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LIFE CHANGED for good and dl on astormy night in the summer of the
Year 2121. A vidphone cal began the process.

It was afew minutes short of midnight in Secure Zone 2 of Manhattan
when the phone in Richard Bascom's tower-apartment bedroom buzzed
harshly.

Out beyond the wide blanked windows of the room lightning crackled.
Thunder seemed to be rolling dong the rainswept pedestrian ramps and
Sreets out therein the night.

A lanky, sandyhaired man in hismiddle thirties, Richard hadn't yet
fdlen adegp. Sitting up intheova bed, hesad, "Lights.”

Asthe room filled with soft light, he nodded toward the small vidphone
screen resting on the floating bedside table. "I'll take the call.”

The rectangular screen whirred faintly asit turned to facehim. But
it remained blank. "Listen, old buddy,” came adurred mae voice.

Richard didn't recognizeit. "Whoisthis?'

"Just pay attention,” continued the unseen cdler. "No matter what
they try to tell you--she was murdered.”

"Who was murdered?' Swinging hislegs off the bed, Richard stood up.
"Whet the hell are you talking about?"

"Eve, old buddy. I'mtalking about your loyd, loving wife" The
phone clicked off.

He frowned at the dead phone. "Jesus, has something happened to
Eve?'

Turning on hished and grabbing up hisrobe, hewent running from the
room.

The high, widewindow of their gpartment living room hadn't been
blanked. A sudden blaze of bluish lightning showed him the towering
gpartment houses out there, the rainy pedramps and the flitting sky
cars as he hurried to Eve's bedroom.

Hiswife went out on adinner date with some client or other tonight,
but he'd assumed she had long since come home.

She hadn't, though. Her bedroom was empty, the ova bed nestly made,
just asthe servobot had |eft it thismorning.

Hisfrown degpening, Richard glanced around the room. He had no idea
what he was expecting to see. Her memo pad screen was Sitting on alow
table, but he had no way to accessit.



"A practica joke" hedecided. "Sure, that damn call wasjust a
practical joke."

Evewasn't dead.

"That guy sounded as though he was drunk or high on something. A
Tekhead maybe, who bdievesin hishdlucinations." Evewasn't dead.
Couldn't be.

Thething to do was find out whom she'd gone to dinner with and
where.

"Problemis," he said to himsdf while hewandered around hiswifes
slent bedroom, "Eve haan't been dl that confiding lately."

He had no ideawhere shedd gonethisevening. Not only that, he wasn't
even sure which person a Larson-Dunn, the public relations outfit Eve
worked for, he could cdl to ask for information.

"Is Terry Wollter still with L-D? Seemsto me she mentioned he was
fired couple months back.”

Wollter was just about the only one at the firm he knew well enough to
contact at thishour.

He sat on the edge of her bed. He'd pulled the robe on over his
pajameas, yet he wasfeding extremely cold. He clenched hisfiststo
keep himsdf from shaking.

Eve wasn't dead.

It had to be ajoke. Some damned drunk, some Tekkie with a sense of
humor.

Funny how thorough the servobot had been. There was hardly atrace of
Eveleft in the bedroom. It was chill and smdled faintly antiseptic.
The sandawood perfume she usudly wore wasn't discernible at all.

Richard got up, dowly, and made hisway into the living room. "But
whereisshe?' hesaid, sopping near thewindow. "Wherethe hdl is
she?'

The heavy rain kept damming down through the night. Everything out
there was blurred, looking as though it might melt away at any
moment.

"Okay, I'll wait another fifteen minutes" hedecided. "Then I'll get
in touch with Wollter."

Even if the guy no longer worked at Larson-Dunn, he ought to know



somebody who could tell him where Eve had gone tonight.

Richard told himsdlf, not for thefirst time, that he was going to have
to work harder on hisrdationship with hiswife. "Lately things
haven't been going--"

"Sir?' camethe soft, polite voice of the gpartment computer.
He turned to glance up at the grey overhead voxbox. "Y es, what?'

"There's someone at the pedramp entrance, Sir," announced the
computer.

"Who?'

"Two people, actualy, who identify themselves as members of the
Manhattan Police Service" replied the dightly metdlic voice. "I'm
afrad, gr, that your wife has suffered an accident.”

JAKE CARDIGAN WAS, he decided, in pretty good shape. "For aguy who's
getting ever closer to fifty," he added.

Twilight was dowly spreading across the Maibu Sector of Greater Los
Angees and Jake was running, alone, along a stretch of beach that led
to the gpartment he shared with his son.

He'd done two miles out and was now heading for home.
He kept up a steady pace, not winded at al.

The surf wasrdatively quiet tonight, the foam camewhispering in
across the wet sand.

Trotting dong the water's edge, coming in Jake's direction, wasa
highly polished chrome plated robot. He was holding the glowing
fiberoptic leashes of two listless peppermint poodies.

"Bonsoir greeted the got as he and the two dogs passed Jake. "Evening.
Wheresthethird one?' "Un peured,” replied the robot.

Nodding sympatheticaly, Jake continued on hisrun.

Up ahead on hisright loomed a brightly illuminated beach house, only a
few months old, built of glittering meta strutsand large curved

panels of tinted plastiglass. Out on the glowing nco-wood sundeck
about thirty people were gathered, talking and drinking. On the small
holostage at the far side of the deck a projected string quartet was
playing chamber music that didn't match the look of the party.

Spotting Jake passing, aplump pretty blondein atight yellow daxsuit
hurried over to the beach sderailing and waved. "Jake, hey," she



cdled. "Didnt you get my invitation, hon?'

He dowed his pace but didn't stop completely. "Can't makethe
fedtivities, Maggie," he shouted. "Sorry."

"We'regoing to havefun." Maggie brought up her clenched fist from
her side and opened it for afew seconds. She was holding what looked
to beaTek chip.

Sudden anger hit Jake, but he only gave her athin grin and afarewdll
wave. "Sol see” Kicking up his pace, he soon |eft the party
behind.

He'd been jogging aong for about another ten minuteswhen he heard a
muffled cry from up near an unlit beach house some three hundred feet
inland from him.

Jake dowed again, then halted to scan the shadows benesath the place.

It was one of severd plagtiglass and smulated redwood stilt-houses
that had been built dong here back in the early 2100s.

Nodding to himself, Jake sprinted up acrossthe sand. "What are you
ladsup to?" hecaled.

Hed spotted two bulky figures struggling with asmaller, dimmer
figure

Two large thickset young men were assaulting an auburn-haired young
woman. Thelargest had an arm lock on her and was trying to get her
shoulder bag free of her grasp.

"Keep onjogging, asshole," the other lout advised Jake. Letting go of
the struggling woman's arm, he spun to glower a him.

Jake kicked out, hard, connecting with his kneecap. He followed that
with three jabs to the young man'sfat chin.

The lunk made afew unhappy grunting noises before dropping to the
sandy ground.

Jake took hold of the second lout by the back of hislaminated shirt
and yanked. Spinning him around, he delivered two effective punchesto
his sagging midsection and another to his|eft temple as he doubled

up.
The huge youth said, "Oof--ung," and then toppled to his knees.

When Jake booted him in the backside, hefdll al theway over and
spilled out next to his unconscious companion.



Jake turned to the young woman. "Did they--Hey! Alicia

"Hi, Jake." Shebrushed at the front of her skirt as she moved nearer
to him. "Excuse mefor barginginonyou likethis."

Hewalked her afew yards downhill toward the darkening sea. He asked,
"Y ou were coming to see me?"

Alicianodded, smiling faintly. "1 happened to beflying over Mdibu,
trying out my new sky van when | remembered that you lived in the
vicinity," sheexplained. "So | decided to set down at apublic lot up
theway." Sheindicated itsdirection with ahaf swing of her |eft
shoulder. "I was gtrolling over to pay you avist when | got jumped
by those two burly muggers.”

"Yesh?'

She held up her right hand. "Y es, honestly," she assured him. "
havent, after al seen you since you extricated me from that messin
Farmland and helped me get my brains unscrambled.”

Jake looked her dowly up and down. "Y ou don't, you know, need an
elaborate excuse to pay me avist,” hetold her. "Youdidnt rig this
show, did you?"

"No, mogt certainly not." She'hed out her dimright arm. "'l
wouldn't pay those goonsto give me these bruises, would 17"

He glanced up into the thickening dark around the tilt house The pair

of attackers had revived and were sumbling rapidly away in the
oppositedirection. He ignored them, saying to the young woman, "Okay,
| believe you--for now. How have you been?"

"lsn't the complete phrase "How have you been, little girl 7™ Anger
tinged her voice. "I'm twenty-seven and, as you should know, not
particularly innocent.”

"| often ask my friends how they've been,” he said. "Even those who
aren't little girls. Inthis part of the country that sort of inquiry
intaninault.”

"Allright, sorry. I'm gill somewhat edgy around you," Alicia
admitted. "But after what we went through together--1 don't know, |
thought I'd hear from you after you got me safely home.”

"Sometimes | send out cheery fax gramsto my former clients during the
holiday season.”

She rested her fists on her narrow hips. "I'm not easily dissuaded,”
sheinformed him. "Maybe you didn't get the impression when you were
springing me from that booby hatch back in Farmland, but I'm damned



stubborn.” She paused to take adow breath in. “"Would you liketo go
to dinner withme?' " Sometime?"

"No, damnit," she said impatiently. "Now, tonight. That's one of the
things| dropped by to ask you."

Hegrinned, nodding. "Sure," hesaid. "There's apretty good seafood
cafE about ahaf mile back along the beach. We can hikethereif
youreuptoit.”

"Of course |l am. It soundsfine” Shetook hold of hisarm and they
garted walking. "Don't you stay friendly with people you've met while
working on acase?'

He watched the dark ocean. Far out the colored lights of alone hover
boat wereflashing. "Onceinawhile”

"WRONG SCREEN," gpologized the lean plaincl othes policeman.
ll&].rylll

He and Richard Bascom were down in the monitor room of the Manhattan
Municipa Morgue and one of the dozen large vidscreens built into the
circular wal had just cometo life.

Richard saw two blood-splattered white medibots performing an autopsy
on the body of adead child.

Detective Busino said, "No need to look at that." Reaching out to the
wall control pad, he shut off the screen and the noise of the surgica
saw. "You okay, Sr."

Richard dapped his hand against the nearest metd wall to steady
himsdf. "Moreor less," heanswered in avoicethat didn't sound like
hisownto him. "Isthere any way to turn up the heat down here?'

"No, afraid not. It's controlled from upstairs.” The cop poked again
at the control pad. "Would you, please, take alook at Screen 117"

"Which?'
"Behind you."

Heturned and saw anew image. The body of a dead woman was stretched
out on awhite meta table, partially covered with athin white

plyosheet. The body was battered, twisted and broken, one whole side

of the facewas acrusty black. All his breath seemed to sigh out of

him as heredlized hewas saring & Eve.

Two white medibots, ams at their Sdes, were standing next to the
table that held the sad remains of hiswife.



Richard brought his other hand up to hisface, covering hiseyesfor a
moment. Then he dropped his hand and straightened up. "Arethose damn
gadgetsgoing.." going to cut her up?'

"No, sr, no," Detective Busino assured him. "Now | need you to tell
me positively thet thisisyour wife."

"Yes, that'sEve" hesaid quietly. "But don't | get to seeher? In
the same room, | mean, so | can touch her."

"Afraid you can't do that, not at this stage anyway," the officer told
him. "Thisisdefinitely Eve Scanlon Bascom?'

"Yes, yeah, it is-do we have to keep looking at her?"

"No, course not.” Busino turned off the screen. "Some peopleliketo
watch long asthey can."

Richard crossed to one of the three white metal chairs across the round
room. "Am| dlowed to 9t?"

"Sure”

"What happened to her?"

The detective put his handsin histrouser pockets and leaned against
thewall. "Y our wife's sky car was rerouted because--" " She was aone
in her car?'

"Yes, done. Y ou thought she was with someone?' " She was having
dinner with aclient. | wasn't sureif--""Only your wifewasin the
vehicle" hesaid. "She had been passing over Secure Zone | and then
shewas rerouted over Danger Zone 3."

"Why? That wasa-"

"Couldn't be helped. Asyou probably know, President Brookmeyer was
vigiting Manhattan tonight. And when the President of the United
Statesistraveling over Secure Zone 1 in hissky cade dl other
trafficisautomatically diverted esawhere.

Standard procedure.”

"What happened?’

"Just achancething,” hereplied. "That's how life goes sometimes.
While she wastraveling over Danger Zone 3, astolen sky van smashed

into her. Couple of Tekhead punksout joyriding. They died, too."

Richard asked him, "Y ou're certain thiswas an accident?'



"Absolutely.” Busino took his handsfrom his pockets. "Unlessyou have
something to tell me that'll maybe change our minds.™

"No, nothing." He stood up and discovered he was alittle unsteady on
hisfeet. "Isthereavidphonel canuse?' "Out in Corridor 3." The
detective came over and took hold of hisarm. I'll show you, Sir.”

"Thanks"

"These things happen,” he said as he helped him toward the door. "It's
just chance, fate. Nothing you can do about it."

"Maybe," said Richard quietly, "thereis something | can do.”

DARKNESS HAD LONG since closed in around Captain Noah's Cafe. The
Pecific Ocean out beyond the dome covered dining deck was avelvety
black.

"Her nameis Kay Norwood," Aliciawas saying, both elbows resting on
the tabletop. "A longtimefriend of mine--one of the few, actudly,
that | have left--and an absolutely terrific corporate lawyer."

"I've heard of her."

"Kay's been doing agreat job of helping me get my father's estate
graightened out." Shelaughed, shaking her head. "The affairs of
Mechanix International are redly screwed up, Jake. My dear departed
dad was in cahoots with dl sorts of scoundrels--crooks, Teklordsand a
wide variety of government snesks.”

Jake asked her, "Are you going to be, do you think, controlling the
operétion eventualy?'

"Y ou bet your ass| am," she assured him. "Were going to dump dl the
do inks and dead heads Roger Zangerly ishelping out, too. He'sone
of the few Mechanix execs| can hafway trust."

"And what about Barry Zangerly?'

'Wearent," she said, spreading her fingers wide and studying them,
"living together anymore.”

Jake said nothing.

"But I'm not going back to my old promiscuousways," sheadded. "I'm
living aone--without even aservobot to help out at my father's
Pdisades Sector home." "Big placeto inhabit done." "Y ou've been
there, haven't you?" "Once--briefly."

"That'sright, you were lured there and--"



"Lured istoo politeaword to describeit,” heputin. "l was
out-and-out dumb and let mysalf get conned. | dmost got trounced asa
result.”

"My fault thet was"
Hegrinned. "Nope, entirdly mine."

"Well, you'd been hired to find me." Sheleaned back in her chair.
"Hired by Barry actudly. | fed badly about abandoning him. But |
redly think it'simportant to be by mysdlf for awhile” "Thanksfor
letting meintrude on your solitude tonight." "Y ou're one of the
exceptions.” Aliciablinked, stting up. "Oh, you wereteasing me,
weren't you? Am | garting to sound self-important and soulful ?*

"Just amite”

I'll quit," she promised. "Tell mewhat you're working on now--if it's
not confidentia.”

"At the moment I'm between casss."

Resting her ebows on the table again, Aliciasaid, "1've been thinking
I'd like to see you now and then. In adtrictly friendship sort of

way.

"I'm pretty much practicing the solitary life mysdlf these days™” he
told her. "Asfar asany sort of socid life goes.”

Shesad, "l suppose I'm making too much of the fact that you saved my
life"

"That was part of my job," hesaid. "What you have to understand,
Alicia, isthat any one of a dozen other Cosmos Detective Agency
operatives couldve--"

"Excessve modesty doesn't fit you very well." She gave a shake of her
head. "I'm not aschoolgirl and thisisn't acrush. | likeyou--Jake
Cardigan. If wed met at aparty or abrawl, I'd till think of you as

an exceptiona person.”

"An exceptiond person who's nearly twice your age.”

She laughed. "Isthat what's bothering you? Y ou don't want to get
involved with akid?'

Jake studied the black starless sky up above the restaurant deck. "It's
ampler than that," he answered finaly. "I don't want to get involved

with anybody, age has very little to--"

"Excuse me, amigo, for intruding on what sounds likeit's bound to



develop into avery touching spiel--and how might you be, Miss Bower."
Gomez had come gtriding out onto the deck. He bowed toward the young
woman. "Weve never met, seorita, but no doubt you've heard of me. Sid
Gomez, Jake's partner and well known ace detective in my own right.”

Eyeing him, Jake inquired, "Y ou just happen to be passing by, too?' He
indicated the third chair with atilt of histhumb.

Gomez was adark curly haired man, about ten years younger than his
partner. Heremained standing. "When | checked with Dan at your
residence, heinformed me you'd reported in that you were cavorting
here

"So what's happening?'

"Walt Bascom, our esteemedjefe, wantsto see usimmediatdly if not
sooner. He awaits at the Cosmos Detective Agency building.”

"I'll haveto go, Alicia" He pushed back from thetable. "Weéll
escort you to your sky car

"Thanks, I'd fed safer if you did." Standing, she held out her hand
to Gomez. "Niceto meet you. I've heard agood deal about you."

He bent, kissed her hand. 'S, I'm alegend in my owntime." Jake
stood. "Must be an important case Bascom hasfor us.”

Asthe three of them crossed the deck, Gomez said, "I don't know
exactly what's going on, snce the chief hasn't asyet provided any
details. | havethefeding, though, that there's something specid
about thisone."

JAKE NODDED AT the figure that had materiadized atop the hologram
projection stage. "That's your son, isn't it?"

"One of them," answered Bascom. "Richard, the youngest." The agency
head was Sitting, somewhat iffly, behind hislargedesk. "Livesin

New York." Hisdesktop was uncharacteristically uncluttered. "He
worksfor the Tri State Ed System asa Lit professor.” All the windows
inthe big tower office had been blanked and nothing of the night

streets of this part of the Malibu Sector showed. "Until tonight he
wasmarried.”

"And what happened tonight, jefe?’ Gomez was Sitting on the edge of
the holostage with part of Richard Bascom's|eft foot superimposed on
his backside.

Bascom, whaose grey suit was considerably rumpled, reached out to the
control pand again. "Hiswifewaskilled." Thefigure of adender
darkhaired woman of about thirty replaced the image of the detective
agency head'sson. "Evewas her name."



Standing up and away from the platform, Gomez asked, "Didn't she work
for some public relaions outfit?"

"Yeah, for Larson-Dunn." Bascom touched the controls again and Eve
vanished. "Their Manhattan office."

Jake was straddling astraight back meta chair. "A very shifty
outfit," he commented, "and not one known for its probity.”

"Both Larson and Dunn are corrupt, money grubbing swine," said Bascom.
"Their organization's been involved in numerous shady dedls both
domestic and foreign.”

Gomez had roamed over to one of the high wide blanked windows. He
tapped absently on the plastiglass with hisforefinger.

"How would you rate Eve's honesty and integrity?"
"Not very highly."

Jake said, "Did your son share your opinion?’ "Nope, not &t all.”
"Ever discussit with--"

"Only once. That wasthree yearsor so ago. Right before he went and
married her," said Bascom. "1'd dready heard alittle something about
the lady, and that public relations gang she wasworking for.
Larson-Dunn has its headquarters office in Washington, DC, and I've had
afew run-inswith them. They tend to represent scoundrelsin the
business, political and criminal areas---crooked tycoons, Teklords,
bloodstained dictators and the like."

"Y ou know for afact that Eve hersalf was crooked?’

"Hell, sheld have to beto sign up with that bunch in thefirst place”
answered the chief. "And, dthough | never told Richard about this, |
had the lady checked out."

"Remind mein futureincarnations," said Gomez, " not to have agumshoe
for arddive.”

"How much of what you found out about her did you pass dong to your
on?'

"Not ahell of alot, Jake. Richard and I--well, we haven't been al
that closefor along time," admitted Bascom. "So | only hinted that
maybe he ought to wait, look into her background alittle more."

"| bet that didn't work too well."

"Hetold meto go screw myself and hung up. We didn't talk to each



other again for nearly ayear.”
Jake asked, "Have you kept checking up on her?"

Bascom sighed. "Yep, | have every so often,” hesaid dowly. "In
addition to dealing with adew of extremely fragrant clients here and
abroad, Eve has been--Eve was not particularly faithful to my son.”

"How much s0?"

"Oh, she wasn't exactly promiscuous, but she carried on severd affairs
after shemarried my son.”

"Muy red,” commented Gomez as he sttled into an armchair.

Theimage of ablond, "overweight man of forty materidized on the
gstage. "Thislad wasthe most recent of her lovers. Arnold Maxfield,
N

"Son of the communications mogul," said Jeke.

Gomez sat up. "Didn't Junior get knocked off in some sort of accident
down Nicaraguaway only last week?"

"Might be it wasn't an accident,” said Bascom. "I'm sorry | didn't put
fulltime operatives on Eve soon as | heard about Max-field's death.”

"Was she with him down there, jefe?!

"Supposedly Eve wasin Managuaon Larson-Dunn businessfor nearly two
weeks. He was down there at the same time and the day after she headed
for home, Maxfield waskilled during ariot at an air soccer match,” he

told them. "Sheand Junior saw alot of each other, day and night.”

Jake rubbed his knuckles across his cheek. "How was shekilled and
where?"'

"Back in New York City--a roughly eleven PM tonight--when arunaway
sky van dammed into her sky car

"Two fatd accidentsin aweek," obsarved Gomez, "makefor anice
coincidence."

"At midnight, before he even knew anything had happened, Richard got a
cal," continued the chief. "The caler wasaman and he kept the

screen blanked. Hetold my son, in what soundsto me like anasty way,
that no matter what anybody tried to tell him, hiswife had been
murdered.”

"Beinteresting," said Jake, "to find out what that guy knows."



"I've dready had an op with your Manhattan affiliate trying to track
downthecall." Bascom shook hishead. "Made from abooth in asky
bus ation.”

"Y ou want us to head back to New Y ork?"

"I've dready booked you both on asky liner that leaves GLA -' a two
AM thismorning."

Standing up, Gomez asked, "How many sonsdo you have?' "Three, and I'd
like very much to have dl of them attend my wake someday,” hesaid. "'l
wouldn't want Richard to have an accident.” He placed both hands,

palms down, on the uncluttered desk top. "Heand | don't get along too
damn wéll, but when this came up---and after the copstold him her

death was an accident plain and smple--he turned to mefor help. I'm

glad hedid and | don't want him fedling thet | let him down.”

"Well give him the same matchless service we provide dl our clients”
promised Gomez. "With afew added frillsto boot.”

"If you could avoid it, fellas™ cautioned Bascom, "don't tell him
anything about hiswifesromances. Okay?"

"WHT YOU NEr) is somebody who's not alunatic.” Dan Cardigan, alean
young man of sixteen, wasleaning in the doorway of hisfather's

bedroom and watching him pack.

"Alicidsactualy astable and rational person,” Jaketold his son.

"You, likethe lady hersdlf, tend to believe dl the rumorsyou've

heard about her.”

"From what you tell me, shejust about came stalking you tonight.”

"All shedid was pay meafriendly socid cdl." "So areyou going to
dart dating her?' "Wasn't planning to, no."

Dan sad, "Still, you ought to be dating someone.”

"Eventudly." He shut the single suitcase he was planning to take.
"What'swrong with Bev Kendricks?'

"Not adamn thing, far as| know."

"| figured, after you ran into her while you were working on that case
involving AliciaBower, that you'd renew your old friendship.”

"What Bev and | had back when we were both cops wasn't exactly a
friendship.” Helifted the suitcase off his bed.

"But she'sa private eye now, too, just likeyou. That sure as hell



givesyou something in common.”
"Too much probably."

Dan took afew steps backward. "1'm not trying to play matchmaker,
Dad. But, you know, | hate to see you turning into arecluse.”

"| get around too much to beranked arecluse” He carried the
suitcase out into the hallway.

"Any ideahow long you'll be back East?"

"Few daysat least. AndI'vegot afeding thisone could lead us
pretty far afied.”

"Have you ever met Bascom's son?"
IINOFEII
"How do they get dong?"

"Not, according to Bascom, very well," answered Jake. "Mainly because
hetried to intrude into his son's persond life. A bad practice.”

"Ah, | seethe pardld you're attempting to make, Pops.” He waked
alongside hisfather to the door of the gpartment.

"| always suspected you were a perceptive kid."
Dan laughed. "Maybe you'll meet an interesting woman in New Y ork."

"New York isavast metropolis. Bound to be severd interesting women
residing theresbouts.”

Dan put his hand on Jake's shoulder. "Excusethe paterndistic
attitude," he said, "but | do worry about you."

The door announced, " There's a Gomez on the doorstep.”

The smdl vidscreen mounted in the door's midsection showed them a
picture of the moustached detective.

"Ready to embark, amigo?' inquired Gomez'simage.
"Beright there" Turning, Jake hugged his son.

HE SHOULDN'T HAVE logt histemper, since hewas, after al only arguing
with arobot. But Nathan Anger kept growing increasingly upset and

found himsdlf yelling a the smug, goddamned slvery mechanica man.

"Y ou've got to stop this, Sunny," he shouted, hishandsfisting and his
breathing starting to get choppy. "It drawstoo much attention



to___ll

"Y ou're the one, jocko, who's going to attract attention. Especidly
with al theselittle tantrums of yours" The big silver plated hot
was lounging, crosslegged, in apadded plastiglass rocker at the
center of the big ovd living room.

It was nearly three AM and alight, steady rain wasfaling al across
New Batimore. You could hear the unvaried patter of it on the domed
calling of their top floor condo.

Anger, wrapped in athin black night robe was pacing back and forth in
front of the smulated fireplace. "Y ou take ordersfromme," he
reminded, struggling to control hisvoice and to keep the rage hewas
feding from breaking through.

"That'syour notion, not mine."

"I'm the one who's atop agent with the Office of Clandestine
Operations,” he. reminded. "Y ou, Sunny, work for me and--"

"People who go out of their way to tell you they're top agents usudly
aent.”

The short, compact agent took afew quick breathsin and out. "A edt,
for Christ sake."

"It annoyed me, jocko."
"Nothing's supposed to annoy you. Y ou're agoddamn machine.”
"A top machineinmy field."

"Y ou're abodyguard, an enforcer, an interrogator,” said Anger. "You're
not supposed to make a decision about anything.”

"I've saved your ass more than once by making aquick szeup of a
Stuation.”

"Killing somebody's pet--Jesus, breaking its damn neck--that's
completely nuts”

"Machines can't go nuts, can they? Not according to your theory."
"It wasn't bad enough you kill thething. No, then you leave it tossed
out there in the condo courtyard. If | hadn't spotted it before Mrs.
Averil got alook at--"

"It was anasty caterwauling nuisance," observed Sunny. "Much better
off dead."



"Doing Suff likethat is-damnit, it's not tactful.”

The robot made aharsh snickering sound. "That's very funny, jocko,"
hesaid. "We can kill Eve Bascom and that's perfectly okay. But get
rid of some pissant fdineand--" "Wedidn't kill Eve Bascom." "Right,
weonly helped arangeit.” "That'savery different thing."

Sunny leaned back in his chair and spread his glittering metal hands
wide. "You'reharsplitting again.”

"The point is, you've got to control these violent impulses of yours,”
Anger told him. "Otherwise, I'm going to haul you into the OCO offices
and order acomplete--" "Y ou won't do that." "Oh, won't | now?"

Sunny made achuckling noise. "It wouldn't be at dl smart,” he
advised. "I know too much about you. No, you don't want to risk

annoying me."

Theleft hand pocket of Anger's dark robe buzzed. Scowling, he yanked
out the palm size phone. "Who?"'

"Access A2," said the phone.

Anger sat down on thelow black sofa. I'll takeit.”

A husky black man appeared on thetiny rectangular screen. "How come
we haven't had any further followup reports on the Eve Bascom

matter?"

"| was about to contact you, when | got distracted by another matter,”
the OCO agent apologized.

"Didracted by akitty." Sunny snickered again.

WimN ‘t-m "} "PIG sounded on the metal door of hissmall sky-liner
compartment, Jake said, "C'monin, Sid."

His partner, wearing a very bright orange robe, crossed the threshold
from the adjoining compartment. "Have | grown severd feet in height
since we departed Greater LA?"

"Not noticeably, no."

"Then my room really isas squatty as| thought." Hewascarrying a
laptop file screen "Finding mysdlf in adeepless Sate, I've been
going over again this background stuff Bascom passed onto us.” He
ettled into the room's other chair. "Haven't you been deeping
ether?'

"Nope." Jakewas till dressed.



"|s something other than this case bothering you?!
"l was thinking about what Dan said tonight.”

"Doesn't pay to heed what any near relative hasto say. Most of my
earlier wives, for example, were notorioudy crack brained

"My son was suggesting that I'm turning into arecluse--not literaly
but inasocid sense”

"Tdl himyou've been losng yoursdf in your work. That's aperfectly
acceptable USA padtime.”

"Beth Kittridge has been dead for severd months” he said quietly. He
un blanked the small ova compartment window and looked out into the
night sky they were rushing through.

"Somethings" said Gomez, "take quite alot of timeto get

or."

"I'm probably taking way too long."

Gomez shrugged one shoulder. "What do you think?"

"I still miss her," answered Jake. "I've accepted, you know, the fact
she's dead and out of my lifefor the rest of my days." Hewaiched the
darkness again for amoment. "I don't know, Sid. Therejust hasn't
been anyone since Beth."

"Shewas an exceptiond lady,” said his partner. "Women like that you
usudly don't find more than once per given lifetime. Unfortunate, but
that's one of the annoying ground rules of life."

"I'm dso alittle uneasy about Aliciaslooking meup,” he admitted.
"She's an interesting young woman, but what | feel about her ismore

avuncular than romantic.”

"I don't think she'sthe kind of mujer who'll keep tossing hersdlf a
you."

Jake sad, "Could be thisisasymptom of growing older. I'mlosing
interest in romantic affairs”

"Noesver dad You never loseinterest,” Gomez assured him.
Jake said, "Enough about the life and loves of Jake Cardigan.”
Gomez said, "I've been going over thislist of hombresthat Eve

Bascom had afling with.”



"And?" "Wel, onething I'm wondering iswhy Ricardo didn't tumbleto
what was afoot. There were nine different gents since they were
married. Ninethe chief found out about--there may be afew more who
escaped thetally. Y ou'd have to do some serious looking the other way
to miss noticing your wife carrying on with close on to adozen

ouys”
"Some people don't want to notice."
Seems muy ton to to me."

"We can ask Richard about it--very carefully,” said Jake. "Bascom's
anxious we don't tell his son anything about hiswife that he doesn't
dready know."

"Sooner or later sonny'sgoing to find out.” Gomez smoothed an end of
his moustache. "Suppose, for instance, that her death does have some
connection with Junior Maxfield'sdemise? If we establish that, he's
going to redlize they were up to something besdes diplomacy down
there”

"He may dready suspect that and just didn't mention it to his
father."

Tapping the file screen Gomez said, "After wetalk to the bosss son
and get dl the background stuff from him we can, we're probably going
to have to check out every singlefdlow onthislist of Evesold

Jake nodded. "A sad business,”" he said.
TinsT I'mD be able to do something.

Jake got to Berlin ahead of her. 1t wasacold, grey morning filled
with heavy rain. A smdl crowd was dready gathering ontherain dick
street in front of the World Drug Court. They huddled benegath dark
umbrellas, curious onlookers, watching the long pass way that led from
the curb to the narrow gate of the court building.

There were ten armed guards, human and robot, strung out on each side
of the passway

Then the land car pulled up, the one carrying Beth and the
Internationa Drug Control Agency men assigned to escort her safely
into thetrid to tedtify.

Thingswere going to be okay. Thistime held be able to do something.
Thistime Beth wasn't going to die.

Jake started to push hisway through the growing crowd. The man



nearest him turned out to be Bascom.

"Easy, Jake, don't shove.”

"But they're going to attempt to kill her." He started to push around
him. "I have another casefor you to work on." Rain wasrolling down
off hisblack umbrellaand hitting at lake'sface. "Much more
important than thisone.”

"Damn you, get out of my way." A few feet away he saw another lake.
Thisonecdled out to

Beth, grinned, waved hishand. "Thought for awhile | wasn' going to
mekeit."

"Jakel" A amile brightened her face and she pulled hersdf frEe, of
the IDCA agent who was holding her arm. "My god, wher€v, you been?"

Jake shouted, cupping hishands. "That's not me, Beth! It's
kamikaze--an android |oaded with explosived ™

Shedidn't seem to hear him. She kept moving toward the falsE Jake.
An agent was trotting after her, reaching out to pull her back

Jakefought to get near. "Beth, no!" heydled. "I know what' going
to happen.”

The other Jake, grinning, held out hisarmsto her.

She put her armstight around the android. "I'm so glad--" Therewas
an enormous explosion. "Nol" cried Jake. "I haveto saveyou."

Therain turned blood red and came damming a him. I'
knocked him to the sdewalk, pounding at his chest.
"How you doing, amigo?"

Jake sat up on hisnarrow bed. "Sid?

"You were hallering," explained his partner from the compartment
doorway. "1 thought I'd best popin.”

"Thanks, but it's nothing," Jake assured him. "A bad dream.

Can't even remember what it was about." "It was about Beth." "Naw, |
don't think--"

"I heard you shouting her name over and over.."



Jake sighed and nodded his head dowly. "Yeah, | go back t Berlin
quitealot,” he admitted. "Mogt often | get another chanceto try to
save her. But, shit, | never succeed. Just likeinred life” He

hit a hisleg with hisfist. "If | hadn't been such an asshole

letting mysdlf get Sdetracked in Brazil--Beth would be dive.”

"It'sover and done," said Gomez. "Like everything elsethat's ever
happened up until just now, it'sinthe past. Let it go, Jake."

"I'mtrying," hesaid. "I'll be okay now--get somedeep." Gomez
turned away. "Y ou, too, amigo. '

DAY had dready started, the night completely faded away, by thetime
Richard had returned to his gpartment. He stood in the living room,
hands thrust deep into the pockets of his outer coat staring out into

the morning and yet seeing nothing.

"It'stoo coldin here" he said adoud after amoment.

"I'll raisethe temperature, sir," responded the voice of the computer
obligingly. "Isthat better?’

"What?'

"I've dlevated the temperature.”

"Yeah, okay." Keeping hiscoat on and hishandsin his pockets,
Richard sat on the bright crimson sofa. He was shivering, histegth
dicking.

"There have been some vidphone messages, sir," the computer informed
him after amoment.

"I'll listen later." Heleaned back. That didn't fed especidly
comfortable. He sat up again.

Concentrating on the big wide window, heforced himsdlf to takein the
view outsdeinthegrey morning. A sky cab wasdrifting dowly by; a
chubby young woman in a plyo running suit wasjogging dong the Level

18 pedramp; arobot doorman, decked out in a crimson-and-gold uniform,
was taking his position in front of the private hotel acrosstheway.

"Lifegoeson," muttered Richard, "as Detective Busno would say."
IIS'I?I
"Nothing, I'm babbling to mysdf. Ignoreit.”

"Might I," ventured the computer after another moment had passed,
"Inquire asto Mrs. Bascom's condition?”



"Shel'sdead. That's her condition.”

"Oh." A concerned gasp came out of the overhead voxbox. "I'm terribly
sorry, gr. Isthere anything | can--"

"No, not adamn thing right now.” He stood up. "Who phoned, did you
sy?'

"Y our father, areporter from Newz, Mrs. Truett and Dean Allen of the
Lit Department.”

He crossed to achair that faced the vidwall. "I'd liketo see my
dad's message.”

"Right away, Sr."

Walt Bascom was behind his desk, handsfolded. "Thisisto update you,
son, on what'sgoing on," he said "I've arranged to have operatives

from the Continental Detective Agency, which isour chief affiliate

back that way, set up an around-the-clock security watch on you. |
know you don't think it's necessary, but 1--"

"I don't, but, hell, I'll go dong withiit. | ran into one of those
opsjust now inthe hal.”

"... Cardigan and Sid Gomez will be arriving in Manhattan this

morning,” Bascom's message was continuing. "They'll be contacting you.
Theselads, especidly Jake, tend to annoy people and rub them the
wrong way. But they're among the best detectives we have and they
amog dways get results. I'll--"

Thewall went suddenly black.

"How the hell'd you guys get in here?" Springing up from hischair,
Richard faced the two men showing in the doorway. "Who let you in?"

The computer, too, had falen slent.

One of the men was smdll, only ashade over fivefeet high. Hehad a
completely bald head that seemed at least afew sizestoo large for

him. In hisknobby left hand was gripped a pearl han-died lazgun. The
other man was big and wide, speckled with fuzzy freckles. Hisface
wore abroad, unchanging smile.

"We'relooking for something,” explained the smdler man, hisvoice
thin and chirpy. "1 hopeto god, for your sake especidly, youll tell
usright off whereitis."

Tm B "u'rtFul BLONr>E android smiled awide smile out of the small
dashboard vidscreen a Gomez. "Good morning, Sr,"” shesaidina
smooth whispery voice, "and thanksfor hitting the CarNet News



button."

"Aren't you informed enough aready?' asked Jake, who was piloting
their rented sky car through the grey morning sky over Secure Zone 2 of
Manhattan.

