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Friday May 16, 2120, was grey and rain filled across most of Grester
LosAngeles. It was not going to be an especialy good day for Jake
Cardigan.

At alittle before ten in the morning he landed hisair car on the

ground-leve vigitors lot next to the Oceanside Educationd Academy in

the SantaMonica Sector of GLA. There was asharp wind blowing across
the choppy Pecific.

The academy consisted of a series of three huge linked plastiglass
domes built on pilings out over the grey, foamy ocean. Severd off
white gulls came circling down through the hard rain to settle etop the
nearest dome.

Jake unbuckled his safety harness, sighed, shook his head and, with
hunched shoulders, stepped out into the rainswept morning. He didn't
much want to be here.

Hewas asandyhaired manin hislateforties, of middle height,
good-looking in awestherbeaten, world weary sort of way. Heran from
his car to the entrance of the nearest dome like someone who was il

in pretty good shape.

The curved plastiglass door, which was tinted a pale blue, hissed open
in anticipation. Jake entered thelarge oval foyer. "l havean
gppointment with--" "Halt," advised the seven-foot-tall security robot
who stood, wide legged, at the far end of the room. "Keep your hands
at your sdes" Jake obliged. "As| was saying, | have an appointment
with--"

"Please state your name, Sir." The big robot's voice was high pitched,
abit squeaky. "Jake Cardigan." "Last namefirgt.”

"Cardigan, Jake." Hewalked afew pacescloser. "Look, I'm supposed
to see the clean about my--"

"Cardigan, Jake." The gunmeta robot had three rows of tiny lights
implanted across hiswide chest. Severd of them began flashingin
sequence as he checked out Jake's name. After lessthan ten seconds he
made a disgpproving clucking sound. "You can't be admitted, I'm

afraid. Please, takeyour leave."

Instead Jake walked right up to the security robot. "My son, Dan, is
astudent here--and don't blame me for that, my ex wife picked out this
placefor him," he explained. "The clean wanted to see her this
morning to talk about some problems Dan'shaving. Kate, though, says
she can't get time off from her new job up in San Francisco and she
asked meto comeinstead. Clear?'



"Cardigan, Jake. Convicted felon, sentenced to fifteen yearsin the
orbiting pena colony commonly known asthe Freezer," recited the big
got. "It isthe opinion of the academy that convicted felonstend to
have a bad influence on the devel oping minds of our students and,
therefore, therésarule againgt--"

"I was up in the Freezer," Jake cut into admit. "However, | was
released after just four years. And, as of afew weeksago, | was

given afull pardon. All the officialsand toadiesin our great State

of Southern Cdifornia, not to mention every damn officid inthe

Creater Los Angdes government aswell, now firmly believesthat | was
framed and wrongly sent to prison. So, unlessyou want to be
dismantled piece by piece and donated to the nearest scrap heap, you'll
let mein.”

"Areyou threstening me, Sr?'
Jakegaveablegk grin. "l am, yeah."

"I'm designed to withstand assaults” He held up hismetdlic right
hand, each finger of which wastipped with adifferent colored light
bead "Built into this hand aone are severa formidable wegpons, any
of whichiscapable of-"

"Maybe you ought to check with your bosses,” suggested Jake. "Since
I'm here, I'd like to keep the gppointment with the clean.”

After making afew rattling sounds, the robot shut its metd eyedlids.
Various sorts of whirrings came out of its skull and broad chest, the
tiny lightsflashed. "Wouldn't you know it?" he asked when he snapped
his eyes open. "Our filesweren't properly updated. Y ou aren't, Mr.
Cardigan, afdonat al. Allow me, therefore, to extend you acordia
welcometo the academy.” He held out hisleft hand and adip of
yelow plazpaper eased out of one of thethin dotsin hispadm. "Take
this pass and travel long Corridor A-2, following the green floor
arrowsto Door A-2/203."

"Thanks." Closing hishand on the pass, Jake stepped around the bulk)?
robot and crossed the threshold to the corridor.

A loud hooting commenced pouring out of arow of smal overhead

Speakers.

"Whoathere, hold it." The robot spun, grabbed out and caught Jake by
the shoulder. "Y ou ought to have informed me that you were carrying an

illegd wegpon.”

"I'mnot." Jake tapped the shoulder holster he wore under hisjacket.
"I have the proper permitsfor thisstun gun

"l haveto have alook at them." Therobot ran hisleft forefinger up



and down each of Jake's arms, around his torso and then, bending with a
faint creak, he frisked histrouser legs. "I don't note any other

wesgpons.”

Jaketook his|D packet out, flipping it open to hisgun permits and
his license as an operative of the Cosmos Detective Agency. "I'ma
private investigator these days, with dl my papersin order.”

"That must be afascinating line of work,” remarked the big robot as he
scanned the materid with his plazeyes and hisleft thumb. "I bet it
bests sanding around in adrafty foyer al day."

"Thework isusudly alittle more interesting than that, yeah," Jeke
acknowledged.

"Everything isin order, Mr. Cardigan. Y ou can proceed."

"Much obliged." He put hisIDsaway and started again dong the
designated corridor.

The dean's office was large and its one see through wal | offered aview
of therough grey Pecific. Strung out aong the horizon were severd
robot scows. The dean's desk was made of licorice-colored plagtiglass
and seated behind it was a copper plated robot wearing a conservative
business suit that was the same color astherainy sky outsde. "We
were expecting Mrs. Cardigan,” the robot told Jake. "1 was expecting
theclean.” Jake lingered in the doorway. "Dean Bushmiill is,
unavoidably, esawhere, I'm the assistant clean of Oceanside,”
explained the dapper robot. "My nameis Ticknor

(M14)/SCES30FAB."

Jake crossed the room dowly and sat down in thetin chair facing
Ticknor. "My former wife couldn't get the time off to come down here
from Frisco,” hesaid. "Is Danin some sort of trouble?' " Serious
trouble," replied the robot. "Can you give me some specifics?'

Therobot said, "Y our son is currently being held in the Detention Wing
in Dome# 2. Heis suspected of using the highly addictive eectronic
drug popularly known as Tek. Pending further investigation into

the--"

"Wait." }akewason hisfest, frowning. "Dan'snot using Tek or any
other--"

"According to our records, Mr. Cardigan, thereisafamily history of
addiction to the--"

"C'mon, Tek addiction can't beinherited.” Jake, hisanger growing,
leaned and put both hands, palms down, on the desk. "l was atekkie
once, I've never denied it. But that wasyears ago and it has



absolutely nothing to do with my son.”

"You wereadso aTek deder, convicted and sent to prison. Growing up
in such an environment would certainly influence achild toward--"

"Why the hell can't you guys keep your records up to date? | was
lo,

cleared of dl those charges--weeks ago," Jaketold him, lifting one
hand and turning it into afist. "I just went through dl thiscrap
with your sechot."

"PerhgpsI'min error.” The assstant clean robot reached to his
right, touching a control pad built into hisdesk top. "If you'l turn
your attention to the screen on thewal behind you."

A picture blossomed on the large wallscreen. A lean man of about forty
was seated crosslegged in afield of high yellow grass, lecturing a
scattered crowd of several hundred people. His hair was dead white and
long, tied back with atwist of crimson ribbon. He wore atwo-piece
suit of slky crimson fabric. Up behind him on the sunny hillsde was
parked a glittering slvery land van with thewords VAN COLLECE
lettered on itsSide in glowing tubes of colored light. "... they tell

you Tek will hurt you," he was saying to the seated crowd. "They
manufacture stories about its being addictive, about Tek's causing
epileptic seizures, aboutitsruining lives. Lies. All lies, my dear

young friendsand disciples. Tek is, if you want the truth, smply the
most important discovery of our twenty-second century. Important
becauseit hasliberated the imagination, freed the mind of itsfetters

and, most importantly, enabled poor docile cipherslike you and like me
to discover the true nature of ourselves and of our souls. Trust me
when 1 tdll you that Tek cannot at al harm you and can only liberate
the..."

The robot had touched the pandl again and the image of the sunlit field
died. "l assume, consdering your background, that you know who that
is"

"Sure, it's Professor Jodl Freedon, anitwit who travels around the
country advocating the legdization of Tek." Jake sat again. "What's
he got to do with Dan?"

"Wefound the vidcaz you've just seen,” explained Assistant Dean
Ticknor, "in your son's deep cubicle, hidden away in his property
locker."

"You did, huh?" Jake stood again, walking around the desk to stand
next to the robot's chair. "And Dan gave you permission to search?”’

"Of coursenot. Our periodical random searches of the students



belongings for subversive materids, pornography and illegd substances
wouldn't be effective if we were to warn them in advance of our
intention to--"

"Under the exigting lawsin SoCd, Ti&nor, you've violated my son's
civil rights" Jaketold him, keeping the anger out of hisvoice as

best he could. "On top of which, even if your search had been legd,

al you've proved isthat Dan has dubious taste in what he watches on
hisvidcaz machine. Having acopy of alecture by adimwit like Prof
Freedon doesn't make anybody atekkie. I'm assuming you didn't find a
Brainbox or any Tek chipswhen you ransacked Dan's stuff."

"Well, no. Theimportant point, however, isthat he wasin possession
of avidcaz that openly--"

"I think I'd better talk to the clean. Fairly soon," mentioned Jake,

the bleak grin touching hisface again. "Since Kate ssemsto think,

god knows why, that thisis the school Dan ought to be attending, |
guess he'd best stay here for now. So | want your dean--not arobot,
not an android, but somebody with a pulse--to drop all the charges and
reinstate my son." He paused, taking asow, deep breath. "Otherwise
I'm going to start alawsuit againgt you folks.”

"Well, now." Therobot raised his hand and made acaming gesture
toward Jake. Then he shut hiseyes. "Allow meto check up onafew
things, Mr. Cardigan." His coppery skull began to produce humming
sounds. Every few seconds he nodded and after nearly two minutes he
opened hiseyes and said, "Dean Bushmill isunableto leave the golf
tournament he's playing in up a his satellite country club. He does,
however, agree with you that a grave mistake has been made in the case
of your son. Daniel Cardigan will be released from detention
immediately and dl charges erased. Dean Bushmill wasn't aware, by the
way, until just now, that you were such ahighly thought of member of
the staff of the Cosmos Detective Agency. A very prestigious, and
influentia, organization herein Greater LosAngdes.”

"Which provesthat even deans can learn something new every onceina
while”

Therobot rose up. "I assumeyou'd liketo vidit with your son while
you're here"

Jake hesitated afew seconds before answering. "Yeah, sure” he said
findly. "l would."

he sound of the rain was kept out of the vigitors lounge. It hit
dlently at the curved seethrough walls. Jake sat doneinthelarge,
quiet room. Down near the arched doorway asmall cylindrical servo
mech was amlesdy polishing the near wood flooring. Theslvery
mechanism wasn't functioning just exactly right and it kept bumping



into thewall, backing off, polishing asmdl circular area, bumping
intothewadl again.

Jake got up, stared out at the ocean. A lone gull came diving down,

skimming the churning water and plucking up something initsbesk. The
servo mech bumped into thewall again.

Jamming his handsinto histrouser pockets, Jake started pacing. He
was very uneasy about meeting with hisson.

The polishing mechanism bumped into thewall, but thistime it tipped
over on its back.

Jake strode over to it, crouched and righted the thing. "Soundslike
you're onthefritz," hesad.

"Always butting in on something, aren't you?"

Jake stood and faced his son in the doorway. "How are you doing, Dan
?l

Dan was leaner than Jake, aninch or so taller aready, and he had the
same color hair. "How the hdll do you think I'm doing? Everybody here
knowsyou're a Tekhead, so they figure | must be one, too."

"Dan, | haven't used that stuff since--"

"Okay, never mind. I'mfine, I'm great. 1san't that what you want to
hear?'

"Nope, what | want to hear, first off, iswhat's been going on,” Jake
told him. "Did you redly have avidcaz of that asshole Freedon in
your locker?!

"Y ou dill playing cop?"

"Didyou?'

"Professor Freedon is an hones, intelligent man and, while| don't
exactly agree with hisviews of Tek, | think he has someinteresting
thingsto say about our society.”

"l just wanted to make sure the damn thing wasn't planted on you."

"Oh, yeah, that'sright. People have atendency to frame the poor
Cardigans. First they framed you and shipped you up to the Freezer,

now they try to get your only son shipped out of this shithole.”
"Don't you like the academy?"



"I lovethe place, it's absolutely terrific. Isthat what you cameto
talk about?"

Jake put his hand on hisfifteen-year-old son's shoulder. "I came here
because they'd tossed you in detention.”

Dan jerked free of hisfather'stouch. "If Mom could' ye kept the
gppointment, you wouldn't have comeat all. So don't bullshit me."

"Maybe | wouldn't have come, Dan. Thefew times|'ve seen you since
we got back from Mexico, you haven't acted especialy--"

"Wheat did you expect? Y ou came down to Mexico and fouled up
everything."

"| found the people | was hired to find--Professor Kittridge and his
daughter Beth. | helped break up one of the bigger Tek cartels.”

"Well, you got your reward, didn't you? | hear you're shacking up with
Beth Kittridge."

Jake paused and met Dan'seye. He said quietly, "I'm seeing her,
yeeh."

After amoment Dan looked away. "Wdll, isthere anything else you
want to chat about? Want to see aprintout of my latest grades?’
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"Dan, | didn't plan to get mysalf sent up to the Freezer. | know |
went away at atime you needed me, but--"

"Jesus, don't go trying to give me the same crap the school
robotherapist handsout. Loss of the father at acrucid point in the
development cycle” Dan turned away, kicking out once at the wobbly
servo mech

"Asfor what happened down in Mexico--I didn't know &t the start that
your mother wastied in with any of it," bketold hisson. "And | dso
didn't know that Bennett Sands was going to turn out to be connected
with the Tek trade.”

Turning, Dan faced him again. 'l tell you something about Benneit
Sands" hesaid. "Hewasn't, | guess, the most honest guy in the
world, but he was more of afather to me than you ever were."

Jake let out his breath suddenly, shaking hishead. "C'mon, Dan.
Don't keep trying to hurt me just because--"

"I'm not trying to hurt you. I'm just trying to tell you the goddamn
truth,” hisson said. ™Y ou got Bennett Sands nearly killed. Then



you--"

"Listen, Dan, Sands was in cahoots with aguy named Sonny Hokori.
Hokori was one of the worst Teklords going.”

"Wdll, Bennett Sands was a so looking after Mom--and me. Now she has
to work that stupid job with that vi dad agency up in Frisco. We owe
that to you, too."

"This probably isn't agood time to debate about what went on downin
Mexico," Jake said. "I had atak with the assistant clean.

They're dropping dl the charges againg you, reingtating you in--" "
aready know. The got who escorted me here told me that.”

"If you need anything else, cal me." Jake moved toward the doorway.
"I'm sorry we dways--"

"l don't need you for adamn thing. Y ou've dready screwed up my life
just about beyond repair,” hisson told him. "The best thing you can
doisjust stay away from me. Can you, please, do that?' Jake stared
at Dan. Finaly, henodded. "Sure"

"Why did you come back at al? Chrigt, | wish you'd served the whole
fifteen yearsup in the Freezer."
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Jake walked out of' the room.

A few minuteslater he found himsdlf outside again on the parking
lot.

The rain seemed colder and more penetrating than it had when he
arived.

In he new Malibu super mall covered nearly five acres. Built of
crysta-clear plastiglass and silvery metd, it rose up ten levels

above the ground and aso offered ten below-ground floors. The super
mall sat just across awide dot-roadway from the ocean.

At afew minutes after one Jake was hurrying dongan AG-Levd 3
walkway. He was supposed to meet Beth Kittridge for lunch inaMexican
restaurant in Ethnik Row and he was nearly ten minutes late.

Off to hisleft stretched Pestry Lane and as he weaved hisway through
the afternoon shoppers, the scents of fresh-baked cakes and pies--all
piped out of an overhead bank of smell-smulator nozzles-briefly
engulfed him.

He dodged a string quartet that was set up at the side of the walkway.



Three humans, with a pretty blonde young woman android on cello, were
playing gentle baroque music that the combined noises of the third

level nearly smothered. Next cameasmall parade of middieaged femae
shoppers, each trailed by awheded robot shopping cart. Skirting

them, Jake nearly collided with awandering robot balladeer who was
playing apopular tune from the late twentieth century. He had an
ename ed surface that was painted in rainbow stripesand his

out-of-tune eectro lute was giving off faint swirling wisps of

brownish smoke. As Jake passed a boutique that speciaized in Moonbase
fabrics, three large gunmeta security robots came bursting out. They
were dragging aveteran of the Brazil Wars,

agaunt young man sill wearing thetatters of hisold uniform and
clutching alarge handmade sign that announced--BRol<. AD HUNGRY'!

"No begging dlowed on thisleve," said one of the sec botsin a
thick, rumbling voice.

"Jesus, | fought for you guysdownin"Zil," the onetime soldier told
them. "I madeit safefor you and your families. All | want now

"Here." Jake handed him afive-dollar Bam note.
"Five bucks? What the hell can | buy with that?*

"Movedong," another of the robots advised Jake. "No begging, no
contributing to beggars.”

"Five bucks," repeated the young man as he crumpled the note and
stuffed it into atattered pocket of hiscoat. "Have you priced any of
thefood in this shithole?"

Shrugging, Jake continued on hisway.

On hisleft now was amaternity shop and on hisright a hologram puppet
theater.

Gathered in front of the gilded entrance to the theater were about a
dozen or more small restless children. Lecturing them wasasilvery
femae-modd android in the crimson and white uniform of asuper-mall
tour guide. "Okay," shewas asking, "how many of us know what a
hologramis?'

"How many of us know where the darn bathrooms are?" asked a Chinese

boy.

Grinning, Jake gtarted to circle the cluster of kids. That waswhen he
became aware of harsh muttering directly ahead of him.

"...no good bastard.." kill the son of abitch.." Jake Cardigan
dirty bastard..” kill..."



Lurching dong the wakway, shoving shoppersout of hispath, camea
large welldressed, well groomed manin hislateforties. Hiseyeswere
wide, hisgait iff legged and jerky.

Noticing him, the android guide began shooing her chargestoward the
opposite side of the wide walkway. "Gang, |et's scoot over in front of
that shop.”

"...dirty bastard.." Jake Cardigan... kill him graveyard dead " Jake
looked at the man. He'd never seen him before. Suddenly, the
muttering man swung out and dapped one of the scattering children.

It wasasmall, darkhaired girl and she began to scream and sob at the
sametime,

Jake was caught in the swirl of panicked kids. On the crowded wakway
he was afraid to draw his stun gun and he eyed the Stranger warily as
he approached.

"...no good son of abitch.." kill him..." With no warning, the
welldressed, well groomed man reached inside his coat and yanked out an
electro knife He clicked it on and the ten-inch black blade began to
drone.

Jake held hisground. "Better put that away," he advised.

Instead the man lunged violently, stabbing out with the sharp,
chattering blade.

Jake dodged the thrust of the knife, got in under the man's guard and
elbowed him hard in the midsection.

They both went stumbling, tangled together, across the walkway and
through the entry of the theater.

There were three people till inside the place, huddied up near the
projection stage. One of them, alanky teen, jumped over arow of
seats and ran for aside exit. As he pushed hisway out, the other
two, amarried couplein thair thirties, went dashing dong theaide
and out the same exit.

Up on the ova stage was the three-dimensional image of alovely blonde
maiden in aflowing white gown. She was about two feet high. Shewas
tied to a stake and a ferocious emerad-green dragon was bellying
toward her, nor ting smoke and exhaling crackling orange flames.
Rushing toward them on the back of an ebony stdlion wasaknight in
gold armor who waved a golden sword.

Jaketook dl thisinwhile he ddivered severd sharp punchesto his
assallant'sribs and struggled to keep clear of the dashes of the



whirring blade.

"... dirty no good bastard.." better off dead..." He broke away from
Jake, but tripped and fell onto the stage. He dropped through
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the image of the fiery dragon and stayed down, crouching on one knee,
"Throw away the knife, okay?"

"...son of abitch!" The man legped straight for Jake. Pivoting and
dropping into a crouch, Jake avoided him. Before the disoriented
assassin had regained his balance, Jake jumped forward and landed
severa hard chopping blows on his neck.

The man started making gagging noises. He crashed into the front row
of seets, twisted around and fdll to the floor.

Jake moved forward, kicking out.

His booted foot connected with the knife hand, sending the buzzing
blade spinning away into the surrounding dark.

Jake grabbed hold of the man by the front of his expensive coat and
tugged him upright. "Now tel mewhat the hell isgoing on.”

The man's eyes suddenly snapped shut. He began to jerk convulsively,
moaning. Y elowish froth came spilling acrosshislips. Hejerked
twice more, then ceased to breathe.

Jake let go of him, took a step back.

The man dropped to thefloor, hitting it with both knees. He stayed
that way for aswaying second or two, then fdll dl the way over and
was dead.

Up on the stage the golden knight thrust his sword into the heart of
the dragon.

Jake found the de adman ID packet in an inner pocket of his suit coat.
His name was Edwin L. Pland, he was an executive with a hydroponics
company and lived in the Oxnard Sector of Grester Los Angeles.

Still breathing hard, Jake sank down into afront-row seat and absently
started tapping the packet on hisknee. "Edwin Pland. | never heard
of him," hesaid to himsdif.

From behind him, an authoritative voice ordered, "Please to stand up.
Drop whatever it isyou're holding. Raise both hands high.”



Getting up, Jake tossed the assortment of 1Ds down onto the corpse's
chest.

Two big security robots were somping down the center aide, each
pointing hisforefinger a Jake. That wasthe finger that usualy
contained alazgun, which indicated they had him figured for afairly
serious, and dangerous, crimind.

Lifting both hands, ]ake explained, "I'm Jeke Cardigan, alicensed
operative with the Cosmos Detec--"

"Move away from thevictim, please.”

"You've got that wrong. I'm the victim or was supposed to be. This
guy was--"

"Y ou have the option of remaining sllent until thelaw officersarrive
on the scene," recited one of the sec bots as he frisked Jake. "Or you
can make afull confesson to ether of us”

"I'm the one, see, who was assaulted, so aconfesson isn't... Hey,
I've got apermit for that.”

The robot, having found his stun gun was easing it free of the shoulder
hoigter. "That will be settled after the police arrive, Sir.”

The other security robot knelt next to the body. "Victimisdead," he
announced.

}ake nodded at his stun gun "1 aready showed my permit to your
doorman down on Levd 1. just contact him and ask him if--"

"Jake, areyou dl right?' It was Beth, standing at the back of the
gmall theater.

"Yeah, | seem to have survived whatever sort of attack thiswas
supposed to be."

"Miss," warned the robot who'd confiscated Jake's weapon, “I'll be
forced to shoot you down if you take another step.” "Why would you do
something likethat?' "Because you're armed.”

Beth frowned at the un gunin her hand. "So | am,” she admitted. "I
got restlesswaiting at the restaurant, Jake, and decided to come
hunting for you. | pulled thisout when | heard the commotionin
here"

"Please, miss. Surrender your wespon.”
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Lowering her gun hand to her side, Bet:h came up to the stage area.
She was adender, darkhaired young woman. "Y ou're certain you aren't
hurt, Jeke?"

"Outside of afew bumps and bruises, no."

As she passed the got, she handed him her gun, grip first. Moving
closeto Jake, Beth put her arms around him. "'I'm glad you survived,”
shesad softly.

"| fed pretty much that way mysdlf." Smiling, hekissed her. "Please
stand clear of the prisoner,” warned therobot. "Why ishea
prisoner?' demanded Beth.

"They think | killed this guy who wastrying to kill me." "What did
kill him?'

Jake shook hishead. "Noidea. Hejust died--somekind of fit
maybe."

Letting go of him, Beth went over to take alook at the de adman
"Nobody I've ever seen. Who is he, Jake?"
"l don't know."

"It's not someone you arrested back when you were a cop--a crook with a
grudge againg you?'

Grinning, Jeke replied, "He had agrudge dl right.”

"Fellows, I'd likeaword with you." A tall, rawboned man had come
into the theater and was making hisway down through the shadowsto
them. "I'm Agent MacQuarrie with the Federd Security Office."

Beth said, "Sorry | ran too fast for you, HoNe."

"I would've kept up if | hadn't gotten entangled with arobot gypsy
violinist and severa shopping carts." He showed his 1D packet to the
standing sechot. "I'm one of the government agents assigned to look
after MissKittridge. I'll vouch for her and--with some
reluctance--for Cardigan here.”

After the robot scanned the credentias, he returned the stun guns
"Forgive usfor interfering with agovernment operation.”

"Thisisn't agovernment operation exactly,” said the FSO agent,
glancing over at the deadman "Hewastryingto kill you, Jeke?"

"Sohesaid."
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"Why?' "Noidea" "Know him?'

"Not even casudly."

"Y ou working on anew case?"'

"Between jobs."

"Something left over from your work down in Mexico afew weeks ago?'
"The Hokori cartel'sdefunct asfar as | know. So's Hokori himsdlf."
"Interesting. Beth, do you know thisguy?"

"No. Anyway it was Jake he came after, not me."

Theknedling robot got up. "This man, based on my preim diagnos's,
was poisoned.”

Jakefrowned. "You sure?"

"All theindications point that way, Sr. Meaning your begting of him
didn't contribute to his death.”

"| tend to best anybody who comes at mewaving aknife” Beth took
hold of Jake'sarm. "Thisdoesn't make much sense,”" shesaid. "Unless
itis someleftover from what went on across the border."

"All the survivors," he reminded her, "are accounted for."

Just then alarge black man in civilian clothes pushed into the theater
by way of asidedoor. "Wdl, it's Jake Cardigan,” hesaid ashe
joined the group. "Had another faling out with one of your
Tek-dedling buddies, did you?'

Thiswas Captain Hambrick of the Southern Cdifornia State Police. HEd
been Jake's bossonce. ™Y ou know damn well," Jaketold him, “that |
was cJeared on dl those Tek charges.”

"I heard about that, Jake, but it's funny--I ill can't shakethe
notion that you'retied in with the Teklords," said the policeman.
"Sooner or later--1 can fed it, trust me--sooner or later I'm redly
going to get something onyou." He bent over the corpse. "Maybe
today'll bethe day.”
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-.. 4"-" Jake and Beth ditting in the shadowy last row of the small
were theater. The young woman, hand resting on the back of Jake's



neck, was massaging gently. He waslooking straight ahead, eyes
narrowed.

A hdf dozen seats over Agent MacQuarrie was lounging in an dert
way.

Up front Captain Hambrick was supervising acrew of five that included
two men from his Forensic Squad and awhite enameled medibot from the
SoCa Coroner's Office.

"You redlly don't know the de adman Beth asked in awhisper.

"Nope."

"l don't likethis. | was hoping we were through with the whole
Tek busness”

"No way yet of telling what prompted Pland to make atry at killing me.
It could turn out he's smply afredanceloon.”

"Who just ran into you here today by chance?"

"Okay, somebody had to plan thislittle assassination attempt,” he
conceded. "But that doesn't mean anybody in the Tek tradeisinvolved.
There are severd--"

"Cardigan!" Up near the stage the captain was making acome here
gesturewith hisleft hand. In hisright he dangled somethingina
plasaek.

Jake went down to hisonetime boss. "Y eah?"
"Know what thisis?' He held the small sack up.

Init wasasdlver disk, aout a hdf inch thick and roughly two inches
indiameter. Therewere smears of blood acrossone side of it. "Looks
like somekind of parasite control box,” hesaid. "I've never seen one
thet smal, though."

"Thisisavariation on the sort of parasite control gadget they usein
prisonsin some of the less enlightened nations of theworld.”

Hambrick swung it back and forth afew times. "Attach one to somebody
and he becomes docile and obedient. Thisverson hereisalot more
sophidticated.”

"Meaning it took over Pland, made him come gunning for me?' "Exactly.
Y ou, of course, wouldn't know anything about that." "I never heard of
thiskind of parasite before.”

"Thisoneisalso capable, from what the Coroner's Office tellsme,



of ddivering afatd dose of fast-acting poison.”
"That'swhét killed him?"

"Pretty certainit was. It can be activated from adistance. That
diminated Pland as asource of information.”

"Have you checked him out?"

"Legit busnessman, no crimind record. He had acouple of runins

with the SoCal Revenue Service about histaxes. Outside of that,
nothing," said the policeman. "He seemsto have taken off from his
officein the Oxnard Sector afew minutes before noon. Was supposed to
meet aclient over in the Westwood Sector for lunch, but he never
showed up. Hisair car is parked outside the super mall in Lot 13J."

Beth had comedowntheaide. "May I?' Shetook the plasack from
Hambrick, held it close to her face and studied the disk. She frowned,
nodded once, handed it back. "Thanks, Captain." "Ever seen one
before?' "Not exactly likethat."

Jake asked, "Have you, Hambrick?'

"Asamatter of fact, | have. This happensto be the third one weve
encountered in the past few weeks," hereplied. "We cdl the poor
bastards who wear them zombies."
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"Any ideawho's behind them?"

"Not yet. But the other two victims of our zombies were both Tek
'dedlers--and, unlike you, they both died.”

"Did the other zombie assassins die, too?"

The captain nodded. "Y ep, just as soon asthey finished their chores,”
hesaid. "Odd, isn't it, that the other two targets were known Tek
deders? But you say you're completely out of that now,

SO-__I

"l wasnever init." Anger flashed in Jakesvoice. "You know | was
cleared of--"

"Captain, would it be okay if we left now?" asked Beth, very
politely.

"Unless Cardigan would like to stay around and explain what'sredly
goingon.”



Jaketook adow, deep breath. "Well go," he said.

Beth had insgsted on piloting hisair car Rether than assuring her
again that histusde with the zombie hadn't done him any serious
damage, he'd settled into the passenger seet.

They were flying across the afternoon toward Beth's beach condo in the
Laguna Sector. Therain wasn't as heavy now, but athick grey fog had
darted drifting in from the sea. Thetowersof Greater Los Angeles

were adready shrouded and most of the huge vi dad billboards down below
showed only as agitated blurs of color.

"From what the captain told you, this hasto betied in with the
Teklords somehow--the attempt to kill you."

Jake sad, "l got theimpression you recognized that parasite gadget
that was used to control Pland.”

She concentrated on her flying. "It reminded me of something, that's
al”

"Reminded you of what?'
She shrugged the shoulder nearest him. "Nothing important.”

Heturned in his seat, taking alook out the rear window.
"Mac-Quarries ill on our tail."

"He's okay, for agovernment agent. Much better than Agent Weiner on
the graveyard shift. | know they mean well, but sometimesal this
aurvelllanceredly annoysme.”

"Your father isdtill, potentidly, in aposition to wipe out most of
the Tek trade. That'swhy the government hasto beinterested in your
welbeing.”

"My father," she said, bitternessin her voice. "I don't have much
contact with him anymore, after Mexico. I'll never work with him
agan, | know that."

"Even s0, you'd make the Teklords aterrific hostage.”

Beth sghed. "Father hasn't even recovered from what he went through
down there," shesaid. "Since he got back to this country he's been at
that government rehab center up in NorCd. 1t may be months, Jake,
before he's ready to finish up the work that remainsto be done on his
anti-Tek system. | redlly don't much like theideaof having dl these
government men lurking around for another year or more.”

Jake grinned. "It does somewhat hamper my courtship.”



"Isthat what's been going on between us?' Shelaughed. "That'svery
quaint and oldfashioned.”

"Sure, I've been courting yon. Didn't | mention that?' "No, but |
suspected asmuch.” Jake said, "That attack on me today might have
been tried cause the Tek folks figure they'll have an easier time
getting at you if I'm not around.”

"I know that my father's convinced adew of law officersand
government agents that we were kidnapped by Sonny Hokori," Beth
responded. "'l wasthere, though, and | can't help fedling that he'd
made some kind of deal and was ready to sell out to Hokori." "I've
been digging into that, Beth, but so far--"

"The point is, I'm pretty certain the Tek cartels could smply bribe
Dad to delay hisresearches or hdt them atogether,” Beth said. "They
wouldn't haveto kill him or kidnap me."

"But that'samax security facility he's recuperating in," Jake minded.
"Betough to get abribeto him there."
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"Y ou've been very patient with me." Reaching over, shetouched his
hand. "I know | must've told you about my concerns over my father a
hundred times now."

"A hundred and sixteen actudly, but who's counting?' Smiling, she
asked, "Can you stop awhile at my place?’

"Not now, no," answered Jake. "There are somethings | haveto find
out firs."

RS T

he computer terminal chuckled. "Just kidding," it said. Jake tapped
thefingersof hisleft hand on thearm of hisdesk chair. "Anytime

you fed ready to continue, Rozko." Rozko-227N/FSwas displaying a
drawing of an enormous stack of papers and memaoson its
three-foot-square screen. When you asked for alist of people who
might till haveitinfor you, | couldn't help whipping up thislittle
cartoon,” it said. "Or | might have smply started running off pages

of any one of the GLA vidphone directories. The overal notion being
that in your years as a SoCal state cop you made considerable enemies,
Jake"

"Okay, just tell me what you've got on the Hokori Tek cartel.”

A picture of an ebony urn appeared on the screen. "Here you see dl
that remains of Sonny Hokori."



"And hiswhole organization is definitely out of busness?' A
succession of full color mug shots began to show up. "The remnants
have been split up between these five gents. According to al our
Cosmos sources, the Hokori cartel isno more.”

Jake was gitting at hisdesk high up in Tower | of the Cosmos Detective
Agency building in the Laguna Sector of Greater Los Angeles. He leaned
forward dightly in hischair. "None of these lads has sworn to get

even with mefor being involved in smashing Sonny's operations?”

"Let medoublecheck." Thetermind, which sat on theright Sde

of hisdesk top, hummed a middle-twenty-first-century show tune,
showing him apicture of amountain Jake. "Here's something soothing
for youto look at while I'm digging, boss."

"Rozko, why'd they design you to be such--"

"Okay, hereésthe dope. There'snot asingleindication that any of
Hokori's former business associates are planning to bump you off in

revenge.”
"What about friends and rd atives?'

A naked blonde, lying on afloating air mattress with her buttocks

thrust high, appeared next. She was smiling over her bare shoulder at
whoever had taken the vidfootage. "Next three shots are of Sonny's

other recent known mistresses," explained Rozko. "Interesting

birthmark on the second one, huh? The whole set of them has made other
arrangements, shedding nary atear nor vowing to get even with you, the
International Drug Control Agency or any of the othersinvolved in the
recent Mexican rub out of Sonny."

"Rddives?'

"None |eft above the ground. Sonny did have asster--pictureina

A dim, attractive young Japanese woman showed on the screen.

Shewore adark pullover and dacks, was Sitting in alarge red wicker
chair and smiling quietly.

"Here you have Frances Hokori, a'so known as Tora," said Rozko.

"That's Japanese for Tiger. Sweetlooking lass, but had an even longer
crimina record than her big brother.”

"She's dead?’



"Asof nearly five monthsago. Killed in amaglev railroad accident
just outside of Tokyo. I'll round up apieof her urnina-"

"You can forget that," Jake said. "Now check on Bennett Sands.”
"Coming up," responded thetermina. "Says here he's till basking in

the hoosegow, Jake. Still locked away in the Hospita Wing at the fed
mac sec prison up in the Walnut Creek Sector of the Bay Area. Soon as
he'sin good enough shape, the docs are going to fit him with acyborg
arm to replace the one you lopped off the poor bugger down in Mex--"

"l didn't do that."

"Nobody would blame you if you hed, pal. The guy was making it with
your missus off and on for years. He helped set you up to take that
fdl that landed you in the Freezer. Then the guy--"

"Has Sands had any vigitors?"

"Y ou can't have friends and well wishersdropping in at that particular
pend spa," the computer termind pointed out. "Areyou ill carrying
the torch for your used-to-be-wife? Just between you and me, it looks
sort of fishy that she'sresettled up in Frisco. In caseyou're fuzzy

on your NorCal geography, San Francisco isjust ahop, skip and atube
ride from Walnut Creek."

Jake leaned back in hischair. "Next | want whatever you can get ona
couple of recent killings hereinthe GLA area. The zombie murdersthe
police are caling them and--" "Huh, heré's something screwy.”

"Whet?'

"Being faster than lightning, | sarted digging for info soon asthe
word 'zombi€' popped out of your kisser."

"Arﬂ?'

The screen turned deep black. "I can't tap into any of our usual
sources of palice information. There'sase clock on that zombie
stuff, Jeke."

"Canyou go around it?'

"Not without an order from our Lega Department. Want | should request
one?'

"Nope, I'll try some other sourcesfirgt.”

"Because you don't want the local coppers to know you're nosing
around?'

"That's one reason, yeah."



A door panel came whispering open. A dark, curly haired man, about ten
years younger than Jake, strode into his office. Spotting Jake, he

smiled broadly. "Amigo, I'mglad | located you." He settled into the

seat across the desk from him. "And in thismost unlikely spot--here

at work."

"Hi, Sid. How come you look so cheerful ?"

"Can't helpit, it'sgenetic,” sad Sid Gomez, Jake's partner. "Asto
why I'm glad | tracked you down .. ."

"A new case maybe?"

"St; and we have to get to work rnuy pronto.” Gomez popped to hisfeet
again. "C'monwith me. We've got just about enough timeto get to the
funerd "

Gomez, as he guided the agency air car through therainfilled

twilight, observed, "In the long ago erawhen we were both dedicated
SoCal date cops, you aways struck me as an exceptionadly jolly

felow. Today, though, you're nothing but gloomy."

"That's appropriate for attending afunera, isn't it?" Jakewas
douched in the passenger seat. "Whose funerd isit, by theway?'

"Don't get too emotiond and tearful when | tell you, amigo,”

cautioned his partner. "But were enroute to Kurt Winterguild's
obsequies.”

