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The mechanica cop came roving through the ninth floor of the Plaza Hotel, swinging hiseectric
nightstick. "Time's up there," he said as he jabbed at the inhabitant of one plastic cot and then another.

Dawn light was beginning to show dimly at the barred windows. Heavy rain continued to fall.

A lean scraggly man sat up, massaged hisface with scabby hands. "I till got an hour, you dumb tin
can." He pointed at the ticking meter beside his cot.

The robot flophouse cop rolled on, poking his stick into deepers whose meter time had run out.
"Time's up there. Rise and shine." He stopped beside another flopcot. "Off your ox, buddy.” He repeated
thistwice before holstering his shock stick to grab at the fat man sprawled on the raveled thermal
blanket.

From the next bed ablack man in atattered jumpsuit said, "Y ou got yourself one for the Cadaver
Service, cop.”

"Timesup there," the mechanica cop told the fat man as he shook him by the shoulders. "Rise and
shine”

The black man, yawning and lowering hisfeet to the floor, said, "Cardiac thing, I'd guess.”

Two cotsto the left of the dead man, Thad Mclntosh awvoke. He shook his head from sideto side,
gulped in the thick musky air of the flophouse. Thad was twenty-eight, long and lanky. Right now he was
about fifteen pounds underweight, had a three-day beard and a scabby scar on his forehead. He was
dressed inapair of thin track dacks and a surplus coat from the Brazilian war of 2018. Rubbing his
crusty eyes, hetold the mechanica rouster, "The guy's dead, leave him done.”

The Negro grinned a Thad. "I'm glad you agree with my diagnosis of the stiff. Did you used to be a
doctor?"

"Nope." Thad untied his al-season boots, which he'd fastened around his neck for the night.

"l was. It'san interesting story how | fell from grace.”

"It dwaysis." Thad put on hisboots, yawned.

"No, | didn't dwayslive on Manhattan.”

"Thisman isdeceased,” announced the mechanica cop.

Thad ran ahand through his dark tangled hair, wincing whenever he cameto alump or abruised
Spot.

The lean scraggly man was sitting up again. "Jesus, | don't like to be around when people die,” he
complained as Thad passed him.

"Y ou cameto thewrong idand,” said Thad.

"Who had a choice?"

The Plazadevators sill weren't working. Thad used the stairs. After three flights he found he was
wheezing and panting. He hdted on alanding, taking dow, careful breaths. Feding absently into his
jacket pocket he discovered atwenty-dollar silver piece. Enough for bregkfast anyway. He had no
recollection of why he had the money. It was hisimpression held stuck hislast ten bucks into the bed
meter.

The night doormen were going off duty, turning their stun rifles over to the three men on the morning
shift. Campfireswere smoldering al over Centra Park, their smoke mingling with the gray rain and the
thin light of this November daybreak.

"Maybe | should have dept in the park last night,” Thad said to himsdlf. "Then I'd have thirty this
morning ingtead of twenty."

A Cadaver Service doublegator ship came hovering down through the heavy rain to land at one of
the entrances to the park. It retracted its wings, went whedling through raw fields and bare trees to gather
up the men who'd died there last night.

"On second thought,” said Thad, "I guessI'm glad | didn't.”

The faxprint robot who sold the Manhattan Times near the ruined fountain across from the Plaza
was lying on its back, cashbox ripped open, darm bdl il faintly tinkling. Thad stopped long enough to
meake sure the looter hadn't missed any change, then moved on.



Another CS doublegator was flying low overhead. It drifted on, landing on Fifth Avenue where
theréd been anightgang skirmish.

Therain kept on faling, cold and hard. When Thad passed Alfig's Pub in the Fifties the battered old
chef robot out front said, "All you can egt, 'bo. Only fifteen smackers."

Thad dowed. The pub food wasn't that bad and fifteen dollars wasn't abad price for breakfast, even
though "al you can eat” probably meant asecond dice of soytoast and an extra glass of near-juice. Thad
went insgde.

Thefamiliar smell of old wood and urine. One of the stained-glass pub windowswas il intact and it
threw watery kaleidoscope patterns on the bare noryl plagtic tabletops. About a haf dozen rundown men
were seated around the place. The scent of maple syrup was being piped out of the scent-valves under
the beamed ceiling.

Thad walked on back to the serving counter. A huge headless robot with six silver arms presided
over the food. "Hotcakes, sausage and hash browns," ordered Thad.

"Let's see the color of your money," said avoice from the speaker grid in the huge robot's ssomach.

"Here." Thad held up hissilver piece, gripping it tight between thumb and forefinger.

A slver pdm came reaching out to Thad. "Put 'er there." A dot in the center of the hand glowed.

"Breskfast isonly fifteen dollars, isn't it? | get five bucks change.”

"You'l get it, buddy. Fork over."

Thad stuck the money in the dot, the hand was withdrawn. He waited afew seconds before asking,
"Wheresmy five dollars?'

"Y ou ordered hotcakes, sausage and hashbrowns," said the voice box. "Y ou want those made out of
soy or kelp?’

"l want my five bucks."

"Mysdf, I'd recommend soy."

"Damnit." Thad put his hands on the edge of the metal counter which separated him from the big
sarving mechanism. "Give me my damn changeand . . . ow!" An eectric charge came Sizzling through the
counter. It made Thad fling his hands up, bite down hard with histeeth. Hefdt alittle dizzy, hisleft leg
didn't seem quitein control.

While hewas till swaying in front of the big robot, two human hands grabbed hisarms. "We don't
like troublemakers here, bud. Manhattan may be ninety-nine percent crooks and deadbests, but Alfi€'s
Pub grivesto maintain itstone.”

"Givememy money."

"We're on to that dodge, too," said the large gray-haired man who had hold of him. "Out with you
now, and don't come panhandling around Alfieésagain.”

"God-damn it, you're not going to screw me out of the whole twenty."

"Out, out." The big man hustled Thad to the door, shoved him into the rain-filled morning.

Thad went dancing sideways across the rutted pavement, scumbled at the curb, fell on one kneeinto
the gutter. He grimaced, got up, hisnogrilsflaring. "That's my last twenty.”

A clean-shaven blond young man was standing in front of the pub entrance now. "Wait," he said.

"Y ou another damn bouncer?"

"I have nothing whatsoever to do with this place," the blond young man assured him. "But perhaps |
can help you." He put ahand againgt Thad's chest. "'Y ou're Thad Mclntosh, aren't you?'

Thad blinked, then nodded. "Y eah. | don't know you, though. Do |7

"I'm recruiting people for a—"

"Nope," said Thad, shaking hishead. "I don't want ajob. | had one of those once, plusawife and a
housein Westchester. That wasback in.. . . back in 2027. Three long years ago, that was. | don't want
any of that anymore."

"Thisisonly apart-timejob," explained the young man. "A few hours of work at most. Well pay you
two hundred dollars.”

"Two hundred dollars?' Thad took a step back on the wet street. "To do what?'

"A smplefew hours of work, work in your own line."



"I was an account man with Persuasion-Tronics. Y ou're talking about some kind of ad work?'

"Moreor less" The blond young man did ahand into an inner pocket of hiswaterproof tunic. "Here's
twenty dollars. That waswhat you logt, wasn't it?'

Thad reached out for the Silver piece. "Y eah.”

"Think of thisasabonusfor an anticipated job well done." From the same inner pocket he took a
bluefax card. "Y ou know where thelibrary ruinis?'

"Forty-second and Fifth? I've dept there quite a bit.”

"Ther€'s a boarded-up soy-doughnut shop directly across. Take this card to Mr. Ferber there. He's
doing our recruiting.”

Thad pocketed the card. "How do you know | won't smply take your twenty bucks and wander
off?"

"I know enough about you to think you won't,”" replied the young man. "Besides, | can dwaysfind
you again."

"How can you—"

"Better get going. Mr. Ferber will be anxiousto seeyou.”

"O.K.," said Thad. "O.K., and thanks." He started off in the rain toward Forty-second Strest.

Rain was getting into the place. It dripped down through zigzag cracksin the low buff ceiling, Szzled
around the dusty light-gtrip fixtures. The uneven thermd floor glistened with tiny pools of water. Shaking
himself twice, Thad crossed the small room and stopped before the desk against the wall. There was no
one behind the desk, but adented, old-fashioned sechbox rested on the edge of a plyoblotter.

"Mr. Ferber, please," said Thad as he held out the blue fax card toward the machine.

"Wait your turn,” replied the square black secbox.

There werefour other men intheroom, al older than Thad. There were three shaky-legged contour
chairs. Thefourth man sat on the wet floor, hislegsforked straight out in front of him,

Thad told the machine, "'l thought Ferber was anxious to—"

"Take anumber and wait your turn."

Thad noticed anumbered chit easing out of adot in the sechox. Hetook it.

The man on the floor mentioned, ™Y ou can get a cup of syncaf if you ask. While you wait."

Thad turned again toward the machine. "Can | getacupof . . ."

A vinyl cup popped out of the back of the secbox and wasfilled from a chrome nozzle.
"Compliments of the management.”

The syncaf was lukewarm, though one of its additives caused it to give off stleam. Thad carried it
carefully over to aboarded-up window, then sipped at it. "What kind of job isthis exactly?' he asked the
man on thefloor.

The man was forty-two, gray. He had two fresh gashes crossing his upper lip and the teeth he was
wearing weren't his. "Not exactly sure," he said. " Supposed to require some brains. Had some once.
May till. Used to be ahome-book machinerepairmanand . . ."

Thad squatted down beside the man and stopped listening. It was aknack he'd developed toward
the end of hisfirst year on Manhattan. He drank histepid imitation coffee, let hiseyeshdf close. After
amost two hours his number was caled.

Stretching up to hisfeet, Thad went into the next room. This one wasalittle larger, equally dusty and
damp. A freckled man in a pin-gtripe tunic was Sitting in an inflated sofachair, adictet unit resting on his
knee. "Mr. Ferber?' Thad asked.

The freckled man glanced up. In alow voice he said, "Go on through that door on your right.” As
Thad went by him, the man asked, "How many more of those crumbums out there?"

Thad said, "I'mthelast.”

"Ah, great, splendid.” The freckled man tossed the dictation machine to the floor. Rubbing the back
of hisneck, he said, "Thiskind of subterfuge alwaysboresthe. . . well, better get in there."



Thad went through the indicated doorway into another dusty, rain-damaged room. A short, stocky
man was pacing the bare floor, hands|ocked behind him. "How you feding, Mclntosh?"

"Hungry," answered Thad. "What kind of job isthis going to be?"

"It'sgoing to be ason of abitch,” the short, dark man said. "I'm Crosby Rich.”

"Oh, 07"

"Y ou don't know me, but alot of people do, off Manhattan,” said Rich, still pacing. "Which iswhy
we had to play dl these dumbbell gameswith you. Would you like a sandwich? | brought a half dozen
with me."

"Sure." Thad watched Rich put astubby hand into an imitation wicker hamper on thefloor. ™Y ou
mean you're not interested in hiring any of these guys?"

"No, I'm not interested in hiring anybody. Except you, Mclntosh,” said Rich. "How about sealoaf on
millet bread?!

"AnythingsO.K."

"When'd you egt last?'

"Lunch yesterday."

"Here." Rich tossed him the plyowrapped sandwich. "I've seen alot of descents, Mclntosh, but |
redly—"

"Tak about the job." Thad unwrapped the sandwich, took abite. "Lectures| can dways get.”

The stocky man had his hand back in the hamper. "Huh, that wasthe last one. Did | down five
sandwicheswhile | waswaiting for you? Huh, going to have to watch that,” he said. "I'm with the
Opposition Party, Mclntosh, working as a sort of troubleshooter.”

Thad nodded, went on eating.

"We bdieve neither the Republican-Democrat Party nor the Democrat-Republican Party can do
much for the country. The RDs, since they've come into power, don't seem to be able to avoid awar
with the South American Organization of States. We're headed right for it,” Rich said. "You werea
registered OP member."

"Back then," said Thad, chewing. "Before.”

"So you probably agree with our positions on things. Y ou no doubt share the goals which we—"

"Isthisleading up to what you want to pay me two hundred dollarsfor?"

Rich sighed through nose and mouth. "1sn't your curiosity aroused at al, Mclntosh? We go through
al thisdumbbell foolery in order to contact you quietly and covertly. Don't you wonder why?*

"Not particularly,” Thad said, finishing the last bite of the sandwich. "Y ou said you didn't have any
moreto eat? Tell you, Rich, after you've lived on Manhattan for awhile you learn to exist in very smal
segments of time. To be curious much you haveto think of your life as extending someway indl
directions”

"| ill can't understland why you gaveit dl up,” said Rich. "Youwereina—"

"Got tired of it." Thad put hishandsin his jacket pockets, leaned against the dust-smeared wall with
one ebow. "What do you havein mind, Rich?Y ou hoping to rehabilitate me?'

"Yes" admitted Rich.

"Put me back on my feet, exactly where | was before?”

The OP troubleshooter shook hisdark head. "Not at al. | don't realy give arat's ass about thet,
Mclntosh. Oh, I'm curious, but | didn't come here to do you agood turn. I'm hereto seeif you can do
onefor me. In order to do that you're going to have to stop being a deadbest for awhile."

