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DOWN, BUT NOT OUT

Harris came up off hisjumping foot and brought the same leg up before him in extenson—aflying sde
kick straight out of tournament demongirations. The huge man fet like J&I-O, but he ill fell over
backwards. Harris hit the ground hard, too, but scrambled up ingtantly. "Gaby?*

The bag the man had dropped said, "Harris?' and her arm stretched out of it.

The old man said, "Mine." He stepped out of the way. "Phipps, | need this young man removed. Adonis,
get up.”

"Gaby, get the hdl out of herel”

The third man pulled something from under hisarmpit. Harrisfdlt fear clutching at him, but he charged
and side-kicked just as Phipps got hisrevolver out into the open. The kick connected, knocking the man
clean off hisfest.

Harrisamogt grinned. From the opening bell to the knockout, one point five seconds. Not bad for a
drunk loser. He bent over, grabbed Phipps revolver, and swung it around to aim at the others.

The huge man's gloved hand clamped down on the barrdl and yanked. The gun fired into nothingness
and the huge man flung it off into the darkness. With hisfree hand, he pulled his hat away from his head
and looked down at Harris. Moonlight illuminated hisface.



His skin, cinnamon brown, hung in packed layers of wrinkleslike earthwormslaid lengthwise. No mouth
or earswere discernible, but there were eyes, animal's eyes, set deep in. Harristook an involuntary step
back, looking for the seam that proved this was amask.

But the mouth opened. It was too large and too wide to belong to any human. No man or woman
possessed aforest of sharklike teeth like those. It twisted into asmile.

The Smile mocked him.
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Chapter One

The Smile mocked him.

It was Sonny Walters smile, swest-dewed in the middle of the man's hardwood-brown face. It wasn't a
friendly smile. It promised pain.

Harris Greene advanced anyway, his gloved hands high, hisbody constantly moving. Walters, with the
longer reach, could afford to stand back and fight at distance; Harris had to play the aggressor,
condantly closing.

Harris started the round with a snapkick to Walters ribcage. Walters brought hisleft arm down to take
the shot just above the elbow. Harris stepped in close, threw aright jab at the sameribs, then spun
around counter-clockwise,

Harris Greene's patented Spinning Backfist. He should have come out of the spin with hisleft fist
damming into Waters blocking forearm or, better yet, his unprotected head. But instead he unloaded the
blow into empty air, the Smile somehow magicaly transported just beyond his reach. The exertion kept
Harris spinning afraction of aturn too far, leaving him out of postion.

Walters right hook came up out of nowhere and took Harris on the point of hisjaw. The blow rocked
his head and he staggered a half-step back.

It didn't redlly hurt, but bright little lights gppeared in hisvision, tiny firefliesdancing in front of him; he
ignored them and kept moving backwards, buying timeto recover.

But hisfeet wouldn't cooperate. His back and head dammed into the canvas before he ever felt off



balance. The crowd roared its approval.

They hadn't yelled for Harris once during the match. He could smell the stink of their swest, stronger
than his own odor or Walters, and for amoment he hated them—beer-chugging, screaming, swesting,
cous n-fondling morons who should have been a home with their families but instead came to cheer while
Harris Greene took a besting.

Already they counted him aloser. They werejust waiting for him to prove them right.

Harrisrolled up to aknedling position and waited. The dancing stars began to fade. When the referee's
count reached seven, he stood. He forced his features back into hiswar-face, al glowering eyesand
sullen expression, just as held practiced a hundred times for the mirror, but he was no longer sure who he
was doing it for. The referee got out from between the two men and signaled for them to resume.

Harrisforced himsdlf to move forward again, sraight for the Smile.

Miles away, on Manhattan, Carlo Salvandlli sat in acardboard box.

It was agood box. Twelve weeks ago it had held abrand-new Whirlpool refrigerator, Model
#ED25DQ, dmond-colored with water and ice dispensersright there in the freezer door. It had stood
resolutely upright after the workmen unloaded it; as soon as the workmen had turned their backs, Carlo
had grabbed the box from just insde the delivery dock and made off with it.

Carlo didn't know how far past seventy years old he was, but he wasin good shape: lean, with al his
own teeth, still graceful, health good in spite of the way he lived. He was certainly sound enough to run
off with arefrigerator box and be safely away before the workmen came back.

Now the box sat lengthwise up againgt the dley wall. The dley was an even bigger stroke of luck than
the box; the manager of the gpartments behind him let him stay there, even gave him the combination to
the gate that blocked the alley mouth, just for hauling alittle trash and mopping afew floors.

Between the new box and the sheltered dley, this had been a better winter than the last one. Maybe the
new year would give him ajob, ared home.

Someone rapped on the end of the box.

Carlojolted in surprise. His hearing was keen. Had Mr. Montague come out through the aley door of
his building, had someone comein through the cresking gate a the dley end, Carlo would have heard it.
But there had been no sound.

At aloss hecaled, "Comein."

The vistor pulled open the box flaps and probed around with aflashlight beam that caught and blinded
Carlo. Then the vigtor turned thelight on himsdif.

Hewas aslver-haired man, Carlo's age. That wasthe only smilarity between them; in contrast to
Carlo'stattered, unwashed jeans and flannd shirt, this man wore an elegant silk suit, along coat of lined
black leather, ared scarf, a new fedora—nobody wore fedoras anymore. No one but old men.



Thevidtor smiled reassuringly a Carlo. "May | comein?'

"l—of course." Carlo squirmed. HE'd never had avisitor to abox that served him as home, and the
vigtor's eegance reminded him pointedly of the shabbiness of his clothes, of hisfew belongings. He knew
he smelled bad, and he was suddenly embarrassed.

Thevigtor did inand s, like Carlo, tinker-style with his back to the side of the box againgt the aley
wall. Hetook amoment to pull the box flaps closed. "I gpologize for vigting you under these
circumstances. But I'm used to seizing opportunitieswhere | find them.” His pronunciation was precise,
his accent alittle odd; German, perhaps. Carlo couldn't tell; his own speech was till heavily flavored, and
English was sometimes hard for him. "I'm looking for some men to do somework for me. Specia men. |
think you're one of them. Tell me, are you currently employed?”

Carlo shook his head and waved a hand at the degping bag and backpack that made up his
possessions. "l am between employments.”

"Good. | mean, that's good for me. Tell me, uh—"

"Carlo. Carlo Sdvandli."

"One of the Salvandli. Of course. Tell me, Carlo, do you like the outdoors? Forests, trees?”
Carlo beamed. "Y es, very much. | am acity boy, but | love the country.”

"And do you remember much about the old country?'

Carlo hegtated. "I cameto Americavery young."

"Not too young. Y our accent is very pronounced.” The visitor leaned forward and his voice became
low, congpiratorid. "And we're not talking about Itady, either. Arewe?"

Carlolooked at hisvigitor, at the man's eager, encouraging expression, and hesitated before shaking his
head. "Itdy, no."

"Symaithia, I'd say, to judge from your accent.”

Carlo'seyeswidened. "Y es, Symaithia But the doctors, they said it was al imagination, that | should
stop thinking about it. How you know about Symaithia?'

"The doctors were wrong. Poor Carlo. | imagine no one took you serioudly. It must have been
impossible to keep ajob, to makefriends.” The visitor shifted, drawing even closer. "Tell me, Carlo, this
isvery important. Have you ever met anyone like yourself? From the old country? Not just Symaithia.
Anywhere."

"Oh, no. Never." Carlo started as atear dropped from his cheek onto his hand; shamed, he reached up
to dry hiseyes. "All my life, | think that the doctorsareright. That | must have been in an accident, hurt
my head, dreamed everything about the old country. Y ou arered? Y ou are not some new dream?’ He
looked up again into hisvisitor's sympathetic eyes.

"I'm no dream." The vigitor reached into one of his coat pockets and brought out something dark and
glinting. "Carlo, | think you're just exactly the man | want, but | need to know one more thing. Can you



handle one of these?"

Carlo looked down at the gleaming metal object in hisvisitor'shands. "A gun?Yes, of course. | fought
for Americain World War Two. | need gloves. Why will | need to use agun?’

Thevidtor smiled again. "Cometo think of it, you won't." Heamed and pulled the trigger.
The blast hammered Carlo's ears and fire tore through his chest.

For amoment he could not move. He just stared uncomprehendingly at hisvisitor. Then helooked down
at the hole over his heart.

Blood pooled dowly out of the hole. A holein hisbest shirt . . . it was so hard to get bloodstains out of
clothes, and there would be the hole to sew up. And another in the back of the shirt, where he felt more
wetness and pain.

Helooked at the man with the gun. "Why you do this?'

"Hush." Thevigitor brought the barrel of the automatic to within an inch of Carlo'sforehead and fired
agan.

The old man looked down at the body of Carlo Salvandlli. Satisfied that no life remained, he wriggled
back out of the box and stood.

Histwo men waited afew yards off. Phipps, the small one, amerefour inches above six feet, stood in
the aley's patch of moonlight. The big one kept back in the shadows.

Phipps stepped forward, looming solicitoudy over the old man. Y ou okay?"
"Of course. | enjoy doing this sort of thing from time to time. Good for the congtitution.” The ederly
gentleman pocketed his gun, then reached up to straighten Phipps collar. "Though we should leave now.

Y ou just can't count on the police not to come. Now, you're sure about this other one?”

The small one nodded. "I had the meter out and on her for four or five minutes. She'sagood, strong
sgnal. But asfar as|'ve been able to determine, sheredlly was born here.”

"Then | don't think shell join poor Carlo right away. | may need to send her homefor study first."

The three moved away down the dley, leaving Carlo Salvanelli donein the box that served him as
home.

Harris Greene sat on the stool in his corner and concentrated on keeping hiswar-face on. It wasn't easy;
dizziness and weariness tugged at him, and Zeb wastaking. Taking and talking.

"Dammit, Harris, you're being too predictable. The same combinations over and over. Mix it up more.
He's onto your backfist; forget about it. Work on hisgut. | think he's till hurting from the Helberson fight.
And watch out when you close with him. When you make the trangition between your range and his, in or



out, that'swhen hesnailing you.”

Harris accepted amouthful of water from the trainer's bottle, then swallowed it instead of spitting. He
stared for along moment at the PKC banner on the auditorium wall, at the crowd that had shouted for
his blood just afew minutes ago, and he turned to look at Zeb. "I'm going to lose," he said.

Zeb Watson stared back at him, hard-eyed. Black, bearded, intense, he'd once been afighter and could
gtill project the attitude. His gaze was like aknife raking a Harris face. "No, you're not. Y ou can teke
him. Y ou have more than he does. Just do what | say andstop thinking so much!™

The warning whistle sounded. Zeb cursed, dipped the plastic guard back into Harris mouth, and dipped
out of thering. Harrisrose. The bell sounded, announcing thefifth round.

Harris got underway, resumed his erratic up-and-down, right-and-left motion, and headed toward the
Smileagan.

It took only afew moments. Walters switched tactics, went on the offensive, drove Harrisinto a corner.
Harris blocked the blows coming in at hisribs, saw an opening, and automatically threw his backfist
again. Hefdt Watersdraw away from him.

Walters, ill in retreat, caught the backfist on hisleft glove, then kicked high. Hisfoot dammed into
Harris temple, ablast of pain as sharp and distinct asa cymbal crash from asymphony, and Harris
watched through gray fog as the canvas rose up to dap him.

Cheersrolled over him. The crowd loved it. Damn them.

He got up. It took awhile. The referee talked to him, and Harris didn't understand hiswords. Maybe it
wasn't English. Maybe he was just concentrating too hard on staying upright to make sense of his speech.
Then the referee went away and the crowd roared again.

Harris saw Sonny Walters dancing around, his arms high. The Smile had won. The Smile had been right
al aong. Harrisheaded for his corner. The faces there weren't smiling.

It took Harrisalong timeto tie his shoe. There didn't seem to be any reason to do it faster. And thisway
he didn't have to look up, to stare into disappointed faces.

Zeb sat on thelocker-room bench in front of him and cleared histhroat. "Harris, | think we're done.”
"Okay. I'll seeyou Monday." Good. Just leave. Don't make me look at you.

"No, that's not what | mean. | think you and | are done. | can't work with you anymore.”

Findly Harrisdid look up, into Zeb's sympathetic, set expression. "What do you mean?"

"Harris, why did you get into kick-boxing?"

"Same reason you did.”

"No, tdl me"



Harris thought back. "Two Olympics on the tae kwon do team. | didn't take any medals, but hey, | was
akid for thefirst one. Everybody seemed to think | could go al theway. Be achampion. That'swhat it
was. | wanted to be achamp.”

"Wanted."

"Want. | fill want it."

"I don't think s0." Zeb sghed. "Harris, youare achampion . . . in practice. In training, nobody can match
you. Y ou've got more speed and power than anyone your size. But when it turnsinto a competition,
when the fight becomesred, you just fold up.”

Harrisfdt alump formin histhroat as he redized Zeb meant it. "Y ou'reredly cutting meloose, arentt
you?'

"Asafighter, yeah. That's business. | need to manage fighterswho are going to have careers. That's not
you. But I'm not cutting you loose asafriend.”

"Thanks." Harrislooked back at his shoe. He pulled the knot out and began tying it again.
"Areyou seeing Gaby tonight?"

"Y eah. We're having dinner." Great. HEd haveto tell her, too.Gaby, you know how | don't exactly
have a job? Well, | just got fired anyway.

"Areyou two serious?’
"Yegh"

"Y ou going to marry her?'
"Yesh."

"Good."

Harris heard the sllence stretch out, felt the awkwardness grow between them. Heignored it, not letting
Zeb off the hook. By millimeters, he adjusted the size of the bow in his shodlace.

Findly, Zeb held hishand out.

Harrislooked at it amoment, then took it. "Okay, Zeb."

"Yougoingto bedl right?'

"Sure.”

"Y ou might think about teaching. L otta schools out there would be happy to have you.”

"Sure"



"Givemeacdl." Zeb left, looking nearly as gloomy as Harrisfdlt.

Two Olympic appearances down the toilet.

What the hell. Hislife wasn't over. He had agresat girlfriend and apair of well-tied shoes.

Gaby was waiting for him on the sidewalk outside the Chinese restaurant. He spotted her from the
corner across the street and took an extraminute just to watch her, as he dways did when he had the

chance.

She was an Aztec princess by way of Elle magazine. With her high cheekbones and blacker-than-night
hair, shetook after her Mexican mother more than her Irish-American father. She wore jeansand a
smplered silk blouse with confidence enough to suggest that she surpassed the dress code of theidand's
trendiest club. At thisdistance, he couldn't see her eyes, but he knew the way they looked at everything,
focusing on thisand dismissing that with intengity and razory speed.

Then she spotted him. He expected her broad, welcoming smile, but al she did was wave. He crossed
the street and joined her.

Shelooked at his battered face and winced, then stretched up on tiptoe to give him aquick kiss. "How'd
itgo?"

"Well, you'd know if you'd been there.”
"Yes, | know. I'msorry. Let'sgoin, I'm starved.”
He held the door open for her. " So, what were you up to today?"

"“Tel you later."

He ordered shrimp fried rice; she just asked for a cup of wonton soup. When the waitress | eft, he said,
"| thought you were garving."

"l am. Wdll, sort of starving." She looked uncomfortable and shut up.

He let the sllence hang between them for amoment. "Well, I've got some news," he said, just as she
sad, "l need to talk about something.”

They both smiled at the awvkwardness.

Harrisdidn't fed like smiling. Maybe she wanted to move in together. He didn't think he was ready for
that. Maybe she even wanted to set adate. Oh, God; maybe, in spite of their precautions, she was
pregnant. "You gofirg,” hesaid.

"No, you."

"No, you."

"Okay." Shetook adeep breath. "Harris, | think maybewe. . . ought to kind of go our separate ways."



He put his head down on the table.
"Haris?'

"Wha?'

"Did you understand me?"

"I don't think s0." He straightened up. Maybe she was speaking the same language asthe referee earlier
tonight. Taken apart, the words were English; put together, they made no sense.

"Harris, it'snot working."

"What's not working?'

"We'renot working. Out. Working out.”

"The hell were not. How are we not working out? We hardly ever fight."

"l know we don't. Y ou're one of thenicest men I've ever met."

"Am | lousing up your career? Did your parentsforget to tell methat they hate me?"
"Nothing likethat.”

"|sthere another guy?"

"No."

"Ancthergirl ?'

Shedmogt smiled. "Harris”

"Look, if it'smy career choice, let metdl you, | just went through abig change.”
"No."

"Gaby, | loveyou." Therethey were, the magic words. Hed never had any problem saying them. He
meant them.

Hewaited, but thistime she didn't say them back. She just gave him alook full of hurtful sympathy.
"Oh, Jesus." He dumped back in his chair. "When did this happen?"

"Harris." She closed her eyesfor amoment. When she opened them again, he knew sheld found the
words. "I think the world of you. | don't want to loseyou asafriend. But . . . wdll, thisismy fault. | keep
expecting you to be something you're not."

"Which iswhat? Just where exactly do | fal short?' He searched her facefor aclue.



She moved like a butterfly impaed on apin, struggling with words that didn't seem to want to come out.
"l don't think | can describeit.”

"Try." Hisvoicefdl toawhisper. "I can change.”

It was the wrong thing to say. He'd never known he could sound so pathetic. Suddenly he knew why
shewas doing this. HE'd become a neighborhood dog and she was the woman held followed home.

Hewouldn't want adog, either.

Her next words were the rocks thrown to drive him off. "1 think | need my keys back." She set down his
own apartment key beside his slverware, then wiped at the tear that threatened to roll down her cheek.

Helooked at the key. She didn't even want to come out to his doghouse anymore. He dmost laughed.

He pulled out hiskeychain and wrestled her building and apartment keys off the metal coil. He set them
down infront of her.

She put them in her fanny pack and zipped it up. Her voice was low, pained. "Good-bye, Harris." And
sheldft.

Harriswatched the door swing closed behind her. "' Zeb should've put you in the ring tonight,” he said.
"Y ou would've pounded Sonny flat."

The waitress set Gaby's soup down in front of him.

What the hell. Hislife wasn't over. He had agreat bowl of wonton soup and apair of well-tied shoes.

Chapter Two

Phipps looked up as Gaby come out of the restaurant.

Aninteresting change. Before, she'd been aert. Now she walked with her head down, hands stuffed into
her jeans pockets. A more likely target for amugger. Phipps might actudly have to protect her. Theirony
amused him.

The guy in the jeans jacket, the one who'd met her at the door, didn't come out with her. Phippsliked
that. One less complication, assuming that she didn't hook up with him again later.

He glanced at hiswatch. Three hours until midnight. All he had to do was keep near her for acouple
more hours and everything would be al right. He gathered up his newspaper and blended in with the
gdewalk traffic as he followed her.

Therewas gtill some of the Stolichnayain his cabinet. Harris uncapped it and carried it to his sagging
couch. Gaby would be annoyed with him for tresting the expensive vodka like common booze. He



looked forward to that.

On the end table was thefile full of newspaper clippings his mother had sent him over the years. He
groaned when he saw it. That'sacall he didn't want to make.Hi, Mom, Dad. You know all that money
you spent to support me while | beat people up in New York? Uncle Charlie was right: you wasted
it.

He picked up the folder and shuffled through the clippings.

Some of it was college paper stuff about the theater productions he'd been involved with: apicture of
him ongageinDeath of a Salesman , another of him backstage doing his own makeup forEthan Frome.
But the mgjority of stories were about tae kwon do.

So many tournaments, competitions, demonstrations. His home-town newspaper had glowingly reported
his Olympic career. It even made hisfirgt-round lossin Seoul sound likeamora victory. It wasn't; hed
just gone out there and gotten clobbered.

Harrislooked at the pictures of the happy, cocky, eager kid he used to be. Dark hair, features that
looked brooding even when he was happy. " A soap opera hero face,” Gaby had said along time ago.

"Y ou ought to go over to NBC and try out for a part. Put that theater major to some good use for once."

He tipped the bottle up and took a pull onit, felt the liquor burn down histhroat. Maybe he'd do that
now. They'd hire him to be the next bare-chested hunk. Gaby would be channd-surfing and would spot
him licking the tonsils of some soap opera sweetheart. She'd drop her teeth.

The thought warmed him. Or maybe that was the vodka. He took another swallow.

L ater, when the bottle barely doshed as he set it down, it occurred to Harristhat it wastimeto talk
some sense into her. He needed to get out of the gpartment anyway; ever Snceit had started rocking
he'd felt seasick. Fresh air would help.

Down on the sidewalk, he tried to take another drink, but lifted awad of newsprint to his mouth.

He stared accusingly at his hand. It had brought the wrong stuff. It failed him even when he wasn't
throwing abackfist withiit.

He smoothed out the wad of paper and smiled down at the expectation and hope he saw in hisown
younger face.

Then, with meticulous care, hetorethefirg articles headline free and let it flutter to the Sdewalk. That
felt good. Half adozen words he no longer had to live up to.

Walking toward Gaby's home, he ripped loose another strip of words.

Gaby got her apartment door closed and threw the three deadbolts on it.
Her feet hurt. She must have walked for two hours after she left Harris.

And she gtill hadn't eaten. Small wonder. That talk had killed her appetite. She wondered if she'd be



hungry again before summer.

Someone knocked on the front door, startling her. Her visitor must have come up the stairsright behind
her. Gaby put her eye to the peephole.

Her vigitor was an old man, elegantly dressed, hisface merry—the perfect grandfather, obvioudy rich
and good-natured. It had to be one of the other tenants, she hadn't buzzed anyone into the building.
Sheld never seen him before. "Who isit?" she asked.

"Miss, ah, Gabrida Donohue?!

"That'sright." She waited patiently; no need to unlock the door, no matter how innocuous he looked,
until he satisfied her that she had areason to.

"Thank you," he said. Then he stepped away from the door, out of sight.

Someone moved in to take his place. It wasaman in adark overcoat, so tall that she could not see
above the knot of hisgray necktie, so wide that he seemed to match the door in breadth. Gaby took an
involuntary step back.

Therewas asharpbang! and the door crashed down, its locks and hinges shattered; it fell against Gaby
and staggered her. Beyond, the huge man was striding forward, and the old man and another intruder

came close behind. . . .

Gaby fdt icy terror grip her ssomach. She turned and ran. She had to reach her bedroom, the fire escape
outsde her window—

The huge man caught up to her before she reached the door to her room. He hit her like someone might
swat a puppy. The blow took her on the hip and spun her to the floor, sent her rolling into the corner with
her TV.

She stared up at him and got agood look at what served him asaface.

The sght froze the breath in her lungs. She sat unmoving ashe camea her.

Harris dropped the last piece of the last article and watched it float off into the darkness.

There. A paper trail led from his apartment to Gaby's Greenwich Village brownstone. She could find her
way back to him now.

From the corner, he looked up at her fourth-story window, saw that it was still lit. She was awake,
obvioudy waiting for him.

The main entrance's outer door was unlocked. Not so with the inner door. He stood there fiddling with
his keychain for acouple of minutes before he remembered that she'd taken hiskey.

Dammit. Hed haveto climb the fire escape. On the other hand, she used to like that.

Would that make him a stalker? He frowned over that one. Maybe held follow her around until she got



scared and got arestraining order and he did something stupid and they made a TV-movie about him.
The thought bothered him.

He went around to the 11th Street side of the building and looked up at the fire escape. It seemed higher
than usud. Therewasacar, actually astretch limo, illegaly parked near it, and he debated trying ajump
from itsroof, but decided that wasimpoalite.

It took him three jumps to catch the bottom of the fire escape, and a greater effort than usua to haul
himsdf up onto its bottom level. He must have gained weight, too, because his exertion set thiswhole
part of theworld rocking just like his gpartment. He lay there resting while he waited for the world to

Seady itsdlf.

Below him, three men in dressy long coats came around the corner and headed for the limo. Onewas an
old man, but the second was big like afootball player. Thethird one, the one with the hat worn low and
the big, lumpy duffel bag over his shoulder, was so tdl that Harris could have reached down and plucked
his hat off, so broad that bodybuilders could have bitten small pieces off him for asteroid fix. It was
probably agood thing that Harris hadn't | eft footprintsall over their limo.

The old man was saying, "—plenty of timeto get to the great lawn, but theré'sno sensein dilly-dallying.”
Then they were climbing into the limo, damming doors, driving off.

Leaving Harrisalone.

Resting was nice, but Gaby was till two stories up. He reluctantly rose and began climbing the narrow,
shaky metal steps of the fire escape.

Gaby floated up into wakefulness. The Sde of her face till hurt wherehe —
She veered away from thinking abouthim . Thiswasn't hard. There was plenty to occupy her attention.

Shewasfolded up in fetd position, wrapped in what fdlt like heavy linen. Theair was so close and warm
shefound it hard to breathe. She was being jolted up and down, but was up againgt a hard surface:
muscle over bone, someone's back, a very broad back.

Hisback. Shewas being carried.

She groped around as much as she could—not easy, as she was tightly pinned—and reached over her
head. There was asmall hole above her, drawn nearly closed by cords; she twisted and looked up
through it, seeing nighttime clouds.

Shewasin abag. They'd stuffed her into aduffel bag and were carrying her around like so much
laundry.

Laundry. Fully awake and furious, she shoved up against the hole and shouted, "Hey! Call the police!
I'm being kidnapped! Can anyone hear me?"

Hedidn't dacken his pace, but Gaby felt asharp knock against the side of her head. It hurt. She stopped
shoving; she rubbed where the blow had landed. "Hey!"



It wasthe old man'svoice: "If you make any more noise, Miss Donohue, I'm going to have Adonis here
let you out of the bag and punish you. It wantsto punish you. It will enjoy doing s0."

And shefdt arumbling from the back of the thing carrying her. It sounded like deep, quiet laughter.
Her stomach went cold. Adonis face—God, what was he? She didn't want to look at that face again.
She didn't want to seeit turn angry. And she understood, with crystd certainty, that the moves sheld
once learned in saf-defense class were not going to impresshim .

Shesa Hill.

After another minute of walking, Adonis swung her down. She didn't hit the ground hard, but she landed
on asharp rock hard enough to bruise her rear.

The old man spoke again. " Just relax here for afew minutes and everything will be fine. We don't want
to hurt you." His accent sounded strange—as though it were part German, part English.

Shesad, "Can | ask you something?"
"No. Beslent."

Fuming, shedid as shewastold.

Harristrotted aong the tree-lined footpath and prayed to God he'd heard right. Prayed that Mr.
Crenshaw had done as Harris had asked. But Harris had completed dmost an entire circuit around
Centra Park's Great Lawn and had seen nothing but apair of tough-looking kidswho'd eyed him
speculatively as heran past.

When he'd reached Gaby's window on the fire escape, hed looked in and seenamanina
bathrobe—thin, balding Mr. Crenshaw, Gaby's neighbor—talking on the phone in Gaby's bedroom.
Crenshaw looked adlarmed as he talked, and hung up almost as soon as Harris spotted him.

Harris knocked on the window, and Crenshaw went from his usua sunless color to nearly true white.
Then the man recognized Harris. He threw open the window and started babbling.

"Someone took her, aredly huge son of abitch. Her door'sdl over the living room. Thank God they
didn't seeme. I'vecdlled thepolice. . . "

Something like an dectrica current jolted Harris. All of asudden he had ahard time breathing. On the
other hand, he didn't feel drunk anymore.

Hetold Mr. Crenshaw what hed heard the old man say. "Call the police again, tell them what | saw."
Then heran back down the fire escape.

Now, as he reached the footpath opposite the Met, the point where he'd started his circuit of the Great
Lawn, he had noillusonsthat he wasn't drunk. Keeping his baance while he ran was an interesting effort,
and whenever he stood till, his surroundings spun dowly counterclockwise. At least he was dert.

No sign of the three guys or Gaby. Maybe the old man was talking about the redlly great lawn he had in



front of hishouse in Queens or something. Harris cursed and turned off the footpath, crossing through a
fringe of trees onto the grass of the Great Lawn itsdlf. It pread out before him, afeatureess plain of
darkness.

Please, God, let him find Gaby. And if he couldn't find her right away, please give him amugger.
Someone he could beat and beat in order to release the howling fear and rage he fdlt building inside him.

As he was making his second crossing of the lawn he saw them. Three reverse silhouettes off in the
darkness, given away by their tan coats. He turned their way and trotted as quietly as he could. In his
jeans, jeans jacket, and dark shirt, he thought maybe he wouldn't be spotted too fadt.

When he was afew yards away he was sure it was them, and he could see the duffel bag resting on the
ground severd yards from them. It lay on aline of white rocks twenty feet long.

Hewas confused. A second line crossed the first at right anglesin the middle. Thetwo lineswere
surrounded by acircle of more white rocks.

X Marksthe Spot. Under other circumstances, he would have laughed.

The three men were huddled, talking, just outside the circle of stones, and still hadn't seen him. He
picked up speed, saw the old man notice his presence and turn.

He came up off hisjumping foot and brought the same leg up before him in extenson—aflying sde kick
he could tell was picture-perfect. It took the biggest man in the Sde and theimpact jarred Harris from
foot to gut.

The huge man felt as though he were made of skin stretched over Jell-O, but he ill fell over backwards,
hissing out agasp of air. Harris hit the ground hard but scrambled up ingtantly. "Gaby?"

The bag said, "Harris?' and her arm reached out of it.
The old man merdly said, "Mine." Hetook a step toward Harris and reached under his coat.

Harris saw the glint of the gun's dide in the moonlight. He threw ahard block, cracking hisforearm into
the older man'swrigt, and the pistol went flying into the darkness.

The old man stepped back, grabbing a hiswrist and frowning. "Phipps, | need this young man removed.
Adonis, get up.”

"Gaby, get the hell out of here!™

The man with the footba | player's build stood his ground and pulled something out from under his
ampit.

Harrisfelt fear clutching at him, but he charged and side-kicked just as Phipps got hisrevolver out into
the open. Hiskick connected, driving the man's arm hard into his chest, cracking something, knocking the
man clean off hisfedt.

The gun dropped, but Phipps sat up and scrabbled around for it with his good arm. Harris stepped



forward again and rotated through a spinning side kick, straight out of tournament demonstrations, and
felt asatisfying crack as hisfoot connected. Phipps flopped back hard, his head banging on the ground.

Harrisamogt grinned. From the opening bell to the knockout, one point five seconds. Not bad for a
drunk loser. He bent over, grabbed up Phipps revolver, and swung it around to aim.

The huge man's gloved hand clamped on the barrel and yanked. The gun fired into nothingness and came
out of Harris grip, inging his hand. The huge man flung it off into the darkness. With hisfree hand, he
pulled his hat away from hishead and looked down at Harris. Moonlight illuminated hisface.

With hisbuild, he couldn't be old. But his skin, cinnamon brown, hung in packed layers of wrinkleslike
earthwormslaid lengthwise. No mouth or ears were discernible, but there were eyes, animal's eyes, deep
in the mass of wrinkles. Harristook an involuntary step back, looking for the sign, the seam that proved
thiswas amask.

But the mouth opened. It was too large and wide to belong to any human. No man or woman possessed
aforest of sharklike teeth like those. Thiswas no mask. It twisted into asmile.

The Smile mocked him.

Chapter Three

Gaby shoved her way out of the bag and looked around frantically. No one was paying her any
atention.

Just yards away was the broad back of Adonis. Thebig. . . thing.. . . was moving away from her.
Toward Harris.

He looked scared. No wonder. He was looking right into Adonis face. But he dropped into histae
kwon do stance and shouted, "Gaby, run!”

Gaby scrambled to her feet and hesitated. She couldn't just run out on Harris. But, no, if she could get
over to the street, maybe she could flag down acop. That's what everybody needed just now. She
turned and bolted.

Right into the old man'sarms.

He grabbed her dmost tenderly, but he was alot stronger than an elderly businessman should be. "Y ou
can'tleave" hesad, camly, persuasvely. "It'sonly haf aminute until—"

"Youbastard ." Shekneed himintheballs,

Histesticles seemed to have been in good working order; he bent over with agrunt of surprise and pain,
but he didn't let go. She kneed him again, then dammed the edge of her hedl down across hisankle. This
time he did let go, staggering to one side. Sheran.

Onelast glancefor Harris. He was till up, his body angling back as he directed akick against Adonis



knee. She heard the crack of the impact but wasn't surprised when Adonisdidn't fall or react to the
blow. Harris wobbled from the exertion but was il fast enough to elude Adonis quick return blow.

Then Gaby got up to speed and raced toward the concealment of the trees.

Harris heard her go but kept his eye on his opponent. The thing called Adoniswas big and fast, and the
sharp bits on the ends of itswrinkled fingers looked suspicioudy likeclaws . . . and Harriswas still drunk.
He had to stay focused, now more than in any match held ever fought.

Harris backed away, staying just outside the thing's easy range, and circled around his opponent. Adonis
came a him again, swinging apaw as big as atennis racquet; Harris danced backward, saw how his
opponent's too-energetic swings were pulling him off balance. Another missed dash with those claws,
and Harrisdarted in, planting ahard side kick into Adonis gut. He scrambled back before Adonis could
recover. Adonis mockery of aface twisted in something like pain. Soitcould be hurt.

Movement in his peripherd vison: the old man was up, hisface amask of anger; helimped inthe
direction Gaby had fled. But he was moving so dowly there wasllittle chance held catch her. At least he
wasn't groping for hispistal.

Adonis dashed again, swinging wide. Harris stepped in, launching the same kick held succeeded with a
second ago, and saw too late that the Adonis maneuver was afeint; as Harris heel connected hard with
Adonis gut, the big thing'sleft paw diced across hiskicking leg.

Harrisfet fire flash acrossthe back of histhigh, felt dawsrip through hisflesh asif through cloth. Almost
blinded by the sudden pain, he staggered back, away from his opponent. He regained his balance and
touched theinjury with his hand.

Hispam came away covered with blood. The gash was|ong, maybe deep aswell, and probably fatal if
he stood around bleeding while he fought the thing that had madeit.

Ashisvision cleared, he saw that hed backed onto the circle of stones, and that hiskick had actualy
taken Adonis off itsfeet again.

Then the world started to change.

Impossibly, the high-rise buildings on the far sde of Central Park West began to grow, stretching taller
but growing no thinner, curving like bowed legs. Harris gaped a the opticd illusion, momentarily
forgetting the clawed thing on the ground in front of him. The buildingsrose astal asthe Empire State
Building, and taller. The treesin the middle distance were growing, too, tal as redwoods.

Adonis stood up in front of him—and oh, God, the thing with the inhuman face was now twice the height
of aman, now threetimes, till growing, and striding closer and closer to the circle of stones, looming
over Harris, leering down at him.

Vertigo seized him. He swayed back from Adonis, struggling to keep hisbadance, tasting bilein his
mouth—

Then the world popped.



It was asif held been in a giant sogp-bubble that magnified the gppearance of everything outsideit, and
suddenly the bubble burst. Harris ears popped, hisvision swam as everything in it swayed and changed,
and hefdl over backwards on sharp white rocks. They ground into his spine and shoulder blades.

Then he could see, swvimming out of the blur, the tops of trees surrounding him. Normal-sized trees. But
the nearest trees were only twenty feet from him, scores of yards too close—and they were now
evergreens.

Thetreeswereilluminated by old-fashioned il lamps hung from their lower branches. And overhead,
though afew thickening clouds promised rain to come, the sky wasfull of Sarslike avelvet carpet sewn
with diamonds, when moments ago it had been hazy.

Hedidn't have time to wonder. A figure moved into hisline of sight and stood over him.

Thiswas aman, the mostbeautiful man Harris had ever seen. He was lean, with short, curly hair that
was golden rather than blond. His eyes were the bright blue of the daytime sky. Hisface was a Greek
idedl of sengtivity and youthful, masculine beauty, and shone asthough lit by internd fires. Heworea
dark suit, nearly black in the dim light, that looked years out of date, with its high waistline and too-broad
lapelsand tie, and yet didn't manage to detract from the sartling impact of his physica presence. Harris
thought,When I'm a soap opera hunk, this guy can be my blond rival.

He stood by Harris knee, leaned over and asked, in arich, controlled voice, "Where is Adonis?'
Harris grimaced, letting his confuson show. "Wherethe hell am |7

The golden man's expression changed, losing its serenity, growing angry. "When | ask, you answer. It's
timefor your first lesson. | think I'll take your thumb." He reached the long, delicate fingers of hisright
hand into the deeve of hisleft arm and extracted aknife—along, thin, two-edged blade on adim golden
hilt. "Give me your hand, you bug.”

Harrisjust looked up at him, amazed. Another maniac. He kicked out with hisgood leg, damming his
hed into the beautiful man's kneecap.

The golden man's face twisted and he fell beside Harris. Harris lashed out, cracking hisfist and forearm
into the man's temple once, twice, threetimes. . . and the golden man'seyesralled up into his head. He
was out for the moment.

Harris stiood. The burning in hisinjured leg made it difficult. He took an uneasy look around. No, this
sure as hell wasn't Central Park. He stood in agood-sized lawn filled with trees; the clearing in the center
was barely large enough to accommodate the circle-and-X of white stones, smilar to the one back in the
park. He could see, in gaps between the trees, awall, nine or ten feet tall, bounding the property on three
sdes. On the fourth side rose some sort of house, hard to make out in the darkness, but massive and
taller than the trees.

Where was Gaby? And how had he gotten here? Had he passed out and been brought by Adonis and
the crazy old man? No, that just wasn't right. There were no breaksin his memory from thetime he
arrived in the park. But even theair was different. He took a deep breath, and it was richer than he was
used to, likethe air of agreenhouse.



And now was no time to think about it. From the direction of the house came a voice, low and rumbling
and thickly flavored with what he recognized as a Scottish accent: " Sir? Clock belled six. Did Adonis
come?'

No timeto stay around, either. Asquietly as he could manage, he walked toward the wall and directly
away from the source of the voice.

Within acouple of limping steps histhigh began to burn with pain. Hisleg trembled as he walked.

Not ten feet ahead on the ground was the duffdl bag Adonis had used to carry Gaby. Hanging half-out
of it was her fanny pack. Harris grabbed it, buckled it on, and continued.

The clearing narrowed into an earthen pathway between the trees. A few yards further, he reached the
wall itsdlf: ten feet high, made of beautifully dressed stone assembled without mortar. Expensive and
classy. The gate to the outside was just astall, heavy hardwood with metal hinges and edges—they
looked liked tarnished brass—and closed with awooden bar set into brackets. There were lights

beyond.

Y ards behind him, the Scottish voice sounded again: "Sir! Who did this? Whereishe?' And Harris
heard afaint reply; the golden man had to be conscious again. Grimacing, Harris put his shoulder to the
bar and shoved it up out of the brackets. He juggled it but couldn't keep it from faling to the ground; the
impact was loud.

He pushed againgt the heavy gate and it swung dowly outward; asfast as he could manage, he ran out
onto the sidewak beyond.

Chapter Four

Broad sdewalks with trees growing from them, wide streets with tree-filled medians, roadways made up
ofbrick instead of asphalt, flickering streetlights set atop what looked like tdl, narrow Greek
columns—where the hell was he? He turned right and trotted, fast asthe painin hisleg would dlow,
along the concrete sidewalk.

Thefirst car that passed him was like something out of a classic car show, a golden-brown roadster so
vast that its hood a one stretched as long as an entire compact car. The sparetire, the spokes and hub of
itswire-whed assembly painted incongruoudy white to match the other whedls, sat tucked firmly ina
notch at therear of the car's running board. The driver's seat was an enclosed, separate compartment of
the car, with the steering whed! to theright, like a British auto; the driver, hislean face pdein the glow
from the sreetlights, was aliveried chauffeur dl in black.

And the car was driving the wrong way down the street, |eft of the median. Harris fought down an urge
to shout after the driver.

He stared a moment after the classic automobile, then stepped out to cross to the median—and
immediately leaped back asahorn blared to hisright. He stared as a second car drove by, aso traveling
on the wrong side of the street. Thiswas anarrower, boxier car, resembling aModd T with its black
body and high carriage. In the seat were ayoung couple, he in abroad-lapelled suit jacket in glaring red,



shein agreen, high-neckline dress like something Harris had once seen in pictures of his grandmother.
The steering whed on this one was d so on the wrong side. The woman, smiling at the driver, was
obliviousto Harris. Both of them were lean, delicate of appearance.

Then they were gone, taillights fading into the dark. Harris shook his head after this parade of classc
cars, then he checked both directions for traffic before trotting to the median asfast as his bad leg would
let him.

It wasn't fast enough.

"Y ou, there!" The shout came from the way he'd come; it was the Scottish accent. Harris spun around to
look.

The man who stood at the gates looked like awrecking ball: short and squat and heavy. He couldn't
have been more than five feet tall. But he was built like an inverted triangle, his shoulders huge, his body
narrowing down to hiswaist and incongruoudly lean legs. His clothes were brown, baggy, and
featureless, hisleather boots heavy and thick, like workmen's garments from decades earlier, and were
set off by hiswiry gray mass of hair and heavy beard. On his head he wore a bright red beret.

As he shouted after Harris, his eyes seemed to glow red in the streetlights glow . . .
... and histeeth, long and white, were sharp.Pointed .

Harrisfelt a shudder across his shoulders. Of dl the strange and wrong things held seen this night, sharp,
pointed teeth on a squat man weren't the worst. But they were his limit—one thing too many for him to
accept.

"Y ou, there!" the man called again. "Y ou're dead!" And the squat man with the beret bent over, dug his
fingersin the gap between two concrete paving blocks . . . and pulled one block up, the effort breaking it
away from its neighbor. He hefted it one-handed as though it were a paperback book.

Harrisfelt hisworld red around him again. He heard more automobile traffic driving the wrong way on
the street behind him, felt hisinjury burning along histhigh, tasted the unaccustomed sweetness of the air,
but al he was aware of was the man in the beret and the huge block of concrete he handled.

The man drew the massive concrete square back over his shoulder. And threw it at him.

Harris dived behind the nearest tree, fetching up againgt the rough bark, and saw a gray-white flash as
the concrete sailed past. The dab flew across the median and the street beyond. It smashed into a stone
wall, the impact sounding like the world'slargest porcdlain jar shattering, and threw gravel-sized chipsin
al directions.

Wide-eyed, Harrislooked back at the man who'd thrown it. The stunted man was already in motion,
running hisway.

Harris bolted, running beside the median, cursing thepainin hisleg asit dowed him. Therewasno
question of him trying to defend himself againgt aman likethat. A glance over his shoulder showed the
short man catching up—damn, heran fast. Like asprinter, like an Olympic gymnast charging toward the
vaulting horse.

But just beyond the short man was atruck, passing him by and headed Harris way. It looked like an



Army truck, but dark crimson instead of green.

Asit came abreast of Harris, he angled toward it, got his hands on the tailgate, and hauled himsdlf into
therear.

Dragging himself over the tailgate and dropping into the truck bed sent fiery pain through hisinjured
thigh. A gold-and-red haze obscured hisvision. Helay on hisback, gulping in air, waiting for the haze to
fade.

He was either someplace very strange, or he was having a psychotic episode. After dl hisrecent
disappointments and al that vodka, he could believe the latter. But he didn't; thiswasall too redl.

After half aminute hisvision returned to normal. He could see wooden crates |ashed down to the front
half of the truck bed. He sat up wearily and looked out over the tailgate.

The squat man was till there. About fifteen feet back, he was running hard and fast. And as he caught
sght of Harris, his eyes gleamed redly again; he put on another burst of speed, gaining a couple of feet on
the truck.

Hed lost his beret, sweat poured down hisface and into his gray mustache and beard, his shirt was
askew with itstailsfree of his pants, and he was till running faster than any man Harris had ever seen.
Harrisfroze, shocked beyond thinking.

The truck bed beneath him vibrated and rumbled; Harris heard its gears shift. It dowed and the short
man gained another half-dozen feet. Harrisforced himsdlf to rise to ahaf-crouch, ready for afutile fight
againg this unstoppable little man.

But the truck accelerated. The gap between two-legged pursuer and four-wheeled prey widened. Harris
might have cheered, but dl hisair ssemed to be going to fuel the pounding of his heart. The short man
was twenty feet back, twenty-five and till running, then thirty . . . and at last Harris saw him give up the
chase, sopping in the middle of the road, shaking afist furioudy after the truck and its passenger.

Then, findly, Harrisfelt he could dump back down behind the tailgate and get his heart under contral.

The skyscraper loomed up fifty or more stories, but was round instead of square, with its upper floors
shaped like the top of amedieval castlestower. Electric light poured out of round-topped windows on
each story. Stone gargoyles lurked on ledges every few stories, and their neon light eyes blinked on and
off. The building stood between other skyscrapersequally tal, equaly strange. Then the truck | eft the
building behind and adight bend in theroad hid it from sight.

More neon blinked, advertisng storefronts. "Pingd's Cafe,” "Gwenllian's Beauty Sdon,” "Drakshire
OperaHouse." Many of these sgnsweretdl vertical marquees extending from the faces and corners of
buildings. Harris saw sgnswith neon linestwigted like Cdtic knotwork to frame glowing, blinking words.

"The Tamlyn Club. Featuring Addison Trow and HisNew Cadtilians. Light, Dark, Dusky Welcome."
Men in tuxedos and top hats, women in evening dresses and gloves reaching nearly to their shoulders,
walked in and out of the club's double doors, admitted by uniformed doormen. These patrons seemed
short and dight, with unlined faces, so that it looked like a parade of ache-free teenagers out for anight
on thetown.



The tuxedos weren't normal. Dark green, dark red, dark gray—no black. The women's dresses were
more brightly varied in hue, some of them inlamé that caught the light and hed it, shimmering with color.

A newsboy—work shirt, shorts with suspenders, beret—hawked newspapers on a street corner, mere
feet from a cart laden with fruit; its hand-lettered sign reed, " Apples 1p, Pomegranates 5p."

The buildingswere dl of sone or brick, many with ornatdly carved lintels or pandsflanking the
doorways. They bore no graffiti, no metal bars on the windows or across closed storefronts. Few
buildings had windows on thefirst floor.

The cars, brightly colored blocky things with extended hoods and running boards, most with steering
whedls on theright, al drove on the wrong side of theroad.

Harriswatched this parade of bewildering images whenever he could no longer resist, but most of his
attention was focused on hisinjury. Bounced around by the motion of the truck, he managed to brace
himsdf in the corner by thetailgate, then pulled off his shoes and pantsto look at the wound.

Therewas alot of blood, but the parallel dasheswerenot deep . . . just long. Swearing, he pulled off his
denim jacket and shirt, then tore the latter into strips. Aswell ashe was able, he bound hisinjury,
cinching the impromptu bandages astight as he dared. Then he pulled his clothes on again.

By now the Street scenery had become monotonous. block after block of stone-faced residential
buildings, curioudy clean, the streets free of trash. Here, there were windows on the first floor, about
eight feet off the ground, and Harris could see into the gpartments. Occasiondly he caught the smell of
meet roasting.

Thetruck pulled over and parked. Harris scrambled up and over the tailgate asfast as hisleg would
alow him. But as hisfeet came down on the brick of the street more pain jolted through his wound and
his head swam with dizziness. It was amoment before he could turn to the sdewalk. Once again, he
waan't fast enough.

From behind him: "Here, now!" A man'svoice, clipped, deep.
Harris sghed and turned.