Jake sat up. "That son of abitch.”

"I'm glad we decided againgt having you ddliver hiseulogy."

"l never even heard he was dead.”

"For reasons best known to themselves, the International Drug

Control Agency hasn't released the news of Winterguild's deeth to the
media," said Gomez. "Even though he was Field Director for thewhole

damn Western United States.”

"l don'timagine hedied of natural causes.” "Apparently not. Our
dientisgoing to provide detalls" "At Winterguild'sfunerd ?*

"Bascom implied as much, when he handed me thisjob for us.

He did pause to voice concern that you might not be able o give this
investigation much enthusiasm.”

"Just because | tangled with that asshole Winterguild downin



Mexico, doesn't mean | can't--"

"&; | told the chief you were adedicated pro. Sure, you decked the
guy and heinturn tried to get you reingtaled up in the Freezer,

but you wouldnt let that hold you back."
"What exactly isthe assgnment?'

"Judging from the minimum of details Bascom handed out, I'd say we have
to find out who killed Winterguild."

"Hdl, the IDCA wiill take care of that."

Gomez shook hishead. "Our client is of the opinion that the drug boys
are going to proceed muy dow on thisone."

Nodding, Jake didn't say anything.

When they were near the Greater Los Angeles Spaceport, the air car
started to descend.

"Y ou never got around,” reminded Gomez while punching out alanding
pattern, "to explaining the cause of your gloom.”

"A combination of things. Including avist to Dan at hisschool this
morning.”

"Areyou two mending your differences?’
"Not so you'd notice."
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he departing moon liner was rising up through the dusk, etching afiery
line across the growing darkness. At one edge of the GLA Spaceport sat
the Eternal Rest Depot, which resembled a nineteenth-century English
cottage. It had abelievable danting thatch roof, imitation wooden
shuttersand aprofusion of ivy clingingtoitsstonewals. Grazing

on the plazturf were five fleecy holographic sheep. Parked to the left

of the undertaking parlor were three grey and black land cars

Theimitation gravel on the path between the visitors landing lot and
the cottage crunched as Jake and Gomez headed for the front door.

"Even though you didn't like him alot,” cautioned Gomez, "try not to
laugh too much during the service.”

The door was opened by agrim-faced robot. "Name of the de cease(l.



"Winterguild." Gomez crossed the threshold.

The smal foyer smdled strongly of generic flowers, and mournful music
was being pumped out of hidden speakers.

The enameled robot was a gleaming black color. ™Y ou want

Repose Suite 3, gentlemen,” it sadly informed them. "To your left.”
The suite held six rows of Six seatseach. There were already fifteen
mournersin attendance, thirteen of them rented male and female
androidsin somber, suitable clothes. In the front row, head dightly
bowed, sat alean black man of about forty and in the second row was
dumped athickset blond man in hisearly thirties.

"Chunky guy's Nick Lefcort,” said Jake, taking a back-row sest,
"withthelocd IDCA."

Gomez settled in next to him, saying quietly, "The other guy is

Gunner Gans. He's something with the Tek Divison of the UN's
International Security Agency.”

"Not much of aturnout.”

"Mogt folks probably share your opinion of Winterguild.”

For amoment the sad music swelled up. Down the aide from the back
marched four black enameled robots. They were carrying asealed
combustible coffin. When they hated at the front of the room, one of
them opened the gilded door of alazfurnace built inthewall. The
coffin was pushed into the furnace, the door shut and bolted.

Thirty seconds later a see through urn filled with sooty ashes came
popping out of adot just below the gilded door. The robot caught it,
turned and carried the urn in both metal hands. 1t dow-stepped aong
the aide and out of the room with the other three bots following
behind.

The androids began to cry.

After gpproximately sixty seconds of that, they rose up one at atime
and, dill sniPing, filed out.

The blond drug agent l€ft next, giving Jake avery brief nod on hisway
by. AsGans passed, he dowed for afew secondsto tossasmall parcel
in Gomez'slap. Then hewas gone.

"Oof," remarked Gomez. "Hit me squarein the crotch.”



"Whet the hdll isit?"

"Something, so Bascom informed me, that we're supposed to take back to
the agency and take alook a." Grimacing, he got to hisfest.

Jake followed his partner. "So Gansisour client?'
"Apparently so, amigo.”
"Couldn't he smply have ddlivered this package to us at Cosmos?'

"Sure, probably,” admitted Gomez. "But | figure getting you to attend
Winterguild's last rites made him fed good.”

Jake grinned and dapped Gomez on the back. "Thanksalot, pal,"

he said asthey walked outside.

The two men were enthusiatically making love atop the floating ova

air bed Onewaslean and black. His partner was amuscular bald man

with asingle rosebud tattooed on his tanned scalp.

Asthey thrashed and moaned, the section of the peach-colored wall
directly beyond the hovering bed started to shimmer. Then,

quickly, it was glowing red.
The lovers became aware of what was happening. The black man,

crying out, legped free of the ova bed. The other sat up, went
bouncing across the bed and reached toward the nightstand.

A doorway-sze section of the wall turned to glowing dust and crumbled
away.

Through the fresh opening stepped a plump woman, grey haired and
plainly dressed. "... no good bastard .. . Kurt Winterguild . doesn't
deservetolive..."

The naked man was struggling to get the table drawer open. "Get the
hell out of here, you old bitch!"

From her lumpy purse shetook asilvery lazgun and fired haphazardly.
The bald man yanked his own lazgun out of the drawer. But before he
could swing around and aim it a the wide-eyed and muttering woman, the

beam of her gun diced off hisright arm just below the elbow.

He screamed a continuous scream as blood came pumping out of the
severed ssump.



The plump woman fired again.

Thistime the beam from the gun lopped off the top third of his
skull.

Grimacing, muttering, the woman let her arm swing down to her sde and
dropped thegun. "... son of abitch..." shesad.
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She garted jerking convulsively, froth bubbled out over her dightly
parted lips. A sudden look of puzzlement and despair flashed across
her weary face before shefell to the blood-spattered floor. Someone
started sobbing.

Then the picture faded from the big wallscreen. Gomez said, " Jesus.”
"Yeah," agreed Jake.

After amoment, Gomez douched in his chair and continued, "Gans or
Winterguild must have liked to record their interludesin the sack. |
guesswe're lucky weve got avisud 1D on Winterguild'skiller.”

"Very efficient operation--they used a disintegrator on the bedroom
wall," Jakesad quietly.

His partner mused, "'I'd guess the sweet old granny must have been what
the copsare calling azombie.”

"Shesazombieadl right." Jake stared hard at the screen.
47""

he rain had ceased about an hour earlier. Fog was4till rolling in
from the sea and the surface of the chrome plated guard robot at the
gateway of Beth's condo complex was misted over. "Evening,” Mr.
Cardigan." It held out itsright hand, palm up. "Evening. He placed
his hand flat out on the metd hand. The guard said, "Wdlsir, you've
passed the first hurdle. Y ou've sure got Jake Cardigan's
fingerprints” A small pand inits chest clicked open and ajointed
slver probe came snaking out. Thetip rose up to take alook into
Jake'sleft eye and then hisright. "Ret patterns match. You're
redly Jake Cardigan.”

"It'ssureardief to find that out."

The high meta gate behind the robot rattled once before swinging open.
"How about thisrain we've been haviug lately?' asked the robot,
stepping aside.

"It'sredlly something, al right.”



Jake hurried up the curving ramp that led to the second level. He
couldn't actudly see any of the government agents who were looking
after Beth, but he sensed he was under surveillance.

Beth, wearing atwo-piece suit& ess of Moonbase silk, let himin.
She smiled, hugged him, stepped back, smiled more broadly.

Heeyed her. "If | didn't know you better, 1'd think you were
acting." smug.”

She shrugged, laughing. "Sit down, Jake," sheinvited, gesturing
William Shatner

toward a Lucite armchair near her computer desk. "Okay, you've guessed
I'm excited. I'll tell you what I've been up to--or do you want to
fill mein onwhat you'vefound out first?"

Grinning, he sat down. "I don't want to risk having you explode.
Youtdl mefirg."

She brushed at her dark hair and took a deep breath before perching on
the edge of the sofaand facSng him. "It's about these zombie

murders,” she began. "See, | actualy had heard about those parasite
control boxes before, that new smdler type. They come, as

| found out this afternoon, out of Japan and have been in use around
here about three months."

"Hambrick sayslesstime than--"

"Y our old police buddy doesn't know about the other three killings And
the reason for that is several government agencies are keeping it all

very quiet.”
Jake frowned at her. "The three other assassinations didn't have
Tek dedersasvictims?"

"Obvioudy people like Kurt Winterguild aren't Tek dedlers. Nor
were--"

"Hold it, Beth. How'd you find out about him? Gomez and | only just
now learned that--"

"I have dl sorts of friendsin government agencies, remember? By
gpending an afternoon with my terminal and the vidphone, | was ableto
find out quitealot,” shetold him. "My main reason for poking into



thiswas--well, I'm concerned about you. A few weeks back I'd heard
something about the zombie murdersfrom afriend of mine. Sinceit
lookslikeyoure onthelist of targets, | thought

I'd better sart asking questions.”

"Winterguild and | were onthelist of targets. Who else besidesthe
Tek dedlers?’

Beth sad, "Thefirst victim was awoman who was a professor at

SoCal Tech. She's been with the Neobio Department for severa years,
but a decade ago she was doing secret government research.

The--"
"How do you know about the secret stuff?"
TekLord'

"She used to be afriend of my father's. Now quit heckling. The

second victim was aretired U.S. Army colondl. He was assassinated by
azombie down in the Bgja Sector of GLA. When he was active, the
colond was attached to the West Coast Office of the Unconventional
Wegpons Agency. That's the same outfit the murdered professor worked
for, and she was there during the same time he was."

"There could be alink between the two of them. So?"

"Thekillings of the Tek dedlers may have been motivated by revenge or
discipline. That, however, can't explain these other two."

"But you've got atheory.”

"Darnedright | do." She stood up, walked over to her computer desk
and rested her left hip againgt it. "I think there are two different

hit lists, two separate groups of targets. I'm anxiousto find out

which lig youreon.”

"Onelist could be arevengelist. What'sthe other one?!

She shook her head. "I'm not certain yet, but it must have something
to do with some project that the professor and the colonel worked on
ten yeatsago. It's possible that Winterguild was working on something
that tied in with that, too."

"Seems unlikely tome," said Jake. "And/ sure ashdl am not involved
with an unconventional weapon cooked up back in 2110 or thereabouts."

"Is there some other connection between you and Winterguild maybe,
bes deswhat happened down in Mexico?'



He answered, "This afternoon Cosmos assigned Gomez and meto
investigate Winterguild's deeth. Our client is Gunner Gans.

Know him?"
Her nosewrinkled dightly. "Met him once or twice."

Jake tapped hisknee afew times. "Okay, you've got the sart of a
nice, clever theory maybe. 1t seemsto meit'still pretty much on
the speculative sde.”

"All theories start off that way."

"What you've doneis stuck together some factsthat may or may not be
related. | till don't see the picture that you apparently--"

"Let metdl you something €l se I've been brooding over," she cut

William Sha nerin. "What you're doing, Jake, you're dlill
comparing meto the android duplicate of me you teamed up within
Mexico."

"That's not true, Beth. It'syou that

"Love? Didn't youfirg fal inlove with her, with an android replica
of me?'

"Cmon, how can somebody fal in love with amechamsm.

Leaving hischair, he crossed over to her. "I did like that other

Beth, we worked well together. When shedied.." that is, when she was
destroyed keeping that android kamikaze killer from doing mein, yeah,
| cried. But, Beth, | knew all dong she was nothing but a machine.
Shewas aso, and keep thisin mind, avery close approximation of you.
| didn't have to be much of adetectiveto figurethat if the

samulacrum wasthat bright and attractive, then thered Beth Kittridge
was going to be someone specia. | suppose, sure, | waslike some
college kid who falsin love with theimage of avidmovie actress. |
wasinterested in you before | even found you hiding out up on
Moonbase. Don't get the idea, though, that | thought more of the
android than | do of you."

"That'svery niceto hear. But I've dtill got theideathat | haveto
proveto you that I'm as efficient and competent as my android

"I'm telling you theré's no contest.”

"I'm going to keep right on working on this business, whether you like
itor not. Maybe| redlly don't have to prove anything to you,



but | can proveto mysdf that--"
The vidphone sounded.
Stepping over to the phone alcove, Beth clicked on the

Jake's ex wifelooking tired and worried, appeared. "I hateSCreen'to
bother you, MissKittridge," she said evenly. "But is Jake there?

"Heis yes"

"l have to spesk to him."

Jake came over, sat facing the phone. "Kate, what'swrong? Isit
Dan?'

"He'sfine. Wdl, no, hesnot exactly fine. But he'snot sick and
he'ssafe”

'r kLorde

"l don't understand.” "Danny ran away from the academy, right after
you vigted him thismorning. | thought they'd have notified you by
now. Though if you haven't been home, you wouldn't know."

"Do you know where heis?'

"Y es, Danny'sright herewith me at my placein Frisco. He hopped an
arbus”

"And physicaly he's okay?'

She nodded. "But, Jake, | do think maybe it would be agood ideafor
you to come up hereright away. Y ou could talk to Danny.

Between the two of uswe can probably persuade him to go back to
Not yet, Kate. Heisn't ready to listen to anything | haveto say."

"Yes, | e Kaesamilewasthin. "And | imagineyou'reright in
themiddle of anew case anyway.

"Matter of fact, | am. But that's not the reason."
"Same old Jake." The screen went blank.
=8=. |

"[ 'mterribly sorry about the androids," apologized their client.



"Itis, unfortunately, yet another discomfort one must put up with.
Thisisan emergency sublet, and they happen to be replicas of the
owner. He's some sort of popular singer, | believe” "Romo Styx,"
identified Gomez. "Isthat thefelow'sname?' "Yeah."

"He's gpparently in the habit of storing the wretched things throughout
the house when they're not being used to substitute for him at lesser
persona appearances and thelike," said Gunner Gans. "Not an
especialy personable young man, if oneisto judge by these ungainly
ams"

Jake and Gomez were meeting with Gansin the living room of hisrented
house in the Beverly Hills Sector. The midmorning sunlight came
danting in through the high, wide windowsto illuminate the deven

life sze Romo Styx androids that were seated and sprawled around the
large, beam ceilinged room. Styx was afrail youth with blond hair

that was nearly white. Each mechanica replicawas clothed in atight
fitting glosuit. All of them werein theinactive mode.

"Firg off," suggested Jake, "suppose you tell uswhy you don't trust
the IDCA to clear up Winterguild's murder.”

Gans, who was sharing a glass sofawith two dormant Romo Styx an dies
sghed. "Likeany other dedicated and extremely efficient man, Kurt
made enemies, enemieswithin the agency,” he explained. "Fredric
Greenburr has just been gppointed acting field director and, | regret

to say, Freddie was not especiadly fond of poor Kurt. He's assured me
that the murder will be solved, avenged and so on. Y et one doubts

that."

"They can't afford not to solveit,” Jake pointed out. "It'd be bad
for busness”

"St; that would make the Tek folksthink agents can be killed with
impunity.”

Gans massaged his cheek bone. "One sensesthat there may well be
something e seinvolved here, some sort of coverup.”

"Why acoverup?'

"That, Mr. Cardigan, isexactly what I'm paying the Cosmos

Detective Agency such an extremdly large feeto find out.” He glanced

up a the ceiling, left eye dowly narrowing. "The wooden beams are
holograms, you know. Doesthat one directly above the piano seem to be
fading in and out dightly?*

Gomez looked up. "Yeah, it does."

Jake asked, "In the days just before he was killed, what was



Winterguild working on?'

Cans continued to Stare crosdy up at the flickering beam. " Considering
the enormous rent I'm paying, one would expect a house in shipshape
order," hecomplained. "What was that you asked me, Mr. Cardigan?"

"Was Winterguild working on a specific case?"

"I'm certain hewas. But heand |, whilewe met initidly because of

our mutud interest in wiping out the scourge of Tek, didn't talk shop

much when we were together.” Gans sighed again. " One wishes now that
we had. That way | might have more of an idea of what contributed to
hisdesth."

"Can you dredge up anything?' asked Gomez.

"I know that he was increasingly uneasy in the days before he was
killed. My assumption is he was on thetrack of something important,”
their client told them. "He tended to become more nervous

and excited in such circumstances. Poor Kurt was very boyish in some
st"

Jake turned in his chair to gaze out into the hologram foliagein the
walled garden. "He mention any names, discuss any of the people
involved in what he wasinvestigating.

"I don't redly..." Canssat up so suddenly he bumped hiselbow ona
Romo Styx. "Wait now, he did ask me-if I'd ever heard of Cordon
Chegterton.”

"Dr. Cordon Chesterton." Jake returned his attention to the client.
"He used to be awell known neo biologist with SoCa Tech, but he's
been up in the Freezer for five or Six years.”

"I'd heard of Chesterton because of the notoriety when he murdered his
wife" said Cans. "And because he once worked on some government
projects.”

"Why was Winterguild interested in him?"

Cansreplied, "It had something to do with what he wasinvestigating.
Chegterton's name had come up. Forgive me, but | can't recall very
muchds"

Gomez inquired, "How about hisinformants? ... "Keepinmind that |
was very much involved with my own UN work during this same period.”
Cansfrowned up at the flickering beam. "I do have the impression that
Kurt was looking forward to a meeting with someone, someone who was
going to provide him with important new information.”



"Did he ever have that meeting?'

"No, that awful woman burstin and..." Helet the sentence fade,
putting one hand up to rub at hisforehead.

Jake asked him, "Can you maybe give usthe name of at least one of his
sources of information?”

The frown on Gans's forehead deepened. "The name of one of them came
up in conversation, anickname actualy. Could there be a person named
Subway?"

"Bingo," remarked Gomez.
Cansblinked a him. "That means something to you?"

Jake answered, " Subway isaguy who sdllsinformation to people. He
usualy hangs out on the fringes of the Skid Row Sector.”
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"Have you yoursdf had dedlings with the man?' "Nope, sncehesaso
apimp. | prefer not to usehim.” ™Y ou can locate him, though, and
interrogate him?' Nodding, Jake said, "Sure, I'll have achat with

him"

"What about the Teklords?' asked Gomez. "Had there been any new
thregts from them?"

"Onesawaysin potentid danger from them in our line of work,"
answered Gans. "But I'm relaively certain Kurt hadn't heard of any
new plansfor revenge againgt him. No intended retribution for his

wiping out the Hokori cartd, if that'swhat you mean.”

After afew slent secondsfate asked, "Why'd you pick the Cosmos
Agency for thisjob?"

"Because you're an operative with them.”

"Y ou wanted me specificaly. Why?'

"Kurt loathed you as a person, one assumes you were aware of that,"
sadther client. "But hed cometo believe that you were, despite
your stay in the Freezer, afairly honest man and afird-rate
investigator. Y ou seemed to me, therefore, thelogica person for the
job of finding out who killed poor Kurt and why."

"Winterguild recommended me." Grinning, shaking his heed,



Jake stood. "Okay, welll giveit atry. Anything eseyou cantell
LS?I

"I'm afraid thereisn't." Gansrose, too, scowling down at thetwo
androids sprawled on the sofa. "Perhaps | can have these dreadful
things stored in the basement during my stay. What's hisname

agan?’
"Romo Styx," said Gomez.

he chrome plated robot waiter pointed aforefinger at Gomez's glass.
Cold beer came gushing out of the metd fingertip. "Givethetable
your order when you're ready for lunch, gents,” he said as he started

away. "Enjoy."

Jake and his partner were up on the third tier of Chez Techno, anew
restaurant in the Westwood Sector. Theinterior of the placewasa
blend of chromed metal catwalks and multi color opague pl asti-glass
floors, walsand cellings. There were |lessthan ten other patrons
scattered acrossthisleve.

"Joint hasn't caught on yet." Gomez sipped hisbeer. "1 brought my
current wife here for dinner the other night, though, and thefood is
terrific. Thear chef wasbuilt in Paris.”

"French robots make the best cooks." Jake was drinking minera
water.

"When our client mentioned Dr. Chesterton, you did atake that was
perceptible to onewith my trained eye. Know the gent, arm go

"Beth came up with someinteresting stuff yesterday. It struck me that
it might tiein with Chesterton.” Hefilled his partner in on the

other zombie murders and the victims connection with a secret
government project some ten years earlier.

When hefinished, Gomez remarked, "If Chesterton, who aso did snesky
work for the U.S. government, was involved with the same project asthe
deceased, we might have something.” éWe might, yeah, though I'm not
surewhat the hdll it would be,

Sd”

Gomez said, after another sip of beer, "Gringo beer can never quite
match cerveza. Areyou going to dig into the Dr. Chesterton angle or
shdl 17"

I'll handleit, since Beth may know something about him dready.” Jeke
rested his elbows on the smal plagtiglass tabletop.

"Before that, though, | want to hunt up Subway."



"Y ou think Winterguild would've been buying info from acrumb bum like
Sub?'

"Winterguild, meaning no offense to the dead, was a crumbum himself."
"Esver dad agreed Gomez. "Suppose | check with my contacts who know
what'sgoing onin Tek circles? Ma/be| can approach the Winterguild
killing from another direction, find out if the Teklords rigged that

sweset granny to dicehim up.”

"We can meet back at the office around six tonight.”

Gomez touched the button that illuminated the menu screen on hisside
of thetable. ™Y ou and Beth are il getting dong well?"

"Far as| know, why?"

"Nada," said hispartner. "Wdll, no, actudly. Latdy you've seemed a
mite uneasy whenever you've talked about the lady."

"You are perceptive.”

"It'sgenetic again. The Gomez clan has been eagle-eyed for untold
generaions. You folks having trouble?"

"Not exactly, no. But Beth pointed out something to me yesterday and
maybeit'svdid. ShethinksI'm till in mourning over the loss of

the Beth android down in Mexico."

"l can't go into anything that profound thisearly intheday. It

Sounds plausible, though.”

"But that Beth was an android. | know the difference between amachine
and--"

"Unfortunately, amigo, you can't gpproach everything inthis
world rationally. What you fed is moreimportant than what you

William Shat ner think sometimes. My marriages, for example, can be
used to illudrate thefolly of mixing illuson with redity and--"

"Let'sorder lunch."
Gomez finished hisbeer. "Anything new on Dan?" " haven't heard
from Kate sincelast night." "Whatever you do, don't go up thereto

Friscoyet." "l wasn't planning to.”

"I'vefound that ex wives are much more enjoyable at a safe distance.



Do | havetimefor another beer?'
No.

Jake, done now, climbed up the defunct escalator steps to the second
floor of arundown office building that sat on the edge of the Skid Row
Sector. On ascending parts of the dingy wall, interspersed with the
scrawled durs and obscenities, were neatly |ettered advertisements for
the man Jakewas calling on. HESAT HORN ISTH

FUTURE--DOC NEVERS IFIT'SWRITTEN IN THE STARS, HE CAN READ
it--Doc NEWRS! NO PROBL TOO CR”*r OR--t)OC

The narrow wooden door of the consulting room creaked openin

anticipation of Jake and arusty voice croaked, "Enter and prepare to

unburden yoursdf of al your troubles.”

The outer room was dimly lit, smelling of incense and rodents. Jeke
crossed it, knocked on the door marked t)oc NwRs, *CCaSDITED

MYSTIC.

From up near the shadowy celling the same rusty voice said, "The
initid feefor anilluminating visit with thefabled Doc Neversis..
Jesus, isthat you out there, Jake? My vidmonitor isalittle fuzzy.

| thought those bastards till had you on ice up in the Freezer."
"Hey, you're supposed to know everything, Doc."

"Ah, [ do, my boy. But | don't summon up specific dope unlessI'm
asked for it and nobody's asked after you of late, Are you out for
good, free asabird?"

"Yep."

The door opened. Seated in alopsided white wicker chair in the center
of the smal brown room was a chubby man of near sixty. He traces of
grey stubble on each of his chins and was wearing awrinkled black robe
and bedroom dippers. "We'd better start off speaking of fees,

Jake"

"What isit currently?" Hetook the only other chair, ashaky
metal-legged one.

"Areyou sill acop, my boy?
"I work for the Cosmos Agency now."

"A private peeper. Shit, we dl of ustake atumble from grace before
itsover, huh? It'sin our stars from the day we're born.”



"How much for some inormatton.

"Since you're not a copper, it'sonly two hundred dollars,” Jake
watched the pudgy man for severa seconds. "Maybe." "Y ou know what
the rent is on this benighted hove ?*

"I'm looking for Subway and I've been having atough time so far."
Doc scratched at his nether chin. "Make the fee three hundred."”
"Why theinflation?’

"Because it's dangerous just now, my boy, to know anything about our
mutud pa Subway."

"Explain that, Doc."
"Simple. Certain rotten people are pissed off at him."
"Tek people?!

"They harbor the opinion that he shouldn't be sharing insghtsand
snippets of newswith IDCA agents.”

"Agentslike Winterguild?'

"That name hasfigured in certain of the discourses that the stars have
revedled tome."

"Okay, where's Subway hiding out?"

"Y ou might wander over into the Little Asa Sector, Jake," suggested
themystic. "Browse around the Corner Drug Store and soon a course of
further acton may present itself to you." He held out his plump

hand.

Rising out of the rickety chair, Jake passed him $100. "The other two
hundred I'll send over after | talk to Subway.”

"Sobeit." Hisfingersclosed onthemoney. "Inthislousy busness
learnto beastoic.”

The Corner Drug Store wasin the middle of the block, a six-story
complex sitting between the Forbidden City Automat and the S Fan
Bordello. Onthewakway in front of the Drug Storés main entrance a
robot in bright Oriental robes was snapping a picture of an uneasy
tourist couple and afifteen-year-old Chinese prostitute was arguing
with three sky sailors Glosgnsfloating over the entry

announced--1F



ITSA LEGAL DRUG, WEHAVEIT! THEBEST POT THAT
CAN BE COT! FREE NEEDLESWITH EVERY PURCHASE!

"Bullshit, I'm not going to do al that for arotten five hundred

bucks," the dim hooker was explaining to the spokesman for the sky
sailors as Jake pushed through the street crowd to enter the lobby of
the drug emporium.

Thelobby waslarge and circular and rose up the entire height of the
building. The various shopswere on tiers of balconiesthat circled
it. Ontheground level were apot shop, a meth store, two different
sin speed outlets, abrainstim parlor, anose pop shop and a
tobacconit.

Jake made adow circuit of the crowded lobby, glancing into shop
windows, dodging tourists and more serious customers. A generic
Orienta music was being played on the Drug Store's sound system, a
strong teskwood incense was being pumped out of the air circ system
ducts.

"Howdy toya, Jake." Standing beside him, smiling dyly, wasa
Japanese cyborg. Hewaslean, in hislate twenties, wearing along

white synfur overcoat and a plastiglass Stetson. Instead of aright
hand he had an antique Slver plated Sx gun

"Howdy, Hashknife."
"Right niceto lay eyeson you again, pard.”
Jake nodded, saying nothing.

"If you was to mosey into that nose pop shop yonder, you might now just
find somebody who wantsto palaver with you." Touching the brim of his
cowboy hat with the fingers of hisred hand, he went sauntering

avay.
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"Much obliged."

The nose pop shop had adisplay of Snoxtz initswindow. Abovethe
nest stack of bright glop ak containers of the product hovered a
two-foot-high holographic projection of awell-known air soccer player.
"Snortz ismy favorite nose candy,” the athletewas saying. "l swear

to god you'l think it'sreal coke. Yetit's absolutely one hundred



percent legd, k/dd"

Jake entered the shop, causing the door to produce a short tinkling
tune.

"Ever seethat jerkoff play?" inquired thefat lady behind the
counter.

"If you mean the jerkoff floating in your window, the answer is

"That dork never actudly snorted Snortz in hislife" shesad while
picking her teeth enthusiagticaly with her plump little finger. " Saw

him go up against the M oonbase team on the vidwall the other night and
he was zozzled to the gillson red cocaineif I'm any judge. What can

| sl you?'

"I'm Jake CardiganY

After picking her teeth for roughly another ten seconds, she said,
"Damned if you aren't. Go on into the back room."

Jake went through the door and shut it behind him. The storeroom was
large and dong one wall were stacked plascartons of Snortz, Nosegay,
Stuff and smilar products. There was one smdl high ova window and a
red sde door that probably led to an alley outsde. Therewasadso a
glassrocking chair.

Sitting in the chair at the center of the room was a plump, smiling

Chinesein awhite suit. Hewaved cordidly at Jake. "Good to see you
agan."

Jake took afew more steps into the room, edging to the left and nearer
the red door.

The man in the glass rocker stopped smiling. "What's the matter,

Jake, don't you recognize me? It's Singapore Sammy, your old pa and
one of your favorite informants.”

"Doe Nevers set me up, huh?!
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"What are you talking about? | got some newsfor you about Subway."
Jake reached the door and stood with his back against it. "I only
happened to find this out by chance,” hesaid. "And | imagine your

people don't know yet, since the cops have been keeping it quiet.
Singapore Sammy was killed down in the Bgja Sector over the weekend.”



"That'salot of crap. I'm obvioudy diveand wdl." Heleft the
chair and it kept rocking.

"Nope, | figure you for akamikaze android |oaded with explosives.”
Jaketurned, hit the door hard with his shoulder, It went flapping open
and he dived out into the dley behind the Corner Drug Store.

Helanded on the ground, rolled and stood up. He started to run for
thedley mouth.

Then he noticed his escape was blocked by three black clad cyborgs.
:10:i hey started trotting down the dley in Jake'sdirection. Three

of them, large, wide cyborgs dressed in black and wearing pullover face
masks that had narrow eye dits. The onein the lead had ablack
lazgunin place of hisright hand.

Jake judged that the front runner was till about 200 yards from him.

He glanced around but saw only blank walls on either sde of the dley.
He didn't want to go back into the storeroom where the explosive
android waited.

Almogt directly opposite him wasaGLA Sanitation Department robot who
was casudly sweeping up litter and stray garbage. 1t wasatal,
tank-chested mechanism, painted white.

Easing sdeways, Jake yanked out his stun gun "Clear off, fellows"

he warned the gpproaching trio.

Theonewith the black lazgun for ahand fired & him. Anticipating

the lant's move, Jake dove to the ground, firing his stun gun

while hewasin midair. The buzzing beam hit the first masked assassin
squarein the chest.

He yeped, flapped both arms, went sumbling sdeways.

Meantime Jake scrambled to his feet and ran toward the sanitation
robot.

Both the other cyborgs had e ectro knivesfor |eft hands, grey
lazpistolsfor right hands.

WilliamShat ner
The one Jake had shot dammed into an dley wall. Groaning once,
he fell to the ground and Stayed there.

Paying him no mind, the mechanica sweeper continued to Scoop up scraps



and deposit them in its open chest.

Jakefired again, but missed the dodging cyborg he'd been aiming at.
Thethird cyborg fired hislazpistol hand. The beam missed Jake by
about two feet, but succeeded in cutting off the cylindrical head of

the cleanup got. The head, spewing circuitry, colored wires and shards
of plagtiglass, fell down into the robot's open chest.

"We're going to get you," caled one of the black clad ns.
"Soon now."

A smooth purring sound grew audible directly above. Jekewas
concentrating on the two men who were stalking him and didn't look

up.
Then asizzling beam of crimson light came dicing down dant i wise.

It hit the cyborg who'd taunted Jeke, cutting him negtly in haf at the

was.

When the remaining assassin saw the two chunks of his associate

li dgp to the ground, splashing blood and innards, heydled, "Holy

"shit!" Spinning on hished, shaking violently, he started to run.

Going by on the street beyond the dley mouth was one of the hourly
dragons and fireworks parades that the Little Asia Chamber of Commerce
staged for vigtors. A long scarlet, black and gold robot dragon was
writhing and lurching past, breathing out long sparkling streamers of

fire. Firecrackersexploded all around it.

The running cyborg had to ha} t at the edge of the passing parade.

The beam from above came crackling down again and caught him.

It lopped off his head, hood and dl. The head went spinning away,

bouncing down on the street directly in the path of the zigzagging
dragon.

"Jeez, it'sagood thing | got herewhen | did,” remarked an amplified
voice from above.

Jake, stun gun il in hand, looked up at the rainbow-hued air car
that was dropping down for an dley landing.
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Riloting the multicolored vehicle was a demure-seeming teenage girl



dressed in the green shirt and tan jumper that was the uniform of a

very exclusive private school inthe Bdl Air Sector. The car settled

down near him and the passenger-side door popped open. The darkhaired
girl leaned and smiled acrossat him. "I don't think you could' ye

saved your asswithout my intervention, Jeke."

"Playing hooky today, Mari Alice
"Zish. Isthat thethanks| get for pulling your nuts out of the
Hetold her, "I think | was winning the contest on my own and

"Congratulations on surviving, Jake." Singapore Sammy had stepped into
the dley and was coming toward him with hisright hand held out. "Let
me shake your hand.”

Jake hopped into the passenger seat. "Takethisthing up.” "Somebody
youreavoiding?' "Think hesakamikaze."

"Zish!" Shewhapped the control pand with one smdll fit.

Therainbow air car shuddered once, then shot straight up into the
afternoon.

"Isthat any way to treat apa?’ shouted Sammy, lumping, shaking a
fid.

When the air car was 200 feet up, Mari Alice put it on hover

"Might aswdll defuse that schiep” Sheflipped atoggle.”

A beam of intense green light shot down out of the belly of theair car
At the same time the car started to climb higher. Five seconds after
the beam touched Sammy he exploded with an enormous whumping boom. He
was scattered al acrossthe dley, the white suit shredded into
thousands of pieces of flickering cloth confetti, hiswiring, circuitry
and tubes spinning in severd directions and then damming into the
aley wals. Smoke, dark and thick, came climbing up from the spot
where he'd been standing.

"Y our hunch about him wasright,” said the girl, giggling. "That

- was sure akamikaze, Jake."

"He blew abig chunk out of the back wall of the Drug Store."
"Servesthem right, doesn't it, for sicking the bastard on you?”

Jake said, "l guessit does at that. What were you doing
heresbouts?"



"I didn't come of my own freewill. And | don't much like rescuing
doddering old cops." She punched out aflight pattern. "I'ma
doddering old private detective these days, child.”

"That'sright, | forgot. Samething,” shesaid astheair car swung
southward. "My uncle wantsto meet with you."

Jake shook hishead. "Not just now, Mari Alice I'mworking."

"He knowsyou'reworking. That's what he wantsto seeyou for.
Cach?'

"Okay, I'll accept theinvitation." He grinned and settled back into
the passenger sest.

The Dindli estate was underwater. Protected by avast, watertight
plastiglass dome, it covered three acres off the coast of the Madibu

Sector. Leo Dindli was sitting with Jake on the terrace that

overlooked the tennis court. Hewasatal, dender man, greying, and

he controlled the Mafiain SoCa.

There were globes of white light floating at various spots, but the

sunlight that came down through the water dominated and gave everything
apaeblue-greentint.

On the tennis court two pretty blonde young women were playing.
"Androids" explained Dindli, noticing Jake's glance.

"Y ou can tell the an diesfrom Uncle Leo's human girlfriends;”
sad Mari Alice who was sitting, legs crossed, on the stonerailing
that circled mogt of the flagstone terrace, "because they're over twice
assmat.”

"Go do your homework."

"Didit."

"Then gt quietly, beanicegirl, don't interrupt.”

"Zish"

Jake asked, "What did you want to see me about, Leo?’

"Y ou've never thought much of me, Jake."

"If he'slike most people,” put in Mari Alice "heloathes and--"

"Go away," suggested her uncle.

"Okay, sorry, I'll be asslent as one of your mistresses.” Sheahand



over her mouth, winking at Jake.

"l wasacop when | first met you,7 Jake reminded him. "That
automatically made us opponents.”

"Y eah, but right now we have the same enemies--the Teklords.™ "True,
but that's not ahell of agood bassfor afriendship, Leo." Dindli

leaned forward, resting his hands on hisknees. ™Y ou know we've been
putting alot of money into developing Koke," hesaid. "To our way of
thinking--and market research tends to back this up, Jake--Kokeisthe
best synthetic drug available today.”

"Yeeh, butit'sdill illegd.”

"True," admitted the Mafiachief. "Our biggest problem isthat

Tek continuesto outsdll usin every new saesregion we enter. My
brother Gig dtill ingsts Tek isjust afad that'll fade away, but |

don't agree. Still, with Koke| think wevefinaly got a product that
makes agood addition to the more traditional hard drugsthe Méfiais
noted for distributing.”

"If you'd ever bother to watch those Prof Freedon vidtapes|

loaned you, Uncle Leo, you'd redize that theré's moreto Tek than
amply getting high or--"

"Jake, you did adamn good job against Hokori down in Mexico.
Anything further you can do to help smash the Tek cartelswould be"
"Anything | do won't be so you guys can then move in and peddle
Koke, Leo."

"Hey, I'm not asking you to endorse our product.” Dinelli looked again
a thetennisgame. "Although of dl the so-caled dangerous drugs,
Kokeisthesafest. If wecould only legaly advertise the stuff,
explain to the public that here they have a product which--"
"Isthisall you wanted to talk about? ... "No, | got a couple of
other things." Heleft hischair, went over to lean againgt the

railing. He seemed to turn a deep shade of blue or amoment asthe

fluctuating light from above touched him.

, We've been picking up reports that the Tek bastards have put orders
to haveyou killed off."

"| dready suspected that. Do you know why they're gunning for me?”



"All we know so far isthat they want you put out of theway as quick
asposshle”

"Does it have something to do with what happened to Sonny?' "Not sure,
but it looks like the orders came out of Japan." "From who?'

Dindlli gave anegative shake of his head and returned to hischair.

