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* * *

A picture agppeared on the fifteen centimeter televison screen in the middle of the instrument panel. An
unmanned patrol vehicle had picked up a scene that looked bad and the central computer had brought it
to the attention of the dispatcher. A mob seemed to be gathering around Three Thousand One
Strawberry Row. About fifty people were standing around in little groups in the adjacent yards. Inthe
yard of the houseitsdlf, in front of the main entrance, aboy was sitting on top of asmall elephant. Two
dragons were gitting on their haunches with their wings raised and agorillaand two watchtigers were
pacing on the grass.

A car did onto the left Side of the screen and flew up to the house. It stopped next to afourth floor
window and afemale voice screamed through aloudspesker. "Get out of that house, Andrew Bruder.
Get out of that house right now. Who do you think you are?

Round faces|ooked up through the twilight. A childish voice ydled a the woman through a
loudspesker inside the house. "' Get outta our yard, Mrs. Bruder. Back off or well let our hostages Sit
here until you're gone. We aren't kidding. Thisisno game.”

The boy mounted on the elephant cupped his hands over his mouth and told the woman to go have a
heart attack. A tiger raised its head and snarled. The e ephant trumpeted. The gorillahopped around on
al foursand best its chest.

"I had the computer cal everybody in atwenty-houseradius,” the dispatcher said. "Thereportsare
coming in now. Ten to twelve children have taken the Rice family hostage. They seem to beled by the
Ricegsnineyear old son, Tim. Their main weapons seem to be their pets, but they may have other
weaponsingde the house. They want acommittee of three parentsto enter the house and negotiate with
them, but they won't say what they want.”

* *

The police car leveled off two hundred meters above the regular traffic lanes and sped east with its
sren screaming. Insde the cockpit, Charley Edelman’sleft hand tightened around the neck of an
imaginary cello. He glanced at Helen Fracarro; she shook her head and shrugged. The joyride was over.
One moment you were riding around in the evening talking about children's books with awoman whose
soft, romantic face would have made a Spanish cavalier howl with frugtration-- and the next moment you
were listening to aquiet voice tell you the State of New Jersey needed your services once again, and
please get ready to earn your fabulous two hundred thousand a year salary the way you had agreed to
eanit.

"What'll they do if nobody negotiates with them?' Edelman asked the dispatcher.

"They haven't said yet."

Fracarro pressed a button on the instrument panel and flashed the central computer. "Thisis Team Six.
Transmit dl available data on people with the last name Rice who live at Three Thousand One
Strawberry Row, Harriman Township.”

A screen lit up on the right-hand side of the instrument panel. Documents sped across Edelman'svision
at sixteen hundred words per minute. The housing development in which the Rice family lived cameinto



sght. Edelman asked the computer for a plan of the house and arecommendation on which psycho gases
should be used if they went inside. Both answers came back as they passed over the east end of the
development and made their turn. The computer'sfirst choice, psycho gas G-11-1, would cover aroom
in one hundred and twenty seconds and would make the children submissive and suggestible. The supply
in the standard police car gaskit was the bare minimum required, however, and they couldn't mix it with
other gases. The second choice, gas G-11-8, would cover aroom in one hundred and forty seconds and
would make the children ddlirioudy happy-- adangeroudy unpredictable state-- but they had twice as
much asthey needed.

Fracarro turned off the siren. They dropped to the west-bound lane and passed over the house
conceded in the traffic. Below them thousands of white plastic towers gleamed in the evening sun. Ten
thousand lower-income families lived in acrowded grid two kilometers square. Every family had alot
twenty meters square surrounded by a high plastic wall and in the southeast corner of every lot there was
asguare, five-story house exactly like every other housein the development.

"How do the people in the neighborhood sound?' Edelman asked.

"They're getting restless. Severa people may be planning to break into the house in spite of the
hostages and give the kids agood bruising. The computer just talked to awoman who's pleading with us
not to let her husband go in.”

"Can you give me a prediction on how long we've got before they get violent?'

The dispatcher paused. "Y ou've got twenty-five minutes,”" she said after aminute. "It lookslike it may
be area explosonwhen it comes. | just had the computer replay some of the calls. Those people sound
like they're programmed for murder.”

Edeman'sleft hand closed around the imaginary cello again. He had been amusician for twelve years
before he had become a cop and at times like thisfifty thousand ayear and aback seat in athird-rate
orchestralooked better than two hundred thousand ayear and a socialy important job that was
supposed to make the best possible use of his1Q and al the sterling virtues the psychologist claimed they
had found reveded in his psych tests. The genetic engineers had turned lizards into dragons, but they
hadn't turned Charley Edelman into St. George.

He had done undercover work in alower-income housing development for one of his sociology
courses and he had avivid picture of the conflicts that sometimes destroyed lower-income family life. Ina
family like David Rice's, every member of the family would be waging an unending war for abigger dice
of Daddy's eighteen-eighty ayear. Therewas no end to al the lovely, desirable, tormenting things
modern technology had created.

