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The man who found out what was going to happen didn't get thetimeto
tell anyone about it. They killed him before he could pass dong what
he had learned.

That happened in Berlin, just a dawn, on achill, misty day inthe
goring of theyear 2121. Hewasatadl, lanky manin hislate
thirties. Hisname doesn't matter.

He got back to hisflat on anarrow street near the Kemperplatz asthe
morning light was beginning to show at the panes of colored glassin
the leaded windows of the bedroom.

The woman he was living with was dready awake, Stting on the edge of
their, old-fashioned fourposter bed. Wearing awhite robe, shewasin
the process of tying back her long blonde hair with a strand of black
ribbon.

The dawn light touched at her pretty face as she smiled up a him.

He crossed the room, fedling safe and secure. And happy that he'd
found someonelike her.

Leaning, he kissed her on the cheek. Theingtant hislipstouched her
flesh, there was an enormous explosion.

Theforce-of it ripped him to pieces, tore the wall of the bedroom into
jagged chunks, smashed every window into thousands of glittering
shards, threw what was |eft of him down toward the grey, misty street



below. Thewoman was destroyed, too. The metal frame of her
body, the plastic skin, the intricacy of wires and tubes, chipsand
circuitry were scattered across the new day by the violence of the
explosive charge that had been hidden inside her.

Everything mixed and tangled together--flesh, blood, mortar, wire,
metal--asit flew free of the exploding room and fell down through the
greyness of the morning.

So the agent never got to make hisreport to the International Drug
Control Agency. If he had, somebody there would probably havetold
Jake Cardigan. And because of that Jake'slife was going to change,
profoundly. But he had no premonition of that, no notion of the
darknessthat lay ahead.

Histroubles began, athough Jake wasn't aware of it at thetime, on a
warm, clear afternoon on that same day in the early spring of 2121.

Asthe agency sky car approached the Seawall Commerciad Complex in the
Santa Monica Sector of Greater Los Angeles, Sid Gomez said, "Were
arriving a our destination, amigo.”

Jake, agood-looking, though weatherbeaten, man of near fifty, was
douched in the passenger seat. "So | notice."

Below on Landing Lot3 rose up a 100-foot-high replica of thetorch

bearing arm of the Statue of Liberty. It wastrimmed with throbbing

crimson neon tubing and above the flaming torch floated, in 5-foot-high
letters, the words -was"TRUTH dternating with GLA FAX-TIMES. Atthe
edge of the lot loomed the impressive 20-story newspaper building,
congtructed of silvery metal and pands of multicolored redl glass.

Hunching dightly, Gomez punched out alanding pattern on the control
panel. "Y ou've been somewhat melancholy thusfar today. Y ou brooding
about something?'



Jakereplied, "l suppose| am, yeah."
"Would the topic be Beth Kittridge?'

The sky car circled the elbow of the neon-trimmed arm once and then
settled into aspace near itsbase. A few dozen yards away the foamy
surf of the Pacific Ocean was hitting at the rocky beach.

Jakesad, "I don't like theidea of Beth's having to go over to Berlin
next week."

Gomez was adark, curly haired man, ten years younger than his partner.
"From the scraps of information you've brought back after visiting the
lady up in NorCadl, | gather she doesn't much favor the jaunt

hersdf."

"That trip isgoing to be damn dangerous for her, risky." Unhooking
his safety gear, Jake eased out of the vehicle.

His partner joined him on the grey lot surface. "The Internationa
Drug Control Agency isgoing to belooking after her," hesaid. "You're
going dong, too. Bethll be safe”

3ake dhrugged hisleft shoulder, thrusting hisfisisdeep into his
trouser pockets. "The Teklords are avengeful bunch,” hesaid. "Right
now they're not especidly fond of Beth--nor of me."

Thetwo of them started walking aong an illuminated pathway. It led
them across the landing lot, through a plastiglass door and into a
largefoyer. Asthe door whispered shut behind them, the sound of the
ocean died and unobtrusive string music swiftly surrounded them.

Directly ahead alarge viewscreen rose up slently through athin floor

dot. Theface of avery handsome blond man gppeared, smiling.
"Welcometo the Executive Wing of the GLA Fax-Times" hegregtedina
deep, booming voice. "1 am obliged by SoCa state law to inform you
that 1 am nothing more than an eectronicdly generated compositeimage
and not, in point of fact, areal person.”

"Don't fed bad,” consoled Gomez. "I'm ared person and therearea
lot of disadvantages.”

"Haha," said theimage. "Well, enough goodnatured kidding,



gentlemen. Please-Mr. Cardigan first--enter the ID Booth and allow
usto check your ret patterns and fingerprints.”

Jake obliged, stepping into the cubicle to the I eft of the screen.

"Name? Affiliation? Dedtination?" requested the booth out of its
sound box

"Jake Cardigan. 1'm an operative with the Cosmos Detective Agency,” he
answered. "An editor of yours, Miss ChinaVargas, wantsto see us."

"L ook into the eye dots and at the same time press your hands,
both of them, to the recogplates. Thank you."
Jake complied.

After exactly eleven seconds the booth announced, "Y es, you're Jake
Cadigan.”

"Thanks," said Jake. "That's good to know."

"Y ou can, as soon as your associate has been cleared, enter Doorway 5
and proceed to the Executive Dining Area.”

After Gomez established the fact that he was Gomez, the two detectives
used theindicated doorway and then started down a curving ramp.

"Do you think," inquired Gomez, "that 1'd do better with women if | had
blond wavy hair?"

"Doubtful. Besides, how can you possibly do better than you're doing
now?'

"Esver dad You can't top perfection.”

The Executive Dining Room was large and below the sea. Through the
wide tinted windows the ocean of the Santa M onica Sector coast could be
seen, rich with flickering marinelife.

At atable beside a seaview window sat abroad shouldered silver

haired young man and adim young woman. They watched Jake and Gomez
for amoment and then the woman, who was completely bald and wore a
crimson business suit, stood up.

She came striding over and halted about five feet away. Hands on hips,
she scrutinized them.



"Shit," shesaid findly, "I didn't think you guyswould bethis China
Vargas had asmall tattoo of a spread winged raven on her gleaming
hairlesshead. Sherubbed at it thoughtfully with her forefinger as
she gazed across the lunch table a them. "Shit, | don't know," she
sad to the young man with sllvery hair. "Do you think they're up to
handling this, Larry hon? It'sliableto be, you know, strenuous.”

Larry Knerr scowled. When he shrugged, the fur trimmed lapels of his
suitcoat brushed at his earlobes. "I've dready told you, China, that
| can do this particular chore without any--"

"Maybe," suggested Jake as he dowly rose up out of hischair, "you'd
better start over again with adifferent detective agency, Miss
Vages"

"But | can't," shecomplained, Sghing. "What | meanis, yourethe
one who was specificaly requested.”

Knerr, who was an Associate Field Editor of the Fax-Times Newsyndicate,
said, "No one gpparently realized what sorry shape Cardigan isin these
days. Leave him on the bench, China,

and let me and my crew do the job."

"Y ou know I'm not--"

"Besdes, the guy hasaterriblerep,” the silver haired editor pointed

out. "He'san ex con for onething. He hasafoul temper, an ex wife
who'sin the jug because of fraternizing with Tek biggies and--"



"Dowe," Gomez inquired of their hostess, "absolutely need Mr.
Knerr in our little discussion group?'

"Not exactly, no. Except Larry isin charge of our Latin America desk
and so--"

"Mightn't he," continued Gomez amiably, "be happy taking agtroll dong
the beach? He might perhaps skip pebbles across the pounding surf and
communewith thegulls”

"Wll, | suppose we don't truly need him to--"

"Wait aflaming minute” Knerr glared at Gomez. "I'm amgor exec
with thisorganization. If anybody isgoing to take hisleave, buddy,
you--"

I'll escort you to the exit.” Smiling thinly, Gomez arose.

"Likehdl youwill." Knerr'schair fell over backwards as he jumped
to hisfedt.

Jake walked around the table, took hold of the man'sleft arm and
twisted it up behind hisback. With his other hand he caught the fur
collar. "It would be agood ideato depart right now," he advised.
"When Gomez garts smiling like that, it--"

"Allright, okay." Knerr tried towigglefree. "I'm not oneto force

my company on anyone. Although, China, | redlly think you're making a
mistake in deding with these superannuated gumshoes. Especidly
snce--"

"Mr. Knerrisleaving usnow.” Jake escorted the struggling editor
across the underwater room and let him go near the door.

"It'snot smart to antagonize the media, Cardigan,” warned Knerr as he
pushed out of the room.

Back at the table Jake asked China, "Are you ready to talk about why
you wanted to hire us?'

"Shit, yes," sheanswered. "Sit down, will you? Larry annoys|ots of
people. Most of them ignore him, but some, like you, prefer to toss
him out on hisear.”

Gomez, both elbows resting on the table top, said, "Walt Bascom, our
boss at Cosmos, didn't give ustoo many details on this case.
Suppose--"



"Itisnt my case. Until my father, who'sthe publisher of thisrag,
stuck me with thisjob, I'd never heard of Will Sparey."

"Will Sparey?' Frowning, Jake sat down again. "What's he got to do
with this?'

"Will Sparey isthe case. What | mean is, you two guys have to go down
to Brazil, locate him and bring him safely home. That's not my idea,
but my father insstswe oweit to Sparey.”

"Sparey disappeared ten or eleven years ago down there," said Jake.
"Nobody's heard of him since.”

"Until now," said the bald young woman.

Gomez said, "He was awar correspondent for this very paper, wasn't
I,EI?I

"Y eah, he was covering thefinal Brazil War, when he vanished somewhere
in the back country,” answered Jake. "We were pretty good friends,
during the days when | was a cop with the SoCa State Police.”

"That must've been before you and | teamed up. | don't think | ever
ma__ll

"Areyou gents through reliving the past?*
Jake narrowed hisleft eye. "What happened to your hair?!

"I hed it dectrically removed. Badnessisvery muchin fashion.
Among younger people.”

He said, "Has Sparey contacted you?' "Not him, his damn daughter.”
"Jean Maie?'

"l guess so. How many daughters did he have?'
"Jugt one”
"Well, then that'swho. Skinny black girl of about twenty."

"Twenty." Jake glanced out aviewindow "Yeah, | guessshed be at
least that by now. Isshe herein Greater LAY

""No, down in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil. Dying."
"Thishasn't been awell wrought briefing up to now," mentioned Gomez.

"Perhaps you can back up some, chiquita, and provide uswith more
details on the various--"



"Dont cal mechiquita,” warned China. "'l hate Mexicanisms. Simply
because my father isoriginally from across the border doesn't

"Get back to Jean Marie Sparey." Jake leaned forward and tapped her
am. "What'swrong with her?'

Chinatilted her bald head to theleft. "She'sdying, Cardigan. I'm

not certain from what," she answered. "L ook, the point isshegot in
touch with my father yesterday, claimed she knows where her long-lost
dadis. My father, being overly sentimental about just about everyone
but me, fedshe's got to finance your trek down there to Brazil to

find thisold time Fax-Times reporter and haul him back to

cvilization."

Jake said, "Hell, your paper has reporters and correspondents scattered
al over theworld. Why don't you just have somebody who aready works
for you locate Sparey?'

When Chinashook her head, the wings of the raven seemed to flutter.
"Shit, Cardigan, it isn't that easy. ThisAnnaMarie--isthat her
name?'

"Jean Maie"

"Yeah, her. Sherefusesto tdl us exactly where Will Sparey isat the
moment.” Deep annoyance showed on Chindsface. "Sheinssts, and my
haf wit father is humoring her, that she won't confide in anyone but

you." Theyoung editor's nose wrinkled. "She even cdlsyou Uncle
Jake"

Shaking his head, Jake told her, "1 won't be able to head down to Rio
until | get back from Berlin next week."

"Hey, no. Y ou haveto go right now, as soon aspossible” "Why is
thet?"

"Thegirl," replied China, "isn't expected to live more than afew
days”



Bascom had the viewalls of hislarge cluttered office atop Tower I

of the Cosmos Detective Agency Building blanked. Nothing of the
afternoon Laguna Sector outsde showed and the whole place had adim
twilight fed toit. "Did | mention thefee?' he asked

Jake as he hdlted in his zigzag pacing.
"Yeah. It'slarge”

"Extremely s0," agreed the agency head. "Alfonso Vargasisrich. He
wants Will Sparey found and brought back to the bosom of the Fax-Times
and he'swilling to pay handsomely. Cosmoswill profit, you two gents

will profit.”

Gomez was perched on the edge of one of the metd desks. "l cangoto
Brazil right away," he volunteered. "Then, soon as Jakeisthroughin
Berlin, he can join me down there.”

"The Sparey child," reminded Bascom, "won't confide in anyone except
Jeke himsdf."

"l can phone her." Jake was hunched in afat armchair. "I'll explain
that Gomez is even more trustworthy than | am and that she cantell him
what she knows."

Bascom, asmdl rumpled man in hismiddlefifties, gave abrisk shake
of hishead. "Thislassisat desth'sdoor,” he said. "Her team of
doctors and quacks confirms the fact that she'stooill to carry ona



phone conversation with anyone, even her dear old Uncle Jake." "I
thought," said Jake, "she phoned the Times yesterday.” "Naw, she had
one of her medics from the So Jose Private Hospital do that. On top of
which, she'sin even worse shape today than she was yesterday. Do
enough Tek, pretty soon you don't care about much ese. Her immune
system's probably been shot for months, so the tiniest bug could have
doneherinany time. Sinking fast, iswhat the poor kid is doing.

They seem surprised she'slasted thislong.”

Jake stretched up out of the chair. ™Y ou know how | fed about Beth,"
hetold hisboss. "She hasto leavefor Berlinin just four daysto
testify at her father'stria at the World Drug Court and--"

"Jake, I've aready assured you that the IDCA boyswon't let any harm
cometo her." Bascom started to pace among the piles of fax memaos and
stacks of micro filesthat dotted the carpeting. "Granted, they aren't
quite as efficient as Cosmos operatives, but they'll have dl kinds of

extra security people going dong just to protect Beth." He dowed,
hated. "Sincethe Drug Court has charged her daddy with beingin
cahoots with the Teklords, she'sthe only honest soul |eft who can work
on completing the Kittridge anti-Tek system.”

"That's exactly why the Tek cartelswant her dead.”

"But it'saso why the drug agency boys will make damn sure no harm
comesto her," indsted Bascom. "They may not fed about Beth the way
you do, Jake, but that anti-Tek system isvitd to them.”

"Neverthdess, | dtill intend to go dong with her," said Jake evenly.
"Therédsnoway | can travel to Rio, interview Jean Marie and then go
hunting for Sparey. Not inthefew days| have.

"Unless the hombre happens to be holed up within walking distance of
that Rio hospitd," said Gomez.

"That'd be the only way we could find him fast enough for meto get
back hereintime."

"Shdl | remind you that you're afulltime employee of this



agency?' inquired Bascom, eyeing Jake. "Would that have any effect
in persuading you to take this case?'

"I haveto go with her onthistrip to Berlin. If you want to fire me,
well, then maybe--"

"I'm not suggesting that. But, damn it, Jake, thisisan important
casefor us. Thefeeisnice and we can probably get other lucrative
jobs out of the paper. On top of which, Will Sparey isone of your
dearest buddies and--"

"Wewerefriends," acknowledged Jake. "And, sure, | knew Jean Marie
when shewasakid. Any other time, I'd head straight for Rio."

Bascom contemplated the distant grey ceiling. "Y ou better take alook
a something.”

Gomez sad, "l senseadirty trick coming."

"Not at dl, nope," the chief assured them. "However, earlier today
Vargas sent over avi&az." Hetook three steps ahead, then three back,
studying hisfeet al thewhile. "It's quite heartbreaking, Jake, so

I've been debating whether or not evento--" "A vidcaz of what?"

"Apparently Jean Marie Sparey summoned up enough strength sometime
yesterday, poor little thing, to gasp out abrief messageto you. You
don't have to watchit, but..."

Jake rubbed his pamstogether dowly. "Okay," hesad, "let's seethe
damnthing.

The young woman stretched out on the hospital bed was gaunt, with deep
shadows underscoring her eyes and her cheekbones. Her wasted body was
hooked up, by way of anintricacy of twisting tubes and curling wires,

to acomplex assortment of glittering medica gadgets that surrounded

her white servo bed

"That's Jean Marie Sparey.” Bascom nodded at the large vid-wall
screen.
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"Chrigt," said Jake, "what's wrong with her?"
"Shell explain."

Jean Marie's skeletd right hand began to flutter. Findly she touched
the control panel on the frame of the bed. The bed made awhirring
sound and eevated her to anear Stting position.

"l... surehope.." that thisreachesyou... Uncle Jake," the young
woman said in athin, farawvay voice. "You don't mind... my cdling
you... Uncle Jake, doyou.." theway | used to?" Jake moved closer to
the screen.

Jean Marie continued in her faint voice, "They'reletting me make

this... | surehope.." you can comeseeme... Uncle Jake... I'ma

real mess, huh? It's.. . it'smostly from doing Tek... had alot of
saizuresand... | redly.." truly.." futzed up my body and.." anyway,
please... | mugt.." taktoyou." Jakewasonly afew feet fromthe
image of thedying girl. "My father is... dive." and| cantdl you

how to... get to him... | want to .. . seehim again..” before.. .

well, you understand, Uncle Jake... Y ou can bring him hereto me... but
therein't..” muchtime..." Her eydidsflickered, then drifted

shut.

Someone unseen said, "Very well, that's enough.”

"No, | haveto convince Uncle Jaketo come.." he'sthe only onel can
trugt..."

"I'm sorry, we must stop."
The big screen went blank.

"Just as| sad,” murmured Bascom, clearing histhroat.
"Heartbresking."

Jake turned toward him. "Okay, I'll go see her," he said, hisvoice
not quite under control. "And I'll get the search for her father
darted.”

"Good, thet'sfine."

"But | haveto be back herein Greater LA intimeto go to Berlin with
Beth."

Bascom nodded. "I'll guarantee you that," he said.
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Jake wasin the bedroom, absently packing a suitcase, when his son
came home to the new seaside condo they shared in the Malibu Sector. It
was |ate afternoon.

He heard something fall over and something smash. Cdling, "Dan,
what's hgppening?' heran down the hal to the living room.

Dan, alanky young man of fifteen, was standing in the center of the
bright room. Hewas scowling down at asmall tipped over pl astable
and the broken voxclock lying sorawled besideit. "Hi, Dad." He came
over to hug Jake. Jakereturned the hug. "So?" "I kicked over the
table" "Any particular reason?'

"I was pissed off about something.” He dropped his school gear on the
low white sofa. "Sorry."

"Something | ought to know about?"

"Not redly, no." Dan unfastened his SoCd State Police Academy
tunic, dipped out of it and tossed it in the direction of the sofa. "'l
didn't expect you to be homethisearly.”

"Y ou wouldn't have booted the furniture if you'd known | was around,
huh?"

"Probably not, nope.”

Jake put ahand on his son's shoulder. "C'mon--what'swrong, Dan ?"



Moving away from him, Dan bent and righted the table. "It was
just athing that happened in one of my classes a the academy today,"
hesaid. "l... wdll, | suppose you'l hear about it."

"It'l spoil the surprise,” said Jeke, Sitting on the sofa, "but you
might aswdl fill mein now."

Dan gathered up the clock, depositing the remains on the up-righted
table. "Do you know an asshole named Dick Farber?!

"Sure, we were SoCal State copstogether. Back when," he answered.
"Dick and I, though, were never what you'd call close friends.”

"| deduced as much," said hisson. "Farber was aguest lecturer in our
Interrogation Procedures class this afternoon. When theTA-hot gave him
the roster and he saw my name, he wanted to know if | wasrelated to
you. | said you were my father and... Well, he made some remarks."

"About my having spent time asaprisoner up inthe Freezer?' "That
was one of thetopics. Farber thinks you were guilty of Tek deding.”
Dan's handsfisted at hissides. "He hinted, you know, that if it

hadn't been for the influence of corrupt people like Bascom you'd il
be onice up there."

"Even though | was cleared of al those charges after | got out, you're
dill going to run into people wholl tell you | wasredly quilty,” he
told hisson. "Farber's one of them.”

"I know," said Dan. "Y ou warned mewhen | first told you | wanted to
go into police work, that there'd be cops who don't think much of you.
And, sincethey didn't care for you, they probably weren't going to be
too niceto me."

"Lookslike that's turning out to be s0. Why isthe academy going to
contact me?"

"Oh, because they have a halfassed rule about cadets punching teachers.
Even guest lecturers.”

Jake grinned. "You hit Farber?'
Dan poked at hisown midsection. "Right here. Twice."

Getting up, Jake said, "Okay, I'll have atak with a couple of the
people | know at the academy.”



"Y ou don't haveto fight my battles. | just wanted you to know
what--"

"Farber was out of line, too, Dan. I'll get this straightened out.
Okay?'

"Sure, okay. Thanks, Dad."

"This probably won't affect your standing at school. But, hey, don't
dug any more of my former colleagues.”

"Try not to. But that asshole made me mad.”

"l understand.” Jake moved toward the hdl. "I'll be leaving in about
an hour. Going up to Berkeley to see Beth."

""Has something happened?”

"Not to Beth, but Gomez and | haveto leavefor Rio de Janeiro early
tomorrow. | want to see Beth, spend some time with her,

beforel go."
IIRiO?I

Jake outlined the new Cosmos assignment to his son, explaining why he
felt obliged to go down there to Brazil.

When hefinished, Dan told him, "I can see why you fed you haveto do
this™

"Y eah, except thisisn't theright time." "If | know. you, youll
find this Sparey quickly." "Maybe," said Jake. "Thethingis-Oh,
hdl." "What?'

"Nothing." Jake shook his head.

"No, you look like something'sworrying you."

"Only afeding,” sad Jeke. "A feding that | should stay with Beth



and not let her out of my sight.” It wasraining in the hillsabove
Berkeley, aquiet persastent rain that fell straight down through the
deepening twilight. The beams of thelanding lights of Jeke's sky car
cut throughit, illuminating the black surface of the parking rectangle
next to Beth's hillsde cottage.

He st the sky car down, remained in the drive seat

From out the speaker on hisdash came avoice. "Y ou've passed primary
clearance, Mr. Cardigan,” it announced. "Now, if you would, please,
exit your vehicle. Remain standing besideit with your hands clasped
behind your neck."

Jake complied. The darkening night was cold, therain hitting a him
waschill.

From akiosk at the edge of the landing area came a copper plated
robot. "Good evening, Mr. Cardigan,” hesaid. "Asyou're aware, these
Security procedures serve to--"

"Honestly, Desmo, you know it's Jake aswell as1 do." Beth, arain
cape draped over her dim shoulders, had come running out a side door
of her cottage.

Jake smiled at her. "It'sokay,” he said.

"All thisrigamarole," complained the pretty, darkhaired young woman.
"It redly givesmeapain in severd srategic locations.”

"I'm sorry, MissKittridge," apologized Desmo/1343-K. "Yet weadl have



to follow certain--" "What's the fracas about?" A tal black man,
carrying aplas umbrdlaand adrawn lazgun, stepped through the hedge
surrounding the parking area. "Oh, hi, Jake."

"Evening, Emmett.”

Beth turned to the International Drug Control Agency man. "Weal know
thisisJake" shesaid. "'l wassmply trying to save sometime.”

Emmett Ned frowned a her. "I'd gppreciateit, Beth, redly now, if
you'd let us do our job without--"

"Go ahead," Jake invited the robot. "Check me out."

Beth, making an impatient noise, folded her arms. " Okay, run your
tests and establish, beyond a shadow of adoubt, that Jake is actually
Jake"

The copper plated robot quickly checked Jake'sretina patterns, his
fingerprintsand hisDNA-ID. "He's Jake Cardigan,” he announced,
stepping back.

"No kidding?' Beth laughed, taking hold of Jakeésarm. "May | drag
him ingde now, Emmett?"

"Sure, Beth. Just keep in mind that dl thisred tape servesan
import--"

"I know. Forgive mefor butting in." Squeezing Jekesarm, sheled
him insde her warm, bright cottage.

Hekissed her onemoretime. "I've missed you."

They were standing in the parlor, her fallen rain cape lying a their
feet.

Shesad, "It'sonly been aweek."
"That can beahdl of alongtime."
"Yes, | know. | often wish they'd let me work at alab closer to

Greater LA." Putting her hands on his shoulders, she moved a step back
from him. "Isthere something wrong?'



"Nothing beyond whét | told you on the vidphone." "Y ou seem

"I'm not sad,”" he assured her, attempting agrin. "Never am when I'm
withyou."

"I understand why you have to go to Brazil," she said. "And since
you'l be back before| haveto leave, thereésredly nothing to worry
about."

Jake pulled her closer to him again. "Could be this hasto do with my
getting older," he admitted. "I'm feding very vulnerable lately and |

worry about the people | love--you, Dan, Gomez. Worry that something
terribleis going to hgppen to you."

"Eventualy something terrible happensto everybody,” shesaid. "You've

got to get over the notion, however, that your main purposein lifeis
to keep that from occurring. It's much too big ajob, Jake."

"l suppose.”

"l was going to suggest that we have dinner now--but why don't we go to
bed firgt?"

"Afineidea" hesad.

Through the oneway vie window of the parlor you could see down across
the rainswept city to the San Francisco Bay beyond. Thelights of
Berkeley and of the craft on the bay were blurred by therain.

Jake rested his cup of neocafon the table next to the sofahe was

sharing with Beth. "I suppose theré'sno way you can get out of going

to Belin?'

"My father'sontria for saling out to Sonny Hokori and some other
choice Teklords," shereminded him. "I'm amagjor witness,

not somebody they're going to excuse.”
"Even so, I'd--"

"Theré's no use postponing things. | want to get thisover with," she



told him. "Oncemy part inthetria isdonewith, | can get back
here to thelab and finish up my work on the anti-Tek system.”

"How closeareyouto finishing?"
"Hopefully just afew weeks."

"After that you can come back to Greater LA."
"That'swhat I'm counting on."

Standing, Jake walked over to thewindow. "If only this damn Brazil
job hadn't come up.”

"Y ouwouldn't fed right if you didn't go help the Sparey girl."

"That's the line Bascom used on me, but his motives aren't exactly
mre‘ll

"Sure, he's crass. He'saso right thistime, though.”

Jake nodded.

Beth said, "Keep in mind that you'll be back in plenty of time to make
thetripwith us™

"U§'

Shelaughed. "1 mean with me and Agents Nedl, Griggsand McBernie"
shesaid, "plustherest of the IDCA security peoplethe IDCA has
assigned to looking after me."

"Do you redly havefath in these guys? Intheir ability to protect
you?"

Leaving the sofa, she moved to hisside. "They can be bothersome, but
they're efficient,” shesad. "Isthere something you know that you're
not telling me?'

"Nothing, nope.”
"Y ou act as though you've heard about somebody's plot to do me harm.”

He grinned, shaking hishead. "It'sonly that | loveyou. That makes
me worry about what might happen.”

She caught hold of hishand. "Okay, we both know what the Tek cartels
are capable of," shesaid. "But keep in mind, okay, that I'm aso not
bad at taking care of mysdf. Y ou ought to know that by now."



"l do, yeah," hesaid. "I seem to be developing mother hen ingtincts.
That'swhat you get for letting an aging cop into your life."

Smiling, she said, ""From now on let me do the worrying.”

Toward dawn, when thin grey light began to show at the curved ‘ceiling
panels high above the bed, Jake woke up.

During the night Beth had moved away from his sde and was now deeping
near the opposite edge.

Jake's mouth was dry and there was a tightness across his chest.
Watching Beth, hetried to recdl the dream that had frightened him
into waking. But he couldn't recapture any details, only ablurred
remembrance of being somewhere that wasfilled with an awful slence.

He sat up, continuing to watch the degping young woman. Shewas
breathing evenly, lying with the right Sde of her face againgt the
pillow and her fisted hand pressed to her chin. Her bare |eft shoulder
roseand fell gently.

"l loveyou, Beth," hesaid quietly.

Then, leaning, he kissed her on the shoulder.

She murmured softly, but didn't awaken.



Asthe Passaro Airways sky liner went climbing up through the morning,
Gomez sad, "Wel, | think it'simportant.”

"Not tome." Jake was occupying the window seet.

His partner leaned dightly out into the aide, eyes narrowing.
"You're not using the old cabeza," he said. "Whether the lovely lady
attendant assigned to our section of thisairshipisan android or a
true human--that's muy import ante

"Toyou."

"Okay, say that thelovely raven haired lass yonder isindeed an

android,” continued Gomez, watching her. "Then, which isnot beyond
the redlm of possibility, especialy consdering the way shel's been

eyeing me and smpering from the moment | stepped aboard, suppose that
sheand | arrange arendezvousin Rio de Janeiro--after, of course,

I've diligently helped you clean up the Sparey business. And suppose
further that my current wife finds out about it and asksfor adivorce.

I'd hate, amigo, to have my marriage go flooey just because | shacked

up with amachine”

"If that flight attendant were an android, Sid, she'd have to wear a
tag identifying her assuch. It'sthelaw.” "It couldvefdlen off."
"Unlikdy."

"Or suppose the lassis akamikaze, one of those assassinating an dies



so favored by the Tek gangs? If | wereto give her nothing more than
acordial, avuncular pat on the backs de--kapow/\We explode and probably
blow an unsghtly holein the sde of thiscrate.”

"Y ou ought to bring stuff to read on thesetrips," suggested Jake,
douching further in hisseat. "That would distract you, keep you from
fantaszing.”

"Y ou haveto admit she hasflawless kin." "Didn't notice" "And
perfect hair."

"Y ou can buy perfect hair at any mal.”

"To me she seems much too attractive to be amere human.” "Next time
she passes, ask her." "Quedtionslike that are difficult to put.”

"Well, at least spare mefurther speculations.” Gomez sighed. "It's
tough having an obtuse partner.” "Meaning?'

"That the purpose of this sparkling didogue, amigo,” admitted his
partner, "has been to lift you out of the glum mood | find youin."

“I'mnot glum."
"No? You'd have to brighten up considerably before you could even get
hired as a professiona mourner.” Jake straightened up. " Shows, huh?”

"Y ou having trouble with Beth?' "Everything wasfinein Berkeey."

"Then you must be worrying that some of our Tek buddieswill try to
hurt her."

Jake said, "Y ou've been married several times."
"Verdad, athough beside the point.”

"l was married once." Jakelooked out at the bright morning sky.
"The--well, you know al about Kate. Pointis, | think I'm ready to

try agan."
"Bueno. You can't do better than Beth."

"Sure, but | think she can do better than me."



"Not unless| was available"
Sakesad, "I'm going to befifty."

"That happensto us dl--unless we shake hands with akamikaze or
otherwise cash in our chips prematurdly.”

"Bethisnt eventhirty.”
"That'snot animmense gap. Besides which, she obvioudy lovesyou.”
"There's Dan to take into cong deration, too."

"Trust me, Jake, your son likes her and shelikeshim,” his partner
assured him. "Soon asyou two are back in Greater LA,

go fetch apreacher. I'll do the best man chores.”
Jake grinned. "It'saded," hesad.

The highly polished slver bellbot stepped over to theliving room's

high, wide viewindow The window was blanked. "And what view would
you like, senhor?' he asked Gomez, silvery fingers hovering over the
control pandl.

"How about just what's out there?"

"Ah, but the Hotel Maravilha offers no less than twenty-five
exceptiond views, brought to you by our exclusve sky cam system,”
explained therobot. "Thereis, for example, an absolutely sunning
view of Sugar Loaf. Or you and your associate might prefer gazing on
the famous immense statue of Christ that adorns--"

"Well take care of it," Jaketold him. "You cangonow." "Thereis
a o, for the politically minded, a twenty-four-hour view of our
perennia president, Genera Silveira, ddivering choice--"

"Depart," advised Gomez, nodding in the direction of the door.

"I'll leave you with thisone." The bellbot touched abutton. "An
awesome vista of |panema Beach complete with abevy of--"



"Solong,” said Gomez. "Adeus. Enjoy the view--and your stay at
the Maravilha"

Gomez switched the window to Actud View. "Our actua view seemsto be
astunning vistaof thewall acrosstheway."

"Well, enjoy it," said Jake. "'I'm heading for the Silo Jose Private
Hospitd "

Gomez turned his back to the view. "I've worked on casesin Rio
before" hesaid. "Whileyou're calling on the alling Jean Marie, I'll
contact some of my erstwhile informants and pay afew cdls. Meet you
back herea nightfdl at thelatest.”

Jake headed for the door. "Bediscreet.”

"I'm incapable of anything else" his partner assured him.



On the side of the 5-gtory building that Jake was passing was mounted
a3-gtory-high vidscreen. Showing on it was a huge image of Generd
Sivera, wearing animpressve, glittering blue and gold uniform. A

short, pudgy man in hislatefifties, theruler of Brazil was gtriding

back and forth on an ornate elevated dais addressing a massive crowd of
enthusiastic, cheering citizens. The genera'’s words came booming out

of amultitude of speakers, some mounted on the building and some
floating over the afternoon Sireet.

Sowing, Jake stopped and gazed up at the Portuguese politician. He
stood there, looking up and seemingly taking in the generd's speech,
for over aminute.

Then, without looking behind him, Jeke continued dong the

"Avenida Generd Silveira At the next corner heturned onto aside
street. Sprinting, dodging pedestrians, he dipped into an dley
aongsde the Carmen Miranda Museum.

Jake pressed his back to the mosaic tiles of the museum wall, watching

the people passing. "Let'stalk,” he suggested, stepping out and

grabbing the arm of the broad shouldered young man who'd been following
him.

"I beg your blinking pardon?"

Jake yanked him into the dley, soun him around and pushed him front
fird againg thewall. "Start off by explaining why you'reitalling



me." Larry Knerr scowled. "How the hell did you tumble that |
was?'

"l don't know," said Jake with ashrug. "Maybe it was the sun glinting
onyour slvery hair, maybeit was aglimpse of your fetching sky blue
auit.”

"Actudly, Cardigan, I'm smply working."

"Atwha?'

"Could you, do you think, cease grinding meinto thisblinking wall?"
Letting go of him, Jake stepped back. "So?"

"I'm anewsman, remember? Thisisagtory, probably abig one.”
"No, thisisnt agory at all," Jaketold the Fax-Times syndicate
editor. "Thisisajob that ChinaVargas father hired Cosmosto
handle. A job that requires privacy, not limelight.”

"Well, hell, Cardigan." Knerr brushed dust off his sky blue coat. "I
work for the Vargas family, too, you know. And, shit, thisjob you're
on has the makings of atop hole yarn, something our--"

"Where are you staying?'

"At theHotd Triunfo."