Thetruck's driver stood at the | eft rear quarter of the truck. He was a short man, no more than five and
ahdf feet tdl, but very broad shouldered. He wore aflannel shirt and dark pants but, incongruously, was
barefoot. Hisgray hair, flowing long from beneath hisfedora-type hat, suggested that he was an older
man, but hisface was ruddy and unlined. He held an elaborately curved pipe in one hand and an unlit
match in the other as helooked gravely at Harris. ™Y ou stedl anything, son?"

Harris shook his head. It was a stupid question; he couldn't have stuffed one of those wooden crates
under his jacket.

"Imaginethat,” the man said. Helit his pipe, puffing amoment, and then tossed the match into the street.
"Truck full of talk-boxes and you don't try to take athing. Must be an honest man." He spoke without
irony. There was afaint accent, an odd lilt to hiswords, but Harris couldn't placeit. "Y ou look like you're
fresh off the boat. Looking for work? | have afair of ssters worth of deliveries|eft tonight. Could use a
man to unload. I'll pay adec."



Harristried to follow the man's odd words, couldn't quite grasp dl their meaning. "Uh, no, | can't. I—"
He gestured vagudy at hisleg. "'l got hurt.”

The barefoot man glanced, and his eyebrowsrose. "You did. Lot o' red, son. Y ou have any money?”
Harris shook his head.

The barefoot man fished around in one of his shirt pockets and drew out something that glinted silver in
the streetlight; he pressed it into Harris hand. "Get to adoctor before that cut fouls. | saw enough of that
inthewar, don't need to seeit at home."

Harris stared stupidly at what the man had given him. It was abig coin, maybe two and a hdf inchesin
diameter, and heavy. On the face was the profile of ahandsome, lean man with a prominent nose and a
crown; on the back, athree-masted sailing ship. It looked likeredl slver.

"That'safull lib, son," the barefoot man continued. He unlatched and lowered the truck's tailgate. "That'll
get you fixed up. When you're on your feet again, you can pay it back to Banwite's Talk-Boxes and
Electrica Eccentricities. That's me, Brian Banwite." He scrambled up into the bed of the truck.

"Brian Banwite," Harris repeated dully. "Thanks." He did the coin into his pants pocket and moved to
the sdewalk, then turned back to the truck.

Banwite climbed back out of the bed, alarge wooden crate over his shoulder. On its side were stenciled
the words"Mode 20, Double, Black."

"Uh, gr?'

"Yes son."

"Wheream 17"

"Cranshire.”" Brian pointed past Harris. "A few blocksthat way you get to Binshire." He jerked athumb
over his shoulder, gesturing the other way. "North is Drakshire. That's my neighborhood, Drakshire.”
Then he pointed to Harris right. "River'sthat way."

"No, | mean. .. what city?'

Banwite laughed. "Y ou aren't just fresh off the boat, you stowed away on it. Thisis Neckerdam, son.
Y ou've reached the big city." He turned away and marched up the walk to the nearest house.

Harris wanted to say,No, what | want to know is, where's Gaby? But Brian Banwite wouldn't know.
For lack of anything better to do, he dowly turned toward Binshire and moved that way.

The breeze was cool. The concrete was solid under his feet. Harris passed stoops leading up to building
doorways afew feet above street level and could grip them, fed the redlity of them. Fed theinsistent
burn of the dashes on hisleg. Nothing that had happened since he woke up in Central Park made any
sense, but ithad happened.

And yet, in the half-dozen lit windows he peered up into, there were furnishings that looked like the ones



they'd cleaned out of hislate grandfather's house. Wooden chairswith carved, curved legs. Stiff, upright
sofas. There was something that looked likea TV set, but with around screen; it was not turned on.
Most of these furnishings were new, in good shape.

And the people. . . One man in three wore atie in the comfort of his own home. Thewomen werein
knee-length dresses, dated of style but bright of color. A happy young couple listened to aradio, which
blared something that sounded like Irish dance music.

There were no old people. Well, no old people who looked redly old. White hair framing young faces.
Then he caught sight of the woman working over her gove. The woman with pointed ears.

They weren't like those of Mr. Spock on TV, not rising to adevilish point at the rear. They were normal
except for the dight, subtle point right in the middle of the curve at the top. Harris looked for pointed ears
in the next dozen people whose windows he passed and saw them on three; the rest had ears he
consdered normal.

Dully, he shook his head. He didn't understand what was happening. It confused him. It had hurt him.
Therefore it was the enemy.

It wasn't enough that the whole world was his enemy. Now, it was aworld he didn't even recognize.

When you didn't know what an opponent could do, you stood back, ducked and feinted, watched him
work until you understood what you were up againg.

That'swhat Harriswould do. Then he would fight back.

His shoelaces flopped around as he walked; his shoes had come untied. Noticing that, he suddenly felt
sad, but couldn't explain why.

Chapter Five

Harrislooked out over what should have been the Brooklyn Bridge.

It stretched across a broad waterway that, lined with lights on both shores, seemed to follow the
contours of the East River. But where both of the Brooklyn Bridge's stone support towers had two
soaring arches, this bridge's towers had only one apiece. . . and yelow lights shone from windows at the
top of each tower, as though the bridge's heights were occupied. Where the Brooklyn Bridge had its
elevated pedestrian walkway along the center, between the outbound and inbound roadways, this bridge
had two wooden walkways a road level along the sides, overlooking the water. And this bridge seemed
darker and heavier than the one he was used to, its support pillars more massive.

It wastheright river and theright place. . . but the wrong bridge. Harris limped aong itswalkway to see
more.

The brisk north wind tugged at his clothes and chilled him. Hisleg ached worse than ever and his hands



trembled from exhaustion when he didn't keep them jammed into his pockets. Maybe he should have
done what Brian Banwite said—find adoctor, get it bandaged up. But with everything so wrong, he
knew deep down that al the doctors had to be wrong, too. Instead, he kept moving. The strangeness of
this place wouldn't get him if he kept moving.

An endless stream of antiquated cars roared by, aways going the wrong direction on the road. Once
there was amotorcycle with a sidecar atached, its helmetless driver not even glancing a Harristhrough
histhick aviator-style goggles.

Harris caught sight of lights moving up in the sky; they floated over the skylinein far too dow, steady and
gtately afashion to be an airplane or even a helicopter. He watched, puzzled, until portions of the aircraft
were caught in a spotlight shining up from the city, and Harris recognized it as a zeppelin, drifting as
serenely asacloud.

He passed thefirst of the bridge's two support towers and wa ked undernegth its enormous arch. Far
overhead, small spotlightswere carefully Stuated to illuminate the stone gargoylesleering down & him.
He numbly shook his head and kept going.

Off to hisleft, there was no Manhattan Bridge to be seen. To hisright, he could see the contours of
Governor's [dand—better, in fact, than he should have been able to see them at night. The wholeidand
was brilliantly lit, and Harris could only stare at theidand's giant wooden roller coaster and Ferriswhed,
which had never been there before. Both were in motion, as were other amusement-park rides too
distant to make out in detail. Beyond should be the glinting golden point of the Statue of Liberty'storch,
but there was no such beacon.

As he reached the center of the bridge, exhaustion finaly caught up with him. He sagged againgt therall,
shutting his eyes againg the parade of lightslining theriver, and tried to keep hislegs from shaking.

And still the cars roared by, each one carrying someone who wasn't hurt, wasn't confused, wasn't totally
out of place. Harrisfelt resentment stir in him. They'd probably enjoy seeing him dip and fall, like the
crowd earlier tonight.

He concentrated on taking long, deep breaths; he tried to dip into a camer, meditative state, the kind he
once enjoyed while performing the exercise forms of tae kwon do.

A faint squed of brakes—Harris heard one of the outbound cars dow to stop just behind him. A cop,
had to be a cop; but when he sneaked a glance over his shoulder, it was nothing he could recognize asa
police car. It was abeautiful, massive two-tone thing gleaming black and gold in the bridge lights; its
passenger compartment was afour-door box, the engine compartment alower rectanglejust aslong, its
front grille capped by a hood ornament shaped like adragon in flight.

Thefar door opened and the driver emerged. Tall for one of these Neckerdam people, he was Harris
height, though he had to weigh forty or fifty pounds|ess, he was thin-boned and lean-muscled. He was
paer in the overhead lights than Harris, this contrasted starkly with histrim, black mustache and beard.
Hiseyeswere bright and aert, hisfeatures so mobile and full of sympathy that Harris decided he looked
like astand-up comedian who did psychotherapy on the side.

And his clothes—afull tuxedo in the brightest red imaginable, black shirt and white cummerbund, a
combination that was eye-hurting even in the dim bridge lights. Harrisfelt alaugh bubble up ingde of him,
but managed to choke it before it emerged.



The newcomer walked around the car and up onto the walkway. His voice was amusical, melodious
treat: "Son, don't do it."

"Don't do what?'
The tuxedoed man shook his head gravely. "Don't jump. | know things may seem hopel ess now, but—"

The laugh Harris had restrained findly emerged, a high-pitched cackle that sounded crazy evento Harris
ears. "Don'tjump ? Migter, you've come to the wrong place. | wasn't going to jump.”

The man took a cautious step forward. ™Y ou might not have known that you were. But the moon'sfull
and therésastorm in your heart. Y ou could have hit the water before you knew what you were doing.
Come away with me."

Ah, so that wasit. This guy wanted something. Was he a smooth-talking mugger or a stubborn
homaosexua who wouldn't take no for an answer? Harris didn't care; he waved the intruder away .

"Isthat your name? Scram?| am Jean-Pierre.” The man took another careful step forward; he was now
within haf adozen feet of Harris. "But if you're not going to jump, you can come away with me. I'll take
you somewhere safe. Warm food. We can tak.”

Harris gave the man his most knowing smile. "Y eah. Sure. | don't know what you want, man, but you're
not getting it from me. And if you don't get in that freak show of acar and get out of my face, I'm going
to have to break your head. Y ou got that?"

The man with the French name paused and frowned over that. Then: "Yes. Yes, | do." He started to
turn—and then made a sudden lunge for Harris, both hands outstretched.

A bad, clumsy move. Harris stepped sdeways and fell into aback stance, kegping hisweight mosily off
his bad leg; he was surprised to fed himsalf go off balance from dizziness and he nearly fdl over. But he
gtill managed to use hisleft hand to sweep the man'sarms out of line, ahard knifehand block, and
brought hisright up in afast uppercut that cracked into Jean-Pierre'sjaw. The man in the red tuxedo
looked dazed and surprised, as though some six-year-old had walked up and broken a shovel across his
face, and took an involuntary step backward.

Which set him up for afollow-through kick. Harris brought hisinjured leg up in afront straight kick that
ended with the ball of hisfoot cracking into the man's jaw. Harris extended leg seemed to scream asthe
move gtretched hiswound taut, but Jean-Pierre stiffened, spun partway around, and dammed down to
the boards of the walkway.

Wesakness washed over Harris again; he swayed and heard aroaring in his ears. The exertion had come
closeto taking him out, too. But, tired and hurt as he was, hed won.

He'd better leave before Mr. Fashion Disaster woke up, though.
He turned, and there she was.

Not Gaby. Thiswoman was short, beautiful, and Asan. All he had timeto register was her face, the
somber expression it wore, and the stick she held.



The stick sherapped againgt histemple.
Suddenly the painin hisleg was gone.
Along with hiseyesght. His hearing.

He never even fdt the impact when he hit the walkway beside Jean-Pierre.

Sound returned firdt. Indistinct murmurings that becamewords: " . . . said hewasn't . . . off-guard . . .
doplaughing..."

Then, sensation. Warmth. Uncomfortable, lumpy softness under hisback. A littlepaininhisleg. Thepan
was actually comforting. It meant that the events he was starting to remember had actualy occurred.

Light through hiseydids.
He opened his eyes, and for the second timein hours saw aface hovering over his.

It wasn't the beautiful blond man again. Thiswas alarge pug nose surrounded by a merry round face and
eyes as green asjade; this man's skin and hair were nearly as brown as a pecan shell. He wore a stiff
white shirt, undecorated and short-deeved, and alarge, bulky stethoscope around his neck. He glanced
back over his shoulder, revedling his ear to be sharply pointed, and called, "Y ourrescuee is awake, my
prince." Hisvoice was surprisingly light, his accent cultivated and not quite American.

"You'l be healing yoursdlf if you keep at me." The voice was Jean-Pierre's, and angry. Harris groggily
turned his head to |ook.

Hewasin abig room, the size of alow-cellinged gymnasium, crowded with dozens of large work tables.
Some tables were piled high with books, others with burners and glass tubes and complicated
glass-and-wood arrays Harris didn't recognize, till otherswith what looked like mason jarsfilled with
jamsand jelies. Thewallswere paneled in dark, rich wood, and the floor was wooden planking of a
lighter tone.

Bright light, the color and warmth of noonday sunlight, glowed from banks of overhead lights that
resembled fluorescent light fixtures. Along the far wall, abank of tall windowslooked out over aglittering
visaof skyscrapersat night.

Harrisfound that he was lying on along paidey sofain acorner of the room; there was other living-room
furniture arranged nearby, including avery large verson of the round-screen TVshed seen earlier.

On anearby stuffed chair sat Jean-Pierre, his tuxedo jacket off, ablue bruised spot on hisjaw the
souvenir of their meeting; he looked irritable. Nearby, curled up in acorner of adivan, sat the woman
who'd clobbered Harris. From ten feet away, she seemed tiny, even more dainty than most of the women
he'd seen earlier. She wore some sort of pantsuit cut from burgundy silk, the jacket deevesfull and
flaring; her expression was serene. Next to Harris, the man with the nut-brown skin sat on a sturdy
high-backed wooden chair.

Jean-Pierre rubbed hisjaw and the bruise Harris had given him, then narrowed hiseyes. "Awake, are
we? Then it'stime to answer afew questions.”



Harrisignored him for the moment; he struggled to it up and pulled himsdlf back so that the high arm of
the sofa supported him. Only then did he redlize that under the blanket they'd thrown over hislegshe
wore only underwear; his pants and shoes were gone. "Hey!"

The moon-faced doctor grinned. "Sorry, son. Had to tend your wound. Y our breeches were aloss, torn
and bloody." He reached down behind his chair, where apair of gray trousers lay folded across an
old-fashioned doctor's bag. He handed the pants over to Harris. "Try these."

"Thanks." Harris hurriedly pulled the trousers on, barely glancing at the white bandage wrapped around
histhigh. Hisinjury wasn' giving him much trouble; the doctor must have given him something for the
pain."Okay. Wheream 17"

"The Monarch Building, up ninety. | am Alastair Kornbock. | hear you have dready met Jean-Pierre
Lamignac and Noriko Nomura; formal introductions are probably moot.”

Jean-Pierre picked up something from hislap, awallet, which he flipped open. "Isyour name Harris
Greene?'

"Yeah. Hey, that'smy wallet." Harristried to stand, but weariness tugged at him and he thought better of
it.

"Yes, it gppearsto be" Jean-Pierreflipped it shut and negligently tossed it to Harris. "1 gather from the
way you defended yoursdlf that you redly weren't trying to harm yoursdlf on the bridge. So what injured
you?”

Harrisactudly fet himsdf flinch away from the memory of Adonis. "Y oud never believeit."

"Tdl meanyway."

"No, youtdlme . Tell mewhat the hell isgoing on. What al this crap is about Neckerdam. What
happened to the Brooklyn Bridge. The streets. The cars, for Christ's sake. Barefoot truck drivers and
dwarfswho'vefiled their teeth. Because, believe me, | was knocking down some pretty good vodka
before dl this started happening, and | don't want to waste time talking to you if you'rejust DTs." Harris
glanced through hiswallet to make sure everything wasin place, then pocketed it.

The three of them looked blankly from oneto the other before returning their attention to Harris. " So,"
sad Jean-Pierre, his pleasant tone not quite concedling hisirritation, "what injured you?'

"Y ou know, that was just about the worst attempted tackle | ever saw. If that's the way you normaly try
to rescue people, 1'd be amazed if most of them didn't makeit into the water."

Jean-Pierre flushed red and stood. He grabbed at something on his belt—something that wasn't there,
but just where the handle of a hunting knife might protrude under other circumstances. In spite of his
exhaugtion, Harris stood up and readied himsdlf for the attack he saw in the other man's face. The doctor
merely scooted his chair back and got out from between them; he looked from one to the other with
interest.

The Asian woman spoke; her speech bore afaint accent that was exotic and appealing to Harris ears.
"Jean-Pierre. Sit down. Heis correct; the attack was clumsy. He has suffered more than you today."
Harris didn't missthe extra stress she put on the last word, nor that she was communi cating something



else, but he couldn't read the extrameaning in her statement.

At least Jean-Pierre got himself under control. He sat and angrily drummed hisfingers on the arms of the
chair. Alagtair assumed the same pose and drummed his fingers the same way, a cheerful mockery of
Jean-Pierré's motion. Harris sat too, but did not relax.

"Now," Noriko said, "please. We don't know the answersto your questions. We don't even know what
they mean. If you tdll usthe story of how you came to be on the Idand Bridge, perhaps we can puzzleit

"That's. . . reasonable.” For the briefest of moments, Harris saw himsalf through these peoples eyes, as
he sometimes saw himself from the perspective of his opponents; and thistime he was an inexplicable

creature, awounded man who was too big and strange, possibly aso dangerous and insane. He didn't
likethat image. "l guessit darted at tonight'sfight.”

When Harris reached the encounter with the pointy-toothed dwarf in the street, Jean-Pierre jumped up
again. Harristensed, but the other man wasn't angry thistime. Even paler than before, he stared in
disbelief a Harris. "Angus Powrie" he said.

Alagtair shook hishead. "There are alot of redcaps out there, Jean-Pierre. And alot of hooligans from
the Powriedans."

"Maybe." Jean-Pierre dug around in ajacket pocket and brought out his own wallet. He flipped it open,
pulled free apiece of cardstock and shoved it at Harris.

It was a black-and-white photograph, blurry and grainy; it looked like a police photo. The manin it was
alittle younger than the one who'd chased Harris earlier, but recognizable. Harris nodded. " That's him."

Jean-Pierre took the photograph back and looked numbly at it. "What have you been doing all these
years, Angus?'

"Mind telling mewhy you carry his picture around?'

Jean-Pierre ignored the question. He retreated to his chair and sat, still looking dazed. He fingered the
bruise on hisjaw. "Kick-boxing, en?'

"Y eah. It'sthe professond form of awhole bunch of martid arts."

"Well, | certainly fedl asthough I've been kick-boxed. Noriko, | know some of the people of Wo and
their descendantsin the New World fight like that."

Noriko nodded. "Not so much Wo, but Sillaand Shanga. | do not think | have ever met awesterner
traned inthe arts”

Alagtair said, "Theré's more to him than that. He's got an aura. All-asparkle. | seeit with my good eye.
But it's not like anything I've ever seen before. I'd loveto test hisFirbolg Vaence.”

Harrissghed. "It soundsto me like nothing | said means athing to you. Jesus.”



"To speak thetruth, it doesn't,” said Noriko. "Except one thing. Are you of the Carpenter Cult?"
"Thewhat?"

"l have heard you invoke the Carpenter twice. Once just now."

"Who the hell isthe Carpenter?' Then Harris had asudden suspicion. "Wait aminute. Jesus Chrigt."
"Y es. Though hisfollowershestateto namehimas. . . fredly asyou do.”

"Oh." Harris had to think abouit it. "No, | guess I'm not. I'm not anything that way. My parents are,
though. Of the "Carpenter Cult'." He sat back frowning asit came hometo him that one of theworld's
largest religions had suddenly been reduced to the status of cult. But there was alittle comfort to that, as
well. Noriko had heard of something he knew about. One lonely point in common.

The other three looked hel plessly among themselves. Alastair said, "'l think we need Doc."
"Whao's Doc? | thought you were adoctor.”

Alagtair beamed. "l am. But I'm not Doc. Doc isDoc. And Doc isdue. . . " Hereached ineegantly
under his shirt and pulled out alarge pocket watch. "Two chimes ago. Late, asever."

"So this Doc can get me figured out?'
Jean-Pierre shrugged. "'If anyone can. He's adeviser, you know."

"Ah. Well, that explains everything, doesn't it?' Harris shook hishead dubioudly . . . and caught sight of
what was tacked up on the wall behind him: amap. A map with the recognizable outlines of the
continents.

He read some of the names printed there . . . and suddenly found himself standing on his sofa, both
palms pressed againgt the map as he stared dishdlievingly at it.

There was Manhattan, but the name Neckerdam was printed next to it, and some of the other boroughs
were colored more like park than city. And New Y ork State wasn't outlined with familiar borders. Its
boundaries reaching about as far north as Albany should be, and much farther south, to the Philadelphia
area("Nyrax"); the whole areawas |abelled Novimagos.

Farther north, Nova Scotiaand some of whatever province was next to it—New Brunswick? Harris
couldn't remember—were labelled Acadia. To the south, much of Central Americawas labelled
Mgjicdia, anamethat at least looked alittle familiar, but few borders were drawn in that area of the
map. Southeast of Mgjicalia, what was Aluxia?

Things were no better in Europe. Most of central Spain was taken up by Castilia, aname Harris thought
he remembered from school. All of England and Ireland were labelled Cretanis. These nations were
further broken up into hundreds more small territories with names he didn't know. So was dl therest of
Europe.

Therewas no sign of Hawaii, or most of theidands of the South Pecific, just the words"Many Idands’
and a picture of a sea serpent.



Harristurned away from the map, feding faint and not entirely able to accept what hed just seen. He
sank back down to Sit on the sofa, feding the gaze of the others on him, and didn't bother to ask them if
that thing on thewall wereajoke.

Nearly athousand feet below, a dozen men entered the lobby of the Monarch Building. They paid no
attention to the doorman who admitted them, to the veined white marble walls and reflective black
marblefloor, to the bustle of people moving in and out of the building even at thislate hour. With the
nonchaance of office workersfamiliar with the building, they moved straight to the elevators and boarded
thefirst avalable car.

But they weren't office workers. The green-uniformed elevator operator took alook at thelarge
instrument casesthey carried, at the cheap red suits they wore, and sighed. Musicians. Rowdy musicians
with their bad tips. Still, he adjusted his cap and put on his most professiona face, and as the band
entered his car he said, "Foor, goodsirs.”

The smalest of the mudicians, the one who stood right by the door with the trumpet casein his hands,
gmiled winningly & him. "Roof."

"I'm sorry, this car only goes up eighty-nine. The remaining floors are private property.”
The trumpeter frowned. "Private? We have an engagement on the roof. A wedding."

The elevator operator tried not to look as confused as hewas. "I don't think so, sir. There's no place up
there to have awedding. A talk-box reception tower and some machinery, | think."

"Then what's that black thing on your uniform?

The uniformed man looked down at hisfront and finaly showed confusion. "Sir, thereés nothing—"
Hedid not see the other musician widld the blackjack. He did fed blinding pain asthe lead shot-filled
weapon rapped down on his uniform cap, and that wasthe last he knew. Hislegs gave way and he
thudded onto the carpeted floor of the elevator car.

The trumpeter tipped his hat at the unconscious e evator operator, then nodded at the sap-wielder.
"Now. Takeusup."

The big man pocketed the sap. He took the car's control handle. "He wastelling the truth. Y ou know
whose building thisis"

IIYaII
"So this car won't go up past up eighty-nine. Y ou know he has to be higher than that."

"Y es. Take us up eighty-nine." The trumpeter smiled and patted hisinstrument case. "Everything we
needisin here. Trust me. Trusthim ."

The big man grimaced, then set the car into motion.



Chapter Six

Noriko tilted her head to the Side, concentrating. "Rotorkite," she announced. "Doc is here."

The otherslistened. At first Harris could hear nothing but a constant, dull wash of noise—the faint
remnants of street sound from a thousand feet below. Then he caught the sound that had derted Noriko:
afantthup-thup-thup that began to grow louder. It sounded just like an incoming helicopter.

Noriko and Jean-Pierre were up in an instant, headed out through the nearest door in the wall; Harris
and then Alastair followed. The door nearest the sofas opened into adim, carpeted corridor, and Noriko
and Jean-Pierre led the way to anearby bank of elevators.

One elevator was dready open. They piled into it, Jean-Pierre diding shut first the gratelike outer door
and then the matching inner door, pulling up on the handle that sent the eevator upward.

The elevator rose three storiesinto what had to be a hangar. 1t was enormous, taking up at least two
building stories; the floor was concrete and splashed with oil. There were work-benches and tools, rolling
carts, and what |ooked liked oversized car engines hanging from chains and pulleys. On one side of the
big chamber was a strange carlike vehicle, arounded lozenge forty feet long and ten wide; it rested ona
series of struts with whedls a the bottom, and alarge, irregular mass of what looked like tan sailslashed
to the top.

Noriko headed over to awall-mounted board of large mechanical switches and pushed one up.

There was an immediate grinding noise from overhead and the lights dimmed briefly. Then, dowly and
ponderoudy, one large section of roof, directly over the flooring, began to open up. It was ahuge door
powered by mechanica hinges. Aboveit, Harris could see awidening stripe of nighttime sky, clouds
reflecting the city lights below them. It had clouded up in the time since he was brought here. 1t was
sprinkling, and a stray breeze tossed droplets of rain into their faces.

Thethup-thup-thup grew louder. It took Harris amoment to spot its source: avague, dark shape with
tiny red and green lights glinting on its belly. It got bigger until light from the hangar bathed the underside.

It descended into the hangar, adiamond shape dl in dark blue, with ahelicopter-style rotor at either
end. It was about as large as a Coast Guard rescue helicopter, but broader in the middle where the
diamond shape was at its widest. It touched down on four whedls.

Astherotors spun down, Noriko returned the switch to its origina position; the overhead door groaned
and began to close again. On anarrow end of the helicopter—rotorkite? that's what Noriko had called
it—agullwing door opened. A man climbed out and dropped to the hangar floor.

Hewastdl—tdler even than Harris, the first man Harris had seen here who didn't make him fedl like
some sort of Viking invader. He was broad-shouldered but otherwise built lean, and moved as gracefully

as adancer.

Hewore loose-fitting dark dacks tucked into high leather boots, and was bundled into awaist-length
coat of yellow leather worn over awhite shirt with an elaborate frilled collar. As he turned toward Harris
and the others, he tugged off ayellow lesther helmet fitted with archaic glass goggles; out tumbled



shoulder-length hair. Hair that was pure white, the precise white and softness of thick clouds. Hair that
didn't quite conced the most sharply pointed ears Harris had yet seen.

Hisfeatures were young, of aman perhapsthirty, but there was nothing youthful in his unsettling, pae
blue eyes.

He saw Harris and stopped. With atrace of curiogity in hisexpression, he looked Harris over before
turning to the other three.

"A guest," Aladtair said, gesturing at Harris. "'Y ou rememberguests , don't you? We used to have them
from timeto time. Doc, thisis Harris Greene, who wears blue so we don't understand the name. Harris,
thisisyour host, Doc—Doctor Desmond MaggRee, founder of the Sidhe Foundation.” He pronounced
it " She Foundation.”

Doc looked at Harris again, hislips moving alittle; he gppeared to be working out a problem. Findly, in
asurprisngly deep and rich voice, he said, "' Grace upon you, Harris, health and wedlth, love and children,
andondl your line"

"Hi," Harissad.

"High." Doc wasn't returning the greeting; he was puzzling it out. Alastair snickered at hisobvious
discomfiture,

It took twenty minutes, as Doc and Jean-Pierre checked the rotorkite from end to end, for Harristo
repest his story. Doc had him back up and go over severa points and incidents; he paid specid attention
to Harris descriptions of the glorious blond man. They returned to the laboratory before the story was
done. Doc was removing his pilot's gear and settling on one of the sofas when Harris described the dwarf
who'd thrown the concrete block. Doc looked over at Jean-Pierre.

The other man nodded grimly. "I've aready shown him the picture. It was Angus Powrie."
Doc returned his attention to Harris. ™'Y ou mention athing caled a pannyfack.”
"Fanny pack." Harrislooked around for it but didn't seeit.

Jean-Pierre brought it up from behind his chair and tossed it to Doc. "It's al there. One pocketbook
crowded with paper treasury notes and draft-notes | don't recognize, many cards al bearing the name of
Gabriela Dono-hoogy—"

"That's Donohue."

"Thank you, Harris, why don't you and your friends learn to spell more sensibly?—including one of the
drover licenseslike Harris had, some coins, asmall gnarled canister of “pepper spray,’ seasonings|
suppose, and miscellaneousitems. | aso put Harris keys and clasp-knifein there” AsHarrisgroped his
pocket, belatedly realizing that histhings wouldn't be in these pants anyway, Jean-Pierre smiled
mockingly at him. "My apologies, Harris. | didn't know whether or not you would want to come after me
with that knife. | couldn't risk it, once | noticed your knife's specid trait.”

Harrisfrowned at that. "What trait is that?"



Doc looked at him, then unzipped the main pocket of the fanny pack. He pulled out the lockback
hunting knife Harris usudly carried. He turned it over, looking at the wooden tang with its brass ends.
"Unusual design, but | see nothing else strange about it." Then histhumb brushed the back of the blade.

Doc hissed and involuntarily dropped the knife back into the pack. He put the last joint of histhumb into
his mouth and looked curioudy a Harris. Then he blew on hisinjured thumb, on the blister Harris saw
rising there, and asked, "Y ou carry aknife with astedl blade, Harris?'

"Sure. Why not?"

"Odd question. Because it will make you sick. Noriko at least has the sense to keep her stedl fully
sheathed when she's not using it. Y ou must touch that blade every time you put your hand in your

pocket.”

"Sowhat?' Harris moved over to Doc, then reached into the fanny pack and came up with hisknife. He
held it so that the closed blade touched his skin. Then, dowly and with exaggerated care, he opened it
out and placed the blade across his palm.

He lifted the blade to show them there was no problem with his skin. The surprised reactions of the
other four were very gratifying. Then, with malicious humor, he dowly drew the back of the blade across
histongue, and was rewarded with astartled hissfrom Aladtair.

Jean-Pierre stood and took a step away from Harris. "He's obvioudy insane, Doc. A high degree of
immunity, surely. But mad anyway."

Doc also stood, looking troubled. "I don't think so. He showsno pain at dl."

"Completely immune," Alagtair said. "1've heard of such people, but never thought 1'd live long enough to
seeone"

Harrisfolded and pocketed the knife. In spite of the fact he didn't know what any of this meant, he felt
strangely superior. He rooted around in the pack, retrieved and pocketed his keys, and then took the
fanny pack back to the sofa.

Hetold himsdlf that al he wanted to do was make sure she hadn't lost anything. But after he determined
that the pack still held Gaby's keychain and pocketbook, he kept looking.

On the chain was her canister of defensive pepper spray. Harris grinned at the thought of Jean-Pierre
trying to hose down a salad with the stuff. Maybe he should et him try; that might be entertaining. But the
canister was strangely twisted, asif exposed to great heat, and the plastic pray mechanism on top was
melted and fused, obvioudy not usable. Hed seen it only two days ago, and it was normal then.

Helooked in the fanny pack’s other compartment; it till held things he didn't care to prowl through, like
wadded facia tissues, bottles of nail polish, tampons.

The others murmured among themselves, excluding him from their conversation. That wasfine. He used
the opportunity to sneak alook through the contents of her pocketbook. Maybe there he'd find some
clue explaining why shedd left him. He had aright to know, didn't he? Heignored the little voice that
immediately whigperedNo .



Two credit cards, two gas cards, aNew Y ork driver's license that gave her address on Waverly, an
employeeidentification card for theloca UHF TV dation she served as program manager, her miniature
address book, thirty dollars plus change, her checkbook showing less than two hundred dollarsin the
bank, miscellaneous other effects.

No photograph of some new guy who looked like he belonged on a soap opera. No letter to her friend
Elaine explaining the situation. No checklist detailing the characteristics of her ideal man with noteson
where Harrisfell short. No namesin her address book that he didn't recognize. Of course, it could be
someone they both aready knew. Zeb? Nah.

A shadow fell across Harris, he started guiltily and looked up at Doc, who'd appeared beside his couch
without making asound. "The Changeling,” said Doc.

"Huh?'
"The blond man you describe sounds like the Changeling. | do not know histrue name. Hesacriminal.
His men rob treasuries, brew and sall glitter-bright, and try to control rulers and industries. It's very bad

to know that an old-time strong-arm man like Angus Powrieisworking with him. | want you to take us
where you saw them.”

"I'm not surel can find it again. | wasn't looking a amap when | was running away from the little son of
abitch—"

Harrisredlized that Doc was no longer listening. The white-haired man frowned, staring at the
pocketbook in Harris hands, and reached down to pluck the driver'slicense away. "Thisis Gabridle."

"It's Gabriela. It's Spanish. She goes by Gaby."

Doc gave him apuzzled look. "Thiscameois very bad, but it is definitely her. Gabrielle" He turned back
to the others and showed them the license. "Have any of you seen her?!

Alastair shook his head. "Just you, Doc. She never talksin when we're around. We decided that she
was either imaginary, or sweet on you."

Doc spun to face Harris again, hisexpresson oddly intent. "And thisis your lover, the woman you
rescued.”

"If you can cdll it arescue, yeah. How do you know her?' His tone was more hostile than he intended.
Hereinedin hisemotions.

"Weve never met in person; she has spoken to me afew times on the talk-box. Alwayswhen thereis
trouble brewing. Now it ssemsthat trouble has foundher . Now, it's even more important that we—"

He was interrupted by aloud pop from the large round-screened TV. A white dot appeared in the
center of the screen, and expanded outward to resolve itsalf into a black-and-white picture.

Of Gabriela Donohue.
She didn't wear the clothes she had on at the park. Now she wore an elaborate dress, something with a

scooped neckline lined with embroidery and flaring long deeves that spread out over the tabletop they
rested on. Her hair was longer than before, was twined into asingle braid and brought over her shoulder



to hang in front. It had to be awig or hair extenders. She stared straight into the screen, her expression
concerned. Behind her wasawadll of large, irregular stones.

She looked great. Harrisfelt his heart trying to break out through his breastbone. "Gaby! Areyou
okay?'

She glanced at him with a curious expression, dismissed him ingtantly, looked a Doc. "They're coming to
kill you, Doc. And some man you have here." Her American-heartland accent was gone; she spoke with
the same mid-Atlantic accent he'd heard on Jean-Pierre, Alastair and Doc.

"Who is?' Doc asked.

"l don't know, but they areclose . I've only just heard. Don't waste time talking to me. Well talk later.”
Sheraised ahand asif to wave good-bye.

Harrisfound hisvoice: "Gaby,wait . Areyou okay, honey?'

Hewould have said more, but she looked at him as though he were some stranger babbling a her ona
street corner. Shefinished her motion, gesturing good-bye to Doc. The screen went blank, the image
contracting down to awhite dot. The set crackled with static electricity.

Harrisfound that he had to sit down again.
She couldn't even admit that he existed.

Harrisglared up a Doc . . . and was startled to see that agun had appeared in the man'sgrip. It wasa
monstrous automatic pistol, bigger than any held ever seen, and seemingly made of copper or bronze.
Harris glanced nervoudy at the others, but they were in motion, moving across the room toward severd
wall cabinets.

A suddenbang! nearly deafened Harris and he felt a shock in the soles of hisfeet. Not twenty feet away,
justin his peripheral vison, ablack spike sprang up out of the floor, throwing splinters of wood up asit
emerged.

Harrisfelt Doc's hand close on the collar of hisjacket. Doc yanked him backwards and casually hurled
him behind the big TV set. Theimpact didn't seem to hurt hisleg. He scrambled up to knedl behind the
set and could see that the spike in the floor was now pouring out black fluid, asteady streamin all
directionslike alawn sprinkler.

And then they were there—men, agppearing as suddenly as though they'd been there all dong and hed
only just noticed them. There were adozen of them, wearing dull red suits, holding big firearms that
looked like tommy guns made of brass. Each man stood haf adozen feet from the spikein the floor,
facing outward from that center point.

Doc shouted, " Surrender, or—"

They opened fire, short sprays of flame erupting from the muzzles of their weapons. All around Doc,
things shattered and exploded: books blew off the tops of tables, colored glass beakers disintegrated in
spectacular sprays of glittering debris, impacts rocked the case of the television Harris crouched behind.
Theroar of the wegpons hammered at Harris ears, deafening him. Harris crouched lower, hugging the
wall, and looked around for adoorway out, a heavier piece of furniture to get behind, even something



heavy to throw.

Doc sensed rather than saw the explosive lines of gunfire converging on him. He dived avay—hurled his
body under an adjacent table and past it, rolled beneath athird. The bullets sought him out, but he lashed
out with aboot and toppled the table, making a shield of itstop.

He saw the table shudder under the impact of gunfire. Thiswas bad, very bad. His people had
handguns, the enemy had autoguns, and the odds were more than two to one againgt him. He had to
divert theinvaders until Alastair and Jean-Pierre could get to their heavy artillery.

For speed, rely on simplicity. Wasthat amemory of hisfather'svoice, or of hisown voice when he
taught? He didn't know. He set the gun down and found the small box of matchesin his pocket. Out of
his Sght, men were shouting, firing, maybe advancing.

Therewas no timeto figure out links of contagion; therefore, it had to be similarity. He struck the match.
He breathed the smoke and felt the life of the fire benegath it; then he tossed the match over the
shuddering tabletop, toward his enemies.Go, little fire. Find your kin.

For abrief moment, he was with the match asit flew, thefire atop it precarioudy dive. Hungry to feed, it
sought out the food Doc had promised it. It flew past the startled face of agunman, sensed the burner on
the table beyond, and with the last of itsvitality reached the smple scientific device.

The knob on the burner twisted and bright new fire a half-dozen feet high legped into the air. The
red-suited gunman nearest the table edged away from the sudden eruption of hest.

Doc struck another match.Now, big fire, do as your little brother does. He touched theflickering
flameto the skin onhisarm.

Harris saw the Bunsen burner on the table flare up in spontaneous combustion and saw Doc burn himsdlf
with the match. 1t made no sense.

But the flame from the burner bent as though it were hinged and struck one of the gunmen in the back,
igniting hissuit coat. The man ydled, spun around to confront histormenter, and the wash of living fire
gtruck him across hisface; he screamed again as his hair and hat ignited.

It was amoment's distraction for the battery of men firing against Doc's associates; they glanced at their
burning comrade, their faces angry, confused.

Doc popped up from behind his table and fired twice with that big pistol. One of the red-suited men
jerked and fell, spraying more gunfire into the floor as he collgpsed. Another staggered back, the deeper
red of blood staining the arm of his coat. And al the while, the living fire reached out, hungrily straining to
touch another of the red-suited men.

Harris spotted Alastair crouching beside one of the wall cabinets. The doctor had gotten it open; inside
hung pistols, asword that |ooked like an ornate fencing wegpon, and a submachine gun much like the
onesthe red-suited men carried. Alastair, daring, reached up to grab the big gun. Bullets plowed into the
case around him but he snatched the weapon down.



Jean-Pierre and Noriko were nowhere to be seen.

Then he saw the woman; on the far side of the attacking men, she popped up from behind atablelikea
lightning-fast jack-in-the-box. She held a sword in atwo-handed grip, the blade back over her shoulder,
and lunged at the nearest man, whose back wasto her. She swung the blade at him, blindingly fast, but
missed; sheimmediately ducked out of sight again.

No—shedidn't miss. Harris saw athin red line appear on the man's neck. The red-suited man fell over.
Impossibly, horribly, his head separated from his body and the two parts seemed to fal in dow motion.
Arteria spray from the neck hit the calling asif fired from awater-sprinkler, then tracked down the wall
asthe body hit the floor. The head hit, rolled afew yards, and fetched up against astoal.

Most of the men were fanning out and away from the aggressive burner flame but concentrating their fire
on Doc, keeping him pinned down. Two were hosing down another, distant, toppled table, perhaps
where Jean-Pierre was. But one, armed with arevolver instead of a submachine gun, seemed to be intent
on an object he held in one hand; it looked like an old-fashioned volt-meter with ablack plagtic case. He
waved it around, then pointed it more or lessin Harris direction . . . and looked straight at Harris. He
smiled.

The man trotted toward him, ignoring the gunfire asthough it were alight rain. Another gunman, thisone
carrying asubmachine gun, followed.

Harris sank down and retreated, scooting on his stomach to dide back under the sofahe'd lain on afew
minutes before.

Just in time. The two men skidded as they reached the television set. They opened fire on the space
behind it before they even saw it. Harris saw bullets explode into the floor where he had crouched just a
moment ago; he felt splinterstear at hisface.

Harris bellowed hisfear and anger. He heaved up on the sofa, shoved it at the two men, risng and
uncoiling behind it. The heavy piece of furniture dammed into them, knocking the second man down and
sending his submachine gun skidding away, driving the first man backwards an off-balance step. The sofa
crashed down on the man who'd fdlen.

Follow through. Throw combinations. Harris drove forward at the man who still stood. Theimpact
with the sofa had driven the man's gun hand up; the brassy-colored revolver was pointed at the celling
but starting to come down again.

Harris grabbed the gunman'swrigt with hisleft hand and struck him with hisright, apam strike that
smashed hisnose. Harrisfollowed through, continuing to crowd the gunman, dipping hisright arm over
his enemy's gun arm and folding his ebow across the man'sjoint, pinning the limb; then he rotated the
man'swrist down and back, bending thearm in adirection it wasn't meant to go.

The cracking noise surprised him; adrenaline must have given him sirength he hadn't counted on. He
watched the man's elbow break and felt the forearm freewhed, no longer supported by bone. The man's
pigtal fell to the floorboards. The gunman followed it down, unconscious from the pain.

Harris spun and went after the submachine gunner. The man was ill down but aready scrambling
toward hiswegpon. Harris kick took himin the solar plexus and folded him double. Harris dropped,
following him down, and used his momentum and an open-palm blow to drive the man's head into the



floorboards. There was asharp crack and this gunman went limp, too.
Leaving Harris out in the open. He stayed down and scuttled sideways to get under another table.

But no one was paying him any attention. In fact, fewer men werefiring. One was Alastair, opening up
with short, carefully measured bursts of gunfire. The attackers who weren't dready down had taken
cover. Harris saw one of them pop up from behind atable to spray the room—then he stiffened asthe
point of Noriko's sword emerged from his chest. Helooked stupidly at the blade asit retracted. Then he
collgpsed out of Sght.

A dozen yards away, Jean-Pierre rose so that he was partialy exposed; he held along-barrelled
revolver in hisright hand and what |ooked like a carved crysta paperweight in hisleft hand. He heaved
the paperweight behind another toppled table. Asit hit, he shouted, " Stickbomb! "

The red-suited man behind the table didn't wait to see. He dove away from his cover. Jean-Pierre's shot
took himinthe sdeand helay ill. The crysta paperweight did not explode.

Therewasabrief lull in the gunfire. Doc, histone dry, finished his statement: "— or my associatesand |
will beforced to defend ourselves.”

No answer. Then one of the gunmen dropped his weapon over the Side of histable and raised his hands
intheair. A moment later two others did the same.

It wastoo late for the rest.

Chapter Seven

The shriek rang in Gaby's ears and she sat up, disoriented. In the dimness, nothing looked familiar, not
the nightstand beside the bed, not the curtains on the windows, where were her bookshelves? And who
screamed?

The door into the bedroom opened, spilling light over her, and Elaine hurried in, clutching her robe close.
Blond, frowzy, busy Elaine; Gaby sighed her relief as she remembered where she was. Elaine's guest
room, miles and state lines between her and dl that crazinessin the city.

Elaine sat on the bed beside her and brushed Gaby's bangs out of her eyes. "Y ou okay, honey?'

"Yeah." Gaby shivered and tried to pull the blanket up around her shoulders. "I heard anoise. Like
someone shouted.”

"That wasyou , poor thing. Y ou must have been dreaming. Y ou were shouting something about they're
coming, get out of there. Y ou must have been remembering, you know,them . Thisevening.”

"I suppose.”" Gaby frowned. The last faint tendrils of her dream were dipping away from her, but she
didn't remember being fearful for hersalf. It was others she had worried about, others she couldn't
remember now.



It must have been Harris. Concern for him ate at her again. "Has there been any word—"

"No, nothing. Still no answer at his gpartment.”

"Damn."

"Did you get anything figured out? Like why some old guy and histwo cregpswould. . . "

"Kidnap me? No. It doesn't make any sense.” Shelay back to stare up at Elaine's sympathetic, weary
face. "'l don't think they wanted to rape me. | think they wanted to find something out from me. God
knows what. | don'tknow anything. Anything a program manager knows, they could hire a.consultant to
find out, right?'

"Well, youre safe here. We have asecurity system, Jim has hisguns—"

"l want to learn to shoot."

Elainelooked startled. "Y ou dways hated guns.

"Still do. Guesswhat | hate more.”

"Yeah. Okay, I'll tell Jm. Hell be glad to take you out to the range he uses.”

"Thanks, Lainie."

Elaine hugged her, then rose and patted her hand. "Y ou try to get some deep. But if you can't, and you
want to talk, knock on our door. Anytime. It's okay."

"Il dothat."

"'Night, hon." Elainel&ft, shutting the door and closing out the halway light, but Gaby was glad to see
the faint glow around the edges of the door. Nice to know that light was only afew steps away, Elaine
only afew steps beyond that.

But if shedidn't get good news from the police soon, shed haveto leave dl of it. Degp insde, she knew
the old man and histwo thugs, including the one she'd described as wearing a Halloween mask when she
knew that wasn't the truth, would come looking for her again.

She knew because of the way the old man'sface lit up when they caught her. Because of how happy
he'd been to have her. Hed be back. She couldn't let Lainie and Jm get caught up in the old man's
craziness. And she had to find Harris, make sure he was safe.

The thought kept her awake as she lay donein the dark.

* k% %

Twelve men had appeared to attack them. Three surrendered unhurt. Four, including Harris attackers,
were dive but serioudy injured. Five more were dead.

Alagtair set his submachine gun aside, clucked over the dead and did what he could to bandage the
wounded; Jean-Pierre bound the hands of the living and took their wegpons away.



Doc gestured at the writhing flame atop the burner asif communicating with it; he frowned, clearly
displeased, and closed hisfist, adramatic gesture. The fire snuffed out; the burner beneath continued to
hiss until Doc walked up to twist the knob at its base.

Harris dully looked over the scene of carnage.

Hed never seen dead men before. Four of them lay in strange poses, blood dowly spreading from
chests, heads, limbs. One of them was burned black in places. Thelast of them, whose head lay four
yardsfrom therest of him, wasworst. Harrisfelt his ssomach lurch. He returned to the safe haven of the
televison corner, restored the sofato itswall position, and sprawled onit.

Noriko sat on the sofa opposite, serenely cleaning her blade with acloth. Her expression was ascam as
if she were a statue made of jade. Her weapon—she must have gone straight for it after Gabrielas
warning—was alittle like the Japanese swords he'd once seen, but much straighter; the sheath lay beside
her on the sofa. The sword went from blood-smeared to silvery clean in a couple of minutes, and Harris
could see the care Noriko took not to touch its blade. Then she returned it to its sheath and gave him a
cam stare. He looked away.

"Youdid very well," shesaid.
"l want to throw up."
"Reasonable.” She gestured at asmall door in the corner. "That isthe water closet.”

But hedidn't redly fed the need, not quite yet.

* % *

Doc and Alagtair came clattering in from the hallway. The doctor walked over to Harris and Noriko:
"The room just downgtairs, where they launched that device, isdl clear. Smoke al over the room from
the rocket. They sapped Leith in the elevator, but hell recover.”

