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Prologue

EVEN BEFORE THE man entered the room, he had known there were two bodies on the floor. A
monitoring camerahad told him that much. What he didn't know was that one of the bodies was not
dead.

He stepped over the man nearest the exit and turned off the alarm that had summoned him. Once
finished, he stooped to examine the first intruder. The man's chest was crushed. Even if that hadn't been
enough to kill him ingtantly, the gaping wound on his forehead would have sufficed. The massive amount
of blood on the man's body had resulted from the sudden large bregksin the skin, not from asingle
wound that had kept bleeding as the intruder dowly died. Death had not lingered here.

The man was glad the victim had not suffered. The world wastoo full of pain aready.

He crouched over the second body, and only then did he redlize this man was il dive. The injured
man's breath was shdlow, uneven. His pulse was wesk.

Complications. The crouching man rolled the prone form onto its back, and then looked appraisingly at it.
This one was no stranger.

Applying afirm but gentle pressure at the base of the jaw could make the immediate Stuation far Smpler.
It would make everything smpler. The man liked thingsto besmple.

Instead, he rose and shook his head. There had to be another way. Maybe not so smple, but amost as
sure.

[Back to Table of Contents]

Hillsde
HE TASTED DUST.

Awareness returned in a series of minute steps as fragments of information came into focus. He sprawled
facedown. For no reason he could think of, beneath him lay dirt and rocks.

Hetried to prop himself up on his elbows and open his eyes, but the shooting pains from hislower back
forced himto clench hiseyes shuit.

Sweat broke out on hisforehead. Fighting the growing fear, he resigned himself to amore gradua
investigation. With one eye open, he could make out dark shapes that looked like outlines of bushes.
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Blades of grass brushed his cheek, and he smelled the musty odor of earth. A constant breeze cooled his
face.

Helifted his head, more gently thistime. His jawstightened as the pain lanced back, but it didn't ssem so
bad thistime.

Herolled carefully onto his back. In the process, he found another sore spot above his knee. His breath
came heavily.

Hewas done, outsde somewhere in the dark, and hurt. He couldn't remember what had happened the
night before, and, as he strained to recal, an overwhelming fegling of fear hit him.

With effort, he found he could summon digointed impressions of a college campus, but they seemed
distant. The harder he tried to retrieve images, the more his head hurt. It felt asif atattoo artist were busy
engraving amurd on theingde of hisskull.

Hiseyesfdt gritty. Momentarily he was unable to focus. He must hurry. Something within him made him
fed the need for haste. But why?

Stars shone off to one side. They grew brighter as his eyes adjusted to the scene, and he decided that he
must bein awilderness area. The stars couldn't possibly be that bright anywhere near Atlanta or any
other city. Atlanta. He hadn't remembered Atlanta until now. Was he somewhere in the Blue Ridge
Mountains?

It was as though his memory lay before him, a cavernous darkened warehouse. Far into the smoky
distance, unseen hands switched on one dim light, and hefdt alink to Atlanta. Now that he had at least a
fragment of past knowledge, the panic lessened.

What had happened last night? His memory was foggy, as though from disuse. He looked at one of the
brightest stars as he tried to force his memory to disgorge more facts. But they wouldn't come. He shifted
hisleg to avoid arock that ground into his hip. And then he realized something else was wrong.

The starslay dong astraight path, perhaps forty-five degreeswide. It was asthough he werein the
middle of Peachtree Street, seeing the stars between the pardld rows of building tops.

He moved hishead so0 he could better see what bordered the stars. Now in hisfield of view layanother
srip of sky. His stomach knotted. His memory loss couldn't possibly have been for merely aday or even
afew days. He knew where he must be, and he knew the points of light he saw were not stars. Hewas a
long, long way from his college days and the Chattahoochee River Vdley.

He swung his gaze back in the opposite direction for confirmation. Two corridors of “stars’ radiated
from avanishing point many kilometers ahead of him, and stopped overhead. Between the strips of
“dars’ lay agraight band of much fainter “stars.”

Daedalus. He had to be on Daedalus, the orbital colony.

His head throbbed. During college, hisforemost goa had been to go to Daedalus. Now he was here, and
he remembered nothing of the preparations, the training, the journey. 1t was dl blank. His memory had to
be missing at least severd months. Maybe more. Excitement somehow managed to displace a portion of
the fear.

Before him stretched the axis of the enormous cylinder that housed Daedaus. Far into the distance the
three huge strips of land, divided by three equaly large strips of windows, met at the other end of the
thirty-kilometer-long cylinder, like aspinning, € ongated melon cut lengthwise into six dices. Along the



land strips, lights of homes and public placesformed the“ stars” he had seen. Gigantic mirrors outside
each window, now closed for the “night,” merely reflected more-distant images of these same “ stars.”

His ssomach lurched as he thought about being on theinside of aworld, rather than on the outside. The
darkness helped. Thejolt would probably have been more pronounced if he had revived during the day,
when the outside mirrors reflected the sun'slight onto the interior land strips.

He sat up dowly and examined his surroundings.

Hewas partway up the hill formed by the end of aland strip asit gradudly curved up to the cylinder end.
Below him, perhaps only afew hundred meters, lay the assorted lights that had to indicate the outskirts of
atown aong the foothills. Trees and shrubs and grass surrounded him. Behind him the ground rose into
the darknessto the end of the cylinder's axis, whereit joined the five other melon dices.

Clearing away some of his confusion, he redlized that he could at least learn the date. With hiswatch held
closeto hisface, heredlized it was not his old watch, but he was more interested in its dimly glowing
screen.

05:51 12 April 2156.

Impossible. That would mean he must have lost more than ... As hetried to determine the span, he
realized that he couldn't pick an exact date that it had started. The best he could do was narrow it down
to maybe 2143 or 2144.

Tweveyears.

Hedidn't for an instant wonder if sSomeone could be playing ahorrible practical joke by setting thetime
ahead severd years. Therewas far too much eseleft to explain. His body, even making alowancesfor
being hurt, somehow no longer fdt quite asresilient asit had in hislate teens and early twenties. His
breeth was too forced. Maybe he could have quickly lost the muscle tone he had developed by running,
but it didn't seem likely.

And setting the time ahead wouldn't explain al the bewildering changes. Patches were torn out of his
memory, leaving only fragments behind. For those incompletely removed portions, there were ragged
edges he could get hisfingers under, to pick at, to fed the boundaries so he could deduce the missing
portions, like Atlanta—he could start there. But what about those sections ripped whole? If no clues
waited for him to follow thetrall, if in fact the start of thetrail were gone, what then?

Surprised that he had not thought about it before, he redlized that he could not recal his name. What
other basic information was he missing? Fear came back stronger.

As he probed for links that might reveal his name, the area.around him began to lighten. Far up the hill
behind him, apatch of brilliant sunshine lit amass of light and dark greens of pine treesand grass,
marking the start of sunrise on Daeddus. The light split into two overhead spokes and spread down the
hill hewas on. The sun'simage entered the overhead mirror, and he could fed the dight warmth.
Squinting, he watched day come to the colony.

Sowly at firgt, but now gaining soeed, the light moved aong the length of the cylinder and findly reached
thefar end, where again the three land strips joined at a point.

For amoment he thought he might escape the vertigo, but then it hit even worse than unexpectedly going
to zero gravity, forcing him to lie down again. His eyes closed, he fdt the firm ground beneeth his
outstretched arms. After along moment, he tried again, only to re-experience the feding of being



suspended upside down, ahdf-dozen kilometersin the air.

Hesaw in hisbrief examination that small villages marked the locations of clusters he had originaly
mistaken for stars. The sun gppeared to be directly centered in the overhead window, brighter than he
had ever seen it. The other two windows were dark. From here he couldn't see the latticework that he
knew supported the millions of small panes, which at this distance appeared to be one enormous, solid
window.

In stages he could keep his eyes open for lengthening intervals, finding that it helped not to look at the
two other land strips. As he watched, his peripherd vision picked up the Earth moving briskly down out
of view of one window. About aminute later it traveled up past the window on the other sde. Then he
saw adigtant shiny cylinder following the Earth. That would be Icarus, the agriculturd and industria
counterpart to Daedalus.

Minuteslater, he could Sit up again. Down the hill lay acity with brown and green buildings set irregularly
into the dope. But for now he was more curious about himseif.

Bringing hisleft knee up convinced him the knee was unbroken. He wore brown running shoes. Histan
trousers were soiled by severa large sains. His queasiness returned.

The stainswere black, but with atinge of dark red. He reached gingerly forward, ready to roll up apants
leg, and then he saw his hands.

They were splattered with what surely must be dried blood.

Only hispamswerefairly clean, asthough he had rubbed them againgt aflat surface until the blood was
gone. It must be his own blood, but from what injury? He rolled up his pants leg but his knee showed no
particular concentration of stains. On the cuffs of hislong shirt deeves, prominent agains the pae blue of
the materia, there was more blood. Again he felt the urge to hurry, without knowing why.

On impulse he checked his pants pockets. There were three reddish capsules with no designations. They
could have been anything. With the capsuleslay ashort rod, flattened like akey on oneend soit could
be held conveniently. At least he knew what it was. Therod was abank stick. Hewouldn't be ableto
make any financid transactions without it. Stamped into the flat part were threetiny letters: CTD. His
initidds? They must be, but they meant nothing to him now.

A brief scolding bird cry came from anearby pinetree.

There was no name on the back of hiswrist computer. The silver and gold case had afew specks of
blood onit, but it had suffered no permanent damage. He pressed theon button as he put the watch back
on, but nothing happened.

He struggled to hisfeet. Lush green fruit trees, shrubs, and grass reached dl the way to the far end of
Daeda us, broken only by a modest number of towns, isolated dwellings, and afew large lakes.

“How did | ever get mysdf into this?” he said.
“Y ou're going to have to be alot more specific than that, Captain.”

Heturned quickly, looking for the speaker, before he redlized that the voice had come from hiswrist
compuiter.

“Who areyou?’ he asked.



“ThisisVincent. Y ou feding okay?’

“Vincent, my wristcomp.” So the new one had voice.

“You'd better sit down. Y ou don't sound too grest.”

“Y ou cdled me Captain.” He thought back to “CTD.”

“Figure of speech. Say, you redlly are having trouble today, aren't you?’
“My name. What's my name?’

“Ca Donley.” The computer fell silent, asthough surprised.

Cd. Did he remember being teased long ago with the nickname * Cal culating?’ He knew he had a gift for
manipulating numbers. Or more recently had someone caled him “ Callous?’ His memories seemed to be
reordered, to have linkagesin some of the normal directions obliterated. He couldn't easily summon
memories solely by thinking of chronologicaly close occurrences, but maybe he could pull fragments
together if he tried seldom-used sequences. An overpowering sense of losstore at him.

“Anything dse, boss?’ Vincent's voice sounded mae, of indeterminate age.
“I'mtrying to figure out where to sart. Thisis Daeddus, right?’

“Right-0. But why dl the questions?’

“It seems|'m missing some memories.”

“I dways thought the memory was thesecond to go. Care to quantify ‘some'?’
“I don't know precisdly. Ten or twelve years anyway.”

To Cd'ssurprise, Vincent produced along, low whistle.

“Yeah, | know,” said Cal. “It'staking alittle getting used to.”

“So you want alittle refresher course? Something like that?’

“The essentids. I'll worry later about the rest.”

“Okay, partner. Start with me or Daedalus?’

“You. | need to work my way up.”

“Me. Right. Halette Forty-Two series. | answer to “Vincent’ or *Vin'. ‘ Good-bye, Vin' puts meto deep.
‘Hello, Vin’ wakes me up. Or you can use my switches. I'm linked to your home computer, so | can
share datawith it. I'm your portable comm line, calculator, timer, database, and Computer Friday.”

“Do you keep track of my activities?’

“No. When I'm awake, | mostly pay attention to things you say to me. And | pay less attention if you go
for quite awhile without talking to me. A lot of what | hear gets flushed after it's been in short-term
memory for long enough. When I'm adeep, the only thing | can hear is*Hdllo, Vin.”

“And only withmy voice?’



“Right, guv. Y ou turned me on with my switch afew minutes ago, but you didn't say anything. So |
decided to keep quiet.”

A flash of reflected sunlight from the village down the hill caught Cdl's eye. Other people must be waking
up. “What about Daedaus? Orient me.”

“The city down thereis Machu Picchu. There are six large cities—one at each end of al three continents.
Thereare nine villages, threein each. Current total population isamillion two hundred thousand, give or
take.”

“What am | doing up here on the hill? s there trangportation near here?’
“Nope. Y ou must have waked up here from town.”

“Any reason not to go back there, then?’

“Help yoursdf.”

Cal took afew steps. The pain thistime was manageable, so he started to pick hisway carefully down
thehill.

After only afew minutes, the hillsde began to fed naturd. Whether it was due to fringes of hismemory
returning, or to asuperb job of interior decorating, he couldn't tell.

“Am | getting even moretired?’ he asked afew minutes|ater. “ Or hasthe gravity increased that much?’

“From where we were to here, the gravity hasincreased by one point two-two-six percent, so most of
the change must bein your imagination.”

“Maybe I'm just suggestible.” Thinking about hismenta condition triggered curiosity about his physical
appearance. “Vincent, can you act asamirror?’

“By digplaying one of my video inputs? Sure.”
“Doit, will you?’

It took amoment of getting used to, because the side-to-side maneuvering was opposite that of ared
mirror, but Vincent's screen showed a strangely familiar face. Cal touched his cheek with his hand and
saw the relayed image do the same with no mirror reversal. The face that stared back at him had afew
unfamiliar wrinkles and stresslines. Had those years been happy, or depressing and disillusioning? He
wondered if they had been as frudtrating asthe last haf-hour.

Into Cal's mind floated the ancient question “What are you going to be when you grow up?’ He was
quite obvioudy grown up, but what was he? What had he become? In school he had been studying
computers, particularly organic machines. Had hisinterest survived? He wouldn't find out by waiting here,
s0 he resumed his downward journey. Perseverance gets you more than hafway to your goa. He
wondered how many times he had said that. And had he yet learned the difference between
perseverance and stubbornness?

“Vincent, what's my job here?’
“Your titleis Computer Systems Integration Manager.”

A stream angled across his path perhaps fifty meters ahead. As hetried to follow its path upward with his
eyes, he sumbled. Totdly out of control, he tumbled at least two complete revol utions before damming



into an aspen.

Thistimethe painin hislower back was excruciating. He didn't quite black out, but wished he had. His
whole body tightened up in agony. He lay there, trying to regain hisenergy, until he felt dammy asthe
swest evaporated. He was aware of a sore spot on the back of hishead. Had it been there earlier?
Therewas no way totell.

“You okay, Vincent?' he asked at last. Histhroat burned, making it difficult to talk.
“Naturdly. But what about you? | can call adoctor.”

Cd consdered the possihility, thinking aso of the blood on his hands and the way the conversation might
turn. “No,” hesaid findly. “1 think I'm okay.”

“Yourein charge” Vincent said it the way someone else might say, “ Go right ahead and kill yourself.
Seeif | care”

“Can you do things on your own? | mean without directions from me?’ Cad wondered what would have
happened if he had broken his neck just now.

“Inaway. | can't initiate activitiesthat | don't know you approve of. But you can give me genera
directions, or tell meto do something like wake you in eight hours, or call adoctor if you're unconscious
for more than ten minutes.”

“Do | have any outstanding requestslike that?”’

“Y ou've asked meto warn you if | see anyone sneaking up onyou.”
“I did?’ Cd asked apprehengively. “Did | explain why?’
“Negative”

Cal sat, looking for amoment at the two overhead continents. His vertigo was still present. Toward the
far end of Daedduss cylinder, the cumulative refractions over thirty kilometers gave the distant land a
faint bluetinge, but it wasn't the same as a blue sky on Earth.

He painfully pushed himsdlf off the ground and stood until he felt steady enough to continue.
“So | can tak to anyone | want through you?’ Cal asked.

“Youvegot it

“I don't even know who | might want to talk to yet, besides a doctor.”

“Y ou might want to cal your wife.”

Ca stopped, clearing histhroat before he dared to speak. His pulse pounded. “My wife?’
“Sure. Shetried to cal you last night. Maybe she wantsto talk. Or don't you remember her?’

So hewas married. Surprise and worry filtered up from the depths. He couldn't even remember dating
anyone more than maybe a dozen times. He had dways been too busy. Had he met her here? He
wondered what would have made her specidl.

“What would | say to her?’ he asked unthinkingly.



“That's not my specialty.”

Fear and curiosity momentarily drove away al unrelated thoughts. Cal wanted to cal her right then, but
he didn't. Somehow it was too much like asking a stranger for help. First he had to learn more about
himsdlf. Was his marriage one of love, convenience, expedience? He couldn't imagine the latter two, but
then he probably hadn't imagined waking up on Daeda us and missing a decade of memories.

“How would | cal someone?’ he asked.

“Tell methe name and whether you want video or voice only.”
“And youll let me know if anyone cals?”

“Unlessyou tel me you don't want to be disturbed.”

Cd rubbed the back of his neck. “What's her name?’

“Y our wifes?’

“yYes”

“Nikki.”

Nikki. No image. For some reason he thought of a young woman he had dated afew times during his
freshman year. The memory seemed to be one of the most recent he could summon, but her face had
faded into oblivion. Now, al he could recall was her embarrassment when he had found out that, despite
her request for help with physics assgnments, sheld had a superb high schoal record, and obvioudy had
as much need for his assistance astheir professor did. Had he been so insecure that she needed to
overdo her modesty?

Hewondered if Nikki wasworried. Or uncaring. Was she a friendly roommate, aloving partner, or a
bitter, angry person? Again hefdt the urgeto call, but refrained.

Ahead lay the stream he had seen from farther up the hill. The water's course curved so it ran parale to
the path.

“Thewater is pumped up here?’ Cal asked.
“Correct. Thelakes below feed it. It kegps them from stagnating, and people seem to like the stream.”

Thewater wastotaly clear. Beneath the surface, the streambed looked like it was lined with real stones
and pebbles, Ca was suddenly aware of how thirsty he was, and awkwardly knelt beside the flowing
stream. The water was cool but not chilly.

He couldn't bend over far enough to drink without pain in his back forcing him to hat, so he stretched out
flat on the ground. The water tasted excellent.

“Areyou waterproof, Vincent?’
“Down to ahundred meters of water a Earth-normal gravity.”

Ashedrank, it occurred to him that the water might have a second use. Maybe thiswould be agood
place to wash off the blood and see how much damage his body had sustained. No point walking into
Machu Picchu looking the way he did. Twenty metersfarther down, the stream ran through the
concealment of acouple of large pine trees, so Ca moved on.



The water felt colder when he immersed both arms, so he concentrated on the blood adhering to his
hands. The reddish-black flakes came off stubbornly in the cool water. Cal hurried. He took off his
trousers and shirt and doused them. The blood clung to the thin material.

Hewrung out the trousers and shirt. The bloodstains were amost as bad as before, so onimpulse he
crumbled ahandful of dirt and sprinkled it on the pants. The dirt reduced the blood's contrast with the tan
fabric. Better to look alittle dirty than bloody. He was putting his clothes back on when he realized what
elsewaswrong.

Now that he had washed off his hands and arms, he redlized that he had no wounds.

There were numerous minor bruises, but no mgjor breaksin the skin. So whose blood wasiit?
“Vincent?’

“Here”

“Do you know anything about the blood on my hands?’

“Not much. Last night at twenty-three fifteen, you turned me on and asked me to erase al my records of
your recent activities. Y our deeve wasrolled down over me, so | couldn't see, but it sounded like you
were dragging something heavy dong thefloor. Like abody.”

“Did | say why, or say anything else?” Cd's head began to ache again.
“You didn't explain. But you did keep repesting a phrase. Y ou kept saying, ‘What have | done to you?”
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Hotel
“WHAT HAVE | donetoyou? | saidthat?’ Cal asked, dazed.
“Severd times,” said Vincent. “And | didn't think you were practicing voice lessons.”

Cd's gaze focused on the pinetreein front of him, asthough by looking at ardatively norma object, he
could block out al the abnormalities. Orwas it abnormal for him to be dragging bloody bodies around at
midnight? Maybe that was why he felt the need to hurry. He shivered.

“What did | do then, Vincent?' he asked at last.

“I don't know. Y ou turned me off. But even if you had left me on, | wouldn't have saved much
information unlessyou weretaking to me.”

Ca waked down the hill toward Machu Picchu. The pain wastolerable, and hefelt dightly better
physicaly. Thelight breeze perssted. What he had said to Vincent made it seem that he had hurt
someone badly, perhaps deliberately, and then felt remorse. He forced the thoughts of a bloody body
from his mind. There had to be more to the story. He couldn't have killed anyone.

“Too muchis hgppening,” he said. “I've known my name for less than thirty minutes. And | don't even
know wherel live. | do live here, don't |7

“For sure. Y ou can even seeit from here”
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Cal took another glance at the two overhead continents before the vertigo resumed. “1 suppose that's
humor. Right, Vincent?’

“Very good. Maybe you are recovering. Look down at the land that runs from Machu Picchu all the way
to the other end. There are three villages. One in the center, two nearer to the ends. Y ou live in the center
village, Greenwich, just beyond the lake. Want a closer look?’

“What do you havein mind?’
“I can operate as atelescope just aseasly asamirror. Hold me at aconvenient position and watch.”

Cal stopped walking and did so. A color image of the center village came up on the screen and began to
zoom.

“Say when,” said Vincent.
The picture kept growing, far beyond what Cal thought was possible. Surprised, he said, “Enough.”

In the screen were fewer than a dozen earth-sheltered houses, many with large windows, sprawled in the
midst of an areadmost as lush with pinetrees, grass, and low shrubs as his current location. Massive
windows consumed amogt al the exposed areain severa of the houses. Grass grew on the roofs of
some of the houses, and afew had rock facing.

“That'sremarkable. How isit that thisimageis so steady?’ he asked.

“Theview I'm receiving is gpproximately ten times the areaI'm showing you. Aslong as you don't move
so much that | lose the primary view, | can dynamically pick the right portion so you see asteady display.
If you movetoo much, | just repeat frames until you swing back.”

What Ca found even more surprising than the view was the touch of pridein Vincent'svoice. Ashe
watched the screen, ayoung blonde girl, perhaps ten years old, pedaled her bicycleinto view. She
leaned hard and followed a sharp bend in the path, disappearing momentarily behind alarge evergreen.
Following behind her, running hard, was asmdll terrier. Apparently there were no roads, just meandering
trals

“Thanks very much,” Cd said after just amoment longer. He had experienced a puzzling, disquieting
sensation as he watched the girl, and could no longer look. Did he possess an extremely powerful
averson to voyeurism? Maybe it had something to do with Carla. He redlized that he had not thought
about hissigter until now. Had he and Carla had another fight—maybe one more seriousthan al their
petty squabbles as kids when both of them had wanted to be the leader? No. That didn't seem right. He
and Carla had become good friends once they were out on their own, competing with classmates rather
than each other. At least he remembered more than he had before. He wished the triggersto more
information would speed up.

“Careto see anything else?’ Vincent asked.

“That'sfinefor now. What about transent lodging in Machu Picchu?’ he asked, picking his steps
carefully, convinced that he couldn't make it home, and nervous about what he would find there. Would
there be apoliceman waiting for him?

“Plenty there, Kemo Sabe.”

“Vincent, wheredo you get your choice of words?’



“Fromyour ligt. You gave mealist of ahundred booksto read as part of my initidization. Most of them
were novels, but | especidly likedFive Centuries of Sang and Idiomatic Expressions .”

“Do | dways understand you?’

“Modtly. If it'scriticd, | try to confine myself to easly understood phrases. With alot of the dang, the
sound it makes tells you more than the word itsdf. But if youinsast, | could limit my speech to current
usage and dang no older than ayear.” Vincent's voice implied reluctance even to suggest such alimitation
was possible.

“No,” hesaid. “Usewhatever you like for now. If | have too much trouble, we can worry about it later.”
“Thanks, pa.”

“Don't mention it. Wait aminute—do you take expressionslike that literaly?’

“Only when it'sto my benefit.”

Ca grinned despite his exhaugtion. Ahead, a solitary hiker climbed the path Cal was on. Asthefigure
came closer, Cd could seethat it was awoman. He experienced conflicting fedings, telling himself
smultaneoudy that she was atractive and that she wastoo old for him. But he looked again and redlized
shewas probably in her thirties, so part of his subconscious message was clearly wrong.

“You're up early,” she said, once the distance had narrowed. Her voice was unstrained, as though she
were used to abrisk morning jaunt. The fringes of her blonde hair were bright in the sunshine,

Ca said nothing at first, unsure whether he was supposed to know her. *It gave me a chance to seethe
aunrise” hesad neutrdly.

“| should do that sometime—are you okay? Y ou look like you had abad fall.” The woman stopped.
“I'mfine. Redlly.” Cal decided he didn't know her.

“I don't believe you, you know.” She stood there smiling, waiting. Her shirt and shorts, made of thin
materia likethat of Cdl's clothes, were snug and flattering. A small pack hung from anarrow belt a her
wag.

Cal dared a her eyes. She seemed genuinely interested in helping, but he couldn't accept it. Not without
knowing more about what was going on. He smiled wryly at the paradox. “I'll be dl right. | took a spill,
but everything's under control now. Thanksfor the concern.”

“Wounded your pride, too?’ she asked. But without waiting for areply, she added, “ Okay. I'm going on
up. Last chance.”

“I redlly do appreciate your offer. But | can get down fine. Thanks.”

“Okay.” She gave him abroad grin, asif to say shewasn't offended, and | eft.
“One quegtion,” Cal cdlled before she got too far away.

“Okay.”

“Do you come up here every morning?’

“Every one. Why?’



“Judt curious.”

She grinned again and turned away. Cal watched her until she passed behind acluster of aspens. The
sway of her hips awakened fedings that had been dormant earlier in the day, and he wondered again
about hisreationship with hiswife.

He turned back toward the outskirts of Machu Picchu. The urge to hurry was stronger now, il
unaccompanied by any idea of why.

He soon found himself on what had to be the grassy roof of one of the uppermost buildings at the edge of
the city. Below him, the rest of Machu Picchu was an enormous, irregular, green-carpeted Saircase.
There came adistant sound like adoor damming shut, but otherwise the city lay quiet.

The buildings were mostly long, narrow structures set horizontdly into the side of the hill, such that each
roof was covered by grass and shrubs. Each, in turn, provided aterrace and a pleasant view to the next
building up the dope. Occasiona breaks between buildings on the same level formed passageways for
peopleto travel up and down the hill. Bicycle racks were plentiful, but there were hardly any people out
on the streets.

“Where are the nearest transent accommodations?” Cal asked.
“Herésamap. Were dways the blinking green box. I'll show the hotel you want in red.”

Cal glanced briefly at the map on Vincent's screen. “1'm too tired even to do that. How about if you just
givemedirections?’

“Okay, Igor. Faceleft. Now walk thisway.”
“Vincent, why did | buy a smart-ass?’

“Smart ass? Y ou said you wanted me thisway because you worked with computersdl day. Y ou were
bored with mogt of them,” said Vincent. “ Smart-ass?’

Cal followed Vincent's directions. Only one of the shops he passed, evidently abar, showed signs of
activity. Fortunately, the hotel was not far from where he had come into town.

“Hereweare killer,” Vincent announced afew minutes later.
“Ah, Vincent, could you take that word off your list for the time being?’
[13 Catl”

The hotd fit into the general format of the buildings Ca had aready passed, except it was longer than
most of the stores, and afew rock benches sat on the grassin front. Like many of the stores, the hotel's
facing looked like smooth granite. Bordering the lip of grassy roof that he stood on was a short rock wall.

From there Cal could see afew more people out on the streets below. Their eyes were shadowed, too
distant to see clearly. Was there a policeman looking for him somewhere, wanting to ask him about a
dead body or someone badly injured? Ca didn't know what privacy limits were the norm, but he
gathered that if the police were searching for him, Vincent would not tell them where he was.

With adetermined stride, a short woman wearing a striped T-shirt and long pants gave him awide berth
as she passed and averted her eyes. Did he look that bad? The woman had aso worn awristcomp, but
hers was dark brown rather than the alternating gold and silver of Vincent's case. Ca hurried inside.



On apand inthe hotel lobby were rows and rows of numbers, each with alight and atouch switch. Cal
was surprised that only a scattered few lights werelit.

“Thelightsindicate occupancy?’ he asked.
“Yes. Put your bank stick in the aperture and press your thumb on the white square.”

Cal did so, and a deep voice sounded from the panel. “Welcome to the Machu Picchu Hilton. Rooms
are available by the hour, day, or week, in accordance with this schedule.” A pand lit up with a brief
table of rates. “If you would like to Stay, please press the switch next to the room number you prefer.” A

map took over the display space.
Ca pressed the nearest vacancy.

“Thank you very much. Y our privacy codeis on the screen. Smply type it when you wish access to your
room.” Digplayed werevery tiny letters AK G T.

“Vincent, can you remember these for me?1'm not sure | even trust mysdlf that far.” He held Vincent
closeto the screen. Cal assumed that each of the smdll, circular indentations on the band were video

pickups.

“Gotit.”

“Have apleasant stay,” said the deep voice. “A light above your door will blink for five minutes.”
Cd could seethe light from where he stood, and started moving toward it.

“Y ou forgot your bank stick,” the deep voice reminded him.

“Right. Thanks”

Ca was hdfway to hisroom, moving through a deserted lobby, when he heard sounds from acrossthe
room. The throbbing beat had to be coming from the hotel bar. But it was early morning.

Momentarily more curious than tired, Ca walked toward the sound. Maybe the night shift had their
entertainment hours shifted aso.

Helooked into the dim interior of the room that contained the activity. The music was so loud, he dmost
didn't hear someone cal, “Come onin, honey.”

The bar was packed. There were more people in there than he had seen on hiswalk. Heleft. He had
taken only afew stepstoward hisroom before adightly drunk, feminine voice called out more loudly,
“What'samatter, darlin'? Don'chafed sociable?’

Cd turned to face atal, dark-haired woman with ahemispherica glassin her hand. Her drink amost
spilled as she leaned againgt the wall, migudging the distance. She moved closer and put her hand on the
back of Ca's neck.

“Maybe later,” he said, acutely uncomfortable, pushing her hand away.
“Anytime.” She seemed undisturbed.

Confused, he walked to hisroom. “Nice place you got here,” he said under his breath. He passed a
vending machine, and was surprised to see that it offered carrots and celery.



“But you wouldn't want to live here?’ Vincent asked.
“| don't know yet.”

Under theflashing light, he tapped in his code, and the door did silently open. A button on theinside wall
caused it to close again. Ca didn't even examine the room. He moved directly to the bed and lay down.
“Vincent, would you wake mein two hours? If | don't get just alittle rest, my head is going to explode.”

“Roger wilco.”

The pain in hisback flared as he changed positions, but, after aminute or two, Cal felt distinctly better. It
occurred to him that he rarely went right to deep lately, but, even as he wondered where that thought had
come from, deep overtook him.

“Comeon,” avoice said. “Wake up.” There was a pause, and the voice prodded again. It took Cd a
long moment to reorient himself and redize that Vincent was obeying hislast request.

“Okay. Okay. I'm awake.” Hishead still hurt. He felt better though. “ Thanks, Vincent.”
“No swest, no blood.”
Theroom wasfaintly illuminated by acovered window set at an angle between thewall and celling.

A smdll lever moved easily under Cd'stouch, and suddenly the interior of Daedaus was once again in full
view. The vertigo he had felt when he looked at the two overhead continents was not so bad as before,
perhaps because he was enclosed in aroom. Wispy clouds had formed at scattered intervals over all
three continents.

He closed off the view and briefly surveyed the darkened room. A door near the entrance could only be
the bathroom. Besides the bed, there were just three padded chairs and adesk termina with awall
screen, which currently showed aMars landscape. Cal moved to the keyboard and pressed the largeon
switch.

Almogt smultaneoudy afemininevoice said, “Hello. I'm ready to serve you. Which choice do you
prefer?’ and the screen displayed the same message with severa computer menu selections, including live
video news, text news, entertainment, communications, tourist information, Daedaus library, trave
information, and severa others.

Ca moved to one of the chairs and lowered himsalf carefully. “Let'stry text news. Last twenty-four
hours. Here on Daeddus. Crime or homicide, whichever has fewer entries. That should doit.”

Two headlines came up on the screen:

1. WIFE KILLSHUSBAND—THEN SELF

2. UNIDENTIFIED BODY DISCOVERED IN DOCK AREA
“Show me number two,” Cd said, histhroat suddenly dry.

The requested article replaced the menu on the screen.

04:20 12 APRIL 2156 The body of an unidentified malein his early thirties was discovered in Daedalus
dock area C5 after an anonymous early-morning tip aerted police.

No statement has yet been made about whether the death was accidentd or deliberate. Authorities



believe the severely battered body had been moved after desth occurred. Little blood was found at the
scene, incong stent with the wounds to the victim's head and upper chest.

Undisclosed sources report that severd capsules of Vital 22 were confiscated at the scene by police.
Officidsrefuseto say if the redtricted cell-regeneration stimulant may have been amotive for murder.

Thevictim'sidentity is expected to be disclosed thismorning. Tips go to code D56-122.

Cal turned his head to stare out the window. What had he got himself into? He wasn't sure he wanted to
know. Without standing, he retrieved the capsules from his pocket.

“Vincent, can you identify these?’

“They look like capsulesto me.”

“Thanks. Areyou surethat's al you can deduce?’
“Sorry. Y ou could take them to a pharmatique.”

So what now? Maybe he should turn himself in to the police. Let them determine what had happened last
night. He couldn't be guilty of acrime. Could he? Had the pressuresin the last ten yearsflicked an
internal switch? Something else bothered him; he wasn't even sure that on Daeda us one was innocent
until proved guilty.

There were too many questions, too much room for error. The police would probably bejust aslikely to
detain him as help him. He looked back at thewall screen.

“Let'sseelivevideo news, for hereon Daeddus.”

Next on the screen was aview of two young women standing in front of what must have been one of the
crop fields on Icarus. Asthey talked about a new technique that might allow five percent more
production, Cal realized hewasthirsty.

Rising shakily, he moved from the chair, passing through the image of 1carus since the hologram was
particularly deep. In the bathroom, he took along drink. He could have been on Earth, except that next
to thetoilet was an arrow and awarning sgn about Coriolisforce.

The same familiar stranger'simage in the mirror stared back a him with bloodshot eyes. He splashed
some water on hisface and pushed hisbrown hair closer to where he wanted it. The effort didn't improve
hisimage much, so he returned to the computer.

Thetopic had changed. A woman was interviewing aman behind adesk. At first Ca was disinterested,
but then he took a closer look at the man.

The man was perhapsin his early forties. Hisreceding hair was space black. Curly chest hair poked over
the low shirt-front. He scratched his closdly cropped beard.

The man appeared cam. His eyes moved from the reporter to the camerato a screen on his desk. But
beneath the calm seemed to lierigid control. Ca had the impression that if someone came up from behind
and put his hand on the man's shoulder, he would deliberately keep looking in the same direction for a
moment before glancing to see whose hand it was.

But the submerged control was not what had drawn Ca's attention to the man. It was adim recollection.
Could Ca have met him, worked with him, or merely seen him in the media? He pulled, but nothing more



would emerge from his memory. Maybe the videowas a better idea than the text. Perhaps his memory
would respond more readily to picturesthan it did to words.

Cal redlized that he had been staring, and again he heard the words being spoken.

“...and what do you think you will missthe most when you're on theVittoria 7’ the woman asked. Cal
could have seen her faceif he were interested, but it would have required him to move from the chair.

“Thesun, | suppose. People laugh alittle when | say that, but theVittoria will have dmos everything
else” Theman'slevel voice was as controlled as hisfacid expressons, but his speech prodded no further
memories.

“Thank you for taking the time from your busy schedule.” The woman turned to face the center of the
audience, and added, “ This has been Michelle Garney, speaking with Russ Tolbor, who is soon to be the
commander of the generation-shipVittoria .” She wore her brown hair pushed back over her ears. She
seemed quite attractive in abusinesdike manner, but unfamiliar. Would Nikki be asforeignto him?

The hologram collapsed into ablank wall, and a new scene sprang from a pinpoint to form large block
letters saying Smply:

FORGET-ME-NOW
ERASURE PARLORS

Ca dared a theimage, and a shiver passed through him. A moment later another news story began.
“Compuiter, turn the sound off for now.”

“Yes, dr,” the computer said into the silence.

“Vincent?’

“Just aminute. I'm busy.”

“Y ou can tell me somejokes later. Be seriousfor just aminute, okay?’
“Okay.”

“What are erasure parlors?’

“Memory erasure parlors.”

“Right, but what do they do? Why do they exis?’

“If you want to forget apainful incident, you can go there and pay them to erase your most recent
memories. Y ou lose your life savingsin acasino, your wife leaves you—you pay your money. ‘Blank’ is
abetter word than *erase,” because, over the course of the next year or so, the memories eventualy
come back, dowly enough that you get accustomed to them more gently. That's the theory, anyway. Y ou
want some techified data?’

“Maybe later. Was| in one of those places last night?’
“I don't know.”

“Could my symptoms be caused by avist to one of them?’



“Possibly, but unlikely. They normaly blank ayear or so, not over adecade. You'd haveto befarly
unsettled to want to lose adecade.”

Cal thought for amoment. “ So there are enough customersto justify aplace like that. Lots of bad
memories?’

“That's not the only reason. For some peopleit's achange of pace, afad. And it's a convenient way to
prevent the police from forcing a person to provide evidence againgt himsdf.”

“Y ou mean someone could commit acrime and temporarily erase the memory?’ A second and athird
redization hit him. “And the police have the authority to force you to testify against yoursaf?”

“If livesare at stake.”
“And therefore it might be unwise to complain to the police that I've lost my memory.”
“Too true. They might infer things you wish unmentioned.”

Did amurderer think like amurderer if helost hismemories of the crimes? Or even with his memories,
what wasit like? Maybe he continudly rationalized hisactivities, convincing himsdf that hisvictims
deserved their fates. Was there perpetud guilt, or did ashifted vaue system dter the individua's
perceptions? Cd didn't fed like amurderer, but he wasn't at dl sure that how he felt mattered. Vincent's
comment unsettied him.

“Computer, give me the main menu again.” Cal reexamined the choices. “Let'sgivethe Daedduslibrary a
try thistime. Daeddusitsdlf. Congtruction.”

Ingtantly afull-color scale modd of Daedaus hung in the air before the screen. Glowing lettersand
arrowsindicated tubeways, structures, power lines, plumbing, homes, businesses, and far more.

“Can you rotate the image the same way Daedalus acts?’

Obediently the cylinder dowly turned on its spin axis. Asthe three outside mirrors turned with the
sructure, their images almost reached Cd's chair. They were each joined to Daeda us on the left end of
the cylinder, but they spread wide to catch the sun's energy.

Outsde the left end of the living area cylinder were two disks with the same diameter of the cylinder,
aligned on the same axis. The one nearer the cylinder rotated with the same period. The far one, next to
the outside parabolic power plant mirror, hung motionless. Ca knew it wasfor zero-gravity
manufacturing and research even without the label over it.

Filaments, tethersto | carus, connected to the axis and stretched out into space, one from each end of the
cylinder.

“Can you mark area C5 in the dock area?’

A light began to flash in the spinning disk. Cal looked more closely and could see concentric floors
dividing the disk into an enormous number of levels. C5 lay near the outer edge.

“Can you aso mark apoint acouple of kilometers up the hill from thishotd ?’

The second flashing light served only to indicate how short ajourney he had made that morning. Nothing
linked the two areas. The tubewaysreaching from the“level” valey floorstraveled up the hill to the axis,
but there was no access to them anywhere near the point where Ca had wakened.



“Stop the rotation please. Fine. Can you indicate where my houseis?” Ca wasn't sureif the room
computer had enough data available to make the link, but near the center of one of the continents, athird
light began to flash. “Okay. Now highlight the transportation means from hereto there”

Three tubeways passed between the village and the outer shell of Daedd us, gpparently running through
long grooves st in the rock that formed acosmic ray barrier for the inhabitants. The center tubeway
seemed to come within akilometer of thelight indicating his house.

That was where he must go. Visud triggers were working the best at jogging hismemory. He had to
know what was happening. Were the police even now trying to locate him? Maybe they dready knew
where he was since the hotel's computer wastied in to al the others. When he opened the door to his
room, would there be a policeman quietly waiting with alist of questions he might not even comprehend?

Cd turned off the termindl, and the image of Daedalus vanished. The dark gray of the room maiched his
mood. He rose stiffly from the chair and moved acrossthe floor.

Cal touched the switch to open the door. Asit did far enough for him to see out, he caught aglimpse of
someone moving away from the spacein front of the doorway.

[Back to Table of Contents]

Home

CAL'SHEART RACED, and histhroat suddenly tightened. The door opened al the way. He stood
motionless, afraid to leave. After along moment, he leaned forward to see that the hal outside his hotel
room was dmost deserted. No policelay in wait. Down the hal, aman and woman staggered dightly,
apparently on their way to their own room. Sheepishly Ca went through the door and tapped the button
to dloseit, indicating that he was finished with the room.

Why was he 0 startled? Simply because of the trauma of memory loss, or because of submerged guilt?
Maybe he had moreto fedl guilty about than he aready feared.

The bar was il noisy, but he didn't venture near. Outside he squinted in the reflected sunlight for a
moment as his eyes adjusted. Vincent confirmed the direction to the tubeway.

There were more people out now. Cal passed pedestrians and bicycle riders as he travel ed deeper into
the city. He watched faces, seeing mostly serious expressions, but no one who actualy seemed familiar.
A few peopletook two looks at him, probably because of the dirt on his clothes, but no one spoke.
Casud glances at store windows reveal ed hand weapons, cinema notices, and home furnishings, none
triggering new recollections. The store names were mostly Indian, ranging from Killapata Weaponsto
Mohican Moccasins.

He passed three more busy bars as he walked, but attracted no more solicitations. Sounds of singing
emanated from a church aong the way, the church incongruoudy located next to a drugstore that
apparently specialized in recreationa drugs. Not everyone he passed wore awristcomp, but there were
severd people obvioudy taking to their own wristcomps.

“How much farther to the tubeway?’ hefindly asked Vincent. Hisfeet were beginning to hurt.
“Microns. That's the access ahead.”

Fortunately the tubeway that ran nearest his house was one of the two closest to the hotdl. At the base of
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the building with atubeway sign, Ca joined afew others asthey followed the markersaong a
granite-lined walkway cut into the hillside. After twenty steps, white indirect lighting took over from the
sunshine. After twenty more, he found himself on afifty-meter platform extending between two darkened,
empty track beds, each sporting asingle large repulsion rail. Hisfootsteps echoed off thewalls.

Four gaping tunnel mouths, one for each direction on either Sde of the platform, emitted neither light nor
sound. All the surfaces seemed to be cut from granite. One of two illuminated arrows indicated the tunnel
that led toward home.

Home. It was afunny word, loaded with connotations. But now it summoned nothing of an
earth-shdtered, rock and glass dweling in the middle of a continent on Daedalus. The few imagesit did
generate were dl from Atlanta, of asister caling to him in hisroom, warning him that hed be late. Late.
His sense of time was as digointed as his feding of home.

With no audible warning, abrightly it string of yellow cars emerged from the darkness of an uphill tunne
mouth. Cal followed three women into the vehicle and picked a seet away from other passengers. A
dight murmur of ventilation air was enough to blanket most of the noise of soft conversations el sewhere.
He saw no policemeninthecar.

Cd rubbed hisfinger againgt anearby panel that listed dmost fifty stops, four of which werelabeled
“Greenwich.” The car accelerated swiftly. Vincent told him which stop was best, and he requested it.

That done, he looked around the inside of the vehicle and caught the eye of one of the women who had
entered when he did. He amiled at her. She returned the smile briefly before turning back to her traveling
companions.

Snatches of sentences cameto him as he sat. It was hard to make much sense of the fragments, but it
seemed to him that the subject of drugs came up frequently.

Eight stops later, Cal exited the car, puzzled by the apparent emphasis of the conversation. Daedaus
seemed like aplace where that kind of need wouldn't be so strong. He was the only one to get off, and
he watched asthe tube train sped silently away. A gently doping ramp led to the surface.

The grass was thick and knee-deep, asit had appeared in the view from above Machu Picchu. Ca
looked back at the city and was surprised to see how far away it was. He had known he was going to
the midway point, but the trip had gone so fad, it didn't seem possible that he had come so far. From
here the city was nothing more than vague driations across the hillsde.

“Whichway, Vincent?’ Six pathsled away at approximately equd intervas. Brief road names were
inscribed in blocks set into the ground near each path. The paths themsalves were smooth, dark brown,
and just the dightest bit resilient.

“Longfdlow,” sad Vincent.

Rolling hills broke up the monotony of the enormous valley and provided earth-shelter backdropsto the
scattered houses. To hisleft he could see nearly the whole length of the edge of the continent asit joined
the long window aboveit.

Ahead ayoung boy perhaps eight years old with atoothy grin rode a bicycle toward him on the path.
The freckled child turned his bike to follow a bend in the path, overcorrected for the Coriolisforce
change, and dmost rammed Cal asheraced by. “ Sorry,” the boy called behind him.

Ca encountered no one e 'se before he reached the house that Vincent informed him was his. More



anxious than before, he walked aong the narrow walkway that joined the main path. Theimage of the
house tirred a murky memory, as though he had seen it most often in the dark. Then the fedling passed.
The house was much like the neighbors homes. Rectangular windows lined the front and faced away
from the breeze. Decorative rock covered the exposed surface.

Was Nikki insde? Cal stood before the door for along moment, noting the now-familiar white square for
athumbprint. He performed the required ritual, and the door did open.

The house was smaler than he had expected from the outside appearance. Two bedrooms and a modest
bathroom were the only rooms divided from the sparse main area. A waist-high semicircular counter
surrounded the kitchen space, while the rest of the room was given over to atable, some
comfortable-looking padded chairs, severd large potted plants, and adesk computer. Hewasaonein
the house.

Hefdt vaguely rdieved. Now he could get cleaned up and have a chanceto learn alittle more before
Nikki arrived.

Helooked at Vincent's screen again. Eleven hundred. Nikki would probably be at work.

In the main bedroom closet, he found afresh set of clothes. With them in hand, he moved to the
bathroom to take a shower. Muscles that hadn't bothered him for more than an hour involuntarily
contracted as he took off hisshirt and trousers. After amoment of standing still and letting his head clear,
he tossed the old clothesinto abin.

The hot water felt remarkably good. What was |eft of the blood yielded to the steaming water.

Eventualy he stepped out of the shower and began to dry himself. The mirror showed aview of the
off-center bruise on hisback. All dark and ugly purple, it wasroughly circular, at least aslargeasa
soccer ball impact.

With his clothes on and hair combed, hisimage in the mirror looked much more like what he guessed
was normd. Without forethought he abruptly smiled a the stern image. Had he smiled much lately?
Somehow he couldn't believe he had. Enough of that though. He wanted to investigate the house.

Heleft the bathroom, accidentally bumping Vincent into the doorframe.
“Ouch,” said Vincent.

“Sorry. You okay?’

“Right enough. But | must be amasophile to keep you.”

“Oh, go plug yoursdf into ahigh-voltageline”

“Say, that'smore likeit. Maybe you are feding better.”

“Vincent, do you say that because of theway I've been acting the last few hours, or amuch longer
period?’ Cd wasinexplicably sure he knew the answer.

“Lately, ingenerd.” Vincent confirmed his suspicion.
“But you don't know why?’

“Onthenose. | can see symptoms, but it's tougher to see the cause.”



Pictures on the main bedroom wall attracted Cal'sinitid attention. Thefirst few showed scenes of
Daedaus's construction.

Cal stopped infront of the next picture. Nikki. Thistime there was a surge of memory. She had smiled
the same way the time they had skipped a conference to spend more time together. Deep-blue eyes
stared back at him from the high-contrast picture. Her black hair was straight, and her lipswere dightly
parted. He could imagine smelling her perfume. The lighting accentuated her cheekbones.

The picture suddenly reawakened the same feglings he had experienced as held watched the hiker depart
earlier in the morning. But there was more, much more than just physica atraction thistime. He had
shared hard times with Nikki, and felt good at her Sde.

Then, asquickly asit had arrived, the pleasurable fedling faded, leaving behind only the objective
memory. Ca stared at her picture, straining to remember more. What did she enjoy? What were her
didikes? How was she strong, and what were her weaknesses? Now the harder he tried to recall, the
farther away hefelt. All he could do was subjectively decide from her picture that she wasintelligent as
well as pretty. Sad that he could reach no closer, he moved to the next picture.

He gtared a himsdf, samiling in the sunshinein front of the house. Apparently it had been taken severd
years ago. He was older than in his college days, but not much. How often had he smiled since then, he
wondered again.