Jake advised, "Go back there.”

"Y ou can't Smply order anewsman off a-" " Otherwise the state of your
hedth may plummet." "Areyou threstening me?'

Jake gavehim ableak grin. "'l am, yeah."

Knerr bent, brushing dust from hisknee. "Okay, sure, Cardigan,
dlright," he murmured sullenly. "But, | better warn you, I'm going to
report thiswhole nasty incident to ChinaVargas."

"When you do, remind her not to put any more nitwits dogging me."

Knerr took adeep breath, scowling at Jake. Instead of saying
anything, he pivoted on his hed and went hurrying out of the dley.



Whigtling a samba, Gomez strolled dong the Avenida Atlantica. On his
right stretched the bright midday ocean, on hisleft rosethe
multicolored towers of the Copacabana beachfront buildings. Inthe
pam trees that lined the street, brightly plumed tropica birds

fluttered, Snging.

"Admirable workmanship," observed the curly haired private
investigator, looking up a some of the robot birds.

Out over the Atlantic hovered ahaf dozen circular sunning platforms.

As Gomez paused to watch, a deeply tanned and completely naked young
woman stood up, moved gracefully to the edge of one of the platforms
and then executed aflawless dive into the sea someforty feet below.

"Well, enough of tourigt atractions,” Gomez told himsdlf. "Back to
Heresumed his strolling and ablock further dong, just beyond a
2-story-high viewscreen showing Generd Silveiramaking aspeech, he
turned onto amosaic pathway that led to a business tower.

The elevator greeted him warmly. "Glad to see you, senhor.

What floor do you wish?'

"Fourteen.”

"Areyou certan?'

"Absolutdy."

Thedevator didn't move. From itswall-placed spesker it said, "The
only thing located on fourteen isthe Cafe Carioca, senhor. A low dive
and, if you don't mind my saying o, ablotch on our otherwise pristine
tenant lig"

"Exactly,” the detective agreed. "I have an gppointment with an
unsavory lout and, usudly, unsavory louts prefer to hang out in low

dives. Upwards, if you please.”

"Asyou wish, senhor." Speaking no more, the elevator carried him up



to the floor hewanted. The Cafe Cariocalay behind an opague
plastidoor. The door hissed open before Gomez reached it. Beyond was
amurky room dotted with smal| tables. On an assortment of dangling
perches sat avariety of mechanical parrots, and behind the small ebony
bar glowed an animated painting of asteamy dretch of Brazilian

jungle.

There were less than ten patrons in the place and one waiter. A robot
dressed in the top half of atuxedo, the copper plated waiter came
hurrying over to Gomez as the door shut him into the cafe. "A table,
senhor?'

"No, I'm mesting... Ah, there he is over yonder."

Following his gaze, the robot waiter inquired, "Are you afriend of
Fado's?'

"Friend is probably too extravagant aword." Gomez made hisway to the
amadl table where the fat young informant was Stting.

Fado wasin hislate twenties, weighed just under three hundred pounds
and had afiligreed slver right arm encrusted with gems. Hewas
wearing aflord vidshirt and its bright flowers flickered and changed
patterns continudly. "Born dia, Gomez," he said.

Gomez sat opposite him. Y ou've upgraded your arm since last we

"That was, after dl nearly two yearsago." Spelled out on the meta
arm wastheword Me. Each letter was studded with ablend of diamonds
and rubies. "Mgteis Portuguese for mother. I'mvery fond of my--"

"I know. And how isthe dear lady?"

"A painintheass frankly. But asyou may havenoticed in life,
Gomez, it's possible to be fond of someone who's a constant source of
irritation.”

Nodding, Gomez asked, "What have you found out for me?' Pushing aside
the glass of cupuassu punch he'd been sipping, Fado rested hisarm atop
thetable. It had acomputer termina built intoit. "Since | got

your cal, I've been actively tgpping into my multitude of info

sources.”



"What do you have on Will Sparey?'

"Nada," he said gpologeticdly. "Well, not exactly nothing, but not
anything near something.”

"Clarify thet."

"The consensusthusfar isthat Will Sparey of the GLA Fax-Timeswas
daughtered by guerrillas during thefina daysof thefind Brazil

War," hesaid. "That was over adecade ago and it happened, far as
anyone knows, somewherein Mato Grosso."

"None of your sourcesthinksthe guy's il dive somewhere?!

"No, but I'm putting extra people to work on dredging up info. That's
going, by theway, to cost you an additiona $1000."

Gomez, tapping hisforefinger on the table, watched the nearest
mechanical parrot. "Okay. Now what about Jean Marie Sparey?' "She's
alongtime Tekhead." "What ese?'

"She'stwenty one, hasresided in Brazil off and on for the past five
yearsor so."

"Ernﬁww?l

"Not a the moment.” Fado played with the keyboard on hisarm. "Her
last job was nearly ayear ago, in Recife. Sheworked six months for
anoutfit called Comida, Internationd.” "Whichisasubsdiary

of?2"

Fado consulted hisarm. Ben San Industries.”
"Once owned, no doubt, by the late Bennett Sands.”

"That'shim, sr. Didn't you and your hotheaded partner have arunin
with Sands recently?'

"Wedid," answered Gomez. "But Sandsis currently among the angels
and, far as| know, we don't have to worry about him."

"If youdlikel can ... Holdit." Fado'sfiligreed arm had commenced
making afaint beeping sound. "Message comingin.” He depressed a
key.

"I'll betaking my leave, Fado." "Wait, thisisfor you, Gomez." "Oh,



07" Fado tapped the screen. "Do you know alady named Alma
Zingara?'

"Nope. Should 1?7

"She'sthe editor of aweekly fax paper caled Verdade. That means
truth in--"

"l know. Moveontothekernd of this."

" She found out somehow that you were asking about Sparey and, according
to my contact, she'sanxiousto talk to you." "Where and when?"

"Soon as you can get to her office. She's over Botafogo way." Fado
gave him the address.

Pushing back his chair, Gomez rose. "Keegp nosing around. I'll check
back later."

"Y ou, by the way, owe me $1500 for what I've dready done." "Put it on
thetab." Smiling, Gomez took hisleave.



The dimlit room in the private hospital was smal and edged with
shadows. It smdled of medicines and sickness. Over the humming,
whirring and ticking of the life support machines surrounding the bed
Jake could hear the sound of the dow, labored breathing of Jean Marie

Sparey .

Standing near the bed, between the scanner that was providing
continuous monitor pictures of the dying young woman's heart and a
three-legged respirator, was a black robed robopriest. Ebony beads
dangled from hismetalic right hand and he was, very softly, reciting
prayersfor the repose of her soul.

The priest turned as Jake approached the bed. "It would be best,
senhor,” he suggested quietly, "to leave her done” "Shewantsto
talk to me. I'm Jake Cardigan." "But the poor childisat
death's--"

"Take ahike, Father Ambrose," suggested Jean Mariein her thin, dry
voice.

She, dowly and with considerable effort, moved her right hand to touch
the control pandl on her bedframe. The bed whirred, raising her toa

gtting postion.
"My dear, you ought to be concentrating on Deus and not on--"

"Go away," shesad, "please.”



"Y eah, do that," Jake seconded. Hetook hold of the robot cleric's
black clad arm and gave him astart toward the doorway.

"Very wdl, littteone. But | shal cdl onyou again--if there's

time"

"What a schmuck,” observed Jean Marie. "Uncle Jake... 'm glad.." you
came

Hetook hold of her frail hand, which was cold and damp. "I won't
bother to ask how you're doing.”

"I'vebeen.." serioudy hooked on... Tek for.." for muchtoo long,”
shetold him. "You know.." how that can be." Nodding, he asked,
"What about your father?"

"l thought.." hewas.." dead.." onereasonwhy I... got SO serious
about using... Tek | guess."

"Will's not dead?"

"I'vebeenliving.." in Rio again for about ayesar... | keegp coming
back to Brazil... hoping I'd... hear something about him."

"And haveyou?'

"Yes, Uncle Jake... and it'sgood news.." sort of ... they told me that
my father.." isdive." but hes." inserioustrouble” "What

sort of trouble?"

"Not sure.." butit'sthekind.." that can kill you."

"Do you know where heis?'

"Only that he's.." in Braxzil... someplace..”" but.." he'sgoingto

need help to... get from wherever heis... to here... | redly do...

want to seehim.."” once more.”

"Who told you about him?"

"Couple of men contacted me .. . | think they'retied in with .. . the
Bulcfio Tek cartd .. . that'samagjor one down here.." they said..”
my dad wanted to see me... but couldn't risk coming here.." he needs
hdp."

"When wasthis?'

"Hard to keep track of time lately.." about three weeksago | think...

| was il up and around then..” but | had another bad seizure right
after.." ended up here.." canyou help, Uncle Jake?'






"Sure," he promised. "How can | contact these guys?' "You haveto
contact.." aman named Sargento.” "Know where | can find him?"

"No, but.." peoplein Rio... they know how." "Okay, well track him
down." "Who's... withyou?' "Sid Gomez."

"l remember him.." curly haired and cute?"
"That pretty much sums up Gomez, yeah."

"Uncle Jake, | think | better .. . rest now .. . don't want to...
but..." Shedrifted off into deep.

Her thin hand gradualy went dack in his. Jake let go, but remained
watching the deeping girl until an android doctor cameinto the
shadowy room to remind him it wastimeto leave.

The plump, dark woman told Gomez, "Dont jiggle so much, okay?'

"Everywhere| golately,” complained the detective, "people question my
identity."

AlmaZingaralooked from him to the bank of viewscreenson thewall of
her smdll, gadget-packed office. "Just want to compare you with what |
have on Sd Gomez in my files" she said, studying the pictures and

data that were showing on the various screens. "Y ou seem to be who you
say you are. Though you're not aging well."

"Most of those pics were taken within the past year, chiquita.”

Shaking her head sympatheticaly, the editor said, "Well, yoursisa
gressful professon.”

Heleaned forward. "Now can we get to what you want to talk to me
about?"

"l heard that you were asking about Will Sparey.”

"True"



“Why?

Gomez glanced toward the office's singlewindow. Thick tangles of
greenery masked any view. "It hasto do with a current investigation
by the Cosmos Detective Agency.”

"| get theimpression you think hesdive."
"We're looking into the possibility that hesaive."

AlmaZingaraexhaded dowly, eyeing him. "Y ou aren't telling me much,
Oomez."

"I'm not," he agreed, starting to get up. "But then, | didn't send for
you, you sent for me. If you're only after fodder for your paper,
then--"

"I knew Will Sparey," she said, waving him back into the chair.
"During the last war | worked with him."
"Oh, 07"

"Wewere pretty close,” she continued. "So | was aware of what Will
wasredly upto.”

"Y ou mean the lad was doing something besides covering the conflict for
the GLA Fax-Times?'

She answered, "Will was... How'd you get in here?

Thedoor of her private office had come whispering open. A smiling
chrome plated robot stepped over the threshold. He held alarge
bouquet of ydlow rosesin hismetd left hand and had the word Flores
etched across hiswide silvery chest. "Boatarde,”" the robot said.

"I'm hereto ddliver your birthday bouquet, sen hora

"Nobody can get through that door unless| release the lock from here,”
shesad, dowly standing. "And thisisn't my birthday."

"You'reright, it'snot,” agreed the smiling robot. With his
glittering right hand he yanked alazgun out from among the roses.



"Get down!" ordered Gomez, reaching for the stun gun in his shoulder
holgter.

AlmaZingara started to duck down behind her metal desk.

The robot, tossing the bouquet of yellow roses aside, fired hislazgun
at her.

Gomez shot at the mechanica man with his stun gun

The beam from the robot's wegpon struck the editor before she had time
to drop down behind her desk.

It diced clean through her chest, cutting her body completely in two.
Blood went splashing up againgt the viewscreens where Gomez'simages
had been.

When the stun beam touched the robot, he stiffened, rose up on tiptoe.
Hisjaw dropped open, then clanked shuit.

Helet go hislazgun, swayed, thunked to hisknees. He teetered,
making araspy gagging sound before faling forward. He hit the floor
hard, crushing the falen flowers beneath him.

Gomez, kegping his stun gun in his hand, moved carefully to the
doorway. The outer office was empty, the Street beyond was sunny and
Qui€t.

"Damnit," he muttered.
Waking back toward AlmaZingaras desk, he edged around and squeezed

into the vidphone alcove next toit. Sitting down, he punched out the
number of the Rio City Police.



There was blood splashed across the phone screen Jake hadn't
bothered activating the lightsin the living room of their hotel suite.
Hewas Sitting in the twilight room, looking up at the ceiling, when
his partner returned.

"l hope," said Gomez, touching the control panel and lighting up the
room, "that you had ajollier afternoon than | did."

Jake eased up out of the armchair. "We can compare notes, but | doubt
it"

Did you spend an hour and thirty six minutes being queried by the Rio
City Police?'

n Noml
"Bueno, then | had theworst time."
"What were the cops asking you about?"

Sitting on the edge of the sofa, Gomez said, "First tell me about your
mesting with Jesn Marie”

"It was rough seeing her so closeto dying." Heshook hishead. "She
says some fellowsin the Tek trade contacted her about three weeks
back. They clam her father'sdive, hiding out somewherein Brazil.
Hed like to see her but it's apparently dangerous for him to come out
inthe open.”

"What's the hombre afraid of 2.

"She doesn't know."

"How does Tek figurein this?"

"Could be Sparey's doing some kind of exposb of one of the big
catds”

"C'mon, that wouldn't explain where he'sbeen dl thistime."

"No, it wouldn't. 1t'smuch morelikely that hesworking for the Tek
deders. Jean Marie, though, doesn't have any details.”

Gomez scratched hishead. "Therésahell of alot going on, amigo,
that we don't know anything about.”

"That's my impression, too. Now explain why you spent the afternoon
with the police.



"Well, whilst | wasinquiring of one of my loca informantsfor news

of the present whereabouts of Will Sparey, word reached me that alady
name of AlmaZingarawas most eager to chat with me,” said Gomez. "The
lady edits--make that edited--a liberal weekly news sheet

"She's dead?”

"Asof thisafternoon, 5." Gomez went on to tdl him what had
happened at the editor's office.

When he concluded, Jake said, "Too bad she didn't get to tell you

"That's probably why they knocked her off--to keep her from passing on
what she knew about Sparey."

"Y ou think she knew where heis?'
"Shewas at |east aware of what he was up to during the war.

I'm not sure how any of that tiesin with our present quest." "What do
the city copsthink?'

"That she had alot of enemies because of her frequent criticisms of
theregime of theillustrious Generd Silveira”

"Her killing hasto tiein with Sparey.”

"I never got around to mentioning Sparey to them." Gomez wandered over
to thewindow. "What's our next step?’

"Jean Marie gave methe name of aguy to tak to. Hisnameis
Sargento.”

Gomez made asnorting noise. "Sargento, huh?'
"Know him?'

"Heard of him," said Gomez. "As| understand, it would teke amassive
public relations campaign to upgrade hisimage to that of weasd.”

The fat woman with the crinkly rainbow hair lit atobacco cigarette,
coughed violently, laughed, blinked her purple-shaded eydids severd
timesand said, "Y ou're talking like aman with a paper asshole, Gomez

Gomez was perched on the edge of the fat woman's lucite reception desk.
Leaning closer to her, he said, "$500 is a handsome fee, Mrs.
Cardwal."

She looked hopefully toward Jake, who was Sitting in awicker chair



acrossthe Data Doll showroom. "Sweetheart, tell this cheapskate |
can't give vduable information away for nothing."

Jake grinned. "Mysdf, | wouldn't pay more than $400 for Sargento's
present location.”

Mrs. Cardwell paused to cough violently. "A couple of skinflints,
that's what I'm locked in combat with," she complained, rolling her
eyes and exhaling smoke.

Dropping free of her desk, Gomez strolled over to the nearest display
pedestal. It held adeactivated android, alovely blonde young woman,
deeply tanned and entirely naked. "According to your Data Dall
catalogue, | could enjoy anight on the town with thisone for only
$300."

"That's our loss leader thisweek. The other bimbos cost $1000 and
up.”

"Still, Mrs. Cardwell, feasting our eyes on Sargento isn't wOrth $200



more than an evening with alovely andy.” "You're drawing afdse
parale, honey. Boffing one of these bimbosian't the same as getting
information that's vital to the success of your current investigation.”
The fat woman, after coughing violently, nodded in Jake's direction.
"Sdling informationismy sddine. It has different sandards, and
different fees,

than the mechanized escort service. Tell Gomez that, Cardigan.”
Jake got up. "We better go see your next contact, Sid."

Gomez was dowly circling apedestd that held ablack teenage girl in
pink pgamas. "$550ismy find offer."

Mrs. Cardwdll took adow thoughtful drag of her bootleg cigarette,
then sighed out smoke. "Y ou're meaner than ajaguar with the pip,” she
told him sourly. "But, okay." Hunching forward, she ran pudgy be
ringed fingers over her desk keyboard.

From out the printer that sat between two of the naked female androids
ticked a sheet of yellow paper.

Gomez took it. "So Sargento's at the Casa Florenza boarding house over
on Guanabara Bay?'

"That'swhat | wrote, isn't it? Now dip me the dough.”

Folding the paper away into histrouser pocket, Gomez re turned to her
desk. "Here you have $200, Mrs. Cardwell. If Sargentoisindeed
where you say, the remainder will--"

"Wait now, honey. The patry $550 feeissmply for providing

" you with an address, not for aguarantee that that rodent is
dill--"

"Well seeyou anon,” promised Gomez.
He and Jake headed out into the night.

Jake, since he stepped clear of the sky car first, encountered the man
withthelazgunfird.

The man was big, wide and bearded and he gripped the black weapon in
hisgloved left hand. He was standing in front of the high, thick

hedge that separated the rutted ot from the ramshackle Casa Florenza
boarding house. Nearby was a scraggly palm tree.



"Boanoaire, senhor,” he said quietly. "Climb back into your car, se
far favor, and fly away."

"Oh, sure, certainly,” said Jake, grinning amiably. "We sure don't
want to upset you or get in your way." Heturned back toward the sky
car

Then he suddenly dropped to the ground, rolled rapidly to hisleft and
tugged out hisstun gun

Hetwisted, sat up and fired at the big man before he could get his
lazgun aimed.

The beam of Jake's stun gun hit the man inthe belly. He went hopping
back, armsflapping, until he collided with the trunk of thetree. His
gun fdl to the ground and he followed it.

Gomez, who'd drawn his own stun gun was looking carefully around. "Any
ideawhat's afoot, amigo?'

Knedling, Jake picked up the unconscious man'slazgun. "Possibly
somebody doesn't want usto call on Sargento.”

Therewas awarm wind drifting in acrossthe dark waters of the bay.
The high hedge and the fronds of the pam treerattled quietly.

Jake moved closer to his partner. "Wed better approach the boarding
house with--"

"Okay, Sargento, you miserable weasd," boomed an unseen amplified
voice from out in front of the place. "Weknow you're cowering in
therel"

"Have we chanced upon apolicerad?' wondered Gomez.
Jake poked the fallen gunman with hisboot. "Thislunk isno cop.”

"WEell give you five minutesto come out, Sargento. With Aunt Amdias

Gomez observed, " Sounds like some past crime of Sargento's has caught
upwithhim."

"ThisisManue Betancourt,” continued the amplified voice. “I'm
stationed by the front porch, thoroughly armed. My brother Joseis
watching the back way and Jaimeis standing guard over



inthelanding lot. Five minutes and then we comein and teach you a
lesson." "Thismay bethe sort of lesson,” said Gomez, "that will
leave Sargento incgpable of telling us much.”

"Go around front and distract Manuel," suggested Jake. I'll handle
Jose and then well get Sargento out of here.”

Gomez put hisgun away and dipped unobtrusively through abresk in the
thick hedge.

Jake, holstering his stun gun walked across the lot and pushed through
the hedge. He emerged about fifty yards from the rear of the rickety
3-story boarding house.

Crouched near the back entrance, intently watching the house and
illuminated by the light ball that wasfloating over the doorway, was
another large, moustached man. He had alazrifle cradled againgt his
broad chest.

Jake walked up to within ten feet of him. "Excuse me.”

The man soun, pointing hisrifle at Jake.

"Didn't mean to scare you," apologized Jake. "But | noticed thereésa
fellow--looks something like you--sprawled out in the lot over

there

"My brother Jame?*

"Don't know who heis, but he'sout cold. If heisyour brother, you
probably ought to go take alook," said Jake, easing closer.

"He's covered with blood.”
"Blood?'
"My guess would be that somebody knifed him."

"Damnit. Sargento must'vedipped by us" Lowering therifle, he
garted running for the hedge.

Jake waited until the man was just beyond him, then yanked out his stun
gun and shot him.

After Josefell over, Jake scooped up the lazrifle and tossed it in the
direction of the shaggy brush.

After listening for afew seconds, he went cautioudy into the boarding



house. Hafway adong thedimlit first floor hal alean womanin
afloppy green robe popped out of adoorway to confront him. "If this
doesn't stop I'm going to call the police," she warned.

"It's been my experience, maam, that people who live in establishments
likethisrarely do that."

"I happen to own thisbuilding. I'm no lessthan Florenza"

"All the more reason to avoid trouble with the law," he pointed out.
"Which room is Sargento in?'

"l don't know if | should tell you, senhor.”

"I'm not hereto trounce him," he said. "I want to get him away from
the people who do."

"Will you take him far away from my boarding house?' "Miles," promised
Jake. "Hesin3C."

The front door popped open at the other end of the hallway. Gomez
entered. "Isdl wel?’

"Yeah," answered Jake. "Let's go up and rescue Sargento.”

50



"I'm safe here," said Sargento, who was huddled in the corner of the
restaurant booth. "I can trust the staff."

"The staff of Colond Kilgore's Tea Shopped63,” noted
Gomez, "consists of one tacky robot in agreasy polka dot apron.”

"But | cantrust Edna," said the small leathery man. "Shewon't sl
me out like those bastards at the boarding house.”

Jake asked him, "Wherés Will Sparey?"
Lifting hiswraparound dark glasses an squinting at Jake,
Sargento said, "We don't need to rush.”

"] want to find out as much as we can before the next wave of irate
citizens descends on you."

"Oh, those rotten Betancourts are an exception,” Sargento assured him.
"I'm wdll liked around Rio. 'Y ou can ask anybody."

"The two dozen people | have asked,” put in Gomez, "dl rank you asa
top seeded lowlife.”

"What do they know? Besides, that's not a sufficient sampling.”

"Will Sparey," repeated Jake.

Removing hisdark glasses, the small man asked, "What do you know about
his aleged disappearance years ago, Cardigan?”

"Not much. The tory at thetime wasthat aband of. guerrillasina
wild part of Mato Grosso killed him."

"That'sall that was. A gory." Setting his glasses aside, Sargento
fished avid of clear liquid from the breast pocket of hisplaid



jacket. Eye droPsWhile Sargento was |ubricating his eyes, Gomez
suggested, " Suppose you tell uswhat realy happened.”

"That's exactly what | intend to do, Gomez. Edna, apot of mint tea
and theusud trimmings. Put it onthisgent'shill. That'sdlright
by you, isn't it, Cardigan?'

"Yeah," said Jake. "Now tdll us something.”

"Theair in Rio redly bothersmy eyes” Hedipped thevid away.

"Sparey wasn't killed by anyone. He'sill dive”” Fromasde

pocket he drew an electro comb and flicked it on. ™Y ou see, while he
was covering thelast war, he met some people.” Sargento began working
on hishair with the humming comb.

"What people?’

"Chief among them was... Ah, thank you, Edna."

The robot waitress had lurched over to their booth and dammed atray
downin front of Sargento. "Y ou're looking quite dapper tonight,
Sarge," she observed in arusty voice.

"You redly think so? Doesmy hair look okay to you?'
"It looksright lovely."

"You see, Edna, | had an encounter earlier in the evening with some
felowswho mussed me up.”

"It doesn't show. You look absolutdy--" "That'll bedl,” Gomez told
her. "Very well, sr, I'm sure.”

"Wait aminute, Edna. | want your opinion of my eyes." "Soulful."
"They've been awfully bloodshot of late."

"Oh, they're bloodshot, Sarge, but that doesn't prevent them from il
being very soulful. Not abit, no," said the robot waitress. "Oh, and
I'm sorry about the ruddy dust on the plum cake. It'sthelast
blinking dice and, wouldn't you know, | went and dropped it afew
times back in the blooming pantry.”

"Dont worry, Edna."

Jake urged, " Get back to Sparey.”

Sargento applied the eectro comb to the greying hair at his|eft



temple. "I'vefound that persona appearanceisal important in this
world. That and taking the time to be cordia to--"

"Apparently your good grooming didn't impress the Betan-courts.” Gomez
reached across the table and took hold of the man'sarm. "Concentrate
on informing us about Sparey, Sarge.”

"A little background is called for, Gomez. Whichiswhat I've been
attempting to provideyou." Heextricated hisarm. "Sparey, you see,
went to work for the biggest Tek cartd in these parts. 1t wasrun

back then by agentleman named Antonio Bulcfio." He shut off hiscomb.
"Sparey, s0 I've been told, had alot of debts.”

He glanced over at Jake for confirmation.
Jake nodded. "Heliked to gamble.”

"That'swhy he went to work for Bulco, using many of the contacts he
hed herein Brazil," said the smadl man. "Hekept getting increasingly
involved in the Tek trade, may even have helped kill afew of the
cartd'srivas. Finaly, so I've been told, he decided it would be
much safer if theworld thought he'd passed on.”

"Why didn't he let his daughter know what he was going to do?'

"He thought it would be best if she really thought he was dead and
gone. Sparey did, however, set up atrust fund for her, which was
administered anonymoudy," continued Sargento. "He didn't anticipate,
obvioudy, that the kid could get hooked on Tek hersdlf or that sheld
come down hereto look for traces of him."

"She's been on Tek for years,” mentioned Gomez. "How come Sparey is
just now getting around to wanting to see her?'

"Hard to say. Maybe it's because he heard she was about to croak.” He
shrugged his narrow shoulders. "All | know for certain isthat Sparey
wantsto quit the Tek trade, but is afraid that Bulco's people won't

let him. So he got word to Jean Marie and instructed her to contact
Cardigan for him. See, Cardigan, hetrustsyou.” Sargento pressed his
palm against the side of the tegpot. "He wants somebody to come get



him and escort him safely to Rio. Then he plansto talk to the
Internationa Drug Control Agency, exchange what he knowsfor
protection. He wants to see his daughter before she dies, too."

" She thinks the guys who contacted her are with the BulcSo outfit,”
said Jake. "How doesthat work?"

"No, they used to be, but not now. They'refriends of Sparey, though,

and they took arisk for him. Contacted Jean Marie, filled mein, then
took off for esawhere.”

"Thisisjudt talk," Jakesad. "Sofar."

The smal man reached insde hisplaid coat, producing athree
dimensiona photo. He handed it across. "Isthat him?"

The picture showed a heavyset black man, nearly bald, standing uneasily
inasunfilled jungle dearing.

Jake gtudied it for amoment. "It lookslike Will."

"Y ou'll notice he's no longer the thin youthful fellow he was back when
he was areporter. That indicatesthisisarecent pie.”

Passing the picture to his partner, Jake said, "A photo can be
faked."

"That's so, Cardigan.”" Shrugging, Sargento picked up the stained
tegpot. "Want any of this stuff'2."

"Nom."

Pouring mint teaiinto acracked cup, he said, "I have no idea,
Cardigan. What I'm getting at is, | was dipped that pie and told to
hand it over to you. They aso briefed me on what to tell you. It
could be authentic and true, it could be moonshine and bullshit. Take
your pick."

"What's next?'

"Y ou haveto go to the city of Brasilia. Know wherethat is?" "Sure.
And?'

"Fellow caling himsalf Senhor Macaco will meet you there.
Macaco is Portuguese for something or other.”
"Monkey," supplied Gomez.

"Yeah, that'sit. Anybody who nicknames himsdf after amonk has
pretty low self esteem in my book.” Hespped histea. "At any






rate, hell be there for the next two days." Taking back the picture,
he scrawled an address across the back. "Go see him or not, it'sup to



you. | don't supposeyou'd carefor any of this plum cake either?”
Their ky car headed inland through the hazy morning toward the

Centra Plateau region of Brazil.

Jake, after punching out the flight pattern on the control pand,
had settled back in the pilot seet.

Gomez, who occupied the passenger seat, was Sipping a cup of nearcaf.
"Y ou knew Will Sparey fairly wdl," hesaid findly. "A

lot better than | did anyway."
"That'sright, yeah."

"He gtrike you, back then, asthe sort of guy who'd get involved inthe
Tek trade?'

"Hardto tell," said Jake. "1 do know his gambling used to get him
pretty deeply in debt.”

"And you think that once he came down here he got himself soi?
serioudy in hock that he let the Bulcfio cartel boysrecruit him?"

Jake looked over at his partner. "What's bothering you?'
"Well, asyou know, | did some nosing around on my own," he
I answered. "Everybody | chatted with seems convinced that
Sparey has been completely and totaly defunct for many a
"His daughter doesn't think s0.”

"Theyoung lady isailing. Shewantsto beieve hes ill extant.”

"All weregoing to do isdetermineif he'sdive or not. Andif he
is, well help him get out safdly.”



"I know you used to bounce little Jean Marie on your kneein days gone
by." Gomez refilled his cup from the dash nozzle. "But she did, keep
in mind, once work for that old buddy of ours, Bennett Sands.”

"Sandsisdead."

"A large number of hisformer associatesin the Tek business are ill
above the ground, though.”

"I don't fed Jean Marieisconning me," Jaketold him. "But even if
sheis, | ill want to follow through onthis.”

"Oh, 07

"If somebody istrying to decoy us, I'm interested in finding out
exactly who they are," said Jake. "Find out and then incapacitate
them.”

"At which point they'll be less of athrest to our wellbeing.” "And
less of athrest to Beth," added Jake.

A harsh wind was blowing across Brasiliaas Jake guided their sky car
down toward the city. A thick orange dust swirled through the weedy
overgrown streets and brushed at the stark glass and metal buildings.

Bdow them in the swirling clouds of orange flashed alight sign
offering SAFE PARKING!

"Avoidthat lot," advised Gomez. "My sourcesinform methat the one
operated by Gonsalvez Enterprisesismorerdiable” "Thereitisup
ahead, beyond that dry lake."

Thelight sgns on the Gonsalvez landing ot promised 99% SAFE!
GUARDED BY GUN BOTS

Just as Jake was about to tap out alanding pattern, a crimson sky van
came swooping down across their path.

Using the manua controls, Jake dived their sky car and avoided a
collison.

Asthe crimson van sailed by close above them, it gave out aharsh
hooting sound.

Gomez frowned up at it. "l suppose you can't expect careful,



courteous flying from lads who have neon snakes and skulls decorating
their vehide"

"Ah, youth," said lake.

Astheir sky car settled onto arectangle of orange-brown ground, a
voice came out of their dash spesker. "Remain insgdeyour vehicle,
senhores, while we run through a quick routine check to determine if
itsstolen, involved in acrime or otherwise undesirable. Muito
obrigado.”

"Havel mentioned," saild Gomez, "that Brasilia has areputation for
being a seedy and wide open community."?"

"Nope, but | figured that out on my own."

The office building across the way had most of its upper walls missing.
Draped from two rusted girders was a globanner proclaming CIEAVEs SEX
IN TOWN! Next to it stood agambling casino whose windows had long
since been replaced with plastarps and large sheets of corrugated

metd. Inthedusty roadway alongside the landing lot two dozen or so
citizens were watching adogfight and betting on the outcome.

"Your car passes muster,” announced the voice of the lot computer.
"Y ou can leave your seats and go on about your business. Be certain
you pay in advance asyou leave. Be certain aso that you get your lot
passes. Anyone without a pass will be shot if he or she attemptsto
enter thisarea”

"That makes mefed secure” Gomez got out, stretched.

A few yards away, next to alemon yellow sky car was sationed alarge
black-enameled guardbot with alazgun built into hisright hand. "Don't
loiter.”

"Wedon't intend to loiter inyour lot," said Gomez, "nor inyour fair
cty.”

They were only ahdf block from the lot when the crimson sky van
dropped down to land in the dusty road ahead of them.

The door on the drive side popped open and alean youth stcumbled out.
He wore glop ants and an animated shirt that showed naked women
dancing. Around his neck hung an eectro knife on



agolden chain. His shaved head was amixture of tattooed snake
designs and recent scabs.

"Hey, scum!” heyelled.
Gomez hdted. "Could thislout be addressing us, do you think?*
Jake stopped. "That wouldn't be very smart of him.”

Another door came flgpping open and two more Smilar young men
disembarked.

Thelargest said, "Y ou assholes came near to hitting usjust now, do
you know?'

Jake grinned thinly. "Let me give you some helpful advice" he sad.
"Don't carry thisany further.”

"You trying to order usaround?’ inquired the one with the scabs,
fingering hisknife. "Y ou nearly knocked us clean out of the sky and
now--"

Gomez said, "Boys, before anything unpleasant occurs, vacate the
aea"

"Well vacate your ass," threatened the largest. He had ameta right
arm, which looked to have been borrowed from a chrome-plated robot.
Hed initsslvery fingerswas adented black lazgun. ™Y ou come close
to cracking usup. Can't you see what anice van that is? Y ou crack
that up, you'rein deep trouble.”

"We're going to show you," said the lean one with scabs, "that you
can't dick around with us"

Jake sighed. All a once his stun gun wasin hishand.
Hefired at the young man with the metalic right arm.

Theyouth tiffened, eyes going wide. Hisfingersfanned out, the gun
dropped into the orange dust.

Gomez's stun gun wasin hishand now. With the thumb of his other hand
he pointed skyward. "Bon voyage," he said.

The one Jake had stunned toppled over. Dust huffed up al around him
when he hit the ground.



The driver of the crimson van complained, "Y ou nearly killed "Nope, we
never kill anybody thefirgt timearound,” Gomez assured him. "It's

only when they give evidence of not having learned their lesson that we
resort to that."

Thethird young man spoke. "Let'sgo,” he said, hurrying back insde
the van.

"Well," said the other one ashelet go of hisknife, "well forget
about it thistime. But, you know, try to drive carefully in the
future”

Jake and Gomez kept their guns drawn until they were severd blocks
fromthelot.



Therewas no plagtiglassin the windows of the office. Thewind
scattered orange dust across the cracked mosaic flooring, sprinkled it
over the weather-stained lucite desk and the half dozen lopsided
chairs.

Senhor Macaco explained, "Thisisnt my regular office” "That's
comforting to know." Gomez wiped gritty dust from hisforehead with a
plyochief. "Wed hate to think of you spending the rest of your

neturd life here”

Jake was straddling awobbly chair near the desk, watching the wrinkled
little man. "What can you tdll us about the whereabouts of Will

Sparey?"