He leaned back and gazed up at the brightly colored fish that seemed to
be flying by above. "Can't answer that one yet, Jake."

"What about Winterguild?'
"That son of abitch. | never got dongwith him."

"Did the order to kill him come from the same people who want me
extinct--or did you folks have him taken care of 7

"Naw, we don't operate that way, Jake. Rubbing out government agents
isunlucky," said Dind]i. "All we know about the Winterguild kill is

that he was getting too close to something big the Teklords havein the
works."

"Something new they're planning?'

"That'swhat we suspect. Have you heard anything about it?"

n NOFE."

"When you find out, let me know."

"C'mon, Leo. | work for the Cosmos Agency. Anything | find out,

| passdong to our client.”

"| could arrange to see that you were paid, say, an honorarium.
Something around $250,000 for just keeping usin the loop."

"Zish, uncle. Don't you redlize yet that you can't bribe Jake?"

"An honorarium isn't abribe. Go feed your dog."

"| dready did. HE'seight pounds overweight asitis.”

Jake stood. "I have to be moving dong, Leo."

"| appreciate your teking thetime." Herose. "I can, with no trouble
at al, put some of my peopleto looking after you. From what Mari

Alice was saying, you can use alittle extra protection these days.”

"No, thanks."
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Mari Alice hopped down off therailing. "I'll runyou back to your
office, Jake," shevolunteered.

Her uncleinquired, "Don't you have sudying to do?'

"All done™

"Okay, but don't go insulting Jake. And absolutely no stunt flying

He held out hs hand.

Jake hesitated afew seconds, then shook it.

o

He heard the brawl before saw it.

he

" Jake had landed his air car on the ground-leve lot below the
IBeachtown area of the Santa Monica Sector. He was due to rendezvous
with Gomez herein about ten minutes. While he waswalking acrossa
ydlow sretch of smulated sand toward the ramp leading up to the
boardwalk, he started hearing cons derable raucous noise from up

above.

"Oof," cried somebody.

Next came the sound that an eectro piano might make faling over,
followed by gasps and groans and the noise of various breakable

building materids being smashed and shattered.

Operating on the hunch that this could have something to do with his
partner, Jake went running up the ramp. The curving plastiglass
boardwalk paralleled the curve of the beach and as Jake reached it
something that was probably the detached left arm of achrome plated
robot cameflying straight at him.

He ducked to avoid it and ran dong the boardwalk in the direction of

the commotion. On hisright stretched the quiet Pacific Ocean, on his

left acollection of Beachtown business enterprises-TOal URE
GARDEN MOTEL, KEEN TEEN CANTEEN--NO HOOKER OVER 16, INTERNATIONAL
LOTTERY PARLOR, COMMITTEE TO LEGALIZE TEK HEADQUARTERS,

THE BODY ELECTRIC BORDELLO--BEST ANDROID HOOKERS



IN GLA!l' MA DREAM'S SALOON.

The sdoon, which was where Gomez was going to meet him, was the point
of origin for the brawl. Part of the fracas had spilled out ato the
boardwak. A one-armed robot, who was probably the bOuncer, lay
sprawled at the bottom of an agitated hegp that in euded another,

tackier robot, three burly sky sailorsin full uniform

- and asnarling robot dog painted a bright green.

Skirting the pile of struggling men and mechanisms, Jake eased around
the remains of awhite electro piano that had collgpsed right on the
threshold, and pushed through the yellow plaswood swinging doors.

The brawl tx,as continuing on theinside. The place was built to
resemble an early twentieth-century saloon. It had along ebony bar
with aglittering brassrail, dark wood booths and a substantial

free-lunch counter. At the moment the android piano player, his
authentic derby pulled far down over his plastic ears, was stretched

out beneeth the long lunch table, not functioning, and garnished

profusaly with salad and condiments. Six or seven husky human patrons
were enthusiagtically pummeling and booting each other al around the
sprawled andy. A green robot dog much like the one on the stack
outside was biting the fat ankle of an obese blonde woman who Jake was
farly certain must be Ma Dream hersdlf.

At one of the booths Gomez was disentangling himsdf from atable,
wiping his skinned knuckles gingerly across his chin and shaking his
head forlornly. A sky sailor was dumped unconscious on the far sde
of thelopsided booth.

Noticing his partner, Gomez smiled and waved. He made hisway over to
Jake. "l assureyou, amigo, "hetold Jake, "that | had nothing to do
with precipitating thisshindig.”

"Well, it was probably good exercise for you."

"So help me, | was about to pay acal on my find informant of the
day--who happensto reside in the bowels of this rowdy bistro--when a
disagreement arose among some sky sailors asto the relative merits of
apair of gaudy robodogs. I've dwaysfavored robocats myself.”

"Canwe... oops." A husky sky sailor had come lunging over to lay to
take apoke at Jake. Jake avoided the flung punch, caught the sarm

and used it asalever to toss him across the room. The smacked

squardly into Ma Dream and the growling green dog, knocking them gpart.
"As| was saying, Sid, can we both call on your contact?"

"Pot supuesto, sure.” Blowing at his knuckles and wincing,

Gomez nodded. "It's Joe Waterlooyou know him, don't you?' "Better



eventhan | want to, yeah."

"There's ahidden entrance back near the gents.” Gomez led the way.
"Vamos. "

They made their way dong achill, twisting underground corridor. Off
somewhere unseen water was dripping loudly.

"I sure hope,” mentioned Gomez, "that that sound isn't the vast Pecific
getting reedy to bust into thistunnd.”

Jake grinned. "What have you been finding out?!

"Before | answer that," said his partner, "tell me what you've been
indulging in. Eveninthisdim light I can seethat you've beenin
some sort of fracas yoursdf.”

"Matter of fact, | was." ]ake gave him aquick account of hisday up
to that point.

At the corridor's end was anarrow arched doorway, partially covered
with ascreen of dangling beads.

"Joe?' cdled Gomez.

"| still haven't succeeded in my chief [abor, Oomez--if that's what you
dropped by to inquire about.”

"I do have someinquiries, but not about your prime project.” He
parted the strings of beads and alowed Jake to precede him into avast
cluttered workshop. "1 brought my colleague aong with me."

Initidly it looked asthough severa naked young women werelying
about on the worktables. But they were actudly only androids.

Joe Waterloo was a heavyset man in his middle thirties, moustached and
balding. He had on afrayed blue smock, was holding a solder gun and
dowly circling atable on which was outstretched a naked female
android face up. Heignored Jake and talked at Gomez. "They seemto
wear out faster than ever these days and need more frequent repairs,”
hesaid. "Thisparticular hooker isfrom Vegas|l. What part do you
think wearsout first?"

Gomez said, " Joe, the answer isobvious.”

"It isn't, Gomez, because aCtudly the earsgofirst. 'Y ou know
Because hdf of the nitwit customersjust talk to them. They pay their
fee and then they tell these mechanica bimbostheir problems, their

secret sorrows, their dimwit hopes and dreams. Blab, especidly
incessant blab uttered close to the delicate hearing mechanisms, furzes



them al up. Nobody wants a deaf whore."
Jakefolded hisarms and leaned against the wall.

Gomez said, "I'min need of someinformation, Joe. | trust you still
haveyour Sddine”

"Y ou know what my grestest problem is?'
"Tdl me"

"All I haveinthisworld issidelines. | repair android hookersfor

the Mob, | provide hard-to-get info for asdlect list of clients, |

repair appliances and servos for my friends--of which | have, bless
Bess, preciousfew. Do you think that's why we were put on Earth?”

"Yes, | do, }0os6. Asl seeit, inyour case at least, providing
information to othersisasacred calling. Now, what | need to know
about is-"

"I've got to tdl you, Gomez, that I'm redlly close to successwith my
magor project, my magnum opusasit were."

"Wouldn't it be better--and 1've mentioned this before--if you left

this cavern and found ared human ladyfriend? Building one of your
own, seemsto me, istoo much like the repair work you do al thetime
on these--"

"I'm not building mysdlf afloozie When Waterloo scowled, his
moustacherose and fdl. "I am building, keep in mind, my ided woman.
She'sbased in part on Doris Dinkins, my childhood sweetheart. | say,
in part, because |--"

"Couldn't you smply go out and hunt up thisDoris Dinkins? Bealot
sampler than garting from scratch and risking--"

"Therea Doris Dinkins despises me and hasfor years. Besideswhich,
shel'saflabby matron of thirty-six now and liveswith her husband and
three half wit children out in the San Berdoo No, my android creation
will be alot better than her."

"Wadl, I'm here to help finance your great work. | stand ready to pay
you the usud feefor information.”

"The price hasgone up." Waterloo set his solder gun down near the
bare foot of the damaged android hooker. He looked over at Jake.

"What do you think, Cardigan?"

"About what?"



"l understand you were shacking up with avery high-class android down
in Mexico. Then you replaced her with the real dame she was based on.
What I'd like to know is--"

"Joe," cut in Gomez, grabbing hold of the fat man'sarm, "we came here
to talk business. Not to speculate--"

"I'll bet you," said Waterloo, "I'll bet you, Cardigan, that you got
aong ahdl of alot better with the android. Real women, see, they
can't help but have quirks and mannerismsthat'll annoy you sooner or
later. TakeDoris. Shewas--"

"How high have you raised your prices?’' asked Gomez.
"Twenty-five percent," answered Waterl oo, turning away front

]ake. "The codt of everything isgoing up.”

Pushing the long legs of the blonde android dightly to one side,

Gomez perched on the edge of the worktable. "I'm interested in the
recent bumping off of Kurt Winterguild."

Picking up his solder gun again, Waterloo shook hishead. "Y ou better
go carefully onthisone.”

"Okay, what have you heard?'
"Bitsand pieces. I'll haveto charge you two hundred dollars."”
"A ded. ttabla"

Waterloo said, "A consortium of Teklords has got something new and big
intheworks. Winterguild was engaged in trying to gather details"

"What arethey planning?' "That part | don't know." "Canyou find
out?'

"Nope, nossir, no. Not if | wish to remain among theliving."
"Istha why Winterguild was knocked off?"

"Not exactly, Gomez. It'smore complicated, as| understand the setup.
Winterguild was working to find out what they're planning6 6

TekL ordseguy wasaso tn/ing to run down somebody they didn't
want him ever to get near.”

Jake asked, "Would that somebody have any connection with Dr.

Gordon Chesterton?"



"I don't know," answered Waterloo, still looking at Gomez. "But

I've never heard of Chesterton.”

Gomez asked, "What cartels have teamed up?'

"I'm not aware of thet, either. However, | do know something that'll
help you find out,” said Waterloo. "And if you do the nosing around
ingtead of me, Gomez, theré's much lesslikelihood of my getting put to
rest before my great work is completed.”

"Tel methen."

"Tomorrow, S0 | hear anyway, there's going to be avery important
medting.”

"Of the Teklordsinvolved?'

"That'sit exactly."

"Okay, so where are they gathering?'

Waterloo pointed ceiling ward with the barrdl of his solder gun
"Y ou know where The Casino is, don't you?'

"S, it'san orbiting gambling icint--aflying tourigt trap. Isthat
going to be the setting for this get-together?"

Waterloo nodded. "I'll throw in somefree advice" hesaid. "If you
do go up there, Gomez, be goddamn careful.”

""Be goddamn careful’ happensto be one of my family mottos,”
Gomez assured him.

Jake asked, "Any of the Japanese cartestied in with this meet?’
"Don't know." Waterloo gave an impatient cough. "I got two more of
these floozies to patch up before | can even go to lunch, Gomez. |
don't have anything moreto tell you.”

Gomez handed him some folded Bam notes. "Gragiasthen, Joe."
Jake went into the corridor first, his partner following.

Gomez whigtled afew bars of aMexican folk song asthey walked.
Then he said, "His queries about Beth looked like they upset you,

[Tt/gO."



After afew seconds Jakereplied, "I guessthey did.”
w12 -
Wadt Bascom'sin Tower Il of the Cosmos Detective office

Agency building waslarge and cluttered. The agency chief himself was
small, compact and rumpled. Hewas sitting now,

oneleg dangling, on the edge of hiswide Lucite desk. Hewas staring
up at the celling and scratching at his close-cropped grey hair. "The

Winterguild bump off he said, "startsto look suspicioudy like part of
something bigger.”

]akewasin acanvas chair near the hologram projection screen.

Gomez was sharing an duminum armchair with severd fat bundles of fax
memaos

Gomez said, "It'salmogt certain the mgjor Tek cartels have something
afoot, boss."

"Asyet we don't have sufficient details," observed the agency chief.
"Esver dad

Bascom quit contemplating the distant celling and frowned at histwo
operatives. "If what the Teklords are up to is of sufficient

importance, we ought to be able to earn considerable government
gretitude if we come up with some answers ahead of them," hesaid
thoughtfully. "Cosmos can dways use more gratitude, and | can usudly
parlay that into lucrative assignments. There might even bethe
possihility of financid rewardsonthe sde.”

we keep working on the Tek angle," said Jake, "aswell as
Winterguild's murder?'

"Sure, because that's not going to hurt our client and it's bound to do

us some good,” answered Bascom. "One of you lads should keep digging
herein GLA, while the other getshisassup to The Casino. You can
catch ashuttle out tonight, in fact, and arrive there ahead of the

scheduled Tek mesting.”

Gomez glanced over at hispartner. "Since I'm fonder of games of
chance, amigo, | volunteer to make the jaunt.”

"I'd rather stay herejust now. Andthisway | can concentrate on
tracking down Doc Nevers."



"I takeit," said Bascom, "that our mystic stoolie has vacated his
usua place of busness”

"Right after he sent me over to meet that kamikaze."

"It will beilluminating when you find out who paid him for that little
task."

Gomez said, "Kamikazes, zombies. Theselouts are sparing no expense
when it comes to wiping you out, Jeke."

"It'sflattering.”
The agency chief said, "We aso have to find out more about this

Dr. Chesterton, and those two scientists who recently went on to
gl a,y.ll

"I'll take care of that," said Jake.

"Wegot in acasethismorning, Sid, that you can probably useasa
cover." Bascom searched his desktop clutter for awhile, then gave up.
"I'll get you the paperwork before you take off tonight. Y ou've heard
of VictoriaDorado, haven't you?'

"The madcap heiressto the vast Soy Foods fortune.”
"Thesame. Victoriaistwenty, blonde a the moment. Seemsshe'srun
off with yet another undesirable fortune hunter. Her guardian has

hired usto find her and persuade her to come back home.”

"Vicky is, as| recall from browsing through her dossier once, fond of
gambling.”

Nodding, Bascom said, "That means The Casinoisalikely place

(to search for her. You can go up there openly asaCosmos op, Sid.
Tell the goonswho operate the place that you're working on the Dorado
case. Matter of fact, you might aswell seeif the nitwit isholed up
there

"Okay if | depart now?' Gomez stretched up out of hischair. "I'd
liketo seemy current wife a least briefly before | blast off for

thet gambling hell.”

"Anything e'se you haveto bring up, Jeke?"

"Nothing, no." He stood, too.



"All right, good luck, gents, and try not to get killed,” said Bascom.
"If you do get knocked off, try to see that it doesn't cost the agency

anything."

Jakefollowed Beth into her kitchen. "Isit okay if | don't answer
your ques bon

"All I asked was how thigs went today." She sat on an orange stoal,
watching him. " Wrong line of inquiry, huh?"

Grinning, hereplied, "Okay, | may aswell tdl you."
"l think | canguess. They tried to kill you again, didn't they?'

Hetook achair at the bright yellow table. "Wdll, yes. Witha
kamikaze android thistime."

"Jake." Shecame over, sood behind him and put her hands on his
shoulders. "Pleasetdl meabout it, dl the details.”

Reaching up, he put hishand over hers. He then recounted what had
happened over in Little Ada. "Asyet nobody seemsto know why," he
finished. "But it's pretty definitely the Teklords who've behind

it

"It mugt tiein with the other killings."
"Ever hear of Gordon Chesterton?"

"Of course” Shetook her hands from his outders and went around to
St opposite him at the round table. " Chesterton worked on the same
project with Dr. Mildred Rhodie. She'sthe woman | told you was
murdered by one of the zombies. Colonel Robert Keazby, the other
victim, was aso involved witch that project.”

"What were they working on?"
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"My father was quite upset about it at the time, so we discussed it
quitealot,” sheanswered. "Chesterton'saneo biologist sameasDr.
Rhodie. Hed persuaded some important people in the government to
dlow himto work on anew synthetic plaguevirus. An extremely
efficient and virulent one, from what my father wasableto learn. As
you know, Jake, the United States has fluctuated over the past decade
on whether or not to alow this sort of research to be undertaken at
al. Technicaly, biologica weapons of the sort Chesterton was
developiug haven't been legd since dl thetrouble over their use Jn
thelast Brazil War. But the officid policy at that time, ten or so

years ago, wasn't exactly crystal clear, so hewasableto get a
go-ahead That'swhy my father--who still seemed to have some mora



sense back then--became so upset. He protested to several government
officias, formed committees, agitated to get

Chegterton's project halted.”

"That do any good?'

"l was never certain,” sheanswered. "Therewasagrest ded of
circumlocution, everything just dragged. Then Chesterton killed his
wife and while histria was going on the project was, very quietly,
shut down. Far as| know, it's currently against even clandestine U.S.
policy to Work on abiologica weapon of that sort.”

"Chesterton had severd yearsto work on his plague virus--did he
perfect it before the project was shelved.

"l don't think o, but | can try to find out for sure.”

"Y eah, you'd better do that."

Beth leaned back in her chair. ™Y ou remember the murder case,
don't you?'

"Yeah, | was dill with the SoCa State Police then. It happened not
too long before.." before | was sent up to the Freezer."

"I'm sorry, Jake. | know you don't like to talk about that. |

shouldn't have mentioned it."

"Eventualy I'm going to haveto discussit. Being in suspended
animation for four years, stuck away in acell the sze and shape of a
coffin, that makes animpression onyou." Helaughed quietly, stood up
to wak over to thewindow. The night was starting to closein

outsde. "Chegterton's doing fifty years. They say you're not

supposed to fed anything while you're in that state, that it'sno

worse than ashort nap. But..."

"Thewors part must be waking up, coming back home after fifty years.
Y ou haven't aged at al, but everyone else you know--wife,

children, friends--they've gone on without you. They're older now,
much, much older, or dead and gone."
"Even being shut away for only four years can be damn unsttling l: 1

"Only four years? That can beavery long time, too." Shereached
across the table to take hold of his hand.



"It wasfor me, yeah. Things changed alot--and the worst part of it
isthat | wasn't around when Dan needed me." Jake turned hishand in
hers, squeezed. "l just can't get him to redlize that | didn't have

any choice. You'd think acop's son would understand. When they
arrest you, try you and sentence you, you don't have any say.

Y ou just go serve your sentence.”

Beth, dowly, let go of hishand. Standing, she came around to his
sdeof thetable. "There's something else | want to talk about.”

Hetook hold of her around thewaist. "Seamslike al we do when we're
together istalk.”

"Wh,en | wasangry at you, | said some things about you and the
android--"

"Could beyoureright." He, very gently, pulled her down onto his
lap.

"What | never got around to saying was the most important thing,” she
told him. "We came to know each other in apretty odd and' unusua
way, aspecid way. Y ou knew the Beth smulacrum before you kne; me.
Y ou liked her and so when you met me, you liked me, too."
"Likeisn't anywhere near a strong enough word, Beth."

"Don' interrupt, just listen, Jake. Y ou till don't seem to have
accepted the fact that it was me--the, far as| know, authentic and
origind Beth Kittridge--who made the choice to fdl inlove with

you."
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"I know." Hekissed her.

Putting her armstight around him, she kissed him back. The vidphone
sounded. It sounded again.

Reluctantly, Beth rose and crossed to the kitchen phone acOve.
IIYS?I

"Ismy father there?" It was Dan on the phone screen looking unhappy
and concerned.

Jake hurried over to tekethe cal. "lssomething wrong, Dan?"

"I've been trying to find you al over," hissonsad. "Then|



thought you might bethere"
"Youlook very upset. What isit?'

Hisson said, "Y ou don't have to do anything about thisif you don't
want to, but | thought I'd better cal you. Mom'ssick.”

"What do you mean--is she with you now?"

"No, she'svery ill.." she'sinthe hospitd. It's serious, redl
seriousand they .. . | don't know, Dad. She's maybe going to die.”

"What isit--what'swrong with her?"

"Nobody's sureyet. Thedoctorsthink maybeavirus.." it cameon
very sudden. Started this afternoon and within a couple of hours|
figured | should phone you even though you aren't actudly married any
longer, but .. ."

I'll be up there soon as| can tonight. Whereisshe?'

"The MarinaHospita herein Frisco, Dad. I'm calling from there now.
They've got her in the solation Wing, but I'm out in the Reception
Area because they won't let you insde. That'swherel'll be. You
can't see her up close, but--"

"That'sdl right, | can be with you and that'simportant, too,"

Jake sad. VI'll bethere within two or three hours.”

"If you're too busy--"

"Two or three hours, Dan. Youtry totakeit easy." Hehung up.
Bethsad, "A virus"

"Jugt acoincidence," hesaid. "Okay, I'll call Bascom and tdll him

I'm going to take aday off from the Winterguild case.”

"I'll come dong with you to San Francisco.”
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"Good, I'd like to have you with me."

She asked, "You're not doing thisjust for Kate, areyou?' "My
relationship with her was actudly over and done before | even went up

to the Freezer," said Jake, standing. "Thingis, | didn't know it
then. Didn't know it until | got out."



"Y ou're mostly doing this so you can be with your son.”

"Maybe| can help him get through this, maybe | can till salvage
something.”
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omez decided to ignore stripper.
the

She was afoot-high blonde holographic projection doing her act inthe
exact center of histablein the shuttle cocktail lounge.

There was acontrol pane at the edge of the small square black table.
Gomez had touched the so ENTERTAINMENT key twice, but the blonde
wouldn't go away. He'd dso tried the STRISC QUARIET

and the DIRrY WREs'LSC keys, but the stripper remained and continued to
shed her clothes.

"Onthefritz," he concluded, picking up hisglass of beer and glancing
casudly around.

There were about forty tablesin this particular lounge, which was one
of three onboard the Casino-bound ship. There were about seventy
patrons crowded into the room and at least hdf of the tables had the

gtripper stripping.

Behind the silver plated bar roamed two large gold plated robot
bartenders and circulating through the dimlit lounge were three
beautiful blonde barmaids. They were androids, identica in looks and
sparse costumes.

C, omez recognized afew professona gamblersin the crowd and one
wdl known pimp. But he didn't spot anyone held ever encountered in
the line of duty or whose picture hed come across.

That might mean that nobody had spotted him ether. Hiscover

story was amite risky to bring off, since he had to pose, not as
somebody ese, but as himsalf working on aspurious case.

He sipped his beer.

The shuttle had departed from the GLA Spaceport alittle over an hour
ago and Gomez had, casually and unobtrusively, aready checked out the
other two cocktail bars. HE'd come across nobody suspicious there
ether.



Setting his glass down, he gave the control pandl another try. The
stripper didn't go away, but two greased wrestlersjoined her.

"Perhaps our technologica society isn't as perfect asl've been led to
believe" hesaid to himsdf.

Threetables over aplump tourist with afull red beard suddenly fell
clean off hischair. Hitting the plastiglass floor with arubbery
thump, he sarted laughing.

Closeto Gomez'sright ear someone said, "Well, why's atop Cosmos
operative heading up to The Casino--are you planning to crash the
Teklords meeting?'

Dan came running across the Reception Areato Jake.
Jake held out both armsto his son.

The young man pulled up afew feet short of him, out of reach of an
embrace. "Wheresyour girlfriend?’

"Waiting downgdars. Any news?'

Thefifteen-year-old's shoulders dumped, he shook his head forlornly.
"Nothing, Dad. They just keep giving methe same old bullshit,” he
answered. "Maybe you can get themto tdl you.." I'm afraid ...
sheé'sgoing to die or something.”

"I'll find out what'sgoing on, Dan."

The Reception Areafor the I solation Wing waslarge, grey and whitein
color. Onewall was aoneway see through plastiglass, looking out on
the dark night San Francisco Bay and ascatter of bright it floating
restaurants. Two walls contained rows of cubiclesand in eechwasa
patient monitor screen.

Dan gestured at the monitors. "We can go look at her; if you'd like.
On one of those screens over there™
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"Yeah, let's”" Hefollowed the young man to an empty cubicle. Dan
touched the keyboard beneath the three-foot-square view-screen. "Mom's
inRoom 134," hesaid. "She doesn't look... shelooksredly bad.”

Jake's ex wife gppeared on the screen. Shewaslying on her back ina
narrow floating air bed covered to the waist with athin white

plassheet. Her face was deeply flushed, perspiring. Her eyeswere

closed, underscored with dark shadows. A white enameled medibot wasin
the process of administering a shot with aneedle gun that was attached
toitswrigt.



Dangling down from above was an intricate tangle of colored wires and
tubes, all attached to Kate's body, sticking into her arms, her side,

her throat. Breathing gear was attached to her chest, aplasm ask
covered her nose and mouth.

Jake watched the sad image on the screen.

Dan sad, "All those things sticking into her, they must hurt.” "It's
standard procedure.” He put his hand on his son's shoulder, squeezed.
The boy didn't move away. "Can | talk to her doctor?’

"All you can doishit anumber and tak with ahospital andy. Her

real doctor isnamed Habib, but | only saw him once, just after shewas
brought in. That wasredly rough, Dad. It took ahdl of along time
for the sky ambulance to get to the gpartment..” waiting for it and

then trying to explain what waswrong ... She was unconscious by the
timethey finally got there. | don't know, maybeif I'd acted

faster--"

"Sounds like you did fine, Dan. Don't blame yoursdf for the way the
hospital handlesthings”

"It'sjustthat | .. . you know, | don't want Momto die." He moved
clear of Jake's hand, lowered his head and turned his back to the
screen. He pressed hislipstight together, hesitating on the edge of
arying.

"How do we go about talking to somebody?'

Dan sniffled once, wiped a hisnose. "Here, I'll doit," he
offered,

turning to the keyboard again. "Y ou just haveto hit MD and then
134.
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Kate'simage popped off the screen, replaced by a picture of an empty
white desk.

After about ten seconds a very handsome blond man in awhite medical
jacket hurried into the scene, seated himsdlf at the desk and smiled.
"I'm Dr. Redfield. How can | help you? Oh, and I'm required by
NorCa Statelaw to inform you that I'm an android practitioner, not a
human." He tapped the tag on hisjacket pocket with hisforefinger. It
read

"Jake Cardigan. 1'd like areport on the condition of my former wife,
Kate Cardigan.”



"That would be Kathleen McRobb Cardigan you're inquiring after, Sr?"

"Chrig," muttered Dan, "'l dready told thisassholedl this.
"That'sher, yes" said Jake. "Canyou tell meexactly what it is
she's-"

"Mrs. Cardigan was admitted at 4:55 P.M. thisafternoon." "What's she
uffering from?”

"Her condition is serious. We're doing the best we can. Because of
the nature of Mrs. Cardigan'sillness, sheisalowed absolutely no
vigtors"

"It'sthe nature of theillness that I'm curious about.” "We can make
no statement about thet at thistime, Sir." "Dr. Habib aready told
meitwasavirus," said Dan. "Isitavird illness?' Jake asked

the android.

"We can make no statement about that at thistime, Sr."

"Okay, then can you switch me to someone who's authorized to make a
Satement?’

"Not at the present moment, sir.”
"What about Dr. Habib--where can | find him?”

"Because of hiscasdoad, Dr. Habib isunableto leave the |solation
Wing. Isthereanything elsel can do to be of assstance, Sr?"

"Nom."

The smiling doctor faded, replaced by Kate. She was aonein her room
Now.

"| thought you could maybe find out something, Dad.”
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"l will, but I'm going to have to make afew cdlsfirs. Put alittle
pressure on the hospital crew."”

"Phones are just over there." Dan pointed across the room. "She's
not .. . you saw her' .. you don't think she's going to die?*

"No, don't worry. | don't think shesgoing to die," hetold his son.
But helied.

he director of the Isolation Wing was not happy. A tal, thin man of
fifty, he sat, impatiently, behind hiswhite desk, frowning across at
Jakeand Beth. "I don't mind saying,” he said, "that |



didike being manipulated.”

"Weredizethat," said Beth, smiling faintly at him. "But Snceyou
refused to see Mr. Cardigan, even after severd of hisinfluential
contacts suggested it, | decided | had to stepin.”

"Simply because you happen to have gone to school with the daughter of
our chief of gaff doesn't redly--"

"Suppose | just ask my questions, Dr. Goedewaagen,” put in Jake. "You
can answer them and then we can break up thismesting.”

Goedewaagen aimed a scowl at Jake. "Very well, but keep in mind that |
am only doing this because | was ordered to by--" "I want to know about
my former wife"" "Shesextremdy ill."

"Thet | saw. Canyoutel mewhat it isshessuffering from?' The

doctor paused to glare at Beth. Finally he said to Jake, "It had been
decided, after discussing the entire Situation with thelocal and Sate
governments, to keep thiswhole situation quiet aslong as possible.

But since I'm being pressured... Y our wife, Mr. Cardigan,

hasfallen victim to avery dangerous and highly contagious, virus
"What isit?'

Dr. Goedewaagen rubbed at the side of hisnose. "Wedon't know. It
appears to be something no one has encountered previoudy,

not even the Disease Monitoring Stations around the world.”

Jake leaned fora, and in hischair. "Isit asynthetic virus,
something cooked up in alab?"

After afew seconds the doctor nodded. "It appearsto be, yes.

Though thus far we haven't been ableto identify it."

"But Kate isn't the only one who hasthis, isshe?"

Turning away from them, the doctor replied, "During the past week there
have been over ahundred cases brought into thishospital done. Every
other medical facility in San Francisco has admitted Smilar numbers

with theseidentical symptoms.”

"What are the symptoms?"

"Thevictim is stricken with a sudden and extremely high fever.

Dizziness and then disorientation follow, aong with, in most cases,
severevomiting. Within afew hoursthe mgority of themfal intoa



semi comatose state and remain that way. Therespiratory systemis
a0 affected and norma unaided breathing becomesimpossible.”

Beth asked, "Have there been cases d sewhere--in other statesor in
other parts of the world?'

"Except for afew spillover cases acrossthe bay in Marin County and
down on the Peninsula, no."

Jake sad, "That meansthat the virus, whatever it is, has only been
turned loosein Irisco.”

"That's our present suspicion.”
"Any ideawho's behind it-or why?"

"We assumeit'sthework of aterrorist group.” Dr. Goedewaagen shook
hishead. "Asyet, however, no one has clamed responsbility or made
any demands.”

Beth nodded a Jake. "Dr. Chedterton,” shesaid quietly. "What's
that?' asked the doctor. "Nothing.”

Jake asked him, "What about a cure?!

"So far nothing we've tried works," answered Dr. Goedewaagen. of
yesterday there have been forty-seven deaths throughout the and no
patient has shown any sign of improvement. If we can
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identify the virus-—-we suspect it may be something that was originaly
devel oped in agovernment lab somewhere--then we may be able to
determine the antidote. We, naturaly, have queries out to various
government agencies, asking for help. Otherwise..." "Can't you
develop a cure on your own?"

"Thewholeideaof asynthetic virus, Miss Kittridge--the reason they
were devel oped to use as weapons--is that the enemy you use them
against won't be able to come up with aquick cure. These are planned
diseases, designed to outwit researchers. Given enough time, weeks at
least, we can, dmogt certainly, come up with something.”

"But how long do thevictimslive?' asked Jake.

"It varies with the patient,” answered the doctor. "X, Veve had some
who managed to survive for only two or three days. In the ease of your
wife, Mr. Cardigan--where the patient isrelaively young and
hedlthy--we anticipate she will livefor aslong asten days or two

weeks. Keep in mind, though, that we haven't had much experience with
thisand our calculations may be off." He shrugged, leaning back in



hischair.

"Y ou mentioned that thiswas highly contagious" said Jeke. "What
about my son's catching it?'

"I'm glad you brought that up,” Dr. Goedewaagcn said. "Weve just
decided--in fact | was cdled away from that staff meeting to come
here--we've decided that anyone who's had prolonged contact with a
plague victim ought to be kept herein our Observation Wing. That way
we can monitor them.”

"Y ou used theword plague,” said Beth. "Isthat what thisis?' "An
epidemic, aplague, I'd say so. The nnmber of victims has kept
increasing. In afew more days, perhaps sooner, we won't be ableto
keep this a secret and panic will be added to the other problems. The
media are dready sarting to ask questions.” "You'd like my son to
dtay herethen?’

"We can't legdly require that, not at this stage of the Situation.
But | think it would be best.”

"Yeah, sodol. I'll talk to Dan." Jake stood up. "And maybel can
find the antidote to this plague.”

"What we need, Mr. Cardigan, isqualified medica experts, not
impetuous private detectives.

Beth said, "I'd bet on Jakeif | were you, doctor.”

The redhead reached across the narrow table, touching the control pad.
The gtripper vanished just as she was removing her find bit of

clathing. "I cantell you how it ends," said the redhaired young woman
asshe s, uninvited, across from Gomez.

Gomez sad nothing.

The redhaired intruder continued, "'If you know me, which you most
certainly do, Gomez, you're aware I'm no stickler for ceremony. Still
and dl, however, | don't bieve I'm straying out of lineto any gresat
degree, which every sngle person | dedl with in the course of an
average busy day might not agree with, when | suggest to you that a
cordia greeting wouldn't be out of order under the present
circumstances. Herewe are, after dl, thrown together by fate, asit
were, far from our native planet, hurtling through the vast void

of -

"Hi, Natalie, old chum," said Gomez, frowning at her. "Go away.
Smiling, Nataie Dent placed both sharp elbows on the tabletop and

gared intently at him. "1've aways harbored the suspicion, ever
snce| first encountered you back when you were a hardbitten SoCal



state cop and | was asweet and innocent, well, anyway swest, young
tube reporter working the police beat on the Greater Los Angeles
Fax-Times, that you didn't exactly approve of me, which was okay by me,
since my innate shyness does often get mistaken for aloofness and cause
certain sorts of men, especidly those who fancy themsaves womanizers,
don't approve--"

"Vamos," suggested Gomez, making a go-away motion with one hand.
"Depart, Nat. Takeyour leave, fold your tent, hit the road.”

"Gee, abilingud brushoff. That'svery interesting, Gomez, because it
indicatesto me, and | think that I'm perfectly capable of being
objective when the occasion arises to--"

"Natalie, really now, scram,” he urged in alowered voice. "A

reporter for Newz, Inc.” that godawful twenty-four-hour vidwall news
sarvice, ought not to be noticed blabbing away in public with anoted
private investigator. Especialy not while aboard a shuttle speeding
toward adivelike The Casino."

"Oh, there'sno need at all to worry about that, snce | happen to have
aperfect cover story for why I'm making thislittlejaunt,” Natdie

told him. "See, I'm supposed to be investigating areliable rumor that
Victoria Dorado, the madcap heiress who's run off once again, isup at
The Casno throwing away another chunk of money from her seemingly
bottomless coffers. So if anyone--for example, that husky bushy-browed
thug dumped over at the bar and glowering at uswith suspicionin his
beedly little eyes--does recognize me, why, I'm ready with a perfectly
winning and convincing excuse for my actions and so no one will
suspect, not even for afleeting moment, that I'm heading there for
exactly and precisdly the same reason you are.”

Gomez, resisting the impulse to turn and scan the bushy-browed thug,

said, "Well now, efiquita, talk about coincidences. It so happensthe
Cosmos Agency has been retained to locate Miss Dorado and we, too, have
had atip that she's frequenting The Casino. Well, now that we both

know what's afoot--Mi& "

The redhead sucked in one cheek and eyed him. "lsn't that something?
Why, Gomez, you ill think of me asthe naivelittle hick from the
Fresno Sector, and so easy to fool, as| was back at the age of
nineteen when first we met. Well, listen, I'm twenty-six now and quite
capable of spotting the truth behind alot of --"

"Nat, are you capable of getting the hell away from me? Y ou may well
have turned into a deft, savvy reporter, but | don't want you hovering
around me.”

"I hope you don't think I'm displaying some sort of seedy sexua
attraction toward you, Gomez, because as far as I'm concerned your type



of curly haired egocentric wiseofl: who fasdy thinks hesfadly
dtractive to any and dl women is precisdly the sort of man | want
nothing to do with, at least in any romantic kind of way. So don't
flatter yoursdf.”
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Creat, 111 abandon al my foolish notions about your yearning for me."
Gore, cz popped to hisfeet. "Farewell now, Nataie and, pot favor,

don't tag dong with me for the remainder of thisflight or after we

hit The Casino. 'Y ou have my solemn word that soon as| spot the Dorado
lass, I'll giveyou aholler.”

Standing, Nataie came around to take hold of hisarm. "Wecangoto
my cabin and talk things over. |'ve dready debugged the place.”

"We have nothing, absolutely nada, to chat about, dear lady.” "Sure,

we do, S0 quit being obtuse,” she advised. "For al you know, |

dready have alot moreinformation than you do on this upcoming
Teklord mesting.”

Gomez reflected on that. "Okay, well go talk.”

"l told. youwewould."
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og wasrolling in across the dark bay. Dan stood near the see-through
wall, hands deep in histrouser pockets and shoulders hunched, watching
the mist swallow up the lights of the floating restaurants and the

water edge buildings. "What do you mean--that you can't do anything to
help her?" he asked hisfather without looking at him.

"No, that'snot it. I'm pretty sure | know what's behind the plague,”
Jaketold him.

"I'm sorry, Dad, but it just soundsto me like you don't redly have
much of an ideaabout why shesdying.”