Medica treatmentsthat could add ahundred yearsto David Rice'slife span and give him abiological
age of twenty-five until he died; surgica-chemicd treatments that could make his daughter as beautiful as
any woman who had ever lived; continuous life-long psychotherapy; home computers, expensive pets,
educationa toys guaranteed to raise a child's 1Q twenty points; custom-made |learning programs that
could teach Mom and Dad how to have complete sexua satisfaction, or their mae offspring how to be
the best kid in the neighborhood at any sport or competitive skill you could name... Every house below
his car was an arena and the people who fought the dirtiest were the children. He was|ooking down on
hundreds of parents who would be glad to take out their anger on any child who gave them agood
excuse. He might be yellower than the psychologists said he was, but if the wrong parent got his hands on
akid, somebody might get killed and they might lose the hostages, too.

"I guesswe'd better goin,” he said. "We can aways pull back if it looks like somebody's about to get
hurt."

Fracarro nodded. " Shall we try the clown-and-witch act?"

Edelman asked the computer for an estimate on how the children would react to psychodramaFive B
and he and Fracarro rattled off astring of numbers-- their individual numerica estimates of the emotiona
stresses on the children. The computer averaged their estimates and made some cal cul ations based on
the information it had about the children inside the house and a graph appeared on the right-hand screen.
The clown-and-witch act would probably put the children off guard, but it might not have any significant
effect on their behavior.



Edelman shrugged. "WEll giveit atry anyway. Can you send us a hospitd, Dispatcher?

"1tl be therein twelve minutes.”

"What about the animals?' Fracarro asked. "What have they got in the house?"

"Two gorillas and awatchtiger are unaccounted for."

They checked their sde-arms and put on their gas masks. Edelman hel ped Fracarro squirminto her
combat coverall and hooked her pack onto her back and she returned the favor. Tough plastic covered
them from head to foot and they had bulletproof padding around their torsos and their heads. A gorilla
could still bresk their bonesif it got agrip on them, and abullet in aleg, or an arm, could cripple them
and set them up for something worse, but they were protected from some of the more obviousinjuries
Tim Ricemight try to inflict on them.

The crowd shouted at them as they descended on the house. They stopped beside the balcony outside
the fifth-floor window and the two dragons raised their heads and hissed. The e ephant's master shook
hisfist. A girl pushed her head out the front door and stuck out her tongue.

"Back off, Coppy," the loudspeaker screamed. "Best it. Weve got three hostages and were armed.
Don't push us. We aren't playing.”

Edelman stepped onto the balcony. The car dropped away from him and he looked around wildly. He
took aspecia attachment out of his pack and squinted as he held his pistal in front of hisface and
screwed the attachment on the muzzle. Hejammed a heavy four-centimeter ball into the attachment and
winced as hefired it a the tough, burglarproof plastic. The plastic cracked and he stuffed another ball
into the attachment and fired again.

"Can't you hear us?' the loudspeaker blared. "We aren't kidding. Y ou won't leave here dive.”

Thethird bal dipped out of Edeman's fingers. He stamped hisfoot peevishly and bent over and
picked it up. In the yard on hisleft awoman ran up to the fence and climbed on achair. "He's gonna
hurt my son! Sop him!"

The people standing in the yard with the woman moved toward the fence. The watchtiger snarled at
her and two men pulled her off the chair. Five men and women drew together and started talking.

On the ba cony below Edelman, Fracarro's first ball dammed into the window in front of her. Edelman
held hisgun in front of him at arm'slength and winced as he fired again. Flaw lines appeared dl over the
window and he tapped it with the muzzle of his gun and broke open a hole big enough to walk through.

He threw a gas bomb through the hole and stepped inside in acrouch. He waved his gun back and
forth in wide arcs and his eyes darted around the room as if he expected a hundred bad guysto leap at
him out of the migt.

A console crowded with screens and dias covered most of the wall in front of him. Most of the stuff
on the shelves hanging on thewall on hisleft looked like lab equipment. An éectron microscope was
gtting next to acolorfully boxed kit for altering genes with alaser beam; an automated air station was
recording the content of the local atmosphere; something was swimming inside alife-support tank...

He dipped into one of the five code languages he had been taught during hisfive years a the police
college. "I'min the boy'sroom," he said into hisintercom. "It'sfull of wonderful educationd toys."

"This onelooks like the daughter's room," Fracarro said. "1t looks like she put up afight. Do you see
any educationa degth rays?"

Edelman tiptoed up to the console and looked over the equipment. In the center of the room the gas
bomb was il hissng. A ventilator in the calling was humming a emergency speed, but the green mist
was getting thicker every second.