Macaco plucked a banana from the green bunch sitting atop the dusty
desk. "'l wish you to understand, senhores, that I'm nothing more than
ago between inthiswhole affair,” he explained, starting to ped the
banana. "Should there be any unfortunate repercussions, | want it
definitely established that | an merdly doing ajob and aminnoway a

partisan.”
Nodding, Jake said, "How do we get to Sparey?"

"Urn rnomento.” The small, white suited little man set the partialy
peded bananaaside. From an inside pocket of hiswrinkled jacket he
withdrew a plump packet of assorted papers and photos. Placing it on
the desk, he unwound the plast rip holding the materiad together.
"Everything in thisworld, senhores, isamatter of procedures and



routines, | find." "What'sthat got to do with--"

"Pacienca." Macaco dowly and carefully spread out the papers,
hunching, squinting. "Ah, sm." Sdecting athree dimensiond
photograph, he brought it up closeto hiscloudy eyes. "I have herea
recent portrait of you two cavalheiros” After sudying it and them,
Macaco gave a satisfied tick of hishead. ™Y ou appear to be who you
dam.

Jake shifted inhischair. "How far is Sparey from here?' "Keepin
mind that | have never met theman.” After carefully gathering up the
papers and pictures, he fastened them up again. "'l wasingtructed to
passaong amap.” He dipped the packet away and searched another
pocket, producing afolded sheet of blue fax paper-"This, senhores, is

that very map."

Walking over, Gomez took it. "Canyou explainthisabit?' he
requested after unfolding it and studyingit.

"Sm, of course"

Gomez spread the map out on the desk. "Where exactly isthis Fazenda

Macaco stretched up out of his chair, frowning across a the map.
"Forgive me, the coordinates have been left off." In another of his
pockets he found an electro pen He wrote on the fax paper "There, that
takes care of the problem. Fazenda Cinca, which means, by theway,
Ranch Fivein my language, lies approximatdly three hundred milesto
the Southwest. Somefifty or so years ago the then Brazilian
government began an ambitious reforestation project there, to replace
jungle that had been destroyed by earlier dash-and-burn agricultural
practices among thelocals. The project failed many years since, but
Fazenda Cincais gill there. It was once the base of operationsfor
that area”

Jake asked, "Is Sparey holed up there?
"Sim, with afew friendslooking after him, trusted friends.”

Gomez folded up the map. "Do Sparey and these trusted cronies know
we're enroute?”’

"Word has been sent." Macaco picked up the banana, taking a



small bite. "1 do believe, senhores, that unless you have further
enquiries, thisendsour little get-together.”

Jake stood. "Nope, that'sall."
"Allow meto wish you asafejourney into the wilderness,”
called Senhor Macaco as they headed out the doorless doorway.

Beneath them stretched an endless green. Asthe day faded the multiple
shades of green of the forest began to change, deepening and
darkening.

Gomez wasin the pilot seat, studying the tiny navigation screen on the
dash. "We should be at Fazenda Cincain another ten minutes," he
sad.

Jake had been absently watching the jungle unfurl thousands of feet
below their sky car "Let'sfly over whatever buildings are ill there
afew times before setting down.” He straightened up in hisseat. "I
want to get an idea of how many folks are awaiting us.”

"This being a sophisticated vehicle, we can ascertain that from up
here"

Nodding, Jake activated a scanner screen on the panel before him.

The craft began descending down through the darkening day. The sky was
streaked with thin streamers of cloud.

"Y ou can seethe buildings now," said Gomez. "Up ahead on our I€ft.
Looks like the forest has taken some of them back."

In the growing dusk below sat three large domed buildings. There had
once been aclearing but that was thick with new growth, and numerous
vineswere crawling over the curved pl asti-glassroofs of the

complex.

Gomez took back the control of their sky car and started flyingitina
circling pattern 1500 feet over the area. "These old eyes don't spot

any sgnsof awe coming committee,” he said after amoment. "What are
our gadgets getting?'



Jake touched the keyboard that controlled the screen. "Thereésa
faint indication of body heat," hesaid. "However..." Hefingered the
keysagain. "Nope, it'snothing but smal animas. No humans.”

Dropping down a couple hundred feet lower, Gomez executed another dow
circuit. "Not even onelong lost reporter?”

"Not according to--"

A sudden strident beeping burst out of the spesker grid. At the same
time Jake's screen started flashing an intense red.

"Something's down there," said Gomez, "that our sec system isn't happy
about."

Jake flipped on another screen. "It'slocated in the center building
of the complex. But | can't get areading on exactly what--"

"Madret." excdlamed Gomez.

Their sky car died, ceased to function. It quivered, rattled, then
nosed over and began to plummet earthward.



It was agrey misty morning in Berkeley and Beth Kittridge was
scheduled to leave for Berlin inlessthan an hour.

She hadn't packed yet.

Once again she waked to the vidphone dcove. Sitting, she punched out
the same number sheld tried Sx minutes earlier.

After three rings the robot receptionist appeared on the screen.

"San Francisco Branch Office, International Drug Control Agency.
Business hours haven't yet begun, but you... Oh, good morning again,
MissKittridge."

"Is Director MacQuarrie there yet?"

"No, miss, he still hasn't arrived. And | haven't been ableto locate
him."

Hanging up, Beth tried a Greater LA number.

Dan Cardigan, il in his pgamas, answered on the second ring.
"Morning, Beth. | was going to phoneyou."

"Have you heard from him?"

Shaking his head, Jake's son answered, "Nope. | waswondering if you

"Not aword," admitted Beth. "What I'm trying to do, Dan, is get the
IDCA to let me postpone testifying for afew days. Then| can travel
down to Rio and try to find out what's happened to Jake."



"Y ou probably won't haveto do that,” said Dan. "Morethan likely he
and Gomez are just someplace where they can't get to any--"

"It'sbeen three days. They've got acommunication unit in their sky
car

"Sure, but Sparey could be off in the jungle, somewhere that you can
only reach on foot or--"

"They have bdt-communicators, too."
"Y ou can't dways safdly use those, though.”
"Do you honestly believe nothing's happened to them?”

"I'mtrying to," Dan answered. "Dad'stold methat there aretimesin
some investigations when you can't risk contacting--"

"He promised me he'd be here by today."

"I know, Beth. But he and Gomez arefirst rate operatives and--"

"Have you talked to Bascom today ?"

"Not yet, he's never awvakethisearly. But he phoned melast night.”

"He phoned me, too. Gave methe usua pitch about the Cosmos Detective
Agency putting the best men on this. He swore they'd find out why
nobody's heard from Jake or Gomez for so long."

"Cosmos does have alot of good investigators to--"

"Excuse me, Dan. Someone's at the door. Call me soon asyou hear

anything."

Agent Neal was on her doorstep. He looked both weary and unhappy. "Y ou
about ready to go, Beth? We haveto start for--"

"I'm not going,” shetold him. "Not until I hear something definite
about Jake Cardigan.”

Ned shook hishead. "Director MacQuarrie's been in touch with us."
"He has? I've been trying to reach him for--"
"Director MacQuarrie wants me to convey his concern over

Jake," continued Agent Nedl. "But we have to depart for Berlin as
planned.”

"Emmett, there must be--"






"If you don't agree to come adong voluntarily, I'm ingtructed to take
you into custody and escort you to Berlin." He didn't meet her eyes.

"Staying hereismoreimportant tome." "I know, Beth, but we're under
orders” "Maybeif | cantak to MacQuarriedirectly.” "You won't be
ableto do that.”

After afew secondsshesad, "Allright. I'll go dong with you.”
"I'll help you pack," the agent offered.

By cutting hislast class at the academy, Dan was able to get to the
Cosmos offices by afew minutes after three that afternoon.

Wt Bascom looked up from the scatter of files spread across his desk
asthe young man came driding in. "Did we have an gppointment,

Danny?'
"No, and don't cal me Danny."
"Dan, why have you barged into my private--"

"| got thefeding you haven't been telling me everything you know
about my father. Y ou're holding back with me--and with

Beth Kittridge."

"l hear shel'senroute to Berlin."

"Sheleft thismorning, yeah." Dan walked up close to the agency
chief. ™Y ou know my dad was planning to go with her. It would take
something damn seriousto--"

"Sit down, Dan."

Dan sat on the edge of achair facing the desk. "Ishedead?" "I

have no ideawhat shape he and Gomez arein," Bascom answered. "We
know they took off for Brasiliathree daysago.”

He spread hishandswide. "That'sthe last anybody's heard.”

"But what are you doing about--"

"| dready told you that I've sent opsto Rio to find out what
happened.”



"But they haven't, havethey, learned adamn thing?' "Not thus
far," admitted Bascom.

"That girl--Jean Marie Sparey. Doesn't she know anything?' Sitting

back, Bascom stegpled his subby fingers. "I'minclined to think she
does" hesaid. "Theonly troubleis--we can't find thelittle

lady."
"But she'sin that damn hospita---dying.”

"So wethought. Infact, | shed several sinceretears over the sad
vidtape she sent dong.”

"Whereisshe?'

"Not in the Silo Jose Private Hospital in Rio de Janeiro,”

answered the agency head. "Jean Marie isn't there anymore--nor arethe
three medics, one human and two an dieswho were alegedly looking
after her. The hospitd officids clam they have no notion of where
they al went. Miss Sparey and crew were last seen on the morning of
the day your dad and Gomez | eft Rio."

"Then she must've been faking. She set my father and Gomez up.”

"It could mean that, it could mean that she was kidnapped to keep her
fromtakingto us" hesad. "My ops have dso found out, which does
little to cheer me, that most of the other people whom Jake and Gomez
talked to down there are dso among the missing.”

"Damnit." Dangot to hisfeet. "Thiswhole case wasjust somekind
of dodge. A plantokill them."

IIM wkﬁ.ll
"Maybe? Good Chrigt, you know damn well that--"
"Easy, Dan. All | know for sureisthat neither your dad nor

Gomez has reported in for three days," Bascom said. "We don't have
enough facts yet to speculate much.”

"There's got to be something more we can do. Do right now."

"Jakeisagood man, soisGomez. I'm ill inclined to bet that if
they'rein amess, they can get themsdaves out,” the agency chief



said. "You better head for home now. I'll contact you soon as any
newscomesin.”

Dan stood, hesitant, for amoment. "Okay," he said findly, turning
away and leaving the office.



Jake waswaiting for Bethin Berlin.
It was on the morning after she arrived in the city that they met.
A cold grey morning filled with heavy rain.

Beth, accompanied by Agents Neal and Griggs, had just stepped free of
an IDCA land car near the Sde entrance to the

World Drug Court on Potsdamerplatz.

There were ten armed guards, human and roboat, lining each side of the
long passway from the curb to the narrow entry gate. All around them,
huddling under dark umbrellas, asmal crowd of curious onlookers had
gathered.

Beth was only afew steps from the car when she saw Jake. Hewas
pushing hisway through the bystanders, waving, trying to attract her
atention. "Beth!" hecaled, grinning hisfamiliar grin. "Thought

for awhile | wasn't going to makeit."

"Jakel" Her smileturned into a pleased laugh. She pulled free of the
grip of Agent Griggs, ran the fifteen feet to where he stood.

"My god, what happened to you?"
"Long story."

A uniformed Berlin policeman was standing between Jake and the young
woman, warning him back with his drawn stun gun

"It'sdlright, officer,” shesaid. "He'sokay. | know him. Please,
dand aside.”

"I'm sorry, Miss. Kittridge." He held out hisfree hand and gently



pushed her back. "Jake, | was so damned worried,” she said around
the cop.

"Where were you?'

"Gomez and | ran into some extratrouble. Tell you about it later. Y ou
okay?"

"I'm fine--now.” Using her elbow, she started to nudge the officer out
of theway.

"Beth, wait aminute.” Agent Neal had come trotting over. Hereached
out to grab her.

"Oh, redly, Emmett." She eluded him, pushed around the policeman.
She put her arms around Jake. "I'm so glad--"

There was an enormous explosion.



It was asmall town on the edge of the vast forest. Just a scatter of
low buildings and a couple of Streets Sitting therein the bright
morning sunlight.

Jake SPOtted the cafefirst. "They ought to have avidphone there," he
sad, leaving thejungletrall and starting for it.

Gomez, limping some, followed Jake onto the dusty street. "I'm hoping
they can dso provide food and beverages," he said. "After living off
theland for severa days, I'm ready for--"

"Beth must bein Berlin by now," said Jake, hurrying, hisfootfals
dtirring up dust. "I'll haveto contact the IDCA office thereto find
out where she's staying.”

"If we call Cosmosfirst, Bascom will know what--"

"Rather do it my way, Sd."

The cafe had arickety verandah running adong itsfront. The name of
the place, judging by the sngle word scrawled on the window in milky

paint, was liM"0's,

Jake went running up the shaky wooden steps, pushed through the
lopsided swing doors.

There were only three peoplein the dining room, plus adeeping dog
and avery old parrot.

The two customers were a separate tables and the waiter, agaunt man
inwhite trousers and atattered polka dot shirt, was leaning, againgt
acrooked wooden pillar. They weredl watching adirt-smeared vidwall



screen. Jake was about to ask where the phone was, when Beth
appeared on the screen.

It was footage taken afew months earlier at aconferencein San
Francisco. Shewas smiling, making her way into amesting hall,
politely refusing to answer any questions about the Kittridge anti-Tek
sysem.

A newsman, speaking Portuguese, started to explain.

Jake couldn't make out every word, but he got most of them.

"... Beth Kittridge was twenty seven when she.." degth... this
morming.." inBerdin..."

Everything around him seemed to fade away, to vanish from the room.
There was only Jake, feeling suddenly very cold, and the images on the
wal.

Ashewatched, the wall showed him Beth getting out of aland car in
Berlin that morning. Agent Neal waswith her and

Agent Griggs.

Jake seemed to be there, too. At the edge of the small surrounding
crowd, working hisway closer to Beth.

He sensed what was going to happen. "No--it'sakamikaze!"

hewarned. But Beth didn't pay any attention to him. She shook free
of

Griggs. Shedodged Ned. She pushed by the German cop.
"No!" shouted Jake.

She put her arms around the other Jake, started to kisshim. Then came
the explosion and she... Jake turned away. He couldn't watch that.

"That'sadamn shame," observed the gaunt waiter.

"And what awaste," chuckled afat man who was having sausage for
breskfast. "A nice piecelikethat."

Jake went charging over to him. He grabbed the fat man's shirt front,
jerked him out of hischair.

Hedidn't say anything, smply started punching the man in theface as
hard as he could.



Gomez got hold of him in abear hug from behind. "Jeke,

cmon! Leavetheguy done”



WIII. m8hat her

"Bastard." Jaketried to keep hitting at the fat bloody face. Tugging
harder, his partner dragged him clear. "Not hisfault." Jaketore

free of Gomez, staggered, sumbled. He sat down in awooden chair.
"They killed her," he said dowly. "Bastardskilled Beth."

"Yesh"

Jake leaned far forward, put his hands out flat on his knees.

Very quietly he started to sob. "That'swhat thiswas al about,”

he said in avoice that was not quite his.



The Rio hotel room started talking to Gomez at afew minutes before 8
A.M. the next morning.

"Born dia, senhor," said the wall speaker near the head of hisfloating
bed. "Thereisavigtor in thelobby who desiresto come up to your
aite”

Blinking afew times, yawning once, Gomez elbowed himsdf into a
gtting position. "Oh, s0S." he managed to say.

"Sm. HisnameisDan Cardigan.”

"Oh, then you don't want me. Contact Jake Cardigan in the other
bedroom.” He started to stretch out again.

"We've dready tried Senhor Cardigan'sroom. There was no answer. Do
you wish usto detain the young man down here until--"

"That's okay, send the lad on up.” Sitting on the edge of the bed,
Gomez rubbed his eyes, tried afew yawns and then, reluctantly, left
the wide oval bed.

He and Jake had been out until near 3A.M." asking questionsdl over
Rio, trying to get alead on the present whereabouts of Jean Marie
Sparey. They'd had no luck whatsoever, even with the other Cosmos
operatives Bascom had sent down hel ping them.

He located his clothes where held discarded them afew hours earlier.
When the door announced avisitor, Gomez was dressed and nearly wide



awake. "Good morning, amigo,” hesaid, letting Dan in.

"Don't lecture me about coming here," requested the young man. "1 got
aspecia leave from the academy, so I'm not in trouble. When | talked
to my dad on the phone yesterday afternoon-Well, | thought he might
need me down here" "Good idea” Gomez led him into the living room.
Glancing around, Dan asked, "Whereishe?!

Gomez crossed to the door of Jake's room and knocked. He waited a half
aminute before opening the door. "The answer to

|l
i"your inquiry, Danidl, is somewhere other than here.”
il

Hurrying over, Dan looked into the empty room. "Hedidn't even deep
inthe bed.”

"He must've sneaked away after | turned in.”
"Whereto?'

Shrugging, Gomez turned away. "Probably wanted to follow up on
something.”

Dan caught hisarm. "That's not what you redly think, isit,
Sd?

Facing him, Gomez attempted to look guildess. "Eh?"

"Y ou figure he's probably off at some damn Tek house. The
" shock of Beth's desth has--"

"l don't figure anything, lad." He nodded toward asofa. "Sit
yoursdlf down."

"Dont fed like dtting. He blames himsdf for her degth, doesn't
rel?l

Gomez nodded. "That hedoes, 5."
"But he couldn't have known that--"

"Hethinks he should've tumbled earlier that thiswas just aflimflam
to get him out of theway."

"But why would they go through &l thistrouble? What | meanis, if



they didn't want him to be around to protect Beth--why not just try to
kill him?'

Shaking his head, Gomez said, “"We're not talking about efficiency and

logic here, my boy. These guys, whoever worked this one out, wanted to
kill Beth, sure. But they also wanted to hurt



Jake. See, revengeis sometimes much morefun if your victimis
around to suffer.”

"Y ou're saying they didn't want to kill him?"

"Exactly, Danid. Becausethey know blaming himsdlf for her degthis
going to hurt him one hdll of alot.”

"They redly mugt hatehim."

"That they do. They wanted Beth out of the way, but thiswasalso an
act of vengeance againgt Jake."

Dan waked over to the blanked windows. "He didn't tell me much on
the phone," he said. "What exactly happened to you :' guys after
Braglia?'

"When we got way out in thewilds, to a place known as

Fazenda Cinca, we encountered a powerful disabling generator. They'd
stit upinoneof theold buildings. Soon aswe flew within range,

the damn thing killed our sky car Knocked out the engine, the
communication system, even the nearcaf machine. It cooked our pocket
phonestoo. Jake managed to crash land safely, but we were completely
stranded and cut off in the middle of the woods."

"Soyou did what?"'

"Hiked back to civilization--or to anear gpproximation thereof,"

answered the detective. "Welived off the supplies we salvaged from

our sky car When those ran out, we dined on woodland produce and game.
That was a challenge, too, since even our stun guns had been rendered
defunct.”

"Well, dlright,” said Dan, nodding. "Now we have to go out and find
my father.”

"No, we haveto order breakfast first."

"I'm not up to--"

"I am, however," Gomez assured him. "After that, you'll remain here
watching thevidwall or playing with theviewindow I'll go out
and--"

"But something could happen to him while you're'dawdling.”

"They're not going to kill him, Dan. Not for awhile. They're il
enjoying watching him suffer.”

Hewalked over to the vidphone and buzzed room service.






Beth wasn't dead.

When Jake reached the cottage high in the Berkeley hills, shewas
there.

None of the IDCA agents was around, though. The security robot wasn't
at hispost either.

That bothered Jake and before taking Beth in hisarms he asked,
"How come no guards. That's not smart.”

She laughed, dipping her arms around him and kissing him on the cheek.
"The Teklordsthink I'm dead.”

"Sure, but even so--"
"Reax, darling. You redly worry too much.”
"After what happened in Berlin, 1--"

"But that wasn't me, Jake. It wasjust an android dupe,” Beth
explained, hugging him.

"What about Agent Neal? He waskilled, too."
"Another andy."

"Y ou should've told me what you were planning.”
"| tried, but couldn't reach you."

"My fault there, yeah. | let them sucker me out into the middle of
nowhere."

"Butit'salright, Jake. Therewasno rea harm done.”

Jake held her tightly, aware of the warmth of her. "When | saw you
die, it waslike--"

"I didnt die, darling. I'mright here" Shekissed him.

After amoment he said, "Y ou know, Beth, thereare alot of things|
never got around to telling you. About how much | love you, how much
you've changed my life"

"I'm aware of dl that," she assured him, laughing gently.

"There are better ways than words for expressing fedingslike
those"



"Sometimes, though, it'simportant to say thingsright out,” he said.



"From hereon I'm going to try." "1'm quite content with you the
way you are.""

"Well, maybe I'm not. So humor me, huh?'

Shesmiled. "Okay." She stepped back from him, then reached out to
take hold of hisright hand in both of hers. "I'll be forthright with
you right now--let's go into the bedroom.”

"That'sagood idea."

But there was someonein the bed.

She sat up, giggling, when Jake crossed the threshold. "Hi,
Uncle Jeke."

Jake, angry, pulled away from Beth to go walking over to Jean
Marie Sparey. "What are you doing here?!

"Bethand | areold friends. Didn't shetell you?"

Heturned to Beth. "Thisgirl sst meup.”

"No, | didn't, Uncle Jake. Get in bed now and welll explain
everything. Won't we, Beth?'

Jake shook hishead. "Thisisn't what | ordered. Jean Marieisn't
supposed to be here at dl.”

Beth came over, smiling, and mussed hishair. "Don't pout,
Jake. 1t makesyou look so old.”
"Everythingiswrong. I'm supposed to bein control.”

"Shit," said Jean Marie, "you don't control adamn thing anymore, Uncle
Jake" "That'sright,” seconded Beth. "Not even your Tek dreams,

dear.”

"No!" shouted Jake at the two women. "Y ou're not--"

"Welcome back, amigo. '

Jake blinked, took agasping breath. He was back in the dimlit private
cubicle of the Tek joint. Sitting in the ancient fat armchair again,

hooked up to a Brainbox.

"Y ou're apretty good detective," hetold his partner.



"You weren't that hard to find." Gomez wasleaning againg adirty
pink wall.

"Sermon coming?’
"Nope. Soon asyou're through feding sorry for yourself,

though, we can head back for the hotdl," he said. "Dan'sthere.”



79 "How the hell did he--"

"He was concerned about you," Gomez told him. "Kid got the notion you
might crack under the stress and do something dumb.

Dan arranged a specid leave and hopped down here.”
"I'm not back on Tek, Sid."

"Sure, 5. Andthisisn't even aTek parlor and that'snot a
Brainbox you've got your cabeza hooked up to."

Jake yanked the eectrodes off hishead. "I meanthiswasjust a
one-shot thing."

His partner said, "That makes, | think, the third time you've told me
thet ladly."

"God damnit! She'sdead!" Jake got up, swaying, clenching his
figs

"That's absolutely true, amigo. And Bethisjust as dead now asshe
was before you started frying your fucking brainswith that stuff.”

"Y ou don't know what | was going through,” Jaketold him.

"Nobody does."

"That's right, sure, because you're the only hombre on Earth who ever
lost someone before he wasready for it," said Gomez. "C'mon, amigo,
and wake up. That'swhat being dliveisabout,

learning how to lose things you think you can't live without."

"Didn't you promise no sermons?’

"Thisain'tasermon. It'salecture--and I'm getting astired of it
asyou must be"

Jake sighed out abreath. "Okay, okay," hesaid. "I tend to fall back
on Tek when things get too rough. Does Dan know where

| am?'
"He'sgot apretty fair idea.”
"Il tell himwhet | did," decided Jeke. "No uselying."

"Especidly about the obvious.



"l guessit ispretty obvious, huh?’
IIY@.H
"Worgt part is--the damn Tek didn't even help any. | wanted

80



asmple, comfortingilluson. Onewhere Bethisill dive” He
moved, feet alittle clumsy, toward the doorway. "What | got wasa
nightmare.”

"Defective chip maybe."

"No, itsme. My brainwon't let me bullshit it anymore.” Gomez
asked, "Y ou about through wallowing in grief, amigo?' "Probably.
Why?'

"Got acdl from Bascom just before | |eft to beat the bush for you,”
replied his partner. "Cosmos has been retained to look into the
killingsin Berlin."

"Representing what dient?’

"Bascom won't say, but heimplied it's agovernment agency.
Onethat suspects the murders don't smdll quiteright.”

"| don't think we can find out anything more herein Brazil,"

Jake sad. "I was planning to head for Germany on my own anyway."
"Areyou up to taking on thisjob?"

"l am, Sid, don't worry. | won't fall back on Tek again.”

"Theré's nothing wrong, you know, with getting hit hard by something.
Thethingis, when you--"

"l won't screw up again,” he promised. "Now | want to see Dan and
then get him sent back home safely. When do we leave for

Gamany?'

"Five?2M.," answered Gomez.



Thetubetrain did to astop at the sky port platform.

"Thisisthe Europe Wing, ladies and gentlemen,” announced the overhead
speakersintheir car. The message was ddlivered firgt in Portuguese,
thenin English.

Jake and Gomez gathered their luggage from the racks, with

Dan helping, and moved to the nearest exit from the car.

The doors remained shut.

Out on the crowded platform awoman screamed.

A group of five or six uniformed policemen were surrounding afalen
man, aBrazil vet judging by the faded uniform hewore. Severd were

prodding him with shock rods and one cop was kicking himin theribs.

"Remind me" said Gomez, "never to do whatever it wasthat hombre
did."

Dan said, "They shouldn't be tregting him like that."

"Don't tell them s0," advised hisfather.

The speskers said, "We will open the doors, ladies and gentlemen, just
as soon asaminor incident involving begging without apermit is
Settled.”

The beggar cried out in pain, shook convulsively and then passed into
unconsciousness. Three of the sky port officerstook hold of him and

dragged him away aong the mosaic tile platform.

"Not agood place to work without a permit,” observed Gomez asthe



doorsfinaly hissed open. Clan said, "But no officer should
treat a suspected violator like--"

"And vistorsfrom out of town shouldnt criticizethem,” said

Jake. "Not too loudly anyway."

"Okay," sad Dan, frowning, "dlright."

"Y ou've got an hour and ahdf after our sky liner takes off for

Berlin before yours heads out for Greater LA," reminded Jake asthey
gtarted along the platform toward the Europe Wing complex. "I don't
want you getting into any sort of--"

"Hey, I'm not akid. | got down here on my own, didn't need anybody to
hold my hand or stick an éectro tag on me," hetold Jake. "I think |

can manage to toddle back to the US Wing of this place on my own."

"Just be sure you don't stop to interfere with any local law
enforcement operations.”

"Actualy, you know, | ought to betraveling to Berlin with you and
Sd. | couldredly bea-"

"Back to school iswhereyou're g)ing,” cut in hisfather.
"But helping you over there would be an educationa experience, Dad."

Gomez said, "1 doubt the SoCal State Police Academy would agree,
niho."

Dan gave him afrowning look. "Don't you call meakid, too."
"Cardigan, what agreat blinking surprise running into you." Striding
toward them across the vast domed room was the silver-haired Larry
Knerr. "You'rejust the chap I'm most eager to interview."

"Go away," advised Jake.

"Serioudy, my friend," continued the GLA Fax-Times newsman, "thishas
become a cry important news story now. What | redly could useisyour
reactionsto the death of Beth Kittridge. Emotional stuff on that and

then some shrewd speculation asto who is behind the whole--"

Jake took hold of the young man's arm just above the elbow.



"I'm not fully convinced that you and ChinaVargas weren't involved
somehow in setting me up.  Right now, though, | have something more
important to--"

"Set you up? Good lord, man, are you blinking paranoid?' Knerr
struggled to break free of Jake'sgrip. "We hired you, remember? And,
believe me, old man, we were astaken in by that Sparey woman same as
youwere. Y ou must know that the VVargas family wouldn't be party to
any sort of--"

"Amigo, | won' say this cabrbn doesn't need somerattling,” said Gomez
to his partner, "but if you don't want to attract the law, you'd better
ceaethislively conversation.”

Glancing around, Jake noted that two uniformed sky port officers were
watching him from beside adecorative padm tree. "Y eah, you'reright.”
Helet go of the sllver haired newsman. "I've got no comment for the
press. Goodbye."

Knerr took afew shaky steps back, rubbing at hisarm. "1 warned you
before, Cardigan, that you'd be better off trying to get dong with
us" Turning, angry, he went walking away.

Watching him go, Dan asked, "How's hefit into al this?' "I'm not
exactly sure," answered Jake.

Dan was amost an hour out of Rio, heading hometoward GLA, before
Larry Knerr approached him.

The newsman had apparently been sitting in the forward section of the
sky liner He came ambling back, aglass clutched in hisleft hand, to
hatintheade next to Dan'sseat. "Well, heré'sanother blinking
coincidence," he said, chuckling. "Imagine your being on the same

flight."

Dan looked up a him. "My father doesn't think much of you." "I've
noticed that, yes, and it upsetsme. | cant, truly, understand why,"
sad Knerr. "I've been making, after al an enormous effort to
ingratiate mysdlf with the old boy."

"The point is-I'd prefer not to talk to you, Mr. Knerr."



"Isthat being quitefair, young fellow? All I requirefromyouis

some background materid." Knerr leaned down. "About what your dad is
up to, what he intends to do over in Germany. And you knew Beth
Kittridge, too, S0 you can give me your own impressions of thistragedy
and--"

"| promised my father | wouldn't get into any trouble on my trip home,"
he said quietly. "So you'd better leave me done,

before| break my word."

"Lord, you're as cranky as your old man."

"Runsinthefamily.”

Shaking his head, scowling, Knerr took aquick swig of hisdrink. "Very
well, sonny boy, I'll leave you to your thoughts,” he said. "But keep

in mind that | may be ableto help you some day."

"You may a that,” said Dan.



It wasfoggy in Berlin. A thick greyness surrounded the Sekunde
Skyport and pressed againgt the plastiglass walls of the corridor
leading to the cusoms area. The midnight city outside lay hidden.

Hunching his shoulders dightly, Gomez remarked, "I prefer tropica
dimes”

"Y ou didn't much like them when we were hiking through Brazil."
"l meantolook at, anigo.”

At the end of the corridor was posted alarge gunmeta robot with a
scanner built into hisleft hand. "Please have your passport cards
ready,” he repeated to the line of freshly disembarked passengers that
included Jake and Gomez.

"Dan ought to be homein GLA by now," said Jake. "How old do you
think heis?' asked hispartner. "Hesfifteen. | know how old

rny__

"Allow meto rephrasethat. How old do you fed heis?' Jake
admitted, "About ten or deven | guess™ "He can fend for himsdlf in
mogt Stuations.”

"Mein herr, your passport card, bitte," requested the robot of Gomez,
holding out hismeta hand.

Gomez placed the card atop the scanner. He then stood shifting
absently from foot to foot. "As| was saying, Jake, Danis-" "You
are Gomez, Sid?" asked the customsrobot. "Also known as Sid Gomez,



s." "If you passinto the next room and wait by Doorway 16,
Herr

Gomez, please.”
"Why am | doing that?"

"l have been ingtructed to convey the message. | can provide no
Oetalls”

Shrugging, Gomez walked on into the large ova room.

When Jake presented his card, the robot gave him the same
indructions.

Waiting in front of Doorway 16 were two men. Thelarger and elder was
ablond man of about forty-five. "Guten Abend, Jake,"

he said cordidly, holding out his hand.

Jake studied the big man's tanned face for afew seconds.
"Rhinehart Spellman?’

"That'sright. Welcometo Berlin.”

"Y ou till asergeant with the Hauptstiidische Polizel ?*

"I'm an Assigtant Inspector now," answered Spellman. He gestured at
the lean dark man beside him. "Thisismy colleague,

Lieutenant DeSems

Gomez inquired, "lsthis more than awe coming committee,

Inspector?’

"Wdll, Jake and | do happen to be old friends. We worked together on
two or three investigations that took me to Greater Los Angeles some
yearsago," hesaid. "Tonight, however, we're on officid busness”

"You arresting us?' asked Jake.

"Nein." Spellman shook hishead. "We assume you're here because of
the tragic death of Miss Kittridge and the two IDCA

agents. Isthat so, Jake?"
"Y egh, but--"

"Our superior, Chief Ingpector Hauser, wishesto talk to you before you



begin any investigation of the matter.”
"Talk about what?' asked Jake.

"Thefact that," replied the Assistant Inspector, "we havein custody
the man who killed Beth Kittridge."



Inspector Hauser of the Berlin Metropolitan Police was a plump,
pinkish man of fifty. Hewas standing, wide legged next to the
holographic projection platform at the center of hisoffice. The
officewas high in the Polizel Hauptquartier building just off the
Kurffirgdendamm. "We have asyet, gentlemen, not released anything
about thisto the news media," hewas saying. "l am assured by
Assigant Ingpector Spelman here that you will not discussthiswith
anyone on the outsde.

"Can you tell us how you tracked thisman down?' Jakewas straddling a
meta chair near the circular platform.

"ActUdly, he cameto us," replied Hauser, who was holding a control
box in hishand. He pushed a sequence of keys.

The platform produced a crisp popping sound. Ten seconds later alife
szetridimensiond holographic image of atal, thin young man
materidized. Hewore ashabby grey suit and his sandy blond hair was
short cropped Hisleft eyelid drooped nearly shut and two fingers of
hisright hand werefolded in on hispam. He sat very sraightina
metd chair and his knees and ankles were pressed tight together.

"Repeset your name, please," requested an unseen voice. "Will
Goldberg." "Age?" "Twenty nine"

"Why did you kill these people?’

"I didn't intend to kill anyone but her." Y ou mean Beth Kittridge?"
"Yes. Shewasmy onetruelove”

Jake stood up. "Who the hdll isthisguy?”

"Watch afew more minutes, Herr Cardigan,” suggested the Chief
I nspector.

"...andfel inloveat SoCa Tech," continued Goldberg, till sitting
diffly. "We became very closefriends.”



"Y ou dept together?!

"Oh, no. We never did anything carnd, because that would have been
wrong. Beth often suggested that wetry .. . certain things. Buit |
wouldn't do anything of that nature. 1t would have spoiled the--"

"This asshole was never afriend of Beth's," shouted Jake,

circling the platform and jabbing afinger at the life Szeimage.
"Let'shear hisspid." Gomez wasleaning againgt adesk. "... for
severd years| was Beth's closest friend. Then that terrible person
became her lover.”

"Whom do you mean, Herr Goldberg?*

A spasm of pain passed through hislean body. "I don't wish to speak
hisname."