"Only awhile? Not permanently?*

"Once you do my job you can come back here and roll in any gutter you please.”

"And it paystwo hundred dollars.”

"No, it paysfifty thousand dollars," said Rich. "To art. And if you live through it you'll get another
five hundred thousand, at least.”

Thad straightened, rubbed both hands through histangled hair. "A haf million? That's not bad,” he
sad. "But it soundslike thisisn't going to take only the few hours your street man promised.”

"It may taketherest of your life."



"You'reimplying therest of my life may not be very long if | go to work for you?'

"Y es, therés that possibility. The plan we havein mind may not succeed.”

Scratching his stubbled chin, Thad asked, "O.K., what isit you want meto do?'

"Badcdly," replied the stocky Rich, "you haveto find out the nature of something called the
Hdlhound Project.”

"And just how do | do that?" asked Thad.

"By being somebody ese" Richtold him.

The olive-green air cruiser flew clear of therain and into bright afternoon sunlight. In the control seat
Rich said, "I'm glad you agreed, Mclntosh. It saves me from hunting down the other seven possibilities.
Y ourethe only oneinthe East. Onefdlow's out in what's left of Hint, Michigan, but we suspect the
plague may have left him something of adumbbell. The others are scattered dl over the map.”

"I haven't accepted the job." Thad was douched in the passenger seat drinking acup of syncaf. This
onewas hot. "l agreed to come over to Westchester with you to discuss the thing further. Long asyou're
going to pay me five hundred dollars merdly for that, I'm agreeable.”

"Look down on your left. We're flying over your old home. . . no, too late. Missed it.”

Thad hadn't turned his head. "How come your cruiser says Olexo & Baungi, Para-Attorneys at
Law' on the side and not 'Opposition Party'?"

"Becauseif anybody found out what we're up to they'd probably kill me before | can do anything.”

"Oh." Thad drank more of hisimitation beverage. "Would they include me?'

"Y ou especidly.”

"ThisHellhound Project is so important?”’

"Apparently,” replied Rich. "Wevelost five OP people thisyear. So far dl we know isthe name of
the operation and the fact that it's a new weapon of some sort being developed by one of the branches of
Walbrook Enterprises.”

"Took you five mento find out only that," said Thad. "And me, al done, I'm going to uncover the
whole story and comeout dive."

There were new lineson Rich'slow dark forehead. "1 don't guarantee you'll come out dive," he said.
"Though if you ask me you're not alive now, Mclntosh. Huh, I've read up on you. An1Q of 185, abrain
potential scoreof . .. O.K., | promised no lectures." One stubby-fingered hand reached out to punch a
landing pattern. "A fellow with your abilities, though, | still don't seewhy you—"

"I got tired." Thad douched further into his seet. "In fact, | have afeding | may get tired of your job
any minute now."

The olive-green cruiser drifted down through the clear sunshine, leveled and went skimming over the
tops of decorative al-weather imitation pines. "Westchester Country Club Number 26," said Rich asthe
cruiser circled over the pink-paved landing area.

"They'll never let mein."

"The placeistemporarily shut. OPisusing it asabriefing depot, until the government catches on.
Thenwemove again.”

The cruiser bounced dightly twice, grew silent. The seat released Thad. Rising up, he asked, "What
about food? Isthere anybody around to fix lunch?"

Rich jumped free of the cruiser. "The servomechs are dl shipshape,” he said.

"What'stoday, Tuesday?'

"| think so, why?"

"Tuesday is Mexican-American style food. Each day is different, they're set that way. Do you
like—"

"My tastes have become cathalic in the last couple of years."

Two young men casudly holding stunguns nodded at Rich from insde the main dome of the country
club.



"Any trouble?' he asked, stepping insde.

"Nothing," one of them answered. "Dr. Rosenfeld caled to say helll be an hour late.”

"Huh." Rich led Thad up atwisting paste ramp.

Thad asked, "Who's Dr. Rosenfeld?’

"Y our family doctor."

"From what family would that be? | never heard of the guy.”

Rich stuck histhumb and little finger into a print-lock on a corridor door. The door did to oneside.
"I'll be briefing you in one of the dining rooms. Y ou'll gppreciate that.”

"Don't get too feisty about my being hungry,” suggested Thad as he followed the squat OP
troubleshooter into a bubble-shaped room. "If | wasn't hungry | wouldn't have cometo you at al.”

"Then we would have goneto you," Rich assured him. " Some subtle way or other.” Hemarched to a
long white table at the end of the room. It was the only rectangular tablein aroomful of round ones. All
the windows in the big room were set at black. " Sit down, well get started.”

Thad took atin chair two seats over from Rich and, without waiting to betold, didled amed on the
order pand at hisplace. "Can | get you something?"

After afew seconds hesitation, Rich said, "Not now, thanks. Turn around so you can see those
monitor screenswe've hung up on thewall over there.”

Thad did. The second screen in arow of five showed muddy color footage of ayoung man, grinning,
leaning againgt therail of somekind of seagoing craft. The young man was lean, lanky, about the same
Szeand build as Thad.

"Look familiar?* asked Rich.

"Looksvagudy like me. Who ishe?"

"Robert B. Walbrook."

"Thismust be old footage. Robert Walbrook isfifty something. At least hewasthelast timel saw a
newscas."

Rich flicked another toggle on the control rod in his hand. The picture froze on asmiling close-up.
"Thisis Robert Bruce Walbrook 1," he explained. "Thisfilm was shot fifty-one years ago, in 1979. That's
Lake &. Clair."

"Where?'

"It used to be near Detroit,” said the OP man.

"Detroit | heard of," said Thad. "Welost Detrait . . . when? ... about SiX years ago, when that plague
got loose."

"Eight years ago."

"I'velost track." Thad gestured at the smiling image on the screen. " So this Walbrook would be
around eighty today?"

"No," answered Rich, "he'd bein hislate twenties."

"How does he work that?'

"Robert Wabrook was dying of leukemiain 1980. The family, with Robert's consent, decided to try
out anew process Walbrook Enterprises had come up with. In fact, Robert was only their third
subject.”

"What did they do? Freeze him? That was big back then, wasn't it."

"The Wabrooks process was much more sophisticated,” said Rich. "It involved placing the subject
in astate of suspended animation, while he was dtill dive. Walbrook Enterprises thought of the process
as something akin to cryptobioss, a cryptobiosis which would work for human beings. Actudly, the
process worked quite well but it cost so damn much that it never caught on.”

"Cryptobioss. That'swhat some of the lower life forms can do to themsalves, akind of long-range
hibernation.”

"Moreor less. | didn't know you'd have heard of it."

"A guy with my potential ?*

Rich continued, " So there was Robert B. Walbrook |, youngest of the three brothers who founded
the whole Walbrook Enterprises operation. Lying in asuspension vault in afacility in one of the



riot-secured sectors of Detroit. Actudly the thing wasin Grosse Pointe.”

"When that experimenta plague virus from the Hint proving ground got looseit pretty much finished
off Detroit and environs." Thad's Mexican-American mea had just popped up through adot in the
banquet table. Picking up the noryl plastic utensls, he commenced eating.

"That'swhy OPisgoing to try what we're going to try," said Rich. "Something over two and ahaf
million people died, there were three weeks of rioting, looting and indiscriminate smashing carried on by
people the plague didn't kill right off."

Swallowing, Thad said, "The vaults where Robert was stashed . . . they got destroyed?”

"Right down to the ground. The two dozen bodies stored there were never accounted for."

"So nobody knows what happened to Robert?

"Nobody we've been able to check, nobody in the Wabrook family, certainly.”

Thad set hisfork down, leaned back. "And four years ago wefindly got a curefor leukemia.”
"Exactly. So that if Robert Walbrook's body had survived they'd now be ableto revive and cure
him."

"Would they redly want to, the family?"

"Not all of them, but the way the resurrection laws stand at the moment, they'd haveto,” replied Rich.
"Some of the younger members of the clan would be opposed. Especialy alad named Lon Walbrook, a
grandnephew of Robert I, who's making abid for more power. See, if Robert | shows up he's ill
technically one of the heads of the whole operation.”

Thad rubbed at his shaggy hair. " So you Opposition Party guys are going to try to convince the
whole family, the entire rich powerful Wabrook family in their fortified two-hundred-acre estate in
Connecticut, that I'm their long lost boy?" He laughed, locking both hands on top of his head. " Some kind
of Tichborne claimant come back from the dead. Shit. It'll never work. They'd know I'mnot . . ."

"Sure, looking a you the way you are now. A broken down dumbbell from Manhattan. The smell of
you donewould ruinit.”

Stll laughing, Thad went back to egting. "When | finish here you can give me my five hundred bucks
and alift back to my rundown contemporaries.”

Rich moved to the chair next to Thad. "Well work on you before you ever have to meet the
Wabrooks, Mclntosh," he said. "The physica work aone will take weeks, the operations.”

"Operations?’

"Facid work, fingerprints," Rich explained. "WEell have to plant some nearly foolproof caps on your
eyesto faketheretina patterns. Brainwave patterns we can't do anything about. We're not certain
anybody ever got Robert I's down and filed away. Then there's the—"

"How did you cometo pick me?"'

"Our computers did that, using info siphoned from the national data bank. As| told you, you're one
of ahalf dozen or so possihilities. Fellowswho come near to Robert | in build, facia structure.”

Thad wiped his plate clean with fold of nearcorn tortilla. "Can | order some more food?"

"Go ahead." Rich looked away. "Thething is, Mclntosh, we have every reason to believe the
Hellhound thing is a pretty nasty weapon. Warren Parkinson has three more yearsto serve.”

"Who?" Thad was ordering another meal.

"Parkinson, the President of the United States,” said Rich. "Y ou know he's had two severe
breakdowns since he took office. He may he in even worse shape than anyone suspects. We can't let
something like the Hellhound weapon fall into the hands of a man as unstable as Warren Parkinson.”

"Maybe the Hellhound Project is something harmless,” said Thad. "Walbrook Enterprisesturnsout a
lot of uff."

"Thisisawegpon, and it isn't harmless.”

Thad's second meal appeared out of the dot. "How long would it take to turn me into areasonable
facamile?'

"Two months at |east, that's the minimum. A lot of background info can be put in while you're
adeep.”

"You'l provide me acomfortable place to deep,” asked Thad, "plenty of food?"



"Sure, and welll rehabilitate you.”

"That'sunlikdy," said Thad. "Still, winter's not so far off. Thiswould take care of most of my winter
problems.”

Rich said, "Maybeyou'retired of thelife over there, Mclintosh. Maybeyou fed . . ."

"No lectures, no sermons.” After eating for amoment, Thad asked, " Suppose | turn you down.
Arent you afraid | might talk to someone?

"Should you turn OP down," Rich informed him, "you won't remember any of today. We have a
processfor that."

"| figured as much," said Thad. " Suppose the Walbrooks don't accept me, suppose they see through
my great impersonation? Do | ill get pad?’

"If you survive, yes"

"How do we explain where Robert . . . where I've been dl these years since the plague hit?"

"We have ardativey plausble story worked out. Y ou'll be briefed on it, quite sufficiently briefed.”

Giving aone-shoulder shrug, Thad said, "O.K., I'll try it. Doesn't make much difference | guess, riot
to me anyway. Sure, O.K. When do we sart?’

"Now," said Rich.

vV

Dr. Barney Rosenfeld took his hands off the controls of the land-car and locked them on the top of
his grizzled head. "Y oure—you're on your own from here on, friend,” he said. " The sound—sound
pickupswill be trained on us once we get through the—the gates.” He was amoderately overweight man
of thirty-six, his sand-colored hair speckled with gray.

Thad nodded, not saying anything. He was used to the doctor's backtracking speech pattern now.
Directly ahead of them rose stone walls, made of the same large black and gray rocks you till saw
throughout this part of Connecticut. Only these wallswere higher, risng ten feet at least. Heavy gates,
made of real wrought iron, barred their entry to the Walbrook estate. Just beyond the gates Thad could
sense aforce screen in operation. The light snow which was flickering down through the afternoon melted
away to nothing when it came near the gates.

"I've got an identification plate implanted in the hood of the car,” explained the doctor.
"They—they'rereading it now."

"They?"

Rosenfeld tilted his head in the direction of thewall. "The security robots.”

A low ratcheting sound commenced outside, the metal gates swung dowly inward. The landcar
jerked, swaying dightly to the left before it started moving aheead.

"They—they've taken over operation of the car now," explained the Walbrook family doctor.

Thelandcar proceeded dowly dong the black roadway. The force screen was no longer there.
When it had gone some five hundred fet, the car abruptly stopped.

"Stick—stick one of your hands out the window, friend," advised Rosenfeld.

The car windows automaticaly rolled themsalves down. Standing on each side of the vehicle now
were robots. Each of them was man-size and dun-colored.

"Hand please," requested the one on Thad's Sde. He had afine dusting of snow on his cheeks,
shoulders and chest. Hismetal hand wasice cold.

A smdl cone extended itsdlf, with araspy click, out of the robot's pam. A tiny blue light at the cone's
end scanned the tips of Thad'sfingers. Therobot let go, saying, "Agrees.”