"Thething that came through the floor was arocket?' Harris asked.

"| fear s0." Alastair looked disturbed. "Not an explosive one. But then, these floors have wards to
protect us againgt explosive attacks from outside. They must have known that.”

Doc kndlt beside the spike in the floor, studying it without touching it, then moved off afew feet to
examine what looked like streaks of black paint on the floor. He gave awhistle that sounded appreciative
to Harris. "Very clever," hesaid. "Aladtair, look at this."

The moon-faced doctor wandered over. Doc continued, "This projectile shoots paint out in al
directions, very precisdy. The paint isso carefully oriented that it formsa continuouscircle."

Aladgtair looked up a him, gartled. "A conjuring circle.”

"Y es. See here, afew shunts sprayed other patches of paint in recognizable patterns. The required
symbols of trandference.”

Alagtair looked at the symbols, and Harris did, too. They appeared to be smeared blobs on the wood,
meaningless paint-squiggles. Alagtair said, "They're very doppy, but correct in form. But you have al four
floorswarded against devisements of transferencelikethat . . . "



Doc nodded, smiling, encouraging him to continue, and Alagtair got it. "But theyfired the projectile
through the wards , got past them physicaly. | understand. Damned clever.”

Doc'ssmileturned grim. "Which meansall my wards are effectively usdess. | wonder if they can adapt
this device for longer-range attacks. Get through any set of wards. I'll have to prepare some new types.
All of thismeansthat whoever they are—| assume the Changdling—have adeviser working with them.”

"Hey," said Harris. They dl looked at him. "Don't you think it's about time you called the police?"
"The. .. police" Alastair echoed.

"Y ou know. Whoever you cal when people bresk into your house, try to kill you, and get killed. They
come, they arrest people, there aretrids. . . Police.”

Doc nodded and stood. "I have acommission with the Novimagos Guard by speciad order of the King.
By extension, so do my associates. So in asense, weare the. . . police. Proper forms are being
observed.”

"That makes me fed so much better."

"Everyone, change for the street. Alastair, get Harris some appropriate clothes. We need to find the
place where Harris arrived.”

Alagtair took Harris up two floors by back stairwaysto a small, bare bedroom. The room was dusty
and had afan mounted on aswive bracket on thewall. The anonymity of the furnishings gave the place
thefed of ahotd room. However, its closet was stuffed full of men's and women's garmentsin various
szes, and in afew minutes Alastair had found him an outfit to replace historn, smoke-stained clothes.

Harrislooked dubioudy at the black |eather shoes, long-deeved white shirt, sk boxer shorts, and gray
two-piece suit with alace-edged handkerchief in the breast pocket. The clothing was dated, with the
jacket'swide lapels and trousers high waistline, but not too garish, if you overlooked the two-tone
red-and-green suspenders and matching tie.

In the attached bathroom, Harris shucked the baggy brown pants they'd given him minutes ago, then
stooped to pull on the new pair. He moved carefully; it wouldn't do to make hisinjury any worse.

Wait a second. Hed kicked the guts out of the man with the submachine gun and hadn't even felt the
wound pull. Adrendine and painkillers could only mask so much; held have fet additiond injury after he
sarted to wind down. Curious, he unwrapped Alastair's bandage from histhigh.

Hiswound was gone.
Where Adonis claws had torn open hisflesh, angry red marks remained, like scarseft from an injury
that had been hedling for days. They hurt when he pressed hard on them, but gave him no trouble

otherwise

He sghed. It really was no use getting upset over strange things anymore, so he pulled on his new
underwear and trousers. "Alagtair?!



The doctor called through the door, "Y es?!
"What exactly did you do to me?*

Alagtair's chuckle was faint but unmistakable. " Thatched you, of course. A good mending. Y ou took to it
well. Which reminds me, you'll be ravenousin abell or two. How doesit look?"

"Great. Likeit's been weeks since | scrapped with something with teeth and claws.”

"Good. Don't gtrain that leg for afew days unless you absolutely have to. Though if you decide you have
to “scrap' again with Jean-Pierre, I'll allow it . . . provided you let me watch. Oh, and something else.”

"Yaf?l

"Don' bring any slver againgt that wound. Y ou'd hate to seeiit spring open again.”

They returned to the lab just as brown-clothed workmen carried out the last of the dead nsona
sretcher. The living attackers were dready gone, and more men were a work with mops on the bloody
patches of floor.

Doc stood in the center of the room, the lead assassin's volt-meter in his hand, and looked up as Harris
and Alagtair entered. He indicated the volt-meter. "Harris, it's you they wanted. Thislittle device let me
follow your movementsto within afew paces”

"Oh, great. Does that mean | have aradio on me?' Seeing Doc's blank ook, he explained, "Am |
carrying some gizmo that thisthing can trace?'

"No. It followsyou . Probably the charge of energy Alagtair sees as an auraaround you." He closed his

right eye and widened hisleft to look at Harris. "l can seeit alittle, too. Well have to subject you to
some testswhen wereturn.”

"How do you know Gaby?'
Doc heditated. "I've actudly never met her in the flesh. A few years ago, she started calling me on the
talk-box. Alwayswith hints and clues. News about what the crime gangs were doing. Sometimesthings

they were planning to do to me. She never told me how she learned them. She's never told me about
hersdlf." He shrugged. "And now you come with her cameo in your pack . . . and she seems not to

recognizeyou."
"l can't explain that part.”
"Well think on it later. For now, we need to begin our search.”

Noriko, ayellow topcoat thrown over her clothes, straightened up from the television set. "Not so.
Harris ppeared at Six Heinzlin Corners, Brambleton South.”

Doc gave her acuriouslook. "How do you know?"



"| called to Civic Hall on the talk-box and asked if anyone had reported a damaged walkway in agood
neighborhood."

Doc looked pained. "Angus Powri€'s attack. If | had been thinking . . . "

"They said therewas. And that there was blood on thewalk not far awvay. Workmen will fix it all
tomorrow."

"After welook at it."
Harris gave Noriko adisbelieving look. ™Y our city hall is open at this hour?”
"Of course. Why not?!

"Because it would be too convenient?'

Doc's private elevator took them down to floor level and below, to a spacious basement garagefilled
with cars. All of them were the antiques Harris had come to expect, but they were otherwise of every
imaginable type and color: along, low two-segt roadster in an abusive glowing orange, adab-sided pane
truck in ashade of drab green Harris was dready thinking of as comparatively inconspicuous, apair of
matching black-and-silver motorcycles, along red monstrosity of a car with adecadently
comfortable-looking interior, perhaps adozen more carsin al. They settled on Jean-Pierre's
black-and-gold sedan, and the pale-faced, dark-haired mechanic on duty—Jean-Pierre introduced him
as Fergus Bootblack—told them that it was fueled and readly.

Jean-Pierre drove them up the ramp out of the garage and onto the still-busy street with adisregard for
traffic and thelaws of physicsthat Harrisfound unsettling.

Ten minutes |ater, they were parked outside the walled estate Harris had fled earlier that night. There
was the holein the sdewak made by Angus Powrie; there were the gates . . . hanging open.

And hdf an hour after that, as the sun began to send tentative shafts of light danting between the tall
buildings, Harris and the others prowled around the estate's mansion. They looked at furniture long
stored under dusty sheets and moved through echoingly empty rooms.

"Hasn't been lived in for months," Alastair said. He and Harris, in the kitchen, peered into the empty
walk-in pantry and saw nothing but memories of crumbs. "I wager your friends hired it from the
homelord, or moved in when he wasn't looking. When you got away, they fled."

"So what's that ex-in-a-circle thing out on the front lavn?"

"A conjurer'scircle.

"That'swhat you cdled thecirclein your lab. The thing with the paint.”

Alastair nodded. " Same principle. Same use. There are aways two: one here, onethere. What startsin
one—"'

"—endsupintheother. | getit. Idid it." Harris paused, worrying briefly about how easy it wasfor him



to speak the language of the impossible when he was confronted with it. "Alagtair, the other one of the
circle out thereiswhere I'm from, and that's an awful long way away."

"Y ou want to return.”
"Right now. No offense. | haveto find Gaby."

A smiletugged at Alastair'slip. "I doubt we can help you so soon. We have to know which ritualsthey
used on thiscircle. But if anyone can help you find your way, it's Doc.”

Harrisasked, "Why?" Seeing Alagtair's blank [ook, he continued: "Why would he want to help?”’

Alagtair thought about that for amoment. "I don't know too much about it. Heé'samost thelast of his
kind, and hed like for them to be remembered kindly."

"Whois them'?'

"Purebloods from along time ago." Alastair opened afloor-level cabinet and bent over to peer withiniit.
"Amapershiat itifuwadda—"

"I can't hear you."

"Sorry." Alagtair straightened, looking dubious. "I'd gppreciateit if you wouldn't bandy this about. A lot
of itispublic record, but Doc doesn't careto have it discussed in his presence.”

"Sure”

Alagtair kept his attention on the door. " There was a bad one awhile back. One of the Daoine Sidhe,
like Doc. Did alot of harm in the yearsleading up to the last war. Made their kind infamous. Doc fought
him severa times, but the people mostly remembered the bad that one did. If you said “Daoine Sidhe' to
the average man on the walk twenty years ago, hed have bit histhumb and spat.”

"Whatever that means.”

"Well, it just meansthat Doc ended up being the heir to avery nasty legacy. That'swhy the Sidhe
Foundation. It'sall charities and philanthropies and fixing problems. Nowadays, you say Daoine Sidhe to
the man on the walk, and he'sjust aslikely to think of the Foundation. Which isavictory."

"l guessit'd kind of belike growing up with the name Hitler."

"Whatever that means."

The night had brought Gaby very little deep, so she substituted caffeine for wakefulness and tried to
keep her manner pleasant. Sheld be dealing with people dl day.

She called the police. There was no news about Harris or the old man.

She cdlled work to tell them why she wouldn't be coming in that day, or for the next severd. She didn't
tell her boss where she'd be staying, and he said he understood. She hoped it wastrue. It would be



monstroudy unfair for her to be replaced for something that just wasn't her faullt.
Shecdlled in the theft of her credit cardsto al the issuers.
That afternoon, she went for her first shooting lesson with Elaine's husband Jm.

The directed explosions from the revolver rattled her nerves. Still, he complimented her on learning not
to flinch with each pull of the trigger. Soon he was making approving noises at the way her wadcutter
rounds punched holes in the paper silhouette of atarget. "Not abad grouping,” he said. "And we're
talking about self-defense here, not target shooting. That means closer range than this. You'll do just fine.
.. if you don't let adrenaline mess up your reactions and your aim. Y ou have to stay controlled.”

"Controlled," she repeated, and flipped the switch on the booth to send the new target back on its
mechanica rail. She steadied her am, mentaly superimposed the horribleimage of Adonis over the
target, and prepared to give it achest full of holes. Then, intones so low that m couldn't hear through
the protective earmuffs: "I'll show you controlled.”

* * %

Through the open door of the bathroom, Harris could see |ate-afternoon sun angling into the bedroom.
Helay in the claw-foot bathtub, legs drawn up—the thing was too short for him; he absently scrubbed at
himself as the water cooled.

In spite of hisworry and his intermittent nausea, he'd fallen adegp amost as soon asthey got back to the
Monarch Building.

Endless chiming noises had wakened him long after sunlight spilling over hiseyes had failed to do so.
Once he understood that the device that looked like alizard's arm with aballed fist a either end wasthe
handset of atelephone, or "talk-box double,” he could answer it. On the other end was Doc, asking him
to get ready for atrip in an hour or so.

Sitting in the tub, he reached out afinger and drew it over the coal tile of the bathroom floor, felt the
texture, the roughness of the grout between tiles. The air just alittle stuffy. Water nearly scalding hot
when heldd drawn his bath, merely lukewarm now. It was al there with aleve of detail hed never
experienced in adream.

And it was s0 big. He'd found somewhere that no one €l se knew about. The map he'd seen suggested
that this. . . place. . . was as big as the entire world he knew.

What the hell was he supposed to do about this? Go home and tell somebody? If he couldn't bring
people back—preferably guys with minicams and sound equipment—he couldn't prove anything to other

people.

Andwhat if hecould proveit? They'd want to come here, of course. There'd be ahell of alot of press.
Naturally, most people back home wouldn't believe it no matter how much pressthere was. Except big
business; they'd be setting up McDonald's restaurants on every block asfast asthey could bring in the
yelow-arch signs. . . . That bothered him. It just didn't seem that Neckerdam would be improved by an
invasion of junk food, tabloids, and grunge rock.

So hard to think about it. Every time hetried to put the scattered pieces of histhoughts together, other
things floated up to the forefront of his memory. Gaby telling him good-bye, Gaby running for her life.
Gabrielles gaze flicking away past him as though he were unrecognizable pixelson the TV screen. Sonny



Waters face, the Smile, floating forward on the audience's roar of contempt. Nothing seemed to banish
theseimages.

With adefeated sigh, herose, toweled himsdlf dry and set about dressing in his new clothes.

Hetried to let the view from hiswindow distract him. The ninety-third floor of the Monarch Building
afforded him an amazing panorama of tall, bizarre buildings and tiny cars moving dong the tree-lined
avenues,

Heloosdy knotted histie and reminded himsdlf that it was not the ninety-third floor. It was"up
ninety-two.” If he wereto take the eevator down to the twenty-fifth floor, that would be"up
twenty-four,” even if he started out above that floor. The ground floor was "down," the basement was
"down one." It didn't make much sense, hedidn't like it, and he knew held never remember it; but trying
to figureout al the differenceswas ahelpful distraction.

Differences. Like the skyscrapers dl around the Monarch Building. Half of them were cylindrical towers,
capped with pointed conesfor roofs or with battlements like the tops of medieva castles. The other half
tended to be more like the skyscrapers he was used to, comforting in their squareness, though they al
had the kind of art-deco-era architecture he associated with the Empire State and the Chryder Building.

Some of these were odd, dl bright and garish. The one opposite the Monarch Building wasa
checkerboard of adternating squares of white and green marble; back home, no one could have found
investorsto build something so ghastly. He hoped not, anyway.

The Monarch Building itself took up acity block, without the setbacks that characterized the Empire
State Building and other skyscrapersfromitsera. It was an unsettling black and had broad ledges every
twenty stories; he couldn't see the next one down, but had given them agood look on their return last
night. On each ledge was aline of white marble statues of mongterslike griffins and rampant dragons,
men and women in medieva dress, odd symbols he could not recognize.

A single sharp rap on hisdoor interrupted histhoughts. "Comein.”

Doc entered. He wore the same clothes as last night, and though no sign of lack of degp marred his
face, Harris thought he could see a certain wearinessin the man's posture. " Are you ready to go?' Doc
asked.

"I guess. Where are we going?"

"A congruction site. I'm looking for someone who can help us. | want him to see you, to convince him
that the gap between the two worlds has indeed been bridged.”

In the elevator down, Doc handed him a paper bag and a strange ceramic cup—it was capped by a
hinged top like abeer stein. In the bag was a pastry something like an eclair, but the filling was mest and
the breading reminded him of abagel. The stein wasfilled with athick, hot liquid as bitter as bad coffee,
but tasting like unsweetened chocolate. Harris grimaced over the flavor but guessed that it was strong
with the caffeine he needed.

In the basement garage, Fergus did out from undernesth Doc's top-down two-seet roadster and
cheerfully told him, "It'sready, gir; dl patched. Try not to drive over the potted plants next time." Harris
wondered if the mechanic ever dept.



Thiscar, lower than Jean-Pierres but just aslong, had a different sound to its engine, athroaty growl
that told Harristhat it was adifferent class of vehicle. Ashe and Doc roared out of the basement garage,
it sounded like aleashed lion. Harris washed that thought away with the last of the bitter chocolate. "Did

you get any deep?”
"No."
"W, thanksfor driving, then. Did you get anything figured out?'

"Yes" Doc turned right onto the main street the Monarch Building faced and blasted hisway into the
southbound traffic. Harris estimated that thiswould be somewhere near Fifth Avenueif hewere home.
But the red Fifth Avenue would be southbound only instead of having two directions of traffic separated
by atree-filled median. It wouldn't be thick with the antique autos he was growing used to. Therewould
be lanes painted on asphalt instead of abrick surface with metdl tracks set into it for the frequent
rail-bound red buses they passed. Taxiswouldn't be Christmas green. One vehicle in twenty wouldn't be
ahorse-drawn cart, for Christ's sake.

"Wdl, what?'

"Firgt, unfortunately, none of the men wetook hastaked. | doubt they will; they are avery confident lot.
They'rein the prison of the Neckerdam Guard now.

"Second, though, | do have results from your vaence tests of thismorning.”

Harris grimaced. The last thing Doc and Alastair had done before he'd been alowed to go up to his
room was take him into asmall side laboratory and load him into a preposterous upright glass cylinder
capped with dectrical apparatus. Harris hadn't been darmed until the two men drew on thick goggles
with lenses that were dmost black.

Then they'd fired up the equipment, the noise of transformers and discharging eectricity striking fear into
Harris heart. That was only the gart; things got worse when a continuous chain of green lightning poured
into the cylinder and washed over him, rattling Harris teeth and standing every hair of hisbody on end.

But that had been over soon, and they'd sent the shocked (and, he suspected, smoking) Harris up to his
room immediately after.

Doc continued, "The Firbolg VVaence was zero. Meaning that you're not Gifted. Y ou can't influence your
surroundings except through norma means.”

"You mean, not like Alastair doeswith hismedicine.

Doc nodded. "But you have a Talysin Auralike none I've ever seen. That'swhat Alastair seesaround
you. With norma people—" heignored Harris bark of laughter "—it shows up among the Gifted. In your
case, when | subjected your aurato andysis, it indicated that you were . . . from somewhere else.” They
roared by another red rail-bus, and Harris barely glimpsed the man dancing merrily atop the vehicle.

Harrisglared. "'l told youthat last night. So tel me, whereisthis "somewhere e e of yours?*
There was astoplight on the median ahead. It was different from the ones Harriswas used to. It didn't

change colors; a black-and-white sSign siwung out of the pol€e's summit, reading "Halt." Doc's car and the
other traffic dowed to astop at the corner.



Doc took histime answering, not speaking until long after the "Halt" sign snapped back into the pole and
was replaced by "Go."

They left one cluster of skyscrapers and too-tall round towers behind and headed into a second one,
near what should have been the financia district. Harrislooked around to seeif he could spot any familiar
landmark, but there was nothing until aside street gave him aglimpse of the distant Brook—theldand
Bridge.

"Some of the old stories say that there used to be two worlds," Doc said; his voice sounded as though
he werereciting. "The fair world and the grim world. On onelived the fair folk, on the other the grim folk.
And it was easy to go from oneto the other.

"Thefair folk were our ancestors, in our thousand clans: light, dark, and dusky. Smaller than people
today, of course, and knowing many things that modern man has forgotten. Ignorant of many things
modern man has learned.

"The grim folk were barbarians. They were bigger than our ancestors, stronger, more congtant in size
and form, but savage. Bloodthirsty men who preferred killing to lovemaking or anything else.

"And the grim men were entirdly immune to iron and iron's daughter metals."
Harrisfrowned as what Doc was saying sank home. "Hey, wait aminute."”

"Some of the men and women of the grim folk were better than others. More beautiful, more tolerable,
They cameto live on the fair world. And they were more prolific than thefair folk, morefertile. Those of
our ancestors who wanted to have larger, hedthier families found it no hardship to bring some of thegrim
folk into their bloodlines. And while this was going on, while these crosses were taking place, it became
harder and harder to move between the grim place and the fair place.”

"You think I'm from thisgrim world."

Doc nodded. "1've been rooting around in antique records and collections of legends, caling to experts
on the talk-box, since you went to deep. A lot of them put credence | never would have imagined into
thistwin-world idea."

"SoI'masavage.” Harrisfelt himself get mad.

Doc cracked one of hisrare smiles. "And most of us are the descendants of you savages, too. Caster
Roundcap, an arcanologist | talked to this morning, who takes this sort of thing serioudly, suspects that
maost modern men owe a quarter or more of their ancestry to the grim men. It explainsalot. A greater
resistance than our ancestors had to iron poisoning. Increasing uniformity in the size and physica nature
of people over the last three thousand years, something that <till confuses arcanologists.”

Harris sat back, histhoughts running around in circles. They thought he was a caveman. Some sort of
Neandertha.

But, wait. If his people were the ancestral boogey-men of thefair world folk, what weretheir ancestors
tohis people? He shot Doc another glance, looking again at the sharp-pointed ear reveded by the wind
whipping a Doc'shair.



Then another thought occurred to him. "Wait aminute. Therésno way."
"Why not?'

"Something | learned in college. | was atheater mgjor. That accounts for my glittering job prospects.
When people move gpart and livein isolated communities, their language changes. That's where diaects
come from. After long enough, the languages are dmost completdly different. It takes a scholar to figure
out that they're related.”

"True"

"But you're speaking English. Weird English, maybe. But | undergtand it.”
"We are speaking Low Cretanis.”

"l don't speak Low Cretinish at home."

Doc shrugged. " Perhaps your speech adapted itsalf when you came here, amysticd transformation. It's
something | admit | hadn't considered. It'sagood question. But you're speaking the vulgar speech of the
Idands, regardless of what you spoke on the grim world.”

"The hdl you say." Harristhought furioudy, then recited: " “The play'sthe thing/Wherein I'll catch the
conscience of the King.' There, did that rhyme?"

Doc looked gartled. "Yes." Hislips began moving slently as though he were reciting to himself.

"What are the odds of arandom rhyme surviving some sort of hocus-pocus trandation like you were

Suggedting?"

Doc didn't answer. For thefirst time since Harris had met him, he looked stunned. " That was William
Shakespeare.”

llYall
"Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. Act Two, Scene Two."
"Y es, goddammit, yes! How do you know that?"

"There'sno need to curse . . . Shakespeare was an insane fabulator severa centuries ago. He wrote
plays about placesthat never existed. They've survived as classical examples of fantadtic literature. There
has never been any proof that he himself really existed; it's long been suspected that Shakespearewas a
quill namefor Lord Conn MaggMann, the poet who “discovered' hiswork."

"No, hewasreal . Where| come from. And Denmark wasreal, and Richard the Third wasrea, and
England was real, and William Shakespeare wrote about them." Harris blinked. "Okay. So there are
some people who think somebody el se wrote the playsfor him. But they don't deny he existed. And
we're peaking the modern version of hislanguage, English, whether you likeit or not."

Doc pulled over and parked beside a high, rickety wooden fence and looked closely at Harris. "Of dl
thethings| have seen since you arrived, | think that disturbs me most. For everything dsethereisa
reason. Not for this. . . duplication.”



"Sorry." Harriswaited along moment. " Shouldn't we get going again?”'
"No. We arethere”

Harrislooked up. Over the fencetop, he saw the metal girder framework of a skyscraper under
congtruction.

Phipps entered the Manhattan office of hisemployer and cursed to himsdlf as hefdt hisarmpits go
suddenly damp. The air-conditioning never seemed to help. He didn't know why his employer affected
him thisway. The old man might be murder on those who stood in hisway, but he was dways solicitous
of hisown people. Fixing their ties, inquiring after their families, giving them little gifts and big bonuses.
And yet there was something about him, as though he were a hooded cobra hiding inside ateddy bear.

The old man sat in hisleather-bound throne of an office chair behind his gleaming desk and smiled. "Bill.
How'sthearm?"

Phipps, rueful, gestured with hisright arm. He didn't move it much; inits cast, hampered by the ding, it
wasn't very mobile and still gave him shooting pains. "Could beworse. | can't wait to catch up to the guy
who kicked me. He got hislucky shot in. Next time | kill the son of abitch.”

"No need to curse, Bill. But, yes, you'll get that chance. Do you have some news?"

"Wefound her." Phipps set the manilafolder in front of the old man. His employer flipped it open and
peered at the files and photographsit contained.

"Thewoman is Elaine Carpenter, born Elaine Johnson, one of her friends from high school. Themanis

James Carpenter, her husband. She workswith asuicide hotline part-time. Hes atax lawyer. They livein
Connecticut, and this Donohue girl is staying with them."”

"Good, good. How did you find out?"

"I had Costigan make up some of those instant business cards out of amachine. General Carpentry.
Gave oneto every gpartment manager on the block and quoted nice high rates. But for the manager of
the girl'sbuilding, he had a specia offer. A low, low introductory rate. And—surprise!—it turns out the
manager had a door he wanted repaired. We gaveit to him dirt cheap . . . and while Costigan was doing
the repairs, he asked the manager how the door got broken." Phipps smiled in rich appreciation. "The
manager told him the story. Also, how he had to collect the girl'smail and send it to her, since her keys
were lost. Costigan got him aone and asked him afew questions.”

IlArﬁ?l

"And then hefinished fixing the door."

"No, | mean—the manager?'

"Oh. He'sgone on ariver cruise. He may pop up in afew months.”

The old man crinkled asmile at Phipps word-play. "Good. WEell vist Miss Donohue again tonight, after



the houseisadeep. Do you have aman in place?

"Naturdly. I'll have the device out to him within the hour.”

"Excdlent." The old man waved him away. But as Phipps reached the door, he called, "Bill?*
"y e

"If you had the choice, would you lead an army, rule anation, or retire to alife of decadent
sf-graificaion?’

Phipps smiled. He never knew whether the old man were testing or taunting, so he aways answered
honestly. "1'd take the army.”

"I knew it. Go on, then. Get someone who isgood at intrusion. And make yourself ready at moonrise.”

Chapter Eight

The site foreman, asquat man who waddled comically as he walked, but looked as though he could
bench-press an I-beam, guided Doc and Harris to the open-faced elevator. He handed a pair of
long-cuffed leather glovesto each of them. "Joseph'sup eighty,” he said. "My best man. HEsnot in
trouble?'

"No trouble," Doc said, and put the eevator into motion. He donned the gloves, and Harrisfollowed
uit.

Asthe devator rose, Harris watched the metal girdersflash by. "These look like the ones at home. Stedl
I-beams and H-beams."

IIYall
"They're stedl? | thought you people had a problem with that.”

Doc nodded. "That'swhy he gave us gloves. Y ou don't need them; | do. Workers wear very heavy
protective gear so they never touch the metal. Hundreds die every year from heat; and in spite of the fact
that they try to hire only those with some immunity, many othersdie of poisoning. But if wereto have
modern towers, we have to have sted frames." There was ameancholy light in his eye that Harrisfound
unsettling.

Harris drew off hisglovesagain. "'l guesswhen you put up al the wood and Sheetrock around the
girders, itssafetolivein.”

"Not entirely. | invented a process to bond neutra agents against the steel whenit'sall erected, and that
ishow the Monarch Building was crafted; but not every builder usssit, asit's costly. And when buildings
that don't useit get old, cracks open, rain leaks in, rust seeps through, and rust poisonings take place. A
particular problem in the tenements, where rust poisoning makes hundreds or thousands of babies
mind-damaged every year."



"Oh." Therewas not much Harris could say to that. It al sounded very familiar, and he was struck by
how much things were the same between thisfair world and his grim world, despite their many
differences. ™Y ou hel ped build the Monarch Building?!

"It'swhat | do. | design things. Buildings, aircraft, devices. But there tend to be interruptions. Such as
when peopletry to kill me. The Monarch Building isone of mine."

Harrisheard metallic clanking and banging long before Doc brought the car to ahalt at one of the
unfinished upper levels. In front of the car was awooden platform; beyond that, open air along way
down. Harris stepped out on the platform but stood well back from the edge; he managed to quell his
stomach's mild rebellion as he looked around.

He stood on the only flooring to be found on thewholeleve. But dl over "up eighty” and the floor
bel ow, men worked, creating the cacophony Harris had heard.

One story down, odd metal contraptions were set up on small wooden platforms. Each device looked
likeasmall metal cauldron on a stand; affixed to the cauldron was a crank-operated attachment. Men
worked the cranksto blow air into the cauldrons, super-hegting the contents to incandescence.

Harriswatched one of the men take a pair of tongs, fish around in the glowing mass within the cauldron,
and then expertly flick something up into the air. A man on Harris leve caught the cherry-red flying thing
in abrass bucket and immediately used tongs of hisown to fish it out; Harris now saw that the thing was
abig rivet. The bucket-man shoved therivet into holes bored through a girder and the bracketlike
framework it rested in. Two waiting men, one on either sde of the girder, stepped into place; they carried
coppery cylinders attached to firehosdlike tubes stretching out of sight below. Each positioned hisdevice
over one protruding end of the rivet; there was an angrybrrraaapp , like ashort burst froma
high-pitched jackhammer, and the men stepped back, satisfied.

All over the naked stedlwork of the skyscraper, the same scene was being played over and over again.
Other crews of men guided crane operators moving more girdersinto position, lowered them into place,
fixed them there with temporary bolts.

These were men of dl sizes, ranging from some three-quarters Harris height to others nearly astdl as
he. Most had nut-brown or red-clay-colored skin; they were earth-toned from head to foot because of
the brown leather pants, jackets, and glovesthey wore. Only their cloth caps, in red, green, yellow, and
other colors, and the orange-red hair some of them had, gave them any color. They waked fearlessy on
precariousy narrow girders as though they couldn't see the thousand feet of open space between them
and the ground.

And one of the men, positioned at afar corner of the building under construction, towered over the rest.

Hewas afreak compared to the others. If Harris gauged his size correctly, he was enormous, the height
of an NBA basketbd | player, the build of aboxer. He was nut-brown like most of the rest, but his hair
was along blond cascade. Unlike the others, he wore only boots and apair of lightweight tan pants. He
had two partners, one catching the rivets and the other helping him drive them into place; norma sized for
men of Neckerdam, they looked like midgets next to him.

Doc spotted the gigantic man and headed toward him—casualy waking out onto the metd that
sretched weblike over that long, long drop to the ground.



Harris froze where he was. Doc reached the first upright girder and began to edge around it, then
redlized that Harriswas no longer behind him. He looked back and after amoment said, " Stay here. I'll
returninaminute." He stepped around the upright barrier and continued onward.

Something wilted insde Harris. He knew that, in Doc's eyes, he had to have just ceased being an adult
human and had become a child. Dammit.

He sat down and yanked off his shoes and socks. If he were going to do this, hewouldn't do it on dick
leather soles. Then herose, poised for along, long moment at the edge of the wooden platform.. . . and
stepped out onto the cool meta girder.

One gep. Still dive. Two steps, till dive. He reminded himsdlf that as akid he was dways good at
walking on the top of the curb, graceful and balanced.

Then helooked down, watched the girders of the stedl skeleton growing together far, far below, and he
was suddenly reminded that afal off an lowa City curb led to afour-inch drop. This sudden impul se of
hiswould kill himif he dipped. A wind brushed a him and his scomach lurched.

He reached thefirst upright girder and clung to it. Still, there was no going back. He edged around the
obstruction to the horizontal girder on the other side and kept going, making dow and steady progress,
grabbing hard onto each upright beam as he cametoit.

He heard adry chuckle from one side. There stood the partners of the giant construction worker, one
girder-length off to hisleft. They leaned casudly againgt an upright, helpfully staying out of the way of this
high-sted virgin, and lit smoking-pipes as they laughed at his progress. Then one of them glanced down
a Harris bare feet and his chuckle choked off. Harris shot them both a scowl and kept going.

An eternity later, he crept around the final upright. Ahead stood Doc, his back to Harris. Doc faced the
big, bare-chested worker, and Harris redlized that his estimation of size was correct; the worker towered
over Doc, more than aheed tdler than the white-haired man.

Doc must have heard Harris approach; he turned. "Joseph, thisis Harris Greene, the grimworlder | told
you of. Harris, thisis Joseph.”

Harrissaid, "Hi," looked up into Joseph'sface. . . and froze.

Joseph's features were just somehow wrong. He had high cheekbones, wide-set eyes, awide mouth—a
strong combination. But there was something incomplete about his features, as though he were adoll who
had not been detailed after emerging from the mold, or a cartoon character suddenly brought to lifein the
real world. Seen by himsdlf, he might have been considered handsome. But dongside Doc, the perfection
of hisfeatures seemed dien.

Joseph, expressionless, gave Harrisadow nod, then returned his attention to Doc. "I don't want to

remember that. | don't want to remember you. | have alife now, and good pay for easy work. Don't
drag me back into your circle." His voice was adeep, throaty rumble; Harris thought he could fed it
vibrating in the steel under hisfedt.

"Joseph, thisisimportant. Angus Powrie and his new master are up to something. Using devisements
and devices worthy of Duncan Blackletter himsdlf. Sending agents to the grim world and bringing people
like Harris back.



"You oweit tome. | freed you. Now | need you."

Joseph stared. His expression did not change, nor did his eyes, but something did, and Harrisimagined
the huge, unfinished man swinging out an arm and casudly batting Doc off the girder. Doc must have felt
it too; he took a step back and balanced himsdlf for trouble.

But Joseph crossed hisarms over his chest and sighed. "Desath follows you, Doc, and strikes down
those who help you and love you while leaving you unharmed. But you'reright. | owe you adebt. | will
pay it. | hope you don't kill mein collecting it."

Doc was slent along moment and Harris wished he could see hisface. Then Doc said, "Did Duncan
ever tak about the grim world?"

IIYall
"Did he know devisements to take people there?’

"He went there. Not long before you caught up to him. He took gear and spent aday in that place. He
|eft the gear there. When he returned, he said the grim world was ghadtly. | think heloved it.”

"What sort of gear?"
Joseph shrugged. " Crates. Boxes. He took gold to spend.”

Docfell glent. Harris brokein, "So did he have one of those conjurer's circles? Do you know where it
went?'

"Hedid. In his conjuration laboratory. It went to the grim world, as| said.”
"l meant, wherein thegrim—"
Doc said, "Wait. | don't remember a conjuration laboratory. Was this at Wickhollow?"

"Yes. It waswdll-hidden. Y ou never asked about it. Y ou just wanted help deding with your dead
friends”

Doc didn't answer for amoment. Then, hisvoice more quiet: "WEell go there tonight. Y ou need to show
methislaboratory.”

"Meeat me here a four bdls. Leave me done until then."

"Thank you." Doc turned to leave, and Harris began to grope hisway back around the girder he clung
to.

But Joseph spoke again. "Goodsir Greene.”
Harris looked back. "Y es?"
"If you are not bound to thisman, leave him. Else you will diewith him.”

Harris looked away from Joseph's glum features and didn't reply. He just crept back acrossthe girders.



"What did he mean?"

"About what?" Doc drove back to the Monarch Building more dowly than held left it; therewasa
shadow of gloom over hisfeatures.

"About your friends"

Doc was dow in answering. " Joseph was made by a deviser named Duncan Blackletter.”

"Made?'

"Heisnot aman. Heisathing of clay and powerful devisements. One with a beating heart and, | think, a
soul fit for rebirth. But he was Blackletter's dave, and did many bad thingsfor him. He had no will of his
own where Blackletter was concerned.”

Harris thought about Joseph's unfinished face. It didn't look like clay. But he didn't look exactly human,
ether. "Wasthis Blackletter guy . . . the onewho gave you dl that trouble awhile back?'

Doc shot him asharp glance, then nodded. His voice was weary. "Duncan was a very bad man. Full of
charm and good cheer even as he was murdering people. He set nations against one another to advance
his businesses or to obtain knowledge.

"The last thing he did was to make plans to endave the king and queen of Novimagos. He managed to
do great things for Novimagos, anonymoudy. He built up adebt they could not repay and used dark
devisementsto tap it so he could bind their will to his. That's what he was about when my associates and

| caught up to himin hishomein Wickhollow, twenty years ago.”
"Twenty?' Harris had to reevaluate Doc's age. Y ou don't ook it, but that makesyou forty at least.”

Doc managed afaint amile. "At least." Then the smilefaded. "Duncan and | fought. The old way. Not
with guns or swords but with strength of will and old, old ritud. | was ableto redirect hiswill againgt him,
and he was destroyed, consumed by fire. | nearly was.

"But I'd had to concentrate al my attention on him. While my associates fought hisalies, Angus Powrie
and Joseph among them. And died, one by one. Micah Cremm. Siobhan Damvert, Jean-Pierrés mother.
Whiskers Okerry. All dead.” Doc's voice was barely audible over the engine noise.

"I'm sorry."

"They were neither thefirst nor the last. Joseph is correct, Harris. Death wanders around in my shadow.
My associates know it and stay with me anyway. But as soon aswe can find your path back to the grim
world, you will go, and be safe.”

"Yeah." Safeto do what? Harris shook hishead and tried to think of something else.

Just before dusk, asthey rode in the vast red limousine Harris had seen last night, Alastair explained
thingsto Harris.



"One bdl" was midmorning. Two bellswas exactly noon, straight up. Three was midafternoon; four near
dusk; five was the shank of the evening; six was midnight; seven was the quiet time of the night—as quiet
asawide-awake city like Neckerdam ever got—and eight bells was around dawn. Each of the bells, so
named for theringing of the clock bellsthat marked their passing, was divided into twenty chimes, some
clocksrang off the chimesaswell. A chime was made up of five hundred bests, also called ticks.

Harris did some menta math and calculated each bell at about three hours, each chime at nine minutes,
and each beat—what? allittle over a second. As confusing anonmetric system as he was used to back

home.

So asthe sun set far to the west of Neckerdam's stone and stedl canyons, Jean-Pierre, driving, pulled up
beside the Bergmanli Elevations building Site and honked.

Joseph, clad in hiswork clothes and an enormous yellow shirt, emerged through the fence gate. He
walked awkwardly, as though he were new to locomotion. He climbed into the car, settling aoneinto the
rear-facing seat opposite Doc, Alagtair, and Harris.

"Y ou must be Joseph,” the doctor said. "Alastair Kornbock. Grace on you.”
The man with the unfinished face gave him alittle nod.

"Carefor something to eat? Well have better pickings before we leave Neckerdam."

Joseph shook his head.

Alagtair reached into the little red satchel held brought and dragged out a green glassflask; he waved it
hopefully. "Uisge?"

Joseph shook his head.

Alastair sighed, uncapped the flask, and took asip. "Thisisgoing to bealong drive."

Hewasright. A strained silence settled over the car. Jean-Pierre seemed strangely stiff during the drive;
Noriko kept her attention on him, and Harrisfdlt, in spite of the emotiona detachment she projected, that
she was concerned for him.

Doc spent histime disassembling the volt-meter the ersatz musician had carried. "Interesting design,” he
sad quietly. "Old techniques, decades old, but very crestive. | think | canimprove onit, though.” He
seemed disturbed by the design of the device and spoke very little after that.

They took the Idand Bridge to Long Idand; it amused Harristo learn that itwas called Long Idand.
Some things obvioudy trandated quite well from the grim world to the fair one. The community on thefar
sde of the bridge was Pataggst, and in the twilight it seemed to be half city, half green park.

Onthefar sdeof Pataggsit, where traffic thinned so that the red limousine was often aone on the
tree-lined road, Harris saw the firgt windmill. It wastall and more dender than the archaic sort of

gran-grinding mills hed seen in photographs.



Then they topped a hill and he could see what looked like an ocean of the thingslaid out below him; the
road cut through an enormousfidd full of windmills. "Jesus™ he said. "What'sal this?"

"Wind farm,” Alastair said. " Otherwise Neckerdam would have no way to power her lights, her
underground trainsand high-trains, or anything.”

"What about cod? Oil ?*

Alagtair laughed. "Whilewere at it, why not lean out the window to empty our bowelsinstead of using
the water closet?'

Doc didn't look up, but histone was admonishing. "Aladtair.”
Harrisfrowned. "Then what do carsrun on?"

"Alcohol, most of them." Alastair fondly patted hisred medica bag, where he'd replaced the glass flask.
"Oh, not the good stuff, of course. That'sfor fueing people.”

Noriko turned back to face them. "1 once owned atwo-whedler that ran on gas | bought from chicken
farmsand sewer plants.”

"Chicken—methane. Of course. Thisplaceis an environmentalist's dream.” Harris turned away to waich
the windmills pass by and wondered why their answers annoyed him.

Probably because their responses were so unquestioning. But that didn't make much sense. HE'd seen
no sign that the normal people of Neckerdam were fanatically devoted to the clean, organic,tedious
causes some of hisown friends back home were. So why didn't they use al the same thingsthe
grimworldersdid?

A few milesfurther on, they reached alarge stone sign reading "Wickhollow." At Doc's direction,
Jean-Pierre drove through the quiet town with its curioudy irregular brick homes and turned down a
blacktop country road, then took anarrower dirt road that led far away from the lights of the town.
Findly, where trees and thick underbrush gave way to agood-sized clearing, he pulled to one side and
stopped the car.

Inthelight cast by the nearly full moon, Harris could see alarge black rectangle in the center of the
clearing. On the blacknesswas alot of standing rubble, some of which looked like remnants of a
chimney. He followed the others asthey piled out of the car.

It must have once been ahuge house, Harris redized. The black rectangle was an enormous array of
foundation stones, now cracked, with weeds growing through them. The blackening looked like old fire
damage. After the house had burned, someone had pulled down much of the remainder and scattered the
piecesall over thelot.

Doc waked out onto the foundation, looking here and there, pausing for along moment beside an
unmarked section of stone, staring down at it with eyes out of memory. Then he shook himself and
looked back at Joseph. "The conjuration |aboratory?!

Joseph moved out on the foundation and moved around until he found what he wanted: anirregularly
cracked section of stone, an ova roughly five feet long and four high, piled high with amound of falen
rubble.



"Just below where Duncan died,” Doc sad, histone low.

Joseph had to clear the rubble away before he could get at the foundation stone beneath, and this he did
with terrifying ease, scooping up thigh-high piles of stones that must have weighed hundreds of pounds
and hurling them off the foundation. Then he stepped aside and waited.

"How do you open it?' Doc asked.

"l do not," Joseph said. "It's adeviser's|aboratory.”

"Ah." Doc closed his eyes.

Harris saw hislips move as he murmured silent words. For long moments nothing happened; then there
wasafaint vibration in the ground.

A sguare portion of the foundation stone cantilevered upward, revealing arectangular black space
below. A dry, musty smell wafted out. Doc opened his eyes and nodded in apparent satisfaction.

Alagtair brought an armful of long, clumsy-looking flashlights out from the car's trunk—boot? Harris

remembered them cdlling it aboat, like the British—and passed them around. They dl lit the ungainly
devices and shined their beams down on the dull gray steps heading into the earth. Doc led the way
down.

The conjuration laboratory of Duncan Blackletter turned out to be alarge, smple chamber. Two facing
wallswere covered in bookshelves, many of them now collgpsed with rot and age and the weight of the
volumesthey held. In one corner were a plush chair, rotting and bug-eaten, and a coll gpsed mass that
must have once been an uncomfortable cot.

Mogt of the floor was decorated with what Harris now recognized as conjurer's circles: unbroken rings
of paint or carefully laid-out stones, decorated along the rims with painted symbolsthat looked alittle like
Ms andWs andHs —two or three vertical lines connected at the top, middle or bottom by short
horizonta lines. Thewriting styledidn't look &t dl familiar.

Jean-Pierre cast hisflashlight beam again at the standing shelves of books. He looked tense and grim.
"With my luck, well be digging our way through that until I'm grayed with age.”

Alagtair peered into the younger man'sdark hair. "Too late. Going gray aready.”

"l am not." Jean-Pierre, scowling, pulled down alock of hair and put the flashlight beam on it.
Alastair moved to the bookcase. " Stop worrying. It's good to get older.”

"Yourelyingtome."

"The blood cools. Women become. . . lessimportant, somehow."

"'l diefirgt."

Harrissaw Doc amile, just alittle, before the man moved tojoin Aladtair.



It wasn't as bad as they had feared. Duncan Blackletter had kept avery organized library, and Joseph
remembered which volumes had served it as an index. They were rotted now, whole sectionsfdling to
pieces no matter how carefully they were opened, but the pages pertaining to specia sendings of
conjuration circleswere intact. Within an hour they'd found the bookshelf where the appropriate
reference works lay and busied themsealves |ooking through the aged and damaged volumes.

Harris found that he wasn't much help. Most of the works were written in that alphabet he couldn't read.
Jean-Pierre described it asthe old dphabet of Cretanis: "Harder to learn than the modern I sperian
aphabet, and mostly forgotten these days. They don't even teach it in school.”

Noriko, Joseph, and Harris, unschooled in the antique letters, went back up into the fresh air and |eft the
other three to do the academic research. Harris brushed some of the dust off alevel dab of rock, then
sat. Noriko announced that she would stand watch. She disappeared into the surrounding woods.

Joseph walked awkwardly among the ruins, never dowing, never stopping for agood look, never
evidencing any emoation . . . but the giant's hands would occasondly tighten into fidts.

After awhile, curiosity got the better of Harris. "Hey. Joseph."”
Joseph, poking around in the wreckage of the chimney, looked over.

"If it bothers you so much, why don't you take awak? Get away from it for awhile. I'll honk if we need
toleave”

Joseph shook hishead. "Too latefor that. | am back. Back where | was born. Doc has summoned up
the memories. A walk will not bury them again.”

"Did you really—" The question was half-out before Harris realized what he was about to ask. He cut it
off and franticaly searched for another way to finish the question.

"Kill them?'

Harriswinced. "Wdll . . . yeah."

"Yes, | did." Joseph moved up in front of Harris and leaned againgt the upright section of chimney. "'l
injured Doc and killed Whiskers Okerry. It was easy. | held him over my head and twisted him until his
back broke. He lived for awhile. Long enough to see Angus Powrie break Siobhan Damvert's neck."”

The giant'stone was so calm that it took Harris amoment to grasp what he was hearing. Gooseflesh
rose on hisarms. "Jesus Christ,why ?'

"| had to. Duncan told meto."

"And you did everything hetold you to do?'

"Everything." Joseph reached up to rub hisforehead. "The words are gone now. The ones once written
here; Doc took them away. While they were on me, | did everything Duncan bade." Hisface hadn't

changed, but there was something in his eyes, dark shadows of pain, that suggested Joseph hadn't
mentioned the worst of the things Duncan Blackletter had made him do.



It was another moment before Harris realized the rest—the fact that Angus Powrie had murdered
Jean-Pierre's mother. No wonder he had become so hyperactive when he learned that Powrie was back.

Harrisdidn't ask anything more; he let Joseph return to hislonedly thoughts.

The limousine, black as amoonless night, glided to a stop behind the anonymous brown Dodge van. A
round face appeared in the van's rear window, and its owner gave the limo athumbs-up sign before

disappearing.

Phipps shut the engine off and glanced back at his passenger. "He says she's il in the house." He
picked up the object lying on the seat beside him—a device shaped like avolt-meter—and keyed it on.
After afew moments he added, "He'sright. Y our signa and Adonis nearly drown it out, but it's there.”

The old man looked around until Phipps pointed to a specific house—two stories, brick, nicely
gopointed. "Ah. Lights ill on, | see. Night owls. Well wait until they're adeep.”

"Yes, ar." Phipps pulled the stun-gun from his pocket and checked it to make sure it was till charged.
Then, hisrevolver. Left-handed because of the damned injury to his other arm, he clumsily pressed the
catch and swung the cylinder out to make sure it was il loaded with the .357 hollowpoints.

Chapter Nine

Doc, Alagtair, and Jean-Pierre spilled up out of the underground lab as though they'd been driven out by
asmoke bomb. Doc gave the foundation stone a push; it was an effort, but the stone fell into place with a
boom. Then they headed for the car; Harris scrambled to catch up to them. "What's up?”