"Actudly it'sthis platinum chiquitawho fascinates me," confessed his
partner. "Probably due to some genetic defect.”

"My namesMarj," continued the synthetic young woman, "and I'm your
Menu Guidefor the vast array of informative News Bites-aterm fully
trademarked by CarNet--available to you thismorning. Onthe
internationa scene there's been avery exciting earthquakein
Lisbon--that'sin faroff Portugd--and it's estimated to have killed

more than 2,500 people. If you want to see the thrilling and
heartrending footage, with astute comment by CarNet's respected
correspondent Colonel R. W. Estling, request Snippet |A."

"Give methe domestic menu, cara” Gomez douched further in his
Sedt.

"Very wel, ar." Marj smiled sweetly. "Our top story on the American
scene this morning has to do with President Warren Brookmeyer's
preparations for his upcoming Cracker Barrel Express Tour of the
nation. Itis, asyou may know, the chief exec's desire to meet
face-to-face with as many concerned citizens asit is humanly poss--"

"Hokum," commented Gomez. "How about some cultura stufF."

"Weusudly, sir, don't advise anything too deep dish thisearly inthe
AM, but I might recommend one of our popular Opinion

F-says," suggested Marj. "Thesein no way reflect the political views
or basic beliefs of CarNet News nor of its parent company, Max Comm
Communications, nor of itschief exec, Arnold Max-fidd, S."

"Ay, we can't get away from the case.” Gomez douched further.
"Beg pardon?"
"Thinking doud."

"We have abrand-new exclusive letter, lasting afull two minutes, in
which Professor Joel Freedon discusses his controversid contention
that Tek ought to belegalized. He assertsthat reports of brain
damage, saizures and other serious side effects from this popular
illega dectronic drug are purdly propaganda circulated by biased and
corrupt government agencies. Thisincisive snippet has the bonus of
including some glorious scenery, sinceit was vidfilmed in the

beautiful Carme Redbout in NorCa only last--" "Pass,”" said Gomez.



"We're nearly there," mentioned Jake.

Straightening up, Gomez shut off the news screen "Okay, I'll remain
ignorant of the day's mgjor events.”

"Dan went through a spell where he thought Freedon was afirsiclass
guru.” Jake tapped out alanding pattern on the dash pad.
"Fortunately, he outgrew it."

"Eventudly I'll outgrow my fascination with Marj and the news.”

Their sky car descended toward alanding port at aLevel 18 pedestrian
ramp.

Frowning, Gomez leaned forward to look out his side window. "That door
that just now came flapping open leadsto Richard's floor, doesn't

it?"

"Y eah, and that guy who was just tossed out onto the ramp lookslike

he's one of the operatives assigned to watch him.”

AsTaste SMALL, bald man approached Richard, he steadied his oversized
head with his hand, as though he were afraid it might topple completely

off hisneck. "Forgive usfor intruding on your sorrow,” he

gpologized. "But then, in away, that'swhy were here.”

"Get the police,” Richard told the gpartment computer.

"Sow on the uptake," observed the large, freckle-splotched intruder.
"It'sthe shock of hismissuskicking off," said the smaler man.
"Dickiedo they call you Dickieor Dick? Doesn't actudly matter.

Dick, we disabled your security system before we camewaltzing in here.
Cach?'

"Also your private coppers.” His partner laughed in a chesty way.
"Whet the hell do you want?'

The bald man nodded, which caused his big head to wobble. Steadying
it, hereplied, "I likethat, Dickie, you getting right to the point.

Well get right to business, shal we?' Hejabbed at the air with the
barrd of hislazgun. "Hand over thevidcaz." Richard gave apuzzled
frown. "Thewhat?' "Videocassette" amplified the freckled thug.

"Thelogica assumption, Dick, isthat your wife--your late
wife--stashed it somewherein this gpartment.”

"And the corollary assumption isthat you are aware of the location.”

"A videocassette?' He shook hishead dowly. "We have afew cassettes



of parties and such around, plus some of business meetings of Eve's,
but--Anyway, none of that Suff isany of your business."

"No, no, Dickie, we're not interested in old memories of bygone days,"
explaned the bald man, gesturing again with hislazgun. "Thevidcaz
we seek is new, special, made within the--"

"Pendgos, play close attention." Thevidwall had suddenly returned to
life and there sood Gomez, life Size smiling amiably out at them.
"Weve put the whole security system back in service, dong with dl
the other eectronic gadgetry you goons futzed up. Copsarewinging
their way hence even aswe chatter. Furthermore, thislittle diversion
of mine has, I'm betting, diverted you to the point that you have
completely failed to note the advent of my trusted associate.”

"Suppose you dworks raise your hands?' suggested Jake from the doorway
behind them.

The bald man started to turn around to face Jake, swinging hislazgun
up.

Jakefired the stun gun he was holding.

The szzling beam hit the smal man full inthe groin. He yowled, went
dancing back until he collided with Richard. Entangled, they both fell
over.

The smadl man's head whapped the floor, bouncing floppily severd
times.

The other intruder had attempted to tug out hisweapon, but a second
burst from Jake's stun gun knocked him out and into a sprawled position
on the sofa

Walking over, Jake helped Richard up. "I'm Jake Cardigan.”

"Yeah, | figured asmuch,” hesaid. "Y our timing was pretty damned

Jake asked him, "What about this cassette they're so eager to get hold
of 2"

"I don't know," he answered. "1 don't have any ideawhat the hell it
could be."

medibot nudged the sprawled body of thelittle bald man with hismetdl
foot. "Detective or hoodlum?' heinquired of Jake.

Jake was stting on the arm of the sofa. "Thetwo in here are
goons."



"We have to keep them sorted,” explained the mechanical man. "Criminals
goto adifferent medicd facility." He bent, creaking dightly inthe

hip joints, to roll the unconscious intruder onto awheded

dretcher.

As soon asthe body hit, the Stretcher went rolling acrossthe living
room and into the halway.

Detective Busino camewaking in right after the bald man left.
"That'sthe way it goes sometimes, one damn thing after another." He
glanced over at Gomez, who was dumped in atinwing chair "Hi, Sid.
| met you acoupletimesout in Greater LA when you were sill a
cop.”

"Encounters, Buzz, that have remained fondly etched in my cabeza."
Tapping histemple, he came stretching up out of the chair. "I'm with
Cosmos now."

"Yeah, | know."

"Y onder ismy partner, Jake Cardigan.”

Busino studied Jake for afew seconds. "I heard, yeah, that you were
out of prison.”

"With dl charges dropped,” reminded Gomez.

"Sure, but they can't give you back the four yearsyou wereonicein
the Freezer. Lifeisn't usudly fair." The policeman moved closer to
Jake. "Any ides, Cardigan, what's going on?"

"Too soontotdl.”

"What brings you to Manhattan?'

"We'relooking into Mrs. Bascom'sdeath." "Not an accident, you
think?' "Too soontotel.”

"I'll be sureto look you up when you findly do have something to
tell," promised the officer. "Mr. Bascom, can you add anything?"

"They brokein. | don't know why." Richard was seated giffly in an
armchair, till wearing hisouter coat

Busino crossed to awindow. "Alwaysalot of people coming and going,”
he observed. "Wéll, life goeson.”

Gomez asked him, "Y ou know ether of those louts who busted in?"

"Thebig oneis Chaz Quinlan."



"Let me guess-he'safredance” Gomez brushed at his curly
moustache. "Hell work for just about anybody and he has alousy

"That's Chaz," agreed Detective Busino. "The other oneisRoy Scarbo.
Nastier than Chaz and somewhat smarter. He usually does odd jobs for

various Teklordsin the Tristate area, but he, too, will work for just
about anybody who can meet hisprice.”

"It'snot likely," observed Jake, "that either oneisgoing totdl us

"Nope, they'll end up telling usjust about nothing a al." Busno
turned to face Richard. "What did they want?'

He shook hishead. "They broke in and the bald one--Scarbo? Scarbo
pointed agun a me," hesaid. "Then Cardigan was here and it was
over." Herubbed hishands, dowly, together. "Do you think thishas
anything to do with my wife's deeth?"

Busino'ssmilewassmal and brief. "l wouldn't," hesaid, "beat dl
surprised.”

Gomz, ON mSkneesin acorner of Eve Bascom's bedroom, was saying,
"It'saknack you ought to cultivate, Richard."

"I haven't had much practice”” Hewasgitting, aamshanging & his
sdes, on hiswife's neatly made bed.

"Youll find thet being ableto lie effectivey to the minions of the

law isan art that will serve you well throughout life"" The detective
was running asmall handheld sniffer dong the floor beside the bed.
"No sign of any vidcaz hidden in this part of the room either.”

"S0 you're suggesting that Detective Busino may suspect |

wasn't telling him everything | know?'

"Even Little Red Riding Hood would've seen through you."

"Y ou think he suspects| know why those thugs broke in here?"
"He must have an inkling that you were keeping something back, 5.
"Actudly, | do somelying in the course of my teaching work. |

haveto lie to parents now and then, to students, even to my department
heads. Y ou'd think, therefore, that--"

"Ah, but lying to civiliansismuch eeder.”



A frown suddenly touched Richard's forehead. He jumped up,

hurried over to a stack of cassettesthey'd already sorted through.
"Wait now," hesaid. "Yes, wait aminute.” He grabbed up avidcaz and
held it up.

IIB]I?I

"Thisonewas made a asmall Larson-Dunn dinner party we had here
about ayear ago." He approached thewall player "It was adreadful

affair that they pressured Eveinto having. For some paroled swindler
who was planning to write afax book about his colorful career.”

Grunting dightly, Gomez roseto hisfeet and pocketed the sniffer.

"You think thisisthe very cassette those two pendegjos were

seeking?'

"No, but | just now recalled something about this particular

gathering." Hethrust the caz into the dot. "Show me--what the hell

was hisname? Larry Seagrove, that'sit. Y eah, show me something with
Larry Seagrovetaking.”

"Larry Seagrove," repeated the voxbox of the machine.

"He'son theligt," muttered Gomez.

Therewas abrief humming, afaint clicking. Then ascene blossomed on
thewall.

Richard inhded sharply, then closed hislipstightly together.
Hiswife was up there on the wall, looking very pretty, standing near a
living-room window that looked out on thetwilit city. "Let'ssee
Seagrove," said Richard, anger in hisvoice. "Coming up.”

A wider shot showed a handsome, though going to fat, man of about
forty-five standing beside Eve. He held aglass of dark alein one

hand, his other hand; pudgy tanned fingers, was stroking her bare upper
arm. "What's that asshole doing here?' hewas asking.

"Larry, love, were taping thiswhole evening, remember?' "So putting
thisfiasco on tape makes Elroy not an asshole?”

"That'senough.” Richard bent his head low, wiping the back of his
hand across his mouth.

Theimage of hiswife and the pudgy man faded and the wall was empty.
"l only met Seagrove once.” Richard's voice was husky. "But

| ought to have recognized that durred, drunken voice of his" "He's



the cabrén who phoned you last night?”

"I'm certain of it," he answered. "Seeing that labdl on the vidcaz
earlier mugt'vetriggered my memory. Yes, he'sthe one who called
me"”

"This gordito works at Larson-Dunn, too, doesn't he?'

Richard stared at him for afew slent seconds. "He does, but how'd
you know that?'

Gomez looked awvay. "Wehavealigt of adl the employees. It'san
unusud name and it stuck in my cabeza."

"Y es, he worked with Eve herein Manhattan."

Gomez went to the open doorway. "Jake," he caled into theliving
room. "Cease your laborsfor amoment and get in here, por favor.”

"Found something?"

"Not what we were looking for, but interesting none the less.”
| can handle thismysdlf,” Richard ingsted to Jeke.

They were standing in the living room, toeto toe.

"Probably s0," conceded Jake. "But you're going to stay home and keep
out of it."

"Simply because you work for my father doesn't mean you can order me
around like a-"

"Congder this" cut in Jake. "Somebody killed your wife,
Then two thugs broke in here to work you over."

"I'm not afraid of getting hurt, if that'swhat you mean," hesad, his
voice climbing. "I'm capable of going over to Larry Seagrove'sand
asking him what the hell he knows"

Jake took two steps back. " Capable of asking him maybe," he said. "But
not necessarily capable of getting the right answers. | know what
you're fedling, but you're going to have to let uswork this case our

way.
"Toyouit'sacase, nothing but ajob. But my wife was murdered,”
shouted Richard. "I mean to find out why Seagrove phoned melast
night."

"Momentito,” cut in Gomez, who was sporawled on the bright sofa. "I'd



like to suggest that both you hombres calm down. 'Y ou want to find out
what happened to your wife and so dowe." He planted hisfeet onthe
rug and rested his palms on hisknees. "Jake and |, however, know more
about doing this sort of work. If you mess up, you'll not only lose us
vauableinformation, but you may very well end up defunct.”" Helifted
his hands and clapped them together once. "Thisisapurely sefish
motive, Ricardo, but | don't want to have to go hometo GLA and report
to Walt Bascom that | alowed hisfavorite hijo to do something

Supid.”

"| can seethat, yes, but till--"

"The Continental Agency is sending over afresh batch of operatives,”
continued Gomez. "Stalwart lads and, | am assured, smarter than the
last crew and able to do a crackerjack job of looking after you. Stay
here and as soon aswe find out anything, you'l befilled in and

totaly informed.”

"It'sjust thet | fed | should do something.”

"Anger dways getsin theway of an investigation.”

Sighing, Richard shrugged and turned away from them. "All-right,
okay," hesad. "I'll gtit out--for now."

Jake moved to the doorway. "Well track Seagrove down and talk to the

Gomez sad, "Amigo, I'm going to leave that choreto you," he
announced. "I have afew contacts of my ownin thisbustling
metropolisthat | want to drop in on.”

THE MIDMORNING SUN warmed the small Leve 13 pedramp park.

Gomez was sitting on a bench amid the holographic projections of oaks
and maples, his portable vidphone resting on hislap.

Something was wrong with the s mulated grass surrounding his neo wood
bench and it kept changing color, flickering from green to blue to

purple and then to green again.

"Y ou know what you need, Sr?"

| 1

"Privacy,” answered Gomez.

A heavyset young black man had stopped in front of him.

He'd been pushing awhedled vending cart that had BOOX--CGMS



SICS

WIIE t w/rri labeled onitsside. " Something to read iswhat you
need," heamplified. "My nameisEnery."

"Enery, begone”

"How about trying our popular Boox verson of Oliver Twist?

Specidly condensed for modern readers by our expert taff of
university-trained expertsfor your reading pleasure,” recited Enery,
smiling broadly down at the seated detective. "And here comes the best
part--it only takes fourteen minutesto read.”

"| can read your entire version of Oliver Twigt in fourteen minutes?'

"Bright fellow like you might knock it off in even,” answered the
book vendor. "I can seetheidea excitesyou."

"Excitement isn't exactly what your product inspiresin me,

Enery old man," hesaid. "But you shouldve hit me earlier. | dready
went and reed the damn thing in its origina form.” He made ashooing
motion with hisright hand.

"Too bad, sir, what awaste of time. Wéll, then how about taking a
crack a Hamlet? Reading time seven minutes.”

"How about | toss you and your wandering press off the ramp and into
oblivion?'

"Y ou're obvioudy not interested in the low priced spread of
literature,” concluded Enery. "Solong, sir." He pushed on.

Gomez pushed out anumber on his phone.

A ball-headed robot appeared on the screen. " Secure Zone
Two Police Headquarters/Precinct B," it said. "Persona Line
16."

"Sergeant Ramirez, porfavor.”

"Who'scdling?"

"None other than Sid Gomez from out of the West." " Seashore or
mountains?' "Qu?"'

"What sort of scenic footage do you want to watch while you're

wating?'



"Nether."

The screen turned black.

Whistling quietly, Gomez watched the grassfluctuate.

A thickset man popped up on the screen, scowling. "What nerve. Don't
you remember, cholo, what | told you the last time you attempted to
bother me?'

"Asl| recdl, Roberto, you swore undying devotion and--"

"No, not at al, on the contrary, burrito. 1 informed you that |

wanted absolutely nothing to do with shady SoCal private eyes.” "Odd,
| have no recollection of --"

"Y ou've got to quit intruding on my police work, asking favors,” warned
the glowering policeman. "It violates al sorts of regulationsand, in
addition, Sd, it givesmeapain in the butt persondly.”

"Accept my gpologies.”

"For aslong asyou're hanging around our fair city thistime, amigo,

gay the hell away from me," advised Sergeant Ramirez. "Oh, and let me
giveyou one more bit of advice. Shed that gaudy Hollywood Sector
jacket you're wearing and buy yourself some conservative Manhattan
clothes. Adios"

He vanished from the phone, replaced by an impressive long shot of the
Maine coadtline.

Smiling, Gomez dipped the phonein his pocket and stood up.

Tm OtrSG WOrN made another dow, thoughtful circuit of

Gomez. "I guesswe might, maybe, | don't know, be able to help you,"
she said dubioudy, tugging at astrand of her long dark hair. "The
clam of the Park Avenue Haberdashery, after al isthat we can fit
anyone. Butinyour case..." She shrugged with both shoulders and
both hands.

The detective said, "I didn't actualy come here to be outfitted,

seorita, s0... But what exactly is bothering you about me?”

"I'd like to drag one of our servo botsin on this" Sheleaned far to
the right, scrutinizing him up and down. "Probably,

" though | doubt it, our computers can whip up at least a partia



solution to your problems.”

!

"What problems? | don't have sartorid problems.”

"You're serioudy lopsided.”

"I don't happento belopsided at dl," heinssted. "My body is, in
fact, so closeto perfection that you could use it asamodd for

heroic statues or--"

"Thisshoulder,” she sad, patting the left one, "doesn't match your
other one."

"Y ou caught mein the act of shrugging and... But wait." Hehed up
hishand in astop-gesture. "Y ou're Sidetracking me. Pay attention
now. | want to visit Dressng Room 6 and then try on three pairs of
plad overdls”

"You'l look even stranger in plaid,” she assured him. Then she
snapped her fingers. "Oh, it'sthat password nonsense.

Y ou're one of Bob's cronies."

"That | an. Oneof hisleast lopsided cronies” "Whered you get that
jacket youre wearing?' Gomez repested, "Plaid overdls.”

"Oh, right, yes. Come dong thisway." She guided him through the
rows of robot manikinsto the rear of the clothing store. "Part of a
costume maybe?!
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"Your jacket. Or maybeit'sadisguise?'

"This happensto be, chiquita, avery stylish piece of wearing

gopard,” heinformed the young woman. "Thetruth isit'sfresh from
SoCd and, therefore, at the forefront of fashion. Hereinthis
backwater of society, you haven't asyet--"

"Mdarkey," she observed. "Anyhow, heré's Dressng Room

He scowled for afew seconds before entering the dressing room. He
did the door shut behind him and then tapped three times on the mirror
with hisleft thumb.

When the mirror moved slently aside, Gomez hopped over into the
shadowy room behind it.

Sitting in one of the three straight back chairs was Sergeant



Ramirez. "Y ou'rein Manhattan about the Eve Bascom murder,
arentyou?"'

Gomez cocked hishead. "So you lawmen are admitting it is murder?'
"Officidly the police are admitting just about nada."

"Why isthat, anigo?'

Ramirez shifted in hischair. "I'm not sure, Sid, exactly what is

going on," he answered. "But thelid has been clamped down tight on
thisone. Infact, when your cal camein there was a government agent
right outsde my cubicletalking, in avery low voice, to Detective

Busino and Lieutenant Naprstek. That'swhy | rerouted you over hereto
my uncles place.”

Gomez sat. "What kind of government agent, Roberto?' "Thisguy didn't
identify himself to me and | haven't asked anybody. I'm not, see,
officidly onthiscasea dl," hetold hisfriend. "I'd. taghim

Office of Clandestine Operations or some smilar sneaky outfit."

Gomez tugged at his moustache and scanned the celling. "Why should the
OCC beinterested in the |ate segora?”

"Got noidea," answered Ramirez. "And, being afew years older than
you, I'm no longer interested in solving such puzzlers. | don't care

to get messed up in anything that might screw up my retirement

plans”

"Y ou st up this meseting, though.”

"We're il buddies after dl, Sid. And | think | can passdong a
tip that might help.”

"I'm wondering what sort of tip an hombre who knows nothing can give
rrell

"It could be | know alittle something," admitted the police sergeant.

"Of course, the absolutely best advice | could give you would beto
vamos back to SoCa muy pronto. But | know you won't pay attention to
that."

"S. | won't."
"WEeIl movedong to Tip#2," said Ramirez. "Go tak to Charley

Charla. HE's up in Spanish Harlem--right near the White Harlem
border--these days. He might know something you want to know."



Gomez frowned. "Charla? He used to specidizein peddling information
on Centrd American and Latin American politics and the Tek trade down
that way."

"Hetill does," said Ramirez.

Franc RECEPTIONIST Jake encountered as he penetrated deeper into the
Larson-Dunn officeswas human. Thefirst had been an ivory-trimmed,
slver plated android, the second a handsome suntanned android. The

third receptionist was awoman in her late thirtieswith bright crimson

hair and a pale puffy face.

"I'm Jake Cardigan." Heleaned and rested hisleft fist on the far
edge of her rubberoid desk.

"MissMcDonndl," said the voxbox in the desktop. "May | introduce
MissMcDonnéell, Mr. Cardigan.”

"Pleased to meet you." Helifted his hand and took astep back. "I'm
with the Cosmos Detective Agency and--"

"Oh, I've heard of you." The redhaired woman's voice was dim and
somewhat fuzzy.

"I'dliketotak to Larry Seagrove. His gpartment tells me he's not
at home," explained Jake. "Ishe at work today?"

Miss McDonndll furrowed her brow, then glanced over her shoulder. "No,
he'snot, but..." Shelooked up at a security camerain the distant

grey celling. "If Larry werein some kind of trouble, could you... No,

I'm sorry, Sir, Mr. Seagroveisout of the office on confidential

business. Hell be avay for severa days.”

A door across the large grey reception room had come flapping open.
"You, Cardigan." The thin darkhaired woman who'd appeared in the
opening beckoned to him. "Get onin here.”

"Who might you be, maam?' heinquired, not moving.

"I'm Andre Larson. Thisismy agency.” She made an impatient
summoning gesture with her right hand. "C'mon, cmon--1 want to see

you."

The receptionist gave Jake afleeting look of sympathy. Grinning, he
entered Andre Larson's office.

"Sit. No, intheblack chair." She moved behind her clear Lucite
desk.

Settling into the white chair, Jake asked, "Do you know where Larry



Seagroveis?'

The highwalls of thelarge, chill room were covered with dozens of
amall viewscreens. Silent images unfolded on each and every
one--newscadts, interviews, documentary footage about avariety of
businesses and industries, stock market quotations, animated charts,
animated schematic drawings. Andre gestured with her right hand and
every screen went blind. She said, "He's out of the office."”

"Any specifics? A direction maybe? North? South?"

"Heresexactly what | haveto say to you, Cardigan.” Her long fingers
touched the steel frame of a holophoto of athickset blonde woman and a
thin blonde girl of ten. "I know you're digging into Eve Bascom's

death and | want you to understand that Eve, rest her soul, diedinan
accident.”

Jake said, "Theresredly noway, Miss Larson, that you can know for
sure that--"

"Mrs. Larson." Shetapped the picture. "My wife and daughter.”

"Okay, Mrs. Larson, thereisn't any way that you, or anyone else at
this stage, can know for certain it was an accident.”

"The police don't agree with you, Cardigan,” sheinformed him. "They've
ruled her death accidental and | accept that. Whatever happened to
poor Eve had absolutely nothing to do with any Larson-Dunn client nor
with any business activities of thisorganization. Isthat clear to

you?"

"Eve's been dead | ess than twel ve hours and you've determined al that
dready, huh?"

"Weve had earlier encounters with Walt Bascom and that band of

grifters he calls adetective agency,” she said. "'l don't want to see
Cosmos spread any further negative stories about my public relaions

agency.
"What accounts was Eve working on?’

"Her husband can tell you dl that." Sheroseto her fedt.
"Now, get out, Cardigan.”

Heremained seated. "Last night who'd she have dinner with?*
"l don't have any further timefor you."

He eased up from the chair. "l gppreciatethislittle interlude,



"Keep in mind that you're nowhere near as smart as you seem to think
you are," shewarned. "Remember, too, that | can make awhole hell of
alot of trouble for you."

The office door snapped open. "And | can do the same for you,
Mrs. Larson."

Out in the reception room Miss McDonnell said, ™Y ou got avidphone
message while you were in there, Mr. Cardigan." She passed him adip

of paper.
It read: | PM. Mundy's Pub. Pleaser.
He pocketed it. "Thanks" hesaid. "I'll take care of that."

Tim.daD. AT theLevd 10 exit to the building that housed the
Larson-Dunn offices was thick with roving midday shoppers and seated
lunchers. Robot waitressesin bright polka dot aprons were deftly
wending their way through the wide circular dining areathat was
surrounded by small shops.

Therewere severd large animated billboards floating high above the

tables. Onewas extolling the virtues of Mechanix Internationa’s

servo mech divison. It showed achrome plated maidbot efficiently

cleaning up alarge kitchen, supervising the dinner-fixing equipment

and monitoring two pretty blond young childrenin their nursery. The

dogan MI SERVOS--THEY'RE ALMOST mo'M was superimposed over the door
Szed screen at five-second intervals.

Anather animated sgn depicted asun bright field of rippling grain.
FARMBOY INDUSTRIES-FEEDING AMERICA FROM THE HEART
OF FARMLAND flashed across the scene.

Wincing, Jake started for an exit that led to the nearest ped ramp.

Someone a asmall table at the outer rim of the dining circle hailed
him. "Cardigan, if you can spare amoment.”

Jake made hisway over to thetable. He recognized the short,

thickset man in the dark suit and the robot who was sharing his small
table. "Hi, Nate," he said, betraying not a shade of enthusiasm. ,

Therobot started to rise. ™Y ou snubbing me, jailbird?"

"Enough, Sunny," warned Nathan Anger.



"He'sgot no cdl to high hat me."

Jake grinned at both of them. "Sunny, | mistook you for one of the
waitresses," he explained. "Should have noticed you weren't wearing an
goron."

"Keep needling me, jocko, and--"

"Quit, Sunny,” Anger ordered.

"

"What brings you up from DC, Nate?'

"Sit for amoment, so we can have atak."

"Don't redly havetime.”

"Hey, when wetdl you to sit, buddy, you damn well better--"
"That'sdlright,” cut in Anger, patting Jake on the deeve.

"You stand if you want. |1 smply wanted to pass on acordid warning,
Jake"

"From the Office of Clandestine Operations?”

"From friend to friend."

"I don't think we have the right cast to play that scene.”
i"

Anger said, "Eve Bascom had an unfortunate accident. | can sympathize
with Bascom's son--Richard, isit? | can sympathize with him, and |

can even understand that he can't readily accept the fact that it was
nothing more than an accident.”

re, an accident,” said Jake. "Which iswhy the OCO iswarning me
off."
Sunny said, "Y ou could have an accident, too, smartass.”

"That's enough,” cautioned the OCO agent. "Thisisnt athreat. But
it would be, redly, much smarter and safer to forget thisone.”



"I'll think that over, Nate."

"One of the thingsthat concerns usisthe way you're bothering Andre
Larson,” continued Anger. "The Larson-Dunn organi zation happensto
work for certain clients, both here and in Latin America, whose
continued peace of mind and wellbeing the government of the United
Saesisinterested in. Troublefor LD might very well lead to

trouble for them. None of this has anything to do with the late Mrs.
Bascom.”

"I'm glad you took the time to set me straight, Nate." Jake gavehima
lazy sdute. "Dont get rusty, Sunny."

"Wisaass," muttered the robot as Jake left them.

Out onthe Level 10 ramp Jake waked for severa minutes. When he came
to aplump woman who was Sitting on arest bench with her purple-tinted
poodle, he hadted. "Niceboy," he said, patting the animal on the

neck.

"Itsashe" sad thewoman, amiling. "Her nameisLulu.” "Hi, Lulu.
She must be agreast companion to you." He succeeded in transferring
thetiny eectronic tracking bug that Anger had planted on hisdeeve
to thedog'sfur. "Going to betaking awak?'

"Assoon as| catch my breath.”

"A long one?"

"Weliketo cover about two miles of ramps every day at least.”
"Splendid." Jake continued on hisway.

DRIVER OF the sky cab sad, "Thisis, absolutdly, far as| go, pa."
"We're dill three blocks from my destination,” Gomez pointed out as
the vehicle commenced dropping down through the sky over Semi Secure
Zone 3.

Thedriver told him, "Can't be helped, pa. This cafE you want happens
to be just two short blocks from the White Harlem border-and we never
gothat close." He tapped the map screen on his control pand, wherea

warning red arrow had commenced flashing over asireet grid of the
neighborhood.

"Company policy."

"Far beit from meto buck company policy," said the detective. "You
hombres are, | takeit, afraid of the Axis Brotherhood?"

"Cautious, pa, were cautious." The sky cab settled down on alanding



lot. "Those Nazi bastards control that whole fifteen-square-block
patch over across the border. They are, to aman, arotten and
quarrelsome bunch.”

"Do they ever spill over hereinto Spanish Harlem?”

"Been known to."

Settling hisfare, Gomez did free of the cab. "Thanksfor taking me
thisfar," he said as the cab rose upward.

There were no pedrampsin this part of the town and the sky-car got up
and away rapidly.

Sitting on an empty neo wood crate next to the narrow entrance to the
Cafe Franciscawas a skinny man with arusty meta right leg showing
through histattered khaki trousers. "I'm aBrazil vet, segor,” he
informed Gomez. "Can you help out?'

"S." After passng him a$5 chit, Gomez inquired, "Y ou know Charley
Charla?'

"Might." He dipped the money away into a Side pocket.
"Is he about?'

"Whoveyou?'

"The celebrated, some say fabled, Sd Gomez."

The undernourished man gave an affirmative nod. "Take thefirst door
on your right after you goin. Charley you'l find two levels down."

The hallway of the cafe smdled richly of spicesand cooking ails.
Gomez entered the indicated door.

Three steps into the darkness beyond the door ametal hand took hold of
histhroat. "Where you bound, gringo?’

"To consult with Charley,” Gomez managed to gasp out.

"And, hey, I'm no gringo.”

Thin yellowish light blossomed around them. Gomez discovered hewasin
agrey walled corridor and that alarge robot, much dented and long ago
painted yelow, had agrip on his neck.

The got asked, "Who sent you?"

"Bob Ramirez."



"How's old Bobby doing?’

"Well, he's overweight and, frankly, | think the closer he getsto
retirement the less nerve he shows." Gomez tapped at the fingersthat
were dill circling histhroat. "Can you loosen up, her mano?”

"St; surely.” Thehand let go and pointed a a green doorway across
theway. "Go down the ramp and you'l find Charley's

Charlawasasmdl maninalargewhitesuit. In hislatefifties,

intricately wrinkled and with amoustache that was much fuller and

fuzzier than the one the detective sported. "You cal that a

moustache?" he asked as he nodded at Gomez's upper lip and bekoned him
into the smdl office.

"l used to cdll it an eyebrow, but that confused people.” He sniffed,
glancing around the dimlit place. "What'sthat smell, Charley?'

"Mildew."

"Didn't know mildew could spoil.” Gingerly, he sat on the sprung
flowered sofathat faced the amdl folding table the information
peddler was using for adesk. "Ramirez suggested | drop in on you."

"Hetold me." Charlagrabbed up an oldfashioned manilafolder froma
pileonthetable. Heopened it and set it out in front of him. There
was nothingingde. "WEell put your five hundred dollarsin here.”

"Isthisgoing to beamagica trick?"
"It'smy fee, tonto

"Give meahint of what I'm buying for this enormous amount of

Charla shut the folder, picked it up and fanned himsdf with it afew
times. "I'll giveyou asample” When he smiled, dozens of new
wrinkles joined the permanent collection on hisweathered face. "The
killing of Eve Bascom was a collaborétive effort.”

When Gomez leaned back, the ancient sofamade aloud spong noise.
"Bueno, Carlito," hesaid. "That little snippet of newsisworth about
ten bucks. So you owe me another four hundred and ninety dollars
worth."

"| can't passon information if you keep butting in with prattle,

Sidney," hewarned. "The collaboration in question was between a
United States government intelligence agency and certain members of the
ruling juntain Nicaragua."



"Arewe, perhaps, dluding to the Office of Clandestine Operations?"

"That'sright, the OCO isinto thisup to here.” Hebrushed at his
wrinkled neck.

"And who down in Nicaragua?"

"| don't have the detailsyet, Sidney.” He dropped the folder,
reopened it, pushed it closer to the detective. "Arewe going to do
some business?’

"Three hundred dollarstops.”

"Four hundred and fifty ismy bottom price” "Threefifty." "Four
hundred." "A ded."

"Part of thefunding for this job came from the Nicaraguan embassy in
DC," Charlatold him. "The pair of cabrOnsin the sky vanthat didin
the seorawere recruited right herein Spanish Harlem.”

"Hired to commit suicide?"

Charlagave adry, wheezy laugh. "Doublecrossed, Sidney," he answered.
"They thought they were merdly going to dam her out of the skylaneand
then rough her up alittle when shelanded.” Helaughed again, drier

and wheezier. "What they didn't know--and this certainly teachesus
how important it isto keep as well-informed as possible--was that a
powerful bomb had been planted in their vehicle, rigged to go off the
ingtant they hit her sky car

Gomez sat up and the sofawhanged again. "The cops, surdly,

Charley, would have gathered up some scraps of abomb.”

"Of coursethey did."

"Were they bribed to keep quiet?'

"No, they were advised to write thisup asan accident.” "By who?"
"Somebody in DC."

"The OCC--and anybody else?"
"That'sdl | havesofar.”

"How about the name of the hombre in the Nicaraguan embassy who helped
fund the caper?' o

Charlashook hishead. "I don't have that asyet, mi amigo,” he said.
"For an additiona fee, though, | can continue researching thiswhole
sad effar.”



"Dothat."
"Another three hundred dollars™ "Two hundred." "Two fifty."

"Okay." Gomez stroked his moustache. "Nowan you tell mewhy Eve
Bascom was knocked off2."

"That | don't have a the moment,” he admitted. "I suspect,

however, that it must have something to do with the lady's recent
sojourn in Managua.”

"What about the recent demise of her chum, Arnold Maxfield,
J." inthat selfsame Nicaraguan capita ?"

"Sofar | have nothingonthat. Yet | sensethereisalink.”
Gomez asked, "Anything else you can tell me?"

"Only that you're dealing with some very rough and ruthless people on
thisone, Sidney. Be careful, mi amigo.”

"l intend to." He stood, taking $400 from an inner pocket and tossing
itinto theyawning folder. "I'll beintouch, Charley."

Theinformant closed the folder. "Hastaluego.”

When Gomez emerged up on the street, the panhandling vet was no longer
there. Even his crate was gone and the shopsin the vicinity were dl
shut up. Therewas an unessy Slence hanging over the neighborhood.

He became aware of arumbling, rattling sound growing in the distance.
From around a corner rolled alargeland van It was painted a
brilliant red and in alarge white circle on its metd sdewas
emblazoned alarge black Nazi swastika. A second land van painted
exactly likeit, camerumbling initswake.

An amplified voice boomed out, "L ooking for trouble,
gressex?'

"WI-10 GETS'rim soy loaf grinder?" asked the gunmetal robot
waiter.

"Thelady," Jaketold him.

"Done." Thewaiter set down the plate. "And you must be having the no
mest mestbal sandwich.”



"Exadly."

"Enjoy." Hewent rolling off across the small shadowy dining room.
"My first nameis Megan, by theway," said the redhaired Miss
McDonndl in her smdl voice. They were Sitting in abooth at the back
of Munsey's Pub. There were less than thirty peoplein the booths and
at the scattering of tables. Over near the bar two menin grey

business suitswere playing vidwal darts. “Thefood isn't especidly
good, but nobody from the office ever comes here.

That makesit afairly safelocation to talk, Mr. Cardigan.”

"And you have something to talk about, Megan?'

She lowered her voice. "About the man you're looking for.”

"Do you know where | can find the guy?"

"Hrgt | need to know exactly why you're hunting for him."

Jake said, "Has to do with Eve Bascom's death. | think maybe he's got
some information about that.”

She dumped, hands dropping into her lap. "'l was afraid that's what
thiswas about,” shetold him forlornly. "She'sgoing to keep hurting
him even after she'sdead.”

"I know he wasinvolved with her a onetime.”

"Yes, hewas" Her voicerose, grew louder. "That whore."

Jake rested an elbow on the tabletop. "What about you and
Seegrove?"

"Werefriends," shesaid. 'Before he got embroiled with her,

we were closer.”

"He waan't till seeing her, washe?!

"Not, no, in theway he used to, not since she took to fooling around
with young Maxfield," answered Megan. "But she ill took advantage of
him, had him running errands, doing favors. |

know she's dead, but she was a dreadful bitch."

"Any ideawho killed her?'



"Thevidnewssaid it was an accident..” but it wasn't, wasit?"
"Dont think 0."

"Then he could be in danger, too."

"Hemud think heis, if heésgoneinto hiding."

"Y ou--and your detective agency--you're in aposition to see that
nothing bad happensto him."

"We can protect him, yeah," he assured her. "Unless hes direly tied
into her murder.”

