and stood there, |istening.

She could still hear the squeaking of mice. And the smell of people
was much stronger here than on the floor above.

She worked her way around behind the stairs and di scovered that the
passage extended back in that direction. Feeling her way cautiously,
she wal ked the full length of it. It was exactly like the floor
above--a narrow passage that went around a ninety-degree corner. After
she had advanced about twenty feet past the corner, she got down on her
hands and knees and craw ed. Her bare knees felt very sore.

Her hand soon felt the top edge of another wooden stairway.

She turned around and backed carefully down the steps. Wen she
finally reached the bottom she noticed that the atnosphere was quite
different. It was danper and warmer, and the odors of |aundry soap
m xed with those of wood shavings, paint, and fuel oil

A few feet fromthe stairs she saw what | ooked like four faint |ines of
light in the shape of a rectangle. She stretched a hand out and felt
wood. A door. Along one side her fingers encountered three snall

hi nges. On the other side she found the door's handle.

She pressed down on it and felt a little click as the latch slipped
free. She pushed tentatively. The door noved with a squeak. She
pushed a little nore. The door opened further but nmade an even shar per
squeak. She peeked around the edge.

The door opened into a small closet. She pushed the door open further



moving it as slowy as she possibly could to mnimze the squeak. Wen
it was about a quarter open, she slipped out. The opposite wall of the
cl oset contained another door. She opened it and peeked cautiously
around the corner.

A long, |ow stone passageway ranbl ed al ong under a spaghettilike mass
of pipes, conduits, and wi res suspended froma series of heavy
archways. Bare bul bs hung down every thirty feet or so, their |ow
wattage casting dim pale yellow pools of light onto the rugged

st one.

She heard the hum of a furnace nearby, and | ow voices. The people
snel s down here were strong and salty.

Genny tiptoed down the corridor, keeping close to the wall. She saw an
open doorway on her |eft and stuck her head around. Inside was a

| owcei |l i nged chanber that had been converted into a |aundry room On
one wall were several washing machi nes and dryers, and shel ves stacked
with linens. At a big table in the center, a stocky, gray-haired wonan
in a blue uniformdress was ironing sonething.

Next to her another wonan was fol ding sheets and towels.

Genny retreated back to her closet, then expl ored anot her arched
passageway on the other side, peeking quickly in the open doorways as
she raced along. She saw a dark, dirty roomwith a furnace in it,
another filled with big punps and tanks, and a third that was a kind of
repair shop. She darted in and | ooked around.

Li ghts were on over a workbench, and her nose told her that soneone had
been there as recently as a few nminutes ago. The floor was cluttered
with sections of netal plates. Sonmeone was repairing a suit of

ar nor .

Genny gl anced over the tools on the workbench. The height of the
bench's surface just barely allowed her to see over it on her
ti pt oes.

To her delight she discovered a flashlight. She grabbed it and slid
the switch forward. |t worked.

Next to a metal vise she spied a package of cigarettes and a small box
of matches. She grabbed the matches and tucked them up inside the
cotton sl eeve of her Dbl ouse.

An old sword was clanped in the vise. She twisted the vise's handle a
couple of turns and pulled the sword out. It was about three feet |ong
and surprisingly heavy. Her spirits soared. Now, she thought, |et
someone try to catch her....

From t he shop Genny wandered past a | arge area stacked with firewood
for the castle's nmany fireplaces. She snelled fresh air.

There nust be a door to the outside, she thought, to bring the wood
in.

She started | ooking for it, then heard steps com ng fromthe other
direction.

She ran back into the repair shop and ducked under the workbench. The



steps came closer. Fromunder the bench she could see green trousers
and brown work boots by the doorway. They paused, then cane into the
shop and noved toward the workbench

She clutched the sword resolutely in her little hands and squeezed as
far into the corner as she could and waited, heart pounding. The green
trousers took sonething down froma shelf over the bench, then turned
out the light and left.

When she was sure the way was clear, Genny hurried back to the secret
passageway behind the closet, |ugging the cunbersone sword along with
her. Once inside, she turned on the flashlight and scanpered up the
st eps.

Wth the |ight, she was able to see what had el uded her in the dark

There were many little peepholes in the walls, all of themcovered with
sliding metal discs--and all of themtoo far over her head for her to

| ook through. Around each peephol e, she now could see, were snal
wooden doors as well, each one cut flush into the stone. She tugged
tentatively at one, but it appeared to be | ocked fromthe other side.

Genny clinbed the second flight of stairs and found the spot where she
had fallen through. She shined the flashlight up at it.

It | ooked very high. There were wooden beans overhead that bisected
t he passageway at regular intervals, but they were at |east eight feet
beyond her reach.

She had to get back through that hole somehow. The walls of the
passageway were of rough stone and so cl ose together that she thought
she might be able to clinmb right up themby putting a foot on each

si de.

She braced her hands against the walls, placed her sneaker in a little

foothold on the right side, then brought her left foot up and wedged it
in another little depression between the stones on the other wall. It

was awkward, but if she was careful and took her tine, she thought, she
could probably nake it. She junped back down.

The flashlight was a problem She needed it to find footholds and
handhol ds as she clinbed, but she al so needed her hands free.

She tried holding it in her mouth, but it was too big.

There was no choice but to try to hold the flashlight in one hand. It
reduced her ability to brace herself against the wall, but she stil
t hought she coul d nanage it.

The sword was another matter. There sinply was no way she could carry
it up with her. Reluctantly, she left it on the floor of the
passageway.

The first few feet up went easily enough, but she couldn't train the
flashlight down enough to find good toeholds in the stone.

She had to feel her way with her feet, and that made the clinb sl ow and
strenuous. Each upward placenment of hand and foot got harder and
harder. The stone scraped at her wounded knees and rmade them bl oody
again. The nuscles in her |legs began to trenble fromthe exertion, and



her energy started to fade. Eight feet up, part of the wall crunbled

| oose under her left foot and she slipped partway down. She adjusted
qui ckly and found new toehol ds before she fell. She gasped, caught her
breath, and | ooked up. Not rmuch further. She gathered her courage and
wi | | power and started up again, inching along from handhold to

t oehol d.

Genny's head finally enmerged through the hole. She quickly threw her
arms out across the floor to take her weight. She let go of her
flashlight, then pushed down against the floor until she had raised her
knees through the hole.

She ki cked one leg out, then the other, then rolled onto the fl oor

panting for breath. Wen she felt strong enough to get up, she pulled
the bed over the hole, hid the flashlight and the small box of matches
under the mattress, and went into the bathroomto wash up and use the

potty.
Anne | eft the Munich police station in a state of shocked disbelief.

She was trenbling fromhead to foot. There was nothing left for her to
do but confront the baroness by herself. She was afraid to do it; the
worman terrified her. But she'd do whatever she had to do to get Genny
back. The certain know edge that she was in the right armed her with
some small courage

She took a taxi back out to the airport, picked up her |uggage, and
rented a car.

She asked an Engli sh-speaki ng woman at the rental counter if she could
provide directions to an estate called Schl oss Vogel, sonewhere outside
the city of Regensburg. The woman called her conpany's rental office

i n Regensburg, and soneone there knew precisely where the castle was

| ocat ed.

The wonman marked the spot on a road map and handed it to Anne with a
smle. "They said you can't miss it. It has four big turrets on the
corners, and it stands on very high ground back off this road. But

The woman paused.
Anne waited. "But what?"