"Wehaveit," Doc said. He clutched a sagging leather-bound volume to him as though it were precious
treasure. He reached in through the driver's window and honked, then climbed into the back; the others
resumed their seats, Noriko returning fast enough to beat Joseph into the car. In moments, Jean-Pierre
had them rolling back aong the road that had brought them.

"So what doesthat mean?' Harris persisted.

"A completeritua set," Doc said. "The devisement to take you back to the grim world, Harris. Well be
departing from the conjurer's circle where you arrived.”

"We?Who's going with me?*

"l am. Y ou need to find Gaby, and | need to find Gabridlle, and we must find out if they are the same
woman. Gaby isin danger, and so Gabrielle probably is, too. | want to waste aslittle time as possible.
We need to get clothes and gear back a the Monarch Building, anything you think will not stand out too
much in the grim world, and then return to Heinzlin Corners™

"So how doesit work?'



Doc patted the leather volume. "The usua way. Y ou assemble sacrificid goods, set up your ritud field,
make your invocations and pleas, focus your mind and intent, and it happens. In theory. Each devisement
isunique, of course, with variaionsfor the types of the sacrificia items, the exact nature of the invocation
and the godly aspect to whom it is addressed, the precise construction of the conjurer's circle—"

"I'm sorry | asked. Thisis gtarting to make my head hurt.”

Doc smiled. "Thereis aso an expenditure of persond energy, atelling one. Alagtair will be performing
the ceremony tonight—"

Alagtair perked up. "Thank you for telling me."

"— 30| will not be excessvely wearied by the transfer. That way | should retain the wherewithd to send
us back when we wish.

"But ligento me, Harris." Doc's expression, momentarily illuminated by moonlight, had become somber.
"If we are separated or | do not survive, | need you to bring Gaby to the conjurer's circle precisely aday
after our arrival. Exactly eight bells after the devisement is cast, the far conjurer's circle becomes dive
again and sends everything within it back to the fair world. It isaprocess that does not require the
deviser bethere. Do you understand?”

"Y eah. It'sadeadman switch. | can send her back without you." Harristhought it over. "That'swhat
happened in Central Park. | was standing on the conjurer's circle when the time came up.”

"Y&"

"Wel, don't make me use the deadman switch. Alastair and Noriko will come across and make me
explainwhy. | don't want to have to do that."

"That's true.| wouldn't want to."

Doc'sroom in the Monarch Building was barely larger or more persona than the one Harris had been
given. Harris spent a couple of minutes picking through the man's wardrobe and looking for appropriate
clothing. He gave up quickly: "There's no way we're going to make you blend in, sorry. So take this
ruffled white shirt job and the brown pants and vest. Well pass you off asa sixties burnout case or a
discorevivdig.”

Doc looked confused by the terminology, but retreated to his water closet to change.

Harris nosed around a bit while he waited. The books on Doc's low bookshelf looked like technical
manuds, but their titles suggested they were textbooks written by New Age gurus.Kellogg's Musings on
Excarnation Theory ,Groundline Interaction With the Tallysin Aura in Controlled Environments,
Traditional Dances and Heightened-Sate Mental Acuity . Harris grimaced.

"Goodsir." It was awoman's voice, low and urgent, with abit of mechanical hissover it.

Startled, Harris spun around. There was no one behind him—but againgt the wall, Doc's talk-box had
comedive.



And there, staring at him from the screen, was Gaby.

Again she was againgt the stony background and wearing the dinky dress he was redlly beginning to
appreciate. He had a sudden urge to see the whole costume. He had another urge to help her takeit off.

"Hi." He moved closer to the s&t, afraid with each step that she'd disappear. "Are you talking to me
now?'

"Do you redly know me?" Her expression was somber, tense.
"| thought so, yeah." Bitterness gnawed a him. "I guessmaybe | didn't.”
“Tdl mewhat you know—"

Harris heard Doc open the bathroom door. Gabridlle heard it too, looked startled . . . and her picture
faded to alittle white dot. Harris cursed.

Doc emerged. He wore the clothes picked out for him; his hair, drawn back in abraid, concedled his
ears. Helooked no stranger than some musicians Harris knew. He gave Harris a curious look. "Who
wereyou taking to?"

AsAlagtair drove them back to the rented house where the conjurer's circle lay, Harristold Doc about
the conversation. Doc |ooked briefly annoyed that hed missed Gaby—rather, that she seemed to have
ddiberately avoided him.

At thelittle estate on Heinzlin Corners, Alastair walked around the conjurer’s circle and, consulting one
page of Duncan's book, adjusted the placement of some of the rocks; he told Harris that he was
performing corrections. " Someone who knew what he was doing has meddied with this," he said. "Made
atrap of it. If I'd left it asit was, gods only know what you'd have been when you got there.”

Meanwhile, Doc checked over hisgear. A smdll, brassy-looking revolver worn in ashoulder holster
under the shirt; aleather pouch full of little devices on his belt; the assassins "volt-meter” in hishand. "The
charge on you should wear off as soon aswe reach the grim world," hetold Harris. "But with study | may
be ableto key it to find Gabridle. It seems evident that the kidnappers used something of the sort to find
her origindly. And this device was alittle antiquated. I've made some improvementsto it."

Harriswore Gaby's fanny pack with her possessonsinit. Alagtair solemnly offered him apistol like
Doc's, but after amoment's thought Harris shook his head. "I'd just shoot myself in thefoot,” he said.

A chimelater Alagtair got things under way. First, he asked, "Y ou're sure you don't want me along? Or
the others? Or some troops?”'

Doc shook hishead. "If we haven't returned in eight bells, we have both failed. Y ou are the only one | eft
who understands Duncan's work well enough to try again. Y ou have to stay. And the more of uswho go,
the more we will be conspicuous. So, no." And that was that.

Doc and Harriswaited in the center of the conjurer'scircle. Alagtair, hisface lit from below by the ail



lamp that rested beside the book, hovered over the proper page. He began reciting wordsin alanguage
Harris did not understand—thick, gooey wordsthat put Harrisin mind of apreacher trying to cough up a
peanut butter sandwich stuck to the roof of his mouth.

The recitation went on and on, long enough for Harris to become bored and restless. . . until he began
naticing things.

Such asthe way the pines nearest the conjurer's circle were beginning to shed their needles—they'd
aready looked alittle bare, and now even more needles began raining down on the ground.

Such asthe way the wind was stirring, tugging at Harris clothesand hair, feding dmost liketiny, ddicate
hands playing with him.

Such asthe way the moon and stars suddenly fdlt like eyes staring down on him.

Harris brushed away the gooseflesh rising on hisarms. Then, al over Neckerdam, clocks mounted high
inimpossible skyscrapers began solemnly bonging off six bells, not quitein chorus.

When the nearest tower chimed for the third time, it happened: the world changed shape. He saw the
trees growing tdl, the kneding Alagtair stretching al out of proportion.

Thefirst sensation of dizziness touched him. Harris didn't wait for it to worsen; he dropped to one knee
and put his hands on the ground for balance. Alagtair, till chanting, hiswords degpened and coarsened
by what was happening, was suddenly twelve feet high and still growing. Doc awkwardly dropped to Sit
besde Harris, dizziness and annoyance clear on hisface.

Then the pop.

The trees were suddenly gone, and Alastair with them. The stars above were gone, obscured by clouds
and haze, but somehow the sky was friendlier—there were no malevolent eyes staring down at them.

Centrd Park.

It was asif Harris had been wearing a heavy weight of tension around hisneck onacord . . . and the
cord were suddenly cut. He felt light, and light-headed. He was home.

The old man fdt the faintest chill, like acold trickle of water down his neck and back. He rubbed his
neck to berid of the sensation.

Hedidn't like that. Hisingtincts were very good. It didn't pay to ignore them. "Bill, check to make sure
ghesdill there™

Phipps obligingly picked up the tracing device and switched it on. After aminute, the little screen glowed
green.

"She hasn't budged. Wish shedgotodeep. | ... " Hisvoicetrailed off.

The old man waited an impatient moment. "Y es, what?"



"Nothing, | think. Caught afaint blip way off at the edge of the screen. Just aspike, faded in and out.
Sort of like the way the neopagan festival we scanned kept futzing with our readings. It's gone now."

The old man sat back, scowling. He had to fight back a sudden urge to take the tracing device and go
roaring off in the direction of that phantom blip. But as close as he wasto finishing thislong, long stage of
the plan, it wouldn't do to go running off like areckless youth.

The chill faded, but his unease did not.

During the cab ride, Doc was fascinated by the sights and sounds of Manhattan. His head whipped
around as he stared at the clothes people wore, at the cars, at the skyscrapers—Dbuildings no taller than
Neckerdam'staledt, but very different in style and construction. He said nothing, though at severd times
he seemed to want to.

At Gaby's gpartment building, Harris pressed the buzzer for her gpartment, but no one answered.
However, her keys gave him access to the lobby, and three flights of stairslater he and Doc stood
outsde her door.

Or, rather, her brand-new door. That's right, Mr. Crenshaw had said that somebody had smashed her
door to pieces. The new one didn't open to their knock. Worse, her door key didn't openiit.

"Shesuregot it fixed fagt,” Harris said, grumbling. "Any reason we need to go in? | can makethecals
from my gpartment.”

"Weneedtogoin. | want to seeif her kidnappers|eft any sign behind.”
"Can you pick thelock or something?'

"Something." Doc wrapped his hand in his handkerchief. He looked back and forth dong the hdl, then
gripped the knob and tried to turn it.

Nothing happened for along moment—except Doc's arm trembled dmost invisibly, and avein sood out
on hiswrist. Then, with asharp cracking sound, the lock turned in his hand. Broken. He pushed it open,
glanced nonchdantly a Harris, and entered.

Harrisfound the light switch by fedl but didn't turn it on until the door was closed behind them.

Gaby'stidy one-bedroom gpartment. Her furnishings were old but clean; her walls were decorated with
framed prints and posters, some of which heid given her. Harriswalked Doc around, explaining thingsto
hmTV Guide and bug-bombs and junk food leftovers and why the TV received but didn't call out and
dishwashers and bluetoilet drop-in tablets and clocks with LCD displays; the list went on and on.
Partway intoit, Harris redlized that thiswas just the sort of stuffhe'd been asking during the month-long
day heéld spent in thefair world.

Finaly Doc settled in to look over the traces of intrusion—signs of violence in the living room, footprints
that were too large to belong to anyone but Adonis. "Make your talk-box cals," he said.

"Sure. It may take awhile. It's one am.—uh, nearly seven bells—and I'll be waking people up.
Conversationswon't betoo friendly."



Doc tried not to show hisirritation. He couldn't make his thoughts run in the same direction, couldn't
focus them. Each one wanted to go its own way, to marvel, to deduce, to condemn.

The grim world. He supposed hed aways believed in it. So many of the legends of hisyouth had their
basesin scientific truths. But thisworld was nothing like heimagined it to be.

Animadsdidn't befilth the places where they lived, but the men of the grim world did. Hisnose was
sharper than most men's, but surely they couldn't al be immune to the bad mechanica smell the
automobiles spat out.

Hewished he could read the writing that decorated the ground-floor exteriors of so many of the
buildings, but the cursive script was difficult to decipher and so many of the words meant nothing. Did
these scrawls act as wards against bad devisements, appedlsto the gods, smple territorial markings?

And the buildings themsd ves—the men of the grim world must not have come from atradition of
defensve buildings. So many of their structures had windows on the ground floor; some of the high-rises
seemed to be madeentirely of windows. He resolved to look into their techniques of construction; not
many of the architectural styles held seen here had appealed to him, but that one had.

The grimworlders technologica achievement was amazing. Tak-boxesthat people could effortlesdy
carry, in singles, doubles, and triples. He hadn't yet seen any portable quadruples—no full-picture send
and receive in ahand-carry device. But showsfrom al over the world camein on thetriples.

Harris had said they had aircraft that surpassed the speed of sound, and he desperately wanted to see
oneinflight.

Human skin colors he'd never seen before. Browns so deep asto be amost black. Y ellow tones. But as
on the fair world, the darks and duskies of the grim world didn't seem to have dl the advantages of the
lights

Thelanguage. Harris had been right. Doc recited poetry to himsdf to test its rhyme and scansion. His
words were the same they had ever been; no mystic trandation had taken place. So Low Cretanis and
English were diadects of the same tongue. Hed aso heard dusky men of the grim world shouting in
something like Cadtilian.

It made no sense. He could think of no way for languagesto stay so smilar if they hadn't beenin
constant contact in the centuries since the worlds drifted apart. Y et somehow they had.

Other amilarities. The cars were as related as the languages; he was certain that he could drive one of
the automobiles of the grim world, even if they did have only one gear. Dwellings here were broken
down by familiar human needs: parlors, bedchambers, kitchens, privies.

So much iron. HEd burned his hands half adozen times snce hed arrived, asif every other thing he
touched had just been resting on a hot stove. No use letting Harris know; there was nothing he could do
about it. Doc hadn't thought to carry gloves—a careless error; he was annoyed that he hadn't given it
more thought. Now he just let Harris precede him everywhere. Hed pick up gloves as soon as he could.

Somuchtolearn. . . but for now, the only thing he could afford the time to learn was the nature of



Gabriela Donohue's attackers.

Harris had to use the phone in the bedroom; the onein the living room had been torn free fromiits
old-fashioned wall connector. The bedroom was stuffy, so he opened the window over the fire escape
and looked out on the sparse 11th Street traffic while he called.

"Hi, it'sHarris. I'm looking for Gaby. It'skind of an emergency. Are you sure you don't? No, sorry, |
wasn't implying anything. | know it'slate, I'm sorry, bye."

But the third call wasto Elaine's, and asecond later Gaby was on theline. "Harris, areyou al right?"
"I'mfine"l almost got my leg cut off but a magical doctor put me back together. "How about you?'
"I'm okay. I've been so worried. Did the police find you? Where are you?"

"Your place. No, | haven't talked to the police. They're kind of low on my priority list."

"Did you talk to Leo next door? | asked him to kind of keep an eye on my place. If he hears something
suspicious he may cdl the cops.”

"Well keep quiet.”
Doc appeared in the doorway, the volt-meter in his hands. Harrissaid, "Doc, | have her.”

"Sodol, I think. | rekeyed thisto show mysdlf . . . and | read another sgnad, probably hers. She'd be
nearly due east of here, ten or fifteen destads, | think."

"Who'sDoc?"

"A friend, Gaby. Wait a minute—you mean you don't know him? Doc, with the Sidhe Foundation?'
"Huh?'

Harrislooked up at Doc. " She says she doesn't know you from Adam. What's a destad?”

"Two thousand paces—ten stads. If her Sgnd strength issimilar to yours, sheis—"

"Ten or fifteen away. Right." Harris did arough conversion: one pace would equa about one yard. That
made her twenty to thirty thousand yards. Sixty to ninety thousand feet. Divide by five thousand. . .
"Yep. That puts her out somewhere near New Rochelle, dl right. Gaby, Doc here has agizmo that you
have to see. It showsthat you're a Elaine's.”

"Y ou've got to bejoking."

"No. .. Oh, shit. If Doc hasthisthing working right, then the old guy . . . Gaby, the old guy hasto have
one of these, too. He probably knows where you areright now ."

He heard her hiss of breath, then: "Stay there. I'll get there asfast as| can." And she hung up.



"Dammit." Harris dgpped the handset down inits cradle. " Shel's coming here, Doc. Itll bealittlewhile.”

Doc nodded. "That will give me more time to collect scrapings and measure auratraces. There was
something very ugly in these quartersafew hoursago . . . and if | read the signsright, Adoniswas not the
uglies.”

Chapter Ten

Doc closed hisright eye and returned to scanning the living room. It wasn't easy; though his Gift was
very strong and well trained, ever since held cometo the grim world it had been very hard to call upon.

It wastoo bad Alastair wasn't here; the doctor's good eye was so much better than Doc's. Alastair
might have been able to make more of thefaint haze of aurathat till hung in the apartment. All Doc could
see was traces of two aura presences. One was obvioudy "Adonis'—dim, channelled anger and animal

Spirit.

The other, dmost washed away by Adonis trace, was dark and very complex. Someone with the Gift.
Maybe even adeviser. Doc had seen the auras of many of the Gifted and afew devisers. . . and this
auratrace was garting to look familiar.

Almogt asfamiliar as hisown. Doc found himself swallowing as his ssomach rebeled. It was different
from the aura he remembered, but not more different than could be accounted for by twenty years of
profaning the pirit.

Duncan's aura. Just older. Bleaker. Purer. Hed started to suspect when he studied the tracing device,
but it had been easier not to believe.

These thoughts held Doc's attention so completely that he never heard the faint creak of footsteps out in
the hal. He didn't recognize danger until it was on him: the door damming inward, two men in street
clothes and coats pointing guns at him, shouting wordsin angry tones.

Solemnly, heraised his hands, with alittle prayer to the gods that this gesture was universal.

"Lightsgoing out, Sr."

The old man started out of his doze and |ooked over at the Carpenter house. The porch light was now
off, and as he watched, the last of the bedroom lights went out. "Ah. Very good. Well wait afew minutes
andthengoin.

"Sir... Thingswould be easer and safer if we just diminate her.”

"I want to study her."

"Y es, but—forgive me—wanting to study her has caused usalot of problems so far.”



"You'reentirdy correct.” The old man sank comfortably back against the soft seat. "William, does
gravity ever bother you?'

"I never gave it much thought. It's not as though | have achoice.”

"Ah, precisely my point. William, al existence triesto dictate what you can do and not do. | find it
tremendoudy galling that life inssts that we use mechanical devicesto escape gravity'sbond. That we find
oursalvesinconvenienced by luck or practical considerations. That we die. Freedom congsts of telling the
universe what to do. Not thereverse.”

"l don't get you."

"Wadll, in the short term, it means | have chosen to sudy Miss Donahue before we diminate her. | have
decided . And regardless of the relative importance of that study, | refuse to let man or god stop me. My
wish ismore important than theirs. Else I'm just another beein the hive. Do you understand?

| under stand you've got some busted gears."Yes, sr.”
* % %

Harris finished stuffing Gaby's pocketbook and address book back into her pack. He rose to shut the
window again—and fdt it shake under his hand as the gpartment door dammed open. Someonein the
living room, an unknown male, shouted "Police, don't move!™

Cops. That was okay. He had aright to be here. He might be arrested, but Gaby would show up and fix
things

If she madeit home.
If sheweren't grabbed again on the way.

And if shewere, and he werein jail, he wouldn't be able to help her. Dammit! He could run out on Doc,
or stay here and perhaps not be available when Gaby needed him. Swearing to himself, he stepped out
through the window onto the fire escape, then began descending as quickly and quietly as he could.

He got to the bottom of the fire escape on the second floor. Below was the sidewalk along 11th Street.
He climbed over the wrought-iron railing and lowered himsdf partway down, then dropped to the
concrete, jarring hisfeet.

So what had happened? Probably Leo Crenshaw next door, being adutiful neighbor. Such anice guy.
Harrisfelt a sudden urge to throw the man out hiswindow.

He heard a scream from the window held just | eft.

A man's scream. He thought it was Doc's.

Phipps eft the limousine and joined the men from the van. They sent Adonis around to the back of the
house—ingtructing it very carefully, asthey always had to do, where the various hands of the pocket
watch had to be before it walked through the back door. Then Phipps and two of his men moved up to
the front door.



The old man watched and waited. He smiled; they were so closeto hisdream. It waslikethe end of a
huge, exquisite medl, and the masterwork of adessert had just been laid before him.

He watched one of Phipps men—was it Dominguez, the one with al the tattoos? no, Kleine, the one
with the charming children in al the wallet photos—kick in the front door. The three men rushed in. One
of them closed the door immediately.

Minutes passed. Lights went on and off at various placesin the Carpenter house. There were no
gunshots, and the old man nodded approvingly. Knives were much better. Less gpt to wake the
neighbors.

But Phipps and all the others came trotting back out of the house.. . .without the Donohue woman.
Phipps face wasrigid as he climbed back into the driver's seet. "They're gone," he said.

Theold man raised hisbrows. "Interesting.”

Phipps picked up the tracer and turned it on. "The cars are still in the garage, and the place was locked
up tight. Maybe they spotted us— Dammit!”

"|sshenot regisering?’

"No, sheis. Her sgnd's getting fainter. She has a big head start. But that phantom blip isback.” Phipps
scowled at the device, then handed it over to the old man.

The screen showed abig, fuzzy blur in the center. That represented the overlapping emanations from the
old man and Adonis. The old man tilted and rotated the device until he picked up the fainter glow that
had to be the Donohue woman.

But there, in the same direction, at the edge of the screen, was anew glow. Faint, fading in and out. But
if heread its characterigticsright, it was astrong signd, far away, a the limits of the device's ability to
detect.

He bit back on acurse. "L et's go. The Donohue woman first. Then we find out who our new friend is.”

Phipps put the limo into motion. The van carrying the other men and Adonis lumbered into line behind.

One man kept Doc under the gun while the other quickly checked out the other rooms in the apartment,
then stood Doc up against thewall and patted him al over. A search for hidden weapons, Doc guessed,
and they found his pistol immediately. The man doing the patting pulled it free, saying "L ookee here.
Don't tdl meyou havealicensefor this"

n_n
"Shut up. I'm required to advise you of your rights. You havetherighttoremainslent. . ."
The man gave Doc a hdting, badly memorized litany of his rights—good to know, he thought, and

committed them to memory as they were spoken—uwhile finishing the search. Then the man twisted his
arm up behind him, obvioudy to conduct him to whatever served them asagaol. Or so Doc thought.



Then pain, horrible burning pain clamped onto hiswrigt. It shot like fire up hisarm and through his body.
He heard the bellow of agony tear free of him, felt his knees begin to buckle, saw redness cloak his
vison.

Torture. Harris didn't say these police were torturers.Murderers. He twisted, brought his other elbow
into historturer's gut, and was rewarded with agrunt of pain from the man. But the pressure on hisarm

didn't let up, and shock was dready robbing him of his strength. With hisfree hand he shoved against the
wall, pushing them both backward—

Then the second man hammered his head, once, twice, with something small and metal-hard. All strength
left him and he crashed to the old, gray-green carpet.

AsDoc's senses dimmed, hefelt them twist his other arm around and shackle it, too, with the poisonous
metal. Pain tore through his other arm.

"Chrigt, Jay, what's going on with hiswrigts?*

"Hdl if | know. Maybe they were dready like that."

Doc tried to speak, but the pain wastoo intense. Only afaint hiss emerged.

"Get the cuffs off him."

"Hel you say. Hell bedl over usagain.”

"Then get on the phone and cdl thisin. Weregoingtoneed . . . "

That wasthe last he heard.

Harris stomach did flip-flops: what were they doing to Doc up there? Why? Had he been stupid enough
to attack the cops?

Hell, "cops' didn't mean anything to Doc, and there was no telling what he might have done. At least
there hadn't been any gunshots. Harris got to the corner and looked up the street. There was no police
unit parked within sight; they must have arrived in an unmarked car. And in acouple of minutes, they'd be
leading him down in cuffs. . .

Cuffs.Did New Y ork cops use sted handcuffs, or nickel-plated? Oh, hell.

Harris ran to the entrance, praying hed remembered to take Gaby's keys—and there they were, ill in
the fanny pack. Once again they got him through the main door.

Heran up to the third story two steps at atime, then dowed for the last flight.

No onein the hal outside her apartment. Mr. Crenshaw would be in hisroom, waiting for someoneto
tel him everything wasdl right.

Harris moved up to the door. It was gar a couple of inches. He faintly heard someone talking. Peeking
in, he could see Doc'sfeet. Doc had to be lying on his stomach. The man'slegs shook.



Harris hesitated. If the cops had cuffs on him, Doc could die before they figured it out. But if that wasn't
what was going on, Harris could be throwing away yearsof hislife.

Or getting killed.

Fdse bravado steded him againgt that |ast thought.Hell, | almost got killed just showing that | could
walk on I-beams. He threw the door open and charged.

One man, black and in good shape, was just emerging from the kitchen. The other, white and big, was
kneeling over Doc's body in the middle of the living room. There was something going on with Doc's
hands. . .

The men were caught off guard. Harris stopped over Doc's body and rotated into a side kick that caught
the black man right in the balls, folding him up like ahinge; hefell to hisknees.

Harris, still recovering, drove aknuckle-punch into the second man's neck; then he had his balance again
and brought hisfoot up in aforward kick against the man'sface. The white man, aready grabbing at his
injured throat, went over backwards, hitting the floor with aboom that shook thewalls.

A glancefor the black man; that man was up on shaky legs and was clawing awkwardly at his coat
pocket. Harris stepped in close and spun. His backhand cracked into the man's temple, dazing him, and
afollow-through punch combination to the gut and ribs put him down.

L ess than ten seconds from start to finish. Harris stood over the bodies of the men held beaten and
trembled as though held run amarathon.

Hed just beaten up two cops. Hislifewas over.

Doc. The white-haired man lay still asdegth . . . and hishands . The flesh around the wristswas
blackened as though it had been exposed to an acetylene torch. Blisters radiated away from the
handcuffs, covering his hands, continuing up under hisdeeves. His bresthing wasfast and shalow, likea
dog's pant—but at least he was breathing.

Harris hurriedly took the cops guns, then shut the door to the apartment. A minute's worth of searching
yielded the handcuff keysin one of their pants pockets.

Harris unlocked the cuffs on Doc, then ddlicately pried them free of hisflesh. Blisters broke as he did so,
and clear fluid ran across the man's burned wrigts; Harris had to swallow down revulsion as he got Doc
free of theredraints.

Now what? Tossng the cuffs across the room didn't magically cure Doc. Hiswrists still looked terrible.
Hewas still out cold. And the copswouldn't stay unconscious forever. They'd wakeup mad . . . and
more were probably coming. Dammit!

Wait a second. He'd been through their pocket goods while looking for the keys, and . . . Harris
scrambled over to where one officer'swallet lay; heflipped through it.

Driver'slicense, Jay E. Costigan. Credit cards. Money.

No badge. No police ID.



He dug out the black man'swallet. Same story. And this man had in his pocket avolt-meter device like
the one Doc had taken from the attackers at the Monarch Building.

They weren't police. They were more of the men who'd grabbed Gaby. But that meant the cops
wouldn't be coming for him: good.

He left Gaby's gpartment, ran to the next door up the hall, and pounded on it. Mr. Crenshaw was a bit
of anosy pain, but he was awayswilling to help—

Crenshaw shouted from beyond the door, his voice wavering, "Go away! | haveagun! I've caled the

police!”

For amoment, Doc imagined he was back in the burning house in Wickhollow, watching fire claim the
body of Siobhan Damvert, feding fire climb his deeves and back.

Then, even through the cloud of pain, he knew. Poison. He was badly poisoned and probably in shock.
And he was upside down—being carried by someone with ajarring gait. He opened his eyes.

The backs of gray-clad legs, dowly and shakily descending adark stairway. Every step shot pain
through Doc's arms, which hung limp. "Harris?

"Doc? Thank God. Can you walk?"
No. He wouldn't manageten steps. "I . . . yes."

Harriswaited until they reached the next landing, then lowered Doc as carefully as he could. Doc
couldn't bear to soften the descent with hisarms; hetook it on his shoulder and neck and et himsdf roll
down until hewas on his back.

Harris, sweating profusaly and stinking of effort, stared hel plessy down at him. He reached for Doc's
hands, obvioudy thought better of it, and knelt beside him. He grabbed him around the torso and hel ped
him st up. Even that effort was dmaost too much; Doc dmost passed out just getting upright. But aminute
later Harris got Doc up on hisfeet, pulling Doc's arm over his shoulder. Doc didn't let him know how
much that hurt.

They took the stairs as fast as Doc's weakened, rubbery legswould alow. "We're on the second floor,"
Harrissaid. "Almost down. Gaby's next-door neighbor heard enough to scare him and herolled the
cops. Thered ones, | mean. | can hear asiren. Man, I've got to get you some medica help.”

Doc couldn't lift hishead but could shakeit. "No," hewhispered. "They would kill me. By accident if
nothing ese. Get me clear of here."

A dozen more bone-jarring steps and they were at the front door, then beyond. There was no traffic on
the street, but the sirens were getting louder. Harris got Doc down the concrete steps and to the
sdewalk, then turned away from the sound of Srens. "Easy doesit. Look casud. Lookdrunk . If we can
make it acouple of blocks, we can get to the subway and be away from here.”

Something stirred at the back of Doc's memory. It was so hard to think . . . "Gaby Donohue was



returning home."
"S]it_ll
"No need to curse.”

"Right, right. I'vegot noreason at all."

Chapter Eleven

Gaby put down the phone, took a deep breath, and told Elaine and Jm, "We need to get out of here.”
Then she explained.

It was a nerve-wracking ten minutes. They dressed, crept out the back door into the darkened yard and
climbed clumsily over the back fence. A few minutes later and ablock away, they were hammering on
the back door to the house of one of Elaine's suicide-haotline friends.

A good friend. She heard what Elaine had to say and volunteered Gaby her car with no hesitation. Then
she set about opening up the bed in the couch for Elaineand Jm.

S0 her departure had come off without a problem. Her arrival at home was another matter.

When she pulled onto her own street, she saw the officia vehicle, asquad car, parked right in front of
her building. Something had obvioudy gone wrong here.

No parking available—as usual. She parked in atow-away zone around the corner and ran up the stairs
to her floor. She took a deep breath as she saw a uniformed officer emerging from her door. "Hi," she
sad. "l livehere”

The officer smiled. It wasn't an amused smile. "Goright in.”

* * *

Three minutes later the black limousine cruised past the same block. The old man in the backseat |ooked
over the police unit and made adisgusted noise. "Tell the van to stay and watch. Well follow the other
sgnd.”

Harris couldn't have had more trouble juggling cats. He had to walk and support Doc—not easy, asthe
man was haf-unconscious andheavy . He had to make sure dl the stuff held taken from the gpartment
didn't spill out of his pockets, and that included three revolvers and the damned volt-meter gadget. Thank
God these ugly dackswith the dorky high waistband had deep, deep pockets. And he had to figure out
what to do next. Doc wasn't conscious enough to do much thinking.

Run. That wasfirst. Just outside the building's main door, they'd turned left, toward Bank Street, and
rounded the corner before the Srens arrived. Harris heard the police car pull up in front of the building
and cut itsSren. Thetwo of them weren't spotted, alittle bit of good luck mixed in with al the bad. Now



they were headed toward the nearest subway station he could remember, at 7th Avenue and 14th, and
hefelt fresh out of idess.

Why was that? Used to be he was full of ideas. Just in the last day, though, Doc and the others had been
doing dl thethinking for him. Hell, he'd been letting Zeb do al histhinking before that. He was out of the
habit.

It wastimeto think again, and to think analyticaly. Like dissecting an opponent's technique before
moving agang him.

Problem.Doc was hurt and had refused medical aid. That meant Harris had to do everything for both of
them. No solution for it. Except maybe to get help Doc would accept. Harris could trust Zeb and make
Doc accept it; maybe held stop by and visit his manager. Ex-manager.

He noticed under a streetlight that Doc's hands seemed to be alittle better; the blisters hadn't faded, but
they had closed and the flesh around the wrists was showing alittle pink among the gruesome cracking
expanses of black. That was a hopeful sign, but he didn't put much stock init.

Problem. Somebody was after Gaby, and he'd have to track her down again. She probably wouldn't go
back to Elaines.

Wait aminute. He let go of Doc'sarm with hisright hand and began fishing in his pocket. The gizmo. Still
there; he dragged it out, looked at it, and pushed the only switch to turn the thing on. It made alow
buzzing sound and the little screen, set where avolt-meter's dia would be, began to glow.

It was like aradar screen, but gold-toned and without the rotating line he was used to from TV. In the
center was abig, fuzzy glow; it had to be Doc. Further away, another dot, also bright . . . headed more
or lessin hisdirection.

No,two dots. The second onewas alot closer and fainter. It wasn't on-screen al thetime.

Two dots, and only one of them could be Gabriela. Okay. Maybe, if the dots didn't fade out completely,
he could find her again with thisthing.

Problem.Copswould be looking for him and Doc. Harris could blend in with acrowd . . . once he got
some new clothes. Doc couldn't, not as easily.

Both the faint and the strong signal had gotten closer and brighter as the two men walked, but asthey
descended the steps into the gtation, the fainter signd abruptly faded and disappeared. By the time they
got to the bottom, the other signa had dimmed to nothing. The big signa in the center, Doc'ssignd, was
asgtrong asever.

Harris stared perplexed at the screen for amoment, then looked back up the steps. "Doc. Can you
gtand by yoursdf for amoment?"

Doc didn't look up or speak, but he nodded.
Harris carefully leaned him up against thewall. "I'll be back in just asecond.” He walked up the steps.

The brighter signd increased in intendity as he ascended, and by the time he reached street level again
thefainter sgnal had returned.



Interesting. Did concrete block transmission? It looked likeit. Harris trotted back down the stairsand
watched two of the sgnasfade again. That meant he couldn't find Gaby while he was below ground.

It also meant the other guys might not be able to track Doc while he was below.

Harris shut the device off and pocketed it, then did back under Doc's arm. "Doc, we need to ride the
subway for awhile. I'll tell you the rest when we're moving.”

Phipps watched the new signa brighten on histracer asthey got closer and closer. Then, in amatter of
seconds, it faded to nothingness.

The old man must have detected something in his posture. "What isit, William?"
Phipps wordlesdy handed the tracer back.

He braced himsdlf. Sometimes the old man took bad news by "keeping in practice’—camly, coolly
pulling out his favorite automatic and extinguishing someone at random. Phippswasthe only onewithin
easy reach.

But the old man smply sghed. "Home, William."

Harrisand Doc traveled for quite awhile, changing subway lines a couple of times.

After that, it only took one cdl to find her. Harris could have cheered when she came on theline: "Thisis

Gaby."

"It'sme.”

"Let mecdl you back."

He gave her the number.

A minute |ater the phone rang under hishand. He picked it up. "Hi."

Her voice dropped nearly to awhisper. "I'm at another phone. | didn't know if they monitored incoming
cdls”

"Good thinking. Cregtive paranoiais probably very helpful right now."
"What the hell went onin my gpartment?'

"Two fake cops jumped in and grabbed my friend Doc. They must have been waiting around for you to
come home. We got out of there. Did thereal cops get the guys| |eft there?"

“No."



"Damn. Did you tell the cops | was supposed to be there?”

"Give me some credit for intelligence, al right? | said that | got an anonymous cal saying that the people
who grabbed me before knew | was staying with Elaine. So | decided to go homeinstead.”

"Thanks."

"No, thankyou . The copsin New Rochelle say somebody broke into Elaine's house after we left. So
you score big points there. Did you use that device you were talking about to find me?”

"No, | used my poor, misfiring brains. | figured that even if the police were through with you, you
wouldn't want to leave them so fast . . . knowing there was somebody after you. So al | had to do was
find out which precinct was nearest your place. Sixth."

"Y eah, I'm getting to be afixture here. They have kind of a museum display in their squad room, and I'm
on afirg-name basswith every bit of memorabilia

"I need to talk to you, Gaby. | can fix it so the guys after you can't follow you."

"How?'

"Thistracer thing doesn't work if you're in the subway. When you leave the police, take a cab and seeif
you can get the driver to lay down some rubber. Y ou have to shake off anybody following you, at least
for aminute or two. And use that minute to get down to the subway. Meet us at the platform at
Eighty-sixth Street and Lex."

Shewaslong in answering. "It may be awhile before| can get out of here"

"Well wait. I'll be easy to spot. I'm wearing the gray suit my grandfather was buried in.”
"Okay."

Harris hung up and returned to the bench where Doc sat.

A couple of hours had worked changes on Doc. He now wore sunglasses, a swestsuit jacket, and the
Phantom of the Opera T-shirt Harris had bought in a corner store during abrief solo return to street

levd.

Harris had aso been at him with tricks barely remembered from his college theater career. Doc's hair
was now gray—streaked with shoe polish applied with atoothbrush in the bathroom. His skin was dark
with the orange-brown tan that came out of abottle. He looked older, hisfeatures lined with makeup
pencil. Harris could have put an additiona twenty years on him—EImer's glue, toilet paper, and makeup
base could do an amazing job of smulating wrinkled, sagging skin—but he hadn't wanted to get too
elaborate. This disguise might be adequate to keep the police from noticing Doc if they had a description
of him from witnesses outsde Gaby's place.

Doc's wrists were bound up in bandages, but his hands, where they showed, looked better anyway.
Dead flesh was dowly pedling away, revedling pink skin benesth. Doc was along way from being
hedlthy, but the injury was hedling much faster than any burn Harris had ever seen. But then, it wasn't
exactly aburn.



And Doc was more dert. He looked as happy and energetic as the losing quarterback in the Super
Bowl, but he was awake and could wak under his own power.

Helooked up as Harrisreturned. ™Y ou found her."
"Y ep. Well meet her where | told you.”

"We cannot wait for tonight, Harris. The deviser chasing Gaby will catch up to us. Heis very capable.
Or dl theiron around uswill kill me. I'll begin theritual as soon aswe return to the park.”

Harris sat down beside him. "Y ou don't have the book."

"I remember theritua. | remember everything." He made it sound like a sentence handed down by an
unfriendly judge. "Not dwayswhen | need to, unfortunately.”

"Areyou up toit? Y ou madeit sound like it wore people out. Y ou're already wiped out.”
"l candoit.”
"That's not what | asked."

Doc looked at him wearily. "Harris, it does not matter. We can't protect her here. We have to get her
back to the fair world."

The phone jarred Phipps out of his deep; he answered it out of reflex. "Six one two. No, wait—"

"Y ou're not a your extension now," the old man chided him. "But you will be. Fast. | have one of them
agan, William."

"Don't you ever degp? Never mind. I'll beright there." Phipps hung up. The old man's officewas only an

elevator ride away from his bedroom, an arrangement that the old man found convenient. Groggy with
lack of deep, Phipps staggered to hisfeet.

It wasn't dawn yet, but the traffic of men and women through the subway system had started to pick up
when Harris spotted her coming off the uptown number six. He waved and sheran to him.

She wrapped hersdf around him, held him close. For amoment, he floated around in the suburbs of
heaven.

She pushed him back to look at him. "Y ourereally okay."
"Yegh"
"That suit sucks™"

"Y ou romantic thing, you."



She looked uncomfortable. He knew her too well, knew she'd just remembered yesterday's dinner. He
let her step away from him.

Heturned and gestured. "Gaby, thisismy friend Doc."

Doc made the effort to stand and gave her alittle bow.

She gave him a searching glance. "Doc what?"

"MaggRee," Doc said. "Y ou may cal me Desmond if you prefer.”

"Desmond,” she repeated. Harris saw her struggle not to wince. "Doc isfine," she said, then looked at
Harris. "Okay. Y ou think you can tell me what's going on?"

"We need to go over to the conjurer'scirclein Centra Park. | mean, the circle of white stones.”

"But if what you said wastrue, as soon aswe go up, their tracer thing will show wherel am. If it redly
exigs”

Harris pulled the tracer out of hisjacket pocket and turned it on. Doc's glow at the center of the screen
had completely absorbed Gaby's.

"That doesn't show anything."

"It will when wereach the surface” Doc said. "And it will let us know how much timewe have."

The three of them reached the circle of stones and Doc immediately began setting right those that had
falen over or been moved.

"So wherewereyou al day?' Gaby asked, maddeningly persistent.

"Y ou won't believe me. Not until Doc showsyou thistrick," Harris added. "l've got a question for you.
Gaby, have you ever heard of anybody who looked like you, had sort of the same name? I've seen a
woman caled Gabridle. Y our spitting image. Nobody knows much of anything about her."

Even in the moonlight he could see her svalow. "No.”
"Did you just accidentally say no when you meant yes? 'Y ou always said women don't redlly do that."
"Y ou bagtard.” The heet in her voice surprised him. "Don't make ajoke out of this."

"Thendon'tlie"

Shetried to glare at him, but she looked guilty instead. She stared down at the grass. "Harris, don't
laugh, okay? But I've dways felt connected to somebody else. | mean, I've dways had these dreams
about meeting asister | never met. When | wasakid | used to drive my parents crazy— Areyou sure
wasn't twins? Did you leave another baby at the hospital? That sort of thing.”

"What did they say?"



"They said that reading too much was rotting my brain." Shelooked up again and tried to gauge his
expresson.

"Oh, yeah. Hdll, they said that thelast time | saw them." Harristurned the tracer on again. The bright
glow was il distant—but now it was moving dowly. "Doc, | think they're onto us.”

Doc nodded. His circuit done, he knelt in the circle's center and began unloading things from his
pockets—gold coins, asmall gold cylinder with an opening a one end, tiny statuettes carved of stone.

"Give methat thing." Gaby took the tracer from Harris hand and trotted off afew dozen yards, looking
intently at the screen. She wandered back and forth out on the grass for aminute, long enough for Doc to
gart chanting, before she returned.

She handed it back to him. "Okay. It pickshim up. It picks up this other signdl. I'll take your word for it
that the glow inthe middleisme. What's he doing?

"I know it sounds like he'strying to cough up ahairbdl, but it'sdl part of the ceremony.” Harris eyed the
tracer screen with concern. Theincoming signd, till northesst, was getting closer, faster than he liked.
"Doc, can you snap it up?"

Doc shook his head, not interrupting the flow of foreign syllables.

Gaby eyed the distance to the nearest stand of trees. "L ook, if that redly isthem, we ought to get back
into the subway."

"WEell befine." Harris spoke with confidence he didn't fedl. "When Doc finishes, they won't be ableto
get at us. Y ou need to trust me about this."

She gave him ahard look. "Y ou're making it hard. Not telling mewhat thisisdl about.”
"Youreally won't believeit until you seeit.”
llTry m"

Doc interrupted hisrecital. "Harris." Hisvoice was rough and weak, and Harris could see swest pouring
down hisface. "Almost done. Areyou staying?'

"Hell, no." Leave Gaby to go back to thefair world alone?

Harristook alast ook at the device. The incoming patch of light was very close now; its edges nearly
touched the edges of Doc's glow.

Doc began his chant again.
Gaby looked suspicioudy at the two men, then her eye tracked something behind Harris. He turned to
look . . . and saw the park grasswrithing, curling and dying in awave front spreading out from the circle

of stones.

"See?' hetold her. "It'sred "



"Thisisyour trick?'

There was asharp crack from the east, and alittle spray of dust kicked up two inches from Doc's knee.
Doc flinched and bent to be lower to the ground, but he kept chanting. Harris swore and looked toward
the source of the noise—where a half-dozen men, bobbing pale faces out in the darkness, were running

at them from the direction of the Met.

Gaby grabbed Harris jacket. "God, Harris, weve got to get out of here.” She dragged him half off the
circle.

He grabbed her around the waist, spun her down to the ground as gently as he could. "Not yet."

Shelooked at him, her eyeswide, asif held pulled off aHarris mask to reved the face of Adonis
beneath it. She hit his shoulder. "What the hell are you doing?We have to go. "

"Not yet. Trust me."

Another crack, another section of ground twitched asif hurt.

Dammit, dammit, dammit! Harris bore Gaby down, flattening her by sheer weight, covering her as
much as he could. He pulled one of the fake policemen's pistols out of his pocket, saw her eyes get even
wider.

Heamed it in the direction of the oncoming men.

No. If he missed, he might start raining bullets down on the museum. There could be people over there,
It would be enough just to make them duck for cover. Helowered hisarm abit, aming into the ground
thirty or forty yards away, and pulled the trigger. He was startled by the way the gun kicked in hishand,
by the painful loudness of the shot, but he brought the gun back in line and kept firing.

The three closest faces disappeared. He marveled that he might have hit them anyway. Then the three
men returned fire from prone positions. Dust kicked up around Doc, and something high-pitched whistled

inches over Harris head.

His gun clicked on empty and he dropped it. He began groping around in his pocket for another
revolver.

Gaby hit him again, ineffectudly. " Get off me." Therewasfear in her voice. Hefdt amoment of pain as
he redlized it was him she feared.

He got out the second captured revolver and amediit.

"Harris, you're crazy.”

Harris began firing again—one shot, two. There were only two faces out in the darkness now, and one
of them was shouting to the others. The return fire abruptly stopped. The two faces kept coming, one of
them much higher off the ground than the other.

Gaby's hand clamped down on Harris balswith agrip of sted. He jerked in pain and fired an accidenta
shot into the air. "Jesus, let go!"



"Let meup, orl Will Tear It Off! "
Harriswrithed. It hurt worse that way, but he couldn't help himself. And that face was getting closer—

Thatface. Adonis, not more than ten yards from the edge of the circle. Harristook aim and fired. He
missed; he couldn't hold hisaim steady. Not with afurious nutcracker clamped on him.

Fiveyards. Adoniswas so close that Harris wouldn't be able to get to hisfeet in time. Harrisfired again.

The shot hit Adonisin the nose. A gross spray of blood and mest, black in the moonlight, blew out the
back of Adonis head.

Adonisjerked to astop and looked surprised.
Then it kept coming.

And it began to grow, stretching unnaturdly just before it reached the boundaries of the circle. Moving
too fast to dow down, Adonis, ten feet tall and growing, reached the edge—and stopped therelike a

mime running into an imaginary pane of glass.

Doc fdl over on hisside and turned to look at Adonis. Hewasin time to see the old man, astretched,
twelve-foot-tal version of the old man, stride up to the edge.

The old man'sface, twisted in anger, peered down at the three of them—and Gaby, findly seeing what
was going on, gasped at the Sght of their elongated attackers. She let go of Harris.

Doc looked at the old man. He said asingle word: "Duncan.” Histone was pained, not surprised.

Then the world popped.

The bubble of light in the conjurer's circle dwindled to nothing. Adonis and the old man just stood there
as Phipps tentatively approached.

It was bad. The old man's shoulders were shaking. "Sir?"

The old man spun on him. It was his I'm-just-about-to-lose-it look, al trembling anger ready to erupt. "It
was him," Duncan hissed. "He'sfound me. Like he dways does."

"Sir, we need to get back to the cars. The police will be coming.”
The old man looked a him as though he'd spoken in aforeign language, then finally nodded.

The other men had hung back, brushing off their clothes. As he reached them, the old man quietly asked
Phipps, "Who gtarted shooting?

"That wasKlene, sr."

"Kleine!" The old man smiled at the startled gunman. "How isyour lovely daughter?”



"Uh, jugt fine—"

The old man drew his automatic and shot the man between the eyes. Bloody matter blasted out the back
of Kleine's head.

Unlike Adonis, the gunman didn't keep going. Hejust fell over backwards.

Therest of them hurried back to the cars.

Chapter Twelve

Harrisrolled off Gaby and gulped in the air of Neckerdam. The stars above the city glittered down at
him.

Nobody wasshooting a him. But hisarmswere dtill shaking.
Gaby rose, looking around. "What thehdll ishappening here?!

"Doc!" That was Alagtair, pelting up the roadway leading to the manor house. He skidded to a hat
beside the collapsed body of hisfriend and knelt to check his pulse.

"They shot at us," Harris gasped out. "I don't know if hewas hit." He reached over to pick up the guns
he'd dropped—and froze. They lay where they'd falen, but they were now deformed, twisted asiif
exposed to some enormous heat. Like Gaby's pepper spray.