Infront of the last picture, he felt the blood drain from hisface. At first the brown-haired girl in the picture
reminded him of hissister Carla, but he knew exactly who shewas. Lynn. So he had forgotten not only
hiswife, but dso his daughter.

Severd more memories didodged from their resting places deep in the mire and floated to the top. Lynn.
Cal had been afraid of having children, afraid he would not be agood father. It took so much patience,
understanding, time. He had agonized over whether he'd be adequate.

And &fter dl the doubts, he had donefine. Loving Lynn was as naturd asloving Nikki, and Lynn had
been aterrific child, aways cheerful, asking al those happy children's questions. She was active, dmost
hyperactive, and wanted desperately to try hang gliding when she was old enough. They had been quite
content, the three of them. But what about recently? As he tried to remember more, the flow of memories
trickled off.

Heremained in front of thelast picture, not understanding the lonely ache that the string of photos had
crested in him. There existed abarrier. All he could see was the outside. On the outside, Lynn was
happy, aswas Nikki. Wasit the truth?

The contents of the closet told him little except that both he and Nikki apparently possessed conservative
tastesin clothing. Most of the colors were subdued, containing a high proportion of somber blues, grays,
browns, and charcoals. Only afew jackets were made of heavier materia than what he was wearing.

Uncomfortable about searching Lynn's bedroom, he went instead to the desk computer. A push of theon
button caused a menu to flash onto the wall screen. He chose several successive menus, and reached an
entry labeled “ Employment Data, Ca Donley.”

He skipped over the first sections, stopping at the last item. So now he knew more about what his job
involved. He wasin charge of communications computer systems aboard theVittoria . And maybe that
explained the familiarity of Russ Tolbor on the newscast. The summary said he reported to someone
named Tom Horvath and that he'd had his job dmost four years.



Seconds later, data about theVittoria filled the screen. None of it triggered any new recollections. The
Vittoria , looking alittle like agiant turnip, was intended to transport ten thousand pioneersto a planet
circling Barnard's Star, or rather, transport their descendants, since theVittoria was a generation-ship.
The trip would take five hundred years.

Cd, however, was more concerned about the next few hours and days. The fleeting fegling of urgency
had returned. He soon found a database describing Nikki Nokoto. At first unable to avoid feding likea
trespasser, he selected afairly impersond choice: her employment history. According to the display, she
wasan M.D. with aspecidty in trangplanting artificid organs.

Hewas gtill @sorbing information when the sound of adoor opening behind him cut short his
investigation. Guiltily, he fumbled for theclear screen key before he turned.

“Hello, Nikki,” he said, facing the woman in the doorway.

She stood there, back to the doorway, for along moment before she spoke. “1 don't know whether |
should be angry or relieved that you're okay.” It was Nikki's cool, even voice that dredged memoriesto
the surface.

Awareness of affection and respect joined the embarrassment Cal felt at dmost being caught looking at
her information in the computer, and it cameto him that Vincent was il turned on. “You tried to call last
night.” He had intended a question, but it came out as a statement.

“Tried.” Theword hung there, waiting for aresponse. The door did shut behind her, cutting off the
backlighting that had made it hard to see her features. She was more beautiful than her picture, but
digtant.

Cd struggled to find an adequate explanation. If hetold her about his memory loss, would she
immediately sympathize, or would she cal the police? He could sense her anger, but couldn't tell what
loydty lay with it. He thought for o long that Nikki herself saved him from answering.

“I' know,” shesaid. “I know. Youll tell me soon what it isyou're up to. Where did you spend the night?’
She moved to anearby chair and sat, but she didn't look comfortable. She rubbed her thumb and
forefinger together dowly.

Surprised by getting aquestion he could answer, Cal told her the truth. “I dept outside on the hill above
Machu Picchu.”

She turned her head and inspected him out of the corner of her eye. “Y ou're serious, aren't you? Don't
you think you're carrying things abit too far? | was—I was worried about you.” The reflected light from
the window accented her blue eyes.

Ca wanted to moveto her, to hold her, and he suddenly had no doubts about being attracted to her in
the past. But he didn't move. Hewas an dien here. He said, “I'm sorry you were worried. But | am
touched.”

Nikki looked sharply at him, then blinked and rose from her chair. She moved behind it and rested her
hands on the back. Cd had the strong fedling that she was struggling to maintain her self-control. There
was apparent surprise on her face.

“You'retouched. | want to believe that. I need to believe | can till touch you. But what can | do when
you're o erratic? One day you're attentive, caring, fegling, and the next you're distant, cold, shut off.” A
wistful look of vulnerability reached her eyes, and Cdl noticed, asthough for the first time, that she must



have atrace of Japanese ancestry. Her hair was longer in back than in front, apparently cut so no strands
could reach her eyesin zero gravity.

Cal was puzzled. She had been hurt. He had hurt her. And yet he felt an overpowering urge to protect
and help her. He knew somehow that beneath the quiet surface she was strong. With the fedings,
however, came no tangible recollections to tell him what the feelings were based on. He wanted to be
there with her, not one more obstacle in her path.

“I don't want to hurt you,” he said.
“I know that. If | thought you did, I wouldn't be here. But | can't take much more.”

“Y ou won't have to, Nickname.” The word came without warning. It seemed slly even ashe said it, but
the thought wastoo late.

“You haven't cdled methat inalong time,” she said, apuzzled frown forming on her forehead. “I guess|
associate that name with the more peaceful part of our marriage.”

“Thefirst yearswere good, weren't they?’ he asked, sure that they were.

“You're dways so good at understatement.” She smiled for thefirst time. Her smile made his breeth
unsteedy.

“It'sgoing to be that way again. Trust me.”

“Trust you. God, how | want to. Are you sure you're okay?’

“Yeeh, fine. Why?'

“I don't know. Y ou seem different somehow today.”

“Maybe you're just paying more attention today. Why did you come home now?’

“The computer told me you were back. | wanted to talk to you, so | got someone to take over for me.”
“And what do you want to say?’

“I don't know anymore,” she said. “ This conversation isn't going the way | expected it to.”

“Whatwere you going to say?’

Nikki straightened and rubbed her hands against her upper arms, as though to warm hersdlf. “1 don't fedl
liketalking about it right now. Y ou'resure youredl right?’

“I'l survive”
“How about if we eat some lunch while you tell me about last night?” She walked toward the kitchen.

“Could wetdk about it later?’ Cd ill worried about her reaction to hisamnesia. She might accept it, or
shemight feel he was covering up. Without knowing what strains had recently been applied to their
marriage, he couldn't gauge her loyaty. He wanted to believe she would have faith in him, but didn't
know if his recent behavior would merit that. It was the wrong response.

“Later?’ Nikki stopped where she was and turned to face him, her voice suddenly hard. “Later, asin
‘Not now, dear,” or in * Some other time?Damn it, Cal. How long are you going to shut me out? When



areyou redly going to talk to me again?’

“Whenl know what's going on.” What the hellwas going on? Obliterated memories, inexplicable events, a
dead man, and fresh bruises. “Maybe I'd be better off back in Atlanta.”

“Atlanta,” said Nikki, her face white. “ Sure, that's the easy way out—to be dead with the rest of them.
Asitis, only yourfeelings are dead.” With that, she turned to the door and left without another word.

Ca might havetried to stop her, but sudden fear pinned him to the chair and parayzed hisvocal cords.
What had she meant, dead with the rest of them?

When he could move again, he turned back to the computer keyboard. He entered several menu choices
before he remembered Vincent.

“Vincent,” he cried. “What'swrong with Atlanta?’ And why had he not thought about his parents until
then?Was his mother still designing teaching aids? Was she dive? What about Carlaand hisfather?

“Atlanta, Georgia, North America?’

“Yes yes”

“I'm sorry. The population of Atlantaiszero.”

“Oh,God .” Sweat broke out on his forehead. “What happened?’

“The problem is not just with Atlanta. Thereis no oneleft dive on Earth.”
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THE ROOM WAS as silent as hard vacuum. Finally Cd heard his own ragged bresth, coming in gasps.
His awareness of the room returned, with it coming puzzlement at the distorted view of the surroundings
and thewarm, moist feding on his cheeks.

With no conscious thought, he rubbed his eyes and wiped hisfingers on his pantslegs.

“Everyonesgone?’ Cal asked. After he spoke, he was suddenly surprised that he had to ask. He knew
Vincent had told him the truth, even though his memories couldn't tangibly support the belief.

“Therewas nowarning,” said Vincent. “They think a container in some hazardous materia's dump must
have given way about two years ago, releasing airborne bacteria. At first everyone thought therewas a
new mild flu going around. Then, after theinitid mild symptoms, everyone died. Evangeline , the one ship
that had |eft Earth after exposure, never reached Daeddus. Fortunatdly it had been put in quarantine just
in case. So the people on Lunaare okay, too. There's ateam working on recovery, but no success so
far.”

“My parents were down there. And my siter.” Cal turned in his chair so he faced the window. A
moment later the Earth traveled past. Then again. “It attacked only humans, right?’

“Yes. | thought you didn't remember.”

“Every oncein awhile, something jogs|oose. So the memory blanking parlors started business shortly
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after that?’ He also understood the bars, the drugstores, and the churches.

Ca dumped back into the chair. The Earth continued its cyclical journey past the window. Werethe
plant and anima kingdoms the true meek? The Earth crossed hisfield of view another ten or ahundred
times.

“Vincent,” hesaid at last. “1 want to call Nikki.”

“It'sringing now.” Half aminute passed before Vincent said, “ She's not answering. Y ou want meto try
periodicaly?’

“No. Let her be. I'll deal with my fears mysdlf.”
“Youreafrad?

“Damnright. Afraid of what's happened. Afraid of what I've been doing. | keep remembering fragments,
but | can't remember the redlly important things.”

“| don't suppose you're taking about music lessons?’

“No.” A nervouslaugh escaped. “1 need to know what | did last night, what I've been doing lately. For
al | know, I've been alittle crazy sincethe accident. And | don't know whereto start.”

“Y ou could try your bank records. They'll tell you some of what you've done.”

“Great idea. My brain mugt gtill be alittle run down.” Cal turned to the desk computer, and soon the
screen showed alist of transactionsin reverse chronological order.

“Tdk about your good news and bad news,” Ca said amoment later. “At least | know where | wasfor
some of last night, but how could I do that?’

Thetop line of the screen showed a payment to Machu Picchu Forget-Me-Now, shortly after midnight.
Thistime, however, no fegling of belief accompanied the new information. It made no sense. If he had
decided to blank his memories, why not tell VVincent to do aquick reorientation when he woke up? Why
didn't he remember the journeyup thehill?

Then it hit him. Maybe he had not been awilling customer at the parlor.
“Vincent, | think it'stime| visited Forget-Me-Now.”
“Don't you think you've got enough problems already without forgetting everything again?’

“That'snot my—" Cd paused. What if someonehad forced him? Might they not just run him through
again? Helooked back at the screen, suddenly curiousto seeif there were other paymentsto
Forget-Me-Now.

He relaxed after scanning the first two pages of transactions. There was one payment without a name, but
no other entries mentioned the parlors. So he might not always keep hislog current, but at least he hadn't
been trapped in some bizarre cycle, returning to aparlor every day or week. Nikki would have known if
something was severdly amiss.

Lost in histhoughts, Cal shut off the desk computer and |eft. He retraced his path to Machu Picchu,
where hefollowed Vincent's directions rather than squint at the map on the screen. The walkways were
sgnificantly busier than they had been earlier, but with fresh clothing on Cd didn't worry about other
peopl€e's reactions.



According to Vincent it was mid-afternoon, but the sun still hung centered in the overhead mirror. The
clouds might have been dightly more subgtantid, but he couldn't tell.

Cd was passing awristcomp store window when Vincent whistled.
“Look at that body,” said Vincent.

Cal stopped by the window and peered in. There were more sl ections than on amultiple-choice ethics
exam. “Which one areyou looking at?’

“The one on thefar right. It'sgot infrared sensors, and twice my storage. And look at those diamonds.
Wouldn't you likeit?’

“Areyou getting tired of me, Vincent?’

“No. It'sforme . Just transplant meinto it and you've got al the new features, but you don't have to Start
dl over.”

“I think you're fine the way you are.”
“I think you're chegp.”

Cal grinned and moved to the next store window. The Sterile Cuckoo carried everything from autoclaves
to disnfectant. Everything you needed to be absolutely clean. Cal resumed hiswalk.

Thistime he had to climb gairs rather than descend, so he was relieved when hefinaly saw the
Forget-Me-Now sign ahead. The smal shop stood in along row of others nearby. Thick closed curtains
over the display window concealed theinterior view. Between the dark curtain and the glass, asmple
sgnsad, “ Shed your painful memories, while you wait.”

Ca stood before the window, wishing the mere fact of returning would dredge gill more memoriesto the
surface, but nothing new came. “Vincent, if I—if | come back out of here and don't remember you, will
you recap the past day's events for me? I'm going to the policeif | forget anything more.”

“My pleasure. But | don't remember everything—I purge nonessentia data periodicaly.”
“Butif | giveyou afew sentences | want you to repest later, you can do that, right?’
“Sure. Anything you want me to remember, | will. Just think of me as an elephant.”

Ca summarized what he had learned so far, then turned to the door. Under histouch it did aside,
reveding a conservatively appointed office with adesk and afew vigtors chairs. Therewas no one
insde.

“Hdlo,” Cd cdled. Thedoor did shut, sealing him into the office, which made him decidedly uneasy. He
resi sted the impulse to open the curtains.

Set into the gleaming desktop were abank stick dot and awhite thumbprint square. No doubt thiswas a
cash-in-advance establishment. Still no proprietor emerged from the closed door at the back of the
office. Weretheir norma customers so ingstent that even alengthy delay would not discourage them?

Ca moved to the back door and opened it. Beyond lay adightly larger room reminiscent of adentist's
office, but more unsettling. Three reclining chairs on pedestals were positioned with their backs against
onewall. Next to each was acurtain on a ceiling track. There were no trays of clamps and picks, but

behind each headrest hung two pardld plates with wires running to short equipment racks. On shelves



next to each chair were lightweight gas masks with straps. The equipment was much smdler than he had
expected. Ca's uneasiness remained, and no sense of familiarity cameto him. A second closed door was
et into the far wall.

“Hello,” he cdled again. Why was no one here? Hadhe even been here? He looked at the chairs again,
but felt neither revulsion nor recollection. To seeif he could trigger more memories, Ca sat down and
leaned back into one of the chairs. The cushion and armswere cool againgt hisflesh, and his body
tensed. The headrest met the back of his head at just the right height. But he could summon no prior
images of his presence here. He strained so hard he barely heard the soft noise of the back door opening.

“The business officeis out front. Y ou shouldn't be back here.” Approaching uneven footsteps sounded.
Embarrassed, Ca pushed himsalf quickly out of the chair and turned to face the proprietor.

Thetall man stopped as he neared. “ Oh. It'syou.”

As Cd stood mute, wondering what to ask firgt, the other continued. “Let me guess. Y ou don't
remember me.”

“Wll, no. | supposethat'snormd.” Cd read his nametag. In truth, the man was atotd stranger.

“Except that most people don't come back.” The proprietor had worried eyes, the kind that dant down
on the outside, giving him a perpetualy nervous expression, but Cal couldn't detect any actua signs of
nervousnessin the man. His voice was smooth and even. No tdlltae twitches or arupt movements broke
hiscam.

“So Iwas herelast night?
“Of course” said the man impatiently. “Didn't you keep the brochure?’

Ca could imagine the man treating a shoplifter just as politely. “I didn't know therewasone. | didn't see
onewhen | recovered.”

“Sure there was. | watched you read it when you woke up. And | told you to take it with you. The
treatment scrambles your short-term memory, too, for acouple of hours.” The man continued, apparently
noting Cd's blank expression. “Most of your memories stay in a short-term holding areawhile the brain
processes them for long-term storage. If it's not working, you don't remember anything except the
immediate past. How far back can you recdl?’

“Maybe ten or twelve hours.”

“You'refine, then. What's the trouble?’ The man gripped Ca's arm. Without obvious effort, he
maneuvered Cd toward the office.

“ThetroubleisI'velost my memories”

The man halted and gave Cd ahard look. “1 can't help that. You paid metodoit.”

“Okay. Okay. But was anyone with me? Did | act like thiswasn't necessarily the right thing to do?’
“Y ou must bejoking. Y ou were done. Y ou couldn't wait for meto sart.”

Cd dumped. “Y ou'resure no one was with me?’

“Look around you. How big isthisplace? Y ou think | wouldn't notice if someone followed you in?’



“I don't understand. I'm told the norma erasureisfor about ayear. But I'm missing more like adecade.”

“Look, migter. | only work here. Y ou came in herein afantastic rush, told me you had to speed up the
process, and you ignored my warnings. What do you want meto do?’

“I want my memories back.” Frustration made Cal's voice harsh.
“Youll get them. Eventudly. But it's usudly afew months before they start, and it'sadow process.”

“Isthere any way to speed it up?’ Ca didn't ask about the fragments that had aready returned to him.
Maybe only the most recent year was thoroughly erased. But without that year he was dmost as bad of f

ayway.
“Sorry,” the proprietor said, attempting unsuccessfully to move Cal closer to the exit.

Cal shook off the grip on hisarm. “ Do the police make restrictions on whoever uses this place? Do you
need alicense?’

1] NO_”
“Did | say anything about why | wanted it done?’

The man merely shook hishead, asif to say he didn't ask questionslike that and didn't cultivate his
curiosty.

“Cant you tdl meanything more?’
The proprietor shook his head again.
“Wall, do you at least have another copy of the brochure you gave me last night?” Cal asked.

In answer the proprietor opened the door to the office and retrieved a pamphlet from one of the desk
drawers. Silently he handed it over.

“Thanks so much for your understanding,” Ca said.
Theman was il silent as Cd I €ft.

Outside, Cd looked again at the two overhead continents, feeling highly annoyed, but much less
nauseated than he had felt earlier in the day.

“I don't understand,” he said.
“Why you came here last night?’ asked Vincent.

“Right. Tl mewhat would happen if | overrode your ingtructions to purge most of what you see and
hear. If this happened once, maybe it could happen again. And if you have as much datato work with as
| get, you could help me more.”

“How much would you want me to remember?’

“Use your own judgment unless | specify. Y ou can erase anything that seems unlikely to have abearing
on the Situation. For instance, what | eat.”

“I can kegp most significant eventsfor afew months without overflowing, aslong asyou don't mind the
privacy invasion. The police have theright to ask me anything | can remember unlessyou explicitly



encodeit.”
“Okay. Any other problems?’

“My reactions might dow down afew microsecondsif | have to search through that much data, but |
don't think you'd notice unlessyou're awfully particky.”

“Go ahead, then. If | want you to forget anything in particular, I'll tell you. For starters’—helooked at the
brochure—"this guy's nameis Paulo Fral. The shop is open twenty-four hoursaday. If he's got amotive
for lying, it's not obviousto me.”

“Noted.”

Cd started back toward the tubeway to Greenwich. He was silent during the journey, until just before
entering his house when he stopped to say, “Nikki may be back. I'm going to shut you off for awhile.
Good-bye, Vincent.” Cd waited amoment. “Can you till hear me?’

There was no response, so Cal unlocked the door and went in. The house was silent. He checked the
living room and stood listening for amoment.

“Hello, Vincent,” hesaid.

“That didn't takelong.”

“No one's here. Can you turn off when Nikki comes back home?”’
“S, Sefior.”

“Okay. There should be some more news on the body by now.” Cal quickly figured out how to bring up
the live news on the desk computer screen. The default filter level was set tounexpurgated , so heleft it
there and switched the video to the wall screen.

He had to wait through only afew unrelated stories before awoman he recognized as the same woman
who had interviewed theVittoria commander, Russ Tolbor, came on the screen.

“ Authorities have confirmed that the man found dead in the dock areathis morning was murdered,” she
sad. “Thevictim was Gabriel Domingo, a construction worker.” She continued with arecap of what Ca
had read earlier.

The man's name meant nothing to Cal, but a moment later when the holo projector displayed adowly
rotating bust of the victim, Ca clenched hisfingers onto the chair arms.

“Gabe,” Cd sad involuntarily. Then hewondered at his connection with the victim and felt the certainty
he was beginning to recognize when he connected with an old memory. Despite remembering the
shortened form of the man's name, he couldn't recall anything about their relationship. Coworker?
Longtimefriend? Accomplice? Cd couldn't believe he had killed him.

Domingo'slevel gaze boreinto Cd as the image turned to face him. The unreadable ook could have
conceded defiance, curiosity, or perhaps aquiet salf-confidence. Cal's memory did nothing to fill inthe
blanks. The man's hair was short and black, amost wiry, partly covering his ears. Although he seemed to
bein hislate twenties, hisface was more wrinkled than Cal's, as though he had spent alot of time under
pressure or in strong sunlight.

“...last seen at gpproximately seventeen hundred yesterday,” the woman's voice continued, “leaving his



job aboard theVittoria . Police are investigating bloody handprints found on the victim's pants legs.”

Cal took the revelation about the prints more calmly than he might have. Apparently he had been
conditioning himsdf for thewordt.

“Police say they want to talk to the owner of the handprints, notnecessarily about murder accusations
and drug trafficking.” The reporter shook her head lightly and grinned the barest grin possible, but the
message was plain.

“The police have dso confirmed the discovery of Vitd Twenty-Two at the scene. Hedlth officias stress
that thisillicit cell-regeneration drug hasnot been adequately tested, and carriesthe risk of severe,
permanent damage to anyone who uses it. Domingo may well be one more victim in aseries of
drug-reated killings. And thistime it may have been for drugsto prolong life. ThisisMichdlle Garney.”

An unrelated story began, and Ca turned the sound down.

“Thismust be what they cal overwheming circumgantial evidence” he said.

“Y ou mean because pretty soon this guy's going to be grinning &t the daisy roots?’
“That'snot al,” said Cal. “ Theresthe blood.”

“Pus, you know the guy, right?’

“What doyou know about him?’

“Nothing,” Vincent said. “You sad hisname.”

“Wdl, hisfaceisdefinitdy familiar, but | sill can'timagine where | know him from.”
“Can you wear awristcomp if they lock you up?’

“Vincent, | think thisisreally the point where you say, ‘ Don't worry. Y ou couldn't possibly havekilled
anyone.”

“Don't worry. Y ou couldn't possibly have killed anyone.”

“Damnit. Can't you—oh, never mind. Thereé'sno point in my trying to force you to be glum too. But I'm
worried.”

“It'sspilt milk under the bridge, but | can do agood glumif youinsst.”

“No. Beyoursdf. I'll bedl right.” Cd hestated. “What could be more normal than metelling acomputer
to ‘beyoursdf'?’

“Maybe there's hope of salvaging your sense of humor even if they do lock you up.”

“That's part of theworry. | fill can't accept it, but if | get genuinely convinced that | murdered someone,
then I'll haveto turn myself in. But if | redly did kill someone, then wouldn't it be more consstent for me
to decidenot to turn mysdf in?

“I think you've got ano-win argument.”
“Yeah, but—" Cal cut off, interrupted by the sound of the door opening.
It was Nikki. She walked in dowly and closed the door. 1 didn't expect you would still be here,” she



sad.
“Because of what you said earlier?” Ca stood up.

“No. Just because you're so seldom here.” She put her jacket over the back of a chair and walked
tentatively toward him. “I didn't entirely meanwhat | said.”

“It'sokay. I'm not entirely sure it wasn't deserved.”

Nikki tilted her head fractionally, then moved to one of the other chairsand sat. “'Y ou haven't watched
thenewsinalongtime.”

“I guessI've seen enough for tonight.” Ca reached over and turned the display off. When he turned
back, Nikki waswatching him intently. What did she seein hisface? Guilt?*“Y ou never did tell me what
you wanted to talk about earlier.”

“For awhile after | got home, | didn't want to talk about it. And then | wanted to talk about it, but | was
too angry.”

“What wasit?’

For along moment, it seemed she wasn't going to respond, but then she took a deep breath and said,
“Y ou can't be blind to what's happening to our marriage. | need out.”

Cal didn't know what to say. He wasn't even sureif hecould say anything. Suddenly his mouth was dry
and his body cold. The aches he had ignored before now al returned, and the worst of al was loneliness.
“Tooangry?’ hesaid at last. “Too angry to talk about divorce?’

“I don't want to do this out of spite or anger, Cal. I've just been hurt too much. | need to step back and
get anew perspective on my life. And | didn't want you to think I'd do something like that in the heet of
an angry moment.”

Ca wasn't sure which was worse—anger or cool restraint. “Y ou're like that, aren't you?’

Nikki tilted her head again, questioningly, but Ca shook hishead and spoke again. “I mean |
understand.”

Maybe his troubled marriage had contributed to the pressure that must have been building recently; but
he still didn't know what had caused the tension. Was he smply too self-centered or too busy, or what?
He had wanted to confide in Nikki; to tell her about his amnesia, but now—now it would seem likea
blatant lie, an excuse to hold on to her. What was worse, he couldn't convince himself that she would be
doing the wrong thing. Maybe she would be better off without him. Who could say what he had been up
to lately? And if he himself wasn't convinced he hadn't done anything wrong, he could hardly expect her
to support him.

“How sureareyou,” hefindly asked, “that it'sthe right thing to do?” Without forethought, he added, “I
need you.”

Nikki stared a him, her dark-blue eyes strangely luminous. “We don't talk like we used to. I'm no longer
surewhat | want.”

“I'm not sure | see how being separated would help our communicationsawholelot.” He heard
resentment in his voice and wondered how he could be resentful and sad with Nikki when he didn't even
know her.



Nikki was thoughtful for amoment. “Y ou haven't told me you need mein far too long.”

“| suppose you'reright.” Somehow, withoutknowing , he had the feding that she wastelling him the
truth. But how could he have been so blind? To have “lost” her and then “found” her, only to lose her
again knotted his stomach. Ca's guilt grew, and with it grew didike of the man he had been. “| guesswe
don't dways say what wefed.”

“What do you fed right now?’

“Surprise, anger, nostagia, londliness. Love.” Only after he spoke did heredizeit wasdl true. He
couldn't explainit retiondly.

“It'snot right that we should be together and both fedl lonely.” The highlightsin Nikki's hair rippled as she
moved her head.

Confusion tore at him. He had to talk Nikki out of her decison. The urge grew within him, but, again
withoutknowing , he was convinced that he had talked her into or out of things enough timesto makeit a
sengtive issue. He hadn't the dightest ideawhether thiswas one of the rare times that Nikkiwanted to be
talked out of her decision.

“It doesn't have to bethat way,” he said finally. Was thiswhy Lynn wasn't home? Maybe Nikki had
aready taken her to anew home.

“Butitis. It has been.”
“| don't seem to be able to change your mind.”
Nikki fell slent.

“Let mebeclear,” Cd said, “about one of the few things | understand. | don't want you to leave.” He
swallowed hard. “But if that's what you redlly want, will you tell me your plans?’

“I'll get an gpartment in Machu Picchu, near the clinic. In the next week.”
So Lynn must have just been at school. But what were Nikki's plans for her?
“How does Lynnfitinto dl of this?’ he asked.

Nikki's eyes had been lowered, but abruptly she snapped her gaze back onto Cal'sface and her eyes
widened. “What do you mean by that?’

“I mean who does she stay with?’

Nikki looked like someone had dapped her, her face going from shocked anger to hurt. Then the hurt
expression was quickly replaced by apuzzled frown. “Cd, areyou dl right?’

“No,” hesad smply.
“Lynnisdead. Areyou telling methat you don't—"

Even before Nikki had finished speaking, Cal felt the blood drain heavily from hisface. His body began
to shake. He shivered uncontrollably, and his mouth moved soundlesdy.

Hewastotdly unaware of Nikki's movement, but some seconds later he redlized that she was embracing
him, and that his arms were wrapped around her. Her arms reached tightly around his upper back. He



tried repeatedly to speak, unsuccessfully, feding dangeroudy short of bresth, his pulse pounding in his
ears. He held onto Nikki even harder.

Nikki squeezed his shoulders again, then dipped her hands down his back, and hugged him al the harder
at the base of hisspine.

Hefdt ablinding pain. Inafina ingtant of consciousness, Cd heard himsdlf begin to scream.
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FOR THE SECOND time that day, Cal regained consciousness. Instead of dusty ground benesth him,
however, soft carpet cushioned his body. He shifted dightly to get more comfortable, and grimaced. He
fet worse than thefirst time.

“Cd, areyou okay?’ It was Nikki'svoice.

What was Nikki doing here? He puzzled over the question for a brief moment before he found the
answer. They had been talking, and she had told him Lynn was dead.

Still without being ableto recall the actua event, he knew without doubt why Lynn was not a home,
Nikki had spoken the truth. Cal felt sadder than he could ever remember fegling before.

“I'm okay,” hesaid at last, and opened his eyes.

Nikki, knegling beside him, took a deep breath. “What's going on? What happened to you?’ She
touched his cheek. Her gaze was softer than before.

Cal lay there weakly, and looked up at her. “I'm not the right person to ask. How did Lynn die?’
“You redly don't remember, do you?’ Nikki wiped her eye.

“Pleasetell me”

“She died down there, with al the others. On Earth. Y ou remember that much?’

“I do—now. Why was she on Earth?’

“Cd, | don't think it's best for you to think about it now. Y ou may bein this state because of your
damned unreasonable guilt. | want to get you to the clinic.”

“I need to know. | have to know. Just tell me.”
Nikki leaned back. “ She wasthere on afied trip.”
“At my suggegtion?’

“We both agreed that it was good for her.”

“But | pressed for it, right?’ Earth was his home, after al. He was sure that Nikki wasa
second-generation Daedal us resident.

“That doesn't makeit your fault.”
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Cd druggled torise. “ Can you help me?’

“Y ou stay put. Y ou've done enough damage to your body aready. It'sawonder you're not partialy
pardyzed from theimpact.” Ca raised his eyebrows, and Nikki added, “I saw your back while you were
out. What the hell have you been doing?’ The tendernessthat had been in evidence while Ca was
recovering faded.

It was alittle too late to try to conceal some of the day's events. “I don't know how | got the bruises.
Evidently | spent part of my discretionary income last night at Forget-Me-Now.”

“Forget-Me-Now? What's going on?’

“I don't know yet. Can you help me up?’

“Aslong asyou agreeto let me get you into the clinic. Just for tests”

Cal propped himself up on his elbows and grabbed achair arm to pull on.

“Darmn, you can be stubborn.” Once it was obvious that he wasn't going to stay till, she helped him the
rest of theway. “Why Forget-Me-Now?’

“My very question. | don't have any ideawhy.” Cd stood shakily, partly supported by Nikki'sarm. “But
| planto find out. | think if | vist my office, maybe morewill come back to me. Visud stimulants seemto
work the best.”

“Cd, did you—did you remember me?’ Nikki was breathless.
“Why do you ask?’
“Why do you answer questions with questions? | don't know. Y ou're different somehow.”

“No, | didn't redly remember you,” he said candidly. “At least at firgt. | still don'tknow you, but things
are beginning to come back to me.”

“So dl those words about needing me, wanting meto stay, they—"

“They came from the heart. That'sall | can say. Feelings seem to come back prior to the actual
remembrances.” Cal saw the hurt in her eyes, and it tore at him. “I know it's damn little comfort, but it's
thetruth. Andit'sdl | can offer. | didn't say those thingsto manipulate you. | said what | felt. It's obvious
that | haven't done very much of that recently, or you might know what's been going on, and maybe |
wouldn't have driven you away. But right now I've got to jog more memories|oose—I've got to go to the
office”

“But | want you in the clinic. Y ou're under too much stress”

“I'm sorry, Nikki. | just can't. It's another fedling, without any hard facts to back it up, but something's
wrong. More wrong than just my cracking under pressure and vacuuming my brains. I've got to find out
whatitis”

Impulsively Ca kissed her and turned to go. From the open doorway, as he looked back, he saw Nikki
standing motionless. Her expression was unreadable.

“I'm sorry,” he repeated softly. “I have no choice.”

The door closed quietly, and he stood in front of it for amoment, wondering if hereally was doing the



right thing. Would she be there when he came back? With his recent history, would he even be ableto
find hisway back?

Hewas dmost to the tubeway before he said, “Hello, Vincent.”
“Hdlo. Where are you going now?’

“To my office. Maybe | can learn morethere.”

“Which office?’

“Y ou mean there's more than one?’

“Zacto. Y ou've got onein Machu Picchu and one on theVittoria .”

“Let'stry Machu Picchu fird. | suppose the one onVittoria isonly temporary. | hadn't made plansto
leave ontheVittoria , had 17’

“Not to my knowledge.”

As Ca descended into the tubeway station, he noticed a child's scrawl in chalk, saying, “Machu Picchu
Choo Choo.” For an ingtant, he wondered if Lynn had written it. With an effort, he forced the image from
hismind.

According to Vincent, his office address was not far from one of the tube stops. It wasfairly easy to find.
The building looked alot like the hotel from the outside, except for the gold sign sayingComputer
Control Systems..

The receptionist's desk in the lobby was vacant. Cal was surprised for amoment, but thought to look at
Vincent's screen. It was probably after quitting time, so most people would be gone by now. Nextto a
locked door leading to the office area, was athumbprint square. Cal tried it.

With asharpclick , the door moved aside, revedling along corridor lined with doors on both walls.
Fortunatdly, the offices each had nametags adjacent to the doorways. Cal walked along the hal, looking
at the tags on the right side more expectantly than at the ones on the left. Five doors down, he found his
office, ontheright side.

The room was utilitarian, but amply equipped. Two large screens occupied much of the wall space.
Dominating the room was a massive desk with atilted screen set in one surface. Thewindow gave him
thefamiliar view angled toward the far end of Daedduss cylinder.

Fedling like an intruder, Ca moved to the chair and sat. Flush with the front edge of the desk was afaint
rectangle adifferent color from the desk itself. He pushed on it lightly, and it first moved in past the desk
surface, then sprang back so he could grip it and pull it out, revealing akeyboard.

He pressed the white square with histhumb, and the tilted screen brightened. Shortly the image of
Vittoria hung in the air above the desk screen. Cd's peripheral vision picked up aflicker of motion, and
he realized that most of the switches on his keyboard now had new legends. He pressedliving area and
looked back at the hologram.

The ship'simage was reminiscent of a shish kebab skewer with one large turnip and two smaller cylinders
impaled. One cylinder was separated from the other bodies by the length of the skewer. A wide band
around the turnip's broadest contour turned orange to indicate the area designated for living space. So
theVittoria spun on the skewer much like Daedalus did. The sharp end pointed in the direction it would



eventudly travel.

The switch markedoffices and labs lit up the saucer-shaped area that covered the blunt end of the body
and stretched to the living area. Agriculture lit thefina section.

Cal touchedspecific andoffice , and anew set of key top legends replaced the old ones.
“Vincent, what's my office number on theVittoria 7’
“FourteentwelveD.”

As soon as Cd entered the number, a blinking red light lit gpproximately midway between theliving area
and the center of the office space. Uneasiness grew within him as he looked at the glowing image of
Vittoria . He felt even more uncomfortable than he had in the Forget-Me-Now parlor. Had he had some
painful experiencesthere?

He tapped several more keys, and arecording began an overview of theVittoria . Cal settled back into
his chair and watched asit began asummary of Vittoria's design, propulsion, life-support, control
systems, shiding, navigation, backup systems, communications, agriculture, living conditions, and
history.

Theinformation al seemed new, but he found himsdf asorbing much of it more easily than hewould
have expected for afirst-time exposure. It was, however, not as good as actually being there. He till felt
drawnto theVittoria . But first, there were thingsto be learned here.

Maybe his phonelist would tel him if Domingo, the murdered man, was someone hetalked to. A
moment later, acolumn on the left showed full names and numbers that could have been persond 1D
numbers or phone numbers, or both. In the center were addresses. To the right were short forms of the
names, which had to be what he normadly usedto initiate acall.

Thelist included Nikki, severa names of people with addresses near his, and afew he supposed were
business associates, including Russ Tolbor. Cd stared at the list, wondering who, if anyone, onthelist he
could trust as a confidant. It was only then that he redlized that the one name he had been afraid to see,
Gabriel Domingo, was not there.

At the bottom of the screen was a message that saidMore . He hit the button markednext page , but the
only change was that the bottom line now saidMore (PW) . A help menu confirmed that the rest of thelist
was protected by a password. But why?

Abruptly his meager confidence in his own innocence diss pated. Domingo could essily be on the
concealed portion of the list. But why would he password-protect just someone's name? Surely the mere
fact of knowing someonewould not be incriminating.

Hetried afew obvious attempts at a password. It didn't respond toNikki, Cal, password , or any of
severd other possibilities.

“Vincent, do you know any of my passwords on this systlem?”’
“Negatory, good buddy.”
“How do you expect to help me when you know so little?’

“Wait. Don't tdl me.”



“Thanks, Vincent. Go teake anap.”
Dead end. Unless he could remember more. Maybe his computer mailbox would yield aclue.

There were no incoming messages, but the last three messages he had sent were il stored inthe
computer. Thefirst was astatus report gpparently sent to hisboss. The detination field saidTomH ,
whose office was evidently just down the hall. The details meant little to Cdl, but listed four final tests.
Three were marked complete, leaving only afina communicationstest. At the end of an otherwise
businesdike report, were the lines, “I left another cutting for you. Don't messthisone up.”

Cd's attention was momentarily diverted by the sound of snoring.
“Stop that, Vincent.”

The second note was puzzling. “21:00. Tinsdde.” The message detination said “Angdl,” but there was
no Angd on his phonelist. The red name must be in the password-protected section. Twenty-one
hundred had to be atime, but what did “ Tinsdale’ mean?

Perhaps he could be seeing another woman. Was that why Nikki had been fedling shut out? That would
certainly do it. Maybe she was just too polite or afraid to mention it, or she had no idea. But no, he
couldn't accept it. The attraction he felt to Nikki was so strong, he could not believe he would do that to
her, and no matter how much he had gone through in the last ten years, he couldn't see himself changing
that much.

“What's‘ Tinsdal€?’ he asked.

“A twenty-first-century socid revolution moving force, apark onVittoria , and abrand of life-support
auits” Vincent told him.

A park onVittoria made the most sense. Was heto meet Angd at twenty-one hundred in Tinsdale Park?
Tonight? Maybe it was last night. The message transmittal time was yesterday a 19:00. There could be
an understanding that undated meeting times meant the current day, or prearranged meeting days might
have been established. Then again, maybe his Tinsdale suit was due out of repairsa 21:00. But then
“Angd” wouldn't be sgnificant. Angdl's Suit Repair sounded unlikdly, and in any event wouldn't need to
be password-protected.

He gave up temporarily. Thelast message wasto “ Jam,” and said: “Hopeto learn more about S& G
tonight. Will report ASAP.” But if the first message was to his boss, who was this one to?“ Jam” wasn't
on his phone list either. Some people had two bosses. But if he did, why would he be covertly
communicating with one? Was he selling secrets? For dl he knew, he had alover and someone was
blackmailing him. “Sand G’ meant nothing to him.

He cut off the speculations. He needed more hard information, and he would be better off going and
getting it. Leaning forward in his chair, he pushed theoff button and did the keyboard back into the desk.
Hewould have to move fast to get to Tinsdale Park by 21:00.

“Vincent, it'stimel went to theVittoria . Can you point mein the right direction aswe go?’
“Does Daeddus spin?’
Asthe tube sped up the hill, Ca brought Vincent up to date.

Gravity dowly departing was the obvious signd that they were nearing the endcap of Daeda us, but Cal
aso fdt alatera force push him againgt the seet back asthe vehicle lost angular momentum. The tube



dowed to acomplete hat. Only the seat belt held Cd in place.

Hefloated into the tunnel, hishands on agrip, hisfeet ever so dightly drifting to rest againgt thefloor.
Through awindow in the celling, he could see other spokes join asmaller disk at the center of Daedd us's
rotationa axis. The wide tubeways narrowed to smaller tunnelslike the one hewasin. A ring connected
the tubeway's so passengers could move from one to another.

He had been mistakenly expecting al the tunnelsto merge into one main one, but instead histunnel just
curved so that it was aligned with Daedauss axis, and the walls turned transparent. The junction between
Daeda us and the adjacent industria disk resembled a group of dozens of clear straws al pardld to one
another, with one larger straw right in the center. A few people moved through the other tunnels.

Acrossthe junction, the tunnel walls were opague again, and the tunnel curved into acircular room with
two low-gravity poles. Cal moved to the one labeleddown and gently fell perhaps twenty meters, landing
eadily on thefloor.

Thefloor was astrip about twenty meterswide, curving upward and out of sight on both ends. Elevators
good at intervalsin thewall.

Ca bounced lightly as he entered the nearest elevator. His head bumped the padded ceiling just asthe
box began to drop to the outermost floor, because he forgot to use the handholds. He tried to think of
what might have happened to Domingo at C5. He was tempted to go there, but the police might still be
there.

Thefloor of the outermost level doped upward much less noticesbly. Immediatdly to hisleft, asgn sad
Shuttle and an arrow pointed to acircular opening in the floor. More signswere visblein the distance.

A ladder led downward through a heavy airlock door, and the passageway widened into an arealarge
enough for maybe twenty people to sland comfortably.

Inside the shuttle there was little more than chairs and two large shuttered windows. At one end, alarge
Danger signwarned about an emergency exit. A flight suit locker sood next to the door. Cd sat. Onthe
armrest were two switches. He set onetoVittoria , and the other toopen shutters .

Ca shidded hiseyes againgt the glare and sucked in his breath at the view. Daedalus's outside cylinder
wall extended overhead. The sun shone incredibly brightly below. Stretched away from Daeda us's body
were two enormous mirrors. He moved his head to see out the window at an angle, and Icarus sailed into
view, moving rapidly in agiant arc, followed by the Earth. A moment later Vittoria cameinto view.

A flicker of mation caught hiseye, and he turned to look out the window behind him. Flegting images of
antennae and awkward shapes whirled by the window far too fast for him to distinguish. He was|ooking
at the disk next to the one he was on, but it took a moment more before he remembered thathe was
moving. The other disk was stationary, for zero-gravity work. Beyond the disk lay the enormous curved
mirror that drove the power plant.

He turned back to thefirst window just in timeto see night fal on Daeddus, at least ontheinsde. The
mirrors were angling back toward the surface, and moments|ater they dowed gradually until they just
melted into Daedduss hull.

“So Icarus getsto stay up later,” he said. Icarus il had its mirrors extended. Vincent's screen said he
had |ess than an hour to go. Would he reach Tinsdale Park on time?

“Icarus gayslit until midnight,” Vincent said. “ Crops don't have quite the same requirements.”



“So now what?”’

“We should be leaving any time now.” Almost as Vincent quit speaking, there was amuted thud against
the top of the shuttle. “Were dmost set. When we're aimed exactly right, Daedaus will let go.”

Abruptly gravity vanished. At the same moment, Daedal us started to move above and behind Cd'sfield
of view. Icarus, Vittoria , and the Earth stopped in their gpparent journey around Daeda us, and hung
where they had been at release. Cal experienced amoment of dizziness, but it soon passed.

“How long doesthistake?’ he asked, watchingVittoria grow dowly larger ahead.

“About ten minutes. Let's just hope we're exactly on track, soVittoria's magnet can catch us.”
“Arethere many misses?’ Ca wondered if he should have asked more questions before coming thisfar.
“Never has been one, but nobody's perfect. My brother Harold on the other end is pretty sharp, though.”
“Y our brother?’

“Figure of speech. The computer controlling the receiver.”

Asthey moved till closer toVittoria , asoft, degp grinding noise began, and the capsule began to rotate
dowly about itsdirection of travel.

“What'sgoing on?’ he asked.

“Just routine. The shuttle can be caught in any orientation, but if it doesn't rotate, you'll be hanging by
your belt when we stop. | can't imagine that would be red pleasant.”

“I'm not complaining.”

Vittoriagrew in size, now gppearing in the upper corner of the opposite window. What was there about
Vittoria that disturbed him so? An overheadthunk sounded against the hull, and gravity pushed Ca back
into hischair. A second distant noise apparently signaled that mechanica attachment toVittoria was
complete.

A near reversal of the procedure on Daedal us brought him to alow-gee passage intoVittoria .

Vittoriawas as brightly lit as Daeda us had been, but the light came from a different source, abrilliantly lit
tube along the rotation axis.

Being insde gave an impression more like clinging to theingde of alarge ball than acylinder. The scde
was smaller than on Daedalus. Ca could make out large structures on the far sde of Vittoria . On
Daeda us, he had seen nothing more than blurred smears of colors.

The transportation system was aso modest in comparison. Above-ground rail cars moved from one end
of the zero-gee axisto the other.

Vincent told Cal which track would take him closest to Tinsdae Park, and Cal boarded a car after a
short walk. The dow-moving car looked asif it could easily be converted from passenger useto freight
by detaching the open-air rows of seats.

It was minutes after the possible appointment time when Cal stepped off the vehicle and surveyed the
park, which wound itsway between irregular peninsulas of single-story town houses.



Hewasn't donein the park. Severa other people relaxed on benches or rested in the grass, and he could
see morein the distance. Was Angel here? Maybe he or she had left when Cal hadn't been there on
time? For al he knew, thiswasn't even the right day. He could have met Angel here yesterday.

“I don't see anyone coming over to greet me,” he said, starting to walk with forced indifference through
the grass.

“Maybe you don't look friendly,” suggested Vincent.
“Maybe.” Ca stopped. “This park goes around the whole circumference of Vittoria 7’

“No. It lookslikeit, but every half-kilometer or so the name changes. Ahead is Tandem Park. It'sabit
more comforting to people to meet at a place with aname than at sector five, quadrant sixty-two and all

that ap-cray.”
“Are computers dwaysright, Vincent?’
“Invariably. After along study, one of my ancestors concluded that ashtrays cause cancer.”

Cd continued walking, still disconcerted at the even more pronounced curvature of theland asit rose
gradudly around himin al directions. No one he passed looked familiar. He didn't glance back to seeif
anyone was observing him. If only he had atiny bit of dataabout Angel. Height, hair color, sex,
age—anything to narrow thefield.

The equation had too many unknowns. Ahead he could see asgn identifying the park boundary, and still
no one had approached him. He turned to retrace his steps, but then stopped. A medium-sized em tree
he had noticed earlier, now seemed distinctly familiar. He had definitely been here before.

Cal looked at it amoment longer, and said, “ Y ou ready for another short trip, Vincent?’
“Y ou promise not to bang meinto anything?’

“I think | can manage not to.”

“Okeydokey. Whereto?’

“My office here”

The building looked much like the one on Daedalus except there was no lawn in front, and thisone
seemed much busier. This lobby was occupied.

The receptionist said nothing, merely nodding as the door did open. At least he belonged here. Cdl
thanked him and moved into the corridor beyond, conscious of an increased noise level from fragments
of conversationsin therow of offices.

Cd tried to wak quickly, so he could find his office without exposing his condition. Hisluck didn't
improve.

“Hey, Cal,” cdled avoice from adoorway he passed.

Cal was aready past the opening, so he could at least read the occupant's name tag without being
conspicuous. Leroy Krantz, Communications Concepts.

“What can | do for you, Leroy?’ Ca asked, facing aman he had no recollection of. For amoment, he
wondered if “Mr. Krantz” waswhat he usualy called the man. Leroy was maybe fifteen or twenty years



older than Ca and had closdly cropped gray hair. His eyebrows were so much darker than therest of his
hair, they dmost looked dyed.

“We were supposed to meet thismorning,” Leroy said. After Ca remained silent, Leroy added, “To go
over thefina comm control interfacetest.”

“Some, ah—problems on the home front came up. Can we rescheduleit?” Maybe by then hewould
have more of an idea of what the other man was talking about. This must be the one remaining test from
his note to Horvath.

“Tomorrow morning?’ Leroy said.

Thefeding lasted only an instant, but Cal was sure the other looked relieved. But why?“Tomorrow
afternoon?’ he offered. So soon.

“Review thereaults at thirteen hundred, here?’

Review the test results? He wouldn't be able to make much sense of afew printouts. Maybe if he could
get some visud cues, hewould stand a better chance. “What about running through part of the test
itself?’ Ca asked.

“What? Oh, sure, sure. Whatever you want.”

“Seeyou then.” Cd turned to leave.

“You okay?' Leroy asked.

“Fine Why?’

“Nothing specid. Y ou just seem upset lately. Y ou want to go out for adrink? Talk it over?’

Cal heditated, wondering if hewould learn more from Leroy if he opened up, or if he should keep to his
plan and go to his office. Was Leroy honestly trying to help, or did he know more than he pretended and
was just playing with Cal? Ca wavered for amoment, until the barest degree of unease seeped into him.
“No,” hesad. “But thanks anyway.”

“Maybe some other time.” Leroy smiled as Cd turned again to go. Was he smilingat Ca, or smply being
friendly?

No onedse caled to Cal before he reached his office. The room was much like the one on Daedalus
except for the view and aweak impression that many of the office furnishings were on whedl's, ready to
be removed whenVittoria was about to leave.