"Well, they said you won't be able to get very close to it. The owner
doesn't like visitors. There are big fences, and dogs to keep people
away. "

Anne thanked the wonan and tucked the nmap into her handbag. "No
problem | have a standing invitation fromthe owner."

The drive took Anne a little over an hour

By the time she saw the castle, loom ng to the east over the w nding
mountain road just north of the village of Regenstauf, she becane
worried that the baroness m ght not accept the code word "Watson" as
genui ne. Anne had already tried one deception, after all--feeding the
phony word "M nerva" to the men spying on her apartnent. Wose nen
were they, anyway? Dalton's? The Baroness's? |In any case, she had to
convince the wonan that this tine she was giving her the real thing.



As well as the Jupiter RCD, she had brought with her copies of three
genones--Dalton's, Genny's, and her owmn. Wth them and the use of a
conputer, she could feed Dalton's genone and her genone into the
program run it, and produce an exact copy of Genny's genone. But
woul d t he baroness accept it?

The driveway leading to the castle was hard to mss. It was bl ocked by
a manmmmot h gate of wrought iron bars and a big sign

EI NTRI TT VERBOTEN.

Anne drove the car up to the gate. TV caneras were nmounted on each of
the stone pillars framng the gate. A harsh, scratchy voice, anplified
by a speaker hi dden somewhere around the gate, challenged her: "Was
wunschen Si e?"

Anne swal l owed. "It's Anne Stewart," she replied in a loud, firm
voice. "l'mhere to see the baroness.”

"Warten Sie einen Augenbliek, bitte."

Anne shook her head. "I don't speak German."

There was no answer. She repeated her request several tines but got no
reply. Mnutes passed. Suddenly the baroness's voice reverberated
through the air. Her tone was cold. "Anne Stewart?"

"Yes."

"Have you brought the necessary itens?"

"Yes. | nmust see ny daughter first."

There was a brief pause, then the baroness's voice again:

"Very well. Drive up to the main entrance. Do not get out of the car
until the doorman opens your door for you. |If you do, the dogs will

cone after you."

The gate rolled open, and Anne drove through. The bottom part of the
drive wandered through a heavy forest of evergreens.

After several hairpin turns, the forest gave way to a wi de apron of
fields and vineyards, and then a series of lawns and formal gardens
t hat sl oped down and away fromthe castle.

G gantic and forbidding, Schloss Vogel domi nated the | andscape. The
central part of it rose over the high gray-black walls of cut stone
that formed its base |like a squat, four-cornered tower.

The narrow wi ndows, deeply recessed in the thick stone, |ooked Iike gun
enbrasures, and the big, round turrets on each corner rem nded Anne of
prison wat cht owers

Then the dogs appeared--at |east a dozen. They bounded rapidly through
t he gardens, ran out onto the driveway and fell into place behind the
car. Anne glanced nervously in her rearviewnirror. They were
follow ng her |ike a pack of hounds on a trace.

But these weren't foxhounds; they were Dobernmans and Al sati ans.



There was sonething distinctly eerie about their behavior. They
trotted silently along behind the car, as if they were politely
escorting it up to the castle. Not one of them barked once. Yet their
silence only magnified their nenace.

The drive circled under a |large entrance portico at the front of the
castle. Anne drove underneath and braked to a stop. Iron portcullises
dropped down over both ends of the portico, shutting the dogs out and
Anne in.

A doorman with a trim nustache cane around toward her door. Anne
grabbed her bag fromthe passenger seat and |let himhelp her out.

"Quten Tag," he said, with a solem frown.
Anne nodded curtly, hugging the bag to her side.

A second doorman rushed ahead to open the castle's big double door for
her. As soon as she was inside, the first doorman grabbed her around
the throat from behind and twi sted her arm up behind her back. The

ot her one yanked her handbag away from her

They marched her through several grand sal ons, past a gigantic
staircase, through the enormous Hall of Knights, all the way to a
service el evator somewhere in the back of the building. They took her
up two flights, then down a long hallway. They knocked on a door

Anne tried to suppress her anxiety and conpose herself.

A thickset woman with blond hair brai ded and coil ed around her head
opened the door and let themin. It was a bedroom No one el se was
present.

The man hol ding her I et her go; the other one gave her handbag to the
worran.

"Wl come,” the woman said, without a trace of irony. "M nane is
Karla. | amthe baroness's personal assistant. The baroness cannot
see you now. She asked nme to relay these instructions to you, which
she said you woul d understand. On that desk by the w ndow you wil I
find a | egal -si zed notepad and sonme pens.

The baroness w shes you to wite down for her all the rel evant
i nformation you have."

Anne shook her head. "I want to see ny daughter," she denanded.

"Ri ght now. "

A l ook of distress spread across Karla's face. "The baroness has given
me very explicit instructions,” she warned. "Wen you have provided
the information she requires, you'll be allowed to see your

daughter."
Her arns fol ded defiantly across her chest, Anne faced the woman.

"I"ll do nothing until | see ny daughter. Tell the baroness that,
pl ease. "



Karla ignored Anne's words. "I will |leave you here to wite out the

necessary information," she said. "Wen you are finished, you may
knock on the door. Hans and Wl fgang will both be on the other side,
in the hallway. They will call ne and | will take the material to the

baroness i medi ately."

"Didn't you hear nme? |1'Ill do absolutely nothing until | see ny
daughter! " The assistant hesitated. She stared at Anne angrily. She

hadn't expected any resistance. "Frau Stewart," she replied, in a | ow,
conspiratorial tone. "Your daughter is perfectly fine. | prom se
you.

She is upstairs, waiting for you. Please hurry and give the baroness
the information she needs and | will take you to her."

The wonman turned and hurried fromthe room taking Anne's handbag with
her. The two nmen followed her out. Anne watched the door slam and
listened to the key rattle in the |ock

The hours passed. No sign of Katrina. Mybe she didn't patronize the
Ti schgesprach anynore. She was so nercurial and inpul sive that al nost
anyt hi ng coul d have happened in the |last couple of weeks to alter her
routine.

But Stewart was counting on her still needing her daily fix. He
doubt ed that she had kicked her drug habit. So unless she had had a
falling out with the manager, she'd show up. He would just have to be
patient.

After the sun set it grew cold. Stewart started the car every hal f hour
to let the heater warmup the interior

The idle waiting left his mnd in danger of wandering into treacherous
terrain. He forced hinself not to think beyond the mnute. H's plan
woul d succeed, like all plans, one step at a tine.

If he started rum nati ng about either the past or the future, he knew
he coul d conme unravel ed fast.

At 9:30 Katrina's red Mercedes convertible coupe roared into sight,

tires squealing. She circled the square twi ce. Finding no parking
pl ace, she pulled up into the no-parking zone in front of the club's
ent rance.

Stewart wat ched her get out and go into the club. She was wearing one
of her ankle-length fur coats. Her unsteady gait suggested that she
was probably drunk. Stewart clinbed out of the VWand hurried across
the square to Katrina's car. The convertible top was up, but,
typically, she hadn't bothered to | ock the doors. He pulled the
driver's seat forward, squeezed his tall frame into the cranped rear
and sl anmed the door. He crouched down as | ow as he coul d manage
behind the front seats, reached into his trench coat's breast pocket,
and fished out the Mauser pistol

Ten mnutes later Katrina cane sailing out the door of the club. The
si des of her unbuttoned fur coat flapped back, revealing black nesh
stockings, a short skirt, and a see-through bl ouse. She opened the
door and sank into the driver's seat with a | oud, whinpering sigh.