"What thehd | is hgppening here?"

Alagtair gingerly probed around Doc's back, then peeled him out of the sweatsuit jacket. "I don't think
he's been hit. A bad poisoning, though. | wager heignored it.”

"Much as he could." Harris wearily tried to Sit up, then decided againgt it. Hisgroin still hurt. Better just
to say herefor aminute.

"And then commencing adevisement like this. Exhaustion and shock. Theidiot.”

Gaby stood over Harrisand glared at him. But her voice was deceptively swest. "Are you going to tell
me? Thisisthelast timel ask nicdly.”

Weary, he grinned up at her. "Welcome to Neckerdam. Gaby, meet Alastair Kornbock. Alastair, Gaby
Donohue.™

"Grace, child. Harris, help me carry him to the car, will you?"

Doc didn't wake up, but didn't get worse. They got him up to hisroom in the Monarch Building and



Alagtair sent the two of them away.

They found Jean-Pierre and Noriko back in the lab. Jean-Pierre spotted Gaby, put on a predator's
smile, and walked up to her asif dragged by magnetism. "Harris, introduce us.”

"I'm surprised to see you two awake." Dawn wasfinaly lightening in the east, but Jean-Pierre and
Noriko looked dert.

"Wewere preparing to spell Alagtair out at the estate. Harris, your manners.”

"Oh, yeah." Jean-Pierre's sudden, deliberate charm put Harris off. " Gabriela Donohue, thisis Jean-Pierre
Lamignac and Noriko Nomura."

Noriko bowed.

"Grace," said Jean-Paul. " So, you are the famous Gabrielle. Doc's description does not do you justice.”
He bent to kiss her hand.

Shewatched thiswith abemused expresson. "Y ou remind me of my uncle Ernesto.”
"Truly?'
"Yes. Hesinjal where he belongs.”

He straightened, his expression confused, and she turned away from him. "Harris, your friend Doc isin
bed, al your firesareput out . . . it'stime for you to give me some ansvers.”

Gaby caught on faster than Harris had. "Wait aminute. When you say *Sidhe Foundation,' you don't
mean the pronoun. Y ou mean likein "banshee.""

Jean-Pierre winced. "No. Daoine Sidhe. But like the Bean Sidhe, they're dmost gone.”

Gaby's face was an interesting study; Harris could almost see the thoughts clicking through her heed like
coinsthrough amechanica change-counter.

She looked a him. "Pop's hdf-Irish,” she said. "And afireman. A great Soryteller both ways. He had
lots of fairy talesfor dl thekids."

" So this means something to you."

"Oh, yes. Either you dipped meatab of LSD, or werein theland of thelittle people.” She glanced at
Jean-Pierre and Noriko. "Only they're not so little.”

Harrisfinished up hisaccount: " So just as we were popping out he saw the old man and called him
"Duncan.’ | can only guessthat meansthe old guy is Duncan Blackletter."

Jean-Pierre paled and logt dl the charm held been beaming at Gaby. "Doc killed Duncan Blackletter.”

"Don't count onit."



"Gods. Thenl'll kill im."

Gaby brokein, "I have aquestion. Theway you've been talking about "protecting' me—am | your
prisoner?'

Noriko and Jean-Pierre looked at one another.
"Of afashion,” shesaid.

"Of coursenot,” he said.

"Whichisit?'

"You arenot," Jean-Pierre stated firmly, before Noriko could speak. ™Y ou are our guest. We will
defend you with sword and firearm aslong as you choose to accept our aid.”

"Thanks." Gaby rose. "For right now, though, I'm going to takeawalk."
Jean-Pierrerose dso. "'l will be pleased to accompany you."

"l mean, I'm goingalone ."

He frowned. "That is not advisable."

"I know. I'm doing it anyway."

“Why?

"Toprovel can. If the only way | can go somewhereiswith one of you hanging off my arm, then I'm
your prisoner. Right?'

Jean-Pierretried being patient. "Doc would want—"

"Come on, Jean-Pierre. Do | walk, or am | your prisoner? You just said | wasn't. What's your word
worth?'

Harriswinced. He aready had the impression of Jean-Pierre that Gaby's words would cut deep.

Jean-Pierrésface froze into ablank, cold lack of expression. "If you arefoolish enoughtogo. . . | will
not stop you."

"Or send anyone dseto follow me.”

"Or that, ether." Jean-Pierre looked very much asif heldd benefit from haf an hour of outraged swearing.
"Please do not. They are out there. If you go, you expose yoursdlf to danger. They havetried to kill
Harrisaready."

She glanced a Harris. He gave her aprivate little nod of confirmation.

"Okay, it'sdangerous.” She did not look happy at the prospect. "But I'm doing it anyway. So sit." She



took atentative step toward the door.

Harris cleared histhroat. "Gaby, you want some company?"
"You'redamnedright | do."

Herose "Mindif | go upstairsto change?'

"l have grass on my ass, too, and you put it there. No, let'sjust go." She had on her tougher-than-nails
expression, but Harris could hear the distressin her voice: she wanted out,now .

"Right. Never mind." Harris checked his pockets. Doc's gun, the volt-meter, and the big silver coin hed
been given about aday ago. He hoped these would be all he'd need.

It would otherwise have been an enjoyable walk. The morning sun was sending tentative streamers of
light down into the street as they headed uptown from the Monarch Building, and even at this hour the
street was dlive with traffic. Fruit stands were already set up, if they'd ever been taken down, and aboy
wearing shorts and a beret with hislong-deeved shirt hawked newspaperswith asales cry of "Oyez,

oyez!"

Cometo think of it, the street had been dive at every hour he'd passed dong it. Neckerdam didn't deep.
Heliked that. But held enjoy it alot moreif he didn't look behind every bush and in every storefront
expecting one of the Changeling's men to come legping out a him.

"Y ou jumped on Jean-Pierre pretty hard. Were you just testing the limits, pushing the rules as usua ?'
She smiled. "I don't have anything againgt him.. . . but from the way he talked, | fdlt like | was some sort
of package to be stuck in astoreroom. | hear talk likethat, al | want to do isdap it down." She
shrugged and changed the subject. "I'm sorry if | hurt you."

Heforced afdsetto: "No problem, didn't hurt abit.”

She laughed. He thought, maybe if he built up alarge enough supply of her laughs, then sheld reconsider
things

Gaby continued looking around her, wonder on her face. "God, this placeisgreat ."

"You surearetaking it better than | did when | first arrived.”

"Maybe. It'sdl very familiar. Like the kinds of places| dreamed about when | was akid. It's hard not to
believein aplace you adready sort of know." She shrugged. "Y ou know, when | waslittle, | didn't want
teddy bears or Barbie dolls. | dways wanted my pop to find me a stuffed toy no one else had. An
eight-legged horse."

"Why the hell would you want an eight-legged horse?!

"It was supposed to be Seipnir. The horse of Odin. From Norse mythology. Anyway, | bet | could find
an eight-legged horse here. It'sthe kind of place whereit would fit right in. Hey, listen to that.”



They paused on the sdewak near the door into a restaurant; the neon sign above the door read
"Tifanids." Each patron who entered or left—and there were quite afew—I| et awash of music escape.
Harris heard a pretty jumble of many stringed instruments.

With the music camethe sméll of fresh bread. Harris scomach suddenly woke up. He gestured toward
the door. "After you."

The corner bar and the restaurant tables took up about haf of the establishment's large main room, while
the dance floor and araised band platform took up the other half. Even at this hour the band was playing
merrily away and the dance floor was crowded.

Y oung men and women of the fair world, even more brightly clothed than the average people on the
street, were doing circle dances or paired off in something like a double-time ballroom dance. Some of
the music called for stepsthat looked like sword-dancing without any swords on thefloor.

The band played more of the Irish-style music. The ingruments were mostly woodwinds and strings, the
standout performer, adumpy man with nut-brown skin and a goatee, battered away at a hammered
dulcimer with skill that Harris found amazing.

A waitress with sand-colored skin and an abbreviated dress of headache-inducing red seeted them in
the restaurant section. There were no menus; Harris asked for the house special, while Gaby ordered a
drink by pointing and asking for "what he's having." On the tables were cloth ngpkins, two-pronged forks
and sharp knives, nothing too strange to their eyes.

" S0, you got me to Neckerdam,” Gaby said. "If it'sreal. No, I'm not really doubting it. I'd rather enjoy it.
But | was going to ask—what now?"

"l wish | knew. It redly upset Jean-Pierre to hear that Duncan Blackletter is on Earth—on the grim
world. So they probably don't know what the hell they're going to do yet."

She made aface. "1 was hoping you had some sort of plan in mind. Sic the police on the bad guys, put
theminjail, and everybody go home."

Harris gaze was drawn to aman at anearby table. He was of greater than average height for the
Neckerdam people, nearly six feet, and well-built; with histhick red hair, green suit, and pipe, he looked
like a human-sized leprechaun who'd spent afew months on aNautilus machine. He kept looking at
Gaby asthough he recognized her.

Harris tensed. Maybe Duncan's people had caught up to them aready. Maybe he should have told
Jean-Pierre to suff himself and that Gabywas a sort of prisoner for now; at least she'd be safe.

The red-haired man stood and came their way. Asinconspicuoudy as possible, Harrisdid hishand into
his pocket and got agrip on Doc's pistol. He was suddenly alittle light-headed. Prefight adrendine.

The redhead came up to the table and beamed down at the two of them. "Grace," he said, and turned to
Gaby. "Pardon my manners. Areyou two lovers?'

Gaby looked at him, wide-eyed. " Excuseme?'



"W, you don't act like lovers. So | wanted to ask if you would join me on thefloor.” He gestured
toward the dancers with his pipe.

"Oh." Sheglanced a Harrisalittle guiltily. "Well, thanks, but no thanks."

The redhead spread his handsin acomfortably familiar "can't hurt to ask”" gesture. "Wdll, then. How
about to bed? My flat isclose, and | treat the ladieswell."

Gaby gaped a him along moment and didn't answer. Findly she managed, "Thank you, but not this
morning."

"Ah, wdl. Fair morning to you, then." His step jaunty, the redhead returned to his own table.

Harristried to unlock his shoulders. His hand didn't want to let go of the gun. He managed it anyway.
"Son of abitch hasalot of nerve.”

"Maybe. He was very polite, though. I've heard lotsworse." She glanced at him, then smiled. "Harris,
you'reblushing.”

"No, I'm not." Hefound himself annoyed.
"Yes, you are. But never mind.”
Harris was saved from offering aregoinder by the waitress return. His"house specid” turned out to bea

ball-shaped loaf of fresh, mealy bread, alittle bowl! of jam, and acrock of potato-and-sausage hash. He
toreinto it, prepared to devour just about anything to satisfy his hunger, but it turned out to be

good—spicy and filling.

Gaby started to sip her drink, then looked at it warily. "Maybe I'd better not.”

"Why?

"Well, some of my father'sstories. . . you eat their food, you don't come back."

"| atetheir food. And I came back." Harris shrugged his unconcern and attacked his hash again.
"True." Gaby sipped her drink. "Hey, ginger beer!"

"Blech."

"No, it'sgood. Caretotry asp?’

"Thanks anyway. Thelast time took adrink, | ended up in Neckerdam.”

That earned him another smile. "Okay." She watched the crowd, aert, soaking up the local color with
her journdist'seye. "Interesting,” she said after awhile.

"Whét is?'

"Differences. Women with purses, that's the same. But they |eave them unguarded on the tablesto go
over and dance, and they're till there when they get back. | saw aguy standing at the edge of the dance



floor who seemed to be looking one over, but the other people eating are kegping an eye onhim .”
"Canary yellow suit and red tie?"

"That'shim. Then therésthe guy who camein with therifle"

Harrislooked around, startled. "I didn't see him. Where?"!

"Oh, he doesn't have it now. Hel€eft it with the hat-check girl by the front door.”

"Nobody thought anything about it! And then theré's the hookers."

"Where?'

"Exactly. Where? Thisisn't exactly afamily restaurant. They're groping each other to distraction out on
the dance floor. When the music suitsit, that is. And theré'skind of ameat market attitude to some of
them here. But no one | can identify asahooker. | didn't see any on the street in the blocks we walked

from Doc'sbuilding . . . and thisis not the jazziest block we came through.”

"You'reright. Well, it'sgoing to take awhileto figure this place out. We havetolive to figureit out,
though."

"Well go back as soon as you're finished eating. Promise.”

Harris coin was eadily enough to cover the charge; the waitress came back with ahandful of coins—big
copper ones, smal copper ones, small silver ones. He did one of the silver coins under hisplate asatip
and hoped he'd guessed right.

The walitress, hovering, asked Harris, "By your leave—are you two lovers?!

Used to be, yeah.He glanced at Gaby. She wore her uncomfortable ook again. "No."

She amiled. "My duty endsin achime. Careto cometo my flat for lovemaking?’

Heforced asmile and hoped that he wasn't blushing again. "Well, thank you. I'm flattered. But my own,
uh, duty calls. Maybe some other time."

"Wadl, then. I'm Miarna" And shewas gone.
Harris clutched his heart for comic effect.
Gaby smiled uneadily as she stood. "People aren't exactly repressed here.”

"Nope. One more difference.” Herose. "If we don't want those differencesto trip us up, | suggest we go
and learn what they are.”



Duncan Blackletter and Adonis kndlt in the center of Duncan'sritud circle. Thiswas no improvised thing
made of rocks or paint; the inner and outer circles, like the wordsthat lay between them, were of gold
laid with an artisan's kil into the veined green marble floor. Candles rested in notches cut for their
presence; the gold incense burner, from which the bitterly strong smell of myrrh exuded, rested on its
own upraised marble stand.

He breathed in the incense, focused his mind on the task at hand, and called upon the Crone.

On the grim world, she was so quiet, so deeply adeep, so close to death that it wrenched his heart
whenever heinvoked her. She was hisfavorite: the snipper of life-lines, the weaver of epilogues, the spirit
of endgames, the weathered grandmother smiling fondly at her descendants while knowing that one day
she mugt take their lives, too.

Perhaps, when dl was done, he could speak some word or play some music so loud and gloriousthat it
would awaken her here, too.

His sddine thoughts were drawing him out of hisfocused state. He put them from hismind and
concentrated on finding the spirit of his goddess.

We sit within your sight, hethought. Tiny specks within the great circle of your eye. With all my
heart and spirit, | beg of you, open your eye, cast your gaze about, and tell me: Are we the only
ones? The last two straying motes | eft to be swept away?

Again and again, he repeated his prayer, as though with each repetition he could hurl it farther and
farther into the depths of the goddess deeping mind. With each completion he felt himself grow farther
from hisbody, from the aches of age and joys of life, and he knew the familiar fear: would thisbethetime
that the goddess just took him, cut him free from hislife as eadly as cutting a thread with shears?

Are we the only ones?
"Yes." Theword sghed out of Adonis gaping mouth, distant and fuzzy and indistinct, asthough
numberless worms deep in his chest had taken that moment to look upward and issue one word. The

interruption jarred Duncan out of his concentration, snapped him back to resentful wakefulness.

"Damn you, Adonis, | haveto begin again." He automaticaly raised his hand to punish the creature and
Adonis shrank away from him.

But Duncan froze, perplexed. Adonis never spoke. It couldn't; it lacked the equipment.
Thiswasthe voice of the degping goddess.

Duncan swallowed hard, afraid to speak again. But he had to be sure. "Are we the only ones?' he asked
again, doud.

Again, theword wafted out of Adonis mouth: ™Y eeessss.” The creature'slips did not form to shape the
word, and its eyes grew round with confusion. Even Adonis did not know how it was speaking.

The candles guttered for amoment, then grew brighter again, and Duncan felt thelast of hisrapport with
the goddess dip away like the last memories of adream. She was gone.



Duncan took along moment to dow hisracing heart, then forced asmilefor hisimbecilic companion.
"Adonis, weve doneit. Areyou ready to home?"

Adonis face twisted into something like achild's smile; its eyes grew bright and happy.

"Good. Let's pack. We havealot to do.”

Chapter Thirteen

Joseph looked up into the eyes of the man he held over his head. Whiskers Okerry, hisface twisted with
pain and effort. Above him, celling beams burned and gray-and-white flame licked off in search of more
victims. All Joseph had to do was hold Okerry alittle higher and the man, too, would begin burning.

Hedidn't. It didn't matter that he didn't want to. He hadn't been told to.

He exerted himsalf and heard the meaty crack of the man's back. Okerry's eyeswidened. From pain,
from redlization that nothing he could ever do would fix what had just been broken, Joseph didn't know.

Almost tenderly, Joseph set him in the room's one corner that fire had not yet touched.

Foeak, hetold himsdf. Tell him you would rather be dead than do this. Speak. Thewordswelled up
inhim. But he could not utter them, could not give them to the dying man as one last comfort.

Duncan wouldn't let him.

Thewordsgot bigger within him.

Soeak.

Scream.

Joseph thrashed and heard himsalf shout. In the first moments of wakefulness, he felt hislegs somehow
hampered by cloth, felt hisfoot hit the footboard of his bed. Wood cracked and fdll to the floor with a

bang; the end of his bed collapsed.

He sghed. Hed kicked the footboard off again. He opened hiseyes. A little light lurked behind his
bedroom curtains.

He should be swesting, the way real men did.

"Joseph.” A woman's voice from the other room.

Not aarmed—what could hurt him?—he rose and, naked, walked into the front room. Before he even
faced it, he could see the glow shining from the screen of histalk-box.

It had been off when he went to bed last night. He moved to stand in front of it.



A woman stared back at him from the screen. She was beautiful, solemn. He could not determine the
color of the dress she wore; even if hiswere not a gray-shade talk-box, his eyes did not offer him the
range of colorsthat human eyesdid.

She did not react to his nakedness. "Joseph,” she said, "Duncan Blackletter islooking for you."
"He'sdead," he said.

"No. He'sjust been living on the grim world.”

Heknew it was the truth. The gods did not love him enough for Duncan Blackletter to be dead. "Who
aeyou?'

She hesitated. "My nameis Gabridle.”

"Leave meaone." Heturned off the set, and she faded to atiny white dot.

Harris, ill blinking deep from his eyes, waked into the laboratory with the new box in his hand.

Doc, Alastair, and Gaby sat on bar stools at one of the tables. Gaby was wearing a belted knee-length
dressin dark green, obvioudy one of thefair world styles, and black pumps. Doc looked like hisformer
sdf, with wearinessin his eyes and darkness under them the only visible sgns of what held gone through.
Seeing Harris, Doc smiled and smacked his hand on the tabletop. "It works."

Harrislooked a him, confused, and waved the box, a black metal thing about the size of aVCR tape. "l
found this on my bed when | woke up. The note said to turn on the switch and cometo thelab.”

"My note," Doc admitted. "And my box. Y ours, now."

Harrismoved over to join them. The table, he saw, was piled with food—more of the mest-filled
pastries, abig platter of cold cuts and bread.

Alagtair waved ahand over the mass: "Care for anything?'

"My stomach isn't awake yet. God, | must have dept dmost awhole day. I'll take some of that
chocolate drink if you've got it." Harristook an unoccupied stoal. " So what's the box?*

Doc gestured at the volt-meter on the table before him. "I rekeyed thisto show you, asit did thefirst
night. But it doesn't. Not while you carry that box. 1t's something |'ve made to conceal your presence.”

"Great." Harris dipped the box in his jacket pocket. ™Y ou whipped this up just today?"
"During thenight.”

"Should you even be out of bed?' Harris peered at Doc's hands, but they were back to normal. Doc
obligingly turned them over so he could see both Sides.

Alastair paused with asilver container filled with milk poised over Harris chocolate. "He should not.
He's gl dragging hisfeet out of hisgrave.”



"That'swhat | thought. I'll take it black, thanks."
Alagtair blinked. "But you asked for milk."
"l did?'

Gaby looked amused. "1've aready been through this once today. The nasty chocolate stuff iscalled
“xioc." So when you put milk init, it's 'xioc au lait." Get it?"

"I'll take your word for it." Harristook up the mug and sipped, winced once more at the drink's
harshness. "I've changed my mind. I'll take the milk." He turned back to Doc. "Does this mean that
Duncan Blackletter's people can't find me now?"

"l think s0.. . . at least, not by using adevice like this. Now | need to make another one for Gabriela.
Unlike you, she registers on both settings. Her Talysin Aurahas elementslike yours, an outsider's, and
elementslike one of the Gifted."

"Meaning they get to track me down on both worlds," Gaby mock-grumbled. "Between that and the fact
that they tell methey don't have any blue jeans on thefair world, I'm getting pretty annoyed.”

Harrissmiled. "Y ou loved this place yesterday. Y ou fall out of lovefast.”
The words were out of him before he readlized what he was saying. He saw her expression of hurt
surprise. He suppressed awince and waited for the moment to pass. " So, what's on the schedule for

today?'

"Tests," Doc said. "We know Gaby is Gifted. We know she must be tied up with Gabrielle somehow.
But she says she's never manifested any sign of the Gift. We haveto find out what that means.”

"Y ou going to put her in the big glass tube and fire lightning into her brain?*
Gaby'seyesgot hig.

Doc nodded, oblivious. "Y es, the Firbolg Vaenceisfirst on theitinerary. And you? What would you
liketo do?'

"I don't know. Do you know where | can find aweight room?"
"A what?'
"A gymnasium, maybe?'

"Ah. Down three, next to the gun practice range. Private, for the use of Foundation associates; usethe
Foundation elevator.”

"Doc, isthere anything this buildingdoesn't have?'

"l don't think s0. Suggest something. I'll haveit put in.”

* % *



The gymnasium had awooden parquet floor that hadn't seen alot of use. Only one of the banks of lights
againg the high ceiling was on; this gave the place an air of emptiness and gloom, like the sports arena of
alosing team after the crowds had gone.

Most of the way through hiswarm-up stretches, Harrislowered himsdf into afront split, right leg
forward, |eft leg back as straight as he could manage—which wasn't as straight as held like. He used to
be alittle more limber. He held the pose, then bent to touch hisforehead to hisknee in spite of the
protest from offended muscle groups. He reversed his pose, bringing the left leg forward.

The chamber's dim atmosphere was fine with Harris. Hed dways liked prowling around where he
wasn't supposed to be, and being here fdlt like that. It was ahabit that had gotten him in trouble with
school officids and police acouple of timeswhen he was younger.

And the gloom reflected his mood. Much as he wanted to be with Gaby, help keep her spirits up during
the tests, he knew he'd probably say something stupid, hurtful. Knew that her eyes no longer lit up when
he appeared. Mogt of the time, when she saw him shelooked guilty, unhappy.

Finished with the front splits, he turned Sdeways, hislegs straight out to either sde, and bent forward,
trying to touch his forehead to the floor. He never could quite manage to split hislegs out to a 180deg.
angle, but he could get close. His muscles protested as he pressed his forehead to the coal floor; he held
the pose.

He rdaxed and rose. Enough stretching. Helowered himsdlf into horse stance to begin the first of his
formsexercises. . . and spotted someonein his peripherad vison. Heturned his head dightly to get a
better look. It was Noriko, lingering in the shadows near the door.

Cometo study him, as she studied everything, with her solemn expression and unblinking gaze? He
smiled to himsdf. Well, aslong as he had an audience, he might aswell put on ashow.

He decided against one of histraditional forms sets and instead conjured up the mental image of Sonny
Walters, postioning himin the far corner of an imaginary boxing ring. It wastimeto replay that fight, see
whereit had gonewrong. Do it right thistime.

Hands high, body in motion, Harris advanced on the Smile.

He still had to advance. Sonny had the reach on him; there was no other way to fight it. No mistake
there.

Inthe red fight, after the first couple of rounds, Sonny had begun nailing him just asHarrismoved in
close enough to strike and just before Harris drew back out of Sonny'srange. Transitions, just as Zeb
had said. But why not before—why not in the first two rounds?

Sonny must just have been studying Harris. Soaking up alittle punishment while he catalogued Harris
inventory of moves and approaches. Okay, then. Harris moved into range of the phantom Sonny's
attacks, and his sparring partner didn't attack. A few inches closer, still bouncing and weaving, and
Sonny wasin range of Harris kicks, but still didn't strike. That was the way Harris remembered it.

Harris moved into arm range and threw aleft-hand feint. The phantom Sonny blocked, came back with
aright hook. Thistime Harris knew not to try to stop it with his knifehand block; strong enough for most
opponents, that move wasn't strong enough for Sonny Walters. Instead, he threw amiddle block,
bringing hisleft forearm in on Sonny's extended arm, battering it out of line.



A good pose from which to launch his spinning backfist. He started a clockwise spin but only turned a
few degrees, then disengaged hisleft hand and snapped it into Sonny's exposed face, right into his nose.
The phantom looked surprised, moved back an involuntary step, and took Harris follow-through right
front kick right in the guts.

Zeb hadsaid to work on his somach; why hadn't Harris listened? Zeb must think he was a complete
idiot. Harris had marched in, mistaken Sonny's cool, collected andysis for passiveness, and settled into
the tacticsthat would lead him to painful defest.

Not thistime. He kept his own critica faculties working. Sonnyhad kept his guard lower than usud,
probably protecting pained ribs. Harris exploited that now; every one of his combinationsincluded at
least one blow aimed at the bigger man's torso, and it was often one of his more deceptive blows. He
didn't haveto hit hard, not yet; he just had to leave Sonny with the impression that he could get through
to his gut anytime he wanted.

All thewhile, hisslent audience, Noriko, watched. Harris caught sight of her whenever the phantom fight
faced him in the right direction. She had to be taking stock of his style, looking for weaknesses. . .

No, that wasn't right. There was something about the way she stood. She had her back to the wall but
wasn't leaning againgt it. Her arms were crossed, but it wasn't arelaxed pose, and seemed just alittle
awkward and uncertain. It reminded him of something, someoneelse.

Then she turned away and moved toward the door, and Harris had it. High school agebra, and Mary
Francis Richardstensaly standing by as class et out, trying to figure out how to ask aquestion of the
teacher without sounding stupid; she never could stand for peopleto think ill of her. Her pose had been
the same. That didn't seem right, not like Noriko, but . . .

Harrisgave aflick of hisfingers. The phantom Sonny, an annoyed look on his face, disappeared.
"Noriko."

At thedoor, sheturned. "Yes?

"Wereyou going to ask me something?"

Shedidn't answer.

"Go ahead."

Shetook along breath. "Would you . . . would you teach me how to kick asyou do?'
"Sure”

Noriko blinked and came forward astep. "When?"

"Well, if we get started right now, we can be through in three or four years.”

She managed alittle smile. "1 would not beintruding?"

"Nope. Tel you what, though. If you teach me alittle about the way you use that sword, we can call it
an eventrade.”



"I would likethat." She moved forward to join him.
"That was hard for you, wasnt it?'

"Wha?'

"Asking."

She took amoment to answer. "Maybe."

"Well, try to take it easier on yoursdlf next time. | don't bite." He shrugged. "Isthat what you wear to
work out?' Her ouitfit was gold-yellow and cut much like her evening pants suits, but was not new and
looked more like common linen than silk.

"Yes Isit auitable?!

"Just fine. So. Well art with alittle history. What | do is called tae kwon do, which meansthe art of
kicking and punching. Truth in advertising. It was developed in Korea, acountry in the same place as
your Slla. .."

Duncan spoke the last words. As ever, they were like a switch, turning on the tap to the reservoirs of his
endurance. He felt strength flow from him, a sensation that was smultaneoudy comforting and
worrisome.

Then there was nothing but the sound of the wind in the trees around his outdoor stone circle. But he
could fed the energy hovering out there, just at thelimits of hiscircle; it built in focus and intensity, wove
itsdlf into a pattern too complex for any but the most sophisticated devisersto comprehend.

Behind him, one of the men coughed. Costigan, probably. The cool winds flowing over this upstate
campsite were aggravating the young man'sinjured throat. Duncan shook his head. Hed have to get the
boy to adoctor. And Phipps, too, to repair his broken arm. Duncan had chosen the two of them and
Dominguez for their knowledge and loyalty, not for their current physical condition, because the latter
could be dealt with once they were on the fair world.

Thereit was—the shriveling of grasses as the devisement demanded more power than Duncan had given
it. Like ashockwave, the ripple of death soread away from the circle, consuming the lives of plantsand
insects beforeit.

Then the trees began to stretch . . . He heard his men gasp.

A moment later, it was over. One big, ear-hurting pop, and they were somewhere else, at one end of a
vast wooden hangar.

And fair world men waited there. One was Angus Powrie, rushing across the border of the conjurer's
circle painted on the floor. The redcap hel ped Duncan to hisfeet. "Sir. Glad to have you back at last.”

Tired by his devisement, Duncan leaned heavily on the redcap'sarm. "I'm so glad to be home, Angus.
I'd like you to meet my chief lieutenants: Costigan, Dominguez, Phipps.”



The three grimworlders till stared around, trying to take in the changesthey'd just experienced. They
snapped to attention for the introductions.

"Graceson you," said Angus. "Big ones. | likethat. My own chiefs, Alpson, Moon, Captain Walbert,
who'll be your persond pilot, arein Neckerdam. And what—" he stared openly at Adonis"—in the
name of al the godsisthat ?' The redcap began laughing.

"Thebest | could do." Alastair gave an embarrassed shrug. "Devisement is not an easy process on the
grimworld, and | had to work with the materids| had available. Thisis Adonis, whichis, asthey say,
better than nothing. No replacement for Joseph, though.

"Now. My list isdone. We can begin cutting.”

Angus eft off his chuckling and nodded.

"Andyour lig?"

"Done. . . but for the additions you so gracioudly sent us." The redcap's voice was anything but
gracious.

"Ah. Wdl, wewill eiminate them aswell. Once that's done, we can begin rebuilding. Building anew
world." Duncan looked over the smdll fleet of aircraft arrayed in the hangar, especialy the largest of the
ships, the one with the nameStorm Cloud painted onitsside. Y ou've done quite well, Angus.”

"I want you to have dl the conveniences you need.”

"Angus? Is the ceremony done?' That cal came from the far side of the hangar, and the speaker soon
trotted into view: ablond man, degant, amost inhumanly beautiful. "Itis," he continued. "l wish you'd told
me." The blond man dowed to awalk, approaching dmost tentetively.

Anguswaved him over and brought him face-to-face with Blackletter. "Duncan, let me present the boy,
Darig. He haslearned the businesswell. He will make you proud. Darig, thisisthe great man himself."

Duncan took the young man by the shoulders and stared intently into hisface. "1 have not seen you since
you were an infant.”

"I know, Sr."

"Y ou are as handsome as your mother hoped you would be."

"Moreso, | trust.”

Duncan smiled. "Y ou know you will have to go to the grim world for awhile."
Darig shook his head. "I'd rather stay.”

"Well, if you do, you'll haveto die." Duncan'stone was friendly, reasonable.

"I know." Darig smiled shyly. "I'd like to die as my world does. Help bring it about, even. Have you any
need for asacrifice to the gods? I've dways fancied dying on an dtar. Perhaps seeing my own besting



heart before death takes me."

Duncan beamed down at Angus. "Y ou were right. He does make me proud.”

Harris settled into a schedule. Up just after dawn. Down to the gymnasium for aworkout alone. Noriko
would join him for ingtruction. Then sheld teach him for awhile—techniques with knives, her sword,
some of the grappling and tripping maneuvers shed grown up learning in the land of Wo, not too different
from thelittle bit of hapkido he'd learned once upon atime. When hetold her that he barely knew one
end of agun from the other, she began taking him to the range on the same floor for practice with
firearms.

Back to hisroom for a bath and clothes. Then held descend to the lab floor to graze from the food
perpetudly laid out on one of the tables. He might bump into anyone there, but it was usudly Aladtair,
eating, smoking, reading Neckerdam's newspaper, happy to talk. Doc was sometimes on hand, doing
tests on Gaby, assembling a piece of equipment, or testing the reactions of chemicasintroduced to one
another; a such times, he would usualy not notice any greeting short of agunshot.

Then it was back up to hisroom to watch the talk-box for the rest of the day.

The programming was mostly local broadcasts from Neckerdam nightclubs—live music. Good stuff.
Some sounded like big band music, torch songs, swing—but with more strings than brass. Some wasthe
vigorous, fast-paced stuff that sounded like Irish dance music.

After acouple of hours, hed had amonth's worth of Neckerdam music. But he left it on and kept
watching.

Because if he went down to the lab, he'd get in the way of Gaby'stests. If he went to the library, hed
probably bump into Gaby there, too—it seemed to be her retreat for the occasions she could escape
Doc and Alagtair. If hewent for awak outside, the Changeling's men might be waiting, might kill himon
sght. Maybe he should take a brisk walk out on the eightieth-floor ledge and say hello to the gargoyles
and griffins

Hed get hungry in the evening, go down to the lab floor for another grazing run, then return to hisroom
to lie awake on the bed until he could drift off to deep.

By the second day of his new routine, hewas sick of it.

* % *

At breskfast of thethird day, Alastair took acall from the lobby. He hung up and said to himself, "This
should beinteresting.”

Harris, Jean-Pierre, and Gaby heard him; Doc, across the room, did not. Harris asked, "What should?"
"That was the elevator captain. Josephison hisway up.”
"You'reright. It should." Harrisrose and looked around.

"What do you need?' asked Aladtair.



"A hammer and chisdl. I'm going to try to get Doc's attention.”

They were waiting for him when Joseph, somber as ever, stepped off the Foundation elevator. The giant
was dressed in lighter, brighter garments than before, not work dress, and carried an enormous green
cloth bag over his shoulder. Harris saw Gaby shudder; doubtless she was remembering her last
experience with large cloth bags.

Doc stepped forward. "Grace on you, Joseph. I'm surprised. | thought that thiswasthe last place you'd
ever wishtovigt.”

"It was," Joseph said. "But | am ruined for work. Ruined for living. The dreamswouldn't let me go. You
stirred them up. | cannot work or deep. So | am here."”

Doc congdered a brief moment. "Joseph . . . Duncanis till dive.”

"Onthegrimworld. | know." He gestured at Gaby. "Shetold me."

They dl gave her alook. She shook her head and asked, "Wasiit on the talk-box?"

"Wes

"Then it was Gabrielle. Thetwin I've never met."

"It does not matter,” Joseph said. "Duncan must die, or | must. So hereisthe place | must be.”
"And you arewelcome," Doc said. "Jean-Pierre, would you set him up in aroom?”

Jean-Pierre and Joseph I eft for the residentia floor; Gaby, visibly upset, took the stairs up to her room.
Doc returned to his experiments, Alastair and Harristo their breekfast.

" Joseph acts like he expects the hammer to fal at any time," Harris said. " Poor guy.”

"One of severd.” Alastair gave him asympathetic look. "Harris, why don't you go home?"

"Back to the grim world?'

"Y ou can go back anytime. It'snot atrivia effort, but we can do it. Doc has recovered, and | can dso
do the ceremony. All we haveto doisfind aspot that's usualy clear on both worlds. Y ou were talking
about a spot on something caled Liberty Idand.”

"No, thanks."

"Why not?'

"Do you want to get rid of me?"

"No. | just want to know why you're so determined to stay in a place that makes you so unhappy."”

Harrisgrimaced. "I don't want Gaby to fed alone. Y ou know, surrounded by strangers.”

"Srangers.Harris, she'sfitting in better than you. We haven't had onejot of successtrying to figure out



how she can use that well of Gift power she has, but she learns, she asks questions, she suggests, she
makes Doc think—I'm a betting man, and my money says Doc will ask her to stay as an associate when
al issad and done."

Harris scowled. "Shewon'."

"Perhaps not." Alastair drew on his pipe and blew a perfect smoke ring toward the celling. ™Y ou know
she'sfretting. Saysit'samost time for the homelords to collect her rent. Says her parents have to be
going mad with worry."

"Y eah, mine too, probably."

"But you won't go back, not even for aday, to straighten out affairs. Why not? Are you afraid you
wouldn't be ableto return?”’

"That'snot it." He chewed over hisreply. "Aladtair, if | go back . . . maybe people would berelieved if |
didn't return to the fair world at dl.”

The doctor gave him apuzzled look. "Evenif it'strue, and | don't think it is, what does that matter?’
"It matters. If 1 go, | might lose my nerve and not come back. If | don't go, that can't happen.”
"Have you lost your nerve since you've been here?!

"l guess not. But | don't want to give mysdf the chance.”

Aladtair's expresson remained confused. He stared up &t the ceiling asif enlightenment might be waiting
there.

Chapter Fourteen

Day four.

Asherose past up ninety, the laboratory floor, on hisway to the resdentid floor, Harris heard his name
cdled. He pulled the devator's lever back to neutral and beyond, bringing the car down level with up

ningty.

Jean-Pierre waited there and yanked the exterior cage open. Harris did the samefor the interior cage.
Jean-Pierre held afolded paper packet out to him. "Almost missed you. Gods, you stink." He looked
over Harris boxing shorts and the towel around his shoulders. "Y ou're spending far too much timein the

"l just get inthe way up here." Harris accepted the packet; it was heavier than he expected. "What's
this?'

"Y ou know, there's a shooting range on the same floor."



"1 know. Noriko offered to teach me to shoot."

Jean-Pierre beamed. "Did she? | made the same offer to Gaby." Hisfacefel. "Not the only offer |
made. | haven't quite persuaded her to bed with me. Do you know the trick?"

Harrisglared. "Y ou could kill yoursdf. Play on her sympathy.”
"Ah."

Harristried to let go of the sudden flush of anger. "So what isthis?’
"Y our pay, of course."

"Pay?' Harris popped the wax seal on the packet. Out from the folded paper did adozen libs, the big
slver coins Harris had seen before, plus afew of the smaller silver decs and copper pennies.

"Every haf-moon on the chime. Doc pays dl his associates and consultants while they're working with
him. It doesn't do to accrue indebtedness; there are devisers out there who could take advantage of it.
So he pays off asfast as he accrues.” He pulled the elevator exterior grate shut again.

Harris hefted the coins. "Waell, that settlesit. I'm going out.”
"Out of the building? Not agood idea."

"Y ou're damned right, it's not. But neither is staying here until | blow up from boredom." Harris pulled
theinterior grate closed. "I think | need to find atailor. And do you know where Banwite's Talk-Boxes
and, uh, Electrica Eccentricitiesis?

Jean-Pierre looked surprised. "Brian Banwite? Doc sometimes uses him for specialty work. Good man.
He's on Damablancain Drakshire. Walk six blocks east, take the uptown underground to the
Damablanca station. And look for Brannach the Seamer on the same street. My tailor.”

"I'll do that, thanks." Harris sent the evator into motion again.

Forty-five minutes later, he was clean and presentable, but instead of heading straight for the lobby he
descended only one floor. Up ninety-one was where Doc kept his offices. . . and hislibrary. Odds were
good that held find her there.

Gaby wasin her usud place, in the stuffed chair at the end of the smaler of the two long tables, where
the light was best, and as usua she had astack of books beside her. She didn't notice him as he entered,;
he silently closed the door behind him and studied her.

Shewasin the jeans shed worn from the grim world and aflowing yellow blouse they'd given her here.
She bent over her books, intent on them, her hair half-concealing her face.

So many timeshe'd seen her in just that pose. He found that his mouth was dry. It was suddenly
impossible to look away from her. Impossible to accept that he couldn't just walk up to her, take her
head in his hands, twining hisfingersinto the glossy heaviness of her hair, tilting up her chintokisshim. ..



She brushed her hair back from her face and caught sight of him. She looked up, gtartled. "Hi."

"Hi."

"I haven't seen much of you lately. What have you been up to?"

"Actudly, | wasjust obsessing about your hair.”

Shewinced. "Harris™"

"Yeah, | know. | shouldn'. | didn't mean to upset you."

"It'sdl right." He could tell from her expression that it wasnt. " Jean-Pierre was just looking for you.”
"Hefound me. Heforced asmadl fortune into my unwilling hands."

"So you'redl dressed up to go out and spend it?"

He settled into the seat next to her. Y eah, basically. I'm going to pay off a debt, then find atailor and
commission some bluejeans.”

Her eyesgot round. "I never thought of that. What agreat idea! If | give you some of my money and my
meesurements—"

"Sure"

She tore a page from the back of the notebook she was writing in and began scribbling. Harris saw that
shedid dready know the measurement system the people of Neckerdam used—a standard value called
a"pace" broken down into fifty "fingers

He glanced over the books she was browsing through. Events of the Reign of Bregon and Gwaeddan
in Novimagos, Volume One .The Full History of the World Crisis . "Catching up on history?'

She did the piece of paper and severd of her own coinsto him. "Y es, and you should be, too. Noriko
told me alittle about the recent history of the fair world, and it was too strange—I had to check up on
somethings.”

"Oh, God, thejournalist isrunning amok again." He folded the paper and tucked it and the coins away.
"Things such aswhat?'

"Suchas. . . about twenty years ago, in the Old World, which iswhat they usualy call Europe, they had
thisdedl called the Conclave of Masdlia A lot of the kings of the Old World swore undying affection for
each other. A mutua protection pact. Then one of them flipped out and invaded his neighbor. Everybody
was obliged by the treaty to sSide with both of them, so they sort of split down the middle and everybody
attacked everybody. And since they al owned coloniesin the New World and in their versions of Africa
and Asia, pretty soon haf the planet was a war. Sound familiar?!

"Like World War Two?"

"Wll, closer to World War One, actudly.” She tapped another volume,Mechanics of Systemic



Economic Collapse , thefirst one Harris had seen with atitle that wouldn't have looked strange in one of
his own college courses. "And here. About five years ago, the economic dliance of the League of
Ardree, mogt of the nations of what should be North America, had a crash. For thelast long while, they'd
goneincreasngly indugtria, whole nations turning to production and importing amost dl their food. Then
there was atrade glut, arepayment problem at the internationd leve, foreclosings, treasuries folding, an
economic collgpse affecting pretty much the wholeworld. Thefair world is il recovering fromit. You
*eit?'

"Higtory was never my strong point. But you're trying to draw a parale with the Great Depression.”

"l suream.”

"I think you're reaching. A war followed by an economy going bust and you're talking about history
repeating itsdf. That's pretty thin."

"Okay, try this. In the grim world, about the time we were having the Depression, Japan was at war with
China"

II&?I

"So Noriko told me yesterday that her people, the Wo, are involved in a pointless war with the nations
of Shanga. | looked them up on the map. Any guesses asto what Wo and Shanga correspond to?"

"| dready know." Harrisfrowned.

"S0 it sounds like another mystery for Doc to go funny about. Like why English and Low Cretanisare
the same language. Between that, and the routine with the guns and pepper gas and my wristwatch being
al twisted when they got here when nothing €lse was, he's chewing on the furniture in frustration. How
about you?'

"You know | don't chew furniture.”

She gave him an exasperated | ook.

"Okay, okay, it'sweird." Herose. "Did you find aCivil War?'

"War of the Schism, eighty years ago. The League of Ardree split into two pieces, bascdly north against
south.”

" American Revolution."

"The Great Revolt, about a hundred and fifty years back. When the League of Ardree wasformed. The
people of Cretaniscall it the Ingratitude.”

"The Carpenter Cult."
“Imeant , "JesusH. Chrigt, you're freeking me out.' Okay?"

"Sorry. | got carried away."



Harris stood. He did some mental caculations. "I don't know whether you ought to tell Doc about this."
"Why not?"

"Becauseif you'reright, events here are sort of following the history of the grim world, and we have a
generd idea of thingsthat are going to be happening over the next forty or fifty years."

II&?I
" S0 we can predict the fair world's version of World War Two. Should we?”
She frowned, considering.

"I'll think about it, too. But first I'm going to order us some jeans.”

Once he was gone, Gaby finished up with the broader histories and returned to another subject: Duncan
Blackletter.

Reports of him appeared occasiondly in the newspapers, and Doc's library had scores of bound
volumes of crumbling periodicas. Of course, there tended to be a problem figuring out when things

happened.

By Novimagos reckoning, the current year was 28 R.B.G.—twenty-eighth year of the reign of Bregon
and Gwaeddan, the current king and queen. Before these rulers were Gwaeddan's parents Dallan and
Tangwen, who ruled forty-eight years: 1 R.D.T. t0 48 R.D.T. Each roya reign reset the year to one, and
each sovereign nation had adifferent chronology. Acadia, to the north, wasin its eighteenth year under
Jean-Pierréswidower father, King Henri IV—abbreviated 18 H.IV.R. It was maddening.

Stll, there were afew benchmarks. Y ears were often trand ated to a chronology dated from the union of
the nation of Cretanis, 1435 years ago. Most historica volumes trandated one date from each reign to
this dating system, usudly referred to as " Scholars Years." But not even Cretanis used that dating system
routindly; they were currently in year 248 of the reign of their current queen, Maeve X. Gaby marvelled
a her longevity.

Duncan Blackletter first showed up in Scholars Y ear 1368, nearly seventy years ago. A young man
then, leader of agang, he wastried for the train hijacking of a gold shipment from Neckerdam to Nyrax.
The gold was not recovered, and Duncan and some of his men escaped the next year. Thedim
photographs of him showed alean, handsome, arrogant face; Gaby could recognize him beneeth the
years of the face Duncan wore today.

Over the years, Duncan's plans became more ambitious and deadly. He constructed a metal-hulled ship
with aram and used it to pirate shipping routes; it was finaly sunk by the navy of Nordland, but he
escaped. He exterminated an entire community in Castilia because its rulerswould not share their
scholarship with him. He used his growing fortune to finance the devel opment of new and bigger
explosives, then used them to blackmail entire cities. In Scholars Y ear 1398, he nearly bought the
kingship of the southern nation of New Acadiathrough palitical corruption initscapita, Lackderry. Two
years later, he emerged as one of the forces behind the devel opment of glitter-bright, the narcotic liquor
that first appeared in the faraway land of Shanga.



It was then that Doc first appeared. Gaby found reports of a brilliant engineer from Cretanis named
Desmond MaggRee building a bridge across the River Madb in the Cretanis capital, Beldon. Doc had
uncovered and thwarted a plot by Blackletter to nate the Queen. Gaby noted with interest some
mild criticism in the newspapers that he had not been knighted for his efforts. Thiswasthirty-five years
ago, S0 she had to revise Doc's estimated age up again, to Sixty or higher.

Not long after, there was an obituary notice for a Deirdriu MaggRee. A suicide, shed jumped from one
of the high towers of Doc's bridge. She was survived only by her husband . . . Desmond. Doc.

There was no explanation, no other account of the desth, no hint as to what Deirdriu might have been
like or why shekilled herself. Gaby fumed over the incomplete picture she was assembling. She kept at
it.

Duncan had invested in munitions and regped big profits during the Colonid War between Cadtiliaand
the nations of the New World. A few yearslater, Scholars Year 1412, hewas at it again. There were
hints that he manipulated the kings of the Old World into the war called the World Crisis. The same year,
the papers reported Doc refusing acommission in the army of Cretanis and being exiled from that nation;
he accepted citizenship in Novimagos.

Hewas by thistime appearing in the news asleader of the Sidhe Foundation, accompanied by an
Acadian princess and other like-minded people; they settled disputes, turned the tides of some battles,
and followed thetrail of Duncan Blackletter across the landscape of the Old World.

Then it was Scholars Y ear 1415. Obituaries for Duncan Blackletter, Whiskers Okerry, Micah Cremm,
and Siobhan Damvert—the last survived by her grieving prince of ahusband, only two years away from
becoming king himself, and her grim twelve-year-old son Jean-Pierre.