"I'm going to find out who's behind this™
"But how long isthat going to take you? A week--amonth?

Mom's going to be dead in afew days unless somebody can do something.”
Dan turned to face him. "I've been talking to some of the other



visitors and nobody who hasthislasts very long." He gestured toward
the monitor screens. "Onekid, about my age .. Jesus, hisfather died
while he was watching him on one of these damn screens. Hisfather
died and the screen just went blank. | don't want that to happen

to--"

"It won't." He reached out to take his son's hand.

The boy jerked back from him. "Hey, watchit. Y ou don't want to touch
me. Y ou might get contaminated and they'll lock you up here, too."

"Nobody's locking you up. But being here under observation is safer
than--"

"And thisway you won't have to take the responsibility of looking
after meyoursdf.”

"Look now, Dan, | love you and I'm concerned about you. But nobody,
not even the doctors, knowswhat thisvirusisyet. By staying right
here, you'll be--"

"That's okay, Dad, I've got no place elseto go anyway. Andthisis
better than schooal."

"Anytime you want to contact me, just call the agency number in GLA.
They'll know wherel am."

"I don't know if I'll need to contact you unless.." unlessMom gets
worse."

"Whenever you want to talk to me, for whatever reason, start with the
Cosmos Detective Agency,” Jake said, taking astep back from him. "This
isn't the place to do it, Dan---but sometime, soon probably, we're

going to talk about what redly happened down across the border in
Mexico."

"I know all about that, about Bennett's getting hurt and--"

"There are, though, alot of thingsyou don't know."

Dan looked again out into the foggy night. "Maybe your side of the
gory isdifferent, maybeit'strue" hesad "But | can't handle
hearing it right now, Dad."

"Okay, sorry." Jake patted him on the shoulder. "I'll come seeyou
againsoon asl can."

"If youwantto..." Hissonwent walking away from him.

The hotdl was built out over the water on the Berkeley side of the bay.
Their roomswere high up in one of the towers.



"There's nothing to see out there but fog," mentioned Beth.

"l didn't notice.” Jake came away from the living room window.
He sat in ablack armchair.

"The plague hasto tie in with Gordon Chesterton some way," she
Sad.

WilliamShanr

What?"

"Chegterton's biological weapon must be responsible for ‘the plague
that's hit San Francisco.”

Jake stood up again, went to the window and stared out. "I'veigor to
tel you something.”

"That'sdlowed."

"It's... well, when | saw Kate lying there with al those medical
gadgets hooked up to her, looking so closeto death... Beth, | realy
didn't fed anything." Crossing over to the black chair, he sat again.
"There was the woman I'd been married to for fifteen years, she was
dying. Sure, | fet some pity, alittle sadness. That was about al.”
"What did you expect to fed ?"

"I'm not sure, just morethan | did. | loved her, very much, once."
"Onceisn't now."

"I just fed that--because of Dan--1 ought to have showed more.. ." He
shrugged, Sghing.

"Why would you want to put on an act for your son?"

"Toimpresshim. To makehimlikemeagan.”

Beth said, "Dan doesn't know what you know, Jake, and maybe he never
will. Your wifeslover, Bennett Sands, helped frame you and get you
sent up to the Freezer for what was supposed to have been a
fifteen-year sentence.”

"Yeah, and I'm near certain Kate helped him set me up for that.”

"So it doesn't redlly seem unnatural t methat you wouldn't exactly
love her any longer.”

"l don't want Dan to find out about any of that, but | can't exactly



pretend | feel about Kate the way | did before the Freezer.”

"But that's il the father he remembers” shesaid. "Working all

this out, though, and getting to know you again is going to be as much
Dan'sjob asyours."

"I'm anxious to help that happen, to speed it dong.”

"Y ou probably can't.”

"Theway helooked & me over at the hospital, Beth, when | told him
he'd have to stay there. It was pretty rough.”

"I'm probably not the best person to be giving you advice on this,”

shesad. "Sincel don't especidly get dong with my own father
these

"In your case you're pretty much convinced he was in cahoots with Sands
and Hokori."

"l believe hewas, yes" shesaid. "What you have to keep in mind
about Dan isthat hefeds betrayed by you. Sameway | fed about my
father."

"But | never betrayed him or--"

"What hefedsand what you did don't have to match exactly.

From what you've told me, he was very hurt when you were arrested,
tried and sentenced to the Freezer. To him, up to then, you'd been
perfect--ahero policeman, aloving father. Then it turned out you

were supposed to be acrook, a Tek dealer and worse. That must've been
devadtating, especialy to aboy of ten or eleven.”

"l wasframed. I've been cleared and Dan knowsit."

"Jake, logic and what the revised record shows now don't have much to
do with this," she pointed out. "It'swhat Dan went through back then
that'simportant. Eventudly, hopefully, helll see that you weren't to
blame. Goingtotaketime.”

"We may not havetime. It's possible Dan hasthe virus, too."

"Y ou don't know that, nobody does."

Jake took adeep breath. "Okay, the best thing | can do is get to work
on finding who's behind the plague.”

"It has to have something to do with Dr. Chesterton, with the zombie
killingsand al. 1 don't believethisisacoincidence.”



"If someone got hold of Chesterton's synthetic virus and decided to use
it, they'd want to slence anybody who knew how to come up with a
cure”

"That would include Dr. Mildred Rhodie and Colonel Keazby."

"And probably Winterguild, snce he was sarting to follow up rumors
about this, gpparently.”

"But why try to kill your"
"They may have done that for some entirely different reason.”

"Or they might have figured, when you started looking for Win
informants, that you were on the sametrail.”

William Shetner
"What we have isthe Teklords turning loose amanmade virus on

San Vrancisco. They wanted to make sure anyone who could stop the
spread of the plague was out of theway," said Jake. "Why are they
doingit?"

"Terrorism doesn't need amotive, doesit?'

"It does, sure. It may turn out to be a crazy reason, but there's
awaysamotive." Jake stood, began pacing the large ovd living room
of their suite. "The Teklordswant something. They figureif they

kill enough people and then promise to stop that they'll get what they
want."

"But what do they want? It can't be my father's anti-Tek system,
because they must know that's along way from being ready to go.”

"I wouldn't tale that out, but my notion isthat, yeah, they havea
more immediate objective.”

"Then why haven't they made it known?' "They're not ready. Not enough
people havedied." "What'sthe next step for us?’

I'll contact Bascom, since I'm sure thisislinked with the Win

terguild case, and tell him I'm going to stay hereaday or s0," Jake

sad. "Then I'm going to look up some of my contacts and informantsin
Frisco."

"San Francisco isgoing to be avery dangerous city from now on."

Jake grinned. "Greater Los Angeles hasn't been dl that safefor me



lady ether,” he sad.
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akewsas, heredlized, doneinbed. According to thefloating
hall-clock up near the celling, it was afew minutes past seveninthe
morning. Yawning once, scratching at hisribs, he sat up.

"Beth?" he cdled as he swung off the hovering air float bed.
"Inhere"

Hefollowed her voiceinto theliving room of their hotd suite.
"Something?' he asked.

Shewas, fully dressed now, Sitting in the vidphone dcove. "l

thought of someone who might have some pertinent information, and it
turnsout hedoes." Smiling, she left the phone. "Friend of minewho
teaches a UC herein Berkeey, in the Neobio Depart-menU’

"Aquy?

"Y es, and handsome, too. But that isn't why | left your Side at such

an early hour to contact him." She came over, put her aams around him
and rested her head against his bare chest. "He used to know Gordon
Chegterton down in GLA, and he suggested we look up aneo biologist
named Jordon Belarski."

" Jordon and Gordon," muttered Jake. "Where do wefind him?'

"Well, that's the problem. Belarski wasteaching a UC until two years
ago, when he had some kind of breakdown. My caled it acrissof
conscience, but helikesto use phraseslikethat." Beth moved back
from Jeke. "Bearski, when last heard from, was living anomadic
dreet life over in Frisco.”

I'll seeif | can runthe guy down. Would his crisis have anything to
do with the biologica wegpons Chesterton was developing?”

"My friend says Belarski worked closely with Chesterton, athough |
don't recal ever having heard of the man before” shesaid. "I'm
going up to UC later to have lunch with him and seewhat else | can
find out. If that's okay with you?"'

"Sure, | don't want you coming along to Frisco because--" "I know, the
city isnt safefor someone asfragileas| am.” "Exactly," hesaid,

grinning.

At avidphone booth in atrangt station deep under the bay Jake, done



now, put through acall to the MarinaHospital. He reached the same
smiling blond android doctor held spoken to the night before. "How's
my former wifedoing?' he asked after identifying himsdif.

"There has been no changein her condition, Mr. Cardigan." "What
about my son?'

"He's il in Observation and no symptoms of infection have devel oped.
We would, however, suggest that he remain here for at least another two

deys”

Jakelet out hisbreath. "Yeah, that'sfine" hesaid. "Can | tak to
him?'

"Hold on, please. I'll transfer you."
The screen went blank.

There were few peoplein the grey and black underground station. Not
more than ten or so waiting for the next tubetrain to San Francisco.

The screen remained blank.

A fat manin the next booth was arguing loudly. "I tell you, Frances,
| don't think it's safe for me to hop over thereto Frisco. The
stories|'ve been hearing... Listen, just because they're friends of
mine and not friends of yours doesn't mean they don't know
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what'swhat .... It's bubonic plague or worse ... Of course I'm fond
of your goddamn mother, but we can buy the old biddy a present

someplace where | won't: runtherisk of..."

"Dad, have you found out anything?' Dan, looking pale and weary, was
on the screen.

"l think I'm getting closer, but | till don't have the answer. How
are--"

"But you redly think theré's somekind of cure for what Mom has?'

Jake nodded. "Sure, and were getting closer to finding it," he said.
"Keep in mind, too, that alot of other people are working on this."

Glancing off to hisleft, Dan lowered hisvoice. "Do you bdieve that
Momisredly ill dive?"

"Of course sheis. Why would you suspect--"

"| don't know, they give you so much bullshit around here," hisson



sad. "Andthey modtly treat melikel was till alittlekid. What
did they tdl you about Mom?"

"That theres no changein her condition.”

"No change," echoed Dan sadly. "Y eah, that'swhat they keep telling
r],E.ll

"It means she's not getting any worse, Dan.”

"But no better, either.” He shook hishead. "I don't know what to
bdieve"

Jakesad, "l haveto catch atrain. I'll cal you soon again.” "Can
you help Mom, do you think?" "Her and everybody else who's got
this"

"It'stoo bad that I'm not really akid anymore. Back then | ill
used to believe you'd keep dl the promises you madeto me."

"I'll keep thisone."
"l hopes0." Heended thecall.

A minute and ahdf later thefive-car train camegliding slently i:"
to astop at the grey platform.

Jake stepped into the nearest car, which held only three other

One of them was a priest dressed in black.
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Jake sat down just asthetrain started up again.

"WEell bedl right, Raymond," athin woman across from him was saying.
"Well cdl Dr. Reisberson just as soon aswe're back home at the
condo."

The man beside her was dumped, his face darkly flushed, speckled with
perspiration. "No... therés not going to be... enoughtime.” His

head fdl forward, hitting against the back of the next seet. He began
retching, hisbody shaking violently.

"My god." Thewoman pressed her hand against hisback, trying to
comfort him.

"Maam," said the plump priest, leaving his seat to walk over to her.
"Y ou'd best move away from him."

"He's my husband, he'sterribly sick.”



"What he's suffering from isvery dangerous. Y ou could catchit,
too."
"I'mnot afraid of that."

"Trust me, maam. Just step aside now and I'll summon thetrain's
medibot.”

"If 1 can only get him home, helll befine. Well call our own doctor
to look after him. Dr. Reisberson livesright in the same tower
as-"

Her husband stopped vomiting, stopped shivering. He made a sad,
keening noise before faling to the floor of theralil car.

Hiswife garted to knedl down next to him, but the plump priest caught
her by thearm and pulled her intotheaide. "It redly isbest if

you touch him aslittle as possible.”

"I'vegot to help him." She pulled free, dropped to her knees beside
thefalen man. "Raymond, werre more than hafway home now. You can
hold on until we get there. I'll help you st back up in the seat

and--"

"Maam, he'sdead," the priest told her.

"No, hé'snot. Stop talking like that.”

Jake suggested, "Why not go fetch the medibot and leave her done?”
"My profession cdlsfor aiding the troubled.”
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"She can't use any ad from you right now.

"Perhapsyou'reright.” The priest turned,” walked dong theaideto

the middle of the car and touched awhite wall plate with ared cross
glowingonit.

A dhrill walling sound Started.

"He'snot dead,”" inssted the knedling woman.

At afew minutes before noon Jake was walking down through Chinatown
Park. Theda? was clear and bright, amild wind rattled the leaves of

theimitation trees.

"Good to see you again after so long, Jake." A dim, dapper



Chinese of about forty was Sitting on an orange bench, smiling at the
approaching Jake.

"You'relooking very ... what'stheword | need, Vince?'
"Elegant?’

"Y ou're looking elegant. Though maybe that isn't the right word for
describing a San Francisco cop.”

Vincent Mok Ieft the bench, brushing a histrousers. ™Y ou mentioned
on the phone that you had some questionsfor me."

"| appreciate your taking thetime," Jake said asthey started walking
aong acurving path in the smal block-square park. "I'm interested
inaguy named Jordon Belarski. He used to be afairly successful neo
biologist over at UG, but he had a breakdown. Supposedly he ended up
on the streetshere in Frisco. Since you'rein charge of the Street

Life Divison of the S-F Police, Vince, I'm hoping you can--"

"Belarski, sure”” Mok nodded. "Yeah, | know the professor. Helikes
to lecture people about the meaning of life and what mordity is. Not
surprisingly, most people don't want to hear about any of that and
Belarski gets beaten up every now and then." He dowed, grew
thoughtful, studied Jake. "What sort of case are you working on for
Cosmos?'

"Started as agmple investigation into the causes of Kurt Winter
death, but--"

"Hewasaputz."

"True," agreed Jake. "Thepoint is, Vince, thisisgarting to look as
though it'stied in with your plague.”

"l just heard your wife hasit. I'm sorry about--"

"BExwife"

"Redly? | didn't know. When did that happen?'

"Whilel wasaway. Any ideawherel can find the professor?’
A sky ambulance went roaring by low overhead, siren howling.

"Mugt be another plague victim." Mok pointed at the flying ambulance
with histhumb.

"Any ideawhat's behind the plague?’



"It'smanmade. But what the motive for turning it loose on usis,

| don't know. And so far, nobody's popped up to take credit,” said the
policeman. "Before Belarski went totaly honkers and became asidewalk
philosopher--he was working on biologica weapons, wasn't he?!

"Y ep, as an asociate of Dr. Gordon Chesterton.”

"Ah, the noted wifekiller Well, at least we don't have to worry about
Chesgterton, since he's safely onice up in the Freezer and won't be out
again until weredl old and grey." Mok paused. "The professor
wanders around alot, but in the past few weeks he's been living over
intheRuins”

"TheRuins?'

"Happened while you weren't around, | guess. An aftereffect of the Big
Quake of 2117. Most of the Tenderloin areajust toppled over,”
explained Mok. "What with one thing and another, having to do with
budget and insurance problems, the city fathers and mothers haven't
gotten around to rebuilding. It's possible nobody will get around to

it for yearsto come. Meantime large quantities

of homedess drifters, smalltime crooks, louts and loons have taken
to:

quatting there”

"Do you policethem?"

"A little, though mostly we smply try to make sure they don't come
charging out of there to annoy our decent citizens. At last count, by

the way, we had something around twenty-six decent

citizensleft inour fair city. You figure Belarski istangled up with
thisplaguein someway?

"l surewant to talk to him about that possibility.”

"Let me know what the guy hasto say--providing any of it comes out
coherent.”

"Come dong with meif youwant. | could useaguide.”

"No, when the denizens of the Ruins spot me, it usualy inspiresthem

to fling brickbats and assorted other samples of architecture. Despite

my elegant appearance and winning ways, I'm not especialy popular over
there



"Hard to bdieve"

Mok asked, "Y ou have akid, don't you?' "One, yes" "Boy or girl?"
"Boy, fifteen." "Whereishe?"

"Right now he's at the MarinaHospital, too. 1n Observation.
Theresaposshility he may develop what Kate's got.”

"That's not good," he said, shaking hishead. "How do you two get
dong?'

After afew seconds Jake answered, "just great."”
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he Ruins stretched across ten square blocks. Jake entered the
tumbledown areajust asthe day was starting to fade, making hisway
along what had once been Mason Street. There was now only anarrow
twisty path zigzagging through enormous mounds of rubble. Pilesthat
mingled bricks, shattered timbers, twists of metal rods, jagged
fragments of platiglassrose up all around. Here and there portions

of wals 4l stood, with afew windows and doors till in place.

Thetwilight brought a chill wind with it, wisps and taiters of fog

were beginning to drift acrossthe Ruins. Jake saw a scatter of

lights, portable electro lamps mostly, and afew cook fires

In the gaping doorway of what was | eft of aliquor shop two thin women
in ragged dresses were struggling with each other, punching and
cursing. Sprawled at their feet was ade adman in atattered

rancoat.

"l saw him firgt," inssted one of the women as she jabbed the other,
hard, intheribs.

"Bullshit, honey. | did."
"Hesmine. Whatever hesgot on himismine.”

"Oh, you don't redlly want him, dear. Look, he's puked al over
himsdf. | bet he'sgot the plague.”

"Plague or drunk, | want what'sin his pockets."
Jake continued on hisway.

Near agreat tumble of debristhat had alight Sign reading EL
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HOT.L protruding from it midway up, three lean boys of about eleven or
twelve were cleaning a bird that was probably aseagull. A small cook
fire sputtered nearby.

Halting, Jake said, "I'm looking for Belarski.”

"Go sod yoursdlf," suggested the smallest and dirtiest of thetrio.
"Fivebucks," said Jake.

"Sod yoursdlf twice," said another.

Thethird boy straightened up, wiping hisbloody knife on the leg of
histattered grey trousers. "Makeit ten.”

"If you take meto him."

"Horseshit. | ain't going off alonewith you, buddy. Y ou look to me
like the sort who comes into the Ruins so he can bugger sweet young
tykessuch asme."

"Just tedl mewhereto find Bdarski then," said Jake.

"Y ou mean the professor, don't you?" inquired the smallest and
dirtiest. Hewas4till holding the gutted bird by its neck.

"That'sthe one."

"Always spouting alot of crap about the dignity of man and the meaning
of life"

Jake nodded. ""Whereis he?'

"Not far off." Dropping the bloody bird to the ground, he held out a
dirty hand. "Pay me."

"For ten dollars," said Jake, "I need alittle more in the way of
directions”

The boy said, "Y ou go straight aong this passway for about a haf

mile, see. You'll cometo apiece of abuilding that's got asign out

front saying "ErE's BEER ShOP WHOREHOUSE. Right around the corner from
that thereswhat'sleft of a public fountain and abit of grassy park.

The professor's usudly there thistime of night, preaching away."

Jake passed him aBam note. Then, asthe two other boys closed inon
the smallest, said, "I'll be coming back thisway, fellows. Hed



better ill have hismoney.”

The boy with the knife smiled thinly. "Oh, sure. Wewon't pick
Danny."

your name?" asked Jake.

"Maybe"

"Not abad-sounding name.”

"MinegsWally," volunteered the one with the knife.

"Not bad either.” Jake resumed walking. "Don't hurt him,
Waly."

"Sure. Oh, sure. Y ou got my word."

Laughter followed Jake.

Thefog wasralling in thicker, pouring down over the dark piles of
rubble and the jagged fragments of walls, filling up the narrow pass
way Off somewhere, unseen, acat suddenly cried out in pain.
"Stick him again, heain't dead. Shit, he scratched me!™

"Hold him ill, hold the bugger till or well missdinner.”

Off to Jake'sright something went scurrying through atumbled
building.

After afew minutes he heard avoice.

"...arewe put on this Earth? Y ou've asked yoursalves that often.

| know | have. Well, I've thought alot about the answer. I've
thought alot about the answer. The purpose of lifeisto bekind to
one another. To help each other..."

Jake saw him now.

It was, judging by the few photos held been able to dig up, Jordon
Bdarski, formerly of the University of Californiaat Berkdey and
prior to that an associate of Dr. Gordon Chesterton. The man was

tall, gaunt, with curly blond hair that stood up high. Hewaswearing
faded pants, at least five ragged sweeters, one on top of the other,



and around hislong, thin neck was wound a new-looking scarf of bright
crimson.,

Belarski was mounted up on alow pile of bricks near apatch of dry
grass. Hewas shaking hisfist as he spoke, staring intently into the
mist as though there were an audience surrounding him. But there was
no oneat al atending hislecture.

"... yes, | know what it isto betray your purpose, to spail your life
by compromising whet it isthat you--"

"Professor Belarski?' Jake had stopped afew feet from him.

"Save your questions until after my talk."

"l want to ask you about Gordon Chesterton.”
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Bearski executed aquick ducidng motion. He started blinking rapidly,
shaking his head, dowly, from sdeto Sde. "Asl| wassaying," he

went on, looking away from Jake and concentrating on another section of
hisinvisble audience, "the essentid truth, the only truth of life,

isbetraya. First we betray--"

"Thisisimportant.” Jake moved up closeto him. ™Y ou may betheonly
oneleft who can help--alot of people are going to die otherwise.”

A look of pain touched Belarski's face and he made a brushing motion at
the swirling mist. "They'reaready dead. Yes, it'smuchtoo lateto

stop that now. Oh, by preaching to the crowds, | can sometimes--"
"Weve got to talk about Chesterton.”

"Chegterton?' He shivered, hiswhole body rattling. Then he reached
up and unwound the crimson scarf. "Perhagpsyourethe one,” hesaidin
aquieter voice.

"The oneyou can confidein?’

"Yes, I've concluded that | ought to explain to someone about the awful
thingsI've done."

"Along with Chesterton™?”’
Bedarski wrapped the scarf around hisleft hand. "They told meit was

my duty, but they werewrong. Gordon tried to... Did you say you knew
Gordon?"

"Only by reputation.”



"An evil man .... | found that out much too late. But extremely
convincing. Gordon swore to me that XP-203 was essentialy agood
thing." He stopped talking, turned his head away and stared into the
fog. "I seem to have forgotten so much. Maybethat'swhat lifeis
about.." forgetting.”

"Please," said Jake, "try to remember about X P-203."

"They told meit wasthe sort of biologica weapon that would,

of course, never actudly be put to use. Y es, one that would only
serveto frighten and intimidate the enemy--whoever the enemy might be
a themoment." Hesghed. "They uged it in Brazil, did you know
thet?'
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"Wekilled 3,648 people, children among them. 964 children under the
age of ten. XP-203 got out of hand, they explained. It wasonly

supposed to kill afew troops, as a demongtration of its potential.
Got out of hand. 964 kids."

Jake asked him, "Is XP-203 Chesterton's synthetic virus?'
"Chegterton'sand mine."

"Y ou perfected the stuff--it worked?”
"964 kids. Yes, it worked."

"But XP-203 was supposed to have been destroyed years ago, wasn't
it?"

"So they told us."

"Could any of it have survived? Could someone have accessto a supply
or manufacture new--"

"Have you ever wondered what we are placed on Earth for? Do you think
it could be so that we can kill 96 children, none over the age of
ten?'

Jake took hold of Belarski'sarm. "Did you and Chesterton also develop
an antidote?'

"There's no antidote for the awful things1've done."
"An antidote for X P-2037"

"The United States government never accepts anew letha virus unless



you providea.. . But that's of no importance now. My misson now is
to preach to the multitudes."

Tightening hisgrip, Jake said, "I'm near certain your XP-203 iswhat's
being used herein Frisco. Y ou know how to stopit.”

"Do1?" He pressed the wadded-up crimson scarf to his chest. "I
wasn't aware that the government had any further use for my services.
How many children do they want killed thistime?' Y oull haveto come
with me, to explainto”

"You don't understand. My mission now isto preach.” Belarski died
then.

The beam of alazgun came darting out of the thick surrounding fog. It
touched his chest just above where he held the scarf and swiftly diced
through historso.

Jake dived, hit the ground and rolled.
The beam came looking for him.

ake got to hisfeet, went running into the fog. The beam of thelazgun
hissed again, dashed across a pile of rubble three feet to his|eft.

He tripped on something unseen, fell, hishead cracking into afragment
of wall. Jake scrambled around the wall, getting it between whoever it
was out therein the misty night and himsdlf.

This had been asmall church, back before the Big Quake. There were
gtill five rows of pewslined up on flooring that was strewn with
chunks of mortar and thick with dust. The sole surviving Stained glass
window showed a handsome white robed angel with hiswings unfurled.

The angd suddenly separated at the waist, historso exploding into
jagged chunks of glass and damming down to the dusty floor.

Thelazgun beam that had diced thewindow in haf came probing in at
the new opening.

Jake, ducked low, ran dong arow of seats and out through a great
jagged gap in what was |ft of the opposite wall.

Beyond the collapsed church rose a high mound of debristhat had once
been abuilding. Beyond that there seemed to be nothing but chill,
dead white fog.

Jake made hisway around the pile, crouched behind it and drew out his
stun gun He still hadn't seen who'd killed Belarski and was now

gaking him. Hedidn't know how many of them were out there the thick
mig.
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All at once afat grey rat, frightened by something, ran out of the
fog, brushed Jake's ankle and was gone.

Jake narrowed his eyes, watching the swirling mist. He spotted adark
blur that was moving, very dowly, closer. Heamed hisstun gun and
fired. The humming beam of hiswegpon hit the shadowy shape.

Therewasacry of pain, ashuffling sound of feet scraping on dirt.

Someone fell againgt apile of bricks, wooden beams and plastiglass.
Jake waited where he was, watching and listening. A minute went by.

Jake stayed there for another full minute.

Then he gtarted moving, circling the great mound of rubble. He
listened as he went, straining to hear the faintest sound of pursuit.

Another partid building loomed up out of thefog. The entire front
wall of Shery's Cafe stood, its front door hanging lopsided and half

open.

When Jake was level with the door, it snapped al the way open, hitting
his gun hand and sending the stun gun spinning away into the fog.

A wide, black man lurched out. ... kill the bastard .. . Jake
Cardigan .. ." Heheld aneedle gun clutched in hisleft fist. "No
good bastard hasto die.. ."

Jake backed dowly, hoping heldd trip over hislost gunin timeto use
it onthe zombie.

A knife salled by Jake's head and hit the big maninthe chest. The
zombie gasped. His needle gun went off, sending two dozen sharp slver
dartsinto the ground. With hisright hand he made agrab for the hilt

of the knife that was sticking in him. He missed, slaggered. He made
asecond grab and missed again. His hand dropped to hisside and,
gpitting out blood, hefdll flat out on the ground and died.

"That'sworth twenty,” said ayoung voice. "At leaest.”

Jake turned.

Wally, one of the boys held met by the cook fire was walking out of the
night mist. "1've been following you," he said as he stooped to

retrieve his knife from the de adman chest.
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"Thanks"
"Pretty good toss of the knife, wasn't it?'
"Expert." Jake saw his st:ungun lying nearby and picked it up.

"Y ou want an escort out of the Ruins?' Wally wiped the knife blade on
the sde of histrousers.

"Quiet aminute." Jake was looking back the way he'd come. "There
were only two of them." "Sure?"

"The one you decked, he had thelazgun. This poor sod he brought with
him," said Wally, kicking the de adman in the sde with hisbattered
shoe. "That'sthelot."

Jake kept hisstun gunin hishand. "Here," he said, fishing out ten
dollarsin Bam notes with his other hand.

"For an additiond twenty-five I'll seeyou al the way home,”
offered the boy.

"l can handleit done.”

Waly stared a him aminute, then shrugged and waked away.
The cyborg chef whispered, "Quick, dong thisway."

Natalie, clutching asmal vidcamerato her chest, crouched and entered
the metal-wadled tunnd firg.

Gomez, sepping around alarge drum of soy flour and ducking,
followed the redhaired reporter out of the galley pantry.

The chef, afat blond man with aslver right arm, camelast.
"Tiptoe, please. Makeno noise" he urged in a nervous whisper.
The tunnd, which was|ess than five feet high, danted downward.

Therewas no light except what drifted in from the partly open pantry
pand behind them.

After they'd covered roughly athousand feet the tunnel ended at a
thick meta door.

"Excuse me, coming through,” whispered the uneasy chef. He oofed
around Gomez, squeezed by Natalieto thedoor. "I've akey



Someplace.” With the forefinger of hisflesh hand he pressed one of
ut tonsthat ringed hismetal wrist like abracelet. "Darn, that's
10

not it." An eggbester had replaced the slvery metd fingers. "Hold

on, patience. There." A large brassy key replaced the eggbesater. The
heavy door whirred dightly asit swung open inward. "Tha made too
much noise," whispered the anguished chef.

Beyond the doorway was awarm, musty room full of darkness.

The chef dipped insdefirgt, followed by Nataie and Gomez. The
detective said, "Can we turn on some lightsnow?" "Not so loud. We
could get killed if any--"

"Spike," cut in Natdie, "l gppreciate your letting me bribe you to let
usin here. But, if you don't mind my saying so, you're redly making
much too much over what is essentialy asmple eavesdropping
excurson.”

"When | shut the door, Gomez," said Spike, "touch that light panel on
your |eft."
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The door was shut, Gomez touched the panel and, after three or four
seconds of blackness, light blossomed overhead. The small room had a
bank of ten small vidscreensin the far wall with three chairsfacing

them.

"Some years ago, when the management was even less scrupulous, this
place was used to monitor the activitiesin the more expensive suites
aboard The Casino,” explained thejittery cyborg, gesturing with his
slvery meta fingersat the screens. "The meeting you're interested
inwatching istaking placein the Imperid Suite.”

Natdiewas dready at thewall, studying the screens. "That'll be
Screen 7." She reached out, touched a button.

TERRIBLE FRIGGING BOOZE CONSIDERING
WHAT WE'RE PAYING FOR THIS--"

"Turnit down!" The chef legped, dapping &t the control pand. "If
anyone hearsuswere finished.”

"Hasit ever been pointed out to you, Spike," inquired Gomez, "that



your manner doesn't inspire confidence?

"Cometakealook," said Natalie, who was watching Screen 7. "The guy
who's complaining is Sig Schraube.”

"Y eah, the head man of the biggest Tek cartel in United Get-many.”

"Y ou've got exactly one hour by the clock," whispered Spike. "I'll be
back for you then." Helet himsdlf, quietly, out of the monitoring

room.

The screen provided along shot of alarge living room There were two
black sofas and ahalf dozen plastiglassarmchairs. At the moment

there were sx men in the room.

Nataie amed her cameraat the screen. "The man under the animated
painting of the ballerinais Leopold Boreg, who controls

Tek digributionin lsrad.”

"Also in atendance are Klaus Ruuvi of Finland and Manuel
Parafuso of New Braxzil "

"Both important Teklords."

"Let'slisgen.” He upped thevolume abit.

"... screw her," Ruuvi was saying. "There'sno reason for her to think
she can run our whole damn setup.”

Boreg said, "Shedid, after al come up with the basic scheme,

Klaus. And Toraaso arranged for usto acquire asufficient supply
of

XP-203."

"Tora?' Gomez frowned.

"Know the name?'

"Y eah, but it's supposed to be inscribed on atombstone over in

"... the purpose of thismesting," said Parafuso, "isto sdect the
next target city, isn't it?"

"How about Rio?" suggested Boreg.



"That's not especidly funny, Leopold.”

"We don't haveto pick another city yet--they may givein after
rlsco.

Schraube was scowling &t the glassin hisbig hand. "What'sthe latest
report from San Francisco?"!

"3,400 cases as of thismorning,” answered Ruuvi.
The German shook his head. "Far from enough.”

"Weveonly just started. Keep in mind that the way this stuff works,
the number of caseswill keep multiplying. By thistime next wed
there should be 15,000, the next week that'll jump to 45,000.

which point we make our first statement.”
Boreg sad, "That'swaiting too long.”

"It hasto be that way, Leopold,” inssted Ruuvi. "With only 3,000
some cases we haven't got them sufficiently scared. In two weeks
there€ll be not only 45,000 but, according to the figures I've been
provided, 20,000 deaths aswell."

"l agree," said Parafuso. "Two weeks from now, they'll be ready to
concede. Thenthey'll agreeto hat dl interference with our
digtributing Tek and--"

"It's going to take more than 20,000 dead San Franciscans,” said
Schraube, "to get the United Statesto lay off, and to get them to
persuade the rest of theworld to go along.”

"That'swhy we need a second target city," said Boreg. "A city in
Europe somewhere.”

"How about London?" said Parafuso. "A very smug city, and much too
cold. If we use XP-203 there and produce, say, an additional 15,000 or
s0 deaths--that ought to convince everyone.”

Schraube sipped hisdrink, made apained face. "The more time that
passes, the morelikdy it isthat they'll come up with an antidote.”

"They won't, they can't,” said Ruuvi. "XP-203 was specificaly
designed to outwit any and al--"

"I believeit can be done," said the German. "Especidly if

organizations like the Worldwide Health Agency becomeinvolved. You
may recdl that when this scheme of Tora'swasfirgt suggested, | told
you dl that | doubted we would have unlimited time."



"You persst in missing the essentid fact about the virus," Ruuvi told
him. "XP-203 can be modified aswe go dong. That's one of the
beauties of it, Sig. Werethey to find acurefor Strain 1, fine. We
come back at them with Strain 2 and they have to start hunting for an
antidote dl over again. When they findly capitulate to us and make

al the concess ons we want, including the surrender of al notesand
models on the Kittridge anti-Tek system, then we hand over the cure.
But, should the bastards try to back down once they've got it, then we
hit them with Strain 3 or Strain 4. We can't lose.™

On hissdeof thewall, Gomez said, "1 wonder if XP-203 is something
that Dr. Gordon Chesterton had ahand in afew years back.”

"Hush, | want to hear this."

Across the room the door started to open. "Why's Spike coming back so
soon?' asked Gomez, turning around.

The door opened fully. It wasn't Spike.

.:19."

n the vidphone screen the same blond android medic wastelling Jake
just about what he'd told him the last time he'd checked with the
MarinaHospitd. "Mrs. Cardigan's condition remainsvirtualy
unchanged,” he said from behind his neat white desk. "Sheian't any
worse, though?'

"Nor isshe any better. At this point there's no cause for either
undue optimism or pessmism.”

"And my son?'

"He continuesin good hedth, with no symptoms.”

"That'sgreat. How long before you'll consider he's out of danger?”
"Another day or so. Isthat al, Mr. Cardigan?'

"Y eah, thanks." The screen went blank, Jake leaned back in the acove
chair. Closing hiseyes, he rubbed at hisforehead with his

fingertips.
The door to the hotdl suite opened.

Jake jumped up, spun and reached into hisjacket for hisstun gun "Oh,”
he said, grinning and dropping his hand.

"Nicereflexes." Beth shut the door behind her. "Any news?' "Kate's
no better. Dan il isn't showing any signs of the plague.” "Did
youtdk tohim?'



Jake shook hishead. "I skipped that thistime," he answered. "
don't want Dan to think I'm forcing mysdif on--"

"He doesn't think that," shesaid. "And he's coming around eventudly
he's even going to forgive you.”

"Forgive me? For what---being dumb enough to let Bennett

Sands and Sonny Hokori frame me?"

Beth glanced up at afloating bal-clock. "I can alow you about two
more minutes for self pity Jake," shesaid. "Then | realy would like
to tell you what | found out from my friend at UC."

Jake said, "Okay, I'll cut my sulking short. What?!

She sat on the sofa, crossed her legs. "Hisnameis Ralph Jmgrin,

by theway."

"That's pretty illuminating right there.”

"Ralph knew both Chesterton and Belarski. He's been studying the San
Francisco plague. He hasfriends at the National Disease Control
Agency, 0 hewas ableto get reports from al the hospitalsthat are
tregting victims. Based on what Belarski told him, back when hewas
beginning to crack up, Raphisfairly certain that the Chesterton
gynthetic virusiswhat'sbeing used.”

"XP-203." Jake started to pace. "What about supplies of the virus?*
"All supposedly destroyed years ago.”

"Then how can somebody be using it in Frisco?"

"They're obvioudy ableto manufactureit again.”

"Does limgrin have any notion how they could do that? Was
Chesterton's research preserved, stored somewhere?”

"All destroyed, too, asfar as Ralph's been ableto learn.”

"Could Belarski have passed aong the knowledge needed to whip up new
supplies of thevi rusT

"Itspossible. But Ralph doesn't believe, considering what Belar
ski'smora stand had become, that held do anything like that.”

"He could' ye been forced,” said Jake. "What about the antidote”?"



"I'm afraid that was destroyed, too, dong with al of Chesterton's
notesonit,” said Beth. "Sounds like what weve hit isadead end.”

"No," said Jake. "Because Chesterton knows how to produce the
antidote.”

"But hesup inthe Freezer and .. . Oh, yes, | see. He can berevived
and questioned.”

"I'm going to talk to Bascom. Hell finagle us a Reanimation Order and
then well go to the freezer."

"Areyou up to doing that?' She watched hisface. "That's not aplace
you--"

"Yeah, | candoit. | haveto.”

A pounding commenced on the door.

"Open up, Cardigan! | know you'reinthere! C'mon, ¢mon!"

It was awoman's voice, but not one he recognized.

Another voice sounded in the hotel halway. "Miss, step away from
there, please” That was Agent MacQuarrie. "Now, very dowly bring
your hands up and lock them behind your head.”

"Dimwit, I'm an agent with the National Disease Control Agency.”
"Even S0, miss. Raiseyour handswhilel frisk you."