Stewart rose up behind her



Katrina jerked around and shrieked. When she recogni zed who it was,
she laughed. "Dalton! Liebchen! What are you doi ng?"

She was drunk. And now full of heroin as well

"Take me back to the castle with you."

"Of course, Liebchen. Did your car break down?"

"The baroness has ny daughter,” he said in an even voice.

"But--" "lI'mgoing to get her back. | need your help."

"\Why 2"

"Let's go. Right now "

"It's too early. | was going to visit a girlfriend."

"Drive us back to the castle.”

Katri na whined. "Let's go have some drinks first. 1've been so bored
all day. And Al dous has been a bastard. And | feel I|ike fucking,
Li ebchen. We can do it at ny girlfriend's. She wouldn't mnd--"
" Now.

Let's go."

"But Liebchen--" "Now, goddammit. Let's go." Stewart brought the
pistol up into view and pressed the nuzzl e agai nst her neck

Katri na began to cry. "Please take the gun away, Liebc7en."
"Start the fucking car."

The twelve-mile drive to Schl oss Vogel was nostly a silent one, with
Stewart crouched behind Katrina, holding the pistol to the back of her
neck, and Katrina whinpering sporadically. Tw ce she nearly went off
the road.

When the gate cane into view, Stewart gave her his instructions. Once
t hrough the gate, she was to drive up to the portico, stop the car, and
hand hi mthe keys. They would go in together, with himholding the

pi stol on her. She was going to have to be his hostage, he

expl ai ned.

He was going to hold the pistol at her neck until the baroness turned
Genny over to him

He had planned for Katrina to drive himand his daughter back into
Regensburg, but she was too unstable to risk it. Instead he'd |et
Katrina drive themdown into the village, put Katrina out on the
street, and drive Genny to Regensburg hinmself. There they could
transfer to his rented VWand drive back to Minich

"But the baroness knows you won't shoot me," Katrina protested.

"You'll have to persuade her that | wll."



"Li ebchen, please. | can't doit. | don't feel well."
"You'll feel a hell of a lot wirse if you don't. Let's go."

An el ectronic device at the gate identified Katrina's car and the gate
roll ed open. She threwthe car into first gear and roared through
throwi ng up a shower of white pea stones behind the wheels.

"The baroness will be so furious,"” Katrina sobbed. The driveway turned
sharply, and Katrina steered the car drunkenly onto the narrow dirt
shoul der and alnost into the ditch. Stewart grabbed the wheel with his
free hand and pulled the car back onto the drive.

"She won't care if you shoot ne or not," Katrina bl ubbered.
"She won't believe you. She'll tell you to go ahead and shoot ne."

Stewart didn't bother to reply. The drive sloped upward across an open
[ awn and then leveled out as it neared the portico. Suddenly the
castle's outside spotlights blazed on. There were several dozen of
them nounted on the portico, on the castle turrets, and al ong the high
wal I s of the keep. They bathed a |large area of the | awn and driveway
in bright light.

Katrina tronped on the brakes and the Mercedes skidded to a halt fifty
feet short of the portico. She dropped her head down against the

steering wheel. "I can't do it, Liebchen. The baroness will be so
furious!

Stewart jabbed the pistol barrel behind Katrina's ear. "Start the
car!"

Katri na shook her head.

Stewart heard something slap lightly against the door. He glanced
out .

Two Dobermans had cone up al ongside. They pressed their nuzzles
agai nst the bottom of the w ndow.

Suddenly Katrina yanked the keys fromthe ignition and opened the
door.

Stewart grabbed for her coat collar but cane away with a fistful of
fur. She rolled out, scranmbled clunmsily to her feet, and bolted for
the portico. One of the Dobermans |unged at her, sank his teeth into
the trailing edge of her coat, and pulled her down.

Katrina screanmed with terror.

Stewart clinbed over the seat and groped frantically for the door
handle. He found it and sl amed the door shut, grazing the snoot of
t he second Doberman in the process.

Anne sat in the roomfor several hours. She wote nothing on the pad
of legal paper provided for her. She wondered how | ong t hey woul d

wai t.

WAs she being stupid?



Repeatedly she was tenpted to concoct a page of phony information, if
only to get to see her daughter, but she hesitated. 1In the long run it
m ght prove a bad idea.

But she felt that if she didn't do something soon, she would coll apse
fromthe nental strain. The baroness had trenmendous advantages in the
situation. Al Anne had was a few bits of information the baroness was
determ ned to have. As soon as she gave those away, she would be
conpletely at the woman's nercy.

She paced the room trying to deci de what to do.

Foot steps and voices erupted in the hall outside.

The door opened. The baroness's two thuggi sh bodyguards, Hans and

Wl fgang, | ooked in. Then Karla stepped into the room Behind her was
t he baroness.

Anne had not seen her since the night of the dinner party on Long

I sl and many nont hs ago--the night the baroness had informed her that
she had been used as a guinea pig by Harold Goth. The night she had
noved out on Dalton Stewart.

The wonman | ooked ol der than Anne had renenbered her. And haggard.

There were heavy circles under her eyes, and the once barely noticeable
wrinkles at the corners of her nouth and eyes had deepened.

nne remai ned standi ng by the w ndow.
404
"You have witten out the information, ja?" the baroness said.

Karla went over to the desk and | ooked at the | egal pad. "Gar nichts,"”
she murmured in a shocked whisper. Nothing at all

The baroness strode heavily across the room and sl apped Anne across the
face with great force, snapping her head to the side.

Anne gasped and brought a hand up to her cheek

"You are a stupid, stubborn woman, Frau Stewart! If you want to see
your daughter | would suggest you get busy inmmedi ately.

Do you understand ne?"
Anne stared at her without speaking.
The baroness called out in a |l oud voice for Hans and Wl f gang.

They came quickly into the room The baroness spoke to themin a rapid
nmonot one. Anne saw Karla's face becone quite pale

The two men seized Anne by the arns and dragged her down four flights
of stairs to the dungeon in the subbasenent. She didn't resist. They
pul | ed open the door to the little maiden, positioned her inside,

cl osed the door, and screwed it tight.

Anne stood inside the device, nore astoni shed than frightened.



How coul d the woman do sonething like this? What did she hope to
acconpli sh? Was she crazy?

At first Anne didn't know what was supposed to happen to her

She could feel the pointed spikes in front and in back of her; but as
| ong as she stood exactly in the mddle, nothing touched her.

She | ooked up. There were four small airholes in the top, about six
i nches above her head. Except for the tiny amount of light visible
t hrough those hol es, she stood in conpl ete darkness.

After a few mnutes the nature of the ordeal she faced began to dawn on
her. The iron box was about two feet in width and depth and six feet
in height. She could not sit, kneel, or lie down.

And the spi kes prevented her fromnoving nore than a few inches in any
direction. Al she could do was stand in one place. For the first
hour or so, this would not seemlike nuch of a punishment; but after
three or four, the need to sit or kneel would becone overwhel m ng. Her
knees woul d tire and buckle, or she would faint. Then the real torture
woul d begi n.

She wondered how | ong the baroness dared to | eave her there.

Five mnutes after Genny clinbed back up through the hole in the floor
and repositioned the bed over it, some food was brought to her

Two nmen stood in the doorway hol di ng rubber truncheons while a third
carried in a covered tray, put it on the table by the w ndow, and
hurried out.