The end of Duncan Blackletter . . . until hisbotched plan to kidnap Gaby resulted in Harrisfinding the
fair world.

Gaby sat back from her studies. With so much history between Doc and Duncan, Duncan and
Jean-Pierre, there was no way they were dl going to emerge fromiit dive. Shefeared for Harrisand her
new friends.

Harriskept hisfedoralow on hisface and |eft the Monarch Building by one of its sde exits. Hetried to
use reflections in storefront windows to spot anyone who might be following, but couldn't spot anyone. If
no one werefollowing now, and if the devicein his pocket were working right, then hed bedl right . . .
but he felt more secure for having the hard, heavy lump pressed againgt hiskidney, the revolver Noriko
had given him.

Jean-Pierre's directions were on target. Damablancaturned out to be a narrow, winding street with
two-way traffic moving between tal resdentia buildings of brown brick; only at street level, where
storefronts were crowded with neon and painted signs, was there any color aong the Strest.

And then, afew blocks later, there was Banwite's Talk-Boxes and Electrical Eccentricities, offering
enough color and motion for any two normal blocks of storefronts. The shop's name was picked out in
gleaming green neon Cdtic knotwork letters and surrounded by a gigantic yellow neon ovd; just outsde
the border of that oval ran abronze modd train, upside down when it turned to chug aong the underside



of the Sgn, aways sending gray fog from its smokestack floating up into the sky. Like most of the
ground-floor shopsin Neckerdam, Banwite's had no windows at Street level, but in the windows up one,
Harris glimpsed dozens of talk-boxes and moving mechanicd toys.

He shoved hisway in through the front door, heard the clang of the cowbell hanging overhead, and
walked in on agadget-freak's vision of paradise. The shop interior was like arepest of the exterior, only
more crowded. In one corner was agadget that looked like adiving suit's arms and legs sticking out of a
water hester. A modd aircraft with articulated pterodactyl-like wings hung from the celling. A grandfather
clock with moving figurinesinstead of a pendulum behind the glass belled six, hours off from the correct
time

Brian Banwite stood behind the massive black-and-gold cash register at the main counter. "Help you,
oNn?'

"Y ou can take my money." Harrisset alib in front of him.
"Always glad to oblige. But you have to take something for it."

"| did that already.” Harrislifted his hat. "Remember, about aweek back, | stole aride in the back of
your truck—Ilorry?"

"That was you!" Banwite scooped up the coin and pocketed it. "Done, then. | knew you were good for
it. Y ou seem to have done wdll for yoursdlf." He shot Harris a suspiciouslook. "Y ou havent falen in with
bad eamons, have you? No gangs, no glitter-bright?"

"A sort of gang, yes. The Sidhe Foundation.”

Banwite sighed, relieved.

"Y ou have aneat shop. Do you makedl this, or just sl it?"

"Hdf and half. If it'selectrical or mechanical, | can makeit for you. Ask Doc."

"I'll do that." For politeness sake, Harristook awak around the shop, marveling at dioramas of moving
figures, flashlights that were so smdll by fair world standards they looked amost norma to him, folding
knives with extratools like haf-hearted Swiss Army knives. Then hetipped his hat to Banwite on the
way out and went looking for thetailor's.

It was two blocks further on, much less conspicuous than Banwite's. The owner, Brannach, wasa
comfortably overweight pale man with bright eyes and big, blindingly bright teeth. Hed never heard of
denim, but showed Harris his selection of materids.

One of them, demasale— "That's more properly serge de Masdlia, of course'—wastheright stuff, but
was available only in red and green.

"Canyou dyeit blue, likethat?' Harris pointed to the one blue garment in the shop.
"With ease" Thetailor looked uncomfortable with Harris color choice, but said nothing about it.

So, haf an hour later, poorer by about athird of his coins, Harrisleft. Three sets of jeansfor Gaby,
three for himself, ready within afew days, hed haveto pay the other half then.



It was just two errands, but held pulled them off without any of Doc's associates leading him around by
the hand, without screwing up three ways from Sunday. He smiled at the skyscrapers of Neckerdam and
turned back toward the Monarch Building.

Gaby accepted Alastair's proffered hand and stepped up out of the car. She looked dubioudly at the
mound of abuilding. "And these guys are supposed to be able to figure me out.”

Doc joined them on the sdewalk. "If anyone can.”

The building was a mountain of brick. Thiswas no accident of design, no passing smilarity. The Sructure
was ten storiestall and took up an entire block. It rosein gradua, irregular curves, dopes, and cliff faces.
Bushes grew from outcroppings—and from planters set outside the many lit windows. The shutters
across the closed windows blended in with the surrounding brick in color and texture.

At dreet leve, the doorway into the building was flanked by bearded men sitting against the brick front.
Onewas gray haired, the other brown haired and much younger. Both wore stained garmentsin dull
brown and green. Their eyes were focused on some distant point invisible to Gaby; they did not react to
her or to the pedestrian traffic on the sdewalk.

The three of them entered the building's dark, low-ceilinged lobby. "What's their problem?" Gaby asked.

"Glitter-bright,” Doc said. "Highly addictive, very destructive. It'sillega in most kingdoms, but sold
everywhere. That's where crime makesalot of itscoin.”

Severd old men and women sat on the lobby's sofas, many of them reading newspapers, some playing

chess. A set of wooden doorsin the far wall vibrated with the music playing beyond. It was much like the
music Gaby had heard several timesin thefair world, but she had the impression that it was wilder, more

powerful.

Doc's hand closed around her arm, bringing her up short. She looked around in surprise. Shewas
halfway acrossthe lobby, hafway to that set of doors, and couldn't remember getting that far.

"We don't want to go in there," Doc said.

Wrong, hewaswrong. She could fed something pulling a her from beyond the doors, something very
demanding and exciting. "Yes, | do. Why shouldn't I? What'sin there?'

"A dance. A dance from the Old Country. Very potent.” He drew her toward another doorway; she
could see gtairsthroughiit.

She hung back, trying to pull free. "What'swrong with just taking alook?!

He smiled thinly. "Nobody just looks, Gaby. Youjoinin. And if weweretojoinin. .. wel, | would
have avery good time. Alastair would probably die. And you would become pregnant.”

"Oh, not likely. Even if | wereinterested, which I'm not, I'm on the pill. It's the wrong time of the month
ayway."



He shook his head. "None of that matters.”

"I'll just take apeek." Shetried to pull away, but his grip was like meta. Protesting, she found hersalf
pulled into the narrow stairwell and up dimly lit wooden Stairs.

After acouple of flights, she redlized that her breathing was dowing. It startled her; she must have been
practicaly panting before. And the appeal of the dance going on beyond those closed doors was

suddenly lost on her.
She gulped. "Doc, I'm sorry. | don't know what got into me—"

"l do. Don't concern yoursdlf. It's the usua reaction. One good reason why people with alot of
grimworld blood shouldn't come into neighborhoods where the old customs are kept.”

"Onthe other hand,” Alagtair said, "when I'm old and I've decided to dieg, thisis the place and that's the
way I'll doit.”

After eight flights, Gaby swore to hersef that she was going to start running again. And that shed never
again wear the damned hedled pumps Noriko had found for her. Her toes fdt as though mechanics had

been at them with pliers and her back was dready giving her trouble.

In the narrow hallway up nine, Doc knocked on an unmarked door. It opened to reveal awoman who
couldn't have been more than three and ahaf feet tall. She was middle-aged and heavily built, with a
round, florid, happy face. She wore abright red shawl and adark green dress. Gaby decided that she

looked like alarge rose sprouting from an unusudly hefty stem.

She beamed up at them. "Doc."”
"Hedda." Doc stooped to kiss her. "I bring you Gabriela Donohue and Doctor Alastair Kornbock."

"Gods graces on you." She stepped back to alow them entry. ™Y ou are the young lady with the
troublesome Gift?"

"I'm afraid s0." Gaby decided the woman sounded German.

"Wewill unwrapit for you."

Theflat beyond was dim, itsinadequate e ectric lampsilluminating age-darkened walls, but clean.
Chairs, tables and sofas were drawn away from the center of the room, and arug was rolled up against
onewall. A dented platter painted with apples sat in the floor's center, loaded down with little pots and

jars.

It was dl very homey and charming, but there was something about the place. The shadows were thick
againg the walls and seemed darker than they should have been; Gaby fancied that she saw deeper
blackness rising and ebbing within them. She smoothed down the hair on her arms whereit tried to stand.

Hedda shut the door behind them. "Wewill do thisvery dow, with tradition and care. But first, thereis
something important | must know."



"What isit?'

"Would you like xioc? Tea? Thereisfresh pastry.”

Knedling, Gaby read the words aloud, the ones Hedda had spelled out phoneticaly on the piece of
paper before her. She kept her thoughts focused on the words, on the smell of jasmineincense, on her

contented state of mind.

Around her was the conjurer's circle she and Hedda had made together. The diminutive woman had told
her to hold each piece of chalk, each little pot of paint. Only when Gaby had warmed it in her hands
would Hedda take the item and begin working on the circle. The outer circle was of yellow chak and an
unbroken stream of yellow sand; theinner, the same but in red. The symbols between, carefully chaked
in by Hedda and then painted by Gaby, each in adifferent color. It had taken nearly an entire bell to

complete.

Shereached the end of the last page. "Think of him asasmiling man," Heddahad said. "The eyesof a
wise man, the smile of alover. Light shinesfrom hisface. Cdl to thelight. Beg it. Ask for thewisdom

behindit."
Shedid, effortlesdy holding theimagein her thoughts, relaxed, clear-minded, waiting.

Nothing.

She heard Doc sigh. She opened her eyes. He and Alagtair stared at her from their chairs outside the
conjuration circle; Doc shook his head.

Shelooked at Hedda, unhappy. "I did it wrong."

"No, sweet. You did it right. Every step true.” The woman looked apologetic. "What confused Doc
confusesme. | could fed your strength when we put the circle together. Y ou have Gift. | wish | had your

strength. But it does not come out.”

"Y ou're having the exact same results someone like Harris or Noriko would,” Doc said. "But unlike
them, you'refull of the Gift. Y our well of power just seems somehow capped.”

Ilwry.ll

"Don't be." Herested his chin on his hand and stared morosely at her. "We've learned some things,
today and in my tests. We know what you can't do.”

"Such as?' Her tone was sharp.

"Don't be annoyed.”
"l just don't like being told what | can't do."

"So | gather. Gaby, your Gift doesn't follow the traditional patterns. Y ou have no Good Eye; you can't
see the resdue of devisements. Y ou don't see the future. Y ou don't see events imbedded in the objects
that have experienced them. Theré's no sign of a cord between you and sometwin, real or mystic. You



can't melt your flesh and reshapeit.”

"Peopledo that?'

"Not many. It'sadying art.”

Hedda smiled. "Whichis sad. It can be such fun.”

"Today, we learned that you can't project your voice to the ears of the gods. Y ou make no links
between objects or places, even with conjuration circles. Y ou do not weave patterns of your Gift into
things you make with your hands. Y ou do not send your sight away from your body. Y ou do not affect
fire, weter, air, or earth.”

"Doesthét leave anything?'

Doc didn't answer. Alagtair said, "Well, yes, countlessthings. But they are so rare, and often—I will be
frank—so irrdlevant that there are no tests devised for them." He gave her an apologetic smile. "For
example, afew years ago, | tested awoman who showed sign of Gift but didn't follow the usud patterns.
| found that her Gift was directed inside her. All her sonsgrew up to look just like her father. Identicd, to
the last mole and birthmark. Except for the one who looked like Kiddain Ohawr, the star of stage and
screen. Y ou can't imagine the trouble that caused with her family.”

She laughed, then sobered. ™Y ou're saying thet this Gift could be something totaly usdess.”

Doc nodded. "Y es. That would be awaste. Y ou have so much of it. But you should prepare yourself for
that possibility. Hedda, I'm sorry. I've taken up your whole afternoon.”

"But not wasted. Y ou are dways good company. And the young lady likes my pastries.”

On one Neckerdam broadcast channel, the talk-box showed square dancing. Not too different from
amilar suff he'd seen on the grim world. On the other channd, it was the gamethey cdled
crackbat—part baseball, part ja dai. Harris settled on it and concentrated on trying to figure out the
rules

The little talk-box, the one that acted as his telephone, rang. He picked up the handset without taking his
attention off the screen. The runner in his padded suit, still holding theflat bat with the net at the end,
charged the base and whacked the ball out of the net of its defender. He crashed into the defender and
both landed on the base. "Hello."

"Goodgr Greene?'

IIYall

"Thisis Brannach the Seamer. Three days ago, you brought in an order for demasalle trousers.”

"Oh, right. Hi. Grace on you."

"And on you. They're amost finished, but | needed to know if the lady's trousers were also supposed to
have buttons for suspenders.”



"Suspenders? No, no, no. Belt loops. They're supposed to be worn with belts." Another batter was up.
The pitcher threw the ball and hit him with it. The crowd groaned; the batter walked dejectedly away
from the base. The next batter up took his place. "Did you put buttons for suspenders on my trousers,
too?'

"Of course, Sir.”

"My fault for not explaining things better. All Six pairs need to have loops for belts, but no attachments
for suspenders. Isthat going to cause any trouble?!

This batter ducked thefirst pitch. He managed to sway back and catch the second pitch in the net. He
spun around, hurling the bal far out beyond the base defenders, and dashed for the first base, his bat il
in hand.

"Notrouble, sir. I'm afraid I'll have to charge an extrafour dec for the additiona work. And they
probably will not be ready for a couple of bells more. We are open until five bells, though, and they will
certainly beready by then."

"That's great. I'll be by then for them." He hung up, wondering why the runner on third base looked as
though he were preparing to hurl hisbat at the pitcher.

Harris hadn't felt imprisoned since he'd begun his walks outside the Monarch Building. He did follow
Jean-Rierre's advice, not leaving at the same time or by the same door every day, varying hisroute,
staying dert. Nothing ever happened.

It wastimeto further expand his options.

He stuck his head in the laboratory door. Joseph and Jean-Pierre were there. Joseph wasllifting a
barbdll that looked impossibly heavy. Jean-Fierre, stretched out on a couch, took notes on apad of

paper. Harriswaved to get their attention. "Hey, you guys, I'm going out to get my pants. Either of you
want anything?'

"Hot xioc," Jean-Pierre said. " Joseph?”
The giant shook his head. He set down the barbell and began adding weightstoit.
"Be back soon.”

But instead of descending to the lobby, Harris went down two, to the garage. The mechanic, Fergus
Bootblack, listened to his request.

"Takethe Hutchen," Fergus said. "Y oucan drive, can't you? Good. Are you carrying fire?"
"Fire? Likeacigarette lighter?'
"No, no, no." Fergus pointed hisfinger, miming agun.

"Oh,fire.Yeah"



"Good. Oh, and Doc wants you and the lady Donohue to use the faraway ramp whenever you leave the
building."

"Usethewhat?'

Fergus pointed to a shadowy far corner of the garage. There, adimly lit concrete corner led away from
the garage at aright angleto Harris line of sight. "That leads to aramp that comes out one block over.
Anyone waiting for you outside the Monarch Building will missyou. Come back in the sameway."

"Surething." He looked around. "What's a Hutchen?'

The Hutchen turned out to be an anonymoudy boxy dark green two-seeter; it had a high clearance and
looked alittle like pictures of the Modd T. Fergus had Harris wait a couple of minutes while he logged
the car out on the recordsin his office, then showed him which button started the ignition. It took Harrisa
minute to reacquaint himsalf with the concept of the choke, but fortunately held learned to drive on his
grandfather's archaic pickup truck and not on amore modern vehicle. He groped around for the seetbelts
for along minute before redizing, dismayed, that there were none for him to find.

He managed to get the Hutchen into gear without embarrassing himsa f—the gearshift was an H-pattern,
floor-mounted tick familiar to him—and carefully guided it into the opening Fergus had pointed out.

A long tunnel, four sides of concrete and bare lightbulbs overhead, it traveled at least ablock. Halfway
aong, Harriswas sure that he heard the rush of a subway train beneath him.

The ramp at the far end took him up to where the tunnel terminated in alarge warehouse-type door.
There had to be unseen operators at work; in the rearview mirror, he saw asimilar door dideinto place
behind him before the exterior door did open. Beyond, quick and noisy traffic zipped by in both
directions. Streetlights gleamed atop Greek-style columns, mothsfluttering their lives away around them.

At lagt, hewas vehicular again. It felt pretty good. He eased the Hutchen forward; during abreak in
traffic, he turned left onto King's Road, staying dert to the smple fact that traffic here ran on the wrong
gdesof theroad. It fdt like he was sSixteen again, with afreshly minted driver'slicense, trying to keep dl
the rulesin mind a the sametime.

Harris stuck his hand out the window and signdled, bicycle-style, the way the other motorists did it, for
his right turn from King's Road onto Damablanca. He passed the glowing green-and-gold sign over
Banwite's and threw a sdute his one-time benefactor couldn't see.

There was no parking space open in front of Brannach's. Harris Sighed and drove on past. Parking was
better in Neckerdam than in New Y ork, but he might have to go around the block once or twice before
he found a spot for the Hutchen.

Still scanning for aplace to park, he continued ablock, then turned |ft onto the two-lane
northbound-only avenue labelled Attorcoppe.

A horn blared behind him and he heard a sickening crunch, felt the Hutchen shudder asitsright rear
quarter dammed into something.



He cringed. He knew, without having to turn and look, what had happened. Coming off Damablanca,
distracted, held gravitated like an idiot into theright lane. At least on thisone-way Street it hadn't been a
lanefull of southbound traffic. He dowed and looked over his shoulder at the car held hit, preparing to
mouth an apology to its driver, something to tide him over the few secondsit would take to pull the two
carsto the side.

In the glare from the streetlights, he saw that the driver of the car was staring at him, cursing. No
surprise. Two of the three men in the car with him were also glaring.

Thelast man, the rear-seat passenger on the left side of the car, was haf out of the window, reaching
down for something bouncing and teetering on the car's running board. Harris glanced &t it.

It was aKlapper autogun, the same sort of brassy submachine gun Alastair had used when the assassins
struck at Doc's lab.

The same sort of gun the other two men in the car were now bringing up to aim at Harris.

Chapter Fifteen

"Damnit!" Harris hunched down, mashed the accelerator, jerked the car to the | eft.

There was aroar from the other car, like the world's loudest lawn mower gtarting, and Harrisfelt hall
batter the side of the Hutchen. He flinched and ducked aslow as he could. The shuddering went on and
on.

Hefdt hot stingsin his back and neck. It couldn't be gunfire—that would hurt worse, stop him, wouldn't
it?

Hewheded |eft at the first cross-street, automaticaly did into one of the lanesto the right of the median,
and redlized that al the traffic he could see was headed hisway. Headlights ahead swerved and horns
honked. There was amoment's break in the gunfire from the other car. Then it Started again, from
directly behind; the back of the Hutchen shook under dozens of impacts.

Harris swore. The car pursuing him was along, low-dung, fast-looking job like one of Doc's. He
wouldn't be able to outrun it.

One of the oncoming autos roared past him in the other lane. A few hundred feet ahead, both laneswere
occupied by oncoming headlights.

Harris yanked the whed! |€ft, aiming for agap between two treesin the median. He felt atremendous
bang as his front whed s hit the curb; the Hutchen bounced up, dowed asit plowed through abush
planted between the trees, and rocked asit came down the curb on the far side.

An oncoming car in hislane screeched asit braked; it swerved but managed to skid to astop just feet
away. Harristurned right, findly traveling with the traffic.

There was the sound of an impact behind him, followed by ametallic crunch. Harrislooked in the



rearview mirror—to no avail; it was shattered, pieces of glass ill falling from the frame. He glanced over
his shoulder.

The pursuing car straddled the median. It was motionless, pinned between the two trees Harris had
cleared.

"And then you returned to the Monarch Building?' Doc persisted.
"No, | went back and got our bluejeans.”
"That would seem to be afoolish choice.”

"Damned right it was. But | was mad." He shrugged. "After that | did come right back. Y ou should have
seen Fergus facewhen | drovein and he saw what had happened to the Hutchen.”

"And what about you, Harris?' Doc peered over Harris shoulder. "How ishe, Alagtair?’

Harriswinced as he felt the doctor's tweezers tug at his bare back again.

"Not bad,” Alastair said. "A few pieces of shrapnel that probably used to be car door. Nothing serious.”

Harris glanced again at the faces around him. Doc |ooked thoughtful. Jean-Pierre was frowning. Gaby
was worried. Noriko's expression was, as usud, serene, but Harris thought he saw tension in her pose.
And Joseph, standing near the door, arms folded, looked just plain mad.

Harris attention was drawn to ajar on the nearest |aboratory table. The jar held abrain and eye-stalks
floating in what looked like red jelly, and he had the sudden disconcerting feding that the eyes were
looking at him. As soon as he glanced at them, the eyes|ooked away. He shuddered.

"Anyway," Harris continued, "my guessisthat they were just getting ready to shoot mewhen |
accidentally sideswiped them. | figure that the impact made the first guy drop hisgun. | think maybe | was
saved by my bad driving."

Jean-Pierre asked, "Did you ever return fire?!

"Nope."

"Did you drive past the car once it was stopped to see what condition the gunmen werein?”

“No."

"Did you contact the Novimagos Guard?'

Harris shook his head, impatient. "That's what I'm doing now, right? What are you getting at?'

Doc interrupted: "Who knew you were going out?'

Harristhought it over. " Jean-Pierre and Joseph. And Fergus.”



"And who knew you were going to Brannach's?'

"No one. No, wait. | told Jean-Pierre and Joseph.”

Jean-Rierre diffened. "What are you suggesting?’

Harrislooked a him evenly. "I'm not suggesting anything, JayPee. I'm answering questions. | know you
didn't have anything to do with this. If you wanted something bad to happen to me, you could have
arranged for it lots of times. Stabbed mein aback stairwell or something.”

Jean-Pierre dowly relaxed back into his chair. "Well, then." He turned to glare at Doc. " Stop trying to
pick fights, Doc."

Alagtair dathered bam on the last of Harris cuts and affixed another bandage.

Doc ignored Jean-Pierre. He said, "The Novimagos Guard found the car. It was wedged too firmly
between the trees to drive clear; you chose very well. But the gunmen were gone.”

"Great." Harris glanced back over his shoulder, saw that his cuts were al bound, and shrugged back into
hisshirt. "Thanks, Alegtar.”

Doc said, "I need to make sometalk-box calls. And then . . . I'd appreciate it if you would arrange to go
driving agan."

"Oh, yeah? And how about gunmen?’

"Therewill probably be even more thistime, and better armed.”

"Gredt," Harrissad. "Sign me up.”

Gaby glared a him. "I think that too many days of being cooped up here have made you crazy.”

"Maybeit'll be an improvement from when | was sane," he shot back.

"Y ou want what?' Fergus asked.

"I want the Hutchen again,” Harrissaid. "'I'm stubborn.”
"Y ou mean you're mad. | haven't even begun the repairs.”
Harris shrugged. "If it'sdrivable, it'swhat | want."

Fergus sghed. "Give me afew besats; | haveto look over my notes." He turned away from the madman,
sorrowfully shook his head, and walked into the little office, closing its door behind him.

Onceinsde, he kept anervous eye on the door and picked up the handset of histalk-box double.
"Morcymesth five nine one naught,” hetold the operator.

After aminute, he heard the click of connection, but no voice spoke. Fergus said, "It'sme.”



The other voice was low and smooth. "What?'

"He'scoming out again.”

"With anyone?"

"No, alone." Fergus paused amoment. "Helll bein the same car as before. It should be even easier to
spot. It'sshot up dl to Avlann." He waited a moment longer, but the other voice didn't speak again.
Fergus replaced the handset in his cradle.

He picked up the Hutchen's key and his notebook and consulted the latter as he walked back out.

"It should carry you," he said, not looking up. "The Hutchen. But don't best it too much about before |
canrepair it."

"I won't," Jean-Pierre said.

Fergus looked up, confused. Jean-Pierre stood beside Harris, both of them leaning against the wall,
looking identically nonchaant.

"Oh. Both of you? Or do you want a different car, Highness?
"In fact, well need the dabside lorry instead.”

Ferguslooked in some confusion a Harris. "'I'm glad you changed your mind. I'll just get the key to the
lorry."

Harris shook hishead. "Not yet. Stay here. Doc will be herein asecond to talk to you. He'sjust upin
the building's switchboard office.”

Fergus's ssomach went cold.
He threw his notebook into Jean-Pierre's face and sprinted for the stairwell.
He was two steps from it when an impact like a dedgehammer blow hit the small of hisback. He

smashed into the wall beside the door, staggered backwards, and felt his head crack on the concrete
floor of the garage.

Harris stood over the unconscious mechanic and searched him for wegpons. Fergus carried nothing but
thetoolsin hisbdlt.

Jean-Pierrejoined him. "'l have never seen ajumping kick like that."

"Hying side kick. Best used againgt immobile targets and blind men. But when it connects, it tendsto
smart." Harris unbuckled the tool belt and pulled it free of Fergus. "Say, what's dl this "Highness stuff,

anyway?'

Jean-Pierre shrugged. "By an accident of birth, | am prince and heir to the kingdom of Acadia.”



"Hey. Nicework if you can get it."

The other man smiled thinly. "If | thought it was such nicework | would not be here."

* * *

Fergusfdt pain in hisback and heard amurmur of voices. He forced his eyes open.

Doc'sface hovered above him. Fergus closed hiseyes again.

Hefdt Doc saize him by thelgpels; then he was siwung through the air. His back dammed into the wall
and the pain grew. He dangled in Doc's grip, hisfeet well off the floor, and opened his eyes again.

Doc'sfacewas set in angry lines. Behind him waited his associates, the two grimworlders, and the huge
man named Joseph. Their expressions were unforgiving.

Doc said, "Do you want to go to gaol, or do you want to walk away?"
Fergusfelt alittle surge of hoperisethrough al thefear. "Walk, please.”

Doc dropped him. Fergus hedls hit the floor but hislegs would not hold him up; he did down and s,
legsdrawn up, a Doc'sfest.

Doc glared at him. ™Y ou haveto do two things. First, tell me everything you know about the place you
cdled to—Morcymesth five nine one naught.”

"It'sthe number he gave me." Fergus heard his voice quavering, but he couldn't stop it. "It belongsto a
man named Eamon Moon.”

"Tdl meabout him."

"My height. Lean, like Jean-Pierre. Theladiesal seem to like him and he spends alot of money on
them. He has afla in Morcymesath.”

"That'sal you have?' Doc shook his head. "It's not enough. Take him to gaol.”

"No,please ." Fergusfrantically searched hismemory for thingsto say, presentsto give Doc so that the

man might think better of him. "I met him at the Tamlyn Club once. He hasaregular table there. | saw
him meet another man there once.”

"Describe this other man.”

"A strong-looking redcap, agraybeard from the old world. He has alowland accent.”
"Angus Powrie." Doc thought about it for amoment. "Very well. That's enough for usto tart.
"Second." The anger he turned on Fergus made his previous attitude seem like one of affection. "Why?"

Fergusfdt hisbreath catch. The anger he'd held down for years threatened to surface. It wouldn't do to

vent it on Doc if he till had a chanceto get away. But he couldn't keep the resentment out of hisvoice.
"It'snot my fault. Youreto blame."



"Explain yoursdf."

"Ten yearsl've worked for the Foundation. Every year | apply to be afull associate. Every year you turn
me down, keep me chained in thishole." He gestured at Jean-Pierre and therest. "'l could have been one
of them, but you just wanted meto keep their cars running.I'm as good as they are. She—" he pointed
at Gaby "—is hereless than aweek, and aready you're talking about taking her on, too. What about
me?' Hisvoice cracked on the last word.

"No doubt you'vetold thisto others. At apub, say, after hours.”
Fergusdidn't answer.

"And, no doubt, one day you found afriend in Goodsir Moon. He bought you drinks and told you, yes,
you are as good asthey are, but they hate you and laugh at you."

Fergusfdt aflicker of confuson. That was exactly what had happened. "Maybe."

"They don't deserve you, Fergus." Doc's tone was harsh. ™Y ou know, you could do your family alot of
good with just afew more coins every moon.”

The mechanic didn't answer. His anger was gone, replaced by a cold sickness. If he concentrated hard,
maybe he could keep from throwing up on Doc's boots.

Doc stared down a him along moment. "Alagtair, take him to Galt Athel stane at the guard Station. Tell
them to hold him until hiswords provetrue. Or forever, if they do not.”

* * %

The next evening, Harris and Doc walked into the Tamlyn Club with the confidence of the wedthy
dilettantes they saw al around them. "Goodsir Cremm'stable,” Doc said, and the maitre d' led them
across the crowded floor.

The club was huge, avast expanse of tables dressed in gold tablecloths and decorated with fresh
flowers, white ching, and gleaming slverware.

Green-jacketed waiters served brightly hued patrons. On stage, Addison Trow and his New Cadtilians,
in matching white jackets and blood-red pants, played for the dining audience. Their sound waslike big
band played entirely on strings and woodwinds. Harris decided that he liked it.

The maitre d' brought them to the table where Alastair sat. The doctor glanced up at them, looked away,
and did aclassic double-take, breaking into awide grin. He waited for the maitre d' to leave. "I didn't
recognize you two."

"That'stheidea, isn't it?" asked Harris. He and Doc sat.

Doc's skin wasthe color of adeep Cdiforniatan, just dightly lighter than the suit he wore, and his
short-cropped blond hair matched histie. Harris was as dark as old wood and he knew the Van Dyke
beard and mustache he wore dramatically atered the lines of hisface.

"Wheredid you get dl that?'



"Doc showed me to Siobhan Damvert's old makeup kit. The makeups were mostly too old and dried
up, so | sent out for more, but the hairpieces were mostly in working order.” Harris gingerly touched his
beard,; the spirit gum was holding fine.

"Harris has afine hand for this sort of work," Doc said.

"Hedoes," Alagtair said. "Very well. If you'll try not to be too indiscreet about it and take alook at the
tables nearest the stage . . . The smal round one with only one man at it. That's Eamon Moon."

Harristurned asif to watch the band and spotted the man Alastair described. Moon was alean,
handsome man with a pencil-thin mustache and a sophisticated look. He sipped from awineglasswhile
amiling a themuscians.

Alagtair continued. "He's been here most of the afternoon. Sitting aone, but occasionally people come
up to talk to him. It looks like socia contacts for the most part, and I've recognized a couple of roya
ministers and one captain of the guard among those he's spoken to. Others have thelook of strong-arm
men about them. They don't stay long after he speaks to them.”

"Noriko and Jean-Pierre went through hisflat,” Doc said. "It seems barely lived in. The talk-box was
attached to an interesting device. A wirelesstransmitter made for cabled doublesto plug into. | think it
must send his cals on to another Ste”

"Not here. I've seen him take no cals."

"Go home and get somerest.”

Alastair nodded. He drained the last of his uisge glass, made aface that suggested both pain and
contentment, and | eft.

A waiter asked Harris and Doc whether they were herefor dinner or drinks. Doc ordered wine.

Harris discreetly watched Eamon Moon. The man did little but listen to the musicians, Sp hisdrink, and
exchange words with other patrons as they passed histable. "Boring guy.”

"Wheréshisfire?'

"Hisgun?1 don't know. Do you?'

"Wes"

"Wdl, where?'

"My point isthat you should be ableto tell me."

"Oh." Harrislooked alittle more closely. "Thisiswhere al these damned baggy fair world clothes are
goingto trip meup.”

"There'sno need to curse, Harris."

After two more of the band's songs, he said, "He's acompulsive kind of guy. Does everything the same
way. Lifts hiswineglassthe same way everytime. Checks his pocket watch every so often.”



"Wes"
"Left ampit.”

"Y es. How do you know?"

"He checksit every time he pulls out his pocket watch, doesn't he?!
"Very good. Whereis his bodyguard stting?!

"Bodyguard?'

The band'sinstrumental number ended. The crowd applauded. A large, dusky-skinned musician stood
and took center stage; at the back of the band, a bagpiper stood.

The piper began to play an eerie, unhappy wail. In an earthquake rumble of avoice, the other man sang,

Hetellsme again, "I can do you no more,

No work to be had," and he shows me the door.
Long day of walking, I'm sore o' the foat,
Naught to show for it but a holei' my boot.

The door to my flat does not yield to my knock.
The boy says my lady has changed out the lock.

And through the barred door all the world hears her say,
"From my room and my bed | must turn you away."

The rhythm was wrong, the instrument was wrong, the setting was wrong, but Harris felt a sudden shock
as he recognized what he was hearing. He put his head down on the table. "He's singing the blues.”

"What do you mean?"

"That'swhat we cdl it on the grim world. The blues" Harrislifted hishead to stareimploringly a Doc.
"But, oh my God, on thebagpipe ?'

"That's the way it's done. What el se could sound so soulful ?'

"Do you suppose anyone would get mad if | beat both of them to death?"

" think it would spoil our watch."

"Oh, yeah." Harris suffered through eight more stanzas of the mournful musician'stroubles. He felt much

better when the singer and piper sat to the audience's inexplicable gpplause. Two other musiciansrose
and began adud of hammered dulcimers.



Harris reief didn't last long. Angus Powrie appeared at Eamon Moon's Side and leaned over to speak in
the man'sear. Harris stiffened.

"Better than | had hoped," Doc said.

Powrie didn't stay. He clapped Moon on the back with rough familiarity and walked toward the exit.
Doc dropped acoin on thetable and rose. "A changein plans,” hesaid. "I'll follow Powrie. You cal the
Foundation and have someone come out to join you. Jean-Pierre, preferably. Keep watching Eamon
Moon."

"Right."

Doc waked after Angus Powrie with studied casuaness.

Harris signaed the waiter. When the man came over, he said, "1 need atalk-box for an outside call—oh,
hdl.”

Eamon Moon was on hisfeet, placing coins on histable. So was the thick-waisted, gloomy man Doc
had identified as his bodyguard.

"Never mind," Harris said, and waved the waiter away. He kept his face turned toward the band but
watched Moon and his man leave the club. Once the bodyguard was out the door, Harris followed. He
struggled to keep his breathing regular.

It got worse. As soon as he got out to the sidewalk, Harris saw Moon and his bodyguard pull away
from the curb in agleaming red convertible.

Harris cursed. Doc had the car. He looked up the street. There was no taxicab in sight, just a steady
stream of oncoming traffic, and Moon's convertible would be out of sight in a matter of moments.

He sprinted after Moon's car. It trailed away, shrinking into adistinctive pair of taillightsin the distance.
Harris had to have acar, and fast.

He crossed into the roadway, glancing back. Two cars back was alow-dung roadster, a gleaming
black. Harris put on aburst of speed, crossed the lane empty of oncoming traffic, and made alegp for
the roadster.

He landed clean on the running board and grabbed the top of the door.

The car wasfilled with kids—they looked like they were barely in college years, two boys and three
girls, ranging from very fair to nut-brown, al dressed up in eye-poking colors. They al woreidentica
straw hats with red hatbands and looked at him wide-eyed.

"I'm with the Sidhe Foundation," Harris said. The cliché was out of his mouth before he could check it:
"Follow that car."

Their sudden, united chear startled him; he dmost fal off into the Street.



Doc, in hisroadgter, kept two cars back from Angus Powriestaxi. That massive green vehicle, shaped
something like a giant scarab beetle, headed south on King's Road, keeping asteady pace. Then it turned
left onto Idand Way, the highway that crossed the Idand Bridge, and put on aburst of speed.

Doc shook his head. Powrie, canny after decadesin the crimind life, had to have spotted him. The
redcap wouldn't be leading him anywhere. Doc pulled the too-warm blond wig off, dropping it on the
seet beside him, then accelerated and whipped around the car ahead of him.

The cab's whedls screamed as it turned right, too sharply, and disappeared behind along resdentia
building. Doc sent his more maneuverable roadster into atighter turn and got the cab in Sight again. It was
accelerating, astraight-line run past cross-street after cross-treet.

Doc stood on the accelerator and gained on it. Within ablock, he was on the taxi's bumper. He made
sure hisautomatic pistol was till in the shoulder holster.

The driver gave up. He pulled to the curb and switched off the red light on the hood that said he was
engaged. Doc pulled in beside him and jumped out, leveling his gun at the taxi's occupants.

Occupant. The streetlight showed only the taxi driver, aman with alined face and a startled expression.
Thedriver raised hishands.

"Whereishe?'

"Most amazing thing | ever saw," said the driver. "Dropped me afull lib and said to keep going. Just of f
Idand Way, he jumped clean out of the car! Hit so hard he bounced. Did you ever hear of such athing?'

Doc sighed and holstered his gun. Well, at least Harris and Jean-Pierre till had Eamon Moon under
observation.

"Areyou redly with the Sidhe Foundation?' asked the driver. She wastiny, blond, and naturally
wide-eyed even after her composure returned.

"Yes |—"
The boy beside her asked, "Are you after agunman? A spy?"

"Wel—"

"Do you know the prince? He's to swoon for."

"| think he'swearing makeup. Are you wearing makeup? Y our faceis running.”
"How did you get s0 big?"

Harris stretched on tiptoe. Over the roof of the car in front he could still see the taillights of Moon's car.
It wasturning. He crouched again, holding tight. "Take aright at the next street.”

The girl braked and turned expertly; the maneuver pressed Harris againgt the door. "How do you join?"



she asked. "Isthere atest?'

Suddenly there were no cars between the kids and Moon's. Harris returned to a crouch. "Hell if | know.
| just sort of fell intoiit."

"Well, that's not very helpful. Y ou can't plan to fdl into things, can you?' Shedidn't wait for an answer.
"Isthat the one, the red Bellweather?"

"Yeah. Isthat what it is, aBelwesther?'

"Lagt year's"

"How do you know?"

"By thetaillights"

"That's good, very good. Y ou know alot about cars?'

"l lovecars. | planto bevery rich so | can have onefor every day of the moon.”

"Good plan." The car made another right turn; he held on tight asthe girl followed. "That taillight thing is
agood trick. Learn lots of neat stuff like that. It'll probably improve your oddswith Doc.”

"Truly?' She beamed asmilelikeaheadlight & him.
The boy beside her asked, "Heletsyou cal him Doc?!

They were on abroad four-lane that ran aong the shore of what would have been the Hudson River.
Between warehouses and dark businesses, Harris had frequent glimpses of the river and of the piers
arayed dongiit.

Ahead, the Bellwesther turned left beside alarge warehouse building. Harris said, " Stay on the road. But
go dow, please.”

They cruised past. Harris saw the Bellweather stopped in front of a big warehouse. The car honked. Just
before the building hid them, Harris saw the big door begin to dide open, light shining from beyond.

They passed in front of the office building in front of the warehouse, apart of it. The painted sign above
the main entrance, dimly lit by asmdl spotlight, read "Aremorcy Waterways." " Okay, can you stop
here?'

She pulled the car to the Side and braked. He stepped off, staring at the building. A heavy, monolithic
thing of dark brick. Three stories. Shuttered windows on the upper stories. "What street are we on?"

Shelaughed a him. "Western High Road. How many roads do you think run aong theriver?'
lla,]lll
"Areyou carrying fire?" asked the older of the two girlsin the backseat.

The boy in the middle asked, "Doesn't the Foundetion give you an auto?"



"Can | drive you somewhere ese?' the driver asked. "The guard-station?”

He smiled at her. "Sure." He stepped back up on the running board. “"How about the Monarch
Building?'
"Oh, good."

Back in the [aboratory, Doc managed a derisve snort. "Perhapsif I'd enlisted the aid of acar full of
university students, 1'd not have been outmaneuvered so easily. No, you did very well, Harris" He turned
to face everybody. "Harris, Gaby, therest of uswill be visiting this place in Morcymesth. It'slikely to be
the center of their activitiesin Neckerdam. Thiswill bearaid, possbly very dangerous. The two of you

will say here"
Harris started to nod.
Gaby said, "Noway inhdl."
Everyone looked a her. Doc said, "Why not?'

She took adeep breath before answering. "Doc, I'm not going to let you al go out and risk your livesfor
me. Not while| stay safe on the top of your ivory tower. What if you got hurt? What if you gotkilled ?

How could I live with that?'
Doc shrugged. "It'swhat we've chosen to do.”
"Wdll, it'swhat [—" Shelooked startled. "It'swhat I'm choosing to do.”

Harris saw Doc's face brighten and Joseph's face fall. The taciturn giant looked as though he'd just come
to the funerd of afriend.

In spite of hissmile, Doc said, "Y ou're not trained in it, Gabriela"
"So tell me where to go and what to do so | don't put any of you in danger.”
Harrisfumed. If she went, he had to go. He fought down the urge to strangle Gaby.

Doc looked at Harris. "Do you agree with her?"

"Oh, absolutdy.” Harris spoke the biggest lie of hislifewith utter conviction. Gaby turned her smileon
him. That made it alot better.

"Then you'reapair of fools. Make yoursalves ready."

In the bouncing back of the Sidhe Foundation's delivery truck, Harris sat on abench and unfolded one
of Fergus maps of Neckerdam. He saw that if this were Manhattan, Morcymeath would have been the
entire southern tip of theidand, and there were more piers here than in the corresponding area on the



grimworld.

He glanced around at the others arrayed on the two benches. Everyone but Doc and Jean-Pierre, who
werein thetruck's cab. Alastair had his Klapper autogun partialy disassembled; as he put it back
together again, Gaby watched in grim fascination. She held atarnished bolt-action rifle; it looked
incongruoudy big and old in her hands. There were wooden cabinets bolted to the truck walls above
their heads, Harris had aready seen the wegpons racked inside them, had been given more firepower
than hed ever carried before. Thiswasaprimeva SWAT van.

Joseph, beside him, looked gloomier than ever. Harris nudged him with hisknee. "Hey. What's egting
you?"

"Y ou and Gabrielashould not be here."
"Tdl meabout it. What about you?"

"l am hard to hurt."

"You stand in front, then."

"I will."

"l wasjoking."

They dl did afew inchestoward the cab asthe truck dowed and stopped. The lightbulb against the van
roof went dark.

A moment later, Doc pulled open the back doors of the truck. Atypicdly, he wore black clothesand his
hair was tucked up under ablack felt cap with earflaps; it looked hot. "Out, and quiet," he said.

They disembarked into the deep shadow cast by the monstrous skyscrapers of Morcymeath. Though a
few of the buildings had windowslit, at this hour most of Neckerdam's businesses were closed for the
night, and Doc had chosen adark side street.

Two other trucks were parked behind Doc's. Harris saw people climbing out their rear doors. They
seemed young but quietly professiond, perhaps adozen men and haf adozen women, al cladin
uniforms made black by the night.

Doc waved one over. The burly, bearded man who approached was better dressed than the others; in
addition to the uniform trousers, tunic, boots and holster belt, this man had elaborate gold trim on the
tunic and a hip-length cloak. He saluted Doc—at least Harris assumed it was a saute; the man held his
open palm on his breast for amoment as though he were ligtening to " The Star-Spangled Banner."

Doc returned the salute. "Good to work with you again, Lieutenant Athelstane,” he said. He gestured at
the hulk of abuilding down the block and across the intersecting street. " Position your men on the south,
north, and west sdes; my associateswill be on the east. Therésthe chancethat thisis alegitimate
business, 0 be cautious. But | think it'smore likely thiswill be smilar to any glitter-bright didtillery raid.”

"Meaning they'll fight like trapped rats.”

Doc smiled sourly. "Rats with autoguns. Y ou're to wait for my signal, but use your discretion. If you hear



shouts or gunfire, don't bother to wait. Dismissed.” They traded sautes, and Athelstane turned to rgjoin
histroops.

Asthelieutenant led his people away into the darkness, the others clustered around Doc. Jean-Pierre
was not in hisusual elegant dress; he wore baggy workman's clothes and acloth cap.

Doc said, "We have to assume the doors are watched. Noriko, you and | will creep up beside the front
door and wait for Jean-Pierre. Alastair, | want you and your Klapper on the other side of the street on
the north corner for fire support.” He frowned at Harris. "Y ou're not carrying along arm.”

"I've never fired arifle. | took acouple of revolversfrom the truck, on top of my usua.” Harris patted his
coat pockets, felt the reassuring weight of the weapons and ammunition they held.

"Youll need to be close, then. Like Alagtair, but south corner. But you won't be entering; stay at that
position and keep any gunmen from leaving the building.”

"Sure

Doc looked at Gaby. There was nothing but joyless resolvein her expression. "Jean-Pierre, how isshe
with that?"

"Straight and true.”

"Gaby and Joseph, stay here with the truck. Y ou're our find line of reinforcement on thisflank. Don't act
unlessyou haveto. Any questions?’

There were none. Doc nodded at the rest of them, then he and Noriko melted away into the shadows.

Harrislooked a Alastair. The doctor gestured for him to wait; then, after several seconds, pointed at the
wall behind Harris. Harris moved there and walked in the deep shadow beside the wall, while Alastair
matched him beside the building across the street.

Harris heart pounded. Prefight jitters again. He concentrated on his breathing, tried to make it dow and
even.

In aminute, because of Gaby's damned insstence that she come aong, he might have to shoot
somebodly.

Kill somebody.

He reached the corner of the building, the closest approach to the cargo house, and stopped there within
its shadow.

A few feet ahead, cars were parked aong the sidewak. Beyond them was the broad four-lane stret,
and beyond that was the combined warehouse and office he'd seen before. There were no cars parked in
front of the office. Traffic was not heavy, but the cars that did pass were moving fast.

Acrossthe side street to hisright, Alastair had set up just short of the corner of hisbuilding. The doctor's
attention was fixed on the front of the building they would soon be assaulting.

Hetook another look at the building, evaluating it in terms of what Doc planned for them to do. Inthe



middle of the building face there was an inset a dozen feet deep; there, the steps of astoop rose haf a
dozen feet to the heavy, round-topped wooden door that seemed to be the place's main entrance. There
were shuttered windows above the entrance, and Harris could see another window on the right wall of
theinset; if there was yet another window on the left wall of theinset, Alagtair would be ableto seeit.
Harris saw no street-level stairwellsleading down to a basement entrance.

Doc appeared on the stoop asif by magic. He stood to the left of the door, back flat againgt the wall.
Harris could see only hisface—in profile, turned toward the door—and hisleft hand. Doc gestured, and
Noriko appeared dmost as suddenly, climbing up over the right concrete banister of the stoop. They
flanked the door and froze into immoility.

From his pockets, Harris drew out the two pistols hed been given in the truck. They were both bigger
than the one held been carrying, the one he still wore just over hiskidney. Instead of having swing-out
cylinders, they were break-loaders, long-barrelled weapons, comfortingly heavy. He broke each one
open to make sure it was loaded.

Jean-Pierre, carrying some sort of clipboard and a package wrapped in brown paper, breezed past him
with awink. He had copper-red hair and abristly beard to match, courtesy of Harris and Siobhan
Damvert's makeup case. "You'l do fine" he whispered.

Jean-Pierre dodged traffic to cross the Street, then trotted up the stoop of the office building and
knocked loudly.

Therewas no immediate response. Harris saw him stand there, douching, the bill of his cap drawn low,
asrelaxed and indifferent as though he weren't flanked by two people carrying dangerous wegpons.

Harris saw alittle rectangle of light appear in the doorway at about face-level. A smal pandl, like Harris
had seen in movies about speakeasies. A face gppeared in the opening.