The desk itsdlf, with the computer, could have been the same one asin his Daedd us office. Even the data
stored in it was apparently identica. Thistime, however, inspired by Leroy, Cd caled up his
gppointment log.

Thereit was: Leroy K, 09:00, today. Purpose: fina acceptance test on control system interfacesto the
communications system. Surely that wouldn't just involve Ca and Leroy. But apparently it did.

No other appointments existed in the log, so there were no clues from that source. Cal got up and shut
the door.

“Vincent, what do you know about Leroy?’



“He has an office near yours, he knows you, andhe doesn't miss gppointments.”
“In other words, al you know iswhat we both just observed?’

“Youright again, Lone Ranger.”

“I've got thelaw on my side.”

1] % @a' n?’

“Thelaw of averages. After the early part of today, it'sonly natura that | get afew thingsright.” Cd sat
up graight in his chair. “1'm not making enough progress here. Arethere any other places| frequently

g7
“The command center. Where the bus driver isgoing to sit.”
“Whereisit?’

“Ten minutesfrom here. It's a the same latitude asthis office.”

The command center was even busier than his office area had been. After passing another receptioni<,
he wandered in the interior corridors for afew minutes until finaly he saw asign sayingObservation Area
. Successive arrows led to adimly lit room with one glass wall. Beyond the window, the scene below
looked like amission operations amphitheater he had once seen on Earth.

Three curved tiers of glass-enclosed cubicles contained the operations staff. Before them, on the
opposite wal, was an enormous multisectioned display. One quarter of it currently showed a portion of
the sky, with an image-enhanced magnification of Barnard's Star and the surrounding area. The stars
forming Ophiuchuswere out of thefield of view.

Text displays with interspersed graphs gpparently summarized power levels, navigation status, and
subsystem conditions. At the upper right, large orange letters Ss dNOMINAL: 4D 9H 14M 47S. The
seconds counted down. Cal's sense of urgency strengthened.

From hisjob description in the computer, he knew he had a hand in the foundation of dl this: the
computer control system respongible for linking al the subsystems together.

In the most recent hours, his memory had been recdcitrant, offering little in the way of new insghts.
Maybe he had been hurrying so much that his subconscious refused to link to his conscious mind, or
maybe being at the command center gave him enough new visud triggersto start his mind working harder
again. Whatever the cause, he found that he was aware of more than afresh visitor would be.

Thetime at the upper right of the screen was the remaining time until Vittoria departed. Lessthan five
days. He hadn't redlized before that the time was so short. He felt uneasy aboutVittoria leaving.

He scanned the windows opposite the wall screen. Even without the glowing letters, he knew that the
center office on the second tier belonged to Russ Tolbor. Ca could detect no motion within the cubicle,
but it wastoo dark to seeif Tolbor was there, motionless, silently watching the screen, or—or watching
Cd.

That's absurd, Cd told himself. Paranoiawas overpowering. Everyone he saw seemed to bother him.

As Ca stood, wondering what to do next, the contents of the screen disappeared, and a hologram larger
than any he could remember materidized. It wastheVittoria , apparently color-coded to indicate how



close she wasto being ready for the journey. Almost the entire surface was green. Here and there, afew
flakes showed ydlow. A tiny handful of red regions blinked dowly. Vittoria was close.

Cal looked back at the center office. “What can you tell me about Russ Tolbor, Vincent?’
“Other than what was on this morning's newscast”?’
13 Yaﬂ

“He volunteered for the job and met amost no opposition. He'sin theDaedalus Who's Who . Forty-one,
never been married. He's been responsible for charitable programs, mostly connected with the church he
favors, Presodigts, but he's aso been involved with efforts to break down denominationa barriers. His
previous command experience includes a couple of Jupiter missions. Hisorigind technical field wasthe
same as yours—computers—and he was responsible for severd innovations before he moved into

managemen.

Cd stared at the hologram. Memories stirred and shifted. Instead of fedling at atotd loss, ashe had
when he woke up, he was beginning to fee more like the information was amost within reach, if he only
knew whereto look. But the almogt-at-the-tip feeling wasjust asfrusirating.

“I don't suppose you ever get tired, do you, Vincent?’

“Bored maybe. My first owner only wanted meto balance hisfinancia log. But not tired.”
“That'sthe truth?”

“No. Y ou bought me new. But that's dull.”

“Wadll, I'm getting tired, but certainly not bored. | wonder what Nikki's doing right now.”

Cal |eft the observation booth and walked dowly through the corridors toward the exit. He was within
sght of it when aside door opened, and he came face to face with Russ Tolbor.

“I thought you'd be here earlier,” Russ said. “Wevefinished most of thefina checks.” He looked
expectantly at Cal. In person, the commander |ooked darker, hedthier than he had on screen. The
severd centimeters of height advantage he had on Ca made his oncoming bal dness less noticeable thanin
the hologram and made his nestly trimmed beard more prominent. If the sllver and gold finish on the
man's compband was any indication, he wore awristcomp like Vincent.

“I raninto some problems early intheday,” Cd said. “I'm till trying to get caught up.”
“Nothing you can't handle, though, right?’

“Right.” Cd held back, again experiencing the same uneasiness that he had felt during the day's previous
conversaions. “Youreredly looking forward to leaving dl this?’

“Y es. God makes demands of usall, and we need to accept them in good grace. I'm actually looking
forward to this. Lifestoo complex on Daeddus.”

“God told you to go?’

Tolbor laughed. “No. It'snot like that. I'm surprised at you, Ca. God doesn't move so directly. But in the
course of my life, I've felt the nudgesin the proper direction at afew important intersections.”

“Doesthat mean you were picked for the job because of your religious beliefs?’



“Hardly.Despite them ismorelikeit. Religious freedom isn't entirely deed, though. Butyou don't ook too
well today. Y ou've been pushing yoursdf pretty hard lately. Watch out for too much stress,” Russ said.
Theintensity gpparent during the interview was gill in hiseyes. “Y ou take care of yoursdf.”

“I'll do my best.” Cal turned to leave.

It wasn't until he entered the lobby that he redlized that his breeth came more heavily than norma, and he
fet adight chill. But wasit because of the commander? Maybe Cal became nervous whenever hewasin
the presence of peoplein power. He had no way to tell for sure, but it seemed unlikely.

Could “Anged” be Russ? There was no guarantee that a password-protected ID couldn't refer to
someone Ca knew in public, someone with whom he had a different relationship in private.

But that could also be true of anyone on hislist. Who ese was a candidate? He could sart down thelit,
talking to each person, working theword “angd” into the conversations. No.

Heleft the command building, aware again of fatigue. His eyeswere dry, and hisdight limp had returned.
Maybe he should go home. Surely Nikki would be back by now. A talk with her and some rest might
help.

Cal boarded an unoccupied rail car and started up the hill toward the low-gravity exit. He shut his eyes
for amoment. “Vincent,” he said. “Isit possible for you to monitor the newscasts and tell meif anything
about Gabriel Domingo comeson?’

“Easy. But you're late. Theré's dready been more. I've been listening.”
Cd's eyeswere open again. “ So tell me. And keep me up to dateif you hear any more.”

“Y our whim is my command. Just over ahalf hour ago, the news said that the police search of Domingo's
gpartment turned up some interesting information. Domingo gpparently had met severd timeswith
someone, maybe adoctor, at the Taber Clinic.”

“Taber Clinic. That soundsfamiliar.”
“I'm not wildly surprised. It'swhere Nikki works.”

[Back to Table of Contents]

Hospital

“WHAT ELSE DID the newscast say?’ Cd asked. “That Domingo might have been sdlling drugsto a
doctor who marks them up and resdlsthem?”’

“Near enough,” said Vincent. “ And they found more capsules of Vita Twenty-Two in his gpartment.”
TheVittoria rail car continued up the rise toward the exit.

“So there'salink between Domingo and the clinic where Nikki works. That doesn't mean theré'sa
connection between Domingo and Nikki.”

“Not necessarily anyway,” said Vincent. “Y ou sound defensive.”

Cd paused. “Maybel am. Wouldn't you be—in my place? Haf of my memories snuck away in the night,
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and | may have killed Domingo. Obvioudy | haven't maintained aterrific reationship with my wife, and
maybe she could betied into thismess also. For al | know, she's got more than a doctor-deceased
relationship with Domingo. Her specidty istransplants.”

“But you don't redly think that she has done anything illega ?’
Therail car reached the top of the hill.
“No, | guessnot,” Ca saidfindly. “But | don't like to take a chance on being wrong.”

Quiet and thoughtful, Cal returned to Daeda us. He wondered why Nikki wanted himin the clinic. So she
could keep track of him, or smply because she was worried about his health? Or sanity? He wanted to
believe the innocent answer.

Cd thought briefly about examining the location where Domingo's body had been found, but decided
againg it. He was near exhaugtion, and the police might still be watching the area.

He managed to stay awake on the tubeway. Along the path to his house, he could fed his stomach
muscles tense as he thought about Nikki. What more could he say to her without first learning more
about himsdf? Nikki was till dmost a stranger.

He had worried for nothing. Nikki was gone.

Ca wondered at first if she had moved out. He checked the computer for messages and found one from
her, recorded about two hours earlier. The message was brief. She said smply, “I've been called in, Cdl.
I'm not sure how late I'll be.” She hesitated for an ingtant, as though wanting to add something more.
Then her face was gone from the screen.

Despite hisfatigue, Cal replayed the message. He found the speed controls and paused Nikki'simage.
Her tired but quizzical expression held the suggestion of concern, her dark eyeslooking straight ahead,
focused precisely. Cd reached out to her image. Maybe she could help him discover what was going on.
Ashelost himself for amoment, staring at her, the distrust he had felt earlier disspated. After alast long
look, he turned off the computer.

“Vincent, I'm going to bed. Will you wake mein sx hours?’

“With soft music or apolicesren?’

“How about asmple, ‘Wake up?’

“Boring.”

“Vincent, are there any newer mode s than you? Onesthat might obey alittle better?”
“There are saveral competitors on the market,” Vincent said stiffly.

Cal ttled onto the bed dowly. “Vincent?’ he said amoment later. “Areyou still avake?’
“You mean am | ill talking to you?’

“I don't need anew modd. Y ou're doing just fine.”

“Thanks”

“And, Vincent. Anything but Srens”



“A-Okay.”

In dreams, Lynn was not so far away asin the day. She was dive and happy, playing nearby with asmall
gyroscopic toy, watching it rotate every two minutes, her expression animated.

“I've got another toy for you, Lynn,” Cd said.
His daughter looked at him eagerly.
“It'sdown here,” he added. “ Comewith me.”

Hetook her hand. They left the brightly lit room and walked along along, dark halway toward a second
room. Light shone from behind the partially open door. Ca opened the door wide, and they stepped
ingde.

“What isit, Daddy?’ the girl asked.

It was aclear, shining, hollow sphere.

“Just watch,” Ca said, and split the sphereinto two halves. “Hop insde.”

Obediently Lynn did so. Cal closed the two havestogether.

“Now you canroll it wherever you like,” Ca called, louder now to reach through the shell.

Lynnrolled the sphere, first one way and then the other, laughing as she tumbled unexpectedly. She
rolledin anew direction.

For several minutes she laughed and played, but Cal could seethat she wastiring. Why hadn't he thought
of that? Soon she stopped. “Daddy,” she said. “1 don't fed well.”

Of course. The air was getting stale. Ca would smply separate the two halves of the sphere and free her.

But where was the seam now? Cal's hands moved frantically over the surface, searching for the hairline
gap. Ithad to be there.

“Please let me out,” she said. Fear tightened her features.
“I'm getting it, Lynn,” he said, trying not to let her hear the panicin hisvoice,
Shefel back, her eyes beginning to losefocus. “I fed dizzy.”

He had to hurry. But it was as though the seam had somehow sealed itsdlf, and wherever hisfingers
touched they felt only the smooth, unbroken surface.

Dear God, what could have happened? How could he have been so stupid? Lynn lay in the bottom of
the sphere, breething painfully.

“I'll findaway,” hecdled. “Don't give up.”

Where could it be? Hisfingers grew hot from moving so quickly againgt the surface. He thought for a
moment that he'd found the seam, but it wasjust ahair.

Helooked back at Lynn. Her face had darkened, her eyes closed. She stopped breathing.

“Lynn!” he screamed, and kicked at the sphere once, then harder, again and again and again. “Lynn!”



“Cd,” said avoice. But from where? Out in the hall? Cal looked back toward the door and saw nothing.
Thevoicecdled agan. “Cd.”

Thistimethe wdlsfaded from view, and the sphere with Lynn's body inside vanished.
“Cd,” Vincent cdled again. “Wake up.”

Ca bolted upright in bed. The room was dark and hot, but his body felt chilled, sveaty. Hewasdonein
the bed. He shuddered violently and squeezed his eyes shut tightly against the pain.

“I'm awake, Vincent,” hesaid finaly. “Thanks.” Cal's mouth felt as dry as hisbody was damp. “God.”
“I wasn't sureif | should wake you, but you sounded terrified.”

“You did theright thing. Haven't you—" Ca stopped, redizing that in the past Vincent would have been
turned off while Cd dept.

“Y ou dreamed about your daughter?’

“Yes” Cd thought amoment. “What timeisit?’
“Oh five hundred.”

There was no way he could go back to deep.

A hot shower soothed the muscles that had stiffened during the night. It would have felt even better, but
hedtill saw Lynn'seyes, imploring him to help.

Hisfresh clothes on, he discarded yesterday's. At first he thought nothing of the fact that the hamper was
empty, but then he redlized the implications. In al the activity of the day before, he had forgotten about
the bloody clothes. And the capsules.

Nikki must have found the clothes. What would she think about the blood, and the capsules? Moments
later he located the clothesin the washer, till bloody. Maybe he shouldn't have | eft the capsulesin the
pocket. He wondered about the pendty associated with them. Wasit enforced for confirmed trafficking,
or for mere possession?

“Nikki's till not back,” said Cal. “I wonder where sheis.”
“You could cal her.”
“Maybelater.” If Nikki was till out at 05:30, she probably didn't need acall right then.

Thefull weight of yesterday's experiences began to pressin on Ca again. The nightmare with Lynnwasa
clear indication of at least one pressure he had been under: guilt. Wasthat the key to his apparently
irrational recent behavior, or was there moreto it than that?

There must be some way he could stimulate more rapid memory recovery. What other functions on the
computer might help? He sat in front of the keyboard and paged to the genera information menu.

“What does‘ Earth Telescope mean, Vincent?’

“Theres alarge telescope outsde that's no longer in full-time use for astronomy. For five minutes at a
time, anyone can useit. Mogt of the time the peek freaks point it at Earth, and it's equipped to track a
point on the surface.”



Could he bear to look at Atlanta? Would it be worth the pain to retrieve more memories that way? He
hesitated only briefly before selecting the option. The odds that Atlantawas facing Daedalus right now
and was clear of clouds weren't great. Maybe he could look elsawhere.

Atlantawas out of Sght, so he arbitrarily chose Paris. The image from a spotting scope came up on the
screen, showing an area of perhaps twenty kilometersin diameter. The air over Paris was clear, and by
the westerly shadows, it was morning. To the left the Eiffd Tower caught his attention, so he moved the
cursor to it and zoomed the image.

From thisangle, the Left Bank was on the right. The image grew, and the Seine moved off the screen to
the northwest. The tower filled half the screen. It seemed to lean northwest because of the latitude and
time of day. A flock of birdsflew by, and, as his gaze followed their course, he noticed amotionless
shape on the ground.

It could only be a skeleton. The resolution of the image was not great enough to see the details, but the
form was too narrow to be someone deeping. Had the poor soul died right there with no notice, or
deliberately gonethereto die?

It wasjust aswell that the tel escope's resol ution was apparently deliberately limited. He had seen
enough. He knew that he had observed Atlanta before, looked at the campus, looked at the old
gpartment building where his parents had lived and died.

He remembered that |ast excruciating phone call, two minutes scheduled in the middle of the night, limited
because of the overhead of cals going between the living on Daeda us and the dying on Earth. Everyone
wanted to talk for the one last time. So each family got two minutes when the time came. How can a
person say enough in two find minutes?

Only after he had been in college for a couple years had he findly realized how much he respected his
parents. Why hadn't he been able to talk to them sooner? It had taken him far too long to redize that his
father's gruff manner was smply his manner of defense. Cal swallowed hard.

Helooked back at the top of the tower. Since the image had first come on the screen, the tower had
shifted with the Earth's rotation just enough to percelve. The tower now pointed closer to east-west
vertica, but till leaned northward. The Earth spun dowly initsgrave. As he watched, theimage was
cleared from the screen, replaced by a message saying histime limit had expired.

About to leave the console, Cd heditated. Y esterday he had examined hisfinancia transaction log to see
if he had paid money to Forget-Me-Now any previoustime. There hadn't been aprior entry during the
last month, but what about earlier?

He recalled the log and began to search backward. Two months before, there was ill no mention. None
at three months, but something e se puzzled him. There was another debit without a name attached.

Ca scanned severa months, and the pattern became obvious. Near the tenth of every month, there had
been awithdrawa from his account, every month for amost ayear. The amount was dwaysthe same: a
ggnificant sum, but not enough to hurt him very much. Thiswasn't Smply cardessnessin keeping hislog
current. But he had no ideawhom he had paid. Or why.

The most recent entriestold him something ese. It was approximately amonth since the last payment.
Was he making blackmail payments to an anonymous someone? Perhaps someone he knew but didn't
want apublic link with. If so, for what? Maybe he reached the state he was inbecause hefailed to make
apayment aday or two ago.



A second possibility chilled him. Suppose Gabriel Domingo was blackmailing him. It wasn't difficult to
imagine the scene.

“Y ou're not going to pay me?’ Domingo would say.
13 NO_”

“Okay. Y ou had your chance. I'm going to have ashort chat with the police. Nikki isgoing to be very
disappointed.” Domingo would beginto leave.

“No, youwon't do that,” Ca might say.

And now there was one explanation for adead Domingo and abloody Cal. It couldn't be possible. Or
couldit?

Cal forced away the disturbing possibilities. Maybe Angdl, whoever he or shewas, could help, if only he
could locate Angdl.

“Vincent,” he said, reaching adecision. “Can | send a message through you to my work computer and
haveit relayed?’

“Shoot.”
“Themessageis’| need to talk to you.” Ca explained about the code name.
“How do youwant tosignit?’

“Don't. I'm not sure why I've been using code names, but 1'd better play safe. If Angel gets so many
messages with code names that he doesn't know it's from me, then he might not be much help anyway.
I'm not going to know what Krantz istalking about this afternoon if | don't learn some more at the office.”

Nikki still had not returned. Cal vacillated about leaving a message for her and decided againgt it. He
didn't know what moreto say.

Morning light that Cal hadn't noticed earlier streamed through the windows as he | eft the house. Thelight
reduced his depression just alittle.

Almost athird of the tube car seats were occupied, and at the next stop afew more people entered. A
young man with amustache took one of the seats beside Cal, but Ca made no effort to start a
conversation. Cal wondered idly if he was snubbing people he normaly rode to work with.

More passengers entered at the next few stops, and soon the tube car was almost full. Ca glanced at the
status pand. What would Nikki be doing right now?

That was funny. The status pand turned red. Still puzzled at the color change, he became aware of the
unexpected odor of mint leaves, and amoment later he was sure he smelled fresh rain.

His neck and shoulders began to tingle, and suddenly hisfacefdt hot. Thelightsin the tube car flickered,
or hisvison was playing tricks on him. What was happening?

“Vincent,” he began to say, stopping for no apparent reason. His vision cleared, and, just as he thought
hewasdl right, aburning pain in his chest made him cry out. He couldn't bresthe. He needed air, but his
lungs refused to obey him. Crampsin his ssomach doubled him over, and he fell heavily to thefloor.

Hislegsand body stiffened, and his face contorted in agony. Just when he felt asif his head would



explode, he was ableto suck in alarge breath of air. Gasping, he felt his body begin to undergo rhythmic
contractions. His outflung elbow hit achair support so hard, he thought he must surely have cracked the
bone. Hefdt painin hismouth, and astrong, liquid, sty taste.

Hetried to call to Nikki or Vincent, but couldn't. Hands grabbed his arms, restraining him. Despite the
help, his head whipped violently back, connecting with the floor, and mercifully helost consciousness.

At firg al he heard were fragments of a soft conversation in the background, most of the words
unintelligible. “Idiopathic epilepsy,” someone said, and the conversation faded again.

Cd tried to spesk, but pain in his swollen tongue cut off his attempt.
“Soyoure awake,” asoft malevoice said.
Ca opened hiseyes and squinted against the light.

“I'm Dr. Bartum,” the voice continued, now associated with a round-faced, middle-aged man standing
next to the bed. “ Y ou'rein the Taber Clinic. How much do you remember?’

Cd choked back alaugh. So hewasin the clinic where Nikki wanted him. “I remember being in the tube
car,” he said with difficulty. Histongue must be swollen. “ And having some kind of seizure, | guess.”

“Good. We could see no indications of brain damage on your scans, but you bit your tongue quite hard
and knocked yoursdlf around a bit. Y our wife should be here soon. She went off duty about half an hour
before we redlized the connection.”

“What happened to me?’

“Medica terms, al that kind of thing? Something rare, actudly. Ever hear of epilepsy? | know your
record says you have no history. No, | suppose not. Y ou apparently experienced agrand ma, an
epileptic saizure. Can you tell me exactly what you felt?’

“It'sdl alittle confused, but I'll try.” Ca told him what he could remember about the seizure itself and the
SENSOry Precursors.

Dr. Bartum grew thoughtful, no doubt curious about seldom-seen diseases, as Cad spoke. He seemed
about to speak when the door opened.

“Cd,” said Nikki. “1 cameasquickly as| could.”

“Thanks”

“I'll leave you two for now,” Bartum said. “But I'd like to talk to you before you leave, Mr. Donley.”
Ca nodded, more interested in Nikki. She touched his hand, and Bartum retregted.

“How areyou,” she asked. She seemed genuinely concerned, not just pretending.

“Okay, | guess. But | fed alot better seeing you.” Ca heard the distortion in hisvoice, but histongue
was too soreto avoid it.

Nikki averted her gaze, asthough if Cal's condition had been less severe, she wouldn't have come.

“This has never happened to me before, hasit?’ he asked.



“Never. | checked on the symptoms on the way over. Attacks are sometimestriggered by strong
emotions.” Cd noticed her wristcomp for thefirst time. It was dightly smdler than Vincent.

“Y ou don't look much better than | imagine| do,” he said.
“Trangplant operations don't dways pick convenient times. I'm exhausted.”
“Thanksfor coming. At least I'm where you wanted me.”

“I think you should stay here afew days and recuperate. | don't want you trying to get out of here by
tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?What timeisit?’
“A little before deven. Y ou've been out for afew hours.”
“I've got an gppointment after lunch.”

“Y ou can't be serious. After al this? Cal, don't push yourself so hard. Y ou may be here because of that.
Besides, youve dtill got some explaining to do.”

“Such as?’

“Such asthe clothesyou left at home.” She looked at him sternly.

“Oh.” Cd wasdlent for amoment. “Y ou took the capsules, right?’
“Yes. They'rebeing andyzed.”

“By someone you trust?” Damn. “They're probably Vita Twenty-Two.”

Nikki sat down. “Maybe | can keep her quiet.” Her dark eyes scanned Cd's face, her gaze shifting in
small, rapid motions. “I want to know therest.”

Cal told her about waking up on the hillside above Machu Picchu wearing bloody clothes, and about the
capsulesin his pocket. He mentioned what Vincent had told him, and what he'd heard on the news. “But
there hasto be moreto it than that. | can't believe I'm guilty,” he finished. “ Can you?’

“I don't know what to think. Y ou've changed, especialy since Lynn died. And the last couple of months,
you've been tense and uncommunicative, snapping at me, gone a al hours. Maybe you've just given way
under the pressure. That doesn't makeit acrime. Just asickness.” Nikki's expression grew sadder as she

spoke.

Cal wasn't sure that was awhole lot better. He sat up dowly. “I'm not sick, Nikki. Therés more
happening here than you or | understand. | just know it.”

“Maybe the police could figureit out.”

“That'sthelast thing | need right now, with al this circumstantial evidence dribbling over me. | need
information—the kind that only | can get. Don't call the police.”

Nikki's eyes searched his. “All right,” shesad findly. “Why didn't you tell methisearlier?’
“I wasafraid. And | didn't want you to think | was making it al up to keep you from leaving.”

Nikki said nothing, but walked to the window and stood staring for amoment before she said, “1 don't



suppose | could blackmail you into staying here at least overnight?” When Cd didn't respond, she sighed
and sad, “All right. Do what you want. I'm going home.”

“Before you go, could you tell me where my clothes are?’
“I'll havethem sent in,” she said, and moved toward the door.

Cd called after her. “I'm not trying to hurt you. | justhave to find out what's been happening. I've got to
find out soon. | don't know why, but | do. Please understand.”

She turned back at the door and looked at him. Finally she nodded in resignation and | eft.
Minutes later Ca was hafway down the hall to the nurses tation.

“I'm not sureit'swise for you to be up and around so soon,” Dr. Bartum said from behind him.
“Therearethingsl'vegot to do,” Ca sad smply.

“Nikki warned me you were stubborn. But—but comein herefor aminute.” He gestured at asmall,
empty waiting room.

Bartum shut the door. “ Sit down aminute, Mr. Donley. I'm stepping a bit outside my normal professiona
boundaries, because | like Nikki, and because I'm bothered by something.” He looked out the window
for just amoment, and then turned back. “ Do you have any enemies?’

Cd suddenly felt adraft. “Nonethat | know of,” he said truthfully.

“I'm not trying to darm you. But one of the things you told me about your seizure bothers me. It could be
aquite norma, adthough rare, occurrence. But | think you should know something.” The doctor's eyes
were unblinking. “ The sensations you experienced, like the odor of rain, aretypicd for that kind of

attack. But there's dso a chemical—a gas—that can a so induce those same symptoms.”

“Goon,” Cd urged as Dr. Bartum hesitated again.

“Wadll, thereason | mention dl thisis—and it may be smply my overactive imagination—the gas smells
likemint.”

[Back to Table of Contents]

Hoax

“YOU'RE SAYING MY going through hell this morning might have been ddliberately induced?’ Cal
asked, incredulous.

“Mightbe,” Dr. Bartum said.
“But | was on a crowded tube car. Why wouldn't anyone el se have succumbed?’

“Theresapossible explanation for that. The gas oxidizesrapidly inair. If it were released quite near you,
you aonemight bregtheit initsorigind sate”

“But how—" Cal stopped. The young man with the mustache who sat down next to him on the tube car.
All hewould have had to do was run aflexible hose down one deeve, spread his arm across the seat
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back, and turn avave. “Okay,” he said dowly. “I'll grant that it could be done deliberately. But why?’
“Y ou're asking the wrong person.”
“Youreright. How difficult would it beto obtain this gas?’

“I'mafraid | don't know that either. Y ou're outside of my speciaty now. The gasiscalled Lendomen. |
cantel youitschemica formula, its specific hegt, its molecular weight, the effect it has on humans, and a
few other details. But | wouldn't know whereto start in buying it or handling it. And this could easily all
be my imagination.” Bartum stood. “| just wanted to let you know, just in case.”

“Thanks. | appreciateit.” He shook Bartum's hand, and left. He could tell the doctor was il curious
about why such athing might have been done, but he couldn't help the man. Ca wasjust as curious. And
worried.

Cal was stopped once again as hetried to leave, thistime by anurse seated at the hall station. She
demanded that he Sgn arelease to absolve the clinic and Dr. Bartum if there were any complications.
She was painting her fingernails, adifferent color on each, so that her nails looked like a spectrum.

“Thisisausud practice?’ Ca asked.
“No. Only when a patient wants to |eave before the doctor recommendsit.”
Cd flushed and signed the log.

Outside he found a bench and sat. The mild heat from the sun'sraysfet good againgt his skin. It had
been colder than heliked ingdetheclinic.

“| supposeyou heard,” he said. Histongue fdt like an old sock.
“What?" said Vincent.

“Don't be cute”

“I heard. I'm glad you're feding better.”

“I' hope | didn't knock you around too much.”

“I'm getting used to it,” Vincent said. “Y oure aregular bumpathon.”
“Y ou don't have any odor detectors, do you?’

“Nope. Video, audio, temperature. That'sthelot.”

“What can you tell me about Lendomen?’

“All that stuff the doctor mentioned. And that it's used in the assembly of lightweight solar panels. It's not
anillega substance. Why? Do you think he might be right?’

“I've never liked coincidences. What bothers meiswhy . |sthere someone trying to get revenge on me,
or does someone just plain hate me? | barely noticed that guy who sat next to me, but he didn't seem
familiar. So doesthat mean maybe | killed Domingo, who was blackmailing me, and that guy was his
partner, trying to even things out?’

“To quote Dr. Bartum, you're talking to the wrong person.”



Ca gared into the distance. He missed the changing shadows of Earth. A flicker of motion high above
caught his attention. There were afew tiny specs flying near the center of Daedaluss axis. An dmost
invisble net contained them.

“Has anyone ever falen from up there?’ Cd asked.

“'Fl’ isn't theright word. Thisisn't true gravity, o it'sgot some quirks. If you pushed an object with no
wind resistance out from the center, it would just dowly keep going until it hit the ground as dowly asyou
pushed it. But the ground's relative vel ocity, becauseit's spinning, would do alot of damage. If the object
had alot of wind resistance, it would gradualy spird down just because it was being pushed farther out
by the centrifugd force caused by thewind.”

Cd squinted into the light. Lynn had never been able to go hang gliding. Cal felt sad. There were so many
things she'd never seen. So many first times he would never be able to share with her.

He watched for another moment before he recalled what he had scheduled. “ Oh, no,” he said abruptly.
“I'm supposed to meet Leroy Krantz this afternoon. I'm admogt late.”

Hefelt weak and wobbly for hisfirst few steps but ignored the discomfort. “Vincent, how much video
can you store without cramping yourself too much?’

“At whét rate and resolution?’
“Ten frames a second. Typica newscast resolution.”
“Almogt thirty minutes. Why?’

“I'm worried about future attempts. How about this? Can you continuoudy record, and save the most
recent ten minutes, and keep portions of the oldest recordings? For instance, one frame a second for the
previous hour, one aminute for the previous day? Or as close as you can cometo that. If something
happens to me, save as much as you can while adding aframe every ten seconds from that point? And
can you saveall theaudio?’

“Easy. I'm sarting now. Why didn't you think of thisbefore?’
“I couldn't use my hindsight any eerlier.”

Thetrip toVittoria seemed to take longer than it had the day before. Cal arrived fifteen minutes late at
Leroy Krantz's office, not having had time to do the research he had planned. Hewould just have to fake
it the best he could.

“Sorry I'mlate,” Cd said.

“What?" Leroy asked.

“| sad sorry I'm late,” he repeated dowly.
“You okay?’

“Hine”

“Don't worry about it,” Leroy said, pushing aside whatever he wasworking on. “Can | get you anything
to drink before we get started?’

Cal thought about his missed lunch, then considered the way hisbody flt after the morning's activities.



“Thank you, no.”

“Let'sgo, then,” said the older man. “Y ou want to St a the keyboard?’ Leroy gestured at his desk and
leaned back in hischair. He grinned. “ Don't be bashful, son.”

Cal froze. Leroy couldn't know about his condition. But if he did, was he teasing Cad? Cd looked a him
closdly. Leroy seemed friendly enough. His hair was beginning to whiten about the edges, but he till had
amogt invisible dimples as he smiled. Ca decided that his problem was smply nerves. If Leroy was so
good an actor that he could know about Cal's memory loss and pretend not to, Cal was at a strong
disadvantage.

“Why don'tyou runthroughit,” Cd said at last. “I'm content just to watch.”
“Fine. Fine.” Leroy rolled hischair to the desk and rubbed his hands together briefly before he began.

Thewall screen lit up with severd long paragraphs of legaese, headed by VITTORIA —DAEDALUS
COMMUNICATIONS CUSTOMERACCEPTANCE TEST.

“Shouldn't there be someone else here?” Cal asked, thinking about how formal the occasion redlly was.

“Tolbor doesn't seem to be too interested. He's more likely to spot check the log than attend all the tests.
| notified him.” Leroy looked up at the screen for amoment. “Thisisdl boilerplate materid. Sow me
downif | gotoo fast.”

He went too fast, but Ca wastoo inhibited to tell him. Pages of information flashed past. Skimming the
green text, Cal was ableto verify that the test procedure was designed to demongtrate satisfactory
performance of the long-range communication system that would alow theVittoria to keep in contact
with Daeddus during the journey.

Performance criteriaincluded transmission and reception protocals, error-rate, redundancy, and power
consumption. Thisfind test concentrated on reception quality. Theflow of text pages was interrupted by
graphics showing antennaeillustrations and shots of the various items of communications support geer.

“Wereready for thetests.” Leroy shifted in hischair. “The Jupiter bounceis complete. | didn't think
you'd want to wait around for afew hours, so | ranit last night. Any problem?’

“That'sfine.” Ca didn't ask for clarification, but assumed there was a repeater in Jupiter orbit or on one
of the moons.

“Gresat. Here are the reception results.”

A multi-sectioned color display indicated performance characteristicsin each reception mode. Green
andog and digitd indicators tracked ingantaneous level s and showed minimum, maximum, and average
vauesfor signal-to-noise ratio, modulation percentage, signa strength, and other readingsthat Cal didn't
have time to absorb. Leroy turned on the second wall screen for overflow.

The test transmission included audio, video, dow-scan video, and binary. Overwhelmed, Cal took a sedt.

Cdl tried to examine one parameter and then another, narrowing hisfocus. Everything looked reasonable
to him. Each vaue he checked seemed to be comfortably above its minimum acceptable level.

Ca had looked at only afraction of the measured parameters when Leroy said, “ Okay. That pretty much
finishesthe Jupiter test. Y ou satisfied?’



“Fine” Cd said, although he couldn't really say whether the equipment had passed every possible test.
But surely thistest was merely aformdity, documenting officidly what Leroy knew al dong wasagood
product. Leroy seemed calm and honest.

“Let'sseenow.” Leroy tapped afew keys, and a star-filled image came up on the screen. Slowly at firt,
then more quickly, thefield of stars moved acrossthe screen, until Luna entered the display. It was
amogt full. The moon moved to agpproximately the middle of the screen. Then the image began to zoom
toward a spot midway between the center and the right edge.

Lunafilled the section of the screen, and surface features continued to grow. Presently Ca was sure the
focus of interest wasin the crater at center screen. Seconds later the crater walls expanded out of view,
and adark dot grew into a black mesh cubic structure on the crater floor.

“That'sthe corner reflector,” said Leroy. “Let'scrank it up.”
A new st of display insertsflashed on the screen.

“Okay,” Leroy continued, more animated now, as though he had enjoyed zooming in on the reflector.
“We're at point one percent power now. On the left we've got what we're sending. On the right iswhat
we're getting back.”

The |eft Sde showed avideo of amoving test pattern, and then one of surf pounding on the rocks along
an unidentified coastline on Earth. The right image was an obvious copy, delayed so dightly it was hard to
be sure there was a communications lag, with one significant difference: the picture was grainy and

sowy.

The transmitter began a sevies of dow-scan, still-frame images, which came back perfectly clear, and
then the dynamic video resumed. All level indicators were showing acceptabl e operation when theimage
faded for an ingtant. Cal might have not even noticed if he hadn't been transfixed, staring at the recorded
view of traffic in some now-dead city.

Leroy sat a the keyboard and made no comment.
“What wasthat?' Ca asked.

“What was what?’

“Welog theimage for asecond, on the receiver display.”

Leroy looked up at the screen, hisface expressionless. “ Oh, that. Just an automatic failover test. Were
on the B tranamitter now. He pointed to a section of the display: ACTIVE TRANSMITTER =B.

“Oh” wasdl Ca could say.
“It'sanormal part of thetest. Didn't you even read the test procedure ahead of time?’
“It'sfine, Leroy. No problem.”

Leroy turned back to the keyboard and continued the test, which ran for only another couple of minutes.
“Okay,” hesad findly. “Mark your approva.”

Unsure of the proper procedure, Cd reached forward to the keyboard. Just as his hand brushed akey,
the memory came back to him. He placed his thumb on the white square and looked up at the screen.
There was his name, and aflowery graphic symbol that obvioudy indicated he was awitness,



Leroy reached over to the keyboard, and his notation appeared below Cal's,
“Isthat it, then?’ asked Cal.

Leroy turned to him. He looked at Cal intently for abrief moment. “ That'sit,” he said, suddenly brusque.
“All complete. Thanks very much.”

Cd roseto leave, puzzled. Leroy seemed anxious, dmost imperceptibly unsettled. In his place, Cd could
imagine being nervous a the start of an important test and relaxed at the conclusion. Why were Leroy's
actions opposite? What guarded thoughts lay behind Leroy's brown eyes? Or was Ca merdly imagining
mysteries where none existed? Maybe Leroy was surprised that Ca hadn't known for sure that the
session was complete.

Leroy busied himsdf at the keyboard, and Ca walked down the hall to his office. Peoplein nearby
offices must have been busy, because no one called to him. Drained, he dropped into his desk chair and
let hishandsfall limply to the Sdes. After amoment he rose to shut the door and then sat again.

“Vincent, has he dways been that inconsstent?”
“Leroy Krantz?’
“Yeah. Lagt night it was‘Let'sgo for adrink.” Today it's‘ Thanks alot. See you around.”

“All I can remember about Leroy islast night's conversation and the one now. That's not enough for me
to pronounce him manic-depressive.”

“It'snot quite that bad,” Cd said. “But it's enough to worry me. I'm suspicious of everything right now.
Leroy could have paid that guy thismorning.”

“Or you may have so many enemiesthat Leroy had to pay him not to do anything worse. Asthe actor
saysto the director, what's the motivation?’

“Asthe doctor says, you're asking the wrong person. It wouldn't be so bad, not knowing who the right
personwas, if | at least knew theright questions.” Cal leaned back and shut his eyesfor amoment,
visudizing Krantz's office. “'Y ou're recording now, per our talk?’ he asked.

“I've got more pictures than a baby photographer, but they're pretty dull.”

“Let'slook at them anyway—the ones from about fifteen minutes ago, when the picture faded during the
test. Can you tranamit it to the desk computer so it can use the wall screen? | don't need eyestrain on top
of everything dse”

Thewall screen flickered, and the image of Leroy's office appeared.
“Great,” said Cal. “Now can you blow up the section that shows his screen? And rotate it soit'slevel ?”’

His arm had been lying on the armrest during those minutes, so the angles were distorted, but the picture
was Clear.

“Let'stry someimage enhancement,” Vincent said, and the bottom of the picture shrank dowly until the
relaive dimensions made it seem asthough Vincent had been directly in front of Leroy's screen. Cd's
screen looked like the origind, except for alittle graininess.

“Vincent, you'reterrific.” The echoed video wasjust starting to fade, or was about to recover. “ Go
forward aframe.”



The echoed picture had recovered. “How about back two frames?’ Cal asked. Again clear. “You're
saving aframe asecond for thisintervd, right?’

“Yeah. It'sso cluttered in here | hardly have spaceto it down.”

“If you don't shape up, I'll start storing al my old school recordsin theretoo.”

“They're dready down in the basement. Y ou did even better in college than you did in high schoal.”
“Okay, okay. Can you expand the upper |eft quadrant? It's alittle fuzzy.”

“Ficky,” sad Vincent, and the magnification doubled.

“Fine” said Cal. “It says, *Active transmitter = A.” Now forward three frames. Okay. Now it's B. So
Leroy wastdling the truth. Was he bothered by something else?’

“I think you should listen to your doctor.”

“You'reright. | want to save this sequence for awhile, though. Can you store the frames we've looked at
just now, and one every ten seconds for the whole time we were with Leroy? Label it and don't
overwriteit asyou keep recording.”

“1 obey even asyou speak. What's next, boss?’

“What was Leroy doing dl thistime? Show me the section with himinit, in red time, starting a second
before the cutover.”

Leroy'sonly reactions during the interval were a brief compressing of hislipsand aglance at Cal. Cd
inspected the image a moment longer before he gave up. There was nothing obvioudy sinister about
Leroy's behavior.

“Maybeit'stimel sentmy bossa statusreport,” he said. “Tom Horvath ison my phonelist, and it seems
| report to him.”

Aided by computer prompting, Cal prepared amessage that said, “ Communications test with Krantz
passed.” As he finished and started to sign off, he noticed an information block that said, * One message
waiting.”

Depressing two keys brought the message up on the screen. “1 missed you last time” wasdl it said. The
originator block, rather than containing aname, said, “Monthly.”

Cd thought amoment longer before he made the connection. It had to be amessage from the person to
whom he paid monthly payments. But it ill didn't explainwhy . If the message referred to a meeting, then
Ca had no way to tell what the meeting was. If it referred to the incident on the tube car, then “Monthly”
hadn't missed him. Unless the gas had been intended to befatal.

“I'm spending too much timein front of computer terminals,” Cal said aboruptly. “I need more direct
exposure. Isthe news station open to the public?’

“Yes But mogt of their datais available a any termind.”
“That doesn't matter. It seemsthat | recall more when I'm dealing with people.”

“It seemsyou aso run morerisks.”



“Something'swrong. | can't find out whet it isby ignoringit.”

“Y ou're not worried about joining Domingo in the marble orchard?’
“Let'sgo, Vincent.”

“I don't have awholelot of choice, do 1?7’

“About asmuch as| have.”

Cal kept awatchful eye for anyone coming too close to him on the way over, but saw no one. The news
gtation wasin Machu Picchu, near the center of the city. Thefacilities available to the public were smilar
to Cd's desk computer, but there were no thumbprint squares. The terminas were dways on, available
without specifying an ID.

Cd dudied the lineup of screensin small cubicles, wondering if the trip had been worth the effort, when a
cam voice sounded behind him.

“Not sure how to use the system?”’

Cdl turned and found himsdf facing the reporter he had seen on the earlier newscasts, Michdle Garney.
Her vivid green eyes hadn't shown up well on the video.

“I think | canfigureit out,” Cdl said. “But I'm alittletired of dedling with machines.” No offense, Vincent.
The woman smiled and nodded understandingly. “ It's hard to avoid. What were you looking for?’

Ca hedtated. He didn't want any links between himsalf and Gabriel Domingo, but the woman appeared
friendly and willing to help. “I'm investigating drug-reated killings. And the death of thefellow onthe
news yesterday.”

Michelle gave him abrief gppraising gaze and said, “Why don't you join mein the break room? Maybe |
can get you Started.”

They exchanged first names, and Cal followed her to a nearby room equipped with afew tables, chairs,
and vending machines. Michelle smiled. It was awelcome change, and it felt good to st down. He
looked up and found her watching him.

“Hard day?’ she asked.

Cal smiled. “Perhaps I'm just out of shape.”

Sheraised her eyebrows, asif to disagree, but said nothing.
“Have there been many killingslately?’ Cd asked.

“| guessthat depends on what you mean by ‘lately’ and *many'. Quite afew inthelast year. But Vita
Twenty-Two hasn't been linked to any before.”

“So maybe thislast murder wasn't atypical case?’

“I don't know that thereisatypica case. But, yes, it'sabit unusud.” Michellelooked thoughtful for a
moment. “The body being moved, that particular drug, theinjuries...”

“What about theinjuries?’ Cdl tried to keep hisvoice calm.



“Messy. Crude. | guessit'salittle moretypical for the victim to end up with alaser hole or aknife cut.
Domingo was—well, it's more like awhole gang beat him to death, or hefdl along way. Hisinjuries
weremassve.” Michelle shivered amost imperceptibly.

“So you saw the body?’
“Pictures. That was enough.”
“Any chance they were faked?’

“Not any. He was way past hope. Some of my more morbid friends call acase like that asidewalk
soufflé” Sheleaned forward. “Why? What reason would anyone have for faking amurder discovery?’

“Nonethat | can think of. Just curious.”
“And why doyou ask that? | thought maybe you were the police” A small frown wrinkled her forehead.

Ca was nervous. “I'm sorry. | didn't mean to pretend to be the police.” He put ahand on the table and
began to push himsdf up. “I gpologize for giving you the wrong impression.” He was hafway through his
motion when she put her hand on his.

“Wait,” shesad. “I didn't mean to chase you off.”

Her hand was cool and firm againgt Cdl's. Helooked at it for amoment. His hand tingled where she
touched him. Her eyeswere bright, dert, questioning, but till friendly. She didn't remove her hand until
he sat down again.

“I guessit'smy day for overreacting,” he said, guiltily wishing she hadn't taken her hand away.
Shesaid nothing, but watched him closdly.

“Where did Domingo live?’ he asked.

“An apartment here in town—on thewest sde.” She gave him the address.

Cal didn't know how compass directions had been defined, but decided to ask Vincent later. “Isthere
anything you know that hasn't reached the public?’ he asked.

“No. I'm not with the police either.”
“Isthat supposed to make metdl youwhy I'minterested in al of this?’
Michelle smiled quickly, but was silent.

“You know,” Ca said, “you're not as opaque aswe'd al liketo believe we are. Y our curiosity must be
on full dert, but you're hoping I'll answer your unspoken questions.”

She nodded and grinned again.
“You redly enjoy your work, don't you?" he asked.
“Youreright again. Why? Don't you enjoy yours?’

“Let'ssay I'm undecided. Look. | can't tell you the reasons for my interest. I'm just looking for the same
thing you are: thetruth. If | find it, I'll tell you. Fair enough?’



“Y ou redize the information flow in this conversation isal backward?’

“Michdle, I—thanks very much. | enjoyed talking with you.” Ca roseto leave. Thistime she didn't sop
him.

“You redly will tell mewhat thisisdl about sometime?’
“yes”

“Don't go and get yoursdlf killed.”

Cd stopped. “Whatever makes you say that?’

“Likel sad, | enjoy my job. I'm good at it. | trust my hunches. Y ou didn't saunter down here smply to
gather data. Y ou've got apersond stakein this”

“Y ou know, you'reright.”

Sheraised her eyebrows.

“Youare good at your job.”

Michelle smiled once more as Cd I€ft. Thistime, however, he thought he saw worry mixed into it.
Out on the street Cal asked, “Which way iswest?’

“The sde of the continent opposite the direction of rotation,” said Vincent. “North isthe sun end.”
“So I'mwaking west right now?’

“Right.”

“Y ou heard Domingo's address, | assume. Want to give me directions?’

“It'l bealong walk without abike. If you take the tubeway up the hill and switch to one that runson the
west sde, you'll save some steps.”

“Up thehill is up to the south pole?’
“Correct.”

A half hour later, Cal was on the streets of Machu Picchu's west side. There were no nearby businesses,
only gpartment buildings and occasional town houses, dl with bicycle racks near the doors.

Domingo's address was alarge building containing perhaps twenty units. Ca walked by it without
entering.

The building wastypicaly long and narrow, lined up east-west, with dl the unitson onelevd. Eachhad a
window overlooking the valley to the north. Oak and pine trees provided a modest amount of privacy to
the areas near some of the windows. Cal could see only two main doors, one at each end of the building.

Some of the windows were open. The gpartment number Michelle had told him was eight. If the units
were numbered sequentialy starting at one end, there was afifty percent chance that Domingo's was

open.
Cd entered the building and found himsdf in atiny, deserted foyer tiled in red and black. Without



hesitation he continued into the long hallway beyond, until he cameto the first gpartment door.

Number sixteen. So the numbering tarted at the other end. Which meant—he did a short
ca culation—none of the open windows belonged to number eight.

He kept walking. Maybe, against al odds, the police had |eft the door unlocked. He didn't believeit, but
he was halfway there dready, so he might aswell continue. Fortunately, no onewasin the hall.

Domingo's door looked like dl the others: closed and locked. No notes marred the solid brown surface
of the door. Disheartened, Cd was just about to give up and leave, when, struck by asudden idea, he
reached up and pressed his thumb against the white square.

The door to Gabriel Domingo's gpartment did silently open.

[Back to Table of Contents]

Hologram

SURPRISED AND APPREHENSIVE, Ca hesitated before the open doorway. He licked the ball of his
thumb and cleaned the thumbprint square outside Domingo's gpartment. The hall was deserted. He
entered.

The door closed behind him. The gpartment looked as though Domingo might have just gone out for a
quick meal. Apparently his persona possessions hadn't been confiscated. There was arisk that the police
had |eft behind a hidden video camera, but Cal had to find out as much as he could.

“Y ou know anything about police procedures, Vincent?’ he asked. “For instance, do they leave a
deceased's homeintact for aweek or anything?’

“Sorry. You could beright, but | have no way to confirm or deny.”

Cal took along, dow look around. He had been here before. What things he had done, what
conversations he might have had, werelogt, but he knew he had been here before. Maybe if he saw
Domingo gitting in the empty rope chair-hammock, more would come back to him.

All the furniture except the hammock and adesk chair was built in. The outline of afoldaway bed
showed under the window. Dresser drawers came flush with the wall. The desk computer sat on a
fold-down support. Shelves sat into thewall held asmall hologram and other knickknacks. The guilt of
trespassing, as when Nikki had found him looking at her file, came back stronger.