A second later Dr. Rosenfeld's robot repested the procedure and said the same thing.

The car windows shut, the machine rolled ahead.

"That—that was to check our finger—fingerprints, friend,” said the doctor.

"I figured.”

Dr. Rosenfeld had his hands back atop his head. "They—they like to be able to see your hands.”

Thad was scratching his crotch with his counterfeit fingertips. "1 think I'm going to have to make afew



changes around the old homestead,” he said. "A half century hasn't made Johnny any lessof a
fuss-budget.” That last word was one which had been current fifty years before.

"You—you can'ttak . .." Dr. Rosenfeld stopped, remembering who Thad was supposed to be.
"Yes, friend, you can certainly talk to J.P. about that. Although, as I'vetold you, the world hasn't
improved—improved measurably since you were dive last. There's even more need for security today.”

"l suppose Johnny isup to hisassin government work still," said Thad.

"|—I believe 50, yes," answered Rosenfeld, watching Thad through dightly narrowed eyes. " Though
I'm only one of severd—severd family doctorsand I'm not in on any family secrets.”

After thelandcar climbed two low hillsthe buildings became visible—a complex of sx enormous
white satbox-type houses, connected by see-through tunnels.

Stretching away behind the houses were acres of red trees, maples and birches, dl bareand thinin
the cold light.

"Johnny's expanded alot, | see,”" said Thad. "In my day we made do with only one house, the farthest
one on theleft, and about thirty acres.”

"Fifty years of nothing—nothing but success can—"

"What are those new satboxes Made of 7'

"Walbrook nearwood | imagine.”

"Sincemy time," said Thad. "I've got alot of new productsto get mysdlf filled in on."

Their car wasjerked off the roadway into awide circular clearing beside the big square house Thad
was pretending to remember.

Two more robots, chrome-plated thistime, helped them out of the landcar. "House One, please,”
said the robot who took Thad'sarm.

"We should be taken in to see your—your brother now," said Dr. Rosenfeld.

"Looking forward to it." Thad allowed himself to be guided to the door of thefirst house.

In the foyer of the big white house alarge blond man stood. "Y ou're the dleged Wa brook, huh?!

"You're not kin." Thad turned to the doctor. "I thought Johnny was ready to see me."

"This" said Rosenfeld, "is—is Mr. Gunder, with the United States Government.”

"Agent Lyle Gunder," thelarge man amplified, "with the Total Security Agency. | serveasaliason
between Walbrook Enterprises and the Government. | screen people.” He strode up to Thad. "Before
you go any further I'm going to run afew testson you.”

"What—what's this all about?' demanded the doctor, "I conducted—"

"Theold guy himsdlf ordered it." Gunder jerked hishead a Thad. "Y ou'll have to cometo House
Two. By the way, what was your favorite vegetable asakid?'

"Crooked-neck squash.” Thad began to roam around the white room. "All the pictures have been
moved."

"What was the name of your favorite stuffed toy when you were three?" asked the big TSA agent.

"Doggie," sad Thad.

"Which knee did you—"

"Dont let them wear you down, Unc." A tall, smiling young man came in through a side door. Hewas
about Thad's age and |ooked something like Thad, the atered, worked-over Thad. But he was thicker
and there was a difference about the upper part of hisface. "I believein you. Purely on faith, sncel
wasn't even born until long after they stuck you onice."

"It wasn'tice," corrected Dr. Rosenfeld.

"I know, Doc," said the young man. "I'm Lon Walbrook, Unc." He clutched Thad around the
shoulders. "Baob I1'sboy. Y ou remember my dad, don't you?"

"A shadowy little boy," said Thad. "He used to like to suck on thetips of felt markers.”

"That sounds like Pop for sure, Unc. Except he'sless shadowy now,” said Lon. "He'sreally
developed balsin thelast few years. He's down in South Amer—"

"Stop hugging this aleged great-uncle of yours," said Gunder. "I've got to get him over to the
research roomsright now."

"Isthisany way to trest the walking dead, Gunny?' Lon stood back while Gunder led Thad away



toward another door. "I'll seeyou again up in J.P.'slair later, Unc. I'm afraid you'll find poor Gramps
hasn't held up aswdl asyou.”

"I've had alot morerest,” said Thad.

Lon laughed. "'l can seel inherited my sense of humor from you, Unc.”

"What was your best subject in junior high?" asked the large Gunder. He opened the door and
stepped through.

"Paddle tennis." Thad followed the TSA man down an orange-tinted plastic tubeway.

Dr. Rosenfeld brought up the rear, saying, "I'm—I'm still darned if | can see why you have to—"

Gunder grabbed open the door at the tubeway's end. "Why the hell are you here?’

When Thad stepped into the domed anteroom of House Two, he saw alanky, sandy-haired man
amiling tentatively a him from far acrossthe room.

The man held abulky plyofolder tight againg his chest. "Hello," he said across the hollow distance.
"Hello, I'm. .. uh...wel, hello, Father."

Thad grinned, walked over to the tentative man. ™Y ou must be my boy, my son Alex." He reached
out ahand to thefifty-five-year-old Alex Walbrook.

"Yes...uh...tha'swho | am, Father." He shifted the folder up toward his armpit. He lost control
and it dropped, flapping, scattering microcards. "Sorry ... uh. . . thisisal rather avkward, isn't it?
Encountering my own father again after solong .. .. and ... uh. . . hereyou are younger than | am." He
darted to bend toward the fallen materias.

Thad caught his hand and shook it. "It's good to see you, Alex. Y ou've turned out well."

"Oh...uh...Iredlydon't know, Father," said the son of Robert I. "If you'd beenaround . . . uh...
A think I might . . ."

"Get that crap gathered up,” said Gunder, joining them. "What are you moping around down here for
anyhow?'

On hisknees, Alex replied, "Well, Lyle, | was. .. uh. ..l wasinthefiles.

"There's an extensve amount of information filed herein House Two," said Dr. Rosenfeld.
"Severd—severd file rooms down that blue corri—"

"Enough chitchat," said Gunder. "I want to get this guy in where we can check him out real good.
Fingerprints, eye patterns, the works."

Alex rose lopsidedly, leaving most of thetiny file cards on the plastic mosaic floor. "Wdl, I'm ... uh . .
. happy that you're back, Father."

"So am |." Thad patted the lanky man on the shoulder.

"Save your hugging and kissing until we figure out who thisguy isfor sure.”

"You...uh...oughtto remember, Gunder, that I'm...uh... part of the Wabrook family."

"Uh...oh...uh...redly?" chuckled the TSA agent.

Thad took hold of Gunder's arm, pressed. "L et's take our tests."

"| fed thisisredundant,” said Dr. Rosenfdd, trailing the two of them toward the wide yellow door of
the test rooms.

During the next hour six machines, two robots, three human lab technicians and a Negro-tinted
android examined Thad. After that, Gunder asked him to wait in an acove off the enormous gray metal
test lab.

"Thisisquite asetup,” remarked Thad as Gunder did the accordian door shut. "Built it just to run me
through?'

"We can do alot of things down here." The blue accordian door closed tight.

Thad douched in arubber chair, watching the gray unadorned celling. He rubbed at his naked
backside.

About ten minutes later Gunder returned. "Come on out here, buddy.”

Thad strolled barefooted back into the larger room, followed Gunder around assorted mechanisms.

"Show thisthing your hands again." Gunder jerked athumb at the large tank-shaped machine which
had tested Thad's fingerprints and pam patterns earlier.

Swallowing, Thad thrust both hands into the waist-high dots. He hoped the Opposition Party



technicians had done as good ajob as Crosby Rich claimed.

The tank whirred, hummed, then made afaint whistling sound from someplace around back.

"Wel?" demanded Gunder.

"Perfect match,” said the speaker grid of the machine. "This man and Robert Walbrook | have
identicd prints.”

With lips pressed tight together, Gunder took a deep breath. "Then why did you want to check him
out again?'

"Whll, actudly he hasafascinating lifeline. 1'd predict he'sgoing—"

"Oh, shit." Gunder jerked Thad's hands free of the machine.

"Do | pass?' grinned Thad. Gunder turned his back, gathered up Thad's clothes from anearby chair
top. "So far, buddy. So far, but | got alot more testsin mind for you." He threw the clothes at Thad.
"Some you won't even be awvare of "

"Sock," said Thad.

"What?'

"Y ou left one of my socks on the chair there.”

Gunder snorted, went striding away.

Vv

Thad, Lon and Dr. Rosenfeld moved through nearglass tunnds and saltbox houses, finaly reaching
House Six.

A chubby pink man with an duminum right arm was awaiting them at the second-floor landing,
shuffling dmost imperceptibly on the thick flowered carpeting. | am Badjett, Sir," he said to Thad.

Lon asked, "Badj, aren't you going to hug the prodigal 7'

"l anonly inmy very early fifties, Mr. Lon," answered Badjett. "Therefore | never had the pleasure
of serving Mr. Robert |. Comethisway, Sr."

Lon followed. "Weredl going to cal on Gramps."

Badjett raised his|eft eyebrow. He stopped in front of ared oak door, inserted ametal finger in the
keyhole. The door swung inward.

Thefirgt person Thad saw was not old John Phillips Walbrook but adim young girl. Shewas
standing beside ahigh window, adark girl with long black hair. The glare of the declining sun on the
snow outside made a blue haze al around her. When she turned to face Thad he couldn't see her clearly,
yet he knew there was something specia about her. The way she held hersdlf, the way she moved
toward him.

"Uncle Robert," shesaid in her gentle voice. "We're dl so very glad you've returned to us.” Shewas
about twenty-four and very pretty, in aquiet, delicate way.

"Company mannerstoday, Sis?' laughed Lon. "Thisismy sister Jean-Anne, Unc. What are you
caling yoursdlf of late, Sis? Have you gone back to Walbrook?' He patted Thad on the shoulder.
"You'rein luck today. | stayed home from Walbrook Enterprisesto greet you and Sisis here between
marriages. It'stoo bad Dad couldn't get back from South Americaintime.”

"Won't you come thisway, Uncle Robert,” said the lovely dark girl. "Grandfather is very anxiousto
Sseeyou.”

"Thisisher lady act, Unc,” said Lon. "Foolsal and sundry until they—"

Thad took hold of Lon'sarm just above the elbow and squeezed. "'l suggest you adopt a respectful
dlencein the presence of your elders.”

Seated in front of an empty fireplace was abent old man in hiseighties. He sat far forward, holding
tight to the arms of his soft black chair. "We still haven't been able to do anything about age,” he said to
Thad. "l haveawholelab full of halfwits, overpaid hafwits, working on the problem.”

Lon said, "Defense work pays better.”

"We even have hdfwitsin thefamily now," sad J. P. Wabrook.

"It'sgood to see you again, Johnny," said Thad down at the old man.



"Isit?' The old man studied Thad'sface. "If only | . . . well. So you're back, Bob? | apologize for
imposing even more teststoday, but . . . Dr. Rosenfeld's told us most of your story, and of course | had it
thoroughly checked by my security people. Still, I'd like to hear the details from you.”

"Dr. Rosenfeld knows more than | do," began Thad. " Apparently—I don't quite know how yet—I
woke up when the rioting destroyed the vaultsin Grosse Pointe. | have afedling a couple of other guys
who were stored there did, t0o." He shook his head, which was now a good replica of the real Robert 1.
"From then on until afew monthsago . . . wel, I'm not very clear. | must have wandered around from
place to place, not knowing who | was."

"Yes," sad the old man, "wewere dways afraid of that. The storage affecting the memory cells of the
brain."

"Only temporarily, fortunatdly,” said Dr. Rosenfeld from behind the old man's big black chair. "He
began to remember who he was five months ago and—"

"I went to adoctor,” said Thad. "I wasliving in aghetto area known as Cleveland, when | started
getting glimpses, pieces of memory coming back. | knew adoctor who was working with the
down-and-outs, aman | could trust with what | figured might only be somekind of delusions.”

"Fortunately," said the doctor, "the doctor wasaman | know."

"All those conventions you hit do pay off, Doc."

"This colleague contacted me," continued Rosenfeld. "1 began to do some checking, finaly went out
to Cleveland mysdlf. | told no oneinthefamily at first. | wanted to be relatively certain thisyoung man
was actualy Robert B. Walbrook 1. Asyou know, Mr. Walbrook, | made numerous tests before |
even—"

"Yes, | saw dl that material, Rosenfeld,” cut in JP. "And, Bob, what about the leukemia?”

"Y ou remember we didn't know what al the side effects of the pseudodeath process would be.
Johnny," said Thad. "There seemsto have been atota remisson.”

"That'strue, as| reported to you," reminded the doctor.

"Glory be," said Lon, "amiracle. And we're not even certain Wabrook Enterprises had anything to
dowithit."

"Y ou and your sister can leave us now," ordered the old manin adow voice. "Y ou aswell, Doctor."

When the three were gone Thad sat down on the floor in front of the fireplace. It was a characteristic
Robert | posture.

The old man continued watching him. At last he said, ™Y ou can have your old roomsin thefirgt house
agan." He hdd out hishand. "Welcome home, Bob."