"No, hel's an innocent bystander. Well, innocent in the sensethat he
had nothing to do with her degth.”

Jake asked, "Whereshe hiding?'

"When..." Shebegan very quietly to cry. "Whenever he'sin trouble,
he turnsto me."

"l canhep him get out of it," hesaid. "Tedl mewhereheis"
"Connecticut." Her voicefell toawhisper. "Inatown caled
Southport.” She gave him an address. "It's awaterside house that
belongsto my uncle.”

"|s Seagrove there done?’

"Yes, entirdly. My unclé'sout in NorCa on an extended business
trip.”

"Can you contact Seagrove?"
She nodded.

"Okay, then cal him--make sure you use atap proof phone--and let him
know I'll be out there this afternoon to talk with him," Jeke

ingructed. "After | seehim, I'll arrange to have him stashed
someplace safe until this mess getsresolved.”

"Thismess, asyou cdl it," shesad, "may never get entirey
resolved, Mr. Cardigan. Itis, | suspect, an enormous mess."
"Meaning?'

"That'sdl | cansay."

Tim PRESIDENT OF the United States was pacing hislarge private office
severd levesbelow the White House. A tal, dender black manin his
middlefifties, he was kegping his eyes on the smdl holostagein the

corner. "I've been thinking, Tony, that, probably, | don't haveto do



thisa dl."

The figure projected on the stage wore an off white medical jacket. "I
wish, Mr. President, you'd address me as Anthony. The name Tony has
never--"

"All right, Anthony. What I'm trying to get at, Doctor, isthat |

don', I'm just about convinced, have to go through with--" "It's
absolUtely essentia that you do something, and very soon,” interrupted
Dr. Marchiteli. "Now." weve been over dl thisin previous
interviews. Everything has been agreed on, the whole operationa plan
isinplace. Youll be checking into thedinicin avery few days

"Yes, but | oweit to the American peopleto remain on the job.”

"Y ou can't do anything like acompetent job while you're addicted.”
"Addiction isastrong word, Tony, avery strong word,” said
President Brookmeyer. "Mild habituation is more the--"

"Y ou're completely hooked on Tek. All the tests confirm that,

asdoes your previoustestimony to me," the doctor told him, impatience
sounding in hisvoice. "When you finish your stay with us, you'll be
ableto avoid Tek."

"l had along chat with Vice Presdent McCracklin last evening, Doctor,
and he agrees that perhaps we went overboard in--"

"| talked to him less than an hour ago. He agreesthat you must come
down here, Mr. President.”

"Hemust have changed hismind again.”

"Getting you into the facility secretly is, asyou're dready awvare, a
very tricky business” reminded Dr. Marchitdli. "Asof now
everything isset for your coming. If we abort the operation now, it
might well cause leaks to the mediaand make it impossble for you to
come sometime later.”

"Yes, yes, I'm aware of that," conceded the president. "It'sthe
secret, sneaky you might call it" nature of dl thisthat upsets me,
Tony--Anthony. | believe the American people would be grestly
disappointed werethey to learn | did something like this™

"They'll be more upset if they find out for certain that the rumors
about your flirting with Tek aredl true," the doctor said evenly from
the pedestd. "Y ou haveto get rid of your addiction and you haveto
doit right away."



Brookmeyer sghed. "My wife agreeswith you," hesaid quietly. "Very
well, I'll go ahead with this."

"It'sfor the best," said the image of the doctor.

TH FIRST Axis Brotherhood van shuddered to a stop in front of the Cafe
Francisca. A sde door, which carried alarge swastika painted on it,
rattled open and young men in black neo leather uniforms came double
timing out onto the Street. Each wore a crimson helmet with adouble
eagle engraved on it in silver and each carried along black stun rod

Gomez had by thistime withdrawn to the other side of the street and
was heading away from the arriving Axis Brotherhood raiders.

Now alarge, thick young man jumped down from the drive set
"Hey, greaser! I'm not through talking to you," he shouted after
Gomez. Across his broad, black clad chest he held alazrifle.
Ignoring him, Gomez increased his pace.

The second crimson van had rattled to a stop behind thefirst.
From out of it adozen more uniformed youths were pouring.
Instead of stun rodsthey carried bullhorns and lesflets.

The husky young man who was interested in the departing
Gomez doubled back, snatching abullhorn from one of the other

uniformed youths. "There goes an ethnik who's defying us" he
announced over the bullhorn. "Let'steach him!"

Gomez spun around, yanked out his stun gun and fired.

The szzling beam dapped the young man with the bullhorn smack inthe
chest. He gave an aw king yell that was amplified and went echoing up
and down the narrow street. Then he took three wobbly stepsto his
right and fell over in the guttering you out, remember? Y ou've no

right to go accusing me of busting up the old bastard's servos.”

"Somebody took a blunt instrument to the butler's skull,” said Jeke
evenly. "Hedidn't get that bunged up just faling. You have an
argument with him?"

"No, not exactly. But, hell, Cardigan, he was a snotty son of abitch.
Y ou know, they build them that way. Program the bastardsto act like
you weren't worth shit. | have permission, aft-erall to stay here.”



"Y ou can have arepair squad comelook at him after we take care of our

"Why the hell should | do that? | don't want to get stuck with the

bill for the work, which iswhy | was hoping you could give me ahand
patching himup.” Seagrove sniffled. "Herein Connecticut they think
youreamillionaireif you livein Southport. A repair bill that

would cogt five thousand dollarsin Manhattan will run you fifteen
thousand around here. Besides, he's a servo, which means he was
supposed to serve me and not go around insulting me dl the damn time.
Theway

|-
"We can settle the butler matter later, Seagrove.” Stepping over the
battered android, Jake approached the man. "Before | get you moved to
asafer hideaway, I--"

"Thisplacewas safe," hesaid. "If Megan hadn't shot off her mouth to
you, nobody would know where | was."

IIM wm.ll
"What do you mean?"

"Figureit out," suggested Jake. "l found you. Otherscan.”
"Others---what others, for Christ sake?"

"The otherswho killed Eve. The otherswho brokein on her husband,
looking for the vidcaz."

Seagrove wiped at hisnose. "They don't know | have the damn cassette,
do they? Megan doesn't know, so | don't see how they--"

"Look, I'm not sureyet of al that'sgoing on,” cut in Jake. "But |

do know were dedling with folkswholl kill to get what they warnt.

And apparently they'd like to have the casstte.”

"Okay, dlright," he said. "Suppose | hand it over to you?

That should stop them from hunting for me. That soundsright,

doesn't it? It makes sense.”

"Some sense, yeah. What's on the cassette?”

Seagrove shook hishead. "I don't know," he swore. "I have,

you know, agenerd idea, but honest to god, Cardigan, | never actualy

looked at the cassette itsdlf, never played it. Never, not once. That
way nobody can say, "That asshole Seagrove knows what she knew, let's



icehim, too.""
"Eve gaveyou thevidcaz?'

"Yes, right. Theday shefound out that Junior--Arnie Max fidd, J."
that toad--that he was dead. That night she stopped by,

said sheld put amessage on tape. It wasimportant and | wasto
kcePIt for her™

what way important?’

"Okay, thisisdl, redly, | know," began Seagrove. "Evewasdownin
Managuaon Larson-Dunn business. The manager of the Mechanix
International operation in Nicaraguawasin some sort of mess and,
snce we have the M| public relations account down there, shewas
assigned to make him look like less of acrook than heis." He paused
to fish out ahandkerchief. "I've had this damn cold for aweek. Can't
seem to shakeit."

"What happened in Nicaragua?'

"It had, far as| cantell, nothing to do with the client." Heblew

his nose, then balled up the handkerchief in hishand. "Arnie, though,
was down there on some business or other for his father--that's Max
Comm you know--and he found out something. After hewaskilled, Eve
got very upset and shetold me it wasn't an accident. Shewas certain
someone had killed him.”

"What had he found out?'

"I'm not sure, but it was sure as hell something he wasn't supposed to
know."

"Did Evetdl you who she suspected had killed Maxfield?' "No, but she
was afraid they were going to come after her." "Which meanshed
shared what he knew with her."

"Exactly. That'swhy shewas S0 scared.”

Jake asked, "Why couldn't she go to the police?’

"Shedidn't want to risk that,” said Seegrove, sniffing. "My feding

is, you know, that Eve wasn't too sure who she could trust. She put
what she knew on the vidcaz and she told me, if anything happened to
her, to give the thing to her husband.”

"'She probably told somebody el se about the cassette, told them that it
exiged."

"Asinsurance, but that didn't work." Seagrove blew hisnose.



"Shetold me her husband would know what to do. His old man is--but,
hell, you know that since you work for the old bastard.”

Jake took astep back. "But you didn't do what she asked you.
You didn't hand it over to her husband.”

"| decided to look after my own ass, Cardigan. Lielow for awhile."
"Y ou phoned him, though.”

"I wasdrunk," he explained. "Wdl, I'm drunk quite alot these days.
| wasn't going to risk passing the thing to him or even trying to send
it. But | thought, you know, | ought to at least give the poor guy a
hint. Let him know it was bullshit about her being in an accident.”
"How'd you know Eve was dead before her husband did?"

"What?'

"Y ou phoned Richard, told him she'd been murdered,” said

Jake. "That was before the police had cort acted him to tell him about
the accident.”

"That's because | heard it on the vidnews," Seagrovetold him,
sniffling. "Listen, Cardigan, I'm not that big ashit case If I'd

known in advance that they were going to kill her, I'd have gotten her
awarning somehow."

"I'll take your word."

"l loved her," he said quietly. "More than that anemic husband of

hers, more than Arnie--more than any of them. Thetroubleis, she quit
lovingme."

"Where's the cassette?!

"Here. Up inthe bedroom I'm using,” answered Seagrove.

"Let's" suggested Jake, "go get it."

Tim LARGE COPPERY robot was wearing a star-dotted robe and al
turban of smilar material. He shut the door, activated the electronic
safety barrier and shook his head at Gomez. "Why'd you rile those
lunkheads?'

The detective found himsdlf in asmall reception parlor. A



computer terminal, decorated with the Signs of the zodiac, sat ona
small round tablein the center of the room and there were four
sraight back chairslined up againgt theleft hand wall. At the back
of the room velvety black drapes masked a doorway.

Outsidein the street he could hear the Axis Brotherhood troopers go
somping by, shouting thrests. They'd apparently logt histrail.

"'Something about my impressive Latino heritage seemsto have set them
off," he explained to the robot. "Outside of that,

and shooting one of them down, | redly didn't do anything to annoy the
lads"

"The Street Commandos will take care of them."
"Street Commandos?"

"That'saloca group dedicated to keeping them on their sde of the
border."

"Do people get killed during these skirmishes?'

"Sometimesafew.”

The drapes parted to admit a thin young woman of about eighteen. She,
too, wore ablack robe. ™Y ou don't seemto be, if you'll excuse my
pointing this out, very bright," she observed.

"The sensible thing to do when these rowdies make one of their
propagandaradsisto get the heck off the street. Shooting them
willy-nilly, to my way of thinking, isn't the best course of action at

dl"

"l only felled one." Hehdd up aforefinger. "Who areyou, by the
way, and why did you haul mein here?'

"I'm Princess Carmdlita, the well known mystic and fortuneteller,” the
girl answered. "Thisis Professor Zingaro, my business associate.”

"Did the starsforetell I'd come racing by your doorstep in need of
help, Princess?'

"l have amonitoring system that's extremely effective, Senor
Gomez."
Hiseyebrowsrose. "Ah, you know me, huh?'

"I learned you'd be dropping in on that old rascal, Charley



Charla, and | got curious,” she said. "I've heard about you before,

that you were an exceptiona detective and something of awomanizer.”
Her smdl nose wrinkled and she gave aquick dismissve shrug. "You're
nowhere near asimpressive as your reputation led me to expect.”

"Well, my apped isto more mature minds, cara," heinformed her.
"Tots, suckling babies and those with the brain capacity of an onion,
don't cotton to me aswell as do--"

"Y ou're aso hotheaded and impetuous. Y ou shouldn't have stun gunned
Otto out in--"

"Pdavering with goons carrying lazrifles, Princess, and calling me
namesisnt too bright."

She smiled at the big robot. "What did | tell you, Professor?”
"Yep, you wereright.”
"| gppreciate your saving me from the pursuing hordes," said

Gomez withasmile. "Now--isthere any way to get clear of your
establishment without going back onto the street?!

"Therésan intdligent remark for achange," said Princess Carmelita.
"Follow me, Gomez."

Sheled him through the draped doorway, dong adimlit hal and up to
an unpainted neo wood door.

"Takethistunnd to its end--about a mile from here--and you'll come
to another door. That'll put you on the Street in asafe area.”

"Gracias" He put hishand on the doorknob. "Why do you folks put up
with these Axis Brotherhood raids?!

"Wedon't. That is, asacommunity wedont,” shesaid. "The

Street Commandos take care of them when they stray over into Spanish
Harlem and therésasmilar, very efficient group, over in African
Harlem."

"Too many fragments,” he commented. "What you need to do

"Let megiveyou apieceof advice" She put her hand againgt his back
and gave him agentle shove into the tunnd. "Don't trust Charley
Charlacompletdy.” Gomez laughed. "Princess, | don't trust anybody
completely.”

He dtarted, carefully, away from her.



AlTouGl-I rmm HOEL wasin the safe half of Centra Park, it gave aview
of the unsecured, wild half. From the windows of the tower suite Gomez
and Jake were sharing, you could see down across the overgrown park
lands the tangles of treesand brush. Far off onthe West Sidea

portion of the forest wason fire. Grey smoke was pouring up into the
coming dusk.

"Ain't nature grand?' remarked Gomez as Jake returned home.

"| tracked down Larry Seagrove." Hetook the videocassette from his
pocket, hefted it on hispam. "He had the caz."

"What did he haveto say?"

"Not that much." Hetold his partner what he'd learned out in
Connecticut.

"He doesn't sound like avery admirable hombre," observed

Gomez when Jake had finished. ™Y ou'd think if Evewas going to fool
around, she'd have picked somebody who's an improvement on her hubby.
Trade up, ismy motto."

"Let'swatch this" Crossing to thevidwall, Jake did the vidcaz into
thedot.

Eve Bascom appeared on the screen. Shewasdressed inasimpletan
daxsuit and was Stting in agraight metd chair intheliving room

of their apartment. Her face was pale, shadows underscored her eyes
and her cheekbones.

"Shelooks," said Gomez, "like she knows shésgoingto die” Eve
coughed into her hand, then lowered her head for afew seconds.
Straightening up, she took a deep breath and looked directly into the
camera. "What I'm going to say must be important,” she began, running
her tongue over her upper lip. "Arniesaid it wasand... | think
that'swhy they killed him. Hedidn't, Chri, redly tell medl he

knew. But I'm afraid it's enough... enough probably to get mekilled.
There's something going on... something important. 1t involvesthe
Nicaraguan government, including Generd Alcazar and the junta, and the
American embassy down thereismixed up inthis, too. Arniedidn't go
into al thet... I'm talking about Arnold Maxfield, Jr. | guessl

ought to get hiswhole nameinto this. | forget, Richard, if you even
knew that | knew Arnie." She coughed again, held both hands up over
her mouth for severa seconds. "Y ou'd think, being in the line of work
I'min, that I'd be ableto keep dl these lies straight. Anyway, some

of the big Tek cartels--particularly the Joaguim Cartel, which operates
in Nicaraguaand Horida--are involved aswell. Something isgoing to

happen..” maybe part of it has dready happened. Arniewas cagey



about the details. Y ou'd have to know him to understand what | mean.”
Shetook another deep breath, exhded in asighing way, took in another
breath. "All-right, it al centers around something called Surrogate

13. "That'swhat they call it, babe," hetold me. "Surrogate 13.
Knowing about that isgoing to make mevery ... wdl, youll see” He
wasn't exactly the smartest or most diplomatic man in the world.
Nowhere near as clever ashisfather. | think that when hetried to
parlay what hed found out.." well, thingswent wrong for him." r She
leaned back in the chair, briefly closed her eyes. "Surrogate

13. It doesn't seem fair, redlly, to get killed over something |

know so little abOut. Richard, if you ever seethis... 'm sorry. |

redly do loveyou, but.." but everythingjust...” Shegaveafaint,

sad shrug.

Thewadl went blank.

BASCOM LOOKED TWICE asrumpled as he had the last time they saw him.
And nearly al the clutter had returned to his desktop. His saxophone
was there, t0o, sprawled across stacks of memo-discs.

"Surrogate 13," he repeated, shaking his head dowly. "Nope,

that means not adamn thingtome.” Hisimage, up from lifesize

nearly filled thevidwal of their living room.

Gomez was perched now in the window sest, watching the sky wagons
trying to control the park firefar to thewest. "A substitute for
something,” he suggested. "A stand-in."

"The thirteenth subgtitute," said the agency chief. "Or it could just
aseasly be asubgtitute for adrug, aproduct... Hell, just about any
damnthing.

Jake was straddling astraight chair. "How about an android?”
"Another possibility," conceded Bascom out in his Cosmos

Detective Agency office. "Isthat just ahunch?'

"Eve was down therein Managuatrying to smooth out amessinvolving
the guy who runs the Nicaraguan office of Mechanix

Internationd," Jake said. "Mechanix makesan dies
"Follow up on that," said the chief.

Gomez said, "Before we venture into Central America, jefe, |



think we better make a stopover in our nation's capitd..”

"From what you've reported, | agree,” said Bascom. "Find out whoin
the Nicaraguan Embassy hired those thugs to smash into Eve's sky car
I'd like something nasty to befall that lad.”

"Hersjust acog," said Jake.

"I'm aware of that, but | want the bastard smashed dl the same," said
Bascom. "Thisthing, however, is shaping up as something bigger than
just aone shot murder tricked up to seem an accident.” He rubbed his
fingertipstogether. "I want to bring down everybody and anybody who
had anything to do with killing my son'swife. But if we can uncork an
international conspiracy-well, that can be damned lucrative. Interms
of both fees and favors and rewards.”

Gomez sad, "Chihuahua, it'sthe old origind chief emerging. |

was starting to fear that warm familia fedings had overcome his crass
inner sdf for good.”

"You knew that couldn't last," said Jake.

"Enough, you two," warned Bascom. "My main concernis still my son.
But | want you to follow thiswherever it leads."

"Might be agood ideato talk to someone at Max Comm
suggested Jake. "To get more information on what Maxfidd, Jr., was up
to down there. Their headquarters officeisin New Batimore, just

outside of DC. Do you have any contacts there?"

"I'll check and provide you a name when you get to Washing ton,” the
agency head promised. "The OCO isinthis, too, huh?'

"As| mentionedl Nate Anger and his pet robot warned me off.

A sure sign that they're hooked in somehow."

"Y ou have anyonein the OCO you can tap?"'

Jake thought about it. "One possible contact--maybe.”

"Useitif you can."

Gomez said, "Wed best tread lightly on this, amigos. Weregoing to
be wadtzing around with intelligence boys, cutthroat tycoons and

probably even Teklords."

Jake stood up, rested his hand on the back of hischair. "What about
Eve's message to your son?' asked Jake.



"Eventudly hell haveto seeit," said Bascom. "But not right yet.
Wait until thisisdl over."

"Hemay not," said Jake, "be ready for the truth even then.”

Mosx EVENINGS AT this hour Frank Dockert could be found at hisclubin
New Batimore. Alone, alarge black manin hismiddleforties, hewas
down on the shooting floor six levels underground. Hed chosena

amulated jungle areatonight and was moving carefully through a

dretch of smulated steamy tropical forest, carrying alazrifle.

He became aware of the spoor of atiger just seconds before his
vidphone buzzed.

Up ahead the dense green foliage flickered as the unseen tiger headed
for dsawhere.

"What?' said Dockert.

"Access B2," spoke the phone ashelifted it free of hisjacket
pocket.

"Go ahead." Hesat on ared log that had been placed among the
hologram trees and vines.

"I'm sorry to break in on your--"
"Reach apoint, Nathan."

Anger said, "We have to assume that Cardigan and Gomez have the
vidcaz."

IIWMI
"Because they're leaving Manhattan early tomorrow morning.”

"Heading for where, Nathan?" "They're coming your way, Frank."
"Specificaly tome?"

"No, no. They're booked into the Beltway Plazain DC. They don't know
anything about you."

Tm PSI DENT OF the United States sat <tiff and straight in the midcabin
seet of the military sky van "I'm still not convinced well get away
withthis Jm," hesaid quietly.

Vice President McCracklin was lean and blond, amost handsome, afew
years younger than the president. "We've got the most efficient people
possible working with uson this, Warren. Relax, will you."



"A great many things, numerous unforeseen things, can go wrong.”
"No, not with something. as carefully worked out asthis.”

Thewindowswere dl blanked and they could see nothing of the night
sky they wereflying through.

"Someone may well find out I'm &t the clinic when I'm supposed to be on
thetour.”

"Not achance.

"Besdes, Jm, | keep telling you and thisDr. Marchitdli that

I'm not actudly aconfirmed Tek addict. True, | admit, | get alift

from using Tek now and then. But, hdll, there can't be morethan a
dozen peoplein the world who have to ded with as much pressure and
sressas| do. So alittle Tek session now and--"

"It'salot more serious than that, Warren. We dl know that.”

Sighing out a breath, Brookmeyer said, "The other factor that worries
meisthis damned--stand-in. That's not going to fool anybody or--"
"Mechanix International turns out avery good product.

Don't worry."

"I don't know," said the president. "Now that were actualy going
ahead with this-I fed extremely uneasy.”

"Relax," urged the vice president, amiling. "Everythingisgoing to go
exactly asintended.”

JAKE WASHEADING hissky car as per ingructions, for alanding at
VigtorsLot 3A a the vast Max Comm Communications Centrein New
Bdtimore.

"Jake Cardigan?' said the voxbox on his control pand. "Yeah?'
"Whom areyou visting & Max Comm thismorning?' "Already told
you--Arlen Sulman, who's with the KwikNews Divison." That wasthe
contact name Bascom had provided him with earlier thismorning. "Just
confirming, Sr." "Okay."

"Y ou're being rerouted to Personnd Lot 4B," the voice informed him.
"Oh, 07"

"That's on the harborside of Wing 3."

Jake tapped out arevised landing pattern.



His sky car continued dropping down, sailing over the multi-domed
central headquarters of Arnold Maxfield, Sr."s communications empire.

"Jak Cardigan?"

"Right here"

"Further landing revisons, gir," said the Max Comm reception voice.
"Okay, I'm standing by."

"You'reto set down in Public Parking Lot 16, which you'll find

directly across the street from the backside of Wing 3. Y ou are not to
enter Max Comm property.”

"Why isthat?'

"After you land at Lot 16, Mr. Sulman will be brought to yOU."
"Brought?'

"It seems he's having some trouble walking."

Tm SMALL, SWEETSMELLING little restaurant was on ashort side street
just off Nixon Boulevard. When Gomez stepped out of the humid DC
morning and into the frilly be flowered dining parlor, he sneezed.

"A nice cup of cranberry teaisjust what you need, young fdler." A
grandmotherly android came up and took hold of hisebow. "Welcometo
Granny Gurton's Breakfast Nook. All by our lonesomethislovely
morning, arewe?"'

"No, gramacita, we're meseting that gent seated over yonder."

"T<K," remarked the android. "He's been awfully restless. Heredly
ought to relax more. My sakes, even in aworrier'stown like DC hesa
standout. Always checking al those watches and--"

"I'll find my way over tohim." Extricating himsdlf from the grey

haired android's grasp, Gomez crossed to the table where the young

Chinese cyborg waswaiting.

"Geez Louise, Gomez," the young man said, rolling up thedeeve on his
metal arm. "When we agree to meset at ten-fifteen

AM, doesthat mean ten-seventeen to you?'

"Landsakes, Timecheck, you'returning into area worrywart." Gomez
took the chair oppodite him. "What'sthat on your plate, by the

way?'



"Jamcakes with honey berry sauce. Want an order?”
"No, absolutdly not.”

"Just look at that." Timecheck tapped the face of one of the many
watchesbuilt into hismeta right arm. "Buenos Airestimeisrunning
four seconds off again. | tell you, daddy, the craftsmen these
days---"

"Can we rush through dl thistempora chitchat and get to the business
of theday?'

"Precisgly why I'm here, kiddo."

"When | learned that you'd relocated in this citaddl of democracy,
Timecheck, | figured I'd tackle you first for the information | seek,”
Gomez told theinformant. "Since I've dedt with you fruitfully in
various climesand locaes”

"| got to tell you that Washington beatsthem al." Timecheck lifted

up aforkful of jam cake ™Y ou recal how glum | wasin Jgpan? Wow,
all those Zen types with no idea of deadlines and the swift passage of
time. Pariswasaterrificimprovement. | meant to tell you, daddy, a
whole city stuffed with clock watchers He took another bite, savoring

it. "Ah, but Washington, DC. It'sthetime bound center of the
universe. A microsecond means something inthisburg.” He pointed his
fork cellingward "1 loveit here and inside info abounds, you bump

into secrets and scuttlebutt at every turning and--"

"Heresthat tea, darling.” The Granny android put ateacup in front
of Gomez. "Drink that down and just seeif that nasty old cold doesn't

goright away."

"Gracias"

Timecheck inched hischair back. "You sck?"
"No."

"| don't liketo catch colds. For some reason whenever I'm down with
onedl my clocksrundow."

"I'minthe pink," the detective assured hisinformation source. "Now
tell me what you've come up with for me since we spoke on the vidphone
an hour ago.”

"One hour sixteen minutes ago,” corrected Timecheck after consulting
two of hisbuiltin watches.

"What have you learned about the activities of the Nicaraguan



Embassy?"

Timecheck tapped Gomez's teacup with ametd fingertip. ™Y ou planning
to drink that?'

"Not intheleast."

After gppropriating the cranberry teaand enjoying along sip,
Timecheck said, "Not sweet enough.”

"Facts" urged Gomez.

"The day before Eve Bascom died, an officid at the embassy one Raoul
Martinez--had avisitor," the Chinesetold him. "Thisvistor wasDr.
|zabel Morgana, who teaches at the Federd University in Managua. Poli
Sci isthelady's subject and, it goes without saying, she hasthe
complete gpprova of Generd Alcazar and thejunta.”

"How does shefit in?"

"After visiting Martinez, she dropped into a deazy--make that
deazier--section of town to meet with a gent who's been known to help
arrangekillingsfor hire up in Manhattan. | can provide hisname and

background if--"

"Not just yet," said Gomez. "It soundslike Dr. Morganais somebody |
ought to look up.”

"To do that, you got to wend your way to Managua,” Time check told him.
"She headed for home at just about the exact moment Eve Bascom was

goingontoglory.”

Gomez sad, "Anything on why they--"

"Goodness sake, how're you going to shake that cold if you give your
niceteaaway, young man?' The android placed another seaming cupin
front of Gomez. "Now drink that al down like agood boy."

"Soon asit cools," he promised. "Now shoo."

Timecheck sad, "If you were going to inquire into motive,

save your breath.”

"Nothing?'

"Not sofar. All | know isthat Dr. Morganawanted to make absolutely
certain that Eve Bascom ceased to be.”

"Seemslikely she'sin cahoots with somebody in the Nicaraguan



government.”
"Vay likdy, sure

Absently Gomez drank some of his cranberry tea. "Keep nosing around,”
hetold theinformation dedler. I'll bein touch again soon.”

Timecheck eyed him as he stood up. "Y ou certain you haven't got
something contagious?”

ARt,.N SULMN WAS adight, grey haired man. He was standing near the
entranceto Lot 16, being supported by a bored-looking chrome plated
robot. Piled up next to him on the paving were three plasticartons, a

file box chock full of memo discs and abundle of fax paperstied up

with red twine.

"But | didn't fall," he was saying to the robot as Jake came walking up
tohim. "You shoved me."

"I never shoved you," argued therobot. "1 was smply helping you
dong.”

"Y ou gave me the old heavho."

"When you're terminated from Max Comm you haveto leave," said the
robot. "You don't dawdle, you don't tarry."

"I couldn't very well dawdle with you there throwing me down aramp.”
"It was anudge, afriendly nudge." The mechanical man noticed Jake.
"I'd appreciateit, sir, if you'd help Mr. Sulman hobble to his sky

bus stop up at the corner. We're not supposed to stray even thisfar
from the Max Comm grounds, but since he clams he has atwisted ankle,

"It'ssprained. You can seethat.”

I'll help out.” Jeketook hold of Sulman'sarm asthe silvery robot
stepped clear of him.

"Good luck inyour next job, Mr. Sulman,” cdled therobot asit went
hurrying awvay.

"I'm Jeke Cardigan.”
"Oh, great. Because of you, I'm out on my ear.”
"How'sthat?'

"W, that hasto bethe reason. Somebody got wind that |



was going to blab to you and--"

"Why would that matter?"

"Because they know you're investigating Eve Bascom's death.”

"Does Max Comm have something to hide?"

"They've dready got a detective agency of their own looking into Arnie
Maxfidd, J."sdeath," explained Sulman. "Sincethosetwo casesare
likely tolink up, I imagine they don't want you gumming up the

works."

"What agency is handling the case for them?”

"l don't think | better talk to you. If you'll help me get to the
corner, I'll--"

"Which agency?’

"An outfit from out your way. Bev Kendricks & Associates.”

Jake grinned. "That'sinteresting.”

"Not to me, Cardigan. What'sinteresting to meisthat shortly after
promising to do afavor for Walt Bascom--who, cometo think of it,
hasn't done a darned thing for mein ages--1 get bounced.”

"That can't be the only reason.”

"Well, there have been some remarks about my getting too old for the
newshbusness" "What'syour age?' "Nearly fifty." "That'snot
old."

"Can you help meto that bus stop? I'm afraid I'll fal over if |

try towak onthisankle."

"Okay, leanon meand let's Sart.”

"Wait, my stuff,” remembered Sulman. "Y oulll haveto tote that,
too."

"Look, I'll prop you up on these cartons, go over and get my sky car
and giveyou aride home."

"No, | don't want to be seen flying around with you."
"Whét else can happen?’

"Right now I'm only unemployed. Blacklisted | don't need." Jake



suggested, "Y ou may aswell tel mewhat you know.” "Not ablasted
thing do | know, Cardigan.”

"Y ou knew that Maxfield, . wasinvolved with Eve Hascom."
"Lots of people around here knew that.”
"Do you have any ideawhy hewaskilled?'

"I think I'll just @bandon this crap here,” said Sulman. "I'll makeit
to the stop on my own."

"Isthere anybody ese at Max Commwho | can--"

"Nobody."
Jake said, "Suppose | contact Maxfidd, Sr." and mention that

| had atwo-hour chat with you, wherein you passed dong al sorts of
Maxfidd secrets?'

"That would screw meup alot.” "So give me something useful now.”
Sulmantold him, "Tak to KarlaMaxfidd." "That's Maxfidd's

daughter?’

"Yes, and shewas down in Nicaraguafor afew days, too." He glanced
across at the huge Max Comm complex. "She's putting in an appearance
at afundraising cocktall party at the War Museum in DC tonight. If

you can get into that, you might be able to approach her."

"Okay, let me help you to that sky bus stop,” offered Jake.

"Forget it," said Sulman. "Today | think I'll splurge and tekea

Goz was STRETCHED out, facedown, on the parlor carpet when
Jake returned to their suite at the Beltway Plaza.

"Fatigued, areyou?" Jake asked his prone partner. "Note the dornicks
spread out on the coffee table, amigo,”

grunted Gomez. Hisinvestigation of this stretch of carpeting
concluded, he got to his knees and dropped the sniffer gadget awvay ina
pocket.

"Threevery samdl bugging devices"
"Makesafdlow fed asthough he'sinfested with ticks or cucarachas.”

Herose up completdly, rubbed at hisleft buttock and sighed. "l dso
had to ditch a pretty but inept seK oritawho was doing a second rate



job of trying to tag me. Cute and | wastempted to lure her into a
bigtro for afriendly de--but who can ddly with alasswho can't even
tail somebody without tipping her hand?’

"Yeah, | wastrailed for awhile, too." Bending, he poked aforefinger
at the eavesdropping devices Gomez had collected in their suite. "Swiss
manufacture. Thetype favored by the OCO."

"We dready knew they were interested in us." Gomez wandered over to a
window. The day wasfading away to dusk. "I'd like to know, though,
exactly how these Clandestine cabrSns are connected with dl this.”

"That's going to take amite longer to find out than | anticipated,”
Jaketold him. "My contact there is--apparently--out of the country
and unreachable. | tried to track him down this after noon with
absolutely no luck." Herested on the arm of the sofa

"Before we compare notes, there's a vidphone message for you," said his
partner, nodding in the direction of thevidwal. "I might mention

that, snce dl these bugs were bugging away when the message camein,
the OCO dso knows all about your secret lovelife.”

"Huh?'
"Replay the last message, por favor,” Gomez ingructed thewall.

Alicia Bower'simage materidized on the screen. Shewaswearing a
pale green tunic dress and her auburn hair wastied back with atwist
of dark greenribbon. She was standing in what looked to be a public
vidphone booth at asky port "Jake, it's very important that | talk to
you," she said, concern sounding in her voice. "I'vejust found out
something and | think it may tiein with the case you're working on.

I'm going to bein DC on businesstoday. Meet me a my rooms at the
Jefferson Hotd tonight at seven. Please”

Astheimage faded, Gomez asked, "Think she actualy knows
something?'

"I'd better go over there and find out.” From his jacket pocket he
took asmall plasticard. "Which meansyoul have to attend these
fedtivitiesadone™

"Were we going to aparty.”

Jake tossad him the admittance chit. "A fundraiser for the War Museum
and--"

"One of my favorite causes.”

"And KarlaMaxfidd's going to attend," continued Jake. "It's probable
she knows something about what's been going on.” Hefilled Gomezinon



what hed picked up from Sulman, adding, "I followed up on this some.
Karlawasindeed down there in Managuafor most of the period that
Maxfield, J. and Evewerein town.”

"If sheredly knows anything of importance, amigo, she'sgot to beon
somebody'slist, too."

"Y eah, you might mention that to her. Might prompt her to confidein
you."

"That coupled with the well known Gomez charm ought to do it."

Picking up one of the disabled listening devices, Jaketossed it in his
pam afew times. "What'd you find out today?'

Gomez told him about Timecheck's report on Dr. Morgana
"Researching the lady's career on my own theresfter," added the
detective, "I discovered that she'svery likely beentied in with no
lessthan five other assassnations over the past couple years.”

"Y ou come up with anything asto what Maxfidd, J. knew?

Or anything on Surrogate 137"

"Nada, nothing at al."

"Maybe KarlaMaxfield has some answers.”

Leaning againg thewall and folding hisarms, Gomez said,

"You know Alicia Bower much better than | do."

"True"

"She'sredly got someinformation to pass on--thisisn't just an
excuse to get you over there?'

Jake grinned. "l doubt it, Sid," he answered. "Unlikeyou, |
don't have the sort of charm that drives women goofy.”

TmSCUV, IT ROB OX wasdtting in the hotdl corridor, leaning against
thewall, legs spread wide and coppery head tilted far to the right.
Hisleft eye was dangling from its socket and an acrid plume of sooty
black smoke was drifting up from alarge jagged rent in the top of his
skull.

The door to Alicias suite was standing nearly afoot open just beyond
the dumped guard.



Drawing his stun gun Jake eased aong the halway of the Jefferson
Hotdl.

After listening for severa seconds outside the doorway, Jake lunged
and booted the door completely open.

Thelargeliving room was empty, an armchair was toppled over onits
back withitslegsintheair. Out the window you could seethe
Washington Monument glowing whitein the night.

Jake stopped in the center of the big room, gun ready.
Then, dowly, he crossed to the bedroom.

No onewasin there. Another chair lay upside down againgt the wall
and a cosmetics casg, its contents scattered, had falen in front of

it. The bedside vidphone was on the fritz, the screen glowing red and
giving off harsh crackling sounds.

Beside the bed Jake noticed afragment of paper, about two inches
square. He picked it up, frowning. "Funny thing to find on her
bedroom floor," he observed.

The scrap was from avery old newspaper, probably from way back in the
twentieth century. Hisfrown deepening, Jake very carefully dipped
the fragment into hisjacket pocket.

Hewent carefully through the rest of the hotd suite, but found no
trace of Alicia

T-mMARTIAL MUSIC hit Gomez while hewas gill strolling dong

I ndependence Avenue agood block and a hdf from the War Museum. He
was wearing the most conservative jacket held brought along with him

from SoCdl.

Thefive-gtory plastiglass, metd and neo marble building had been
gprayed with red, white and blue lite paint for tonight and it glowed

and flashed againgt the clear night. Sitting up in a huge gondola that
hung suspended from a hover liner was the Military Service Robot Band.
Its brassy music, vastly amplified, flowed down across the night sky.

Severd dozen peoplein formd attire were climbing the entrance ramp
toward the high arched entryway as Gomez reached the War Museum. A
pretty blonde android held up ahand in ahalt gesture.

"Your ticket, please, gr."

Smiling, he handed her the plasticard Jakeld given him. "Hereyou are,
bonita.”

"All in order,” the android said, smiling back. "Y ou'll be happy to



know that Vice President McCracklin will be making a specid
hol ographic appearance here later tonight.”

"That truly cheersme up." He continued up the ramp.