"Jake CardiganS'

"Y es, that'sthe man. He defiled her, stole my Beth from me and ruined
her." Both hiseyesweretight shut. "I pleaded with her to renounce
the sinful life she lived with him, yet sherefused. When | redized

that shewould never give him up, | knew there was only oneway to save
her immorta soul.”

"Y ou mean by killing herS"

"Y es, her body, you see, had to be sacrificed in order to save her
soirit." Hesmiled contentedly. "She's safe now.”

"How did you do this, Herr Gold bergS

"I happen to be an expert in thefield of robotics. That's one of the
many interests my darling Beth and | shared. | began constructing the
android replicaof... of that evil man several monthsago. | knew that
the day would come when | would have the opportunity of using it to
purify her."

"How did you get thisandroid to Berlin?'

"Friendshelped me smuggleitin. It wasin severd parts”

replied the young man. "I reassembled the android here and added the
explosve charge.”

"Y our android was very much like the kamikazes used by the

Tek cartds, wasn't itS."



"Certainly, yes. | based mineontheirs. Although my andy was, from
all the accounts I've studied, much more sophisticated and

effident.”

"Y ou maintain that you aren't working for one of the Tek cartels?’

" am working only to do God's blessed will, gr."

The image faded and was gone.

Jake turned toward Chief Inspector Hauser. "Thisguy isafake" he
sad evenly.

The plump man gave adisagreeing shake of hishead. "Not at dl, Herr
Cardigan.”

"Every aspect of his story checks out, Jake," added Spellman.

"We even have the three fellows who helped him get the android into the
country."

Jake shook hishead. "I don't care who or what you've got. Will
Goldberg was never afriend of Beth Kittridge."

"But hewas," said Hauser camly. "We have dready done consderable
preliminary work on this matter. Goldberg and the Kittridge woman did
attend SoCa Tech in your own Greater Los Angelestogether, Herr
Cardigan. They were, according to severd reliable witnesses, very
closeand intimate friends.”

"They weren't, not at al."

Spellman coughed into hisfist. "What makesyou so certain,

Jeke?'

"Beth told me about the men she'd been involved with.”

"Perhaps she had some reason for keeping the relationship with
Goldberg to hersdf."

"Meaning what, Rhinehart?' Jake strode over to Spellman,

good facing him. "Damniit, | knew her better than anyone. She never
lied to me, never kept anything important back from me." "So you

bdieved." "No, 01 knew!"

"Jake, thisfellow's story seemsto hold up so far,” persasted the



Assgant Ingpector. "Were dtill investigating certain aspects, of
course, yet | must tell you that--"

90



"Cmon, you d n't redly accept theideathat alonefanaticis
responsiblefor thekillings?' demanded Jake. "Y ou can't possibly
think it'ssmply acoincidence that the Tek cartels benefit from
Beth'smurder?"

"A good investigator doesn't gpproach a case with too many
preconceptions, Herr Cardigan,” reminded Hauser.

"Y eah, and agood in,estigator doesn't get hoodwinked by an obvious
feke"

"Am | wrong in believing that you come to us fresh from being
hoodwinked in Rio?" inquired Hauser. "Perhaps you ought to--" "Let me
talk to Goldberg,” requested Jake. "That's not possible at present.”

"| can persuade himto tell the truth.”

"We're holding him a our psychiatric facility. After he'sbeen
processed there, perhapsit--" "How long isthat going to take?' "A
few more days."

"In afew more days, Inspector Hauser, the redl killers may be--"

"l have, because Inspector Spellman spoke so highly of you,

gone againgt my better judgment, Herr Cardigan, and shared highly
confidentia information with you," Hauser said. "'l sincerely hope
that you will now take my advice and refrain from pursuing this matter
further on your own."

Jake took adow breath in, then dowly exhaled. "I appreciate your
sharing dl thiswithus" hesaid. "Wewon' tell anyone what we've
heard whilewerein town."

"Thenyou intend to remainin Berlin?'

Jake grinned. "For awhile, yeah."



The blonde young woman was sitting on the neo legther sofaiin the
parlor of their suite a the Hotel Palast when they walked in. She
wore ablack daxsuit, black gloves and boots. Therewasasilver
lazgun dangling from her right forefinger.

"I'm not al that keen on waiting around,” sheinformed them. "Where
the heck were you dimwits?

Gomez eyed her, booting the hall door shut behind him with his hedl.
"Areyou part of the decor, miss?'

"That'sright, Gomez, you're supposed to be the smartass of the team.”
She spun the gun twice before flipping it avay into her shoulder
holster. ™Y ou were dueto check in severa hoursago. So what

happened?’

Jake sat down opposite her. "Here'show well run this conversation,”
hesad. "Youtel uswhothehdl you are

"Don't you know?'

"Outside of thefact that you're someone who's working very hard to
impress us, | haven't any ideawho you might be," he admitted.

"She hasto be ether clever or influentia to have gotten in here,”
observed Gomez.

"I'm both," she assured them. "My nameis Jenny Keaton." Gomez
wandered over to an armchair. "Y ou drop that name as though you expect
usto snap our fingersand exclaim, "Ah, of course!™"



Shewasfrowning. "Didn't Bascom warn you to watch out for meT

Jake shook hishead. "Nope."

"Hedidn't tel you about the fracas | had with Deputy Director

Waugh?'

"Would that be Gerald H. Waugh of the United States Internal

Security Office?!

"Wdll, yes. Who else”

Gomez sngpped hisfingers. "Ah, of course” he said. "Waugh and
Bascom arelongtime chums. The ISO must be the US government agency

that hired Cosmosto dig into this.”

"That's exactly what happened,” Jenny said. "I assumed you two knew
whom you were working for."

"Bascom is ofttimes fond of keeping usin the dark asto who our client
might be," explained Gomez.

"Well, | told Waugh that | was perfectly capable of handling this

mysdlf," continued the young woman. "I didn't need a couple of moronic
ex cops stumbling around Berlin, making buffoons of themsdvesand

generdly gettingin my way."

Gomez smiled at her. "I bet you never studied public relaions or
diplomacy in school.”

Jake asked, "Y ou work with Internal Sec, MissKeaton?' "Obvioudly.
The 1SO was assgned the job of investigating the possbility that
someonein the Internationa Drug Control

Agency might be involved in some way with these assassinations.”

"Y ou have any credentia s?'

Sighing impatiently, she yanked out an ID packet and tossed it at him.
"Here"

"Did you drop in on usto suggest we work together on this,

chiquita?' inquired Gomez. "That we pool our resources and become a
jolly team dedicated to--"

"Far as| know, you don't have any resources.” She stood up.

"No, | smply came by to warn you bozos."



Jake had finished looking over her IDs. "These are authentic.”

Heflipped the packet in her direction. "Saysyou're an Assistant



Director with the 1SO. | keep getting mixed up--isthat higher or
lower than an Associate Director?'

"Lower." Shedipped the IDs away insde her coat.
"Y ou were going to warn us about something,” prompted Gomez.

"To stay the heck out of my way," shesaid. "I had to cgole and yell
to get thisassgnment. | don't intend to let either of you foul me

up.”

"Could it be," suggested Jeke, getting dowly to hisfeet, "that the
reason Deputy Director Waugh brought in an outside agency is because he
doesnt quite trust everybody in his own ouitfit either?"

"Hetrustsme."

"But you had to cgole and yell to get sent here.”

"Okay, you know how Tek money can sometimes reach pretty high," she
sad. "Right now--well, certain people in Washington are suspicious of
each other. Personally | don't for asecond believe that anyonein our
agency isunrdiable”

"Y ou couldn't convince Waugh of that, huh?'

"Not completely,” she admitted. "But | did get him to agreeto let me
work onthe nation case. Independently and entirely on my own.”
She crossed to the door. "To sum up, gents--stay clear, please, of me
and I'll stay clear of you. Keepinmind, too, that if | find out

you're crooked, | won't hesitateto runyou in.”

"That's understood.” Jake opened the door for her. "And well do the
samefor you."

At dawn Jake tapped on the door of Gomez'sroom. Then he opened it and
wentin.

Gomez sat up. "Trouble, amigo?"
"Nope, I'm just letting you know that I'm heading out.”

"Thisis, if my body clock isfunctioning properly, an ungodly hour in
the morning.”



"Around Sx x.vl.," said Jake. "I didn't want you to find me absent
and think | was off frequenting some Berlin Tek Parlor." "Sowhere are
yougoing?' "Totak to Will Goldberg."

"l had the impression the Berlin cops don't want you to do that."

"When Spdlman was out in Greater LA someyearsago, | did him acouple
of favors”

"And you've convinced him he owes you one?'

Jake nodded. " Spellman's going to sneak me into the hospital where
they're holding Goldberg.”

"I'll probably loll around in bed for at least another hour,” his
partner told him. "Then I'll venture forth to ook up some of my old
contactsin town."

"Y ou have contacts just about everywhere."
"Despite what Jenny Keaton says, I'm avery personable and winning

felow,” Gomez said. "Andthelast time | worked acasein Berlin |
was generous with my payoffsand bribes. Whichiswhy so many loca



informerswill remember mefondly.” Thefog perssted. Theearly
morning sky over Berlin wasthick with it as Inspector Spellman piloted
the police sky car toward the psychiatric detention center.

"l don't know how you might feel about attending,” he said to Jake,
"but thereésto be amemoria service for Beth Kittridge and the two
IDCA agentsthis afternoon.”

"Where and when?"

"It'sto be held at the American Embassy Chapd at three” "Maybe'll
go."

"We arent exactly closefriends, Jake," said the police officer as
they flew through the misty morning. "But I've known you for many
years."

"Before and after my fdl from grace.”

Spellman said, ™Y ou were obvioudy very hard hit by MissKittridge's
death. It's possiblethat your strong feglings are getting in the way

of your--"

"You mean if | wasn't temporarily goofy I'd accept the notion that Will
Goldberg killed her?'

"Well, you might at least consder the facts more camly than you
have™

"The facts are that Beth was killed by akamikaze android, the kind the
Teklords use," Jake said, "and Goldberg isaphony dragged in to divert



suspicion.” "We have, as|'vetold you, considered those
possihilities,

Jake."
"And then gone right back to this bullshitter.”

"Our forensc staff isgoing over the fragments of the android now."
Leaning forward, Spellman tapped out alanding pattern. "So far
they've found nothing to indicate that the dupe of you wasn't built
origindly in Southern Cal."

"Maybe it was built there, maybe Goldberg put the damn thing together
snglehanded,” said Jake. "But that asshole was never afriend of
Beth's”

"Our inquiriesindicate that hewas.”
"Have you sent anyoneto Greater LA?"

"No, but. we had the GLA police conduct the necessary--" "Hell,
theré's no use arguing about this," Jake told him asthe sky car

settled down on the roof of the multistoried black building near the
Volkspark. ™Y ou're never going to convince methat Beth was having an
affair with thisreligiousfanatic. Nor that he went bonkersand

decided to kill her because she wasinvolved with me."

"The man isadmittedly not rationd, but that, in my view, givesweight
to hissory."

Jake said, "I appreciate your snesking mein here."

"I'm hoping thisunofficid vigt will convince you that the true

killer has been found and there's no need for you to linger in Berlin."
Opening his door, he stepped out onto the misty landing area. "Here's
an |D packet that showsyou're Dr. Warren Steiner of the Frankfurt
Krankenhaus Foundation.”

Jake accepted the false identification papers. ™Y ou probably think I'd
be more convincing posing asapatient,” he said.

The Cafe Elektrisch was off the Marx-Engels Platz and next door to the
Nazi Nostdgia Shop. Gomez, whistling quietly, paused to



glancein the shop window at adisplay of Storm Trooper trading cards
and then to scan a gloposter announcing an upcoming Hit-lerconin
Hamburg.

"Maybe | need ahobby," hetold himself as he moved on and entered the
and| cafe

There were fewer than ten patronsin the place and the only waiter, a

fat android in lederhosen, lay flat on hisback near the bregkfast

buffet. "Waiter'son theblink," caled the thin, over-coated young
Chinese who stood up and beckoned to Gomez with his meta right arm.
"Y oull haveto serve yoursdlf from the buffet.”

Approaching the young man'stable, Gomez sad, "I camefor information,
Timecheck, not food."

Astheinformant settled back into his chair, he consulted one of the

watches built into hisarm. "Took your sweet time getting here,
buddy," he observed. "I phoned you at 6:14 A.M. and hereit isway

past 6:31."

"| paused to dress." He sat down. "How come you're in Germany?'
"Seeing theworld,” replied Timecheck. "We, none of us, don't redize
how little time we have. | made up my mind to do more sightseeing
before | conk."

"Y ou implied that you had someimportant newsto sel.”

"Have you had breakfast?' There was alarge plate of food in front of
him.

"A brief, hasty one enroute.”

"Go fetch yoursalf some knackwurst and aside order of potato salad.”
Gomez winced. "l favor oatmed at thishour."

"There's another mistake many people make. Lifeisshort and yet
thereésamultitude of different foods to consume. Y et we getin ruts
and refuse to--"

"I never tire of oatmea. Now what exactly isit you--"

"Can you imagine my surprise, chum, when | got wind that you were here
inBerlinsameasme Timecheck tapped hismetd arm



Cdiforniatimeisrunning four secondsdow agan.”
"Let'sattend to business.”

Timecheck filled afork with purple cabbage. "Why don't you &t least
have a helping of srudd?"

"What do you know about the murder of Beth Kittridge?' "I don't know a
damn thing," replied Timecheck. "But I've sure heard someinteresting
stuff the past couple of days. Y ou see, that's one of my strong suits,
Gomez. | hear better than most anybody.” He ate some cabbage. "I was
going to take some spaetzle, too, but it looked alittle too gummy.

Just as| was consulting the waiter about it, his battery went flooey

and hetook aflop. Been sprawled there for about..." He pushed back
the deeve of hisplaid overcoat to consult another watch face. "...

about thirteen minutes and ten seconds. They're very casua and

relaxed here. A waiter falsover, that doesn't cause any stress.”

"Tdl me" urged Gomez, "what you've heard.”

Resting both elbows on the table top, Timecheck said, "Thisfellow
Goldbergisaringer.”

"That conclusion we've dready reached on our own.”
"He's awashed-up eectronics whiz with aserious Tek habit,”

continued theinformant. "Hethinksthey're going to spring himina
short while and pay him atidy sum.” Timecheck laughed, shook his
head, gathered another forkful of purple cabbage. "Actualy, however,
when they filled hisbrain with fase memoriesto fool any possible
police probes, they planted alittle something extra.”

"Let'sjust say that Goldberg'stime, unbeknownst to him, is pretty

near runout,” said Timecheck. "The guy redly did attend school with
Beth Kittridge, by the way, except they were never friends. That'sone
of the reasons, though, that they picked him to take the rap for this

job. Hisbackground could be shuffled alittle to make the romance
angleplausble”



"Who's behind this?" "Don't know yet. But it's got to be one of
the bigger Tek cartels™

"Got anything ds=?'
Timecheck laughed again. "Would | charge you $2000 for what
I've passed dong thusfar? Not likely, buddy."

"Wdll, then you better come up with another $1500 worth of
information.”

"Goldberg, the patsy, didn't build the ssim of Jake," said the
informant. "Who did? Wellgir, to learn that you have only to go talk
with the Amazing Otto."

"The Amazing Otto," echoed Gomez without much enthusasm. "Who might
hebe?' "A magician." "And?'

"The guy knowswho really congtructed the killer andy.” Time check
gave him an address. "Go seehim.”

"l gdl."

"Buit first why not try that strudd?"

Jake and Inspector Spellman descended through a glaring white silence,
aong whitewalled corridors and over whitetileflooring. At each

level was stationed alarge white-enamel ed medibot who checked their ID
packets and then alowed them to move down to the next level.

"Y ou can only talk to Goldberg for afew minutes" said Spell man
quigtly.

"That may be enough.”

"And, obvioudy, you're not to threaten him in any way or useforce."
"l understand, yeah."

"He'sin aprivate room just around this next bend.”

They entered another white corridor. About athird of the way down it
awhite door stood open.



"That hisroom?' asked lake.
Spdlman stared running. "Ja, itis"

The room was furnished with awhite bed and two white metal chairs. The
bed linen lay in atangle on thefloor.

Will Goldberg was not there.



The old Mechaniker Schauplatz theater wasfull of shadows and hollow
echoes. As Gomez made hisway down the threadbare carpeting of the
center aidetoward the bright lit stage he was aware of the mixed
smells of damp, mold and decay, dong with the scent of fresh made
nearcaf.

Up on the stage sat a banquet table with a dozen splendidly dressed men
and women around it.

A small grey bearded man in atuxsuit pushed back his ornately carved
chair and left the table to walk to thefootlights. "Herr Gomez, is
it?'

Gomez hdted just short of the orchestrapit. ™Y ou're the Amazing
Otto?'

"l am, ja. "Hebowed, then straightened and raised his metallic |eft
arm. He plucked abouquet of yellow roses out of theair. "Before
this theater converted to android performers many years ago, | wasthe
dar attraction.” Hetossed the flowershigh in the air and when they
reached the gpex of their climb, they vanished with aflash of golden

light.

"Impressive.” Gomez scanned the group seated around the table. "Alll
the rest are androids, huh?"

"Ja, Herr Gomez. I'm the caretaker now and | don't like to breakfast
aone" heexplained. "But | dso don't carefor inane chatter, so |
rardy activate them. Would you careto join mefor acup of
nearcaf ?2."



"Much obliged, 5." He climbed the side sairs onto the stage.
"Timecheck told me you were coming, and provided me with aportrait.”
In hismetal hand now appeared afaxpic. "You've put on alittle
weight.”

Gomez took the picture and studied it. "Only around the middle.”

The Amazing Otto took hold of a handsome android actor by the collar of
his tuxsuit and yanked him free of hischair. "We need your sest, Herr
Baron."

The mechanica man hit the stage with aresounding thud. Stepping over
the fallen actor, Gomez seated himsdlf next to animmobile redhaired
young woman. "According to Timecheck, you have something to tell me,”
he said to the grey bearded magician.

The Amazing Otto returned to hischair. "It could be highly dangerous
for meto passaong what | know." He stared out into the shadowy
theater. "So far, fortunately, only you and Time-check are aware of
theinformation | happen to possess. It isquite valuable.”

"How vauable?'

The Amazing Otto pointed his meta forefinger at an empty cup.

Steaming nearcaf came spouting out. "What | know is, | estimate,

worth $5000." He handed him the cup.

"That'savery handy finger you have there.”

"I have over 500 tricks and gadgets built into me," said the magician
proudly. "No other performer in al of Germany, past or present, comes

near that."

"Impressive,” repeated Gomez. "For the price do we get the identity of
the maker of the android that was used to kill Beth

Kittridge?'

The magician spped hisimitation coffee. "I cantell you,ja, who
built it," he promised. "That'sworth $3000 tops." "Nein, $5000."

Shaking hishead, Gomez started to rise up. "Lookslike, then,

wewon't be--"



The Amazing Otto dumped dightly in hischair. "Very well,

Herr Gomez."

"Was the kamikaze made herein Berlin?"

"Ja, near here. That'show | cameto have knowledge of it."

"Who built thething?'

The magician held up two metd fingers. "There weretwo of them, a
couple," heanswered. "That isto say, amarried couple. Atthe
moment they aretouring in Switzerland, but until last week they--"

"Y ou'vetalked quite enough thismorning, old man." Directly across
the table from him one of the androids stood up. Hewas holding a
lazgun in hisgloved right hand.

They found Will Goldberg in the Emergency Wing. The confessed killer
was hooked up to awhite medibed and had two white-enameled robots and
aplump human doctor attending him.

The young man was writhing on the bed, eyestight shut, teeth gnashing.
Hisskin wasachaky grey, hisbreath wasrattling in his chest.

Jake and Ingpector Spellman were standing outside the room,

looking in through the see through plastiglasswall.

"What'swrong with him?" asked Jake.

Spellman touched the keyboard benegath the vidchart mounted on thewall.
A report on the young man gppeared on the greenish screen. "According
tothis hesdying," he said after skimmingiit.

"From asynthetic virus-what they cal atimebomb virus" "Something
that wasinjected in him before he got here?' "Yes, exactly. A week

to ten days ago, judging from the preim tests. It apparently just

kickedin at five A.M. thismorning."

"Canthey save him?'



Spellman touched the keys again, then nodded at the med screen. "See
for yoursdf."

""Irreversable™ heread.
"I wonder now if perhaps your theory about--"

"Maybe| can il find out something.” Jake went striding to the door
of the room and yanked it open.

"You can'tgointhere Theinspector hurried after him.

Jake pushed onin. He nudged aside arobot and stopped next to the
bed. "Goldberg!"

"Please, stand away," ordered the heavyset blond human physician.
"Thismanisinacritica condition."

Jake took hold of Goldberg'sarm. "Listen--thisis Jake Cardigan.”
"I must ask you to leave," persisted the doctor.

"Stay out of my way," Jake advised him. Heleaned closer to the dying
man. "Goldberg, I'm Jake Cardigan. Y ou're supposed to hate me."

The young man's eydidsfluttered, then opened dightly.
"Jake..."

"Who hired you? Who's behind this?*

The young man opened hisright eye wider, stared up at Jake.
"Doublecross" hesaidinadry, gasping voice. "l trusted .. .

aun.." sun... "Who?' Jake shook him. "Who rigged this and crossed
you?'

"Sands... sun..." He started making harsh choking noises,
his body shook violently.

The doctor shoved Jake back, bending over Goldberg. ™Y ou idiot, now
thismanisdying!"

"Hewas dying before| got here"

"Sun..." Goldberg opened both eyeswide and struggled to Sit up. "They
fucked me good..."

The lifewent out of him. He sank back, sighing out bresth and



blood.



The android actor wastall and handsome. He smiled at both Gomez and
the Amazing Otto, hislazgun held & waist levd. "Herr Gomez, there
isno need for meto kill you, "he assured him in his degp resonant

voice.

"Well, | gppreciate that,” said Gomez, shifting nervoudy in hischair.

"For al practica purposes, I'm smply an innocent bystander.” He
gestured awkwardly with his right hand, managing to smack theimmobile
android actress seated next to him. "Oops." Laughing apologeticaly,

he grabbed her bare shoulder and straightened her in her chair.

"Who activated you?' the magician asked the android. "No oneis
supposed to fool with the actors stored in this--"

"Thered issueisthat they don't want you to talk about what you

know," explained the handsome android. He rested hisfree hand on the
table top as he stood there. The barrdl of hissilvery lazgun was

amed at the Amazing Otto.

"Wheat do you mean."?"

"Basicaly, Herr Otto, | refer to certain things you've chanced to

learn about a particular kamikaze." The actor inclined hishead in
Gomez'sdirection. "Assoon as| kill him, Herr Gomez, you can go on
your way."

"Say, that'sredlly gracious of you," Gomez told him, anervous quiver
inhisvoice. "Actualy, asyou know, since you've been stting here
al dong, playing possum, asthe saying goes, | haven't



so far learned a blessed thing from the Amazing Otto.” He made
another sweeping gesture.

Thistime he whapped the android actress much harder. She went tilting
far to theright, teetered, and then, before Gomez could catch her,
fdl clean off her chair.

That caused the android, as Gomez had anticipated, to glancein her
direction.

Gomez threw himsalf backwards, causing hischair to tip over.

He executed a deft somersault and then dived into the orchestra pit. He
yanked out hisstun gun as hefdll.

Rolling across the dusty floor, he popped to hisfeset.

Up on the stage the big andy was shoving asde the fallen actress so
that he could get down to the footlights.

Gomez fired hisstun gun up a him.

The handsome mechanism stopped dead, swayed, staggered and then tumbled
back against the banquet table. Several dishes came bouncing to the

floor and then the disabled android hit and lay ill.

"Bueno," commented Gomez as he started to climb back onto the stage.
"People, you'l find, Herr Gomez, are harder to fool than mechanica

actors"" Two large men with dick clean shaved heads had emerged from

the wings stage | eft.

Each held alazgun, and the huskier of the pair, the onewho'd
addressed Gomez, was making his way toward the edge of the stage.

"| should've considered the possibility of abackup,” Gomez said up at
him.

"Toss your gun onto the stage, bitte, "requested the big man as he
squatted and pointed hislazgun down at him.

Frowning, Gomez moved hiswrist back and prepared to surrender his
weagpon.

Just then streamers of crackling red fire started spewing out of both
of the Amazing Otto's ears.

It took the attention of both the gunmen.



Gomez seized the opportunity to fire his stun gun up at the squatting
one.

The bald man gasped, sat down hard, rocked afew times and then
stretched out flat and tiff. Gomez boosted himself back up onto the
boards of the stage. The grey bearded magician wasjust in the process
of pulling astun gun out of thinar. Hefiredit at the ill

dazzled other gunman.

Stepping sdeways, that one dropped hislazgun and kndlt. He remained
that way for roughly ten seconds before faling over facefirst

"That was very invigorating,” commented the Amazing Otto. "[ havent,
| don't believe, performed the blazing earsillusion for nearly a
decade.”

"I'm glad you decided to reviveit today,” Gomez said. "Now let's
sneak off to someplace quiet where you can tell me the rest of ---"

"I'll come dong, too." From out of the wings stage right came
Jenny Keaton of the Internal Security Office.

The Chief Ingpector pointed at Jake. "Y ou had no right to be here," he
said accusingly. "Itisquite probable, Herr Cardigan, that you
hastened the poor fellow's death.”

They werein astark white office, Jake, Spellman, the doctor who'd
attended Will Goldberg and Chief Inspector Hauser.

Jake, who was gtting in agiff white chair, said, "His death was
arranged before he even turned himself in. Goldberg was never more
than adiverson.”

"l admit," said Hauser from behind the wide metal desk held taken over,
"that the circumstances of his death are suspicious.”

"To say theleast," said Jake. "They wanted to Sidetrack you and the
other investigating agencies. Long enough, anyway, to cover their
tracks some."



"Thereisill the posshility, however, that the young man
administered the fatd injection to himsdf," said Hauser. "Making
this, then, nothing more than the suicide of the guilty person.”

Jake shrugged. "Suicides usudly don't complain about being double
crossed he said. "I'd bet that Goldberg was surprised by what was

happening to him."
"He apparently talked alittle before he expired,” said Chief
I nspector Hauser.

"Thisman virtudly shook thewords out of him," accused the portly
physician, "In my opinion he--"

"Yes, fine, doctor." The Chief Inspector turned to Spellman.
"What exactly did Goldberg say at the end?”

"That hed been double crossed that they'd fucked him,” hereplied. "He
a so mumbled something about sun and sand.”

"Wheat do you think he was aluding to with that?' Hauser inquired of
Jake.

"Probably adying hdlucination. He thought he was out in the desert
somewhere. Sun, sand.”

"The actual word he spoke was sands,”" offered the doctor.
"WithanS"

Hauser nodded at Jake. "Could that have been, Herr Cardigan,
areference to Bennett Sands?'

Jake shrugged again. "Bennett Sandsis dead and gone." "Suppose,
however, that the word he used was s-0-n and not s-u-n," suggested
Hauser. "Perhaps Will Goldberg tried, as he was dying, to warn you
that some of Sands followers meant to harm your son.”

"That doesn't seem likely to me."

The portly doctor said, "If Sandsis a person, then the patient was
talking about Sands son and not thisman's.”

"How doesthat strike you, Herr Cardigan?”

"The only problem there, Inspector, isthat Sands didn't have ason.
Only adaughter.”



Spellman said, "If you'd cooperate with us now, Jake, instead of
holding back, it would help."



"I don't know what he was trying to convey, beyond the fact that he'd
been set up,” Jaketold him, standing. "Areyou folks going to charge

mewith anything?”

"Not at the present,” said Hauser. "Infact, it might be agood idea
if you left Berlin now."

"Until | got here you were dl satisfied that Goldberg was the one you
wanted. Now you--"

"Not satisfied, Herr Cardigan, but smply checking out the facts.”
Hauser rose, too.

Jake walked over to the door of the office. "Thanksfor your help,
Rhinehart. | hope | haven't screwed up your career too serioudy.”
Nodding at them, hel€ft.



Grunting and mumbling, Gomez succeeded in getting the heavier of the
unconscious gunmen up over hisshoulder. "A waste of time, chiquita,”
heinformed Jenny.

She was dragging the other stunned gunman acrossthe stage by his
ampits. "l didn't have avery high opinion of you to begin with," the
blonde agent told him. "But | didn't realize how dipshod you--"

"Running a check on these goonsisn't going to enlighten you." He
followed her into the wings, legs wobbling some. "Smartest thing to do
isjust leavethem here"

"On the contrary, I'm darn certain that--"
"They'refredancers, hired for thisonejob."

The Amazing Otto, bringing up the rear, urged, "We ought to get out of
thistheater as soon as possible. They may send morekillerslooking
for me, nein?'

"I'd have fled several minutes ago,” answered Gomez. "But I'm obliged
to humor MissKeston, Since sheis, in away, my employer at the

"Thisisdl slandard procedure, Gomez." Dumping her unconscious lout
beside the rear door, she drew her stun gun Cautiously she opened the

heavy door.

After ligening for hdf aminute, Jenny ventured out into the foggy



dley. "Thingsare okay out here," shecaled findly.
Gomez grunted and mumbled some more as he hefted histhug outside.

Jenny's sky van was parked acrossthe dley, its dick black surface
gpeckled withmist. "Tasshimin,” sheingdructed.

"Yes maam." Gomez lugged the big man over and dumped himinto the
passenger compartment she'd opened.

"Would you go back and fetch the other one now, please?’
"Caramba,”" he remarked as he returned for the second |oad.

The magician was sanding in the open doorway, staring care fully out.
"Arethere any more of them lurking around, Herr

Gomez?!

"Nary aone. Ziponover and hop into thevan." Gomez decided to drag
the second gunman rather than carry him. "Weéll fly around for awhile
andfinish our chat."

"What took you so long?' Jenny climbed into the drive seat
Thisguy'slighter.”

!

"Verdad, but | didn't have afractured spinewhen | hauled the

" first lout."

He hefted the gunman up into the sky van got him arranged on the floor
next to his cohort.

Timidly the Amazing Otto scrambled in and took a seet asfar from the
sprawled thugs as he could get. "I have decided, Herr

Gomez," he announced, "that what | know must be worth considerably more
than $5000."

"Possibly itis" He settled next to Jenny in the foremost passenger
seat. "Miss Keaton's agency will no doubt make up the difference
between your new asking price and the $4000 that you and

| dready agreed on."

After making arude noise, Jenny guided the sky van up into the grey
morning.






While Jake was on the vidphone with the Cosmos Detective Agency in
Greater LA, theimage of the staff robot he'd been talking to was
abruptly replaced with that of Wat Bascom him-sdifi

The agency head was |ooking especidly frazzled and rumpled.

"Why are you hobnobbing with a machine rather than me, my lad?' he
inquired.

"Sinceit'sthe middle of the night where you are, | figured you were
safely home by now."

"I rarely deep. What were you caling about?!
Jake was gitting in one of the tap proof boothsin his hotdl 1abby.
"Firgt, Walt, | want to know more about alady named Jenny meat on

"A hoyden, atough cookie, agadfly on the backside of polite espionage
and--"

"She clamswe'reworking for her agency.”
"In amanner of speaking, yes," admitted the Cosmos chief.

"The 1SO wantsan impartid investigation of those Berlin
assassndions”

"Apparently they don't trust the International Drug Control
Agency or themsdlves."

"Peoplein the government get that way." Bascom, yawning,
rubbed his eyes, scratched an armpit. "Thereisn't that spirit of
openness, trust and fair play that you Cosmos ops enjoy each and
every--"

"Keaton persuaded Deputy Director Waugh to let her work on this anyway,
according to her. Isthat what actually happened?'

Bascom nodded. "She'satough cookie, as | mentioned earlier,

and very persuasive.”

"Suggest to your pa Waugh that we don't want her getting underfoot.”
"You've met her then?'

"Sheintroduced hersdlf to us, yeah."






"Surely you and Gomez weren't intimidated by someone who weighsin a
about 110 pounds and--"

"Not intimidated, just annoyed,” said Jake. "Next | wanted the robot
to run athorough background check on the late Will Gold berg.”

"The confessed killer?"

"That Will Goldberg. How'd you hear about him? The Berlin police
haven't as yet released any--"

"I'm a detective, too, remember? But | didn't know he was dead.”
"He died afew hours ago, by way of aplanted timebomb virus.”

"Y ou obvioudy don't believe thislad wasthered killer."

"Neither do |. Anything € se you need from us?

"When he redlized he/d been double crossed Goldberg managed to say

something to me," said Jake. "He seemed to be trying to warn me about
Bennett Sands son.”

Bascom scowled thoughtfully. "If Sands had ason, | suppose the fellow
might well be pissed off a you," he said. "Before you got on Sands

trail most of the world thought of him asasmple everyday
multimillionaire tycoon. Y ou linked the guy with the Hokori Tek cartel
and sundry other--"

"Could there be a son somewhere--legit or otherwise?"

"Not that | know of, but welll surediginto that,” promised his
boss.

"Thereésone morething,” said Jake. "I just talked to Dan and he
seemsto be doing well. But | wasthinking--"

"Cosmos aready has ateam looking after him, Jake, dthough your son
isn't aware of it," said Bascom. "l initiated that mysdf." "Thanks,
Walt."

"Areyou and Gomez making any progress so far?'

"Sid may be, but right now | fed asthough I'm pretty much standing
dill," admitted Jeke.



114 ;r Gomez was Sitting deep in an armchair in the parlor of ther
suite when Jake returned. "I'veled ablamelesslife" hesad.

"Right. Y ou've been an exampleto dl who know you." "And yet fate
keeps dumping a success on ofmeanminded feisty women in my path. Looney
reporters, kill crazy spies, snide government agents.”

"Y ou're upset about Jenny Keaton?"

"S, she'sthelatest thornin my sde”

Jake sat on the edge of the sofa. "Run into her again?' Gomez
replied, "That | did." Hetold him about histracking -lown the
Amazing Otto, about the attempt to kill the magician and about Jenny's
intruding at the tag end of things.

"How'd she know about Otto?' asked Jake.

"She was pursuing, so she says, an independent tip.”

"Sure she wasn't just pursuing you?"

"I know when I'm being tailed---especialy by someonein ahuge black
sky van Gomez assured him. "Anyhow, thismujer then ingsted that

we--makethat me. Sheinsisted that | heft these two huge lunksinto
her van. She's got the damn crate crammed full of thelatest in

criminological gadgets”
"She ran checks on them?"

"S pounds ooked them up to aretscan machine, got their fingerprints
and DNA patterns. Maybe even took their temperatures. Sent it



al to Crime Centra in Washington, DC." Gomez sank further into his
charr. "Careto guesstheresult of dl that?"