VI

It was two days before Thad got a chance to prowl. Christmas Eve and everyone seemed
preoccupied. From the window of hissuitein the original house he could see the snow falling heavier
down through the darkness, swirled by aharsh wind. He left hisfloating see-through chair and hurried
across the room.

Only slencein the hadlway. He moved quietly sideways out through the doorway. So far none of the
material on Walbrook Enterprises held been given to go through had contained one mention of the
Hellhound Project. Today dl the microcards and wordspools had dedlt with the pharmaceuticd division
of Walbrook.

Since they wouldn't bring any defense and weaponry materia to him, Thad decided held go looking
for it on hisown. He got safely down to the foyer. He could hear the kitchen robots now, laughing and
rattling, joking with theimported French android chef.

Thad let himsdf into the tube tunnel leading to House Two. Hed seen Gunder take off in afamily
arcruiser at twilight, so hewouldn't have to worry about the bulky TSA agent.

The blue corridor leading to the file roomswas dimly lit with hanging twists of lightstrip. Seasona
music was flowing out of the tiny speakers planted along the floor.

"Very festive," said Thad. He pushed open a door marked File Room A.



It waslong and narrow and smelled of meta. Two walls were made up of metal-doored cubicles. At
the rear wasarow of retrieval machines and six four-legged microreaders.

Thad had been briefed by OP on how all these mechanismsworked. He located the central index
box, which was built into thewall behind the retrieval machines. Squatting, since the control pand was set
inlow, he studied the face of the box. The Hellhound stuff may not be stored in this room, hethought
to himsdf, but | should at least be able to find out whereitis.

He was reaching out for the punch-buttons when something touched the back of his neck.

"Nobody should work on Chrisgmas Eve."

It was Jean-Anne, dark and pretty, standing with one warm hand outstretched. He grinned up at her.
"Y ou move very circumspectly.”

"l guess| do. | saw you heading thisway from my room," she said. "l wanted to invite you to see the
tree get trimmed.”

"Aren't dl thetreestrimmed by now?"

"We dways|eave the onein the living room herein House Two for tonight,” said the girl. "It'san old
family cusom.”

"Relatively old," said Thad, starting to get up.

Jean-Anne did ahand under hisarm. "L et me help you, Uncle Robert.”

"Hey," said Thad. "Even though | was born nearly eighty years ago, I'm not redly feeble."

Thegirl let go, smiling. "Y ou're my great-uncle, though,” shesaid. "1 can't hdp thinking of
great-uncles as venerable old souls. A lifetime of conditioning.”

"I'm probably one of the few youthful great-uncles around,” admitted Thad asthey |eft the file room.

"Word is getting out, by the way, about you," said Jean-Anne. "Inquiring people from the
Conglomerate News Network, the Fairpress and Time-Life have been knocking at the gates.”

"All to be turned away?'

"Oh, yes. Grandfather doesn't like interviews of any kind and you . . . well, you he wantsto handle
especidly carefully.”

Theliving room waslit only by globes of pale orange light floating up near the domed celling. In the
center of the room stood a six-foot-tal Chrissmastree, its strong pine smell filling the big room.

Thad asked, "One of ours?’

"Y es, aWabrook nearwood longlife tree,”" answered the girl. "Y ou can tell by the smell, too piney to
bered."

"I haven't gotten to our lumber businessyet. Also, | can't find anything on the defense. . "

Christmas carols started up in the far corner of the room. Three tank-shaped, chest-high robots
whirred across the room to circle the tree. Onerobot carried abasket stuffed full of tinsel, another long
twigting chains of redligtic-looking holly and the third a carton of nearglass bulbs.

"| thought we were going to decorateit,” said Thad.

"No, Grandfather always thought children got too exuberant and noisy with jobslikethis," said the
girl. "So he had these servos built to take careif it. They've been with the family amost aslong as | can
remember. We can Sit on the sofathere to watch.”

"Careful, careful, children,” warned one of the robots as they passed the tree. "Don't come too close,
don't touch.”

"Very cheerful." Thad eased down onto a see-through sofa filled with blue-tinted water and restless
tropicd fish. "How long have you been with the family?*

"Thistime?' She sat closeto him, both kneestight together and pointed toward him. " Oh, something
like sx months. Every oncein awhile| get married and then later | come home." Shefolded her arms
under her small breasts. "A very dull chronicleit makes. Tell meabout . . . what wasit like, being adeep
al those years?'

"Tinsd last," said arobot asit began to twine holly on the pine-scented tree.

"Itwassmply likethat,” he said, "like being adeep.”

"Did you dream?"'

Thad thought. "No," he said findlly.



Jean-Anne hugged hersdf tighter. "How awful. It is like being dead.”

"The next best thing," he answered, grinning. " Do you get much involved in the various family
enterprises?’

"Me? Oh, some, but |—"

"Hum." Badjett had drifted into the room. He coughed again, his glistening meta hand shielding his
mouth. "We have had word that Mr. Robert 11 will arrive shortly.”

"Good," said thegirl. "It'l be niceto have Dad home on Christmas. He's dmost always someplace
elseon holidays.”

Badjett's pink face was turned toward Thad. "Mr. John suggests you join him in House Six for a
short business meeting in one haf hour, sir. Mr. Lon and Mr. Robert 11, fresh from histour of South
America, will aso attend.”

"Won't my son bethere, Badjett?'

"Mr. Alex isnot often invited to these meetings, Sir,” explained Badjett. "His restlessness sometimes
annoys Mr. John."

"l see," Thad said to the cherubic butler. "O.K., I'll bethere.”

A little over ahdf hour later he wasin the study of J.P. Walbrook. A new firewasgoing in the
fireplace. Y ou could till seethe Walbrook Enterprises monogram on the pseudologs. The old man sat as
he had the last time Thad had seen him, clutching tight to the chair arms as though he were afraid of
pitching over onto thefloor.

Lon, holding a steaming cup of rum grog, was strutting back and forth in front of the high windows.
"Pop's coming home for the holidays, Unc." he said when Thad entered. "1t will be very gda Maybewe
can have one of the robots festoon him with mistletoe.” He squinted through awindow at the darkness.,
"Lookslike the festive red and green lights of hisair-cruiser fast gpproaching now."

JP. asked, "How are you coming with your backgrounding, Bob?'

"Congdering | havetofill mysdf in- on fifty years, not bad,” Thad answered. "1 haven't come across
anything pertaining to our defense business, though. Since that makes up such ahefty part of—"

"WEell inform you on that aspect soon,” promised the old man. "'In fact, we may get into some facets
of our government work tonight.”

"Now you're back in thefold, Unc, maybe you can help cure Gramps of the habit of holding these
mesetings of hisright before dinner,” said Lon.

"We used to have them before breskfast,” said Thad, remembering something he'd learned during his
long days of OP processng.

Lon made adurping sound over hiscup. "Just S0 | don't missthe plum pudding tonight.”

The door opened. A tal, thin man, bald and dightly stooped, waked into the room. He was
shrugging out of an al-season flying jacket. "Good evening, Fether.”

"Y ou've been informed of the good news," the old man said. "Weve located Bob, after dl these
years."

The bald man took three stepsin the direction of Thad. Then he shook his head. "This man can't be
Robert Walbrook I," he said.

Vil

The old man was out of hischair, pacing the room in adow, crooked way. Thad was no longer
there. Stopping near the high windows, J.P. reached out one knobby hand to touch the glass. "The
winters get colder each year," he said. "What do you mean by what you said, Robert?'

Hisbad son hesitated. "I merdly lost control of mysdlf, Father." He was standing, dightly bent, with
his back to the fireplace. "Y ou know, travel shock, the holiday tensions. . . | blurted out the first thing
which cameto my mind when | saw him."

"Y ou were asmall boy when Bob had to be put away," reminded J.P. He dowly turned. " Stop
tapping that mug againgt your teeth, Lon."

"Sorry, Gramps." Lon had taken the old man's chair and was Sitting in it Sdeways with hislegs



swinging over onearm of it. "Family squabbles dways excite me."

"What makes you say heisn't Bob?' the old man asked his son.

Pacing his pam againgt hisforehead and then diding it up onto hisscalp, Robert 11 said, "'l don't
know exactly, Father. Theré's something about him . . . I'm not certain, but he struck me on first glance
asbeing...wdl, not aWabrook."

"Doesn't have our thoroughbred look, huh, Pops?’

"Inaway that iswhat | mean, yes."

JP. coughed adry cough. "Y ou don'timagine| alowed him to come here without looking into
everything firg?'

"No, I'm aware of what was done by way of investigation,” answered Robert I1. "I went over dl the
memos and videograms you sent me, Father."

The old man's head wasticking up and down as he watched the whirling snow. "He checks out on
every point. Weve goneinto the story and it al turns out to be true, the wanderings, thetimein
Cleveland. And Dr. Rosenfeld ran an incredible number of checks on him before bringing him hereto us.
Fingerprints, retina patterns ... everything matches.”

Robert 11 said, "According to Dr. Rosenfeld.”

"That hulking Gunder has aso made numeroustests,” the old man told him. "That isin addition to the
independent checks | had made."

"Many things can befagfied,” said Robert I1. "Most of Uncle Robert's detailed medical records are
logt, it seems. So we have no real proof.”

JP. inssted, "It's much harder to fake his memories, his attitudes, the way hewalks and talks. It'sdl
as| remember him."

"From fifty years ago, Father, from another century."

"You'l find, should you reach an age comparable to mine, Robert, that the early years of your life
become clearer rather than dimmer asyou reach thisend of your life.”

Robert |1 rubbed hisbare head again. "Y ou'd like thisto be him," he said. "Y ou've missed him, dl
theseyears. . . while hewasin the vault and afterwards when we thought he was dead.”

"Yes, I'vemissed Bob," admitted J.P. "There aren't many like him around anymore. But, Robert, I've
never made adecison or ajudgment on emotion. This man ismy brother and—"

"S0 you're going to take him completely into thefold, Gramps,” said Lon. "Let him help you run
things™"

"Yes, | am,” said the old man. "That's only fair. It waswhat Bob and | agreed on back then when he
submitted to the pseudodesth business. It'swhat the law saysisfair.”

Robert Il said, "Certainly, Father. Let's, however, be cautious. . . let's be absolutely certain heis
Robert B. Walbrook 1."

"l am certain.”

"Lyle Gunder isrunning hisown check, using al the Total Security Agency facilities, Father. Nothing
will belogt if wewait for the results of that.”

"What do you mean, wait?"

"| think Pop means we can gtill toss afew fatted caves Unc'sway," suggested Lon. "We ought to
hold off, though, on letting himin on dl the family secrets.”

"Yes, exactly," said Robert I1. "I think that would be an excellent approach to the problem, Father."

"| don't see Bob'sreturn as aproblem.” The old man pressed hisfingersto the dark glass of the
window. "Very well, Robert. Well be, to please you, abit more cautious than we have been.”

"Thank you, Father."

VIII
They didn't try to kill Thad until two days later.

Just after lunch Thad wasin his suite of roomsin House One, working in the smal den which had
been Robert Walbrook I's. Old J.P., aswell as Robert 11, had provided him with more background



materid. Severa cartons of micro-cards, bundles of fax copies, but till nothing at al about Hellhound.

Histedevison set out in the living room suddenly turned itsdf on. "L adies and gentlemen, the President
of the United States.”

"My friends," said Warren Parkinson in his nervous voice, "there's nothing to get excited abot. |
redly only . .. wdl, | liketo talk to the American people now and then. And as President of the country,
not to mention being Commander in Chief of the armed forces, | have aperfect right. | mean, | can come
on and say hello thereto my people any old time | want. Well, actudly . . . onething is sort of bothering
me. | keep hearing talk about my hedth ... what was it Mr. Reisberson of our illustrious Washington
Post-Sar cdled me?'A nervoustwitch,' | believe. That nervoustwitch in the White House,' | bdlieveis
how heputit..."

Thad strolled into the living room, tried to turn off the s&t. It wouldn't allow thét.

"I mean,” continued the President, licking hislips, "I only last week had acomplete—redlly
head-to-toe—physicd. I'm—and here I'm quoting the Surgeon Genera himsalf—I'm "shipshape’. Look,
| even brought you copies of my X-rays and my e ectrocardiograms and my brainwave recordings to
look at. Well, admittedly the old brain does show adight . . ."

Thad's phonerang. "Hello?"

The dark lovely Jean-Anne showed on the small square screen. "Care to take awalk, Uncle? Or are
you glued to the President."”

"A wak would befine, my child."

"Oh, am | ill addressing you as though you were venerable? Forgiveit. I'll see you out behind
House Two in five minutes”

On hisway downgtairs Thad encountered Alex Walbrook on the staircase.

"Oh...uh...hdlo, Father," said the lanky man, attempting asmile. He had hisarmsfull of bundles
of fax memos, nestly tied. "l wasjust . . . uh. . . coming to talk with you."

"What about, Alex?'

The son of Robert | shrugged his narrow shoulders. "Nothing . . . uh . . . important. It can wait if
you—"

"l promised Jean-Anne I'd take astroll with her,” said Thad. "Dropin later.”