"l hope you won't think me rude,”" spoke atal silvery blonde woman
whom he was passing.

| might, it'shard to say at thispoint.”

"| wanted to ask you about your.." um... coat | guessyou'd cal
it"

llg?l

"What color isit?'

"Blue"

"Blue usudly doesn't have flecks of... um... pink iniit.”

"Thisis™" heexplained patiently, "SoCal Pacific Ocean Sunset

Blue, maam."

"Ah, yes, that explainsit." Nodding, she moved away from him.
Therewere at least two hundred guests milling and mingling in the huge
foyer. Gomez weaved hisway through them, helping himsdlf to aglass
of alefrom the slver tray of a passing gold-plated servobot. He

moved closer to awal and, resting one shoulder againgt it and Sipping
his ae, scanned the crowd.

This afternoon he'd phoned the Cosmos file room, read up on
KarlaMaxfidd's background and studied severd pictures of her. She
was sad to be abright and feisty young woman of twenty-nine. She had
dark brown hair and for the past year and a haf had been working as
Executive Editor for aMax Comm fax-weekly caled Gossip Digest.

As soon as he determined Karlawasn't in the crowded foyer,

he nudged hisway into one of the other roomson thisleve. 1t was

the Land Tank Wing, containing sixteen tanks from previous centuries
plus an animated mura of tank combat in World War 11 that covered one
wall. The soundtrack for the mural, a combination of explosionsand
percussion, made this an unpopular areafor conversation and there were

lessthan fifty people here.

None of them was KarlaMaxfidd.



Gomez moved on. The Higtory of Aerid Bombardment Room was even less
conducive to chatting and only adozen dedicated aviation buffswerein
evidence. The Panoramaof Propaganda Suite was rlatively quiet and

there Gomez spotted his quarry, standing with three other peoplein

front of adigplay of twentieth century Uncle Sam pogters.

She was wearing afull-length black gown and had asingle yellow rose
inher hair. Therewasatal black man on her right, athinmanin

his seventies on her left. The fourth member of the group wasa
heavyset Indian woman.

Gomez walked confidently over to them, smiling an ingratiating smile.
"Good evening, MissMaxfidd," hesaid. "We met a--"

"You." Shefrowned darkly. "I know you."

"Exactly what | was saying. We met last year during amedia conference
inRio," he continued. "I'm Carlos Troxawith the--"

"Bullshit," shesaid. "I was scanning afile onyou only last month.
You'reLopez... No, Gomez. Sidney Jose6 Gomez."

"Y ou're confusing me, cara, with anotorious cousin of mine who--"

"Gomez the gumshoe," said Karladisdainfully. "Lowlife peeper,
disgraced flatfoot, unscrupul ous snoop who--"

"Coming from the Executive Editor of Gossp Digest, that remark--"
"Right, you'rethe do ink who helped get my greet friend Bennett Sands
killed," shewent on. "And only afew weeks ago, learning up with that
flat chested shrike, Natalie Dent, from our hated rival, Newz, you
caused enormous grief for adedicated psychiatrist named--"

"Thisisgoing to makethe cordia conversation | had in mind
somewhat--"

"Scram," she suggested.

The black man offered, "'l can toss him out on hisear, Karla™ "No,
well smply move dsewhere™ Giving him one more glowering glance,
shewaked away from Gomez. "If hefollowstoo closdly on my hedls, if
he so much as breathes on mefor the rest of the evening, then you can
muss him up, Norm."

Gomez remained in place, watching the four of them depart.

"I'm not," hetold himself, "getting off to avery good sart here.”



Tnex-mex( euz owhis mug of nearcaf, rolled up his deeve and consulted
one of hisbulletin watches. "Doesn't do usaheck of alot of good,
Jake, if you're two minutes fifteen seconds early and then this dwork

is seven minutes forty-five secondslate," he complained.

"Y ou sure he'sthe right guy for thischore?' Jeke and the information
dedler were sharing a booth at the back of a Snax restaurant just off
Connecticut Avenue.

"Daddy, this Quatermain byes down under DC and hel's afirdrate guide,”
Timecheck assured him. "Hisonly flaw isthat he'snot prompt.”

From up near the entrance came the sound of arobot waiter falling
over. "Vagrant,am?' growled someone,

"He's aso got something of atemper.” Timecheck leaned out of the
booth. "Over here, Quatermain.”

A large bearded man came lumbering up to them. "Told methey didn't
alow beggarsin here," he said, scowling darkly. Hewaswearing a
dirt-smeared greatcoat that bore patches of severd different fabrics.
"Hell, afew beggars would upgrade the looks of this cesspoal .”

"Jake Cardigan, thisis Quatermain.”

The big shaggy man held out hishand. "I hope you're not looking for
trouble, pilgrim.”

Shaking hands, Jake answered, "I'm looking for somebody to guide me
through the Paper Archives Catacombs under the city.”

Quatermain said, "Slide over, Timecheck," and pushed onto the seat next
to him. "Why--tourig?'

"Jake's adetective. | already told you about--"
"Let'shear himtell me."

Jake grinned. "Okay, I'm impressed with your toughness," he said to
the big man. "Y ou don't take any crap from anybody and you consider
dirt asign of manhood. Now, either we get down to business--because
I'min ahurry--or you can take ahike."

Quatermain sat back, studying Jake. Then he shrugged. "What are you
looking for down there?' Much of the growl had left hisvoice.

From his pocket Jake took the scrap of newspaper held found in Alicias
bedroom. "Thisisalongshot maybe, but it seemslikely this came from
down there." He handed it acrossto the bearded man. "Someone I'm
interested in was grabbed. It's possible that she was taken by
somebody from the Catacombs. | want to look for her down there.”



After wiping hislarge, flattened nose on his coat deeve, Quatermain

took the scrap between stained thumb and forefinger. "1960s, New Y ork
Times," he said after afew seconds. "Likely came from the Newspaper
Wing"

"I know arich assortment of margind citizenslive down there in those
tunnels and storerooms,” said Jake. "Including various gangs and
hoodlumsfor hire."

"Plusahdl of alot of independent, creetive folks," added

Quatermain, scowling as he tossed the fragment in Jake's direction.
"I'd hate to think you wereimplying that I'm athug, pilgrim.”

"Y ou're too sweet tempered to beathug.” Putting the scrap of paper
away, Jake started to dide out of the booth. "Timecheck, I'll haveto
find another guide. Y our friend's got too many problemsfor--"

"l don't have problem one," Quatermain told him. ™Y ou want aguide,
I'm the best thereis. Just because | won't be insulted or--"

"Jake, trust me, he'sjust in agrouchy mood tonight,” put in
Timecheck. "Nobody knowsthe layout down there aswell as
Quatermain.”

"Why'd they grab thisladyfriend of yours?" the shaggy man inquired.
"Not sure. Probably to keep her from talking to me."

"What motive?"

"I'm investigating amurder, one with politics and maybe Tek
involved."

There are severa gangs down in the Paper Archives Catacombswho
specidizein that sort of work."

"Can you get us safely there for alook around?”
"Can you pay me one thousand dollars?'
Jake sad, "Okay, but only half now."

"All now," countered Quatermain. "If you get knocked off down there, |
may not havetimeto frisk your body for the rest of my face.”

GOMEZ WAS ON his second de when the unexpected opportunity arose. He
had, keeping a safe distance, been trailing Karlaand her party through



the War Museum. Norm, who Gomez concluded must be some sort of
bodyguard for the communications heiress, threw him afew nasty glances
but nobody had thusfar tried to gect him.

It was on the second levd that the incident took place. The room was
devoted to robot warriors of the twenty-first and twenty-second
centuries. There werefifteen formidable examples on display, each
gtanding stiff and till atop alow pedestd.

Gomez was in conversation with ayoung woman who was a First Lieutenant
inthe Military Service. "That's an interesting point of view," hewas
saying to her, casualy watching KarlaMaxfield across the room.

"Oh, but it'sabsolutdly true,” the lieutenant told him. "Hand-to-hand
combat is dways much more exciting than--"

"Chihuahua," exclaimed Gomez, turning away from her.

The large gunmetal robot soldier on the pedestal nearest Karlahad
suddenly cometo life. He swung out with his heavy left aram and
dapped a Norm.

The force of the blow was enough to send the black bodyguard sailing
hard into thewall Six feet away.

Then the robot soldier started to raise hisright hand, which had a
lazgun built in, and am it at the young womean.

Gomez had yanked out his stun gun Planting hisfeet wide and gripping
the gun in both hands, hefired at the robot.

The beam hit him in the side and the big mechanicd warrior gave a
gpasmodic jerk.

After firing asecond blast, Gomez went running toward the robot.

The robot's arms dropped to hissides. He took two wobbling steps
ahead, swayed and started to topple from his pedestal.

Sprinting, Gomez grabbed Karla around the waist and dragged her out of
the path of thefdling mechanica soldier.

The robot smacked the floor with aresounding, rattling thump, his
heavy head just missing her |eft foot.

Karlatried to spesk to Gomez, but ended up coughing instead. Findly
shewas ableto say, "Y ou seem to have saved my life."

Henodded. "Apparently so." Helet go of her. "Maybe now,

out of gratitude, you'll do me afavor, seorita.”



"l oweyou at least one, Gomez."

"I'd like to talk to you about your brother and Eve Bascom.”
Norm was back on hisfest, bracing himsdlf against the wall.
"Get the hell away from her, Gomez," he warned.

"Come by my place at leven tonight." She leaned close, whispered her
address and kissed Gomez on the cheek.

"Damnit," shouted Norm. "That's only going to encourage him."

TH PAPER ARCHIVES Catacombs had been established back early inthe
twenty-first century, expanding from underground space originaly

intended to serve asliving and office space for essential government
officiasin the event of anuclear attack. Gradualy the underground

rooms and pass ways had been expanded and extended, converted to store
the paper ephemera of Washington. Officia memos, financid records,
newspapers, the spillover of the Library of Congress and tons of other

paper documents al ended up benesth the city.

Sparsdly patrolled by a scattering of rundown security robots in recent
decades, the Catacombs had long been used as residence and refuge space
for dl sorts and conditions of people--vagrants, runaways, outlaws,

artists and eccentrics.

With Quatermain guiding him, Jake began his descent by way of an entry
hole in Potomac Park.

The metal ladder rattled asthey climbed down and their footfalls
echoed hollowly. A chill dampness quickly closed in around them.

"Guard on this entrance has been flooey for ayear or more,”

explained the shaggy man, dropping from the last rung to the dirty
gonefloor.

As Jake followed himinto along, dimlit tunnel, he noticed a battered
robot dumped againgt ablack-stained tiled wal. One arm was missing
and aplump grey rat was perched on the guard-hot's lap, dozing.

Other rats, somefat and some lean, went scurrying aong the murky
tunnel ahead of them. On each side of the damp pass way rose bundles
of ancient memoas, boxes of fax copies plyosacks stuffed with shredded
documents. Therats had been at most of the sacks and twists and
tatters of long-ago secret communications lay scattered thickly
underfoot.

In aniche that had been hollowed out between tottering stacks of



officia records, agaunt old woman, wrapped in what might once have
been arug, was dumbering, hooked up to adirty Tek Brainbox.

"Tekheads," commented the bearded guide scornfully. "What do they see
inthat crgp? Redity iswhat you haveto facein thisworld."

The tunnel doped and then forked.

Quatermain indicated the right hand branch, which was somewhat warmer
and better illuminated. Man-high bundles of twentieth century news
magazines were stacked along one side of the down danting tunndl.

"Wineheads coming up next," announced Jake's shaggy guide. "Nice
oldfashioned vice, thisis."

Severd large cluttered storerooms branched off the tunnel. 1n one of
them, huddled around afire made mostly of burning magazines, ten or so
peoplein tattered clothes were passing around a plastiflask of

purplish liquor.

"They like to keep together," observed Quatermain, stepping across a
young woman who lay sprawled in their path, snoring vigoroudy. " Shared
interests.”

Jake paused, carefully lifted the dumbering girl and carried her over
to the doorway of the storeroom. Leaving her propped at the doorway,
he followed his guide degper underground.

QUATERMAIN HELD OUT hisarmto block Jake's progress. "Well makea
stop here," he said quietly.

Up on their right about a hundred feet was alarge storeroom labeled
Book Bing 19. Bright yellowish light was spilling out of its open
doorway, dong with the smell of mesat cooking.

"Who hangs out here?" asked Jake.

"They cdl themselves the Bookworms," answered the big bearded man.
"Moglly in their teens-runaways and raiders. Thingis, they roam dl
through the Catacombs and they know just about everything that's going
on.

"Then they'll know if the young woman I'm hunting for was brought down
here

Quatermain nodded his shaggy head. "And, for afee, they'll tell us,”
hesad. "Youll handlethefee, sport."

All a once from up ahead came acry of pain. It sounded like ayoung
woman.



Scowling, Quatermain pulled Jake over to anarrow tunnel that ran
aongsde the book bing " Could be something's going on wrong in
there" hewhispered. "WEell take us agander before we go barging on
in

Midway aong the dark passage glowed acircle of light, about the size
of aplae, inthe sonewal of the building.

Quatermain shuffled up to the hole, hunched and chanced alook inside.
After ahalf aminute, he nodded and stepped back. "Take apeek.”

At the center of the book lined room five young people were standing,
diffly, around acook fire over which asmal anima wasroagting. A
large chrome plated robot was holding asixth youth, athin redhaired
girl of about seventeen, by the back of her jacket, dangling her about
afoot above the stonefloor.

A short thickset man in adark suit was covering the rest of the youths
with alazgun.

"Nate Anger and Sunny," said Jake.
The slvery robot dapped the dangling girl across her face,
which aready had two red welts showing onit. She cried out again.

"One of you kids sure as hell better tell uswhat we want to know,"
suggested Anger. "Now then--whereis Alicia Bower?'

NORM THE BODY GUARD was sitting, big arms folded across his broad chest,
on addicateslver chair inthefoyer of KarlaMax-fild'ssmall

watersde villain an exclusve and highly secure section of New

Bdtimore. "I'm not absolutely certain,” he was saying to Gomez, "that

you're Gomez."

"l am," Gomez assured him, "the one and only."

Two hefty security robots, each painted an eggshell white, were holding
the detective by hisarms.

"I tell you," continued the large black man, "1 think we better run a
full check onyou. 1 mean, for all we know, you'reredly an android.
Possibly one of those kamikazes the Teklords are so fond of using.
Stuffed full of dangerous explosives and primed to go off and destroy
MissMaxfidd."

"It ispossible, endgjo, that they redly are out to do her in,” said
Gomez. "But hasding meisonly going to"

"A strip search, too, may be caled for." Norm smiled. "We can't be
too careful, considering an attempt's dready been made on her life



tonight.”

"Too bad you weren't this clever when that got soldier whapped you in
the cabeza," said the detective, trying unsuccessfully to free himsdlf
from the metallic grasp of the two guard bots

"| fed unhappy about that, which iswhy | intend to be extra careful
with--"

"That's about enough, Norm." Karlas angry voice cameilar ing out of
an overhead voxbox. "Mr. Gomez ismy guest. Send himin hereat
once."

"Well now, Miss Maxfidd, thismight not be the actud

Gomez. | suggest that--"

"Sendhimin."

Norm sighed, shook his head, unfolded hisarms, stood up,

sghed again. "Okay, very well. It'son your head, dear lady.” He
made adismissve gesture at the bots. "L et 'im go, guys."

Moving free, Gomez made adight bow in the bodyguard's direction.
"Hagtaluego,” he said amiably.

He grolled up afloor lit ramp. At itsend ahologram door of seeming
intricately carved brass shimmered away to nothing. After Gomez
crossed into alarge oval living room, the door resppeared behind

him.

Karla, wearing araspberry-colored daxsuit, was Sitting in a

Lucitewing chair in front of ahigh, narrow window that showed night
and gars. "Ignore Norm," she advised. "He's something of adwork."

"l deduced that." He settled into a plastiglass chair that wasfilled
with pale blue water and dozens of flickering tropica fish.

"I want to thank you for what you did thisevening,” shetold him. "And
to gpologize for being so rudeto you earlier.”

"Being rude is one of the perks of your class" hesaid. "Havethe
police or your security people determined who rigged that got?' "Not
yet," sheanswered. "And redly, Gomez, I'm not your ordinary rich
bitch."

"Not at dl ordinary, no."

"You're dtill ticked off a me, aren't you?'



Hereflected on the question. "Maybel am, 9." "Would you likea
drink? You weredrinking deas|--" "Gracias, but not yet, sego
rita

"Why, by the way, do you sprinkle your conversation with what would one
cdl them? Mexicanisms?'

Hesmiled. "Growing up asalatinoin SoCad," he answered,

"was not exactly endlessjoy. | suppose onereason isthat it'saway
to thumb my nose at people.” Hissmilewidened. "Yourethefirst
person to ask about it."

She smiled back. "How'd you like to come to work for Max-Comm? |
think somebody like you would--"

"No, seorita. I'm more than content with my present stationin life,"
hetold her. "Let's get back to this attempt to do you in." "What do

yOu suspect?’

"That it, obvioudy, tiesin with the death of your brother,” he
replied. "And the murder of Eve Bascom."

"That awful woman." She gave an angry shake of her head. "Do you
think she's respongble for what happened to Arnie?”

"Other way around,” he said. "Whilst he wasin Managua, Nicaragua, he
found out something that certain folks didn't want him to make
known."

"And hetried to use that information to turn some kind of profit for
himsdf2"

Gomez nodded. "That's a pattern of his?’

"It wasn't easy being Arnold Maxfield, J." Hissster looked out into
the night. "Arniewas never redly quite up to thejob. Hewas

forever looking for waysto get ahold of big money of hisown. His
ambition was to start a communications network of hisown--to riva my
father's" She shook her head. "He never would have succeeded.”

"Y ou were down there the sametime hewas."

"On separate business,” Karlasaid, "following up areport on aromance
between a couple of peabrained vidwall starsfor my fax weekly

"Any ideawhat your brother sumbled onto?" "Not & al. He never
much confided inme." "Somebody apparently believeshedid." "That |
can't help." Leaning forward, Gomez rested hishand on hisknee. "He
ever mention something called Surrogate 13 to you?' "No--what is



it?"

"Quin sabe? We suredon't know asyet,” hesaid. "Who elsewashe
especidly cordid within Managua? Somebody who

I
could've been a source of the dangerous information he picked
Lup?'

Karlasad, "I don't know if Eve ever found out about this, but

Arniewas dso having an affair of sonswith awoman who teaches at the
Federd Univ--"

"Ay!" Hesat up. "Wasit Dr. |zabe Morgana?'
"Yes, that'sher." Her eyeswidened. "How'd you--"
"Her name's come up before, though not in this context.”

Karlatold him, "Arnie dways denied this, but I'm fairly certain that
|zabel istied in with the Angeles Rojos.”

"The Red Angels, huh? That'sthekiller squad that, unofficidly,
takes care of enemies of the Sate.”

"Yes, and I've been wondering if she didn't have them take care of my
brother,” shesaid. "I was sure from the beginning that his desth
wasn't accidentd.”

"We're planning to head for Nicaragua soon. Dr. Morganais someone
I'll look up."

"Approach her very carefully,” she advised. "And you might find out
about Dominic Hersh. He's supposedly just an Executive

Diplomatic Secretary with our American Embassy. | think he'san

OCC man and is pretty much running American intelligence operationsin
Nicaragua. Arnie had dedingswith Dominic, too."

Gomez asked, "Anything ds=?"

"I dmost wish | could head back down there with you,” she said. "But
I'vewangled aninvitation to travel for awhilewith

President Brookmeyer's Cracker Barrel Express.”

"Got alead on some scandd 7"



Sheamiled. "It just might beabig one."

"Detals?'

"Nothing to do with your case."

"Don't let me spoil your scoop, then." He stood. "Wéll,
buenas noches."

"Youredoing it again.”

JAKE MOVED BACK from the spy hole diding out his stun gun ™Y ou
carrying aweapon?' he asked Quatermain.

"I have alazgun on me," answered the bearded guide. "But if you want
any fancy shooting, that's extramoney."

"Just back me up." Jake started back down the narrow aley. "I don't
require anybody shot.”

Inside the building the robot dapped the girl yet again. " Somebody
hed better start talking," warned Anger. Jake halted next to the
doorway.

Then he legped into the light, aimed and fired a Sunny.

The beam of the stun gun shoved the robot ahead, away from thefire.
He dropped the girl and shefell a hisfeet. As Sunny went ssumbling
forward, he tripped over her, went sprawling and then dropped flat out
on the stone floor, disabled. " Set down your gun, Nate," suggested
Jake, stepping further into the room.

"Likehdl." The oeo agent threw himsdlf tothesde. He dammed into
ahigh bookshdf, started to swing hislazgun around to fire at Jake.

Jake dived for thefloor. Before he had achanceto fireat Anger, a
young man had grabbed up his own stun rifle and shot at the agent.

The beam hit him in the chest. He went bumping into the bookshelf,
armsflapping. He sat abruptly, passed over into unconsciousness. A
dozen or more heavy books came faling down to hit at him.

Walking over, Jake picked up the dropped lazgun. Tuckingit away ina
jacket pocket, heturned his attention to the fallen young woman.
"How'reyou doing?'

"I'm okay--sort of." She accepted his hand and got, somewhat shaky
dtill, to her feet.



The other Bookworms, gathering up their weapons, had rushed from the
building and scattered.

From the doorway Quatermain inquired, "Will you be wanting any shooting
now?'

"Nope." Jaketurned to the young woman. Shewasthin, wearing adark
tunic and dark trousers tucked into black boots. "There's no reason

for you to trust me, but | hope you will. I'm Jake Cardigan, with the
Cosmos Detective Agency.”

"My namé's Janing," shesaid. "And, yeah, | trust you--you saved me
from those two bastards.”

He gestured a Sunny and Anger. "They're with the Office of

Clandestine Operations,” hetold her. "Apparently they're hunting for
thesame person | am."

"Alicia Bower, would that be?' "Is she down here somewhere?' Janine
nodded. "Yes." "Do you know where?"'

"It'snot avery safe placeto go, but | can take you," she offered.
"Sock himwith a hefty fee" advised Quatermain.
"No charge,” shesaid to Jake. "l oweyou one.”

QUATERMAIN MADE A grumbling sound. "This, pilgrim, isasfar as|
go."

They were degper underground now, the air was mustier and the light
dimmer. Therocky ground underfoot was spread with amixture of mud
and soggy shreds of paper. Lying in apuddle of stagnant water on

their left was the stiff body of along-dead cat.

"| thought thiswhole spread was your domain,” said Jake. "I'mnot in
the mood to argue,” said the shaggy guide. "It's because | know these
catacombs that I'm dropping off right here.” He pointed ahead with a
dirty hand. "Gangs, drug runners and worse hang out down thisway.
I'd just aswdl not risk my ass any further for alousy thousand

bucks"

"Okay, well push on without you." Jake grinned.

Janine tapped hisarm. "It'sdlright,” she assured him. "I can get
us safely to where we haveto go.”

The big bearded man rubbed at his bristly chin with his grestcoat
deeve. "Good luck, pilgrims" he sad, turning away.



Goaz's IC CRr)ECn)EV to land in aplace he hadn't been planning to
land. It went off the homeward-bound flight pattern he'd punched out
about ten minutes after held taken off after hisNew Bdtimore visit to
KarlaMaxfied.

"Hey, loco," he said to the controls when he redlized he was being led
adray. "Wherewe going?"'

The car said nothing, smply started to drop down through the night.

Gomez tried verbal commands and button jabbing, but the vehicle had
gone out of hiscontrol.

"Mierda," he observed as his car settle down on anearly deserted
landing lot on the outskirts of the Georgetown section of DC.

The smal vidphone screen on the dash lit up. "Good evening,
Mr. Gomez," said the black young woman who appeared there.
"How areyou?'

"Irritated, incensed, infuriated,” hetold her, "and generaly
resentful. Who the hdll are you--and why'd you waylay me?"

"I'mMr. Maxfied's swing shift executive secretary,” shereplied.
Shewas seated in agrey armchair againgt agrey wall.

"Thelate Mr. Maxfidd?"

"Oh, no. | mean Mr. Maxfield, Senior," the executive secretary said.
"Mr. Maxfield wishesto spesk to you."

"Mr. Maxfield can vete pa cargo," hetold her. "I don't appreciate
having my car plunged on into--"

"Spanish isone of the languages | speak, Gomez." A thickset blond man
in hisearly sixties replaced the young woman on the phone screen.

"Congratulations, being multilingua isared advantagein the
modern-day world, Mr. Maxfield," hesaid. "Now, let me get on about
my business or--"

"I wanted to have atalk with you."

"Call my executive secretary for an appoint--"

"Being surly, my boy, isnt avery smart courseto take."

"So I've been told, yet--"



"Firdly, | wanted to thank you for saving my daughter'slife,”

cut in the communicationsmogul. "But | wasn't especidly anxiousto
have the world know we weretalking. Hence this somewhat unorthodox
arrangement.”

"Bueno, | accept your thanks. Turn loose my car, porfavor.”

"Therés one other thing."

Gomez sghed, leaning back in hisseat. "Qu?"

"I understand that you and your partner, Jake Cardigan, are
investigating the degth of my son.”

"No, werelooking into the death of Eve Bascom." "They're connected,
aren't they? "What'syour opinion?"

"What |... How'sthat, Nita?' He glanced offscreen. "Excuse me,
Gomez, but I've been reminded that | only have amoment or two moreto
talk with you right now."

"Adios then."

"I'd like you, without mentioning it to Walt Bascom or anyone dse at
Cosmos, to provide me with copies of your reports on--"

"Y ou dready have a competent detective agency working on thisfor
you."

"I want, my boy, as much information as| can get on this matter,"
Maxfied said. I'll pay you as--"

"We can't do business, seor."

Maxfidd sad, "I'll give you timeto think about it," and was gone
from the screen.

Unbidden, the sky car rose up and resumed its origina course.

JANINE SAID, "THEY cal themsdvesthe Scavengers.”

"Gang that took Alicia?" asked Jake.

"Yes, and they specidizein jobslikethis" the redhaired girl

continued. "They can movedl over under DC. Then surface, grab
someone or some piece of valuable loot and retreat down here again.”
The tunnelsthey were traveling down through now were narrower, lower.

Jake had to hunch dightly. "I don't think they kidnapped her on their



"No, that isn't likely." She reached out, touched his hand briefly.
"Someone hired themto doit. Y ou're going to have to keep in mind,
Jake, that--well, they may've been paid to hold her down herefor
someone or they may just have been ordered to kill her."

"They couldve donethat in her hotel if thiswasjust amurder for
hire"

"Maybe not," said Janine. "They liketo bring their victims down here
for the daughtering. The policerarely comethisfar and abody is

easy to lose hereabouts.”

Jake nodded, saying nothing.

The smell of mold and decay was strong.

After afew moments Janine said, "The Scavengerslivein one of the
newspaper storage rooms, but they usualy keep their plunder and their
victimsin amagazineroom. Well try that first--it's about a quarter
mile dead ahead.”

"How many of them?"

"Theresten right now," sheanswered. "It varies, sncethey liketo
fight amongst themsdves and that thinsthe ranks."

"Who runsthings?"

Shehdd up two fingers. "Rich and Nancy," shesaid. "A very mean
couple of people, Jake."

"Can they be negotiated with?"

"Y ou mean can you maybe buy her back from the gang?' "Using money is
sometimes the easiest way to do things." She shook her head. "1 doubt
it" Shedowed, sniffing at thetunnd air. "I mean, theresadim

chance, but it'slikelier they'd kill you before you got to make an

offer.”

There wasanew scent inthe air. "Can we take them by surprise?’

"l know of some drainage tunnelsthat run under these. If wecan..."
Frowning, she stopped dead. "That's smoke, coming from up ahead.”

Jakewas aware of it, too. "Something's burning sure enough,
and it'salot more than a cook fire."

"No, thisisbad." Shetook hold of hisarm. "It smellslikebigfire
we get those down here sometimes.”  She shook her head. "I



think it's coming from where the Scavengersare.”

Tm SMOKE CAME flowing at them, white and thick. They could hear the
crackling of flames, the cries of fear and panic.

Coughing, Janine took hold of hishand. "We have to go another hundred
yardsto hit those drainage tunnels,”" she said, her voice harsh.

"Can we get near where you think they're holding Alicia?' "I'm hoping
%0," she answered asthey started to run into the thickening swirls of
smoke. "But I'm afraid it may be the magazine storeroom that's

dire”

They ran, coughing, unable to seeclearly.

"Here," said the girl finaly. Sheknelt a the Sde of the tunne and

started to brush aside mud and tangles of paper scrap with the sides of
her hands.

Jake helped her and they cleared away a square metal trapdoor setin
thetunnel floor.

The smoke was rolling aong the tunndl, you could fed the heet of the
unseen blaze.

Jake grabbed the handle of the dOor and tugged.

Nothing happened.

Hetook hold with both hands, braced himsdlf, pulled harder. Therewas
arusty creaking and then the door popped open. Dank, damp air came

rushing up and was swiftly swallowed by the swirling smoke.

"Il gofirst." Janine clicked on ahand lite and pointed it down
into the darkness. "Therésametd ladder along thewall, see?

Waitch out, becauseit'sdippery ashdl.”

As she started down, Jake heard rats, alarge quantity of them,
go skittering away below.

Jake followed her down the ladder and pulled the door down.
It closed with adull thunk.

A little of the smoke from above had made its way below, but the
dominant smell was of decay.

Pointing with the thin beam of her light, Janine said, "We haveto



travel aong that ledge there. It's pretty damned narrow, but
otherwise we'd have to dosh along in the drainage channd and that's
full of al sortsof muck."

Crossing to the ledge first, Jake held out hishand to her. Shejoined
him on the ledge, which was about three feet wide.

"We're going to haveto do thissinglefile" Sheedged around him to
take the lead.

"Isthere any darm system up there--and sprinklersin place?’

he asked.

She started making her way aong the narrow passage. " Some sprinklers.
The darms have been on thefritz for years,” Janine answered.

" Sprinklers might work, no way of telling. They do sometimes.”

"What usualy happens when therés aseriousfire?!

"Usudly we're ableto get it under control ourselves. Other times,
though, it just blazes away until it dies out on itsown.”

Shewaswalking dowly, counting off paces.

Thefurther they went, the louder was the sound of the flames up above
them. There were screams of pain, too.

Janine glanced upward. "1 think the firé'sin the newspaper
storeroom,” shetold him. "Maybeit hasn't spread to the magazine

Spaceyet."

"Troubleis, we don't know which room Aliciaisin." "No, but--hold
it!" She stopped ill, clicked off her light. "What?' hewhispered
in the new darkness.

A rattling had begun dmost directly above. Creaking followed, then a
meta trapdoor opened in the celling.

Smoke came pouring and spilling down, ong with the roar of FLames.
"Get your ass down there, bitch," ordered araw mae voice.

"Thisfireisyour fricking fault. I'm going to fix you fricking good
beforel turnyou over." .

GOMEZ PACED.
Theliving room of the suite waswide, well suited to pacing.

"Time?' hesad doud.



"It's now seven minutes shy of one AM," replied the voxbox overhead.
Puckering his cheek, Gomez said, "I'm getting worse than Timecheck."
"Beg pardon, Sir?"

"Nada" He dropped into an armchair.

A moment later the suite computer announced, "Phone call.”

Gomez jumped up. "Who?"'

"Walt Bascom, Greater Los Angeles.”

"I'll takeit," he said, moving into achair that faced the vid wall.

"What the hell are you two dimwitsup to?' began the head of the
Cosmos Detective Agency.

"Canyou give meadight hint, jefe, asto the source of your are?"
"Y ou know damned well what I'm riled about, Sid," he said,

angry. "l specificaly told you guys not to--Where's Jake, by the way?
| want himinonthis™

Pointing at the floor with athumb, Gomez said, "Under DC,
far as| know. | was commencing to grow concerned just before you--"

"No matter. You cantell himwhat | had to say. When | sent you
bumblers back there, didn't 1--"

"Momentito," interupted Gomez, holding up hishand. "Y ou just been
talking to your son, am | right?'

"You'reright. Richard was damned upset,” said Bascom,

scowling. "Hetold me he knew that Eve had been deeping around and
that he wasn't sure he could handlethat. Wahy in the hell did you

tdl him?'

"Did Richard say we had?'

"No, but--hell, how € se could he have found out?"

"Death isagreat eye opener,” he suggested to hisboss. "He's
darting to seethings differently now."

"Y ou're sureyou didn't let something dip?'



"Jefe, you're letting persona stuff futz up your perspective,”

Gomez said. "Y ou ought to know that Jake and | wouldn't double cross
you."

After afew seconds Bascom said, "Yeah, | guessthat's so."
Gomez stood up, walked afew steps away from the chair. "I
can," he offered, "fill you in on what we've been finding out.”

"Okay, you'd better," said Bascom. "And excuse my caling you ahalf
wit

"It was dimwit, but who's counting.” He sat back down and started to
make his report.

ALICIA BOWER CAME dimbing down the rattling metd ladder into the
drainagetunnel. Smoke and fire-tinted light came spilling down into

the darkness with her. She climbed dowly, her auburn hair tangled and
her face streaked with dirt and soot.

Following her down was alarge, flabby man with dead-white hair. There
was alazgun tucked into hiswide silver trimmed belt.

"That's Rich," whispered Janinein Jake's ear asthey stood there
watching.

He had his stun gun drawn and now he took the hand lite from the
airl.

As soon as Aliciatouched the ground, Jake took two steps ahead. He
clicked on the light, aming its beam at the descending Rich. "Okay,
hat right where you are," he advised. "Then, very dowly and
carefully, pluck that gun out of your belt and drop it down here.”

Instead Rich yelled, "Frick you!" Helegped from the meta ladder and
amed hisbig faling body directly at the hand lite Jake was

holding.

Jake started to dodge, but wasn't fast enough.

Tek Power Gomez concentrated on running. "Get the spick!™ someone
shouted. "Stop that greaser!"

"Doesn't sound,” Gomez told himself as he sped dong, "likea

Timefor peaceful negotiations” "Bring him down!" "Stunthe
bagtard!" "Lazgun him!"

Running ever faster, Gomez went skidding around the corner. Ashe



passed the doorway of afortune-telling shop, the door snapped suddenly
open and blocked his progress. A huge metd arm came snaking out, a
hand grabbed hisarm and yanked him insde.

LMuY SE AGe OWE, SNIFFLING, pointed at the sprawled butler with aright
hand that quivered dightly. "Sure, you can do something, can't you,

Cardigan?' He grabbed his right hand with hisleft and pressed it to

his chest.

"What happened to him?"

They were ganding in the middle of the large living room of the

Southport home where Seagrove was hiding out. All the windows had been
blanked and the vidwall was dark. Stretched out, facedown, in the

middle of the bright lit room was adark suited android.

"Hefdl over," explained Seagrove, letting go hisright hand so he

could wipe a hisnose. "He hit hisdamn head." He waked over toward
an unseeing window. "It'san expensive andy, one of thetop line
Mechanix International models. | couldn't afford one mysdlf. But
Megan's damned uncle, helll pissand moan about it. Hell blame me.”

Jake poked the falen android with hisboot toe. "What'd you hit him
with?"

"I didn't touch him, didn't lay ahand on him," heingsted,

aniffring. "Jesus, Cardigan, whose sde are you on here? I'm help
The heavy young man hit hard againgt him and they both went falling,
off the narrow ledge and smack into the water-filled drainage
channd.

The scummy water was only about two feet deep here, but Jake was shoved
bel ow the surface by the weight of the Scavenger leader.

Hetwisted, struggling to get out from under and up to air.

Rich stayed atop him, jabbing him in the face and chest with both big
figs

Straining, Jake brought both knees up and then kicked out.

He managed to boot Rich in the midsection and the fat man groaned and
flopped back off him.

Pushing at the rocky channel floor with both palms, Jake raised himsdlf
to astanding position. He stood, swaying, gasping in air, dripping
foul amdling weter.

Richwas up, too. Hed kept hislazgun in his belt and he was tugging



it out.
Jake lunged, butting him hard in the somach.

The Scavenger gave out atremendous pained gasp and sat down in the
weter.

Jake moved forward and kicked.
His booted foot connected with Rich'sfat chin.

Theforce of thekick lifted him up, made him gnash histeeth together.
Hefdl to theleft, hitting his dead-white head againgt the stones.

Passing over into unconsciousness, Rich dowly did down the dimy side
of them and sank into the dark water.

As Jake bent to pull him out of the water, a voice from above cried,
"Y ou goddamn butt jJumper Y ou killed him."

A lazgun crackled.

AsJr'E TURNED to look up, he saw athin, darkhaired young woman come
fdling down from the opening above.

A coppery lazgun was spinning down through the smoky air, too. It hit
the ledge, bounced into the water and sank. The body of the young
woman followed it an ingtant later, plashing up scummy water and then
snking away.

Jake started to reach for her.

"Don't bother," said Janine from theledge. "She's dead and donefor."
Therewas asnubnosed lazgun in her left hand. "That's Nancy, his
woman. Shewasfixingtokill you."

"Thanks." He got the unconscious Rich up out of the water and
stretched him out on the ledge.

Aliciawasleaning back againgt thewall, one hand clutching her other
am. "l was hoping you'd find me, lake," she said quietly. "Though |
didn't have much reason to believe you would.”