Carsroared by and Harris couldn't hear any of Jean-Pierré's words. He could see Jean-Pierre offering
the package, gesturing with the clipboard, shaking his head.

Thelittle pand closed. Jean-Pierrefroze.

Doc swung around and put hisfist through the panel. Harris heard a crack of wood. Doc jammed his
armin the hole, amogt to the shoulder, then pulled. He yanked the man's head through the hole,
splintering wood above and below. The man squedled, harsh and loud as an angry wildcat.

Harris moved forward to knedl behind the nearest car. He set one of the pistols down beside him,
brought the other one up in atwo-handed grip, and readied himsdlf to kill.

Chapter Sixteen

Acrossthe street, Doc shoved the guard, then yanked hard. The guard's head, now bloody, emerged a
second time. Thistime he didn't scream. But the door didn't budge.

Jean-Pierre pulled out his pistol and fired it at the lock, two quick shots. Harris saw one of the passing



cars swerve at the sudden noise. Doc yanked again and the head of the guard bobbed, but the door till
didn't move. Harristhought he saw Doc curse.

The shutters above and to the right of the stoop swung open. Harris saw two men lean out into the light.
One held an autogun.

"Shit, shit,shit I" Harrisaimed at the window and squeezed off afast shot. He saw the man in the
window flinch. It wastoo dark to line up the gun's sights; he thumbed the hammer back and aimed as
best he could for the second shat, the third, the fourth, the gun kicking in his hand.

The men in thewindow dropped back out of sight. Harris cocked the revolver again and sighted in on
the window, waiting.

Acrossthe side street, Alastair opened fire with the autogun; Harris flinched at its jackhammer roar. The
doctor hosed down the left wall of the inset. There had to be awindow there, too, and it must have

opened.

There was gunfire from the far sde of the office building. Harris saw Doc curse again. The building's
door till stood resolutely closed. The thing had to be massvely reinforced.

The man with the autogun appeared in the window. Harris fired. Thistime he saw the man jerk and drop
back. The autogun fdll; Jean-Pierre, his attention on the windows, caught the wegpon beforeit hit
concrete. He swung around and, like Alastair, directed gunfire against the window Harris couldn't see.

A quick exchange between Doc and Noriko. Harris saw her draw her blade, asilvery line glinting in
moonlight. Doc released the guard; the man hung in the doorway. Doc stooped and cupped his hands.

Noriko stepped into the gtirrup hisfingers made. Doc straightened, swinging his arms up. Suddenly
Noriko was flying, leaping up to the window Harris was covering. She got one hand on the pane and
came down with her knee on the sll; Harris saw her face twist in pain. Then she dashed a something
beyond the window and scrambled in, disappearing from sight.

A blur of pink to Harris right. He glanced that way and saw Joseph charging toward the front of the
office.

Joseph ran like a child, with tottering, off-baance steps, hisarms waving avkwardly out in front of him.
Hedidn't pausefor traffic. A gleaming green Hutchen swerved to miss him; the driver honked and kept
driving.

Joseph hurtled up the stairs. Doc and Jean-Pierre leaned out of hisway.

The clay man hit the door like an awkward footbd| linemanin full charge. The door didn't dow him; it
just broke with anoise like agunshot and was instantly gone. Harris didn't want to think about what had
become of the guard behindiit.

Jean-Pierre charged in after him, the autogun pointed high, and Doc followed.

Alastair emerged from cover and crossed the four-lane, dodging traffic. He paused at the corner of the

inset, scanning the entrance and the window held fired on. Then he scrambled up the sairsand
disgppeared into the office building.



And then there was nothing but muffled gunshots. Shouting that Harris couldn't make ouit.
He concentrated on his breathing again.

How many shots had he fired? He broke open the gun in his hand, gjected the brass. One cartridge was
gtill unfired. Hereplaced it in the cylinder, then rel oaded the wegpon from the ammunition in his pocket.

They gtarted firing on Joseph the moment he crashed through the door: two autoguns, pistols he couldn't
number. He dimly felt impacts before he plowed through the line of gunmen, cracking limbs and ribcages,
scattering them.

It was sad. But perhapsif he broke them now no one would have to shoot them |ater.

Ahead, more men wererolling ameta door into place, blocking the opening into the warehouse beyond.
Joseph picked up speed.

He hit the meta door as hard as he'd ever hit anything. He heard its scream of protest, felt it buckling
under hismass asthough it were alight roasting pan. It tore free from its housing and crumpled around
him as he drove it before him; he went off baance and tripped, skidding across the concrete on his
maformed metal ded, scattering more men.

Harriswatched as, across the street, one of the sections of concrete sdewak levered open. It was just
like the hidden door a Duncan's Wickhollow house. He came dert, closed his pistol, aimed it acrossthe
hood of the car.

A man's head rose from the hole and |ooked around; he didn't spot Harris. He climbed out of the hole.
In his hand was something that looked like a sawed-off shotgun. It was Eamon Moon, now dressed in
what looked like ascarlet sk robe.

Harrislet him get completely out from the hole. Moon took acouple of furtive steps toward the open
office door. Hisintention was obvious: snesk up on the Sidhe Foundation people from behind. Harris
shouted, "Don't move!"

Moon turned and yanked the trigger.

Harrisfelt blind fear as he saw agout of fire emerge from the weapon barrel. The other Sde of the car
he crouched behind screamed and crumpled in protest.

Harrisfired. Moon jerked asif punched in the gut and stared stupidly at Harris.
Then heamed thegun again.

Harris fired asecond time. Moon took a staggering step back toward the hole and fell to the concrete.
Harris stared at hisunmoving bodly.

Hed just shot aman. He paused, expecting . . . expecting he didn't know what. Nothing happened
except hefound that his mouth was dry.



What now? If men came pouring out of that hole, Harriswouldn't be able to stop al of them. They'd be
ableto hit Doc and the others from behind.

He hdf turned. "Gaby, get up herel”

"l hear you." Her voice, coming from right behind him, made him start. He craned his neck to look back.
She was standing where held been just afew moments ago, at the corner of the building; al he could see
was some of her rifles barrel, protruding beyond the corner, and alittle of her silhouette behind the

building edge.

"l haveto go block that hole." He grabbed his second handgun and sprinted across the street, stuttering
astep to avoid running in the path of anorthbound limousine. Once past the brick roadway, he moved
cautioudy up toward the dark hole, both guns out in front of him.

Concrete steps leading down into darkness. If he got close enough, anyone down below would be able
toseehim.

The thought of somebody lurking at the bottom of the steps, a shotgun ready, drove dl theair out of his
lungs. He circled around the hole, coming up on it from behind thetilted dab of concrete. That put him
right besde Eamon Moon. He took a soccer-style kick at Moon's gun, clattering it up against the sde of
the building, then put his shoulder to the dab and shoved. It obligingly keeled over and fell back into
place, making an enormous hollow boom and stinging hisfeet through the lesther soles of his shoes.

Situation under control . . . for now. He picked up Moon's gun and trotted back across the street,
keeping the dab, the dead man, and the bottom of the stoop in view. He knelt down behind the cover of
the car. There were more shots from inside the building.

Harris could see Moon's eyes staring up at the stars, unblinking. He had the uneasy fedling that if he
gtared long enough, Moon would look up with a hurt expresson and point an accusing finger at him.

Wel, let him. Harris couldn't afford to worry about it now. He kept hisaim on the building.

Noriko found a second-story window, alowing her to ook into the cargo house. Immediately below her
were enormous shelves piled with wooden crates and cardboard boxes. Below and to the left was the
doorway into the office building; Alastair and Jean-Pierre held it, firing short burstsinto the cargo house,
keeping the Changdling's men under cover. She could see Doc and Joseph, the former legping clean
through aset of shelvesto open fire on defenders on the other side, the latter advancing on gunmen with
amangled metal sheet held before him as cover.

Gunfire sounded from the far Sde of the building. That had to be the men defending at the exterior door,
in battle with Lieutenant Athdstanes soldiers.

She squeezed through the window and, catlike, dropped to the nearly empty top of the shelving below.
The impact made her bruised knee smart more. Thin board bent beneath her feet but did not give way.
The shelves themsealves, massive and rock-solid, stood firm against the impact.

Sheraced forward adong the shdlf-top, toward the broad center aide between the ranks of shelving, and
gauged her legp. It wasfifteen feet, a distance she should easily manage—on an unimpeded dirt track, on



an unhurt leg. If shefailed, shed crash into the shelves on the far Sde.

She picked up speed in the spare few steps beforetheend . . . and then she was airborne, flailing the
sword in her right hand and the sheeth in the | ft for balance. She heard the whistle of abullet inchesfrom
her head.

Noriko came down on the far shelf-top with two feet to spare, but stumbled as her hurt knee gave way.
Shefél forward, damming down on the cheap wood of the shelf, knocking the wind from her. She heard
her sheath clatter to the concrete floor before sheredlized sheld lost it. But she was up in a second,
ignoring the pain in her chest and leg, and legped for the top of the next set of shelves over, amuch
shorter jump than her first one.

Two more bounds and she was a the shelf next to the side door. Below, two men with autoguns stood
at the door, firing out through dits cut in the wall. Beside them, two cars, a hardtop sedan and a
canvas-topped red roadster, waited—escape vehicles for the Changeling's men. She saw no one through
their windows, they hadn't yet decided to retreat.

She stepped off the top of the shelf and dropped more than a dozen feet, landing on her back on the
canvastop of the roadster. It held up against theimpact, threw her apace back up into the air; she
rolled, coming down in a crouch beside the car. Her knee held.

One of the autogunners saw her just in time to turn and take her sword-thrust in the chest. He fell back
againg thewall. The other didn't have timeto turn; her bloody sword-point pricked at histhroat just as
he redlized something was horribly wrong. He stiffened.

"Drop the gun,” she suggested. "Open the door. Or join your friend in your next life."

* * %

Out front, the concrete dab levered open again.

Harris glanced back at Gaby, saw her rifle barrel ill protruding from the corner. He brought his
revolver up, amed at the hole again, and sucked in alungful of air for another shouit.

Alasgtair's head popped up. The doctor turned for aquick look around, caught sight of Harris, and
flinched back out of sight.

The hdls of Aremorcy Waterways were frantic with activity. Blue-uniformed members of the
Novimagos Guard hustled captured gangsters through the tile-walled hdls. Other guardsmen, guns
drawn, burgt into darkened officesto ferret out gangsters who might be hiding. Doc's associates collected
in the cargo house, prowling among the shelves and stacks of wares, using crowbarsto pry open
interesting-looking containers.

Harriswaked through the confusion, glancing numbly at the arrests and the searches. Novimagos
guardsmen passed him in the hallways, not seeing him. It was as though he were aghost. Maybe hewas
close enough to death that al he needed to do was squint to see the spirit of the man held killed.

He passed through the door out of the offices and into the cargo house. Noriko spotted him at once and
cameto him, favoring her left leg. Something about his expression must have told astory; she asked,
"Areyou hurt?'



"l killed aman, Noriko."
She nodded, sympathy briefly evident in her eyes. "And it fedsbad.”
"No, that'sjust it. It doesn't fed at dl. | kegp waiting for it to hit." He shrugged. "Isn't it supposed to?"

"If you hadn't shot him, he would have shot all three of us. | don't think Alastair could see him from his
corner. It wasthe right thing. We owe you our lives, Harris."

Hefrowned. "I don't get you."

"The man with the Klgpper."

"No, the man on the sdewak—oh." Harris sagged. ™Y ou mean | got the guy in the window, too. | shot
two men to death tonight.” He took a deep breath and waited. Maybe now something would happen to
him, some blagt of guilt like alightning bolt from the hand of Zeus.

Nothing did.

Doc cdled, "Noriko? Tell mewhat you think of this"

She gave Harris an apologetic look and headed Doc's way. The investigation wasn't waiting for the
lightning bolt of Zeus.

An unaccustomed weight in his coat pocket reminded him that he was il carrying the dead man's gun.
He pulled it out to look at it.

It was strange. It was aslong as a sawed-off shotgun, but with asingle barrel and alarge cylinder likea
revolver's. It had aswing-out cylinder like his smal revolver. He pressed the catch for it and popped the
cylinder out. It held four shotgun shells. He closed the weapon.

There was aloop of white cord tied to the front of the gun, just under the barrel. The cord continued
along the left sde of the barrel and wastied off to aknob near the trigger. He could tug on the cord and
draw the loop closed.

Alagtair, visble between crates on the far Sde of aset of shdves, sad, "It'saWexstan."
"It'swerd."

" Sportsman's weagpon. For birdstalkerswho liked to get close to their quarry. Also for snakes that get
too close" He came around the set of shelvesto give the thing a better look. "Thisisthe way gangsters
modify the things. See theloop of rope? Drop it over avictim's head and draw it tight over his neck, and
you ensure cooperation. If thevictim triesto yank free, helll probably yank the trigger. That's the end of
the victim. The gangster can draw the loop tighter to control hisvictim. It'svery good for kidnapping.”

"Charming." Harris handed the weapon off to the next guardsman.

* * %

The second floor of the office building had been arranged into bedrooms and barracks rooms. Lieutenant
Athelstane reported that the building had, until recently, housed more than the thirty or so men theraid



had killed or captured. "We have asinger,” hetold Doc. "But he won't perform in sight of the others.”
"Let'sfind him aprivate office,” Doc said.

One of the offices downstairs was actualy set up for business, with adesk and an adding machine nearly
as big as an old-fashioned cash regigter. Alastair brought in extrachairsfor Doc's associates.

Athelstane dragged in one of the captured gangsters. This man had a square face and dack expression
under intelligent-looking eyes. His ears rose to adramatic point; his hair was blond and he was
clean-shaven. He was dressed only in trousers, and his hands were shackled in front of him with
handcuffsthe color of tarnished copper. Athelstane shoved him into the chair behind the desk;

Jean-Pierre turned the desk lamp o it shined into hisface. The man's eyes watered from the light. He
grimaced but didn't complain.

"Y ou know who | am," Doc said. "Y ou know my reputation. These aretheterms: Y ou cooperate. |
decide later what it'sworth to me. Lie to me and it's not worth much. Give me the keysto the city and it
can beworth alot. That's asexplicit asit gets. Yesor no."

Themansad, "Yes"

"Your name."

"Swyn Alpson.”

"Who do you work for?"

"Aremorcy Waterways."

"Youvejud insulted my intdligence.

The man shifted, restless. "My bossis Eamon Maoon. | do most of the work he'sresponsible for. But
Angus Powrie gives Moon orders, and he and Darig MacDuncan give eachother orders. | don't know
which oneisthe boss, but Angus calls Darig "sr' and Darig cals Angusthingslike “toad' and "bug'.”

Harrisleaned forward to interrupt: " "Bug'? This Darig guy isthe Changeling, then."

Alpson nodded. "He calls himsdlf that, yes."

Doc sad, "MacDuncan. ‘Duncan'sson.' Ishe?"

"| don't know whose son heis."

"IsDarig adevisr?'
"No. Don't think so."

"But you have adeviser in your gang."

"No. Darig just gets packages with thingsin them. Books. Instructions. From adeviser. | don't know
who."



"Does Darig show any sign of any Gift?"

"No."

"Why do you cal him the Changeling, then”?"

Alpson shrugged. "Helikesit. Hetdlsusto.”

Doc sat back, frowning. "Where are they? Angus and the Changeling?*

"Went to the airfield early this evening. Angus went off to fetch Eamon back first. Eamon's supposed to
be here when Angus and Darig aren't. Angus came back full of spite about you—" he nodded to Doc
"—don't know why, and then he and Darig | eft. With the old sodder.”

"Who isthat?'

"NameisBlackletter.”

Harris saw Doc and Jean-Pierre stiffen. His own back was suddenly tense.

Doc drew along, dow breath. "Tell me about Blackletter.”

Alpson twisted his mouth, an expression of distaste. "Came afew days ago with three big,
stupid-looking men, and a bigger, stupider-lookingthing . Took charge; Angus and Darig both call him
sr. They taked and talked, like getting reacquainted.” He gave Doc an evauative look. "I heard some of
what they were talking about.”

Doc waited.

Alpson shrugged. "Blackletter asked about the list, whatever that is. Darig said it was al done but the
new ones. A man and awoman are the new ones, | know that. | know thelist isin the safe”

"Whereisthe safe?’
Alpson tapped hisleft foot. "Just here, beneath my foot.”

Doc turned to Jean-Pierre. "Cdll Eight-Finger Tom. I'm not going to put anyone less on adeviser's safe.
Offer him whatever it takesto get out here right now."

Jean-Pierre rose and | eft.
Doc turned back to Alpson. "What else did they talk about?'

"Blackletter saidhis list was done. Taunted Angus with it. Good-spirited, like. I'm an old, old man and |
finished my lig first.' This afternoon they loaded up equipment and took it out to the airfield.”

"What sort of equipment?”

"Don't know. Lotsof it, though, dl in big crates. Took eight dabside trucksto carry it. Loaded it onto
two big arwings™"



"Thisafternoon.”

"Wes"

"Wherewere they going?'

The ganggter shrugged. " Cretanis, somewhere. Some village. Adnum.”

"Adennum?'

"That'sit."

"What sort of airwings?'

"Big new Weissefrau Vaks."

Doc sat back, looking distracted; his lips moved, but he didn't speak.

Harrissaid, ™Y ou mentioned big, dumb guyswith him. Tell me about them.”

"Stupid sodders. Y ou can hardly understand their talk. They complain about everything. The cold. The
heet. Us. One of them, name of Phipps, said something twisted hisfavorite firepiece al out of shape.
Carried around abig lump ofiron hetried to tell me used to be agun. Stupid bugger.”

"Phipps. Big guy, lots of muscle?’

"Huge, even more than you. Had abusted wing, but Blackletter sent him off to a doctor and he got that
fixed right away. They weredl big."

Doc said, "Well talk again later. For now, show Lieutenant Athelstane their rooms. Angus, Darig's,
Moon's, and Blackletter's."

The burly Novimagos guardsman seized Alpson by an ear and yanked him up from the chair. Alpson
grunted but didn't complain and wasled out.

Doc turned to Noriko. "We might be able to catch up to himin theFrog Prince .

She shook her head. "1t's not much faster than Vakyries, Doc. Oh—you mean agtraight flight.”
He nodded.

Alagtair smacked himsdlf in the forehead. "Not again.”

Noriko rose. "I'll haveit ready by the timethe rest of you get there.” She limped out.

"Alagtair?' Doc sad. "Tell mewhat you make of this"

He kndt beside an upright cabinet in the plushly furnished room Alpson had identified as Darig
MacDuncan's. The floor was covered with a colorful rug bearing an intricate geometric design; a



four-poster bed surrounded by filmy curtains dominated the room.

Alagtair and Harris moved over to look. Harris could hear Jean-Pierre, Gaby, and Alastair ransacking
the room next door, the one Angus Powrie had lived in.

Doc knelt over awooden strongbox. The lock had been forced and the lid was up. Harris could see a
crumpled mass of gray cloth inside the box; there seemed to be wooden cubes benegath it. Doc held a
curious object: asmall, flexible brown disk with aloop attached to one side and an extrusion the size and
shape of one finger-digit protruding from the other side. It seemed to be made of atranducent material
and bent freely in Doc'sfingers.

The context waswrong, and it took Harris amoment to redlize that he was looking at something familiar.
"Hey, that'sapacifier.”

The other two looked at him, curious. "It's scarcely heavy enough to hurt a man when you hit him with
it," Doc said.

"Huh?'

Doc mimed an overhand blow with aclub. "A pacifier. A rubber or leather envelopefilled with lead
shot. Hoodlums use them to beat men unconscious.”

"No, no, no. A pacifier isanipplefor babies. Pop it in their mouth and they suck onit. It's made of
plastic.” Hetook it from Doc, turned it over to look for amaker's mark. On one side, he found the
amogt invishble emboss reading "Made in Japan™ and showed it to Doc. " Japan isthe Wo of my world."

Harris stooped and rooted around in the box. The gray masswas a downy blanket with amaker'stag
gtill attached to one seam. The cubes benegath it were aphabet blocksidentica to ones Harris had had as
achild. Therewasdso apladtic rattle.

"Doc, thisisdl baby stuff from the grim world." Harris glanced at the two of them and found that each
had one eye closed; Doc was looking at the objectswith hisleft eye, Alastair with hisright.

They looked at each other and opened their eyes. Alagtair said, "It dl has the aura of the man who lived
in thisroom, but very, very strong. They're his baby goods, I'm sure.”

Doc sat back, frowning. "Harris, you said the Changeling was young. How young?”

"Hard to say, especidly here on thefair world. Not ateenager. Twenty, maybe twenty-five." Hetried to
remember the man's voice, tried to compare hisface to what he'd since learned about the way the fair
folk aged. " Closer to twenty."

"I think | haveit,” Doc said. "We know Duncan went to the grim world instead of dying twenty years
ago. My guess, and these objects bear it out, isthat he used old, old devisements to take the place and
identity of achild of your world, Harris"

Harris snorted. "Whatever you say, Doc. | mean, I've seen weirder since I've been here. Just the
prospect of that old guy crawling around in acrib and crying for milk is pretty strange.”

"But that's precisady what he would have done. By his arts he would have made himself smdler and
prevented the child's parents from recognizing the physical change. They would have noticed an dteration



to hismanner, of course. He would have been a screaming, shrieking tyrant.”
"Likered babies, you mean."

"Worse. Hewould have leeched dl joy from their lives and driven them to early death. But aslittle as
your folk know about mine, they probably would not have redlized what the change in him meant. They
wouldn't have known the old waysto trick him, to get their baby back. So he would have used the
identity he stole asabase for hisactivities on the grim world.”

Alagtair nodded. "And the child he stole, and sent back here, is Darig MacDuncan. Who calls himself
the Changeling . . . even though it wasDuncan who was actudly the changeling.”

"Raised by Angus,”" Doc said. "No wonder he's astwisted as he is. HEd no chance to be otherwise.™

The captured gangsters were long gone and Doc's associates were gathering to leave when Eight-Finger
Tom arrived. He was a short, dight man with quick mannerisms, arestless eye, and agold tooth. He
carried asmall bag made of carpet. He had dl ten fingers. He shook hands with Doc and said, "The
usud?'

"Worse. It'sadeviser's safe, an old one.™
The other man grimaced. " Show me."

Doc took him into the office where they'd done the interrogation. Harris, waiting with the othersin the
hall, heard them pry up apand from the wooden floor.

Tom'stonewas curious. "What a strange design. And the handle—ouch! Who'd make a safe out of
unsheathed stedl? Bugger. Give me the gloves out of my pack, would you? Thethin ones.” Therewasa
long wait. "Oh, yes. It'swarded, dl right. It's not enough to divine the combination; I'll need to mimic the
timing, too." Heraised hisvoice: "Therest of you stay out. We may be blowing up in here.”

Doc chuckled.

Long, long moments of silence. Then, suddenly, Eight-Finger Tom appeared in the doorway, hisbag in
hand, his manner cheerful. "Not too bad,” he told Jean-Pierre. "Blast would have sent the whole building
front out into the street, but the thing was used enough that the combination and timing were imbedded al
over the place. Y ou know where to send my fee." Hetipped his cap to the others. "' Grace on you." And
he jauntily marched out the door.

Gaby asked, "Why "Eight-Finger'?'
Jean-Pierre said, "When he was a strongbox cracker, he robbed a gang boss. The gang came after him.
Hetook afinger from every one of them hekilled. Kegpsthemin ajar. The guard could never make a

case againgt him, asthey couldn't find the rest of the body. But Doc did, and gave him achoice: retire
from hisold life and do work for the Foundation, or . . . "

"Right.”

Doc stepped out into the hal. Under hisarm, he carried a sheaf of papers. "Timeto go," he said.



Chapter Seventeen

In hisroom at the Monarch Building, Harris found the carpetbag held seen at the bottom of his closet.
He loaded it with the clothes and toilet articles he'd accumulated, the two big pistols from the truck, and
the ammunition for them.

Hisentire collection of possessons from thefair world. It didn't seem like much.

He picked up Gaby's jeans and took them down the hall to her door. She opened it before he knocked;
shelooked on the verge of tears. "Harris, I'msorry ," she said.

"Y ou should try them on before you say that." He handed her the jeans.

"Stop miaking jokes, you idiot. Tonight, you wouldn't have even goneif | hadn't backed you into i,
would you?'

IISJre."
"Don't lie. Not to me."

"Okay." Hetook adeep breath, adedaying tactic, and sorted histhoughts. “No, | wouldn't. | would have
sayed here"

"And you wouldn't have had to kill two men." Her voice shrank to awhisper. "It'smy fault.”

"No."

"Harris, you ought to go hometo the grim world."

Heleaned in close. "Gaby, thething is, you were right. When you said that about not just standing by

while everybody eserisked hislifefor you. | admireyou for that, and it killsme, because | should have
felt the sameway and | didn't.I'm the one who screwed up. Asusua.”

"No, Harris—"

"We're going to England. Pack warm." Heleft her.

Jean-Pierre pulled open the rear doors of the dabside lorry and everyone piled out onto the tarmac of
Gwaeddan Air Field.

Doc had parked outside ahuge hangar set well away from the diminutive tower and commercid
hangars. The hangar doors were closed; Doc led them through aside door and the small office beyond
into the hangar proper.



Therewerefive arcraft ingde. One was asmal, single-wing, single-engine prope ler job that looked
good for carrying popular musiciansto their deaths. Two were two-seet biplanes, one gold, one
blood-red, and Harris could see machine guns mounted on them. Onewas alarger black twin-enginejob
that looked as though it were raked for speed. These four planes were crowded into athird of the
hangar.

Thelast plane. . . Harrisgaped at it.

It had the wingspan of a727. The wings extended across the top of the fusalage, with four huge engines
gpaced dong them. Two stubby, vestigid wings were situated undernegth the main wings, extending from
the bottom of the fusdlage. The fuselage itsdlf was thicker than a 727's, and looked only two-thirds as
long. Harris could see two banks of windows on the fuselage, one above, one below; Noriko wasvisible
behind the top windshield. Below her, the windshield into the first lower compartment was an oversized
bubble.

And the whole thing was made of wood.

It looked like agiant Dutch clog given wings and made glossy by arubdown of wood polish. Harris
thought it had to be about as maneuverable as the space shuittle.

"Tdl mewerenot flyingintha," hesad.

Jean-Pierre smiled. "TheFrog Prince . Doc's creation. One of akind, unless he can manageto sell the
desgn.”

"Why isit cdled that?'

"Kissit and find out."

" figured it was named after you.”

Alagtair said, "Because it lands on ground and water and is prettier on the insde than the outside.”

"It would haveto be." Harris hefted his bag and followed them to the rollaway steps positioned against
the rear of the plane.

The steps led to a bare, wood-panel ed compartment that had stairs to the upper level and a cabin door
leading forward. Asthey came aboard, Doc gave the newcomersthe penny tour. "TheFrog Prince is
forty paceslong, fifty-two in span. The lower level isarranged in ten cabins. If thereis ever acommercia
verson, it will accommodate forty passengers, or moreif weingal just seating, but the origind istoo full
of equipment for that. Baggage goes up to the upper level with the stores, cockpit, and extrafuel tanks.
Mainfud isinthewings™"

Harris saw workmen drag the stairs away from the hull; Doc pulled the door closed and dogged it shut.
He led them through a door in the center of the cabin's forward wall.

The next cabin up was a reproduction in miniature of Doc's laboratory. There was room for only two
tables, and they were currently clear of equipment; the walls were heavily laden with racks of gear and
cabinets, everything lashed down or locked in place. "The men were chasing are flying Vakyries, which



are very durable cargo planesthat can be outfitted with guns and bomb racks. The Changeling's planes
are probably armed.” He pointed to the world map occupying a section of wall. He tapped Neckerdam.
"But the Vaks have limited range. To get to Cretanis, they'll have to put in somewhere north, probably
Acadia, to refud.” He tapped Nova Scotia. "Then northeast, either to Hel or Nordland.” He touched
Greenland and Iceland in turn. "Then they can reach Cretanis." He touched the British Ides. "TheFrog
Prince can takeit in one hop."

"So to speak,” Harrissaid.

Doc led them forward. The next door opened into what looked like asmdl bedroom, including arug,
two sofas, and windows to either side with pull-down window shades. " Joseph, none of the deeper
compartmentsis large enough to accommodate you, o you should take this cabin. The sofasfold out
into beds, or you can use the deck."

Joseph tossed his duffel onto one of the sofas.

The next cabin was anarrow galey, including astove, sink, closed pantries, and cabinets stacked with
plates. Harris saw that the cabinets had dotsingtead of doors, with dishes inserted through the vertical
dot and lowered into place viaahorizonta dot, so they would not come spilling out in rough air. Doc and
his audience breezed on through.

Next was something that looked to Harrislike atrain's deeper car: right and |eft of the aide werethree
rows of curtained bunks, above and below, atota of twelve bunks. The curtains varied in color, some
red, some gold, al looking like velvet or velour.

"Seeping cabin," Doc said. "Thelanding gear is hidden away behind the bunks." He pitched hisbag into
one of the lower starboard bunks. "Choose yourselves a place to deep. There's another cabin like this
oneforward, if you prefer.” Alastair took the bunk farthest forward.

Harris chose an upper bunk on the port side. He was surprised to see that hisbunk had alittlefanina
corner bracket and find that the mattress was actually comfortable. "Firdt class" he said.

Doc said, "It's supposed to be aluxury craft.”
The next cabin forward had severd small sofas and tables, windows to ether side, hull doorsto ether

sde, even atalk-box on one of thetables. "Themain salon," Doc said. "And water debarkation. From
the doors you step down on the water stabilization wings.”

Next up was another deeper-car cabin. Gaby picked a bunk and left her bag there. The door forward
out of this cabin opened into anarrow halway between small cabins right and left. " Jakes port, wash-stall
garboard,” Doc said. "1 don't recommend you wash up in rough flying weather." He pointed to atiny
circular staircase leading up. "That goes up to the cockpit, and the door forward goes into another
private degping cabin.”

Jean-Pierre took his bag into that forward cabin.

"Pretty cool, Doc," Harris said helpfully. "1'd order oneif | could save enough out of my alowance.”

"I'll remember that. Everyone, prepare yourselvesfor takeoff." He climbed the stairs out of sight.

Jean-Pierre cdled, "Takeoff isbest from in here. Comein.”



Harris and the othersfiled on in. Jean-Pierré's was the cabin Harris had seen from the outside, with the
oversized window forward; it provided an unimpeded view of the tarmac in front of the plane, and the
cabin's sofaand chairs were set up to provide the best view possible.

Jean-Pierre wasfiddling with ice, glasses, and bottles from acorner cabinet. "Sit. What are you
drinking?'

Harristook one of the chairs. "Nothing, thanks."

Alagtair, Gaby, and Joseph took the couch; Alastair and Gaby accepted uisge. Jean-Pierre handed them
the drinks. He switched out the cabin light and took the other chair just asthe first starboard motor
shuddered and coughed into life.

"No seatbdts?' Harris asked.

"It's supposed to be aluxury craft,” Jean-Pierre said in deft mimicry of Doc's voice. "No crashing
dlowed."

"Ah. Comforting."

The other three engines sputtered into life, one after another. Harriswas surprised at the noise they
made. Hed flown in jets, but the shuddering roar of this prop plane was new to him. It vibrated his
bones.

TheFrog Prince lumbered into motion, bobbing alittle, moving dowly and avkwardly through aseries
of turnsuntil it stood at one end of an airdrip.

The pitch of the engines became louder, moreinsstent. The plane picked up speed. Harrisfelt theride
get smooth asthe front of the plane came up off the ground—and suddenly they were heading skyward
at an anglethat put Harrisin mind of stals and sudden, uncontrolled descents. Hetried to keep hisvoice
from squesking: "Just how good apilot isDoc?"

Jean-Fierre laughed. "Only fair, like me. Fortunately, Noriko's our pilot. She could fly a paper kite
through a shotgun blast and bring it out unhurt.” Harris heard ice clatter asthe man took adrink. "Injust a
moment shell giveusthe View."

On cue, theFrog Prince heeled over to port. Harris saw the lights of distant towns disappear to the
right. Then Neckerdam moved into view from the [ ft.

The idand was a concentrated mass of light. Harris was surprised at the amount of red, green, and blue
light scattered among the white-yellow glow he expected. He could make out the clusters of skyscrapers,
fingersof light reaching optimisticaly for the sky.

"Damnation,” Harrissaid.

"Therésthe Monarch Building," Gaby said.

Harrisamost didn't spot it. It was a column of glowing windows with four broad white bands across
it—the ledgesfilled with satues.



Then the plane's turn put theidand out of sight to their right. They stared at more distant lights on the
coastline stretching away south . . . and then they were pointed out over the water, nothing ahead but
gtars above and moonlight on the waves below.

Jean-Pierre sghed. He rose and turned the cabin light back on; Harris blinked at the sudden glare.

"I'll be up for awhile, sudying the papers from the Aremorcy safe”" Jean-Pierre said. "If anyoneis
foolish enough to join me, I'll bein thelounge. To therest of you, | say, warm dreams.”

* * %

"Thirty-five names" Harrissaid. "All of them with "Eliminated' written out to the Sde, with adate. They
go back about twenty years. Gaby's nameis at the very bottom, in longhand instead of typed, and it says
“Transferred.’ The dateis right—it's the day we brought her back."

Jean-Pierre looked over asheaf of papers at him. The two of them occupied the plane's lounge; they
wereaone. "l think | have more of that file here. The name above Gabrielas, wasit a Carlo Sdvand|i?!

"That'sright."

"See what you make of this." Jean-Pierre shoved a stapled stack of papersat him. "It looks likeit came
off aprinting press.”

"No, alaser printer." Harris held it close and could see the faint rough edges to the printed | etters.
"That'slike aprinting pressindividua people can own. My friend Zeb hasone.”

The papers were miniature biographies. Each one corresponded to one of the names on Harris list.
Some were short, othersran several pages.

Gaby'srecord, the shortest one, listed her name, profession, birthplace, and interests. Harris skimmed
through the others. "Weird people,”" he said.

"How 07"

"Most of them seemed to be menta cases. It lookslike athird of them or so werein and out of mental
hospitals a onetime or another. Severa ended up bums or werein VA hospitals when they were
“eiminated.’ But alot of them, including some of the ones| just mentioned, did alot of stuff. Thiswoman
was afamous psychic in England. | remember her getting killed—bunch of snide people asking, why
couldn't she predict her own death? And this other guy won a Silver Star at Okinawa—that'sabig
military decoretion and abig war."

"I think | have the counterpoint of your lis." Jean-Pierre held up another sheaf. "Peoplekilled herein the
fair world in the last twenty years. Of course, thislist was made on aproper typewriter.

"Here'sone I've heard of. A woman doctor. Patented several processes, some of which didn't work.
Onethat did, insulin from pigs, made her rich about ten years ago. | aways wanted to know what sort of
supid name Stevensis.”

"It'savery common name on my world."

"Widl, you have supid names—" Jean-Pierre shut up for amoment. "Is Sdvanelli acommon name on
your world?'



"l don't think so. It sounds Italian, but | don't think I've heard it before.”

"It'slgperian. Very common. There are thousands of Salvanellis, immigrants, in Neckerdam.”
"W, therés no migtake. This showsthem eiminating himin New Y ork City."

"And Stevensin Nyrax."

"Areyou thinking what I'm thinking?'

"Y es. There were other people from the grim world on the fair world . . . and the Changeling has been
systematicdly tracking them down and killing them.”

"And Duncan doing the same on my world . . . to people from your world. Why?"

Jean-Pierre shrugged. "1 don't know, but | wager Doc will be fascinated. By the way, your name and
Gabridas are thelast additions at the bottom of thisligt.”

"Oh, great."
Jean-Pierre yawned and stretched. "In case you haven't noticed, the suniswell up.”

He was right. Round patches of sunlight wandered around the cabin floor with every movement of the
arplane,

"Yegh. So?'

"So after | tell Doc about this, I'm to bed. How long have you been awake?"

"I don't know. I'm not deepy.”

"Get some deep anyway.” Jean-Pierre rose and went forward.

Harris continued |ooking through the papers.

The dead man on the concrete finaly moved, lifting his head to stare at Harris. There was hurt sorrow in
hiseyes. He pointed at Harris. Hisexpresson didn't say "'l hate you," even "l blame you.” Harrisread it
asthough it were newsprint: Y ou can never fix this"

Harris gasped and came fully awake. Thelight over hisbunk was till on. Thefan ill droveair into his
face. It smelled like sausage cooking; someone had to be back in the gdley, rustling up breskfast.

He lay there and rubbed his eyes. He'd falen adeep for amoment. He needed to deep. Hewas o tired
that sometimes he couldn't tell the engines throbbing from the waves of tiredness flowing through him. But
the face was waiting for him. Whenever he closed his eyes he saw the dead man staring sightlesdy
upward.

Harris kept his own eyes open.



His thoughts floated around unconnected. He might have shot them, wonder what a hot dog costs, if
| drank a gallon of xioc | might not sleep for a week, blasting through the sky in the belly of a
giant frog. Grow up Gaby doesn't want you anymore. He's waiting for you behind your eyelids.
Transitions, he'll get you when you movein or out, in the transitions.

Hefdt theideaclick homelikethelast piecein ajigsaw puzzle. He sat up so fast he banged hishead on
the ceiling of the bunk. He cursed, hit the wood in anger, and siwvung out of the bunk. Almost faling, he
landed on the dightly tilted floor.

Wearing only boxer shorts, he moved forward out of the darkened deeper-cabin into the lounge. It was
empty of people; the circles of light moving around on the floor were brighter than ever. He stayed well
away from them, irrationdly afraid that hed crumbleinto dust if they fell on him. He flopped onto the sofa
infront of the talk-box. "Gabridle" he sad.

The gray, lifdess screen of the talk-box stared implacably back a him. Annoyed, he switched it on. The
screen dowly brightened into static.

"Gabrielle, | hope you can hear me. | think you can." Harrislicked suddenly dry lips. "I'min the plane
with Doc. ThisisHarris. I'm the one who knows something about you.”

Nothing.
"Gabridle, | don't care how stupid thislooks. | think you can hear me. Please talk to me.”

The screen wavered into focus and suddenly Gabridlle stared at him. She was her usua solemn sdif, and
looked worried when she saw him. ™Y ou look bad,” she said.

"No deep.”
"No one has ever cdled to me before."

"They dways used the talk-box operator to reach one another. | bet the operator doesn't know where
tofind you."

She looked puzzled. "No."
"Gabrielle, can you tell mewhat you're seeing right now?"
"You."

He shook his head impatiently. He regretted it; his head sivam. "I mean, around you. What you're
looking into, what you're Sitting behind, everything.”

"My mirror."

"Y ou'relooking into amirror. Who'sthe fairest of them dl?* He giggled, then cut the laugh off when he
realized how strange it sounded. "How did you know | wanted to talk to you?"

"I heard you cal my name. | hear talking dl the time. That'show | learned about Doc. | heard hisname
many times. People spoke of him in terms of praise. Excitement. Anger. Sometimes they made plansto
hurt him. Findlly | looked for him and found him."



"How do you do that?'

"1 make eyes on the other side of the mirror open up. Just as| did amoment ago with you." Her
expression was so vulnerable, so helplesdy open that Harris wanted to crawl through the screen to
comfort her.

"A while back, you started to ask me what | knew about you. | didn't understand that then. It's because
you don't know anything about yoursdlf, do you?'

Shedidn't answer, asif by waiting she could make him lose interest in the question.
"Gabriele, would you show me your horse?"

Her expression went from worried to completely lost. "How do you know about my horse? I've never
shown it to anyone."

"I know it haseight legs. Show it to me."

She didn't seem to be able to tear her gaze away from Harris. But she reached out of sight under the
table and brought up astuffed toy, abig, cuddly red pony with too many legs. She clutched it to her as
though it could shield her from the world.

"What do you know about yoursalf?!

Sheflinched as though held raised ahand to strike her. ™Y ou'reright. | don't know anything. I've been
herealongtime. | can't get out. No one comesto visit. Maybe | was born here. | never saw anyone until
| made the eye behind the mirror open up thefirst time.”

"Gabridle, if | leavethe room for aminute, will you wait here for me?"
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"Please.It'sredly important.”

She crushed the doll to her and gave him atentative nod.

He managed to get to hisfeet and sumble forward out of the lounge. A few steps more and he was
besi de the bunk where he'd seen Gaby toss her bag. He parted the curtain.

She was there, touded, adorable, wearing along-deeved green shirt that came to her knees. Her mouth
was dightly open and her eyes moved back and forth behind her eydids. He knew it would take a
sudden invasion by a marching band to wake her up from this sate.

Softly, cautioudly, he dipped his arms behind her back and behind her knees and lifted her out of the
bunk. She turned and pressed her face up against his chest. He whispered, "Don't wake up, baby. Just a
few steps.” And he cursed the exhaustion that made his legs tremble as he gently carried her back into the

lounge.

He managed to st back on the sofawithout dropping or waking her.



Gabridlewas il on the screen. Shelooked at Gaby but couldn't see her face. "Who isthis?”
"A friend." Gently, Harris shook Gaby. "Wake up, baby. Look at who'son TV."

She gtirred. The talk-box picture broke up for amoment. Gabrielle looked surprised. "The eye blinked,"
shesaid.

Gaby murmured something incoherent.

"Wake up, Gaby. Look at the TV. It's Frank Langdllaand Kevin Kline. They're naked."
Gaby's eyes opened. She stared up at Harris, confused, then looked around.

She caught sight of the talk-box.

Her gasp and Gabridle's were smultaneous.

The picture on the screen started to break up. The two women reached for one another. "Don't go,"
they sad.

Then the picture faded to Static.

Gaby collapsed back againgt Harris and burst out in tears. He held her while her shoulders shook.

Chapter Eighteen

"It wastrangtions," Harris said, hisvoice durred and dull. "Moving in and out. That's how | figured it

Doc sat on the other Side of the lounge'stable. ™Y ou're not making any sense.”

"I know." Harris laughed. The sound was high-pitched and strained. He cut it off. ™Y ou couldn't make
Gaby'smagic go."

"Magicisadiscredited term—"

"Oh, just pipe down. But obvioudy she had alot of it. Y our devicestold you s0." He chanted the last
words to the tune of the old Sunday School song—"Jesus lovesme, thisl know . .. "

Doc scowled. "Yes."

"Y ou seg, the thing was, Gaby knew the fair world before she got here. It didn't fresk her out the way it
did me. But Gabridle didn't even know hersdlf. Tried to ask me about her once. Y ou remember.”

Gaby, wearing arobe over her nightshirt, was huddled in one of the chairs, her legs drawn up. She il
looked upset.



"Theres no mydtic twin. Gaby and Gabrielle are the same person. When she deeps, her mind goes
running off into talk-box land. Trandtions, in and out of deep, get it? It'slike the people who get radio
waves on their braces and fillings. Except she'salot better.”

"Shemust be, if her mind can walk between worlds. She called to me even when shewasliving on the
grimworld.”

Gaby dtirred. "Don't talk about me as though I'm not here.”
"I'm sorry, Gabriela." Doc |ooked apologetic. "It does make sense. | could never coax your ability out . .
. because it only works when your mind wanders among the dreams. The conjurer's circle might actualy
haveinhibited you."

"Then what good isit to me? Especidly if | can't remember who the hell | am when I'm adegp?”

"There are techniques that might help. Well explore them after I've dept." Doc fixed Harriswith astern
look. "I'm having Alastair come from the cockpit to give you something. Y ou need deep worsethan 1.

"No need." Harris closed his eyes. There was nothing behind them but darkness. "Funny thing is, | think
| can deep now." He stood and looked at Gaby. "Are you going to be okay?"

"l don't know. Maybeit'sirrationa, but | fed likethat long-lost Sster just died.”
"I'm sorry. | hope she didn't." He turned away.

He made it back to hisbunk and crawled in. For the first time since he boarded theFrog Prince , he
luxuriated and stretched as he settled in.

He savored the memory of holding her one more time, the way she'd unconscioudy nestled against him
when he picked her up. Then he did away into adark, comfortable place and was gone.

"I want you to listen for the voices," Doc said.

Gaby, eyes closed, sat facing the talk-box. Her expression did not change.

"Areyou ligening?'

"Yes." Her voice was subdued.

"What do you hear?'

"Taking. So much. | can't make out the words."

"L ook around. What do you see?"

Gaby turned her head one way and then the other but did not open her eyes. "My room."

"What'sinit?'



"My table. My bed. Thewalls. It'slonely.”
"Go st down by the table and pick up your horse. Well give you someoneto talk to."
"All right."

Doc picked up the leather helmet from the table and strapped it on. He pulled the mask portion over his
face and snapped it in place. He knew the dangling tubes gave him the appearance of the offspring of an
elephant and a human, something held heard of but never seen. He briefly wondered what sort of
devisements would make such a conception possible, and whether either party enjoyed it.

Hisimprovised gear also hung out of the nose of the mask. He turned on the talk-box, then moved
around back and attached two wires from his nose gear to leads on the machine.

Harris, rubbing the stubble on his chin, appeared in the doorway to the aft deeping cabin. He looked
very grimworldish in his new jeans and old jeans jacket, and he seemed more rested. Hiseyes got big as
he spotted Doc in this peculiar gear. Doc held up afinger to shush him and waved him to Sit in one of the
chairs positioned to the sde. Harris complied, looking confused.

Doc flipped the switch a his neck. Now, with his mouth muffled, Gaby should not be able to hear his
voice, while hiswords would go out over unused talk-box wireless frequencies. "Gabrielle" he said.
"Gabrielle, thisisDoc. If you can hear me, pleaselook at me. Please open up the eye beyond the
mirror."

He heard the high-pitched whine of the talk-box turning itself on. He pulled off the mask and moved
around to the front.

The screen showed Gabriele sitting, looking more like alogt little girl than hed ever seen her. She
glanced between Gaby and him. "Grace, Doc."

"Grace. Gabridle, you know why I've called you."

"Maybe. Because of her."

" She's another part of you, Gabridle. | want you to meet her. Tak to her.”

"I'm scared of her."

"Don't be. Please tay.”

Heturned to Gaby. She wasn't in the deep, eye-moving deep; that was encouraging. But she wastense,
perspiring. "Gaby, in amoment I'm going to ask you to open your eyes. You'll be ableto hear voices
other than mine. Y ou must not become darmed. Y ou're safe, surrounded by friends. Do you
understand?"
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"Please open your eyes."

Gaby did so and stared straight at her doppleganger.



The talk-box screen faded and twisted, the horizontal and vertical controls both lost, but straightened out
again. Gabridlle remained there. She looked ready to bolt.

"Gaby, canyou see her?"

"Yes" Therewasdrainin her voice.

"Greet her. Y ou know her name.”

"Hi, Gabridle."

Gabriell€s voice was awhigper, dmost inaudible over the engine roar. "Grace."

Gaby was till perspiring; she looked tired, tense.

"Gabridle, I want you to think about your horse. Hold it to you, think about how it feds."

The woman on the screen was aready holding the pitiful plush toy asthough it were alife preserver; she
clutched it tighter and rocked in her sedt.

Gaby's hands came up as though she were holding something to her. Her pose was amirror of
Garidlés.

"Gaby, canyou fed it?'
"Yes. It'svevet. It smdlslike cinnamon. Angus Powrie says they've grabbed Caster Roundcap.”
"What?"