Genny pull ed the cover off eagerly to view her neal. A ong with a
glass of mlk and a slice of black bread, there was a dish with a
greasy fat sausage on it, a pile of linp, snmelly cabbage, and anot her
pil e of cooked, sliced potatoes in an oily dressing. Genny consuned it
all.

As soon as she had finished the neal, fatigue overcame her. She lay

down on the bed and fell inmrediately asleep

She awoke several hours later refreshed but still hungry. She hoped
the next neal would taste better. Mybe they'd include a dessert. She
| oved desserts best of all. Mmy would never |let her eat very nany,

t hough--only on special occasions. And she would never ever let her
eat any candy. It was about the only thing about Momrmy she didn't
like. Except for that, she |loved Mormy nore than anyone in the
wor | d.

She promi sed herself that she would never be nmean to her or refuse to
do anything she asked her to do--ever again. She would never eat
anot her dessert in her whole life if Monmy didn't want her to.

Genny sti ffened.

The faintest trace of a famliar odor--barely a few nol ecul es of
it--tickled her nose. Excited, she rushed to the door and pressed her
nose agai nst the narrow crack between the bottom of the door and the
floor. Her nostrils were overwhel med by the scents of floor wax,



stain, and various chem cals. She got up and wal ked back to the bed
and sat on the edge. She couldn't pick up the scent anynore.

But a few minutes later she snelled it again. She crawl ed under the

bed and put her face over the hole in the floor. It was conming up from
the secret passageway. It was very faint, but there was no m stake
what it was.

Mommy was here, somewhere inside the castle!
Genny got up on the bed and junped up and down, shrieking for joy.
Momrmy was her e!

She ran excitedly back and forth between the wi ndow and the door, over
and over again. Finally, exhausted and out of breath, she sat back
down on the bed. Wy was it taking her so |ong?

An hour passed, and Monmy didn't cone. Finally she heard footsteps
com ng toward her door. Her heart started pounding so hard she thought
it was going to fly out of her chest.

The door opened and she ran toward it.
The sane three nmen had cone back again. But Monmy was not with them
They left her a dinner tray, picked up the lunch tray, and departed.

After a few m nutes Genny went over to | ook at what was under the
cover. Sone kind of goulash with noodl es and nore cabbage. No
dessert. She ate the slice of bread, drank the glass of mlk, and then
started to cry.

They weren't going to |l et her nother cone get her. She had to do
somet hi ng about it, right away.

Genny pulled the flashlight out fromunder the mattress and then pulled
the down quilt off the bed. She pushed the bed aside and stuffed the
quilt through the hole in the floor. Before she dropped it, she held a
corner and let it fall out as far as it would go. Wen it was hangi ng

strai ght down, she released it. It fell in a nice pile directly under
the hole. She then grabbed the pillow fromthe bed and stuffed that
through the hole as well. It landed on top of the quilt.

Now al |l she had to do was drop herself down on top of them

Then she was going to find Moy, and she and Mommy were going to get
out of this awful place.

Wth her hands and teeth she ripped the mattress apart and nmade a big
pile of the stuffing over by the window She threw the mattress
ticking over the | oose down and feathers, then maneuvered the table
across the floor until she had it centered over the pile. For good
nmeasure, she ripped the curtains fromthe w ndow and dunped those on
top of the table, along with the towels fromthe bathroom

She was about to throw the sheets onto the pile as well when anot her
i dea occurred to her. She ripped a narrow strip fromone end of a
sheet, threaded it through the nmetal |oop on the base of the
flashlight, knotted it, and draped it around her neck



Genny fetched the box of matches she had taken fromthe basenent repair
shop, then cranked the casement w ndow open as far as it would turn. A
chilly breeze blew into the room She struck one of the matches

agai nst the side of the box and held the flanme against the ticking. It
went out. She tried three nore. The fourth one worked. The ticking
snol dered for a few seconds and then caught. A dense cloud of snoke
began to darken the room

Genny pull ed the bed back into place over the hole. The longer it took
themto find it, the better, she decided. She craw ed under the bed,
swung around, and stuck her legs down into the hole.

She turned on the flashlight and braced herself on the edge with both
hands. She took one | ast |ook at the snoking pile of mattress
ti cki ng.

The mattress cover had caught, and orange flanmes were spreading rapidly
across its surface and licking at the underside of the table.

Genny eased hersel f down until she was entirely through the hole,
clinging to the edge of the floor by her fingers. Then she let go.

Hal f a dozen dogs milled around Katrina, snapping and grow i ng.

Repeatedly she tried to get to her feet, but each tinme the dogs pulled
her back down. Her screans continued, but they were |osing vol une.

Stewart could not understand why no one had conme out to rescue her. He
slid the safety catch on the pistol and pressed the button to roll the
wi ndow down the inch or two he needed to stick the barrel out.

Not hi ng happened. Katrina had taken the key. Wthout the ignition on
he coul dn't open the wi ndows. He |ooked down. One dog remai ned by the
door, baring his teeth at him

Stewart took a chance and opened the door a crack. The Dobernan

i medi ately pressed his nuzzle through and tw sted his head sideways,
trying to widen the crack. Stewart placed the pistol against the dog's
head and pulled the trigger.

The expl osi on rocked the car and filled the interior with the acrid
stink of gunpowder. The dog was gone. Stewart's head rang.

He opened the door further and tried to aimat the dogs mauling
Katrina. At this range he couldn't shoot w thout risking hitting
her .

He fired two shots over their heads anyway, hoping to panic theminto a
retreat. The dogs junped at the noise, then continued their attack

Her screams had subsided to a choked, sobbing wail. Stewart couldn't
stand it. He got out of the car and ran over to her. He dropped to
hi s knees and quickly shot two of the dogs at pointblank range. He
aimed at a third, but another dog clanped his jaws on Stewart's right
armand pulled it down.

Stewart transferred the pistol to his left hand and shot the dog in the
chest. More dogs cane toward him Katrina rose to her hands and knees
and tried to cram away. Her fur coat, except for a sleeve and part of



t he back, had been ripped off. A low gurgling nban escaped her nout h;
then she was silent. One of the dogs seized the back of her neck
between its jaws and pi nned her down on the grass. Stewart shot the
dog in the head from behind. The animl yel ped and col | apsed.

Katrina didn't get up.

Stewart ran back to the car. He jamed his fist against the horn and
held it there. He could see people at many of the w ndows, but stil

no one woul d come out.

Two nore dogs ran over to Katrina's inert form Stewart opened the car
door and fired at them Neither bullet hit, but both aninmals bounded
of f, yipping |oudly.

He counted the dead dogs. At least five. He could see five or six
nmore lurking in the shadows behind the portico, uncertain as to their
duty.

He junped back out of the car and ran over and knelt down by Katrina.

She was unconscious but still breathing. The flesh of her face and
neck showed puncture wounds and | ong gashes.

Bl ood was oozing out of her from a dozen pl aces.

Stewart picked up a large shred of the fur coat and felt in its pocket
for the key to the car. Four of the dogs cane out fromthe shadows of

the portico and noved toward him Instead of lunging at himlike the
others, they were showing a little caution--and sone cl everness as
well. They spread out, like a hunting party, and began creeping toward

him ears back and bellies low to the ground, fromfour w dely
separated directions. He saw a fifth dog energe at a trot from behind
the portico and circle around behind the car.