He grinned at her, then turned to Janine. "Can we get clear of the
Catacombsiif we stay down here?"

"Sure, but welll haveto travel another good mile or more™ "You upto
that?' heasked Alicia

"| can do twicethat to get away from thisawful place," she assured
him.



Train PROGRESS ALONG theledgewas dow. Janine, using her hand lite
went first inthegnglefileline. Alidawent next and findly
Jake

They'd outdistanced the smoke and the sounds of the blazein the
tunnels above.

Janine glanced back over her dim shoulder. "What'd Rich mean about
you starting the fire?" she asked.

"Inaway it wasmy fault,” answered Alicia. "They took meto one of
those damn newspaper storage rooms--that was after they'd broken into
my hotedl suite and taken me, trussed up and gagged. When they untied
me, | shoved into the nearest lout and tried to run. But | was wobbly
and | fell. 1 knocked over another of them and he fell back into their
cook fire. That sent flames and grease splashing al over. Some of

the dry newspaperstook fireand it just turned into a blaze before

they could stop it." "Serves'emright,” observed Janine.

Something made a sudden plopping splash in the drainage channd . Janine
swung the light beam over and caught alargerat in the act of swimming

by.
Jake asked, "Did they say why they'd grabbed you?"'

"Not exactly, but it wasn't for ransom and they weren't planning to
kill me"

"What, then?"
"Rich--was that the fat one with white hair?'
IIY@:I

"Whéll, Richimplied they were going to hold me there until someone ese
cameto collect me."

"Any ideawho the someone dsewas?"

"No, and | tried to wheedle that out of him," shesaid. "Hewas
exactly, though, the sort you can cgole.”

"Where was he planning to take you when he forced you down

ere.

"I'm not sure, Jake. After thefire got out of hand, he dragged me
adongwithhim," said Alicia "I imagine hewasgoing to try to get me

to asafe place, then contact whoever it wasthat hired him."

After amoment Jake asked her, "Who knew you were going to be mesting



with me?'

"Nobody."

That vidphone you caled me from wasn't tap proof wasit?"
Shesaid, "No, | guessnot. But why--"

"Not sure. You didn't confidein anyone else?"

"I mentioned to my attorney, Kay Norwood, that 1'd be contacting you
when | got to DC. But shesalongtimefriend.”

"What I'm trying to figure out iswhether this has anything to do with

the case we'reworking on,” hetold her. "Orif it'sjust a

coincidence that you were abducted right before | was dueto dropinon
you."

"It might tiein with what you'reinvestigating,” Aliciasaid.

"That'swhy | wanted to see you. Does Surrogate 13 mean anything to
you?"

He stopped. "It does, yeah," he said.

T}m SAFE I-10 USE wasin Arlington, Virginia. Jakegot Aliciathere a
afew minutes after three AM. Assoon asthey entered the small
black-and-white living room, the auburnhaired young woman put her arms
around Jake and kissed him.

Stepping back, she said, "Thanks."

"Yourewecome" hesad. "Cosmoswill have operatives watching you
while you're here and escorting you around DC on your Mechanix
business. It's possble, though, if thisdoestiein with our case,

that you'll be safe soon as they comprehend that you've told me what

you know."

"Or they might decideto kill usboth.”

"That," he conceded, "is another possihility, yeah.”

"Snug," sheremarked, glancing around the room. "Do you think theréd
be any clothes herethat'll fit me?"

"There are wellstocked wardrobe closets in both bedrooms,”
he answered. "Takeyour pick. All part of the Cosmos service.”

"Then I'll go clean up and change," she said, nodding a him. "And
maybe you ought to aswell, you think?"



Jake looked down at his soggy clothes and at the muddy footprints his
waterlogged boots had made on the grey thermocarpet. "That'sa
terrific suggestion,” he sad, grinning.

"Thanksfor everything, Jake." Shemoved closeto him, kissed him
again and then turned away. "Saving my miserablelifeis getting to be
ahabit with you."

Tm BEDS DE VIDPHONE buzzed.

Gomez, who'd been lightly dozing, sat up inbed. "Lights" he
requested.

The room obliged, soft light blossomed overhead. "Time?" "5:49."

"Gracias," said thetouded detective. "I'll take thecal now." It

wasn't Jake who appeared on the small phone screen ™Y ou look groggy,”
observed the heavysat Sergeant Ramirez. "And you seem to be deeping
adone. Pot qug?’

"Youforget I'maloyd hushand,” said Gomez, smoothing down his
tangled hair. "Isthiscal just amora bed check or do you have some
other reason for this unseemly invasion of my privecy?'

"I'm caling you on atap free phone," said the Manhattan policeman.
"Arethings secure at your end?’

"St; | swept the whole suite before toddling off to bed." Nodding,
Ramirez continued. "Couple hoursago | heard from Charley Charla, the
famousinformant. He claimed he had about five hundred bucks worth of
important information for you. Charley'd been trying to contact you,
wasn't having any luck.”

"Ay, | forgot to put his name on the Cosmos cdl forwarding list. Any
ideawhat Charley hasfor me?"

"Y eah, he passed it on to me, since he was planning to go on antm
mediate sabbatica."

"He'sintrouble, ishe?'

"Well cometo that, Sd," said the cop. "Charley suggested you

contact an hombre named Dreamer Garcia, who's to be found in Managua,
Nicaragua. Seemsthis Dreamer has some vitd stuff about certain
activities of the Joaguim Tek Cartdl to passaong. The five hundred
dollarswas for Charley'stip--Dreamer Garcia wants an additiona one
thousand.”

"I notice you're usng the past tensein dluding to my informant.”



"Exactly, amnigo. Poor Charley was found--most of him any-way--up in
Spanish Harlem ahdf hour ago. A couple of lazriflesturned him into

apreity messy jigsaw puzzle"

"Dios. "

"I'd attempt to tread very lightly from this point,” advised his police
friend. "Infact, you'd be smart to stay the hell away from Centra
Americadtogether.”

"Nope, Roberto, | can't et alittlething like abrutal assassination
scare me off," Gomez told him. "My reputation as afearless op would

suffer, not to... Oops! | haveto sign off now. Adios.”

Gomez had become aware of footfals out in the living room of their
auite.

He swung off the bed, grabbed up histrousers from where he'd tossed
them and hopped into them.

Picking up his stun gun he opened the bedroom door and peered out.

Jake was standing by one of the windows, watching the night fading away
toward dawn.

"Isdl wdl, amigo?' He set hisgun on the coffeetable. "Sure,
yeeh." "Y ou sound glum.”

Jake turned away from the window. "Y ou got the message | asked the
agency to send dong?’

"That you'd rescued Alicia Bower from some goons and were escorting her
to aplace of refuge, 5. He sttled into an armchair. "I assumed

you'd be spending the rest of the night with her.”

"SodidAlicia”

"How comeyou didn't?'

Jake shrugged. "I mugt ill bein mourning.”

"Ah, would that | had the opportunity to turn down romantic
propositionsfrom helresses”” Gomez Sghed. "Best offer | got from my
heiress, the glamorous KarlaMaxfield, was for gainful employment.”
"Doingwhet?"

"Cometo think of it, amigo, I'm not sureif shewantsmeto bea

crackerjack newshound or astawart bodyguard. 1, in my usua charming
manner, rejected the offer.”



Turning his back to the window, Jake asked, "Find out anything from
her?'

"Well, you can add Karlato thelist of folkswho didn't especidly
carefor Eve Bascom," answered his partner. "Of moreinterestisthe
fact that her late herma no was keeping company with none other than
Dr. Izabel Morgana."

"Y ou mean now--at the same time he was fooling around with Eve?’
"St; apparently whilst Eve was cheating on her hubby, Junior was
cheating on her with aformidable lady who's chummy with the Red Angels
death squads.”

"That makesfor an interegting triangle.”

Gomez nodded in agreement. "Karlais of the opinion that a gent named
Dominic Hersh, who seemingly holdsamid-leve position with our
esteemed embassy in Managua, is more than likely an OCO agent.”
"How's hetiein with her brother?"

"Arnie and Hersh did some socidizing during his sojourn down there.”

"WEell look into the guy. Anything ese?’

"Karlaseems to have no notion as to who knocked off her brother, but
she's cartain his desth was not an accidental one.”

"Any reason for her believing that?"

"Nonethat she'sconfiding. My impressionisthat it'sagut feding
sort of thing," said Gomez with ashrug. "Findly, aas,

she knows absolutely nada about Surrogate 13."

"That's okay, | found out what Surrogate 13is."

Gomez sat up. "Aliciatold you?!

"That's what she wanted to talk to me about, yeah."

"Did she journey here from the West just to rendezvous with you?'

"No, she'sin DC on Mechanix International busness. But when she
found out | was here, shecdled.”

"So Surrogate 13 must be something they made onthe dy at her late
padre's robot and android works. Verdad?'

Jake moved to the sofaand sat down. "It was, yeah, a secret project



that her father and some of his OCO friendsinitiated,” he said,

leaning back. Helooked weary, there were faint shadows beneath his
eyes. "Tha was afew months before Owen Bower died. Alicia, with the
help of her attorney, found information about Surrogate 13 in the
Mechanix archives. That was acouple days ago, stuff the crooks at the
top hadn't had a chance to erase before the roof fell in onthem.” "So
what the blazesis Surrogate 137"

"An android s mulacrum, amuch more sophisticated one than anything
they've turned out to date."

"Sm of what?"
"The President of the United States--Warren Brookmeyer."

"Ah, that presdent.” Gomez scratched at his moustache. "And who
ordered this dupe of the prez?"

"Nothing about that was |ft in the records,” answered Jake. "Alicia
knows it was completed and shipped somewhere about aweek before her
father died. But not where."

"Those cabrOns a Mechanix, the bunch we tangled with during our other
case--they were in cahoots with all sorts of shabby folksin and out of
the government.”

"Which iswhy we don't know asyet if this android dupe of Brookmeyer
went into the White House or Somewhere else dtogether,” said Jake.
"Nor do we have any ideawho got the project rolling in the first

place”

"Why'd Aliciathink you'd be interested in what she'd unearthed about
Surrogate 137"

Jake said, "That's an interesting question.”

"And doesit, amigo, have an interesting answer?"'

"Her atorney, Kay Norwood, suggested to her that | ought to be filled
in on the Surrogate 13 business. Norwood told her it might tiein with
the case you and | areworking on.”

"How'd the lawyer know that?"

"Shedidn't passaong any detailsto Alicia, so | was eager to ask her
directly, Sid,” replied Jake. "She'snot, however, at her home or

office out in the Topanga Sector and nobody seemsto have any idea of
what's become of her."

Gomez narrowed hisleft eye. "Could thefair Aliciabe holding
anything back?'



"Nope, she'snot," Jake assured him. " She's about the only person
involved inthismessthat | think | can trust.”

"Speaking of the prexy of thisgreat land of ours,”" said

Gomez, swallowing ayawn, "heres another smal coincidence. Karla
Maxfield is going to be covering Brookmeyer's Cracker

Barrd extravaganzafor her gossip rag.”
"So isamultitude of mediatypes.”

"Thelassimplied that she was onto some scandd involving the
president, though, Jake," said his partner. "Maybe Brook-meyer had an
andy replicaof himself made up for some scandal ous reason.”

"And maybe dl she'sinterested in is some shady space tech ded his
brother pulled off ten years ago,” Jake said. "Right now,

though, the place to ook for answersis down in Nicaragua.”

"| was about to suggest that very course of action,” said

Gomez and told Jake what Sergeant Ramirez had passed aong to him.
"WEell head down there tomorrow."

"Maganaitis" Gomez stretched up out of hischair. "But let's make
every effort not to have an accident.”

Dommc HERSH W smdll for hisage. Barely, if heredly tretched and
stood tdl, four foot eeven. His mother assured him he needn't worry.
He'd shoot up, probably long before his fourteenth birthday next year,
and be astdl ashisbrothers. They were both over six feet.

That didn't help any now, though.

He shivered, though he struggled not to, as he walked aong the high
grey main corridor of the Adminigration Building of the Willingham
Military Academy. Hisuniform itched and it wastoo big by at least a
full sze. When he complained about it, they told him heéld grow into
it.

The afternoon outside was blegk, with snow faling steadily and a
strong bitter wind blowing down across the doping fields that
surrounded the isolated academy buildings.

"Double-timeit, mister,” ordered the huge uniformed robot who popped
now out of the doorway of the Detention Centre to glower a himwith
his plastiglass eyes. "Y ou were due here at 16:00 hours on the dot.



What timeisit, mister2"

Swalowing, Hersh halted and, as smartly as he could, saluted.
"l don't know, sir."

"Y ou don't know, Cadet Hersh? Why don't you know?"
"Somebody swiped my watch, Sir.”

"What'sthat? Speak up, mister, | can't hear you when you whisper like
ababy."

"Oh, screw you, you son of abitch!" shouted the boy.

"What'sthat?' The stunned military robot took a shocked step
backward. "Do you know whom you're.." awk!"

Hersh, hissmall hand shaking, had whipped out the lazgun held been
carrying concedled under histunic. Hefired it, sending acrackling
beam of intense light right into the big robot's broad chest.

The spear of light dashed the torso nearly in haf, from left to
right.

Gears and wires, bulbs, circuit boards--al came erupting out of the
smoking gap in the chest.

"How do you like that, mister?' Hersh laughed, dodging out of the way
asthe uniformed robot toppled to the floor.

Before the fallen robot had ceased rattling, the boy knelt be sde him.
He put the lazgun close to the mechanism's | eft eye and fired again.

The entire meta head exploded, vomiting shards of glittering metal and
amultitude of gears and gadgets, sending al that technica crap

diding and skidding across the highly polished floor of the Detention
Centre office.

"You rotten little bastard! What have you done now?' Colond Gaines,
the head of the whole damned academy, was standing there. A large
black man, whose uniform fit him perfectly.

Smiling, Hersh held up the lazgun he was clutching. ™Y ou know, | never
liked the idea of one of you people running this place, gir," hetold
him. "What say wefix thet, okay?"

Hefired into the colond'sface.

The head vanished and bright morning sunlight filled the hdls of the
AdBuilding.



Hersh gave a contented sigh.

He opened his eyes and was puzzled. He couldn't quite remember where
he was supposed to be.

Jesus, that was happening too often lately. But wait aminute.
It wasn't dll that serious. Who'd told him that?

Dr. Hedley. That'sright, Dr. Hedley had assured him that his degree
of habituation wasn't especialy dangerous. And reliving, but

revisng, the bad timesin hisyouth actualy had a therapeutic

vaue

"Not dangerous at dl." Hersh sat up in the big comfortable chair a
the center of hislargeden. Very carefully he removed the

Tek headseat, placing it and the Brainbox on the real wood table beside
him.

"Nicaragua," hesaid doud. "Yes, I'min Managua, Nicaragua." He
frowned, concentrating harder. "I'm gitting inmy den. Thisismy

house and | live on... What'sthe street? I'll get it." Thefrown

deepened, linesformed around his mouth. "Of course, onthe AvenidalLa
Emboscada”

Hersh laughed, pleased with himself. The Tek sessonsweren't going to
do him any permanent harm. No matter what they said,

you could use Tek safely if you were careful and disciplined about
it.

Rising, he gently gathered up the Tek gear and the small opague box of
Tek chips. Hehidthat dl away intheusud hiding place. He
smoothed histhinning hair and glanced at the gilt-framed mirror behind
hisdesk. Hewasfivefoot eight. Certainly not tall, but not short
ather.

The vidphone sounded.

"Whoisit?' he asked, moving around behind hiswide metal desk and
gtting in the comfortable chair.

"Frank Dockert," the phonetold him.
"That asshole," Hersh muttered. "Okay, connect him."

The heawset black man appeared on the screen. "Areyouill,
Dominic?'



"Not inthe least, but it's very thoughtful of you to cal al the way
from DC to find out, Frank."

Dockert said, "It's possible that you've fried your brains beyond
repair with dl that Tek you do. | haveto tell you that I'm getting
damned tired of the snotty way you--"

"Do you have anything e seto tell me?"

"Jake Cardigan and Sd Gomez are enroute to Managua.

They left the Manhattan Skyport roughly an hour ago.”
"Persstent bastards, aren't they?”

"l don't consgder these two very serious threats to anything,”

said Dockert. "But othersdo, so I'm derting you."

"I'll take care of them, Frank."

"Try to do it alittle more subtly than your usud job." "Goodbye,

Frank." Heended the call and stood up. "Seemslikethey're
everywherethesedays." Hisright hand tightened around the trigger of

animaginary lazgun.

Tim SOFT LIT GREY corridor wasfull of loud mournful organ music and it
reeked of flowers. Taking two careful steps forward the chrome plated
robot in the black suit and grey gloves hed out hishand. "Allow me

to express our sympathy at your loss, Mr. Bascom," he said in apolite
whisper.

"What?" Richard frowned at the mechanica man. "I can't hear you with
that damned music booming.”

"Oh, I'mterribly sorry." Hedid hisleft hand glove partidly off

his sparkling meta wrigt, pressed at the small control panel embedded
there. "Perhapsthe hymnsare abit loud.”

Themuscdiminished inintengity.

"Which roomisthefunera servicein?' asked Richard, taking out a
plyochief and rubbing a hisnose,

"Go ahead and sob fredy, sr. Wefind it--"
"I'm not sobbing. The smell of flowers makes me--"
"I'mterribly sorry, ar." Hetapped hiswrist again and fresh air

replaced the thick flowery scent. "Allow me, as| was saying, to
welcome you to the Riverside Crematorium & Columbarium.



In your hour of need, we fedl we can serveyou in--"
"Which roomismy wifein?"

The dark suited robot touched gloved fingers briefly to hislips.

"Allow me, if | may, to correct apossible misunderstanding, sir,” he
sad. "Your wife, thelate Eve Scanlon Bascom--alovely name, | might
mention--your wife, Sr, isnot actualy in Mourning Room 3."

"Wherethe hdl isshe, then?'

Bowing hisslvery head, the mechanism replied, "Weve found, during
years of faithful service, that it's much better to do the actud
cremating before "any of the mourners arrive for the service. Some

people react very--"
"What are you talking about? Y ou mean her body has already been--"
"At saven-thirty AM thismorning, ir."

Richard grabbed hold of the robot'sarm. "Damn it, nobody told me
about that."

"Allow meto point out that you're not actudly paying for this
sarvice"" Hepulledfree. "Mrs. Bascom'slast rites are covered by
the Larson-Dunn Employees Insurance & Burid Plan.”

"| till should've beentold. Now I'll never see her again or--" "Not
inthisworld, no. Y et many believethat--" "Never mind. What room
did you say?'

"Mourning Room 3," answered the robot. "At the end of the corridor on
your left, ar. Youl'l find quite acrowd has dready gathered.”

"A crowd?'

"At least ahdf dozen of your wife'sfriends and colleagues, plusthe
standard fifteen android mourners, provided a no extracog, by us."

"When does the service gart?"
"In exactly seven minutes, Sr.”

Nodding, Richard waked tiffly along the hal and into the indicated
room.

Therewasasmdl daisat the front of the small dim room. Resting on
alow pedestal was a pewter urn, illuminated by asmal overhead

spot.



Sitting up in the front row were Andre Larson and a plump blonde woman
Richard thought might be one of Rosco Dunn's private secretaries.

"Good morning, Mr. Bascom." Detective Busino, wearing adark suit,
was standing just ingde the door.

"Why areyou here?'

"Nothing officid. | just liketo attend the funerals of victimsin my
cases."

"Arethe police il investigating my wife's death?’

"No, weve written the whole thing off as an accident, sir, and shut
thefileup tight,” answered the detective. "It would be agood idea

if you do the same, if you ask me."

"Isthat awarning?'

Shaking hishead, Busino said, "Only afriendly suggestion.”

"We aren't friends, so keep your--"

"Don't get upset, Mr. Bascom. At atime like this, when things ook
at their worst, you don't want to add to your anxiety,” the detective
advised. "It takestime for awound like thisto hedl, but--"

"Sure, yeah. Thanks." Hewent over and sat in arear seat. "Richard,
may | haveaword?' Harold Allen, clean of the Lit Department, was
ganding inthe aide, leaning sympatheticaly in hisdirection.

"I didn't notice you were here."

Dean Allenwas atdl, thin man. He settled into the seet next to him
and put ahand on Richard's shoulder. "All of usin the Lit Department
and most everyone at Campus Twenty of the Tri State Ed System want you
to know how deeply saddened we are by this."

"| appreciate that.”

The clean lowered hisvoice. "Thereis, however, something |

must convey to you, Dick," hesaid. "Thefeding isthat the notoriety
of afull-scaeinvedtigation into Eve's unfortunate accident would
cause agresat ded of problems.”

"For whom?"

"Well, for the collegein genera and for certain important people who
have aninterest in our financid Stuation.”



"Is somebody putting pressure on-you, Harold?!

"Not at dl,” the cleantold him. "But | want you to understand that
if you keep thisup, using adetective agency and dl that,

you'l be annoying factions that shouldn't be annoyed.”
"So you want meto cdl theinvestigation off2."

"I don't persondly, yet | want you to understand how important it is
that you go no further with it."

"| don't see what business--"

"There's one other thing, Richard. Unlessyou comply, | may not be
ableto guarantee you ajob at Campus 20."

"Dropitor I'mfired?"

The clean nodded dowly. "I'm afraid that'sthe Situation.” "Well,
you and al my friends and colleagues can go screw yourselves.”
Standing, he grabbed up Dean Allen by the front of his coat and
shoved.

Making asurprised sputtering sound, Allen went ssumbling acrossthe
ade

"That goesfor you, too," Richard told Detective Busino as he went
sriding out of the room.

In the hallway the music wasloud again, the smdll of dead flowers
strong.

THISWASDR. Marchitdli'sday off from the Bergstrom Clinic. Hewas
flying hissky car through the hazy sky above Miami Sum. Asusud,

there were severd buildings afire down in the ramshackle sprawl of
abandoned condos and minimalls.

His dashboard voxbox suddenly spoke. "ThisisaRestricted Zone."

The short, dim psychiatrist looked out to hisleft to seeaMiami Air
Police sky van flying pardld to him. "I do volunteer work inthe
Miami Slum Hospice onceaweek," he said into his dash mike "My
gpecid permit number isencoded on my tall tags.”

"Oh, yeah, we seeit now. Sorry, doctor.” The police van banked and
dropped away.

After landing in the small rutted ot behind the shabby two-leve
hospice, Marchiteli didn't goimmediately ingde. Instead, he stood
beside his crimson car and glanced around.



Over near the lopsided security shack he spotted the bright silver sky
car he'd been told to look for. Nodding, the doctor went walking over
toit.

The passenger side door opened with acrisp snap. "Dr. Mar chitdlli,
how areyou?'

He bent, narrowing his eyesto look into the shadowy interior.
"Y ou're Agent Ferman from the Federd Interna Security Of rice?"
"Yep, that'sme," answered Frank Dockert. "Get in, if you would.”

Dr. Marchitdli eased into the seat and the door flipped shut on him.
"I'm extremely upset about what | suspect isgoing on,” hetold the
heavyset black man. "That'sthe reason |, very carefully, contacted
you and not the Office of Clandestine Operations.”

"We understand that, doctor. Y ou only hinted at certain irregularities
over the vidphone; can you give us some specificsnow?' Dockert
activated the engine and the car began to rise up into the hot, blurred
day. "WEell fly around whilewetak. Makesour little conversation
more private."

"Y ou know about the president, about what'sredly going on?"
"Were aware that he's a secret patient at the Bergstrom

Clinic, being treated for his Tek addiction,” answered Dockert. "This
isavery serious matter and our agency may well havetoissuea
reportven though it may shake the confidence of the nation.”

"The problemis, Agent Ferman, I'm convinced something e'seisgoing
on."

"What do you mean?"'

"It has to do with the way President Brookmeyer is being handled during
hisstay." He paused to run histongue over hisupper lip. "I've been
involved in this very ddlicate Stuation for quite sometime. Y ou may

not know this, but | was the one who explained to the president how
things would go once he was brought into the clinic. Dr. Bergstrom

and | worked out dl the details. | don't completely approve of

keeping his addiction a secret, yet | can understand--"

"Can you be more specific about what you think iswrong,
doctor?’

"Inthefirg place, Agent Ferman, I'm nearly certain they're not



actually treating Brookmeyer for hisaddiction,” hesaid. "I wastaken
off the case dmost as soon as the president arrived. Then, when |
complained to Dr. Bergstrom about what I'd been hearing was going
on--heissued ordersthat | was not to go near the area of the clinic
where the presdent isbeing held. And heisbeing held--inaward
usudly reserved only for violent patients.”

Dockert nodded dowly. "Thisis very seriousindeed, doctor.

Do you have any ideawhy our president is being kept a prisoner?"
"Not yet, but | intend to find out.”

"Yes, | wasafraid of that,” said Dockert. "And | supposeif you don't
get any satisfaction from our agency, you'll go to another. Y ou may
even det themedia”

"I'd haveto, yes."

"No, actudly, doctor, you won't do anything likethat," said

Dockert, smiling thinly. "No, unfortunately, you're going to be done
in by acrazed Tek addict out for money."

"What inthe hdll are you--"

"But, asmost people will say, that's what you get for doing charity
work inashitholelikethis"" Hekept smiling ashe drew asmall
lazgun out of hiscoat.

Marchitelli twisted in his seet, trying to get free of the safety
sraps. "You can't--"

"Oh, sure, | can." Hefired the gun.

A few momentslater Dockert put in acall to Vice President McCracklin.
"Everythingisjus fineagan," he said and hung up.

THERE WAS A high, hot wind blowing across the Malibu Sector of Greater
LosAngdes. Wat Bascom wasleaning back in awing-chair, his
saxophone resting across his lap, watching the sky cars outside dip and

sway asthey fought against the heavy wind. The people on the pedramps
werewalking at odd, danted angles and some sort of sparkling grit was
drifting and swirling through the midmorning sky.

"Informant on Holostage 2," announced the voxbox over on his desk.
"Pertaining to what?' asked Bascom.

"The death of Eve Bascom."



Standing, the chief of the Cosmos agency set his sax acrossthe chair.
"Whoisit?"

"Harry the Tipgter.”

Bascom frowned and rubbed at his close-cropped hair. "All-tight,
connect him."

Harry, smiling broadly with hisgold plated teeth, materidized on the
hologram platform across the big office. Hewas short, thin and
dapper. Hissuit was made of aplastifabric that glowed an ectric
blue, the carnation in hislapel was made of polished chrome. "How

they hanging, Waly?'

""How they hanging, Mr. Bascom, sir," if you please, Harry. What sort
of shabby con are you attempting on methistime?"

Holding up hissmdl Ieft hand, on which glittered four large neon

Rings, Harry the Tipster made a be-patient gesture. "Easy now, Mr. B,
eagy. Inthisinstance I'm merely the bearer of an important message,”
he explained. "I have noinfo for sdle whatsoever. If, however, you'd
liketo telefax asmal honorarium in my direction, | wouldn't--"

"Whét's the message, Harry?'

"Y our presenceisrequested at seven thisvery evening,” said the
dapper informant, "at Shinzoo's Lighthouse. That's an intimate bistro
gpecidizing in antique jazz and located in--"

"It'sapest holein the Venice Sector of GLA," cut in Bascom. "Who's
trying to lure me there?"

"Nix, nix," said Harry, looking offended. "Y ou know I'd never bea
party to your being led up the garden path, Wadter. 1I'm passing aong
word from someone who's most anxious and eager to get together with
you."

Bascom asked, "Who isit and why can't they come here to the Cosmos
building?'

"Toorisky," answered Harry. "Thisparticular frill islying low, as

it were, in fear of her life"

"The Lighthouseisalousy placeto look for security and safety.”

" Shinzoo happensto beaclient of hers,” theinformant explained. "He
has excdllent facilitiesfor hiding folks out until they can arrangeto
relocate esawherein gentler climesand--" "Isthis particular lady an
attorney?' "That's correct, you got it, Wally."

"We're talking about Kay Norwood, then, AliciaBower'sfriend?’



"I'm not at liberty to divulge her identity,” said the Tipster. "If |
were, though, 1'd be nodding my noggin in the affirmative about now."

"What does she know about the death of my son'swife?"

"Enough apparently to make certain parties eager to snip her
lifdine"

"What exactly?'

"Ailsl know, Mr. B, isthat the quilts got important info she thinks

you ought to pass on to Jake Cardigan,” answered Harry the Tipster.
"Oh, and if you happen to be chinning with Jake, give him afriendly
howdy from me and mention that he till owes me two hundred clams for
some confidential news | passed aong to him way last--"

"Okay, I'll keep the gppointment, Harry." Bascom scowled at the
projection of the dapper little man. "Keep in mind that if anything
getsfutzed up, Harry, I'll know how to find you."

"| surely hope you know where| am. Otherwise you wouldn't be ableto
send mealittle bonus." Chuckling, Harry faded away.

Tim ASSASSINATION ATTEMPT took placein the huge domed |obby of the
Managua PlazaHotel. Jake and Gomez had just stepped in out of the

rainy twilight, following the turquoise-enameled belIbot who was

carrying their suitcases.

There were nearly ahundred peoplein thewide ova lobby, stting,
wandering, coming and going. Real potted pams, an even two dozen of
them, ringed the areaand at its center was a broad and impressive
holographic pond with glittering goldfish flashing init. Out beyond
therain gplashed plastiglass windows you could see Lake Managua
Spreading out aquarter of amile downhill.

"Very ritzy," observed Gomez, glancing around asthey followed in the
wake of their decorative robot. "And note the very interesting local
seoritareclining on yonder sofa”

"Y ou haven't got timefor fraternizing,” Jake reminded him. "I've
awaysgot timefor ogling," said Gomez. "Besdes, she'sobwoudy--Ay.
Halting suddenly, he held out arestraining arm to hat his partner.

Over near the registration desk a short, greying man had just placed

his right hand on the palm print recogpad. From aside entranceto the
big lobby five men had come running. They wore black clothes, crimson
berets and dark tinted plastiglass face masks.

Two of the masked men aimed stun guns a the grey haired



William Shatner man. Both of the Szzling beams hit him, oneinthe
spine, the other intheribs. He straightened up jerkily, likea
jumping3ck, arms flapping high. Tottering two steps back, he toppled
over, landing hard on hisright Sde.

Another masked man, heaviest of the group, ran over to the falen man.
He had alazgun in hisfist and he started to bend over the unconscious
figure

"Nope, you don't." Jake had yanked out his stun gun and hefired it
now asthe n was about to shoot the man in the head.

Jake's shot snapped him up stiff, seeming, for afew seconds, to
crucify himintheair. Two of the other masked men caught him before
he fell and the whole group went running out into the rainswept dusk.

Jake dipped hisstun gun away. "What exactly wasthat?"

"Probably not asmart move on your part, amigo,” answered his partner.
"Although | was about to try the samething.” "That was abunch of Red
Angds huh?'

"Membersin good standing of theloca desth squads, 5." Gomez
nodded. "I'm pretty certain their target isagent named Ignacio
Mentosa. He used to write for LaPrensaand lecture a one of the
universities heregbouts.”

Two bdl bots and an android desk clerk had gathered around Mentosa's
unconscious body. "Medico/" shouted the immaculate android.
"Pronto!"

Gomez mentioned, "'If we weren't on the Angeles Rojos shit list prior to
this, we sureare now."

"Could thisMentosa be tied in with anything we're working on?"
"Doubt it, Jake. | heard he was coming back to Nicaraguafor afew
lectures. The government dlowsalittle polite dissent now and then.”

He shrugged. "Obvioudy, however, they'd just aswell Professor
Mentosa didn't speak out ver

"Onthe contrary, segores A dimmanin hisearly forties had risen

from anearby real-leather armchair and was approaching them. A jagged
red scar snaked down across his left cheek.

Gomez muttered, "Thishombre smdlslikethelaw."

The man bowed dightly. "1 am Captain Carlos Dacobra of the

Nationa Security Police" Hesmiled a theminturn. "You, of
course, are Jake Cardigan and Sid Gomez of the respected Cosmos



organization. | won't bother to request your 1D packets or gun
permits, gentlemen, since I'm more than certain everything isin
order."

"Areyou hereto welcome us," inquired Jake, "or just to get aringsde
sedt for the murder of Professor Mentosa?'

Laughing, Captain Dacobrareached into hisjacket. He drew out a pearl
handled lazgun. "We don't tolerate public killings, Senor Cardigan,”

he assured him. "Had you not acted so swiftly to avert the tragedly, |
would have dedlt with those Red Angels much more harshly.”

"Couldn't you get in ashot while they were hightailing it out of
here?'

Thelawman gestured at the crowded lobby with hisfree hand.
"Mogt difficult to bring down fleeing assassins without risking
injuring innocent bystanders," he explained. "A grest many innocent
bystanders cometo grief in our city asit is, gentlemen. I'm
certainly not eager to add to their number.”

"We're not bystanders," said Jake.

"Nor especialy innocent,” added Gomez.

Smiling, Dacobrasaid, "I did indeed come by, Senor Cardigan, to
welcome you to our beautiful capita city. Y ou may have heard that
Nicaraguaisaviolent, lawlessland and that our government islittle

more than abloody dictatorship. Such, however, isnot the case.”

"I doubt Professor Mentosawould agree with you." Gomez nodded over at
the white-enamel ed medibots who were, gently,

loading the stunned man onto awheedled siretcher.

"Possibly, but that ishis privilege, Senor Gomez," said the captain.

"If I may be of any help during your stay, contact me at once. Oh, and
let me add that the Red Angels can be an extremely vengeful group.

Y ou'd best be on your guard while in Managua, se gores

Jaketold him, "We're always on our guard, Captain. Thanksfor your
interest in our welfare, though.”

"Denada" Hebowed again, smiled again and, turning crisply on his
hed, went walking away from them.

"Chihuahua," remarked Gomez. "This has been quite areception.”

"Yeah," agreed Jake, "with fireworks and everything."



WALT BASCOM, WEARING one of hislessrumpled suits, approached the neon
trimmed doorway of Shinzoo's Lighthousein the Venice Sector. It wasa
ramshackle place, sprawled just above anarrow stretch of darkening

beach. Down on the sand a gaggle of scruffy youths was gathered around
acrackling cook fire barbecuing what appeared to beasmall dog. Up

on the danting roof of the nightclub an ailing seagull was staggering

around and producing mournful aw king sounds.

A husky cyborg doorman moved out of the shadows of the recessed
entryway to bar Bascom's progress. "Help you, pad?' "I'm expected.”

The large man rubbed at his stub bled chin with his coppery left hand
as he scanned the detective chief. "By whom, pa?'

"A lady."
The doorman's shaggy eyebrowsrose. "What'syour tag?' "Bascom.”

"Hold onasec.” Heactivated the phone built into his metal hand.
"Anybody expecting a sartoria mess called Bascom?'

The speaker in the center of his pam ingtructed, " Send him down to
Leve X, Rollo."

"Right you are." The doorman gave Bascom acurt nod. "What you want
to do, pa, isgo inddethe club, use the door marked Private, wait
until the floor opens. Follow the arrow. Y ou got that?"

"That | do, Rallo."

Ashemoved asde, the big man asked, "Wasthe inflection you gave my
name meant in derison, pa?"'

Bascom paused, gave athoughtful ook up overhead. "Now that you
mention it, Rallo, it just could' ye been,” he admitted. "Thething
is, trust me, you don't want to pursue the matter."

After sudying him for afew silent seconds, Rollo said, "Probably not.
Allright, gooningde. | was, if it'sany of your goddamn business,
named after my grandfather.”

There were forty some patronsin the dimlit club, scattered at the
small squaretables, drinking, talking, some watching the rickety
bandstand. Up on that, four android musicians, built to smulate jazz
performers of the twentieth century, were playing "My Funny
Vdentine"

"A grand old tune," observed Bascom, and, warily, opened the Private
door. He entered a short, dead end corridor and the door shut at his
back.



"Who?" asked athin, tinny voice from the speaker in the buff-colored
caling.

"Bascom--same as | was out front."

"Take acouple of steps back so you'll clear the trap door,” advised
thevoice. "And don't be such asmartass.”

Bascom complied with thefirst part of the request. Whirring, alittle
over half of thefloor did away.

A down danting ramp was visible now, an arrow of red light throbbing
at hisfeet.

When Bascom stepped on the ramp, the glowing arrow began moving dowly
downward.

It led him some five hundred paces underground before clicking off and
leaving him in complete darkness.

Animage began glowing afew feet ahead of him. It codescedintoa
very large Japanese man dressed in ahandsome scarlet suit embroidered

with golden cherry blossoms. "Just popped by to say hdlo, Walt," said
the holographic figure, smiling and waving hisright hand.

"Evening, Ray. You'relooking wel--for you."

Ray Shinzoo said, "1 dwayslooked great. And, listen, | weigh exactly
what | did back when | wasthe Zero-G Wrestling champ of the world.”

"So did you ask me here to admire what terrific shape yourein? Oris
Kay Norwood actualy down here somewhere?’

"She's here right enough,” the former wrestler informed him.
"Fird, snceyou're aknown jazz buff, tell me what you think of the
group upstairs. That Chet Baker andy cost me plenty. And that's

Hampton Hawes on piano. Did you ever--"

"| prefer twentieth-century East Coast Jazz to West Coast stuff, Ray.
Wherésthelady?'