Ca searched the drawers, finding nothing out of the ordinary. He was about to examine the closet when
instead he went to the window and dlid it open, noticing with surprise that it had been unlocked. Vincent's
compband came off hiswrist, and he hung Vincent from anearby tree branch.

“Vincent, can you see both ways from there? | want you to warn me if anyone startsin either door.”
“No problem.”

It was only after Cal started searching the closet that he unhappily realized how natura it had been for
him to use Vincent as alookout. Maybe al thiswasn't as unusud for him as he wanted to believe.

The closet held mostly clothesthat seemed to have been bought for durability. Work clothes, heavy
materials, patches on elbows and knees. With them were exactly what Cal would have expected to find
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in acongruction worker's closet: ahard hat, tool set, reinforced-toe boots, an empty Thermos, and not
muchdse.

Mogt of the items on the shel ves meant nothing to Cdl, but he found himself going back for a second look
at the hologram. It wasn't a professiona job, merely ado-it-yoursdlf in acheap, back-lit frame. But the
view was what had inexplicably drawn Cal's atention. The hologram showed the outside of achurch with
alarge gold starburst on thewall in front.

Maybe Domingo had been ardigious man. Perhaps that explained why the hologram was there. But
nothing else Cal had uncovered in his search fit with that hypothesis. There were no other holograms, and
no other objects that implied anything more complex than the norma possessions of a congtruction
worker. The police could have removed items, but that made no sense.

Still not knowing why the holo of the church attracted him so strongly, Ca had an idea. He found apair
of scissorsin the desk. Taking gpart the holo frame, he removed the film and cut it in two. One half he
replaced. The edges of the frame did closer together to block off the space now uncovered, and Cal put
the other hdf in his pocket.

Back on the shef, the hologram generated by the remaining film half showed graininess not noticegble
earlier. Other than that, it looked asthough it had never been touched.

By the time another minute had eapsed, Cd had examined everything of interest in the gpartment except
the desk computer. He started to retrieve Vincent, but then thought back to the way the door had
responded to histhumb. He touched the desk computer square.

The screen lit. Green letters said, “ Gabriel Angelo Domingo. Persond.”

Ca drew in his breath, looking a Domingo's middle name. It had to be. A minute later, his suspicion was
confirmed. Still stored in Domingo's message file was the note Cal had sent yesterday to “Angel.”

He shivered and erased the message. Angel was past responding.

So there was far more to his relationship with the dead man than smple recognition. Sending coded
messages to each other wasn't the hallmark of casua acquaintances. Or of people with nothing to hide.
He understood now why he hadn't met Angel at Tinsdale Park.

Cal tried to ignore the building fear. So much for the easy explanations. The biggest questions were ones
likewhy Cal knew Domingo. Learning more about the nature of his reationship with Domingo generated
even more unknowns.

“See anything yet, Vincent? he asked.
“Not athing.”

Cal turned back to the computer. It took him only another few momentsto redlize that Domingo's stored
information was as sparse as his gpartment. There were dmost none of the indications of personaization
that had shown up on Ca's home computer. There was no bank transaction log, no summary of
employment or persona history. Other than the standard database, there were only a couple more entries
in his acknowledged messagefile.

Thefirst one said, “Investigated comments overheard at Galentine's. Read Sand G 1:19:24 before
Tinsdde. Imperaive.”

Was this message from himsdlf? Cd frowned. Gaentiné's was abar he had passed earlier in the day. But



what about the phrase? He tried to make sense of the number seriesas adate or atime, but failed to see
any sgnificance. “Sand G” made no more sense than when he had seen the phrase in his own compuiter.
Hewould haveto go back to it later. He shouldn't stay here any longer than absolutely necessary.

The last file provided one more filament in the web. It was a message to “Jam.” “Not sure about tonight's
plan. Got a crazy message from my associate today. Will tell you more later.”

Ca wasjust about to print the screen contents, when Vincent's voice made him change his plans.
“Someonejust started in the door. Couldn't tell if it was police or not.”

Aningtant later, Cal had Vincent snapped back on hiswrist. He moved toward the door, but checked his
motion and instead took a quick glance outside, then scrambled over the windowsll. He did the window
closed.

Cal crouched, partialy shielded by an oak and a couple of pines. His breath came heavily. No one
should find him here. He had to get away fast. He tried to decide which way to run. Whomever Vincent
had seen could smply be aneighbor of Domingo's, or there could be police on both ends of the building.

An upward glance decided him. The oak was just tall enough to reach the roof. Cal climbed, the exercise
bringing back aches that had begun to fade. The tree's branches provided ample concedment from the
view of pedestrians on the terrace above. He pulled himself into a position where he could stand on a
limb and waited for the areato clear.

Come on, he thought. One lone walker passed by in front of the tree, and then he was gone. Ca jumped
lightly to theroof of Domingo's gpartment building. That maneuver should confuse any follower. No one
seemed to notice that Cal had stepped out of the tree. He briskly walked until he cameto a break
between buildings and began to jog up the hill, trying to appear casud, but making occasional backward
glances. No one seemed to be following.

Hedidn't relax until the tubeway had carried him well away from the area. He stayed on the car al the
way to the south pole.

“Aslong aswerethisclose dready, Vincent, | think it'stimeto vigt the place they found Domingo. By
now it should be safe.”

“Famous last words.”

As Ca moved into the docking disk, an image of acrimind returning to the scene of the crime bothered
him. Shortly an elevator deposited him at his destination.

The room labeled C5 was nothing more than alarge storage bay. Rows of crates, protected by motion
sensors, lined the walls. The floor in the center was scrubbed clean. Cal walked to one end of the room.

Maybe Ca had pushed Domingo off the top of astack of crates, intending to disable him. Domingo
could have landed on his head, making thefdl fatal. But no, the police had said Domingo was apparently
brought here after death.

“I| dont getit,” hesaid a last. “ Almost everywhere I've been, I've gotten twitches, or small fragments
coming back to me. But here | get nothing. Just acomplete blank.”

“So you did remember Domingo's gpartment?’

“Enough to convince me I've been there before.”



“And you didn't learn anything there either?’

“Onthe contrary,” said Cadl, and told Vincent about the message and the hologram. “ And save that
messege.”

Ca walked back to the center of the room. “What's in these boxes?’
“According to the part numbers on the labels, hardware. Nuts, bolts, washers.”
“No drugs?’

“Not if thelabdsareright.”

“I haveto assumethey are. Surely the police would have searched the place carefully.” Ca sat down on
the clean floor. “Y ou know, | redly don't think | was ever here. Vincent, what does that message mean
to you? | know Gaentine'sisabar, but what about * one twenty-four nineteen’ and*Sand G7’

“Numbers could be amost anything. Dates, times, account numbers, passwords, codes, coordinates,
angles, hat szes. | could keep going for months, and it's dready crowded enough in here. For ‘Sand G,
| could ligt dl the businesses with names like Sand and Gravd, or dl the couples with nameslike Susan
and George.”

“It may be pointless, but when we get back to a computer with a printer, | want you to make as
completealist of posshilitiesasyou canin, say, an hour.”

“Do| get overtimefor this?’

“Guess”

“Chronologicdly, I'm aminor. Do you have any ideahow many child-labor laws are till on the books?’
“Don't tell me. | think | need adrink.”

It was after dinnertime when Ca saw Galentine's bar aheed.

“Vincent, can you display apicture of Domingo?’

“To hearisto obey.”

Insde, the crowd tried to compete with the raucous noise radiated by afour-person group. It wasn't
much of a contest; the group was equipped with high-power amplifiers and speakers. The long room held
the bar and the band at opposite ends, as if management were employing the group to drive patrons back
to the bar for more drinks. In the middle lay a haphazard assortment of tables and chairs, most occupied
by people trying to shout over the music or apparently too drunk to care.

Cal picked astool at the counter and punched the call button to order adrink he didn't want. When the
bartender paused to ddliver it, Cal shouted, “Y ou ever seethisguy in here?’

The bartender, ashort, stocky man who gave the impression that he was a so a bouncer, looked briefly
at theimage on Vincent and said, “Nope.”

The man started to move away, but Cd called, “Wait. Havel been in here before?’

“Yep.” Thistimethe bartender gave Ca apiercing look before he bused himself again.



Cd got the feding he wouldn't learn much more from aman who gave binary answers, so hefound a
two-person table asfar away from the light and noise as possible. He rested his chin on hishand.

“I don't know about you,” he said, “but thisis not music tomy ears.”
“I can't understand aword they're saying,” said Vincent, just audible over thedin.

“Y ou're not meant to. If they knew how to writelyrics, they'd be proud of them andwant you to hear
them.”

Cd said nothing more for severa minutes, sipping his drink and watching people comein and out.
“Why arewe here?’ Vincent asked at last.

“That's a pretty cosmic question to answer on only one drink.”

“Andyou cdlme asmart ass.”

“We're here because | want to find out more about Domingo. If | knew what he redlly did, or what our
relationship actualy was, maybe | could find out what I've been doing, and why. But this seemslikea
wage. I'm—’

“Yourewha?" Vincent asked when Cd didn't finish.
“I'm surprised to see Russ Tolbor in here”

The commander had entered and was pushing through the crowd. He gave no sign of seeing Cdl.
Without speaking to anyone, he went directly to adoor at the back of the room. Now that Cal looked
more closealy, he redized there must be aquieter section in back.

“Why areyou surprised?’

“No particular reason. He's entitled to adrink just as much as anyone else. But | don't like coincidences.
Or, more accurately, | don't dways believe coincidences are actualy coincidences.”

“Runthat by meagan?’

“I don't think it's random chancethat | just saw Tolbor. Galentine's bar was in the message at Domingo's.
Tolbor vists Gaentine's. Therésalink there—not coincidence,” Ca said. “I want to see who he'swith.
Areyou ready with your camera?’

“Ready and willing.”

Cal grolled leisurely, looking for the men's room. The door Tolbor had used did indeed lead to asecond,
secluded lounge with afew doors along its back wall. Besides the doors to the rest rooms, there were
another three doors, all apparently connecting to private booths.

Back at histable, Cal reviewed theimages Vincent had captured. He looked at the groups at each table,
magnifying the faces when necessary, but he didn't see Tolbor.

“He must bein one of the booths,” Cd said. “When he comes back out, let's take some more pictures.”

As Cd watched, trying to block out the music, he thought about Nikki and Lynn. The longer he waited,
the more he wanted smply to go back to the house and talk to Nikki. If she were there.



Either the noise must have gradually numbed him, or histhoughts provided ampleisolation. He redized
that someonewastaking to him.

“| said, are you waiting for someone?’ The speaker was afair-haired woman in aturquoise party dress
cut so low that Cal didn't need to stand to enjoy the view. She had her hand on the back of the other
chair at Cd'stable and leaned toward him, looking a him expectantly.

“I'm awfully sorry, but yes, | am,” Cd said, retreating to the litera truth.

The woman grinned briefly before turning her palms up and shrugging her shoulders. She moved away
with what Ca thought was atrace of disappointment.

He was gtill wondering what to say to Nikki, when Tolbor finally came out. There were two other men
who seemed to be with him. They were both older than Tolbor, perhaps mid-fifties. Clean shaven, both
were lean men. The onein front never took his eyes off the door ahead of him as he weaved hisway
through the crowd. The other tried to continue a conversation with Tolbor as they moved through the
bodies, but Cal could tell that the foursome with the power amplifierswere sill winning. And then the
three were gone.

“Y ou got pictures, Vincent?’
“Right.”

“Save acouple of views of each and erasetherest.” Ca walked to the back room, where he saw the
door to booth number one lay open.

Ca bought another unneeded drink and asked the bartender, “Tolbor comesin here every night?”
“Ym_”

Cd |eft thedrink on the bar, thinking about the myth of talkeative bartenders, and walked out into the
evening air. He hadn't redized how stuffy it wasin the bar.

Tolbor and his companions were not in sght. That was just aswell. Cd had fet afaint urgeto follow
them, but he didn't know what he would have done.

He started toward home, wondering if Nikki were there.

The house was dark. Disgppointment came to him far stronger than he redlized it would. And loneliness.
Hetried to think of something else. Maybe at least he could find amed in the kitchen. He was starved.

As he passed the bedroom doorway on hisway, he saw adark form on the bed, on top of the covers.

He came closer. Nikki. For no reason he could explain, he suddenly worried that she might not be dive.
Cal paused just inside the bedroom door, inexplicably nervous. She couldn't be dead. It wasn't possible.
He broke away from his thoughts and moved quickly to the bedside.

Unthinking, he grasped her wrigt, feeling for apulse. “Nikki,” he said, his voice ragged.
Her arm moved. “What are you doing?” she asked, apparently waking from alight deep.

Cd pulled his hand away abruptly, asthough her skin were white hot. “1 was—thiswill sound redlly
stupid, but | was afraid for amoment that you might be dead.”

Nikki sat up dowly on the bed and switched on areading light. “Maybe not stupid,” she said. “Maybe



bizarre. Do you ill think you did theright thing by leaving the dinic?
“I had no choice.” Cal sat on the bed beside her and put his chin on his hands.

“Don't you think you're exaggerating?’ Nikki pulled her knees up and wrapped her arms around them.
Her eyeswere hard to seein the dim room.

Cd looked at her for along moment, reviewing the day's events, Sfting through hisfedingsand trying to
resolve them with the information he had |learned since he woke up on the hillside. He had to trust
someone.

Making adecison, hesaid at last, “Nikki, | redize I've hurt you quitealot. | don't have any defense, any
excuse. But | need you now. Things | don't understand are happening, and therés moreto it than my
overactive imagination. I'm asking you to cal atruce for afew days. I'm not trying to say you can't move
out. Obvioudy that's your right. But would you talk to me and help me?’

Nikki was slent for amoment, her face unreadable. “| don't know. | don't understand.”

“ Something bad has happened, or is going to happen. | don't know which. Ever snce my memory was
blotted out, I've fdt a sense of urgency, acompulsion to dosomething . But | don't know what. Today |
garted acting like a spy and broke into an gpartment. And | still don't fed al that much closer to knowing
what the problem really is. Thismorning | dmost got killed, and—"

“Wait,” shesaid, sitting up straighter. “ Y ou said *killed.” That's a pretty specific word, with distinct
implications. Are you using theword loosdly, or do you mean that?’

“I' mean precisdly that.” Cal rose and paced lightly to fight off the nervous tension. “Dr. Bartum told me
about a substance called Lendomen. It's capable of inducing aseizure. And its odor islike something |
smdled just before the symptoms began. Bartum didn't trike me as aguy who'd suggest something like
that unless hefdt pretty confident. What do you think?”

“I think Bartum's competent, but so unimaginative that he probably did histhesison why yawns are
catching. He wouldn't mention anything he had doubts about. Whaose apartment did you bregk into?’

“Domingo's. Except | didn't literally break in. The door was coded to accept my thumbprint. Aswas his
computer.” Cd told her about the rest of hisday.

“But you don't think you actudly killed Domingo?’ she asked.

“I can't betotally sure about anything,” Ca said, totally sure that he didn't want to lose Nikki. “But |
don't see how | could have. If | said to Vincent, ‘How could | have done thisto you? it hasto havea
context that explainsit. I'm not akiller.”

“I know that.” Nikki's voice softened. “Whatever has happened, | believethat. Y ou still have the holo?’
Hetook it out of his pocket and handed it to her. “We should have a viewer somewhere, shouldn't we?’
Nikki rose and retrieved one from ashdf. “Will you turn thelight on?’

Cal did so and sat back on the bed while she removed the origina hologram and inserted the one from
Domingo's gpartment. She snapped it on, and they could see the church.

“It'sthe Presodist church in Machu Picchu,” she said, and handed it to Cal.

Now that he had moretimeto look, he realized there were people in front of the church, on their way



out. “ Do we have amagnifying glass?’ he asked.
Nikki retrieved one from the desk.

Withitshelp, Cd could see dightly blurred faces. He wished held taken the entire hologram, but he found
that by turning the hologram as he watched, letting his mind form the composite, he could more easily
distinguish the people.

“One of the two guyswith Tolbor tonight ishere,” he said after abrief ingpection. “ And theres—there's
Tolbor and the other one.”

“But you have no ideawnhat the link is between Tolbor, Domingo, and the church?’ Nikki asked.
“True—other than that Tolbor isaPresodist.”

Nikki shook her head. “1 don't see how you can hopeto piece dl thistogether in afew days, assuming it
doesdl fit. You're sure you're not just trying to keep me off balance long enough that I'll forget about a
divorce? That's not theway | am.”

“I know that,” he said truthfully. “If I thought for amoment that | had any chance at al of persuading you
to stay, 1'd probably do anything | thought | could get away with, maybe even lieto you. But thisisn't
fabricated. It's possible that I'm misinterpreting some of the things that have happened to me, but they're
al red. And I'm convinced that something isvery wrong here. Help me, Nikki.”

Shelooked at her hands, making aminuteingpection. “Cd, | cant,” shefindly said softly. “1 think the
stress has been too much for you lately. Y ou need a different kind of help.”

Cd sad nothing for amoment, feding like the world was washing away from him and the only thing he
could grasp was silt. “Nikki, if that'swhat you think, then | understand. But do one thing for me now.
Look in my eyeswhenyou say it.”

Nikki looked up. She seemed about to cry.
Cd gave her alevd gazeand sad, “But | really needyour help, not adoctor's.”
“All right,” shesaid at last. “ For afew days. Then I'm leaving.”

Cal redlized he had been holding his breath, and he breathed out heavily. “Y ou've got to do whatever you
fed you haveto.”

“Where's the message you found at Domingo's?” Her decision made, Nikki didn't hesitate any longer.

Ca wroteit on apiece of paper. “I know what ‘ Galentines means. But the * one nineteen twenty-four’
and'Sand G aredill apuzzle. I'll have Vincent print alist of possibilities”

“I| wonder. Maybe they tieinto the church.”
“How 07’

“Just afew minutes. Let metry some alternatives.” Nikki walked to the desk computer and started
typing.

Ca watched the back of her head as she worked. He was grateful for her help, redlizing that Nikki didn't
do anything in amediocre manner; if she agreed to help, she would do her absolute best. The sense of
loneliness grew larger within him. How could he have been so stupid or preoccupied asto force her from



him?
“Comehereaminute,” shecdled. “1 think thisisit.”
Ca stood behind her and looked at the screen. Thetop row said, “ Genesis 19:24.”

“The churchwas the link. Presodists use the Bible. If you assume abiblica reference, thisiswhereit
takes you. There were three numbersinstead of the usua two, so | assumed the first one meant the book:
Geness”

A cold feding passed through Cd as he read the balance of the text: “ At the same time, the Lord rained
down sulfurous fire upon Sodom and Gomorrah.”

“That'sit,” he agreed. “I1t hasto be.” Hiskneesfelt weak, so he pulled up achair. “What's the context?’

“Genesis nineteen talks about the destruction of Sodom and Gomorrah. It says they were places of lust
and evil, and God destroyed them just after an innocent man left. Cdl, you don't suppose—no, that
couldn't be”

“Suppose what?’
“No, it'stoo incredible.”
“Come on, Nikki. Weve got to share dl our thoughts. Well throw out the unlikely ones later.”

Nikki's voice was husky. “Well, it'sa pretty large jump just from reading this passage, but it made me
wonder if what happened to Earth wasredly an accident.”

[Back to Table of Contents]

Housecall

HORRIFIED BY NIKKI'S suggestion, Cal reviewed what he knew so far. “| wonder, too,” he said
grimly.
“But if the disaster on Earthwasn't an accident, that would mean someoneis unbelievably mad,” Nikki

said, looking back at him from her seat at the desk terminal. She was obvioudy worried, but there was
no hint that she was regretting her decision to help.

“Higtory'slittered with instances of millions of people being killed in short lengths of time. It might only be
amatter of degree. Isthere any more to the chapter on Sodom and Gomorrah?’

“Not much. Abraham implored God to search for innocent men. He supposedly couldn't find enough
innocents to justify saving the cities—only one man: Lot. On the way out, Lot's wife looked back,
disobeying God, and was turned into a pillar of salt. Zoar, thelast city of the plain, was spared.”

“That'sall?’ Cd asked.

“Therésagood ded of repetition in the Bible. In the previous chapter, while Abraham's arguing with
God about how many innocent peopleit takesto justify saving the cities, he goes through amost the
whole argument with the number fifty, then forty-five, forty, thirty, twenty, and ten.”

“So, if this possible nightmareistrue, Daedaus may correspond to Zoar, asthe city that was spared,”
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sad Cd. “But it just ssemstoo monstrous.”

“Maybe so. But the pardlels are scary. For instance, the passage says ‘ rained down sulfurousfire.” The
bacteria caused a strong burning in the lungs before death.” Nikki moved to amore comfortable chair.
Her face was pale.

“Okay. We can't tdll yet if thisis our imagination, but, if it isn't, why have | felt this strong urgeto hurry?
Asthough | have to do something beforeVittoria leaves?’

“Youtdl me” shesad.

“Wadll, if we assume Tolbor isthe person responsble—he figuresin this, he's achurchgoer, I'm sure of
it—then maybe | was afraid he would get avay.”

“That explanation has a problem. All wed need to do iscdl Vittoria and tell them what happened. He
would Hill get caught.”

“Theres still achance that, without sufficient proof, we couldn't justify sending the message. | don't
know. There are ill too many ifs”

“Butif thisismogtly true,” said Nikki, “what was the justification?’
“Who says he has one? Maybe he'ssmply crazy.”

“Even crazies have judtifications. They just might not make senseto you or me. Maybe he was punishing
the population of Earth for their Sns”

“But Earth wasn't any different from here”
“Maybeto him it was. Maybe Earth was tainted by dirt or some other nonsense that makes senseto
him”

Cal rose and walked dowly inalargecircle. “I wonder if that thought iswhat pushed me over the edge
earlier. | know how guilty | wasfeding about Lynn.” He saw the quizzical expression on Nikki'sface.
“The nightmares have started up again. But what | was saying was, if | felt thisguilt over Lynn's degth,
and then | found out someone might havedeliberately caused it—"

“But why wouldn't you have told me?’ Nikki's pain was obvious.

“I' wish | knew,” said Cd, looking at her. “God, | wish | knew. Maybe thefact that | didn't meansthis
whole theory isworthless. Thereal problem could center on Domingo, whoever Jamis, and me. For all |
know, the three of us were doing something we shouldn't have, and there was afalling out. Jam could be
responsible for my visit to the clinic thismorning. Or it could have been engineered by whoever I've been
paying monthly payments.”

“What monthly payments?’

“About the tenth of every month lately, I've sent money to someone whose name | don't know. I've gone
over dl the posshilities| can think of, including blackmail, but nothing seemsto make sense. | didn't
make the last payment. Do you have any ideawho they might go to, or why?’

“No. | don't supposeit tiesin with the capsules?’ Nikki asked.

“I don't know. Why?What did you find out about them?’



“You wereright. Vita Twenty-Two. Ithink my friend in the [ab will keep quiet for now. But how do they
fitin?’

“I've got absolutely noidea,” Cd said. “What | do know is, I'mtired.” He sat down heavily in achair.
“Youvehad along day.”

“We both have. Nikki—thanks for helping. I'm sure you're right about the biblical reference. | really
needed someoneto talk to. Vincent'sahelp, but he hasalot of built-in limitations. And | fed better after
talking toyou.”

Nikki had been seemingly relaxing, but now she tensed, asthough Ca had said the wrong thing. “Maybe
itstimeto quit for tonight,” she said.

“Sure,” said Cal, wondering what nerve he had scraped. But he was too exhausted to try to recover. He
pushed himsdlf out of the chair and began to place severa cushions on thefloor.

“What'sthat for?’ Nikki asked.
“I'll be fine out here. Maybe you won't feel pressured to move out so soon.”
Nikki said nothing but went to the bedroom and shut the door behind her.

Cd was sure she wasiirritated, but he was so tired that he couldn't figure out whether he would have
made her more angry by assuming he could share the bed after she had announced her decision to leave.

Hetwisted and turned, trying unsuccessfully to get comfortable on the cushions. “ Anything new occur to
you, Vincent?’

“Nope. Isthiswhat they mean by deeping around?’
“Good night, Vincent. Wake me at oh seven hundred, okay?’
“Yougotit.”

During the day Cal had forced his thoughts away from Lynn, but in dreams he had no control. At least
once he saw Lynn walking away from him and Nikki following after her and not looking back.

The sound of achime interrupted a dream, and, despite histiredness, he was glad to be awake.
“Okay, Vincent. I'm awake.”

“That'snice, but it'snot me. Y ou've got company.”

Cal opened hiseyes and tilted his head to hear the sound better. It came again from near the door.

He struggled to hisfeet, and hadtily returned the cushionsto their normal locations. The bedroom door
was dill closed.

Thetimewas alittle before 07:00. Cal pushed his hair off hisforehead, and opened the front door. His
stomach tightened, not from hunger.

A uniformed policeman stood there. “Mr. Cal Donley?’ he asked.

“That'sme,” hesaid. “What do you want?’



“I'm Lieutenant Dobson with the Machu Picchu Police Department. | need to ask you afew questions.”
The man was younger than Cd, but quite muscular. A badgelay in hishand. He watched Cd out of
half-open eyes. Dobson had recently started a mustache, or it just didn't grow well.

“Comeonin.”

Both men took a seat, and the policeman unfolded aclipboard terminal. “I'm investigating the death of
Gabrid Domingo, the construction worker found dead the day before yesterday,” he said. “ Could you
tell me where you were from midnight to oh six hundred that day?”

“Sure. | wasright here.” Ca began to sweat. “Why?’
“Someone said they saw you near the murder location and wearing bloody clothes.”

Ca fought the urgeto fidget, forcing his hands to relax. He watched the man as he camly entered Cd's
claminto histermind. The policeman's face betrayed no emation. His next sentence could just aseaslly
be “That's not what they say at Forget-Me-Now,” as* That will bedl.”

“Did you know thevictim?” was next, asit happened.

“No, | didn't. Surely there must be afair number of people who look like me.”
“I'm sureyou'reright, sr. Would you mind if | have alook around?’

“Not a al,” Cd was compdled to say. “But my wifes ill degping. I'd hate—"

“It'sdl right, darling,” came Nikki's voice from behind him. “| woke up even though you tried to get out
of bed quietly.” She sounded nervousto Cal. He thought about the clothes he had worn that night.
Maybe Nikki had washed them. Or washing clothes could be his job. Whatever happened, he couldn't
afford to deny accessto the police,

“Inthat case, help yoursdlf,” Cd said. “Well wait right here” Ca sat in achair, thinking of the hologram
in the bedroom, wondering if this policeman might be the same one who would have gone through
Domingo's gpartment. “Have a seet, Nikki,” he said, trying to keep hisvoice casud.

Shetook achar near him and gave him adeepy amile, evidently for Dobson's benefit, but Cal could tell
she was nhervous too. He was dmost glad. If she had been expecting this visit, the Situation was even
worse than he thought.

Cal listened to the policeman as he went through the rooms. He made soft noises as he pulled drawers
out and opened the bathroom cabinet, but Cal worried most when he heard no sound. Finally the man sat
downinachair near Nikki and Cal.

“I'm sorry to have bothered you so early,” the man said. “1've got more peopleto talk to, and it makes
for along day.”

Cd wondered if the man was seeming dightly more friendly because he hadn't found anything, or because
he was trying to lower their barriers before the final questions. Maybe it was neither. The policeman | eft
as soon as hefinished another entry on histerminal.

Cal exhaed deeply when the door was closed. “Thanks, Nikki. Y ou were perfect.”

“Y ou were too perfect. | didn't know you could lie so well.” Nikki's level gaze bored into him for an
ingtant, and then sherose.



“Wait aminute. If you're thinking that because | lied to apoliceman, | must be guilty—or that it means|
must have been lying to you, you're wrong.”

“Okay,” shesaid, but it wastoo casual.

Ca garted after her but changed his mind. What more could he say than he had last night? If she
doubted hisword, there really wasn't much he could do about it.

Frustrated, he cleaned up and put on afresh set of clothes. He found abananain the kitchen and ateit.

“I'm going back to Machu Picchu,” he said at lagt. “But let me leave one thought with you. | think there
must be more to the policeman’s story than hetold us. If it were that Smple, he would have been here
earlier. | think someone told the police about me specifically. Someone who wants me out of the way.
Go ahead and tdl me I'm imagining things”

Nikki said nothing.

AsCal took onelast look at her before he left, he redlized that she probably hadn't dept any better than
he had. “ Nikki—thanks for supporting me just now. Regardless of what you think, | appreciate what you
did”

“Where are you going?’ she asked as he opened the door. She seemed to have softened a bit.
Cd thought for amoment before replying. “Maybe| fed alittle rdigious. Going to church might help.”

On the way to the tubeway, Vincent checked the public service databank for information on the
Presodist church in Machu Picchu. There were services every morning, afternoon, and evening.

The tube station was empty. Cal let one car go past on its way to Machu Picchu before he pressed the
pane to indicate he wanted the next car to stop for him.

“Why did you skip one?’ asked Vincent.

“No good reason. As| waswalking here, it just occurred to me how easy it would be for someone with
asmdll telescope on one of the other continents to watch me walk from hometo here. I'm not sure | want
to see my friend from yesterday again.”

“Unlessyou want to follow him.”
Cd hesitated. “Vincent, am | dwaysthis stupid in the mornings?”
“I redly couldn't say when you hit your peak.”

Cal reached the church shortly before a service was scheduled to begin. The building was larger than he
had expected from the hologram. The starburst out front glittered brightly in the sunlight. Whether it wasa
regular church ornament or athrowback to the origina Machu Picchu, he couldn't say. Heworried for a
moment that he might not be suitably dressed, but, after he saw three people in heavy-fabric work

clothes enter, he followed them in. He got no fedling of being here before, only the memory of the
hologram.

Signsinsde madeit easy to find the sanctuary. Ca wouldn't have been too surprised if the ushers at the
door had recognized him, but they gave no sgn. The pewswere dready hdf full, and the hushed sounds
of whispering and people fidgeting and settling came diffusdly from dl directions.

Ca picked a seat near the rear, only then letting his gaze wander. The celling hologram was exquisite.



The exterior of the church had been single-leve, like al the other buildings, but to the eye the sanctuary
had an arched ceiling that went up and up and up. Apparent stained-glass windows were enormous. The
builders had even dedlt with acoustic realism, because when Cal listened carefully he could hear echoes
and reverberations which

had to be the deliberate result of using € ectronics with microphones, speskers, and delays.

Ca watched the other churchgoers as they chose seats. He saw no one he recognized until the church
was amost two-thirdsfull. Paulo Fral. The proprietor at Forget-Me-Now. Frall wasdressedina
conservative blue suit, moving to the center of the room before sitting down, apparently without noticing
Cd. Sotherewasastronger link to the church. Cd finally gave up speculating when the service was
about to begin.

Inasmall rack on the back on the pew ahead of Cal's there were hand-size terminals decorated to look
like old hymnas, except for the screen and thumbprint square inset in the front cover. The screen
indicated the hymna was set on manua. Ca picked his up and touched theautomatic choice.
Information for visitors replaced the previous screen contents. Cal declined the offer of contact.

Moments later the service began, and Ca followed the text on the hymnal. Only after snging severd
hymns, did he redlize there wasn't apriest or minister, or whatever the Presodists called their equivaent,
in sght. The scripture readings came from a disembodied voice, asthough God Himself were on the saff
and enjoyed responsve reading. Findly it wastimefor the sermon. A gracefully agingwomanina
deep-blue robe appeared behind the pulpit, her gray hair confined in abun. Her sermon was calm, her
voicerisng only atime or two. She never mentioned Sodom and Gomorrah.

It was not until she finished spesking that Ca redlized that the large hologram behind her, depicting Christ
lying dead on top of amarble dab, was actualy an ultra-dow. Now Christ's eyes were open, and there
werewrinklesin hisbrow not visble earlier.

The woman, identified in the hymnal as Pastor Welden, began what had to be the precursors of the
collection. Jesuss hand dipped to the edge of the dab.

The hymnal screen displayed the church's version of what contributions were typica, depending on one's
income, family size, and other factors. Ca inserted his bank stick in the hymnal and donated asmall
amount. As he watched the screen, it began to register statistics on the contributions. Cal's donation was
about the lowest. The highest was nearly five percent of the tota, which was more than Ca madein
severd months.

The larger-than-life Jesus had swung his sandaled feet over the side of the dab. Asthelast chorusfilled
the room with voicesin song, Jesus finaly reached hisfeet. Cd dmost expected him to smile and wave.

Cd stood and waited as the front rows and Paulo Frall exited before he turned to leave with the rest of
the throng. After abrief double take, he continued out, passing through an overpowering motion
hologram of the Red Sea being parted. He felt anonsensical urge to hurry and not step in the puddles.
Outside, the corridor seemed drab in comparison.

The pastor was shaking hands with exiting congregation members. “Y ou're new here,” she said when Cal
reached her.

“Yes | am,” said Cd. “ Could you tdl meif you have any midnight services?’

The woman shook her head. “ Sorry. Just Christmas and Easter. Normally, nineteen hundred isthe
latest.”



Cal thanked her and left, faintly surprised to notice that she was wearing makeup and sandals. Paulo Frall
was gone.

“Well, brother, are you saved?’ asked Vincent when they were well away from the church.
“Maybe, maybe not. At least | learned something.”
“What? That you know the head clerk of doxology works?’

“Nope. That | haven't been insde before. I'd remember, believe me. Let'stry achange of course. Is
there apublic officefor tracing financia transactions or getting help with communications problems?”’

Therewas. It was alacklugter facility after the Presodist church, but it seemed functiona and not too
busy. In afew minutes he had described his request to the blemished young man behind the counter.

“Let memake sure I've got thisright,” the man said, scratching hisnose. *Y ou've made paymentsto
someone anonymoudy, and you want to trace the payments to find out who you paid. Y ou don't know
whoitis”

“That'sessentidly it,” said Cdl.

At least the man didn't laugh at him or press him with questions. “It's possible. Y ou have to waive your
privacy rightstemporarily, but wecandoiit.”

“Let'sgo.”

The clerk typed afew commands, and an officiad-looking document came up on the screen inset in the
countertop.

Cd read it quickly and thumbprinted it.

“Okay,” said the clerk, recording the last two bank transaction numbers. “ The tracer should befinishedin
afew days. Check back with usthen.”

“A few days? | need to know soon.”
The clerk raised his eyebrows. “ Sorry. That's how long it takes. Officia channels run deep.”
“Canyou at least call me assoon asit comesin?’

Automatic call-back was an extra-cost service, so Ca paid for it. On hisway out, he noticed a till video
on thewall, showing asmdl child on atoilet. The caption said, “No job is complete until the paperwork
isfinished.”

Cd wandered amlesdy outside for afew minutes, unsure whether to put in an gppearance a his office.
He could eadly befired if he didn't start paying more attention to it, but right at the moment he wasn't as
worried about that as maybe he should have been. The only fedlings he could summon about his boss,
Tom Horvath, seemed to be good ones. Tom wouldn't fire him. He hoped.

More important than work, was finding out who Domingo was. There had to be more information on him
than Ca had been able to find in the man's apartment. Ca thought of another possible path to learn more
and consdered taking arisk.

At the news gtation he asked for Michelle Garney. A secretary told him he could wait in her office. She
should be back in afew minutes. He ignored the request for hisname.



Michelle had amodest desk with three empty cups waiting to be recycled. Green plantslined the
windowsl Il whereasmal mirror reflected exactly the right amount of light to make them thrive. Ca was
daring a ahologram of theVittoria onthewall when Michelle camein.

“Oh, it'syou ,” she said, sounding surprised yet friendly. “1 didn't think you'd come back. How's Nikki?’

Ca sat up straight, feding suddenly wary. He had been about to say “I didn't either,” but instead said,
“Youare good at your job. How did you do it?’

Michelle grinned and daborately gestured, indicating nothing up either deeve. Then she patted her desk
termindl.

“Surely you can be more specific than that,” he said.
“I'm good with faces.” She tapped afew keys and motioned for him to look at her desk screen.

Side by side weretwo color images. One was Cal, taken within the last couple of years. The other wasa
strangely characterless, smooth-skinned, vacant-staredrepresentation . A column of parameters
indicated everything from eye color and earl obe shape to contour of cheeks.

“I'll be damned,” Cd said. “How long did it take you?’

“Half an hour. There aren't very many more than amillion people. | would have started with just *Cals;
but | didn't know if you told me the truth. Fifty-two percent of the population are male. Under fifteen
percent of them arein their thirties. Add brown hair, brown eyes, nice bones, height one-eighty
centimeters, and you're already down to about athousand. Start adding ear shape, nose type—wsl, I'm
sure you understand.”

“The half-hour iswhat | don't understand. Y ou must be a busy lady without taking up your time like that.”
“I loveamysery,” shesad smply.
“What makes you think theresamystery?’

“I think it was you who told meI'm good at my job,” she said. “I'm aso surprised that you didn't know
about Faceup. Especidly with your computer background.”

“Y ouhave been busy.”

“Y ou were easy. You've been in the news afew times. Y our picture makes methink the last year has
been arough one.”

“I think you must beright.”
“Thereyou go again, being mysterious.”

Cd was slent. He had comein with the idea of hisanonymity protecting him while he solicited her help.
The protection was gone, but he was impressed with her ability to make deductions. She obvioudy had a
large information pool available, and she knew how to useit quickly. She could be agreat dly, if only he
could trust her.

But if he couldn't trust her, he was dlready at an overwhel ming disadvantage.

“How much can| tdll you in private?’ Cd asked, arriving at adecision.



“Asmuch asyou want.”
“Y ou know what | mean.”
“| can't make any guarantees. Y ou'd better not tell meif it'sillegd.”

Cal studied her eyesfor along moment before he took a deep breath. 1 paid Forget-Me-Now for their
services the night Domingo died. When | woke up, | had blood on my clothesand Vita Twenty-Twoin
my pocket. But | don't think I'm guilty. If | find out | am, or if | find out whét redlly happened, you'l be
near the front of thelineto betold.”

“Whew.”

“My sentiments exactly.”

“Will there be any newspeople closer to the front?”

“No. Y ou have my word.”

“Y ou want something in return,” she said.

“Information. Y ou seem to have wider accessthan | do.”

Michelleleaned back in her chair. “ So the mystery gets deeper. Exactly what kind of information?’

“I want to know who Domingo redly was. I'm not convinced he was a smple construction engineer. And
| want to use your talents with Faceup. Someonetried to kill me yesterday morning. I'd like to find him
and say hello.”

“Cancd dl my cdls” sheexclamed. “Y ou're serious, aren't you?’
“Maybetoo serious.” Cal caught her questioning look. “Nothing. That's adifferent problem.”
“How about something to drink?” she asked.

Asthey went to the station cafeteria, Cal filled in more of the details, stopping whenever someone else
came near. Cd was talking about Forget-Me-Now when he smelled an odor that scared him badly.
Mint.

He backed away too fast, dmost losing his baance. And then he redized where the odor came from.
Michellestea.

“Do you have mint leavesin your tea?’ he asked shakily.
Michelle was speechless, obvioudy confused. She nodded quickly.
“Let'sgo back to your officeand I'll explain.”

She nodded again, probably wondering if she had agreed to help amaniac. “Y ou must have ahdll of an
dlergy,” shesad, trying to make ajoke out of it.

On the way back Cal told her quietly why he had reacted that way.

“Y ou had mereally worried there for aminute,” she said, holding the office door open for Cd. Inthe
office Michelle sat at her desk and motioned Cal to come and stand behind her.



“Okay,” shesaid. “ Some of the parameters, age for example, won't show up on Faceup. They'rejust for
the search once we're done. He was about twenty-five?’

“Right. Thisisgoing to be hard though. | paid dmost no attention to him.”
“Maybe aswe get apicture started that will help jog your memory. Hair?’

“Black. It hung over hisforehead, cut dl about the same length.” Cal watched as the blank, head-shaped
form on the screen sprouted black hair. “ A bit shorter. And | think it lay against his head more. Longer
over theears. That'sit.”

Michelle continued, explaining the choices as she went. Sowly the mannequin head looked more and
more like the young man with amustache.

“That'sit,” shesaid. “But | don't think it will let us narrow it down to fewer than maybe twenty-five to
fifty people. Not unless you can remember more specifics.”

“That'sasgood as | can do. Even looking at it now, | can't decideif it'shim or not.”

“Okay.” She tapped another few keys and drummed her fingers on the desktop. “ Thiswill probably take
an hour or two at least, depending on priorities of whatever else is happening today. WEIl get pictures of
every match unlessthey find over ahundred. What next?

“Domingo. Can you look him up in your databass? See what hishistory is?’

She tapped at the keyboard for another moment. When she stopped, on the screen was a short summary
of Gabrid Domingo's vital gatistics. Born twenty-eight years ago, on Earth. Died two days ago.
Unmarried, no living relatives. Therewas abrief description of hisemployment history: eight yearsin
construction. There was amost no other information. It seemed to Ca almost obscene that there was so
little record of the dead man.

“| seewhat you mean,” Michellesaid. “I've hardly ever seen onethis short. Usudly children have longer
ummaries”

“How about Leroy Krantz,” Ca asked.

Leroy'ssummary was sgnificantly longer than Domingo's, but held no obvious clues. He was one haf of
atwo-person company specidizing in communications systems. The other hdf was aman named David
Ledbetter. They had been in business amost six yearswith no complaints.

“Could we look at someone ese, aslong aswere here?” Cal asked.
“By al means.” Shelooked up over her shoulder, and the excitement was unmistakable. “Who?’
“Russ Tolbor.”

Thistime when she looked up, it was adow, deliberate motion. Then she swung back to the keyboard
without aword and typed some more.

Tolbor'sfilewaslong. Born on Earth, in London, forty-one years ago. Thefile traced the highlights of a
man who had to be brilliant and motivated. He had received aloan from his parents before college, and,
while he was one of the youngest-ever graduates from the Astronautics Academy, the licenaing feesfrom
the patents hisloan had paid for covered al his expenses.

He hadn't shown much interest in the church until after hismission to Jupiter. Tolbor had lost abrother



and sster on Earth, aswell as his parents. Other details matched what Vincent had aready told him. The
wedlth of praise shook Ca's feding that the man might somehow be doing something he shouldn't.

“Careto explan?’ Michelle asked.

“Maybeit'snothing. But | fill have theimpression that thisinvolves him. It could be only peripheraly, but
it ssems he'safactor. Can you get reports on inditutions aswell asindividuas?’

“Try me”
“Let's see what you have on the Presodist church.”
“Y ou must bejoking.”

“I'm deadly serious.”

The summary told Ca nothing he could see was valuable. Dry detailsincluded dates of the most recent
changesin policies, and short descriptions. Church officers were listed, but none of the nameswere
familiar.

“I think it'stime you told me some more,” Michelle said accusingly.
“I'mafradit'll al seemtoo bizarre. And | don'tknow anything. It'sdl guesses.”
“Give. I'll worry later about whether | believeit.”

“Thisisonly afaint posshbility. | don't have ashred of real datathat supportsit—"
“Okay. Okay. Disclaimers accepted.”

“WEéll, there'sachance, atiny one, that the disaster on Earth two years ago wasn't an accident. It could
have been the result of someone's badly warped idea of making lifeimitate the Bible.” Cd gave her afew
details about the Sodom and Gomorrah references.

Michelle said nothing when he was finished. She just got up from her chair and walked to the window,
where she could wetch the Earth in its Sllent journey.

“I could easily be wrong about this” Cd said. “ There arelots of other explanations | could invent to fit
what I'velearned so far.”

“What dse are you holding back?” Michelle asked findly, her cheerfulness gone.

Ca knew that nothing less than complete honesty could keep Michelle hdping. “My wristcomp tellsme
that the night Domingo was murdered, | said something that implies| might be guilty of hismurder.” He
waited until Michelle turned back to face him. “But | think there must be more to the Situation that | don't
know yet. I'm not amurderer. | think my wife believesthat.”

“I think | believeit, too,” Michdle said dowly. “All right. Whatever help you need, I'll give. | want the
gory firgt, but that's no longer my main reason for helping. But | swear to God, if yourelyingto me, I'll
roast you. Y ou'll wish you were on Earth.”

Cal didn't ask her who she had lost on Earth. He said, “1 won't conceal anything from you. But | need
your commitment not to go to the police if you find out something that incriminates me. If I've done
something wrong, I'll give myself up and let you have the story, but I'vegot to have timeto find out
exactly what's happened.”



She nodded. “L et me do some more checking on Domingo and get those pictures of people who might
have sat next to you on the tubeway. I'll cal you when | get anything.”

“Michelle, | gppreciatethis”
“Jugt don't belying to me.”
“I'm not.”

“I knew you werein trouble when you camein here yesterday,” she said. “I'm not sure whether or not to
be happy that my indincts are fill working.”

“Bethankful. Well probably need them again.”
[Back to Table of Contents]

10
Hardware

MICHELLE WAS STILL in asober mood when Cal |€eft the news gtation. He couldn't tell how good a
judge of character he had been before, but he felt Michelle was honest.

He had been intending to go to work, at least briefly, but ong the way he noticed a store named Big
Ears. It sold itemsthat looked quite useful in his current search for information.

Inside the showroom was awide variety of elaborate el ectronic products, but Cal approached the
display showing the item that had caught his eye from the window. He was reading the advertisng
literature when a plump, middle-aged sdlesman came up.

“Those are the best pickups you can buy without alicense,” the sdlesman said, handling atiny
microphone-transmitter combination. It was minusculein his pudgy pam.

“What'stherange?’
“Hdf akilometer, line of Sght. Ten to twenty percent of that through walls.”

It might be revedling to be able to hear what was going on in Tolbor's apartment, or in the meeting room
at Gaentines. “What if | need alonger range?’

“Simple. Y ou buy one of these—arepeater. It can be set to cal directly in to your wristcomp.”
“These things are rather expensive. What about alease plan?’
“Sorry. They have away of getting damaged.” The man gave Ca asdeong glance.

“| seewhat you mean.” Cd asked severad more questions and in the end bought three pairs of listeners.
He had been about to buy a device that would diminate periods of no noise before he realized that
Vincent could probably do that and five other jobs concurrently.

“What about door locks?’” Ca asked findly. “My door a home has been acting up. Do you have
anything that might hdp?’

The sdlesman gave Cd aknowing grin. “1f you don't mind atemporary loss of privacy, you can use one
of our high-tech specidls.” The man led Cal to anearby shelf and handed him asmall package.
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Cd examined the unit, trying to determine what it did. It consisted of asmall flat pad with what |ooked
like pressure adhesive and a short lever on aspring.

“It workslikethis,” said the man, demonstrating. He pulled the lever back and held the base near a door
mockup. Asthe door did open, the lever sprang into the doorway. Asthe door closed, the lever blocked
thelast few millimeters of trave. “ Oncethe lever hasflipped, the latch can't properly seet. After you get
your door fixed, you can removeit. And, in the meantime, it'ssmall enough that it'snot likely to tip off
your vistorsthat your door isn't really locked.”

Cal purchased one of the lever devices. He was tempted to buy a couple, just in case, but then he
couldn't have maintained the facade that it was forhis door, even though he was sure the sdlesman
wouldn't care. He paid adight extrafee for abag without advertisng on it and |eft.

“No messages yet, Vincent?,” he asked once he was outside.
“Negative. I'll tell you if anyone cdls. What are you going to do with dl the stuff you bought?’

“I don't know about al of it, but right now I've got this silly urge to seewhat kind of placeVittoria 's new
commander livesin. Y ou understand me?’

Tolbor's gpartment was less than half akilometer from where Domingo had lived. The only outward sign
that Tolbor's gpartment was more expensive was that the doors along the halway were amost twice as
far gpart asthey had been in Domingo's building. Tolbor's name was engraved on ameta plate on his
door.

As Cd dowed for aclose examination, aman came out of an apartment down the hall. Ca resumed his
pace, feigning nonchalance. Once the other man had | eft the building, Cd backtracked. Curious, he
touched histhumb againgt the white square, but nothing happened.

Cal quickly positioned his new purchase in the lower corner of the door and pressed. It stuck. A
Sdeways push met strong resistance. Satisfied, Ca straightened up, thinking about how awkward it
would have been if Tolbor had opened the door while Ca was knedling in front. But he should be at
work at this hour.

From astanding position, Cal could barely detect the device, andhe knew it was there. Perfect.

Cal couldn't keep postponing going to theVittoria office. He skipped lunch to conservetime. The
halway in hisbuilding was noiser than the last time. Maybe last-minute preparations were running late.

Heglanced in at Leroy Krantz, thinking back to the test. Leroy was apparently engrossed in the contents
of hisdesk screen and didn't even seemto notice Cdl. It wasjust aswell.

At hisown desk, Ca sat down and started to see what incoming messages had been sent to his office.
But his keyboard failed to respond to his thumb.

“Vincent,” Cal said, starting to worry that someone might have found away to lock him out of his desk
computer. “My keyboard's dead. Any suggestions?’