Stewart grabbed two other pieces of the coat fromthe driveway, | ooking
for the second pocket. He found it, but the key was not in that one,
either. It nust have fallen out.

He stood up, wal ked a few paces toward one of the advanci ng dogs,
st opped, took careful aim and pulled the trigger

Instead of the explosion of a departing bullet, all he heard was the
dull metallic click of the firing pin striking an enpty chamnber.

Genny | anded feetfirst on the pillow, then rolled over onto her side.

She stood up, completely unhurt, pulled the flashlight from her neck
and shined it around the floor. The sword was where she had left it.

She picked it up and started down the passageway.

She covered the length of the upper level as fast as her little Iegs
woul d carry her, stopping a few seconds to hold her nose agai nst each
door, hoping to catch a trace of her nother's scent.

She reached the end of the passage and ran down the narrow stairs to
the next |evel below \atever thin traces of her nother's presence
remained in the air, they were being rapidly overwhel med by ot her,
newer scents. The sounds of running feet seened to reverberate



everywhere through the ceilings, walls, and floor. And she could hear
| oud voi ces now, comng fromdifferent parts of the castle. They've
found the fire, she thought.

On the lower floor, she stopped to hoist herself up the wall and | ook

t hrough one of the peepholes. Lights were on. She could see the backs
of women at one of the wi ndows, watching sonething outside. Mnmy was
not anong them

Genny reached the steps | eading to the basement and stopped

Soneone was coming up. She could hear heavy footsteps and see the
fleeting shaft of a flashlight beam She fled back up the stairs to
t he upper floor and retreated across the top level all the way to the
corner. There she stopped.

The ceiling of the passageway beyond the corner was on fire.

It had al ready burned through the fl oor above and was eating its way
rapidly along the ancient, dust-dry tinbers and planks. Wile she
wat ched, a chunk of burning wood fell on the pillow and quilt she had
t hrown down t hrough the hole. The bedding burst quickly into flane.

Genny ran back down the stairs to the floor below. At the corner she
swi tched off her flashlight and listened. The man who had conme up from
t he baserment was advancing slowy al ong the passageway, sweeping the
dark with the beamof his flashlight.

Genny ducked her head back just before the Iight caught her.

She was trapped, now, between this man and the fire in the passage
above. She knelt down, turned out the flashlight, gripped the sword
firmy with both hands, and waited for him

Anne tried to keep her spirits up with anger, but she could feel her

strength rapidly ebbing. She shifted fromone foot to the other and

tried to pretend that she was going for a walk, but so close were the
pointed tips of the spikes that even that m nimal anount of novenent

brought them sharp agai nst her flesh

She tried using the pain by pressing her knees against the tips so that
the sting of their points could stinulate her fatigued nuscles. But
that tactic was no | onger working. Her |egs were beginning to burn
fromthe stress.

She found that if she put her arms down straight at her sides and noved
them slightly back until she could wap each hand around a spi ke at
about md-thigh level, she could tenporarily take sone of the weight
of f her feet.

But it was only a matter of a little nore time before her |egs would
refuse to hold her upright.

Stewart turned and ran for the car, then stopped. One of the Al satians
had planted itself directly in front of the opened door

The dog's eyes were fixed on him |Its |ips were drawn back, exposing
its long rows of incisors in a nmock grin. A guttural snarl issued from
its throat.



The other dogs were patiently encircling him He felt nmesnerized,

wat ching them They spread out and approached hi mobliquely, trotting
back and forth in a zigzag pattern to narrow the gaps between them so
he could not slip through

He knelt down, one eye on the dogs, and ejected the enpty clip fromthe
pistol's grip. He laid the pistol and clip on the ground while he
fumbl ed for the box of extra bullets in his pocket. H s kneeling

enbol dened the dogs. They approached at a trot. He tore the box open
snatched up a handful of bullets, and started forcing theminto the
clip. Several spilled to the ground. He couldn't see what he was
doing. He managed to get three in the clip. The dogs were getting too
cl ose.

He pulled off his coat, grabbed the pistol and the clip, and ran
The awn sl oped directly to the vineyards and the trees beyond.

If he could make it to the trees, he could clinb up out of their
reach.

He ran as he had not run since he was a little boy--with the full-out
abandon of despair. He strained to force his linbs to nove faster than
they had ever noved. The rush of energy bore him weightless, over the
ground.

He knew the dogs were right behind him but he couldn't hear them His
ears were filled with the sound of his feet hitting the earth and the
noi se of his heart pounding under his ribs. The trees, faintly
illuminated by the castle's spotlights, |ooked a | ong way off. He
tried to jamthe clip into the pistol on the run, but couldn't nanage
it.

The | awn darkened beneath his feet and cane to an end. He was in the
vi neyard now, rushing between rows of vines. The trees at |ast were
getting cl ose.

A sudden tug at his sleeve. The clip slipped fromhis hand and fell.

He tried to increase his pace. His lungs sucked in the air in |oud,
gaspi ng gul ps.

He thought of a fox hunt | ong ago in Leesburg, Virginia; the owner of a
pharmaceuti cal s conpany had a big horse farmthere.

He renmenbered the fox zigzagging across the field, a reddish blur in
the norning light, the hounds of death baying on its tail

Teeth snapped at his left hand. He felt a momentary sting and then
not hi ng. Two were runni ng abreast of himnow. He could hear them

sl appi ng agai nst the branches of the vines on each side of him al ong
the narrow path. He threw the pistol at one and heard the weapon thud
into the soft vineyard soil

The dogs were closing in, snapping hungrily at his heels, his arms. He
wanted to sl ow down before his lungs burst, but the trees were still so
far away.

A heavy wei ght crashed against his back. A nonentary sensation of a
warm breath on his neck, of claws digging into his shoulders. Jaws



captured a pants leg. He tried to shake them off and keep straight on
for the trees, but the sudden tug threw himoff stride.

He pitched forward, between the rows of vines, and the dogs crowded
over him whinpering in their eagerness. He could snell them hear
them see them feel them They were at his neck, his chest, his arns,
his |egs.

He flailed and screanmed. He felt the weight and pressure of the bites,
the warm rel ease of his bl ood

H s heart hammered nmightily. His senses felt so sharp. He glinpsed
the stars in the sky brighter and bigger than he had ever seen them

And behind the spots of |ight around the castle walls he saw a bri ght
red fire burning.

He renmenbered fireworks on the Fourth of July when he was a boy--how
the vivid noise and color, building to a crescendo, had once stirred
his soul --God, so |ong ago.

H s |ast thoughts were of his daughter, Genny. His heart filled with a
bitter sorrow He would never know now what woul d beconme of her. His
heir, his flesh and bl ood, and he had failed her, just as his father
had failed him

Genny could still hear someone in the passageway. A flashlight beam
shi ned down t he narrow passage and spl ashed agai nst the wall right next
to her. Once, she heard himcone alnost to the corner, then turn

back.

A long time seenmed to pass. People were running and shouting al
t hrough the castle. Genny could hear the fire crackling above her.

The air in the passageway was getting hot.

She expected to hear fire sirens and fire engi nes com ng up the
driveway, but none did.

She began to feel afraid. She had to find Monmy. She peeked around
the corner. It was dark. The man had gone. She stood up, turned on
the flashlight, and started back al ong the passageway.

She reached the far end and was about to start down the steps to the
cellar when she heard himcom ng back up. He was shouting in German.

Soneone was with him Genny caught a whiff of the baroness's
per f ure.