"These guys have no provable links with any of the Tek cartels.
They'rewell known, though, as hoods-for-hire who'll work for anybody
who paystheir price," replied Jake. "They were hired to knock off the
Amazing Otto before he talked and probably have no ideawho their
client was"

"Bingo."

Jake asked, "What did the magician finaly haveto tel you?' "Sdll

me," he corrected. "He knows a married couple name of Boneca, Miguel
and RomaBoneca. These two operate something called the Puppenspiel
Roving Thestre with a cast of eectronic puppets.”

"They're the ones who built the android smulacrum of me?" "So swears
Otto," sad hispartner. "The Bonecas have aflat afew blocksfrom
the theater where he's the caretaker. He dropsin on them now and then
and a couple weeks back, by chance, he discovered that they were
working on thisreplicaof you. It didn't mean much to him then, but
he thought differently after he saw the vidnewsfootage of ... of what

happened.”

"Y ou can say ‘footage of Beth's getting killed,” "Jaketold him. "I
won't rush out and hook up to a Brainbox."

"Hey, I'm on your Sde, amigo,” reminded Gomez.

Jake said, "l know. Sorry."

"Otto the Magician also mentioned that he suspects the Bone cas have
done some shady jobslikethisin the past, too." "Arethey ill in

Balin?'

"They've been touring Switzerland sincethe day of thekillings. |
have acopy of ther itinerary.”

"Y ou better get over there soon asyou can.”
"Aren't you coming aong?'

"l want to Say in Berlin alittlelonger, seeif | cantrace
Gold-berg's activities."

"Theloca copsmay frown on that.”



"Yep, they may." .
Gomez sighed. "Inamoment of lunacy, | agreed to let Jenny

Keaton work adongside us on this next phase of things," he confessed.
"I didn't know 1'd be alone with her amidst the snowcapped--"

"| checked her out with Bascom. He says she's exactly what she
dams”

"Y ou find out anything else about the lady?"
"Sheweighs 110 pounds.”
"Atleast | outweigh her." Gomez sighed again.

Thefog had given way torain, alight prickly rain that drifted down
across the afternoon.

Jake, handsthrust deep in histrouser pockets, walked once again
dowly aong the stretch of Unter den Linden across from the American

Embassy chapdl.

The sidewalk over there was thick with people, anoisy tangle of
mourners, officids and gawkers. Uniformed city police weretrying to
get them sorted out.

Hovering over the rainswept street were three news cam vansthe largest
from Newz, Inc. Jake had spotted at |east two dozen reporters, both
human and robot, working on the ground.

Sowing, he hated next to adecorative linden tree that was made of
neo con

Skycarswere gliding down, trying to land and let out passengers. The
ar abovethe row of grey embassy buildings was cluttered with more
vehicles, some attempting to reach the ground, others smply hovering
to catch aglimpse of what was happening down below.

Jake, he redlized now, felt colder than he should have. 1t wasadeep
coldness that seemed to come from within him.



"Theresno need," he decided, "for meto gointhere Hedidnt
want to say goodbye to Beth thisway.

From out of the chape now spilled the mournful sound of amplified
organ music. Thememorid service was about to start. "I lost her
twice" hewasthinking.

Down in Mexico when the android replica of Beth had sacrificed herself
to save him. And again now--thered Beth thistime. "Jesus," hesaid
aoud.

A wedge of people went surging forward, trying to force their way
ingde the dready crowded chapd.

"A mistake to come here." He started walking away.

A thin young man in along dark overcoat, bareheaded, came running over
from acrosstheway. "Herr Cardigan?”

"Yeah?' said Jake, tenaing.

The young man handed him afolded dip of paper. Then he backed, spun
on hished and went hurrying away through the misty rain.

Jake unfolded the note.

Therewasasingleline printed onit--"She's ill dive.”



Gomez, carrying asingle suitcase, made his way through the crowded
main building of the Berlin Skyport. Hewaswhistling softly, smiling
now and then at anarrowly avoided collision with someone.

Hewas ahundred or so yards from Gate 227, when the overhead speakers
announced, "Last call for Skyliner Flight S-09 for Bern, Switzerland.
Boarding at Gate 227."

Kicking up his pace, Gomez hurried to the gate in quegtion. "Good
afternoon, chiquita.

Jenny Keaton, armsfolded, black booted foot resting on the smallest of
her three suitcases, was standing close beside the gate. "Didn't |
mention earlier, Gomez, that | redlly don't like to be kept waiting?'

"Youdid, 9, "he acknowledged while showing histicket to the Slver
plated robot at the gate. "The reason | remember that is-because |
treasure every singleword that falsfrom your lovely lipsand |
preserve them in the scrapbook of my memory.”

"Youtruly arefull of crap,” observed the Interna Security Office
agent. She nodded down at her luggage. "Could you, maybe, lend ahand
with some of this?*

He grabbed up two of them. "I had assumed you were too fiercely
independent to want help of any kind."

Following him up dong the boarding ramp, Jenny said, "Why are you
making those annoying groaning noises?"



"Oh, it's nothing, bonita, "hereplied. "Ever sncel strained my

back lugging around those dazed goonsfor you, the lifting of severd
hundred pounds of superfluous baggage tends to cause me dreadful pain.
But don't |et it bother you."

"Y ou're worse than the reports say."

"| Srivetobe, 9."

A pair of pretty blonde android attendants welcomed them ii aboard and
guided them to their seats midway in the sky liner

After theluggage was stowed, Jenny settled into awindow seet.
"There's something I'd like to discuss with you, Gomez."
Hewas rubbing at aspot low on hisback. "Go ahead.”
"It'sabout Cardigan.”

"If you have any questions about Jake, ask Jake."

"I smply don't think the man should be working on this case."
"Theway | understand it, you don't think | should be either.”

"But youre Smply an annoying nitwit," shetold him. "Cardigan
though, is much too emotionaly upset to be at al objective about--"

"I've worked with Jake, off and on, for along time," hetold her.

"He's got atemper, sure, but he's adamn good investigator and--"

"Y ou know it's standard practice to take an agent off a case that

l

":. has anything to do with someone he was closdly involved with."
"That's not the way the Cosmos Agency doesbusiness,” hesaid. "And
now, in the interest of smooth sailing, | suggest that you quit nagging

and change thetopic."

"I'mnot anag,” sheargued. "Anyonewith more than a peanut for a
brain would redize that. Making useful suggestions doesn't--"

"Ceasethis," said Gomez quietly.

Jenny eyed him for afew seconds, then turned away to stare out the



window.



The gaunt young man in the long black overcoat sumbled.

Jake, the dip of paper clutched in his hand, was ahaf block behind
him. He dowed now, waiting for the young man to regain his balance
and continue on hisway.

Therain was growing heavier and immediately ahead of him aheavysat
blonde woman clicked on her forcefield umbrela

Jake's quarry was moving again, hurrying in alonglegged, jittery way.
The skirt of hisblack overcoat flapped and billowed.

From a sausage shop on Jake's right a plump man came hurrying He
clutched alarge plyowrapped parcd of soy wurst and engraved on his
bald, polished head was a bloodred swastika.

Up ahead the thin young man went scurrying around a corner.

Jake opened his hand and read the note again. "She's4ill dive.”

He wanted that to betrue. And if Beth were dlive, he had to find
her.

"But she can't be," hetold himsaif.

He'd seen her die, seen the damn explosion on the damn vid screen.
"That could' ye been faked," he reminded himsdlf insde hishead.
Unlikedly, though. Just because you wanted something to be true, thet
sureashell didn't mean it was. Beth's murder and the degths of the
othershad dl been investigated. By the Berlin police and by severd
United States agencies.

"But they haven't been investigated by me."

The young man in the black overcoat had entered asmall park.

A rundown, weedy square with arusted metallic arch risng up at its
center. Spelled out on the archin dim, dusty plazbulbs was

UNTERGRUNDSTADI.
Jake could hear the rusty metal gate creak open from across the way.

The man hewasfollowing pushed through the old gate, headed down the
shadowy stairway beneath the arch.

When Jake reached the staircase, he heard footsteps come echoing up
from underground.






Easing his stun gun out of his shoulder holster, he dipped it into
hisjacket pocket and kept his fingers around the grip.

The metallic epswere part of anon functioning escalator system that
descended deep under the streets of Berlin. Every few yardsapae
bal of yelow light floated, barely pushing back the surrounding
darkness.

Therewasathick smell of damp earth al around and a prickly chill
hanging intheair.

Halting after held been climbing down for afew minutes, Jake listened.
He could 4till hear the footfalls down below him as someone moved
deeper into the rundown underground town.

After he'd dropped one more level down, he heard noise and saw lights
off beyond the stairway. People were laughing, arobopiano was
playing. The German wordsfor food, sausage, beer and sex floated in
theair, spelled out in twisted tubes of colored light.

He caught aglimpse of the young man as he ducked into a narrow saloon.
The name scrawled over the neo brick entrance in glochalk was
MAUXWURV

Cl, UB.

Hisright hand clutching the stun gun in his pocket, Jake pushed the
swing doors open with his|eft.

The room beyond was smdl, cold, smelling of mold and decay. All but
one of itsten small tables were empty and behind the bar stood alarge
robot bartender who'd long ago been painted crimson.

There was no sign of the young man Jake had been trailing. Occupying
the table nearest the doorway was a pink faced moustached man in agrey
auit. Hisfeathery blond hair was parted neetly in the middle and he

wore apair of rimless blue tinted spectacles.

Raising his copper tankard, he smiled at Jake. "Welcome, Herr
Cardigan. We have some good newsfor you," hesaid. "Ja, somevery
good news."



The day had dawned bright and clear in the Santa Monica Sector of
Greater LosAngdes. The sky buslet Dan Cardigan off at the edge of
the five acre campus of the SoCd State Police Academy and went
climbing back up into the brightening morning. Sinceit was so early,
Dan was the only cadet to disembark.

He showed his 1D packet to the robot guard at the high pl agti-glass
gates and was admitted. Dan strode along awide pathway that cut up
across a dtretch of fake grass passed the dorms and took him findly to
the domed Reference and Research Wing.

The chrome plated guardbot at the entrance made an amused sound.
"Exams are till two weeks off, Cadet Cardigan,” he pointed out.

"Y ou can't do too much studying, Casey."

Inside the early morning building Dan hurried up aramp to the second

level. He paused at adoor marked BACKGROUND & ID, glancing around. He
had the corridor to himsdlf and, after taking adow, careful breath,

he entered the large room.

A big copper plated robot was sitting, huge feet resting on apacking
crate, in awicker rocking chair. "Geeze, here comes moretrouble," he
observed.

"Nope, | just need asmall favor, Rex."
Rex/GK-30 swung hismetallic feet to the floor. "Do you know how many

grings| had to pull to get a soft job like thisone, Danidl? If |
keep letting you sneak in here to use the--"



"Thiswont take more than five minutes. Especidly if you quit
arguing about it and help.”

"My problem--one of them anyway--isthat I'm too darn amiable.” The
rocker creaked as he rose up out of it. "I knew your dad back when |
used to work over at--"

"What I'd likeisdl theinformation you have on aman named Larry
Knerr," Dantold him. "Currently hesworking for the GLA
Fax-Times."

"That rag." Rex/GK-30 went lumbering over to the bank of info screens
on theright hand wall of the high, wideroom. "They don't evenruna
chalenging crossword puzzle. | can dwaysfinishitin under three
minutes”

"What'simportant about Larry Knerr?" inquired ayoung woman's
voice.

Turning, Dan saw adim darkhaired girl sanding in the doorway and
grinninginat him.

"Get in here, Mally, and shut the damn door,” Dan said. "Whet the
hell are you doing--"

"Widl, | saw you go sneaking by my dorm window," explained Molly Fine,
who was nearly ayear older than Dan. "Slipping into my cadet

uniform, | followed you. Curiosity.” "Go away,” he suggested. "You

just now invited mein.”

"Actudly | wasinviting you to stop hollering Larry Knerr's name up
and down the hall," said Dan. "I'm not supposed to be using
these--"

"Il be my tokeinading if anyonetumbles" added the robot. "If
| wasn't such asoftie, I'd give you both the old heave ho

Molly eased closer to Dan. "Who exactly isLarry Knerr?' "Someone
I'minterested in." " Someone you met down in Brazil?"

Dan turned away from her. "Why do you keep nosing into my--"



"I'm your good friend, iswhy. Your pa, ahelping hand in time of
need. Stuff likethat."

"No, yourenot. | don't much like you and you don't much like

"| seethrough your act, Dan,” Mally assured him. ™Y ou pretend not to
care for me because you fed obliged to go on acting as though you were
gtill smitten with Nancy Sands. But, honestly now, she's at school way
the heck over in France and youre herein GLA. She hasn't even
communicated with you in any shape or form for nearly two and ahalf
weeksether."

He scowled at the darkhaired girl. "How do you know that?' "I'ma
detective” "You'reapolice cadet. Onewith amorbid interest in my
persona business.”

She shrugged, then rubbed her hands together. "L et's get to work,
shdl we?"

"Okay, shooing you off istoo much troubleand I'minahurry.” He
crossed over to therobot. "Rex, see what you can dig up about

Knerr."

The big robot nodded at one of the chest-high screens. "While you two
lovebirds were bickering, | located hisfile.”

The left hand side of the screen showed a selection of head shots of
the slver haired Knerr. On theright printed information was crawling

by.

"Now theres a coincidencefor you," remarked Mally, touching the
button that halted the crawl and then tapping aline of the copy on the
screen. "ThisKnerr, before Sgning up with the Var-gas news empire,
used to be employed by the highly successful

Ampersand Vidpix Studios.”

"S07?7" asked Dan.

She shook her head and made a disappointed sound. "Don't you know who
used to own most of Ampersand?’

"No, nope."

"The late Bennett Sands, father of your uncommunicative girl 125



friend, noted busi ness tycoon and notorious Teklord cohort,” said
Molly. "Sandswasn't exactly achum of your dad's either.”

Frowning, Dan read over theinformation on the screen. "Sandsis
dead, but..."

"We're going to have to dig alot deeper in Knerr's back ground,”
decided Molly. "Might so be agood ideato sart tailing the guy.
I'm not sureif we're ready to try any dectronic surveillance,

but--"

"We aren't going to do adamn thing," Dan informed her. "I'm

" going to work on this, you're going to quit as of now and leave me
entirdy done.”

Moally laughed. "No, I'm not."



The plump pink faced man gestured at the other chair at histable.
"May | buy you abeer, Herr Cardigan?”

"No." Jake sat, placed the note on the table top. After smoothing it
out, hedid it over toward theman. "You sent this?' "Ja" he
replied, smiling. "Who were you referring to?"

"We are both aware that | meant Beth Kittridge. Y ou certainly wouldn't
have come to such adisreputable sector of Berlin if you hadn't known

"Okay, enough bullshit," cut in Jake, leaning forward. "Who are
you--what do you know?'

Smiling more broadly, he answered, "I'm Ulrich Kreuz. The
journdig?"

"Haven't heard of you. Sorry."

Kreuz sghed. "Apparently I'm not especidly well known outside my
nativeland." He paused to sip at histankard of foamy beer. "I'ma
reporter with the Zeitung Agency and--"

"If you suckered me herejust to get an interview about Beth, you--"

"Nein, you don't comprehend. My news service represents the more
conservative factionsin Germany, factionsthat are currently out of
power," explained the reporter. "1 brought you here to pass aong some
information, Herr Cardigan.”



IIWI,V?I

"So that in pursuing the truth, you'l stir things up and cause the
current adminigtration considerable grief. That in turn ought to
provide mewith materia for afirst rate exposh.”

Jake studied the reporter's plump pink face, which had begun to
perspire. "Tell mewhat you know about Beth Kittridge."

"What | suggest you had better do is contact agentleman named Horst
van Horn. He--"

"Wait now, Kreuz. Van Hornisthe Director of the Berlin
Forensic Medicine Center."
"\b, 9(a1|>/'n

Jake said, "He headed the team that that performed the autopsieson...
onthevictims. |..." Jakecleared histhroat. "

read copies of hisreports.”
"Have adrink, please. 1t'll do you good, mein herr."

"No, thanks." Jake rested an elbow on thetable. "What about van
Horn?'

"According to my sources, which | believeto be quiterdiable,

Doctor van Horn resorted to fakery in the case of the autopsy report
dedling with Friulein Kittridge."

Iy

"What do you mean?" .,

"I have, you must realize, no proof of this" explained the reporter.
"Yet | am convinced that thereis a strong possibility that the woman
we saw coming to such aviolent end was not Beth

Kittridgea dl."

Jake felt a sudden pain spread across his chest. Grimacing, he reached
out and took hold of the other man'swrist. "They rana

DNA test on... on theremains. | saw the results," hetold Kreuz,

his voice no longer sounding exactly like hisown. "There can't be any
doubt that--"



"Youremissng thepoint.” Thereporter pulled hisarm free. "I

have been informed that van Horn falsified hisreport. Don't you
see?'

Jake sat back, feding as though held just stopped running.



Findly his breathing became regular and he said, "'I'd better have a
talk with van Horn."

"Anexcdlentides, ia" agreed Kreuz, smiling broadly.

The building Jake sought was around the corner from the New Reichstag.
He reached the lobby of the Forensic Medicine Center afew minutes shy
of fiveinthe afternoon. Thelobby waslarge, chill and grey.

One of the two black-enameled guard bots just insde the wide entry
doorsasked him, "Y our business, mein herr?' "I'd liketo talk to Dr.

van Horn." "Quiteimpossble.”

"Don't you want to know who | am before you tossme out?' "It has
nothing to do with who you are," rumbled the broad-chested got . "Dr.
van Horn is much too busy to see anyone from the outside.”

"Does he have a secretary?"

"Ja, of course.”

"Might | talk to the secretary?!

Both robots et out impatient, exasperated sighs. "Follow Path

6," ingtructed one of them, "over to Desk 4."

Jake did that and found himsdlf facing asilver plated ball headed
robot. "1'd like to set up an appointment to talk with Dr.

van Horn."
"Quiteimpossble”

"So | keep hearing,” hesaid. "Look, my nameis Jake Cardigan and I'm
an operative with the Cosmos Detec--"

"Ja, that'sdl here" The robot was consulting one of the smdll
greenish screens built into hismeta desk top. "We aso have anote
to the effect that you have been causing trouble, Herr Cardigan, ever
snceyou arived in Berlin."



"On the contrary, |'ve been on my best--" ™Y ou forced your way,
for example, into a detention center and contributed to the deeth of a
prisoner.”

"Hewasdying by thetime| got there."

The silvery robot shook hishead. Y ou have been advised to leave
Berlin," hesad. "Y e, quite obvioudy, you've ignored the--"

"I havetotak to van Horn. I'mtrying to arrangethisin apolite,
legd and open way," said Jake evenly. "If | don't get to seehim
here, then I--"

"Areyou threatening us, Herr Cardigan?”’

Grinning thinly, he answered, "Nope, smply stating my postion.”
"Y ou can not see the doctor," the robot told him. "If you refuseto
leave a once, well summon sec botsin sufficient numbersto gect

you."

"Okay, I'll depart,” said Jake, turning away. "But I'm going to talk
to van Horn--eventualy."



Gomez emerged from the bathroom of Jenny's mini chaet nodding.
"That'sthe last room," he said as he dropped asmdl gadget into his
jacket pocket. "No bugs or other eavesdropping equipment in any of
your--"

" told you aready | swept the whole darn place with my own gear,” the
blonde agent said. She was standing by one of the parlor's leaded
windows, looking out at the River Aarefar below. "It's perfectly safe
totak here”

Out in thefading sky aMunicipad Atmosphere sky van flew by, soreading
atificia snow over thecity.

"I havethefeding our advent in Bern may've been anticipated.” Gomez
settled on the edge of her bed. "That's why | wanted to make doubly
certain that nobody--"

"Worry about your own mini chadet When | say my rooms are safe, you
can trust methat they are.”

Gomez drummed hisfingers on the bed. "According to theitinerary we
got from the Amazing Otto, the Bonecas and their mechanical puppets
will be showing up inthetown of &. Norbert tomorrow afternoon,” he
said. "That's about an hour from here by land car so--"

"Yes, fing" shecut in. "Y ou take care of renting usa car and well
plan to leave here about two tomorrow afternoon.”

"Y ou seem restless and preoccupied, chiquita.”



"I haven't had a chance to unpack yet--and | like to take a nap after
anair trip," sheexplained, still gazing out into the growing dusk.

"Why don't you come back in... oh, about two hours, say, and we'll go
to dinner. Aslong aswere stuck with each other, we may aswell make
the best of it."

L eaving the bed, the detective crossed to the door. " See you two hours
hence"

Whigtling softly, he walked out of her mini chdet and dong the
flagstone path, which was dotted with new falen snow, to hisown

"l
mini chalet next door.

"Better keep an eye on that mujer,” he advised himsdf. "If shedips
away, it'll beagood ideato tag dong."

Helet himsdf into his shadowy parlor.

Gomez was waking toward the bedroom when afaint humming began at the
far Sde of theroom.

Then the beam of astun gun hit him squarein the chest.

As Jake entered his hotdl suite, the vidphone started buzzing. Heran
over to the phoneacove. "Yeah?' The screen remained blank. "Jake
Cardigan?' "That'sme, yes" He sat facing the screen.

There was a silence that lasted ten seconds or more. "Ja, you appear
to be Cardigan.”

"I am, but who the hell areyou?'

Very gradudly an image formed on the screen. A grey haired man of
about fifty, with anestly trimmed beard, was Sitting in front of a
blank grey wall. "I understand that you tried to obtain an interview
with me earlier today," hesaidin hisquiet, dightly nasd voice. "
regret that you were treated rudely. Y et you must understand that it
wouldn't have been wiseto--"

"ThenyoureDr. van Horn?"

"Ja, and | desireto talk with you, Herr Cardigan.”



Jake leaned forward. "Do you know something about Beth
Kittridge?'

Van Horn nodded. "The autopsy report, which | understand you've read,
was not exactly truthful

"Isshe." isBethdive?'

"[ regret that | wasforcedto..." He hestated, then glanced

nervoudy around. "1'm not certain how safe my vidphoneis. Canyou
cometo my homein an hour?' He gave Jake an address.

"Sure, but is she--"

"l can't talk any longer." The screen turned blank again.

The sky cab set Jake down beside asmall park near the Branden-burger
Tot. At the center of the misty night park a concert was being held on
an illuminated bandstand. The crimson-clad robot musicians, who were
playing abrassy martial piece, seemed to befloating in the fog.

Somewhere, unseen, asmall dog was yapping angrily.

Hands thrust down deep in histrouser pockets, Jake cut across the
roadway.

Dr. van Horn's house had a high wrought-iron fencerising up in front
of it. The gate was partidly open.

Jake hurried up the path toward the front door of the narrow two-story
townhouse.

The door swung silently open as he reached the top step of the porch.
"Comein, pleass," invited the voice of the household compurter.

Jake crossed the threshold and entered a softly illuminated hallway.

To hisright the door of the living room did open. "In here, if you
please, Herr Cardigan.”



The parlor was brightly lit by dozens of floating globes. Sitting
inametdlic chair, with alarge bloody lazgun wound dashing across
his chest, was the body of Dr. van Horn.

"Jake," said someone from the hdl, "why did you kill this poor man?'



The second time Dan glanced at the viewindow of his seesideliving
room, she was staading out there.

Sim and sraight on the twilight beach. Mally grinned, waved and then
pantomimed arequest to be let into the condo.

He gave aresigned hunch of his shoulders, beckoning her to come around
to the front door.

"Letthisgirl in," hetold the front door.

"Very wdl, Danny.”

"Hey, I'm not akid. Cal me Dan from now on."
"Very well, Dan."

The door whisked open and Mally entered. "Was that your house computer
you weretalking with?'

llYm.ll
"It's sort of pretentious--a British accent.”

"It happens not to be British, miss," the computer informed her. "But
rather New England professorid.”

"Pretentious, whatever the heck it is. Can you order it to keep ill,
Dan?'

"Don't interrupt for awhile," he said toward the nearest speaker
outlet.

"I trust | know my place, r.”

Dan was studying the darkhaired young woman with his|eft eye
narrowed. "Why exactly did you come over, Molly?'



"Havel ever told you how many guys at the academy are goofy inlove
withme?'

"No, and there's no need--"
"Over adozen."

"| guessthere might be at least adozen loons at school. What's your
point?'

"That you're darn lucky | honor you with my company.” She sat on the
sofa. "Thisthing is about as comfortable as adab of neo crete

"What do you want?"

"We're teamed up on a case, remember?’

"No, wearen't. I'm doing research on--"

"Do you know much about how avalancheswork?"

"l understand the basic principle, yeah."

"Well, it'd be agood ideaif you start thinking of me as an avaanche
inyour life" sheadvised him, grinning. "I'minevitable and sooner

or later I'm going to knock you clean off your feet." "Ahum," said the
computer. "What?' asked Dan.

"Might we offer the young lady something in the way of refreshment?’
"No, but stand by to open the door when sheleaves" Laughing, Molly

reached into a pocket of her skirt. "1 came up with some material on
Larry Knerr for you,” she said, extracting afolded sheet of pale green

paper.
"What isit?"

"Record of dl the vidphone calls he made from his hotel while hewas
down in Rio de Janeiro."

"How the hl did you--"

"I'm persstent and persuasive,” she explained, holding out the sheet
of paper. "l can giveyou aquick summary of--" "Y eah, dlright, tell
mewho hecalled.”

"That should be whom," she corrected. "Just because you're planning to
be alawman, there's no reason--"



"Tel me Mally."
"Knerr madefive cdlsto ChinaVargas. Twoto her office at the
Fax-Times, three to her homein the BevHills Sector."

Dan sat onthearm of afat chair. "That's not especidly surprising,
sncethe guy worksfor her."

"And sx cdlsto Roddy Fickfair."
"The boy geniuswho runs Ampersand Vidpix?'

"That'stheone. Pickfair is, by theway, only about four years older
than you are."

"Knerr used to work for Ampersand,” said Dan. "Isthere anything odd
about his cdling the place?'

"Seemsto me strange that a man who used to work for Bennett

Sands would make so many callsto acompany that was, until recently,
controlled by Bennett Sands." She tapped the sheet on her bare knee.
"Knerr got in touch with Pickfair more than he did with his boss™
"Maybe he and Pickfair are buddies.”

Molly said, "Knerr dso placed three callsto Lorenzo Mingus.”

Dan stood up. "There are rumorsthat Mingus might be linked with the
Tek trade.”

"Mingusislinked."

"Which means Knerr could be linked, too,” he said thoughtfully. "Or it
could just be that Mingusis one of Knerr's news sources.”

"Or they may have been exchanging beauty secrets. | doubt i,
though." Rising, shereturned thelist to her pocket. "I noticed a
passable seafood joint about a mile down the beach. Can we afford to
dinethere?'

"| suppose o, but--"

"Good. | like dinner meetings better than these at-home gatherings.”

"WEélIl go to dinner, Mally," hesaid. "But then you're going to head
back to your dorm and promise not to keep butting in.

Okay?"






She asked, "Did you know, by theway, that your condo is being
watched?'

Ingpector Spelman, alazgun in hisright hand, cameinto theliving

room. "Y ou should have taken my advice and left town, Jake." He shook
hishead sadly. He was carrying an opague plyosack in hisleft hand

and heletit drop to thefloor. "Instead you remainin Berlin,

behaving like amadman. Y ou burst into the Forensic Medicine Center,
threaten poor Dr. van Horn. Then you came here and killed him,
apparently because you had the crazed notion that he'd lied about Beth
Kittridge."

Grinning, Jake sat on another of the metal armchairs. "Isthegun|
used in that bag?”

"Ja, dlong with the Tek kit that'll be found on your person.”

"And I'm not going to be in any condition to point out to anyone that
thiswasal rigged by you?'

"Nein, because you'll be dead, Jake. I'll have to shoot you to keep
you from attacking me."

Jake studied the policeman for afew slent seconds. "How long have
you been on the take, Rhinehart?"

"Let'ssay rather that I'm subsidized by certain Tek interests,”
corrected the inspector. "It's been nearly three years. My
affiliation began while you were away in the Freezer."

Jake said, "Y ou knew in advance that they were going to kill Beth."

"Ah, you admit now that she'struly dead?' Spellman chuckled. "I
thought perhaps we'd succeeded in convincing you sheld survived.”

"I want to believe that, yeah," admitted Jake. "And when your man
passed methat note, | did for awhile."

"But you don't now?"

"Not after the meeting with Kreuz."



"Waan't the man convincing? | mysdf thought--"
"Y ou were doppy there, using aringer instead of thered

Kreuz." Jake shook hishead. "Soon as| checked, | found out that the
true Kreuz isin London on astory.”

"That wasagamble.”

Jake |eft the chair. "Thiswhole thing has been for what? So you can
kill menow?'

"Y ou must keegp in mind, my friend, that | don't plan thesethings,”

said Spelman. "For my tastes, thishas dl been much too crud. But
someone--well, someone higher up--wanted you toyed with for awhile
before you werefindly executed.” "And they'retired of toying?'

"Apparently.”

"Well, I'll tell you," said Jake. ™Y our people pretty much foxed mein
Brazil, got me dloseto bdieving | was going to find Will

Sparey diveand well. But, shit--that won't work twicein arow.”

Inspector Spellman frowned. "If you suspected atrap, why did you walk
in here?'

"Because | wanted to see who'd spring the trap,” he answered.

"Now you're going to tell me who you're working for." Spellman
gestured with hislazgun. "Why should | dothat?' "Becausel'm going
to persuade you." Jake nodded toward the hal. "Comeonin and lend
me ahand,” he called.



Timecheck, carrying astun rifle cameinto the de adman living room.
"I'll give you twenty-seven seconds to drop your weapon,

Inspector,” the over coated Chinesetold him.
"I had two men hidden outside," said the surprised policeman.
"They should have stopped you from getting in here.”

"I wouldn't hire them again were | you--they're not too efficient,”
said Timecheck. "Y ou got twelve seconds | eft.”

Spreading hisfingerswide, Spellman let hislazgunfdl. "

underestimated you, Jake," he said. "It was assumed you'd rush right
over here as soon as our van Horn smulacrum contacted

" you. Instead you arranged for backup and--"

"Who are you working for?" Jake moved closer to him.

"You must redizethat | can't tdl you that.”

"Y ou haven't been paying close enough attention.” Jake grabbed hold of
the man's arms just above the elbows, shoved him back hard into the
wall. "You hedped kill Beth Kittridge. Now you're going to give me

the names of the peopleinvolved in that,

including your boss. If you don't--I'll smply kill you here and now
and find out what | have to know from somebody else.”

Spellman gave athin, broken laugh. ™Y ou're a decent man,
Jake," hesaid. ™Y ou don't daughter people smply because--"

"l used to be adecent man," corrected Jake. "That was when you knew
mein Greater LA yearsago. Sincethen, though, the



Teklords corrupted my wife, framed me and got me sent to the F)eezer
for four years. And now they killed thewoman | wasinlovewith." He
rested hisright hand on Spellman'sthroat. "I saw them kill her, saw

her blown to pieces. Hell, everybody saw it--it was on television.”
Hisfingerstightened dightly. "Tell mewhat | want to know, or so

help megod, I'll twist thelife out of you."

Theingpector made agagging noise. "All right, I'll giveyou the
names,” he promised, gasping. "But, please, Jake, take your hand of f
me"

Jake increased the pressure. "Not quite yet," he said.

Birds had begun twittering, sunlight was making itsway into Gomez's
bedroom.

He awakened to find himsalf clad in apair of purple pgamas and tucked
neetly into hisbed. "It'smagana,”" heredlized, "but thelast thing |
recal isnoche"

His head had that spongy fedling indde that follows being stun-gunned,
and most of his bones, notably his spine, ached. With extreme care, he
lifted the covers off himself and began the painful process of getting

out of bed.

The birds continued Singing in the sunny morning outsde hismini
chalet "Shut up, porfavor,” he requested in the direction of the
nearest window.

His clothes and boots, which someone had thoughtfully removed from him,
were arranged neetly beside his bed.

Gingerly, doing consderable wincing and cursing, Gomez got himsdlf
dressed.

At exactly 8 A.M. the voice of hischaet computer boomed out, Y ou
left awakeup cdl for eight A.M." Herr Gomez. It'stimeto arise.”

"I'vearisen." Heglanced up at the celling speaker. "About what time
did | leavethat request?’



"The request was made a exactly 10:47 .M. last evening and you
sounded, if | may be so bold asto mention it, as though you'd recently
returned from celebrating,”

"That's me, anotorious bon vivant. Thanks."

Very quickly Gomez gathered up his be ongings and dumped them dl into
hislone suitcase. Hisroom had been deftly searched, but nothing had
been taken.

Leaving the mini chalet he strolled over to len ny and tapped on the
door.

After nearly afull minute the door opened halfway and a plump grey
haired woman in aflowered robe peered out. "Ja?"

Gomez smiled, bowing dightly. "I'm conducting asurvey, Frau," he
informed her politely. "Isit safeto say you've never heard of Jenny
Keaton?'

"Who?'

"And were | to ask you how long you've been residing in this particular
chalet, your answer would be... 7'

"My husband and | have been here al thisweek," she answered. "Are
you thefellow who had the loud party last night?"

"Quite probably." Bowing again, he went aong the path to the centra
chdet of the hotdl complex.

At the registration desk he tossed his eectro key to the clerkbot.
"Checking out, Herr Gomez?"

"With reuctance,”" he answered. "Would | be correct in assuming that
you have no record of aMiss Jenny Keaton having been registered
here?'

The robot touched a keypad, then looked at one of the screens mounted
onhisdek. "That'sright."

Gomez nodded, got afresh grip on his suitcase and took hisleave.

He walked three blocks through the bright morning city before he was
satisfied nobody wastailing him. Then hewent into aland car rentd
office and picked up avehicle.

When he reached the outskirts of Bern, Gomez pulled into a



parking lot bes de a sprawling restaurant with steeply danting red
tileroofs. He dipped into one of the vidphone booths that sat next

to the place and made acall to the Cosmos Detective Agency in

l.

Greater Los Angeles.

Bascom himsalf answered. "Y ou look frazzled,” he observed.
"Contact your Internal Security chum,” suggested Gomez.

"Let him know that Jenny K eaton disappeared from her hotdl in

!

Bern, Switzerland, sometime between dusk last night and dawn
'thismorning."

"Who's responsble?’

"Noidea, jefe," replied Gomez, shrugging. "Could bethe lasswas
snatched by members of the opposition or she might have arranged her
vanishing hersdf. The residents and the management are pretending she
was never thereat dl and | don't have the time or temperament to play
that kind of game.”

"What are you planning to do?