“I can call maintenance. Thisisfunny. Usually some smal component fails, and the diagnogticsfindit,
report it, and you never even hear about it. It's odd to see one completely off.”

“Wait aminute,” said Cal. “Y ou gave mean idea.” He stood and leaned forward, trying to see behind the
desk. “I seeit. The cord just fell out of the wall. Maybe the cleaning staff moved the desk out too far.”



Ca shoved on the edge of the desk, but it wasfar too heavy to move easily. There was just enough room
to squeeze between the meta desk and the wall, and he started to do so before a sudden observation
stopped him abruptly.

From here he could see the power cord coiled behind the desk. It was along cord. Therewouldn't be
much excuse for a cleaning crew to have pulled out the plug. Ca felt atickling at the back of hisneck,
and he thought about his tubeway ride yesterday morning. Something felt decidedly wrong.

“Vincent, I've got another request.”

“Reedy.”
“Take alook back here and turn on your magnification.” Cal moved Vincent to get aclear view.

“That's apretty dull picture.” But Vincent's screen now displayed a section of the desk and the wall,
including the dectricd outlet. “What are you looking for?’

“Maybe nothing. Blow up thewall socket.”

Theimage grew dowly until Cal said, “Hold it there.” Cd moved Vincent dightly, and the angle changed.
He moved Vincent abit more, and a shadow he hadn't seen before wasvisible. “Blow it up alittle more.
Fine” Cd drew in hisbreath. “Do you seewhat | see?’

“Thetape?’

“Right.” A short piece of tape, the same color asthe wall, ran from just below the outlet down to the
floor. Nothing was visible on the floor, but, as Cal panned the view aong the baseboard, farther avay
from the outlet, he saw afaint glint. “Blow up the bright point there.”

The bright areawas about a centimeter long. It ran from the baseboard out from the wall, where it was
covered by another piece of tape. At the desk leg, there was another small portion of shiny narrow
surfacevisble

“Focus on the plug,” said Cal, and on the screen was the image of the end of the coiled cord and the
plug. Thistime Ca didn't need to enlarge the image. Looking like slver ornamentation on the plug,
circling the portion he would have to hold when he put the plug back into the socket, lay what he was
now convinced waswire. Wire fastened to one of the power connections.

Chilled, Cd closed the door to his office and sat in the chair. “Who the hell am | playing with, Vincent?
All I needed to do was wedge mysdlf between the desk and the wall, grab hold of the plug, insert it in the
socket, and | wouldn't be aworry to anyone.”

“I don't have any more clues than you do. But maybe we should take separate vacationsthis year.”

“They shouldn't have donethis,” Cal said, unhearing. “Or they should have made it more fool proof.
Given enough time, | might have been able to convince myself that the incident on the tubeway wasa
genuine medicd rarity. But not this”

Anger displacing thefear, Cd pulled violently at the desk. At first it moved only acentimeter, but on the
second forceful try it moved amost enough. A find shove gaveit agood safety margin. Wondering if
somehow a second booby trap were lying in wait, Ca tried not to touch anything more than necessary.

The wire unwrapped easily. Onceit was dangling, afew twiststook it al the way off the plug. The other
wire came free from the wall socket with the aid of anonconducting ruler he found in hisdesk. Cal pulled



up the length of wire running to the desk and threw the wire and tape into the trash.

After onelast check, he tentatively pushed the plug into the wall socket. An al but inaudible whine sprang
up from inside the desk. Satisfied the sound was normal, Cal pushed the desk back into place.

Everything seemed okay at the keyboard. There were no messages waiting. Cal sat beforethe desk a
moment longer, trying to recal what hisjob required him to be doing, but it was usdess. Findly he
picked up the shopping bag and selected one of the listening devices.

Making sure no one outside his window was looking in, he ran hisfingers around the window frame. The
top seemed idedlly suited and out of sight. He placed the pickup down softly so the adhesive wouldn't
St

“Y ou're bugging your own office?’ asked Vincent.

“Bugging?

“Monitoring.”

“Right. After thislittleincident, I'd like to know when anyone else comesin here. Bugging?’

“The early models of microphones and transmitters had sections of wire sticking out. Maybe for
antennas. They looked dmost likeinsects. Y ou've got acal coming in. Michele Garney.”

“Thanks. Answer it.” Aningant later there was anew sound, as though Cal'swrist were next to asmall
opening between his office and aroom next door. He could hear light breathing and, much morefaintly,
an assorted ambience that came from the tiny reflected sounds in the other room. “Hello,” he said.

“Your pictures areready,” Michdle said.
“Terrific. Il be over shortly. Y ou'll betherefor awhile?’
“No doubt about it.”

Cal thanked her and prepared to leave, wondering briefly what his boss must be thinking of Cd's recent
attendance record. He'd get his bosss reaction at the same time he gave him an excuse for his recent
behavior.

Tom Horvath's office was in the Daedd us building, so Cal used the desk screen and turned on the video.

“Hdlo, Cd,” sad the smiling stranger. “| haven't ssen much of you lately.” The man gave no outward Sgn
of being surprised that Ca was dive. He seemed genuindy happy that Ca had called. Tom looked about
fiveyears older than Ca. Hisdark, curly hair was cut short and neat, with long sideburns. Bushy
eyebrows framed warm eyes.

“Wadl, I'm afraid you won't see too much more of me today, either. I'm not feding very well, so I'm going
to take the rest of the day off.”

“Thanksfor letting me know. | hope you fed better. And don't worry about the office. All the reportsl
get say the system is hanging together perfectly. Y ou redly did your homework on this onetoo. Say hi to
Nikki. Oh, before | forget. | appreciate the cutting you left. I'll be more careful thistime. And I'll bring
you back anew plant to say thanks.”

Cd thanked him in return and hung up, left with the strong impression that Tom was exactly what he had
seemed to be: aconcerned dly. Cal felt guilty telling the man hewas sick, but in truth he didn't fedl too



well. Likefinding part of aworm in an apple, learning about afoiled murder attempt was only half good
news.

He had only one more thing to do before he left. He took arepeater from his shopping bag and stuck it
to the back of the desk. In anorma speaking voice, he said, “Vincent, can you hear mefrom the
trangmitter?”

“Loud and clear.”
Cal picked up his shopping bag. It wastimeto go to Gaentine's.

On the way down the hall, following an impulse, he said hi to Leroy. Leroy seemed calm as he returned
the greeting, but he didn't invite Cd in or try to Start a conversation. Maybe it wasn't the behavior of a
murderer, but it did seem cold after the invitation earlier. It could be as smple asthe fact that now the
test was over, Leroy had no need to coddle someone who had the authority to demand aretest if al
wasn't right.

Gdentineéswas busier than Cal had guessed it would be in mid-afternoon, but it was calmer than it had
been last night. Cal bought another drink he didn't need from a different bartender, one who was as
reticent as his evening counterpart.

The private booth Tolbor had occupied was fortunately empty, so Ca casualy wandered in and sat.
After afew minuteswith no interruptions, heimpatiently pulled another transmitter from his shopping bag
and pushed it against the bottom of the table, where it stuck tightly.

Minutes later the repester lay concedled in the men'sroom, and Cal was on hisway to the news center.

Michdlewasin her office when Cd arrived. She closed the door behind him. “1've got forty-two
possihilities” She motioned him toward the desk screen.

Cal sat down at the desk and looked at the first image. The man matched the genera description, but,
without knowing exactly why, Cal was sure he wasn't the man he was looking for.

“You okay?’ asked Michelle.
“Huh?’

“Areyou dl right?Y ou seem jittery. When you camein, you looked behind you like there might be
someonefollowing you.”

“Maybe lam jittery. | found aletha booby trap in my office an hour ago.” Cd explained about the
rewiring.

“Now that | think about it,” he continued, “I guess there's something €l se that's bothering me now.
Maybe | didn't redlly think about it until | found the wire, but | can't ignoreit any longer.”

“And what's that?’

“Someoneistrying to kill me. By asking you to help, I'm exposing you to the samerisk. I'll 1ook at the
pictures you got and take some names. | really do appreciate what you've done so far, Michelle, and I'll
gill—"

“Shut up!”

The loudness of Michelle's outburst seemed to startle her asmuch asit did Ca. She took a couple of



deep breathsin an obvious effort to calm down, and said, with what had to be admirable restraint,
“That'sthevery last time | want to hear you talk like that. | volunteered to help, knowing what had
aready happened. Thisis more important than some damned story. So I'minit, and I'llstay init. Isthat
perfectly clear?’

Ca dudied her for amoment, seeing that her breath <till came heavily. “Likel was saying,” he resumed
patiently, noticing her eyes begin to narrow. “1'd redlly like to get on with looking at these picturesif youll
let me”

Michdlle grinned broadly, with obviousrelief. “ Okay. Hit this button when you're reedy for the next one.”
Cal reached to do s0, then paused. “Michdlle, I'll try not to overdo this, but thanks.”
She smply nodded.

The next two faces were discards also, but Ca paused at the one after them. “I don't know,” he said.
“Thefirgt ones| could dmost certainly say weren't the guy, but thisone | just don't know about.”

“Usethis button here. Well come back to anyone who's questionable.”

The balance of the imagesfit in the same two categories: rgects and don't knows. No picture jumped out
a him asbeingthe person. “ So what do we have?’ he asked findly.

Michelle tapped afew keysbefore she said, “ Y ou identified five candidates.” She touched afew more
keys, and the screen displayed the five choices, dl reduced in Sizetofit.

“If only | had paid more attention.” Cal looked at the images. “It could be any one of them or none of
them. | just can't tell.”

“Let'slook at their files. Maybe if one has been in the hospita for two years, we can rule him out.”

They were able to diminate two of the five. One was hafway through with a sx-month stint on board an
exploratory spacecraft. The other was on Luna.

“Let metransfer the information on the other three to my wristcomp,” said Cdl. “Listen up, Vincent.”

“I'mwarning you,” said Vincent. “I've got so much information piling up in here, I'm going to explode
soon.”

Michelleraised an eyebrow.

“Cdl it apersondity quirk,” Cd said.

“Yoursor its?’ she asked.

“If he getstoo wild, | can dways reprogram him,” said Cd, not answering her question.
“Y ou and what other ten guys?’ Vincent asked.

“Relax,” said Cd. “Y ou'reready to send?’ Helooked a Michelle.

She suppressed a smile and touched more keys on her console.

“Okay,” Vincent said. “They'redl here”

“I guessthat doesit for now.”



“Y ou're not getting out that easly,” Michelle said, leaning forward in her chair. “Y ou heard what | said
earlier. That extendsto just going away with no new requests for information.”

“Okay. Youredill looking for data on Domingo?’

“Right.”

“Isthere any more information available on these three guys than what | aready have?’
“I cantry to find out if any of them have had run-inswith the police.”

“Great. That should doit.” Helooked a Michelle, who now sat, tapping her fingernails on the desk,
looking sternly at him. “Well, thereis one morelittle thing. I've put a pickup in the bar where Tolbor and
acoupleof friends usualy meet. And while they'rethere, | plan to put another in Tolbor's apartment.”

“My, youare full of surprises. How big are they?’

Cd showed her the remaining pair from his bag.

“That oneisdl you've got left? Give me the mode number.”

“Why?'

“I'll bein Tolbor's office tomorrow. He's big news. Vittoria leavesin three days now.”
“Soyoure—" Cd began.

“Exactly.”

“I don't suppose | could—"

“Absolutely not.”

Cd gave her the model number. “1 wonder if my wifeisgoing to bethis stubborn.”
“Y ou mean about wanting to help?’

“Right.”

“Why shouldn't she be?”

“Weéll, for onething, she wantsadivorce.”

Michellewas slent for amoment. “1 suppose you just found that out, too?’

“Right again. | thought bad things were supposed to be limited to threes”

“| take it you don't want adivorce.” Michelle seemed unhappy, but Cal couldn't tell if it was because she
empathized with Cd, or if she saw in him more than just afriend.

“It'shard to explain rationaly, since | have only afew days of current memoriesto go on, but | love her.
I'm not saying it's aproduct of these last three days. The blanking didn't wipe fedings so much as actual
events.”

“Y ou don't haveto tell her everything. That way she can make her mind up without fegling forced into
helping.”



“That'stempting. But | think that's part of the problem. Whatever 1've been doing lately has caused meto
keep alot of information bottled up. | think maybe that's one reason why the barriers started. Whatever |
do now, | have to be open with her.”

“Evenif the truth drives her away?’
“It'sarisk | haveto take. Thanks again for your help, Michelle.” Ca roseto leave.
“Where are you going now?’

“Two of these guyslivein Machu Picchu. I've got time enough to visit one of them before | go back to
Tolbor's place”

“Maybe you should let me know before you do anything critica, so | can call the policeif you
disappear.”

“Good idea. I'll giveyou acal.”
When Ca glanced back on the way out, she was watching him, looking concerned.

Thefirst man on Cd'sligt lived in the middle of the south edge of Machu Picchu. The houses thinned out
asthey roseto the green hillside where Cal had awakened. When Cal was within sight of his destination,
ahouse that was dmost al windows and with a deck out front, he called Michelle and gave her the name
of the occupant.

“Vincent,” Ca said. “Can you turn on your magnification and show me what you can see from here—in
that house?’ Ca turned Vincent so he had aclear view.

Vincent's screen showed nothing at firgt, but, as he scanned the portions of theinterior visible from where
Cal stood, someone seated with his back to Ca showed in the image.

“I can't tell from thisview,” Cdl said, and began to approach the house. He was till trying to think of the
right excuse for knocking on someone's door when he got there.

There wasjust sllence after hisinitia knock, but then the door did open. In the doorway wasa
dark-haired man in his mid-twenties, in awheelchair.

Cal suddenly fet tired. “ Sorry to bother you,” he said, “but my dog ran away. Have you seen one
around? Miniature collie, big white spot to the left of her nose?’

The man in the whed chair politely denied seeing such adog, so Ca thanked him and | &ft.
“Michelle?” Ca said when hiscdl to her connected. “False darm. HeEsin awheelchair.”
“Maybe he thought you might check up?’

“Maybethered guy would, but thiswasn't him. | don't know exactly what features are different, but it's
not the same guy.”

“Cd,” interrupted Vincent. “Y ou wanted to know when there was activity on your bugs.”
“Bugs?’ said Michelle.

“The pickups. I'll tell you about it later. Vincent, would you record everything you hear? And in the
meantime, why don't you let us hear the first couple of minutes?’



“Y ou're going to haveto call acollection outfit to get rid of dl the excess datawhen you're finished, but
okay. Thisiscoming from Gaentings.”

The sounds of a conversation started from Vincent's speaker, interrupted once by adeep thudding
sound. “1 shouldn't have put it on thetable,” Cal told himsdlf, and began walking.

After amoment Cal was able to identify one voice as Tolbor's. That was fortunate. He had been worried
that they might have picked another booth, or not gone there tonight.

“I used to be able to sway you,” said the voice Cd had identified as Tolbor's. “Why won't you let me
convinceyou to join uson theVittoria ? It'sgoing to be an exciting time.”

“Y ou used to know when to quit,” said an unidentified voice, using alaugh to take the edge off the
comment. “I likeit fine right here. Maybe I'm getting too sentimenta, but I'm happy here. It's home now,
and we've not been here dl that long.”

A third voice made amurmur of assent.

“Vincent, turnit off for now,” said Cdl.

“They didn't sound exactly like coconspirators,” observed Michelle.

“I'd have to agree. Maybe they aren't. In any event, I've got to get to Tolbor's before they finish.”
“Watch yoursdlf,” shesaid.

After Michdlehung up, Cd sad, “Vincent, would you keep monitoring their conversation? Tl meif they
mention Sodom and Gomorrah or anything you fed tiesinto thingsthat don't sound quitelegd.”

“Yougot it

The conversation at Galentine's was gill underway when Cal reached Tolbor's building. His apartment
door looked just the way Cd had |€ft it. But thistimewhen Cdl tried to dideit Sdewayswith pressure
from hisfingertips, it moved with little effort. Ca went inside quickly and did the door shuit.

Theinterior was luxurious. There was redl wood furniture, an expensive sound system aong with acolor
holo recorder, and what looked like real glass tabletops.

“They're dill talking, right, Vincent?’ Ca asked, looking around for agood place to hide the pickup.
“No change.”

Tolbor's desk computer was next to a curtained window. Surely that would be the most likely location of
any conversations that would interest Cal. Remembering the extraneous noises that came from having the
tranamitter at Galentine's under the table, Cd placed this one under the molding that ran around the
window and pressed it into place.

The repester, he placed on therear side of one of the desk legs.
“Okay, Vincent. Listen to thisone for just aminute. Testing, one, two, three, four.”
“Perfect.”

Cal gtarted for the door, but changed his mind and halted. He made a token attempt to access Tolbor's
computer, which didn't respond to Cal's thumb. A quick tour of the man's apartment told Cal that Tolbor



was extremely fastidious. Not one item seemed to be out of its place.

The apartment a so seemed to contain fewer belongings than Ca had expected until he redlized that
within afew daystheVittoria would be leaving, with Tolbor on it. Probably the rest of histhingswere
aready on board in other quarters.

Tolbor'swall held only two pictures. Side by side hung the Earth and Daedalus. Cd was surprised to find
no pictures of people and decided that, if Tolbor had any, they must already be aboard theVittoria .

In Tolbor's desk drawer lay afew suppliesin orderly bins, but a page of paper torn from asmall
notebook caught Cal's attention. He picked it up, trying to avoid leaving fingerprints. The note was not a
al what he had expected.

“Maybe I'm not on theright track, Vincent,” he said.
“Because of the note?’

“Right. It'salist of names, and I'm onit. But it doesn't ook like an execution order. It'salist of peopleto
receive commendationsfor getting theVittoria operationd.”

“Congratulations”

Cal began asearch of Tolbor's bedroom, but still had found nothing of interest when achime sounded.
His heart accelerated. Hefrantically looked for ahiding spot.
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11
Homicide

CAL HELD HIS breath, seeing no good place to hide. The chime sounded again, and he redlized that it
was the phone, not the door. It rang Six moretimes, echoing in Tolbor's apartment, before the caller gave
up. So no one would be waiting outside for Tolbor to return.

Just as Cd began to relax, Vincent warned him that the conversation a Galentine's was breaking up.

He was two blocks away from Tolbor's gpartment before he asked Vincent what else they had talked
about in the bar.

“Nothing that sounded suspicious. They never mentioned murder or Sodom and Gomorrah. | can play it
back for you or print atranscript once we get back.”

“When we get back is soon enough.”

There were lights on in his house when he arrived. Nikki was ditting at the table in the kitchen when Ca
entered the house.

“Hi,” he said softly.
“Hi.” Nikki said nothing more, but watched Cal as he gpproached.

He remembered then how quiet she had been when they first met. All he knew for the first week after he
had met her was that she worked at Taber Clinic. Only later, when shefinally opened up, had he found
out shewas an M.D. Hefdt their communications had been good then, until whatever pressures that
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existed began to exact their prices.

Cal opened two cabinets before he found a glass and poured some water into it. He suddenly realized
how tired he was.

“Habitsare funny things,” Nikki said at last. “1 was worried about you today, especidly when it started
getting late and you hadn't called.”

Cd decided to wait before he mentioned the faulty wiring in his office. “I don't have many conscious
habits yet. Maybe they'll come back eventually. Maybe not. | didn't know whether 1 should call. | made
you angry thismorning. | thought about calling but figured | might just doit all over again.”

“Just don't try to tell mewhat to do. I've got to make my own decisions, without you complicating
things”

“Doesthat extend to talking about my fedingsfor you? Or isthat manipulative?’
“I can't believe you have fedings”

“Y ou mean because I've lost some memories, or because I'm unfeeling?’ Cal looked into Nikki's eyes
and saw they were bloodshot.

“I can't imagine you could fed for me without remembering our wedding, Lynn'sbirth, thetrip to Luna.”
“I remember Lynn's desth—and some of the time we took off together that first year.”

Nikki cocked her head.

“It's il just bitsand pieces. Enough to know that losing you will be just asbad aslosng Lynn.”

“Don't you dare start on me with guilt when you don't even—"

“Okay. Okay.” Cal held up hishand. “I won't talk about it.”

Nikki smmered for amoment, but then seemed to cam down. “1 found out allittle about Gabriel
Domingo today. But you're not going to likeit.”

“Youwhat? How?' Cd sat up straight.

“I looked up hismedical record and started asking questions.” Nikki looked dightly happier now that she
was on adifferent topic. “ Treska Palmer was his doctor. She said he didn't seem to be aregular
construction worker. She didn't think he was honest.”

“Why does she say that?’

“For onething, he hinted, not too subtly, that he'd rather pay for the services with some home
entertainment items or kitchen appliances.”

“| don't suppose he got bonuses where he worked.”
“That wasn't theimpression she got.”
“How perceptive is she? Is she one of those doctors who never even looks the patient in the eye?’

“| bdieveher.”



“ S0, what doesthat make me?’ Cal asked. “A crimind, too?’
“I don't know what it means. | said I'd try to help, and I'm telling you what | found out.”

Cal took another drink of water and looked at Nikki closely. She claimed not to be swayed by the news
on Domingo, but she seemed subdued, more distant than when they had last talked.

“Areyou having second thoughts about helping?’ he asked findly.
“Sure. But I'm not abouit to renege.”

“That'swhat | thought. But | need to tell you—"

“Youvegot acdl,” sad Vincent.

“Whoisit?’ Cd asked.

“Michdle Garney.”

“Who?" said Nikki.

“I'll tell you inaminute. Put her on, Vincent.”

“There's anews release you should know about,” Michelle said asthe call connected. “ The policeissued
abulletin, just alittle while ago, saying that Domingo was using an assumed ID. He was wanted for
numerous theft charges on Earth. They say they till don't know how he successfully atered the records.”

“Thisismy night for bad news,” Cd said. “1 got the transmitter in Tolbor's gpartment, but he must have
another gpartment on theVittoria .”

Cd noticed Nikki's heed come up sharply, but didn't say anything to her. “Vincent, while I'm thinking
about it, feed the transcripts to the desk unit.”

“Y ou think we're looking at the wrong person?’ Michelle asked.

“I don't know. | think maybe we should keep on him. Y ou can get into his office tomorrow?’
“I've got an interview scheduled aready. Oh nine hundred.”

“I'll call you after that unless anything comes up sooner.”

Michelle acknowledged and hung up.

“Where werewe?’ Cal asked. “1 think | was saying | had some moreto tell you before you decide if you
want to keep helping.”

“Still the master of understatement,” Nikki said, the surprise on her face still not completely faded.
“That was Michdlle Garney,” Cd said. “ She'sareporter.”

“I figured out that much after | asked. Tel mewhy she's helping. And about the transmitters. Y ou sound
likearegular spy.”

“I went over to the news center yesterday and said allittle too much about Domingo. | went back today,
to ask another question. | hadn't given her my name, but Michelle had aready figured out who | was. She
seemed to be agood investigator, and she aready knew an uncomfortable amount, so | told her the



truth.”
“What about the transmitters?’

“Oh, those. | bought them and ingtalled one at Gaentine's, one at Tolbor's apartment, and onein my
office”

“Y ou broke into Tolbor's gpartment?’
“Wdll.” Cal grinned. “I didn't actudly bresk in.” He explained about the door.
“Okay,” shesaid. “I understand Galentine's and Tolbor's. What about the one at your office?’

Cal took adeep breath. “ Ah, that one. That's another matter. Someone played junior eectrician with my
desk computer while | was out.”

Nikki'sface paed as Cd told her about the incident in his office. “ And that's why you weren't sureif I'd
keep hdping?

“yYes”
“What would you do in my place?’

“I'dhep,” Cd said ingtantly.

“It's not very flattering to think you would believe less of me”

“It'snot amatter of what | thought. 1t'sameatter of being honest with you.”
“It'sabout time,” Nikki said forcefully.

Cd'sforehead tightened. “I said—"

“I'll help. I'm just sorry it wasn't obviousto you that | would.”

“Thanks, Nikki. Just try to remember that very littleis obviousto melately. Want to look at some
pictures?’

Nikki gave him aquestioning look, appearing to soften dightly.
“Vincent, let's have the pictures | got from Michelle. | don't care what order.”

“Herethey are,” Vincent said. “ Sorted by birth date.” Thefirst picture came up on Vincent's screen.
Cd'seyeswere so tired he invited Nikki to join him at the desk computer and had Vincent transmit the
picturesthere.

“These are possible candidates for the guy who gassed me yesterday. Tell meif you see anyoneyou
recognize.”

At the end Nikki shook her head and said, “ They're dl strangersto me. What are you going to do?’
“Vigt at least two more of them—the two who seem the closest to being the right one.”
“Twomore 7’

Cd explained aout the first man, the one in the whedlchair.



“My friend at work is getting more nervous about those capsules,” Nikki said after amoment of thought.
“How nervous? Can she wait a couple more days?’

“I don't know. Y ou're gtill surethat it'simportant to find out what's been going on that soon? 1 mean, |
know the sooner the better, but you—"

“Yes” Cdl called up the transcript and briefly looked through two screens of innocuous conversations.
He went back to the kitchen, aware again of having eaten less than he should have during the day. “ Y ou
hungry?’ he asked.

“Food isabout the last thing on my mind.”

Cal found alarge cluster of green grapesin the refrigerator and ate them as he thought. He was tempted
to read moreinto the fact that Nikki was still here than he could rationdly justify. Probably she would be
in her own apartment within another day or two, but, remembering her reaction the last time he had
brought their relationship up, he remained silent.

Nikki was il Sitting at the desk computer, apparently lost in her own thoughts. He watched her, fegling
the loneliness grow stronger within him, until she looked back and caught him looking, and he turned

avay.
“What next?’ she asked.

“I've got to have some deep,” he said, moving to the couch.

“Metoo. But you'll deep better in the bed.”

“With you?’ Ca asked, so tired that he grinned before he could control the reflex.

“Side by side, not top and bottom.” Nikki's face was unreadable again, neither angry nor cheerful.

Cd agreed, feding uncomfortable. What could be more natura than husband and wife sharing a bed?
Except when the husband could hardly remember the wife.

They took turnsin the bathroom, changing clothes. Ca found Nikki in anightgown that gave him the
impression of being conservative for her but was il reveding. Hetried to keep his eyes off her, because
he was still uncomfortable, and he wanted to make her more at ease. He found no pgjamas among his
clothes, so he went to bed in his shorts.

“Good night, Cal,” came Nikki's voicein the darkness.
“Good night. And thanks.”

Cd lay there, trying to be quite still so he wouldn't keep her awake while he thought. He found rationa
thought hard to come by, histhoughts returning to Nikki time and again. He hadn't been as sexudly
aware of Nikki earlier, but just now she had looked so damned appealing out of her business clothes.

After along tug of war between Nikki and the day's puzzling revelaions, he findly dipped into afitful
deegp and began to renew his acquaintance with Lynn.

At least once during the night, Nikki woke him from a screaming nightmare as he was crying out for her.
Ashelay awake, he thought he could fed the bed vibrate dmost imperceptibly. He thought Nikki might
be crying softly, holding it dl in, but he couldn't be sure, and he didn't know what to say. Guilt grew
within him as hefindly drifted back to deep.



The next dream he remembered was not about Lynn. He was waking aong along, twisting corridor
lined with doors. Each time he came to a door, he was compelled to enter it. Some of the doors were
unlocked. Others he had to smash in with hisfeet, or cut with alaser. Once he used a smal mechanism to
tamper with adoor lock. Each room was empty, but he had to search them all.

While he searched one of the rooms, he heard footsteps along the corridor outside. He pressed himself
againgt thewall the door was cut into, and listened. The footsteps dowed, then halted nearby, but after a
brief interval resumed only to diminish in the distance, leaving fading echoesin their wake.

When hefinaly awoke, helay with his eyes closed, trying to make sense of the dream. He gave up and
opened hiseyesto find that Nikki was watching him from her sde of the bed.

“What were you thinking about?’ she asked, her voice alittle husky in the morning. Cal liked it.

“I waswondering if, assuming the Earth disaster was ddliberate, | had thought that finding and punishing
the person responsible would stop the nightmares of Lynn.”

“If you'd been spending al your sparetime trying to find that out, why wouldn't you have told me about
it?”

“I don't know,” Cal said smply. He had asked himsalf the same question. He looked back into Nikki's
eyes, feding less strange than he had the night before, sharing abed with her. Despite dl the hurt she had
received, she still seemed to keep areserve of compassion.

Nikki changed the subject. “I may be able to check on Tolbor's medical recordstoday, but I'll haveto
be more cautious.”

“I'd gppreciate that, but I'm till wondering if I'm watching the wrong person. Vincent, have you heard
any moresincelagt night?’

Nikki wrinkled her nose as Cal asked the question, asif to say, “ Do you have to use that here?’

“I heard severa good jokes at Galentine's after Tolbor |eft. Have you heard the one about the
agriculturadigt’'s daughter and the spacer? Shes—"

“Shut up, Vincent,” said Nikki.
“Do | havetotakethis, Cd?
“Afraid 0. Back to Tolbor.”

“Very well. Still no mention of Sodom and Gomorrah or murder. He was up early this morning, making
noisesin the kitchen, but asfar as| could tell hedidn't talk to anyone or make any calls.”

“Okay. Put the transcript up on the desk screen.” Cal got up and put on alight robe. He glanced back at
Nikki as she put on arobe over her nightgown. She looked even more desirable than she had the night
before.

Cd and Nikki scrolled through the text on the screen. 1 fed uneasy about dl this” she said.
“Sodol. | wassurprised a how easy it wasto get the equipment.”
“I just had anasty thought. Suppose someone has dready planted adevice like that here?’

“I worried about that, too. But | checked the door closely, and didn't see any signs of agadget like the



one | bought. I've showered and changed clothes since | got home, so, if anything, had been conceded
on me, it should be gone by now. If | decideto tap Tolbor'sVittoria apartment, maybe | could seeif that
guy aso salsdetectors. Hell, Tolbor could have one. Maybe that's why all thislooks so innocent.”

They ate breskfast without saying much at al. When Ca had put on alight jacket and wasready to
leave, he asked, “ Are you going to be at the clinic today?’ Actualy he wanted to know if she was going
to be out gpartment hunting, but couldn't ask.

“Most of the day.”
“I'll see you tonight, then,” he said, wanting to kiss her good-bye.
“Right.” Nikki had withdrawn again, her features noncommitta.

He went shopping again that morning. When he emerged, hetightly gripped asmal package, carrying it
until he entered a public bathroom afew blocks away.

Inside he carefully unwrapped asmal pigtol. For just amoment, it felt avkward nestled in his pam, but
then abruptly afeding of d§avu cameto him. Somehow he felt comfortable with the burnished shape. It
no longer mattered that dmost al the weight wasin the grip, leaving only alightweight pair of Sghts
abovethetrigger. If the feding of experience hadn't been so sirong, he might have wanted to test the gun
on something and watch the bright light asit burned.

The feding that he knew how to use the weapon was both comforting and disquieting. How had he come
by the knowledge? Maybe he and Domingo had been involved in something illegd after dl.

Cal walked back out to the street, wondering suddenly if he had ever used agun on aman. And, if he
had, could he again?

A twenty-minute journey brought him near the address of the next man on hislist. According to the
information he had got from Michelle, Fargo Edmund lived in an gpartment building just aheed. The
building held smaler unitsthan Domingo'sor Tolbor's.

Not having thought of any more devious a plan than the one he had used the night before, Ca walked
down the corridor, looking for gpartment number fourteen. He drew in a deep breath and stood before
the door for just amoment before he rang the bell.

At firgt he thought there was no one home, but then he heard quick footsteps on the other side of the
door. The door did open, revealing another young, mustached man of the same genera description. Ca
fatered as he began his question about adog. Hewas just starting to think Edmund might redlly bethe
man he was looking for when he hit Ca hard in the scomach.

Edmund caught him totaly unprepared. The man had used not afist, but his extended fingersheld
together to form anarrow focus. The blow instantly knocked the wind from Cal. Even as he doubled
over, hewas aware of Edmund pushing past him and running away down the hall.

After along, painful moment, Ca was ableto gasp in new air, and get back on hisfeet. Heran asquickly
as he could in the direction Edmund had fled. Outsde he hesitated for amoment, trying to decide which
way the man had run.

“Heturned left,” Vincent said. “I saw him through the door glass.”

“Thanks.” Cal began to run in the most likely direction, which aso took him toward one of the busy shop
areas. He reached the edge of the activity but saw no sign of Edmund.



Abruptly hethrust Vincent over hishead. “ See him anywhere?’
“He'sat thirty degreesright, walking real fast. About ablock ahead.”

Cal began to run again. By the time he saw Edmund ahead, he had closed the distance to half ablock. At
that moment Edmund took a quick glance back.

He obvioudy redlized that moving with the flow of people hadn't worked. He began to run.

Cd's breathing deepened as he raced after the fleeing man, but he felt better than he had just after he
woke up three mornings ago. The aches had gradually diminished.

He weaved through alarger crowd in the next block, gaining dightly on Edmund, because the other
broke holesin the crowd that took alittle while to close back up. Cal noticed afew people asthey
stopped to watch Edmund and him rush past. No one tried to stop them.

Ca was gaining now. Hewas sure of it. He could see panic in Edmund's expression each time the man
looked back. Was he panicked because one of histargets had found him, or did he have particular
reason to fear Cal? Cd thought again about how natura the gun had felt.

Ahead of Edmund were a couple of bicyclists gpproaching, riding perhaps ameter in from thelip of the
dreet. In the same instant that Edmund took his next backward look, Cal had an idea of how to dow him
down still more, and, as Edmund's head was il turned, Cd lifted hisfist highintheair, asthough
sgnding to apartner.

It worked better than Cal had hoped. Or worse. Edmund held his backward glance longer than hislagt,
probably looking for a second runner, or puzzled by the gesture. That extratime took him even closer to
the outer bicyclist. By the time Edmund looked back, he wasright in the bicyclist's way.

The young boy on the bicycle seemed just as surprised as Edmund must have been, but he had dightly
more warning. He turned dightly in from the short rock wall at thelip of the street.

Edmund careened into the boy and his bicycle, bouncing off him and toward the wall. For an instant Cal
thought the man could regain his balance. He was wrong.

Edmund first flailed his arms, then grasped at the rock wall, which hit him at the knees. But it did no
good. He was unable to recover his baance.

It was al over too quickly. Edmund's body was visible for only another second before he fell over the
edge, out of sight.

Cal was astonished. He had never intended to cause Edmund to fall. He had wanted only to dow him
down. He cut hisrun to ajog to avoid standing out and kept on moving, past the point where the man
hed falen.

Cal took the next set of stairs down two at atime and doubled back. By the time he neared the terrace
below, a couple of people were dready kneeling by Edmund, trying to help him recover.

At least that'swhat Cal thought at first. But as he dowed and came closer till, he redlized that Edmund
seemed to be unconscious.

Ca waited severa meters away, watching the woman knedling next to the body make acall on her
wristcomp. Even at that distance, he heard her words clearly. “He's dead,” she said.



Cd's somach suddenly hurt as dishdief and guilt rose up within him. He had never intended this. Edmund
must have been the man on the tubeway, but till, Ca hadn't ever thought about doing any more than
turning him over to the police.

Cadl tried not to panic and began moving again, through the small crowd that had begun to form. The
farther away he got, the faster he moved, jogging and then findly running. He couldn't change what had
happened, but he could at least try to learn something from the man's apartment before the police arrived.

He dowed again as he gpproached Edmund's building, not wanting to attract attention. The gpartment
door was still open, so Cal hurried inside and closed it.

The apartment wasfilthy. Encrusted food lined the sink. Used cups lay everywhere. Dirty handprints
marred thewall surfacesaround dl the light switches.

It took Cd severd minutesto find anything other than dirty clothes and discarded packing cartonswith
the name Fargo Edmund scrawled on them. In the bottom drawer of afile were itemsthat would seem
innocent enough to the paliceif they looked, but meant moreto C4.

Along with wire cutters and a screwdriver, lay two rolls of tape. One was standard electrica black, and
the other was tan. Some of Cal'sfeding of guilt dissipated right then.

Cal continued his search. He didn't worry about fingerprints. The police shouldn't have any reason to
think that Edmund's death was any more complex than the accident it was. In another drawer he found a
long, narrow gas canister labeledLendomen .

A moment later, Ca whistled softly and said, “Wdll, reverse my charges.”

On Edmund's desk, in the middle of a stack of unrelated papers, was apicture of Cal. It wasn't avery
good picture. It had been taken outside. His face consumed most of the picture, but the background
meade him think it had been taken near hisVittoria office.

It had been taken within the last few days, but he couldn't tell when. The bruise over his eyebrow was
there, and the scene wasin daylight, but that's dl he knew. Almost anyone could have taken apicture like
that from adistance without him even noticing. Edmund himself could have takeniit.

But Cdl got the distinct feding that it hadn't been Edmund who had taken the picture. It was more likely
that someone else, perhaps Tolbor, had taken it to give to a hired hand who had no grudge of hisown.

Ca idly wondered how much Edmund had been paid. And if he had been paid in advance. At least this
should stop the attempts, for awhile.

A closer look at the picture revealed afesature he hadn't noticed before. In the upper right of the picture
was asmdl defect in theimage. Three closely spaced dots marred the otherwise acceptable photo. They
could have been introduced by smdl imperfectionsin the digitizing e ement in the wristcomp of whoever
took the picture, or in the reproduction process. There was no way to tell more just by looking.

“Youvegotacdl,” sad Vincent, dartling him. “Michdle.”

Cd thought about ignoring it but decided he couldn't risk it.

“Newsflash,” she said when Cd answered. “ One of the guys on your list just died.”

“I know. I'min his gpartment, entertaining mysdf. Can | cal you back in just afew minutes?’



“What? Ah, sure.”

Conscious of thetime, Cal pocketed the picture and hurried to complete his search. Unfortunately, he
found another half aworm.

It was apartly used container labeledCaution —Explosives. The canister was underneath Edmund's
bed. Ca couldn't tell how long it had been there. If only he knew if it had recently been used.

Two faled attempts certainly implied the possibility of athird, but had Edmund aready known the
second attempt was unsuccessful ? It was possible that he set up numbers two and three without waiting,
to maximize his chances,

Cd found nothing more in the balance of his search. He closed the door behind him and hurried away,
seeing no signs of the police yet. From abench eight blocks away, he called Nikki.

“Do something for me, will you?’ Cal asked. “Be careful. Very careful. | don't want you hurt.” He
explained about the possibility of explosives and told her about Edmund's accident.

“But can't you go to the police now?” she asked. “Maybe they could help.”
“No, | don't think s0.”
“Why not? That'stheir business.”

“| think they'd be much more interested in asking me about my purchases yesterday, or about breaking
into peoplée's gpartments. For al | know, they might think I killed Edmund. The other problem isthat the
trail iscold. With Edmund deed, | don't have alink back to whoever hired him.”

“I «ill think you should talk to them, but okay. Y ou don't have any ideawhether hel's dready put
explosives somewhere or not?’

“No,” Cd said, watching Nikki's worried face on Vincent's screen. “ So be careful.”
“You, too.”

Ca hung up. No one seemed to be taking an undue interest in his activity. “Vincent?’
“At your service. Today has sure turned out busy, hasn't it?’

“Have you picked up your ability of understatement from me? Never mind. | want you to save some of
your video from around the time Edmund opened his gpartment door until hefell. Let's say oneframe
every second. | may haveto provel didn't kill himif this gets much more complicated.”

“I'll vouch for you.”

“Would that help?’ Cal asked.

“Only your fedings”

“Cdl Michdle, would you?’

When Michelle answered, she looked concerned. “1 suppose | heard you right afew minutes ago?’

“I imagine s0.” Ca repested most of what he had told Nikki, including a caution about watching for
indications of explosves.



“Wall,” Michelle said, once she had heard his story. “I've been busy, too. | had another interview with
Russ Tolbor thismorning.”

“Am?1

“And he now has some extraequipment in hisoffice.” Michelle was smiling again, gpparently recovering
from thejolt of new information.

“Have you heard anything interesting yet?’

“Not yet. He seemsto be more quiet than | had expected. He's talked to four people with quick status
reports on the fina preparationsforVittoria , but nothing sesofar. I'll call you if | hear anything that
seemsimportant.”

“Great. Before you go, can you tell me how to find Tolbor'sVittoria gpartment?’

After ashort search she gave him an address. Cal was saying good-bye when Vincent told him he had
another message comingin.

“Letf'shaveit.”

“You're not going to likeit, but here goes. It'stext, without identification of the sender. It says, * Stay
home for aweek, or you'll be dead.” Only after the silence lengthened did Vincent add, “ There wasn't
even acomplimentary close.”
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Hypnosis

“STAY HOME FOR aweek, or you'll be dead?’ Cadl repeated findly. “It al seemsabit superfluous
after the gas on the tubeway and the rewiring at my desk.”

“Maybe someone doesn't like you,” said Vincent.

“Perhaps. Or maybe someone is panicking, and he or she doesn't know | had anything to do with
Edmund's death.”

“Youdidn't.”

“1 mean he doesn't know | saw Edmund, and doesn't know | searched his gpartment. And if he believes
I'm dl that oblivious, then hefigures| need it spelled out for me. Buit it still doesn't explainwhy I'm
supposed to stay out of theway.” Cd realized he had raised hisvoice, and promptly lowered it. No one
near seemed to be paying him undue attention, but, if someone were, he wouldn't be wanting to advertise
thefact.

“So, what are you going to do next?’ Vincent asked.
“Widl, I'm damn well not going to stay home for aweek playing solitaire.”
“You'reright. There's bound to be afew two-handed games we could both enjoy.”

“That'snot what | meant. Vincent, I have to force my memories back faster. There hasto be morel can
do. Show methe directory of places advertisng anything memory-related.”
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A directory came up on Vincent's screen. “Forward,” Ca said acouple of times. “Wait.”

“Which oneareyou looking a7’

“Hypnotism. Maybe that could help.”

“Or maybe it could make it worse. Those people are alittle like witches and warlocks, aren't they?’
“You'rethinking of astrologers.”

“Nowthere's agroup that's taken abuse. Did you know that they accurately predicted the persondity
types of—"

“| don't have timefor that now. Can you tell mewho's closest of the people listed in this section?”

Vincent did s0. A few minutes later Cal entered a modest-looking building that housed afew
professionas and severd pargprofessonals. A Dr. Thacken was amost at the end of the carpeted hall.
Next to his door was a notice that said his doctorate was not amedical degree.

Dr. Thacken was his own receptionist. Hewas dso immediately available.

Camly Cd alowed himsdf to be ushered to the inner office. It was more somber than the waiting area,
and Cdl felt soothed dmost immediately. He settled into a comfortable chair.

“Now, sir. How can | be of service?’ Dr. Thacken asked. He was a man whose age was hard to gauge
accurately. Initidly he had seemed to bein hisforties, but now Ca revised his estimate up into thefifties.
The man's forehead doped gradually up to wispy, swept-back hair that curled behind his ears. He had
better eye contact than Cal was used to in medical doctors.

Ca began to fed he had done theright thing in coming here. He introduced himself. “1'd liketo prod
some memoriesloosg, if | can. | thought perhaps some regression might help.”

“| hesitate to voice the thought, but have you been to Forget-Me-Now?’
“SolI'mtold.”

A pained expresson came over Thacken'sface. “I'll do my best, Sir. | just wish | could dedl with the
problem rather than the symptom.”

“Meaning you don' like the erasure parlor concept.”

“About aswell asan M.D. likes applying a bandage to a chest wound.”

“Well, at the moment, I'm not one of their strongest supporters either.”

“But you say you paid for their services?’

“I'm convinced | went through the process. I've yet to satisfy mysdlf thet it was voluntary.”

“My, thisis interesting. Y ou're suggesting that your sesson was against your will?’

“I don't know,” said Cdl. 1 do know that | don't recall anything immediately after waking in the parlor.”
“Very interesting. Why do you suppose that is?’

“The attendant attributed it to scrambling of my short-term memory. He said it wastypica.”



“Hewasill-informed.”
Cd looked at Thacken questioningly.

“The process has an effect on short-term memory,” Thacken said. “But the effect lasts |ess than an hour.
By law, Forget-Me-Now is required to keep you under observation until your retention is back to

“If that'sso—" Ca began.

“Y ou have been lied to,” finished Thacken. He waited amoment and then said, “Y ou don't seem too
surprised, | must say.”

“Strangdly enough, Idon't fedl too surprised. It seemstheresalot of that going around.”

“Wadll, gr, | want to warn you up front that the likelihood of my being able to help you very much is not
great. But | amintrigued. | would liketo try. There aren't too many people | see who activate my
curiogity thisway.”

“You've dready helped me. | now know at least one person who haslied to me. Also, that helps me
resst the urge to write off some of my recent experiencesto paranoia.”

Thacken smiled. “Paranoia perceived, at least in my limited experience, is seldom true paranoia. Would
you liketo begin?’

“I've got aquestion first. Are you bound to any particular code of ethics?’

“Regarding professond confidences?’

“Exactly.”

“None except the ones| build. But | believe them to be adequate. Y ou need not fear that possibility.”
Cd bdieved him. He hadn't much choice anyway. “ All right. I'm reedy.”

“I might be able to work better with afocus. Rather than smply trying to find akey to unlockall your
memories, | could concentrate my effortsin acritical spot.”

Cal thought for amoment. “How about starting with the recent past? Three nights ago, when | went into
the erasure parlor.”

Thacken agreed and settled back into alarge, comfortable chair. He swung asmall keyboard over hislap
and said, “Ready, Mr. Donley?’

When Ca nodded, Thacken pushed akey, and one wal turned into an enormous motion view of Jupiter.
The speed was adjusted to make the scene seem leisurely. “Watch the red spot for me, will you, Mr.

Donley?

The red spot drifted laterdly asthe whorls and swirls dowly distorted it, and till it kept returning to its
initial gppearance. Ca was vaguely aware that the magnification of the view wasincreasing. The red spot
dowly took up more and more of thewall, and Cal began to fed that it was pulling himin, asthough it
were agiant whirlpool, turning around him dowly, inexorably. Drawn in, Ca beganto loseinterest in his
surroundings.

The spot grew larger, broiling with increasing movement. Now Cal heard the sound. It waslike the



distant rumble of astorm. The sound intensified. Roaring winds whipped at Cd, and the ssormrosein a
crescendo about him.

Sometime later, without remembering alag, Cd found himsdf reclining in acomfortable lawvn charr. He
seemed to be on the beach, and it was calm near him. Off shore in the distance, as though ahurricane
spun around him, giving him awide berth, winds carried debris aoft in constant motion, with him &t the
center.

Dr. Thacken was beside him now, inasimilar chair. He looked relaxed, asif the raging force of the
nearby hurricane held no interest for him. Like the eye of the hurricane, he was calm.

“I think we should talk,” he said at last.

Cd sad nothing.

“I think we should talk about the other night. The one when you visited Forget-Me-Now.”
“I didn't kill him,” Cal heard hisvoice say.

“You didnt kill who?’

“Angd. Domingo.”

“The man they found dead? That was the night you lost your memories?’
“It'snot just my memories,” said Cdl.

“What do you mean by that?’

Cd sad nothing.

“What else do you haveto lose?’ the older man asked.

Nikki? Lynn? No. He had dready lost Lynn. HEd probably lost Nikki long ago, without even trying.
Whathad he meant?

“You're going back intime. Y ou're going back to the evening before you lost your memory. What do you
see?’

Cal screamed. A moment earlier he and the doctor had been a one on the beach. But now therewas a
body lying at Ca'sfeet.

It was Domingo. A river of blood flowed from alarge wound over one ear. The blood gushed into the
sand and was totaly absorbed. The shiny red blood kept flowing, kept streaming into the sand, yet the
sand around the body remained white and clean.

“What do you see?’ Thacken prodded.

“Gabriel'sdead.” Cal looked at the horizon, to the edge of the sorm, averting his gaze from Domingo's
battered body. Againgt hiswill, he looked back. Thistime Domingo had agaping chest wound. It looked
asthough histhick chest had been crushed to haf itsnorma thickness, with bloody ribs protruding.
“Gabe, don'tdie” Cd cried. “Damnit dl, dont die. | did thisto you. Thisisal my fault.”

Ca was on his knees, Domingo's bloody head on his Iap. The next thing he knew, he was dragging
Domingo through the sand.



“Where are you going?’ asked Thacken.

“For adoctor. Why do you ask such stupid questions?’
“Tofind out the answer,” the older man said patiently.
“He's hurt. He needs attention.”

“lan't he beyond attention?’

“That doesn't matter. It'sal my fault. I've got to dosomething .” Cd stopped, puzzled. Domingo's heels
lay stretched out where they had cut twin furrows in the sand. But the furrows extended through a
doorway Cal couldn't remember. An airlock door stood there on the beach, looking as out of place as
Domingo's body. The furrows went just through the open doorway, as though Cal had dragged
Domingo's body through it, but he hadn't noticed it earlier.