Then she heard her voice

She turned and headed back around the corner. The sword fell from her
hands and cl anked on the passage floor. She scooped it up and

conti nued.

At the stairs to the upper floor she paused. She didn't want to go
back up. The fire was getting loud and hot. Snoke was billowi ng down

the stairs.

She trained the flashlight on one of the big crossbeans over her



head.

If she could get up there, they mght not see her. She let the
flashlight hang from her neck on its ribbon of torn sheeting and tried
to decide what to do about the sword. She couldn't carry it, because
she needed all her fingers free to clinb the wall.

The man and t he baroness were getting closer. Genny could snell the
pecul i ar odor of the drug that the wonman had injected in her earlier.

The baroness nust be bringing it to inject her again.

Genny slipped the ribbon of sheet off over her neck, twi sted it around
the hilt of the sword, then draped the whole affair back over her neck
positioning it so the flashlight hung down in front and the sword down
in back. The weight of the sword inmediately pulled the ribbon up
tight against her throat, but that was just as well, since it brought
the flashlight into a better position for her to see.

She braced hands and feet against the walls and started up. She
managed the first few feet quickly, keeping herself in place by dint of
sheer strength; then she couldn't find a toehold. She slid a foot up
repeatedly, groping in the dimlight for sone slight depression in the
stone surface.

A piece of the wall under one foot crunbled away beneath her, and she

fell. The sword tw sted around and wedged itself between the walls,
nearly choking her on the ribbon as she fell past it. The ribbon tore
| oose and the flashlight bounced against the wall, hit the floor, and

went out. The sword followed, clanking down in the dark, narrowy
m ssing her |eg.

Genny felt around frantically for the flashlight, found it, but
couldn't get it to come back on again. The baroness and the man were
very close. They had stopped tal king. They nmust have heard her

fall.

No tinme to find the sword. She braced her hands and feet against the
wal I s again and started up. This time she found footholds all the
way.

Ared glow fromthe fire above filtered down the stairs through a
swirling haze of snoke at one end of the passage. |n the other
direction, the beans fromthe two flashlights played along the walls.

Genny stopped. She could see the crossbeam now. She was just about
level with it, but it was well to one side and out of her reach

Bot h of them canme around the corner and passed directly under her. The
bar oness was hol di ng somret hing that | ooked |ike a pistol

They hesitated when they reached the stairs. Then the baroness
squeezed past the man and started up. Fromthe top she shouted
something in an alarnmed voice. The man turned and retreated back al ong
t he passage. The baroness came quickly down the steps and hurried to
catch up to him

Genny felt her foot slip. She pressed it harder against the stone.

The baroness saw the sword and stopped directly underneath her



After a nonment's hesitation she kicked it to one side.
The rock under Genny's foot cane | oose and crashed to the floor

The baroness whirled around. She pointed the flashlight upward and
caught Genny in its beam CGenny let herself drop. The nonent she hit
the floor she recovered her bal ance and ran toward the stairs. The
snoke and heat coning down from above were too strong for her to go any
further.

The baroness hurried toward her, pointing the pistol and tal king
soothingly. Genny felt something sting her left shoulder. She sl apped
agai nst the spot reflexively and felt the shaft of a tiny dart. She
jerked it out quickly and threwit to the floor

The baroness stood in the passage, ten feet away, shining the beamin
Genny's eyes and waiting.

Genny put her head down and |unged forward. She struck the baroness in
the I egs and knocked her off bal ance, but as she tried to squeeze past
her in the narrow space, the baroness smashed the butt of her
tranquilizer pistol on her head and knocked her down. Before Genny
could recover, the baroness delivered a hard kick directly against her
chin. The little girl howed with pain and rolled over onto her
stomach. She took two nore bl ows agai nst the back of her head.

Bef ore the baroness could land a third, Genny scranbled to her hands
and knees and crawl ed back toward the stairs. The tranquilizer dart,
despite the speed with which she had renoved it, was naking her

groggy.

She reached the bottom of the stairs and stopped. She |ooked behind
her. The baroness had put down her flashlight and was kneeling on the
floor, reloading the tranquilizer gun

Genny came running back. In the dimlight she could nmake out the
sil houette of the jagged piece of rock that had fallen fromthe wall.

She knelt and grabbed it. It was about the size of a softball.
She threw it as hard as she could. |t struck the baroness in the
f ace.

The wonman fell sideways. Her shoulder hit the wall and spun her
around. She threw her arms up, then toppled backward onto the floor

Her foot kicked the flashlight and sent it rolling al ong the passage.

Genny snatched up the flashlight and then junped over the baroness and
grabbed the sword, lying near the wall a few feet away. The baroness
was on her back. Her eyes were open. She appeared consci ous but
dazed. Genny set the flashlight on the floor, wapped both hands
tightly around the sword' s handle, and drove the fat blade through the
baroness's stomach. The tip struck her al nost precisely at her

navel .

It ripped easily through cotton blouse and silk slip, through flesh and
stomach walls, and cane to rest firmy wedged against the inner surface
of the spinal colum.



The baroness groaned. Her hands canme up, felt the blade of the sword
i mpal i ng her, then dropped back. She cried out in a hoarse, quavering
voice. Her eyes fluttered cl osed, then opened.

She found the strength to grab the bl ade of the sword again. She
pulled at it with one convul sive effort, and the sword came free,
clattering on the stone. The baroness raised herself on her el bows.

Bl ood bubbl ed from her stomach. She screanmed again, |ouder. She
gasped for breath, then screaned again.

Genny picked up the flashlight and ran as fast as she could. She
reached the long steps to the basenment and hurried down them

At the small closet she paused and |listened. She could still hear the
baroness, far above her. Her scream had | ost power; it sounded like a
sorrowful moan. Genny ained the light in both directions down the
basement corridor. No one was in sight. Al the lights were out.

She ran through the basement until she found steps up to the ground
floor. It was dark there as well. People were mlling around,
shouting. Stray beans fromother flashlights crisscrossed the floors
and walls. Everyone seemed intent on getting out.

Genny saw |ight beyond the wi ndows. The whole outdoors flickered in an
orange glow fromthe castle's burning roof and upper stories.

Genny wander ed t hrough the pandenmoni um not knowi ng what to do. Traces
of her nother's scent were inpossible to isolate. Snoke was

over poweri ng everything. She clanbered up the nain staircase and ran

t hrough the halls, |ooking in every room

She picked up the scent again. She followed it to a bedroom down the
end of a long corridor. The door was open, and the scent was strong,
but Mormy was no longer in the room She rmust have gotten out wth
everybody el se, Genny deci ded.

She raced back downstairs and made her way to the front entrance.

Peopl e were crowded under the portico, crying and shouting at each
other. No one paid any attention to her. She wondered why they stayed
there and didn't go out onto the | awns. She squeezed through, trying
to discern her nother's scent fromthe confusion of odors around her

She couldn't find it.

She saw why no one was |eaving the portico. Both exits were barred by
the huge portcullises. Qut on the lawm men with tranquilizer guns were
shooting at the dogs.

Soneone shouted sonething. The others cheered. The portcullis gates
on both sides of the portico started cl anking upward, and everyone
surged out onto the driveway and the | awns.

Genny | ooked at every face. Her nother was not anong them

Dozens of fire trucks, police cars, and anbul ances canme racing up the
driveway, their sirens wailing nournfully in the night air.