* *

The screen in the middle of the consolelit up. Tim Rice scowled up a him. "'I'm warning you for the
last time, Coppy. I'm watching every move you make. I've got eyesin every roomin thishouse. | can kill
you anytime | want to."

Edelman backed away from the console. He turned on the loudspeaker on his belt and straightened
up. His voice took on the wooden, pompous tones of atelevision superhero giving alecture on the evils



of badthink.

"We're not here to take your hostages, Tim. Don't jump to conclusions. We're here to protect you
from that mob out there. Our cal culations based on advanced mathematical behaviora psychology
indicate they may storm you in about twenty minutes. Where are you? We can't help you if we don't
know whereyou are.”

Tim tipped his head to one side and looked at him asif he had just been offered ten acres on Pluto.
"Who do you think you're fooling? | can handle that mob with haf the stuff 1've got dready. Why don't
you go back to headquarters and finish your card game?"

"Quit insulting our intelligence," agirl said over aloudspeaker on the console. "Kids aren't asdumb as
you think they are.”

"Weve been planning thisthing for months" Tim said. ™Y ou aren't gonnaspoail it with dumb trickslike
that. We've made up our minds-- were gonna have every single thing weve got aright to have.
Nobody's gonnastop us. If you're looking for somebody to protect, you'd better ook after those
overgrown clods outside.”

Fracarro sworein Itdian. "If you had any brains, you wouldn't have arted thisthing in thefirst place.
What are you trying to get-- room and board in jail for the rest of your life? What do you think thisis,
some kind of televison program where they go bang bang and the people get up and do the commercia
afterward? If we have to comein there and get you, you'll be lucky if they let you out before you're fifty."

Edelman winced. The girl on the loudspesker said something in Itdian just asflawless as Fracarro's
and Fracarro's voice rose to a scream. Tim threw back his head and laughed and Edelman backed out of
the room waving his gun. He sumbled over the sl as he went out the window and caught himsdlf with a
ydp.

Childish voiceslaughed. Theair car came up to meet him and he stamped his foot peevishly and
crawled through the open door.

Fracarro was waiting for him on the fourth floor balcony. She was waving her pistol at the shattered
window and screaming like amadwoman. "Y ou little mistakes! Get up here and do what you'retold.
Nobody talksto melikethat. When | get my handsonyou..."

"Getin," Eddman snarled. Y ou're ruining everything."

"Get out of here before | sic agorillaon you,” Tim Rice blared. "Go park some place with your
high-1Q friend."

Edeman pulled Fracarro into the car. Thetraditional ya-ya chorus boomed out of the loudspesker and
the children in the yard joined in. Fracarro struggled for amoment and then they backed away from the
house and looked at it asif they were wondering what to do next.

"I think they bought it," Fracarro said.

Edelman rubbed hisarms. He could till fedl her young body moving inside them. They had been
working together less then ten days but he had aready spent two sessionswith his psychotherapist
ventilating his fedings about her. He valued his rdationship with hiswife too much to risk wrecking it for
something that would be different and exciting but no better. There were times, however...

" movewe go in the fourth floor," he said. "WEell let the ventilator pull the gas out of the fifth. They
sound like we'd better leave them away out.”

Another chorus of noisesfrom the children and animals urged them back as they moved toward the
house. "I'm warning you for thelast time," Tim Rice blared. "I'm not playing games. Beat it."

Edelman legped onto the balcony with his gun drawn. His foot dragged across the top of the rampart
and he pitched forward onto his hands.

Fracarro's boots landed beside his head. She pulled him up with asnarl. "How did you ever get past
the examiners? If they'd told me | wasworking with aclod like you, I'd have handed in my resignation.”

"Leave medone," Eddman said. "Y ou're the one that made them angry.”

* * *

The ventilator had aready pulled half the gas out of Bestrice Rice's room. Fracarro pulled the pin on



another gas bomb and Edelman pulled back adiding pand in the middle of the floor and lowered an
emergency ladder that had been folded into a storage space between the floors. They bumped their
heads together as they bent over the hole and the intercom speaker mounted over the elevator picked up
agiggle

Fracarro straightened up. She pointed imperioudy and Edelman bent over and examined the small
areahe could see. Thelights had al been turned out and now that the sun had almost set most of the
room was in shadow.

He dropped a bomb through the hole and started down the ladder with his gun drawn. As his head
disappeared below the floor level, Fracarro dropped to one knee.

Animmense hand struck hisentire body. Fingers pulled on his ssomach and hislungs. The blood
drained out of hisbrain cells. Hislegs buckled and hisfingers dipped off the |adder.

He hit the floor with a bone-bruising thud. His stomach turned over asthe gravity dropped back to
norma. Heraised his head and stared around the room with eyes that seemed to be covered with ared
mig.

"l warned you," Tim Riceyelled. "Get out of here or I'll give you another dose.”

Edelman groaned. His body hurt from the tail bone up. His head ached and he felt nauseated, but he
could till think well enough to remember he had to act asif he hurt worse than he did. "Y ou crazy kid.