“So you don't remember the door, or where it might be?’
Ca shook his head.
“What about her?’ asked the older man.

Cal looked behind him and saw Lynn playing with alarge beach ball. Ca began to cry. A hand touched
Cal's shoulder, and he spun to face Nikki.

When she saw it was him, she turned away, waking dowly down the beach, toward the windswept
ocean. The surf pounded, and Cal could hear the distant cries of gulls.

“Don't go,” he called out after her. But she kept walking. Cal stood where he was, unable to follow her.
In the distance palm trees bent under the wind.

She continued walking, not looking back. Shortly arobed man appeared strolling on a path toward
Nikki. She stopped as he came near, apparently waiting for him to speak. He never did.

What he did instead was draw a huge knife from hisbelt. Not even noticing, Nikki turned to leave him.
Cd's heart accelerated. Nikki took astep away. The man waited no longer. With astrong, vicious
moation, hethrust the knife into Nikki's back.

“No,” Cd screamed. He ran toward where Nikki had falen, his feet throwing the sand behind him.

Inexplicably, she lay face up when he got there, and the robed man was nowhere to be seen. Thetip of
the knife had reached dl the way through her body. But there was no blood 0ozing from the wound.
Instead, a glistening mustard-colored fluid seeped from her opened ribcage.

Cal dlently sobbed. Hefdl to the sand, knedling before Nikki. As he stared blindly into the sand, he was
aware of aword written there, as a child would writeit with astick: Departure .

Once again he felt ahand on his shoulder. He quickly rubbed hisfistsinto his eyes and turned.
“Mr. Donley,” said Thacken. “It'stime for you to wake up.”

Cal was back in the man's office. Once again the wall was a plain cream-colored surface. Cal shook his
head to clear it and redized he was il Stting in the chair he had originaly picked.

“How do you fed?" asked Thacken. His eyes were worried.



Cd redlized he was trembling. He willed himsdlf to cam down and dowly began to recover. He looked
at Thacken and saw his concern. “I'm fine. Fine.”

The older man seemed dightly reassured, and he sat back down in hisown chair. “Y ou're an unusud
man,” he said. “1 wasn't ableto go asdeep as | had intended. Y ou don't make it very easy. | couldn't do
anormal regression, because you wouldn't let go. So | had to do ardationd probe. Apparently it was
fairly painful. It doesindeed seem to me, however, that you do have psychogenic, selective, retrograde
amnesia, the variety temporarily induced by the blanking process.”

“But you found out something ese?’
“I'm not sure | learned any more than you did.”

Cal blinked. The afterimage of the red spot seemed to hover in front of hiseyes. “1'm not sure how to
interpret what | saw. Oh, some of it was obvious, but not al.”

“Y ou love your wife very much. At least | assume that was your wife.”

Cal nodded.

“But you feer for her life”

“That's one of the parts that doesn't make sense. She's not in any danger that | know of.”

“Maybe not anything you're conscioudy aware of,” said Thacken. “Incidentdly, I'm not sure I've ever
Seen so much pent-up guilt in aperson who seemsto have so little to fed actually guilty about. Guilt over
thelittlegirl, your daughter maybe? Guilt over your wife, and the man who died.”

“Maybel just have alot to hide”

“| don't think that'sit. Therésasmal chance I'm making amistake, but theindications| saw are far more
commonly associated withmisplaced guilt.”

“I'd liketo think you're right, but it's difficult. Whatever the reasons, it's obvious to me I've made my
share of mistakes|ately.”

“What are you searching for?’ the doctor asked.
“I don't know. The key to some damned puzzle.”

Dr. Thacken thought for amoment. “I guessthe only other observation | can make isthat you didn't
receive the regular treatment at Forget-Me-Now. | know that's aready obvious because of the length of
blanking, but there's another reason. A typica sessonisdow and fairly precise. Theresultislike
carefully cutting out the last few pages of a book. What has happened to you was a hasty, careless
process, more like tearing outmost of the last third of the book, leaving dangling, frayed edges. That may
be why your memories are returning faster than normal, but | can't add any more.”

“It's<till ahelp. Thedoor | saw wasfamiliar. | don't know whereit is, but it tiesinto the night | lost my
memory. I'm sure of it. | don't know about the word in the sand, but it has to be important. I've been
worried about theVittoria leaving—maybethat'sit.” Ca paid Thacken hisfee, thanked him, and | €ft.

Outsde, Vincent informed him that Michelle had been on two newscasts while he had been occupied. “I
thought it could wait. I'm not sure therés any new information.”

“Youdidfing” Cd said. “Y ou have them recorded?’



Vincent did. Cd sat on anearby bench and watched them. The first was areport on Domingo, repeating
what she had told him earlier about the man's dleged crimina background.

The second report was the interview with Tolbor. Michelle looked the faintest bit nervous, which must
have been because of planting the transmitter, rather than the presence of Tolbor. Michelle certainly had
aready done enough interviewsto have got over being nervous. Cal wondered where she had left it.
Perhaps under the chair she sat in whileinterviewing.

Despite histension he smiled while he watched her interview the man she was planting atransmitter on.
She didnt stir the same ache that he felt when Nikki wouldn't leave histhoughts, but he had to admire
her. Whatever her own reasons for helping, he gppreciated her efforts as much asif they were solely on
hisbehalf.

Theinterview itsalf wasinteresting. Tolbor seemed even happier now that the start of Vittoria 'svoyage
was closer. He was more animated than during the earlier interview Ca had seen. His casua manner
renewed Cd'sfear that he was |ooking at the wrong man.

A couple of Michelle's questions about Tolbor's new lodging onVittoria reminded Cd that he should try
to get in there dso, but first he had business at hisownVittoria office. He had an idea about the word he
had seen scrawled in the sand. He rose and started for the office.

“Has there been any activity in my office?’ he asked Vincent when he was dmost there.

“I don't think so. | noticed sounds from other offices afew times, but | don't think anyone actudly came

n.

When Ca arrived, the roomseemed untouched. He looked around thoroughly but couldn't see anything
that felt out of place. The desk computer responded to histouch normaly.

After shaking off aqueasy feding that someone could have done something in his office that he couldn't
detect, he sat down in hischair and started on the computer. He quickly found the first request for a
password. He typedDEPARTURE .

The status line on the top of the screen changed toPRIVILEGED MODE . Cal was elated.

Thefirg item he came across was confirmation of what he had aready found out. Angel, on his phone
list, wasindeed Domingo.

The second item the computer revea ed was the name of the person he had been making monthly
paymentsto: Jerry Lopez.

The name meant nothing to Cal. “Vincent, does the name Jerry Lopez mean anything to you?’
“No. I'm dwaysthe last to know.”
“What do you do dl day that fillsyour time?’

“I'm watching an old movie on channel C right now. It's one of Marlo Tingotil'sfirst sarring roles. On
channel F therésaserid | never miss”

“I never know when you're serious.”
“Thisisdl true. | learn dl kinds of interesting things from broadcadts.”

“And you're dwaysreceiving?’



“Sure”

Cdl turned his attention back to the screen. A few more minutes of investigation revedled onelast item:
another report to Jam. But there was till no link from the code name to areal name. The message was
apparently sent earlier than the other message Cal had seen, and said: “ Have decided to scrap origina
plan for tonight. Want to find out more about something else. Will proceed without Angd if he doesn't
want to go. I'll explain later if | find anything.”

Cal leaned back in his chair. He wondered what it was he had found out that made him change plans. Or
what his plans had origindly been. If hejust knew who he had been reporting to, maybe that would make
more of the rest clear. So who was Jam?

“Jam” didn't mean anything to Vincent either. Cd tried to think of al the possibilities of whom he could
be spying for.

Industria espionage was afidd he thought would have collapsed after Earth died. He didn't know exactly
why hethought that, but it felt reasonable. He could have been spying for the police, but, if so, why
would they have interrogated him about Domingo's degth? They would have known he wasn't
responsible. Unless they doubted him.

He could have been spying for hisown gain, but he didn't see any way he could have benefited.

Hefindly decided that, for whatever reasons, he must have most likely been spying for the police. At
least that was the only explanation he could imagine that let him hang on to his belief that he had stayed
honest.

Taking what seemed to be only asmall chance, he quickly typed amessage to Jam: “Lost my memory
the night Angel died. Believe it wasinvoluntarily. Please contact me. Let me know what | was doing, and

why.”

Cd waited in front of the termina for afew minutes, just in case Jam answered immediately, but nothing
camein. Heleft the office. He considered stopping to talk briefly with Leroy, but Leroy was busy talking
with avigtor.

“Okay, Vincent. How do | find Carmichagl Road?”’

Vincent told him, and soon he was waking along the road where Tolbor'sVittoria gpartment was
located. All around were individud houses, each with an expensve air. Theimmediate areamust have
held the most extravagant dwellings onVittoria . The house on Ca'sleft was easly twicethe size of his
own house.

Ahead there was a center of activity asasmall group of people unloaded a cart full of boxesand
household possessions. They were taking items from the cart, and carrying them into the house that bore
Tolbor's address.

Cal decided on the bold approach. He simply walked in behind one of the movers, and took a different
turn just insde the front door.

Theinterior of the house was as luxurious asthe outside. Asin the Daedalus apartment, real wood
furniture was plentiful. Ca took aquick tour through the house, trying to present an attitude of belonging
as he encountered movers,

He noticed nothing that seemed unusud until he found the room that must have been the library. On the
floor near the far corner was alarge opened crate. On top was a collection of beam-etched recordings.



The group of recordings visible represented more money than Cal made in ayear. They could have
probably held ten percent of the race's knowledge. Cd whistled in appreciation and reached to look at
the label on one of the cubes.

Thelabd surprised him. The cube saildLITERATURE, FICTION A -M. He hadn't pictured Tolbor asa
man who had much interest in reading fiction. But what surprised him even more was that below the cube
was another. And another below it. The entire crate must have been full of recordings. In anearby crate
was arecorder and several blank recording cubes.

Thetota cost staggered Cal. And why would Tolbor want his own set? Surely theVittoria would have
itsown complete set of recordings. Ca could find no answer that he felt comfortable with, so he
continued hisinspection and moved to another room. The bedroom held severd large boxes of computer
gear. Ca had forgotten that computers were one of Tolbor's areas of expertise.

In the kitchen were severa large cartons. Cal started to pry one open when avoice from behind him
sad, “Moveit, will you? We need more space.”

The spesker wasaman in his early twenties. Making short steps, hefinished thetrip with atall carton
and st it down heavily. “Who are you anyway?’ he asked, frowning.

“Jugt making sureit'sall going okay,” said Cd, retreating and hoping the man wouldn't press him for
more actua information content.

Ca had seen enough and started to go. The man didn't follow him out, but Cal hurried anyway. Ashe
was about to leave the house, he noticed afamiliar pair of pictures. The Earth and Daedalus adorned one
wall of theliving room, each in aview that looked the same asthe picturesin Tolbor's Daedaus
gpartment. Ca walked out though the front door, wondering if there was any significanceto them, or if he
was trying too hard to find hidden meaningsin everything he saw.

He had spent too much time lately chasing intangibles. The name he had got from his office computer was
ahard fact. He had paid Jerry Lopez money every month, anonymoudy. And the message about L opez
“missng” him after the tubeway accident had to be sgnificant.

Cal checked ingde his coat pocket for the pistal. It was till there, ready for use. He tried once moreto
force away the fear that he might have used a gun on aperson in his past, and concentrated on other
things. He started back to Daedal us.

Lopez lived in Machu Picchu, and Vincent's directions were clear. Soon Ca waswithin sight of the
address, which proved to be asmall apartment building apparently holding only Sx units.

There was nothing modest about the outside furnishings, however. Severa largefruit treesgrew insgde an
open-air courtyard surrounded by the apartments. The trees gave Cal the feeling he had been here
before.

Before going in, he called Nikki. It took her amoment to get to where she wasfreeto talk.

He gave her the name and address. “Y ou're sure you don't know him? I'd hate to get sent away for
molesting old uncle Jerry who I've been making secret welfare paymentsto, or something smilar.”

“No. | don't know who heis. What do you mean by ‘ molesting'?’

Cd reflexivey felt once again for the pistol. Still there. He hesitated for amoment before he told her
about it.



“Areyou serious?’ she asked.

“Deadly,” he replied, suddenly wishing he had picked another word. * Just send the policeif | don't come
ajt_”

“Cd, don't you think—oh, I don't know what to say besides be careful.”

“I'mtrying to be. | could have just gone in there without telling anyone.” Cd said good-bye and hung up.
Uncomfortable and uneasy, he found the door with Lopez's name on it and rang the bell.

His heart accelerated as he heard footsteps approach the door.
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Hazard

THE MAN BEHIND the door was smaller than Cal had expected. Jerry Lopez was barely oneand a
half meterstal, with wiry arms, asmall chest, short black hair, and atoothy grin.

“Where have you been?’ Lopez asked, motioning Cal into the gpartment. He didn't seem angry.
“Red busy,” said Cal.
“I'mafraid | don't have time now. I'm expecting someone elsein haf an hour.”

Timefor what, Cal wondered, but said nothing. Until he knew more about the nature of hisrelationship
with Domingo, he didn't care to divulge anything about his recent activities. So far, Lopez could bea
homosexua progtitute, but that didn't fit anything Cal believed about himsdlf. He could be a doctor seeing
patients, except that his gpartment didn't look clinical enough. Maybe he dedlt in drugs. That could be
why he was expecting someone el se.

“| tried to reach you,” Lopez continued.

“I know. | saw your message, but | couldn't do anything about it right then.” Cal didn't tell him the reason
he couldn't.

“Areyou feding okay?’

“Fine. Fine.” Cd must have misinterpreted the message about missing him. So far, dthough he didn't
know what the link between Lopez and himsdlf was, it didn't seem to be ablackmailer-victim
relaionship.

“Maybe we should talk for afew minutes before my next client arrives,” Lopez said. “Y ou look like you
could useit.”

“| probably could.”

L opez began to walk toward a door set in the far wal. He turned when he reached the center of the
room and said, “Areyou coming?’

Cd followed. Lopez's living room looked as green as the courtyard outside. Potted fernswere
everywhere. Ca stepped through the doorway, surprised.


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\Stith-Memory-Blank.htm

Lopez sat behind adesk. In front of it were two massive visitor's chairs. On the wall were severd
certificatesin frames

Cd moved to one of the certificates and struggled momentarily with the calligraphy. He turned abruptly
and said, “Youreacounsdor?’

Lopez said nothing for amoment. More of the whites of his eyes showed. “How much do you
remember?’ he asked at last.

Cd sat in one of the chairs. “Nothing ingde your office.” So dl thismystery existed smply because he
had been seeing acounsdlor.

“Just aminute. | want to reschedule my next visitor.” Lopez pulled out akeyboard and typed afew
characters. “ Okay. Where do you think we should sart?’

Cd gavethe man agreetly abbreviated summary of hislast few days, leaving out everything involving
violence and his suspicions. That madeit easy to skim over. “ So,” he said when he finished. “Why don't
we gtart with you telling me why I've been seeing you. And why I've been paying you anonymoudy.”

Lopez steepled hisfingers. “ For the firgt part, you've been seeing meto try to learn more about how to
handle some emationa problems. Y ou've been unjudtifiably allowing yourself to fed quite guilty about the
death of your daughter. That guilt had been creating pressure on your marriage, and you were afraid of
losing your wife because of it. In addition, you were experiencing strong guilt feglings about your job,
which you wouldn't discussin specifics. That was compounding the problem.”

“That'sal?’ Ca saw the startled expression on Lopez's face and quickly added, “ Sorry. Just atasteless
joke.”

“That'sredly quiteinteresting, Cd. One of the Sde effects of dl you were going through isthat | never
knew you to exhibit the dightest signs of having a sense of humor. Maybe this blanking served asa
catharsis. Y ou might not be as bad off as| thought.”

Cd 4ill didn't volunteer the fact that someone wastrying to kill him. “But | never told you what was
bothering me about work?’

“I got the fedling you had been asked to do something you didn't like to do, that maybe it went against
your fedings of—oh, | don't know—fairness, or justice—I really couldn't tell. | just saw that you were

upset by it.”
“But | wouldn't discussit?’

“Never. | tried. Asfor your paying me anonymoudly, that was another source of discussionsfor us. Y our
sense of pride was alittle overblown. Theideathat you might need persona counseling bothered
you—as though you were ashamed at what you perceived to be amark of persond falure”

“I takeit you don't think so?’

“No two people areidentical. No two people respond exactly the same to external circumstances. We
al have our private fears and unique reactionsto stress. | had hoped with our talks to help you see that
you weren't donein having difficulty coping with pressure. By learning the danger sgns associated with
gress, we can dl get better at dedling with it, by reducing it or avoiding it or living with it.”

“Do you see me as someone who might have gone down to Forget-Me-Now to get away fromit al?’



Lopez scratched an itch on hisnose. “No. | wouldn't have predicted that.”
“Tell me more about what may have been bothering me at work.”

“I'm not sure | know much more. Whatever it was apparently started about four months ago. | didn't
detect any 9gnsof it earlier.”

“Could it have been smply aresult of the guilt about Lynn getting stronger for some reason?’

“Ohno.” Lopez shook hishead emphatically. “1 don't know what caused it, but it was new and not
associated with home. Y ou were quite secretive. We had established what | thought were fairly good
communications until that time, but suddenly you were harder to talk to, flatly refusing to talk about
anything related to work.”

“Did |—" Cd darted, but felt acatch in hisvoice, 0 he cleared his throat. “ Did | seem to be worried
about Nikki dying?’

“No,” said Lopez dowly. “Y ou were worried that she might leave you, but you never sesemed to think
she might die. Why? Are you worried about that now?’

“I'mnot sure.” Ca saw the puzzled expression on Lopez's face and added, “ There's nothing I'm aware of
conscioudy. Asmy memories Sart to return, | seem to be aware of fedings before | remember actua
eventsor people.”

Vincent broke in with the message that Michellewas calling.

“Tell her I'll call back in five or ten minutes unlessit'san emergency,” Cd said. To Lopez hesad, “I
assumethat | never told Nikki about the sessonswith you?’

“Asfar as| know you never told her. It was hard for you to admit something to her that you didn't want
to admit to yoursdlf. That was part of the problem. We were just beginning to talk about
barriers—persond barriers—last time.”

“What do you think the chances are that | might have used the erasure parlor deliberately?’

“Very smdl. Y ou seemed to fed that going into a parlor was some form of suicide. Whatever other
mistakes you might have made from time to time, whatever things you might have doneto try to fix
problemsthat plagued you, | don't see you going in therefredly. You'rewhat | call asurvivor. | think
you've got alot of inner strength—enough that you can eventualy overcome amost any obstacle.”

“Like getting Nikki back?’

Lopez didn't flinch from hisgaze. “Not necessarily obstacles like that. Just the onesthat arein your
power to influence.”

“Meaning | have no influence over her?’

“No. It'sjust that you have no direct power over her. It would al be so smpleif you could just command
her to love you and stay with you.”

Cal thought for amoment. “Did | ever mention specific names of people a work who might have been
involved in something that made mefed uncomfortable?”’

“Sorry.”



Cal decided he wouldn't learn any more, so he paid Lopez the usud fee, not anonymously, thanked him,
and left.

The courtyard lacked adequate privacy, so he waited until heleft the building and then called Michdle.
“What'sup?’ he asked.

“Domingo.” Michellelooked worried. “The police say they found a cache of wegpons and drugs, after a
second search of his gpartment.”

“They what?

“That'swhat it says here. The report saysthey compared building plans againgt what they saw in his
gpartment, and redlized that his closet was smdler than it was originally. The closet floor was about a
meter square, but the plans said two square meters. Behind afakewall, they found all the equipment.”

Ca stood for amoment, visudizing the sizes she had mentioned and the closet he had seen. “ Something's
wrong here” he said dowly. “Whenl wasin his gpartment, the closet wasfull-sze.”

“But that would mean the police had to have known this before you were there. Or—"

“Or they'relying,” finished Cd. “OrI'mlying.”

“I wasn't going to list that possibility,” she said. “Y ou're going to have to put somefaithin me.”
“Sorry. But why would the police hold the information or lie about it?’

“To flush out people who knew him? His accomplices?’

“I'm baffled. Earlier | had mysdlf dmost talked into believing that Domingo and | had been acting as
police spies. Now | don't know what to think.”

“Police spies? Spying on whom? And why?”’
“My very questions. | don't know.”
“Wdll, what next?’ she asked.

Cal explained about learning he had been lied to at the erasure parlor. “So | think it's worth another vigt.
Maybe after that, | can spring Edmund's name on afew people and see what reactions| get.”

Michelle hung up amoment later. Cal was getting close to the tubeway station, so he sat on abench and
called Nikki.

“You're okay?’ she asked.
“No damage. Lopez ismy anayst. I've been seeing him to work out afew problems.”
“Youwere seeing an anayst?’

“Nikki, don't give me ahard time about it. It doesn't indicate | was going crazy or anything. It just means
| thought maybe it would help me. Help us”

“I didn't intend to criticize. | wasjust surprised. Y ou've had thisauraof invincibility. Y ou're dways so
sdf-sufficient, so independent.”



“Maybe it was hard for meto tell you I needed you.”

Nikki'sface looked out a him from the screen for along moment. “ Cal, I—" she began. “Cdl, I've got to
go. Therésanother call comingin.”

“Right. I'll talk to you later.” Cal fought to keep hisvoice cdm. He wondered what she had been going to
say, wishing desperately she had been going to soften, to tell him that maybe she needed him.

After ashort journey Ca waswithin sight of the erasure parlor. He called Michelle and let her know he
was about to goin.

He hestated before the door, determining what approach he would use, and then entered.

The front office was vacant. Cal took aquick look around, trying to remember the proprietor's name.
Paulo Frdl, that wasit.

Cal could have pushed the service button on the desk, but he wanted to see Fral's reactions when he
had no advance notice of hisvisitor. He opened the door in the back of the shop.

“I'm with acustomer right now,” called aman in awhitelab coat. “I'll be out injust aminute.” The man
was not Paulo Frall.

Ca sgnded acknowledgment and went back into the waiting room. He had abrochure in his hand and
was examining it when the door opened and the man he had seen amoment ago entered.

The man was younger than Frall by quite abit. He was perhapsin his mid-twenties.

“Wadll, ar,” hesaid. “I should be able to start on you within ahaf hour. Well clean away the last year,
and it won't hurt abit.”

“That'snot why I'm here,” Ca said. “I've aready been through it.”

“Oh,” the man sad, frowning dightly and readjusting. “Whatcan | do for you then? Was everything
satifactory?’

“No. But that's not your fault.” Ca gave him the benefit of the doubt. 1 wanted to talk to the fellow who
was here before. Paulo Fral. Doeshework adifferent shift?’

“I'mafraid you just missed him.”
“I could try back later.”

“No. Sorry,” said the man. “What | mean isyou just missed him before he went on vacation. He's been
thinking about it for awhile now, and this morning he decided held been postponing it long enough.”

“How about if you give me his home address?’

“It wouldn't do you much good. He's gone to Lunafor hisholidays. He won't be at home. But helll be
back in a couple of weeks.”

“A couple of weeks?’ Cd redlized too late that he sounded shocked. “I mean, are you sure helll be gone
that long?’

“That'swhat his plans are. Of course, he has atendency to change his plans abruptly. | could have him
cal you when he gets back.”



“No. That won't be necessary. But, while I'm here, could | see your records for four nightsago?1'd like
to seeif anyone| know wasin that night.”

The man wasreluctant at firgt, but Ca smiled broadly and offered asubstantia bribe, whereupon the man
acquiesced.

In amoment, Cal redlized why the attendant was so willing to take the bribe. The record told him amost
nothing. He had been the only “ patient” between 21:00 and 11:00 the next morning. The transaction
seemed just like the ones neer it.

“Sorry | couldn't help you,” the attendant said.

“Maybe you can. Would you mind doing one thing for me?1'd like to—to make sure Paulo isthe same
person | think heis. I'd redly appreciateit if you would cal him and ask him something about the shop. It
doesn't matter what. Y ou could tell him you misplaced something.”

The man ressted until Cal smiled again and said he would pay even morefor the favor.

Standing out of the range of the desk camera, but where he could see the received image, Ca watched
the attendant make the call.

It took Fral along timeto answer. Cal supposed the cal had to be rdayed through comm links not
normally required for communicationsloca to Daeddus. When he did answer, it was obviousthat he
wasn't on the colony. He wasin a passenger seat aboard aship.

“Yes, Anville What isit?’

The attendant asked him a brief question, and Frall gave him the answer before hanging up. Frall had
seemed annoyed at the call.

“Will that doit?’ the man asked.

“It surewill. It'sthe same man.” Ca paid him. “ Oh, onelast question. Isyour equipment portable? |
mean, could you take it out of hereto treat someone?’

“1 suppose s0,” the man said. “ It would be a bother, but it could be done.”

Cal thanked him and left. “Vincent?' he said, once he was out on the street. “1 want to see you blow up
one or two of theframeswith Fral in them. The upper right section.”

“Coming up.”

Cd examined theimage carefully. Findly he said, “I don't see any trace of image imperfections. What
about you?’

“Nope. Picture perfect.”

“So it appears Frdl is not the one who gave my picture to Edmund. But why would he haveleft just this
morning? If hewas afraid of me coming back, why not earlier?’

“AsK your doctor.”
“| asked you. If you're as smart as you act sometimes, you should know everything.”

“Bovine excrement.”



“Vincent, I'm shocked. How about if you call Michelle?’
She answered and asked, “What happened?’

“I'm back out with my memories till intact, such asthey are. The guy | saw herethe day | woke upison
hisway to Lunafor avacation.”

“What miserableluck.”

“I wonder if luck isany part of it. For al | know, someoneisfollowing me, or one of the peoplel've
talked to has seen someone el se afterward.”

“Y ou told me earlier you were going back to Forget-Me-Now. Are you saying—"

“No. I'm not. | don't believe you told anyone. It must Ssmply be a coincidence that he left today. | don't
like coincidences, but they do happen oncein awhile.”

“What next then?’

“It'll probably be too late to do anything about it, but would you check on Paulo Fral? Maybe hehasa
crimind record.”

“Qre”

Cd caught himsdlf examining Michdl€simage on Vincent's screen. There were no image imperfections,
but she was using her desk computer rather than her wristcomp, so that told him nothing. Heforced his
attention back to the conversation. He didn't believe she could be responsible, but it was hard to shut off
the suspiciousthoughts.

“Y ou've got another message coming in,” said Vincent.
Ca said good-bye to Michelle and answered the other call.

To hissurprise the caller was Pastor Welden from the Presodist church. She had let down her gray hair
and looked more casud than during the service.

“Yes” sad Cd, puzzled.

“I'll try not to take up too much of your time, Mr. Donley,” she said. “Y ou came to one of our services
yesterday. | thought perhaps | could answer some of your questions about the church, to encourage you
tovigtusagan.”

“Thanks, but | came out of curiogity more than anything else. | think you'd be wasting your time on me.”
Cal didn't say that, more to the point, she'd be wastinghistime.

“My timeisnever wasted,” she said. “1 may just not redlize immediately to what purposeit isbeing put.”
“Wadll, | do have one question.”
“And that is?’

“Isthetde of Sodom and Gomorrah particularly central to your church? | mean, do you devote five
Sundays ayear to sermons about that story, or give it any other specid attention?’

“No, | wouldn't say so. Easter and Christmas are the two biggest church holidays. Almost al the other



aress of study are treated only occasionadlly, with no specid attention. Why do you ask?’

“Just runaway curiosity. I've heard that story mentioned severa times recently, and | wondered if it was
especidly sgnificant to the church.”

“There are people who fed that God destroyed the Earth because the peopl e there had done so much
damage to the planet.”

“Doyou?’ Cal asked.

“Certainly not. Weteach of aloving and understanding God, not avengeful and angry one. The old
testament is ill quoted, but most of usdon't takeit literaly.”

“What kind of people do bdlieve theorieslike that?’

Pastor Welden hesitated for thefirgt time. “I'm not actudly sure,” she said dowly. “Our church doesn't
officidly promote that belief. Y ou might have better luck finding peoplein other churches.”

“But surely some of your members must think that too.”
“Perhaps, but I wouldn't know who.”

The woman wasn't an accomplished liar. Ca was sure from the flicker of her eyesthat she did know a
few names. Y et he dtill had the impression she was telling the truth about everything else. He believed her
when she said the Presodists as awhole didn't hold that among their beliefs.

“Thanksfor cdling, Pastor,” Cd said. “I may get back to church.”

Before she hung up, Ca saw alook in her eye that must have meant something like “ Once a heathen,
awaysaheathen,” but she quite politely thanked him for histime and asked him to call her if he had any
more questions.

Cd had anideafor another call. After having Vincent verify that Russ Tolbor was not at his apartment,
he said, “ Get him on the phone, will you?’

“Okay,” said Vincent. “But haven't you got anything better to do than St around al day phoning people?’
“Jusgt do it, you little anthropomorphidite.” Cal grinned down at Vincent's screen.

“Such language,” Vincent said, but when he finished speaking, Russ came up on the screen. “Yes, Cd.
What can | do for you?’

“I was wondering if you might havetimeto tak for alittle while sometime before you leave.” Cd wanted
to get the man'sreactionsto afew questions without having to deal with asmall screen.

“I might be ableto, but it's getting very hectic around here, with dl the last-minute preparations. We
could dwaystak more leisurely after theVittoria leaves. The communications equipment works quite
well, thanksto you.”

“Okay. I'll dothat.” Cd'sirritation grew. “Oh. | ran into someone who knows you. Fargo Edmund.”

“Edmund? Sorry, the name doesn't seem familiar. Where did he say | knew him from?’ Tolbor'sface and
voice showed no indications of nervousness.

“That'sfunny. He said he went to the same church.”



“I goto abig church. | redly can't place the name. Wasit important?’
“No. I'll talk to you later.”

“Okay, Vincent,” Cal said after Tolbor had hung up. “Let's see some blowups of Tolbor's picture.” The
man had been using hiswristcomp.

“Nothing | can see” said Vincent, displaying the upper right portion of the video received moments
ealier.

“Me neither. Damn. He could be the wrong person. It could be aconspiracy with him being only one of
the members. Or it could be someone dse entirely. Leroy Krantz. Tom Horvath. Maybe Paulo Frall.
Maybe, maybe, maybe.” Maybe even someone closer, he thought, but he couldn't accept theidea

Cal got up from the bench. It would do him no good just to Sit there. As he began walking he redlized
how hungry hewas. It was mid-afternoon, and he hadn't stopped for amed. By the time he approached
the tubeway, he knew what he would do.

The news station was on the way to where he wanted to go next. A few minutes later he knocked on
Michdll€s office door.

“Want to buy me asteak in your lunchroom?’ he asked when she answered his knock.

“How about asandwich?’

“Terific”

“How about if we eat back here, though?’ she asked. “I've got something you might want to hear.”
They got their food, Micheletaking only acontainer of orange juice, and returned to her office.
“Tolbor got back to hisofficealittlewhile ago,” shesad. “I takeit you caled him recently?’

Cal nodded.

“You may not likethis, but hereitis.” Michelle touched a switch, and anew collection of random
environmental noisesjoined the onesin her office.

Then Tolbor's voice sounded. “1 know. He's done afinejob. | wish he could be part of the team on
Vittoria . We could use people with hisdrive and taents. But I'm alittle worried about him.”

The other voice, male, sounded as though it came from the communications consolein Tolbor's office
rather than from insde the room. There weren't any of the soft random sounds associated with the
second person. “What makes you say that?’ he asked.

“He caled mealittle while ago. Said he wanted to talk but was real vague. Not like Ca. Then he
mentioned some friend of his'd never heard of and seemed not to want to let the topic go.”

“Maybetheresjust alot on hismind.”

“Maybe,” Tolbor said. “Or maybe all the pressure's getting to him finally. 1t can happen to the best of
lﬁ"

From there the conversation turned toward fina preparations for the journey. Michelle switched it off.



Cd sat slent for amoment, looking at her. Her eyeswere dightly puffy, asthough she was not deeping
much better than Cal. “So,” hesaid at last. “Am | cracking under pressure?’

“Don't beslly. I'm not trying to back out or anything stupid like that. I'm just wondering if we might have
the wrong man.”

Cal took a deep breath. He was absolutely certain he was not going crazy. But it would have hurt for
Micheleto back out. “1've been wondering that myself. | guess I've been hanging on to him because he
seemed tofit dl the congraints. If it's not him, then we're that much farther away from the real answer.”

“Maybe Paulo Fral?’

“Maybe. But | don't get that feeling about him. Oh, I'm sure he lied to me, and probably gave methe
treatment himself, but | don't see him asan indigator. Just an assistant.”

“But you don't have anything to back that up?’
“No.”

“I think we'd better concentrate on anyone else you can think of besides Tolbor. Everyone on the
Evangeline will be resurrected beforehe does something illegd.”

“TheEvangeline ? That name sounds vagudy familiar.”

“Oh, that'sright. It wasthe last ship to leave Earth. It'sin Earth orbit—'Earth obit’ asthe jokers say. It
would have been destroyed, but the biologists still plan to seeif they can develop some means of
protection againgt the bacteria, without having to go back down to Earth.”

Ca consdered the information for amoment and then let it drop. “ Okay. I've got to agree with you
about Tolbor. But let's keep monitoring him, just in case. Thanks for not losing faith.”

“Would you stop that?” said Michelle, smiling to let him know she wasn't angry. “What next, then?1 can
gart adatabase inquiry into relationships that include Domingo, the Presodist church, and drugs.”

“That sounds good. Listening to Tolbor makes me think my next attemptsto try Edmund's name on
people, or check on image peculiarities, better be dightly more subtle. If | do talk to whoever's
responsible, | need to be lesstransparent. I'll start with Leroy Krantz. He has an office near mine. | don't
have any good reason to check up on him, but | don't have any better reason for anyone else.”

“So you're going back over toVittoria ?’
“Right. I'll keep you posted.”

“You dothat,” Michelle said. She smiled a him as heleft, but he could tell she was asworried as he was.
By now they should have foundsome indications of who was responsible. Departure timewas al too
close

It seemed like each trip toVittoria took longer than thelast. Finaly Cal waswaking down the hal in his
officebuilding.

Leroy wasin hisoffice, and alone, so Ca stopped in.
“Y ou gtill want to go for that drink, Leroy?’ he asked.

Leroy was obvioudy not terribly interested. He hesitated for just amoment before apparently deciding he



should go, since he had suggested it. “Well, okay,” he said. “But let's hurry alittle. I've got alot to do
I’He_”

“Fine. Let'sjust not hurry as much as Fargo Edmund.”
Just asLeroy'sgaze met Cd's, Vincent interrupted. “ Y ou've got acal coming in.”

Damn. Leroy's eyes had focused on Vincent, and Ca had |ost the opportunity of seeing his expression
unatered by any externad events. “I'll answer it injust aminute,” Ca said.

“Who's Fargo Edmund?’ Leroy asked camly.
“A jogger who died thismorning. He was evidently in abig hurry and fell off atier in Machu Picchu.”
“I hadn't heard the newstoday. | didn't realize jogging was so dangerous.”

“Neither did I. Can you wait just aminute while | answer thiscal?’ Cal retreated to his office, annoyed
a having lost the opportunity.

It was Michelle. Shelooked disturbed, her lips pressed tightly together. “ Areyou sitting down?’ she
asked.

“Damn it, | hateit when people start out conversationslike that,” Ca said, feding suddenly week. “Give
me the bad news.”

She swadlowed hard. “ A bomb just destroyed your office on Daedalus. And it killed someone.”
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14
Headway

CAL SLUMPED IN hisdesk chair shakily. “Who did the bomb kill?" he asked, his voice suddenly
hoarse.

“I don't know,” said Michdlle. Even on Vincent'ssmall screen, her agitation was obvious.

“Let me put you on hold for just aminute. I've got to seeif Nikki'sdl right.” To Vincent, Cd said, “Call
her. Right away.”

“Therésno answer,” Vincent said severa seconds later. “1 don't know if she'sjust not answering or
what.”

“Keeptrying, damnit.”
“Will do.”

Cal'sfist clenched tightly as he wondered who had been killed in his office. Please don't let it be Nikki.
Anyone but her.

The office was uncomfortably hot. The sweat beaded on Cal's forehead.
“I'm going over there,” he said suddenly, rising.

“Wat aminute,” said Vincent. “ Shejust answered.”
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“Thank God you'redl right,” Ca said explosvely when he saw Nikki'simage.
“What do you mean?’ she asked. “What's happened?’

“I don't know who it was yet, but someone was just killed by abomb going off in my officeon
Daeddus”

“Oh, God.”

“Nikki, theré'snothing | can do here. I'm going over there.Please be careful, whatever you do. I'll let you
know as soon as | know anything more.”

“Youresureit'ssafeto go?’

“It seemslikeright after an accident isthe best time to do anything. Why am | saying accident? Just be
careful, okay?’

“Okay.”

Michelle was listening to an earphone when she came back on the screen. She waited amoment longer
before she said, “ Someone in the hall thought he saw aman enter your officejust before it blew. That'sdl
they know so far. They haven't been able to get to the body yet.”

“I've got to go over there.”
She nodded and said, “I'll meet you there.”

Ca had forgotten about Leroy. As he passed the man's office, he remembered. “How about some other
time?’ he asked curtly.

“Fine” said Leroy, asurprised expression on hisface.

Cd hurried down the hall, worried, wondering who might have been killed in his office. And why. Maybe
it was someone trying to place an explosivein the office. A fatering hand, awire touching something it
shouldnt.

When he arrived, the areaaround the building was cordoned off. An acrid smdll hung intheair. The
bomb had somehow triggered asmall fire. He was alowed into the lobby, but not into the office hallway.
Michelle was there, with more reporters and afew people who seemed to be occupants of other offices
inthebuilding.

“What the hdll'sgoing on?’ asked atall, nervous man Cal didn't remember. He gripped Cad'sarm.
“I don't know. I'm as puzzled asyou are.” Cal freed himsdlf and joined Michelle.

“No moreinformation yet, obvioudy,” she said. She seemed nervoustoo. “A couple of peoplein nearby
offices were treated for minor injuries, but no one was serioudy hurt except the man they think wasin
your office”

Cal looked down the hall. A couple of paramedics stood near the edge of the activity. Severa people
with bulky white suits struggled with sections of the celling that had collapsed in spots. Apparently they
weretrying to reach his office through one of itswalls, rather than through the pile of rubble near the
door.

Cd fdt abitter taste in his mouth. He shook himself. It could so easily have been him asthe focal point of



the cleanup crew.

He and Michelle waited for another twenty minutes before the crew was able to clear enough rubble so
they could reach the office. Shortly thereafter two paramedics went in and then came back out with a
body on a stretcher.

Ca stopped them on the way out. “ Thiswas my office. I've got to know who was killed.”

One of the two glanced at the other and received anod. They put the body down. Cal pulled down the
sheet, uncovering the bloody head of thevictim.

“Oh, God,” Cd said quietly. His stomach twisted. “It'smy boss. Tom Horvath.”

As Ca looked at the dead man whose only sin wasto be in the wrong place a the wrong time, another
mass of memories stirred in the depths, rising on anew current to tell Cd, too late, the dead man had
been afriend. Not just agood friend, but adeep, firm friend. Cal wished the memories hadn't returned,
and that Tom were dtill alive. It wastoo high apriceto pay.

Even after they covered Horvath's bloody face, Cal could still see him. And he saw something more. He
saw Tom staying up dl night with Cal and Nikki, talking with them, consoling them, trying sometimes
unsuccessfully to contain hisown grief. Tom had dmost seen Lynn as his own daughter.

A hand on Cd's shoulder brought him back out of it, and he realized that he was crying, shaking
uncontrollably.

“Areyou dl right?” Michedle asked.

“I'll be okay, | guess,” Ca said amoment later. “I just didn't redlize how good afriend | had here, and
now he's gone, because of me.”

“What do you mean, ‘ because of me?’ asked amale voice from behind Cdl.

Cal turned to face Lt. Dobson, the policeman who had questioned him the morning before. “I mean it
wasmy office,” he said, trying to regain his composure. “Tom's dead because someone was angry
enough with meto put abomb in my office.”

“How about if we step into one of these other offices and talk for afew minutes?’ asked the policeman.
“Whatever you want,” Ca said resignedly. “I'll see you soon, Michelle”

The nearest office was unoccupied, so they went in, and Dobson shut the door. “Well, now,” he said,
getting settled. “What have you done to get someone this angry with you?’

“I honestly don't know,” said Cal, looking at hishandsin hislap.
“Do you think Horvath himsdlf was the intended victim?”
“Inmy office? It doesn't ssem likdly.”

“People can be killed anywhere. No one needsto fed guilty just because the victim happened to be near
them or on their property.”

“I hear what you're saying,” Ca said, looking back up at the policeman and feding that the man's eyes
were softer now than they had been yesterday. “But | can't imagine anyone wanting to hurt Tom Horvath.
Y ou couldn't find amore thoughtful or gentle man.”



“So you were good friends?’
“The best. I've got to talk to hiswife Dorothy, to tell her what's happened.”

Lt. Dobson looked into Cdl's eyesfor along moment, perhaps seeing the pain Cal felt. “Who do you
think might have done this?’

Cd could have told him Fargo Edmund did, but Edmund was dead, and that would require Cd to tell the
rest of the story, and that led to much longer sessionswith lots of more painful questions, so he smply
sad, “I don't know. | don't know anyone angry enough with me to do something likethis. | don't even
know anyoneirritated enough to track dirt into my office.”

“Obvioudy someoneisalittle more upset than that. Assuming thiswas deliberate. And | can'timagine
thiswas an accident. Explosives arejust about at the top of thelist of itemsyou don't want to be found

guilty of possessng.”

Cd hadn't redlly thought about it before, but he redlized now that explosives on Daeda us would cause
much more interest than on Earth. On Earth your neighbor could destroy his entire house and property
and maybe not cause any permanent damage to you. With possession of explosives, Edmund had taken
an even bigger risk than Ca had redlized.

Dobson continued questioning Cal for severa minutes before concluding with arequest. “1f you learn
anything that explains why someone might have donethis, | want you to cal me.” Herose, and looked
seadily at Cd to give emphasisto hiswords. “It doesn't matter what timeit is. Cal me.”

Cd agreed. They left the office and went back to the lobby. A cleanup crew was busy stripping
blackened wal sections off their mountings.

“Let'sget out of here,” Cd saidto Michdle. “Thisair isgiving me aheadache.”

Outside, it was amost as though nothing had happened. The damages were invisble, the sun shone
brightly, and the air was fresh.

“I'm sorry about your friend,” Michele said. *Y ou didn't remember anything about him until just now?’

“No. | saw him on the phone eaxrlier, but it wasn't until | saw him dead that something clicked ingde.
Maybe pathways that link emotiona responsesin my brain are somehow in better shape than traight
chronological or associationd links”

“Do you remember anything that might help usfigure out who's responsibl€?”

“I don't think so. | remember Nikki better now, and Lynn, and obvioudy Tom. But | don't see anything
more.”

“I learned some more today, if you want to hear it.”
“Go ahead,” Cdl sad.

“I had turned in an information search on travel authorizations. The report came back just alittlewhile
ago. Tolbor hasn't been on Earth in ten years. The closest he's been was an orbital inspectionafter the
disaster. So he couldn't have been there prior to the disaster.”

“So. That's just one more piece of confirmation. | hope | haven't wasted too much time on him while the
red crimina isloose. What does dl this do to your motivation? | had the fedling that you lost someone



specia down there, and that was part of the reason you agreed to help.”

“I'm gtill helping. Maybe you were wrong about the disaster. But someoneis definitely up to something.
Y ou need help, and | likeyou.”

“Thanks, Michelle. | guess|'ve said that alot lately. So | lose one good friend and gain another.”
“I wish | could bring Tom back.”

Ca reached over to squeeze her arm. “1've got to tell Nikki about Tom. And warn her to be even more
careful. I'll talk to you as soon asI've got any moreidess.”

1] Ri gl,]t-”

Cd went to the clinic. He couldn't give Nikki newslike that any other way. She came out shortly after an
associate took in anote. They went into an empty waiting room.

“What'swrong?’ she asked, obvioudy reading Ca's expression.

Cal told her straight out, knowing that delaying the newswould just makeit worse. “It's Tom Horvath.
He's dead.”

Nikki beganto cry. Cd pulled her to him and stroked the hair at the back of her neck, letting her cry.
Findly she asked, “What happened?’

“The explosion in my office. HEd said something on the phone about bringing me aplant.”

Nikki stiffened and pushed herself back so she could see Cd's eyes. He was positive her ook was
accusng.

“Damnitdl,” hesaid. “I'm sorry. Don't you think it hurts me too? But what could | have done? Warn
anyone who might comein contact with meto Stay at least ahundred meters away from me, or my
property, or anywhere | might go?’

“I didn't say that. I'm worried about you.”

Cd gtood slent, looking into her eyes. “ God, I'm good with guilt,” he said finaly. “It'samazing | don't fed
personally responsible for the human condition. I'm sorry, Nikki.”

“Itsdl right,” shesaid quietly. “1 haven't made it much easier.”
“| don't blame you for not trusting me, for thinking | might be seeing another woman.”
Nikki looked at him quizzicaly.

“Seeing Tom lying there dead was ajolt in more ways than one. It dso jarred some more of my
memoriesloose. Before | saw him, | didn't remember the time the four of uswent to Luna. Or alot of
other things. I'm gill not in aposition to tell you for sure what happened, but | know | wasn't having an
affair. | think maybe | was acting as aspy for the police. On who, or why, | don't know.”

Nikki looked at him without spesking.
“Well,” he said. “Wheat do you think about al of this?’

“I'm beginning to think the man | married is till buried deep in you.”



“Goon.” Ca smiled, finding uncomfortably that he could fed something good despite Tom's desth.
“Just don't presstoo hard right now. Okay?’

“Okay.”

“| hateto break thingsup,” said Vincent. “But you've got acal coming in.”

“Doesthat thing get jealous?’ asked Nikki. “Or am | paranoid, too?’

“Nobody saysthanks anymore,” said Vincent.

Cal gave Nikki an amused glance, released her, and said, “Let's haveit, Vincent.”

“Mr. Donley?’ said aman who looked familiar but still didn't register.

“Go ahead.”

“I've got the information you requested the day before yesterday. The payments from your account went
toaMr. Jarry Lopez. Do you want the address?’

“No, thanks.” Cd dtifled awry grin. “The nameisenough.”
The clerk hung up, and Cal explained to Nikki that Lopez was the analyst. Nikki grinned.

Cd began to fed guilty that he felt good about making progresswith Nikki while Tom lay dead, and he
caught himsdf.

He was about to speak, but Vincent said, “ Another message camein. It'stext, and you might want to be
aonewhenyou read it.”

“I don't have secrets from Nikki—any longer. Read it.”
“It says, ‘Horvath died instead of you. Stay home or someone else might die, too. Like your wife.”

Cal couldn't say anything for amoment. He took several deep breaths. His eyes probably reflected the
shock he saw in Nikki's. He sat down and motioned for Nikki to do the same.

“I'd like you to do something for me,” Ca said dowly. “I think you'd be alot safer if you—"

“Don't evenstart to say anything likethat,” Nikki brokein. “1'm not running out to leave you by yoursdlf
to handlethis”

“Ian't there someplace you could go, for just afew days—"
“You'renot ligening.”

Cal saw the determination in her eyes, knowing she could be just as stubborn as he could. He wondered
flestingly if his attraction to Michelle was based on her similarity to Nikki. He began to say something
more and just stopped.

“Yes, I'll becareful,” Nikki said, responding to the unspoken request. “And I'll expect you to be, too.”

Cal quietly accepted the inevitable. “One of us should talk to Dorothy before she hears about Tom from
the police”



“I'll doiit,” shesaid. *'Y ou've gone through enough aready.”
“Thanks”

“What are you going to do now?’

“I guess!'ll give someone acal about going out for adrink.”
“Not Michdle?”

“No.” Cd explained about Leroy Krantz and wanting to know if hiswristcomp showed any image
defects.

“Why don't you cal him before you leave?’ Nikki asked. “That way I'll know your plan.”

Cal did so. Unfortunately, Leroy was till at his desk, so Cal learned nothing except that Leroy looked
shocked when he told him Tom Horvath was dead, and he agreed that adrink together to lament Cd's
bosswould be okay. They settled on arestaurant on Daedausin an hour. Cal hung up.

“So,” said Nikki. “That gives you aguaranteed opportunity to catch him while hesgot only his
wristcomp to communicate with?’

“Exactly.” Cd was till getting used to her perceptiveness and speed. “1 passed by that place today. It's
being redecorated. So | can call him to change locations.”

“If you're not apy, maybe you ought to be,” Nikki said, and grinned.

“Asamatter of fact, that's fill the only explanation | can see for some of the things I've found out. If it
wasfor thepolice, | can't say who | was spyingon , or why they haven't contacted me, but it seems most
likely that's what | was doing with some of my off hours.”