"Y ou're going to find yoursdf providing security for minor politicians
during their tours of obscure Centra American republics no later than
this time tomorrow, dim bulb if you so much astouch onefinger to my
person. Here, look over my ID packet and put that stupid stun gun

avay."

Jake placed the voicefindly. "Mixon," hesaid. "OnitaMixon."
"She'sredly withthe NDCA?"

"Oh, yeah," heanswered. "And there are two thingsin theworld she
hates--germsand me."

The man who stepped into The Casino monitoring room was just ashade
over fivefeet tall. Hewasthin, swarthy and wore atight fitting sky
blue suit. Hisright hand was made of gunmetd.

Directly behind him came alean black man carrying alazrifle.

Then two large, wide men in suits the same color asthat of the small



man entered. They were dragging Spike, the bribed chef.

Gomez said, "When they assigned methis cabin, they assured me
I'd have undisturbed privecy whilel--"
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"Shut the fuck up,” suggested the smal man. He glanced from
Gomez to Natalie. "Y ou don't have much in theway of tits, Sgter.”

"If you brokein herejust to tell methat, | dready knew." The
redhead lowered her vi&am and edged nearer to Gomez.

The smdl man made asniggering sofind "A couple of wise asses
he observed, nodding at thetall black man. "We got us a couple of
wise asses Leon. What do you think of our having a couple of wise
assesLeon?’

"Not much, Buzzer."

Buzzer gave arueful shake of hishead. "Leon doesn't think much of
you two wise asses

"l suppose we can trade badinage like thisal thelive long day,”
sad Gomez. "But why don't you gentssmply tell us--"

"Shut up!" Buzzer touched hiswrigt, then poked the curly haired
detectivein the Sdewith hismeta forefinger.

"Hey!" A fairly strong electric shock went knifing into Gomez'sribs,
meaking him shakeinvoluntarily.

Natalie sad, "Theresno need

"Y ou can shut up, too." Buzzer gestured at the two men who were
holding the shivering Spike. "Bring the asshole over here."

"Y ou don't understand,” said the chef, whose lips were cracked and
caked with blood. "I'mtelling you, Buzzer, | never took any money
from these--"

"Donttak.” Leon dapped him, hard, across the mouth.

Blood started running again, spilling down acrosshischin. "I'm
trying to tel you guysthat they forced meto--"

"Donttel us" Leon hit himagain.



Buzzer amiled a Gomez. "Which anti-Tek agency areyou with?' "I'man
operative with the Cosmos Detective Agency in Creater Los Angeles,”
Coomez told him. "Thetip we had was that we could get alook into the
suite of alady who might be Victoria Dorado with thismonitoring

stup.”

"Oh, and you picked up on the meseting by mistake, huh?" "Must have,
yeah. We were about to switch to--" "These assholes think | got shit
for brains, Leon."

"That's not S0, Buzzer."

"Leon says| don't have shit for brains” said Buzzer. "And only
somebody like that would believe your hafassed story."

"You're smart, I'm dumb,” said Gomez. "We got abad tip and walked
into something."

"Not agood idea," said the black man.

"You hear that? Leon saysit'snot agood ideato kid with me," said
Buzzer. "Pay attention now--1'm going to stash you away for about an
hour. By then this meeting you've been eavesdropping on will be
finished. Then acouple of the participants will want to talk with

you. You'd be smart to forget about being wise asses and get ready to
tdl thetruth.”

"l cantdl you that right now."

Buzzer amiled, made adismissve gesture with hisflesh hand. "Let me
giveyou ademondration.”

"Good idea," said Leon.

"Spike, tell these two assholeshow good [ am at getting answers.™ "

toldyou al | know aready. | never ... Owl Oh, Jesus" Buzzer had
grabbed him suddenly in the crotch with hismetd hand. The gunmeta
fingers made crackling sounds as Spike screamed.

One of the men holding him laughed.
Buzzer decided to stay behind in the monitoring room with Spike, who
was sprawled unconscious now on thefloor. "1 think | better ask hima

few more questions. Isthat agood idea, do you think, Leon?"

"Damn good, Buzzer. I'll say, too." Thelong, black man pointed at
Gomez and Natalie and then at the door. "Take them away, boys."

The pair of thugs escorted their prisoners back aong the tunndl,
through the pantry and the robot kitchen and into along grey



corridor.

At ameta door marked STOR.ROO{ 6 they hated. One of the heavyset
men said, "Insde, assholes.” Heinserted an dectro key inthe dot,
the door hissed open.

Taking Natalie'sarm, Gomez escorted her across the threshold.

They werein alarge metad-walled room with afretted celling. Stacked
neetly dl around were about fifty deactivated femae androids, il
incostume. There were showgirls, waitresses, maids and even some lady
wrestlers.

Asthe door shut on them, Gomez observed, "This, chiquita,
offersposshilities.”

20"

he morning fog hung heavy around the Oakland Spaceport. Jake, fingers
of hisright hand drumming dowly onthearm of hisplagtiglass chair,

was looking out through the window of the smal waiting room next to
the boarding ramp for the prison bound shuttle. Beth was Sitting
besdehim. "You okay?' "Tiptop."

"Y ou've been |ooking somewhat downhearted.”

" dmost awayslook that way," hetold her, grinning. "Youvejust
never noticed before.

"Y ou told me once that the Freezer, the first time you saw it, reminded
you of something. But you never got around to--"

"When | was akid, actually about the same age Dan is now, | was sent
to aschool they called the Sky Academy.”

"I've heard of that. A very strict military sort of placefor..” well,
for boyswith problems.™

"| fit into that category. Or so my father thought.”

"And your mother?!

Jake returned to watching thefog. "It didn't much matter what she
thought. My father was a professond military man. Heranthe

"l know."

"Guess I'vetold you most of thisdready.” Hefel slent.



Finaly Beth asked, "How long were you up at that orbiting school T"
"Nearly two years. My mother got sick while| was at Sky

Academy and .. . shedied while | was up there." He shook his head
"Once| got clear of the place, | promised mysdlf I'd never go near a
setup like that again, that 1'd never send my kidsto one.”

"Sowhy isDan at Oceansde?"

"Kate choseit,” hesaid. "It doesn't actudly orbit the planet, but
it surelooks and smellslike Sky Academy. Sending your son off to a
school like that isn't--"

"Good morning, Cardigan." OnitaMixon, adim black woman,

had come gtriding into the Reception Room. Two large silver plated
robotsin white tunicstrailed behind.

Jakerose. "Morning, Nira"

The National Disease Control Agency agent asked him, "Y ou feding any
remorseyet?'

"Over what--the fact I've known you for dmost ten years?' "Ten minus
the four you were up there." She pointed her forefinger at the

ceiling. "No, Cardigan, | meant remorse over the fact you were willing
to let thousands of people in Frisco die while you and the other crooks
at Cosmos got hold of the curefirst. That way you could peddleit to
the--"

"Nlra, you're going along to the Freezer," he reminded her.

"Therée's no need to lecture me on the ethics of the Cosmos Agency or'
"I it hadn't been for Jake," put in Beth, standing, angry, "nobody

would yet know the probable cause of thisdamn plague. Assoon ashe

talked to Chesterton, he was going to pass on whatever he found Out.”

Agent MacQuarrie had been standing acrossthe room. Looking alittle
uneasy, he moved closer to the group.

Onitanodded to hersdlf. "Y ou're the one he'sreplacing hiswife
aren't you? It figuresyou aren't going to tumble to Cardigan's
motives.

"None of you people from NDCA, not one, even suspected that
Chegterton's virus might be what was--"

"Wedid, though, and that's exactly what I've been digging into for
amost two days--aong with alot of other possibilities” said the



agent. "That'show | learned that Cosmos and that opportunistic Bascom
had Jake hunting, the antidote. | figure Cosmoswould've sold it for
asmuch asyou could get."

"Onita, when you burst in on uslast night, | agreed to cooperate,”
said Jake. "But our dedl doesn't include my having to listen to your
lectures”

"That'sright, you must be uneasy about thistrip thismorning,” she
sad, amiling. "Fromwhat | hear, you're damn lucky they didn't ship
you straight back to the Freezer when you got home from Mexico.”

Beth smiled, too. "Agent Mixon," she sad, "Jake hasapolicy of not
hitting women--but | don't. Go away now, please.”

The agent studied Beth for afew seconds. Y ou do a pretty good job of
covering for him." Shrugging, she waked over to where her robot
associates were standing.

Agent MacQuarrie backed off, too.
Beth said, "1 was about ready to dug her.”
"| think she noticed."

From an overhead speaker avoice announced, "All prisoners have now
been safely |oaded aboard Shuttle Flight 21 for the pend colony. There
isno danger to passengers and they may start boarding .

The desk recognized him. "Prisoner # 19,587," said the haf-circle
gunmetal desk after the re cog camerathat was mounted on itstop
scanned Jake.

Hewas gtting in the stedl viditor's chair in the center of the ova

room. Everything herewasgrey. "I'm Jake Cardigan now," he
corrected, spreading the various forms and permits hed brought with
him out on the desk. "I've got a Temporary Resurrect Order for
Prisoner 18,977Chesterton, Gordon. Y ou've aready been notified of
that.”

"Forgive me, yes. For just amoment there | thought you were
:oming back to stay with usagain, Mr. Cardigan.”

"Y ou should have let me handlethis"” Onita Mixon was standing near
the doorway of the Administration Office. ™Y our jailbird record is
getting intheway of an efficient operation.”

"Quit heckling," advised Beth, fists clenching at her Sdes.

Agent MacQuarrie tapped her on the shoulder, shaking his head.



"We don't want an incident, MissKittridge."

The desk cameradipped on its coiled metal neck, scanning the forms
Jake had spread out. "Everything appearsin order,” the vox-box said.
"Y ou'll be escorted to a Processing Room in the Resurrection Wing, Mr.
Cardigan. Youll haveto go done, since we can't dlow more than one
person to be with the prisoner at atime.”

"Hold on," said the NDCA agent. "He's sure not going to have first
crack at this."

"After Chesterton'srevived,” Jake said, "he can be brought to an
Interview Room. | won't ask him any questions until then.”

"Who knowswhat he'sliable to confide in you when he first wakes
up?'

"When he first wakes up,” Jake assured her, "he's not likely to bein
any shgpefor confiding.”

A grey pane inthe grey wal did silently open. A grey robot stepped
two pacesinto theroom. "I've cometo escort Mr. Cardigan.

"Don't get too tricky," warned Onita as Jake stepped through the

Jake hesitated, for just afew seconds, on the threshold of the small
Processing Room. Although it wasn't the same one, it was very smilar
to the chill, metal-walled room held awakened in just weeks ago, after
hisfour-year stretch herein the Freezer.

"Something wrong, Sir?" inquired hisrobot escort.
"Nothing, no." Hewentonin.

There was awhite metal table at the room's center; dangling aboveit
was an assortment of wires and tubes. There was alarge gunmetal robot
standing next to the table and, in the far corner, asingle grey meta

chair.

Jake felt some momentary tightnessin his chest as he crossed the

smadl, cold room.

His escort had remained in the corridor. "If you'll be seated, gir,
the body of Prisoner # 18,977 will be brought hereimmediately and the
reviva proceedings can begin."

"I'll sand and wait." Heleaned againgt the chill wall. Therobot
nodded and left. A minute passed.



The big robot next to the white table didn't move.
Two more minutes went by.

The big robot turned its head toward the open doorway. Another three
minutes passed.

Jake walked over to the doorway, took alook aong the corridor. There
was no sign of anyone.

He went back and leaned against the wall.

A full nine minutes later achrome plated robot in agrey suit camein.
"Would you mind coming with me, Mr. Cardigan?"

"I'm supposed to bewaiting here for Dr. Chesterton'sarrival.”
"Weve experienced adight snag.” "What sort of snag?’

"If you'll accompany me, an explanation will be provided.”

"Okay." Hemoved tothedoor. "Nice meeting you," he said to the big
robot beside the white table.

omez, pacing dowly, made a second circuit of the storeroom he and the
redhaired reporter wereimprisoned in. Shoulders dightly hunched, he
dared in turn a the walls, the ceiling and the smadl grey disk he had
resting in the pam of hishand. "Our dungeon isn't bugged,” he
announced as he dropped the disk into a coat pocket. "Good thing those
louts didn't deprive me of this handy gadget.”

"Now we can have, | suppose, aconfidential conversation.” Natalie was
standing, armsfolded, next to astack of blonde showgirl androids.
"Privacy isal well and good, but since we're on the brink of

extinction, it's not, you won't mind my saying, the topmaost concern on

rny__ll
"Doyou haveanal file

"l do, yes, asamatter of fact. But again, Gomez, persona grooming
isn't very important when you're--"

"May |, pot favor, borrow thething?' He made an impatient
give-it-here motion with hisleft hand.

Natdie handed it over. "What are you intending?'
"Y ou know Joe Waterloo?' Gomez quickly scanned the room,

then went walking to where three hefty android lady wrestlerswere
stacked, face up, one atop the other. "Since we don't have much



I'll start with the sturdiest available” "I'vefound, in my few
dedingswith him, that Joeisareatively informant, but--"

alowed meto watch him at work whilst he reactivated worn-out
androids." Gomez hefted the topmost lady wrestler, ahusky blondein
crimson tights, off the pile. He dumped her, as gently aspossible,

onto the storeroom floor. "Thelessonsthat | learned at Joe's knee,
coupled with my own natural mechanica knack, ought to enable meto
revive afew of theseladies” Hekndt and, using the borrowed nail
file pried off asmall flesh-colored plate in the andy grappler's back.
"I've got to reanimate them, then modify alittle to get themto

follow our orders.

"Do you think you can accomplish that?"

"Before an hour has passed, cam, welll know one way or the other."
Gomez sounded angry, hisvoicewasraised. "Ligten, chiquita, I've
covered cases dl over the world, on dozens of satellites and space
colonies and even onthe Moon. Until I hooked up with you | never

had--"

"Kegp in mind that I've won prizesfor my clever outwitting of all
sorts of scoundrels,” cried Natalie, hands on hips.

They were standing near the door of their storeroom prison,
facing each other and seeming to argue.

"l surewouldn't hand you aprize."

"Don't you try totell mel don't deserve my awards and honors.”

The door hissed open, reveding the lean, black Leon and the two thugs
who'd escorted them here an hour and five minutes ago.

"Oh, 9, you might get an award for being the most annoying bimbo in
the universal™

"You are, asl'velong suspected, adreadful person.” Theangry
redhead siwung out, dapping Gomez across the cheek.

Watching the quarrdl, Leon didn't notice the big blonde android
wrestler inching her way along the wadll at the left of the doorway. He
didn't become aware of her until shewas hurtling through the air
draght & him.

Her name, according to the engraving on the buckle of her wide golden
belt, was Tessie the Torpedo.

Before the startled Leon could even touch his shoulder holster, Tesse



had him down on the floor and was bouncing her broad backside on his
narrow chest.

The two thugs alowed themsdlves to be diverted by thisfor roughly
three seconds. Ampletimefor the two other lady wrestlersthat Gomez
had reectivated and modified to jump them.

The other blonde was known as Moonbase Minnie. Thethird andy, and the
burliest of thelot, was called Killcrazy Maise and had hair of
glowing red.

Maisie drop kicked her sdected hoodlum squarein hischin. That
caused him to grind histeeth, hop two feet into the air and flap his
amssaverd times.

Maisie caught him before he touched down, lifted him up and executed a
graceful arplane spin that ended with hisflying into the far wall.

He dammed it with arattling thunk. When he hit thefloor, flat out,
he was unconscious.

Tessie had by that time succeeded in bresking Leon'sright arm and, by
whaPping his skull repeetedly againg the metd floor, knocking him out
cold.

Moonbase Minnielifted the second thug in acrushing bear hug. He

gasped, yelped, gasped again and passed out. Shelet go of him,
stepped deftly aside as he toppled over.

Spitting on her hands and then rubbing them together, Minnie turned to
Tessie. "l can hear you wheezing from here, dearie. Y ou need an
overhaul "

"I thought you were waltzing with your guy, sweetheart. He probably
just passed out from fright after getting agander a you." "Listen,
dearie, if I'd wanted to"

"Ladies, bast ante cautioned Gomez. "Keep in mind that I'm the leader
of the group. Right now what we haveto doisvamos." Crouching
besde thefallen Leon, hetook his stun gun hislazgun the labeled
electro key to one of The Casino's private shuttles. Nodding toward
the doorway, Natalie asked, "Can you ladies usto where they've got
their ships docked?'

"A cinch, skinny," said Maise. "Unlessthey've moved things around
sncethey put usout to pasture.”

"Pasture?' laughed Tessie. "The junk heap iswhere they tossed you,
lovie

"Ladies"" Gomez opened the door to take a careful ook out into the



corridor. "We're operating on avery tight schedule today. It looks
safe outside, so let's make our way to the dock muy pronto.”

Maise gave Natdie acordiad nudgeinthesde. "How'sthisgink do
in the sack, honl don't have anything but hearsay information on that.”
"He's sort of cute," observed Tessie. "Except for that hair,” said
Minnie

"Tothedocking area.”" Gomez stepped into the corridor and beckoned
themto follow.

h22:
1

we androids, three robots and a human were standing around something on
the floor of the large grey room.

The human, afat man with short cropped blond hair and a bright pink
face, stepped clear of the group to frown at Jake as he was escorted
in. "What do you know about this, Cardigan?"'

A darkhaired female andy and a chrome plated robot moved aside so that
Jake could get alook at what they'd been circling. It turned out to

be an opaque plastiglass coffin, the lid off and leaning againd it.

The coffin was empty.

Jake rubbed histhumb knuckle across his chin. "Isthiswhere
Chesterton was supposed to be reposing?”

"Itis" sad thefat man. "Would you have any ideawhere heis?'

Grinning, Jake replied, " Seemsto meyou folks arein a better position
to answer that than | am."

"I'm Deputy Warden Silverman,” thefat man said. "'l was herewhileyou
were serving your sentence, Cardigan.”

"Wedidn't meet at thetime." He tapped the empty coffin with the toe
of hisboot. "I came up here to the Freezer--not afavorite st of
mine--specificaly to tak to Chesterton. If I'd known in advance he
was missing, I'd have spared mysdf thetrip."

"He's not necessarily missing,” said the deputy warden.

"It'spossible” suggested the darkhaired femae android, "that been
midfiled."

i,, amply

"How often hasthat happened?’



"Never, but it remainsapossbility.”

Jake eyed the fat warden. "I've never heard of anybody escaping from
up here”

"That would be impossible, snce dl our prisoners are kept in a state

of sugpended animation,” said Silverman. "Wedso haveavery
efficient security system, no one could' ye broken in from outside and

Sorung him."

Jake nodded at the empty box. "How often do you check the coffins?!
"We prefer to cal them resting cdlls™

"How often?'

The darkhaired android answered, "Every cdl is congtantly monitored
eectronicdly, Mr. Cardigan.”

"But do you ever actudly look indde them?'

"In the case of long-term prisoners such as Dr. Chesterton, we do that
once every Sx months."

"When wasthe last check made?' "Four and ahalf monthsago.” "And he
was there then?’

"If he hadn't been, the ingpector for that tier of the pena colony
would have reported it.”

Jake kicked at the coffin again. "Why didn't your monitoring gear
notice he wasn't insde here?!

"Wereinvestigating thet,” said Silverman. "Tampering,” said one of
therobots. "How'sthat?' asked the deputy warden.

"A report'sjust coming in:" Therobot tapped histemple. "The
monitoring equipment connected to the resting cell of Prisoner # 18,977
has had a Diverter Box attached toit.”

"Feeding in fake information," observed Jake, "for thelast four or
fivemonths”

"Thisisextremely serious.” Deputy Warden Silverman frowned deeply.
"It's starting to sound as though this prisoner has been smuggled out

of here. Something that has never happened before.”

"Asfar asyou know it's never happened before.”

"Wewon't be needing you any longer," Silverman told him.



"Should we determine the current whereabouts of Gordon Chester ton--"
"Or hisremains”

"What do you mean by that?"

"Severa people who were associated with Chesterton down on

Earth have died lately,”" Jake said. "It could be that somebody wants
him dead, too."

"But the man was as good as dead already. Fifty yearsup hereisa
longtime"

"Y eah, but it's not quite as permanent as death." Jake headed for the
doorway, where the robot who'd brought him was waiting.

"It goeswithout saying, that if you find out anything about what's
become of Chesterton,” said the deputy warden, “that you inform us at
once."

"I'll tell Cosmos, they'll tell you."

Jake and the robot started along agrey corridor, just around the first
bend awall pand did quietly open on hisright.

"Jake," cdled afaint voice, "I think | can help you."
Killcrazy Maisie had sraight armed thefirst guard.

He went skittering backwards, dropping his stun rifle on the ribbed
wakway and damming into ameta wall.

Moonbase Minnie had, meantime, grabbed the second and third guards a
the private docking area and bonged their heads together.

"That'snot fair, honey," complained Tessethe Torpedo. "You didn't
leave any of them for me"

"Onward," urged Gomez, stepping over one of the unconscious guards.

He and Natalie ran out into the glasswalled docking area. There were
three slvery shuttlesresting therein launching cradles.

Gomez consulted the key held borrowed from the dumbering
Leon. "We're seeking FSG/3," he said, scanning the row of shut
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WilliamSha nerties. "Ah, aqui." Heredized that hewas
standing beside the spacecraft he wanted.

"Weveredly appreciated your help," Natdietold thetrio of android
lady wrestlers. "I hopethat by aiding usyou won't find yoursavesin
any trouble with the dugs who manage this--"

"Horsepuckey, swestie," cut in Tessie. "Save your goodbyes, because
werefixing to go with you.”

"But that wouldn't be--"

"Arguing dows down our departure.” Gomez unlocked the cabin and
climbed aboard.

"But, Gomez, | don't redly think we can stedl three androidsright out
from under--"

"Were dready steding thisshuttle” He settled, after bouncing a
few times, into the pilot seet.

"Actudly I look on it more as borrowing, since once weve reached GLA,
we can arrange to have--"

"Nat, seet yoursdf next to me and buckle yoursdf in," hetold her.
"Tessie, you and your sisters hop aboard and get ready. Weve got to
exit muy rdl)idamente.”

"Right you are, curie.”

In less than three minutes everyone was safely aboard. Inlessthan
Sx minutes the shuttle was roaring away from The Casino.

or nearly haf aminute, Jake recognize person didn't the who had
cdledto him.

Just beyond the opening that had appeared in thewall sat afrail,

gaunt man in adark metd servo chair Thethin handsthat clutched the
arms of the whedled chair were amogt skeletd, hisskin was grey.
"How're you doing, Jake?' heasked inadim, tired voice.

Jaketook afew steps closer. "Pete Goodhill?!
"You haven't seen mefor awhile" said the frail Goodhill.

"Not since | checked into the Freezer four yearsago. Areyou il
the prison psychiatrist?"

The doctor's mouth twisted into something that might have been aamile.
"Until they can replaceme.”



"What exactly is-"

"A rare sort of maignancy iswhat'skillingme. One, unfortunately,
theres il no curefor.”

Jake'srobot guide said, "They'll be expecting us, g, back in the
Adminidration-"

Dr. Goodhill had touched one of the buttons on the left arm of his
chair. A thin sizzling beam of orange light shot out of asmdl nozzle
on thesde of thechair. It hit the robot in the chest.

With arattling gasp, the mechanica man's eyes sngpped shut, hisarms
dropped to his sides and he stood rigid.

"Comein herefor awhile, Jake. | need to talk to you."

Glancing at the incapacitated robot, Jake stepped through the wall.
"Still not getting aong with your colleagues, Pete," he observed.
"Same way you were when you worked with the SoCa State Police.”

"Back then | didn't haveto rely on adamn chair to take care of the
assholeswho annoyed me." Goodhill's chair rolled acrossthe small
room that was behind the wall and out into another corridor. "Just
downthisway. Excuse, by theway, my showing self pity amoment ago.
Bad thing for a psychiatrist to do, not agood examplefor his

patients. Dying, though, can redlly depressthe hdll out of you when

you get to thinking about it. Anyway, Jake, I'm glad you finally got

out of thisplace. | wassureal dong that you'd been framed"

"I know, Pete. A few other people were, too, but nobody could prove
it

A white door opened on their right. "My office" The servo chair
carried thefrail, dying man across the threshold of alarge room with
bright orange and yellow walls. "I had my chair do alittle decorating
for me. Warm colors, | find, cheer me up.”

"Thiscolony isn't noted for beingawarm place.” Jekesatina
crimson chair. "Sometimesl| think .. ."

"Think what, Jeke?'

"I don't know, Pete. That | was actualy frozen whilel was up here
and that | il haven't completely thawed out.”

Goodhill touched another button on the chair arm. A thin silvery rod
popped out of the chair, snaked up and wiped his nose with a plyochief.
"The aftereffects of atay in the Freezer have never been adequatdly
sudied. I've been planning abook that will... Shit, what am |



saying? | won't be around long enough for that.”

"lan't there anything that might--"

"No, nope. Thisisn't Chesterton'svirus, Jake. There'sno cure.”
"Y ou know about Chesterton?”

"I know what you've been working on.”

"Any ideawho swiped his body?'

Goodhill touched a button on the right arm of the chair. Another metal
rod swung up, this one pressing asmall oxygen mask to his TekLorde
face. When it retracted, he said, "I don't have any concrete evidence
of this, Jake, yet | know I'mright." A wheeze sounded in histhin
voice. "What you haveto do if you want to locate Gordon Chester ton
istak to thewarden”

"Warden Niewenhaus?'

"Yeah, him. Youwon' find him aboard the Vreezer. HEsmost likely
at home, down in the Mdibu Sector of GLA. The prison makeshim
uneasy, dl these poor bastards deeping here. "They're like deadmen,
Peter,"" said Dr. Goodhill. "Since I'm just about a de adman mysdif,

| probably scare him, too. Forgive me--more sdf pity

"I've been accused of that mysdlf lately,” said Jake. "Must bealot
of it going around.”

"Having arough time down there?' "Y ou heard about my ex wife" She's
got the plague.”

"Somehow Dan, my son, thinksthat [--"

"I know Dan. Remember, | was at histenth birthday party?' "Right,
you did your magic act for them. Danredly ..." Jaketraled off.

"It'sdl right, Jake. It doesn't bother meto be reminded that |

can't even blow my own nose anymore, let one pull gold coinsout of a
kidsear."

All at once } ake's head went forward. Bringing hishand up to his
face, he started crying. It only lasted afew seconds. Then hetook a
deep breath, shaking hishead. "Why the hell did | do that?"

"Well, it might be you're sad a seeing mein thisshape,” said the
psychiarist. "And it dso might bethat you're starting to thaw a
litttlemore." Goodhill touched the chair arm and the door to his
office did open. "I better escort you hack to your custodian now. No



use having them come hunting for us.”

Standing, Jake said, "Thanksfor thetip about the warden." "I've
suspected for quite awhile, Jake, that he's arranged for afew choice
prisonersto take unauthorized leave. Chesterton is sure to be one of
them.”

William Shat n erAs Goodhill rolled by him, Jake reached out to pat
the ailing doctor's shoulder. "Good luck, Pete.”

"Y ou're developing asentimenta side.” Goodhill's chair took him out
into the corridor. "Bothering to wish good luck to aadman.”

OnitaMixon came striding toward him across the Adminigiration Office.
"Damn it, you were supposed to send for me soon as Chester-ton woke
up." Shehated afoot from him, glaring.

"At the moment, Nlira, nobody's certain if he's awake or adeep.”

"If you went ahead and questioned him without.. Whét the hell are you
talking about?"

Backing off from her, he answered, "Dr. Chesterton wasn'tin his
COFi. '
"Whereishe?'

"That'swhat alot of people--and mechanisms--hereabouts are trying to
find out.”

The Nationa Disease Control Agency agent, turning her back on

Jake, walked over to the desk. "Why didn't you tell me about thiswhen
| was asking you what was ddlaying Cardigan?"

"Because, maam, that would have been in violation of our security
procedures,” replied the voxbox.

Onitadammed afist on the desk top. "Security, my fanny! Thisisan
important government investigation,” she said. "['want to talk to the
warden. Right now?"'

"He'snot available at thistime."

Beth moved up close beside Jake. "Isheredly missng?'

"Thet heis™

"Any ideawhereto find him?"'



"Yep." Inalouder voice he said, "Since weve hit adead end,
weld like to take the next shuttle home.”

"Onewill beleaving in seventeen and ahaf minutes” the desk
informed him. "Isthe entire party intending to"

"I'm staying here until | find out what's been done with Dr.

Chesterton.” Spinning, Onita came back acrossto scowl at Jake. "Do
you know anything about what happened?’

"That's what the deputy warden was just asking me," he said.

"The answer | gave him was--nope, nothing."

"| think maybe you do, though." Sheraised her right hand, about to
prod himin the chest.

"Didn't | mention,” said Beth, grabbing her wrigt, "that you were
redly starting to annoy me?' Using the angry agent'sarm asa
lever,

sheflipped her aside.

Onitastumbled, fell to thefloor.

One of her robot associates trotted over to help her up, the other
closed in on Beth.

Jake stepped in front of the young woman, holding up his hand.
"Thefracasisover,” he said warningly to the white coated robot.

"Y ou don't want to risk any danger to your own person.” Getting up,
Onitaordered, "Lay off them, Ernie" "But they,--"

"Later," she promised, brushing at her skirt. "I'll get even later.”

"Belooking forward to that." Grinning, Jake escorted Beth out of the
room.

n24.:

here werefive other passengers on the homeward-bound shuttle, not
counting Agent MacQuarrie.

Acrossthe aide from Beth and Jake a heavyset blonde woman was crying
quietly. "Fifteen years" shewas saying again. "That'ssuch along
time"

"No, it'snot redly,” said the dender blonde teenage girl Sitting



with her. "And Dad's dready been therefor two."

"I'm going to be sixty-one when they let him out.”

"That'snot old, not terribly old anyway."

"But hel]] till beforty-seven." She shook her head. "I don't know
why we go up there once amonth, just to look at avidpicture of him
lying inthat awful cramped box." "It doesyou good, Ma" "Doesit?
Fifteenyears" Jakesad quietly, "A sad place.”

"Y ou got through the visit dl right." Beth took hold of his hand.

"Not exactly." Hetold her about his encounter with the dying Dr.
Goodhill, about breaking down and crying.

Beth asked, "Were you crying for him?"

"Partly,” he answered. "But partly for Kate, partly for Dan and maybe
for mysdf, too."

"It could be Goodhill was right and you're warming up, } ake,"

said Beth. "That seemsto bother you, though, doesn't it? Having
fedings, being vulnerable.”

"When ] was a cop, they called me--although | wasn't supposed to know
it--Andy. Short for android.” He leaned back in the sest,

holding her hand tighter. "My father wasn't exactly awarm person.”

"So I've gathered,” shesaid. "Do you think Warden Niewenhausis
redly involved in whatever happened to ChestertonT™

"Pete Goodhill thinks s0."

"Were you close friends when you were both with the State

Police?"

"Not exactly. It was more like we were eventualy going to get around
to being friends but never quitedid. | trust him, though." The
heavyset woman across the aide was asking him something. "1 didn't
catch that," said Jake.

"l waswondering if you'd been visting someone on the freezer,”

shesaid, wiping her eyes. "Inaway, yes." "Who--arelaive?' "Me,"
answered Jake.

They caught Jake in the middle of the main building of the Oakland



Spaceport.

The big chrome plated robot spotted him first and, turning the vidcam
mounted in his gleaming skull toward him, camerolling over. "Areyou
investigating the plague, too, Jake?" the Timeife Mediarobot

asked.

Jake, with Beth close beside him and Agent MacQuarrietrailing, had
been heading toward abank of vidphones. Hewanted to make acdl to
the MarinaHospital. "What plague, Scoop?' he asked, halting.

Three human reporters joined the Timdife robot. Pachter of Newz,
Inc." Gary Insatsu of the ,|gpanese Shinbun Vidnews Serviceand a
slver haired young woman Jake didn't recognize.

"Quit shamming, Jake," said Pachter, alean dark man of forty.

"Y ou know dl about the vicious blight that's laying waste to San
Francisco, turning the once-glittering city into a pest hole where
death holds sway and--"

"Chrigt, Pach," cut in the silver haired woman, "write your story on
your own time, huh? Why were you up on the Freezer, Cardigan? Did you
go dong with Agent Mixon?'

"What do you think about the plansto quarantine Frisco?' asked
Insatsu. "Do you fed, knowing what you know, that such amoveis
judtified?"

"Folks." Jake held up hishand in astop-right-there gesture. "l was
amply vigting afriend of minewha'saling.”

"And it'sjust a coincidence that Mixon, who'sinvestigating the
plague, was on the same shuttle you took up there?' asked the woman.

"That'sright."”

"She didn't return with you, though,” said Pachter. "Doesthat
indicate she's pursuing some further link between this dreadful blight
and the criminalswho are incarcerated within the unyielding metal
wadlsof--"

"Y ou want to find out what Nita's up to, Pach, you ask her." Jake took
hold of Beth'sarm. "Right now | haveto--"

"Weve been waiting for Agent Mixon for near an hour,” said Insatsu.
"Word was she'd be coming home on the same ship with you."

"Shedidnt." Jake arted waking again.

"Y our own wifeliesdying, avictim of this horrible and deadly



scourge.” Pachter walked aong beside them. ™Y et you seem to be
exhibiting little outward grief and, indeed, here you are squiring an
attractive young woman other than--"

"Pach, go away," suggested Jake quietly. "Y our getting socked in the
nose isn't news anymore, but it's close to happening again anyway,”

The slver haired reporter wastrailing them, too. "Did you divorce
your wife before or after shewasfelled by the plague?

Beth smiled sweetly over her shoulder. "I take care of punching all
the femae news hounds she said. *Shoo.”

"It would be best, Jake," said Insatsu, datching up with Him, "for you
to cooperate with us. Thisistoo big astory to keep quiet any
longer. If you help usout, well hdp you.”

Jake stopped again. "I'm just an operative with the Cosmos Detective
Agency thesedays," he said, "and I'm working on acase. When | heard
that an old police colleague of minewas sick, | took time off to visit

him. That'sdl | haveto say."

Pachter warned, "Y ou'd be well advised Jake, to deal honestly and
truthfully with us™

"I am" He tarted for adoorway out. "Theinterview isover." "For
now." Paehter didn't bother to follow him any further. The other
newspeople gave up, too. Jake and Beth stepped out into the
twilight.

"A shamethe tory got out," he said.

"That wasinevitable

"Too damn many thingsare."

The sky car sped southward through the dusk. Beth wasin the pilot
seet, Jake sat next to her using the vidphone that was built into the
dash.

"MarinaHospitd," he was explaining to the grey robot who showed on
the smdl phone screen.

"I'm sorry, Sr, we're unableto plate that call.”
IIVrI,V?I
"A dtate order, issued three hours and seventeen minutes ago,

forbids any but emergency communicationswith al San Francisco area

hospitals”



"Thisisan emergency. My former wifeisapatient.”
"Werein the process of setting up a specia information number,
gr. Oncethat'sin place, you'll be able to--"

"My son'sthere, too, but only for observation. Can you put me through
tohim?'

"I'm sorry, Sr, but the same restrictions apply.”

"Okay, thanks." He blanked the screen, sank back in his sedt.
"Well, | better start pulling strings so | can override this--"
The phone buzzed.

Jake answered it. "Dan," he said when his son'simage flashed onto
the screen. "I've been trying to reach you."

"l don't have much time,” said hisson. "We're not supposed to make
any calsout of here, but anurse who's afriend of mine--"

"How areyou?'

"I'm okay | guess. They tested me again this afternoon and everything
wasfine" answered Dan. "But I'm going to haveto stay here anyway.
They won't let anyone who'sin the hospital now get out. And you can't
comeinto see meather.”

"What about your mother?'

"They told me she's about the same,” said Dan. "Dad, listen. |

saw you on thevidnews alittle while ago, so | knew you were back. It
said you'd been up to the Freezer and that it must have something to do
with the plague. | was hoping that you'd found out something. You
know, that you'd found out some way to cure the plague.”

"I know what's causing it and, in genera, who's probably behind it.”
"But can't you tdll them how to save Mom?'

"Not yet, no." Jake shook hishead. "But I'm getting closer.” "I

don't think there'stoo much more time to--" The screen suddenly went
blank. "Damn," said Jeke. "They cut him off."

Beth said, " Sounds like he's thawing some, too."

"It does, yeah," admitted Jake. "But, asfar as he's concerned, I'm



dill letting him down.”

=25

"Don't," advised Jake.

Warden Niewenhauss right hand dowed, stopped in midair over the
Lucite table beside the deep near leather armchair hewas sitting in.

A black lazgun rested on the tabletop, barrdl touching an ivory
ball-clock. "Thisisavery serious matter, coming into my home and
threatening mewithagun.”

Jake grinned, keeping his stun gun aimed at thetall, thickset man.

"Let's chat about Gordon Chesterton.”

The warden dropped his hand to hisknee. "Y ou're Cardigan--the one who
was up at the Freezer earlier today making trouble." He glanced around
hislarge study, hisfrown degpening.

A large sngle plastiglasswindow filled thefar wall, giving awide

view of the moonlit Pecific directly below. The housewasbuilt on

tilts out over the ocean and bordering the window was a narrow deck.

Jake asked, "Where's Chesterton?"

"I don't know how you snesked by my security robots, but they'll be
coming in here soon, Cardigan, damn soon to haul you off. Then,

I'm afraid, it'll be another stretch in the Freezer for you.”
"Y our security bots, al three of them, areincapacitated.” Jake sat
on thearm of alow white sofa: "Something | learned how to do in my

police days. Now about--"

"I might aswell warn you that | have avery efficient eectronic darm
sysem. Assoon asyou waked in,

"| incapacitated that, too."