Y ou can kill somebody doing that."

"| told you we weren't playing games,” the loudspeaker boomed. "We're gonnaget afair ded if we
have to crush every stupid cop on the east coast. Get back up that ladder. Move."

Edelman forced himsdf up. He held on to the ladder with one hand. He was obvioudly in the family
exercise room. Fencing foils, jump ropes, and Indian clubs hung on the wals and the control pandl for the
gravity changer had been set in the wall next to the evator.

Alternatives did across his mind. If he had the power company cut the power off, it probably wouldn't
affect whatever other weapons the kids had and it might set off a panic and put the hostagesin worse
trouble then they werein dready. He wouldn't be able to use the elevator, ether, and if he got hishands
on the hostages, he might want to get upstairs without phoning the power company.

Most devices had automatic cutoffs on them, however, especialy devicesthat used up as much energy
as gravity changers. Few parents were stupid enough to let their children run up huge debts to the power
company. And thefiles he had examined in the car had indicated the Rice family had used up most of its
power budget for the month. Another jolt like that and the unit would probably lock itself up.

He glanced up the ladder. Fracarro was dready lying flat. Apparently she had unlimited faithin his
devotion to duty.

"Y ou don't understand, Tim. Listen to me. Don't let her frighten you. We're trying to protect-- "

He dropped toward the floor and rolled on to his shoulder. Hisfingerslost their grip on his gun but the
weight on his back felt two hundred pounds lighter. Either the power was out or the kid was hoarding
what he had.

* * *

A light blinked over the devator. Fracarro scrambled to her feet. Edelman picked up his gun and
jumped up. Something snarled on Fracarro's floor. Fracarro's gun banged. A watchtiger shrieked. A girl
screamed the name of a pet over the loudspeaker. A gorillasnarled.

The élevator door opened. He turned around with hisgun at eye level and the radar sights leaped out.
A gorillabounded through the door and ran toward him on al fours.

The gravity changer clutched at him again. He threw himself to one side and Tim suddenly threw the
fied into reverse. For aconfusing, nauseating moment he scrambled above thefloor in freefal. Hisknees
banged into the floor asthe gravity returned to normal and he threw himself around and tried to fire & the
black, hairy monster legping toward him.

The gorillastruck at his gun with its open hand. The gun flew acrossthe room. The gorillas|eft hand
shot toward hisface and herolled out of itsway and jumped to hisfest.



"Get 'em!" avoiceydled over the loudspesker. "Kill ‘em. Let ‘'em haveit.”

Edeman crouched with his hands raised. The gorillarested on its knuckles and looked up a him
waxily. Its eyes glittered above the homemade gas mask strapped on its nose. It was more intelligent than
any gorillathat had ever lived in the wild and it had been bought to be abodyguard aswell asapet-- ina
world where any nine year old boy who wanted to could buy alearning program that would make him an
expert in any unarmed art in afew months of solitary, drugged study with apracticing dummy.

The gorillas powerful legs pushed it toward him like acannonball. Itsright hand shot toward his
somach. He jumped away from the blow and hisright foot swung toward itslegs.

The gorillatwisted around in midair. The edge of hisboot-sole did dongitsleft leg. He pulled in his
foot and the gorillalanded in front of him and launched itsdlf & him again. His hand closed around itsright
wrist and guided it past him, it launched akick at hissde asit went by.

He started bending away from the kick as soon as he saw it coming. It rammed into histhigh and he hit
the floor on his shoulder and rolled out of thefall yelling for help. "Call him off," he heard Fracarro yelling
through her loudspegker. "I'll kill him. Call him off."

He pulled out hisknife out of its sheath. The gun waslying under a chair on the other side of the room.
The gorillawas scrambling to itsfeet and two voices were yelling over the loudspesker at the sametime.
"Stay whereyou are, Hector," agirl was screaming. "'Leave her done.” "Keep him away from the gun,
Joey," aboy ydled. "Don't let him get his hands on the gun.”

The gorillaraced toward the gun on all fours. Edelman scrambled across the room jabbering like a
frightened idiot and jumped in front of it with the knife poised at hiship. Thegorillahurled itsdf a hisface
and he grabbed it by the wrist and steeled himsdlf to plungein the knife asit went by.

* * *

The floor dropped away from him. His stomach turned over and he lost his balance and sscumbled. The
elevator door did open and he saw aboy in agas mask standing in the elevator with atube cradled
under hisarm.

Hethrew himsalf behind the chair. A green light filled the room. He grabbed the gun and pulled himself
into aball and the elevator door closed.

He stood up cautioudly. If the kids hadn't been watching him, he would have dumped into the chair
and put his head in his hands. The laser beam had probably been too week to penetrate his suit-- it had
looked like the kid had modified the beam that had come with his genetic engineering kit-- but if he had
been looking at it when it went off he would have been blinded.