"I'dliketo, yes," said Alex. "I hardly get to see you. They don't dlow meinto many of the. .. uh. ..
top-level mestings, you know. Andthey ... uh...they'regoing to keepyou. . ." Heturned the
sentence into acough, closed hismouth onit.

"Going to kegp mewhat?"

"l ought notto...but...uh...youaremy father, after al,” said thelanky Alex inalow voice. "I'm
not supposed to . . . uh ... know this, but | find things out. It's been decided to keep you out of the. . . uh
... top-priority thingsuntil . . . uh. .. until everyoneis stisfied.”

Thad grinned. " So the Gunder view of meis shared around the old homestead?"

"Not by me, Father," Alex told him. "But I'm afraid . . . well, you'll be wanting to get to Jean-Anne.
Youresureit . .. uh...won't bother you if | pop in onyou later?"

"Not at al," Thad assured him.

Jean-Anne was aready outside when he got there. She wore an al-season hiking suit of black and
scarlet, asmall scarlet cap on her head. "1 like to walk up through the woods, up toward the hills over
there”

"l think I'm up to that."

"Let's proceed then, Uncle." Shetook his hand, leading him away from the complex of satbox
houses.

The day was chill and clear, the thin sunlight tinting the snow apae yellow. "Our President seemed
particularly twitchy today,” remarked Thad.

"Y ou've been away. He was amost serene compared to the—" "'I'm alittle unsettled by the fact
we're doing so much work for the government,” Thad said. "With aguy like Parkinson in charge. By the
way, | il haven't been given very much about the defense end of Walbrook Enterprises.”

"Y ou're not supposed—" began Jean-Anne. Shetook her hand out of his, touching her fingertipsto



her cheek.

"Not supposed to be told?!

The girl looked away. "Will you dlow meto tactfully change the subject, Uncle? I'm sorry."

"Sure," Thad said. Increasingly since held been here theidea of trying to get information from the girl
bothered him. The Opposition Party might not like it, but there it was. He began talking about other
things.

When they were ten minutesinto the oaks and maples a crunching sound commenced off to the
right.

"Dont' let it bother you," Jean-Anne said when she noticed the turning of hishead. "It's Chambers
Twenty-sx probably.”

"And who's he?'

"Or it might be Chambers Twenty-five. Grandfather has two of them stationed in this part of the
forest," she explained. "Robots, asyou might imagine. It'san old-world touch redly, they're
gamekeepers. Designed to look after thewild life and keep off poachers.”

"Do we get many poachers?'

"Not since | can remember. Mostly Chambers Twenty-five and Chambers Twenty-six take care of
feeding the squirrels and birdsin the winter. Occasionadly they shoot arat.”

The crunching grew louder. All a once Thad's back began to fed strange, as though he had abig X
drawn between his shoulder blades. He glanced over his shoulder. "Down!™ he shouted as he pushed
Jean-Anne over into the snow.

The big robot'sfirst shot missed Thad, sizzled the dry bark off adark oak trunk.

Thad was on the ground, rolling away fast in the snow.

The robot had ablagter rifle built into its right arm. The wegpon crackled again. The snow two feet to
the |eft of Thad melted, splashing him with grest drops of boiling weter.

He kept on rolling, got up and dived around behind another thick oak.

"Stop it, Chamberd" Jean-Anne was crying.

Hunched low, Thad went running through the trees, circling over the hard-packed snow. He got
himsdlf behind the big dow-moving mechanism. The robot wore athick red Mackinaw, and nothing else,
over its chrome-plated body. And for some reason apair of eearmuffs were stuck on itsthick head.

Thad shinnied up atree directly to therear of the thing.

The gamekeeper must have heard that. 1t began dowly to turn.

Thad wasin theair, hurling himself toward it. Both his booted feet dammed hard into the robot's
back.

There was an enormous clanging thud. The gun-hand went off once more, burning up brush,
splashing hot snow. Then the big gamekeeper tottered, toppled forward.

Thad went for mechanism'’s head, jumping up and down. Cracking and smashing sounded beneath
his boots.

Chambers, whichever onethiswas, gave aflap of thearms. A smdll of burning plastic began to spew
out of hisears.

"Uncle Robert,” said Jean-Anne. "Y ou can stop, he's. . . dead or whatever you cdl it with
mechines.”

Thad had driven the machine's bright head far down into the hard snow. He stepped back and away,
wiping a hisface. "Don' tell methat bastard mistook mefor a poacher.”

"| can't understand what happened.” Shewas till knedling in the snow where held shoved her. She
held out adender hand to him.

He stood watching her for afew seconds before helping her up. " Somebody," he said.

"What?" She brushed avay snow.

Thad shook his head, saying, "Probably amalfunction. Y eah, I'm sure that will turn out to be the



explanation. We'd better get inside before the other one makes atry.”

"Other one?'

"Y ou told me there were two of them, Twenty-five and Twenty-sx," said Thad. "Which onewas
this?'

Jean-Anne turned her face toward the sorawled mechanism. "'l can't tell now,” she said.

IX

The paramedical robot handed Thad back his clothes. It gave a negative shake of its ball-shaped
head before rolling out of the white metal room.

"Bend over alittle further,” suggested Dr. Rosenfeld. "Urn, yes, everything—everything seemsto be
just—just fine, Mr. Wabrook."

"They wouldn't have been ableto plant amike in there without my knowing." Thad straightened up,
began dressing.

"Y ou—you're not supposed to say anything relevant until | give you the key phrase,” the grizzled
physician reminded. "Y es, Mr. Wabrook, you'rein the pink of condition. That's the phrase." He dipped
off his synthskin glove and crossed to let the wall sanitizer work on hishands. "And don't get
overconfident about where and where—where not they can hide abug on you or your clothes.
Obvioudy—ohbviousy somebody out there on the estate i s suspicious of you."

"O.K., we can tak now." Short, socky Crosby Rich of the Opposition Party came into the
examination room esting a ke pdoughnuit.

"I'll attend to my other patients.” When Dr. Rosenfeld was out in the corridor Rich said, "A dumbbell.
So they tried to knock you off, huh?”

"Yep." Thad seamed histunic. "Rosenfeld tells me you've been doing agood job fooling the
Wabrook tribe," said Rich. "Whered you screw up?'

"Wait now," said Thad. "If somebody is suspicious I'm not the redl Robert, why not smply cal my
bluff? Unmask mein public, in front of old J.P."

"If they figure you for aspy, they may want to get rid of you quickly and permanently,” said Rich.
"I'm not sure.”

"It could also be there are Walbrooks with purely persond reasons for wanting to do mein.”

"You sad, in the report Rosenfeld smuggled out, that Robert |1 accused you of being afake."

Sitting in awhite metal chair, Thad said, "Y eah, that he did. | get theimpression the old man talked
him out of the notion."

"Robert 11 would likeyou to befdse" said the smal, dark OP man. "Before you showed up there
was only one rickety old dumbbell between him and complete control of the whole works."

Thad said, "And this Tota Security guy, Gunder, isstill checking up on me.”

"We know about Gunder. So far al the pieces of your phony background that we planted are
holding up." He took an angry bite out of the kel pdoughnut. "Thereis one thing, though. Gunder's been
ableto get alead on some old medical records of the authentic Robert |. These includethingslikea
brain-wave recording.”

Thad poked his tongue up under his upper lip to produce a popping sound. "Then | should get out of
theresoon as| can.”

"We may be ableto sdetrack Gunder. But alittle swiftnesswouldn't hurt,” said Rich. "Haven't you
got anything on the Hellhound Project?”

"Not as much asamention,” answered Thad. "'l gather from Alex that therés agentlemen's
agreement to keep most of the security stuff away from me until I've proven mysdlf.”

"So they il don't quite accept you asthered thing.”

"The old man does. It's Robert 11 who's plugging for second-class status for me | think,” said Thad.
"Alex calsme 'Father'."

Rich finished the doughnut. "I only eat these thingswhen I'm in atense Stuation." He wandered over
to ablank metallic wall, leaned with hisback againg it. "Rosenfeld tdls me the girl was with you when the



gamekeeper tried to pot you. Did she maybe set you up?'

"No," answered Thad.

"Y ou sure?!

" She could have been killed hersdlf. The damn machine was shooting al over the place.”

Rich watched him for afew seconds. "Keep remembering Jean-Anneis your grand-niece.”

"l know who sheis."

"Living with dl your loved ones over the holidays has mellowed you, Mclntosh,” Rich told him.
"Y ou're not the crusty son-of-a-bitch | dragged out of the lower depths of Manhattan a couple of months
ago."

"Y ou turned meinto sweet-tempered Bobby." Thad left hischair to wak toward the smal OP man.
"Don't worry about my judgment being screwed up, Rich.”

"O.K., O.K." Rich held his pams toward the approaching Thad. " Get back to the estate now and get
us someresults. Y ou may—"

"I know," cut in Thad. "I may not have dl that much time.”

Nodding, Rich repeated, ™Y ou may not have dl that much time. We aren't certain what Lyle Gunder
and his Total Security boys may come up with. Besides. . ."

"Somebody out there may try to kill meagain.”

X

The second attempt came the following day.

Early in the afternoon Badj et tapped discreetly on the door of Thad's den with hisauminum figt.

"Beg pardon, sir. Mr. John would like you to join him."

Pushing asde afresh bundle of micrographs, Thad stood. "Sure, O.K."

Badjett entered, holding out an al-season hiking jacket. "1 think thiswill be suitable, Mr. Robert 1.
"Suitable for what?"

"Sincethe day isso mild, Mr. John isin the mood to spend some time out-of-doors, Sir.”

"I didn't know Johnny ever went out where he couldn't control the temperature.” He alowed the
cyborg butler to help himinto his coat. "Where do | find him?”

"He will await you at the snow-car barn,” replied Badjett. "Y ou know wherethat is, | trust.”

Thad grinned. "Yes, | do, Badjett. Just thisside of our private lake."

He went downgtairs, seaming up the jacket. Instead of heading immediately outside, Thad ducked
into the connecting tunnel. Old J.P. must have something pertaining to the Hellhound in his study, he
sad to himself as hejogged through the tinted tube. Now's a good time to look.

Thad made it through House Two and hafway aong the seablue-tinted see-through tunnd linking it
to House Three.

Then aloud rapping commenced on the wall of the tube.

Sowing, Thad looked to hisleft. Alex was out there, an awkward smile touching his lean face.
"Father," he said.

Thad couldn't hear him but he could tell what Alex was mouthing. 'Y es, what?'

"JP.is...uh...waiting for you down there." He pointed one gloved hand back. "I ... uh ... just
ranintohimand he. .. uh. .. asked meto see what was keeping you." Alex' breath made fuzzy puffballs
on the other sde of the tunne wall.

"| thought he wanted me to meet himin his study.” Thad returned to House Two and let himsdlf out
into the day. By then Alex was gone.

The snow was soft underfoot, dightly muddy in color. The sun felt warm in the hazy afternoon air.
Beside the big peak-roofed red synthwood barn the old man was standing alone, bent and resting one
knobby hand against the barn door.

"I've had them warm up my snowcar,” said J.P. "If you'll help mein, Bob, we can get sarted ona
littleride

The vehicle had narrow noryl skison its underside and was the size of asmadl landcar. 1t had two



passenger cockpits, both open and unshielded. "One of our own designs| see," said Thad as he boosted
the old man into the rear seet. "Whereto?'

"Nowherein particular, Bob." The old man buckled himsdf in. "It'sthe fegling of swift movement and
rushing ar | enjoy."

Thad took the control seeat, eased the snowcar out of the shadowy barn. He guided it along level
ground, pardlding thewide, frozen lake.

"I wanted to talk with you, Bob."

"OK., do."

"If you've been feding that | don't quite accept you or trust you," said the old man, "please try to
understand it isn't because ..."

The entire rear-end of the snow-car exploded. Jagged shards of plastic, twisted meta struts, chunks
of the compact engine went splattering through the air. The controls seemed to jerk free of Thad asthe
remains of the machine careened down toward the ice-covered lake.

Thad grabbed the release on his safety belt, jumped up onto his seat and flung himself clear. He hit
the dushy snow on hisleft elbow and knee. His ankle wouldn't work the first time hetried to rise.

After threetries he got himsdlf upright. He spun, went running toward the lake.

The snowcar hung in the air between the snowy ground and the lake. Its backside was nearly gone, a
black sooty tangle trailing streamers of harsh blue smoke.

The old man, still strapped in, was dumped far to the left.

The vehicle hit theice, bounced twice and went skidding in dizzy arcs. The sun-warmed ice groaned,
began to crack.

Thad dropped down on his stomach, started to work hisway out acrossthe ice of the lake.

The snowcar was moving more dowly. It stopped entirdly some thirty feet from the shore.

Reaching the thing, Thad carefully pulled himsdlf up by the runners.

JP. wasdive, but afragment of the exploded car had torn awide gash across the back of his head.

Thad ripped him free of the belts, hefted the old man out of the snowcar.

Theice cracked further, with a great wrenching sound.

Flat out again, Thad dragged J.P. back toward the white shore.

"l don't,” murmured the old man. "l don' . . . understand.”