"C'mon, Chet Baker transcends coasts,” insisted the proprietor.
"Anyway, | got to go. Seethat you do right by my mouthpiece.”

"That | shdl."
Shinzoo blurred, faded and was gone.

Pdeydlow light filled the hdlway and adoor materidized inthe
wall. It clicked twice before diding open.



Bascom hesitated for afew seconds, shoulders dightly hunched, eyes
narrowed, before stepping into the next corridor.

KAY NOR WOOD WAStadl, lessthan an inch shy of s feet, and blonde.
In her middle thirties somewhere, wearing aplain grey daxsuit. She

sat in one of the small blank room'stwo metd chairs, handsfolded in

her 1ap, knees pressed tight together. ™Y ou have an ambiguous

reputation, Bascom," shetold him.

He was sitting facing her, with abouit five feet of chill, artificid

ar separaing them. "Just about everything you hear about meis
true," hesaid. "Y ou, on the other hand, have either an excellent
public rdations outfit working in your behaf or you actudly are
shrewd, brilliant and stainless.”

"Both." Kay unfolded her hands, refolded them again. "Now heresthe
Stuation--I'm certain that my death has been ordered.”

"And you know who?'

Shenodded. "It'sateam effort actudly. A couple of Central
American Tek cartels and certain peoplein one of our government
intelligence agencies. | redlize, yes, that this sounds sort of
paranoid. The person who warned me, though, is someone | trust.”

"Does this person know that you're holed up down here?’
"No, because | guess| don't trust him that much.”

Leaning forward, Bascom rested his palm on the wrinkled right knee of
his rumpled suit. "I can put you up someplacethat'sa hdll of alot

safer than Ray Shinzoo's basement,” he promised. "Isthat what you
need?’

"Yes, I'd appreciate that."
"Keep in mind, Kay, that no hideaway is safe forever."

She unfolded her hands, refolded them. "If thingswork out exactly
right, the people who most want me dead will end up defunct or
incapacitated themsd ves, Bascom.”

"Y ou have me down as playing apart in bringing al that about?"

"Y es, you, the Cosmos Detective Agency and Jake Cardigan.” "Alicia
Bower, aclient of yours, dready told Jake about something dubbed
Surrogate 13," hesaid. "She pretty clearly implied that this

particular sneaky Mechanix Internationa project and the killing of my
son'swifewerelinked."



"After Alicialeft herefor DC," continued the blonde attorney, 1 did
somemoredigging. Poking into thingsthat are probably not any of my
businessis one of my few faults, Bascom. | found out more about what
seemsto be going on."

"Found out enough to get yoursdlf turned into atarget.”
Nodding again, shetold him what she knew.
THE RENTED SKY CAR told Gomez, "Impossible, segor.”

The detective, done, wasflying through the hot humid Managua midday.
"Ay, it'snot bad enough that the air circ syseminthisclunk is
considerably deficient,” he mentioned to the control panel as he yet
again wiped his perspiring foreheed, "but now you inform methat I'm
going to have vidcommerciasinflicted on mefor aslong asI'm
arborne”

"S, that'strue”

A rectangular vidscreen filled the entire right hand side of the
windshied. At the moment an impressive shot of asmoldering volcano
was showing on the screen. Two voxboxes, dightly out of sync, were
saying, "The Hermanos Mezclar offer you the absol ute best volcano tour
that can be obtained in dl of Nicaragua. Once you sign up, which you
can do, amigos, a any of Managuas hotels, you're guaranteed seeing
not only every one of the country's eight active vol canoes but

ten--yes, ten of itsextinct volcanoesaswell. Nothing equals--"

"Canweat least modify the volume?" inquired Gomez.
"Itisatitslowest level now, senor.”
"Eh? | can't hear you over the huckstering."

After afew seconds the control voice decided, "The segor ismaking a
jes.”

Gomez made a rude noise and consulted the small destination screen.
According to that, he'd almost reached the Avenida So-cuanjoche. He
punched out alanding pattern, then leaned back in his seat and looked
elsawhere than at the ad screen

"... in addition to the majestic Masaya volcano, you'll also behold the
fiery wonders of Nindiri and San Pedro, two of--"

"I'd truly like to arrange some fiery wonders for the hombres who
rented me this heap," observed Gomez.

With consderable shivering and rattling, the sky car settled into a
landing dot in the parking area at the rear of the Club Sofiador.



Quickly disembarking, Gomez stood out in the steamy day and scanned the
club. It wasalow L-shaped structure of imitation adobe and plastile.

A large off-kilter sign up on the danting red roof proclaimed in dusty

neon letters--cLua SOADOR THE BEST IN LEGAL ILLUSIONS!

Wiping his forehead once again, Gomez crossed the buckled lot, which
held five other sky cars and twice that many land cars The rusty metal
door whined forlornly as he pushed it open.

The foyer was shadowy and damp, just dightly cooler than the day
outsde. Therewasastrong smell of spicesal around.

Leaning in the only other doorway was athin young woman of twenty.
Darkskinned with silvery blonde hair, she was wearing ablack singl€t,
black trousers and boots and anarrow silver belt. "What sort of
illusonsareyou interested in, guapo?’ sheinquired. "We can offer

you holographic sex, smulated brains tim which compares favorably with
Tek yetiscompletely legd, or--"

"Actudly, cara, I'm pursuing grim redity," heinformed her. "Where
can | find the proprietor, Dreamer Garcia?"

Smiling, she tapped hersalf between the breasts with her right thumb.
"That'sme," shesaid. "I'm Dreamer Garcia."

"Not unless you changed sexes and dropped twenty years since last
week," he contested. "Now, pot favor, I'd liketo talk to the true
Dreamer.”

"Well step into the office to discussthis.” A copper plated lazgun
wasin her left hand. "I guesswewill," agreed Gomez.

Tx-m Psmrr of the United Stateswas not fedling at dl well. Warren
Brookmeyer, his dark face touched with perspiration, was crouched in
the middle of the small grey room, fists clenched at hissides.
"Goddamniit," he shouted. "Send somebody in here! Send someonein
here at oncel”

After nearly afull minute the voxbox in thelow meta ceiling said,
"Liedown onyour cot, Mr. President. Otherwiseyou'll be sedated

again.

"That's another damn thing | want to complain about.” Brookmeyer
scowled up at the overhead speaker. "I'm not supposed to be deeping
onalousy cot. For Christ sake, I'm the president of thiswhole
damned country. I'm Commander in Chief. | was promised asuite at
this rehab center.”

"Liedown on your cot," repeated the vo box. "If you don't comply,
gr, apacifying gaswill beintroduced into the room.”



"Not that stuff again. " President Brookmeyer went and sat on the edge
of themetal cot, which wasthe room'sonly piece of furniture. "The

last time you bastards used that crap on me, | woke up with one hell of
ahangover. Ligten, | want to discussthiswhole mess with the

director. | demand totak to Dr. Mar-chitdlli. | haven't seen him
onceinthe-what isit? Inthethree days|'ve been here."

"Dr. Marchitelli isnolonger on our gtaff, Mr. President. Now,
please, liedown. Y ou havethirty secondsto cooperate.”

Muittering, the president stretched out on the narrow cot. Helay with
hisaRms tiff at hissdes, fists clenched, and the thin pillow under
hishead. "1 want to see whoever'sin charge now, whichever doctor is
supposed to be looking after me. That's apresidential order.”

Part of thefar wall did away. "Whichis part of the problem,
Warren." Vice Presdent McCracklin stepped into the room.

"Jm!" The presdent sat up. "Can you explain to mewhat in the hell
isgoing on?'

"Sure, that'swhy I'm here, Warren." He smiled asthe grey wall closed
behind him.

Brookmeyer started to stand up. "Okay, first off tell mewhy they--"
"Stay on your cot,” suggested McCracklin.
"Why the hdll are you--"

"Stay there" Handsin trouser pockets, he leaned againsgt the metdl
wall. "I hear you've been making alot of fuss, Warren."

"Youredamnright | have," agreed the angry president. "I came here
voluntarily, Jm, asyou well know. Admittedly | have aproblem, but |
don't think--"

"Morethan aproblem,” cut in the vice president. "Y ou're ahopeless
Tek addict. Y ou've been doing two, three hours of the damn stuff every

day.

"I'm not really arguing that part of it." Hisfrown deepened ashe
stared, perplexed at the blond younger man. "That'sthe reason I'm
here, IJm."

"Well, not exactly."

"What do you mean?"

McCracklin smiled dowly. "Theorigind plan has been somewhat



modified.”"

President Brookmeyer stood up. "Who gave you the authority to modify
my plan?'

"St down."

Brookmeyer sat. "The plan, as you damn well know, wasfor meto spend
acouple of weeks hereto get rid of my Tek habituation.” Hewatched

the other man. "We had Mechanix Internationa construct us that
foolproof android Smulacrum, which isfilling infor mewhilel--"

"Thereby perpetrating afraud on the American people.”

"That's not what you said when we first cooked up thisidea, Jm."
"Possibly, Warren, | wasn't completely truthful with you." "B,

listen, no permanent harm'll be done," Brookmeyer indgsted. "Oncel'm
off Tek---or at least get my preoccupation under control--then I'll be
back to run this country aswell asever. Y ou know I--"

"Oh, there's not going to be any need for that.”

"What are you talking about?' He left the cot.

"Stdownagan." Therewasastungunin Vice Presdent

McCracklin's hand.

Presdent Brookmeyer returned to the metal bed and M CCracklin explained
to him what the red Stuation was.

THE THIN, PALE man turned away from Jake. "Weweren't actudly.
friends back in Greater Los Angdles,”" he said, gazing out thewidevie
window of hisliving room at the hazy green of thewalled courtyard
garden. "Infact, we werelittle more than casua acquaintances.”

Jakewas Sitting in ahigh back wicker chair, legs straight out in
front of him, handsin hispockets. "I'mnot," he explained, "'in

Nicaragualooking up old pas, Mat."
"There's another proof that we were never close. My red friends,
Jake, dl cal meMatson,” pointed out Matson Tabor. "Anyone who

actualy knows me, or knew me, would never addressmeasMat."

"While you were teaching a SoCa Tech, you were Mat." Jake grinned.
"Y ou seem alot more uneasy than you used to be, Mat son.”

"Nicaraguaisn't Greater LA." Hefrowned over hisshoulder at Jake. "'l
really can't afford to have it known | wasinterviewed by acop



from--"
"Private investigator,” corrected Jake.

"It doesn't matter. The university isvery conservative when it comes
to__ll

"Y ou teach at the same college as Dr. 1zabel Morgan& don't you'2."

Tabor faced him. "1 won't discuss 1zabel with you," hesaid, . eyeing
the celling. "You'd better just get--"

"Relax, Matson. None of the survelllance gear isfunctioning.”
"What? My god, they'll think that I--"

"Nope, they'll think it wasamafunction. | rigged thingsthat way
before| arrived at your doorstep,” explained Jake. "When |

leave, I'll fix it back the--"
" think you'd better leave right now."

"I have pretty thorough itineraries, put together by the Cosmos

Detective Agency, for both Arnold Maxfield, . and Eve Bascom during
their stay here," Jake continued. "When | was going over them, |

noticed that both Junior and Eve visited you twice. Oncefor dinner

with you and--"

"It doesn't matter who he was."

"And then, the day before Junior waskilled, he and Eve attended a
small cocktail party you gave. Another of your gueststhat night was
Dr. Morgana."

"Izabd and | aren't closefriends either,” said Tabor. "But it's
important that | ask certain faculty people over now and--" "Ever hear
of Surrogate 137" "No."

"Curious about what it might be?"

"Not intheleast. Now, please, you haveto leave."

"Anything unusud take place at your party?"

"Did Arnietdl me he expected to die aviolent desth the next day, do
you mean?' Heshook hishead. "It wasjust another dull party. Were

you tailed here? | don't want them to know that--"

"I ditched dl my tagswithin five minutes of the hotdl," he assured
the uneasy professor. "What about Dr. Morganaand Eve?



Did they--"

"Ligten, Jake, I'll give you something." Tabor took afew stepsin his
direction. "But then, redlly, you haveto get the hell out of my

house. | can't, you know, teach in the States anymore. This position
isimportant to me."

"Givemewhat?'

"Information,” he said. "Y ou're probably aware that Arnie was the sort
of man who wasn't satisfied with one affair at atime.

Hewasinvolved not only with Eve but with Izabd."

"That | dready know."

"Y ou probably don't know, however, that | zabel was having him watched.
Shewanted to find out what he and Eve did and who ese he might be
seeing down here.”

"Who did the watching, the Nationa Security Police?’

"No, no, I1zabdl rarely utilized her government connectionsfor priveate
matters," Tabor told him. "Shehired asmall local outfit called
Observaci6n Discreto, run by a scoundrel named Cleve Shannon, who--"
"Used to be aprivate cop in Chicago.”

"Is he another of your old chums?"

"Never met the guy, but his reputation was fragrant enough to have
reached mein GLA," answered Jake. "Hewastagging Junior during his
find days huh?'

"Shannon's very good at gathering dirt,” said Tabor. "He's supposed to
turn over dl the materid he gathersto hisclient, but I've heard he

sometimes keeps copies.”

"Meaning he might have something hidden away that's worth looking
a?l

"Up to and including thefata accident, yes."

Jake nodded, got to hisfeet. "Thanks, Matson," he said. "It's been
terrific renewing our old friendship.”

A SKEPTICAL EXPRESSION touched Gomez'sface. "Areyou certain,
chiquita, that you're capable of differentiating betwixt truth and
crgpola?’ heinquired.



The dark-clad sllver blonde said, "Papagrande, I'm telling you the
absolute truth. [--"

"If you think I'm in the grand pappy class, your perceptions obvioudy
aren't--"

"You'retwice my age, cholo," she pointed out. "Now can we get back to

They werein the musty office of the Club Sofiador and three of the

four wals were thick with foot-square monitor screens. Thetwo dozen
monitors behind the young woman's desk showed what was going onin the
various holographic sex cribs on the next level down. It madea
kaleidoscopic blur of rea and smulated naked flesh.

"Areyou offering to sall me Dreamer's current address?"

She gave him adisgppointed frown. "I really am Dreamer'skid sster.
My nameisRita" shesaid. "I've heard of you, Senor Gomez--and even
more of your illustrious partner, Jake Cardigan. | think maybe you can
help me and do yourself some good.”

"How s0, tara?' The detective was Sitting on an armchair that faced
her desk. "And, to keep the record straight, | happen to be every bit
asillustrious as Jake. Infact, in certain circlesthey'd rank me

higher than--"

"Can you shut your bocafor just amoment, so | can explain?'

asked Rita. "My brother disappeared yesterday, early in the morning,
wethink. It was, were certain, Dacobra's men who got him. Do you
know who Captain Dacobrais?'

"S, but why would his security goons grab Dreamer?’

"It could be for any number of reasons,” she said. "For onething, our
esteemed government has long suspected my brother of being sympathetic
to the underground Revoluci6n Party.”

"Andishe?'

"In more ways than they even suspect.”

"My notion isthat they hauled himin for adifferent reason,”

Gomez said. "See, cara, it was Charley Charlaup in Manhattan
"Unavi bora " "A dead viper." "Charlas dead?’

Nodding, Gomez replied, "Diced by some ladswith lazrifles.



Quite probably because he wasin the midst of providing mewith
information.”

"What's the connection with my brother?"

"Among CharleY'slast words was a message to me to contact Dreamer
Garciaof thisaddress," Gomez explained. "According to Charley, your
missing hermoso has some useful knowledgeto sl me.™

" About what, Gomez?'

"A connection between the Joaquim Tek Cartel and the murders of Eve
Bascom and Arnold Maxfield, Junior.”

"Mierdat" Ritamade arapid sign of the cross. "If those Joagquim
pendgjos are involved, then--"

"Didn't you know about any of this?'

"I know that my brother, even though he's not an especialy law-abiding
citizen, isstrongly opposed to Tek," she answered. "He's had run-ins
with Joaquim's people before. But I'm not aware of anything recent.”
"The cartel isin apogtion to tell Captain Dacobrawhat to do?"

The young woman laughed. "Tek runs Nicaragua, Gomez." Resting his
elbow on the chair arm, he rested his head againgt hispam. "Whatever
Dreamer had to sell mein theway of information was worth a thousand
bucks."

"Charlacould just have been lying, you know."

"No, thefact Charley's dead and Dreamer is missing seemsto meto
confirmthe vaue of thetip.”

"Dreamer 4iill thinks of me most of thetime asaschoolgirl." Shaking
her head, she sighed. "He doesn't confidein me asmuch ashe
should."

"Okay, then well haveto find him," said Gomez, sraightening up. "So
| can ask him firsthand.”

"There may beaway to do that," Ritasaid. "Just an hour ago | was
contacted by afriend of Professor Ignacio Mentosa. | don't know if
you've heard of himin your country, Gomez, but he'savery important
and courageous critic of the ruling junta.”

"l know who Mentosais. Matter of fact, we encountered him in the
lobby of our hotel only yesterday."

"Professor Mentosawantsto meet me at nightfal,” shetold him. "He
has news about Dreamer and how we can reach him."



"Y ou trust Mentosa?"

"He's one of thefew peoplein this country | do trust completely,” she
answered. "Can you come with me?'

Gomez sad, "l can.”
BEFORE HE HIT Cleve Shannon's office, Jake stopped at the Club

900 on the Carretera Sur. Thelate afternoon sky had clouded over and
amisty haze was settling over the city. The club'sfacade

" gretched across nearly half ablock and was a gaudy patchwork of
litesignsand neon tubing. The DIRTY TALK One-Stop!

blinked one huge signin glaring scarlet. Tak FILTH with the
Most BEAUTIFUL HolomodelsintheWorld! Cheer An ORGY'!
Have A Lusty DYKE Listen To Your CONFESSION! Tak As
DIRTY AsYou Want!

The huge, gold plated robot doorman sneered down at Jake.

"Y ou ought to be able to do better than this, pobrecito.”

Jakefeigned arueful expresson. "I know and it often givesme
pause," he admitted. "How much?"

"Fifteen hundred cordobas admission fee, which includes ageneroustip
forme”

"Of course." Jake handed him a packet of Nicaraguan money chits.
"Wheremight | find Daphne Dynamite? She was recommended to me as
being--"

"Geez, | wouldn't have pegged you as enjoying that sort of thing."
Grabbing the money, the big robot thrust it into adot in hissde.
"I'd have guessed you were a straight wanker."

"Areyouthiscritica of dl the Club 900 patrons?’
The mechanical doorman made a chuckling noise. "Sure, sap.

It makesyou do inksfed extraguilty.” Hetapped the sde of his
golden skull with agolden forefinger, producing arich echoing bong.
"Psychology, you see, plays an important part in sex, even this paper
moon kind."



"Y ou're absolutely right. Now wheredo | find Daphne?' "They'll tell
you inside, rube." Behind him awide black door did slently out of
theway. "Trot oninand enjoy yoursdf. Andthat'sal youreredly
going to enjoy, chum, sSince everything dseisfake.”

"Hiya, guapo,” greeted the naked Chinese hat check girl. "Check your
lid, please

Jake moved across the black walled foyer. "Not wearing ahat, miss.”
"Makes no difference, till costs you ahundred cordobas.”

Ashe paid the android, Jake said, "It's been suggested I'd enjoy
Daphne Dynamite.”

She looked him up and down. ™Y ou might at that," she commented.
"Though you looked more like a keyhole man when | first saw you."

"Maybe later. Wheredo | find Daphne?’

"Use Door 14 over that way. Enjoy."

Hefound another robot, gold plated and jewd-encrusted, guarding the
door marked i)An DY NAMITE. "How much time you want with this
dominating little |lady?"

"Oh, fifteen minutes ought to do."

"That'll be athousand cordobas, including gratuities.” Heheld out a
golden hand, pam up.

Jake gave him the money.
"And one hundred more for the coinsthat activate her holo-stage.”
Jake paid that.

The room beyond the door was a shade over closet-sze. Therewasan
uncomfortable metd chair and a dirt-smeared holoplat-form.

Squatting next to the coinbox, Jake took the special coin he'd brought
with him out of aninner jacket pocket. Heinserted it into the dot
and stood back.

The room made a series of low, odd noises and the lights dimmed for
roughly ten seconds.

Then alife-size projection of a plump middleaged woman arrived on the
small circular age. "'I'm nowhere near as cute as Dgphne Dynamite,”
shesaid.



"Matter of opiniOn. Did Timecheck fill you in?"
"Yes. How ishe?'

"Running about four secondsdow last time |l saw him." Hesat onthe
chair. "Thisiscompletely secure?’

"Don't worry, Cardigan. I've had secret meetings here before.

Theré's no danger of being overheard, athough your reputation may
suffer if you're seen coming out of here.”

"It'sabout aslow asit can sink already. Y ou're Santilla Sole dad,
huh?'

"[am,q."

"Timecheck recommends you as agood source for information about the
doings of the US Embassy in town."

"That's one of my specidties," she acknowledged. "I worked therefor
nearly three years.”

"I'm interested in Dominic Hersh."
"A red hijo de puta.”

"That | aready know," Jake said. "I'minterested in his recent
activities. Particularly in relation to the late Arnold Maxfield,

N
"Hershisredly with the Office of Clandestine Operations.

They planted him in the embassy and everybody there's aware of the
fact,” Santillatold him. "Hersh ismore than that, though. Hesaso
very thick with the Joagquim Tek Cartel."

"That's not exactly newsto me." Jake leaned forward in the rickety
chair. "Hereéswhat | haveto find out about, Santilla. First off, |
want to know the names of al the peopleinvolved in the deeth of Eve
Bascom. Then | need more information on Surrogate 13."

"l don't have the names, but | can find them,” she said. "Surrogate 13
isan android dupe of the President of the United States. It was, very
quietly, delivered to the embassy here about two weeks ago.”

"Why here?'

"Thiswasthe staging area, Cardigan. Hersh played an important part
in the operation and thefina testing of the smulacrum was done here



under hissupervison.”
"Isthe andy ill intown?'

She gave anegative shake of her head. "It was shipped out days

"Towhere?'

"l hear Horida."

"Why there?'

"That'swhere it wasto take over for the real Warren Brook-meyer.”
Jakefrowned. "Who'sideawasdl this?'

"The president himself. He'saTekhead, you know," she continued.
"Theides, as| understand it, was to use this very convincing Mechanix
smto carry on for him for afew weeks while he goes some placeto try
acurefor hisaddiction.”

Jake stood, shaking hishead. "Nope, that's not what's going on,” he
said toward the projection. "Y ou don't kill people smply to keep them
from reveding acon.”

Santillasmiled. "Ah, | forgot for amoment that you're an American,”
shesad. "To me covering up something like thiswith afew murders
seems perfectly logicd. They killed my father five years ago for
something much lessimportant.”

"Something's being covered up, Santilla, but | think it's more than
just using an android double for Brookmeyer."

She offered, "I can suggest someone else you ought to talk to. Keepin
mind, however, that she'sacivilian. That is, not arevolutionary or
aninformant.”

"Who we taking about?'

"Her nameis Gabridle Kagtle. Sheworksfor the Nicaraguan office of
Max Comm and until aweek ago was romanticaly involved with Dominic
Hersh"

"He doesn't sound like aguy anybody'd want to get romanticaly tangled
upwith."

"| said exactly that to Gabrielle more than once.”

"So she'safriend of yours?



She nodded. "Do you want meto try to arrange ameeting?' "Sure, but
someplace other than here.”

"Don't worry. Gabrielle would never yen holograph-icaly--enter a
placelikethis. I'll contact you soonas| can, Cardigan.”

Ashesad, "Gracias," shefaded from the room.

JAKE GOT THREE separate views of the second killing. Threeintensely
sharp and bright monitor screens showed him the murder from assorted

angles.

He was down in the basement Security Room of the office building that
housed the Observaci6n Discreto detective agency up on Leve 3. Jake
had used his bresking and entering skillsto gain him admission to the
areajust three minutes ago.

Hed planned to use a stun gun on the human guard who watched over the
building's hundred-plus watchdog screens. Then hedd go up and try to
persuade Shannon to share hisfiles on Junior Maxfield and Eve Bascom
with him. Jake didn't want anyone with the capability of calingin

the law to witnessthat discussion.

A fair plan, except somebody el se had been herefirs.

The guard, hisright hand just inchesfrom the darm toggle, was
dumped down in hischair. Nearly haf of thetop of his skull was
gone, diced away by the beam of alazgun.

While Jake was standing there, a couple feet behind the dead man, he
checked thetrio of screensthat provided aview of theinsde of Cleve
Shannon's office.

llm n

Two men wearing the now-familiar plagtiglass face masks and crimson
berets had come busting into the hefty operative'sroom. Jake dapped
the sound key.

"... the hell do you clownsthink you're doing?'

Neither of the Red Angels said aword.

"Captain Dacobraand | are,”" Shannon started to tell them. But then
the shimmering beam of thefirst lazgun hit him. It severed the hand
that had been inching toward the lazgun sitting next to the vidphone.

Jake got to see that from three different points of view, heard the
detective scream with pain.

The second lazgun crackled, then thefirst one again. Shannon roared



once more before he was cut clean intwo. Blood exploded, masking one
of the security cameralenses.

Exhaling, Jake took a backward step.

Then he heard awoman cry out in pain. A third Red Angel appeared in
the office door,"ay. He was holding awoman in front of him. He had
her right arm twisted behind her back and his other hand clutching her
throat.

It was adender blonde woman of forty.
"Bev Kendricks," said Jake, recognizing the private investigator.
Pivoting, he ran from the room.

Tim LAKESIDE HOUSE was cdled the VillaFlor and once, long ago, it had
been surrounded by forma gardens. After the severe earthquakes of

thirty years back, when the private chapd and one entire wing of the

villahad collapsed, the plants and flowers had been lft to grow wild.

Now intherainy twilight outsde the living room you saw asprawling

tangle of yellow and scarlet blossoms, of twisty, thorny vinesand

giant shaggy shrubs with jagged mounds of smashed brick and stone

riSng up out of it.

Gomez, seated done on along low sofa, was scanning the sea of foliage
out there in the gathering darkness. So far he'd spotted two armed
guards. One, ahefty young woman with alazrifle, was hunkered against
the remains of the chapel'sbell tower.

Gomez and Rita, who was occupying arattan armchair, had arrived more
than ten minutes ago for their meeting with Professor Mentosa.

But he hadn't as yet appeared and, except for alarge bearded youth who
stood with arms folded in the arched doorway, they weredonein the
big vaulted living room.

"Y ou seem,”" observed Rita, "uneasy, Gomez."

"I'm merely reflecting, bonita," hetold her. "Wondering if, despite

the infinite wisdom stored in my capable cabeza, I've come toddling
into atrap.”

"Do you think I'd set you up?"

"Might be the prof isthe one who---"

"Thisisn't atrap, Senor Gomez." The short grey haired man held seen
attacked in the hotel lobby cameinto the room now. Mentosawasin a

robot wheelchair. "Allow me, by the way, to thank you. I've been told
that you scared off my attackers after | was stun gunned



Gomez held up acorrecting finger. "Actudly that was my partner, Jeke
Cardigan,” hesaid. "He'squicker on thetrigger than| am.”

"Convey him my gratitude. | would have been killed if someone hadn't
taken action quickly." The chromed chair whirred him to the center of
the room. "I've heard many good things about the both of you. Anold
and trusted friend of minein Mexico, who'sfighting avery successtul
battle againgt the oppressors, speaks very highly of you.”

"Would that be Warbride?'

"S." Herolled over to Rita, held out both hands. "How are you, palo
ma

"I'm very worried about my brother, Professor,” she answered, taking
hold of hishands. "Y ou know something about what happened to him,
don't you?'

Mentosa gave a sad shake of hishead. "The newsisnot good,”
hesaid. "Yet | fed thereshope.”

"Whereishe?'

Looking out into the wild garden, the grey haired professor answered,
"They've taken him, along with severa other suspected rebels, to the
Ida Chanza Detention Station.”

"Diod" Shelet go hishands and pressed hersto her heart. "How can
you say there's any hope?”

"What'sthis Ida Chanza set up?' asked Gomez.

"Nobody comes back from there." Rita started to cry softly.
"Nobody, never."

"That's not true, child." The professor's chair took him nearer to
Gomez. "Thereisamanmadeidand out therein Lake Managua." He
gestured at therainy night. "Politica prisonersaredetainedina
prison facility there, processed and--"

"Tortured," said Ritaquietly, sobbing. "Tortured, maimed.

They'll do terrible thingsto Dreamer and then--"

"Easy, child," said Professor Mentosa. "Many prisoners actudly do

leavetheidand, Senor Gomez. The problem, however, isthat they
leave there for much worse federal prisons or for the



Termination Station on the outskirts of our city of Granada." "Where,"
inquired the detective, "doesthe hope comein?' "Thereare," answered
Professor Mentosa, "several people being held on theidand that we
want to seefreed.”

Rita popped to her feet. "Wait--you're not going to try araid?

That'simpossible,” shetold him, voicerising. "Everybody'll get
killed and so will Dreamer in the process.”

The professor said camly, " Child, unless something isdone,

very soon, your brother and many another will admost certainly die
ayway."

"Yes, | know that, but--"

"Cdm down," Gomez advised her. "The professor apparently hasaplan
worked out."

Sitting back down, but on the edge of the chair, the young woman said,
"It won't succeed. People havetried to spring prisonersfrom Ida
Chanzabefore. Every damned onefailed.”

Gomez nodded at the man in the wheelchair. "How are you going to work
it?" heasked. "And, moreimportant, how are you intending to avoid
ending up dead?"

"Il explain,” said Mentosa

Jake, coming up carefully from below and staying in the shadows at the
ramp edge, spotted the lookout before he was spotted himself.

Easing out his stun gun Jake aimed and fired.

The man at the top of the ramp made a surprised gasping sound, muffled
by his plastiglass mask, as the stun beam jabbed into his midsection.

Hetook onejerking step backward, elbows snapping againgt his sides;
hislazgun dropped from his gloved hand and started to dide down the
steep ramp. He tumbled over onto his knees, went lurching over and
began diding down in the wake of the wesgpon.

Already moving, Jake grabbed up the skidding gun. Hetook hold of the
unconscious Red Angel and propped him roughly againg the wall.

"Il just," he said quietly, "borrow afew thingsfrom you.”
BEV KENDRICKS SAID, "You fellows aren't being smart.” "Shut up, uta,”

advised one of the masked Red Angdls. "I'm an American investigator,”
shetold them, rubbing at the fresh bruise on her cheek. "Treating me



badly is going to cause a stewpot of trouble for--"

"Hewasagringo, too." The other masked man, taller and broader than
his colleague, jerked athumb in the direction of the bloody remains of
Cleve Shannon. "That didn't do him ahell of alot of good, segorita
Now, pot favor, tel me why you came here.”

"| dready did," said the blonde detective. "I'm in Managuaworking on
acasefor an American client. | dropped in on Shannon to seeif |
could hire him to help on somelocd anglesin the--"

"Quit thernierda." Thelarge Red Angel dapped her, hard, acrossthe
faceagain. "Your client happensto be Arnold Max-fied, Sr. Hewould
never authorize your employing of acabrbn like Shannon." Hekicked at
the part of the dead man that lay on the floor near his booted foot.

"Troublel" announced Jake from the doorway. Hewaswearing the
borrowed crimson beret and the dark tinted face mask.

"What isit, Carlito?' asked the one who was questioning Bev.
"Cardigan isdowndairs.

The other man laughed. "That mariposawon't make any trouble," he
said. "Rudy, you and Carlito go down and take care of the bastard.”

"| think you're underestimating him,” said Jeke. Bringing up hisright
hand, hefired his stun gun at the bigger man.

While the large man was making agagging sound, one hand clawing at
this mask, Jake spun and shot the remaining Red Angel.

Both men hit the floor hard, sending blood splashing up.

Jaketilted the mask up off hisface. "Nice running into you again,
Bev," hesad, grinning.

"JUST TRUST ME, okay?" said the blonde, putting both hands againgt the
edge of the dead detective's heavy desk. "Help me shove this damned
thing asde”

"Therésasafe under there?' inquired Jake, joining her in shoving.
"Y ou're sure about--"

"C'mon, Jake. | had ahead start on thisend of things, remember?’

The desk moved, skidding and wobbling some when it hit athick spill of
blood.

"Arewe," inquired Jake as Bev dropped to her knees, "going to share
this cache of information?"



"Hush aminute, you're distracting me." Head low, she was scanning the
plaztile squares that covered the floor where the big desk had been.

Y anking a plyochief out of apocket of her tan dax, shewiped away a
splatter of blood and bile. "Thisone." She tapped the square she'd

just scrubbed, then frowned up at him. "Yeah, | suppose I'll haveto
share whatever's here with you, since you, more or less, saved my life
just now."

"Moreor less? Hey, those louts were about one step from--"

"l had a contingency plan. | wasjust about to use it when you came
bargingin."

"Oh, so? What the hdl wasit? Looked to melike--"

"I may want to useit againgt you sometime." Resting on her haunches,
she glanced around the office. "We need Shannon'sright hand now."

"It'saprint re cog safe?"

"Obvioudy." Bev rose up, frowning around at the scattered sections of
the detective'sbody. "Nope, that's hisleft hand there next to

Rudy.”

"Y ou know, I've been carrying around thisimage in my head of a swest,
demure detective," remarked Jake. "But now I'm wondering if I--"

"Bullshit," she countered. "I was tough when we were both cops years
agoin Grester LA, Jake. I'm, if anything, even tougher now that I'm
onmy own." Shelocated the right arm and grabbed it up. Crouching,
she dapped the dead detective's right-hand palm down on the designated
square of tiling.

Sheran her tongue over her lower lip, concentrating, as she adjusted
the placing of the dead fingers on the square that served as the hidden
cover for the safe.

"Some of these gadgets a so require body hesat,” mentioned Jake.

"Not thisone." She placed her own hand over the dead one and pressed
down hard.

After ten seconds came two metdlic clicks and then alow whirring
hum.

The square of tile did asde to revea adeep open storage bin below,
packed with vidcassettes, audio bytes and bundles of papers.

"Get rid of this chunk of Shannon, so | can dig out what we need,”
requested Bev, giving the dead hand a shove.



"Yes, maam." Hetook care of thejob. "How'd you find out about
Shannon and what he was up to?"

"The same damn way, | imagine, that you did, from an informant,” she
answered. "I've got a secure hangout where we can go to look over this
stuff. 'Y ou can come with me or you can go to hell--1 won't come
anywhere near a Cosmos setup.”

Jake grinned. "' accept your invitation.”

BEv TOUCHED THE control pad and the wallscreen abruptly quit showing
them the naked images of Eve Bascom and Arnold Maxfield, Jr. "What's
the matter?' she asked.

Thelight inthe small tech room came up dowly.
Blinking, Jake asked, "Why'd you stop?'
"You made asound. Sounded like you werein pain.”

Hewas gtting in ablack metal chair, afew feet from her. "Sorry, |
didn't realize I'd said anything out loud. Go on, let's seethe rest
of this sequence.”

Theinfo comp system Bev was using had assmilated dl the materid
they'd taken away from the private detective'sfile of dupe
survelllance materid. After swiftly scanning and sorting it all, the
system had pulled dl the vid footage that contained any mention of the
Surrogate 13 project.

Jake and the blonde detective had been watching footage of the couple
in the communications heir's hotd suitein Managuafor the past ten
minutes or so. Apparently they'd done quite abit of their talking
whilein bed.

"They're both dead and gone," said Bev. "Isthat what's unsettling
you?'

"Seaing them making love" He shook hishead. "Seemslikethat's
something nobody el se ought to be watching.”

Leaving her chair, she moved to hisside. "When you're betrayed,
sometimesit's better just to imagine what went on," Bev said quietly.
"Actualy seeing what happened, the specifics of everything-that can be
rough.”

"| didn't know Eve Bascom, never even met her," hesaid. "Shewas dead
before we--"

"l wasthinking of your wife."



After afew seconds Jake said, "l guess| was, too."
"That'sdl over and done with."

"Y eah, and the people my onetime wife and | used to be--we're as dead
as Eve Bascom and her lover."

Bev squeezed his shoulder, then returned to her chair. "We're getting
some useful Suff,” shesaid. "Want to continue?”

Jakenodded. "Yeah," hesaid. "I promise, no more outbursts.”

CAPTAIN DA COBRA PUT on hispants. Hed left them, neatly folded, on
thefat pink armchair nearest the wide ova bed. Barefoot and

shirtless, he crossed to the one-way vie window and gazed out into the

rainy night. Thelightsof the city below were blurred and seemed to

blend together to make huge abstract smears of color acrossthe

blackness. "I have some bad news about your lover," he said.

"Which one?' 1zabel Morganawas Sitting, naked, on the far edge of her
beO.

Smiling, Dacobrareturned to the pink chair to reclaim hisneo silk
shirt. "Forgive me, | should have been more specific,” hesaid ashe
began putting on the shirt. "'l mean Dominic Hersh."

A thin, dark woman with shortcut black hair, 1zabel shrugged her bare
shoulders. "Someone wants him dead?' "I'm afraid s0." "Who suggested
this?"

"Our friend to the North, Vice Presdent McCracklin," replied the
captain of the security police.