Genny ran back inside. She hurried through the echoing dark roonms on
the ground floor, swinging the flashlight fromside to side. She
screamed "Mommy!" over and over again at the top of her volce.

No one answer ed.

Ladders went up the side of the building. Bright energency lights cane
on. Firenmen were coming in with lights, masks, tanks, axes, and
hoses.

One saw Genny and ran toward her. "Auskomen, Madchen! Auskommen!™
he yel | ed.

Genny switched her flashlight off and ran around a corner into the dark
before he could catch her. Oher firemen joined the chase. Eventually
they cornered her in a pantry off the main dining room grabbed her
and dragged her outside. She kicked and screamed. "Mmy! Mmy!

Find nmy nmommy!"
Qut on the portico she slipped free and ran out onto the | awn.

Satisfied that she was out of harms way, the firenen turned their
attention el sewhere.

The nonent they were out of sight, Genny slipped back inside.

There was still the basenent, she realized. It took her a while to
find the stairs again.

She rushed down and ran through the warren of subterranean chanbers,
calling out for her nother in a tear-choked voice.

Then she caught the scent. "Mmmy!" she screaned.

" Momy! She had to force herself to slow down and follow the

scent.

She sniffled repeatedly to clear her nose. She felt very tired, very
groggy The scent trace took her along a | ow, narrow passage to a set of
old stone steps. She ran down them as fast as she could. At the
bottom the scent was stronger. She called out again but got no

answer .

The scent was strongest by a big iron chest at the back of a
| owcei |l i nged chanber full of strange, unfamiliar objects.

"Mormy! Are you in there?"
No answer.

Genny shined the flashlight over the front and saw the two
screw | atches. She twi sted the bottom one open. The top one she
couldn't reach. She | ooked around. No chairs. Nothing to stand on

She ran all the way back up the steps and through the basenent unti

she found a wooden crate. She lugged it down to the dungeon, propped
it infront of the Little Miiden, and attacked the top screwlatch. It
requi red considerable strength to turn it.



She finally worked it free. She junped down and yanked on the door

Her little body was soaked in perspiration. The door canme open at
| ast.

Her mot her stunbled forward half a step and fell on top of her
Genny rolled her over. There was bl ood on her clothes.

"Mormy! Are you all right?"

"Can't wal k," she whispered. "Go get help."

"I can't! They don't understand me. They won't |let ne cone back."
"Stay with me, then, darling."

"But Monmmy, we have to get out! The castle's on fire. Can't you
cram? 1'll help you."

Anne tried to craw, but her knees, swollen fromthe hours of standing
and punctured by the maiden's spikes, were too stiff to nove. She
asked Genny again to go find help.

Genny grabbed her under the arnms and dragged her across the dungeon
floor to the bottomof the stone stairs. A stream of foul black water
was now runni ng down the steps. It quickly soaked Anne's cl ot hes.

Tears started down Anne's face. Once again she told Genny to go get
hel p. But Genny just shook her head. She put the flashlight in her
not her's hand, got up on the first step behind her, |ocked her arns
around under her, and dragged her up the step

Step by step, inch by inch, she pulled her nother up. Wter, punped by
the firemen onto the castle's walls and washed through the burning,
centuries-old tinmbers, ran down the steps in a torrent now, its fou
stink blending with the acrid stench of the snoke.

Genny slipped on the stone and the water carried them down half a dozen
steps before could gain a secure foothold again. Anne tried to help,
but she sinply couldn't nove her | egs.

Genny began to feel dizzy and weak. She sat down behi nd her nother and
rested for a few m nutes.

Then she redoubl ed her effort. And this time, after an eternity of
tugging and pulling, sitting and resting, tugging and pulling, she
succeeded in reaching the top step

She dragged her nmother off to the side to get her out of the path of
the water, and again sat down to recoup her strength.

The tranquilizer seened to be hitting her harder now that she had
expended so much adrenali ne.

Despite the long struggle up the steps, they were only as far as the
baserment floor. Water was gushi ng down from hundreds of places in the
ceiling. A trenendous crash overhead shook everything around them



Part of the castle had collapsed inward. They couldn't go upstairs.

Genny remenbered the fresh air she had snelled near the area with the
fireplace wood. Gathering herself for one |ast exertion, she took hold
of her nother again and dragged her backwards through the naze of
cell ar passages until she found the place where the wood was stored.

A short distance beyond was the door. It was barred by a big hardwood
plank resting in iron brackets. Genny lifted the plank off and yanked
t he door open. CQutside there were nore stone steps. A gust of snoky
air swirled in.

Straining for a few last dregs of strength, Genny tried to pull her
not her through the bul khead doorway and up the cellar steps.

They were so close to freedomnow, so close to safety; but the child
had al ready exerted herself beyond even her incredible powers. She had
nothing left.

She sat with her arnms w apped around her nother from behind, and rested
her shoul der and head agai nst the side of the bul khead and cl osed her
eyes. "l'msorry, Mnmy," she whi npered.

Near dawn the firenmen found them unconscious at the bottom of the
bul khead steps. The bl aze had at |ast been extingui shed.

The castle's interior had been conpletely gutted by the fire, but the
exterior walls still stood.

A rescue crew noved them qui ckly by anmbul ance to a hospital in
Regensbur g.

Anne held up a hand to shield her face fromthe sun. She was sitting
on the deck of Lexy's sumrer house on the Maine coast. It was a warm
clear day in late August, and the waters of the bay were unusually bl ue
and serene. A couple of fishing boats were visible on the horizon, and
a big, two masted schooner was tacking out of the harbor against a |azy
wi nd.

Anne was near the end of a |ong conval escence. Only a few small scars
were visible on her knees and her shoul ders as evidence of her ordea

at Schloss Vogel. Enotionally, she was still fragile, but each day she
felt stronger.

"I really don't want to wite a book about it," she said.

"You'll make a fortune," Lexy insisted.

"I can't wite, for one thing. For another, | don't want the world to
know. For Genny's sake. She's got to grow up with this."

Lexy refilled their w neglasses. "W'I|l get you a coll aborator

That's the way books get witten these days. And you can just |eave

out whatever you don't want the world to know. |If you don't wite it,
someone else will. And then you'll have no control over the
material . "

"Who el se could tell the story?"



"Hank Aj em an, for one."

"Hank doesn't ever want to think about it again.”
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Lexy grinned. "That |eaves me," she said, jabbing a thunb at her
chest.

Anne | aughed. "I suppose you'll want a part in the novie version
too."

"And why not? You don't dare tell nme | don't deserve it. After
delivering that superbaby of yours on the dark earth beside a burning
building in the Cari bbean on New Year's Eve? After hel ping you stea
the Jupiter file fromDbDalton's office safe?"

"And 1'll be forever grateful."

"By the way . . . are there any copies of Jupiter left anywhere?"

"l don't know. But it doesn't matter. No one has the access code
except ne."

"What about that guy at | BM"
"Axel @Quttmann. Yes, that's true. He has it."

Lexy tapped a fingertip against her w neglass and | ooked know ngly at
Anne. "Did you keep a copy of Jupiter? Tell ne the truth.”

Anne didn't reply.

"I thought so. Wsat're you going to do with it?"

"I"mgoing to go back to school first, get a doctorate. Then |'I
think about it. It should be studied. But it's so dangerous, | don't
know who | could ever trust with it."

"Don't trust anyone. And don't study it. Deep-six the dammed thing

It's cursed. Think about yourself. Wite a book. Becone a
celebrity.