“You're serious, aren't you?’
“Yes. | just wish there was some way to delay theVittoria .”
“Whichimpliesthereisnt.”

“No,” Cd sad. “Thetimewindow they plan to useis pretty narrow. They want just the right trgjectory
whilethey're ill in the solar system. Besides, who would listen to me? | don't reallyknow anything.”

Nikki began to pace. “Weve got to dosomething .”
“Wewill. Why don't you go see Dorothy?’
“Whileyou—"

“Whilel try to figure out what to do next.”

Nikki nodded and started for the door. Halfway there she halted and turned. A few quick steps brought
her back facing Cal, and she leaned down to give him abrief kiss on the cheek.

Cd didn't know what to say. Fortunately, she didn't seem to expect anything. Nikki drew back, winked
a him, and | eft.

Cd was dtill gtting there severd minutes|ater when he remembered his surroundings. “Vincent,” he said.
“I don't supposeyou've ever been able to figure women out.”



“I'm probably not far behind you.”
“You'resaying I'mdow?’ Cd asked, rising.

“I mean | don't see much difference between men and women. It seemsto methat it'syou who want to
assign differences.”

“Y ou think you're any closer to the truth than the computer that decided ashtrays caused cancer?’
“No matter. Y ou pay me to do the books and make telephone calls. Those | can understand.”
“Okay. Let'stalk to Michelle”

“Isthat theroya ‘we, the editorid ‘we, or thelitera ‘we?’

“lwant to talk to her.”

A moment later Michell€sfacefilled the screen.

“Anything new?’ Ca asked.

“Nothing worth calling about yet. The building records show amaintenance call to your office yesterday .
It could well have been Edmund, but theré'sno way to tell.”

“That wasfast.” Cd thanked her for the information and hung up.

Cal left the clinic. He had dready decided on Gaentineg's as the place to meet, but he soon redlized that
he had more than enough time to get there, so he detoured by his office.

The cleanup crew was still a work removing debris. The three interior walls had been cleared away,
leaving alarge pile of rubble where his office had been and two smaller concentrations in the neighboring
offices. Ca assumed that by now the forensic experts would have come and gone.

He must have been right, for no one challenged him as he approached the office. Hewrinkled hisnose at
the odor of melted plastic. The amost overwhelming feding of sadness returned as he saw dark stainson
thefloor. He was aware, too, of the anger that had been building.

Asfar as he knew, he had never been oneto settleissues physicaly, but, right at that moment, he
strongly wished he had the person responsible right there in what was | eft of the office, waking on Tom's
blood. Maybe damming him into one of the remaining wallsto get his attention would be agood dart.

Cal forced away the thoughts, trying to ook at the area objectively. It was astruggle.

Near aheap of melted plastic in the corner, he found asmal green pulp that was barely recognizable as
part of aplant.

The desk wasn't in the room. Or, more precisely, the desk as awhole object wasn't. The explosive must
have beeningdeit. Twisted meta piecesin the pile must have come from the desk.

In the corner lay the remains of Cd's swive chair. Maybeitsrollers had dlowed it to move with thetide
of violently expanding gas and meta fragments until it collided with thewall.

Ca moved to examine the chair. After amoment he found attached to one of the legs a short segment of
wire. That would have been the trigger.



Anger flared within him again as he thought back to thewirein hisVittoria office. So Edmund, or
whoever had done this, hadn't set up anything so sophisticated that it was guaranteed to blow only when
Cd himsdf wasthere. Anyone at dl could have set it off. Except that Tom was not just anyone.

Cd fdt 9ck to hisstomach.
The cleanup crew came back for another load, so he moved out of their way momentarily.

Oncethey were on their way again, he poked through the remaining pile, but had found nothing by the
time Vincent told him hehad acal.

“Just aminute,” said Ca. Hefound anearby empty office and closed the door. He avoided the chair.
It was Michdlle. “Y ou wereright,” shesaid.

“Right about what? 1've been wrong so many times|ately, that should narrow down the possibilities, but |
can't guess which one you're talking about.”

“I'm talking about Domingo. Another database search | requested turned up something. Fourteen years
ago the name Angelo Gabriel Domingo was on alist of rookies. Police rookies.”

“You're saying that siwapping hisfirst and middie namewasal it took to obscure the record?’

“I don't know if that's al he did. But you've got to remember that fourteen years ago there were alot
more Domingos and Smiths. He's the same man. Therewas aclass picturein thefiles”

“Anditshim?’

“Right. So the odds that hewas till in the police, but undercover, have to be enormous.”
“Thanks, Michdle. Y ou—"

“Another cal,” said Vincent.

“Anything sg, Michelle?’

She said no, so Cal thanked her and answered the other call. It was Nikki.

“I'mwith Dorothy. She'staken asedative, so | can talk for afew minutes. | didn't intend to ask her
anything about you, but | did anyway.”

“Am?,

“And there wasn't much. But she did say that Tom was worried about you. It ssemsyou had atak with
him, saying you might need to be out of your office occasondly. He was naturdly curious, but you
wouldn't tel himwhy. Y ou just asked for him not to tell anyonedse”

“But Dorothy didn't know any more than that?’

“No. Tomtold her hetried to find out more and couldn't. In the end he decided the only thing he could
do wasjust trust that you knew what you were doing, and you'd explain it to him eventualy.”

“I hope | don't die without knowing, too.”
“What?’ Nikki asked sharply.



“I said | hopel find out soon.”

Nikki hesitated before she said, “1 thought you were striving for more honesty lately.”
“I'msorry. I'm just worried about dl of this. Do you think Dorothy will be okay?’

“I think so. I'll ask someone from the clinic to check in with her frequently.”
“Thanksfor breaking the newsto her. I'm sure it wasn't easy.”

“I wasjust lucky she hadn't had the news on and heard about it before | got here. And that | made it
ahead of the palice”

Ca sad good-bye. The crew was dtill a work in the halway as he left the building. He had planned on
going directly to Galentine's, but decided to be cautious and go instead to the place he had mentioned to
Leroy. Fortunately, they were close to each other.

A few minutes later he stood in front of Angi€'s, the bar he had named. Y ou're till recording video,
right, Vincent?’ he asked.

“Ontarget.”
“Thenput acdl into Leroy Krantz.”

Ca wasin luck. Judging by the background view, Leroy wasin the shuttle on the way over. The view
appeared to be from lower than his head, off to one side. He had to be using his wristcomp.

“How about if we make it another place?’ Cd asked. “Angie'sisclosed.”
“Okay. Where?’

“Gaentingsiscloseto here. Y ou know it?’

“Sure. I'll seeyou there”

Cal hung up. He hadn't been able to tell if the video defect he sought was present or not during the call.
“Did you see anything?’ he asked Vincent.

“Y ou mean image defects?’
1] Ya”
“Yes, but they're not in the same place.”

Cal didn't know whether to be relieved or disgppointed. He hurried to Gaentine's and found an empty
booth. “Okay. Show me one of the frames.”

Obediently Vincent brought up a picture of Leroy. His nose looked more hawklike from thisangle. “I'm
coloring the defective section red and enlarging it.”

Cd saw thered in the bottom haf of theimage. The dotsin the picture of himself that he had found had
been at the top. The bad section continued to grow until Ca could see that there were three significant
dropouts in the picture. Three black dots.

“They look alot like the onesin the other picture except for location,” Ca said. And then he knew the
answer. “ltwas Leroy. If hed had hisarm down at his side when he took the picture of me, the bad



section of image would have been swapped top for bottom. Retrieve thefirst picture, turnit upside
down, and do acomparison.” Ca held his breath.

Aningant later Vincent sad, “ Perfect match.”

[Back to Table of Contents]

15
Havoc

“SO LEROY HASbeen behind it dl,” Cd said, till surprised at actualy finding the wristcomp that had
taken the picture of him.

“Hé'sat least guilty of taking your picture,” said Vincent. “ Get therope.”

Ca sgnded for adrink. “That doesn't sound like alot, but that was the picture | found at Edmund's
place. Y ou can't have forgotten Edmund, our friendly eectrician.”

“I haven't forgotten him. I'm just reviewing the law. Y ou have no proof that, because Edmund had a
picture of you taken by Leroy, Leroy must therefore be guilty and convictable.”

“Y ou're probably more accurate than your ashtray cousin. And even if he were convictable, it still doesn't
explanwhy hedid it. In thethrillersthe guilty party dways explainswhy he committed his crimes, and
what hisnext oneisgoing to be. | don't seeit being dl that easy.”

“Based on your luck so far, I'd haveto agree.”

“So somehow I've got to get him to tell mewhy he'sdone dl this, without |etting him know | don't know
dready.”

“Let memake sureI've got thisright,” said Vincent. “If he thinksthat you think that he thinks that you
think that—"

“That's enough.”

Vincent's gpology, if he was going to make one, was cut off by the arrival of Cd'sdrink. Cal paid the
waiter and took alarge gulp.

“Y ou might need aclear head,” Vincent said.
“I'msure| will. Thisdoesn't have anything disruptiveiniit.”
“How about ordering me adrink too? | need to unwind.”

Cd didn't reply. He leaned back into the booth cushion, and the gun in his pocket pressed againgt his hip.
“Canyou sat up athree-way cal with Nikki and Michelle?’

“Do babiesburp?’

Cal made no attempt to reply. Already he saw that Vincent had divided the display screen into two
sections. A moment later Michelle's face appeared on the right side. Before he could tell her to hang on
just amoment, Nikki was on the | ft.

“Nikki, Michdle. Michelle, Nikki. Can both of you hear everything?’ he asked. They confirmed that they
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could. “Okay,” said Cdl. “I don't have much time. I'm at Galenting's, and Leroy Krantz ison hisway
over here. I'm sure he'sthe one respongible for this.”

Both women asked the same question at once.

“Because,” said Cdl, “the picture | found at Edmund's hasto have been taken by Leroy. That'sdl |
know. | still don't know why dl thisis hgppening. But if either one of you get amarriage proposa from
him after I'm deed, | want you to refuse.”

Michelle agreed with astraight face, and Nikki grimaced.

“What I'm going to do,” Cal continued, “isask Vincent to relay dl the video and audio he picks up to
one of you, say Michelle, since you've probably got accessto better recording equipment. I'm till not
even sure yet what 1I'm going to do with Leroy, but either we get evidence of what he's aready done, or
we get evidence of what hell do to me. Y ou got that, Vincent?’

Vincent acknowledged. Nikki and Michelle protested, so Cal told them about the gun. It didn't seemto
make them fed much better.

“I'msorry,” Cd said. “But | don't have much time. He's due here any minute. I'll talk to you later.”

Leroy didn't arrive until more than ten minutes later, but Ca was still glad he hadn't taken achance on
Leroy finding him talking to someone.

“I ill can't believe Tom'sreally dead,” Leroy said after he entered the room and closed the door. His
appearance shook Cal's confidencein his new-found clue. Leroy really seemed to be shaken by the
news.

“It's hard for me to accept too. But there wasn't much margin for error. Whoever set the explosion must
have been awfully conservative.”

“What do you mean?’ Leroy ordered adrink as he settled into the booth.

“Jugt that the amount of explosive he used must have been ten timeswhat it would take just to kill
someone or destroy my desk. It leveled my office and injured people next door.”

Cd tried to watch Leroy for reactions, without being obvious about it. It was puzzling that Leroy actudly
whitened dightly as he heard about the explosion.

“Maybealittle bit goesalong way,” said Leroy.

“I don't think that's the case. Oh, maybe there are explosives powerful enough to require only acouple of
dropsto do that damage, but this particular explosive comesin containersthat hold about aliter.” Cal
had the sudden hope that Leroy wouldn't ask him how he knew thét.

Leroy didn't. Hewasinterrupted as the door opened and awaiter brought in Leroy'sdrink. By thetime
the man had gone, Cd shifted the conversation away from the topic.

“It seemslike everything'sjust about ready for the departure,” Cd said.

If Leroy was relieved to switch subjects, it wasn't obviousto Cal. The man till seemed agitated. He
drank hisdrink quickly. “Yeah,” he said, making anervous gesture. “It took alot of preparation.”

Cd'simpatiencefindly grew too greet. It wastimeto start applying the pressure. “It sureishard to find
good help these days,” he said evenly.



“What do you mean by that?’
“I mean that Fargo Edmund sure hasn't been too reliable,” said Cal, watching Leroy intently.

Leroy drained hisdrink and ordered another. “Y ou're being awfully vague, Cd. Isn't that the guy you
mentioned to me earlier? The one who fdl while hewasjogging?’

“The same one. Except that he wasn't jogging. He was running away from me.”
Leroy tugged at hiscollar. “I don't understand. Why were you chasng him?’
“Y ou don't understand? I'm surprised at you, Leroy. | thought it would be obviousto you.”

“What are you talking about? If you're going to talk crazy, I'm leaving. Maybe Tom's death has affected
you morethan you redize.”

“It certainly affected memorethan | redized it would,” Cd sad carefully.
“Maybe you should see adoctor.”

“| dready have actudly. He helped mein acouple of ways.”

“You keep talking in riddles. What's the problem?’

“Okay. No more riddles. Just some clear, solid observations. | know what you're up to, Leroy.” Ca had
been about to threaten him with the police, but suddenly saw an dternative. “| want acut.”

“A cut of what? What do you mean you know what I'm up to?’ Leroy was even more flustered, now
finding it difficult to maintain eye contact.

“A cut of the profits,” said Cal, guessing. “I've got the photograph, you see.”

“Photograph?’

“It's a passable picture of me, taken outside theVittoria office building. Do | need to say more?’
“You suredo. | don't know what you're talking about.”

“I found it in Fargo Edmund's gpartment. It was taken with your wristcomp. And | can proveit.” Cd
could prove only that Leroy had taken it, not that he had found it at Edmund's, but there was no use
burdening Leroy with too much information.

“Cd, |I—I don't know what you're talking about.” Leroy's body language disagreed with his speech. He
dumped now, hand on his chin. Sweat beaded on hisforehead.

Ca didn't argue the point immediately, because Leroy'sdrink arrived in the hands of another waiter.
Cd paid little attention to the large man until helaid afresh napkinin front of him. “I didn't order a—"

“Compliments of the house,” the waiter said, pointing with hisfinger at the napkin. Only then did Ca
redlize there was amessage written on the napkin. Suddenly chilled, he leaned forward to read it.

The note said, “If your wristcomp's on, turn it offnow , or welll kill younow . Believeit.”

Cal cleared histhroat uncomfortably. “ Good-bye, Vincent,” he said in as clear avoice as he could
manage. A moment later he added, “Can you hear me, Vincent?’



No answer. Had he obeyed the instruction, or had he stopped responding to convince Cal's company
that he had followed orders? Ca was afraid that he had taken the literd order.

Fear surged within him as he looked back up to the man who had brought Leroy'sdrink. Hewas a
dranger, powerfully built, with broad festures and ahumorlessway of transfixing a person with his stare.

“Ligenup,” theman said. “We're leaving herein one minute. Y ou're coming with us. If youflinch just a
little, and make me think you're running, I'll take the chance. Maybe they'll catch us, maybe not. But you
won't be around to find out if they do or not.”

“How did helearn so much?’ asked Leroy.

“Shut up. Weve got more to worry about now.”

“But if he getsloose, helll tell everyone what happened.”

“| said shut up. I've got aplan.”

“A planlike hiring Edmund? He was only supposed to hospitalize—’

“Shut up,” the man said through clenched teeth. He said nothing more, but Cal could easily imagine him
continuing with “Or you're going with him.”

Leroy'simagination obvioudy worked well too. He shut up.

Absorbed with the interaction between Leroy and hisfriend, Ca hadn't noticed the small gun that the
man now held.

“Get up,” the man said.

Ca nolonger had doubts about who the boss was. He directed his next question to the large man. “What
if | dont?’

“Then you never do. I'll kill you right here.”

“That's the problem with having too much curiogity,” Ca said, trying to disguise his nervousness. Herose.
“Other than that, why should | go with you? Y oull just kill me somewhere dse”

“Maybe. But thisway your pretty little wife doesn't get her aams and legs diced off |ater.”
Cd's stcomach lurched. “ Okay. I'm ready to go.”

“| thought that would persuade you. But you sure could have saved us alot of troubleif you'd just stayed
home like we asked.”

Cal moved dowly toward the door.
“Wait aminute,” the man said. “Y ou're not quite ready yet. Lean over the table, handsin the center.”
Cd did s0, and the man searched him quickly and efficiently.

“Wadll, well, well. Our computer expert carriesagun. | must not havetold you yet how much | don't like
urprises.”

Cd was graightening up when the blow hit. The man probably used Cd's own gun to hit him.



Theimpact caught him over hisright ear. The explosion of painin hishead was al he was aware of for an
agonizing moment. He eventually redized he had fallen onto the floor. He pulled himself to hisfedt,
listening to the blood pound in his heart and hearing Leroy's objections silenced by the other man. The
man gave Ca'sgun to Leroy.

“Jugt trying to prevent future communications problems,” the man said when Ca had madeit to hisfeet.
“I don't want you to doanything except come with us peacefully, and make no funny moves. Y ou do,
and your wife getsit later, and you get it right away. Isall that clear?’

“Perfectly.” Ca nolonger noticed his churning ssomach for the painin hishead.
“Okay then. Stand up straight. Look happy.”

Cd tried to amile.

“Never mind. That'sworse.”

They opened the door and walked into the hall. Leroy was at Ca's side, and his partner followed, no
doubt with his gun concealed but ready. Ca couldn't afford to do anything unlessit had amost
guaranteed success. He couldn't risk doubting the man's word about what would happen to Nikki.

Nikki. He clung to the hope that Vincent had kept transmitting, but that hope was fading. No police had
arrived on the scene. The main room looked just as before, with people talking and milling around.

Ca walked at Leroy'sside, looking for afamiliar face in the crowd, but not knowing what he would do if
he saw one. If it weren't for Leroy's partner's threat, he could have tried to escape into the throng. Surely
they wouldn't fireonhimin here.

Too quickly they reached the exit. The sweat on Ca's head began to cool and evaporate once they were
outside.

“You weregreat,” said the man. “Maybe that wife of yourswill livealong life.”

Cd sad nothing.

“Thisway,” the man said, indicating the direction by jamming hisgun againgt Cd'sribs.

“There's no need for that kind of talk now that we're outside,” Leroy said, bresking hislong silence.
They walked aong the terrace. Few other people were close, and Leroy kept hisvoice low.

“Who are you to object?’ his partner asked.

“Damnit, Dave. Thisisal getting out of hand. It was never supposed to belikethis.”

“Shut up and keep waking.”

Cd felt new shivers up his spine as he redized that Dave, if that were hisrea name, didn't object to being
partidly identified. The shiversintensfied when he recalled that Michelle's database had said Leroy's
partner was a man named David L edbetter.

With aminimum of conversation, they boarded atube car and rode to the south pole. Cal kept watch for
the right opportunity, but none came. Shortly they boarded a shuittle.

Cd wondered why they were taking him toVittoria , but his curiosity was soon changed to a deep,



gut-twidting fear.

Dave closed the overhead entry but then touched a control panel. Ca knew without being told that the
man had prevented the shuttle from being released yet.

Dave looked out the window for amoment without talking. Then he moved his gaze from the view of
Daedd us, put the gun in his belt behind his back, and turned to face Cal.

Briefly heingpected Ca. Cal had started to wonder what would happen next when, with no warning,
Dave hit him squarely in the solar plexus, hard.

Cal's view went black as he closed his eyes againgt the pain. The man'sfist felt asif apole vaulter'srod
had rammed into Cd's sscomach. Cal gasped for breath. His body bent under the force of the blow. Just
as he began to think about how lucky it wasthat he hadn't esten alarge meal recently, Dave hit him

again.

Dave'sfig caught Cd solidly on the side of the jaw. Cal wasfleetingly aware of Leroy's protests, but his
head felt asif someone had exploded alarge firecracker in his mouth and had another one buried in the
back of hisskull.

But Dave didn't stop there. He hit several more times, past the point at which Cal quit counting.

Cd must have lost consciousness for abrief period, because he found himsalf crumpled on the floor, hard
meta below his chin. There was asharp, sdty taste in Cd's mouth. Leroy and Dave were arguing. Cal
kept his eyes closed.

“...didn't haveto do that,” said Leroy.

“Listen, Leroy. We've got to find out exactly how much he knows, and fast. If you've got a better way,
getit out.”

“There haveto be drugsto do that.”

“Well, excuse me. | didn't havetimeto visit someone who'd furnish fancy drugsfor aprice. Besdes, this
way ismorerewarding.”

Ca would have stayed quiet, but hisrib cage hurt so intensely, hetried to shift hisweight to reduce the
sharp pain. The motion was detected.

“Help me get him onto aseat,” Dave sad.

The agony in Cdl'sribs doubled as the two men lifted him by hisarmsto maneuver him. His body was
flopped onto achair, and his head snapped back against the bulkhead. Again hefelt on the verge of
throwing up.

“Okay, Mr. Donley,” said Dave. “We're going to ask you some questions. Y ou can answer them quickly
and correctly, and you won't get hurt any more. | think you can figure out the other possibility.”

“| probably could at that,” Cal said, hisvoice blurred.
“See, Leroy. Therésalittlelifeleft in him. Y ou dwaysworry too much.”
Leroy said nothing. He had been unusualy quiet latdly.

“Okay,” Dave said. “Firgt question. Who e se knowswhat you know?’



Cd shuddered. If Vincent were il transmitting, apossibility Cal was giving up on, he could tell them the
truth, and they might even quit besting him. Otherwise the truth would merely let Dave track down Nikki
and Michelle and kill them. If he told them no one ese knew, he lost leverage, but their safety—

Dave hit him in the somach again. Thistime Cal did throw up. Unfortunately, he threw up on Dave, so
the man kicked him.

Asthe pain dowly receded to the point where Cd could pay attention to his surroundings again, Dave
said, “1 asked you to answer quickly.”

Cal tried to spit out the answer fast enough to avoid more pain. “No one el se knows.”
“Convinceme.”

“Convinceyou?’ Cd'swordswere durred. “Think about it. If someone else knew | was meeting Leroy
to get money out of him, you think you would have been able to get me here?’

Thistime Dave dapped him hard on the cheek. Cd's head felt like it was going to come off.

“Let'stry that again. | know damn well you weren't trying to get money out of Leroy. Y ouwouldnt goin
for blackmall.”

“| gppreciate your confidencein me,” Ca said heavily. “1 wanted to find out why.”
“If you don't know why, you don't know much. How did you find Edmund?’

Cdl tried to find alie that wouldn't point back to Michelle. “1 tapped into the master file of pictures of
everyone aive and ran an image comparison program until | narrowed it down. Then | went calling. 'ma
computer expert, remember?’

Dave thought for amoment, then seemed to accept the answer. “How did you trace him to Leroy? Not
that I'm implying that part must have been particularly hard.”

The truth would work thistime. “I found a picture of mein Edmund's gpartment—"
“What were you doing in his gpartment?”

“I went there after he fll off theterrace. So | found this picture. And it had been taken with awristcomp.
A wristcomp with some defectsin the video. | started caling anyone | could think of who might have had
areason to hurt me.”

“Soyou cdled Leroy.”

“Right. They matched.”

“How'd you think you could get away with that alone?’

“Ihad agun, remember?’

“Yesh. Why?’

“Why?" Cdl repesated.

“Why'd you cdl Leroy. What made you think it might be him?”

“No good reason. | wondered why he'd seemed nervous during the test the other day.”



“That'sall 7’ Dave glared at Cal. Then he turned to Leroy and said, “Damn, but you're dumb.”
“Therewasalittlemore,” said Cd. “ During the test | witnessed, the picture faded for just amoment.”

Dave rubbed his chin. The big man towered over Cad. “Maybe we did theright thing after al. Y ou hadn't
sugpected anything earlier?’

“No,” Cdl said. It was getting harder to talk, because his jaw was becoming stiff, but he tried one more
time to get information out of them. “How much are you guys going to make off thisded ?”

“Enough.”

Maybe the direct approach would work. “Damnit,” said Cal with atongue that almost refused to obey.
“What the hdll did youdo ?’

“Y ou don't even know that much?’ Dave turned to Leroy, and glared at him again. “We made some
economiesin the communications gear. Vittoria doesn't really need it, and Tolbor wasn't watching too
carefully, so we eliminated afew of the backups.”

“So theimage fading wasjust an indication thet religbility waslow?’

“I think we've wasted enough time here,” said Dave, ignoring Ca's question. “Leroy, get two suits out of
thelocker.”

Cd'sremaining strength started to fade. He hadn't paid much attention to the suit locker on his past trips.
Another thing he hadn't thought about much was the emergency door at the rear of the shuitle,

Ca had dways been good at math. Despite his fatigue and the throbbing pain, he could easily seethat
three men, two suits, and one emergency exit left dmost zero hope.
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Hurdle

CAL SHUDDERED, pulling himsdf upright in the shuttle seet. Hetried to convince himsdlf that Dave
wouldn't throw him out the emergency exit.

“Don't move,” commanded Dave. “Hurry it up with those suits, Leroy.”

Cal's thoughts snapped back to Nikki and Michelle. If only he could use the threat of someone else's
knowledge to avoid being thrown out the emergency exit. But telling Dave would be like ordering their
execution.

But he had to do something. Ca searched the possibilities. He had no chance, in his current condition, of
overpowering Dave.

“What's the dow-up?’ Daveyelled a Leroy. Leroy sill hadn't got the suits out.
“Just aminute,” Leroy said. “I need to think. There's got to be some other way.”
“What are you talking about?’

“Some other way of deding with Cd. To kill him—"
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“We have no choice, you idiat. If hesdive, he can find us. And he can protect hiswifeif he has enough
time. Thisisn't some eighteenth-century swashbuckler. We can't just disappear. Y ou heard how he found
Edmund. There's no choice.”

“Just aminute,” Leroy repested.

Ca saw the opportunity and tried to capitdize oniit. “Y ou'll get caught sooner or later anyway, Leroy.
Y ou can claim that the times Edmund tried to kill me were due to his misunderstanding. If you're here
when your partner throws me out, you don't have achance.”

“Shut up,” Davesaid. Hesad it alot.
“I left adigposition with the bank computer. It'sto send it to the policeif | die”
“Yourelying,” Dave sad. “Y ou would have mentioned it before.”

“Until now, | didn't think you were going to kill me. And surely somebody will remember seeing us
together a the bar.”

“Hésright, Dave,” said Leroy, till not reaching for the suits.
“Damn it, heslying, trying to make you think well get caught.”
“I till don't want to kill anyone.”

“Y ou're not going to. Well both bein suits, and our friend here will just be alittle dow getting into his.I'll
open the door.”

“Youll bejust asguilty,” Cd said.
“Shut up,” Dave said.

“Leroy,” Cd cdled. “You've got my gun. Y ou can do something to correct al this. Edmund tried
deliberately to murder me three times, obvioudy at Dave's request. HE's the guilty one. Y our only offense
is ”

“Shut up,” Dave shouted one more time. But thistime he didn't wait to seeif Ca would obey. He
punched Cal again, three quick, hard, vicious punches.

Ca was sure hefet arib crack. His breath was gone. He couldn't talk.
“Give methe gun, Leroy,” Dave said. Obvioudy Leroy's delays were not lost on Dave.
With blurred vison, Ca saw Dave gpproach Leroy dowly, gun pointing toward him.

Cal fought to get his breath back. In the last instant before Dave reached Leroy, Ca snapped a cushion
loose fromitsresting place and hurled it at Dave.

Severd things seemed to happen dl at once.

Dave whirled to see the cause of whatever had hit his back. It took him afraction of a second before he
assessed Cd's action, obvioudy dismissed it, and turned his attention back to Leroy.

Leroy had not been idle while Dave had |ooked behind. He had drawn Cal's gun.

For an instant the two partners faced each other, guns drawn. Then, so close together that Cal couldn't



tell the true order, a high-pitched beep sounded on the shuttle intercom, and twin burning noises indicated
that each man had shot the other. Maybe the intercom sound had triggered both men to fire. Maybe they
would have fired anyway.

Nothing seemed to happen in the next moment. Leroy and Dave siood unmoving, and the intercom
remained silent. Perhaps a second later, motion resumed.

Dave pitched forward onto the floor of the shuttle, and Leroy began to sag. He grabbed for a handhold
and held himsdlf from fdling.

AsLeroy hung there, the intercom sounded again. “ Thisisthe police. We have the shuttle release
inhibited. Put down your weapons and prepare to come out unarmed, one a atime.”

Ca wasfindly ableto breathe again, but the sharp painin hisribsflared as hetried to gulp in adeep
bresth. “Héllo, Vincent,” he managed.

“Whét the hdll's going on around here?’ Vincent asked.
“Never mind that for now. Just tell the police they can comein unmolested.”
Leroy'sface was quite pale. He sagged farther.

Cd druggled to get enough energy to moveto him. Trying to block out the painin hisribs, he pulled
himself close enough to Leroy to help him st down.

Leroy was shaking. Blood seeped from a chest wound. “I didn't mean for there to be any killing,” he
sad, straining to get the words out.

“Why did you do it?’
“For themoney.” Leroy paused to lick hislips. “Dave'sidea. Put in chegp subgtitutes. Almost worked.”

“Why didn't you stop when the killing started, if that wasn't what you wanted?’ Ca asked, having to lean
closer to hear Leroy's response.

“I tried, damn it. Tom was afriend of mine, too.”

“Tom?Why not sop when Domingo waskilled?’

“Domingo?’ Leroy's eyes began to Sare into the distance. “Who's Domingo?’

“Gabriel Domingo.” Cal redized hewasraisng hisvoice. “What about Forget-Me-Now?’

Leroy couldn't keep hiseyes open. “You're not talking—" Leroy coughed. Flecks of blood appeared on
hislips. “—sense”

“I'm not—" Cal stopped.

Leroy had abruptly gone limp. His head began to tip forward. Cal pushed Leroy's body back into the
sedt. Leroy was abondess, life-size doll. Cal felt the man'swrist. Leroy's heart had stopped.

Davelay 4till. Cd couldn't see his chest moving.

“Damn,” Cd said, and leaned heavily back on the cushions. Noise from above reminded him about the
police. “Vincent, what's taking the police so long?’



“Apparently the hatch isjammed, or locked from theinsde.”

Cd levered himsdf upright. Everything seemed to be ahazy red. Near the ladder he found the interior
control panel, and saw alarge amber blinking pand that ssidManual —Locked.

A nearby control was labeled Automatic . Ca pushed it. A moment later came the deep noise associated
with the hatch opening.

“All right,” yelled someone from above. “Out. One at atime.”

Ca summoned his strength to yell back. “It's going to take awhile. There are two dead men in here, and
| don't think I'm in good enough condition to climb the [adder.”

“Who areyou?’
“Cd Donley.”

A minute later aremote monitor drifted dowly down the hatch. About the size and shape of two saucers
stuck together faceto face, and partidly helium filled, it maneuvered carefully with smal gasjets.

Cal stepped back and sat down on the chair. The monitor puffed a couple of times and gpproached
Dave. After abrief ingpection it rose and moved near Leroy's body. Completing another short check; it
rose to waist-height, drifted to the center of the shuttle, and rotated until twin sensors pointed at Cdl.

Only when that was complete did Ca hear feet on the hatch ladder. First into the shuttle was a uniformed
policeman, Lt. Dobson. Second was a young doctor.

“Y ou'relucky to havefriends,” Dobson said, sitting on a cushion to one Side, while the doctor sat on the
other sde and began to unpack hisinstruments.

Cd didn't reply. The exertion of unlocking the shuttle door was even more draining than he had redlized.

“Y our wife and Michelle Garney are up above,” Dobson said. “They wouldn't tell mewhat dl thiswas
about, but | watched enough of the video coming from your wristcomp to makeit clear that you were the
victim here”

So Vincenthad kept transmitting. “ Thanks, Vincent,” Ca managed. “I'm indebted.”
“Yourewecome,” Vincent said smply.

The doctor asked Cd to lean forward just alittle, so he could dide a screen behind hisback. As Cal
tried to comply, hislast reservesfinally faded, and helost consciousness.

When Ca awoke, he smelled the odors he associated with the clinic. He opened his eyes, squinting
againg the brightness.

Nikki sat in anearby chair. Her eyeswere closed.
“Hello, Nickname,” Ca said softly.

Nikki's eyes opened and she smiled. It was the best smile Cal could recall. She brought her chair over
and sat down beside Cal's bed. “How are you feding?’

“Emotiondly or physicdly?’



“Either.”
“Better. Both. What are the damages?”’
“Other than quite afew bruises, two broken ribs.”

Cal looked at Vincent's screen. It was dmost ten hundred the next morning. “Have you been here since
last night?’

13 YS.”
“Y ou should have got somerest.”
“I did. | dept here.”

Cd'sthroat tightened as he redlized, without knowing the specifics, that Nikki was like that. She had
alway's been generous and concerned. Why had he been so oblivious?“Nikki,” he said. “Thanks. You
didn't need to, though.”

“It waslittle enough after what you did last night.”
“| got punched afew times. That's not very—"

“Y ou know what | mean. Y ou could have told them about me and Michelle. And they could have started
after us”

“But Vincent kept transmitting. Y ou would have known what was happening and told the police.”

“Youdidn't know that. Y ou couldn't know that Vincent would guess what you redlly wanted and keep
tranamitting after you told him to turn off. Maybe getting him wasn't such amistake after al.”

“Wdll, | likethat,” said Vincent.
“I thought you were off,” Nikki said, not gpologizing.
“Who would have turned me off? Cal passed out while | wason.”

“Thismay seem ungrateful, Vincent, but | redly would liketo turn you off for alitttewhile,” Ca said. “I
do appreciate what you did last night.”

“No problem. I'm going.”

Nikki grinned.

Cal reached hishand to hers. “Thanksfor being here.”

She sueezed his hand in return. After amoment she said, “Lieutenant Dobson wantsto talk to you.”
Cadl thought back to the night before. “How much of Vincent'stransmission did he see?’

“Only the part where those two were getting ready to throw you out of the airlock.” Nikki shuddered.
“So he doesn't know what al thisis about?’

“Neither dowe. I'mjust glad it'sover.”



Cal looked up into her eyes. They were softer now than he had seen them in the last few days. “Nikki,”
hesad. “It'snot al over.”

She frowned.

“No,” said Cd. “I'm not talking about you and me. | agreed not to bring that up. I'm talking about Leroy
and Dave and thiswhole strange business. It's not over.”

“But of courseitis. It must be”

“I wish it were. Believe me. But something's fill wrong. When Leroy was dying, | asked him afew
questions. Did you hear me?’

“No. By then we switched off the video. We were waiting at the shuttle with the police.”
“He said hewas very disturbed by Tom's desth, and that killing wasn't part of hisplan.”
“But Domingo—"

“Exactly. Why wouldn't Leroy have been bothered right then? The answer isthat he didn't know about
Domingo. He wasn't responsible. He denied knowing anything about Forget-Me-Now, too”

“Maybe his partner handled al that.”

“It'sapossbility, but I don't think so. Too many thingsjust don't fit. Sodom and Gomorrah, the Presodist
church, Domingo's desth—none of those are answered. | think theré's fill something else going on.”

“Back to ground zero?’

“Not quite. We should be able to figure out which actions were caused by Leroy and Dave. That means
the rest are someone e se's fault. Then we have a hope of seeing the true pattern. Maybe Tolbor is our
mean after dl.”

“But if that'strue, then you have lessthan aday to find out.”

“Except for one thing. We know the communications gear on theVittoria wasn't built to the
gpecifications. By publicizing that, we can delay the departure.”

“Why not just announce it now?’

“Because whoever our red antagonist is, we don't want him panicking. We want him to think it's business
asusua, so he might get cardless.”

“How sure are you that Leroy told you the truth? It ssemsthat two men, trying to cover up embezzling or
whatever you want to call this, could easily have caused everything.”

“Hewasdying. Hewasin alot of pain. | don't think he had agood reason to lie to me then. Besides, |
gill have thisfeding that theres moreto it. Someone eseisinvolved. Hlp me sit up, will you?’ Ca
pushed against the bedding, trying to get upright. His chest hurt, but not unbearably.

“I told Lieutenant Dobson I'd call when you could talk,” Nikki said.

“That'sfine. But would you aso talk to Michelle and ask her not to release any story just yet? Except for
what the police aready know.”



Nikki madethe cdls. Ca heard Michelle's protests, but she quieted down after Nikki told her the rest.

Lt. Dobson couldn't have been very far away. Hewasin Cal's hospital room not five minutes later. Nikki
pulled her chair back to thewall and sat, listening.

Dobson sat gingerly at the foot of the bed. “1 suppose you know that both men are dead.”
“I was pretty sure. I'm not in trouble about that, am 17’

“No. We saw the video being rdlayed up just before we got to the shuttle. Y ou may have to answer
some questions a the inquest, but it will just be routine. What | wanted to find out waswhy . Y our wife
didn't want to show metherest of the video, and | didn't choose to make an issue about it.”

Cd thought for amoment. “They had been planning something illegal, and | found out abouit it. Leroy
wanted to cdl it off. The other guy didn't want to. Fortunately, they argued long enough for you to get
there”

“What were they planning?’

Cd decided to mix in adight amount of truth. “'Y ou know, that's dmost funny, in abizarre way. | don't
know exactly. They were planning to steal some expensive equipment from somewhere. | heard the end
of aconversation between them, enough to find out that something illega was going on, but | didn't hear
al of thetak. They assumed | had heard it al, and nothing | could say would convince them | hadn't.”

The lieutenant looked disappointed, as though he had been expecting dl the sordid details. Ca made
himsdaf apromiseto tell Dobson as soon as he could after he knew what wasreally going on. Linking
himsdlf to Domingo's killing had too much potentia for redtricting his actions,

The policeman pried for afew more details before he findly gave up.

As Dobson left, Michdle camein. Thistime Nikki sat on the bed, and Michelle brought the chair over.
“What's dl this nonsense about suppressing the story?’ Michelle asked once she was settled.

“Didn't Nikki tell you?’

“| wanted to hear it from you.”

“WEéll, you can run the story about Leroy and Dave killing each other. And you can mention that | was
there. But it would make things easier if you played down the connection, like | was an innocent
bystander.” Ca mentioned the questions gill unexplained, and Leroy's denia of knowledge about
Domingo.

“Okay,” Michdlesadfindly. “But what next?’

Cd turned Vincent back on and said, “Next we've got to sort through the pieces of information we've
accumulated, discard the things Leroy and Dave were responsible for, and examine the balance.”

“So,” said Nikki, “were diminating the incident on the tubeway, thetrap in your Vittoria office, and the
exploson.”

“And,” sid Cd, “the Vital Twenty-Two.”

“Why?’ the women asked together.



“It just doesn't seem to meto fit with the rest. It triggers absolutely no memories even now. | keep getting
tiny flashes, but never about drugs.”

“What's |eft, then?” asked Nikki.

“Domingo's desth,” said Cal. “I'm guessing that he didn't know any more about Leroy's plan than | did.
But someone killed him. And my visgit to Forget-Me-Now hastotiein.”

“The Sodom and Gomorrah references,” Nikki said. *Y ou've seen them too many timesfor them not to
beimportant.”

“So that just leavesthe church,” said Michdle.

“And the messages I've sent to Jam,” Cal finished. “But the church may have been mentioned only
because Tolbor, or whoever | was keeping track of, goesthere.”

Michelle had too much nervous energy to stay seated. She rose. “Refresh me on the Sodom and
Gomorrah story.”

Ca looked at Nikki. She drew in abreath and started. “ The story was about L ot. He lived in Sodom,
one of thetwo most important cities of the plain. Abraham talked to God about trying to spare them, but
Lot was the only innocent man God could find.

“When Lot was on the way out of Sodom, hiswife looked back, disobeying, and wasturned into a pillar
of sdt. After that Lot made hisway to Zoar, the last city of the plain.”

“Tell me again why the cities were destroyed.”
“The passage says because the residents were serving other gods.”

“I dill don't know if therésany literal Sgnificancethere,” said Cdl. “If Earth's dead cities represent
Sodom and Gomorrah, it could be as crazy as someone deciding that looking back, like with the Earth
telescope, might be snful.”

“Or that anyone working on reclaiming the Earth islooking back, and that's sinful,” said Nikki.

Michdlesaid, “Or it could be that whoever you were watching has dipped in the shower and killed
himsdlf. Everything that's happened since Domingo died, we can atribute to Leroy and his partner.”

Cd looked at her. “Maybe he doesn't need to do anything. Maybe he's confident that blanking my
memory issufficient to keep me away.”

“That could makeit impossibleto find him,” said Nikki. “If al he needsto doislielow and escape on the
Vittoria , then where are we?’

“For onething,” said Cd, “we can dways dday theVittoria by tdling what we know—"
“If they believeus” said Michdlle.

“Right. But maybe we can make him panic. What do you think hewould do if you printed a story saying
| had been to Forget-Me-Now afew nights ago, and some new, previoudy untested process was
somehow ableto iminate most of the memory blockage?’

“It soundsrisky to me,” said Nikki. “Besdes, that adl depends on how much you knew before that night.
If dl you had were suspicions, then that story might not worry anyone.”



“But what other chance do we have?’ asked Michédlle.
No one spoke.

After along moment Cal said, “I don't see any dternative. We've got to force some action. Whoever
we're dealing with isalot more passive or alot more confident than Leroy and company. Maybe thiswill
jolt someone into doing something we can use to our advantage.”

Nikki was plainly unhappy at the latest decision, but after afew more objections she gavein.
“Givemejust afew minutesto cdl the office and get this Sarted,” said Michelle.

Ca and Nikki waited slently asthey listened to Michelle call. Nikki got up to stretch, and when she sat
back down on the bed she was closer than before to Cal.

Michelle had someone on the other end and was starting to make her request when the other person
evidently interrupted, and Michdle sad, “What?’

Therewasapause. Then shesaid, “Yes, | know him. When did it comein?’ She frowned. “Read it to
me verbatim.”

Michelle looked more worried as she listened. Findly she said, “Never mind about my origina request.
I'll get back to you.”

Sheterminated the call and looked over a Cal and Nikki.

“What isit?’ Cal asked.

“An anonymoustip was just sent in. Thetip names Domingo'skiller.”
Michellé's eyes were unreadable as she looked at Cdl. “It was your name.”
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Hope

AFTER MICHELLE'S ANNOUNCEMENT there was an awkward silence. Cal looked at Nikki and
then back to Michelle. Finally he said, “Oh, come on. Y ou can't believe | killed Domingo, can you? After
al that's happened?’

“No,” said Michdlle. “For afew minutesthere, | tried to believe that it was dl over—that it wasredly al
related to Leroy, and that he just wasn't thinking clearly after he was shot. But with this message coming
in, | can't deny it any longer. I've got these cold shivers, like when you first told me what was happening.”

“Me, too,” said Nikki. “There must be someone else. Someone who's got something to hide.”
Cal took a deep breath and settled back onto the bed.

Michelle tapped her temple. “ Just aminute. | wasthinking about so much, | forgot to do something.” She
called her office back and began talking with whoever had given her the message afew minutes ago.

“Put ahold on that message until | get afew morefactsto gowithit,” shesaid. A pause. “No. It can wait
alitltewnhile”
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Thistime the speaker on the other end took longer. Michelle rubbed her forehead as she listened. Findly
she asked, “How'd you find out?’

Another pause. “Okay,” shesad. “Never mind. Just hold it aslong asyou can.”

Michellelooked up after completing the call. “ The news station wasn't the only one to get the message.
Our friend made sure the police got a copy, too.”

Before Ca had time to respond, the door opened and Dr. Bartum camein. “Awfully quiet in here,” he
said. No one disagreed.

Bartum came over to the bed, and Nikki got off. “Y ou certainly seem to be leading an adventurous life
lately. Firgt having that seizure, now getting assaulted. How are you holding up?’ Bartum didn't ask what
itwasal about, but Cal had the feding that he was intensgly curious. Bartum scratched his chin. The
room was S0 still, the whisker stubble sound was clearly audible.

“I've probably had better weeks,” Cal said.

“Yes, | suppose s0. Well, | need to take another look. Can you get back into the center of the bed, with
your head on your pillow?’

Nikki helped Cd maneuver while Bartum raised asmall plate from one sde of the bed. When shewas
finished, the doctor pulled a second plate up on the other side of the bed.

Bartum turned on awall screen near the heed of the bed and inspected severd views of rib cage. “ Still
looks okay,” hesaid at last. “ But you'd better get plenty of rest.”

“I'm not sure that's going to be possible,” Ca said.

Dr. Bartum slently looked at Cdl for along moment. Then he turned to Nikki, till without saying
anything.

“I can't control him,” she said in response to his unasked but obvious question. “He seems determined to
destroy hisbody.”

“Maybe | should just give you atranquilizer gun and let you shoot him every time he moves.”

Nikki looked at Cal. “1 don't know if even that would stop him. How about if you do the best you can,
assuming he hasto be on hisfeet in aday or two?’

“A day or two?’ said Cal.
Nikki didn't seem to know what to say.

“I don't suppose tomorrow morning would be soon enough?’ Bartum asked. Then hislips pressed,
indicating that he was sure even that wouldn't be adequate. He was right.

“How about in ten minutes?” Ca asked, grinning, just as the door opened behind Dr. Bartum.

“How about what in ten minutes?” asked Lt. Dobson, stepping into the room. “1 hope you're not
consdering leaving.”

“Y ou got here remarkably fast for just having got atip,” said Cd.

Dobson looked at him speculatively. “And you're remarkably informed for an invalid. | need to talk to



you. Alone”

“| don't think it needsto be done. | don't have secretshere.” 1t didn't matter if Nikki and Michele heard,
and Bartum's attempts at concedling his curiosity were woefully inadequate.

“Y ou might change your mind,” said Dobson.
“If 1 do, I'll ask peopletoleave.”

“Okay. It'syour privacy.” The policeman approached the bed but didn't try to find achair. “Don't say
anything you don't want used againgt you in court.” He pointedly switched on hiswristcomp.

“Understood,” said CAl.

“Y ou obvioudy heard that we received areport naming you as the person who killed Gabriel Domingo.”
Dr. Bartum bresthed in loudly and then covered his mouth when Cal [ooked at him.
“A report, or an anonymous message?’ asked Cal.

“An anonymous message, but that's beside the point.”

“Gabriel Domingo, the congtruction worker?’

“yYes”

“Or Angdo Gabrie Domingo, the undercover policeman?’

Lt. Dobson's eyes narrowed. “What exactly do you mean by that?’

“Later. What are your questions?’

“Do you admit going to Forget-Me-Now the night Domingo was found dead?’

“Think about your question, Lieutenant. If | had my memory blanked, how would | have functioned this
week? |'ve been at work, at home.”

“Y ou didn't answer my question.”

“Y our question can't be answered. If | wasn't there, the answer isno. If | wasthere, | wouldn't
remember it, so the answer would still be no. Next question?’

Dobson looked distinctly flustered, as though thiswere not exactly the line of questioning he had
anticipated. “Very well. What do you know about an alegation that you werein possession of illegd
drugs, drugsthat you gave to your wife, who in turn gave them to someone here at the clinic?’

Cd refrained from looking at Nikki. How did their anonymous informer know about that? Unlessit was
Nikki, Michelle, or—or whoever Nikki had given the drugsto. “In what sense do you mean ‘gave? In
the pharmaceutica sense of digpensing, or in the generous sense of—"

“Stop right there,” Lt. Dobson said, his featurestightening in obvious anger. “If you're going to be
deliberately obgtructive, or if you want to play gameswith me, we're going up to the office, and your
wife—"

Dobson was interrupted by a two-note chime from his wristcomp. For amoment he looked as though he
were going to ignore it and continue his statement, but then he gpparently changed hismind. “Just a



minute,” he said, and went out of the room.

Cal looked at Nikki, Michelle, and then at Dr. Bartum. By a heathy margin the doctor's expression was
the most surprised. Michellelooked asif she were going to say something, but changed her mind when
shelooked at Dr. Bartum.

Dobson was out of the room for only a short time. When he returned, his puzzled expression wasnt al
that different from the one on Dr. Bartum's face. Ca guessed that both men had experience in masking
their expressions, but today wasn't quite anormal day.

Lt. Dobson seemed subdued in addition to being puzzled. He approached the bed dowly. “I'm going to
haveto delay thissession,” he said. Helooked at Cal for along moment, then turned and started for the
door.

“Waitaminute,” said Cdl. “What's going on? What do you mean delay? Delay until noon?’
Dobson turned to face Cdl. “I don't know. My boss directed me to put everything on hold.”
“So now you're thinking I've got politica clout—friendsin high places?”

“Y ou've seen too many movies. Mike Jones doesn't do favors foranyone . Whatever his reason, you can
bet it'sagood one.” With that, Lt. Dobson left. The door closed automatically, but Ca could have sworn
it closed more gently than usua behind the

puzzled policeman.
Dr. Bartum till wore his curious expression too.
Ca was as confounded as anyone. “Doctor, could you excuse us for afew minutes, please?’ he asked.