"What are you doing down there?' Fracarro screamed. "What stupid games are you playing now?"

He dipped back into character as soon as he heard her voice. "He nearly blinded me," he whined. "He
shot alaser a me. The gorillanearly sole my gun.”

Fracarro sworein Itdian. "Tell thissmelly hairball of yoursto turn around,” sheydled a the kids. "If it
makes one move | dont like, I'm going to turn its hide into afountain.”

The loudspeaker picked up agasp. "Turn around, Hector," agirl said. "Stand till. Keep your back to
the lady. Please don't move."

The gorillaon the fourth floor snarled. Itsfeet shuffled on the floor. Fracarro walked across the room
and amoment later the drug in her injector took effect and abig body did to the floor.

Edelman looked around the room and frowned stupidly. He bent over asif he were pleading and
garted talking in code language. "Tell them you're going to shoot the gorillaif they don't surrender,” he
whined. "They came up once. Maybe we can draw them up again. I'll try totimeit so | pressthe button
for thisfloor after the elevator's dready started.”

Fracarro answered him in the same imperious tone she had used when she had asked him what he was
doing. He couldn't see her but he knew she was probably gesturing asif she were rgjecting everything he
was saying. "I'll stand near the ladder so | can drop if he getsup here,”" she said. "If you don't get him
going up, we can get him going down."

Edelman shook his open hand at the celling. He looked like a pagan pleading with hisgods. "Give him



timeto recharge hislaser,” he said. "Wed better give him timeto argue with the girl, too."

"Check. Ready?'

"Ready."

Fracarro swore again. Her foot stamped on the floor. "1 didn't come hereto play games,” she
screamed over the loudspesker. "Weve taken dl the nonsense | intend to take. Send your hostages up
or I'll blow your hairy little friend to pieces. Y ou've got ninety seconds. If | don't seethefirst hostagein
the elevator by then, I'll shoot himintheleg. Hell get it bullet by bullet until he'sdead. Y ou aren't the only
people who can make thrests."

Edelman threw up his hands. He stood under the ladder and pretended he was begging her to stop.
She shouted at him to shut up in English and he backed away from the ladder and looked up wildly. The
elevator door was one jump behind him.

Seconds dipped away. Down below, wherever they were, the kids were arguing. If they decided they
would rather threaten to kill the hostages than send somebody up to fight, Edelman didn't know what he
was going to do. He had seen an opportunity and he had grabbed it without thinking out every
aternative. Hostages were usdless, once you killed them and he had done everything he could to look
harmless.

"Dont!" agirl screamed. "We're sending them up. Wait!"

"Hurry up!" Fracarro yedlled. "First the hostages, then you. Move."

The motor echoed in the elevator shaft. Edelman pressed against the door and shook hisfist excitedly.
His gun hand brushed against the control pand and he pressed in the button with his knuckles.

The elevator stopped behind the door. He dropped to his hands and knees and the door did open. A
boy and the other gorillawere standing inside. The boy's eyes widened and he swung the laser beam
around.

Edelman hurled himsdif at the boy's legs with his face turned toward the floor. The beam flashed above
his head. The gorillasnarled. His shoulders crashed into a skinny body and the boy went down.

The elevator door caught on hisleg. He yanked in hisfoot and the door did shut. "Stop him!™ the boy
ydled. "Kill him. Get him out of here."

The gorillas hands grabbed Edelman's shoulders. It yanked him up before he could pull himself away
fromit. He pulled up hislegs and kicked it hard in the somach. He didn't have timeto be afraid. His
conditioning and his basic ingtincts had taken control.

The gorillagrunted. The door did open and he twisted himself around so it couldn't throw him out of
the elevator. For amoment the gorilla's side was exposed to the door.

* * *

Fracarro leaped across the room. She jammed hersdlf into the door and pressed her injector against
the gorillasthigh. The gorilla shoved Edelman against the Sde of the elevator and turned on her with a
snarl. Itseyes glazed. Eddman kicked it again and it did to the floor.

The boy was pulling himself up in acorner behind the gorilla. He was holding hiswrist phonein front of
his mouth. "Take me down," he yelled. " Stand by to repel boarders.”

Edelman grabbed a him over the gorilla. He twisted away and reached inside his shirt. A stubby
cylinder appeared in his hand. His thumb shoved a switch forward and afocused supersonic beam hit
Eddmanin theface.

A terrible ache spread through Edelman’s skull. The skin on his face burned. He stumbled againgt the
sde of the elevator with hishands over his eyes and thousands of invisble whipsturned hisfingersinto
fire

The boy swung the beam toward Fracarro. She stumbled backward as soon asit hit her and the door
did shut. The eevator dropped.