"Understand what?"
"The gamekeeper,” he said. "The gamekeeper . . . mafunctioned. Now the snowcar. It'snot . . .
typical of Walbrook products. Not at al. I—" He passed over into unconsciousness as Thad got him

safely onto solid ground.
Xl

"Ever been down here before, Unc?'

Thad was sitting next to awindow of the private Walbrook auto-jet. It was early morning outside.
"Back in the Twentieth Century,” he answered. "It wasn't New Rio then, of course.”

"All thewars of liberation here pretty much finished off thispart of Brazil," said Lon. "New Rio they
built on top of the ruins, proving there's hopefor al of us. Right, Sis?"

In the seat next to Thad Jean-Anne said, "I'm Starting to have doubts that appliesto you."

Lon laughed. "Y ou've been in New Rio before haven't you, Sis? On your first honeymoon as| recall,
or wasit the second? Were you in any shapeto get an impression of—"

"Go St up with therobot again,” Thad told him.

"Don't let our sibling kidding annoy you, Unc." Lon shuffled along the thick airship carpeting to the
door heéd just comethrough. "1 cameto tell you well belanding at our Wabrook field in fifteen minutes.
Cheer up, SIS

"l have," Jean-Anne said to Thad, "mixed fedings about thisjaunt, Uncle.”

"I'm glad you're dong. Being donein Brazil for aweek with Lon—"

"Oh, | enjoy being with you." She smiled aquiet smile. "It'ssmply that Lon hasaway of ... well, | do



know why Grandfather wanted me to accompany you.”

"Probably wants you to act asabodyguard,” said Thad, watching the girl's profile.

"Y es, he's been terribly worried since the snowcar accident last week." Shelocked her hands
together, hooked them over one knee. "I know they couldn't find anything wrong with the snowcar or
with Chambers Twenty-six."

"It was Twenty-six and not Twenty-five then.”

"Yes" shesad, frowning. "Don't makeit ajoke. I'm worried, too. Y ou could have been killed ...
twice. And Grandfather aswell, the last time."

"These accidents have had one pogtive result,” Thad told the girl. " Johnny hasfindly taken me
completely into his confidence.

"Y es, he gppreciates you saving hislife. He's grateful and hel's not going to let them—" She stopped
hersdf, then said, "I don't know if you'll be happy about what you're going to learn down here.”

"l have to know everything Wabrook Enterprisesisup to, including this. . . what'sit caled again?. .
. Hellhound Project.”

"Y es, that's the name."

"What isit?'

"Y ou'll see when we get to the lab complex outsde New Rio," said Jean-Anne. "Can we talk about
something else now, please?’

"Sports, literature, the theater? I'm il fifty years out of touch, but—"

Thegirl put her hand on his. "I'll tell you about the last time | wasin New Rio."

A vast drip of forma garden stretched between the lab complex and the rim of the enormous
one-way dome which shielded it. Therewas ajungle brightness al about, intensely green palms, scarlet
blooms, great tangles of purplevine. Y dlow butterflies flickered high above, multicolored birds called
from the branches of high, twisting trees.

Lon laughed, stretching up hisarms. "Thisiswhat | call adice of the good life, Unc.”

Hiseyeson the distant cluster of gray domes which made up the Walbrook lab complex, Thad said,
"It's greener than Connecticut. Now, when do we get alook at the Hellhound?' They'd beet/ here nearly
ahaf hour, Lon giving them aleisurely tour of the grounds.

"No rush, Unc," said Lon. "Lifein South Americais paced differently, you know. I'll bet, Sis, you
found it even took longer to pick up—"

"I'djust aswel goinsde." Jean-Anne was holding onto Thad'sarm.

"Induetime,” chuckled her brother. "I thought we'd have alittle refreshment out here.” Hisfingers
snapped.

Rustling sounded behind them. Thad spun, shaking free of the girl.

It was asilver waiter robot, rolling toward them with a serving tray. The robot had a black
mustache.

"Mustacheismy ideg," said Lon. "Latin touch, Unc."

"Very sophigticated.”

"Thisisred coffee." Lon took two cups off the tray, handing them to Thad and Jean-Anne. "It's il
legal in Brazil. Sorry | can't serve you anything harder, Ss.”

"Youremuchtoojolly," thedark girl said. "What do you—?"

"Nothing, Sis, honest. It'ssmply that New Rio excitesme." He took the third cup and dismissed the
robot. "Carry on, Joaguim." He made an urging gesture with hishand. "Come on, folks, try thisgrest
authentic coffee.” When they did, he nodded happily.

Jean-Anne began to frowh. She moved to the edge of the mossy path, pushed some high yelow
fernsaside. "Lon, theselab animals must have gotten loose.”

"Oh, redly?'

Inasmall clearing three chimpanzees were huddled together near the bole of atree.

"Probably only decorations.” Lon durped at his coffee.

"No, they aren't. See, they have ID tabs on their ankles.”

"Huh." Lon beckoned Thad. "What do you think, Unc? Are these lab animas or what?'



Thad joined the others. "They look frightened.”

"How can anyone, even achimp, be afraid out herein this Eden?' asked Lon, laughing.

The chimpanzees grew more agitated now. They held on to each other, pushing back against the
tree.

"The trouble with them," observed Lon, "isthey know what's been happening to their buddies. So
we're not going to get a pure surprise reaction. However . . "

Thad felt something was approaching, but he didn't see or hear anything. Then, for an instant, he saw
threetiny flashes of light over the clearing.

The chimps separated, began trying to climb up into the tree.

One of them got as high as the lowest branch. It gave a chittering scream, fell to the ground clutching
aitsdf. Itdied inmidair.

The other two chimpanzees fell. They twitched for only afew seconds, evacuated and died.

"Oh, damn you, Lon." Jean-Anne hit against him with one clenched hand. "Damn you." She turned,
went running away from them.

Thad nodded at the dead chimps. "What did it?"

Lon replied, "What e se? The Hellhound.”

Xl

The middle-sized man was holding it between thumb and forefinger. "I'm judtifiably proud of it, my
boy," hetold Thad.

They wereal in an oval room deep within the lab complex. The wallsweretinted the same soft blue
as Dr. E. Jack Naly's one-piece labsuiit.

Thad walked afew steps closer to the black doctor. " So that's the Hellhound.”

Jean-Anne, pae, was leaning againgt awork table. "That's one of threetypes, isnt it?"

"Very good, dear girl," said Dr. Naly. "Y ou're showing amuch keener knowledge of our activities
these days."

" She's between husbands, Prof,” said Lon. " She's got more time to use the other end of her body."
Thad narrowed his eyes, studying the tiny copper-colored object in the lab director's hand. "Lookslike a
gnat."

"Yes, doexntit,” agreed Dr. Ndly. "A harmlesslittle gnat." Helet thetiny object roll downinto his
pink pam, closed hisfingersover it. "Yet it is one of the most deadly antipersonnd wegpons ever
devised, if | do say so mysdif.”

"How doesit work?'

"This particular modd seeks out body hest,” explained the amiable Dr. Ndly. "In the demondiration
you recently witnessed outdoors, my boy, afew adjustments were made, to make certain it sought out
only the monks."

Jean-Anne said, "That was most thoughtful.”

"Don't be 0 peevish, Sis. There was something in the coffee to give you temporary immunity to this
particular modd."

Dr. Nally tossed the Hellhound, caught it. "What you see here, my boy, isaperfect,
micro-miniaturized, antipersonnd missle," hesaid to Thad. "This particular model, to repest, seeksout its
victims by their body heat and then deliversaletha shot of quick-acting nerve poison. Death usualy
supervenes within fifteen seconds.” "Killswith agting,” said Thad.

"Similar to asting, but much more deedly,” replied the black Ndly. "Incidentally, on this new,
improved modd we're running about eighty-five percent effective onkills.”

"Hey, that's fifteen percent better than the earlier modd, Prof."

"Yes" amiled thelab head. "I'm sureit will be more than satisfactory to the Multi-Pentagon in
Washington. They almost accepted that last model, until | talked them into renegotiating the contract and
coughing up another quarter billion. | think everyone concerned is going to admit it was worth it, more
than worthiit."



Thad asked, "Thisisfor battlefield use only?'

Dr. Naly'seyesclicked in the direction of Lon before he answered. "Thisoneis, yes. You
understand, our own military personne will be rendered immune to the Hellhounds. | have aminiaturized
antimissile device, agpray-on repdlent and an ora repellent.”

"That waswhat | spiked our javawith, Unc," said Lon.

"Can | seethe anti-Hellhound stuff?* asked Thad.

"Shortly, yes. | think the antimissile device, while costlier, affords the best protection,” said the black
scientist. "AsI'll try to demongtrate in amoment. Now, admittedly, an enemy might come up with a
countermeasure of hisown. However, in wars such aswe've been having lately the enemy has usudly
been of asmple, uneducated sort. It isn't immediatdly likely they'd come up with anything to stop us. And
should they, or therr dlies, why we can then—"

"There are other types of Hellhound?' asked Thad.

"Yes, my boy."

"How do they differ?’

Lon sad, "Wait until tonight, Unc. I'm arranging another little demo for you and Sis over at our tower
officesin the heart of New Rio. Can you makeit?"

"I'll makeit," said Thad.

Thad waked into the tower room an hour after sunset. The sky above New Rio was adark blue ill,
thelights of the vast city were starting to snap on. New Rio wasamultileve city, itsbuildingslinked by a
crosshatch of ramps. The lightsilluminating the twisting, circling ramps flashed on and off, in soft pastel
shades. Political dogans glowed on the sides of government buildings.

"Who was your fifth-grade Ceramic Therapy teacher?’

Thad saw Lyle Gunder, the large blond Total Security agent, rocking in amosaic chair in adark
corner of the Walbrook Enterprises office. "Miss Cooper,” he answered.

"Ahal" Gunder bounced out of the chair. ""Caught you, it was Miss Santos.”

"Only for thefirst part of the semester. Miss Santos ran off with a potter.”

Gunder sank back into histile rocker. "Y ou're absolutely right,” he admitted. "Be smug whileyou
can. I've got hold of Robert B. Walbrook I's complete medical dossier, which we originally thought was
lost when Detroit and environs went blooey. It's being faxphoned down hereto New Rio. Care to submit
toafew little—"

"Hold off on theinquisition, Gunny." Lon was standing beside along tin desk on which sat atelevison
recaiver.

"Why thistwilight test?" Thed asked him.

"Only following Gramps wishes," smiled Lon. "Hewants you to befilled in on everything, Unc."

"Thisisawhopping mistake on the old coot's part.” Gunder grunted out of the chair. "What was your
favorite book when you were ten?

"The Beasts of Tarzan." Thad inclined hishead at the TV screen. "Somekind of private view, Lon?"

Lon laughed. "Y ou can bet your keaster on that, Unc. Very private.”

Gunder stalked to the door. "I'm going to watch over at the TSA building. Weve got our own spy
camerawatching. Don't say | didn't warn you." He left the two of them in the dim room.

Thad asked, "Is Jean-Anne coming?'

"Sisclamsshes dill unsettled by Doc Ndly'slittle monkey act this afternoon,” said Lon. "If you ask
me, | think she's going to snesk out of her rooms at the Zombador Hotel and cruise the bars. She'sgot a
great fondness for lowlife saloons and—"

"What do you want meto see?’

"Another Hellhound test,” replied Lon. "But of adifferent modd."

"I heard this afternoon,” said Thad, "that there was more than one version of thething. How isthis
onedifferent?’

Lon touched the side of the receiver. "Much more sophisticated, Unc.”

A picture blossomed on the screen. It showed a public square, fringed with artificid pam trees, filling

up with people.



"Thisisover inthe workers part of New Rio," explained Lon. "Our man will be speaking a astreet
rdly inafew minutes. Though with these Latin bastards you find avery cavdier attitude toward getting
started on time." He picked up a sheet of faxpaper. "Doc Naly and | figured we'd do these guysin
order, theway they areon theligt.”

"Whet lig?"

Smiling, Lon dropped the paper into adrawer of thetin desk. "We have the names of adozen men,
most of whom belong or are suspected of belonging to aleft-wing organi zation they cal the South
American Organization of States. Two of them are herein Brazil, onein Peru . . . and so on. Gunder's
buddies made up the list and our beloved President Parkinson approved the final version and gave usthe
go-ahead on thiswholefield-test operation.”

Thad crossed to the desk. "Wait now," he said. "I'm starting to get—"

"Right you are, Unc. Wabrook Enterprisesis now inthe nation business.”

"Who the hell authorized that?'

"Gramps, Dad and me," the smiling Lon told him. ™Y ou were still wandering around in the wilderness
when everything was set up and O.K.'d, Unc."

"Johnny never would. . ."

"Sure hewould,” said Lon. "Were talking about atwo or three billion dollar contract here. Oops,
theres Quartdl, Top of thelist and considered very dangerousto the best interests of the United Statesin
Latin America”

"I'm not going to let you—"

"Much too late to stop, Unc."

The viewing unit showed a crowd of three hundred people in the square now, waving and shouting as
astocky man of fifty waslifted onto the back of alandtruck. He greeted them with both hands held high
over hishead.