"Then I've got no security hereat adl." He started to stand. "It's
not safe to Say

"Kegpinthechair."

"You damned idiot. Now they can getin, too." "Somebody the Teklords
are sending around?' "'l have absolutely no connection with--"

"Nobody was supposed to find out that Chesterton wasn't till up there.
A fifty-year sentence with no possibility of parole--who'd misshim?'
Jake sttled down onthe sofa. "The efficient thing for the Teklords



to do now isto knock you off. So you can't tell anybody where
Chegterton went."

"Cardigan, | don't intend to discuss-"

"Oneway or the other you're going to tell me where heis, Warden.”
The warden sagged, running histongue over hisupper lip. "They
pressured meinto doing it, you understand. Made threats against me
and my family."

"They dso paid you two million dollars™

"How did you--"

"Y ou weren't as careful in banking the dough as you should have been.
Who paid you?'

Warden Niewenhaus leaned forward, his hands pressing hisknees. "Can
you help meto get clear of here--to someplace safe?' he asked. "I've
been fearful dl day, ever sncel learned that Chester-ton's
disappearance had been discovered.”

Nodding, Jaketold him, "The Cosmos Detective Agency isgood at hiding
people.”

"I've never done anything likethisbefore. It'sthefirst timel ever
betrayed my trust or compromised my--"

"Save that, Warden. I've been over your secret bank accountsfor the
pest fiveyears."

"All right,” he said weerily, "dl right.”

"Who?'

"l never dedlt with them directly. | was contacted rather by their
representative, aman who arranges thingsfor them.” "The same
arranger you'd dealt with previoudy?' "They've used him once or twice
inthepas." "They being the Teklords?'

Warden Niewenhaus nodded dowly. "That's been my assumption.”
"Who'syour contact?’

"Hisnameis Frank Holz."

"Holz?" Jake eyed the nervous man. "Frank Holz isa second-rate
pommovie producer out in the PAlm Springs Sector.”

"Apparently there are some things you don't know after dl, Cardigan,”



said thewarden. "Holz worksfor them.” "Where did he arrange to have
Chegterton sent?' "'l don't know." "Make aguess.”

"| redly have no--" "Guessanyway." "Possbly Japan." "Why Japan?"

"I'veheard that.." that certain people associated with the Hokori
cartd had aninterest in Dr. Chesterton.”

"Any names?'

"No." He shook his head negatively severa times, in aquick jerky
way.

"Have you figured out what they're usng Chesterton for?'

"What happens after a prisoner leaves the Freezer isn't any concern
of--"

"Theplague. The onethat'skilling people upin San Franciscoishis
invertion.”

"l don't believethat at dl. | certainly wouldn't have been a party
to thishad | known that--"

"C'mon, for two million bucks you'd be a party to anything. How long
ago was Chesterton smuggled out of the Freezer?

"It's been approximately three months.”
"Then Sonny Hokori was il aive when the ded was set up.”

"Y es, and you were sill one of my guestsin the Freezer. | wishyou
dill were”

"Yeah, | imagineyou do," said Jake. "Now, suppose you tell me--"

Just then the entire view window shattered and hundreds of glittering
fragments of jagged glass exploded into the room.

Gomez whistled as heflew.

Hewas piloting an agency sky car through the night, heading for the
Malibu Sector of Greater Los Angeles. Fresh back from hisexcurson to
The Casino and no longer encumbered with aredhaired reporter or
mechanical wrestlers, he was aiming to catch up with Jeke.

When Bascom at the Cosmos Agency told him where his partner was
heading, Gomez decided Jake might be in need of some backup help
tonight.

On the small vidscreen mounted on the dash awavy haired android



newscaster was droning. "Just in from San Francisco. Asthe number of
plague cases grows a an alarming ratein the city by the bay, Sate

and nationd officias continue to deny that the virusravaging the

city isaspil]over from a secret military experiment gone awry. NorCal
Governor Vetterlein aleged earlier in the day, a ahadtily called

news conference in the State House in Alameda, that the manmade plague
isthework of terrorists. He could not, however, when pressed for
details by reporters, name the specific terrorist group responsible.
Meantime, al public and private schoolsin San Francisco were ordered
closed until--"

"Muy mao," commented Gomez as he turned off the screen.

TheMadibu Sector coastline, outlined by scatters of lights, was coming
up below him.

"How close are we to the warden's casa?'  he asked the control pandl.
"Two miles" replied the voxbox. "WEell be over itin afew sees.”

Dropping down athousand feet, Gomez put the sky car into adow
circling paitern.

He passed fairly closeto aspeeding pizza-ddivery sky van The
dartled driver threw him the finger.

Gomez merely smiled.

"Niewenhaus place directly below," announced the voxbox, turning on the
vidscreen to show him anight cam picture of the silt-house. "It's

the one where those three masked figures are climbing up out of the sea
and onto the deck.”

"/Carambal" remarked Gomez.

Ashewatched, the third and last of the intruders reached the deck of
the prison officid's house.

Seconds later the vie window exploded and the three dark figures went
diving into the house in the wake of the flying fragments of shattered
plagtiglass.

"Shit, if Jakespaying asocid cdl inthere," said Gomez, dropping
close to the besieged waterside house, "he's liable to get diced

up.”

Out of the gap adark figure came sailing. It was one of the raiders
and, judging by the way heflipped over the deck railing and dropped
into the sea, he was out cold.

Next came Jake, executing a neet dive and hitting the water with a



foamy splash.

Swooping lower, Gomez indructed the sky car " Stungun anybody else who
pops out of that joint down there.”

"Right you are.”

Hisair car skimmed the-water, started hovering near the spot where
Jake had gonein.

"Bingo," said the voxbox. "Wegot one.”

"Bueno.” Gomez touched akey on the control panel and a door opened in
the belly of the hovering car. "Jake, unlessyou need the exercise,

you can quit swimming now and climb aboard,” he shouted down at the
dark water.

Jake's head showed above the surface. He blinked, spit out water,
grinned. "Y ou're back, huh?"

William Shet her

"Apparently, amigo." Hetouched another key and aladder unfurled.
The sky car was hovering about five feet above the ocean.

Using the dangling ladder, Jake climbed up insidethe air car

Dripping and soggy, he crossed and dumped into aseat. "Thanks,

"Pot nada. All part of our friendly service" Hesettheear to
climbing away from there. "Wasthe warden at home?”

"Hewas, but the shattering glasskilled him." ]aketugged out adamp
plyochief and touched at a curved, bleeding cut on his cheek. "I hit
the floor and missed getting diced up. Doing okay with those
housebreakers who camein by way of the deck, but--"

"I noted one of them doing some impromptu water ballet work thanksto
you."

"Yeah, and | downed asecond one. But then five more of them camein
through the front door.” "A good timeto make an exit." "That'swhat
| decided."

"Did you get any answers out of the good warden before the
intruson?'

"Yes, and | think we better head for the Palm Springs Sector right
now.



"Which partmthe Dirty Hollywood area?'

"Yeah," answered Jake, "that's exactly where we have to go.”
"One of the scenic wonders of Greater LA," observed his partner.
126.::

omez headed the sky car inland through the night. "How's Kate
doing?'

"No better." Jake had taken off hiswet jacket, shirt and trousers and
had them spread out on the cabin floor next to an air circ outlet to
dry. Hewas crouched on the floor near the clothes. "Danisfine,
though. He doesn't haveit, but they're keeping himin the

hospitd."

Nodding, his partner said, "Bascom filled mein on what you've dug up
on Chegterton. Did thewarden really arrange for his premature
departure from the Freezer?'

"Y eah, Chesterton was turned over to Frank Holz."

"Ah, the porn entrepreneur. | always figured Frank wastied in with
the Tek bunch."

"Niewenhaus was pretty sure the Hokori cartel wasinvolved. Chesterton
was smuggled out before Sonny got killed."

Gomez sad, "It looks like theres till aHokori cartel flourishing,
amigo. Judging from what | chanced to overhear up at The Casino,

ToraHokori istrying to run thiswhole show."

"That'sthe late Tora Hokori?"

"Thelady isgill above the ground--or at least severd fairly astute
Teklords sure think so." Gomez went on to tell Jake about his
activities aboard the gambling satellite and what he'd been able to

learn.

"So the Teklords are definitely behind the plague,” said Jake when his
partner had concluded.

"S, it'sbasicdly an extortion operation. Lay off usor well wipe
out afew choice cities--commencing with Frisco.”

"What about an antidote?"

"We were interrupted before there was much discussion of that.



But obvioudy the antidote iswhat they intend to sel."

Jake poked at histrousers. "Dry enough,” he decided, starting to pull
them on. "What'd you end up doing with your lady wrestlers?”

"Sent the trio down to achum of mine who runs a sports pavilionin the
San Pedro Sector. He's achap who's not too fastidious about the
pedigrees of an dies

"And Nataie Dent?'

"Not being ableto think of aplaceto ship her to, | Smply snuck away
soon aswe landed in Greater LA," he said.

Jake put on hisshirt. "What I'm worried about now istime," le said.
"If we don't find Chesterton soon, it's going to betoo late to help
Kate"

"Well track him down."

"If shedies.." Hedidn't finish the sentence. "Héell, | don't even
know what | fed about her. It'sasthough | didn't come back to the
sameworld after | got out of the damn Freezer. Everything had
changed--K ate didn't redlly love me, she'd helped set me up.”

"Could be, Jake, theworld didn't change that much in your absence. Y ou
just darted seeing it amite more clearly.”

Jake got into hisjacket. "But, Sid, | should've seen what was going
on beforel ever let them frameme."

"You didn't and that'sal over and done," said Gomez. "Keep in mind,
however, that | have remained consastent. A tower of strengthin the
midst of turmoail, a beacon blazing steadfastly in the stormy sea of
change, arefugein the dark night of the soul aswell as--"

"A prime example of modesty." Jakegrinned. "Okay, I'll quit
complaning.”

His partner announced, "And there's our glittering destination now!"

Dirty Hollywood occupied seven square blocks at the south end of the
Palm Springs Sector. Seven square blocks devoted to the production and
distribution of pornographic entertainment and dlied arts. Theglare

of the neon signs and the gloletters was formidable, Jake and Gomez, on
foot now, passed benegth the huge glittering arch that proclaimed

DIRTY

HOLLYWOOD--PORN CAPITAL OF THE WORLD!



and started dong the main thoroughfare.

Thelight sgnsglared and flashed dl around them--TORRID

FILMSLTD.; HOTZ BROS. BOOKZ; PRINTED PORN FOR THE COLLECTOR;
PANSY'SGAY PORN EMPORIUM; SEXY LEXY'S PORN SUPERMARKET-FLOORS OF
FLTH!; FOUL MOUTH FREDDIE'S PHONE SEX PARLOR--COME

IN & TALK DIRTY; SMUTZ DINER.

"Wewant thediner." Dodging tourists, Gomez went ducking through the
entryway.

The place was built to resemble a middle-twentieth-century diner.

Long and narrow, it had a counter running along one side and arow of
booths along the other. Most of the booths were occupied.

Gomez went over to the counter. "I used to know alovely young lady
who worked herein Dirty Hollywood," hetold Jake, perching on the edge
of astool and scanning the room. "Very pretty auburn-haired lass

named Teenawho was, unfortunately, starring in some of Frank Holz's
epics. If I canfind her, she can provide uswith sometips on how we

can unobtrusively contact the gent.” "She hangs out here?' "Used

to."

A plump, puffy faced woman with bright carrot-colored hair was Sitting
two stools over. She had both shabby elbows resting on the countertop,
her hands clutching her mug of nearcaf. "Who you looking for?!

Gomez continued to look around. "Just afriend of mine” The plump
woman straightened up, brushing a her hair. "Holy Ghog, it isyou,
isn'tit?" Shereached over, took hold of hiswrigt. "Oomez, how are
you?"

"Madre. Isthat you, Teena?'

Sheamiled. "I've put on alittle weight these past coupleyears™ "A
little" he agreed.

"Why'reyou looking for me?'
"I'm seeking information, Teena"

Carefully, she gathered up her cup and moved over to St next to him.
"I'd liketo help you, Gomez. Bt .. . isthere any dough involved?'

"Sure. Let usbuy you dinner and well talk.”



She shook her head. "I don't want to be seen talking too long in
public with acop.”

"I'm not acop anymore."

"But youre dtill somekind of detective” "Private. Thisismy
partner, Jake Cardigan.” "He used to be acop, too."

"That'sright,” said Jake. "Where can we get together with you?' "My
placein about fifteen minutes.”

"Areyou gl living in the chateau out on--"

"No," said Teena, laughing. "I've got aroom out back of McSeedy's.
It's10lA."

"Okay, Teena" Gomez started to get up.

She caught hisarm. "'Isthe money going to be maybe as much asfive
hundred dollars?’

Hesmiled. "At leadt, chiquita”
27
rank Holz was having a party.

It was being held, with well over a hundred guestsin attendance, at

his home on the edge of the PAlm Springs Sector. The home had once

been the areals |eading motel and when it was converted to aprivate
residence, the huge glosign proclaiming GOLDEN OASIS INN had been left
in place over the high silver plated entrance gates.

Jake and Gomez arrived there about a half hour shy of midnight. Gomez,
smiling broadly at the tuxedoed chrome robot overseeing the gates,
handed him the plascard invitation that Teena had obtained for them.
"Aqui," hesad. "l trust werre not too late for the festivities.”

"The night's young, gents, the party's il infull flower." The
robot touched the invitation to hisforehead, causing hisleft eyeto
flash green. "Go onin, gents, you're legit.”

"Get many crashers?" inquired Jake asthe silvery gates clicked
open.

"A few try, but Mr. Holz's goon squad gives them the bum's rush.
Enjoy yoursdves, gents."

When they were safely in the party area around the large outdoor
swimming pool, Gomez said, "Remind meto avoid that goon squad.”



A large, wide bandstand hovered three feet from the ground just beyond
the shimmering pale-green poal. A full android band, decked out in
tuxedos, was playing antique dance music. A largeglosign affixed to
the hovering stand announced--c;vv IOMBARrO S, mS

ROYAL CANADIENS. AN AUTHENTIC 20TH CENTURY ORCHESTRA RECREATED
FOR YOUR DANCING PLEASURE BY MU$IKANDIESINC.

"Do you know what it costs Frank to rent that band for just one night?"*
alovely blonde was asking her thickset escort.

"Too much," he grunted.

Gomez and Jake halted near awhed ed robot bartender and studied the
crowd of party guests.

"TherésHolz over yonder," said Jake quietly. "To theleft of the
bandstand.”

"Chatting with agaggle of hisporn distributors I'd guess." Holz was
adim pae man with aminimum of hair and athin moustache. Cirdling
him werefour hefty men, three of whom werebad. The onewith hair
had athree-foot-high calculator robot in tow and the squat mechanism
was chuffing out aribbon of plazpaper covered with figuresfrom adot
initsmetd ches.

"Business," observed Gomez, "dways business.”

"Let'sgo over and talk some businessto Holz oursalves.” "Jakel
Lovel" A very tal blonde young woman had pushed her way through a
group of poolside guests. She was wearing a scanty crimson dress
trimmed in neon. Putting both armstight around Jake, she kissed him
full on the mouth, then patted his backside with her |eft hand. "Gee,

| was under the impression you were till up in the cooler.”

Jake, gently, broke her hold. "Camilla" he said, grinning, "would you
do meafavor? Don't holler my name hereabouts.”

The pretty blonde winked and lowered her voice. "You're here
undercover, huh?' Shelaughed, knuckling hisribsfondly with her
fist. "l get the picture. Who'syour colleague?’

"I'm Gomez," explained Gomez. "Y ou're Camilla Jugend, aren't you."?"
She smiled, reaching out to rumple hishair. "The Porn Queen, that's
me. Weve got three vidcazes on the chartsthisweek. Haven't hit the

top spot with any of them yet, but I'm inthree, Six and eight.
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Not bad for a onetime street hooker from the Santa M onica Sector."
"It'sthe American dream in action,” agreed Gomez.

Camillagave Jake another hug. "Gee, | heard you got sent up to the
darn Freezer for life or something.”

"That turned out to be amistake," hetold her. "Camilla, could you
introduce usto Holz and give him the impression were starting up a
porn digtribution sysem in--"

"In Centrd America," suggested Gomez. "Since I'm often mistaken for a
Centrd American businesstycoon."

Camillaasked, "Y ou aren't planning to arrest Frank, areyou?' "Nope.
We're not cops anymore.” "What then?"

"Operativeswith Cosmos," hereplied. "We don't intend to do him any
serious harm. Only interested in asking afew questions.”

"Oh, hey, ligten, if you roughed him up alittleit wouldn't annoy me
much," said the blonde actress. "But were you to haul him away to the
pokey, that might affect the Cultural Productions, Inc." studios-that's
what Frank's calling himself--and that in turn would futz up my
gtill-burgeoning career.” Shesmiled at Gomez. "How many of my films
have you seen?’

"Ore"

"Oh, 0? How many timesdid you watch it?'

"Once"

"Redly? Wha waswrong withit?'

"Not a blessed thing, but--"

"Camilla" perssted } ake, "what about the introduction?’

"Sure, | can do that much for an old friend from my former life,"

she assured him. "Who are you supposed to be?"

“I'm Mr. }axon, hesMr. Chavez."

Camillastudied Gomez. "No, he doesn't ook like a Chavez to me" she
decided. "WEell cdl him Mr. McTavish."

"That's not," Gomez pointed out, "an especidly apt namefor a

Centrd American tycoon, Camilla"



"But it suitsyou." Shetook hold of hishand. "Comedong, Mr.
McTavish. You, too, Mr. }axon." She caught hold of } ake's hand.
"Well go meet Mr. Holz."

William Shat ner

Holz settled into hisdesk chair. "If you find thewall distracting,
gentlemen,” he sad, chuckling, "I can switch it off."

They werein hisden, which had formerly been the office of the Golden
OasgsInn. Onthewall behind the desk werefive rows of adozen
vidscreens each.

"Arethose samples of your wares?' Jake was gitting in arubberoid
chair facing thedesk. To hisright was a door leading to what had
once been the motel parking lot.

Chuckling again, Holz traced his moustache with thetip of hislittle

finger. "What you're seeing, gentlemen, iswhat'sgoing on in the
bedrooms right now. ['ve got fifty-seven bedroomsin my mansion, each
onemonitored.” He pointed to ascreen. "There, for instance, is

Mayor Merner in bed with one of her congtituents. Up on Screen 13 you
see Romo Styx--actudly it's his number one andy smulacrum, but she
doesn't know that--making love to areporter from Porn-Billboard.”

"Interesting,” commented Gomez, who was seated near the door to the

pool area. "But, as you mentioned, amite distracting during a
business conference.”

Holz touched a key pad on the left Sde of hisdesk. All sixty screens
died. "When do you intend to begin operations, Mr. McTavish? That's
an odd name, if you don't mind my saying so, for a Centra American.”
"I'm the product of amixed marriage.”

Jake said, "What 1'd like you to do now, Holz, isfold your hands and
keep them in your lgp."

"Huh? What the hell do you--"
"Doit."

Gomez, swiftly, produced alazgun. "All wewant isasmal amount of
information.”

"McTavish, you may not be aware of this, but | happento bein
partnership with some very powerful people,” warned the pornographer.
"Y ou redlly don't want to antagonize any of the--"



"It'syour partnerswereinterested in." Standing up, Jake drew his
stun gun "Y ou arranged with Warden Niewenhausto get Dr.

Gordon Chesterton off the Freezer."
"That's absolute bullshit. | never had--"

"Thisisn't adebate" Jake said. "I'm just telling you what
happened.”

"Yeah? Wdl, I'mteling you that if you messwith meyou're going to
have ahdf dozen Teklords on your ass."

"That's probable, sure," said Jake. "But by that timeyou'll bein
less than tip-top shape. Unless you cooperate.”

"Who're you with one of the drug agencies?'

"Whered you send Chesterton?'  Jake moved over beside the seated man.
"Y ou can't serioudy injure aman with astun gun like this--unlessyou
useitin an unconventiona way."

"Asabludgeon, for example," suggested Gomez.

Holz said, "Both you assholes are going to be dead in avery--" "In the
meantime--tell uswhere Chestertonis™ "I don't know."

Gomez Sghed. "That's not avery satisfying answer, amigo.”

"Ligten, dl | did was make arrangements to spring the bastard and
accept ddivery.”

"Had Chesterton been revived by thetime you got him?* asked

Jake.

"No, hewasdtill inabox. | never even actudly saw the guy.”

"Wherée'd the box go?'

"I turned it over to somebody."

"Who?'

"I had the box ddlivered--unopened--to the Otosu Express Servicein the
San Pedro Sector. That was months ago and | have no ideawhere the

goddamn thing went after that.”

"Who ordered you to arrange for Chesterton's--"



A pounding began on the poolside door to the office. "Boss? Y ou doing
okay inthere?'

Holz smiled. "I neglected to mention that my goon squad checks on me
every ten minutes when I'm in ameeting with anybody they don't know,"
hesad. "What shdl | tdll them, gentlemen?’
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akesadtoHolz, "Tdl your thugs everything isfine" "That wouldnt
beto my advantage." "Hey, boss--shdl we bust in?"

"If | don't respond at dl, they'll comeoninanyway." Holz chuckled.
"Looksto measthough ... Yowl"

}ake had used his stun gun on him.
Holz tiffened in his chair, started to bring his hands up out of his
lap. His mouth made a snapping sound as he dumped in the chair,

UNCONSCi OUS.

Jake caught him, kept him from making anoisy fal to thefloor. "Time
to leave the party, Sid.”

Gomez was aready at the rear door to the office and opening it
cautioudy. "No goons out thisway yet."

"Okay, boss, were coming in. Stand clear,” said one of the men &t the
front door.

Jake followed his partner out into the night. "Trouble," he said.
Coming around the side of the building, about a hundred yardsto their
left, weretwo large menintight suits. Each carried alazgun. "We

can borrow this crate," said Gomez.

Parked about fifty feet to their right was alarge black sky bus
Emblazoned on itssidein silver gloletterswas---c;v IOMBARDO

HISROYAL CANADIENS-ANOTHER MUSIKANDIESFAVORITE!
T ek.L'o*r d Jake halted, dropped to the ground and fired.

The beam of hisstun gun hit thefirst goon. The big manformed a
sudden X, then crumpled and fell.

The other man fired hislazgun at Jeke.

He missed, succeeded only in dicing the back door of Holz's officein



half.
Ralling, Jakefired again.
He missed, too.

"Allow me." Gomez had yanked out his stun gun He brought the second
thug down.

"Thanks." Rising up, Jake ran over to the bus.

Gomez had the door open. "1 can fly thisthing--by using aparasite
control | happen to have," he said, climbing aboard.

"I won't mention to anyone that you were carrying anillega deviceon
your person.”

"Pick acomfortable seat and let'stake off." Gomez hopped into the
pilot seat and dapped a smal orange disk on the control pand. "I

just noticed that more goons are pouring out of what used to be Holz's
back door."

The sky busroared to life, its door woo shed shut.

"Muy tier." Gomez punched out atakeoff pattern. Thebig bus
quivered, rattled once, then sarted climbing rapidly up into the
midnight sky.

Three of HolZ's crew were standing down below, firing up at the
escaping sky buswith lazguns.

One of them hit it and managed to cut aneeat saucer-sized holein the
floor of the rgpidly rising craft about five feet from where Jake was
ganding.

Gomez said, "That hit doesn't seem to have done us any serious harm. |
think we'd better keep this crate until we're a safe distance away. Our
agency car can bereclaimed at alater date.”

Jake was|ooking down out awindow. "Nobody istaking off after
us"

"With Holz unable to give orders, they probably don't know whether or
not to chase us. How long will he stay out cold?'

"Had my stun gun on the maximum setting. So figure twelveto fifteen
hours."

"Then maybe wéll have enough timeto investigate the Otosu Express
folks before anyone can warn them.”



"Maybe," said Jake.

Beth said, "Dan wantsto talk to you. He's phoned here severd
times"

It was nearly three A.M. The young woman was dressed, waiting up for
him in the living room of her gpartment.

Jake had just comein. "Did hesay what itis?' "Hesdl right. |
think it hasto dowithKate." "Isshe dill dive?!

"Yes, but your son dill isn't especidly fond of me, so hewouldn't
leave much of amessage.”

"Going to have to figure away to get through to him, since only
emergency cals can--"

"He gave me the number of that nurse who's befriended him. 'Y ou can
reach him through her.” Beth passed him the number.

Jake sank into the phone chair, feeling suddenly weary, and punched out
the number. "Y ou okay, Beth?"

"Far as| know. How'd you get the gash on your face?'

"Inthelineof duty. I'll ... Helo, thisis Jake Cardigan.”

A plump blonde woman in a crisp white nurse uniform had shown up on the
screen. "Well, it'sabout time. The poor kid isvery upset.” "Ishe

awake?'

"Certainly helsawake. If you kept decent hours, he wouldn't have to
fret haf the night away while--"

"Okay, I'm herenow. | want to talk to him."

"You st right where you are, Mr. Cardigan. I'll fetch the poor kid."
She left the screen.

Beth stroked the back of Jake's neck. "She's not, apparently, an
admirer of yours."

"I'veruninto severa peoplelikethat tonight. At least thisone's
not armed.”

Dan, who'd obvioudy been crying, was on the phone screen
"Dad, I've been trying to call you for hours."

Beth moved slently back out of range of the phone's eye.



"Sorry, Dan. What's bothering you?"
"ItsMom. She... she'sgotten much worse.”
"What's her doctor say?"

"l haven't even been ableto talk to her real doctor. But one of those
asshole android medicstold me--"

"Don't swear," advised the nurse from offscreen.

"It's okay, my father doesn't mind. One of the an dies says she's
dipped into adeep coma, Dad.”

"She's il dive, though. From what I've been able to find out about
this plague, she still has agood chance of being--"

"A few moredays. Shewon' live more than two or three days
longer.”

"Who told you that?"

"Not any of the doctors," admitted hisson. "Buit I've been talking to
lots of relatives of victimsand.." oncethat deep coma dtarts, you
usudly don't livevery long a dl. Canyou get over to the hospita
now? We can sneak you inand I'd redly like you to be herein case
you know."

"Dan, I'd liketo, but | can't. I've got to go to Japan early
tomorrow. We're on thetrail of the curefor this damn--"

"Couldn't you stop by herefirgt?"
"Not going to be enough timefor that.”

"Why isthisyour job? On the vidnewsthey say that dl kinds of
government agencies are working on finding some kind of antidote for
the plague.”

"Weve got a strong lead to follow--1t's something | haveto do.”
"Okay... | suppose| sort of seewhat you're saying, Dad," said his son
forlornly. "But... | till wish you could be herefor awhile”

Turning, shoulders dumping, he waked out of the picture.

The plump nurse regppeared, shaking her head. "Poor kid," she
observed, and killed the call.

Jake stood up, facing Beth. "'l can't quite get him to accept or
undergtland what I'm doing.”



"He's getting closer--be patient,” she said. "What's this about Japan?
Did you and Gomez get alead?"

"Asit turns out, we got a couple of them. We're leaving for Kyoto at
axAM."

"Which we--you and Gomez or you and me?"

"You and me, Beth."

"Y ou sure you want me to come aong?"

"l am, yeah." He moved closeto her and took hold of her.

129!

Forty thousand feet in the air the sky liner was speeding toward
Japan.

Beth and Jake were sharing atable in the bjankwalled dining room.
"Edt," she suggested.

"What?'

Smiling, she pointed at hisplate. "Theritua of breskfast usudly
involvesesting,” shesaid. "Look a Agent MacQuarrie over at that
other table. He's on his second helping of soy cakes and near ham
"MacQuarrie's getting to see alot of theworld asaresult of tagging
after you." Jake picked up hisfork. "Berkeley, the Freezer and now
Kyoto."

"And Gomez is heading for where?'

"Tokyo," answered Jake. "l wouldve explained dl thistoyouin
greater detall last night if you hadn't distracted me.”

"Forgiveme. Why Kyoto and Tokyo?'

"Frank Holz was the guy who arranged to have Dr. Chesterton smuggled
free of the Freezer. Holz then arranged to have the doctor, sill ina
suspended state, packed in a crate and turned over to an outfit in the

San Pedro Sector of GLA cdlling itsdlf the Otosu Express Service."

"Did you tak to them?'

"Not directly, no," said Jeke, grinning. "But last night, after

Gomez and | got back from the Pam Springs Sector--1'll tell you



William Sh at n ar sometime about the sky bus we borrowed. Last

night we used the Cosmos Agency computers and afew contacts of our own
in theinformation-siphoning trade. W'e found out that Otosu hed

shipped out not one but two crates of the size necessary to hold

Chesterton's body. Both were sent to Japan at about the sametime.

Oneto awarehouse in Kyoto, the other to ashipping firmin Tokyo.

Trail endsthere, since we can't find out where ether of the crates

went next."

Beth asked, "It'spossible, isn't it, that both crates are decoys?
That Chesterton never left GLA?'

"Sure, and Bascom is putting some operatives on that angle.” "You're
betting on Japan, though.”

"Gomez found out that Tora Hokori isstill dive and based in Japan
someplace. Sonny Hokori seemsto be the one who origindly ordered
Chesterton sprung from the Freezer." "And hissster iscarrying on?"
"Seamslikdy."

"You'd heard shewas dead.”

"Supposed to have been killed in atrain accident. But the Tek-lords,
at least those who attended the get-together up on The Casino, talked
about her asthough shewas dive and trying to run things."

"They're definitely the ones behind the plague?!

"They want the United States, and most of the other countries of the
world, to quit interfering with the Tek trade. San Franciscoisasort
of hostage.”

"If everybody agreesto lay off, then they'll hand over the
antidote?'

"That seemsto bethe plan.”

"Thousands of people are going to die before that happens.” "Whichis
aso part of the plan.”

"And if the government doesn't concede?"

"Morecities

Beth shook her head. "Y ou can't control aplaguelikethisone. It's
going to keep spreading, beyond San Francisco and eventually beyond
NorCal," shesaid. "They redly don't know What they've turned loose,
Jake." "They don't much care. Tothem thisissmply another useful
businesstechnique.”

"If only my father hadn't .. . Hisanti-Tek system could've put them



al out of busness™
"It fill may, but right now we haveto stop the plague.”
Beth asked, "Do you have contacts in Kyoto?"

"A few," hesaid. "And Bascom's arranged for me to work with an agency
they've used before. An operative named Norman Itoko of the Senuku
Detective Agency isgoing to meet us at the airport.”

"There are afew people, mostly scientists, | know in Japan. I'll get
in touch with them, t0o," shesaid. "Y ou still haven't eaten

anything."
"I haven't," he agreed.

Gomez was underwater, deep under the sea rushing toward Tokyo on one of
the highspeed TransPacific Tunnd trains. The nonstop trip took just

under ten hours and toward the end of the second hour he started to

fed redless.

Though his compartment replicated exactly the atmosphere of life above
the water, he couldn't keep from thinking about the fact that tons of
ocean were pressing down on him.

Thefax book printer in his First Class compartment offered alist of
twenty bestsellers. Not one of them sounded interesting. The vidwall
was ready to show him any one of fifteen current hit movies. Hed
aready seen fourteen of them and had shunned the fifteenth.

"I'd hate to be caught watching that turkey if the Pacific broke
through and flooded the train. That's not what | want to be doing
during my last momentson Earth.”

He got up, opened the door and went into the corridor. The train shot
aong thetunnd slently and with no indication of movement at al.
That was one of the things about it that annoyed Gomez.

He gtrolled dong, glancing up &t the pae blue celling now and then.

A robot was playing romantic tunes on achrome plated dectric pianoin
the cocktail lounge. For some reason most of the patrons were seven-
and eight-year-old children. Therewas at least adozen of them
scattered around at severd tables, drinking soft drinks out of

cocktall glasses and carrying on loud, intricate conversations between
tabjes.

Gomez continued on into the dining car.

The smiling blond android in the pae blue suit greeted him, " Joining
usagan, areyou, Sr?'



"That'sright," remembered Gomez. "l just had breskfast ahaf hour
ago, didn't 1?7

"Twenty minutes ago actudly. But it'svery easy to losetrack of time
on one of thesetunnd trains.”

"I'll come back later."

"Wewon't gart serving lunch for another two hours, ar.” "Wadll, that
gives me something to look forward to." Gomez went back through the
cocktail lounge, dodging alemon dice one of the kids tossed at

another. He started aong the corridor toward his compartment.

Hafway there he heard awoman in one of the other compartments cry
out, faintly, "Help."

"3ueno,” hetold himsdf. "Thismight liventhingsup.” Thenhe
recognized thevoice.

130:-:

omez knocked again, more forcefully, on the compartment door. "Do
hurry and answer, miss," he said loudly in avoice he hoped would pass
for that of an amiable android. "I have an awful lot of passengersto
cdl on

A few more seconds passed. Then agruff male voice on the other side
of the door suggested, " Scram.”

"Oh, but | can't very well do that. 1'm obliged to hand out one of
these lovely gift baskets to every sngle passenger.”

"Wedon't want one. Bedt it."

"I'm afraid, gr, it'snot assmple asthat,” perssted Oomez in his
android voice. "My very position associd director of thistrain will
be serioudy jeopardized unless| persondly distribute a basket of
fruit and cheese to each and--"

"We hatefruit and loathe cheese. Get the hell away from here.”
"Actudly, gr, therallroad management doesn't redlly careif you eat
thefruit and cheese or tossit down the dispozhole." Gomez drew out
hisstun gun "But you must Sgn thisformindicating that you've
received your basket. Until | get that squared away, I'm redlly afraid

| cannot move along. And, you know, | ill haveto sign up people for
the Electro Bingo tournament this afternoon after | digtribute all

these--"

""Shove the damn recel pt under the door and I'll Sgnit. You can leave
the basket out there."



"No. Oh, no. | smply couldn't do that. Y ou see, the Second Class
passengers aren't entitled to basketsthislarge. If one of them came
along and spotted this one and took it, well, that would cause no end
of trouble.”

"Okay, okay. I'll open the damn door and you can hand me the damn
paper to sign and the damn basket. Then you better clear out of here,

buddy."

"Yes fine. That will bejust dandy.” Gomez jumped, flattened himsdlf
againg the wall next to the compartment doorway.

The door rattled, then did open afew inches. "Okay," said the man
frominside, "wherethe hdl areyou?'

Gomez remained Slent, waiting.

"If you're 0 antsy about me signing your damn .. . Awk!"

A large shaggy man had thrust his head out into the corridor to look
around for the socid director and the basket of fruit and cheese. The

second Gomez saw him, hefired hisstun gun

The beam hit the big man square in the left temple. It rendered him
unconscious and hefdl to his kneeswith aconsderable thunk.

Then he toppled forward, sprawling haf into the corridor. Gomez
stayed where he was, gun ready.

A full minute passed, then another. No one else came out of the
compartment.

Taking adeep breath, Gomez risked alook insde.

Slumped across the seat, hands bound behind her and atowd stuffed
into her mouth, was the redhaired Natalie Dent.

Tucking away his gun, Gomez bent and dragged the big man back insde
theroom. "Fateisafunny thing, cara" he remarked to the Newz
reporter. "It keegps throwing us together.”

The dark green Customs robot blinked, made afaint whistling noise and
pressed Jake's plas passport card to the scanner in its forehead once
agan. "Ah," it sad.

"Something?' asked Jake.

"Ah," repeated the emerad robot asit rose up from behind its crimson
desk.



"Soyousad." Jakewasdoneinthis Customscubicle. Beth and

Agent MacQuarrie were being processed in other cubiclesinalong
gring of tiny offices.

"You're Jake Cardigan." The robot tapped itsindex finger on the
passport card.

"l am, yeah. |sthere some problem?’

"If you'll wait hereamoment, Mr. Cardigan.” Leavingitsred desk,
the green robot walked out of the small Kyoto airport office.

It took Jake's passport withit.

Jake, reminded of hisinterview with the assistant clean of Dan's

school afew days ago, wondered if the Japanese authorities also
thought hewasaTek deder.

A dender Japanese in awhite suit stepped into the office and coughed
once. He was now holding Jake's passport card. "Pleased to meet you,
Mr. Cardigan.” Moving behind the robot's desk, he sat down.

"l don't know if I'm pleased to meet you or not," admitted Jake.

VT hat going on?"

"I'm Ingpector Hachimitsu."

"Kyoto Police?

Theingpector nodded. "With the Murder Divison." Jeke straightened
upinhischar. "Youreworkingonacase?' "l am," answered
Hachimitsu. "Do you know Norman Itoko?" "Know hisname. Hesthe
operative with the Senuku Detective Agency who's going to... But he
in't going to be meeting me, ishe?"

"No, Norman waskilled alittle over an hour ago.”

"How?'

"Two assassns using lazgunskilled him outsde hishome," said the
ingpector. "For good measure, they killed hiswife aswell when she
came running out of the house.”

"Youknew him?'

"We were acquaintances. | was aware he was to contact you this
morning."

"It'saTek killing. 1toko must've found out something.”



didn't confideinme." Ingpector Hachimitsu held he did,
he

William $ hat net out Jake's passport. "1'd hate to seeyou killed as
well, Mr. Cardigan. Especialy in Kyoto. For your own protection,
therelore I'm seeing to it that you will be denied entry into our
country and sent hometo Americaat once."

omez had made a quick, thorough search of Natai€'strain compartment”
before he untied her. "Tell me what happened, chiquita, he
requested.

The angry reporter tugged the towe out of her mouth, spit lint and
scowled up a him. "Don't think I'm not appreciative of your
assigtance, sncel truly am,” shesaid. ™Y ou might, however, in any
future Stuations dong thisline, release me from bondagefirst and
then do your snooping around my--"

"Nat, | wanted to make certain you weren't harboring any other louts."
Knedling beside the big man held stun gunned he started searching him.
"As suspected, no trace of an ID packet. Any notion who this clunk
is?'