"I'm heading for thetown of St. Norbert to seeif | can catch up with
the Boneca bunch."

Bascom eyed him. "And you don't feel obliged to linger in Bern to lead
the search for the missng damsdl?!

"Somebody stun gunned me at sunset last night,” he explained.

"It'sjust possible that the missing damsdl arranged that. But

whatever the case may be, | don't intend to schlep around Bern devoting
mysdf to the problem.”

"Y ou're not as sentimenta asyou used to be" said his chiefi

"That'svery true," agreed Gomez. He hung up and hurried back to his
land car



Timecheck rolled up the deeve of hisovercoat to consult hisarm.
"Your Maglev Expressfor Viennawill be departing in eight minutes and
twenty-two seconds,” he told Jake, nodding at the deek silvery
passenger car that stood next to the underground platform.

"That isif it Sicksto its 9:13 A.M. departure time.”
"You didn't have to see me off."

"I want, hey, to impress you with my versdility,” explained the

Chinese. "Y ou have long known me as a dependable source of info. Last
night, though, after | served in that tried and true capacity, | helped

you get the drop on Assistant Inspector Spell 1 Tlan."

"And | appreciate your helping out in that emergency.” "Today I'm here
to see you get your butt safely clear of Berlin," hesaid. "1 hopeyou
didn't mind my scramming last night before the cops arrived.”

"Nope, not &t al.”
"Everything turned out okay, didn't it?"

Jake said, "Y eah, Spellman decided to confess his Tek affiliation to
Ingpector Hauser when he arrived. Though he didn't give him the names
he gave me--not yet. Spellman isin custody--and I'm freeto go to
Viennato hunt down the people he says he wasworking for. | should
beet the copsto them.”

"Y ou better be damn careful," cautioned Timecheck. "It's near certain
that some of those guys are going to be expecting you."



"I'm prepared for that."

Helooked at hisarm again. "Three minutes and forty-six seconds
left,” Timecheck announced. "Y ou better hop on board.”

Jake picked up hissuitcase. "Thanksagain.”

"You put on aterrific act last night, you know. | wasimpressed,” he
told Jake. "When you told Spellman you'd kill him if he didn't talk,
that sounded convincing ashell.”

"I'm not certain | wasacting." Jake stepped aboard the train.

By the time he reached the little mountain town of St. Norbert,
Gomez's head was no longer full of fuzz. Nearly dl the aftereffects

of having been knocked unconscious by a stun gun the night before had
faded, too, except for amild pain that worked its way up and down his
spine now and then.

He parked hisrented land car at alot near the town square. After
charging the parking on hisBam card, he inquired of the robot
attendant, "How do | get to the Electro Thesatre?'

"That'squite ample," answered the mechanical man, pointing downhill.
"Y ouwak aong thislane until you cometo the Blume Fountain, then go
left for three blocks. That will put you a the Abendma Fountain. You
go down the dleyway to theright for five blocks, cross Soldat Square
and turn into Schlummer Road.

Y ou'l find the Electro at the end of that."
"Much obliged, gracias.”

Themidmorning ar was crisp and clear. Rising up dl around the town
were the white capped peaks of the Bernese Alps.

"Impressive," decided the detective as he strode dong the imitation
cobblestones of the roadway.

He caught up with aparty of ten middieaged tourists who were being
escorted through the town by awhite-enameled robot guide wearing a
bright Tyrolean hat.

Gomez skirted the group, passed them and walked on briskly to the
fountain. At its center rose ametallic obelisk somethirty feet



high. Hundreds of glittering multicolored meta flowerswere twined
around the column, and in the pool at its base dozens of red fish
flashed in the pale blue water.

Turning left, Gomez started walking rapidly toward his next landmark.
When he passed a narrow cafe, the mingled scents of cocoa and cinnamon
pastries caused him to dow his pace and recall that he hadn't asyet

had breakfast.

A plump android in awhite suit and high chef's hat waved a him from
the doorway, beckoning himin.

"Busnessfirg," caled Gomez, continuing on hisway. About ablock
beyond the next fountain, he began to suspect he was no longer heading

intheright direction. At the corner he spotted a uniformed robot
patrolman.

"I'm seeking the Electro Theetre," hetold the mechanical cop.

"Oh, ja," said therobot. "That used to be only afew short blocks
from here"

Gomez blinked. "Used to be?!
"It blew up."
"When did that occur?"

The robot consulted hiswatch. "Approximately two and ahaf hours
ago," hereplied.



On the vidwall screen the Electro Thesatre exploded again, sending
fire, thick sooty smoke and great jagged chunks of meta and
plastiglass erupting up into the clear morning.

"Hold it there." Gomez stepped up closer to the wal and pointed at
the lower right hand corner of the screen. "Thisisthe person| was
dludingto."

"Ja, of course," said Sergeant Dibble of the St. Norbert Town Police.
"I didn't notice her on the prior viewing."

" She seemsto be wearing some sort of religious outfit.”

"Moritz, what isher nameagain?' the sergeant inquired of the robot
officer who was seated at one of the small office's two desks.

"Sigter Jonquil. The dear young lady had been cdling at the theeter,
collecting for charity, just prior to the explosion.”

Thevidwall picture continued. "L ooksliketheforce of the explosion
knocks her over," said Gomez.

"Mogt unfortunate.”" The chubby sergeant tugged at a corner of his
bristly moustache. "She was quite shaken up.”

"Serioudy injured?’

"We're anticipating that she was not, Herr Gomez. But sheisat the
Wayfarer's Hospitd just now for observation--Moritz, be sure to phone
later to ask about Sister Jonquil's condition.” "I intended to.”

The film ended and Gomez asked, " Thisfootage, you said, was taken by
your monitor camera sysem?”



"We have robocams that circulate through the town, feeding pictures
back here to our central monitor screens. That way we keep track of
what'sgoing on al across St. Norbert."

"This snippet you've so kindly screened for me," mentioned the
detective, "isnot especialy lengthy. 1t doesn't show anyone entering
the theater, not even Sister Jonquil."

Nodding ruefully, the sergeant replied, "Because of our last budget
cuts we can't keep the cameras running dl thetime.”

Gomez leaned againg thewall. "Have you determined what caused the
exploson?’

"Not yet," answered Dibble. "We're certain it wasn't an accident.”
"What about the Bonecas?' "Alas" sghed Moritz. "Dead?’

Dibble said, "We found the remains of two people, aman and awoman, in
the ruins of the theater, a ong with the remains of sometwenty five or

S0 mechanica puppets. It hasn't yet been determined if the bodies are
those of Bonecaand hiswife." "They arent anywhere else," reminded
Moritz.

"True. The puppeteersleft their hotdl, apparently headed for the
theater, agood hour prior to the exploson. Thereis no trace of them
anywherein town."

"Where'sthe Wayfarer's Hospita |ocated?"

After giving him directions, the police sergeant asked, "Why isthe
prestigious Cosmos Detective Agency interested in this pair of
wandering players?'

"It'saroutine insurance matter,” Gomez lied. Smiling a them, he
eased toward the door.

Gomez frowned over the top of the bunch of yellow plazroses hewas
carrying. "Areyou sure, doctor?"



The handsome blond android physician nodded. "We advised her to
remain herelonger,” he said, "but sheinssted on sgning hersdf out.
She had to get back to her convent at once.”

The lobby of the Wayfarer's Hospital waswalled with pl asti glassand
afforded a sweeping view of Alpine pesks.

Gomez let hisbouquet swing down to hisside. "'l don't suppose
Sger Jonquil mentioned which convent she was efiliated with?' The
android medic said, " ou know, shedidn't." "What did she leave
in--land cab or sky cab

"Asamatter of fact, she persuaded one of our robot internsto fetch
her own land car which shed Ieft at her hotel parking lot.”

"Do you know where she headed from here?!

"Downhill isal | saw," said the doctor. "Y ou seem, mein herr,
most eeger to find her."

"| fed asudden need for religious guidance," explained Gomez,

handing him the flowers. "Give these to somebody who doesn't have

"Why, thank you. Y ou intend to try to find her?"

"l planto, yes."

"It'l be next to impossible, won't it?"

"Itll be," said Gomez, "chdlenging."

Ten of the robot dogs started barking when Gomez entered the shop.
"Quiet, you fiendd" cried the proprietor of SnoHounds, Ltd.

"Stop that nerve wracking din!"

"I'min search of Helmut Kolb, Jr.," shouted the detective. The

proprietor, alean, balding man in hisfifties, came out from behind
hisdesk. "They're not supposed to bark likethis" he said

gpologeticdly. "Slencel”

There were fifteen mechanica dogs, most of them S. Bernard size, in



the small showroom. Each chrome plated mechanica anima occupied its
own pedestd. Seven of the largest continued to bark in degp tinny
VOICes.

"IsHelmut Kolb, J." heredbouts?’ asked Gomez loudly. "Just a
moment, mein herr. "The owner yanked out a stun gun Gomez pulled his
sun gun aswell. "If you're contemplating--" "Nein, nein, reax. |

merdly usethisto control thoseidiotic tin hounds," he explained.

"Look, you devild Y ou seethisgun? Stop your yowling a once!™

All but one of the robot dogs turned silent.

A hugeglistening one, glaring directly at Gomez, kept on gruffing
loudly.

"l warned you!" The proprietor fired.

The beam hit the big mechanica dog in the chest. He ceased barking,
his mouth sngpping shut with aclang. Then, after taking three wobbly
steps backwards on his display pedestal, he teetered and fell. He
smacked the showroom floor with an echoing thunk.

"No wonder business has been so rotten.” The owner holstered his gun.
"Nobody wantsto rent amountain guide dog who is so rowdy andill
mannered

Glancing from the fallen SnoHound to the balding man, Gomez said, "l
wastold | could contact Helmut Kolb, Jr." here "What amistake
that was" "Which?'

"Naming that lazy lummox after mysdlf." Returning to hisdesk, he
perched onitsedge. "Makesit much more difficult to deny he's

mine"

"Ishe here?’

"What did you want with him?"

"An informant of mine suggested--"

"Never mind, it would probably break my poor old heart to learn what
sort of new mischief hesupto,” sad Helmut Kolb, Sr. "Although, |

must say, you don't appear to be as seedy and disreputable as the usua
lowlifeswho come hereto consult my boy.”



"Gracias. Whereishe?'

The owner pointed at agreen door behind him. "Through there.”
"Much obliged."

"| don't suppose you'd be interested in hiring a SnoHound? |

can giveyou aterrific discount.”

"l won't have time for any mountain climbing thistrip.”

Gomez crossed to the door. "Otherwise I'd be tempted.”

"I didn't think you'd want one. Nobody does."

Gomez went through the doorway, aong anarrow corridor and into a
smd| square room jammed with electronic equipment, computer terminas
and saverd animated pinup paintings.

Hemut Kolb, J." wasafat young man of thirty, wearing aflowered
shirt and whitetrousers. He sat inading chair scowling at the

eclar hewasholding in hisleft hand. "Y ou're Gomez, right?"

"l am."

"l wastold you'd drop by. Smell this"" He held out the eclair.
Gomez obligingly took asniff. "And now?' "Smdlsgdetome”

Gomez sdtled into achair. "I wastold you're the only gent intown
who--"

"It doesn't amell saeto you?'

"Not intheleast. What | want is--"

"I'll risk it then." Theyounger Kolb took asubgtantia hite.
"Tastesstde" Heset it atop adatabox "My feeis $500."

"Theratel heard was--"

"But you didn't hear that from me."
"$475." "$450."

"Done. What do you want to know?"

"I'minterested in the peregrinations of ayoung lady who left



. Norbert afew hoursago in arented land car Gomez provided



the fat young man with a description of Jenny Keaton and her car.
"'She's been using the name Sigter Jonquill of late, but | imagine shélll
have shed it by now."

"Even sdethat wasn't S0 bad." Helmut picked up the eclair and
finishedit. Hethen put on apair of opague gogglesthat were
equipped with massive earphones.

After roughly sixty seconds one of the screenson the far wall started
blinking abright red. A smulated photo of Jenny, dressedinasmple
grey skktsuit, appeared on the screen.

"Thatisshe 9."

Removing the goggles and earphones, Helmut touched akeyboard at his
[]8

From a speaker dangling near Gomez's left ear came a hollow rasping
voice. "Thiswoman, caling hersdf Jillian Kearny, left the

Bern sky port seventeen minutes ago.”

"Bound for where?'

Out in the showroom nine of the robot dogs started barking loudly.
"The destination of her sky liner isVienna, Audtria”

The barking increased in intengity.

Hemut Kolb, Sr." yelled, "Look out! They..."



Jake'sland cab let him out near the Schwarzenbergplatz. 1t wasa
clear windy day in Viennaand most of the tables at the outdoor cafe
acrossthe way were unoccupied. A highly-polished silver waiterbot
stood idly in the doorway and from inside the place amplified zither
music was drifting.

Crossing the street, he went through the narrow doorway of the
three-story brick building next to the cafe. Jake climbed the
staircase to the second floor, walked a ong the corridor to the door
labeled JOHAN GEWITTER, ACCOUNTANT.

A scan cam over the door looked him over. A mechanical voice greeted,
"Welcome, mein herr." The meta door clicked, swung open.

Jake entered the office. ™Y ou're Gewitter?"

A handsome blond man of about forty sat behind the white desk, smiling
a Jake from thefar Sde of thewhite office. "I'm not hereright

now," hesaid cordidly, "but thisfirg-rate android s mulacrum will

be happy to take care of your any need.”

Moving afew steps closer to the sm, Jake asked, "When will you be
back?'

The android inquired, "Y ou're Jeke Cardigan?”
"Yesh"

"Sit down, Herr Cardigan,” heinvited, pointing a atiff white chair.
"Timecheck phoned to tell usyou'd bedroppingin. I'm not



here, but Sonny Boy is more than capable of handling your problem.”
"Y ou're Sonny Boy?' Hefrowned at the android and remained standing.

"Hisidea, not mine. Sit, please" said the smulacrum. "Actudly I'm
smarter than Herr Gewitter--and | don't have an ulcer."

"Even o, I'd prefer--"

"He'sout of town," explained the android. "An accounting job for a
bunch of swindlersin Salzburg.”

"l cant wait."

"L et me assure you that I'm equipped to handlethis” Heheld up his
right hand. "Besideswhich, I've been especidly designed to interface
with dl thisfird-rate equipment.” He gestured at the computer
terminasand info screens built into two of thewhitewals.

Jake sat, tentatively, in the fiff white chair. "I haveto

contact--and question--a gent named D. E. Nigter," he said, mentioning
the name he'd persuaded Inspector Spellman to passalong. "He'sa
professor of Technobiology at the Austrian Academic Network."

"And aso connected with the largest Tek cartdl in Europe” The
Gewitter android tapped a sheaf of papers atop the desk. "I did some
back grounding soon as Timecheck contacted me."

"Fromwhat | learned in Berlin, | suspected asmuch.” Jake leaned
forward. "By now it's possible that Professor Nister suspectsI'm
interested in him. | need ardliable informant, which Timecheck
assured meyou are, to help mefind out where the prof might hole

up.”

"That'sachdlenging problem,” said the android. "Nister doesn't
broadcast from the regular AAN studios. In addition, hislecturesfor
the past two days have been repesats.”

"Where do they originate?'

"From aprivate studio in hishome near the Riesenrad.”



"But hésnot at home?"
Tapping the report, the sm answered, "Not according to my sources.”
"Then we haveto find out where heis."

"Exactly, mein herr." Theandroid left hischair to walk to the

nearest wall. "Earlier | sent out some discreet queries” Heinserted
his forefinger into asocket benesath one of theinfo screens™Any news
that's comein during the past few minuteswill automaticaly be
transferred from hereto my brain. Then | can tel you what--"

"Wouldn't it be smpler for mejust to read it off--"

"Nein, this particular capacity cost agreat deal. Not to make use of
it would... Gott/"

Suddenly the screen turned bright red. The socket crackled and
Sputtered, the android's hand began to glow and throw off an impressive
shower of gold and yellow sparks. Hisentire body stiffened asherose
up on histoes and commenced howling.

His eyebdls melted and went splashing down his cheeks. Hisblond hair
stood straight up and then burned swiftly away to soot.

Hewas flung back from thewall.

The burned-out android fell back onto his desk, dropped to the floor
and lay on hissde, twitching and kicking.

His mouth snapped open and he started spewing out twists of
bright-colored wire, tiny coppery cogs and steaming spurts of greenish
all.

Jake grabbed the report up off the desk and thrust it into a pocket.
Pivoting, he ran to the door and into the hal. "Lookslikeit'sgoing
to be tougher than | thought to arrange a chat with the professor,” he
reflected as he hurried for the Sairs.

The Neptune Cafe was built out over the Pacific Ocean and the night
surf hit low at itstinted plastiglasswalls. Dan had left Molly



inabooth in the central dining area.and made hisway to avidphone
booth.

He called the offices of the Cosmos Detective Agency. When arobot
showed on the screen, Jake's son said, "'l want to leave a message for
Wadt Bascom. Ask him if--"

"Don't be shy, lad." Bascom appeared on the phone screen "Ask me
directly.”

Dan asked, "Do you have somebody watching me?'
"What makesyou ask?'

"Do you? Becauseif you dont, then somebody--" "Describe this aleged
tal."

"Widl, actudly | haven't seen him mysdf. But afriend of mine--not a
friend exactly, somebody from the academy--afellow student. She
spotted him near the condo, keeping an eye on the place,” explained
Dan. "A dim man, about thirty, short-cropped blond hair. He one of
yours?'

"Yep, that's McCay," admitted Bascom. "Who's the young lady who
noticed him?"

"Oh, Mally Fine. Basicdly she'sanuisance.
"But perceptive.”
"| suppose so. Why do you--"

"Y our father's concerned, Dan. Soam . That'swhy | have
operatives-"

"If it'sal the sameto you, | can take care of mysdlf,” Dan assured
him. "So you can retire McCay and whoever else you assigned to

babyst."”
"It'd be smarter to keep--"
"lsn't necessary."

"Very well." Bascom nodded amiably. "From now on you're on your own.
Okay?'

"Thanks, yeah."

Back at the booth Dan said, "It was one of the Cosmos operétives.
Sort of anursemaid that my dad thought | needed.”



"And?' asked Mally.



"Bascom's cdling him off," hesaid. "He dso suggested that we quit
playing detective."

"How'd he find out about that'?."

"He'sadetective, too," reminded Dan. "Anyway, | think | will give
thisup. Too dangerousand | ought to be concentrating on my academy
work. So from now on, Mally, | won't be needing your help.”

Moally smiled. "Neither you or Bascom are especidly good liars," she
pointed out. "He'snot going to call off the surveil-lance-and you
arent redly planning to quit investigating Knerr." Her amile

widened. "Youll haveto do better than thisif you want to ditch

me"



The first one who came charging into the back room of the Sno-Hound
shop was a chrome plated robot wearing aknit cap and a crimson parka.
He held alazgun in each gloved hand.

Gomez was ducked behind aclutter of Hemut Kolb, Jr."s,

gadgets. Helmut, a considerable portion of him till visible, was
crouched to the rear of a stack of data boxes

The robot spotted him, aimed twin guns at his backside as he ordered,
"Onyour feet, fat ass

Gomez popped up, firing his stun gun at the intruding robot.

The beam proved sufficient to disable the mechanica man and he tumbled
over into the chair Helmut had recently occupied.

A booted foot stepped across the threshold and Gomez kicked out at
it.

Someoneydled, then abald youth in ablack jacket came ssumbling
in.

Gomez fired his stun gun again, Scooping up the unconscious youth, he
used him as a shield and went rushing out into the showroom.

He tripped over the sprawled proprietor, let go of the bald young man
just asthe other two intrudersfired their lazgunsin hisdirection.

The youth was diced in haf and then in quarters, but by that time
Gomez was shdltered behind the meta counter.



He scuttled along the floor, reached one of the barking robot dogs on
itspedestd. Swiftly he punched out ingtructions on the hound's
control pand. "Sic'em," he ordered.

Growling ferocioudly, the big metalic dog legped from his pedestal and
graight at the bearded man who wasin the act of swinging his ebony
lazgun toward the scurrying Gomez.

The hound hit the big man full in the chest with both meta forepaws,
knocking him off baance. Thelazgun crackled, digging adeep zigzag
rutintheceling.

Thefina intruder was a copper plated robot who stood near the door to
the street.

By the time the bearded gunman hit the floor, Gomez had successfully
programmed two more of the SnoHounds to go into action.

They both charged the robot, knocking him to the floor before he could
get hisgun trained on the dodging detective.

Gomez bounded across the floor, kneeled next to the fallen got and
fired hisstun gun a him.

Then, retrieving the bearded man's dropped lazgun, he squatted beside
him. Therobot hound was till holding him down with his metd paws.

"Okay, hombre, who sent you?"

All the other robot hounds were barking enthusiagtically and the

bearded man asked, "What did you say, asshole?' Gomez shouted, "Who
hired you?' "Up your gazoo grease ball

Gomez jabbed the barrel of the lazgun into the downed man'sside.
"Hereshow | see your immediate future, cabrén,” hetold him. "After

you get out of the hospitd, you'll--"

"Bullshit, you won't use that lazgun on me. Y ou're acop and your code
of--"

"Porfavor, alow meto conclude my dire prediction,” requested

Gomez, shoving the gun deeper into hisside. ™Y ou'll be heading for
the hospital not because of me, but because this enormous



perro is going to chomp some extremely essentia parts of your
anatomy. | can program him to--"

At that point another of the dogs jumped from his perch, galloped over
and sank histeeth into Gomez's thigh.

Hegaveaydl of pain, distracted.

The bearded man took advantage of that, kicking him in the midsection
and then rolling free of the other robot dog. He ran for the door,
pushed hisway out into the street.

Twisting, Gomez used his own stun gun again and managed to disable the
dog that was chomping on him. "Y ou picked a dandy timeto go berserk,”
he told the now immobile robot.

"They'redl likethat. You can't trust adamned one of them.” Helmut

Kalb, S." wasdtting up, touching carefully at the bloody lump on
hisforehead. "Who did these hoodlums come here to rough up--you or my
worthless son?!

"Me" Gomez got shakily to hisfeet. "I'll turn theremainsover to
the law, but the only human left who can talk is the one who scooted
away while Fido here was sinking histusksinto me."

Accepting Gomez's ass stancein risng off the floor, the senior Kolb
asked, "Areyou planning to vigt usregularly, mein herr?'

"If dl goeswell," Gomez assured him, "neither you nor Switzerland
will ever seethelikesof meagain.”



Gomez gave a hobbling jump to one side as athickset man with a spiky
red beard came stumbling backwards across the main concourse of the
Vienna Skyport toward him.

The man missed colliding with him and went tottering by, tripped over
somebody else's stting suitcase and fell on hisbackside with a
smacking thump.

A husky blonde woman of forty ran up, dealt the fallen man adisabling
chop to the neck. She clamped a set of electro cuffson him, gavea
satisfied nod and walked over to Gomez. "How come you're so gimpy,
Sid?" sheinquired as she held out her hand.

"I was recently bitten by arobot," he explained, shaking hands.
"Why'd you toss that hombre, Eva?"

"The walleyed sap tried to snatch my purse” explained EvaKraft,
waving at the robot security cop who was hurrying over. "Ancther one
for you, Hans"

The chrome plated robot tipped his police cap, gave an appreciative
chuckle and gathered up the purse snatcher "Wunderbar,” he
commented.

Gomez rested his suitcase and coughed into hishand. "You are, asyou
know, one of my favorite private operativesin al theworld,” he

assured the husky blonde woman, "and the Cosmos Detective Agency has
long relied on--"

"Don't go acting like agap toothed ninny, Sid,” she advised him.
"Comeright out and say that | embarrass you."



"It'sonly that | was hoping, chiquita, to make an unobtrusive
entranceinto your fair city." He picked up hissuitcase. "Having
enormous louts flung a my feet, I've found, tends to attract
atention.”

"It couldn't be helped,” the detective told him. "I was standing
there, blending artfully in with the hundreds of ninniesand smpswho
clutter up the sky port when that cross eyed sappo made atry for

rr]y__

"| appreciate your coming down to mest me." He started to limp toward
an exit ramp. "Have you found out anything about the activities of
Jenny Keston?"

"| started work on the project soon as you phoned from that dinky
tourigt trap in Switzerland.”

"And what have you--"

"| picked up thelittle ninny'strail. 1t wasn't dl that difficult,”
sad Eva. "She checked into the Hotel Freundlich on the
Augudtinersrasse. She's currently using the moniker Jolline
Kurtzman." "Bueno. Let'sget over there.”

"That won't do you any good, liebling. "They stepped out onto asky
car parking lot. The day wasfading and a sharp wind blew acrossthe
dusky area.

"Why not, Evita?"

"Because your friend Jenny--my car's the purple one over there--left
her hotdl after only fifteen minutes and took aland cab to the Dings
Flohmarkt near the K ettenbrfickengasse Maglev Station. That'sa-"
"Gadget fleamarket And?'

Evadowed, scowling. "Wdll, then something odd took place, Sd," she
replied, sounding both annoyed and perplexed. "Thelady flung a

wingding."
"Beamite more specific."

"She went bonkers, had afit, acted in ahighly irrational manner. She
ended up being hauled off by the medics.”

Gomez halted, asking, "Whereis she now?"



"They took the poor woman to the Berggasse Foundation,

which isaprivately owned loony bin, for observation,” said the
investigator. "l have some connections, so we may be able to spring
her from--"

"Nix. A little observation will do Jenny good. WEell get around :' to
her later,” said Gomez. "What | want to do, muypronto, is get to that
fleamarket We haveto find out whom she was trying to contact
there

Very quietly Jake lowered the butler to the floor. The android madea
faint thumping noise as Jeke arranged him on the thick carpeting of the
corridor.

Standing up and away, he glanced down the shadowy halway. Hisstun
gunwas held in hisright hand. Nodding to himsdlf, he continued

deeper into the townhouse. After turning abend in the hdl, he saw a
large rectangle of light up ahead on his|eft.

It was the open doorway of the studio he sought. Jake slowed his pace,
listening. Except for the soft hums and purrs of its various
mechanisms, the house was quiet.

Jake eased closer to the studio. He became aware now of footfallson a
bare wooden floor and then achair scraping in there. Halting just
short of the doorway, he brought his gun up to chest leve.

After ligening for another full minute, he tepped carefully into the
brightly lighted room. "Good evening, Frfiulein Roth,” he said.

The dender blonde woman didn't flinch. She smply pushed her chair
back from the keyboard she'd been working at and turned to look him
over. "You must be Jake Cardigan,” said MinaRoth. "I've seen
photographs of you."

"l imagineyou have" Hewaswatching her very carefully. Sheleft
her chair, crossing to alarge vidscreen onthewall. It



showed the glittering unfinished landscape painting she was a work
on. "l have aquite expensive security system.” Sheleaned back
agang thewadl, sudying him.

"I have consderable experiencein circumventing security sysems,” he
told her. "And in incapacitating robots, androids and assorted
sarvos”

"Isthere, Herr Cardigan, any specia reason why you've so rudely
intruded into my home?"

He moved closer to the artist. "Earlier today, before he was
destroyed, a Johan Gewitter android compiled areport for me on the
activities, professonal and otherwise, of Professor D. E. Nigter."

Sheamiled fantly. "Wasthislate mechanism ascandd columnist, a
private investigator or--"

"A supplier of information, stuff he gathered in unorthodox ways,” sad
Jake. "We're going to talk about Nister now."

"He'snot here. | have noideawhere heis," she assured him. "You've
invaded my privacy for nothing, Herr Cardigan.”

"Y ou happen to be the professor's current mistress, Frfiulein Roth. |
want you to tell mewheretheguy is."

"Why not contact the real Gewitter, wherever he may be, and seeiif he
can help you out?'

"He's decided to drop from sight.” Jake grinned bleakly at her.
"Yourethemogt likely source of informeation.”

MinaRoth returned to her chair, sat, rested her right hand on the
keyboard. "Nister never comes here," shesaid. "He hasn't contacted
mein severd days." Shetouched afew keysand a cloud was added to
the landscape painting. "I do hope that you didn't pay very much for
your information, sinceit'sfar from accurate.”

"Actudly, | didn't pay adamn thing for it. They fried the andy
before--"

"Enough!™ She'd popped the keyboard open and snatched out alazgun
from acompartment within.

Asshe spuntofireat him, Jake threw himself to theright.



He squeezed the trigger of his stun gun as hefdll, the beam hit her
just below her left breast.

The blonde gasped, bit her lower lip. Her arms and legs went rigid,
her eyes snapped shut.

Infdling, she smashed into the keyboard. That modified the painting,
causing explosions of scarlet light to gppear among the pine trees.

"Damn," said Jake, waking over and collecting her gun out of her
diffened fingers. "1 wanted to question her."

As he tucked the weapon into his jacket pocket, he scanned the large
room. Therewas avidphone gtting in an acove near the doorway.

Jake sat down at the phone. "Let'ssee" he said, "what you can tell
rre.ll



The Dings Flohmarkt consisted of a5-story-high atrium ringed with
wide ba coniesthat were trimmed with fat chromerailings and hundreds
of plastiglass light bubbles The ground level was given over to

vendors of math gadgets, nearly fifty of them hawking from booths,
kiosks, tables and stools.

"Mathatsl Mathats!" cried athin black man who was perched on a
rickety tin stool and holding achromed derby doft. "Placeit onyour
coco and in just seconds you'll be doing dgebraor...”

"Smallest calculator known to man!” offered a plump woman who was
wearing apolkadot scarf. "Size of aflyspeck."

"Out of theway, you lop eared ninny," suggested Eva, giving the
zealous vendor a shove that cleared her from their path. ™Y our chum
was up on Levd 2, Gomez, when sheflung her wingding." "Where
exactly?'

"Hey, you e ephantine bimbo, you knocked six of my ca culators out of
my mitt with that brutal and uncalled for shove." Thewoman wason
hands and knees, patting wildly at thefloor. "Finding six of the

tiniest calculatorsin theworld isno easy task. Why not Smply pay

me the $50 each that they're worth and well call--"

"Don't beawaleyed smp. | don't oweyou adamnthing." Evahated
and glared down at the woman. "Jenny was near the mechanicd dall
slers, Gomez, when--"



"How about you pay for just three of my flyspeck calculatorsand I'll
absorb the cost of --"

"How about | detach your nose from your pudding face?'

"Il trot onupto Levd 2, Eva" said Gomez. "Join mewhen you're
finished with thisfracas™

"It1l only take amoment or two." The husky detective started to roll
up her deeves. "Now, let's.."

Gomez hurried up theramp to the next level. He camefirst to the
sdlers of household gadgets.

"Tdking vacuum cleaners” offered ashaggy maninasmall lopsided
booth. "The perfect companion for alonely bachelor such asyoursdlf,
ar”

"I'm happily wed,” Gomez assured him, continuing aong.

"Pocket ice cube maker! No one should be without this handy device.
How about you, r?"

"You're absolutdly right. And | happen to have onein my pocket
dready.”

There were about thirty dealersin mechanica dollsand robot toys. At
alarge table on Gomez'sright adozen identical 2-foot-high blonde
little girl dollswere tapdancing in unison. As he passed thetable,

one of the curly headed dolls danced right off the edge and fell to the
floor.

Bending, heretrieved it. "Tak to your choreographer, chiquita,”
headvised. "You're... owl"

Something jagged beneath the dall's frilly skirt had scratched at his
hand. He set the doll back on the counter, fished out a plyochief and
dabbed at the small bleeding scratch and then moved on.

He hadn't noticed before that the next vendor was trying to unload
SnoHounds. Six of them sat on the floor surrounding the plump man.

"What atreet," exclaimed one of the dogs, "encountering you once
agan, Herr Gomez."

He stopped, frowning. "I didn't know you guys could talk."

"Tadk and sing," another assured him. "Also tap dance



"And do mah."
"Whll, nicemeeting you." Gomez took hisleave.

The next fleamarketeer had a counter covered with foot-high dolls that
were modeled after Jenny Keston.

"Now this hombre must know something," said Gomez aloud. "What'sthe
meatter, mein herr?'

"I'm trying to locate the mujer who posed for these," he explained,
noticing that the dolls had grown larger.

"Why don't you smply ask me, Gomez?' inquired one of thedolls.
"Can't you do adarn thing right?"

"Why not indeed." He picked it up, brought it closeto hisface.
"Where have you gotten to?"

"Mein herr, please, put that down. You'reliableto break it." "But
thisisafriend and associate of mine, so it's perfectly okay...
Anyway, grizzly bears aren't allowed to conduct businessin Austria
They can wadltz, that's perfectly dlright, but--"

"I mustinsg," growled the huge bear, who was coming around from
behind the counter.

Gomez ducked, got in under the swinging paws and started punching the
bear's furry midsection. "It'sokay, folks," he shouted, I'll take

care of thiscritter. No need to panic." "Ancther crazy person,”

cried thebear. "Help!" "Better summon the market patrol again.”

"I'll fetch them. Ach, such aday were having!"

As he struggled with the shaggy bear, Gomez thought, "Deus, isit
possblethat I'm flinging awingding?”

Then someone used astun gun on him.

Dan scanned the front page of the morning GLA Fax-Timesasit came
rolling out of thewall dot Before the second page was completely
printed, he was dressed and leaving the gpartment.

Rex/GK-30 groaned and lurched up out of hiswicker rocker



when the young man came hurrying into the Background & 1D room.
"Geeze, what aday thisis shaping up to be," he complained. "Now
what?"

Waving the fresh front page at the robot, Dan said, "Theres a charity
dance tonight at the Greater LA Civic Plazain the West-wood Sector--to
raise money for the Veterans of the Brazil Wars Fund.”

"Sol'veheard." Hesat again.

"It saysthat Larry Knerr and Roddy Pickfair will bethere. Aswdll as
ChinaVarges."

"Along with athousand other prominent citizensof GLA."

"Exactly," said Dan, "and some of them will bemy age. A few anyway,
so | won't stand out.”

Rex eyed him. "Let me see, kiddo, if | can hazard a guess asto what
you haveinmind," he said asherocked dowly in hischar. "You're
figuring to attend this shindig and mingle with the crush. Y ou'll keep
an eye out for Knerr and if he getsinto a conversation with anyone
interesting, such as Roddy Pickfair, you'll do alittle eavesdropping.
Maybeyou'll do it from a safe distance, using some sort of compact
electronic lisgening device."

"Yeah, I'll borrow one of my dad's. It'sno bigger than... Hey,

how come you guessed all this?!

"Guessing the obvious doesn't take one heck oralot of brains.”

The robot tapped hismeta skull with a coppery finger.

"Y ou could arrange everything easy, Rex, with dl that you have access
to," Dantold him. "Get my name added to the guest ligt, print up a
fakeinvitation that'll be good enough to fool them. Can you? Will
you?"