"The old Hellhound should catch up with him in another few minutes” said Lon. "One of TSA'sboys
issupposed to release it the minute Quartel shows."

Thad shook his head. He asked, "How do you know it will find him? Him specificaly?"

"Thismode is consderably more sophiticated than the battlefield versgon,” said Lon. "It can be st
to go after one specific person. Y ou do that, Unc, by feeding in alot of info, including brainwave patterns
and such like. What it adds up to isthere's only one person in the world who matchesthe total picture the
little Hellhound has been fed. It won't give up till it finds that person.”

Thad didn't say anything. He rested hisfists on the desk edge, leaning toward the small screen.
Quartel had begun to speak to the crowd.

"Eventudly thisverson of the Hellhound will bring Wabrook Enterprisesalot more revenue than the
military one," continued Lon. " Sometimes we go Sx months or even ayear Without a significant war, but
annoying politicians are dwayswith us. Y ou came back from the dead a exactly theright time, Unc.
Walbrook Enterprisesison theriseonce. . . hey, there he goes!™

Quartel's body was quivering. He doubled, clutching himsdlf, slently screaming. Then he pitched off
the truck and was hidden by the crowd.

"Judt likethe chimps" said Lon.

X1

Jean-Anne walked close to the edge of the sea-blue ramp. Down below was an intricacy of
walkways. In the night-black sky above the tallest tower fireworks were erupting. Great splashes of
yelow, scarlet and gold. "They aren't ceebrating anything. The current president of Brazil just likes
fireworks. It happensevery night at thistime," she said. "Why did you want to come out for astroll,
Unde?'

Beside her, Thad said, "It's alittle tougher for anyone to overhear us outdoors. Let's keep moving.”

"Why areyou afraid of being overheard, Uncle?'

Thad said, "For one thing, because I'm not your uncle.”



Sheturned her facetoward his. "No, | didn't think you were." "Y ou didn't?"

"You're very good at it, and | know you've got Grandfather and the others convinced,” the girl said.
"But you smply are not aWalbrook. | can sense you don't have the inner coldness and ruthlessnesswe
al carry around.”

"Evenyou?'

"Meespecidly,” said thegirl. "Lon'sright about me. I'm redlly avery mean and destructive—"

"I have adifferent opinion,” said Thad. "And later on well go into it in detail. Right now, Jean-Anne,
there's something € se which—"

"There was some other kind of test tonight, wasn't there?' she asked. "'l know it was something even
nastier than thisafternoon . . . because of theway Loninssted | shouldn't missit.”

"Yeah, it'sworse. They'retesting it on people.”

"People?' She dowed, took hold of hisarm.

"Tonight, on aman named Quartd. He was—"

"Yes, | heard it on the news. They said it was a heart attack.”

"It was aHellhound. A variation capable of seeking out a specific person.”

"Father and Lon," shesaid. "They . . . | don't know. | didn't really know about . . . al about this
Hellhound Project until we got down here."

"Lon hasalist of another eleven men they want to useit on,” said Thad. "I'm going to get that list.
Then I've got to get dl theinformation | have to the people | work for."

Jean-Anne asked, "Who are they?"

"The Opposition Party," he answered.

The girl nodded her head up and down dowly severa times. "Y es, they're not abad bunch.” She
moved her hand down hisarm and took hold of his hand. "Why are you confessing . . . no, that's not
exactly theright word . . . why are you confiding in me?”

"Because I'm going to have to give up my Robert Walbrook | identity now and get out of Brazil
fadt."

Jean-Anne said, "Y ou could do that without seeing me.”

"O.K., I likeyou, Jean-Anne," he said. "l wanted to—"

"Listen, how are you going to get out of New Rio and away?' "Contact aguy down here for
trangportation out.”

"Dont," shesaid. "I'll take you back to the United States..I can borrow an aircruiser out at the family
fiddand—"

"No, it may not be safe.”

"l want to," she said. "Or don't you trust me?"

"l trust you."

"Thenwell doit," said the dark-haired Jean-Anne. "How long isit going to take you?"

"Give metwo hours."

"Fine" shesad. "l won't pack, since Lord knowswho'swatching my hotd. I'll visit afew bistros and
dip away to thefidd. Meet mein Hangar Six." She stopped. "'l supposeit's proper for aniece to kiss her
great-unclein public.”

Black Dr. Ndly trade afretful noise. "'l can't say, my boy, that | fully approve.”

"Y ou don't haveto approve, Prof." Lon was seated at along off-white lab table. ™Y ou work for
Walbrook Enterprises, whichisme."

"| assumed we were going to stick to the authorized ligt."

"Thiswill makeit abaker'sdozen," said Lon. "I've just obtained, with consderable effort and
ingenuity, the real medical records of my dear uncle. So now you have but to assst mein programming
thislittle Hellhound."

"l can't possibly—"

"You will, or you'll be out on your tail, Prof. We don't need you beyond this stage.”

"If | assst you, my boy," said Dr. Naly dowly, "I expect to be—"

"I'll put you on my list of epecialy nifty people,” Lon assured him. He chuckled down insde himsdlf.



"After we get thisthing ready | want you to wait about an hour before activating it.”

"Surely you don't need to worry about an dibi.”

"No, no. But | want to be around when this gadget comes for dear old Unc. I've never seen one
work up close”

"Ah," said the black scientist. "Y es, that will be interesting. Be sure to make very careful
observations.”

"Y ou can bet your butt I will," Lon said. "Now let's get to work, Prof."

XV

The robotslet Thad in without any trouble. He stepped into an ascension tube and was carried up to
the tower office. The fireworkswere still going onin the clear black sky. A huge Brazilian flag, made of
bursts of colored tire, was rippling above the towers of New Rio.

The blue, white and green of the flag were reflected on the tin desk as Thad approached it. Thelist
wasin the drawer where Lon had dropped it that afternoon.

Thad made a copy with Lon's portable copier, which was sitting on a corner of the desk. Hewas
folding the thin page into an inner pocket when he heard the gentle whoosh of someone rising in the tube.

There was a private exit on the other side of the room. Y ou could only use it from insde. He sprinted
to that and pushed out into the night. The narrow ramp connecting the tower to the nearest walkway was
tinted a pale orange.

Up inthe night a patriotic tableau was exploding.

Thad started to run.

"Hold it!" shouted Lyle Gunder. Stopping, Thad turned toward the approaching Tota Security agent.
"Marisue McClean," he said. Gunder held astungun aimed at him. "What?"

"The name of the girl | wasin love with back in the second grade,” said Thad. " Just remembered.”

"What were you doing up here?

"I own the place, remember?* Gunder said, "'If you were Robert B. Walbrook |, you would. But we
both know you arent.”

"Dowe?'

The large blond man grunted. "We will pretty damn quick,” he said as he pushed the gun to withina
few inches of Thad's chest. "The medical dossier on Wabrook | has comein. If you don't mind, I'd like
you to come on over to the local TSA lab for afew smpletests.”

"Hrd thing in themorning,” said Thed, grinning.

"Hirst thing now!" Gunder prodded him with the stungun.

Thad dropped to the ramp. He brought his head up straight into the big agent's groin.

"Yow!" The weapon legped from Gunder'sfigt.

It was light enough to break through the invisible force barrier protecting the ramp. It went spinning,
gparkling as various kinds of light hit it, down and down through the interlacing of ramps.

"Y ou son-of-a-bitch,” said Gunder, bent over.

Thed hit him twice more, fighting in the style he'd picked up during his years on Manhattan. He hit
Gunder once again.

Thelarge agent's knees jabbed into the ramp surface. He swayed, fell toward the edge. He bumped
hard into the unseen guard screen and that dammed him over in the opposite direction. Hefell on hisleft
sde, hisbody gradually straightening out into asharp-angle sprawl. Thad left him and ran again.

Dr. Ndly yawned. He shook his head, squinting at the tiny Hellhound on the white table before him.
Then, frowning, he glanced up from the table. He sniffed at the air in the room as he looked at the
ar-conditioner outlet above him.

Then hefell forward onto hiswork.



After somethirty seconds afigure, wearing a Walbrook Enterprises gasmask, entered the room.

Nudging the dumped and snoring black doctor aside, the figure began to make some adjustmentsin
the Hellhound, using equipment drawn from aflat tan briefcase.

A few moments later the figure produced a second Hellhound missile from the case. That tiny missile
was also worked on.

When Dr. Naly awakened fifteen minuteslater there was again only the single Hellhound on the table
before him. He listened to his voxwatch. After it told him thetime, he said, "I'm not taking enough
antideep pills, obvioudy. Have to up the dosage.”

He picked up the miniature missile, carried it to awindow and released it.

XV

It started to rain. A warm, dow rain. Lon ducked under the plyoawning of the cafe, poking afinger
into the squat Brazilian. "What do you mean, Smp?"

"Very sorry, senor,” apologized the man. "I lost her."

Therain formed glistening balls on the see-through awning. "Where? Where was she last”?"

"Asl| told you, senor, she vanished somehow out of the Passaro Grande Club up on the twenty-third
levd," explained the Wa brook Enterprises security man. "That was nearly an hour ago. | returned hereto
watch her hotdl acrosstheway." He had thick, spiky eyebrows, which he raised now. "Perhaps sheis
with your venerable uncle, Senor Rob—"

"No, she'snot. Or rather, | don't know if sheis- or isn't. Y our associate who was watching Unc is
equally good at keeping track of people and he'slost him."

"l amtruly sorry, senor."

Lon stepped back out into the warm rain. It was over an hour since he'd | eft the Walbrook
Enterprises|abs. By now the tiny Hellhound wasin flight, seeking out itstarget. "Damn, | wanted to
watch."

Thefiraworks were till going on, despite the weather. The sky above the intricacy of rampswas full
of blurred bright flowers of fire.

Lon decided to go up to the Passaro Grande and ask his own questions. Maybe he could find out
something that Smp from security hadn't.

He passed arow of vendors, astand sdlling lifetime flowers, a coffee cart and one fat woman
peddling bootleg sugarcane.

Lon dowed afew feet beyond the last vendor. A very odd fedling was developing in his shoulders
and acrossthe back of his head. Helooked over his shoulder, frowning.

"Oh, Jesud" he said.

He could actudly see the thing coming for him. Tiny asit was, he saw it droning through the soft,
fdlingran.

He began to run. "That bastard Nally."

Lon had the impression he could hear the Hellhound, too.

Hisfoot suddenly dipped on awater-dick stretch of ramp. Hefell. "That bastard Nally set me up . .

Scrambling upright, he ran again.

But the Hellhound was amost on him.

Lon made adive, trying to get off the ramp. The unseen protective screen stopped him. "Oh, Jesus,
Jesud" Hetried to dlimb up theinvisblewall.

That waswhere it caught him. Three feet off the ground, hands clawing a nothing.
Lon dropped to the ramp and the rain began to beat down on him.
Up in the black sky more flowers blossomed.



XVI

The aircab stopped, hovering, four feet above the mud. "Would you mind legping out, senor?' the
driver asked Thad. "Thisisascloseas| liketo get to dl that filth." "I'm used to it." Thad paid thefare,
went down through the bottom hatch. He gripped the edge of the opening, swung back and forth afew
times and let go. He landed on alength of nearwood planking stretched between two scrapshacks. 'Y ou
don't wish meto wait, do you?'

"No, I'll get another cab out.” Thad was sure he hadn't been followed down here to the poverty
sector of New Rio, beyond the dlevated part of the city. Still it was safer not to leave the cab hanging up
there.

"Good luck to you, senor.” The craft whooshed upward through therain.

The shack on Thad'sleft was made of the sides of old freezers, topped with aroof ripped from a
war-surplus tank. Beyond it, lopsided cartons and the doors of junked aircabs. A one-legged man was
relieving himsdf againg itswall.

Thad walked, tightrope-style, dong the plank, jumping to awarped airplane wing that served asa
link between the next shacks. Mud splashed up when he hit. A rat, water-soaked, lay dead beside the
wing. Thad continued through the cluster of athousand shacks and huts. Theraintore a him, causing him
to lurch against afence of nearwood scraps. Up ahead, across a bridge of large-size soycan lids, stood
the shack he wanted. It was made of the parts of three gutted robot jukeboxes, dl strips of silver and
gold paint and circles of scarlet and green light. The roof was athatch of chrome tubing.

Thad knocked on the door just above the speaker grid.

After amoment the bright door inched open. "What do you have to say to me?"

"Otenta chavenas do chiz tepido,"

Thad said into the dimness of the huit.

"| think that's the password."

"What elsewould it be?' He pushed into the scrapshack. "Where's the phone?’

The old woman who'd opened the door was holding a shining new blaster pistol. "Y ou better say the
password one moretime.”

"Otenta chavenas do chi, tepido.”

"Yes, that'sit." After holstering the weapon in the wide belt wrapped round her one-piece dress, the
gaunt woman crossed the floor to thump a bare foot on abatch of chrome. "What do you think of this
place, by the way?"

"A little flamboyant maybe."

"It suitsme." Shelifted the chunk of flooring and fetched out a pixphone. "The only thing | don't likeis
therats. They ate my last phone, or at least they carried it off to their lair. Or nest. What do you cdl a
ra's—?"