"A safe assumption isthat hel'sin the employ of one or more of the Tek
catels"" Sherubbed at her wrists. "He didn't, though, bother to
introduce himsdlf to me. He smply came barging in, dapped ahand
over my mouth and started to trussme up. | managed to utter afaint
cry for help, which I imagine you must have heard while lurking around
outside and possibly contemplating some sort of electronic
eavesdropping or--"

"I didn't even know you were aboard,” he assured her as he extracted a
lazgun from the unconscious hoodlum's shoulder holster. "For
generations, however, the Gomez clan has been noted for

William Sh at ner rushing to the rescue of damselsin distress.
Hearing apleafor succor, | automaticaly sprang into action.”

"Oh, | see. | suppose, correct meif I'mwrong, that had you redlized
it was | who was being manhandled in here, you'd have continued on your
way, whistling one of those inane ditties you're so fond of--"

"Nat, | recognized your distinctive tonesin amatter of scant
seconds.” Helocated astun rod in the thug's coat pocket, an
eectro-knife strapped to hiscdf. "But soingrained ismy impulseto
help the helpless, that | popped into the fray, at greet persond risk,
to help you, even though you and | haven't dways been the best of --"

"Popped right in? Cood gravy, you dawdled out in that corridor



nattering away in the offensve impersonation of apansy for an
inordinate length of time."

"Androids can't be panges. It wasonly acouple of minutes." He
stood, bent and caught hold of the lout by the armpits. "It wasa
pretty clever diverson, sinceit dlowed meto deck this goon without
any bloodshed whatsoever."

"l suppose, al things considered, you did do afairly competent job of
saving mefromthisbruiser.”

Gomez opened the closet, worried the heavy unconscious man inside and
managed to shove the door shut on him.

"Y ou've dumped him right in on top of my suitcase," complained
Natdie.

"Hewon't fed athing, Snce he'sout for at least twelve hours and
by--"

"| redly do hateto carp at every singlething, but | don't likethe
ideaof that heavy hooligan crushing my dainty suitcase from hereadl
the way to Tokyo, Gomez."

Sighing, muttering in Spanish, he reopened the closet, tugged out the
smd| tan suitcase from beneath the dumbering thug, pushed him and
prodded and got him shut in once again.

"I happen to speak Spanish very well, Gomez."

"Muy bien." He dropped into the seet opposite her, smiling.

"| point that out now, since | would prefer that you don't continue to
cal me astreetwaker and agoat and other insulting names under your
breeth every timeyou get raffled over nothing at al.”

His amile became more bedtific. "Another thing that's geneticaly
built into me isthe ability to keep on being sweet and cordid to
ladies even when they fail to pass dong even so much asasmal,
pitiful thank you."

"| dready thanked you."

"l missedit.”

"If you'd do lesswhistling and talking to yourself, in my opinion,

you might hear more of what's going on around you, especidly inthe

areaof gratitude.” She brushed at her red hair. "Has anyone made an
attempt on you since you boarded the train?'



"Not sofar.”
"Perhaps you were next on hislig."
"Well keep dert, in case he wastraveling as part of ateam,” said

Gomez. "Why would he want to do you any harm?' " Somehow they've found
out why I'm going to Tokyo." "And why are you going to Tokyo, Nat?'

"Redly now, you don't have to keep playing these silly games, the way
you tried to do when our paths crossed enrouteto The Casino.” She
gave a disappointed shake of her head. "Give me credit, since you know
what a capable investigative reporter | am, for having found out about
Dr. Hyaku on my own."

"Oh, yeah--Dr. Hyaku." Gomez had never heard the name before. "So
you're working on that angle, too?"

"| aready knew Hyaku was one of the top neo biologistsin Japan as
wdl asaformer sudent of Dr. Chesterton,” shesaid. "And | knew
that Hyaku had disappeared afew monthsago. But until | learned that
Chesgterton had vanished from the Freezer at dmogt the sametime, |
didnt seethe significance.”

"Y ou know about Chesterton's being sprung, too?"

"Honestly, Gomez, do you think they give out top journdism prizesto
nitwits?'

"Not usudly, no," hesaid. "Areyou suggesting, Nat, that we
collaborate again--pool our resourcesin the hunt for the missing

Hyaku?'

"We might aswell, sncethat'sthewisest coursein thelong run.

And we did function fairly smoothly together during our recent
collaboration aboard The Casino,” shesaid. "But, please, don't try to
ditch me again the way you did the minute we got home to Greater Los
Angdes. | actudly had quite afew more questions | wanted to ask

you."

"Dear lady," helied, "I'll stick to your sSde throughout our stay in
Tokyo."

Jake said, "We can do this two ways, Inspector--easy or hard.”
"You're not in apogtion to threaten me, Mr. Cardigan.”

"I am, though." Jake grinned. "That's, see, whereyou've
miscaculated. Maybe because you didn't get enough information from



Itoko."

"Areyou saying that--"

"I'm saying the Cosmos Agency hasagreet ded of influence,
which I'll useif | haveto."

"Perhgpsin Southern Cdiforniait has someinfluence, but |

assure you that--"

"We can st around here and trade insults and flex our muscles,”
sad Jake. "Butitll saveahdl of alot of timeif you just cal

the head of the Senuku Detective Agency. Hecanfill youinonal the
strings my agency pulled before | came over here, dl the padmsthat
were greased, dl the--"

"Isthis how you usudly operate? By making shady dedls behind the
scenes?’

"If | haveto, | do," he answered. "And Bascom, my boss, amost aways
worksthat way. He saysit'sahell of alot more efficient.”

Hachimitsu dropped Jake's passport card on the red desk. "Nor man
Itoko didn't provide mewith al the details on your proposed
investigation in Kyoto," hesaid. "What were you intending to do?'

"l hopeto find Dr. Gordon Chesterton.”

"Hopeisan odd word for a hardbitten detective to use.”

"Y ou've heard about the plague that's hit San Francisco. My former
wife happensto be one of thevictims," said Jake. "'l suppose that gcs
me a persona) reason dong Jh all the professiona ones.”

" 0 bele Chestertoniisi

"A few months ago he was smuggled off the Freezer. It's possible he
was shipped here, till in asuspended state. The proposed destination
was the Arashi Warehouse Complex.”

The ingpector frowned. "Weve long suspected, but have been unableto
prove, aconnection between Arashi and severa major

Asan Tek cartels.”

"What about ToraHokori?'



Hachimitsu didn't immediately answer. "The Tiger," hesad findly.
"Sheissupposed to havedied." "I don't think shedid." "Neither
do

[
Jake asked him, "Could she bein Kyoto?"

"There have been rumors that she was headquartered in severd cities
including ours. Asyet we have nothing tangible asto her true
whereabouts,” the Japanese said. "Y ou suspect that Dr. Chestertonis
working with her?*

"Sonny Hokori is probably the one who arranged to have Chester ton
smuggled clear of the pena colony. That was so he could produce a new
supply of hissynthetic plaguevirus. After Sonny died, Toramust've
carried on.”

"Y ou had ahand in hisdegth, didn't you?"

"Not exactly, but [ was there when it happened. Tora probably includes
me on her list of those respongble.”

Theingpector said, "This manmade plagueis being used for more than
just terrorism.”

]ake nodded. "They haven't issued any of their demands yet, but the
Teklords are going to withhold the antidote unless al the countries of
theworld drop their campaigns againgt Tek," hesaid. "They'll useit

on other cities, dl acrossthe globe, until they get what they
want."

"They'll have to be stopped.”

"I'm not the only one working on this, obvioudy," Jaketold him.
"But | want to try to find Chesterton and the antidote.”

"Very wdl." Inspector Hachimitsu stood. "You canremainin

Kyoto, but I'd like you to keep in close contact with me." "Thanks, |
will."

The policeman held out hishand. "It wasnt, let me mention, your
threats that persuaded me. But rather the logic of your position.”

"I thought 1'd better try both," said Jake, shaking hishand. "Oneor
the other usudly works."
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ake dowed on hisway to the vidphone adcove. "Who've you waving
a?l

Beth turned away from the wide diding glass doors of the living room.
"Agent MacQuarrie's dready taken up aposition out there amidst the

foliage”
"A dedicated fellow."
They were staying a an inn near the Kamo River and thair living room

faced on alarge terraced garden. The early afternoon outside was
blurred with migt.

"I've thought of an angle I'd liketo work on,” shetold him.

"Sure, what isit?'

"If Chesterton was il in astate of suspended animation when hewas
brought here, then they'd need specid equipment--and some uncommon

drugs-torevivehim."

"And if anybody hereabouts has ordered that sort of thing, then they're
probably linked with ToraHokori."

"It'salong shot, because they'd have been very cautious about how

they gathered what they needed,” Beth said. "I know somebody who'san
associate prof at Kyoto Tech. Hell let me use their computer

fadlities”

"Y ou seem to know guys on just about every spot on Earth.”

"Badcaly I'm avery sociable person.” Shesmiled. "Thisisan
academic friend, Jake, not aformer lover."

"Was| sounding jedlous?’
The phone buzzed.
Hehurried to thedcove. "Yeah?"

A smdll, thin Japanese woman of about thirty appeared on the screen,
amiling shyly. "Mr. Jake Cardigan, please?'

"That'sme."

"I'm Y oshiko Kiru," she said in asoft, gentlevoice. "'l was Nor man
Itoko's partner. Would it be possible for you and | to meet?' "It
would, yes. | wasjust going to cal the detective agency.”

"We might talk at the Golden Pavilion Teahousein one hour. Isthat
possiblefor you?



Shetold him how to find hisway there and ended the call. Jake
punched out the number of the Senuku Agency.

A white enameled robot in acrimson kimono answered. " Senuku. How may
| help you?'

"Do you have aY oshiko Kiru working there?
After three seconds the robot replied, "I have just consulted the
employeerogter, Sir. Theanswer isno. May someone ese help you?'

"No, thanks." He clicked off the screen.

Beth came over to stand behind him. "She's not redlly with the agency,
huh?'

"Nope, sheian't.”

"What are you going to do?'

Jakegrinned. "Haveteawith her."

The teahouse occupied atwo-tiered gilded pagoda that sat in the center
of asmall clearing and was surrounded by tall pinetrees. White

gravel waslad out in swirling patterns on both sides of the wooden
walkway leading to the front entrance.

As Jake, by himsdlf, approached the Golden Pavilion someoneinsde
suddenly bellowed in pain.

A teacup shattered, achair fell over and then alarge Japanese came
stumbling rapidly backwards out into the afternoon. His head hit the
wind chimes dangling next to the doorway and produced a quick
digointed tune. The big man haf turned, went staggering by Jake,
fell off the wood planking and dropped to hiskneesin the gravel.
Jakewent oningde,

At atable near the entryway Y ashiko Kiru was dabbing at her jacket
with aplyonapkin.

"I hope he didn't collide with you," shesaid.

"Nope, Who was he?'

"I have no ides, but he perssted in trying to join me."
"Management threw him out?'

"I threw him out. Won't you sit down, Mr. Cardigan?"



He sat down.

Nearby arobot waiter in ablack kimono was gathering up the remains of
addicate teacup.

Jake said, "The Senuku Agency doesn't know that you were
Itoko's partner.”

"Yes, that'strue. Our relaionship wasunofficid." Thewaiter
placed anew cup in front of her. "I also shared an apartment with
him."

Jake poured teafor her, then for himsdf. "He had awife, too."

"He saw her infrequently. Unfortunately today was one of thetimeshe
chosetovigt.”

"If | mention you to Ingpector Hachimitsu--will he know who you
"Yes, | believe s0." Shesipped at her tea.

"Okay. Youwanted to talk to me."

Y oshiko nodded. "Norman was looking forward to meeting you,

to working with you," shetold fake. "In anticipation of your arrival,

once he'd been briefed by your Cosmos Agency, he began making discreet
inquiries.... Yes, | know. Obvioudy he wasn't discreet enough, since

they must have realized what he was up to." She paused to take another
sp of tea. "The crate you were interested in, the one that might

possibly have contained the body of the gentleman you're interested

in..." Sheamiledfantly. "I find I'mtalking

about Dr. Chesterton as though he were smply a piece of
merchandise

"To the Hokorishewas. Was Itoko ableto find out anything about the
crae?'

"Two things, yes," shereplied. "That it was definitely delivered to
the Arashi Warehouse Complex. Oncethere, however, al record of it
was expunged.”

Jake tapped the Sde of hiscup with hisforefinger. "That could mean
Chesterton wasin it and that they don't want anyoneto trace him
beyond here."

"Norman and | believe Kyoto was Chesterton's final detination.”
"Why--is Torahere?'



"Norman suspected that shewas. He planned, once you'd arrived, to
help you find her."

He asked, "Can you help me do that?'

"I should liketotry, Mr. Cardigan,” shesaid quietly. "That is, if
you trust me."

"I'minclined to," he admitted. "But I'm going to have to do some
checking firg."

"l undergtand.” She gave him her vidphone number. "Contact me once
you're convinced | won't betray you." "I'm sorry about 1toko." "You
never met him."

Jake sad, "But I've met you."
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hekept finding him.

No matter how deftly Gomez dipped out of histiny, expensive room at
the towering Kanashii Hotel and how careful hewasto leave no trail,
Natdie continualy managed to track him down.

For instance, a alittle after midday he wasin the Star-Spangled

Burgers restaurant on the edge of the Shiniuku neighborhood. Gomez had
gonethereto meet with the private investigators his detective agency

had arranged for him to work with while he wasin Tokyo.

"What adump,” commented Larry Kanzoo, returning to their smal red
table and holding out histray to Gomez. "Doesthat ook like a Double
Gobchoker Burger to you?"

"Been along time since I've viewed one, but it does seem close”

"Naw, they left off the flapping pickles™ The Japanese private
detective sat down.

"Maybe you ought to search more thoroughly through that pile of food
for traces of --"

"And it'sno use complaining. Naw, al the flapping robots behind the
counter are designed to be surly. That's because thisholeis based on
an American burger joint. | hopeto hell you fed a home here,
Oomez."

"Asamatter of fact, I'm more partid to Japanesefare. Soif you
ladswould like to switch venue, it'sfine with me."

"What asewer thisis," said Leroy Kanzoo, returning to the table.



"Look what they're trying to pass off asa Double Fisherman's Dream
Burger. The head'still on the flgpping trout.”

"It's supposed to be, Leroy," said hisyounger brother.
"Naw, itisnt. Check the pie on the vidmenu right in front of yOU."

"| did earlier and you can definitely seelittle beady fish eyes
peering out at you from under the lettuce if you look very carefully.
But quit complaining. Gomez says helovesthissnkhole, sinceit
reminds him of home."

"On the contrary, gents," hesaid. "But let'sturn to business.

"The shipping crate you'reinterested in." Leroy lifted the topmost
bun and scowled at the fish lying there.

"We dug into the matter of that crate, which was delivered to the
esteemed Chikatetsu Merchandise, Ltd." ouitfit," said Larry. "By the
way, do we bill you direct for our services or send it dong to
Cosmos?'

"Cosmos. Now tell me about the--"

"| can't eat anything that looks back at me," complained Leroy, "The
crate," reminded Gomez, who wasn't eating anything. Larry took abite
of hisburger, chewed unenthusiagticaly for amoment. ™Y ou suspected
that maybe some gink was stashed in the crate that was delivered to
Chikatetsu on the date in question,” he said findly.

"That'sone possihility, 9."

"But not in thisinstance, Gomez," said Leroy. "Thisparticular case
was packed full to the brimwithillegd Tek chips™

"You aure?'

The elder Kanzoo brother nodded. "The crate was seized by the Tokyo
Drug Enforcement Bureau two days after it arrived.”

Gomez frowned. "Nothing like that showed up on the records we
checked."

"That's because the TDEB gink who did the seizing neglected to filea
report.”

Larry added, "Instead he made a substantia contribution to his

retirement fund by peddling the Tek to certain shifty merchants around
town."

"Then that means--"



"Oh, crap,” said Leroy. "Here comesthat carrot-topped bimbo again.”

Glancing around, Gomez spotted Natalie Dent making her way through the
tablestoward him. "join usfor lunch, Nat?' heinquired cordidly.

The redhaired reporter halted beside the table, stood surveying him
with disappointment showing clearly on her face. ™Y ou haven't exactly
stuck to our bargain.”

"Goodbye, Gomez." Gathering up his burger, Larry departed.

"WEélIl keepintouch.” Leroy followed hisbrother out, leaving his
burger at thetable.

Natalie sat down. "What have you found out about Dr. Hyaku?'

Gomez spread hishandswide. "Not ablessed thing, carita”l come
upon you consorting with apair of the most unscrupulous private eyes
inal of Tokyo, men whose reputations are so wretched that they make
you look like asaint by comparison, and yet you claim none of you has
come up with ablessed fact.”

"l anasant," heinterrupted to assure her. "Assoon as| find time
tofiledl the proper forms, I'm sure to be canonized.”

"Didn't those seedy Kanzoo brotherstell you anything of importance?’
"Nope, nada."

Smiling with satisfaction, Natdie placed her smdl black purse on the
table beside Leroy's abandoned plate. "My sources are, inthis
instance at any rate, consderably better than yours" shetold him.

"It appearsthat Dr. Nobu Hyaku, age forty-one and formerly amuch
respected neo biologist has been for the past several months, if not
longer, in the employ of the Hokori cartel and at present he'sworking
directly with ToraHokori."

"She's dead and done for," said Gomez guilelessly, "so | don't see how
he could possibly be employed by--"

"Toraisn't dead a dl, Gomez, athough sheredly was serioudy
injured in amaglev train accident,” said the reporter.

"Okay, bonita, I'll take your word for it. Toraisstill extant and
Doc Hyaku isworking for her.”

"What's more, Gomez--and, listen, I'm pretty near certain that you've
been lying to me since we reached Tokyo, and | base that conclusion
chiefly on the fact that nobody | know, most especialy you, can bring
off looking asinnocent and pure asyouretrying to look right this



minute. Anyway, as| was about to say, Hyaku recruited, athough
corrupted might be the better word, at least two of his colleagues.
Both of them expertsin the same sort of biologica weaponry areathat
themissing Dr. Chesterton excelsin.”

Gomez asked, "Do you know where Dr. Hyaku has gotten to?' "All I've
come up with so far isthe possibility that heéswith Torain atemple
she'susing as her headquarters. Thetroubleis, inacity like Kyoto

there are something like athousand temples and shrines, so that

zeroing in on the exact oneis going to be difficult.”

"Hold it, dmita. Toraand the doc are alegedly in Kyoto now?"
"According to my sources, they are, yes." Opening her purse, she
dipped ahand insgde. "Thereissomething dse, and I'm thefirst to
admit, even though you accuse me of fancying mysdf infdlible, that
I'm not quite certain what to make of it." She drew out asmall,

frayed photograph and handed it acrossto him. "An informant passed
thisonto me. It wastaken, at consderablerisk, in Kyoto afew
weeks ago."

The picture showed aportion of alaboratory. On awhitetableinthe
foreground lay an incomplete female android. The head and torso were
finished, however, and it was obvioudy a smulacrum of ToraHokori.
"This must have been taken in the workshop," speculated Gomez, "where
they turn out their killer androids.”

"Yes, but | can't exactly figure out why they would want to fashion a
kamikaze dupe of Torahersdf. Unless somehow they were--"

"Chrigt!" Gomez had noticed the nearly complete male android Stretched
out on the table directly behind the one that held the replicaof Tora
"Thisisasm of Agent MacQuarrie--one of the government guys assigned
to look after Beth Kittridge."

"Then they must intend to kill her."

"Her or Jaker both of them." Hejumped to hisfeet. "I've got to make
acdl right now."

"Y ou're not, please, going to attempt to ditch me once again, are you,
Gomez?'

"l am not," he assured her. "Soon as | get back from the vid phone, |
intend to accompany you to Kyoto with al haste.”

Dodging tables and patrons, he sprinted to aphone alcove. Hetried
Jake's number at the inn in Kyoto, but got no answer. He settled for
contacting the Senuku Detective Agency and telling an operative there
tofind Jekefast. Andwarn him.

1340



gent MacQuarrie caught up with him ablock from the teshouse.

y, Jake. Wdt aminute. The government man came pushing through the
tourists and pedestrians on the busy Kyoto sidewalk.

Stopping in front of amultistoried curio supermarket, Jake asked,
"Why aren't you watching Beth?"

"One of my other menisBut, Jake, listen. Y ou'd better come adong
withme"

"Something wrong?' MacQuarrie put ahand on Jake's shoulder. "We
don't think she'sin any danger of dying, but Beth is unconscious

and--" "What happened to her?' The agent gave asad shake of his head.
"Hell, | don't know exactly,” he admitted. "She came back to your
rooms at the inn about ahaf hour ago and everything seemed fine.
Then, afew minuteslater, | heard acrash. | rushedinsdeto find

her out cold on the floor of the bathroom.” "Isit the plague?’ "

don't think so, but we got adoctor in to look after her," said
MacQuarrie. "1 think maybe you ought to be with her, unless you're too
busy with your--" "No, I'm not too busy," he answered impatiently. "Is
Beth gill a theinn?'

"| told the doctor not to move her until we got back. You canride
over inmy sky car

"Sure, okay. Did she hurt hersdf in somekind of fal, do you
think?'

"Theré's no evidence of that, Jake. | redlly haven't any ideaof what
exactly iswrong with Beth," said the agent. "'I'm parked just around
the corner."

Jake walked along beside him. "What does the doctor say--how serious
isthis?'

"Well, serious enough for meto come and fetch you.”

Jake ran acrossthe garden. The afternoon was chill and athin mist
il hung over the shrubs, miniature trees and colored gravel.

The diding glass doors sood open; some of the mist had drifted into
theliving room.

Therewasno onein sight.

"Doctor--how isshe?" caled Jake, hurrying toward the bathroom. For
some reason the door was shut. He yanked it open.



There was abody sprawled on the bright white floor.

But it wasn't Beth.

Lying on hisback, histhroat cut, was Inspector Hachimitsu.

"What the hell isgoing on?" Jake took one step back.

Then asudden and overwhelming pain got hold of hisbody. 1t shook him
and he struggled to fight it off. He stiffened, gasping for ar. Then

he fell over onto the bloody de adman

Someone had used astun gun on him.

The fog was much worse.

Theliving roomwasthick withiit.

The afternoon had grown much colder. Jake found he was shivering as he
sat there on the futon. "Sorry, | didn't catch what you said,” he

mumbled gpologetically.

Inspector Hachimitsu bowed politely in hisdirection. "l wasasking
how you werefeding, Mr. Cardigan.”

Jakewinced. "Wait now. Didntl ... didn't | find youin thejohn?
Y ou were dead.”

"Thisisvery unfortunate.” The policeingpector moved closer to him
through the swirling mist. "I had been assured by your superiorsthat
you were no longer addicted to Tek."

"I'm not atekkie," indsted Jake. "I never used the stuff once | got
out of the Freezer. Wdll, once on thefirst day out but never snce
then.”

"Once, twice. Like most Tekheads, you've long since lost track of how

"Y our throat was cut. Inthere. Blood al over."

The Japanese tilted his head back, smiling sadly and tapped at his
neck. "Asyou can see, Mr. Cardigan, | remain intact and dive."

Jaketried to get up, found he couldn't just yet. Hislegs hadn't
returned entirely to hiscontrol. "Okay, let that passfor now. What
i redly want to know ishow Bethis."

"I have noidea," replied Hachimitsu. "Do you fed well enough, after
your recent bout with Tek, to--"



"Hey, | don't know exactly what's going on, Inspector. But | am damn
sure | haven't been using any--"

"Oh, s0? Then dl the paraphernaia beside you on the table belongs to
someone else, doesit, Mr. Cardigan?'

Jake hadn't noticed the low black table before, nor what was atop it.
Thiswas Tek gear sureenough. The small black Brainbox, the
electrodes to attach to your skull, ascatter of five cockroach-size
Tek chips. "Somebody'strying to frame me.”

"Agan?'

"Theres no rule says you can only be framed once."

"Please, dlow meto ask you what | cameto ask you, Mr. Cardigan.
Areyou up to identifying someone for me?

"l suppose S0, | don't know. Can't you tel mewhere Bethis?' "Have
you looked in the bathroom?"

"| already did that. Can you maybe shut the doors and keep some of
thisdamn fog out of here?"

Tek,"Lord

"The people | want you to identify are waiting out therein the garden.
Areyou certain you looked in the bathroom, Mr. Cardigan?”'

"Sure, | am. That'swherel found you. With your throat cut.” JThe
ingpector smiled sympatheticaly. "Do you know this person?”

From the fog outside stepped Kate. She was gaunt, hollow cheeked and
wearing awrinkled, bloodstained hospital gown. "Thisisredly so
typicd of you, Jake. Dragging me out of bed to come over hereand
help you on this case of yours.”

"Kate, | had nothing to do with--"

"Do you know thiswoman?' the inspector asked him.

"She'smy wife. No, wait. Used to be. She used to bemy wife" "I'm
dying, Jake. Theleast you can do isadmit were married.”

"But we're not. Y ou divorced mewhilel was up in the Freezer."
"Who told you that? Wasit that little whore you're degping with?!
"Do you know this person?’

Dan camein from out of thefog. He waswearing adirty hospita



gown, too.

"Dad, you promised me you were going to help us. But you've just kept
screwing things up and now Mom and | aregoing to die.”

"You'renot dead, Dan. You'redtill up and around.”

"These people are both closely connected with the spreading of the
plaguein San Francisco,” charged Inspector Hachimitsu. "I intend to
hold them for--"

"Dont let him, Jake." Kate wasbeside him now. "Hell hurt Danny."

"My son doesn't have adamn thing to do with--" "WEell let the courts
decidethat, Mr. Cardigan." "Stop him, Jeke." Kate placed aknifein
his hand. Jake frowned down at the weapon. There was aready blood
smeared on the long, sharp blade. "Inspector, | won't let you arrest

"Kill him, Jeke!"

Jake made a desperate effort and was able to stand up. He Started,
stumbling some, toward the policeman.

"Go ahead," Kate urged again, "kill him."
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akelunged at the ingpector, trying to dash him with the knife.
Hachimitsu easily dodged him. Smiling, bowing mockingly he retreated
into thethick fog that had filled the living room.

Jakelogt sight of him. Then he spotted afigurein the drifting mist.
But it didn't seem to be the policeman.

All at oncethefog was gone. Jake was sitting on the floor, the
bloody knife hed loosdy in hisright hand. "How're you doing,
amigo." "Youre not Hachimitsu."

"A good thing, too. If | was, I'd be dead on the floor of your
bathroom. How do you fed ?*

"Sad?" Jake shook hishead, dowly, from sideto side. "I'm not
quitesure.." what the hell isgoing on?" He noticed he was hooked up
to the Tek Brainbox that was supposed to be Sitting on the black

table.

Except there wasn't any table.

"I know it'srisky to stop a Tek session before the chip runs out,”
said his partner, who was squatting next to him. "But | decided to



risk using the turnoff button on the gadget you're connected to."

"Fedslike I'm coming out of it okay. | don't think I'm likely to
have any negative Sde effects.”

"What would you say to standing up?’

Jake considered that while he, gingerly, detached the el ectrodes and
discarded the Tek gear onthefloor. "I think | can stay on my fest,
onceup." With Gomez hdping him, he got shakily to an upright
position. "How comeyou're not in Tokyo?"

"l journeyed herefast as| could to let you know that MacQuarrie might
bean andy.”

"He might be, yeah. Not akamikaze, though.”

"No, they gpparently decided to get rid of you in anastier way. By
killing an important local cop and making it look as though you'd
knifed himwhileinaTek stupor.”

"Tekkiesrarely kill people while using the suff.”

"We know that, but it might be tough to convince the Kyoto constabulary
of that right off. Especidly if they'd popped in here and found the
ingpector dead in the john and you sprawled there with abloody knife

in one hand and aBrainbox in the other."

"MacQuarrie--the android MacQuarrie | guessthat would he told me Beth
had been hurt," he said, remembering. "He brought me back hereto the
inn. | saw Ingpector Hachimitsu's body and then Y eah, MacQuarrie used
astun gun onme. Thing must've been at the lowest setting, so | was

only out for afew minutes. Whilel was unconscious, he hooked me up
tothisdamn Tek gear." Jakelet it drop to the floor, long with the
blood-smeared knife. "He sat the Brainbox to spin out an halucination

for me about killing the ingpector.”

"Not abad scheme, and one that takes advantage of your past record.
They get rid of an annoying loca policeman and aso incapacitate you
for awhile" said Gomez. "I'd guess the cops are being aerted about
now--or they could be aready wending their way here."

"I've got to find Beth--1'm worried about her."

"Any notion whereto find her?' Gomez knelt near the knife, fished a
small metal rod out of his Side pocket.

Jake glanced up at afloating ball-clock. "Sheé'sduetovista
professor friend of hers about now. We're supposed to meet near there
inahdf hour."



"l suggest you borrow my air car and hasten there.” Clicking onthe
rod, which caused it to glow an intense orange, he passed it dong the
knife. This Il erasedl traces of your having handled whet | imagine
must be the murder wegpon.”

"Can you facethelocd law by yoursdf?' Jake moved, still shaky on
hislegs, to the open doorway.

"Keep in mind that I've been married three times--or isit four by
now?--in thislifethusfar,” reminded Gomez. "I can explain my way
out of most anything.”

"Where do you want to meet later?’

"I happen to be sharing a discreet hideaway with afriend of mine from
themedia" Hegave him an address. "Thedley door isthe oneto
use, amigo.”

"Would your newsperson chum be Natdie Dent?!
"That'swho, 9. Can't seem to dude that titian-haired |ass."

"I'm expecting some information from an informant--you know him, it's
Timecheck. I'll tell him to contact methere, if that's-" "That's
fine. But you'd best depart muy pronto.”

From far off had come the sound of approaching police sky vans

The courtyard of Professor Anthony Nikuyas home was blurred with
chill, grey fog. Jeke made hisway cautioudy aong the white gravel
path toward the low, sprawling house.

Suddenly up ahead on hisright a stand of artificia bamboo rattled.
Jake whipped his stun gun free of its holster.

He could make out something inthefog. A dark, crouching shape. Gun
in hand, he approached it.

On hands and kneesin front of the high, thin rods of yellow bamboo was
achrome plated robot wearing a black neo silk kimono. Thetop of its
skull was no longer there, the inner workings dangled out,

smoldering.

Giving onefina convulsiverattle, it collapsed at Jake'sfedt.

He crouched dightly, moving dowly closer to Professor Nikuyas
house.

The diding plastiglass doors were gone. They had been shot away and
shards of glass were scattered across the foyer.



Jake found a second robot there. This onewaslying onitsback, a
large jagged hole burned inits metal chest.

In the halway beyond atea set had falen and smashed. A ddlicate
white tegpot, with cherry blossoms painted on its Sde, wasin three
pieces near the doorway of one of therooms. The teahad spilled out
of it like blood out of awounded animd.

Holding his breath for afew seconds, Jake stood listening. Then he
entered the room.

It was an office and asmall, dim Japanese of about forty sat behind
the desk.

Therewas no one dsein the study with him.

The man, who was probably Nikuya, was dive. But apowerful sun gun
had been used on him and Jake estimated he'd be out for another dozen
hours at lesst.

He noticed that the computer termina built into the desk had been
activated. Using afew tricks he'd picked up over the years, Jake
persuaded the terminal to talk to him.

"How may | serveyou, Sr?" itinquired in an extremely polite
voice.

"Was Professor Nikuya consulting you just now?"

"Yes, that isso.”

"Wasthere anyone else here with him?”

"A young woman, judging from the sound of her voice. Woman,

not android. He addressed her as Beth."

"What happened?’

"Two other voicesintruded, male. Thewoman cried out. A sound that
must have been that of astun rifle came next. Then abrief struggle,
followed by astun gun After that, sllence. Isthe Professor

dive?'

"Heis, yeah. What was he asking you about?"

"He, and the young woman, were apparently interested in the activities
over the past few months of the Y akuhin Pharmaceutical Company of

Kyoto. He had only just begun to inquire about the company, however,
when the intruders--"



"Put your gun aside, Mr. Cardigan,” ordered a voice from the doorway.
"Then, if you'd be so kind, raise your hands."
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he man with the lazgun in hisleft hand was Japanese. He was plump,
wore apae-green suit and had awide, dimpled smile. "Stand clear of
the desk, Mr. Cardigan.” Stepping around the shattered teathingsin
the hallway, he cameinto theroom. He smelled strongly of
sandalwood.

Jake followed ingructions. "That's an impressive perfume you're
wearing," he observed. "Who are you?"

"My favorite scent and, perhaps, | tend to overdo it,” admitted the
plump Japanese, hissmile growing wider. "Let ussmply say that I'm
affiliated with the Hokori carte.”

"Y ou stayed behind after they grabbed Beth, huh?"

"Yes, inthe event that you were able to evade the trap set for you and
came here seeking your paramour. A wise move, asit turnsout.”

"So you guys have Beth?' "She'sin our hands.” "Why?'

"It was felt sheld make auseful hostage,” hereplied. "And thereis
gpparently some interest in consulting her on technica matters.”
"About the plague?’

The smile stretched even wider. "'l suggest you come aong with me

"To see ToraHokori?!
William Shathr

"It will be best if you smply accompany me, reserving any further
questionsfor later." He gestured toward the doorway with hislaz gun.
"My air car is parked in the lane behind the house."  Shrugging one
shoulder, Jake started for the exit. The smiling Japanese moved in
close behind him.

Two steps beyond the threshold Jake said, "Damn.” He seemedto dipon
the spilled teaand hisright foot went diding.

Hetwisted, made agrab for the Japanese to keep himsalf from
fdling.

That only succeeded in sending them both crashing to the floor. Jake
then chopped the gun out of the other man's grasp, got himsalf quickly
upright and then planted aforceful kick squarein hisgroin.



While the Japanese doubled in pain, Jake stepped over him and scooped
up thefdlen lazgun. Hethen darted into the den to retrieve his
abandoned stun gun

Back inthe hall he said to the falen gunman, "Now you're going to
tell mewherethey have Beth."

Wincing, the Japanese madeit to hisfeet. ™Y our conduct has been most
ungentlemanly,” he said disapprovingly.

"Yeah, it has," admitted Jake, grinning. "Whereisshe?' "Youand |
operate under entirely different codes of ethics.” Hedl a once
brought hisright hand up to hismouth. "I have no intention of
betraying the..."

The poison held gulped down was quick and efficient. Hefdll to the
floor and was dead in under ten seconds.

Jake frowned down a him. "Damn," he said again.

"Wredtlersyet again,” observed Gomez, scowling, thrusting his hands
deep into histrouser pockets and coming in Sdeways out of the misty
afternoon dley.

"At least they're not hussies, like that batch you ingsted on
liberating from The Casino,” said Natdie as she shut the office door
after him. "Wewere, | might mention, extremely lucky to get this
abandoned facility for our use as atemporary base and if it weren't
for thefact that | have severd highly helpful colleagues herein Oh,
Gomez, what happened to your face?'

He crossed over to the desk, which was piled high with gloposters
announcing long-ago events held here at the RoboSumo Palace. "'l was
detained by a somewhat protracted discussion with severa of Kyoto's
fines."

"But you're bruised and battered.” She stood watching him,

hands clasped together in front of her.

"Initsinitid stages our chat was atrifle boisterous,” he
admitted,

sitting down, gingerly, in the wobbly desk chair. "That'swhat happens
when the copswalk in and find you with the corpse of one of their own
ingpectors.”

"Which ingpector was that?'

Gomez, his deep frown never deserting him, recounted for her what had



gone on at Jake and Beth'srooms at the inn.

"But findly the police must have listened to reason,” Natdie said
after he concluded. "1 mean, you're here.”

"They mostly listened to threats, coming from Bascom's |apan Sde
connections.”

"What about Beth Kittridge--where is she?"

"Jake went hunting for her. Hasn't he showed up hereyet?' Nataie
shook her head. "No, he hasn't,” shereplied. "However, aredly
dreadful man showed up here afew moments ago claming to bean
informant of Jakes."

"Y eah, Jake was going to tell the guy to meet him here.”
"Wdll, he showed up."

Gomez got to hisfeet. "Sowhereishe?' "Over there” Theredhaired
reporter pointed. "I don't seehim."

"On the floor with the robot wrestlers.”

Stacked againgt the far wal were six fat robot sumo wrestlersin full
costume. Sprawled in front of the two nesat piles was athin young

Chinesein along plaid overcoat.
"Hey, that's Timecheck. What did you do to the guy?*

"Well, he seemed very furtive and seedy-looking to me, so when he
perssted in--"

"Of coursethelad isfurtive, chiquita. That's one of the
characterigics of histrade.”

"l only used my stun gun onitslowest setting, so he ought to be
coming around any second now."

Timecheck stirred and groaned. "Woops," murmured the Chinese as he sat
up and shook hishead. "What timeisit?' Herolled up theright

deeveof hisrumpled overcoat, reveding asiver plated metal am

studded with over a dozen watch faces.

"That's another thing that annoyed me about him,” Natalie whispered to
Gomez. "Hekept offering to tell mewhat time it wasin various dull
citiesaround the--"

"Exactly 4:16 herein Kyoto," said the thin young man as Gomez helped
him up. "Hiya, Sid, good to see you again. We had some grest times



together when | wasliving in Greeter LA, huh? Jake here yet?!

"Hell arrive shortly."

"If we werein Ethiopianow, it would be exactly--"

"Timecheck, do you have something important to pass aong to Jake?"

Theinformant waslooking sourly in Nataiesdirection. "Thisquiff a
pd of yours?'