Edelman pulled his hands away from his eyes. The boy swung the beam around and he kicked it out of
his hand. He lunged across the el evator like aman demonstrating self-defense in dow motion and the
edge of hisbig hand collided with the side of the boy's neck. He finished the job with a chop on the back



of the neck and the boy keeled over and landed face down on the gorilla.

The door opened. High, excited voices echoed againgt the walls of the basement. They all had on gas
masks and the boy had a supersonic beam in his hand.

Edelman grabbed up the beam lying next to the unconscious gorilla. The beam in the boy's hand
burned hisface. One of the girls yelled something about getting him for what he did to Hector and he
pointed the beam in hishand at the boy and thumbed the switch forward with that terrible ache spreading
through his brain again. For amoment he and the boy stood there lashing each other with invisble whips.

The boy ydled and threw up his hands. He staggered backward with his head bent over. Edelman
stepped through the elevator door with the beam in one hand and a gas bomb in the other.

Haf adozen children were standing around awheded console that had been parked in the middie of
the broad walk behind the pool. On the other side of the console, frightened eyes peering over gags, Mr.
and Mrs. David Rice and their daughter Begtrice were Sitting on deck chairs with their handstied
undernesth the sedts.

Thedevator door did shut behind him. The boy and the two girls backed away from him down the
side of the poal. Every child in the room had on a gas mask. In the group around the consol e three boys
and agirl were holding long poles asif they were lances.

A chubby boy stepped away from the console and pointed atoy rifle at Edelman'slegs. " Stay where
you are, Coppy. Don't move one step farther. We aren't kidding about the hostages. They've got time
capsules|oaded with TSA-58 gtting in their somachs. The girl stlanding over there has the neutraizer.
Turn around and go back, or shelll destroy every pill inthat jar."

Edelman stopped. On the other side of the console a girl was holding up a double-chambered flagon.
One chamber was half full of pillsand the other chamber was full of someliquid and shewas gripping a
vaveinthewaist with her right hand.

Nightmares danced in his head. The gun the boy was holding looked like a spring-powered toy dart
gun but the cylinder sticking out of the muzzle was a sdf-activating injector, not adart. The polesal had
injectors mounted on them, too, and he thought he could guess the name of the chemical theinjectors
were |oaded with. TSA-58 could be manufactured in ether pill or liquid form.

* * *

Edeman didn't have to fake hisreaction. TSA-58 was one of the hundreds of unpleasant facts he had
lived with every working day since he had become acop, but it still made every cdl on hisskin cringe. A
modified verson of one of the enzymes used to improve |Q's, it interfered with the metabolism of the
brain and flooded the brain cdllswith aby-product that attacked the memory cells the same way
mutati on-causing chemicals attacked the genes. The victims acquired fa se and fantastic memories and
they had to be re-educated asif they were children and taught exactly what information in their heads
wasred and what wasfase. They could spend years of their lives tormented by nightmares and demons
and pestered at every step by falseinformation.

Fracarro whispered codetalk in hisear. "l heard him. | assume you're going to move in on them. I'll
give you three minutes and then I'll come down the evator and tossin asmoke bomb. Tel meif you
don't want meto. I've aready told the dispatcher to get the neutraizer on the way. I'vefilled thisroom
with smoke and | don't think they can see me. | won't use agas bomb until you say so."

Edelman glanced at the console. One of the screenswas jet black.

"Hold on aminute," he said. "l came hereto tak to you. Why won't you tell us what you want? What
areyou trying to do?'

The boy gestured with the gun. "Well talk when those clods out there send down acommittee. Bedt it.
Scram. Go."

The boy, who had been waiting outside the eevator, shook his supersonic beam. The other kids
dtirred restlesdy. " Go back to your card game,” aboy yeled. "Well cal you when we need you."

"Giveittohim, Petey," agirl sad. "Don't beydlow. Uhuru!"

Hiswifésface hungin front of Edelman's eyes. How would they fed about each other if al thelittle



memories that had shaped his personality had been destroyed?

"We can't et your parents come down here" he said. "They'll turn into animals as soon asthey see
you. Tel mewhat you want and I'll take your message back. | don't care what you wring out of them.
That's your business. I'm here to make sure nobody gets hurt.”

One of the boys armed with poles rapped the butt of hisweapon against the floor. "Uhuru!" he yelled.
"Uhuru!" The whole group looked too agitated for comfort. They had been sitting down here watching
danger come closer and closer and now the authority figure himsdf was standing in front of them.

"Giveittohim," thegirl yelled again. "Show him."

Edelman shrugged. He backed up with his eyes on the gun. "Tell me what you're trying to do and I'll
tell your parents| think they'd better givein. | can see you've got us beat. Y ou've pulled off asmooth
operation.”

A boy pointed at the elevator. The door did open. Two bombs flew through the air, black smoke
under high pressure hissng out of their vents.

A black cloud surrounded the kids at the end of the pool. The smoke blotted out the lights seconds
after Fracarro tossed the bombs. The kids shrieked with excitement. The boy with therifle screamed like
asergeant inacavary epic. "Lancers Surround the hostages. Stand fast.”