“What? Oh, sure.” Bartum's bedside mask was in shambles, the disappointment on hisface dmost as
easy to read asachild's.

When the door closed again with Dr. Bartum on the outside, Cal and Nikki and Michelle took turns
looking at each other before Michelle finaly spoke. “I guessthe police spy theory gainsweight.”

“Soit would seem,” Cd said. “ And the duplication of lettersin ‘ Jam’ and ‘ Mike Jones makes me
wonder if Mike Jonesis Jam.”

“That'sfarly flimsy,” Nikki said.
“What do you know about Jones?’ Cal asked, looking at Michelle,

“Hesone of thetop officias at headquarters,” she said. * Strong reputation for pushing hard whenit's
necessary. He's had atendency to worry more about the end than the means, but no one has ever
accused him of not acting in the public interest. He's a stocky guy about my height. Kegps hishair cut regl
short.”

The description seemed familiar to Cd. “1f Jam were Mike Jones,” he said, “1 ill don't know why he
wouldn't have contacted me after | sent him amessage.”

“Y ou must be apsychic or something,” Vincent said. “A text message sgned * Jam’ just camein. You
want meto read it now?’

“Go ahead.”



“It says, *With your memory gone, | didn't fed | could answer your last message. | have called off
Dobson, as you probably know by now. Not sure how Domingo's death figureswith Krantz. Let me
know if you do.”

Ca looked up at Nikki, more relieved by the confirmation than he had guessed hewould be. “ See. So
Jamis Mike Jones. | told you I'm not amurderer. Working for the police has got to explain it.”

“Maybe you should tell him about Leroy's shortcut on theVittoria communications system,” she said.
“Not yet. Theres gill timefor our friend to make amistake. Michelle, you got the recording okay?’
“Safe and sound in my desk computer.”

“TheVittoria isn't scheduled to leave until tomorrow morning, right?” Cal asked.

Michelle nodded.

“Soif we can delay until early tomorrow, that gives us about eighteen hours.”

“Twenty-four hourswith maybe no more clues,” Nikki said.

“Let'stalk about our old standby, Russ Tolbor. What's going on now, Vincent?’

“Nothing. He's not near the bugsin his office, his Daeda us apartment, or Galentine's. | ill have
recordings of conversations from the times he's been in any of those places, but he hasn't been back in his
gpartment in the last day.”

“Still nothing suspicious?”

“Nope.”

“What's he talked about?’

“By keyword?" asked Vincent.

“Sure”

“Daeddus, departure, Earth, exploration, find tests, friendship, history, job, religion, sports, Vittoria .”
“I notice you left out murder and memory erasure.”

“True. Those subjects never came up.”

Cal lay back on the bed, feeling overwhelmed by the lack of hard factsto grab hold of. “Replay one of
his conversations about departure.”

“Thisisfrom lagt night a nineteen twelve.”

Tolbor's voice sounded from Vincent's speaker. “Leaving isgoing to be so hard. | know I've been trying
to persuade you to come, but | guessthat, in someways, I'd like to stay, too.”

“It's not too late. Find someone e se to command.” The second voice reminded Cal of one of the men he
had seen with Tolbor at Gaentine's.

“It'snot quite that easy.” Tolbor paused. “| cleared out the rest of my things from the apartment today.
It's hard to leave that place.”



“I'm sure your new fancy house will makeit eeser.”
“Maybe.” Tolbor sounded wistful.

“That's enough, Vincent,” said Cal. “Damn. There's got to be something we can do to force action out of
whoever knows about Domingo.”

Michelle stood up. “Unless you've got a better suggestion, maybe I'll go back to my office and start some
more database searches, thistime with narrower parameters, and another day's worth of data.”

“My mindisablank—" Ca garted, revising it hadtily to, “I can't think of anything better. What about
you, Nikki?’

Nikki shook her head. After Michelleleft, Nikki came back and sat on the bed. She looked asworried
as Cd fdt. “Maybe Domingo's death isn't solvable. Have you considered that possibility?”

“Yes” Cd reached his hand to touch Nikki's.

Her eyes seemed warmer than they had been in the last few days. Shelooked at him serioudy, as though
trying to make adecison, but she said nothing.

“How likely isit that the person you asked to analyze the Vitdl Twenty-Two isthe one who talked to the
police?’ Cd tried to think of how € se the information might have leaked.

“I realy don't think she would have. But she's probably on duty right now. I'll go ask her.”
“Areyou sure that's the best method?’
“For meitis.” Nikki leaned over and kissed Cdl on thelips. Then leisurely she rose and | eft the room.

Despite the broken ribs, the other abuse he had taken from Dave, and al the disasters of the week, Cal
felt considerably better in the space of that one minute. Maybe there was hope of salvaging what he had
once shared with Nikki.

He thought for severd more minutes, dternating between Nikki and the question of who had killed
Domingo.

“Wadl, Vincent,” he said. “What doyou think? Will she come back to me?’

“My successrate a predicting human reactionsis probably even worse that yours.”
“BEven?’

“Never mind. | only work here. Y ou've got a message coming in. From Michelle”
“Okay.”

Cd could tel immediately from her face that something was wrong.

“What's happened?’ he asked, worried.

“My desk computer. It's been destroyed. Aswell asmy office.”

“Another explosion?’ Ca pushed himsdf up on one el bow.

“ Someone with ahand laser. Whoever it was diced up dmost everything on thewalls, and theinternals



on the computer.”
“But a least no one was hurt?’
“Right. But the recordings were demolished.”

Ca had momentarily forgotten, worrying about Michdle rather than the office. “1 see” The possibility
that someone was telling secrets was now confirmed. But who wasit? And how?

“'| see? That'sdl you can say?’ asked Michelle. She made agitated motions with her hands but said
nothing d<e.

“I'm sorry, Michdle. I'm just glad you're dl right. Well just haveto figure out an dternative. Can you cdl
me when you've got things under control over there?’

“Okay.” Shetook another deep breath, and said, “Okay. I'll call you back after | seeif there's any hope
of savage”

Ca didn't know what to do next, but he couldn't just lie in the hospital. He struggled to hisfeet. The pain
in his chest was worst when he bent forward to rise. Once on hisfeet, he walked shakily to the closet.

Dr. Bartum was learning. Cd's clothes were there already. Putting on his socks was the worst part. He
had just completed dressing when Vincent told him he had another message. A text message.

“It'ssigned ‘Jam’ again,” said Vincent. “It says, ‘Need to talk with you privately concerning new data
received regarding Domingo. Can't talk in office. Meet me at |aboratory D8 in manufacturing disk at
fourteen hundred. Important you don't tell anyone. I'll explain.”

Ca walked dowly back to the bed and sat down gingerly. Why shouldn't he tell anyone? Why shouldn't
hetdl Nikki or Michdle? Surely Mike Jones couldn't suspect one of them. Or did he think one of them
was monitored?

Ca wondered suddenly if some of the places he frequented were monitored in the same way he was
eavesdropping on Tolbor. Maybe someone was listening in onhis conversations.

And thenit hit him. His scalp contracted, and shivers edged down his spine.

Only one person could have rdliably reported on dl the conversations Cal had had with Nikki and
Michdle. And the conversations with Leroy and Dave.

Except that it wasn't really aperson. The only possibility of consistent, mobile monitoring was now so
obviousto him that anger welled within him.
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Hindsight

OF COURSE. Vincent. Only Vincent had been nearby during al his conversationsin the past few days.
It was Vincent who had kept transmitting to Michelle after Cal had asked him to shut himself off.

At thetime Cal had been grateful that Vincent had kept transmitting. Only now did he think about how
easy it would have been for Vincent to be doing that al aong.
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Cal looked around at the stark wallsin the hospital room. He fdlt asthough held just lost another friend
like Tom.

He couldn't verify histheory of course. But the evidence seemed overwheming. And regardless of
whether or not Vincent was transmitting to someone else, Ca couldn't take the chance that he was. Cd
must act as though everything were normal. He couldn't let whoever was listening on the other end know
that the Stuation wasn't the same asit had been five minutes ago.

A thought hit him suddenly. Maybe thiswas one small advantage hefinally had over the listener on the
other end. Aslong as the observer thought he was unsuspected, Cal could conceivably usethe
knowledge to his advantage.

Cal rose from the bed, hisribs hurting lessthistime. He paced.

Hismind was racing. Too many new possibilitiesto consider al a once tumbled into his consciousness.
The message. If the transmission from Jam warning him not to mention it to anyone was referring to Nikki
or Michdlle, then the message was sent from someone misinformed, Cal hoped.

If the message came from someone that ill-informed, then the sender wouldn't help Ca much. If,
however, the message came from a person who wanted Cd to meet him al aone, the picture was much
different. That person would be the one listening on the other end. That person was someone Ca wanted
very much to mest.

But would it be ameeting? Far more likely it would be atrap. Perhaps afatd trap.
His consideration of the possibilities was cut short by the sound of the door opening. Nikki was back.
“| talked tomy friend,” shesaid. “I realy don't think she's the one who talked.”

No. Shewouldn't be. The listener on the other end would have heard dl about her dready, and that
would have been sufficient. “Thanksfor talking to her,” said Cdl, trying to think fast enough to sound like
nothing unusua had happened.

“Y ou don't sound like you care,” Nikki said. She came nearer and looked at him carefully.

Thiswas going to be harder than he had thought. “1 do care. | just didn't hold out much hope that it
would be her. Y ou pick your friends pretty carefully.”

“You'redressed,” she said, gpparently noticing for thefirst time.

“Y eah. I've ah—been in bed too long. | need to get out and have alittle exercise.” Maybe he could tell
her held be back in an hour or two. Timeto think and al that. Cal wasn't abouit to give the listener on the
other end any more reasons to hurt Nikki.

“Wdl, I'll go with you. Maybe some sunshinewould help.”

“Ah, Nikki, I could use alittle time alone, to let me think more clearly.”

For amoment he thought it might work. Then a puzzled frown wrinkled Nikki's forehead.

“Cd,” shesad. “Nothing's the matter, isit?Y ou're not going to do anything more than just think?’
“Would | do that?’

It was the wrong thing to say. He had never been ableto lie to Nikki.



Thehurt in her eyeswasterrible. It twisted Cal's weakened stomach into knots.

“I know what yourethinking,” he said hurriedly, aware that he had bungled the job. “But it's nothing big.
| just need to run an errand.”

“Tell meabout it,” shesad, far too calmly.

“I'll tell you about it as soon as | get back.” If only he could write her anote, so the listener couldn't tell
what was happening. But he could be watching, too. Even if he wasn't, adelay would make him

uspicious.
“I want to know about it now.” Nikki'svoicerose. “Y ou'vetaked al week about open communications.

I've had alot of second thoughts about leaving. But you're driving me away right now. Pleasetell me
what'sgoing on.”

“I cant,” Cd said softly. Saying the words was like cutting off his hand. But if he didn't convincethe
listener, he and Nikki would be dead. He knew that, but he still couldn't figure outwhy . “Please trust
me.” It sounded lame even ashesadit.

Nikki looked at him, speechlessfor an agonizing moment. Then the pain in her eyesturned to anger, and
she clenched her figts. “Trust you? Trust you, Cal?I'll never trust you again.”

Ca moved toward her, but she backed away, pams toward him.
Without another word she turned and left.

The door did shut behind her, sedling her off from him. Ca felt like vomiting, the emotiona pain was o
much like physical pain. He scood mute.

The hospital room was utterly slent. Devastated, Cal sat down tiredly on the bed. For amoment hetried
to concentrate on Vincent and the message, supposedly from Jam, to force Nikki out of histhoughts. It
didn't work.

The damage had dready been done. Nikki would never come back to him now. So why did his memory
persist in dragging up old scenes? Why did it keep returning to one time when she had surprised him at
work.

He had goneinto work alittle early to catch up. After he had been there for perhaps an hour, Tom had
comedown to tell him he was late for amesting in the main conference room.

Cd hurried down there, wondering what it was he had forgotten. When he arrived, he found that there
was only one person there before him. Nikki. With her was a bottle of wine and a picnic lunch. She had
aready taked to Tom and arranged a vacation day for Cal.

Cd hadn't even gone back to his office. He and Nikki just |eft the building and went to a park.

“Damn.” Cdl forced away the memory, suddenly conscious of theirony of nownot wanting amemory
back.

“Areyou taking to me?’ asked Vincent.

“No. | wasjust frustrated. | wanted to tell Nikki | was meeting with Jones and for her not to worry. But |
can't. Thishad better be damn important.” Cal had to act in front of Vincent, too.

He wondered how deeply Vincent wasimmersed in this subterfuge. For al Ca knew, Vincent could



have been obeying someone e se's orders ever since Ca bought him. At the other end of the scale, it was
conceivable that Vincent didn't even know what was going on. There could be some other program
running in the same computer, unknown to Vincent's program. That second program could be doing
anything from just transmitting audio dl the way to dtering Vincent's memories and forcing him to say

particular things.

The proposition that Vincent had been spying on him ever since Ca bought him was too much to accept.
Somehow Vincent had to have been tampered with since then. And that meant the most likely possibility
was that the tampering had been done five nights ago, the night Domingo died.

That night must have been an awfully busy eight hours. Domingo died. Ca's memory was blanked. And
Vincent was altered to report Ca's activities to someone.

That someone could still be Tolbor. All of Tolbor's conversations about how good ajob Ca had done,
and how Tolbor wished Cd was coming onVittoria , could have been staged. If Tolbor had known al
about Cal's activities, he certainly would have known about the transmitters Ca and Michelle had
planted.

Infact, if it redly were Tolbor who waslistening in, he probably could barely manage not to laugh out
loud during his phony conversations. The listener could be being listened to. And Tolbor's computer
knowledge was probably ample to load a second program into Vincent's memory, one that ran without
Vincent's knowledge.

Cd himsdlf might have had the same capability, and the information required to correct the situation,
maybe even dter it S0 Vincent would transmitCal's phony conversations, but not now. Not with so many
of hismemories gill unavailable. His only hope was somehow to use hiswitsto give him an advantage.

He should have an advantage aready, suspecting the tampering, but he saw no way to usethe
knowledge. How can you trick someone who knows everything you do? Y ou can't just call someone and
say, “Oh, be sureto let the dog out,” hoping they'll redlize something'swrong. Not when the listener
knows there is no dog and can hear the friend cal back to ask, “What's happened?’

Ca stood up shakily. “1'd better get going if | want to beontime.”
“You sureyou're okay?’ asked Vincent.

Cd hoped that Vincent had been tampered with. He wouldn't like to think that Vincent had been
designed to cooperate with the listener al dong. “ Y eah. I'll befine.”

The door opened at his request, and Ca paused for amoment, deciding which way to go. Nikki was
nowherein sight. To the right a short corridor led to the outside. Cal dmost started in that direction, but
he remembered hislast vist to theclinic.

Heturned |eft.

Another turn a the end of the corridor took him toward the nurse's station. He felt progressively more
steady as he walked, but he deliberately kept moving dowly. At first he was afraid there was no nurse on
duty, but then he saw the man's head.

As hed hoped, the nurse, apudgy young man with blond hair, spoke to him as he neared. “Mr. Donley,
isntit? he asked.

“That'sright.” Cal approached the counter shakily.



“What are you doing up so soon?’

“I'mleaving.” Cd darted to pull away.

“But Dr. Bartum hasn't authorized your release yet.”

“He's not my keeper.”

“I know that, gir. But either Dr. Bartum signsyour release, or | need you to sign awaiver of
respongbility.”

Finally. Cal moved il closer to the counter, hishands at hissides.

The nurse pushed a clipboard and a pen on achain up to the countertop.

Cal picked up the pen and began to write, keeping his eyes fixed on the seated man. “What do you
mean, ‘release?’ Cd asked. “You meanthat if | fall down outside and kill mysdlf that Dr. Bartum can't
be sued?’

“It'sjust asafety precaution, Mr. Donley. The clinic wantsits patients to know when they're doing
something not recommended by the doctor.”

“For dl I know, Dr. Bartum approves, but he just hasn't told you.” Cal kept writing.

“I can't judtify the policy for you right now, Sr. Pleasejust Sgn the form.”

“Okay. Okay. Right here whereit says, ‘ Patient acknowledgment'?’

“Yes, ar.” The nurse had obvioudy decided thiswasalot of fussfor asmple signature.

Cd finished writing and left the clipboard on the counter. The nurse made no moveto retrieveit.

Outside, the mid-afternoon sun wasn't enough to keep Cd from fedling chilled. He couldn't tdll if it was
because of hisrecent injuriesor his state of mind. If he still had the gun, maybe that would have made him
fed better.

He could aways go buy another. But, if the listener were redl, he could see exactly what the new gun
cost and how much charging current it drew. He'd probably also wonderwhy Cd was buying another
gun right then.

“Vincent,” he said, making hisway dong the route to the tubeway. “ The name of the lab where I'm
meeting Jones sounds familiar. Have | been there before?’

“Not that | know of. Y ou could have been there before you asked me to art keeping more information.
But if you'd gone there thisweek, I'd have lots and lots of pictures.”

“S0 it's getting more crowded in there?’

“It'sso crowded in here I'm having to reuse dl the electrons.”
“Right,” said Cd dryly.

“I'll bet you think I'm kidding.”

“How about if you put yoursdlf to use. At thiswaking speed, an | going to arrive at the tubeway intime
for the next car?’



Vincent was sllent for amoment, perhaps determining Ca's speed. “Nope. Y ou'll missit by about fifteen
seconds.”

“How about at this speed?’ Cal asked. Hisribs began to hurt more.

“Y ou should have about twenty secondsto spare. Thisisal theoretical, of course. Since the stops aren't
consistent, I'm assuming atypical frequency.”

“That'sfine, Vincent. | can't expect you to beright al thetime.”
“Now wait aminute, That's not what | said.”

“Okay. Okay. You're asright asyou can possibly be.”

“I'll let thet pass”

Cal arrived at the tubeway with less of amargin than he wanted. He had to run afew stepsto makeit.
Light-headed and breathing heavily, he found an empty seet. The car Started up the hill.

Cd glanced around at hisfellow travelers. The car wasamost full. Just like Vincent was dmost full. The
ideaof afew people getting off a the next stop began to occupy his thoughts for no apparent reason. He
puzzled over it for amoment before he redlized the sgnificance of the thought.

Cd actudly smiled faintly. At least he had another possibleline of defense, if it turned out that Tolbor or
someone other than Mike Jones waswaiting for himin the lab.

Thefeding didn't last long, however. Nikki was back on his mind as the car stopped at the south pole,
and Cd drifted into the corridor leading through the spin axis.

Beforelong he wasin the rotating disk, and then on the same level as the lab the message had mentioned.
Hewastwo minutes early.

The corridor outside the lab looked like amost dll the other corridorsin the disk. But the lab door
brought back the first feding of dgavu.

The sign on the door saildD8: Linewold Testing Laboratory in large blue letters. The door was
unlocked.

The room insde was enormous. Five long, pardld, double-sided lab benches ran dmost the whole length
of the room. Large doors stood at either end of thelab.

Cal took asecond glance at one of the two doors. For an instant he could have sworn he saw Gabriel
Domingo in front of it. Then he redized what had happened. Some fragment of his memory wastelling
him that he had seen Domingo here. Maybe the night he waskilled.

Cal walked closer to the door, hearing dim echoes of hisfootfals. The door looked asif it were
pressure-tight, maybe the entrance to an environmental chamber. A large gasket showed around the
edge, and abig whedled lock held the door shut.

“Telegram,” said Vincent, and Ca jumped.

“You startled me,” Cal said, surprised at how apprehensive hefelt here. His nervousness had to be
caused by more than just the possibility of confronting the listener.

“Y ou want meto clear my throat first?” Vincent asked.



“No. What isit?’
“Michdle”
“Put her on.”

“There's no hope of savaging the recording,” she said. “But | found out afew moretidbits on Tolbor. If
there's anyone else you want meto check on, let me know.”

“I don't have the vaguest idea anymore of who we should belooking for,” Ca said for the benefit of the
listener, if there was one. “But why don't you give me what you've got anyway.”

“Okay. He's paid up his apartment here on Daeda us for another month after he leaves. Evidently he's
letting anephew useit temporarily, but | haven't checked on the nephew.”

AsMichdletaked, Ca redized that, if Michelle paid attention to the background, she might be able to
givethe police aclueto hislocation if he were reported missing. If Nikki noticed. Trying to avoid any
overt actions, he dowly moved Vincent to where there was aclearer view of the lab itsdf. “ Anything
ds=?’

“Oneitem that seemsalittle unusud. Tolbor rented afair amount of industria equipment for afriend
about ayear ago. Vacuum pumps, waldoes, power supplies, sterilizing gear, large motors and winches,
solar panels, and abunch of miscdlaneous small items. The friend was gpparently going to build a
prototype for anew solar panel design.”

“What's unusua about that?’

“Maybe nothing. | wasjust surprised that hisfriend didn't rent it himself.”
“Okay. It doesn't seem so ingdiousto me. Anything else?’
“Therésapublic going away party for him tonight.”

“Maybel'll go,” said CAl.

“Areyou dl right?” Michelle asked suddenly.

“Sure)” Cd lied. “Fine. Why?’

“No reason.” Michdle hesitated for just an ingtant. “I'll seeyou later.”

Michelle switched off. Ca hoped she had noticed his surroundings, but imagined that they were much like
lots of other labs.

A noise caught Cd's attention. It could have been hisimagination, or it could have been someone moving
at the far end of the room. Cal began to wak quietly toward the source of the sound.

The benches he passed were thick with dust. The floors were cleaner. Behind him Cd could see no
outlined footprints. His heart began to beat more loudly.

He couldn't identify much of the equipment. A few e ectronic measurement devices were the only familiar
ingruments. The sound didn't recur.

Overcome by aburgt of uneasiness, Cal suddenly stooped low to seeif he could see anyone'slegs below
theline of |ab benches. He could see none, but the view was cut off in severa directions. There couldn't



have been a conced ed group with him in the room, but there could be asingle man. Or woman.

Cal reached the far end of the lab without encountering anyone. The door on this end was metalic, but
not as sturdy asthe other door. It was solid in adifferent way, not as though it had to withstand high
pressure.

Ca stared at the door, wondering what was on the other side, when he heard another sound. Thistime
the sound was definitely from the other Side of the door.

Cal heditated. If the listener were on the other sde, Ca wasn't at al sure he wanted to open the door.
But if he didn't, he would never know, and whoever it was would be free to do as he chose.

Cal twisted thewhed on the door. It moved fregly, spinning to the end of itstravel. He pulled, and the
door swung easily outward. Inside was darkness.

Cal was about to close the door again when alight in the distance came on. It wasasmall light, directed
toward Cal.

Aningant later afigure moved partway into the path of the light, and stood silhouetted againdt it.

“Comeoninand closethedoor, Cd,” said thefigure. The voice was male and familiar seeming, but
echoes distorted the voice beyond easy recognition.

“Mike?’ Ca asked tentatively.
“That'sright. I1t's Mike Jones. Comeonin. | need to talk to you.”

Cd stood transfixed. The possihility that thiswaslegitimate was al but nonexistent, but he till didn't
know the truth. He made a concerted effort to dow his breathing.

Cal took astep up into the room and closed the door. To hisright was another door set in thewall, an
interior wall of the chamber hewasin.

“Ca—" began Vincent.

“Not now.” Ca had to hear the voice again. He took afew more steps into the gloom.
“It'simportant,” Vincent said.

Cal took afew more steps, considering. “Okay. What isit?’

“I'm shielded. Thisroom is cutting off my transmitter and recelver from the outside.”

Cal stopped.

“Please come ahead, Cd,” thevoice said pleasantly. “I redly mustingst.” Thefigure put itsarminto the
pool of light.

The hand gripped agun.
Cd dill hesitated.

“Y our wristcomp isfond of old expressions,” said the figure. “Have you ever heard the phrase ‘ Easy as
shoating fishin abarrel ?”

“No. But | suppose | see your meaning.” Ca resumed walking forward.



Thefigure said nothing more until Cal had traveled amost hafway. “1 think that'sfar enough.”

“Far enough for what?” Cal asked. He didn't like the way the man had said it. He wondered, too, if his
earswere playing tricks on him. The man's voice had not sounded as though it were till straight ahead
thistime.

“Please stay there, Cal.” The man'svoice was dightly clearer than before.

Ca hdted. He might not have recognized the voice by now if he hadn't aready been suspicious. “What
do you want from me, Russ?’

Russ Tolbor said nothing for amoment. When he spoke, hisvoice was utterly calm. “1 want from you
more than you're going to want to give. I'm grestly disappointed in you, Ca. I've never seen someone so
talented giveit dl up to go to work for the man.”

“'Go to work for the man'?” Cd asked. He knew what Tolbor meant, but he couldn't understand why he
sdit.

“The devil takeswhoever he can get. | bet he was quite ddlighted to find you.”
“Russ, you're just not talking sense. | may not go to church regularly, but that's—"

“Silence!” Tolbor had turned on a death-and-destruction preacher's voice Ca never knew he had.
Tolbor's reigious state was more severe than Cal had redlized.

“Why did you want me here?’ asked Cal.
“I had to stop your interference.”
“My interference with what?’

“With God's plan, of course. It redly will do you no good at al to pretend, Ca.” Tolbor's voice was
cdmagan.

Cal didn't know what to say.

Into the lengthening silence Tolbor said quietly, “1'm sorry to haveto leave you hereto die, Cal.”
“What do you mean?’ Cal asked apprehensively.

“Youll know in aday or two.”

At the same moment Tolbor spoke, Ca felt acool breeze on his neck. At first he thought his fear was
respongible for the chill. Then he redized suddenly thet it was Smply aventilation fan.

Thefan triggered hisintuition.
Horrified, Cd finally made sense of the connecting pieces. How could Tolbor possibly be that sick?

The Bible spoke of Sodom and Gomorrah being destroyed by God, while Lot traveled to anew home.
Cd was being left to diein awdll-ventilated [aboratory while Tolbor |eft on amission of exploration.
Tolbor wasn't leaving Cd to suffocate.

In his Daedalus apartment, Tolbor had hung twin pictures of Earth and Daedalus. But only now did Cal
redize what Tolbor must see when helooked at them.



He saw Sodom and Gomorrah.
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Helpless

CAL WAS STUNNED at the redlization. Tolbor had to be absolutely certifiable. He couldn't possibly
plan to destroy life on Daeddus.

But Ca had no doubts. He knew suddenly why he had been worried that Nikki would die. They al
would die,

The sterilization gear that Tolbor had rented, and the waldoes, al of it made sense. Tolbor hadn't caused
the disaster on Earth, but it must have pushed him over the edge. He probably saw it as God destroying
Sodom. Now Gomorrah was ready to fall, and Tolbor was God's chosen one. A modern-day Lot, one
acting as God'sfirm right hand.

Cal was desperate. There had to besomething he could do. “Youre mad,” he said dowly.
But Tolbor didn't answer. He moved out of the light, and a noise sounded from behind Cal.

“Wait aminute,” Ca said, turning swiftly to face the exit, redlizing why he had been confused about the
direction of the sound. Tolbor had put amirror at the far end of the room, to trick Cal into thinking he
was ahead rather than near the entrance. Tolbor had been just on the other side of the door Ca had
passed. Ca dtarted for the exit. Fear made his heart pound.

“Stop right where you are,” Tolbor said harshly into the gloom. Light spilled from the interior doorway,
giving him ahaf-light, haf-dark appearance.

Cal stopped. Then he began to move forward in minuscule steps. “ Aren't you curious?’ he asked
quickly, “about how | found out you were monitoring me?’

Tolbor hesitated, the gun visble once again. “Makeit quick.”

An encouraging thought occurred to Cdl. If Vincent had been cooperating al along with Tolbor, if he
were following Tolbor'singtructions, there was no need for Cal to be locked in a shielded room. A strong
closet would have been adequate. Maybe he could get close enough to Tolbor that he might consider
taking Vincent with him.

“Vincent,” Ca said. “Make sure you get dl this recorded, so you can passit on to whoever finds meif |
die soon. It may betoo late dready, but | have to do whatever | can.”

“I'mdl ears”

“That'sthefirg part of the problem, now that you mention it. The night Domingo died, something else
happened, too. Russ must have tampered with you.”

“I beg your pardon.”

“Just listen. Somehow, | think he loaded a second program into your memory, one which was set up to
run without your noticing. Asfar as| cantdl, it's il there, and designed to do only onething: relay audio
and video to Tolbor.”
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“How sure areyou? | haven't noticed anything like that.”
“It hasto—"

“Wait aminute,” said Vincent. “I think | see something. Well, ‘see’ isn't quite theword, but periodicaly,
my transmitter goes busy for alittle less than amicrosecond.”

“That mugt beit.”

“I didn't pay any attention to that. | thought maybe one of my subroutines was just responding to location
checks or diagnostics.”

“I doubt it.”
“Do you have any suggestions?’

“Y es. Search through your entire memory, looking for anything that doesn't seem to be exactly what you
thought should be there. If some of the video you've saved has been dtered, or if any datathat should be
recogni zable looks more like a program, find it.”

“Thismay takeawhile”
“Get to the point, Cal,” Tolbor said. “I've got to leave.”

“I think I found it,” said Vincent excitedly. “Damn him. Hetampered with me. Cal, you've got to best the
hdl out of him.”

“Firg thingsfirgt.” Cal looked back at the gunin Tolbor's hand. “ Get rid of it if you can.”
“Done” Vincent said. “Cd, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to betray you. Y ou know | wouldn't.”
“I know. It'sokay. You werejust fooled. Like | was.”

“How long have you known?’ Tolbor asked.

“Since| got the message asking me to come here. That'swhy | couldn't tell Nikki. She probably has her
own gpartment aready. But I'm worrying about centimeters when | should be concerned about
light-years. Vincent, our friend hereis planning to kill everyone on Daeddus.”

“Heswhat 7’

“Correct meif I'mwrong, Russ.” Cd explained what he had deduced, finishing with “ So Russ must plan
to leave a container with the bacteriaon Daedalus. When it breaks, there won't be anything left to stop
the bacteria. And Gomorrah will go the way of Sodom.”

“So how long do we have?’ Vincent asked.

“My very question. Would you careto tell us, Russ? It can't betoo long. Vittoria leaves at oh Sx
hundred. Y ou're obvioudy planning to leave me adive, so you don't expect meto be found before you're
untouchable.” Cal looked at Vincent's screen. “ So we probably have between twelve hours and maybe a
day or two. And Lunawill dietoo, if the bacteria gets spread before anyone gets the first symptoms.
Damn!”

“It's been nice knowing you, Cal,” Vincent said. “| guessthis meansyou aren't amurderer. I'm glad to
know thet at least.”



“Don't gart, Vincent. Were going to get out of here. Tolbor's just confused. He's been reading the Bible
too much. Heisn't redlly going to do this, are you, Russ?’ Insde, Ca was as pessmigtic as Vincent, but
he refused to stop trying. He crept closer.

“This has ceased to be interesting,” Tolbor said. “Y ou've got substantial power on your Sde. That's
obvious from the progress you've made. But you stay here, and | go. That'swhat it al comes down—"

Ca knew that. He held no hope for reprieve. The only change of heart Tolbor would be likely to have
was atransplant. So, just before Tolbor finished speaking, Cal began to run.

Obvioudy there was only one exit. Since Tolbor hadn't disagreed when he said he'd leave Cd dive, he
had to be intending to lock him in the shielded room. Once the door was closed, Cal would have
absolutely no chance.

But now he had one smdl one. Hetook huge steps, ignoring the pain in hisribs, sverving, trying to keep
his course erratic. Tolbor was aman who set thingsin motion. He didn't pull triggers, Ca hoped.

He waswrong.

Just as Cal closed the distance to ameter, he heard Tolbor's gun discharge, and he felt the stabbing pain
in hissde. But Cd's momentum kept him going.

He hurtled into Tolbor, damming the man hard against the door. And then Cal hit, too. His head crashed
into solid, unyielding meta.

Lynn was sitting on hislap. She looked up into Ca's eyes and smiled. Acrosstheroom lay her traveling
bag. Nikki sat nearby. Her bags were packed, too.

Cd found himsdlf looking at adoor labeledLinewold Testing Laboratory in blue letters. There was
someone behind him. Gabrid Domingo.

“But wevegottogoin, Gabe,” said Cd.

After adiscussion too brief to cal an argument, they opened the door. The room full of lab bencheslay in
darkness until Gabe found the light switch. They searched the room thoroughly, each covering haf of the
area.

They obvioudy hadn't found whatever they sought. Ca convinced Domingo they must continue
searching. The emissions lab proved to be uninteresting, so Cal examined the other door, the one that
looked asif it were built to sed an environmental |ab.

Gabe shook his head and pointed at the door. Cal moved to it and tried to turn the whedl. It wouldn't
move. Cd called to Gabe and indicated his stronger muscles.

Annoyed, Gabe pushed Ca aside and twisted on the whed!. It didn't turn for him either. He applied more
force. His biceps tensed, and swesat appeared on his forehead.

Thewhed beganto turn.

Thelast conscious act Domingo made was giving Cd a condescending but friendly grin, turning the whed
with only one hand.

Then the door did something Cal had never expected. With no warning sound it burst open so quickly, it
was hard for Cadl to believe that it was a solid, massive door.



Gabe couldn't believe it either. He had no time to retreat from the door's path. It smashed violently into
hisched.

In the same instant Gabe's body rammed backward into Cal. Cd felt himsdf propelled off baance, thrust
into awall-mounted ashtray that caught him just to one side of the small of his back. His head snapped
againg the wall. Dazed, he dumped to the floor.

The pain was excruciating. Unable to move for severd moments, Cd finally managed to pull himself over
to where Domingo lay.

For just an instant there was alook of amazement on Gabe's face, and then it was gone. He had
probably been dead even before Cal was able to see his face. Gabe's chest was crushed, and he had
aready lost a massive quantity of blood.

For amoment Cd refused to believe what had happened. It couldn't be. But it was. “ Gabe,” hecriedina
strangled voice. “ Gabe. What have | doneto you?’ If only Cal had opened the door. If only he hadn't
asked Gabe to come with him.

For severa long seconds Cal didn't know what he was doing. When his awareness returned, he saw that
he had taken hold of Gabe'slegs and had pulled him away from the door, as though removing him from
the scene would diminate the damage.

“Vincent?’ Cd said.

“Yes”

“Erasedl records of my recent activities”
“If that'swhat you redly want.”

Cal didn't know if that was what he wanted or not, he was so confused. But he didn't want those
memories getting into the wrong person's hands if he were caught soon. “Doit.”

He stopped right where he was and collgpsed. After atime he realized he was crying for the friend he
had logt, for being the oneto drag him here. Cal turned off Vincent and looked up.

From where he was he could see into the enclosure that had been barred by the door. It was dark inside,
but light from the main [ab spilled in and shone off something Silvery inside.

He wiped blood from his hands onto the floor and then rose shakily. He moved a step or two closer.
The slvery shape wasin the center of the room. It seemed to be a sedled test tube.

He approached more closay. As he reached the entrance to the |ab, he noticed an unusual smell, rather
likeroses.

His knees weakened suddenly, and he had to catch himself on the door. And then, as he thought about
thoroughness and booby traps, consciousness dipped away.

Cd was uncomfortable. He tried to straighten his pillow. He was still uncomfortable. Only after afew
more minutes did his head begin to clear. Something was wrong. Thiswasn't apillow. Thiswas—what?

It was abody. Ca flinched. He pulled himsdf away so rapidly that the jolt Started his head hurting. What
was he doing lying on top of abody, particularly amale one?



And then things began to come back swiftly. Russ Tolbor was the man benesth Cal.
And Russ Tolbor was dead.

It took no detailed ingpection for Cal to reach the conclusion. He quickly checked for a pulse to make
absolutely certain, but the action only confirmed what he dready knew.

Herose shakily. A raw spot on his side painfully reminded Cal where Tolbor had shot him. Cal had been
lucky. Or Tolbor had shied from taking adirect, irreconcilable action.

Tolbor and Domingo. How different they were. And how similar they looked in degth.
“You'redill on, right, Vincent?’ Cd asked at las.

“I'mfine. And I'm glad you're okay. | would have caled for help, but I'm still shielded. | couldn't even
cdl out for pizza”

Ca grinned wryly. He swung the door open and stepped out of the chamber and into the lab. “ Can you
communicate again?’

1] YS.”

“Injust aminute | want to cal Lieutenant Dobson. If anything at dl happensto me, cal him, bring him up
to date on the last"—Cal looked at the time—"two hours. | want to do something first.”

Ca walked shakily over to the environmenta lab he had noticed earlier, the one he had just remembered.
As he got closer he began to get abad feding about it. By the time he reached it, he knew why. The
door was shut but not locked.

Standing clear of the path of the door, Cal pulled at it to open it. He pulled harder.

The door dowly began to swing open. And suddenly Cal fdlt at least as bad as when Nikki had walked
out.

The test tube he had seen earlier was gone.
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Hoard

“MR. DONLEY,” cdled avoice. “Areyou in there?’
Cd moved from behind the door. Lieutenant Dobson was a the entrance to the lab.
“Thank God you're here,” Cd said, starting to function again. “We may betoo late dready.”

Lt. Dobson stepped into the lab. “Too late for what? Are you injured? Y our wife and Michelle Garney
tried to tdl us something waswrong withVittoria 's communications, but no one was convinced. We
thought they were just worried that you might be aboardVittoria .” There was another policeman with
Dobson.

“They wereright,” Cal said. “But it'sfar worse than that. Russ Tolbor. He had a container of the bacteria
in here. The bacteriathat destroyed Earth.” Cal led them to Tolbor's body.
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“Y ou're serious, then,” Dobson said in a hushed voice.
“Therés no timeto delay. I've got wristcomp recordings to convince you, but weve got to act now.”

“Whatever you say, ar. I'vejust had along talk with Mike Jones.” Dobson's eyes were steady, but his
jaw muscles contracted and relaxed as he looked at Cdl.

“Okay, then. We've got to evacuate the whole colony.”

Lt. Dobson gave Cd afina gppraising gaze and made acall. “ Dobson, sir. Immediate evacuation of
Daedadus and Icarusisrequired.”

The voice on the other end asked, “Donley says so?’ The voice Ca recognized as Mike Joness.
“Yes,” said Dobson.

“I'll start it. But we can't handle more than five to ten percent.” He gave ordersto someonedsefor a
minute, then said, “Put Donley on.”

“Here,” said Cal.
“Giveittomefas.”

“There's a container of the bacteriathat killed life on Earth. It's somewhere on Daeddus or Icarus. And
I'm sureit's going to break sometime soon. Russ Tolbor brought it here.”

It was alot for Jonesto accept, but he did it readily. “Well start asearch. We've got alot of peopleto
do it with since probably ninety percent of us are stuck here. What'sit ook like?’

Cd told him.

“Any ideawhere he might have put it? I'll have someone ask him fast and firm, but | don't want to count
onit.”

“None.” Cd explained why no one would be able to question Tolbor, and then thought for amoment.
“Maybein hisold apartment. He paid for another month in advance.”

Jones didn't ask him his source of information. He just acted on it.

“I'm going over there myself,” Cd said. “It'son my way home. | want to seeif my wifewill spesk to me
onelast time”

“Why wouldn't she?” asked Dobson. “ She was worried enough about you an hour ago.”

Ca had gtarted for the door, but stopped and turned. “What do you mean? 'Y ou found me here because
of the note | left on thewaiver log, didn't you?’

“Y es, but we probably wouldn't have found you so soon if she hadn't raised such acommotion after you
disappeared. She's the one who went looking al through the hospita for some indication of what had
happened. That nurse probably wouldn't have looked at the log until the end of the month.”

Cal couldn't speak for amoment, he was so relieved to learn the news. Then hetried to force thoughts of
Nikki out of hismind. They had to find the container.

“Thanks,” he said to Dobson, and started for the door.



“I'll joinyou,” Dobson said. “It'sabig place, and that seems as good as any to look.” He directed his
companion to stay behind with the body.

On the way over Dobson explained two thingsthat Ca had been still puzzled about. Firs, the faked
findingsin Domingo's apartment, the drugs and weapons, had been intended to make Domingo look like
acriminal instead of an undercover officer, to protect Cal. Second, Cal had been asked to help
investigate, not because the police had any real reason to expect fraud or any other crimes, but because
that was the way Mike Jones chose to be thorough. No one but Mike Jones had known the entire story
until recently.

When Cd and Lieutenant Dobson reached Tolbor's apartment, there were two other policemen leaving.
“Y oure wasting your time,” said one.

Cd sagged againg the hallway wall, wondering if he should try to find Nikki, to spend their last hours
together. Instead he entered the apartment.

He understood immediately what the man had meant. They had ripped the place apart.

The men had dready dismantled the furniture, the computer cabinet, and the kitchen appliance cabinets,
leaving panels hanging open. Nothing insde. The only other possessions till there were the two pictures
onthewadl.

Cal fet dck. How could Tolbor doit? If the container wasn't here, it could be dmost anywhere. It could
take yearsto find.

Cd couldn't believeit wasn't here. Not after Tolbor arranged a month's extrarent. He moved to inspect
the computer cabinet.

The cabinet had so many pandsremoved, Cd could see straight through it in dmost any direction he
chose. There couldn't be anything like the bacteria container hidden there,

The kitchen gppliances were the same. The police had used controlled-depth cutting lasers and carefully
peded gpart any possible area of concea ment.

Bitterly depressed, Ca waked back into the living room. He looked again at the pictures of Earth and
Daeda us, wondering how Tolbor could possbly think that he was doing God'swill.

And, as helooked, it hit him. The bacteria had to be near the pictures.

He could imagine Tolbor feding secure with the container hidden here. With the rent paid up, no one
should enter the gpartment. And Tolbor had no reason to believe that anyone would even be searching
for the container.

Ca moved to the pictures and gingerly removed them from the wall. There was no wall safe behind
ether.

But therewas afant seam in thewall, and severd small holes, as though someone had tried severa times
to find exactly the right location to hang the pictures.

“Grab aknife or ascrewdriver,” Ca shouted to Dobson, who wasin the kitchen.

Working rapidly but cautioudy, they succeeded in prying away awall panel. Behind it lay aslver test
tube.



A quiet fan blew air past the tube, directing it toward the vent holesin thewall. And adjacent to the tube
was what had to be a detonator and timer.

Gingerly Dobson removed the timer package. Only when it was outside of the gpartment did Cal actudly
beginto relax.

“'Thanks isapretty weak word,” Dobson said, wiping his forehead.
“Thanksfor believing me. I'm going home.”
“What about that?’ Dobson pointed to the burn hole where Tolbor had shot him.

“It doesn't hurt too badly. I'll seeto it soon.” Fortunately, the wound wasin the fleshy areain Ca'swal g,
and it had stopped bleeding.

“Okay. Well notify theVittoria that they'll be needing anew commander.” Dobson tipped two fingers
toward Cd inasaute.

Filled with aweary sense of relief, Cal started to leave, but paused. “ Oh, one more thing. | think the guy
who helped Tolbor isPaulo Fral. He was an attendant at Forget-Me-Now. He's probably on Lunaright
now. Tolbor must have warned him that | was suspicious, but he amost certainly doesn't know what
Tolbor was conceding.”

The tubeway was much busier than norma, so Ca couldn't board the first car dong. As he waited
Vincent told him that a public announcement was being broadcast, announcing a stop to the partia
evacudion.

“I haven't been thinking,” Cd said. “Cdl Michelle, would you, Vincent?’

“Am | glad to seeyou,” Michelle said when she answered. “Have you talked to Nikki yet? She'sworried
sick. And give me the details on what happened. I've got a newscast to prepare for.”

“In order, no, | haven't talked to Nikki. | wanted to do it in person. And Tolbor did it.”
“Comeon. Comeon .”

“Okay. I'll giveyou asmuch as| can before | get home. And if | dontt finish, I'll give you therest at least
four hours before | agreeto talk toanyone .

“Better. Go ahead.”
Cd tdked quietly into Vincent's microphone for dmost the wholetrip.

As he neared the house he wondered the same thing he had wondered severa times lately. Would Nikki
be home?

“Wish meluck, Vincent,”
“Youll neadit.”
“Thanksalot.”

Nikki wasthere. She sat stiffly in one of the living room chairs, her eyes seeming darker than usud. She
held ahot drink in her hands, asthough trying to warm hersdlf.



“Hello, Nikki.” Hetried to keep hisvoice cam.

“Hello, Cd.” She matched histone.

“I need to talk to you.”

“I wasnt sureif you gill would.”

Cal wastaken aback. *'Y ou mean because of what you said in the hospitd 7’

“What els?” Nikki sniffed and drew in adeep breeth.

Cal stepped closer. “Y ou know now why | couldn't talk then?”

“Yes. | knew it when | saw the note. | felt even worsethan | did when | talked to you in your room.”
“Can you forgive me, then?’

“God, you ask slly questions sometimes. Of course.”

“If you can forgive me for seeming to do the wrong thing when you didn't know al the reasons, I'd bea
pretty smal personif | couldn't do the same.”

Nikki'sfacelit up, but she stayed seated. “ But you haven't talked about wanting me at dl in thelast few
days”

“Now who'sslly? | wasafraid that if | did, it would drive you further away.” Ca moved another step
closer. “1 want you more than I've ever wanted you. | love you.”

Nikki scrambled out of the chair, and Cal moved to join her. The strength of her arms asthey embraced
put too much pressure on hisribs, but he didn't complain.

“I want you, too,” shesaid into hisear. “I'm glad you're back.”
“Me, too. In more ways than one.”

After afew minutes Cd's cheeks began to hurt from smiling. “ Lieutenant Dobson told me you werethe
driving force behind the search for me after | disgppeared,” he said. “I thought you would be busy
goatment hunting.”

“I just couldn't accept it al. | really thought you were trying to pull closer, and then you wouldn't talk. The
more | thought about it, the more | was convinced that something was wrong. | wanted to come with
Dobson, but he takes ahard line on risk and police responsibilities.” Nikki backed up afew centimeters
and sad, “Tdl mewhat happened.” She straightened Cd's hair. “God, you look terrible.”

Hetold her, finishing with, “When Jones originaly asked me to make covert checks, he gave me asevere
warning about telinganyone . But | found | didn't want to anyway. | felt dirty, oying on my friends.
Anyway, | darted listening to peopl€e's conversations. Sodom and Gomorrah came up in acouple of
Tolbor's conversations—he didn't know he was being listened to then. He obvioudy felt it was God's
plan, not some horrible accident. He talked alot about how Jupiter had been so clean and unspoiled. |
started wondering.

“I'm gtill not sure about the Vit Twenty-Two, but | think one of Tolbor's friends gave him some, figuring
it wouldn't be any crimefor himto useit himsdlf. Anyway, | eventudly found out Tolbor was one of the
origind ownersof Linewold Lab, and went to check it out.”



“But why did you suspect Tolbor when you cameto?’ she asked. “What made you so sureit washim?’

“I wasn't sure. It was just that most of the indications pointed to him. Tolbor was the person | had bad
fedings about when | walked around that first day after Gabe died. | think Leroy and Dave decided to
embark on their plan only after they redlized Tolbor wasn't paying much attention to theVittoria
-to-Daedal us communi cations equipment.”

“Why was that? Because calling back to Daedalus would be like Lot's wife looking back at Sodom and
Gomorrah?’

“That's my theory, too. And there were some small thingsthat | finally realized in Tolbor'slab. When |
tried out Fargo Edmund's name on Tolbor, he said he didn't knowhim . But Fargo could be awoman's
name, too.”

“I don't understand why Tolbor wasn't going to kill you outright while he had the chance,” Nikki said,
shivering and wincing as she spoke.

“I'm not entirely sure mysdlf. My best guessisthat Tolbor saw himself asatool of God, responding to
gentle nudges, setting clockwork devicesin motion. Aslong as he didn't take any find, direct action,
there was aways the possibility of change. If he was misinterpreting God's will, there was alwaysthe
chance of God arranging for someone e seto upset his efforts. And, if no one did, well, Tolbor was right

dl dong”
“But why did you think to look behind the pictures?’ asked Nikki.

“Because | had seen those same two pictures, aready moved, at Tolbor'sVittoria home. So there had to
be two sets, or he moved the one set back. Either way, it didn't make sense.”

Nikki looked at him intently, her eyeswarm, her cheeks flushed. “How much of your memory has come
back?’

“Almogt al, | think. | guess when Tolbor told the Forget-Me-Now attendant to do it fast, and to blank as
much as possible, he made amistake. They blanked more memory than usua, but they did it too lightly.
Tolbor must have redlly been in apanic when he heard how much | was ableto recdl or sumble over.”
Cd hegtated. “Now | even remember that frilly blue negligee.” He grinned.

Nikki grinned right back. “ After this, you're going to have to leave Vincent outside when you cometo
bed. Who knowswho hélll broadcast to next time?”

“Oneteeny problem,” said Vincent, breaking hislong silence. “Onelittlefaux pas , and they hold it
againg you forever. It wasn't even my fault.”

Stll amiling, Nikki calmly covered Vincent with one hand and kissed CAl.
THE END
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