Have some ki cks."

"I'd rather be a scientist.”

Lexy yawned. "You could be both. But you're probably right.

Being a celebrity is awfully tacky these days, anyway."

"What's Genny doi ng?"

"Cetting something to eat, as usual. That child of yours has the
appetite of a starving el ephant. | swear she nust consume ten thousand

calories a day."

"She has a fast netabolism"”



"Part of her Jupiter profile?"

"Probably. God, Lexy, | worry all the time what'll become of her. Her
pl aymat es al ready know she's different."

Lexy laughed. "I'd worry nore about her playmates, if | were you.

Thank God she has your npdest, agreeable disposition. Oherwise |I'd be
afraid of her nyself."

A car turned off the road and cane slowy up the driveway on the other
side of the house. Lexy |eaned out of her beach chair and | ooked

around. "Oh, listen. |1've asked soneone over for dinner. That's
hi m

He wants very nuch to neet you. | hope you don't mind."

Anne groaned. "What is this one? A rich, divorced Mine | obster

fi sher man?"
"I guarantee you'll be crazy about this guy," Lexy said. "He's great
conpany and he's dying--and | mean absolutely dying--to hear your
story."

Anne heaved a sigh. She slipped her terry-cloth robe on over her
bat hi ng suit, then pulled her sun hat down over her face. "I'm not
even presentable.”

Lexy snickered. "Don't go anywhere. 1'Ill fix hima drink and bring
hi mout . "

Ten minutes later Lexy appeared with the nale friend in tow

She was giggling like a prankish schoolgirl. Anne pushed up the brim
of her sun hat to get a | ook. She saw street shoes and then an
exceptionally winkled wash-and-wear sunmer suit. The nman wearing them
had dark hair. He was very tall, with a sensitive face and pl easant
eyes. He | ooked enbarrassed.

"Anne, 1'd like you to neet Dr. Paul Elder.... You may renmenber him
froma previous lifetinme."

Their eyes nmet. Both started to say sonething at the sanme tinme, and
then stopped. Their faces turned red.

Lexy shook her head in wonderment. "Boy, | can see we've got a couple
of real party animals here." She turned back toward the house and
bawl ed out at the top of her voice: "Genny! Come on out here and say
hello to your future stepfather!”

Anmbassador M shima beaned. The soft flesh of his face was suffused
with a lumnous glow, as if lit by some internal power source.

He had a right to be proud, of course. This was his project as nuch as
anyone's. He had pushed for it, and continued to push for it--at great
personal risk to his reputation--when others were |ong past giving

up.

"How many babi es?" he asked, |ooking through the glass walls of the
center's big new maternity suite, built specifically for this



occasi on.

"Forty," Yamanoto answered.
"And all heal t hy?"
"Five died. The rest are healthy."

"W'll have to wait for tests, of course," Mshima said, nore or |ess
rhetorically.

"Yes ."
"But this is very promsing. Wuldn't you agree?"

Yamanot o nodded. "Very promi sing. The genonmes all conformto the
results--exactly as projected.”

M shi ma scratched his cheek thoughtfully. "W should begin varying the
sequences of the new genes with the next batch

Let's not rest on our laurels. Let's find out how far these new genes
can be pushed. O perhaps | should say these new old genes."

Yamanot o nodded.

"There is no new thing under the sun,” Mshim said, with a broad
grin.

"Eccl esi astes. "

"I'"'msorry?"

"The Christian Bible."

"Ooh "

"I want the whole team honored.” M shina said.
"That'd be fitting."

"It's been a strain on them Particularly all these nonths of
secrecy.

And they are heroes--authentic heroes. The country owes them a great
debt . "

"But the project nmust remain secret."

M shima sighed. "Unfortunately. | just hope |I live |long enough to see
the Americans' reaction when we finally spring it on them™

"Not to mention the rest of the world."
The anbassador's expression grew sonmber. "O course
That too."

Genny picked up a stone fromthe beach and | ooked back up at the deck
of the cottage where her nother, Paul Elder, and Lexy Tate were



sitting. "Watch this one, Paul!" she shouted.

"Ckay. |'mwatching," he said.

"That's the | ast one, CGenny," Anne war ned.

Lexy | ooked at Elder with a sly grin. "So you're already ' Paul
now. "
El der shrugged. "I don't want her to call ne 'Doctor."

Genny whirled around like a shot-putter and hurled the stone far out
over the water.

"Very inpressive!" Elder cried. "You'll nake the big | eagues easy
with an armlike that."

"Don't give her any ideas," Anne said. "She's becone a real show off
lately."

"She's just trying to inpress 'Paul,’ Lexy said.
"Just what | need," Anne answered. "Conpetition frommny three-year
ei ght - nont h- ol d daughter.™

Genny picked up another rock and threw it out over the water.

She | ooked back. Paul wasn't watching anynore. She sighed and
wander ed down t he beach. She was happy that her nother and Paul were
t oget her again. She hoped he really would becone her new daddy. He
was a lot of fun. And she could learn all about being a doctor from
him |If she was going to be a doctor.

Ri ght now she wasn't sure; there were a |lot of things she wanted to
do.

She found a big white stone half-buried in the sand and pulled it
out .

Anot her one for her collection. She tossed it up in the air and caught
it. It felt nice--snmooth and heavy.

She | ooked back down the beach toward Lexy's cottage. She wanted to go
back and ask Paul to come and play with her out on the beach, but Lexy
had told her that it was inportant for her to |l et Mormy and Paul spend
ti me together alone.

She didn't see what was so inportant about it, but she prom sed Lexy
she woul d.

Genny wandered further down the beach and then turned onto a sandy path
that ran back to the town road. There were a |ot of bushes here, but
she could still catch glinpses of Paul and her nmommy on the porch

Their heads were very cl ose toget her
A white car was parked further up the path. People used the path to

get to the beach, and it wasn't nice for someone to block it Iike
this.



She had seen the sane car there yesterday, and the day before.

The sane two nmen sat in the front. One of themwas |ooking at Lexy's
house with a pair of binocul ars.

She picked up a few nore stones, cradled themin her arns, then ducked
into the bushes and worked her way through the undergrowth until she
was abreast of the car. She put her rocks down in a pile in front of
her, collected a few nore fromthe ground nearby, and crouched down to
study the nen.

One nman had a thin, pale face, with big ears and small eyes.

H s head was conpletely bald. The other man had white hair and ebony
bl ack skin. Their auras |ooked scary; they were flickering and junpy,
constantly changi ng col ors.

Genny didn't know who they were, but she didn't have to. She
understood that they were bad, and that was enough

She picked up a rock, stood up, gauged the distance, and let it fly.
It struck the binocul ars and knocked them out of the man's hand.

Genny threw another stone. It sailed through the open driver'sside
wi ndow and hit the bal d-headed man right in the forehead.

The ot her man qui ckly wound up the w ndow.

She threw two nore. The first smashed against the side-view nirror
the second hit the rolled-up wi ndow and shattered it.

The engine started and the car backed up. Genny grabbed her biggest
stone, the white one, and hurled it as hard as she coul d.

It shattered the w ndshield.

The car roared in reverse up the path, swerved crazily out onto the
town road, braked with a |oud squeal, slamed into first with a
gnashi ng of gear teeth, and accel erated off down the road in a screech
of peeling rubber.

Genny stood wat chi ng, hands planted on her hips.

If they came back tonmorrow, she decided, she'd really get them good.

t he end.