Edelman tossed a smoke bomb into the darkness. He yelled at Fracarro to stay where she was and
lowered himself over the edge of the pool. Fracarro yelled back and another pair of bombs hissed across
the water.

He paddled across the water through the darkness, the sonic beam held above the waves. The boy
with therifle shouted orders and four children ran down the side of the poal.

"Grab him! Hold him until we give him the needle. Uhuru! Banzai! ™

The children ran down the walk laughing and yelling. Edelman’s hand touched the far wal and he
darted working hisway down the wall toward the end of the pool. The ventilators were pulling the
smoke out at top speed but Fracarro was still throwing bombs. The darkness pressed on him likea
blanket.

"Let me know if you need help,” Fracarro whispered in hisear. "'I'm lobbing them in every two
minutes. Tdl meif you need light.”

His hip bumped into the end of the pool. He pushed himself away from the wall until he thought he was
opposite the hostages and eased himself out of the water on his scomach.

"What'sgoing on?' the boy with therifle yelled. "Where are you?"

"l cant find him," agirl yeled. "l just raninto thewal."

Eddman's |eft hand bumped into a shoe. A kid gasped. His hand snapped shut around an ankle and he
roseto hisknees. Thekid yelled and he grabbed him by the shoulders and shoved him into the water.

A pole clattered on the plagtic floor. Kids yelled on either sde of him. "He's here! He's down herel
Get back herel”

He stepped forward in alow crouch, handsto his chest. He bumped into afigure in the dark and his
hands quickly established it was either Mrs. Rice or her daughter. She grunted behind her gag and he
turned |eft and tried to find the gap between the chairs.

Children ran down the side of the pool. Fracarro screamed like something out of the jungle and
somebody splashed into the pool. A hand clutched at his pant leg. "He's here," aboy yelled. "I got him. |
got him."

"Hold on," the boy with therifle said, "I'm coming.”

He pushed the kid aside and lurched through the gap. Footsteps came at him from hisleft. Arms
closed around hislegs. A girl shrieked with pleasure. "Give him the needle. Hurry. Hurry up.”

"I'mright here. Get out of theway."

Edelman's heart jumped. He threw himsdlf away from the girl holding on to hislegs and fired the sonic
beam on the sound and prayed the batteries would last until the stupid kid fainted.

The boy backed away from him moaning. The moans disappeared in the genera racket and he swung
the beam in awide arc. More children screamed in front of him. The three hostages moaned through their
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He pulled hisknife out of his belt and squatted behind one of the deck chairs. His hands found the
plastic wiresthat tied the hostage's hands to the chair. "Go when | tell you,” he mumbled. "Crawl into the
water and swim to the devator.”

He diced through the wires without worrying if he drew blood. Somewhere in the darkness aboy was
groping toward him with abig achein hishead and aneedlein hishand. If he had three secondseft in the
batteries that powered the sonic beam, he was lucky; if the kids had built abeam generator that could
generate abeam like that for more than thirty seconds, they had done afirst-rate job.

He diced through the last wire and groped toward the next chair. His fingers brushed against ahand
and he repeated hisingtructions and did the blade across the bonds. At least three children seemed to be
ydling and shrieking after Fracarro down by the elevator.

"He's behind the hostages” the kid with therifle yelled. "Are you gtill there, Janie? I've ftill got the gun.
Find him and I'll get him."

He squatted behind the third hostage. His hands found alarge, definitely masculine hand. The fingers
tightened asif they were squeezing something and he started dicing. Every nervein his skin wasjangling
dams.

A body moved toward him from the left. A hand brushed againgt his shoulder. He whirled and the
body scrambled back. "He's here," the girl yelled. "He's setting them free.”

The boy banged againgt something in the dark. "I'm coming. Hold on."

Edelman threw himsdf flat on the floor. He pressed against the deck chairs and peered into the
darkness.

The girl's hands grabbed histhighs. "He's here. He'slying down. Where are you?'

Edelman rolled away from the chairs. He hit the girl hard with awide sweep of the arm holding the
sonic beam; she grunted and crashed into the back wall. He scrambled away from the chairs and
crouched on his hands and knees like a panic-stricken animal.

"He hit me," the girl moaned. "He's near the chairs."

"Where's everybody ese? Wherere the lancers?”

"We'reright here. What do you want usto do?'

A bomb clanged againgt the console. Edelman edged toward the chairs with his eyes straining into the
dark. Hefound the chair David Rice was ditting in and diced through the wires with two angry strokes.
He shoved Rice on the shoulder to let him know they could go and threw himself against the back wall.

Three chairs scraped. Three bodies splashed into the water. The girl and the boy with therifle yelled.

"What'rewe gonnado?' thegirl wailed. "They'll kill us"

"Get out of here, Janie. Everybody away from the chairs. Lancers-- charge! Sweep the area clean.”