"What isthe purpose of al thistomfoolery?'

"I want to help my dad, you know that. I'm certain that Larry

Knerr isinvolved with what happened in Brazil--and probably in
Beth'smurder.”

Rex asked him, "Jugt oneinvite?"

"Sure, for me," answered Dan. "I don't intend to drag Molly






aong to something likethis. Shed smply futz up my
investigation.”

"Mally, bless her, isfar more generous and thoughtful than you." The
big robot picked a square of cream-colored paper off the top of a
packing case. "She had me run off two of these buggers. Onefor her
and onefor you."

"Molly," hesaid. "She'sdready been here?"

"At the crack of dawn," replied therobot. "Shetook her invite aong
with her and saysyou'reto pick her up at her dorm promptly at 8:30
tonight." He held out Dan'sinvitation toward him. "If | don't teke
her, shell go anyway.” "Without adoubt, kiddo."

I'll take her." He accepted the invitation.



"I'm darned disgppointed in you.”
Gomez groaned, but didn't open his eyes.

"Brains | wasn't expecting, though | was sort of hoping you might use
smple brute force to bust me out of here.”

Gomez groaned again. He was lying on something cold and hard, probably
afloor. Gingerly, hefdt atit. Yes, definitely afloor, ameta
one.

"Ingtead, you let them snare you, the same asthey did me. So now
we're both stuck.”

He opened his eyestentatively, saw Jenny Keaton crouched besdehimin
the smal grey room. Groaning once more, he shut hiseyes.

"Thisisnotimeto play possum.” She poked himin the Sdewith her
forefinger.

"Twice" he muttered in asomewhat rusty voice.

"Whatever are you babbling about?" asked the Interna Security
agent.

Unaided, he sat up. "Twicein the short time since I've met you,
chiquita, have | been felled by astun gun

"Well, | had nothing to do with it thistime."

"That'sacomfort.” Reaching out, he pressed his pam againgt the grey
metal wall. "Y ou aretaking credit, | notice, for my being zapped in



picturesque Bern, Switzerland." "I hired aloca operativeto
handlethat." She stood back out of hisway as he began the dow,
wobbly processof risng to hisfeet. "That wasasmplefied
deciSion, Gomez, and apractical one. Siddining you for afew hours
gave me the head start | needed.”

"And obvioudy you've done asplendid job." Hewas upright now, il
holding onto thewall.

"Asyou've adso ended up here, I'd say that neither one of us has done
especidly wdl."

He glanced around the small room, moving his head carefully so that
none of the pieces of broken crockery that seemed to be clogging his
skull would rattle. "A modestly furnished hideaway this."

Therewas no furniturein the blank walled room.

"Thisis, so | wastold, an isolation cdll in the Berggasse
Foundetion.”

"Thefact that you'rein hereisknown," he pointed out.
" Sooner or later some of your agent buddieswill spring you."

"I haven', because of the dightly unorthodox way I've been
operating--"

"They condder stun gunning your lovable colleagues as unorthodox, do

they?"

"I've not kept in close contact with anyone,” shesaid. "By thetime
they learn I'm here, | may be e sawhere.”

"Wherewill that e sewhere be?'

"I don't have the darndest ideg,”" Jenny admitted. "Theonly soul I've
talked to isarather mean minded nursebot who brought my lunch. If
you want to cal apple strudel and hot cocoalunch.”

Holding on to thewall, Gomez waked afew paces. "Did you actualy
get achanceto talk to the Bonecas?'

"Poor souls, yes." Shenodded. "They were blown to glory aimost
immediatdy after our conversation.”

"That explosion wasn't your work, wasit?"

"Of course not. Wedon't go infor murder or nation."



"Very humane. Stun hapless ops, but never--"
"Thisisavery rough busnesswerein.”
"Back to the Bonecas. What did you get out of them?”

"The name of the person who acted as go between for the person who
hired them to build that android replicaof Jake Cardigan,” she
answered. "They claimed, by the way, that they had nothing to do with
rigging the andy to function asakamikaze. They seemed decent folks,
some of their puppets were very cute and clever. Infact, it seemed to
me that--"

"Who hired them?"

"They were contacted while they were performing herein
Viennasomeweeksago. The agent'snameisHenrich Wener andin his
daytime cover identity he sdls eectric cats at the Dings Flohmarkt. |
was enroute to his booth, when--"

"How'd you persuade the Bonecas to confide in you?"

"I bribed them. They were very uneasy, sorry about what they'd gotten
mixed up in and afraid that someone might eventualy try to silence
them.”

"Did you talk to Weiner at dl?'

"No, | wasin the process of doing that when | started experiencing
some very unplessant hdlucinations. Y ou figured in them, to give you
some notion of how unplessant.”

Gomez sighed. "Then we don't know who was behind Weiner."

"The person you want is Professor Nigter," said avoice from the
ceiling speaker. "Y oull be seeing him shortly.”

Jake walked briskly along the twilight street. Hewasdressedina
conservetive business suit and carried amedical bag. When hewas
gl ahdf block from the entrance to the Berggasse Foundation,
someone caled to him softly from the shadows beside a decorative
tree,

"Hey, Cardigan.”



He stopped, frowning in the direction of the shadowy figure. "I

am much afraid, dear lady, that you've made some misteke," hesaid in
passable German. "I am Dr. Witmann, enroute to visit a patient of
mine a the--"

"How'd you find out about Gomez?"

Jake moved closer to the large tree. Overhead a sky van passed,
flashing bright lightsand playing loud brassy martia music. He

waited until it was some distance away, then said, "Isthat you,

Bva?'

"Quit behaving like anearsighted wampus, Jake," advised the hefty
detective. "Y ou saw mein Greater Los Angeles not more than two months
ago, when--"

"Tdl me about Gomez."

Shejerked her thumb at the 5-story domed building. "They've got him
locked up inside there someplace. Didn't you know?"

"| didn't even know hewasin Vienna."
"She'sin there, too. That skinny secret agent. Jenny Keaton."

Jake swung the medical bag againgt hisleg. “I'm fairly certain agent
named Professor Nister isholed up in there aswell."

"That polecat. |'velong suspected he's subsidized by one of the more
successful Tek cartels”

Jake requested, "Fill mein, briefly, on Sid and Jenny."

"I'm nothing if not terse.” She gave him a concise account of what had
been going on, concluding with, "I've been hanging around out here
casing the setup. Then | was going to contact gas com or--"

I'll take care of this."

"Need meto tag dong as backup?'

"Nope, wait out here. I'mgoinginasDr. Witmann."

"L et's hope you come out again,” she said.



"Much cozier than our former quarters,” observed Gomez, scanning the
room where they'd just been left by two burly nurse bots

There were adesk, three armchairs and a carpet with an animated | eaf
pattern. Against onewall was aholographic projection of adeep
fireplace and a stack of blazing logs.

"l don't feel especialy cozy." Jenny wandered aong the edge of the
flickering carpet.

One of thewalls made aloud, grinding noise and then apand,
rattling, did asde.

A gaunt, grey man came rolling into the room and the pand, with much
noise, shut behind him.

He was attached to a complex eectronic wheelchair. Severa colored
tubes and wires coiled out of the chromed metd framework of the chair
and ahdf dozen plazsax hung from various hooksonit. The mgority
of tubes and wires were connected to the flesh of the man in the chair.
His stick-thin bare arms were festooned with them and there were
bruises and red splotchesindicating earlier insartions. Didsand
gauges, buttons and lights thickly encrusted the frame of the chair.

"Good evening, Fraulein Keaton and Herr Gomez."  His voice came out of
asmall speaker that dangled from the breast pocket of hisdeeveless
tunic. Held tightly in hisskdletd |eft hand was asilver plated

lazgun. "I am Professor Nister. Since you're not local residents,

you've probably never seen me on my educationd--"



"I'm an accredited agent of the United States government,” the angry
Jenny told him. ™Y ou have absolutely no right to--"

"Actudly, my dear, you're apoor disturbed young woman named,
according to the ID packet you were carrying at the time of your
unfortunate public breakdown, Jolline Kurtzman.”

"Y ou know darn well who | redlly am." She moved closer to him. "And |
only had that alleged breakdown because you arranged to have arigged
doll shoot mefull of hdlucination juice. Y ou can't possibly believe

that my government won't moveto--"

"Y our government, child, will never find so much as aspeck of you,
Freiulein. You're aloose end that will shortly be completely tidied

up.”

A small bead of light on theright Sde of his chair began flashing
red. "Excuse meamoment, please” Heraised hisgun, pointing it
directly at her. With the spidery grey fingers of hisother hand he
reached up to squeeze a plastic sack of greenish liquid that hung on
the chair frame. After afew secondsthered light ceased blinking.

"You're not in especialy good shape, prof," mentioned Gomez. "A
lengthy stay in the hoosegow isgoing to be very painful for you."

"I shan't belanguishing in any prison, Herr Gomez," Nister assured
him. "Y oull be vanishing asthoroughly asthe A'S. uleinhere

"Possibly, but the Cosmos Agency, unlike most of the dipshod
government agenciesin my native land, is neither dense nor easily
dissuaded,”" heinformed the gaunt man. "With or without my morta
remainsto inspire them, they're going to track you down and--"

"Nonsense." Harsh laughter trickled out of the dangling spesker. ™Y our

partner, Herr Cardigan, is a hotheaded fool, whom we've been able to
lead &-"

Thewal behind him made aloud grinding noise, then the pand,
rattling loudly, started to jiggle open.

Surprised, Professor Nister turned to ook back at the wall.



Gomez lunged, kicked and booted the lazgun clean out of thethin
knobby hand.

Nigter yelpedin pain. Ashe brought hisinjured hand up toward his
chest, he managed to detach two tubes and awire.

Gomez snatched up the falen gun and aimed it at the widening opening
inthewdl.

"Relax, Sid," advised Jake as he stepped into theroom. "It's me--the
hotheaded fool."

It was anearly smog less night and Greater Los Angeless multitude of
lights glittered sharply below them as they flew toward the Westwood
Sector.

Leaning back in her sky cab seet, Molly said, "Well?'

Dan was stting hunched. Hisright hand wasin hisjacket pocket
clutching the small sound rod held borrowed from hisfather'skit.
"Huh?'

"By now you ought to have commented on how terrific | look," shetold
him.

"You look terrific."

She was wearing asmple black gown made of Moon Basefabric. "More
importantly for our cause, | look acceptably Upper

Class," the darkhaired young woman added.
"And| dont?"

Shewaggled her left hand inthe air. "Borderling,” shetold him.
"But with me at your side, they'll never suspect that you're not

somebody.”
"Thanks"

Molly smiled. "Actudly, though there's no reason for you to know, |
truly am from avery wedthy family," shesad. "My father mentioned
the last time | saw him, which was the Christmas before ladt, that he
was getting extremey closeto histhird billion.” ™Y ou don't seehim



much?' "Not. aheck of alot." "What about your mother?"

"My mother isdead. My father'shad, so far as| know, three wives
snce. It might befour, but | think he would've let me know if there
was yet another new stepmother.”

"My motheris..." Helet the sentencedie.

"I know."

"Shesinjall, awaiting tria."

Nodding, Molly touched his hand.

"I haven't visted her," hesaid findly.

Molly leaned closer, lowering her voice. "I've been doing some extra
research on my own."

"Y ou and Rex, you mean?"

"No, using a private computer setup | sometimes have accessto.” Molly
glanced at the back of their cabbieshead. A sheet of tinted

plagtiglass separated them from him. "Thisone bdongsto anold

friend of my father'swho's." shady. But then, soismy father.”

"Y ou dig up something more about Knerr?"'

"About Roddy Pickfair," shesaid. "I'm not certain what it means, but
his birth records are fake."

"How s0?"

"He wasn't born where he claimed and the orphanage he's supposed to
have been raised in actudly only added his nameto their back files
somefiveyearsago.”

"Have you found out anything about who heredly is?"
She shook her head. "It was tough enough getting at what | did,” she

sad. "But | should, if | keep usng my considerable investigative
ills, eventudly discover--" "Be careful.” "I dwaysam."

"If Pickfair isinvolved in this--then killing people doesn't bother
theguy.”

"I'm flattered," she said, laughing: "Y ou actudly care about me and
don't want meto get killed."

"I'd fed responsble" hesaid.






Professor Nister, skeletal hands shaking, reinserted the tubes and
wiresinto hisarms. "I didn't expect you to find me, Herr Cardigan,”
he said in aperplexed tone. "How did you manageits."

"Y our mistress has been calling you here frequently the past few days."
Jake stood facing him. "I persuaded her vidphoneto divulgethelist
of her recent cdls."

"That'simpossible, every phone has a-"
"Jakeis pretty handy at impossible technological fegts," explained
Gomez, amiling. "Welearned alot of useful tricks back when we were

SoCd cops.”

"Oncel got in here, | worked on your central computer,” added Jake,
"until it confided in me where exactly you were holed up.”

"Now here'saman who getsthings done, Gomez," said Jenny, afaint
trace of admiration sounding in her voice. "As soon as he found out
that we were captives, he took swift action to--"

"Actudly | had no idea Nister had grabbed you,” hetold her. "'l was
heading hereto question him, when | raninto EvaKraft and shefilled
mein."

"I have no intention, Herr Cardigan, of answering any--"

"Y ou're the one who arranged to have the android dupe of me constructed
and ddivered to Berlin, aren't you?"'

Senny said, "He hasto be, because he's been trying to keep me from
finding out who the Bonecas were redlly working for."

"To keep usfrom finding out, chiquita," corrected Gomez.



Leaning down, Jakeinquired,. "Did you hirethem?’

"Y ou, none of you, seem to realize how powerful the Tek cartel |
represent is,”" the professor told them. "What's happened to you thus
far is nothing compared to the vengeance that will be--"

"Y ou're dependent on this chair for your life," observed Jake quietly,
leaning even closer to him. "And without any of your toadies or your
lazgun--hell, you're at a definite disadvantage, professor.” He
straightened up, took afew steps back and studied the chair. "Did you
hire the Bonecas?'

Nister made no reply.

Grabbing hold of atangle of wires and tubes, Jake said, "Y ou don't
want al these pulled out--do you?'

The professor ran histongue over histhin grey lips. "No," hesad,
his voice coming thin and whispery out of the dangling spesker. "
hired them."

"Whose decison wasit to have Beth Kittridge killed?'

"The woman had knowledge of her father's anti-Tek system. According to
our information, she was very closeto having it ready to go. That
would, of course, have meant the destruction of nearly all the Tek
chipsintheworld," Professor Nister said. "It was decided that
killing her was absolutely necessary, snceit will set anti-Tek

research back months at the very least. That was a sound business
decison.”

"Who gavethe order?"

"There was avote, aunanimous vote by the directors of our cartdl.”

"l want dl thelr names”

"l can't give--"

"Sure, you can." Jake tightened his grip on the tubes and wires. One
of them popped free of the gaunt man'sarm and thick yelowish fluid
garted dribbling out of it and splashing on the floor.

"Allright, yes" Seven names camerattling out of the speaker.

"I've got them." Jenny was holding atiny voxrecorder in her hand.



"Was anyone dseinvolved in the decisonto kill Beth?'

Nister's eyeslowered and he watched the yellow liquid dowly dripping.
"l can not give--"

"Anyone else?" Jakelet go of the tubes and wiresto take hold of the
front of histunic. He pulled him hafway up out of hischair. "Was
anyonedseinvolved?'

Nister'sface turned apder grey and he started making harsh gagging
sounds deep in histhroat.

"Cmon! | want an answer!"

Gomez caught Jake'sarm. "Easy, amigo," hewarned. "The guy's speaker
got detached.” He reconnected it.

"Fickfair,” gasped Nigter. "Roddy Pickfair. He made the suggestion to
usinitidly. And he masterminded other things." "What other things?"
Jake let go of him.

Professor Nigter fell back into the chair, pulling out another tube. He
dumped, saying, "Thethingsthat happened to you in Brazil."

Jenny asked him, "How did you know when Beth Kittridge and the others
would be arriving at the court?' "Wewereinformed." "Who?"

"The man'snameis Maxwd| Junger.”

Gomez said, "Head of the IDCA office herein colorful old Vienna"
"Yes danit.”

Jakewaswatching Nigter'sface. "I loved Beth Kittridge," hetold him
inajagged voice. "And you voted to kill her. Not just to kill her,

but to destroy her body by--"

"Surely, Herr Cardigan, to aman of your long experiencein thered
world, our methods shouldn't be that shocking.”

"You bastard!" Jake thrust his stun gun into his belt and took hold of
the tubes and wireswith both hands. "Intheread world | think you
ought to die!"



"Jakel" Gomez caught hisarm again. "Please" begged the
professor out of the dangling speaker. "I had no choice. If the death
vote hadn't been unanimous, then | mysdf..."

Jake took an enormous bregth in, held it for afull half minute and
then let it go Sghing harshly out. Hisfingerswent wide and he
dropped dl thewiresand tubing. "Hell," he said, turning away, "let
somebody esekill you."



All the robot waiters, al two dozen of them, were gold plated They
circulated, gracefully, through the crowds at the edges of the vast
ebony dancefloor. The eighteen-piece orchestra, amix of human and
android musicians, sat on asparkling slver platform that floated
fifteen feet above the hundreds of dancers. At thefar end of the Main
Bdlroom of the GLA Civic Plazarose a 30-foot-high holographic
projection of an injured soldier in the uniform of the UN Brazil Wars
forces.

"That was minerd water, Sir?" adeek golden servobot wasinquiring
of Dan.

"Two." Heand Molly were standing very close together on the right
hand side of the dance floor, surrounded by dozens of handsome,
fashionable elbows and backs.

A compartment in the waiter's gold chest did open and he withdrew a
plazglassfromit. Holding it under hisright forefinger, hefilled it

with sparkling mineral water. He handed the glassto Dan , who handed
it toMally, and filled asecond one. "There's no tipping alowed,"
reminded the waiter as he shut his chest and moved on.

"l wasn't planning any."

Molly touched her glassto his. "Cheers. Do you see any of them?"

IINOt ya."



"Thisisgoing to be difficult---even for someone as astute asme."
"What we'd better do isdowly circle--wait. Look." "Where?"
"Those tables across the floor, at the one nearest the vie window

"Right, that's definitely ChinaVargas and Roddy Pickfair sitting
there”

Dansad, "I think if we move over to the hologram stage, we can hide
in the shadows behind it and not be noticed. Then I'll aim the sound
rod and--"

"Hey, therés Knerr. He'sjoining them.” Shetook hold of Dan'sarm
and started leading him aong the edge of the dance floor toward the
giant projection of the wounded soldier some hundred yards away,
"Excuseus. Sorry. Pardon me."

"Molly Finel How great." A handsome young man was standing directly
intheir path. "I had no ideayou'd--"

"Nicerunning into you, Len. Right now, though, | really--" "Nope, |
indst on one danceimmediatdy.” "Maybelater."

"I'll follow you around, dog your every footstep, Moall, until--"

"Okay, dlright. One." Shelet go of Dan. "You go ahead. I'll
pacify this nuisance and join you."

Dan waited until the handsome young man had taken Molly out into the
dancing crowd and then continued on hisway.

In less than five minutes he was crouching behind the platform, hidden
in the deep shadows. He could see the table where China, Knerr and
Pickfair were seated. Carefully he aimed his sound rod stuck thetiny
earphonein place and activated the recorder.

"... Something can be arranged,” Knerr was saying.

Pickfair laughed. "Something unpleasant,” he suggested. ™Y ou know,
the thing that absolutely annoysthe very hell out of meis



people who think that they're smarter than 1." Hewas a pudgy young
man with curly brown hair, about nineteen a most, and wearing atoo
tight tuxsuit.

Chinatook adp of her drink. ™Y ou tend to get awfully nasty when
you're annoyed.”

"I'm nasty & the best of' times, dear heart.”" Smiling, he shiftedin

his chair and looked directly at the distant spot where Dan was
crouched. "You may aswell comejoin us, Danny boy," hesaid. "We
dready have Moally."

Gomez, limping dightly, waked over to the window of their hotel
suite. A new day was commencing and Viennawas beginning to fill with
palesunlight. "Did you believethe prof?." he asked.

"He impressed me as being sincere, yeah." Jake was Sitting, douched,
inan amchair. Weariness showed in hisface. "Soon aswefinish up
the official rigamarole with thelocal police, | want to head back to
Gresater LA and look up this Roddy Pickfair."

Turning hisback onthe. morning Gomez said, "Our assgnment, far as
Cosmosis concerned, was to find out who was behind the nations
in Berlinand if any US gov agenciesweretiedin. Wevegot Nigter,

who helped arrange the details of the killings, and eventudly well

have his Tek cartdl cronies. We aso have the name of the IDCA agent
who--"

"It isn't over for me, Sid," said Jake quietly. "Not until | run down
everyone who had anything to do with Beth's death.”

"Jenny Keston is planning to remain herein Viennato seethat dl the
local miscreants get rounded up and brought to justice,” reminded his
partner. "We can go hometo GLA, 9, but why don't we just take arest
and--"

"I didn't kill Nigter last night." Jeke rose up out of the chair.
"I'm not an uncontrollable madman. If Fickfair isguilty of anything,
| won't daughter him or--"



"Y ou came damn closeto doing in Nigter, amigo. "Gomez held histhumb
and forefinger aninch gpart. "Damn close. | know what you're
feeling, but it would be safer to declare this case closed.”

"All | intend todoisfind out if Pickfair istiedinor not. You
don't haveto help," Jaketold him. "But I'm not stopping. If Bascom
wants meto take aleave while | continue to--"

"Jake, mornentito,” cut in hisfriend. "I'll keep working with you on
thismess. But, porfavor, you have got to stop acting so much likea
vigilante. To meyou seem to be getting damn close to the edge.”

"Maybe | should've reserved aroom there at the Berggasse Foundation,
huh?' Jake's voice was getting near being ashout. ""'I've got this
problem, doctor. Ever sincethey blew up Beth, | don't know, I've been
upset. Then, after they killed her, they tried to make me believe she
was il dive. Why'd they do that? Oh, because it amused the
bastards to play agod damn game with--"

"I know what they did. | know what it meansto you," said Gomez
carefully. "But | don't want to see you turn into somebody who usesa
tragedy as an excuse to--"

"Sid, | didn't kill Nister, remember? | wanted to--yeah, | admit that

| truly did--but I got control of myself. Evenif you hadn't been
there, | don't think | would have gone ahead with it." The vidphone

rang.

"I'll answer." Gomez crossed to the dcove. "Then afterwards we can
resume hollering a each other, amigo.”

It was Bascom, even more rumpled than usud. "Is Jake around?”’
"'Something wrong, jefe?’

"Well, something isvery much futzed up. Can I--"

"What isit, Wat?' Jake sat down in front of the phone screen

"| thought I'd better let you know this," said the head of the Cosmos
Detective Agency. "May not be serious, yet--"

"Isit Dan? Has something happened to him?"



"The op who was watching him--it was McCay on this particular
shift--was found unconscious, sun gunned in some decorative shrubs
behind the GLA Civic Plazaan hour ago."

"And Dan?'

Bascom's shouldersrose and fall. "No trace of him," he answered.



Gomez snapped his suitcase shut, took afina dow look around the
living room of the suite. "Lately, amigo, | seem to be continually
taking my leave of hotel rooms," hesaid. "And if I'm not doing that,
then I'm acting as atarget for stun gun practice.”

"Y ou were dso hitten by arobot dog,” reminded Jake. "That wasa
little out of the ordinary and proves you're not in acomplete rut."

The door buzzed.

Walking toward it, Gomez observed, "Thisis probably some stray hound
cometo take anip out of me." He opened the door wide. "Worse."

"Mornings are not your best time," said Jenny Keston as she came
griding into the room.

"| gppreciate your dropping by to inform me of that fact.”
"Something's come up.”

Gomez backed out of her way. "Such as?'

"Y ou're going to have to postpone your departure,” the blonde agent
informed them. "That'swhat | came over to--"

"We're leaving for Greater LA injust over an hour,” said Jeke. "My
sonis-"

"A gpecid Internd Security investigetor isduein Viennalaethis
afternoon." She stopped beside Gomez's one suitcase and tapped at it
with her boot toe. "My agency inssts that you two stand by to make
in-person statementsto Agent Reisberson.”



"That wouldn't be Walter Truett Reisberson, would it?"

Gomez gradually eased around until he was standing behind Jenny. "One
of my dearest chumsin nursery school was named--"

"No, thisis Olaf Reisberson.”
"It doesn't matter what the hell hisnameis" said Jake, angry.
"Sdand | are--"

"You can't refuse arequest such asthis,” she said to Jake, afrown
deepening on her forehead.

Very quietly Gomez drew out hisstun gun Pointing it at her back, he
fired.

As Jenny started to fal over, he caught her. "Get the bedroom door,
porfavor, Jake."

"I think thisisafederd offense.” Jake yanked the door open.
"Which? Putting agovernment agent to bed?" " Shooting one.”

"Redly? Y ou think there might be arule againgt such behavior?"

"Wdl, you know how fussy they can get in Washington." Gomez, gently,
placed Jenny flat out on hisbed. "Hastalavista," he muttered.
Returning to the living room, he sat down at the vidphone. "Desk,
please”

"Ja, Herr Gomez?' said the polite silvery robot who materialized on
the screen.

"Theré's been adight change of plans," hetold the hotel clerk.
"I won't be checking out until nine thisevening.”

"| fear, in that case, well beforced to bill you for another
full--"

"Perfectly fair. Just chargeit to the Cosmos Detective Agency,

asusud," sad Gomez, amiling cordidly. "Ah, andsincel'll be
taking anap, don't disturb me."

"Asyou wish, Herr Gomez."

"But promptly at eight this evening, send up abellbot to my bedroom to



awakenme" "Youwish himto comeright in?'

"Exactly, because I'm an extremely heavy deeper. Have the robot march
rightinand giveaholler.”

"Very good, mein herr. And what of Herr Cardigan? Will he be staying
on and napping or--"

"Hell be checking out as planned.” Gomez ended the call and gathered
up hissuitcase. "Let'sdip unobtrusively out the back-way, keeping

our eyesout for any stray US government agents who might be hanging
around.”

"Good idea."

Glancing at the shut bedroom door, Gomez said, "Now were even,
chiquita”

Leaning back in hissky liner seet, Gomez said, "'Y ou're not following
my example, Jake. Y ou arentt relaxing.”

"Damniit, I'm worried about Dan."

"Soaml, amigo. But dl thefretting and fidgeting in theworld isn't
going to get usto Greater LA ahead of the plane.”

Jake had the window seat and was looking absently out at the afternoon
sky. "It'sjust that it seemslike they're out to get everyone who's
closeto me" hesad, twisting his handstogether. "Now, if they kill
Dan--"

"They won't do that. Not yet anyway."

"Theré's no way you can be sure of that."

"They have two ways of working, these cabrens. Either they strike at
once without warning, or they tease and torture for awhile," observed
hispartner. "I'm betting Dan's dive."

Jake said, "Roddy Pickfair fitsinto this someplace, too." "lt'smy
impression that young Roddy isaslent partner in their Tek
cartel--make that was, since that Vienna-based bunch is pretty much
defunct.”

"Soon aswe--"



"Pardon me, Mr. Cardigan.” A robot attendant had hated in the
ade

"Yeah?'

"Therésasat phone cal for you," explained the robot. "If you'l
cometo thelounge?' "Isit aout my son?' "I havenoidea.”

Jake worked hisway into the aide and walked back to the lounge.
Stepping into the phone dcove, he sat.

"Hi, pd. Remember me?"
Sake studied the copper plated robot on the screen. "You're
Rex/GK-30. What--"

"Listen, kiddo, I'm not supposed to make callslikethis" explained
Rex, glancing around. "It could put my tokein ading, so

| got to talk fast before any of the school brassget wise" "You're
at the academy now--isthis about Dan?" "You got it, boss.”

"Do you know where heis?'

"Not exactly, but I'mworking on it. Meantime, | wanted to passaong
what | do know. | wasgoing to spill thisto Bascom over at Cosmos,
but then | got wind you and Gomez were heading home viasky liner
"Okay, what do you have?"

"Y our offgpring, along with abright kid named Mally Fine,

have been digging into the life and times of severd parties”

explained Rex. "I have been, unbeknownst to the mucks around here,
lending ahand.”

"Which parties?'

"They commenced with Larry Knerr, then branched out to

Roddy Pickfair--and ChinaVargas,”" the robot informed him. "Plus
which, Molly's been using sources of her own to delve further into the

background of Pickfair. She'scome up with the fact that hisbirth
records are phony, but | don't know where that leads anybody."



"Do you know why they were a the GLA Civic Plaza?" "Yeah, sure.
That wasmy fault inaway," answered Rex/GK-30. "Therewasabig
charity shindig there and Dan found out that Pickfair, Knerr and the
Vargasfrall weredl going to attend. They talked meinto getting
them, by using afew dectronic dodges, onto the guest list. Dan was
planning to eavesdrop on the group, using some surveillance gadgets
borrowed from your collection and--"

Rex was dl at once gone from the screen. Now the face of an angry,
thickset man of fifty appeared. "The conversation isover, Cardigan,”
he announced.

"Put Rex back on, Farber," requested Jake evenly.

"Rex ison suspension as of now," Dick Farber told him. "It'sdamned
lucky | came adong and discovered this before too much classified
information got out.”

"Y ou must know that my son'smissing,” said Jake. "Rex hasinformation
that might--"

"If your kid isreally missing, Cardigan, and not just shacked up with
the Fine girl, the proper authorities will be supplied with whatever
the academy deems useful to them,” said Farber. "Noticethat | said
proper authorities. That sure as hell doesn't include ex consworking
as chegp gumshoes. Solong, jerk.”

The screen went blank.



Therewas Dan on thewall.

Caught for amoment by aroving robot new scam that had attended the
charity bal at the GLA Civic Plazaon behdf of Newz, Inc.

Bascom touched a button, freezing theimage on the large vid-screen.
"The pretty lasstugging a hisarmisMolly Fine" hesaid. "Wedid
some digging into her background after you passed on Rex/GK-30's tip,
Jake. Very intdligent, very rich. Only daughter of Gilbert Fine, the
servo mech billionaire

"Ishelinked with Tek in any way?" Jake was sitting on the edge of
one of the agency chief's office chairs.

"Not that we can find. Pop Fineis pretty much ascoundrel, but in the
traditiona big busnessmode.”

Gomez was hunkered deep down in asoft chair, knees up and chin low.
"Who'sthe lad who's blocking their progress?

"Weve tentatively identified him as Len O'Hearn, of the O'Hearn satcom
family. Also very rich, though not especidly intelligent.”

Jake said, " So now we know for sure that Dan and Molly were there."

"And theré's ample footage of Pickfair, Knerr and the hairless Ching,"
added Gomez.



"Wedso know," said Bascom, starting up the film again, "that Molly
danced with the O'Hearn heir. Y ou'll note that she's moving into the
fray with him."

"I ds0 note Dan giving O'Hearn avery uncordid glare before being
swallowed up by the crowd.”

"Thefabled Cardigan glare. Gomez sank further into hischair.

"Wedid an earlier scan of dl thismaterid,”" said Bascom, sopping
it. "What you fellows havejust watched isdl thereis of

Dan and Moally--and of the Pickfair trio."
"What timewasthat last?"

"The stuff on Dan and Molly was shot at 9:47 that evening.” "And what

time was McCay stun gunned "Approximately ten'..
"So we can't trace Dan or the girl after that?!

"Not asyet," said the agency head. "We aso have another problem.”
Jeke stood. "Whichis?'

"We haven't been able to locate Roddy Pickfair, Larry Knerr or China
Vagas"

"What does the Ampersand studio say?"'

"That Mr. Pickfair isout of town, but they don't know where,"
answered Bascom. "Obvioudy I've got people working on locating the
lad."

"What'sthe GLA Fax-Timeshaveto say?"

"The senior Vargasisvacationing in Mexico. Hisdaughter isnot a
the newspaper offices nor at the family homein the Bel Air Sector,”
continued Bascom. "Knerr is supposedly off covering astory, but they
have no information on his current whereabouts.”

"Dan and Molly must be with one of them," said Jake, Sarting to pace
the big office. "Weve got to find them.”

"Wheat about the minions of thelaw?" inquired Gomez. "What arethey
up to?'

"The Greater Los Angeles cops aren't taking this very serioudy as
yet," said Bascom. "It'stheir opinion that Dan and Molly



probably just decided to sneak away somewhere after the dance and
haven't gotten b, round to letting anyone know."

"Danian't likethat," said Jake, angry. "And how the hell do they
explain McCay's getting gunned down?"

"They suggest that's a s mple mugging--his va uables were swiped--not
necessarily connected with the other business” said Bascom. "Keepin
mind, Jake, that from ajaded policeman’s point of view, it'smore
likely that the kids just took off to fool around someplace. And as

far asthe SoCa State Police are concerned, they can't rulethisa
kidnapping for two more days. Theréstherules.”

"Video." Gomez was gazing at the blank wallscreen.

Jake scowled a him. "What?'

Gomez shifted in hischair, rolled his eyes, made a strange clucking
noisewith histongue. "I wasjust now visited with an odd notion as|

sat dumped here." He came dowly up out of the depths of the chair.
"As| watched the darkhaired Mally, | was suddenly wafted back to that
fateful day when we were al gathered 'round watching the dying message
from Jean Marie Sparey."

"AndS"

Gomez shook his head in aperplexed way. "Something flickered across
the barren landscape of my mind,” he answered findly. "I had the
sudden fedling that 1'd seen the young lady somewhere before. Though
at thetime| didn't redlizeit, not conscioudy anyway.”

"She's Will Sparey's daughter, you probably saw her when shewasa
kid."

"Y ou and Sparey were pas, | wasn't achum of his" reminded
Gomez. "Besdeswhich, that muchacha probably wasn't the true
Jean Marie anyway."

Jake said, "Y ou're probably right, yeah. But what--"

"Shewas no doubt aringer, an imposter, an... Carambat Shewas an
actress.” Hewalked over to Bascom, held out his hand.



"Can you provide mewith acopy of that sentimentd vidcaz, jefe 7'
"Surely, but what in the--"

"I'm suddenly curiousto find out what's become of her since shewas
pulled back from the jaws of deeth down in Rio," hetold them. "Jake,
I'd like to fool around with thisfor awhile. Okay?"

"Fine, | have afew things| want to work on,” he said. "Well keepin
touch through the office here."

Bascom said, "I'd fed consderably better if | knew what the hell
ether of you wastaking about."

"Y ou remember him fondly, am | right?"

Gomez shook hishead. "I remember him not at dl, Wolfe" Wolfe
Bosco'sface puckered. "Y ou're spoofing me, isthat it?" " Suppose we
move on to busness?'