"Poor Dominic." |zabel stood, dowly, up. "He's been assuming that,
since he betrayed President Brookmeyer, held made himsdlf wedlthy for
life"

"Hedid," said Dacobra. "What he didn't anticipate wasthat hislife
would end tonight."

"Hasit aready been set in motion?' She waked toward the partidly
open doorway of her pink bathroom.

Dacobranodded. "One more loose end taken care of, cara" 1zabel
stopped in the dooay, framed by pale pink light. "I want Jake Cardigan
dead," she said, her |eft hand resting on the doorjamb. "Along with

Sid Gomez and that Kendricks bitch.”

"Gomez'sdeath is, asyou know, in theworks," he reminded.



"Y ou should have been able to get rid of both Cardigan and that woman
at Shannon's oce this afternoon.”

"lzabel, | don't control the Angeles Rojos as completely asyou seem to
think," hetold her. "Sometimesthey go astray and botch ajob.” He
sested himsdlf on thefat chair, began pulling on one sock. "Keepin
mind that Gomez will be dead before morning. Y ou'll haveto settlefor
that for the moment.”

SHOULDERS HUNCHED, EYES nearly shut, Wat Bascom was standing in the
middle of histower office in the Cosmos Detective

Agency building and playing his saxophone. Thelights were down low
and hewas working on hisversion of atwentieth-century bop tune
titled "Perdido."

The overhead voxbox brokein to inform him, " Cardigan on Holostage 1,
chief." The agency bosss eyes snapped open and he ceased tootling.
"Gredt, put himon." He crossed to his desk, tossed the sax down atop
the sprawl of clutter.

Jake, straddling astraight chair, materiaized on the platform.
"Sill inthe office, huh?'

"Been trying to get hold of you. | have... You'relooking
exceptiondly glum, Jake. Something wrong?'

"No, must be the transmission,” Jake assured him. "Before| report
what | know, tell me why you've been trying to reach me."

Bascom dragged awing chair over closer to the holostage. "I was
contacted by Kay Norwood, your pa Aliciaslawyer chum--and, | might
add, ahandsome lady indeed,” he commenced. "Before| assisted her in
scramming to a place of relative safety, she passed on someinformation
that pertainsto the whole Surrogate 13 mess."

"That'swhy Evewaskilled," Jake said, shaking hishead. "Certain
bastards were afraid she knew what was going on. She didn't actudly,
but it was smpler just to kill her and not take chances.”

"No, she didn't even know much about the origind plan,” said Bascom.
"That involved subgtituting an android ringer for that buffoon
President Brookmeyer."

"Y eah, 0 he could sign himsdlf up for a Tek cure and not be missed
while undergoing the trestment.”

"Typica hafassed government duplicity and flimflam,” observed the
agency chief.

"Unfortunately Junior Maxfield got wind of that origina switch plan,



which was being staged out of the American Embassy in Nicaragua,” said
Jake. "A diplomat-OCO agent name of Dominic Hersh was running that,
with the cooperation of severa local thugs. Maxfield got the notion

he could finance hisindependent communications operation with dough
extorted from Hersh and other officials.”

"Stupid yunk. That'swhat got him killed," said Bascom, scowling.
"He'snoloss, but Eve..."

"There are vidtapes of the two of them together, Wadlt," said Jake, his
voice low. "He confided in her some of what he found out and what he
was planning. That's how the othersfound out.” "There's no need for
my son to see any of that footage.”

"Hewon't," said Jake. "Maxfield and Eve were killed to keep them from
talking about Surrogate 13. But, as| seeit, that was because

somebody worked out avariation on the origina plan. That second plan
isthe dangerous one.”

"That'swhat | figure, too," Bascom told him. "Whoever's behind it
isn't going to let the real Brookmeyer come back from his cure. They're
going to run the country from here on out with thesam.”

"That could be very lucrative," said Jake. "The biggest Tek cartel
down hereistangled inthisaswell. They must figure an android
Brookmeyer will be more sympathetic to their point of view."

"Okay, therés alady down therein Managua who can give you alot more
detalls," said the chief. "1 got her name from Kay

Norwood. Shewas cozy with this Hersh schmuck and now she'slying low
for fear of--"

"Gabridle Kastle?'
"The same. Have you talked to her dready?’

"Nope, | haven't been able to track her down yet. Got people working
onit."

"l know where she's hiding out." Bascom gave him an addressand a
password. "Get to her quick, find out what she knows and then help her
get the hdl out of Nicaraguaintact.”

"How's Richard doing?'

"Growing up, which can be painful ashdll. Hetrusted that woman
and..." Bascom didn't finish his sentence.



"Don't blush, Walt. | seethe pardld between your son'sfaithin his
wifeand minein Kate," said Jake. "Y ou can talk about stuff like that
to me now and | won't scream, ydll or swoon.”

"Sorry. What about Gomez--what's he up to?"
"He'stracking down an informant named Dreamer Garcia."
Bascom said, "Both of you ladstake care of yourselves.”
"Y ou're sounding dmost paternd.”

"Ignoreit,”" advised Bascom. "I'm not mysdlf lately."

DOMINIC HERSH I-IAD been an exceptiondly good boy and this picnic this
afternoon was his reward.

The day couldn't have been better, dl sunshine and crystd blue
skies.

And the best part of it dl wasthat his mother was going to attend the
picnic.

Sitting siff and straight in the ky limo Hersh smiled in

anticipation. Hewas eight days beyond histenth birthday. His mother
hadn't been at hisparty. That wasn't her fault, though. Hersh's

father had made her go to Europe someplace.

It wasn't redly fair, but his mother had asked him, please, not to
make afuss. It upset hisfather when he did that.

Shit, just about everything upset hisfather.

But the picnic was going to be great. The day waswonderful and hed
be seaing his mother any minute now.

Hefdt the excitement growing indgde him asthe gleaming slvery sky
limo began its graceful descent toward the bright green fields below.

If Hersh hadn't been such awell-behaved little boy, he would have
laughed out loud, bounced up and down on the deep soft seat and shouted
for joy.

But, as his mother had pointed out more than once, well-mannered boys
didn't do thingslikethat. She was certain he'd dways be agood boy
and that it wouldn't be necessary, asit had been with his older

brother, to send him to the Willingham Military Academy.

Dominic had promised her hed always be good. Sheld smiled,

kissed him fleetingly on the cheek and assured him that he'd never have



to go to that place.

Thelanding was so gentle that the boy wasn't immediately aware of
it.

"Hey, kid," said Grooms, the huge android chauffeur, "get off your ox.
We're there."

"I'm sorry, | was daydreaming.”

"Likedways"

The door whispered open.

Laughing quietly, the boy hopped politely from the vehicle. Down the
danting green hillsde, near asmall shimmering pond that lay & the

edge of awoodland, a bright red-and-white tablecloth had been spread
negtly on the ground.

A big yellow picnic hamper sat square in the middle of the checkered
cloth.

The boy laughed again as he began running. He was careful not to be
clumsy, because hismother didn't like him when he was clumsy or
awkward and stumbled or fell down.

He reached the bulging hamper without amishap. He glanced over at the
trees, an anticipatory smile on hisface. In the shadows between the
trees he saw someone standing and watching him.

"Mom?'

Twigs crackled and dry leaves rustled as the figure approached him.
"She couldn't makeit, Hersh," said Frank Dockert.

The boy clasped his hands together, puzzled. ™Y ou aren't supposed to
beat my picnic," he protested. "I don't even know you yet."

The husky black man entered the sunlight. "Thiswasmy idea," he
explained. "It appedsto me, showing upinyour little

Tek fantasy thisway, Hersh."

The boy wasafraid. "No, go away. Thisismy dream, bought and paid
for," hesad, angry. "I'm the only one who can program the

Brainbox."

"Not true actually,” Dockert said, smiling. "We jobbed your

Brainbox about an hour ago--some of my boysdid. Put in avery specid
Tek chip that'srigged to do acouple of unusud things.”



"My mother's supposed to be here, not you!"

"This chip dlows meto makethislittle gppearance, Hersh, and inform
you that your services are no longer needed.”

"What are you talking about? I'm agood boy and..." He clenched his
fists, shivering. "Listen, Dockert, | helped you on thiswhole thing,
you and McCracklin. The president trusted me and that's why--"

"Exactly. Brookmeyer trusted you and you double crossed him.
McCracklin figures, down the road apiece, you'll do the same damn thing
tohim."

"He knows | wouldn't do that."

"There's another thing this specia chip does. It induces afatal
sroke."

"No, that'simpossible.”

"Not at dl, Hersh. Tek junkies are suffering strokes, seizures and
asorted fitsdl thetime" Dockert smiled. ™Y ou'll be found--with
an innocent chip substituted for oursead amidst your Tek
parapherndia”

"No! I'mnot going to let you get away with this, Dockert." "Now,
now, Dominic. What havel told you about temper tantrums?’ His
mother, beautiful as ever, was standing next to the black man.

"Mom. Please, you won' et them hurt me."

She shook her head sadly. "It can't be helped, dear. Y ou haveto
accept thislike alittle man.”

Then shewas gone.

Night suddenly closed down on the field and the woods. Hersh'slife
ended.

THE eX”!NSSWAS thick dl around them. Y ou could fed it, smell it and
it seemed to be waiting for the chance to take you over.

Rita Garcia edged closer to Gomez on the rear seet of theland van
"Mado," shesadinasmdl uneasy voice.

The heavy vehidewasralling dowly through the long, dark tunndl, its
dimmed headlight beams struggling to cut into the musty blackness.

"I can understand,” Gomez said to the huddled blonde, "why thisian't
included on the regular scenic tour of Managua.”



"Do enclosed places bother you, Senor Gomez?' Professor Mentosa asked
from his seat next to the broad shouldered driver.

"Tunnelsthat burrow under the waters of alake aren't my favorite
spots,”" he admitted. "Especially tunnelsthat don't look asthough
they'd won any architecturd prizeslately.”

"Oh, | assureyou thistunnd is perfectly safe,”" said the grey haired
professor. "Up until lessthan sx months ago it was used regularly to
trangport suppliesto thelda Chanzafacility. Then, chiefly because
of some clever manipulations by ardative of

Generd Alcazar's, afleet of watercraft took over thejob."
"Foolhardy,” said Rita, taking hold of Gomez'sarm.

The professor shifted in his seat so that he could ook directly back

a her. "Thisraid was planned, and dl the details carefully worked

out, before your unfortunate brother was arrested, child." He gestured
at the van that was following them through the underwater tunnd. "We
have sufficient personnel for this. And, moreimportantly, dlies

ingde the detention station. Therewill be, if we're lucky, no

fighting and no bloodshed. Y our brother will be added to the four
prisoners we were dready intending to get out of here. Well pick
them up at the agreed rendezvous spot, then make our way safely back
through thistunnd.”

"I'mnoat," shetold him, "feding epecidly lucky."
"All will gowdl, youll see, pdo ma

Gomez asked, "Who are the other four, Professor?' "Political
prisoners, al loyd rebels™ he answered. "I'm especidly eager to
free Nestor Gonsalves, a respected colleague of mine.”

Rita's grip on Gomez's arm tightened. "Y ou're certain, Professor, that
Gonsdvesisdill there?!

"Oh, yes" heanswered. "We heard from him only yesterday, when he was
ableto smuggle amessage out to us. Infact, Gon-savesis playing an
important part in the insde aspect of thiswhole operation.”

Leaning closer to Gomez, the young woman whispered in his ear.
"Gonsalveswas killed aweek ago in Granada. | know."

TmNIGHT RAIN hit a the land car asit moved dong the Boulevar DeLos
Mirtires. Bev wasdriving.

They were passing alarge park, amixture of real and holographic trees
and shrubs. The storm was causing the projectors to malfunction and a
long," high hedge of flowering yellow blossoms kept vanishing and



regppearing, giving intermittent glimpses of aheroic,
larger-than-life-gze Satue of Generd Alcazar.

"Even larger than life," remarked Jake, "the generd looks short.”

"| appreciate your |etting me tag dong on thisinterview with
GabridleKadle," shesad, guiding the car through the rainy night.
"Y ou shared the Shannon stuff with me," he pointed out. "Besides
which, we're not having a contest or arace.”

"Wework for rival detective agencies.”
"The people who arranged the murders of Eve Bascom and Junior Maxfield
will never gototrid,” Jakesaid. "There aretoo many political

angles, too much Tek cartel influence. What |

want to do is get the whole story on what happened and why." "And then
try alittlevigilante justice?"

"Depends. You'reworking for Maxfield, Senior," he said.

"He's somebody who can get the truth out in the open.” Max Comm
doesnt dwaysded inthetruth.”

"I'll settle for aclose gpproximation,” said Jake. "l just don't want
to see Brookmeyer and Hersh and Dr. Morgana and the rest of them get
away clean."

Sheturned onto awide side Street. "l've been wanting to talk to you
about the last time we encountered each other,” Bev said, watching the
wet night street ahead. "The whole messwith Alicia

"Over and done," hetold her.

"1 was working on her disappearance for the family," shesaid. "Much
as| hateto admit it, | let people con me.”

"That's because of your sweet and trusting nature.”

"The point I'm getting &, if you'l quit interrupting me with smug
remarks, Jake, isthat | never tried to sidetrack you," Bev told him.
"I gave you fakeinformation, but, trust me, | redly did think it was
trueat thetime"

Jake nodded, grinning. "I know," he assured her. After amoment she
asked, "Areyou seeing her?' "AliciaBower, you mean?'

"I've been hearing rumorsthat you and the girl are--"

"Weaent," hesad. "Although she did give me someinformation on
thiscase. Mechanix International, you know, whipped up Surrogate 13



while her father was il above the ground.”

"She's pretty young,” mentioned Bev, eyes on the wet road. "Compared
toyou, that is"

"True," agreed Jake. "Therée's the church werelooking for. Up ahead
onyour left.”

Tim LANDYAN ROLLED to astop afew yards from ahigh, wide dark-meta
door. Smiling amiably, Professor Mentosalooked back over his seat at
Gomez and Rita. Therewas a coppery laz-gunin hisright hand. "I'd
gppreciateit,” hetold them, "if you'd both, very dowly and

carefully, get out of the van now, pot frl'or. "

"So much for one of the few trustworthy hombresin Nicaragua,” remarked
Gomez.

Ritasad, "The co chino has sold out to them."

"Now, now, don't think badly of Ignacio Mentosa." The grey haired man
made a get-moving gesture with the lazgun.

"A dm," said Gomez, diding toward the door. "I'm turning muy inepto
inmy old age. [ should've spotted you a couple redls back, Prow'

"I'm atestimonid to the skill of Mechanix Internationd." "So you've
been playing decoy, Judas goat,” said Gomez. 'S, and rounding up

quite acollection of traitors and enemies of the state,” he said. "Go
aong now, moveinto thetunnd. Pronto!"

Asthey stepped out into the musty shadows, Rita asked,

"Where'sthe red Mentosa?'

Chuckling, the android dupe climbed out of the halted van. He pointed
athumb at the dark ceiling. "Y ou'll be meeting the respected
gentleman very shortly,” he promised. "It'll be abrief encounter.”

With considerable rattling and ratcheting, the big metal door swung
open. Standing in the yelow-lit corridor were ten uniformed men armed
withlazrifles

"My brother," said Rita. "Isheredly here on IdaChanza?'

"In amanner of speaking, cara”

Shetook astep toward him. "What do you mean?' "Dreamer, das,
managed to annoy some of the officiasand..." The android shrugged.
"Y ou can, possibly, view hisbody before--"

" Cabran!"



Before Gomez could stop her, the angry young woman went charging at the
false Professor Mentosa.

Chuckling again, he swung out with hisfree hand.

The dap hit her on the chin, caused her head to jerk back and her
teeth to click.

Sumping, she sarted to fdl to the sonefloor.

Gomez lunged, catching her and holding her up.

The android eyed him. "Areyou going to try anything, Senor
Gomez?'

"Not yet," he answered.

GABRIELLE KASTLE WAS a plump redhaired woman of forty.
"Doesthis place give you the willies?' she asked them.

"Not especidly,” answered Jake.

"Well get you moved somewhere less gloomy," promised Bev. They were
in one of the crypts benegth the ancient San Nor-berto Church. On
three sides of the stonewalled room were stone shelves holding sturdy

hand carved coffins. Effigies of angels, saints and warriors adorned
the coffinlids.

In acleared space near the arched doorway of the low, dusty room, a
small folding table and three chairs had been set up. A celamp resting
on thetable provided athin whitish light. There were athermoflask

of nearcaf and ahalf asoy loaf sandwich next to the lamp.

"Do you think about death much?' Gabrielle asked. "Y our own desth, |
mesan. |I've never been especialy morbid, yet since I've been hiding
out down here, I--"

"Let'slook at the more practical aspects of death,” Jake cut into
suggest. "Who'strying to kill you, maam?"

Sighing, shereached for thethermos. "Want any nearcaf?' "No," said
Bev.

"l suppose I'm avoiding answering. It's such an unpleasant thing to
talk about." She poured hersdlf ahalf cup. "It wasDom. Thatis,
he'sthe one who ingtigated--"

"Y ou'retalking about Dominic Hersh?' asked Jake.



"Yes" Sheglanced a Bev. "I keep picking the worgt sort of men.
None of them as bad as my last husband, but... Sorry, forgive me. Being
on the run, living down here among al these dead people .. . Dom...
Dominic Hergh, after | told him | couldn't put up with what was going

on and refused to see him any longer.." well, he gpparently arranged

for my death. Fortunately, | waswarned in time to---"

"Suppose,” said Jake, "you tell uswhat it isyou know."

"| thought that was what 1've been doing. No, | guess I'm babbling.
Dom was dways criticizing me for--"

"We know about Surrogate 13," said Bev.

Jake added, "But not about the switch intheorigina plan. Tel us
how Hersh figuresin that.”

Gabrielle sipped a her nearcaf. "l redly hate the taste of this

suff,” shesad. "Allright--that wasn't hisidea, sabotaging

President Brookmeyer'sorigina plan. Y ou see, McCracklin, who'sa
dreadful man under dl that smiling--Anyway, the vice president got to
Dominic. Hepromised al sortsof things. Including, you understand,

agreat deal more money than Brookmeyer ever talked about.”

"They're not going to switch back from the android stand-in," said
Jake. "Isthat the idea?"

"Yes, exactly, Mr. Cardigan. Right now the President Brook-meyer
who's doing that idiotic Cracker Barrdl Expresstour isthe smulacrum
provided by Mechanix International,” she said. "M odified somewhat, so
that McCracklin can control it. That android will smply replace
Brookmeyer for good, meaning that McCracklin and his cronieswill
control the country.”

Bev asked her, "What are they planning to do with theredl
Brookmeyer?'

"Well, once they're certain the android isworking effectively and
fooling everybody, they'll... Presdent Brookmeyer smply won't leave
the medical center.”

"Whereishe now?'

"At the Bergstrom Clinic. That'sin Horida, inthe Miami Enclave.
William Shatner

Bev stood up. "WasHersh involved directly inthe killing of Arnold
Maxfield, J. and Eve Bascom?'



"Therewas agroup of them who worked al that out,” replied Gabrielle.
"Dr. lzabd Morgana, Captain Dacobraand Dominic. Therewasaso
someone from the Joaquim Tek Cartel, but | never found out who. Once
they'd decided to keep that android dupe in office, they couldn't

afford to dlow Maxfield and his mistressto run around dive. It was
while they were planning Max field's degth that | ended thingswith
Dominic."

"But you didn't warn Maxfield," said Jeke.

She shook her head. "No, | wasn't strong enough to do that,” she
admitted. "Y ou see--My god!"

An enormous rumbling had begun benesth the sone floor. Thefloor
seemed to jump, great jagged cracks came crackling crossit. Thewalls
shook and awooden coffin leaped from a shelf to crash down on the
swaying floor.

Thelid cracked, popped off. A yellowed skeleton, wound in atattered
grey shroud, came rattling out of the casket and jumped toward
Gabriele. Itsbony right hand brushed down across her skirt.

"Quake!" shecried, sumbling back. "Earthquake."

Jake legped free of his swaying chair, put an arm around Bev and headed
them for the doorway.

The lamp hopped, skidded and smashed on the jittery floor. Darkness
took over.

T-m rlICKSr GUAmM saluted as Captain Dacobra came gtriding into the
chill roOm.

"Thisismuy triste," the captain said, nodding in Gomez's direction.
"l an mogt sorry.”

The smdl green-walled room was on the second level of the Detention
Station. Itswindows gave aview of the choppy night waters of Lake
Managua and a scattering of supply boats docked at the metal pier.

Gomez was dumped in ameta chair, hisface streaked with drying
blood. Hegot, swaying some, to hisfeet. "Wheredo | gotolodgea
forma complant, Cap?'

The captain smiled thinly. "I am truly unhappy that my men trested you
in an unkindly manner, Senor Gomez."

"Unkindly? Hey, they ssomped on my cabezawith their damned boots.”

Dacobranodded sympatheticaly. "Their behavior while escorting you up
here from the tunnel isunforgivable,” hesaid. "And how areyou



faring, Senorita Garda?"

Mari eOn Ritarose up from her chair, fisting her right hand and
rasngit high. "Lambioso!"

Dacobragave her asad look. "Itis, after al, your fault that he's
inthis serioustrouble. Y ou ought to have realized, when you
persuaded him to help on araid of agovernment facility, that--"

"We can skip dl thiscrapola,”" suggested Gomez. ™Y ou had your pet
andy lureusinto atrap. So what next?"

"The pretty niaisacitizen of this country and aknown revolutionary.
She will be executed asatraitor,” the captain explained. "Y ou, Senor
Gomez, will be detained for atrid. | must warn you, however, that
your chances of ever--Diogt."

An enormous thumping had started. The floor bounced, the windows
exploded, jagged shards of plastiglass came flickering into the room
adong with gugts of night rain.

"Temblor!" cried Rita, gripping Gomez'sarm. "It'saquake, abad
one"

Thewadlls of the room kept shuddering. Then, amidst considerable
roaring, the ceiling broke into great ragged fragments and came
cascading down on them.

JAKE BECAME AWARE of apained sobbing.

Hewaslying flat out, surrounded by thick darkness.

When hetried a dow deep breath, he discovered there was something
heavy pressing down on hisback. Ragged hunks of stone were shoving
into hismidsection.

Therewasaliterod in hisjacket pocket. But hisright arm was

pinned down by whét felt like alarge wooden beam. Hisleft arm felt

numb, wouldn't respond to his contral.

"I'm hurt," complained aweak voice nearby. "My ribsare cracked, |
think."

"Gabrielle?' hetriedto say. The name cameout arusty croak. Jake
remembered held been trying to get Bev to the protection of the heavy
door archway. Then he was going back for Gabridle Kastle.

But he hadn't accomplished that. He'd been bashed on the head.

By what?



Part of the ceiling probably, or maybe afaling coffin or astray
sone angedl.

"I'm over here" said Gabridle. "I'm under some ceiling beams, |
think."

"Going to take awhileto reach you," Jaketold her. "I'm stuck, too.
IsBev okay? Bev?'

Light blossomed afew feet ahead of him. "I'm in pretty good shape.”
The blonde detective was holding alite rod of her own,

playing the beam aong the rubble on the floor of the corridor. "You
managed to push me ahead of you when part of the roof came tumbling
down."

"What'sit look like up ahead? Arewe going to spend the rest of our
daysinthiscrypt?'

She used thelight to show him. "Roof held in this passway here," she
said. "And the stairway to the ground level looks safe. No way of
telling what the Situation is up in the church.”

"Okay," said Jake, struggling again to free hisright arm. "Think you
can dig me out, Bev? Then well unearth Gabrielle and try to work our
way outsde."

"l wish," said Gabrielle, "you wouldn' refer to us as though we were
dead and buried.”

"Sorry, must be the surroundings,” said Jake.

Resting the lite rod on afalen wood beam, Bev said, "I didn't figure
our collaboration was going to include excavation.”

GOMEZ MUTTERED, "Diostrio."

Gingerly, not yet certain dl of hisinner workings were intact and
functioning, he pushed againgt the debris-thick floor. Dust and mortar
fdl away fromhim.

Teetering, he stood up and took alook around. Most of the celling had
comefalling down, but nothing heavy had fallen directly on Gomez.

Captain Dacobra hadn't been aslucky. Hewas sprawled afew feet away,
partidly buried under grest chunks of plaster and hefty fragments of
plastibeams. His skull had a new shape and there was blood easing awvay
from his broken body and mingling with the debris on the buckled

floor.

Gomez squatted, spotting the barrel of the late captain's laz-gun



protruding from under atwist of meta rod and atangle of shorn
wiring. He carefully began to extract the weapon.

"That will do, Senor Gomez!"

The Professor Mentosaandroid had appeared in what was | eft of the
doorway. Out of hiswhed chair, standing with alazgun aimed directly
a Gomez.

"Come mierda," suggested Gomez as he dropped flat out and tugged the
gun completely free.

Rolling over rubble, Gomez fired twice at the andy.
Thefirst blast went wild, but the second scored.

The sizzling beam of the gun cut across the fake Mentosa's chest. The
chest exploded, spewing out wires, cogs, tiny tubes and broken
circuitry, al mixing with shreds of his shirt and jacket.

"Bueno." Gomez rose up, scanning theroom again. "Rita? Did you
survive, chiquita?'

From thefar Sde of the ruined room, just under the greet gap where
the windows had been, came afaint moan.

Crunching plagtiglass fragments underfoot, avoiding stepping on
anything that |ooked dangerous, he made hisway closer to the sound.
n RiWI

"Aqui," shemurmured.

"Okay, takeit easy and I'll extricate you," he assured her. "You've
got agoodly portion of the ceiling decorating you."

A smdl hand pushed free of therubble. "Gracias," she managed to
sy.

Gomez took the hand in his, bent and kissed it gently. Then hewent to
work.

ACROSS THE DARK waters of the lake you could see fires burning, more
than adozen of them, flaring up dl acrossthe city. Flamesclimbed
high into the predawn sky.

"The pier looksto have survived,” announced Gomez. "We can venture
out ontoit."

He and Ritawere standing at itsland edge. There were four
medium-sized supply boats moored there, bobbing in the water.



The young woman glanced back at the ruins of the Detention Station. Her
face was bruised, scribbled with lines of dried blood.

"There are otherstrapped in there," she said quietly. "1 heard cries
and groans while we were getting oursalves out, Gomez." "Sodid I."

"Don't you think we ought to try to--"

"No, theré'sno timefor that." Hetook hold of her arm. "Pretty soon
some of the guards are going to be digging themselves out. And the
secret police will be sending arescue crew over here anytime now. None
of them will hand us medasfor being humanitarians--they'll just cut
usdown. We were prisoners, remember?"

"But there are other prisoners ill trapped inside, lots of them. We
can't just--"

"We haveto leave or welll get recaptured oursalves, cara" Hewaked
out onto the swaying pier, taking her dong by thearm.

"C'mon or well end up in worse shape than Dacobra.”
"I think we must--"

"No, were departing for elsawhere.” Grunting, he scooped her up,
carried her onto the nearest boat.

"What good doesit do to believein ajust cause if you let people
die?'

Setting her on the cabin floor, Gomez studied the control pand. "Ah,
| can job thiswith no trouble," he decided. "Y ou're being an--"

"Ligen, | saved your assand minetonight.” He began fooling with the
controls. "That'sasfar asit goes. Saving the other survivors of
the quake is somebody el se's responsibility.”

"You'revery cynical, Gomez." Folding her bruised, scratched arms, she
backed againgt the cabin wall, frowning a him.

He got the engine going in under two minutes, pushed the autometic
castoff button and started guiding the craft away from theidand.

"Unfortunately,” he said when they were aimed for Managua, "you met me
about twenty yearstoo late.”

TimPRIVATE SKY LINER left Managua at afew minutes past two the next
afternoon. Severd of the quake-caused fires were still burning and

the craft climbed through arainy sky that was thick with sooty swirls

of smoke.



Gomez, wearing one small bandage on hisforehead and another on his
cheek, wasreclining in avery comfortable chair in Compartment A.
"There's something to be said for wedlth and influence," he observed.

Jake nodded in Bev'sdirection. "Thanksagain for inviting usaong.”
Hisleft arm, from elbow to wrist, was enclosed in aplagticast.

She was seated near one of the oval windows, looking down &t the
retreating city. "Maxfidd didn't say | couldn't invite afew friends
aong," shesad. "l don't think any of you wanted to hang around
Nicaraguajust now."

Jake frowned. "Troubleis, most of the people responsible for the
murders of Eve and Junior got killed off in the damned quake. 1t--"

"So did two hundred others,” reminded Bev.
"I meant they can't be brought to justice.

"Y ou haveto rely on divine retribution sometimes,” said Gomez.
"Although there's arumor that Dominic Hersh was defunct before his
casafolded up ontop of himand al his Tek gear

Bev sad, "They haven't found the remains of 1zabel Morgana yet
ether."

"Her haciendaturned into ahdf acre of firstclass rubble during the
twenty-six seconds of the quake," reminded Gomez. "After which it sank
into abrand-new opening in the earth. An experience like that is rnuy
dificil towak away from."

"Yes, | know," admitted Bev. "But Dr. Morganahad reasonsto
disappear, since she must know we've found out what's going on.”

"Want to goin on thispool, Jake? Islzabel defunct or ain't
she?"

"We know for certain that Dacobraand Hersh arefinished,”" he said.
"Her I'm not sure about."

Bev, turning away from thewindow, said, "I turned in aprelim report
to Maxfidd. | told himwhat | think redlly happened to his son and
why. Until | hear otherwise, I'm assuming my jobisfinished.”

"| contacted Bascom just before we took off," said Jake. "He wantsus
to keep onthis."

"Until we put the Veep inthe can?' Gomez rubbed at one of his
bandages.

"Bascom suspects there might be gratuities and honorariums forthcoming



from sundry enemies of Brookmeyer and McCracklin if we get the whole
Surrogate 13 mess out in the open.”

Bev sad, "Maxfield will probably aso be working to do that.”
"Competition isthe essence of the news business," Gomez pointed out.

"I'm going to head for Florida," said Jake, "and see about springing
the redl Presdent Brookmeyer. Sid, the other angle on thisis--"

"St; somebody's got to expose the android prez asafraud.” Hesmiled,
nodding. I'll handlethat end of things, even though it means

temporarily splitting up our crackerjack team, amigo.” Heleaned

further back in hisseat. "KarlaMaxfied istraveling with that

Cracker Barrdl gang and | imagine shelll bethrilled and lated to
encounter me yet again. But, then, who wouldn't be?"

Bev mentioned, "Y ou don't have much of a self-esteem problem, Gomez.”
"Actudly, | do, cara. | tend to underestimate my charm and abilities,

but I understand there's a new capsule you can take to correct that.”

Bev sad to Jake, "Would you mind if | tagged dong with you to
Horida?'

"Not at dl, but | thought wewererivas.”

"I'm officidly finished with my case, far as| can see. I'd like,
though, to be in on the windup of this."

"Okay, fine"

"Milagro,” murmured Gomez, "amiracle of cooperation.”
RICHARD BASCOM SAID, "What?'

The polite voice of the gpartment computer said, "'l was suggesting,
gr, that you might have given me awrong command.”

"Not that | know." Hewas gitting in the afternoon living room,
wesaring his pgjamas and staring at a blanked window.

"But you requested that | lower the room temperature. Actualy,
however, it's quite low aready and you're sitting there barefooted.
Inyour present condition--"

"My condition happensto be okay," Richard said. "I'm fine, absolutely
fine. When your wife diesthat doesn't mean you get sick.”

"A great many stressful things have been happening, sir,” said the
computer. "When we monitored your vitd Sgnsthismorning, for
ingtance, we found that--"



"Who in the hell told you to do that?"
"It'sastandard procedure, sir. Every--"

"Well, forget about it," he said. "Now turn the room temp down. I'm
roaging in here."

"Ought | to send for the building medibot?!
"Just go away, asshole.”

A moment later, after making a sedate coughing noise, the computer told
him, "Therésacdl for you."

"Not interested in calls™”
"It'syour father in Greater Los Angdles.”

Richard sat up. "Okay, put him on--he must have some news about
Bve"

Bascom, seated giffly at his desk, flashed onto the wallscreen.
"Y ou're not looking well, son. Are you--"

"Don't you gart inonme."

"I'm concerned about you, for Christ sake. Y ou can't just--"
"Do you have news or not?"

"Y eah, thewholething is pretty much solved," hisfather told him.
"But you're going to have to promise not to try anything dragtic.”

"Thehdl I will." Hegot to hisfeet, glaring a the screen.

"Who killed my wife? Who killed her, damnit?'

"Thisisavery tricky case," began Bascom. "When the details get
out--well, theré's going to be one hdll of an upheava. When that
happens, and there's no doubt at al but that it will, everyone
involved will be taken care of by the proper authorities.”

"Oh, do they have proper authorities to take care of the murder of your
wife? What kind of legaligtic jargon are you trying to--"

"Hold it, back off. Calm down, Sitin that goddamn chair and listen to
rre.ll

"Okay, but tell me something." He dumped down in the chair.



"The Surrogate 13 businessinvolves President Brookmeyer,

Vice President McCracklin and quite afew other folks here and there,”
began Bascom. He gave his son a concise account of just about
everything Jake, Gomez and he himsalf had come up with since the Start
of theinvestigation into Eve Bascom's death. He concluded, "Asyou
know, the youthful louts who did the actud killing are dead. Dominic
Hersh is dead, too, probably knocked off by his own people. Captain
Dacobra and 1zabel Morgana are dead, too. Which meansthat just about
every mgor figureinthisis-"

"Just about, but far from al," hisson interrupted. "McCracklin had
to beinvolved in the ordersto kill my wife. What about him?"*

"Soon asthis comes out, the VP will face impeachment and afedera
rep.”

"No, somebody' Il pardon him. They'll pull ashuffle and helll end up
with afat job in some defense--"

"They wont," indsted hisfather. "Chiefly because most of them will
be in the pokey, too, or looking for new sources of employment.”

"I don't think that's the way thingswork."

"Bethat asit may, | want you to let things run their course.”
Weariness was showing in Bascom'sface. "Eve's death doesn't make much
sense, but--"

"It makes perfect sense. She knew something important, so she had to
be killed to keep her quiet.”

"Anyway, itsover," sad hisfather. "Let ustake care of tying it
al up.”

Richard looked away from theimage of hisfather. "Okay, yes, you're
absolutdly right," he conceded. "I redly do appreciate al you've
done. I'll cal you againin acouple of days, when I'm feding

better.”

"Take care" Bascom |eft the screen.

Richard said to the computer, "Find out where Vice President McCracklin
isa the moment."

Time, oBor ON the sundeck said, "Now your left hand, chum.”
Bascom shifted the neo wicker basket from hisleft hand to hisright,

scowling a the big battleship-grey mechanicd man. "The printswill
be the same as on my right hand, nitwit."



"Y ou can comply, buddy, or | can administer alittle shock that'll make
your hair do atap dance and your goonies go south.” Bascom sighed and
complied.

Seven minutes later the guardbot accepted him as Walt Bascom and
alowed him to enter the Zuma Sector beach house.

There was another guardbot in the blank-windowed living room with Kay
Norwood. This one was white-enameled and took only three and a half
minutes to establish that the agency head waswho he said he was.

"Now I'll haveto turn that basket over to the kitchen staff,” said the
got. "They'll check it for poison and any other additions.”

Handing him the basket, Bascom sat in an armchair facing thetall
blonde lawyer's sofa. "I brought you abasket of fruit," he
explaned.

"Thanks--and some news?"

He 'nodded, asking, "Had any trouble here?"

"Well, outsde of having atough time getting used to living with a
half dozen belligerent robots and not being able to enjoy the ocean

view--no, | fedd much safer herethan | did under the Lighthouse. And
nobody'stried to get at me."

"Within a couple more days you should be able to come out in the open
again." Heexplained to her what Jake and Gomez had found out, what
they'd been up to in Nicaragua and what they were planning to do

next.

When hefinished, Kay observed, "Y ou don't look especidly dated.”
Bascom drummed the fingers of hisright hand on hisright knee. "I'm
concerned about my son'sreactionto dl this" he admitted. "Factis,
and | don't liketo do this, | put extra Manhattan operatives on him.
Theselads areto tail him and keep him from doing anything goofy."

"Y ou mean in the way of revenge?'

"Hiswife was murdered and Richard feds, I'm near certain, that he
persondly hasto do something.”

"Mosgt of the peopleinvolved in Eve's degth are dead themsdlves.”
"Not al of them, though. Not McCracklin, for instance.”

Her eyeswidened. "Hewouldn't try to get at the vice president?”



"I redlly don't know."

"The people you have watching him will seethat nothing serious
happens.”

Bascom stood. "Okay, | just wanted to fill you in on the current
gtuation. I'l--"

"| was about to have some lunch,” Kay said, anding. "Got timeto
joinme?'

"I'll dampen your feest."

Shesmiled a him. "You can't be as bad as theserobots." Bascom
hesitated before answering, " Okay."

Gotvmz's LATEST RENIED sky car came without intrusive commercias.
Whidtling "Cidito Lindo" with histongue pressed againgt his upper

teeth, the curly haired detective was piloting it over the hills

surrounding Chattanooga. Spotting his destination, he tapped out a

landing pattern.

The sky blue cruiser dropped gracefully down through the sunny
afternoon, settling to agentle landing in awoodland clearing. At the
far dde of the glade stood a parked two-story mobile home. 1t was
painted in camouflage colors.