"Could you wait outsde while | make the call?'

"You cantak infront of me. I've got atop clearance with the Opposition Party."

Picking up the specid phone, Thad punched out the number Crosby Rich had givenhim. Ina
moment the stocky man's face gppeared on the small rectangle of screen. "I've got something for you,”
Thad told him.

The old woman was squatting in a corner, hunting cockroaches with her thumb.

"Good, because adumbbell thing has happened here and I'm not sure what it means.”

"What?'

"Give mewhat you've got firs." Thad told Rich what held found out about the Hellhound.

The OP troubleshooter said, "Little teeny-weeny missiles, huh? That's abitch of anidea”

The woman cleared her throat.

"They've dready used it once down here," continued Thad. "If you've heard about the death of aguy
named Quartd up there yet, it was the Hellhound that did it. And they've picked even more targets.” He
took out the list he'd swiped, read the namesto Rich.



"Y ou've got to makethisal public. That should discourage them until the whole operation can be
closed down."

"lsn't there. . . didn't you say there was some defense against the Hellhound?'

"Yeah, but | don't haveit. They've got that stuff stored out at the Walbrook Enterprises|abs.”

Rich had picked up akelp brioche and was about to take abite. "Hey, it occursto me," he said,
lowering therall, "maybe this dumbbel| thing that's happened heretiesin.”

"Y ou haven't told me."

"Dr. Rosenfeld has disappeared, been gone nearly aday," said Rich. "When we checked out his
offices we found someone had snaiched—"

"My medical records?' asked Thad, his hand tightening on the pixphone receiver.

"Exactly. Do you—7?"'

"Holy Christ! They're going to send one of those Hellhounds after me.”

"| thought you said you drank some repellent?”

"That ora stuff only protectsfor an hour or two."

"Well, they could smply be—" Thad hung up, soun and ran for the door.

"Bad news?" asked the old woman as he plunged out into the rain and mud.

The doors of the pillbar snapped open and afat man in awrinkled tourist suit came tottering out. He
stumbled, one knee splashing down into awater-filled pothole. His suit pocketsrattled, a
beer-bottle-brown container of capsules hopped out to go bouncing and then rolling aong therainy
Street.

Thad had reached the end of the poverty belt and wasin the strip of speciaty saloons which rimmed
the elevated core of New Rio. He hit again the summoning button on the aircab box screwed to the noryl
front of the bar. It was now eleven minutes since held talked to Crosby Rich.

"Come here, come here," the fat man told the rolling pill bottle. Thad turned, hurried over to the man.
"Let me hdp you." Heretrieved the container, placed it in thefat palm. "Can | help you to your vehicle?'

"That would be agracious gesture, Sir," said the fat tourist as he straightened up. 1 can tell by your
appearance you are not afootpad or a—"

"Whereisit?'

"Whereisit?' While he thought, the fat man absently uncapped the pill cylinder and shook two
orange and black capsulesinto hishand. "Thisisaprewar antibiotic. Can't get it in the States. Makes me
fed good dl over .. ."

"Isit alandcar or an aircruiser?’

"One of those, yes," replied the dazed pill-freak. "Heresthetag for it, right here." He reached into his
coat pocket, causing tiny bottles and boxes to cascade out and fall to the wet street.

Thirteen minutes gone now. Thad scanned the night around him. He saw only heavy raindrops. No
sgn of aminute Hellhound missile. He thrust his own hand into the man's pocket He located the round
plagtic parking tag. "Wait right here, I'll bring it."

On hishands and knees the fat man was gathering up his scattered pills. "I'll take a handful of these
blue ones while I'm awaiting your return, sir. Very good for chillsand fevers, in case | come down
with—"

The man was renting ablack and silver aircruiser. It was decked on thetop leve of afive-level
automatic parking tower around the corner from the bar. The tag admitted Thad to the upper floor.

He climbed in, started the cruiser and flew away into the dark. Fifteen minutes had gone by.

The cyborg watchman scratched at the platinum side of his head with three silver fingers and two of
flesh. "Thisis sort of embarrassing, Senor Wabrook," he said. He was standing in the doorway, of the
main Walbrook Enterprises|ab building, looking out at Thad.

The night rain wasfaling heavily, rattling down through the branches and leaves of the decorative
gardens. "It'simportant | get in," Thad said. Twenty-two minutes.

"| redizethat, and | know you are now one of the head menin al of Wabrook Enterprises,” said the
cyborg. He rubbed at the curly-haired side of his head with his copper hand. "Thething is, senor, I've no
authorization to admit you. I'm certain it's Smply negligence on someone's part, but I—"



Thad swung out and hit the man twice on the jaw. He'd selected a spot which was flesh and bone.

The watchman sighed. Hisred eye and his noryl plagtic eye clicked shut smultaneoudy as he
collapsed to the floor.

Thad took the man's keys and admittance tags away from him before held settled into hisfina
dumped pogition.

The room containing the anti-Hellhound materidswas at the far end of the building as Thad recalled.

Hewas nearly there when adoor did open. Dr. E. Jack Nally stepped out into the corridor and
yawned.

"Oops," he said when he saw Thad. "Now, Mr. Walbrook, let me assure you | had absolutely
nothing to do—"

Thad pushed him aside. The anti-Hellhound room- was three doors farther on. Twenty-nine minutes.

"Good heavend" exclaimed Dr. Ndly behind him. "There it comes.”

Thad broke into arun, looking back over his shoulder. A tiny flash of copper seemed to befloating
down the dim corridor, patiently, toward him.

He hit the door, dived into the room. The heavy door should stop it. What had Naly said about how
the damn things worked indoors? Would it wait outsde for him, or get in here somehow?

He sprinted to the wall cabinet where the spray-on anti-Hellhound repellent was kept, jerked the
door open. The cabinet was empty.

Thad took a quick deep breath, then began to search the room.

"Herewe go," he said doud.

The container was resting on asmdll tablein the corner. He caught it up, sprayed repellent over
himsdlf, liberdly. Next he located, in another cabinet, the locket-type device Naly had shown them in the
afternoon. Thad hung it around his neck, flicked it on.

A faint pinging sounded above him. Thad looked up to see something emerge from the
ar-conditioning outlet. It was the Hellhound.

It camediving Sraight down a him.

He dodged.

Thetiny missile swerved, kept dropping toward him.

Two feet short of hisfaceit hated, fluttering. It dropped suddenly to thefloor.

Thad, absently stroking the talisman around his neck, stepped round the Hellhound. He went out into
thehdl.

Dr. Naly was till there. "How doesthis affect my future with Walbrook Enterprises?' he asked.

XVII

The door of Hangar Six stood half open and pae ydlow light was spilling out onto the field from
indde the wide turtleback building. Big raindrops glowed ydlow asthey fell through the dice of light.

Jean-Anne hesitated on the threshold, peering into the hangar. There were two tan aircruisersinside,
but no sign of any field personnel, human or robot. She ran her tongue over her lips once, then crossed
into the building.

"GuessI'll haveto rely on my own mechanica giftsto get one of these thingsready to go,” the
dark-haired girl said doud.

"That . ..uh...wontbenecessary. I'll handlethe. . . uh ... technica details, Jean-Anne.”

"UndeAlex." Thegirl turned.

The lanky man was behind her, immediately to theleft of the entry way. He held an olive-colored
blaster pistol in hisright hand. "'If you'll get into that second ship, the. . . uh. . . one againgt the far wall.”

"What are you doing in New Rio?" She didn't move.

"Looking after my own interests" Alex replied, smiling hisinadequate smile. "Asfar asyour father
and...uh...old JP. know I'm ddivering some unimportant messagesto various. . . uh ... Latin
American subsdiaries”

"W, fing," said Jean-Anne. "And why are you lurking around this hangar with agun?'



"Get into the ship now," ordered Alex. "l want you in there."

"How'd you know | was coming?"

"Oh,I...uh...I'mvery good at finding out things," Alex told her. "I1t's one of the advantages of
being visudly uninteresting. Quick, insde.”

Jean-Anne walked over to the designated aircruiser, climbed up into the passenger compartment.
"What exactly do you havein mind?

"Another . .. uh...accident."

Shelowered hersdlf into achair. Y ou mean you're the one who tried to kill uswith that damn
gamekeeper robot?"

“I'm...uh...very good with things mechanical," he answered. "Though your dear father never
bothered to notice that. Yes, | fixed the robot so it would kill you. And | tinkered with the snowcar.”

"Neither one worked quite right, though,” said the girl. "Whichistypica of you, Uncle Alex."

He positioned himsdf in the cabin so he could watch the front entrance of the hangar. "Tonight'slittle
...uh. .. cruiser mishap will succeed,” said the lanky man. "Just as Lon's accident will."

"Lon?What have you doneto Lon?"

"l ...uh...havedonenothing directly,” said Alex. "It'sthe Hellhound | was ableto fool with." He
gaveathinlaugh. "l mustadmit. .. uh.. .l indulgedinalittleirony there."

"Y ou sent aHellhound after him?"!

"That'swherethe. . . uh... humor comesin. You see, Lon wasintending to use the Hellhound on
Robert 1," he said. "Were awonderful family realy, aren't we?"

The girl clasped her handstightly together. "Why are—?" She didn't compl ete the sentence.

"y e

"l was going to ask you why you're doing this, but 1 guess| know."

"Yes, | smply wantto. .. uh. .. control thewholething," answered her uncle. "All these yearsthat's
...uh...been my notion. I've been patient, but the return of Robert | hasforced meto act abit. .. uh.
.. sooner than | intended.”

"| thought you were glad to have your father back?"

"My father'sdead,” said Alex. "Once, along time ago, | would havebeen .. . uh. . . happy about a
return. But he left me there too long, too long alonewith dl the rest of them.”

"But heisdive" sadthegirl.

"No, Robert Walbrook | isdead. He's been dead, really dead and not just pseudodead, for eight
years. When the plague hit Detroit 1. . . uh . . . saw in it an opportunity to put myself one step closer to
complete control of Walbrook Enterprises. | sentimmunized ... uh . . . agentsinto that chaos whilethe
plague and riots raged. They made absolutely certain no bodies remained in the storage vaullt.”

"Y ou could have your own father killed?"

"He could leave me done with them," said Alex. "Yes, | can do whatever | haveto do. | know what .
..uh...dl of youthink of me. Butnow ... uh...very soon it won't matter anymore. | was going to
wait awhile longer. But there was a danger that thisimposter would be unmasked by Gunder or
someonedse. Then ... uh. . . thered fate of my late father would . . . uh. .. cometo light."

Jean-Anne let out her bresth inasigh. "Y ou've got thisaircruiser rigged?”

"Yes, it will takeyou up andthen. .. uh. . . explode. Leaving only afeeble old man and your father
between—"

"What do you mean, it will take me? Wheres—?"

"Safely dead by now, | trust,” replied Alex. "l sent asecond Hellhound after him, using hisred
medica recordsto feed it."

"Youkilled him, too?"

He swung out and hit the girl asharp blow below the ear with the barrel of hisgun.

"Now to open the hangar al the way so that dear Jean-Anne can begin her flight,” Alex said. He
stepped backward out of the tan ship.

Something caught hold of hisfeet and hauled him abruptly down. Then the pistol was chopped out of
his hand.



"Poor Alex," said Thad, catching the lanky man'sarm and twisting it behind his back. ™Y ou screwed
up agan."

"It didn't kill you?"

"Not quite, no."

"How'd you get in here?" Alex asked.

"Back way."

"You suspected | . . . uh ... was here?

"Nope," said Thad. "But the way things have been going lately, | decided to be cautious.”

Jean-Anne woke up and asked, "Areyou dive?

"Yes, | duded the Hellhound."

"Am | going to explode?'

"No," said Thad. "Thisisthe other cruiser.”

She shifted in the passenger seet, rubbing at her neck. "Where€'s Uncle Alex?"

"Hat on hisback down in the hangar.”

She looked out at the darkness they were flying through. "Where are we going?"

"Back up to the United States.”

"Aren't you going to turn Uncle Alex in or something?”

"| think the important thing isto get out of Brazil."

"IsLon dead?’

"I don't know. From what | heard while | was sneaking up under that cruiser, | guess he must be.”

She hugged hersdlf. "Uncle Alex wasright, were amarvelous family."

"Some of theindividud membersare O.K."

The girl asked, "What are you going to do now?"

"Tak to the Oppaosition Party guy who hired me, give him therest of theinformation | have."

"That'll makefor busy daysfor Wabrook Enterprises and the Parkinson Adminigtration,” said
Jean-Anne. "Then what?'

"Then what for me, you mean?"

"y es"

“I'm not sure.”

"What were you doing before you became my great-uncle?’

"Living on Manhattan."

"Oh," she said, turning to watch him. ™Y ou're not planning to go back there, are you?"'
Thad shook hishead. "No, I'm not," he said. "Maybe I'll see what other jobs OP hasto offer."
She amiled. "Good. What's your rea name?"

"Thad Mclntosh.”

"Not abad name," Jean-Anne said. "Can you get your own face back now?"

"So they told me.”

"I'dliketo seethat.”

"O.K.," he promised.