The smdl redhaired agent pointed again toward the tiny kitchen of his
gpartment on the topmost floor of the four-story PAlm Oasis Apartments
in the heart of the Hollywood Sector of GLA. "Why, that's Jacko
Fuller.

An android smulacrum was busly fixing sandwichesin the kitchen.
"Maybeif | angitll refresh hismemory, Wolfe"

"Just keep working on the sandwiches, schmuck,” advised the agent.
"Jacko Fuller, Gomez? Thisoneisthe best surviving public appearance
andies Therest tend to sing off key."

"| don't recal hiscareer. Now can--"

"Three years asfeatured vocaist on Mudwrestling Meodies. Surely you
watched that as an unfortunate child growing up in ethnic squaor in
some trashy--"

"Wolfe, | came here prepared to pay you a handsome fee for
information.” Hetook avidcaz from his jacket pocket.

"Thered Jacko Fuller isnow agibbering geek in asenior enclavein
the San Diego Sector. | find that sad, very sad.”



"It'snot that cheering that you have hissm doing your housawork.”

"Wetaketurns. Him and meand Deb. You, am| right, fondly recall
Deb Brophy, the Sax Queen of the Ice Rink and--"

"NO_"

"What ableak childhood you must've had. 1t no doubt has blighted your
adult life, am | right about that?'

"Shall | make extra sandwichesfor our guest, Wolfe?'

"No, nope." Gomez dropped the cassette back in his pocket. "I can
activate Deb, would you like that, Gomez?' asked the agent. "When you
hear her belt out ablues on the ato, you'll probably remember

enjoying--"

"We hocked her horn," reminded the android from the kitchen. "Shecan
gill hum. What ataented performer Deb was," said Bosco. "Theredl
Deb fried her brains with Tek and conked off about six years back in
Mentor, Ohio. But shelivesonright herein my taent stable, ready

to bring joy to--"

"I'mtrying to find someone." Gomez caught him by both arms.
"With your vast knowledge of show business, Wolfe, | hoped you'd be
ableto help meout. However, dl you've donethusfar istry to

interest me in superannuated an dies and--"

"What sort of feeisinvolved in thistransaction?. The Cosmos ouitfit
providesyou, I'm fully aware, with an eye popping expense account.”

"I'm offering $100."

"Outlandish. Aninsult. Did you hear that, Jacko?" "Aninsult for
sure, Wolfe. A dapintheface”” "Gomez, I'd haveto have, at the
very least--S500." "$200 and no more."

"Did you happen to overhear thislatest offensive suggestion,
Jacko?'

"l did. I'm astonished.”

"Adios, Woalfe. Y ou, too, Jacko."

“I'l lower my feeto $250."



"That'svirtudly nothing. I'll tekeit, however."

Gomez produced the cassette again and handed it to the agent. "I think
the lady seen hereon isasmdltime actresswho may possibly resdein
GLA somewhere," hetold Wolfe Bosco. "I have the vagueimpression |
may even have seen her in some smdll role about ayear or o ago.
Unfortunately that notion only recently dawned on me.”

After rubbing the cassette on the elbow of his plaid jacket, the agent
walked over to the player that sat on hislam coffeetable. "If the
flail has ever trod the boards, I'll know her."

"He'sknown far and wide," caled Jacko from the kitchen, "asthe
Walking Encyclopediaof Show Biz Lore"

"That'strue," admitted Bosco, "entirdly true" Heinserted the
vidcaz.

Nothing happened.

"Function." He whapped the machine with hisfig.

Up on the dirt-smeared wall screen appeared Jean Marie Sparey. "They're
letting me makethis... | surehope.." you can come see me... Uncle
Jake... 'm ared mess, huh? It'smostly from doing Tek... had alot
of seizuresand... | redly... truly.." futzed up my body and..”
anyway, please... | must... tak to you."

Bosco turned off the machine, made aloud snuffling noise,

wiped at the corner of hiseye. "Touching. What aperf.” "Moving,"
caled Jacko, "judging from the audio." "Do you know who sheis,
Wolfe?' asked Gomez.

"Sure, that was Susan Ferrier. | didn't know the kid had that much
talent. Tearsto my eyesiswhat she brought. | should be
representing her.”

"A terrificidea” said Jacko. "Shed be perfect for thelead in--'

"Wherecan | find her?"

"Y ou want an identification and a current address--d| for a pitiful
$200, am | right about that?'



"That's absolutely right, &

"Very well." Heworked hisway over to hisphone. I'll find out for
you, Gomez, where the quiff isright thisvery moment. But therésno
denying that I'vefdlen from greatness.”

"It'satragedy, amodern day tragedy," said Jacko, finishing up the
sandwiches.



Aunt Elsielit her cigar, took adow puff and then chuckled out
smoke. "You'relooking just grest, Jake."

"AmI?

"Well, asamatter of fact, no. You look like they left you out al
night intherain. You didn't come here asacustomer, did you?"'

Hewasdgitting in afrilly amchair in Aunt Elsesoffice. Theoffice
was furnished much like aparlor of at least acentury earlier. "Nope,
| came to question one of your clients.”

Aunt Elsewasathinwomanin her lateforties. Her pae blonde hair
was cut short and shewore agrey business suit. "Jake darling, the
Past Recaptured Borddlo isthe most exclusive--and
expensve--whorehousein Greater Los Angeles,” shetold him, sighing
out smoke. "I wouldn't think of disturbing a customer, not even for a
cherished old friend like you."

He left hischair to gpproach her hand carved desk. "My sonis
missing, probably kidnapped,” hetold her. "I think ayoung man named
Len O'Hearn may know something about--"

"But he's not the onewho's here, darling. It'shisfather, Rian
O'Hearn, the--"

"Len hasdropped from view. I'm betting hisfather can tell mewhere
tofind him."

Shetook acareful drag onthethin cigar. "Thisis Danny youre
talking about."

200



"Dan, yeeh." "How oldishe?" "Fifteen.”

"Ishe? Seemslike just the other day you were telling me that your
wifewas expecting. That waswhen | had my place in the Laguna Sector
and you and Gomez dropped in to shut me down for awhile" she said.
"Fifteen years ago or more that must've been.”

"l can wait outsde until he comes out, but it would be helpful if |
could see him sooner.”

"How'd you find out Rian was at my establishment?’
Jake smiled. "Sources."

"He'san interesting customer,” said Aunt Else, leaning back in her

desk chair. "What we've re-created for him isthe lady who taught him
English Litin junior collegethirty someyearsago. Rather aplain
woman, if you want my opinion, but he seemsto enjoy coming here once
each week to deep with our android Sm. It aso pleaseshimto do

that in areplica of the bedroom he had when hewasakid in the
Hawthorne Sector of --"

"Something terrible” A lean black man stepped into the office through
the wall pandl that had just snapped open.

"What isit, Edmond?’

"ItsRian O'Hearn," he answered nervoudy. "The man's suffered some
sort of attack. | sent our medibot up to attend him, but

| think you best have alook, maam."

"I'll look, too," Jake said.

Gomez came gtrolling in out of the late afternoon sunshine. He smiled
amiably at the dim, darkhaired young woman behind the wideivory
reception desk.

"Yougot herejugt intime, gir," sheinformed him, studying hisface.
"We can probably still help you. Name, please?’



"Gomez." Settling into theivory chair facing her desk, he asked,
"Areyou Amber Alvarez?'

"That'smy professond name, yes."
"Y ou'rethe very person I'm seeking.”

"I am? Areyou aproducer, director, talent scout or--" "Not exactly,
chiquita” Heleaned both elbows on her desk.

"Areyou certain you didn't comeinto NuFaz, Inc." for anew face?

"l don't need anew one."

"Y ou can't be content with al those wrinkles, pouches and--"

"They give me aseasoned look. How old do you think | am, anyway?"

"Well, it seemsto meit would take you at least forty yearsto do that
much damage.”

Gomez, frowning, lifted hisebowsfrom her desk. "I'm afew years shy
of forty," hesaid. "Now let'sreturn to the true reason for my

vigt.

"We can usualy help people in advanced stages of trouble such asyou,
Mr. Sanchez."

"Gomez. I'mnot in trouble.”

She swung the small vidscreen mounted on her desk around so it was
facing him. "I can, a no charge, show you exactly how NuFaz, Inc."
can redo your entire face so that you'll ook years and years younger
and fed more confident about--"

"If | felt any more confident they'd have to strap me down." "At your
age-"

"You'rethirty yoursdf, that'snot dl that far from--"
"I'm twenty Six.”
"C'mon, I've dready looked you up.”

"Why would you have donethat? Just to comein to consult about a
makeover doesn't--"

"l don't want amakeover," heindgsted. "I'm perfectly satisfied with
my visage.”



"Here. I'll draw your old face on the screen and then demonstrate how
we canimproveit.”

"I'm looking for Susan Ferrier,” he said ascamly as possible.

"Her talent agency saysthey'velost touch, but that you, as her
current roommeate, would know her whereabouts."

"Thenyou arein the movieindustry?'
Gomez eyed the ceiling and made himsdlf look sheepish. "Okay,

| guess|'m not too good at conceding it,” he said ruefully. "It's
important that we locate Susan immediately.”

IIA pa.t?l
"I can only say that it'sthe opportunity of alifetime.”
"I look agood dedl like her. Except not quite as dark.”

He cocked his head, studied her. "Y ou know, Amber-By the way, you
wouldn't object, would you, to changing your name?'

"Not at dl. Towha?'
"Something besdes Amber. Anyway, you might be perfect,

near perfect at least, for another rolein thisp3oject. Yes, | can
seeyou as Sigter Jonquil "

"Thisisardigiousfilm, isit?'
"It'singpirationd, but not without sufficient sex and violence,"

he explained. "Thethingis, Amber, we can't go ahead until we sign
Susan. She'spivota to the entire costly venture.”

"Boy, she's sure been having alot of luck lately. Firdt that partin
Brazil and then that other job."

"What other job?"

"The one shesworking on right now."
"Where?'

"Onlocation.”

"Pinit down abit more."



"She'sin NorCal. Shegot agreat part on Jungle Commandos.
That'sanew big budget Brazil War film that Ampersand isdoing.”
"Ampersand, of course” He nodded sagely. "Where exactly in

NorCa?'



"| think she's at the Dickerson Jungle Park in Sonoma, Mr. Gomez,"
answered Amber. "That's where they're shooting the jungle warfare
stuff. She was supposed to go up there two days ago, but | haven't
heard from her since.”

"Thejunglewill serve asagood starting point.” He stood. "In case
she contacts you, don't mention my interest.”

"But if you're anxiousto--"

"| don't want anyone talking about the project until | can nail down
her participation.”

"Can you send me a script?”

He patted hischin. "Do you redly think my face needsimproving?'
"No, not redly, Mr. Gomez. | wasonly kidding with you earlier."
"Il beintouch." He hurried from the office.

Rian O'Hearn, eyes closed and breathing in short choppy gasps, was
sprawled faceup on the replica of his boyhood bed.

A naked femade android sat, handsfolded in her lap, inachair near
thefoot of thebed. "It wasn't my fault, Aunt Else" shewas saying.
"It happened, redly, before anything happened.”

Jake was standing close to the white-enamel ed medibot who was
adminigtering an injection to the alling man, using the need-leg un
built into hisforefinger.

"How serious9.” asked Jake.

"A mild heart attack, brought on by nostalgia mixed with sexua
excitement,” replied the robot.

"O'Hearn." Jakeleaned close,

"it'swiser, 9r, not to try to talk to him until the ambulance
arives”

"l only have afew questions.”

"It'sokay, doc," said Aunt Else as she draped aflowered robe over
the android's shoulders.



"O'Hcarn," repeated lake.

"Yeeh?' he murmured.

"Your son--Len. Whereishe?'

"Héesadolt."

"l don't doubt it, but whereishe?’

"Running off, when he was supposed to go on ajob interview.
Dalt."

"Where did he run off to?"

"NorCd. Withthat gang of movieidiots."

"Wherein NorCa?'

"Sonoma. Somejungle park or other.” O'Hearn began shivering,
coughing.

The medibot urged Jeke aside. "That'sdl for now, gir.”

"lt'saufficient," said Jake.



Gomez waswhigtling, sitting comfortably in the passenger seet of the
borrowed sky van "Therésared difference between NorCal air and
SoCd air," he observed astheir craft flew through the sunlit
morning.

Jake was piloting the craft. "Who used to own thisvan?"
"| told you, some musicd friends of mine," answered his partner.

"It'sthe perfect cover for usto usein penetrating into Northern
reaches.”

"It smdlsvery odd."

"The group is somewhat oldfashioned. They smoke antique products like
marihuana--and they sometimesindulge in bouts of gourmet cooking.”

"Andthevanisgaudy."

"Exactly, 9," agreed Gomez. "Pickfair will expect usto comedinking
in, dl grey and inconspicuous. We, however, arrivein apurple and
crimson sky van

Jake said nothing.

Gomez dtretched, patting the large crate that rested on the floor
behind hisseet. "I truly think, amigo, that you don't fully
appreciate my abilitiesasascrounger,” hesaid. "l acquired this
impressive van for us, plusthe vauable contents of this crate--and
that latter chore took much deft dickering.”

"Youretheided partner,” said Jake. "Beyond adoubt.”



"What's needed on this case is someone capable of out thinking Roddy
Fickfar."

"Seems pretty likely that he's got Dan and Molly up therewith himin
Sonoma," said Jake. "According to the plans of Dicker son's Jungle
that we were able to sneak alook at--"

"Again because of one of my connections.”

"Yep. According to those, there's an entire complex built underground
beneath the jungle,” continued Jeke. "Dan is probably being kept
there”

"Mousetrap,” said Gomez. "With thekidsasbait." "That'swhat
Pickfair must befeding at thispoint.”

"Weve got to convince the cabrdn,” said Gomez, "that were mice."
Thewadlswere quiet again.
But therewas, asaways, no way of telling for how long.

Dan and Mally sat side by side on the floor of the enormousroom. He
had an arm around her shoulders.

The darkhaired young woman had falen into an uneasy deep, head
resting againgt his chest, amoment earlier,

Dan'seyeswere sarting to drift shut. He hadn't dept for more than
afew minutes at atime since they'd been put here. However the hell
long that was.

Molly was breathing uneasily, making small moaning sounds.

He could fed her heart beating and it seemed to him that it was
besting much too rapidly.

Then the pictures came back.

First on theleft hand wall, next on theright. Thenthewall in front
of them, then on the onein back.

The pictures weren't the worst part, because you could just shut your
eyes. But when the sound kicked in there was no escaping.

Sometimesit was S0 intense that clamping your hands over your



ears, even dfter you'd packed them with wads of torn plyochief, didn't
hepatdl.

The noiselevel, though, varied. At timesthe sound was so loud it
shook thewalls. At othersit sank to barely audible.

What the room kept showing them, over and over, was pictures of Beth
Kittridge. Picturesof thefinal minutesof her life. Closeups, long
shots, regular speed, dow motion.

Ontheright hand wall now Beth was moving toward the android replica
of Jake--extremely dowly, seemingto float in hisdirection. Onthe
left hand wall loomed a giant image of just her face.

Dan tightened his grip on thefitfully dumbering Mally and closed his
eyes.

On the walls Beth was probably moving nearer to the kamikaze android.
The one who looked just like Dan's father.

Dan had seen the pictures hundreds of times so far since they'd been
brought here. Hewasn't certain exactly how long he and Molly had been
in this room surrounded by the pictures.

They'd been fed four times and he/d used the screened tailet in the
corner fivetimes.

But that wasn't as good away asaclock to tell time.

Suddenly there was an enormous explosion. It rattled the walls, shook
thefloor.

Dan knew that if he looked he'd see Beth's body being torn to pieces.
On onewall sheld be turning into bloody fragmentsthat ever so dowly
scattered across that Berlin morning. On another rushing apart with
accdlerated swiftness.

Maybe on onewall they would freeze at the moment she Started to be
ripped apart. Perhaps on another the sequence would reverse and the
bloody tatters of flesh and bone and guts would miraculously reunite
and form aliving, smiling Beth.

Sometimesthat last happy moment of her life would repeat and repest
and that fina smile would appear and regppesr.

Another explosion came, and another.



Molly cried out, jerked awake. "How long have | been adeep?’
she asked, lifting her head from his chest.
"Few minutes”

Gently helet go of her. He stood up, staring up at the distant
celling. "What the hell do you want, you bastards?'

The pictures ceased and the walls were quiet again.



The pale green robot was wearing a coarse grey monk's robe and
carrying aportable mike. "Unlikered grapes,” he was saying to the
gring of fifteen tourists that wastrailing him through the vast domed
central building of the Pieters Brothers Winery, "synthetic grapes are
not susceptible to weether, air defects, soil deficienciesor any of a
multitude of other annoyances. Inthe vat on your immediate left were
in the process of creating anew batch of our famous Aged zinfanddl.
This complex processtakes afull two weeks" Inthe next vat, ladies
and gentlemen...”

Jake and Gomez peded off from the line of tourists and, keeping the
huge grey vats between them and the robot guide, headed for an exit.

"If my informant is correct,” said Jake once they were out in the late
morning, "Larry Knerr isresiding in the second of thosefiverustic
cottages yonder."

Acrossawidefield of imitation grass stood five thatch-roofed
cottagesin acircle of tall imitation redwoods.

Making their way downhill, the partners circled the cottage they wanted
and approached it from the back side.

Gomez scanned the back door, shifting the briefcase he was carrying
from hisright hand to hisleft. "Relatively smpledarm system,” he
observed. "l candisableitin--"

"No, let's use the front way," suggested Jake. "I'm sure Larry will be
pleased to see us.”



"Wherein theblinking hell did you comefrom?' said thesilver
haired reporter when he opened his cottage door and noted them on his
doorstep.

Jake pushed him back into the parlor and into achair. "I'mlooking
for my son."

"Would | beflaming likely to know where heis? I'mworking on a
series on the wine country for--"

"Whereishe?'

Gomez had entered and shut the door. "Okay, you didn't let me usethe
electronics stuff," hesaid. "But, pot favor, dlow metotry the

truth kit, Jake."

"Wewon't need it, Sid. Larry'sgoingto tell usexactly what--"

"I'm going to tell you to take aflapping legp for yoursdf,

Cardigan. | don't know how you located--"

"If what you're worried about, Jake, isthat last guy | questioned
Trust me, | figured out sncewhere| went wrong."

"Sooner or later the Austrian police are going to find his body,"

said Jake, shaking hishead. "1 don't want to have to explain another
foul up by you."

"It wasjust that | had the power turned up too high on the prod.”

"| thought you told me that what went wrong was too strong a dose of
truth serum.”

Gomez frowned thoughtfully. "Did 1? Well, maybe--" "People don't
usudly turn that pasty white color from--" "What," inquired the uneasy
reporter, "did you chaps want to know?'

"Wheres Dan?'

Knerr was watching Gomez's briefcase as it swung dowly back and forth.

"They've got him and the girl in an underground facility at Dickerson's
Jungle" hetold them. "Ampersand is shooting Jungle Commandos at--"

"Wed liketo get into that facility.”

"I suppose you would, but you need a specia eectro key



"Loan usyours," requested Gomez, resting his briefcase on the
floor.

"I don't have one of the blinking things. They don't trust me that
fa."

"How about ChinaVargas?'

"Right you are, shehasone.”

Jake asked, "Whereis she at the moment?"

Gomez smiled. "Bueno, | get to use my truth kit after al.”

"Shel'sgtaying at the Vineyard Spa. That's about fifteen miles south
of here"

"WEell cdl on her," said Jake. "But don't you dert her to that
fact."

"Y ou have my blinking word, gents.”
Nodding, Gomez fished his stun gun out of the briefcase and used it.

Large yellow butterflies flickered among the holographic arbors that
fronted the Vineyard Spa. The musky scent of ripe golden grapes,
pumped discreetly out of tiny nozzles conceded in the artificial loam,
wasthick in the early afternoon air.

Jake and Gomez had parked the Central Sonoma Sheriff's Office lanar
they were now using in avine-shdltered parking lot below and were
riding one of the escdators that climbed up through the smulated
grape arborsto the spa. Both wore deputy uniforms.

"Too wide acrossthe shoulders," complained Gomez, moving his|eft
elbow back and forth, "and too long intheleg.”

"Act like adeputy sheriff,” advised Jake, "and nobody’ || notice that
your borrowed uniform doesn't quitefit." The spaitsaf conssted of
three sprawling buildings made of real adobe and roofed with authentic
redtiles. A broad chested robot in awhite smock was sitting in the



sun shine near the main entrance. "Y ou boys are new," he commented,
looking them over. "Just got transferred from Matin County,” Gomez
told him. "Then you must know abuddy of mine. Alex/CR-70?7" "Can't
place him. Were hereto see Dr. Howzinger."

"Sure, go on through this door, aong the centra corridor and it'sthe
second door on your right.”

"Much obliged,” said Jake.
"Got to stay on the good side of the law,” said the robot.

Therewas asmilar robot at the desk in Howzinger's outer office.
llYg?l

Smiling, Gomez yanked out his stun gun fired it and disabled the
mechaniam.

The robot fell forward on his desk with aloud thunk. Jake walked over
to theinner door and tapped politey. "What? Now wharf" "Dr.
Howzinger, 9r?"

"Yes? What? What do you want?"

"Sheriffs Office, Sr.”

"Sheriffs Office. It'sabout thiscrime out here, Sir.”

"Crime? What the devil are you talking about?' The door was jerked
open by asmal man with frizzy blond hair. He was about fifty,

wearing asuit of aflowery pattern. "Who areyou? What are you doing
here?'

Jake pointed histhumb at thefalenrobot. "Well, Dr. How zinger,

ar," hesad, "we got areport about this-I guessyou'd classfy it
mandaughter, athough--"

"Mandaughter? Why, that's only Arnie/ID-PR. He'sforever toppling
over on his-"

"Somebody phoned thisin as an assault case, Sir," said Gomez.
"That'swhy werushed over."

"No one phoned thisin to anybody. 1'm going to get in touch with
Sheriff Wolltersand--"

"Better not," advised Jake.



"What'sthat? Areyou telling mewhat [ can and can not do?' "I'm
telling you that Sheriff Wolltersislikely to say he's never heard of
ether oneof us," Jake explained. "That we probably donned these
uniformsasaway of getting in here without any fuss.”

"What'sthat? Who are you? What are you?'

"We're curious." Gomez produced his stun gun again. "And wewant to
chat with ChinaYargas." "Who'sthat? I've never heard of her."

"Dr. Howzinger, you can tell uswhat part of your fashionable
establishment she'sin--or we can deck you and have your computer tell
s

"Areyou threatening me? isthat what you're attempting?"

Gomez sighed and used hisstun gun "Go talk to his computer, Jake."



ChinaVargas studied her bald head in the ova enlarging mirror the
handsome blond android was holding up to her. "Shit, it looks awful,”
she remarked.

Making a series of annoyed sounds, she uncoiled up out of the black
chair shewasdtting in. She waked over to the nearest of the smal
floating vidscreens, narrowed her eyesto near dots and scrutinized

theimege.
"Have you got bunting for brains, Hugo?"
"Actudly, Ching, it'sachip augmented with--"

"L ook at the smulation of my damn head." Her fingernails made pinging
noi ses as she tapped the screen angrily.

The smocked andy cameto her side, rested ahand on her shoulder. "You
aren't getting much out of your relaxation therapy group, dear,” he
sad. "Your snide--"

"Screw the group,” shesaid. "And how can any rationd human being
relax when they end up with the wrong damn snake tattooed on their own
persond skullS."

"Isthisarhetorical question, hon?"

"Can you seethe design on the screen, Hugo?' Thistime she tapped the
vidscreen with her clenched fist. "It'sadeek, sensua snake.
Whereas the snake that's been etched on my cabezais dumpy and dippy
looking."

"They'reidentical, hon," assured theandroid. "But, Snceyou're
seeingitinreversein--"



"| should never have had the damn raven removed.”
Hugo gave asmadl polite cough. "Didn't | mention that very thing?'

"Mysdf, | think it'sagreat snake." Gomez, gun in hand, had come
easing into the small white room and waswalking over to them.

Jake followed, shutting the door. "1 used to know aguy who had a
single rose tattooed on hishead. It was'subtle.”

"Compared to asnake, sure,” said Gomez. "Well, Ching, to business."
Jake approached her. "I'm looking for my son."
"So go look."

Hisvoicewaslow and levd. "I'verun out of patience." "That
happened late yesterday," said Gomez. "Sit someplace,

Hugo."

"Arewein the midst of somekind of crimind investigetion,
Sheiff2."

"gt"

Jake took hold of the bald young woman'sarm. "Is Dan being held at
thejungle?"

"Y es, both of them arethere. Now let go of me."

"Where? Inthe underground facility?'

"Yes, in Section 4," she answered. "Redly now, Cardigan, I'm out of
thismess. It's purely a coincidence that | happen to bein the same
vidnity."

"What's Pickfair intend to do?"

"Kill themventudly. Heésavery nasty young man." "Wewant to get
into the underground complex." "Well, don't let me stand inthe

way."

"You have an eectro key Hetightened hisgrip on her am. "Giveit
tome"

"I'm sorry | ever hired you two buffoons. Y ou've futzed up my life
ever snce”

"Thekey," repeated Jake.






"It'sin my jacket pocket. On the hook there."

Gomez frisked the hanging coat. "Aqui," he said, smiling and holding
it up.

Thewalls had been blank for quite awhile.

"I have afeding," said Molly, "that something e seis getting ready
to happen.”

Dansad, "I might aswdll tell you something.”
"Don't sound so glum.”

"It'sjust that--well, you haven't really been that much of a
nuisance," hetold her. "Asamatter of fact, | sort of likeyou."

"Sort of likeme?." Shelaughed. "Herewe are on the brink of
oblivion and that's the best you can come up with?’

"How can you laugh? Weredly are going to--probably going to die.”

"Well, | sort of likeyou, too," Mlly said. "I prefer to believe that
we're at the start of agreat romance. Great romances have a tendency
to last and endure.”

"Not thisone, dear," said one of thewalls.
That samewall, smoothly and silently, did aside.

Roddy Pickfair, clad in aloosefitting white suit and with asiver
lazgun held loosdly in hisright hand, was standing wide legged inthe
corridor outside. "1 do hope you enjoyed the picture show, kids," he
said. "You knew Beth Kittridge, didn't you, Danny?' he asked. "But,
of course, you did. She was scheduled to be your second mom."

Molly took hold of Dan'shand. "Don't," she whispered.
"You've had, I'd venture to say, awfully bad luck in the mother area.
Origind oneinjail, candidate for 2 shattered to--" "Y ou son of a

bitch," said Dan quietly.

"Y ou're wondering perhaps what's going to happen next?' Pickfair,
amiling, cameinto theroom. "That'simportant in good



storytelling--make them ask what's coming next." Hewalked closer,
keeping his gun trained on the young woman. "Allow meto give you some
background, fill you in on some of the reasons for what's been going

on. For ingtance, asto the death of Beth Kittridge-By the way, would

you like to see that footage again? | had some of my own cam bots

there, pretending to be with Newz, Inc."

"Dan, say put." Molly held onto hishand. "Don't let him goad you
into anything.”

"l know why shewaskilled,” said Dan, strain showing in hisvoice.
"She was close to perfecting an effective anti-Tek system. Y ou must be
connected with one of the Tek cartels and--"

"That was onereason, yes." Heheld up afinger. "Not my only one,
however. Beth Kittridge waskilled at that particular time and place
and in that particular way because | knew it would hurt Jake
Cardigan.”

"Why do you want to hurt him?"

"Miss Fine can probably guess,” he answered. "She's been doing some
very annoying rummaging into my background.”

Molly said, "It must have something to do with your parents.” "With my
father actudly.”

Dan waswatching him. "Bennett Sandswas your father,” he said. "I
can seetraces of that--hidden in that fat face." "Officidly Sands
never had ason,” said Mally.

"He and my mother weren't exactly married, but he was my father
nonetheess,”" said Pickfair. "Hedidn't treat me, admittedly, al that
wdl at fird. Inlater years we became friends, however, and he
admired my businesssense. "I loved him--and Jake Cardigan killed
him."

"My father didn't kill him. Someone ese entirdy wasresponsible
for--"

"If Cardigan hadn't gotten out of the Freezer and Started investigating
the--"

"Sandswastied in with the Teklords," Dan told him. " Sooner or later
he was bound to get killed."



"But he was killed sooner--because of your father. What I've been
after isrevenge.”

Molly asked, "What's the next phase of your plan?’

Pickfair strolled over to the left hand wall. He gestured and it
became again avidscreen.

Thistime, though, lake was up there on the screen. Alone,

carrying astun gun he was making hisway dowly and cautioudy dong a
meta corridor.

"Cardigan has been led to believe that he's outfoxed me," explained the
studio head. "Actudly, I've dlowed him to get possession of an
electro key for thisplace. Just four minutes ago he entered this

facility. Inanother two and ahdf I'll meet himin that



corridor--and kill him." /8

Susan Ferrier dipped into the large land van that served as her
dressing room. It was parked, along with six others, at the edge of a
clearing in the section of the Dickerson Jungle that was being used as
alocation for Jungle Commandos.

She sank down onto her couch, tugged off her boots. "Trina?" she
cdled.

Her robot maid didn't respond.
"Damn, isthat haf wit on the blink again?"

"She's pretty much defunct.” Gomez, smiling broadly, stepped out of
the bathroom.

Susan inhded sharply and reached toward a pillow.

"Gun's not there anymore, chiquita,” the detective informed her.

"Y ou--you're Gomez, aren't you?"

"Si, noneother Hesat inacanvaschair, facing her. "I must say you
look much better than you did the last time | saw you." "What do you

mean? Weve never met."

"But we have, cara. Through the magic of video, | was ableto seeyou
on your deathbed."

"I'm afraid | don't know what you're talking about.” "Porfavor, spare
methemalarkey.” He continued to smileat her. ™Y ou undertook the
part of Jean Marie Sparey. Y ou played to avery limited audience, but
it was undoubtedly lucrative dl the same."



"Ligten, Gomez, | didn't know they were planning to kill anybody.”
"Sure, and they coerced you to take apart in thisepic, too."

"But that'strue. Y ou don't comprehend how vicious and dangerous Roddy
Pickfair can be

"I do, but I've got you down as being pretty vicious yoursdf.”

She leaned forward, resting her palms on her knees. "What did you come
herefor?'

"To round up therest of the ddightful folkswho had anything to do
with Beth Kittridge's desth," hereplied. "That includesLarry Knerr,
ChinaVargasand you."

"Don't you understand what I've been saying? | wassmply hired to
play apat.”

"Tdl ittothejudge.”

"Is Cardigan here with you?"

“Why?

"Judt tell meif he went into the underground rooms hunting for his

Gomez frowned. "That was what he intended to--"

"Y ou have to catch him and stop him, Gomez," she urged. "Roddy's set a
trgp for him."

Roddy Pickfair chuckled. "I'll beleaving you, kids, to keep my
gppointment with Cardigan,” hetold them. "Thiswallscreen will keep
running so that you can follow the wholething.”

On the screen the figure of Jake was moving dowly aong an underground
corridor.

"Inaway, I'll be sorry to kill him findly," admitted the pudgy young
man. "Thishas provided mewith agood ded of fun and amusement these

"You cant!" shouted Dan. "I'm not going to let you kill my father."
He broke away from Mally's grip.



Thewal suddenly went blank. Thelightsin theroom and inthe
hallway died. Darkness closed in and absolute sillence.

"What'sgoing on, you idiots?' cried Pickfair. "Switchto the
emergency power system.”

Then he made a pained grunting sound and something metalic hit the
floor.

Light blossomed next to him.
"Dad!" sad Dan, laughing.

Jake, grinning over at him, set the newly lit eectric lantern beside
the crouched figure of Pickfair. ™Y ou okay? Both of you?"

"Werefine--but what are you doing in that Brazil Wars uniform?' Dan
went hurrying over to him. "We were watching you on the screen and you
were dressed differently.”

"Get up, Roddy," suggested Jake.

The studio head remained crouched, rubbing at hiswrist. "You used a
decoy."

"Y ep, that was an android performer named Jacko Fuller--made up to look
likeme," admitted Jake. "Gomez rented him. It'sthefirst time he's

worked in over ayear."

"But you used Chinas electro key to get into thefacility. Andweve
been monitoring your progress ever snce.”

" figured you would, whichiswhy | sent in Jacko."
"Then how did you get--"

"Y our security system isn't dl that tricky. After I'd studied the
plansfor thisplace, | worked out away to get in."

"And you're the one who turned off al the power?'

Jake nodded. "Get up and well get going--I have alot of peopleto
turn over to thelaw."

Very dowly, Pickfair roseto hisfeet.

Backing, Jake picked up the lazgun he'd knocked from the young man's
hand.

Pickfar smiled faintly. "Go ahead and usethat,” heinvited. "If you
don't know already, your son can tell you. I'm the onewho



masterminded everything that's happened to you."



Jake hefted the gun on hispalm. "A day or so ago | was burning up
withthis" hesad quietly. "Hell, even an hour ago | wasthinking
about killing you once | found you." He stuck the gun into his belt.
"But now?'

Jake shook hishead. "Now | don't fed adamn thing.”

A week later it rained dl across Greeter LA. A chill heavy rain that
went on and on.

Jake, done, was waking along the midday beach near hishome. His
shoulders were hunched, his hands were thrust deep in histrouser
pockets.

From the opposite direction a pretty young actress came running
enthusiagticaly dong therainswept sand. ™Y ou're getting soaked,”
she commented as she jogged by him.

He didn't respond and kept walking.

A hdf amileor so later, he hated and stood looking out &t the
choppy grey ocean.

"I'm touched," said someone behind him.
Jaketurned. "Hi, Sd."

"Even acoldhearted, hardboiled old operative such as me couldn't help
but be moved by how forlorn you're looking,

"I'm not after pity."
"Oh, 07
"Did you want anything specific?'

"You haven't returned the chief'scdlsat dl. Y ou haven't returned
mine for two days."

"| fed like being pretty much to mysdlf." "Dan'swith you, isnt he?'
"Sure, but he understands.”

"He hasto pretend to, the poor kid's stuck with you for a



padre," said Gomez. "The Cosmos Agency hasanew casefor us. It's
an odd one and it apparently doesn'tinvolve Tek at all. Why don't you
comeinto the of ice with methis afternoon?’

He asked hisfriend, "Y ou think I'm overdoing the mourning?' "By about
two or three days at least.”

"Okay, I'll change and welll go see what Bascom hasto offer.”

"Eventudly," said his partner asthey started back aong the beach,
"you can get over most things.”



"Most things," said Jake.