When Gomez tried to disembark, he discovered his doors wouldn't open.
"Hey, quepaxa?'

The dash voxbox spoke. "Who thefrak areyou?' "Thisismy own renta
asking methat?' "C'mon, cmon, dim bulb answer up.”

"I'm Sid Gomez of the Cosmos Detective Agency. IsthisArlo Harmon?"
"Would Arlo Harmon go around with avoice like an auminum cockatoo?
Stop gabbing and answer the questions, huh? What's your business
here?'

"| arranged a meeting with Harmon. | want to hire Cyber-wacky
Services, Ltd."

"What was the agreed on fee?”'

"Two thousand dollars, which isahell of a&-"

"No, nope. You got that wrong, fella"

"I never get afeewrong. | agreed to pay Cyberwacky the sum of--"

"It's 2,500 dollarsin front,” said the voxbox. "Otherwise; junior,



you can fly your woebegone butt right on out of this sylvan setting.”

Gomez |leaned back in his seet, poking histongueinto his cheek.
Narrowing his eyes, helooked out at the trees surrounding him. Mogt
of them were redl, mixed with only afew holoprojections. Finaly he
said, "Two thousand five hundred dollarsit is. Provided Cyberwacky
can do exactly what | haveinmind."

"Cyberwacky Services, Ltd." can do any darn thing you can think of,
dimwit. C'monin, kiddo. And wipe your feet on the doormat.” The car
let him get out.

DR. VINCENr CmN said, "I suppose | do owe you asmal favor, Jake."

His private office waslarge, with awide window giving aview of a
bright, secure section of the Miami Enclave. There was no desk and
Jake wasin an armchair facing the psychiatrist'sarmchair. "I need a
farly large one, ince”

"When we were both copsin SoCd, you did... Excuse me asecond.” He
picked up the lap phone from the floor besde him. "Yes? Dr. Chen
here"

The phone had an ear bug so Jake didn't hear the other side of the
conversation. Heturned to watch arow of shimmering palm trees out on
the street.

"Hisbrain implant monitor ought to be functioning perfectly by now,
Mrs. Henzler .... Suicidal? No, that's not acommon side effect ....
Yes, of course. Tak to Nurse Gallardo about getting himin to seeme
early next week .... | understand, yes, but we don't have athing

earlier ... Fine, goodbye." He dropped the phoneto thefloor. "Now,
Jake, explainthisto me.”

"| haveto get in and out of the Bergstrom Clinic,” he said.
"Safdy.". "Very exclusve place, dl kinds of tough security.” Chen
rubbed his pam down acrosshisface. "They runa.. Excusemea
second. Hello?Dr. Chen here ... Moodjax should be helping you
dready, ar .... Suicida? Well, maybe | better switch you to

Camtex No, | don't think you need an implanted monitor just yet I'll
contact your drugbot. Better talk to Nurse Gallardo about coming in
for avigt early next month. Right, bye" Hefrowned acrossat Jake.
"Isthisacrimina caseyoureworkingon?' "Inaway, yeah," he
answered. "l aso have to spring apatient out of there" "Jesus,
Jake--that's mighty near impossible” "But not completely so, Vince."
"Give me some details, will you?' "Sure" said Jake. "The President
of the United Statesis being held there againgt hiswill whilean
android dupe of himisrunning the country.”

Chen picked up the phone once more. "Nurse Gallardo," he requested,



"hold all my calls”

ARLO HMIMON WAS short, had crinkly brown hair and wasforty-one. The
parlor of his mobile home was amaze of gadgets, large and small,

winking, blinking and humming. Onewall wasjammed with twenty-three

gmall tdevison screens, each tuned to adifferent channd.

Standing wide-legged, hands behind his back, the proprietor of
Cyberwacky Services, Ltd." was scanning the screens. Y ou camewhile
three of my favorite sogpsareairing,” he mentioned in his deep,

chesty voice. "Marriage on the Moon, Microsurgery Center and Love
Among the Robots. You follow any of ‘'emT

"Not lately,” admitted Gomez, who was leaning againgt the detached
torso of aslvery robot. "Before | hand over this outrageous amount
of dough, suppose--"

"I'm not in the mood for flgpdoodlie, Gomez," said Harmon, perching on
the edge of adictadesk "Twenty-five hundred smackersisamere spit
in the deep blue seato atop seed private eye outfit like yours. I'm
fully aware of what a Cosmos expense account reads like, so--"

"Can you tear yourself away from this romantic gunk long enough to"

"A guy who, according the the persondlity review | ran on you, watches
ar hockey gameswhen he's-"

" Suppose we concentrate, the both of us, on the job at hand?!

Harmon pointed at thewall of screens. "There's your boy--third row,
second screen from the left.”

President Brookmeyer, or rather the Brookmeyer smulacrum, was up there
grinning broadly. Hewas Sitting, legs dangling, on therail around
theimitation train car hewastraveingin.

Harmon pointed to another wall and alarge vidscreen materidized. It
provided ablowup of the presidential talk.

"... felow Americans, | just want to tell you how happy and ddlighted
| anto get closeto you dl likethis. You folksarethe...”

"And smilar guff, etcetera, etcetera” Harmon killed the sound. "He
isthe oneyou'reinterested in, isn't he? This second-rate
android?'

Frowning, Gomez inquired, "How'd you find out he was afake?"
When Harmon shook hishead, his hair made faint crackling noises.

"Y ou're chinning with the CEO of Cyberwacky Services, Ltd." fela" he
reminded. "l can't spot an andy at twenty paces? | can't find out



what you and Cardigan have been up to in that shaky bananarepublic?
I'm not six jumps and a couple of hops ahead of what you're
contemplating in that coco of yours?" "Do you know why | dropped in on
you?"

"Thereyou've got me, Gomez," admitted the electronicswizard. "I can
make some nifty guesses, though. But tell me how we can serveyou.”

"The folks who touted you to me, Harmon, tell me that one of your
specidtiesis remote control, telemetry and related areas.”

"That's one of amultitude of our specidties, sure” Heglanced at
all three of his soap operasfor amoment. "Burn! I'vegot it, right
on thenoggin. Y ou want meto take over that pitiful d--"

"Canyoudoit?'
"For 3,500 dollars."

"Wow, theinflation ratein these partsis something awful.” "Were
talking avery tricky task here, dimwit." "A thousand bucks more

tricky?"
"That's athousand skinsin front," corrected Harmon. "Plus, maybe you

ought to jot these figures down so they don't dip out of your sconce,
plus another two thousand bucks when it's over.”

Gomez moved closer to the screens. He watched the imitation president
gpeaking to asmall crowd in Atlanta. "Okay. The Cracker Barrel
Expresswill hit Chattanooga tonight at around sundown. Let me explain
what, exactly, you're going to do for me."

"I've got apretty fair ideadready,” said Harmon.

A meta hand caught hiswrist. "Your nerves are redly shot, Nate,"
said the silver plated robot.

"Why areyou in my room? The dedl isyou don't--"

"I'm your partner,” Sunny reminded the OCO agent. "Thisisan

"Whét's an emergency?'
"Frank Dockert has arush assgnment for us."

Pushing the looming robot aside, Anger tumbled free of the bed. "How
do you know what Dockert wants?'

"How ese? We just talked on the phone.”



"He's supposed to deal with me. That'sthe procedure we--""Y ou should
appreciate thefact that | just saved your butt, Nate," the big robot

told him. "Rather than inform Frank that you werein herein the

middle of the day deeping off ahangover, | said you'd stepped out

to--"

"I wasworking lagt night until six AM. That'sthe only reason--"
"Y ou've got very spindly legsfor achubby man.”

"I'minnoway chubby." Locating histrousers, Anger put them On. "Now
what'sthis urgent damned assignment?*

"Soundsto melike alast chance sort of thing." Sunny settled into an
armchair. "If you botch this one you'll be behind adesk in the bowes
of DC from henceon.”

Anger sopped in the doorway to the bathroom. "If I'm through, so are
you."

"No, I'll smply team up with abetter agent,” said the robot.

"Anyway, Nate, Dockert isn't happy with the way you screwed up the
aurveillance of Jake Cardigan while he wasin Manhattan. Should you
futz thisnew--"

"Tdl mewhat the new assgnment is, damnit.”

"Jake Cardigan has been sighted in the Miami Enclave.” Anger said,
"Then he must know about Brookmeyer." "That's exactly what Dockert
concludes,” said Sunny. "Cardigan isto be discouraged from poking
further into thisbusiness.”

"How far can we go?'

The robot put hismetal hands behind his head, eyed the celling and
chuckled. "Far aswe want to, Nate."

KARL™ MAXFIELD CAME into the bedroom of her suite at the Atlanta Skytel
and found Gomez, legs crossed, sitting on her unmade bed. She stopped

just over the threshold, caught her breath and then squinted at him. "A

very believable projection,” she remarked. "How're you doing this?'

"It'smerdy--"

"Another innovation from Cyberwacky Services, Ltd.," put in adeep
voice from an unseen source.

"Begone, Arlo," suggested Gomez. "Buenastar desKarla How are you

faing?'

"I'm fine and dandy. Where are you at the moment, Gomez?"



"Chattanooga, cara.”
"WEell betherethisevening. Want to meet for dinner?

"Aninteresting and intriguing suggestion,” said the holographic
projection of the detective. "This, however, ismorethan just a
socid cal. | wanted to make certain you'll be attending the Cracker
Barrel speech here tonight.”

Crossing the room, the young woman sat on the bed afew feet from his
image. "Frankly, | was planning to skip it and just hit the press

party afterward. 1t'sthe same darn speech he--" "Y ou don't want to
missthisone," headvised. "Oh, redly?"

"When last we met, you mentioned ascandad involving the president that
you were going to look into. Have you come up with anything,
chiquita?"

"So far I've got somebody on Brookmeyer's staff just about persuaded to
talk--and provide some pics--about the president’s Tek habit,” she
answered. "l should be able to break that story in my... But, wait

now." Sheleaned closer to the projected detective. ™Y ou've got
something bigger than that, haven't you?"'

"Congiderably bigger, .

"Isthisexclusveto me? You haven't passed it on to that emaciated
Newz reporter you hang out with?!

"Thisadvancewarning isexclusve," hetold her. "After tonight,
however, every reporter who'sin attendance will haveit. | wanted to
make sureyou didnt missthis, Karla"

"Okay, dlright, I'll settlefor that, | guess" she said, frowning.
"Now what exactly have you got, anigo?'

Gomez filled her in on what he had and what he was planning for tonight
in Chattanooga. "That'swhy | think you ought to dropin,” he
concluded.

"Oh, | shdl." Karlasmiled, hugging hersdf. "And I'll make certain
my father's vidpeople attend, too."

"Bueno,” said Gomez. "I want this story to spread rapidly around the
globe™

"Oh, you can depend on that," she said. "And how about dinner
afterward?"

"If I'm il extant, it'sadate.



Karlakissed the cheek of hisimagejust asit started to fade away.

PART OF MIAMI Slumwas ablaze. Huge clouds of smoke, sooty black and
chalky white, were swirling up into the afternoon sky. Firevanswere
hooting asthey raced there.

Jake blanked the windows of their Miami Enclave hotd suite.
"Didracting,” he sad.

"Other people'stragediesusualy are," said Bev.

Up on thevidwall of thelargeliving room was a projected floor
plan.

Jake returned to his chair, sitting onthearm. "Okay, thisisLeve 1

of the Bergstrom Clinic, based on data from Vince Chen and asdlect
group of knowledgeable informants,” he said. "There doesn't seemto be
anyplace on that floor where President Brookmeyer can be stored.”

Crossing to thewall, Bev tapped a portion of the detailed diagram.
"Here's the Monitoring Room and the Security System Center, which look
to be directly behind Dr. Bergstrom's persond office.”

"Y ep, S0 once we get into his hideaway, we can defuse the alarm setup,”
said Jake. "Let'slook at Level 2."

The suite computer complied, shifting diagrams.

"Two possibilitieshere," suggested Bev. "Nobody seemsto know what's
in thisbig room right off the ramp entrance. And thetenant of this
complex of rooms at the rear isn't known."

"They must have Brookmeyer monitored, so we may be able to find out
once we get alook at the monitoring screens. Otherwise, well haveto
check both those possible locations.”

Stretching up' out of her chair, she said, "I'd better changeinto a
more serious outfit, Snce I'm going to be your persond
psychiatrig."

"I can probably passfor aTek addict dressed just as| am,” said
Jake.

Saying nothing, Bev went into her bedroom.

Jake studied the plans of the two-gtory clinic again. Hewas ill
doing that when the door of the living room rattled, shimmered and then

began to fall away to gritty grey dust.

TIE Ct,.nCr, Ee. BnmE. Express, conasting of fivelargeland vans
that had been modified to look like oldfashioned railroad passenger



cars, wasrolling a ong the highway toward Chattanooga. Inthe
presidentia car, which was midway in the procession of vans, Vice
President McCracklin was tapping on the door of President Brookmeyer's
private compartment.

The door was opened by a Secret Service agent, alarge woman holding a
lazpigtol in her left hand. "Yes, Mr. Vice President?' "I haveto
talk to President and Mrs. Brookmeyer." "I'll seeif---"

"Send Mac right onin, Mildred,” ordered the president. "Y ou wait out
in the corridor for agpell, okay?'

"Veaywdl, ar."

Trina Brookmeyer was athin, blonde woman of fifty. Shewasstting
facing the Brookmeyer smulacrum. When the door shut, she asked, "Now
what, schmuck?"

"Honey," suggested the android, "you ought not to address Mac that way,
eveninprivate. Afterdl, hesthe--"

"Isthere any way to shut him off enroute?’ she asked McCracklin.
"It'sdifficult to believe, but | redly believe he's an even bigger
bore than Warren himslf."

"Dear, that's no way to---"

"Just gt there" ordered McCracklin, "and shut the hell up." The
android frowned and squared his shoulders. "I should think, Mac, that
the dignity of my office would prevent you from--"

"Hushup,” the First Lady told him.
"Very wdl. | bow to the mgority opinion." The Brookmeyer dupe
folded hisarms and gazed out the one-way window. "Wonderful

countryside this, makes you proud to be an American.”

Trina patted the seet beside her. "Sit down and tell me what's
bothering you," sheinvited. ™Y ou look worried."

Joining her, McCracklin said, "1 don't think it's anything serious,
Trina"

"Y ou wouldn't look so green around the gillsif it weren't damned
serious. So what'swrong?”'

"Y ou dready know about the mess down in Nicaragua.

"I thought everyone who could talk was dead. Thanksto an act of god
and some help from the Office of Clandestine Operations.”



"That's more or lesstrue, except were still not certain about Dr.
|zabel Morgana. Her body hasn't been found yet."

"I'm sure she's buried under aton or so of adobe bricks."

"And Jeke Cardigan isin the Miami Enclave, dong with Bev
Kendricks"

"Two aging ex cops She gave him alook that conveyed disappointment
with him. "I suppose you're dso still worried about that greaser.
Chavez, isit?"

"Gomez," corrected thevice presdent. "Siad Gomez. Thefact of the
matter is, he's dropped from sight and we have no ideawhere he's

gottento.”
"Hopefully hefdl into adeep holein Managua.”

"No, he'sin the United States somewhere, but he's managed to dodge dl
our talls™"

" il fail to seewhy you worry about such an--"

"Those were cows," said Brookmeyer. "Not robot cows, but the real
thing. Y ou know, that'sthe sort of experience, the sort of Smple,
everyday sght, that makes atrip such asthis one so darned--"

"Bedill," the FirSt. Lady told theandroid. ™Y ou're much more
uneasy than need be Mac."

"Perhaps we ought to cancel the speech in Chattanoogatonight,” he
suggested. "Announce that he's sick or--"

"I'mfit asafiddle" sad the Brookmeyer amulacrum. "I never felt
better and | redlly believeit'sthiswonderful trip that's-"

"WEll certainly do tonight's speech,” said Trinafirmly. "Well do

all therest of the speeches on our schedule. Then well take him back
to DC and gtart running thingsin such away that--" "There's something
ese?' "Wha now, Mac?'

"Wadll, I've gotten word from some of the Joagquim Tek Cartel people,”
said thevice president. "They're, obvioudy, not too happy about the
way thingswent in Managua. More important, they think the president
ought to start planting the ideathat the pendtiesfor Tek deding and
chip manufacture are much too harsh. They'd like that to begin showing
up in hiswhistle-stop speeches and--"

"Tek isascourge,” said Brookmeyer. "It ismy opinion that--"

"Quiet down," suggested Trina. "Y ou tell those Joaguim bastards that



we are going to do thisgradualy. First some government reports
indicating the seriousness of the Tek danger has been overestimated and
soon. Then Warren will gart shifting his postion.”

"Joaquim paid for agoodly part of thiswhole--"

"They'll get back alot more than they invested, but they are going to
haveto be patient,” she said. "Now, get back to this Cardigan
problem. What's being done to take him out of play?'

"We've assigned Nathan Anger and his robot associate to work on this.
Hell--"

"Anger's an incompetent buffoon. Y our people aren't serioudy-"
"Let mefinish, Trina" He put ahand on her am. "Anger, quite
obvioudy, isn't aware of thisand neither is Sunny. Sunny'sthe
robot. Thethingis, the robot has been modified.”

"How?'

"Thisisan ideaveve borrowed tfrom the Tek people,” continued
McCracklin. "Sunny isnow very similar to one of their kamikaze
androids."

"When he gets near Cardigan, helll explode?”

Nodding and smiling, the vice president said, "That's it exactly.
Well get rid not only of Cardigan and that robot, but of

Anger and the Kendricks woman aswell."

Tm SILVERY ROBOT came dtriding into the living room of the suitefirst.
"Try something cute, Cardigan,” invited Sunny.

"Y ou should've knocked." Jake was standing next to astraight chair,
facing what had once been the door. "Lessmessy."

Nathan Anger sent dust scattering up as he followed in the wake of his
robot partner. "Sunny's eager sometimes.” He had hislazgun pointed
at Jake. "Cdl Bev Kendricksin here, will you?'

"Therésnoneed.” She entered from her bedroom, still wearing the
same clothes. "Y ou've violated awhole stewpot of our rights aready,
Nathan."

"It won't read that way in our report,” the OCO agent assured her.
"Armed resstance,”" amplified therobot. "It soundsfoolish, but you

two tried to shoot it out with us rather than answer afew routine
guestions. Sad and apity." He chuckled.



Bev ignored him and nodded at the agent. "In afew hours, Nathan, just
about al of the people you work for are going to be out of jobsand in
deeptrouble. Killing uswon't--"

"Thisisn't merdy duty,” said Sunny, moving astep nearer to

Jake. "Thereésagreat ded of personal satisfaction involved.” Jake
grinned. "Cal him off, Nate," headvised. "I'm sorry, Jake, but this
isorders," said Anger. "Ordersfrom who?'

"l supposeit won't hurt to tell you that Frank Dockert authorized
this"

"And Dockert gave the order to you directly?!

"Actudly, Cardigan, hetold me," said therobot. "I'm equally
important in this-"

"From what |'ve been hearing, Nate, thisgot of yoursisn't any too
reliable,” Jaketold the agent. "Any further screwups and it's off to
the junkyard for Sunny."

"That'sadamnliel" Therobot'svoicerose.

"Areyou even sure that Dockert gave any such order, Nate?

Sunny's goofy enough to make up the whole--"

"Shut up, Cardigan,” shouted the robot, taking another step toward him.
"Shut your damn mouth!”

Jake shook hishead, hisgrin widening. "Sunny, you're going to have
to learn not to interrupt when your betters are talking."

"Betterd" Making an angry, growling noise, the slvery robot came
charging at Jake.

Jake dropped to the floor, at the same time grabbing up the metal
char.

Hethrust the chair up asthe mechanica man dovefor him.

The legs of the chair hit the robot in the chest and, using the chair
asalever, Jake sent him sailing across the room.

Sunny hit awindow, hard. The glass cracked and he went flying clean
out of the room and into the smoky afternoon.

Anger started running toward the window.



But before he reached it, there was an enormous explosion from
outsde.

Sowing, Anger moved carefully to the jagged gap and stared down.
"Sweet Jesus" he said very quietly, "they had him loaded with
explosves”

"Turned him into akamikaze," said Jake, "to kill me."
"Yes but.." butif heéd goneoff inthisroom .... "The agent'sgun

hand fell to his side and he suddenly sucked in arasping bresth. "I'd
have been killed too."

Jake said, "That'sone hell of aretirement policy you guys have.”

GOMZ WAS N possession of very impressive and completely believable
credentias, which identified him as an ace reporter for CarNet News.

The guardbot at the press entrance to the Chattanooga Town Hall gave
him a cordiad bow as he returned the ID packet. "Glad to have you with
usthisevening, Mr. Slvera"

"I'm looking forward to ared trest.” Smiling, Gomez tucked the
spurious identification materidsingde hisjacket.

The meeting hall was meant to seat Six hundred people. Therewere over
ahundred mediareportersingde the place dready, overflowing the
press section.

KarlaMaxfield caught Gomez's eye and waved at him.

He returned the wave, pushing hisway through the growing crowd of
newspeople until he reached the row of seatswhere shewas. "Buenas
noches" hesad, hdtingintheade.

"Takeahikefor yoursdf," suggested Norm, her bodyguard, who was
jammed into the seat next to her.

"Norman, dear, scoot," ordered Karla. "l want Gomez next to me."
"A mistake"
"Bethat asit may--vacate."

Giving asnorting, head shaking sigh, the big black man rose. "Don't
try to paw thelady,” he warned the detective.

"Tel her not to paw me," responded Gomez. "I'm the onewho's
irresistible” He settled into the surrendered seat. ™Y ou passed the
word around that something was afoot, | notice,

"Without spilling too many details, | notified afew peoplethat this



would be an interesting evening.” She smiled, touching hishand. "Is
everything going as planned?’

"Arlo Harmon of Cyberwacky Services, Ltd." swearsthat dl isgoing
well." Shouldersdightly hunched, he glanced around the hall.

The sound of shuffling feet and quiet conversationswas driftingin
from the rear of the. hall asthe doors opened to admit the
audience.

"What do they pay you at Cosmos?"
"About haf what I'm truly worth."

"Well, actudly, | know. | had some people run acheck on--" "Remind
meto invite you to my next seminar on privacy.” "Hey, ligen, I'm
interested in you, Gomez," shetold him. "I admit that | thought you
were arepellent and arrogant toad when we first bumped into each
other, but that was smply because I'd dlowed dl the rotten reports

I'd heard about your activities color my judgment. Oncel started--"

"No need to apologize," hetold her, patting the hand that was resting
on hiselbow. "Few people can resist the full force of the Gomez
persondity once they're exposed to it at close range for more than a
few minutes.

She asked, leaning closer to him, ™Y ou won't come to work for me?"
"Y ou're fedling warmhearted toward me because | chanced to save your
liferecently and | gave you atip about tonight'sfedtivities,” he
explained to her. "After awhile, were | to become an employee of
Gossp Digest and other Maxfield enterprises, you'd soon redlize that
I'm gtill the iconoclastic heathen you've ways heard | was."

"Still, it would befun for--"

"Fun mayhap, but completdy out of the question.”

She leaned back in her seat, looking toward the empty stage.

"You're married, aren't you?"

"Surely your fact finders found thet fact."

"You're currently married. But then, you've been married severd times
and they never ssemtolast.” "I'm 4ill trying to get the hang of

it." "You're happily married thistime?' "l am, 9."

"But you never talk about your wife."

"All the more proof, bonita, that | am contentedly married,”



hesaid. "If | were--DiosMio." Hejumpedto hisfest.
"What'swrong?'

"Richard Bascom just camein. Heswith the other civiliansand isin
the act oF dropping into aseat acrossthe hall." "Y our boss's son?
What in the hell ishe doing here?' "Excuse mewhile | rush over and
find out." He started working hisway through the crowd in the

ade

armpits, Gomez lifted the smal whitehaired woman out of her seat and
depogited her intheaide. "I'll only require your seet for afew
moments, mamagrande,” he assured her as he assumed her place.
"Officid busness™

"Hey, you can't treet that old lady likethat." A largemaninthe
next row behind scowled at Gomez.

Ignoring him, the detective took hold of Richard Bascom by thearm.
"Now that I'm seated beside you, Ricardo, suppose you tell what in
blazesyoure up to. | thought your pop had people keeping an eye on
you."

"| ditched them, Gomez. And, asfar asyou're con(erned, | don't need
you ether."

"Y our padre gave you areport on what's behind al this, did he2."
"Yes, | know who was responsible for Eve's death.”
"I'd redly like my sest back, young man."

"Momentito, | swear," promised Gomez. "It's essentid that | talk to
thisfdlow."

"Theres nothing to talk about. Leave meaone.”

"Ligentome." Hisgrip tightened. "I figure you're herelooking to
revenge yoursalf on McCracklin and--"

"You guyslet dl peoplerespongblein Centrd Americaget away. |
don't intend--"

"Ay, Dios. The earth opened and swallowed them. That's not exactly
negligence on our part.”

"McCracklin'll be on the stage any minute now."

"What're you going to do? Y ou couldn't have sneaked a gun by the guard
bots on the doors."



"l just have to get my hands on the bastard. | can--"

Gomez said, "Y ou haveto attend to what I'm saying, Richard. Weve got
something in theworksthat'll take care of him, take care of dl of

them.”

"] don't want him taken care of, Gomez. | want to see him dead.”

"Y ou're not going to try anything." Glancing a theimpatient womanin
the aide, Gomez punched Richard in theribs.

As he doubled over in pain, Gomez dedlt aquick, sharp sde-hand blow
to hisneck.

Moaning, sghing out abresth, Richard dumped back in his seat and
passed out.

Gomez hopped up. "Gracious, this poor man's had some sort of
szure”

"Y ou dugged the poor boy," accused the whitehaired woman. "1 saw you
doit."

"Me? No, | happen to be this unfortunate lad's persond therapist.
I've been trying to persuade him to come back with meto the rest
home."

The big man in the next row said, "1 saw you smack the poor sod.”

"Lend meahand," Gomez requested of him. "Well haveto carry him
into the foyer for--"

"Ladies and gentlemen,”" announced the overhead speakers, "the President
of the United States."

THE PRESIDENT OF the United States got up off hiscot, legsalittle
shaky.

A pand inthe grey wall had come whispering open.

"Wdl, findly," said Brookmeyer. "Somebody to get me out of this
damned hole”

Nathan Anger took afew tentative stepsinto the smal grey room. "
guessyou could look &t it in that way, Sr."

"What do you mean? | assumethisisan OCO operation to rescue--"

"Not exactly," said Jake, entering behind Anger.



"Who'sthis man, Agent Anger?'

"Jake Cardigan,” said lake. "If you'll come dong with--" "Cardigan?'
The black president'sfrown deepened. "I've heard something about you,
haven't I?' He rubbed at hisforehead. "Isn't this man's name on one

of your Office of Clandestine Operations shit listss Agent Anger? I'm
amogt certain he--"

"I'm not exactly with the OCO, gr," said Anger, backing against the
grey wall. "I've more or lessresigned, but | pretended to be an agent
gill so that Cardigan and | could get in here safdly.”

"My origind plan for accessng you didn't seem likeit wasgoing to
work any longer,” explained Jake. "Not after the OCO tried to
nate me and Bev Kendricks and screwed it up in a pretty
flamboyant way."

"They tried to kill me, too," added Anger. "They destroyed my
partner.”

"I'm not following this™ said the presdent. "Y ou're implying that
the OCO is behind my being here and not--"

"How the hdll do you think McCracklin's been ableto pull dl this off,
sr? Of course, the top peoplein the OCO are in cahoots with him.”

President Brookmeyer lowered himsdlf to the cot and sat. "Thisiseven
more seriousthan | thought," hesaid. "You've got to get meto DC at
once."

Jake grinned at him. "Y ou're going to haveto wait awhile." "1 don't
intend to wait, Cardigan." The president stood up again. "Our country
isin profound trouble. There's been an attempt at what amountsto a
coup. If America, if thisnation, isto survive, | must return to the

helm as soon aspossible.”

Anger coughed into hishand. "Themedia" he said quietly.

"WEell control them, theré's no need for the more unsettling details of
all thisever to reach the public or--"

"Any time now," mentioned Jake, "the mediawill be descending on this
dinic."

Brookmeyer nodded, unhappy, at Anger. "Did you dert them that | was
here?'

Jekesaid, "You did."

"How could | possibly have--"



"Actualy it'syour android dupe,” he said. "He ought to be doing that
just about now down in Chattanooga.”

UP oq 'rim stage the President Brookmeyer android stood surveying the
audience. "Falks, I'm not going to deliver my regular speech this
evening,” hebegan. "What | haveto tedl you isn't pleasant, but |
believeit'simportant that the American people know thetruth.”

Gomez wasintheade, leaning againgt thewal. The white-haired
woman had regained her seat and Richard was still dumped unconscious
inhis. A satisfied smile showed on the detective'sface.

"L et me begin by saying, my felow Americans, that | am not Warren
Brookmeyer."

Murmuring got going in the audience.

"No, | an acleverly constructed android s mulacrum,” continued the
android, "congtructed so that the administration could pull afast one
onyou." As he spoke, the Brookmeyer dupe shrugged free of his coat.
"Just S0 they won't try to cover up by claiming I'm smply suffering
from delusons, I'll prove to you right now that I'm nothing more than
ahighly sophigticated mechanism.” He got oUt of hisshirt and

snge.

Mogt of the spectators were standing, staring a the stage. Theleve
of murmuring and mumbling had risen.

"There, you can see my inner workings now.” The android had opened a
pand in his chest to reved circuitry, beads of light and intricate

twists of multicolored wiring. "Why, you well may ask, have | been
traveling this great land of oursimpersonating the chief executive?

The answer, my friends, issmple---or & least it started out Smple.

Your red president, aman you all trusted, isahopeless Tek addict

and at thismoment isa patient at the noted Bergstrom Clinicin the

Miami Endave”

Many of the reporters had |eft their seats to surge closer to the
dage.

The Brookmeyer android continued, "I was, | ruefully admit,

part of this shameful scheme. They wanted to lull you, the American
public, into thinking that al waswell while, in fact, your president
wastrying to cure hisdisgraceful addiction to Tek. Y ou were meant to
believethat | was the president and to suspect nothing.”

"Bueno,” said Gomez, armsfolded and beaming. "Arlo Harmon of
Cyberwacky Services, Ltd." isdoing an esplgndido job of controlling
thisexpensve andy from efar.”



"My friends, you haven't heard the worst of it," said the bare chested
android. "No, because even your once respected president wasn't aware
of thetrue plot that was afoot. His once trustworthy vice president,
James S. McCracklin, had conspired with--"

"That'senough!” McCracklin, alazgun in hishand, came running out
onto the stage. "Shut up, damn you!"

"Thisman," said the android, pointing an accusing finger,

"this man, ladies and gentlemen, conspired with seemingly respectable
members of government intelligence agenciesand,

worse, with vicious Teklords to--"
McCracklin fired at him.

The pulsing beam of the lazgun dug acrossthe android'sleft Sde,
cutting ajagged gap.

The Brookmeyer smulacrum staggered, swayed, brought ahand up to the
smoking holein hissde. "My fdlow Americans...” Hetoppledto his
knees, fdl forward, his head smacking the planking. He stretched out,
twitching violently, went rolling off the tageto fal at the feet of

the shouting reporters.

Rushing to the stage edge, McCracklin amed hislazgun to fire again.

But before he could do that a Secret Service agent inthefar aide,
looking somewhat confused, decided to use his stun gun on the vice
president.

McCracklin straightened up, arms swinging, feet dancing afew wobbly
steps backward. He bumped into two more Secret Service agents who were
rushing onto the stage and collgpsed againgt them.

Nodding, Gomez reached across the whitehaired woman, giving her an
gpologetic smile. He tapped Richard, who was just coming to, on the
shoulder. "Y ou're going to haveto settlefor this," hetold him.

"And, asrevenge goes, it ain't that bad."

BASCOM WAS SUBDUED, but somewhat less rumpled than usua. "Asl
anticipated,” he wastelling Gomez and Jake as he prowled histower

office, "certain parties have passed along some cum shaw We picked up a
few bonuses from folks who are pleased with the results of this
invegtigation.”

"Thiswould be folkswho are ddighted to see McCracklin facing along
gtay inthe Freezer?' inquired Gomez, who was douched in an armchair.
"Pusthose who arejolly about the possible impeachment of the redl
President Brookmeyer?"



"That sort of folks, exactly, yes," answered the head of the detective
agency.

Jake was standing near awindow, his back to the fading day outside.
"We're sharing in thisjackpot?

"Of course, obvioudy. Youll find your Bam accounts have swollen
handsomely.”

"Y our ideas of handsome, jefe, have often matched my notions of
downright ugly in the past.”

"Gomez, | have mellowed,” he assured him. "Never againwill | be
congdered askinflint by my employees.”

"I notice your suit isnt wrinkled," mentioned Gomez. "Y et another
turn for the better." Jake asked, "What about your son?"'

Returning dowly to his desk, Bascom sat down. "He'sdoing, | hear,
pretty wel."

"Back in Manhattan?'

"That'swhat | hear."

"Aren't you talking directly to Richard?'

"Wdl, he ssemstofed | didn't handle the investigation into Eve's
murder properly,” Bascom admitted. "For now | haveto settle for
having some New Y ork ops keep an eye on him for me."

"I don't think hell make any moretriesto get revenge,” said Gomez.
"No, that's passed, but he's ftill angry and unhappy.” "Takesalong
time," said Jake, "to get over adeath likethat." "1 know, but | was
hoping he'd redizethat 1... Well, | suppose we're not any further
gpart than we were when the whole mess started.”  Sighing, he stood up.
"Gents, | must ask you to depart now."

"Y ou're not planning to work lateinto the night?" asked Jake. "
happen to have adinner engagement.”

Gomez bounced to hisfeet. "With aseorita, | bet. That accounts for
thesuit."

"Matter of fact, it'swith Kay Norwood," said Bascom. "She'san
interesting woman."

"Sheld haveto be" Gomez headed for the doorway. "Vamanos, Jake."



Jake nodded at the chief, grinning, and followed his partner out of the
office.

JAKE's s0s POI rED histhumb at thevidwall. ™Y ou and Gomez redly
garted thingsrolling," he said. " Seven resignations at the OCO today
so far, five separate investigationsin DC, three suicides. It's

gredt.”

"And, for those of uswho thought that democracy till worked, alittle
unsettling.”" Jaketook off hisjacket and tossed it on achair in

their living room.

"I guess o, but il it isfunto watch thingsfal apart,” sad Dan

, 9miling at hisfather. "While you were over at Cosmas, Alicia Bower
cdled acoupletimes. Threeactudly."

"Okay." Hewaked toward the deck, watching the night ocean.
"Areyou, you know, involved with her?'

"No more than | was before

"Shetold meyou saved her lifeagain.”

Still looking out at the dark Pecific, Jake said, '."| did that,

yeah. But that doesn't mean we're engaged.”

"You dill havent filled mein completely,” his son reminded him, "on
al that happened on this case.”

The vidphone sounded.
Moving over toit, Jake answered. Then sad, "Evening, All cia”

"I'm home, back in Greeter LA," the auburnhaired young woman told him.
"Sinceyou are, too, | want to suggest that we get together.”

"Good suggestion, but not tonight.”

"I've been watching Newz most of the afternoon,” she said.
"Thewhole country's going flooey. It'swonderful.”

"That'swhat my son was saying.”

Aliciahestated. "Y ou don't seem as eated as you ought to be."
"Therésusudly aletdown after acaseisfinished.”

"| thought maybe--Wdll, there's something | better tell you,"



shesad. "Don't get angry or anything. If I'd known what was going
to happen to me, | would've spared myself thetrouble.”

"Y ou're going to confess that those two goons who pretended to jump you
the other night on the beach were indeed hired by you," Jeke said. "I
knew that aready."

"Youdid?'
"Wasn't too difficult to figure out, or to check on,” he said.

"Remember what | told you at thetime, Alicia, you don't need any
excuseto contact me."

"Yes, | understand that now,” shesaid. "I dtill get alittle goofy at
times. That's not why you're avoiding me?"

"We'refriends, that's permanent,” he assured her. "I likeyou and
well continue to see each other. Tonight, though, | am on the brink
of turningin."
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"Allright, okay." She gavehimashy amile. "Goodnight, Jeke."

As Jake moved away from the phone, his son said, " Sounds like you
redly aren't tangled up with her." "Impressive piece of deduction.”
The vidphone buzzed again.

Thistimeit was Bev Kendricks. "Sorry, but 'm going to be at least a
haf hour late, Jake," the blonde detective said.

"Any trouble?"

"No, not at al. What's happening isthat I'm trying to handle the new
busnessthat's sarting to comein,” shesaid. "It turns out that the
notoriety | got from working with you on the Brook-meyer messis
helping my agency alot." "Only one of the many benefits" he said.
"I'll meet you at the restaurant, Bev."

Ashisfather left the phone, Dan said, "Y ou didn't exactly give

AliciaBower agraight story, did you?' "Not exactly, no:" "In fact,
you lied."

"| till do that on occasion.” Jake put ahand on his son's shoulder.
"It turns out that sometimes the truth can cause dl sorts of
trouble”