The girl ran past Eddman. Thelancersyelled like actorsin amedieva costume play and he dropped
to hisknees and faced the charge with his arms squeezed behind his back.

A pole rammed into the bulletproof padding over his somach and he twisted it out of the kid's grasp
and swung it dong thefloor a anklelevel. A kid tripped over it and went down howling. He jumped
down and ran toward the far wall. Behind him everybody was ydlling a once. "No more bombs," he
hissed at Fracarro. " Give me some light. Take the hostages up as soon asthey get there.”

"They're coming out of the water now. | think everybody down hereisout of play. What about you?'

"l think | can disarm them.”

"I'll be back down. I'll take the kids I've got down here up with me."

He waited in the dark with the pole and the sonic beam in his hands. The kidswere ydlling at each
other as much asthey wereydling a him.

"Quit acting like crybabies,” the boy with therifle yeled. "Nobody made you do anything. Turn around
and make another charge.”

"What good'| that do? He'sin the water with the rest of them. They're gone. We're gonnago to jail."

"My mother'll lock me up and throw the key away. Darn you, Petey. Darn you."

The smoke thinned. Five shadows emerged from the gloom. A girl yelled.

"Get him," the boy with therifle yelled. "Charge!™

Two kidslowered their poles and ran down the walk. Edelman gripped his pole dantwise across his



chest and waited for them with his eyes on the shadow that looked like the boy with therifle.

"Banzal!"

"Uhuru!™

"Aim for thelegd"

They stopped just before they reached him. Their poles madelittle circlesinthe air as they searched
for an opening. The gas masks hid their eyes, but their knees were shaking.

Hefeinted at the kid on the left. The kid stepped back and the buitt of his pole cracked againgt the
pole on hisright. Edelman lashed back and forth-- CLAT! CLAT! He stepped between them and threw
it at the boy with therifle.

The boy ydled and threw up therifle. Edelman ran down the wak yelling like awild man and launched
along kick. The gunflew out of the boy's hands; he grabbed him by the shirt and shoved him againgt the
back wall.

He pivoted like an hysterical dancer and pointed the sonic beam at the two girls who had been
standing near the boy. One of the girls picked up the pole he had just thrown and backed away from
him." Leave me done. Leave medone.”

The other girl howled. She grabbed the pole out of the first girl's hands and lunged.

"Get him! Kill him!"

The needle shot toward Edelman's leg. The two boys yelled behind his back. He sidestepped and
danced behind the girl's back. The last seconds | &ft in the sonic beam banged into her head and he
snatched the pole out of her hands.

He kicked therifle into the pool and stepped toward the two kids coming at him. His pole cracked
like apistol when it hit. One pole bounced off the ceiling and the other pole splashed into the water.

The two kids backed away with their hands raised defensively. One kid cursed at him. The other kid
turned around and started crying.

The girl who had grabbed the pole ran over to the boy who had been holding the gun. She turned
toward Edelman and raised her firgt. "Y ou toad! Why couldn't you leave us alone? What difference did it
maketo you?"'

The elevator door did open. The boy gripped the girl'sarm. The boy, who was crying, ran up to the
wall and started beating on it with hisfigts. " Shelll never let meleave the house again. Shelll spank me until
| get sick to my stomach.”

The boy who had been holding the rifle straightened up. "Enjoy yourself, Coppy,” he said. " Someday
I'll bejust asbig asyou are and twice as mean.”

"You don't haveto try very hard,” Fracarro said. "'If held wanted to, he could have pulled that gun on
his hip and sent haf of you to the hospital as soon as he stepped out of the evator. If you'd tried astunt
like thiswith the kind of copsthey had fifty years ago, you'd probably be dead now."

"Theresapolice van waiting outsde," Edelman said. "WEell take you up in the elevator two at atime.
It's up to you. Y ou can go with us now, or you can stay here and face your parents. Y ou'll be arrested
later anyway-- you've committed several very serious crimes and we aren't going to ignore them-- so you
may aswell comein now and be safe.”

"| thought you were trying to protect us," the boy said. "Y ou don't have much respect for truth, do
you?"

"I'm offering you the best protection we've got," Edelman said. "What do you expect me to do-- stand
here and fight off your parents, t00? I've had enough games for one night.”

The boy looked around the room at the other kids. Edelman waited tensdly. If they wouldn't come
voluntarily, he and Fracarro would have to drag them out one by one. He hadn't risked hislife and his
memory just so amob of angry parents could tear them apart.

Thekid held out his hands. "O.K., Coppy. Take me away. Just make sure you never let me out. |
never tdl lieswhen | make promises.”

Edelman relaxed. Behind him the other girl sniffed. The girl who was standing next to the boy turned
her face to the wall and started crying.

"Let'sgo,"” Fracarro said. "Classisover."
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