"Business asociae merdy.”
"Jeez, you're not bailing her, areyou?" asked Timecheck.

"No, no, nay." Gomez led him over, settled him in the desk chair.
"Sit down, collect your scattered wits."

"I'dredly liketo believe" continued Natalie, "that if you were
forced to choose between me and a shabby tipster from the lower depths
that you wouldn't hesitate to"

"Bagtante, enough,” Gomez warned her with a pleasant amile. "1 got
only the fondest memories of providing information for you and Jake,"
said Timecheck, bringing one of the watches up closeto hiseyes.
"Huh... Poughkegpsie timeis running about eighteen seesdow. Must be
an aftereffect of getting zozzled by this skirt's stunner.

Coing to haveto add repair cos.sto your tab, Sid, unless| can patch
it mysdf Let metell you, friend to friend, you maybe ought not to
hang out with any dame who is so quick to shoot down innocent
bystanders or--"

Someone had tapped on the door.

Checking a security monitor, Natalie announced, "Good, it's

Jake"

"About time," commented Timecheck. ":37:'..

he awoke in darkness.

Beth found hersdlf lying on her back, staring up into thick blackness.
Wherever shewas, it was cold and damp.

Her body hurt. Shewas overly aware of just about every bone that made
up her skeleton and dl of them ached. Her skinitched, burned. She
could hear her pulse begting loudly in her ears.

When Beth blinked, enormous glaring yellow flowers blossomed dl around



her in the black. Pressing her hands down beside her, she felt some
sort of smooth, soft fabric.

They'd used a stun gun on her, the memory of that came back to her now.
Two men, large and dressed in black, had come bursting into the study.
The onewith the slvery stun rifle had shot Tony Nikuya. The other

man, whose eyebal|s seemed to protrude through the ditsin histight
slken hood, had used his stun gun on her as she'd tried to get around
behind the desk to help Tony.

She concentrated on breathing, dowly and carefully in and out, for a
moment. Sharp pains zigzagged across her chest each time she
inhded.

"l wonder," she said to hersdf, "if those fellows are some of Tora
Hokori's people.”

They probably were, which meant Beth was somewherein Toras
headquarters.

She moved her right hand further out from her body. Presently shefdlt
just chill air instead of cloth. Closing her fingers, she got hold of
the edge of what felt like afloating cot.

Beth pulled hard, got hersdf to agtting position with her feet
touching the stonefloor. The motion caused more yellow flowersto
explodein the darkness. Thistimejagged crimson bars of light
flashed between the bursts of yellow.

Gradually the flashes subsided, along with the nausea shed fdt as
soon as she sat up.

"They didn't kill me on the spot--why?"
Maybe because they had something elsein mind.

Somewhat reluctantly Beth let go of the cot and attempted to stand
up.

That made her dizzy again, made her see splashes of light wherethere
redlly wasn't any light. The aftermath of being stun gunned was
rougher than she'd heard.

Very dowly, diding onefoot a atime across the stone floor, Beth
darted walking.

"It could bethat Torajust wants to use me as ahostage.”

But maybe things weren't that smple. Maybeit was part of some plan
to trap Jake, to kill him.



"Easy now," shewarned hersdf. "Y ou don't have enough information.”

Shewalked ten dow, careful pacesthrough the darkness. Halting, she
reached out in front of her with one hand. Her fingers encountered
nothing. Sheturned completely around, hand held out, and ill
touched nothing.

Beth resumed her patient, diding walk.
She wondered, "How long have | been unconscious?'

Noway of teling redlly. Depending on the setting, astun gun blast
could knock you out for anywhere from afew minutesto fifteen hours or
more.

Beth covered another ten steps, then stopped and felt out all around
her oncemore. Still no sign of awall.

She began to wak again.

Then, dlently and unexpectedly, a huge glaring rectangle of bright
white light appeared directly in front of her.

Timecheck tapped one of hiswatches, squinting at it. "Berkeley time
isnt working at dl," he complained.

Jake was Sitting on the edge of the desk, oneleg dowly swinging back
andforth. "Better get right to theinformation you havefor me" he
advised dowly and evenly.

"Yes, sure, sorry." He pulled down his coat deeve, dropped both arms
to hissides. "Y ou asked meto check on various transportation
possihilities occurring in the vicinity of acertain warehouse on

specific daysafew monthsago.”

"What did you get?'

Timecheck started to consult another of hiswatches, then suddenly
thought better of it. "I'm pretty sure I've come up with what you

want, Jake. At approximately 10:17 A.M. on the second day in question
an old bundled-up geezer in arobochair was picked up behind the
warehouse and |oaded into a vehicle from the Rakuda Skycab Company.”

"Y eah, that sounds like what wewant," Jake said. "Where wasthe
passenger taken?”

"To the Kenkoo Spa, that'sin the foothills near Mount Hel." Natalie,
gtting in afolding chair near the stacked sumo wrestlers, exclaimed,
"Bingo." Then, looking from Gomez to Jake, added, "Excuse me."

Jake asked the dim informant, "Anything else?" "l ran acheek on



Y oshiko Kiru for you." "Yeah?

"Clean. Sheredly was Itoko's quiff--and she hel ped the poor bozo
with his private eye work."

"Thanks." Jake handed him some Bam notes.

"Anytimeyou hit town, cal onme." Without counting it, Time-check
dipped the money into alumpy overcoat pocket and took hisleave.

As soon as the door shut, Jake turned to the redhaired Natalie.
"What was the outburst about?"

"Whilel was cooling my hedshere" shereplied, "I got in touch with
afew loca contacts of my own. I'm pretty certain that Dr. Hyakuis
using part of that same Kenkoo Spa as a secret 1ab."

"Whoishe?' asked Jake.

"Anillustrious neo biologist who disagppeared a about the sametime
Chegterton was taking hisleave of the Freezer," supplied Gomez. "He
appearsto be gainfully employed by deer little Tora these days.”

"The man isobvioudy working on the manufacture of the synthetic
plaguevirusthe Teklordsareusing,” said Natdie. "And | takeit you
believe the old gentleman in the whedlchair was Dr. Chesterton.”

"Yep, | asked Timecheck to find out about any unusual passengers who
were picked up in the vicinity of the warehouse about the time the
crate was delivered there."

"What crate? Gomez, have you been holding back on--"

"Only onesmall tile, cara, in the overall mosaic of hiscaper,” he
assured her. "Don't fret, por/aor.”

"Youreavery difficult manto put any long-term faith in." Gomez
turned toward Jake. "Y ou haven't said anything about Beth yet, amigo.
But she didn't come here with you and you're not looking especidly
cheerful.”

"They'vegot her." Hetold them what had taken place at the
professor's home,

"Stunguns used twice," said Gomez, "That indicates they didn't kill her
ether.” Henodded at Nataie. "Y ou till carrying around that
photo?!

"Yes, here" Sheproduced it from her purse, handed it to him and he
passed it over to Jake.



"That'show | got wiseto the existence of the Agent MacQuarriesm,”
said his partner. "But note the more obvious fact to be gleaned from
thisilluminating example of the photographer'sart. Namely that they
were, infairly recent times, dso congtructing a" Toraandroid,”

Jake studied the picture. "Maybe because that maglev train wreck did
her serious damage after dl."

"Beth isan expert on androids, isn't she?"

"Sure, she helped congtruct thereplicathat 1.." that | worked with
downinMexico." He st the picture down atop one of the stacks of old
wrestling posters. "Could be Torawantsto consult her.”

"And could bethey won't kill her right off because of that."

"The next thing to do," suggested Natdie, "isget alook ingdethe
spa”

"I'd like to see the floor plans of the place.” Jake waked over to
the vidphone dcove, "And probably Y oshiko Kiru can help uswith
thet,"

138t
hey were robots, apair of them, large and broad. They had black
enameed bodiesthat glistened in the harsh whitelight out in the

corridor.

One of them, saying nothing, came lumbering into theroom. It made a
beckoning gesture toward Beth.

"Whereto?' sheasked. Her voice sounded alittlerusty to her. The
big robot smply repested the come-along gesture. Nodding, she moved
to the opening inthewall.

The other robot, noting that Beth was alittle unsteady on her fest,
took hold of her left arm just above the elbow.

"Ouch, hey," shesaid. "Too tight."

The gleaming black mechanism paid no attention to her complaint. It
gtarted dong the winding stone corridor, keeping atight hold on

her.

The other robot fell in beside them.

Turning to him, Beth asked, "Could you suggest to your partner that he
loosen hisgrip?’



The mechanica man continued to look straight ahead, making no
response.

Beth decided that protesting wasn't going to help. Shetried to think
of other things besides the painful grasp of the strong metdlic
fingerson her am.

Rods of light ran aong the low stone ceiling, giving off aharsh,

whitish glare. It wasthe sort of light that made you want to shield
your eyes.

The robots escorted her through what felt to be at least two miles of
twigting tunnel. Beth had the impression that the cell she awokein
must have been deep underground and that they had been climbing
upward.

They cameto ahigh, wide teskwood door. Both robots ha] ted Nearly a
half minute passed before the door, creaking, swung open.

The black robot let go of her, the other one gave her aforward shove.
Beth went stumbling ahead as the big teak door shut behind her.

Shewasinavag, chill circular room. The celling was so high above
her that it waslost in shadows. About a hundred yardsin front of her
rose an immense golden Buddha, seated on ajade pedestal. It was at
least afull hundred feet high and glowed apale amber inthedim,
watery light of the enormous room.

Rubbing at her arm, shetook afew tentative stepsin the direction of
the Buddha. Each of her unsteady, shuffling steps echoed in the huge,
cold room.

"Good afternoon, MissKittridge."

There was ahigh back wicker chair in the deep shadows at the base of
the towering gilded Buddha. Slumped in the chair wasthefigure of a
darkhaired young woman, wearing dark trousers and adark shirt. "You
must be Tora Hokori." Beth approached the seated figure. "Not
exactly.”

Closer now, Beth noticed that the young womau in the chair had blank
garing eyes and that she wasn't bresthing. Stopping afew feet from
the chair, Beth said, "Thisisonly an android duplicate.” "Come over
here, please.”

Beth redlized that the voice hadn't been coming from the dumped
android.

In the shadows behind the high back chair sat an array of complex,
bulky medica equipment, plus terminas, monitoring units and avoxbox.



Regting on asmall whitetable, with an intricacy of twisting colored
wires spider webbing out fromit, was alarge chromed cylinder.

"Thetrain accident,” said Beth softly.

"My body," explained Tufa Hokori's voice from the voxbox,
"didn't survive the wreck."

"But they saved your brain.”

"Y es, we have extremely skilled people working for us. We can afford
them obvious]y--and we have other ways of acquiring them.”

Beth glanced over at the slent android. "Not quite skilled enough
goparently.”

"Thusfar, no," admitted Tufa. "[?or some reason my new body continues
to rgject my brain.”

Bethsad, "Pity."

"That's one of thethings| wish to talk to you about,” the voxbo
informed her. "Providing, that is, youreinterested in remaining
dive”

"Golly, what agtory.” In her enthusasm Nataie nearly backed into
three of the stacked sumo bots "This]} give me aterrific angle and,
despite the critics who share your view, Gomez, that I'm acold,
heartlessreporter, it will demonsrate that I'm capable of finding my
way through to the human anglein what isotherwiseagrim yarn
"Button your boca," advised Gomez, cordialy taking ho}d of her arm.
"But even you ought to be able to seethis 1| make agreet lead,”
perssted the redhead. "Hardbitten, grizzled private up pausesin his
pursuit of vicious Teklords to phone [?risco and determine the fate of

his own plague-gtricken family and--"

"Bastante," Gomez said to her as Jake stepped clear of the vid phone
acove. "What'sthe latest news on Kate, anigo?"

"Everything's about the same asit waswhen | left Cdlifornia,"
he answered.
"That'sgood, isn't it?"

"Dan doesn't think s0." Jake sat, somewhat wearily, at the desk,



moving aside two of the stacks of old posters. "I ill havethe
feding he bdieves!'m letting him down.”
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"That'sastandard impresson dl kidshisagetry to give,” said his
partner. "1 worked the same dodge on my padre back then."

"What agreat angle,” murmured Natdie. "Jake, would you mind telling
meif you--"

"No moreinquiries, chiquita.”

Jake spread out the maps and chartsthat Y ashiko Kiru had just vidfaxed
to him. "Here'sthe Kenkoo Spaand environs.”

Pulling free of Gomez's grip, Natalie moved forward and jabbed a finger
at the topmost map. "Bingo," shesaid.

Jake looked up at her. "Now what?'

"Well, just teke agander at whet lieslessthan haf amilefromthe

darn spa.” Her finger tapped a spot on the map. "That happensto be
the Juunigwatsu Temple. It'sone, | learned after some diligent

digging, that's been shut down and untenanted for severa years. We
aready know, at least I'm convinced of the fact, that ToraHokori has
ahidden headquartersin atempleright herein Kyoto. Sotheresan
abandoned temple and it'swithin sneaking distance of the spawhere Dr.
Hyaku isdmos certainly holed up churning out the plague virus.™"

"Yeah," acknowledged Jake, "it could be the same temple shesusing as
abase"

Gomez studied the map over his partner's shoulder. "Bethat asit may,
we have to concentrate on getting into the Kenkoo Spafirs.”

"But while you two fellows are doing that," said the redhead, "1 can
explorethe Stuation at the temple.”

Gomez shook hishead. "No, that'sfar from smart. Bearding the
lion--or in this case thetiger--in her lair isn't thething to do
right now."

"Darnit, Gomez, you perdst in assuming that I'm utterly
incompetent.”

"It would be best," Jaketold her, "if you wait until weve
investigated the spa.”

"Bljt--"



"A firdclassreporter,” suggested Gomez, "isaso agood listener.™ "'l
canligen and talk at the sametime. And | redly think that--"

"Takealook at thisset of plans.” Jake turned to another sheet.
"There seemsto be an entire floor beneath the main building of the spa

"Beanifty place," observed Gomez, "to stick aclandestinelab.”

"Y ou get down there by way of this passway near the public baths
aea”

Gomez backed up. "Any ideaon how we get oursalvesingde the spa
intialy?"

Jakegrinned. "A few."
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"ext timeweflipacoin,” grumbled Oomez.

[ "Your shawl isdipping,” said } ake.

|1 1t was dusk and they were moving across the landing area next to
the Kenkoo Spa. The oncoming night was cold, the mist was growing
thicker again. The blossoms on the dozens 0l: cherry treesthat
surrounded the spawere grey and sooty.

Gomez, his shoulders hunched and covered with abright scarlet shaw},
wasriding aong in agunmeta robochair. "1 ill don't know why |
volunteered for this part.”

"Because you make amore convincing invaid than [ do." Jekewas
wearing awhite medicd jacket.

"On the contrary, amigo, | happen to be burgting with vigor." His
chair carried him down the gravel path toward the spa.

The building was large and had a crimson and gold pagoda-style roof.
Sooty doves were roosting on it, cooing.

"In away, even though she's been some help,” said } ake, walking beside
the ehak, "1 wish you hadnt invited Natdie Dent.”

"I had little or no choicein the matter. She'savery determined
muehacha," said hispartner. "First place, sherightly sensesthat
much of what | do is extremely newsworthy. Secondly... well, hell, |
don't liketo sound vain, but | redlly think thelass hasacrush on
me"

"lsn't it odd how tough it is sometimesto tell the difference between



loveand loathing?' observed Jake. "At least for an outsider like
r.rell

"Her pretended didikeisadl part of the game,” explained Gomez as
they reached the wide plastiglassdoors. "It'sashameI'm so
dutifully married just now. Not that I'd want to get entangled with
Nat, but all sorts of other women do continue to hurl themselves at
me." Asthe doors hissed open, Gomez dumped further in hisrolling
chair and gave out afew feeble groans.

The Reception Room was large and had aminiature waterfall and arock
garden at its center. Seated a awide L ucite desk near the splashing
fountain was a handsome blond android wearing afull-length off white
kimono. "Ah, you must be Mr. Chavez." Rising up and chuckling, he
cametoward them. "Dr. Ahiru phoned to make an appointment for you,
ar.”

"Ah, the power of bribery," said Gomez under hisbreath. "Sir, I'm
sure just one half-hour sesson in one of our marvelous Taiyoo Suites
and you'll notice avery postive change. Y ou must be

Mr. Chavezsmaenurse," he said, turning to Cardigan.

"That | am," agreed Jake.

"[ don't know if ether of you gentlemen isfamiliar with the

Japanese language, but taiyoo means sun,” the android explained. "In
hissuite Mr. Chavez will be treated with our specid smulated sunray
that is guaranteed to--"

"Doc Ahiru dready gave methe spid,” cut in Gomez. "Let'ssmply get
to the damn suite, huh?"

"Cranky and impatient." Chuckling, the android turned to Jeke and
winked. "Lotsof them are when they first cometo ushere” He
clapped hishands.

A chrome plated robot in a short crimson kimono entered the room,
bowing firgt to the android and then to the seated Gomez.

"How may | asss you, Sr?"
"Juuku, escort Mr. Chavez and his nurseto Taiyoo Suite: 16,
please”

"It shall bedone." Bowing again, Juuku turned and walked toward a
nearby arched doorway.

WilliamSha ner



Cmeand his char went rolling after him.

"I sure hope this does him some good,” Jake confided in the android
before following the other two.

They moved down along empty corridor whose walls werefilled with
animated murals based on the paintings of Hokusal.

At the doorway to Suite 16 the sllvery robot stopped, bowing again.

Gomez smiled, dipped astun gun out from under his bright shawl and
shot the robot.

Jake caught the mechanical man and, after his partner had jumped clear
of the chair, dumped himinto it.

The door of # 16 whirred open, the chair and the disabled robot went
rolling in and the door shut.

Gomez bowed to Jake. "Let'sdescend," heinvited.

Wearing along sky blue kimono that masked his clothes and carrying a
plyosponge and a pjaspak of cleansing solution, Gomez came sauntering
amiably aong the dead white corridor. "Evening, gents. Which way to
the pool ?*

Both the thickset Japanese guards popped to their feet out of their
whitewicker chairs. Each drew alazgun from ahip holster, each
pointed hiswesgpon at the intruder. Just behind them was anarrow
metal door.

"Y ou made amistake, buddy," thelarger of the two informed him, making
ago-away motion with hisgun. "The baths are out in the other
direction.”

Gomez amiled gpologeticdly, glancing up at the dead white celling and
then around at the dead white walls. He spotted no sign of aspy
camera. "How about that?' he said, shaking hishead. "My wifetold
me I--wdll, she's not exactly my wife, you know, athough we are
traveling as mister and missus. That's because you get amuch better
rate that way in most of--"

"Takeahike" suggested the other guard. Hereturned hisguntoits
holster and sat again in hiswhite chair. "This part of the spais
closed to the public.”

"Isit now? Fancy that." Gomez chuckled. "I wasjust teling my
wife--well, you know who | mean. | wasteling her that haf the
templesin this damn town seem to be closed to the public. But |
figure, because of my serious heart condition--it's one of these new



phs ones and they can't seem to keep the damn motor working right, |
figure| should be admitted just about anywhere, Sncemy timeis
probably limited and if | don't see this stuff now, why--"

"Your timeisrealy going to be limited, buddy, unlessyou haul your
butt out of here." Putting ahand on Gomez's shoulder, the larger
guard started pushing him dong the corridor.

Around abend they came to the teakwood door Gomez had used to comein.
"Y ou lads can't seethis portd from whereyou sit," he remarked.

"We're more interested in the door we sit in front of .
"lsn't that inter.” oh, mother of mercy! The motor's conking.”

Gomez gasped, staggered, dropped to the corridor floor. He stretched
out hisback, legskicking.

"Hey, you can't go having afit here” Holstering hisgun, the big man
knelt.

The teskwood door siwung open suddenly, Jake, stun gunin hand,
stepped through and fired at the guard.
"Bingo, asthey say." Gomez quietly got up. "Therearen't an3

security camsin the corridor, amigo. Shal wework asimilar dodge on
the remaining guard?'

"Seis. That makes an even haf-dozen louts downed thusfar,” remarked
Gomez, catching the bulky guard heéld just stun gunned He arranged him
neatly in agtting position againg the blank dead whitewall of the
underground corridor."

"Seven," corrected Jake.
"Oh, 5. | neglected to include the one you felled two bends back.”

Jake said, "According to Y ashiko's floor plan, thismain corridor is
going to split up ahead.”

"I'll take the left hand mad,” offered hispartner. "If wecantraly
hack at thefork in, say, fifteen minutes, then well come hunting for
each other."

"Agreed," said Jeke. -."40-'.."
r. Chesterton was atall, lanky man. His sparse head of hair wasa

dusty straw color, hiswhite lab smock was wrinkled and stained. There
was nothing but alow black couch in the big whitewalled office. "I



usually take angp about thistime each evening,” he said, gitting up,
brushing at his hair with the knobby fingers of hisleft hand.

Jake stopped just inside the doorway, watching the man. He said
nothing.

"Y ou're Cardigan, aren't you?"
Jake nodded.

"I thought s0. She showed me pictures of you. She hasquitea
collection. Side views, front views, long shots, close ups He brushed

at hishair with the knobby fingers of hisright hand. "Shedidn't

literally show them to me, didn't actudly hand them to me. That's not
possible right now. Had them shown to me. Toradoesn't much like you.
Consdersyou an obstacle. May | ask you something?' "Sure." Jake
walked afew steps closer to the scientist.

"I know you werein the Freezer. Nearly aslong asl. Do you find now
that you're free, that you're somewhat out of sync?' C:hesterton
rubbed at hisknee. "I don't fed that | quitefitin anymore. I'm

out of step and | can never get back. Some kind of severe temporal
didocation. Have you experienced that?"

"Yeah, some. It's supposed to go away, fade eventualy.”
William Shetner r

"| redlly don't believe, in my case a any rote, that it will."
"Chesterton studied him for afew seconds, nodding to himsdlf. "Are
you part of amgjor raid on our hideaway?"

"Not exactly.”

"That's another odd thing. | can't seem to shake the notion that
everything isgoing to go smash. I'll befound out, you know, and
taken back up there. Did you dream while you were in the Freezer?!
"Yesh"

"They say, severa of my learned colleagues, that one doesn't. But |

know | did." He made asad sighing sound. "I dreamed about my wife.
Dreamed of scenes|'d never actually witnessed. Saw her, over and over
in those long, terrible dreams, making loveto others. Theterrible

thing is, you can't amply scream and wake up. Not in the Freezer.

Each dream smply runson and on. No way of knowing how long some of
them lasted. All the men sheld been with. Therewere alot of

them.”

"Sonny and Toradidn't force you to create anew supply of your virus,
didthey?' Jakesad. "Youdiddl thiswillingly."



"Yes, that'sright,” admitted Dr. Chesterton. "When | awakened here
in Kyoto, it was explained to mewhat waswanted. A lovey city, by
theway. Very peaceful. The Hokoris had brought me back tolifein
order that | might provide them with a sufficient supply of my XP-203
for their purposes. That wasthe price. If | refused, they had other
namesonther lig."

"That didn't bother you--their purposes?'

"Not especidly, Cardigan." Chegterton laughed athinlaugh. "I had,
after al spent years doing the same sort of work for our government.
Now | smply have adifferent employer.”

"Severd thousand people may diein San Francisco.”

"Y es, that's how my synthetic virusworks. Damn efficient stuff,” he
sad. "Fifty yearsupinthe Freezer isalongtime. This, | assure
you, is much better than--"

"You're heping to kill people.”

"l dways have, Cardigan. That'sbeen my job. What you're actually
objecting to issimply that the targets have changed.”

Jake said evenly, "What | need fromyou "Am | correct in thinking your
wifeislikeminewas?'

"I don't know."

"What | meanis, your wife made a cuckold of you. Very oldfashioned
word. It hurts, though. That'sbasicdly why | killed her.”

"The antidote to--"

"How do you feel about your wifé's unfaithfulness?’ Jake moved nearer
to him. "What | want isacopy of your research notes and whatever
supply of the antidote you've got stockpiled here.”

"Do you know how the virusistransmitted initialy?"

"l imagineit'sairborne, spread in some sort of mist form.” "That's
exactly right," said the doctor. "Very easy to disseminate. Inthe

field they've been using spray guns about thissize™ Heheld hisbony
hands about three feet gpart. "But, just for fun, I've also devel oped
acompact spray unit for my own use." From apocket of hissmock he
drew asmall black pistol.

Muttering, feet dragging, the heavyset Japanese carried the wicker

chair over to where Beth ood. He dammed it down, shoving it toward
her and causing itslegsto scrape harshly on the stone floor of the

chill temple. "We should havekilled this bitch long ago,” he said,



turning away and shuffling back to the vicinity of the huge golden
Buddha

"There are severd reasons,” said the tinny-sounding voice of Tora
Hokori, "for dlowing MissKittridgeto remain dive.”
Beth rested ahand on the back of the chair, but didn't Sitinit.

"I'mnot, | haveto tdl you, especidly in amood to help you," she
sad inthe direction of the container that held Torasbrain.

"Let'ssamply kill her." The Japanese jerked agold handled lazgun
from his shoulder holgter.

"No, Dr. Hyaku. Please, put that silly gun away now."

"A persondized gun such asthisisfar from silly, my dear." Theneo
biologist scowled at Beth, then at the Slver cylinder. Muttering,

he jammed the handsome gun away indde hisloose black jacketl "When my
students presented it to me, the honor involved was quite
sgnificant.”

"That was severd years ago,” reminded Torn Y our reputation has dimmed
congderably since then.”

Hyaku said, "Obvioudy, Tora, or otherwise | wouldn't be working for
you a such aninsultingly low sdary.”

The voxbox rattled when Toralaughed. "MissKittridge, 1'd appreciate
your telling me what stage your father's anti-Tek work has reached.”

"I redly don't have muchideg,” answered Beth. "Heand | don't see
much of each other, and | no longer assst him.”

"A shame. | fed that family ties are the most important ties one has
inlife" said Tora. "I continue to missmy brother, Sonny, agrest
dedl. That'sone of the reasons|'ve ordered certain people killed.

Revenge."
"People such as Kurt Winterguild?"

"Hewasone. Jake Cardiganisanother | intend to kill." "Jake had
nothing to do with your brother's--"

"Did you summon meto thisdisma hole smply that | might witnessthis
pointless debate?' asked Dr. Hyaku impatiently. "Y ou no longer have
abody, Tora, but | do. | can't tolerate the cold and damp around
here"



"Shrines are often cold and damp,” Toratold him. "Weéll leavethe
question of your father's researchesfor now. You're also an expertin
the area of robotics, aren't you, MissKittridge?'

"No more than the people you dready have working for you."

"Nevertheess, I'd like you to examine this new body that they've
fashioned for me."

"A waste of time," put in the doctor. "Your brain is never going to
function insdethat android, Tora. Accept thefact and let usget on
with the--"

"What do you say, Miss Kittridge?"

"Ingtaling aviable human brain into an android host body has been
routinely donefor years," shereplied. "There€'sno reason why it
shouldn't work for you."
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"Buffoons,” commented Dr. Hyaku. "She employstechnicianswho are
essentidly buffoons. Pays many of them more than she doles Out to

me"

"If youassst me" sad Torn, "it might prolong your life" "And what
about Jeke'slife?!

"There'sno hope for Jake Cardigan,” said Torasvoice. "Hewill
die”

41

Innl

" of course have long since made myself immuneto XP-203,"
explained Dr. Ched:eron, turning the spray pistol toward Jake.
"Y ou, however, don't have that advantage.”

Saying nothing, Jake suddenly dived Sdeways. At the sametime he
yanked out his stun gun and fired.

The beam hit Chesterton inthe sde. Heroseto hisfeet, shivering,
teeth grinding. Both hands went snagpping open, the pistol loaded with
the plague spray dropped :0 the office floor.

The color washed out of hisface, his skin turned a sooty white.
Chesterton stared chewing violently a hislower lip, making araspy
snarling noise. Blood and froth spilled out, smearing the twisted



smilethat was pulling his mouth wide.

e managed to press one splayed hand to his chest before he toppled.
Chegterton fell againgt the black couch. He bounced off it, tumbled
down to the grey carpeting.

Blood came foaming out between historn lips. Hisentire body jerked,
shuddered, then was Hill.

Jake, frowning, looked from the fallen man to the stun gun in hishand.
"Chrigt, what happened?'

He approached the falen figure, knelt on one knee. Ashe'd guessed,
Chesterton was dead.

He'd agpparently had some kind of shock reaction to the stun gun shot.
That did happen, but rarely, Jake had heard of afew instances, but
never witnessed one before.

"Damnit." He stood, Jake felt no sorrow for the de adman but this
could mean held lost any chance of getting the antidote for the

plague.

Slightly crouched, dert, Gomez moved aong the corridor in search of
Jake. Theair circ system in this stretch of underground facility

wasn't functioning exactly right and severd of the ceiling ducts were
producing low rattling sounds.

Gomez was carrying asmdl aduminum suitcase, recently borrowed. He
stopped suddenly, shifted the case to hisleft hand and drew out his
stungun

A door up ahead had started to swing open.

Letting hisbresth sgh dowly out, helowered the gun. "Amigo," he
sad quietly.

"Y ou better tell me you had better luck than | did." Jake came,
empty-handed, out of Dr. Chesterton's office.

"I've donefairly well," admitted his partner, patting the slver
suitcase. "Y usted

"Wl | found Chesterton,” replied Jake, pointing at the closed door
with athumb. "When hetried to run afield test of XP-203 on me, |
used my stun gun That set off some kind of negative reactionin
him---he died.”

Gomez shrugged. "Toraand company weren't forcing the guy to work for
them, were they?"



"Nope, Chesterton was doing it willingly."
"No greet lossthen.”

"Except we didn't get around to talking about the antidote. And |
couldnt find adamnthingin his-"

"Aqu." Smiling broadly, Gomez held up the duminum case. "By
persuading atechbot to help the cause, | am now the proud owner of a
handsomely printed copy of Doc Chesterton's basi¢c notes on the plague,
itscause and cure. Plusasample of thevirus

William Shat n er and, more importantly, the antidote aswell. Sowe
arefreeto scram.”

"That'sgreat, Sid," said Jake. "All we haveto do now islocate
Beth. Sheisn't being held down here. | found that out.”
"Then she's probably over in the Juunigwatsu Temple," said

Gomez. "Do you have any ideawhich of these tunnels might lead over
there?'

"l do, yeah."

Civing arobot-like bow, Gomez suggested, "L et'stake atour of the
templethen.”

"Nueve," said Gomez as he dragged the large disabled black robot to the
sde of the harshly lit gonetunnel.

"Ten," sad Jake.
"S, esver dad | keep forgetting to include that one you decked.”

They continued on in silence for another quarter mile. Then up ahead
loomed alarge teakwood door.

Jake sad, "Thisought to bethe templeitself coming up.” "Cuidado,”
cautioned his partner.

Jake eased the door open afew inches. Chill air and deep shadows
confronted him.

Then he heard the sound of someone being dapped. "That's enough, Dr.
Hyaku," warned aharsh, metdlic voice. "I'm growing tired of her
flippant answers™ "Cet away from her."

"It'sokay, Tora. He doesn't have avery powerful--"



Another dap.

"That's Beth." Opening the door wider, Jake dived across the
threshold.

"Takeit easy." Gomez failed to catch hold of hisarm.

Jake found himsdlf in the shadows that surrounded an immense golden
Buddhawho squatted on adark pedestal.

Drawing his stun gun Jake started working his way around the huge
Satue.

Thereinamilky circle of light were Beth and a thickset Japanese who
held aglittering gold handled lazgun. Beyond them stood an array of
heavy medical equipment that Jake couldn't quite identify.

"Leave her done," Jake shouted and started running toward the man with
the gun.

Hyaku swung around, taking aim at Jake.
Crabbing hold of the back of the wicker chair, Beth swung it up hard.

Two of the legs smacked the doctor's gun arm. He yowled, the lazgun
wet flying from hisfingers.

The gun climbed up to aheight of about ten feet, spinning, wobbling,
gleaming. Thenitfel.

When it hit along, dead white piece of equipment, the gun discharged
and abeam of 9zzling orange light came spurting out. The beam hit
the cylinder that held Tora'sbrain, dicing deeply into it.

From out of the voxbox came abrief, terrible scream of pain. The
slvery cannister had been cut clean in haf and its contents came
dithering out. The sugtaining fluid and the brain itsalf spilled out.

The brain, quivering and flopping, did across the tabletop, then fell
down to the chill stonefloor.

Dr. Hyaku cried, "She'sdead. You'vekilled Toral"

Catching him by the shoulder, Jake spun the man around and hit him
twice onthechin.

The doctor lost consciousness, dipped and fell. Helanded in the mess
that was dl that was | eft of ToraHokori.
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fl thin afternoon fog was drifting in low across San Fancisco Bay. The



vigtors landing area next to the Marina Hospita was misty’, too.

Jake leaned back in the seet of the air car for amoment after they'd
landed.

Beth touched his cheek with her fingertips. "You okay?' "Huh?' He
had been staring out at the swirling fog.

"Wevearrived. | was assuming you knew that, since you wereflying
thisthing."

Jake shook hishead. "Yeah, sorry,” hesaid. "My mind was wandering.
That happens frequently with ederly felows."

"Kateisgoing to be okay. Y ou aready know that."

"Sure, that wasn't what | was brooding about.” He unhooked his safety
gear, climbed out of the sky car into thefog.

"Danthen?' Bethjoined him and took hold of his hand.

"I'm glad that I'm going to be looking after him until Kate's released.
But picking Dan up today--1 don't know. Makes me uneasy."

"It won't be
"Joke, tak toudl"

They were coming across the foggy hospita lot toward him. Seven
reporters, including Pachter of Newz, Inc." Gary Insatsu of the

Shinbun Vidnews Service, the big chrome plated robot from Time-Life
Media, Ivey of the S-F Fax-Exam and the silver haired young woman Jeke
ill couldn't place.

"You've saved Frisco,” said thelanky Ivey, "so tell us how that
feds"

"Firg," sad Insatsu, "tdl us how many people you killed in Jgpanin
order to get your hands on the antidote.”

"Folks" said Jake, dowly but not stopping, "the Cosmos Detective
Agency issued astatement thismorning down in GLA. That pretty much
answers most of the--"

"It doesn't mention your partner's torrid romance with one of our ace
reporters,” said Pachter. "Give usthedirt on that, Jake."

"Forget it, Pach,” advised the silver haired reporter. "Jake, the
National Disease Control Agency completed its tests on the antidote and
has okayed itsuse. That means your wifeslife will be saved, aong



with--"

"Right now," hecut in, "I'm just hereto pick up my son. After | take
care of that, maybewe can al haveachat." Heincreased his pace.

"About those killingsin Kyoto," perssted Insatsu.

Thesdlver haired reporter inquired, "How do you think your wife will
react to your relationship with Miss Kittridge when she comes out of
her comaand--yowl"

Beth had kicked her in the shin.

Bresking free of the reporters, } ake and Beth hurried into the
hospitd.

In the Reception Area} ake spotted the tall, thin Dr. Goedewaagen, who
wasthe director of the Isolation Wing. "Daoctor, I'm hereto take
charge of my son. He'sbeing released today."

"I don't quite understand, Mr. Cardigan. Was there something wrong
over in Obsarvation?'

Jake frowned. "Observation? Wejust arrived.”

"But | talked to you right here less than ten minutes ago. |
persondly handed you the necessary release papers for your son and
thanked you for--"

"Jesus, akamikaze." Letting go of Beth, Jake started running toward
the ramp.

According to the glosigns on the walls and the arrows on the floor,
Jake had only one more ramp to go and then held be in the Observation
Wing.

It had taken him at least five minutesto get thisfar. That meant the
android dupe now might have as much as afifteen-minute lead.

A part of him was braced, waiting to hear the horrible sound that would
mean the kamikaze had made contact with his son.

"Damn Tora," he growled as he ran, dodging startled human nurses and
oblivious white ename ed medibots.

Jake knew he should have redlized they were going to try this. Dr.
Chegterton told him about dl the pictures of him Tora had collected.
Ficturesto usein congructing a believable andy smulacrum. A sm
filled with explosives, programmed to recognize Dan and to detonate
the moment he touched it.



Each breath Jake took burned hislungs, and hislegs were arting to
ache.

"Notime" hesaid to himsdf. "Not enough timeto get to Dan." Jake
pushed himsdlf to go faster, ignoring the pain. Two swing doors ahead
labeled OBsERV/ros.

He pushed through and wasin alarge rooftop area. Therewasa
plastiglass dome over the Reception Room and the foggy afternoon showed
outsde. Around the ova room ran abright yellow ramp that was dotted
with white benches. A few patients were scattered around on them.

And standing by an empty bench al the way across the big room was Jake
Cardigan.

A damn convincing facsmile.
Hewas amiling, holding out hisarms.

Not more than ahundred yards away was Dan, carrying asmall tan
suitcase and accompanied by the nurse who'd befriended him. The nurse
stopped, patted him on the shoulder. Dan started alone toward the
waiting kamikaze.

"Danl Get back!" shouted Jake, running along the ramp.
His son, surprised, stopped still and stared at him.

The smulacrum, though, garted moving. "Danny,” it said, "you know
rrell

"Down, get down!" warned Jake, running for al hewasworth. He
caught up with the kamikaze, hit it hard with hisshoulder. The
android staggered, went tottering into the plastiglasswall. A pand
shattered and the smulacrum fell out intothemist. 1t wasill

about fifty feet from the ground when it exploded with animmense
thundering boom.

Jake turned away from the misty afternoon.

Dan came dowly up to him, asmile growing on hispaeface. "You
saved my life," he said quietly, dropping his suitcase to the ramp.
Then hejumped forward and put both arms around his father, bugging
Joght. "1 loveyou.”

Jake returned the hug. He smiled.