The talk-box screen went to static. Gaby jolted. She looked down at her empty arms. Her face twisted
and she bowed her head. Doc redized she wastrying not to cry.

He knelt before her. "Gabriela, I'm sorry. Y ou're awake now, aren't you?"
Harris, looking tentative, moved behind her sofaand went to work massaging her shoulders.

"I'mawake. I'mfine. It'sso stupid,” she said. She wouldn't look up at him; her hair hung before her eyes.
"It'snot redl. The horse. The room. But it's like remembering something | used to love, something I've
forgotten about for yearsand years. . . "

"Why did you say that about Angus Powrie?’

Shefindly looked up a him. Her expression was an odd mix of hurt and defiance. "l heard it. | felt the
dall. I could see you through thismirror. | heard this babble of voices, like the cocktail party from hell,
and | got this headache. It's still with me." She rubbed her temple. "And then in the middle of it wasthis
voice, this smooth, nasty voice. It said something like, ~Angus Powrie has reported in. He's acquired
Cagter Roundcap. Well cal to you if we have anythingmore. .." Andthen | lostit."

"Because | shouted.” Hetook her hand and gave it areassuring squeeze. "I'm sorry. We did well. Next
timeI'll try to keep myself under control. For now, you ought to get somerest.”



"No, thanks. Noriko isgoing to give me my firg piloting lesson.” She reached up and patted one of
Harris hands. "Thanks, Harris. | think I'm dl right." She stood, not looking at either one of them, and

went forward.
Doc asked, "Does she ever follow anyone's advice?'

"Sure. When it happens to match what she plansto do anyway." Harris gesture took in the talk-box set.
"Wasthat good?'

"I think so. But it seemed to be atremendous strain on her. | don't likethat."
"Where do | know the name Caster Roundcap?”'
"| called to him about you.”

"Oh, yeah. The expert on thegrim world."

"And now it seems|'ve dragged him into danger." He sighed. "Obvioudy the Valks have reached
Cretanis aready. But we land in lessthan abell. Maybe we can get to Caster before anything worse
happensto him."

"Can you call ahead and tell the police, the guard, to be on the lookout?"

Doc shook his head. "I could, but then they would be on the lookout for me, aswell. | havea
longstanding disagreement with Maeve the Tenth that makesit impractica for me to announce my

ariva.”

"Great. I'm helping aguy that everybody in the world either works for or wantsto kill."

Doc nodded. "That about sumsit up.”

TheFrog Prince , Noriko and Doc once more at the controls, made a sweet, smooth landing at the
Suliston airgtrip. The strip had its lights on, but those beacons winked to darkness amost as soon asthe

planetaxied to ahat insde the designated hangar.

Over hisshoulder, Doc cdlled, "Do you have the papers?’

Jean-Pierres voice floated faintly back up to him. "Right here." Doc heard the man clinking coins through
hishands. He smiled.

Ashe and Noriko went through their shutdown checklist, he felt a sudden stir of cold air as exterior
hatches were opened. Moments later, he saw Jean-Pierre walk into view before the plane and approach
the arriving officids. Jean-Pierre moved among them, talking comfortably, gesturing proudly at the plane,

dropping coinsinto handswith dippery esse.

Injust afew beats he was back, sauntering into the cockpit. "They're our very good friends," he said,
"and anxious not to annoy our employer with irrelevant questions or paperwork. Aslong asthe coin

holds out, of course."



"Of course" Doc said. "Who's our employer?”

"Why, that famous construction magnate, Joseph of Neckerdam.” Jean-Pierre gestured like aman
gating afact of nature. "He's biggest, he's boss.™

"Stands to reason. Now go out and arrange to have us refueled and served. Hire Joseph alorry or acar.
And ask about any Vakyrieslanding.”

"Perfection is never enough for you, Doc.”

The road was a one-lane blacktop situated between towering ranks of trees—the biggest, most gnarled
oaks Harris had ever seen. They leaned across the road and stretched limbs down as though waiting to
swat unwary motorists off the road. There were no streetlights, no reflective signs on dangerous turns, no
stripes down the middle to indicate lanes. In the car they'd hired—a huge convertible roadster, the
personal property of one of the airfield owners—Jean-Pierre roared ahead with asingular indifferenceto
thefate of the vehicle or its passengers.

Harris clutched hisjacket tight around him; it wasinadequate in the cold air whipping acrossthem. "First
thing we get back," he shouted, "1 invent the seatbelt.”

" Seat restraints aren't new," Doc shouted back. "They're just not necessary.” He had Duncan
Blackletter'stracer in his hand; its screen cast agreen glow on hisfeatures. He frowned at it.

"Ask Jean-Pierre to drive smack into one of those big trees, then try to tell me that again.”

Doc waved his objections away. " Shut off your screen device, would you? Y ou too, Gaby. They're
interfering with this™

"Sure

Doc raised his voice even louder so Jean-Pierre, Noriko and Alagtair, in the front seat, and Joseph in the
rumble seat could dso hear him. "Adennum isavillage. | don't think we need worry too much withiit.
Near it isan ancient Ste of worship, the Adennum Complex. It hasagrest hill, circle stones, standing
stones, radiating lines and paths; it coversalot of ground. It's sacred to the goddess Sull, Lady of the
Dark World, Bringer of Death and Knowledge, and it's very old.”

Gaby tried futilely to keep the wind from whipping her hair into anightmarish tangle. Y ou think Duncan
Blackletter will be a the complex.”

"Yes Thevillageisjust avillage. The complex isaplace of power."

"What does he want there?"

"Well find out. Well look at the site. If he hasn't arrived yet, welll set up for him. A couple of uswill go
on to Beldon, the capital, and see whether we can find out anything about Caster Roundcap or the
Vakyries.

"But if they're here now . . . we move against them." He looked back at thetracer. "I get asignal. There
aremen of the grim world within afew destads.”



Thevillage of Adennum was gill at this hour of the night. Harris saw only glimpses of the houses asthey

roared adong the village's winding streets, but he marveled at the strange architecture. The homes|ooked

like small, round hills built of irregular stone. No two were dikein size or contours, but all doors opened

to the east. Soft light emerged through the second-story shuttered windows. Harris thought that someone
had erected tall, thin white columns al over the village, but redized he waslooking at enormous beeches

lining the roadways. Then the car was past the town and into the forest again.

After another mile, thetreesfell away to the left and the travelers could look out over alarge plain.
Harris could see the silhouettes of standing stones, lone sentinels set up a intervasin agraight line. He
saw small circles of soneslaid into the earth.

Doc kept his attention on the tracer. "Not here," he said. "But getting closer.”

Thefield of stoneswent on for hundreds of yards, then the trees encroached again and hid them from
gght.

A few minutes more, then Alagtair shouted, " Someoneis conjuring nearby. | can seetrails of overflow
power."

"The great hill, probably. It'sthe correct direction.” Doc leaned forward to tap Jean-Pierre's shoulder.
He pointed to aturnoff marked by a standing stone. "Go past. The approach may be guarded.”

Jean-Pierre passed the turnoff, but afew hundred feet further found a spot where he could pull off the
road behind ascreen of trees.

Doc sad, "Noriko, you're vanguard.”

She nodded. From the boot of the car she removed her scabbarded sword. She dung it over her
shoulder by its cord, exchanged a quick look with Jean-Pierre, and loped off into the trees.

Doc gathered the rest and followed at adower pace. Harris watched with interest asthey fell without
discusson into formation to pass through the trees: Doc wasfirst and center, Alagtair and Jean-Pierre
yards out to either side. Joseph solemnly walked some distance back from Doc; Gaby and Harristrailed
him. Gaby had her rifle dung by its strap. She kept her attention on the surrounding woods.

Jean-Pierre was first to notice awhite scar cut into an oak branch off to hisleft. "Noriko's mark." He
went to look at it, then waved the others over.

Harristook aquick ook at the man dumped at the base of the tree. He was short, muscular, not bad
looking. Hisgray suit was streaked with dirt and leaves. Hisface was familiar. "Thisis the guy who shot
a mewhen | wasdriving," Harris said.

Jean-Pierre looked unhappy. "Blackletter probably has alot of men hereif he can spread them around
guarding the gpproach.”

Ahead they saw lights through the trees—stationary lights, very bright, very high—and became even
more cautious, creeping aong with teeth-grinding downess. Soon enough the trees thinned and gave way
to an open field. Jean-Pierre and the others crouched low and moved carefully forward from treeto tree.



Ahead of them was atredess hill; it was arounded cone, perfect and artificial. Wooden poles, more
than adozen, rose from the lower crest of the summit. At the top of each was a spatlight shining down on
the hilltop.

Therewas agreat dedl of equipment set up on the summit. Harris saw dozens of wooden cabinetsthe
width of aman and twice astal. Each one was wired with flickering lights, green and red, that put himin
mind of Christmas trees. More wooden cabinets were laid lengthwise across the tops of the upright ones.
He could see silhouettes moving around in the center of the arrangement, but they were just silhouettesto
him. There was a steady motor noise from the top of the hill.

The arrangement reminded Harris of something. It took him a moment to remember what.

Stonehenge. The cabinets were set up like awooden Stonehenge, each one representing a monoalithic
stone. On thismodel, none of the soneswas missing; even the massive lintel stones were represented.

Long yards of bare, hard ground separated the line of trees from the lower dope of the hill and the four
lorries parked there.

Doc squatted and studied the situation. "Where's Noriko?"

Jean-Pierre nodded toward the trucks. "There first. Since there's been no noise, shelll either have
eliminated the guards. . . or found that there are none. Now shell be circling around to deal with as many
perimeter guards as she may."

"That'stheright idea. Very well. Priorities.” Doc counted them off on hisfingers. "One. Evaduate the
gtuation. If it'sjust too much for us, retreat; well follow them. Two. Retrieve Caster Roundcap and any
other prisoners. Three. Stop whatever they're doing. Four. Capture—or kill, if we must—Duncan, the
Changeling, Angus Powrie. Any questions?’

There were none.

Doc looked them over. "Joseph, | hateto say it, but you move. . ."

"Likeadying steer in aglassworks,”" Joseph said.

"You'vesad it alittle more pointedly than | would have. Get to the trucks. Take three of them out of
commission and wait there." He turned to Gaby and regret crossed hisface. "I must ask this. If worst
comesto worgt, will you kill to save me? Or Jean-Pierre, or any of us?"'

Harris saw pain cross her face. She looked not at Doc but a him, Harris, for along moment. "Y es."

"Go with Joseph. When trouble starts, the men in the woods will head back to the hill and the trucks.
Y ou have to support us and keep them off you. If you have to retreat, take the truck Joseph has spared.”

She nodded.

"Alagtair, Jean-Pierre, Harrisand | will spread out around the hill and ascend. Gods grace us. Let's
move out." Herose and immediately glided off clockwise around the hill.

For amoment, Harrisfelt athrill of accomplishment. Doc had counted him in without asking. Maybe he



had no more proving to do.

On the other hand, held just been included in something that would probably get him killed.

Chapter Nineteen

Harris, cregping counter-clockwise around the hill, kept Gaby and Joseph in sight as they moved across
open ground toward the trucks. The two of them were mostly concealed by shadows; he had little
difficulty picking out their motion, but then held been watching them since they left him. Maybe
Blackletter's men, occupied by other things, would missthem.

They reached the four trucks and disappeared among them. Still no noise from the top of the hill. Harris
felt the coil of tension around his chest let go. He picked up his pace.

Alagtair would be some yards behind him; ahead, nothing but forest verge and Blackletter's guards. He
kept hisrevolver pointed high.

It took him long, tense minutes to pass to the other side of the hill. In spite of the cold air, he swesated his
shirt and jacket through. But he encountered no one and decided that hed gone far enough. He stared up
the hill; the Cabinet-henge at the top of the hill looked the same from this Sde asthe other.

How to climb—the gun in hand or in his jacket pocket? He decided on the | atter approach. Even as
regular and gentle ahill asthat was, he felt certain hed need both handsto climb it in the dark.

Hetook the lowest portion of the hill on two feet. But the first time hisfoot dipped beneath him, he

deliberately went flat, quiet as he could manage, and began negotiating aded with God—payable only if
the men at the top of the hill hadn't heard him.

Doc lay prone and wondered how he might cross the last fifteen pacesto the henge of cabinets. . .
when Blackletter's men made it easy for him.

The green and red lights on the cabinets and the spots atop the poles flared into incandescence for a
moment, then went black.

A column of swirling light shot skyward from the center of the wooden circle and the ground rumbled.

Doc felt avoice in the rumble. He knew it was the goddess of this place. He knew she felt pain. Then
both the light and the noise faded.

Doc heard laughter, cheers, applause from the men inside the circle. But he took advantage of the
sudden darkness, moving forward spiderlike to the outer ring of wooden blocks. He drew his automatic.

He edged around the cabinet and peered into the center of the arrangement. The overhead lights were
out and there was no moon, but some of the men were carrying electrical torches.



Twenty men, he estimated. At the center of the layout was awooden altar; smoke still rose fromiit, but
al Doc smelled was burned wood. Doc saw a pile of ten large metdl drums and, near them, alarge piece
of machinery Doc took to be a generator; two men were pulling at its starter and cursing.

He closed hisright eye and looked with his good one.

The whole area blazed with the green-ydlow light of arecent devisement. He was surprised by its
intensity. And inconvenienced; it would be difficult to pick out any lesser glowsin that wash of light. He
opened his other eye and the glow faded.

Ashewaited for his eyesto adjust to the darkness, it happened.

Jean-Pierresvoice: "Angus Powriel"

Gunshots, four in quick succession.

Men shouted. Some dropped to the ground. Othersran blindly.

Doc dmost cursed. On the hilltop, hisfriends few gunsfaced their twenty. Thiswas not going to be
good.

More gunshots. Doc heard an autogun open up. Maybe it was Alastair's. Regardless, he had to do
something before Duncan's men redized just what an advantage they had.

Heamed at the pile of metal drums and fired three quick shots, then ducked back behind his cabinet.
More shouting: "Thissde, too! They'redl around ud™
Another autogun began chattering. Doc felt blows as his cabinet was hammered.

He spunin place, dragging atoe, making the crudest possible circle to stand within. He concentrated
and made the sound of gunfire fade away.

"Great Smith," hesaid. "I will giveyou livesin combat.” The ancient, wicked promise made him quall
ingde, but he had nothing eseto sacrifice. "Give me apark from your anvil. Give me awind from your
bellows. Give me ablow from your hammer. | have faithfully served the gods. | will keep faith with you!"

He focused on the promise, imagined it as aliving thing, ademon that must be stroked and fed, and felt
his power grow within him.

More blows against his back. Shouting, dim and distant; hetried to keep it at bay.

A raging, roaring pride swelled insde him. It snapped him upright, stretched him to the limits of hislimbs.
He heard his own roar mingle with the shouts of his enemies. The pride within him longed to see those
men smashed flat as by the broad head of a hammer, their bones crushed, their blood soaking the earth.
He stepped around the cabinet and flung the power he fdt in his hand.

Firelegped from hispam. It was no larger than hisfigt, but it unerringly flew to theliquid leaking from
the drums hed fired upon.



The pool of fud caught fire and began burning brightly. Now he heard the cries of the men, loud and
closein hisears, and he exulted in their fear. There was more gunfire but he felt no pain.

He made a sweeping gesture, acirclein theair, and wind tore across the hilltop, rocking the cabinets.
Thefire flamed up into incandescence under the pile of drums.

The blow. He baled his hand into afist and struck hisleft pdm with it—and felt the last of the power
legp from him.

The drums blew with ashattering roar of anger. Doc saw anew column of light leap up into the sky, but
thiswasfire, violently propelling warped and ruined meta drumsinto the air beforeit. Light and heet
washed over him, knocking men down where they stood or ran, sending some of the cabinets tumbling
down the hill.

The explosion blew Doc off hisfeet. He felt the hard earth of the hill dap his back, driving the wind out
of him. Therewasno pain.

Burning wood and meta rained down around him. He lay where hed fdlen, dl the strength gone from
him, and impatiently waited to regain control of hislimbs.

He'd promised lives. He had to take them . . . or the god would be angry with him. He groped around,
found the butt of hisgun, and opened his mind to the flood of greed for life and blood he could fedl
waiting beyond it.

Harris saw the bright light from beyond the cabinet ahead, heard the blow of the explosion. The wooden
block leaned over toward him, toppled, and began bouncing end-over-end at him.

Herolled sideways, diding down the dope, scraping cloth and flesh off elbows, knees, ribs. The cabinet
smashed to pieces behind him.

The towering column of flame illuminated the hilltop, the dope, the treetops dozens of yards avay. He
saw three men—Jean-Pierre, Angus Powrie, and a skeletally thin man he did not recognize—grappling
together, Jean-Pierre on Powrie's back, the redcap reaching around for him, the third man bound and
caught up among them. They rolled out of sight over the crest of the hill further ahead.

The flash illuminated the lorries; Gaby and Joseph, out of sight between the rearmost two, looked up to
see the gold-and-orange mushroom cloud climbing skyward.

"Oh, God."

"They'll be coming, Gabriela" Joseph turned to look toward the forest verge. "Be ready. Wherever you
waich, | will watch the other way."

She didn't answer. She stared up at the flaming hilltop along moment more, then worked the rifle's bolt
to chamber around. She propped the rifle on the lorry's fender and aimed up the hill.



Alagtair stood behind one of the cabinets that remained stubbornly upright. He leaned out to the left,
fired off ablind burgt, then moved over to lean out right. Thistime he amed, targeting a man whose back
burned as he ran; aquick burst and that target was down, burning but unmoving.

"Beldon Roya Guard!" he shouted, adeep, commanding bellow unlike histruevoice. "Youredl
prisoners of the Crown! First Unit, move up! Sixth Unit, move up!" He changed to aghrill tone: "Aye

ayel Marksmen, target and fire at will!" Another voice, thick with the accent of Neckerdam: "Royals!
Let'sget out of here! Run—!" He punctuated his last shout by leaning and firing again, and cut off hisown
command with ascream of pain.

He had no more voca ability than any man on the street, but maybe, may it please the gods, with bullets

whistling, fires burning, and men screaming, the enemy would believeit al. Heleaned out again and
swept a burst across the silhouettes he saw moving before him.

* % *

Gaby saw the first two men running down the hill toward the trucks. She held her bregth, aimed dow and
sure as Jean-Pierre had taught her, put one man's chest in her sights, and squeezed the trigger.

The man's knee bent the wrong way when hisweight came down on it. She heard his scream, saw him
fdl and roll afew yards, and suddenly she ft like puking into the grass.

Instead, she g ected the cartridge and chambered another one.

The second man continued down the hill. Him she missed; her bullet kicked up dirt ayard below him.
He skidded to a halt, turned, and began racing back up the hill. His companion crawled dowly after him.

"Left," Joseph said. "Toward the roadway.”

She shot the bolt, then aimed across the broad hood of the lorry and fired again.

Harrisraced after Angus and Jean-Pierre, and was on them almost before he knew it.

Jean-Pierrelay in apool of something white and revolting—his own vomit. The other man, old, thin,
bespectacled, lay with his hands and feet bound; he stared imploringly at Harris.

Angus Powrie stood over the two of them. Blood ran down hisleft shoulder. He carried a
double-barreled shotgun and pointed it at Jean-Pierrés face. Hisface, illuminated by fire from the hill,
wore asmile so cold and hard Harris would have sworn it was cut from ice.

Harris skidded to astop only haf-a-dozen steps from them and took aim at Angus. "Drop it," he said.
"Or I'll kill you." Hiswords were punctuated by gunfire from the hilltop.

Angusdidn't look at him. He continued to smile down at Jean-Pierre. "Smooth action on thistrigger,” he
sad. "Kill me, and the baby prince dies. Throw your own gun away and hewont."

Harris saw Jean-Pierre shaking his head. The prince was folded over like apiece of paper; Angus had
to have hithiminthebdls.



"l don't believeyou," Harris said.

"Then heand | both die." Angus gaze flicked up to Harris, then returned to Jean-Fierre. "Damned
shame when it doesn't have to happen, boy. | can leave, he can leave, you can leave, we al meet later
and kill each other. Or you can decide to be ahero and kill your friend."

Harris couldn't find it, the perfect solution. The only way everyone could be happy wasif Anguswas
telling thetruth . . . andif Harrisdid what he said. He could fedl the eyes of the éderly man on him, too.

"l don't believeyou."
Angus looked a him, though his gun remained aimed rock-steady at Jean-Pierre. His expression was
solemn, open. "Son, | give you my word of honor. Throw your piece away and we al walk away from

this"

Jean-Pierre shook his head and tried to get to hisknees. He couldn't; he rocked in the pool of hisvomit.
Hisvoice was a pained wheeze. "Don't. He has no honor. I'm dead, Harris. Kill him for me."

Therewas nothing but calm resolvein Angus eyes.

Harris swore and tossed his gun down the hill. Jean-Pierre managed to get up to hisknees.

"And the other onein your pocket. I'm not stupid, boy."

Harris complied.

Angus smiled, showing the points of histeeth. "But you are.” He pulled both triggers.

The blast caught Jean-Pierre in the chest and face, blowing him over backwards.

Harrislooked at hisfriend. Jean-Pierre's chest and hdf his head had been erased by a paintbrush dipped
ibnedark, dark red. There was white noise, ascream of static, in Harris head where his thoughts should

In dow motion, he turned to look a Angus Powrie.

The redcap was smiling a him. He had the shotgun broken open. He was pulling two new shdllsfrom his
shirt pocket, moving them down to load them into the gun.

The gtatic in Harris head grew into aroar of hate. In dow motion, he forced his hand back to the holster
over hiskidney.

He got the pistal out, svung it in line, saw Angus eyeswiden with surprise.
Hefired.

Darkness sprouted from Angus gut.

Hefired.

There was an explosion. The open shotgun went flying and Harris saw raw, red-black meat where



Angus left hand had been. Angusturned.
Hefired. A dark circle appeared on Angus back. Angus began running.

Hefired. Anguslurched forward and rolled down the hill, arms and legsflailing. Then the redcap was up
at the base of the hill and running toward the safety of the trees.

Hefired.

Hefired.

His gun began clicking, the noise of failure. Angus disappeared among the trees.
Harrislooked a Jean-Pierre. The prince's one remaining eye was turned skyward.

And thewhite noisefilling Harris mind found expresson in hisvoice, aroar of pain that stripped his
throat raw.

Alagtair saw motion in his periphera vison. He dropped, aming left ashefell, and fired. The burst
caught the gangster in mid-aim. The man fell, asurprised look on hisface. Alastair switched to single-shot
and put a bullet between the man's eyesto make sure of him.

There was a thump from behind. He spun around.

A headless man stood there, arterid blood pumping up from his neck. His head was rolling away down
the hill. Heféll, revealing Noriko crouched behind. She held her bladein her right hand and an automatic
pistol, doubtless picked up from one of the men, in her left.

Alagtair nodded histhanks. He switched back on full auto, then scrambled around the left Sde of his
cabinet.

A slhouette gppeared before him, moving across hisline of vison. Alastair amed, then siwung his barrel
up asthefirelight revedled the man'swhite, white hair.

ItwasDoc. . . and it wasn't. Alastair watched as hisfriend aimed without looking and put abullet into
the brain of aman directly behind him. Doc's arm swung around and the gun fired again, taking down a
sniper Alagtair hadn't even seen, but Doc never looked at the man hekilled.

Hisfacein thefirdight was smiling, serene, perfect. Hiseyesdid not blink.

Alagtair shuddered. Doc was with the gods of blood and fire now.

Men ran down the hill. Gaby counted six of them. Two tripped, one after another, and rolled agood
thirty yards. One got up and began limping; the other lay ill.

She shot the one who ran toward the trucks. He, too, fell and did not move. She fdt the knot in her
somach tighten again.



The other men were headed toward the trees. They waved and shouted at the men coming out of the
foredt, directing themto run.

There were two more gunshots from the top of the hill, then silence. Cabinets continued to burn. Gaby
watched the last of the men move, reach the trees and disappesr.

Joseph waited beside her. "It isabad thing to be clumsy,” he said. "I fedl | have not helped much.
Perhaps | should go up and see what has happened.”

"Okay."
"Will you be—"
"Jugt go, dammit.”

He began hislong, lumbering walk up the hill.

* % *

They descended the hill toward her inadow, sngleline.
Joseph carried Doc like ababy. She could see Doc jerk and twitch.

Alagtair was next. He was talking to Jean-Pierre. But asthey got closer Gaby redized that the thin man
wasn't Jean-Pierre, but an older gentleman with glasses.

Harris came next. He staggered under the weight of the tarpaulin-wrapped mass he carried, but hisface
was fixed, hiseyes unseeing.

Noriko brought up the rear. She wouldn't [ook up.

Gaby tried to make sense of it as Joseph reached the trucks. Where was Jean-Pierre? Then she saw the
expression on Harris face, on the faces of the others, and she knew. Her vision blurred under tears.

The old man, handsomein spite of hisleanness, animated in spite of his grimness, wastaking. "I'm sorry
about your friend. | know hisfamily. Fine people. We can't wait.”

"Onebdl of our timeisso precious?’ Alastair asked, anger in hisvoice. "Onebd|?"
"A bel might be deeth for usdl.”

They passed Gaby. Alastair got to the rear of the truck and lowered the tailgate. Joseph set Doc down
in the truck bed.

Harrisdidn't look at Gaby as he passed. He walked to the back and gently placed his precious cargo
down beside Doc.

Alagtair said, "Joseph, can you drive this?"

III Ca],ll



"Drive. Back to the arfield. Forget about the other car.” Alastair swung up into the rear of the truck.
Harrisand Noriko followed suit and lifted the tailgate.

Gaby, numb, got into the passenger side of the cab. Joseph was dready in the driver's seat. "What
happened?' she asked.

Hetold her.

Chapter Twenty

Alagtair inserted the hypodermic into Doc's vein and drove the plunger home. He withdrew the needle
and set it asde.

Doc gave onefina twitch, then heaved asigh and relaxed. His eyes closed. His breathing dowed and
became moreregular.

Alagtair sllently cursed the godsthat had brought him here.

With the forests of Cretanis disappearing behind them, one of their number, agood friend, was dead.
One had left hismind in the land of the gods and was now drugged into a stupor. The rest were numbed
by grief. And if what their new aly had hinted a was true, they needed more strength for what lay ahead.

He drew shut the drapes over Doc's bunk on theFrog Prince and went forward. Turbulence made the
footing unsteady.

The others were arrayed in the lounge—except for Noriko, who flew the plane on its westward course,
and Jean-Pierre, whose body now lay in the cargo compartment under most of theice from the galley.

Someone had thoughtfully set out Jean-Pierre's decanters of spirits and severa glasses, most of which
were now in use. Alastair took aclean one, poured it full of uisge, and sat down to glare at Caster
Roundcap. "Now," hesaid. "Y our story."

The solemn old man cleared histhroat and, in aclear voice and lilting accent, began.

"Forty years ago, | met aman. His name was Theo MacAllister. An odd-looking fellow; he was bad. |
asked himiif it was from an accident and he said no, just acharacteristic of hisfamily. And hédd laugh as
though it wereagrim joke.

"He was an inventor. He made a pocket knife with a can-opener as one of the blades. Earned afortune
from it and some other devices. And he was a prophet.”

Aladtair stirred. "What did he prophesy?"

"He predicted the Colonid War between Cadtiliaand the League of Ardree, ayear beforethe first Sign
of trouble. He predicted the World Crisis decades before anyone else.

"And the most interesting thing was this. He was completely immuneto iron poisoning.”" The old man



waited for some show of surprise from the others; he saw none. That seemed to satisfy him. He nodded,
patted down his pockets, and brought out a pipe and a pouch full of tobacco.

"Anyway . .. Hewas proneto fits of loneliness. Onetime when hewasin his cups| helped him home.
He told me where he was from. The grim world. Of course| did not believe him. | didn't believe there
was agrim world, much lessthat he was one of her sons. But he was able to convince me. Such
conviction in hisgtories, such truth in his predictions.

"I began to search for other signs of grimworlders. Theo's history gave me thoughts on what to look for.
| found gories. | found living men and women, some of whom would admit to remembering the grim
world. Some of them never did, but | could often see through their deceptions.” He finished packing the
bowl of his pipe, struck amatch, puffed until he could draw smoketo his satisfaction.

"I am ahistorian, an arcanologist, by trade—my father's trade, and his mother's before him—and made
the study of the grim world my hobby. From the clues| could draw from the grimworlders| met, |

devel oped some theories about the two worlds.”

"He'sdead," Harrissaid.

Cadter froze. The others did, too. The poor young man's mind wasn't even here. He had to be reliving
the events on the hill, the degth of the Acadian prince.

Harris continued, "Theo MacAlliger. | remember him from the Changdling'slists. Angus Powriekilled
him yearsago.”

"Oh, how sad." Caster shook hishead. "l tried to track him down afew years ago and could not. His
children said héld vanished. | knew then something very bad wasin the wind."

Alastair asked, "What theories?"

"I have little proof for any of this," Cagter said. "A little evidence and agrowing conviction based on
things|'ve heard.

"Fird, I'm certain that thereis agrim world. | think sheisasster to our fair world. Perhapsthey were
oneworld once, and developed into twinsin their infancy.

"Second, | believeit is possble, though rare, to move from the grim world to here. By extension, itis

likely that one can go the other way. 1'd never heard of it being done. . . unless Angus Powri€'s hints
about Duncan Blackletter aretrue. I'd believe anything of Blackletter from the years| knew him."

Alagtair gave him ahard look. ™Y ou're afriend of his?'

"Oh, no. Never that. When | knew him, hewas just aquiet deviser, an old, retired student trying to
recongtruct forgotten rituas, living in Novimagos. He saw my early papers on the grim world and wrote
letters of praise. We corresponded, exchanged ideas.. . . And then one day | heard he was dead, and
learned that he deserved to be. A pity | find that the story of his degth is erroneous.”

"Hewasfamous," Harrissaid. "How isit you didn't recognize his name?"

"He went by another one," Caster said. "He called himself Duncan MaggRee."



Alagtair swore. "Crass of him. To go by the name of hisenemy.”
Cadter shrugged. "Wherewas 7"
"Moving from thegrimworld,” Alagtair said.

"Ah, yes. In my youth, when | could till travel most moons of the year and keep my hedlth, | discovered
that three Sites resonated with the same devisement energy given off by the men and women of the grim
world. After much study | concluded that these were actually the ends of bindings between the
worlds—asort of umbilical cord.

"Using globes and devisements of my own design, | set up Smilar links on amuch smaller scae. Two
worlds, represented by the globes, united by cordsthat let them share hedth, share strength, even share
events.”

Gabridlasaid, "Meaning that things happening on one globe might be duplicated on the other.”

"Very good." Caster nodded approvingly. "Not an exact duplication, by any means. A dim reflection.
The grester the event, the grester the likelihood that it would be reflected. | could dab atiny bit of paint
on one globe and nothing might happen to the other. But if | set aportion of one globe afire, asmilar
portion on the other would usually char.

"Over the years, I've done an immense amount of experimenting on my globes. Even today, they're il
Spinning in my town house, unless that Powrie person damaged them. By arduoustria and error, and
examination of the three sites I've mentioned, | think I've discovered much about the relationships of the
two worlds."

Alastair impatiently gestured for him to continue. Caster took a moment to formulate a perfect smoke
ring; he puffed it up toward the ceiling. "'l think these "umbilical cords determine the way things people
and objects make the transition from one world to the other.

"I've heard enough from the men and women I've interviewed to suspect that the grim world ranges
ahead of usin the development of science. . . and lagsfar behind in the sophistication, and especidly
acceptance, of its devisements. | believe the cords ensure this. Grimworlders told me of advanced
devicesthey had with them when they made the transition. What do you suppose happened to them
when they reached the fair world?"

Gaby spoke again. "Twisted until they're usdess.”

"You've seenit, then. Yes, they'reruined. | think thisisaprophylactic effect—protection for thefair
world. | believe our world protects herself from scientific advances that still bear rough edges; shewon't
alow the passage of anything that could do her harm. Likewise, | think the properties of devicesand
devisements taken hither-thither would be ruined or diminished. In one world, the old ways are manifest.
In the other, the ways of cold, unfettered science dominate.

"But what does get through—the people, | mean—I believe they have a disproportionate effect on the
world they've come to. The men and women | talked to from the grim world spoke of thisworld feasting
on them like leeches. The fairworlders drank in and adopted their language, their manners, their idess. |
think that every grimworlder who has come here has added much to our language and store of
knowledge.



"| think, in short, that the two world-ssters march together, but the grim world isthe vanguard—the first
to chdlenge the unknown, the first to suffer the beatings of change. The fair world hangs back, remains
safe and strong, and grants the benefits of her health and wisdom to her ster.”

Alagtair looked thoughtful. "1 won't say that this doesn't make some sense, from what we've already
learned. But what were the events at Adennum Complex al about?'

"Adennum is one of the three sites, of course. The other two are the Prophetess Stone at Omphdiain
Panelasson, and a Itzamnd, navel of the Sky Lizard and Earth Lizard in Aluxia. And theritua you saw
at the top of the hill at Adennum, enabled by that portable standing-stone circle made of wood, was
nothing less than an effort to cut away the cord linking the two worlds."

"Woasit successful?!
"Ya"
"What do you mean, yes?'

"Yes. It was successful.” Cagter sent another smoke ring at the ceiling. " The cord at Adennum went
away. | could fed it. I'm sengtized to those specific emissons of power, after al.

"The goddesses bleed. And the other half of the expedition, led by Duncan Blackletter, was supposed to
be doing the same exact thing at Omphdiaat the sametime. Their plan wasto meet in Aluxia afterward
and finish theritua by cutting the third cord together.”

Alagtair looked among his companions. They seemed astroubled as he.

Cadter continued, "Powrie said that these events could not be accomplished until al the men who'd
made the trangition from one world to the other were gone from at least one of the worlds. | assume
that's been done.” He saw Harrisnod. "Well, then. | regret to say that my lifeswork has been correct
and true. | have successfully identified some of the basic tenets that govern the way our world works.
And | seem to have helped avery bad man use that knowledge to avery bad end.”

Alagtair sad, "What end? With the cords cut, doesn't that mean travel between the two worldswill be
impossble?!

The scholar shook his head. "Oh, no, Goodsir Kornbock. Travel was never dependent on the
cords—else it could only be done from those three sites. No, only the constraints laid down by the
goddesses are gone. Devisers who know how to move from one world to the other can carry whatever
they wish with them. | can only assume that the fair world is unprepared for what the grim world can
bring her . . . and vice versa.”

Gaby looked even more glum. "Alagtair, weve got things.. . . guns, drugs, bombs you wouldn't believe.
One bomb could destroy Neckerdam."

"Thewholecity?'
"All of it. One bomb could turn the whole idand into burned dag and kill everybody there. Maybe

Duncan can't get his hands on one; they're hard to get. But he can bring dl sorts of thingsthat will give us
orief."



Alagtair went white. He turned back to Caster. "'If we stop Duncan in Aluxia, can we repair the cords?

"If my model work isaccurate—and so far, | must say, it has been absolutely correct—then you won't
haveto. Evenif thethird cord iscut, given time, al three will eventudly regrow.”

"Sothisonly createsabrief period in which Duncan can act fredy.”

"No. The problemisthis. In my experiments, once I'd cut the links between my globes, | was ableto
forge new ones. Linkswith different defining characteristics. Once they werein place, the old oneswould
not regrow. All | had to do first was make sure that neither globe was contaminated by ataint of the
other.”

Everyoneturned to look at Harris and Gaby. Gaby glared back. "Boil that down into English. | mean
Low Cretanis. Y ou're saying that Duncan killed every fairworlder on the grim world so he could cut the
links. And if he managesto finish off the grimworlders on the fair world, he can set up new ones."

"New oneswith different characterigtics. If he hasthe skill, he could, for instance, decide that every
grimworlder who comesto the fair world ever after becomes devoted to him. And vice versa. An army
of davesineach world . . . davesthat the natives are unprepared to defeat. He could become agod.”

Alagtair stood. "If therésanything | hate," he said, "it'sbeing in charge. I'm going up to tell al thisto
Noriko and make some talk-box calls. One to Panelassion to confirm that the second ceremony took
place. Another to afriend of Doc'sin Aluxia so we can have some dliesin place before Duncan gets
there.

"Joseph, keep an eye on Doc. Tdl meif there's any change in his manner. Goodsir Roundcap, find
yourself abunk; thiswill be along flight. Gaby, Harris, get what deep you can.” He shook hishead asif,
by denying it, he could undo everything that had happened in the last few bells. He headed forward.

Harriswent aft. Gaby started to follow him, but Caster intercepted her. "Goodlady ?*

"What isit?'

"Youare one of them, aren't you?' Up close, hetried to take in every detail of her, saw the subtle sgns
of wrongness about her. "A grimworlder.”

"Wl . ..yes"
"I'd like to speak with you. At length. About your world. Y our history."

She looked away, staring after the vanished Harris. After along moment she met hisgaze again. "I think
I'd better not."

IIWW?I
"Why do you think?'
"Youthink I might misusewhat | learned.”

"| think you mightuse what you learned. That's just asbad.”



"A telling shot. Well tak later." He watched her hurry after Harris.

Gaby paused outsde Harris bunk and called his name.
There was no answer. She heard dow, regular breathing from beyond his curtains.

Adeep dready. He usualy wasn't able to deep so fast. He must have been exhausted by what hed gone
through. She cursed Caster Roundcap for delaying her. She went forward to her own bunk.

* * %

Harris heard her call hisname. He waited, his eyes closed.Just go , he silently begged.
Shedid.

Now he knew, he finaly understood, why sheld told him she didn't want him anymore.
Because he was a man of good intentions.

But good intentions didn't win fights. They didn't get things done. They didn't point toward the future.
They didn't save Jean-Pierreslife. HEd let her down in every conceivable way.

He applauded her decision. Maybe she wouldn't take too long to find someone else. Someone who
didn't screw up and get people killed. Someone like Alastair. Someone like Doc. It surprised him that he
didn't want to smash the face of whomever she chose. He wished her well.

He heard Joseph set up a chair afew steps aft. Wood creaked, even over the roar of the engines, asthe
giant settled.

It wasthe last thing Harris heard before deep claimed him.

He awoke feding no different.
He climbed out of hisbunk. Joseph, gtill Sitting, looked a him. There was no censurein his expression.

But then, Joseph didn't have awholelot of cause to be judgmenta. Harrisignored him and went
forward.

Therewas no onein the lounge. It was dark outside. He continued through the forward deeping
compartment and to the door into Jean-Pierre's cabin. He walked in and closed the door behind him,
shutting theworld away.

Hefound the sofa by touch and settled into it. Ahead, through the bubble of awindow, there were stars
above, gray nothingness beneath. The stars looked far too optimistic; he decided that the nothingness
wasright.

Someone settled onto the couch beside him. He jumped about afoot.



"Itis]." Noriko'svaice.

"Oh, Jesus. Y ou scared me." He took a couple of deep breaths. "I'm sorry, Noriko. | didn't know you
werein here.”

"l was not adeep. Y ou have not disturbed me."

"l camein here. . .| don't know. | kind of half expected him to be here. Maybe his ghost. Pouring
whiskey for everybody and smart-assing as usud." Helooked into the void of the sea. "Noriko, | killed
him"

"Angus Powriekilled him."
"Yeah, but | could have stopped him. | just couldn't figure out how intime."

She leaned againgt him, resting her head againgt his shoulder. He was surprised by the closeness. He put
hisarm around her.

Her voice, when it came, was quiet, barely audible over the engines. " Jean-Pierre hunted Angus Powrie
since hewas ayouth. He spent afortune on investigators, on newsmen. They hounded Powriedl over
the world. Powrie had to stay in hiding because of Jean-Pierre. When they found each other, one of them
had to die. Harris, Jean-Pierre killedhimself . He broke cover, he leaped upon his enemy instead of
shooting him. Heforgot in hisanger that Powrie dways incapacitates hisvictim with ablow to the groin.
Powrieisexpert at that attack; it is hisfavorite. Nothing you did could have saved Jean-Pierre. Nothing.

"But I will not lieto you. You did fall, inaway. Y ou failed to make the best of Jean-Fierre's death by
avenging him. Perhaps he will not be too angry with you.”

"I hope not. I'd hate to have him chewing me out through eternity.”
She chuckled.
"How wel did you know him?"
"Hewas my husband."
"What?'
"We were married three years ago." He heard her sigh. "It was not agood idea. He had lost the fiancée
his father had picked for him. She wasfrail and proneto fits of despondency as pureblood princesses
tend to be, and she legped from ahigh cliff, though Jean-Pierre tried to catch her. He and | had been

friends, sometimes lovers, and heturned to mein hisgrief . . . and sayed with mein hispasson.

"But afterward, nothing changed. He chose not to make plans for the future. Not of life, nor home, nor
children. After ayear we decided to look different ways. But he would not let me divorce him yet."

"Why not?'
"Hisfather did not favor me as amatch for the prince. Jean-Pierre took offense. He told me that one day

they would pay me an immense bribe to cast him asde. Heinsisted that | accept. That way, he said, the
insult would be avenged, and yet everyone would have what he wanted.”



"That sounds like Jean-Pierre."
They rodeonin silencefor awhile,
He asked, "Do you know if he liked me?*

"You did not know? Y es. He did. Heliked the way you could talk to everyone. Ignoring rank. Ignoring
concerns of light and dark and dusky. He liked it that you taught me."

"I wish | could go back and just tell him, JayPee, I'm glad you're my friend. And good-bye."
"I, too. Harris?"'

"y e

"Y ou should worry less about whether people like you."

"Maybe"

"Not maybe. Yes." She sighed. "Promise me you will remember what | have asked.”

"Okay."

Doc heard three clangs, the notes of a hammer on an anvil. They trailed off into the distance. He opened
hiseyes.

Joseph sat afew feet away, studying him. His face was as grave as ever, but there was some deeper
sorrow in hiseyes.

"Tdl me" Doc sad.

Joseph told him. When he was done, Doc was silent along moment. " Joseph, when you said that death
followed in my wake, you wereright."

"l ansorry | ever said that.”
IIWMI

"Because it was wrong. Death does not follow you. It is ahead of you, Daoc, like aline of enemies.
Ahead of you because you aim yourself at it. Y ou and your dlieshurl yourselvesat it to keep it at bay.
Y ou passthrough it. Inevitably, one of you is caught. But | hate to think what thingswould belikeif no
one hurled himsdlf at thet line."

Gaby woke fedling rested but, for once, not grateful for it. Sheld prefer to deep until the heavinessinsde
her went away.



She dressed in her new jeans—alittle baggy, in the fashion of fair world men's clothes, but areasonable
fit—and went back to the lounge. No one e se was there. The sky outside the windows wasjust
lightening with dawn; the eastern faces of high clouds were striped with orange sunlight.

Shesat in her usual place and stared at the talk-box.

Timeto stop relying on other people for everything. She closed her eyes. Shetried to reach out for that
familiar loneliness shedd felt twice before.

Sowly, the engines roar dwindled to nothingness. She felt a pressure grow behind her eyesand heard a
daticin her ears.

The gtatic became voices. They blended and blurred into amass of words. " Can't authorize the when it
sets sall not before the equinox operator help so there we were married your Sister instead and came out
soaking wet set aside some forest lands cost you eighty libsmi espada se rompioforty isthe best you can
whenwill you come. .. " The pressurein her head grew greater but did not quite hurt.

She opened her eyes.

Her room. Walls of irregular stone, dark with age, no door or window alowing exit. An ornate rug,
handwoven, on the floor. Her four-poster bed of dark wood with curtains of transparent silk in pastel
blue. Her table. Her doll. The slvery mirror the height of aman on the far wall. The dress she wore,
heavy but somehow not hot, not cumbersome. All hers.

Gabridlés.

But she remembered Gaby, too. There was no conflict; the memoriesfit together like lovers fingers
intertwining. She smiled in sudden ddight. Sheld found her missing sigter at last.

Shelistened for certain names, for specific voices. Eventually she found them.

"Goodsir Blackletter, we were attacked . . . -plete success. Goodsir Powriehasbeento seea. . . left
Silustoninthat flying boat . . . dead, but Roundcap il lives. . . the storm cloud?”

She tried to make an eye open where she heard the voice, but there was no eye. They were spesking
over avoice-only set. She could not hear any reply. She could not clear up the transmission; words went
missing despite her best effort, and the pressurein her head increased. It distracted her, annoyed her.
"Gabridle." Doc's voice. That eye she could open, and did. She saw the mirror brighten, her own
reflection fade. Then, through it, she saw herself, dressed as Gaby; her eyeswere closed. Doc was
beside her, concern on hisface.

"Gabridle, you need to come ouit. | think you're hurting yoursdif."

"You can cal me Gaby. | remember everything.”

"Gaby, just come outnow ."

"l don't want to. I'm just getting it right.”

"Doit."



"Not yet!" Anger flashed through her.

She heard a shattering noise. Doc disappeared.

She couldn't open that eye again. Uh-oh. She sighed, closed her eyes, and relaxed her hold on her
surroundings. Shefelt them dip away. The floor rocked and she fdlt the sofa appear beneath her.

And the odd pressure inside her head resolved itself into pain, asolid sted spike of hurt driven deep into
her brain. She cried out, clutched her head, tried to curl up into aball. The pain wouldn't et go.

Shefelt Doc hold her and heard him speak her name, softly, indstently. Findly the spike of pain began to
withdraw. "I'm dl right, I'm dl right," she said.

"You are not. Y ou've dangeroudy extended yoursdlf. | want you to promise me that you won't do that
againunless|'m around.”

She gtraightened in spite of the hurt. Shelooked himinthe eye. "No."
Hisfaceregistered surprise. "Wel. Will you at least take it under advisement?
In spite of the pain, shegrinned. "That much I'll do.”

Then she saw the talk-box.

It was ruined. The glass of the tube was scattered in tiny pieces on the floor beforeit; Gaby found pieces
on her legsand in her lap. The electronic eements behind were blackened and melted. "What the hell

happened to that?"

"l thinkyou did."

Chapter Twenty-One

They sighted Neckerdam after dawn the following day. Alastair reported thet friends of the Sidhe
Foundation had visited Omphaliain Panelassion, the second of Caster's three sites, Harris remembered
Pandlassion being the fair world's Greece. The Sidhe Foundation men found the same sort of
Cabinet-henge arrangement there, abandoned; the ceremony was completed, the second link to the grim

world cut.

Harris decided not to return to the forward cabin for the Neckerdam landing. The shade of Jean-Pierre
might be waiting there for him. He stayed in the lounge and, through its windows, watched the landing,
then the refueling and reprovisioning that followed.

Workmen of the Sidhe Foundation came with a coffin for Jean-Pierre. Harris saw Doc go outsde and
issue them orders. They brought the casket aboard. A few minutes|ater they left withit, carrying it like
pallbearers.



Thelast of Jean-Pierre. Harris waved good-bye from behind asmall round window.

Other men brought new stores, more weapons, additional ammunition, books requested by Doc and
Cagter Roundcap. Harris asked for awelding torch; Alastair told him the lab was aready fitted with one.

Harris checked the map in the lab cabin and found their destination: the nation of Aluxia. Alastair had
pronounced it "Alushia." It sprawled across what on the grim world would have been Y ucatan,
Guatemda, and Bdlize.

Doc came back aboard with aman and woman. He introduced Harris to Ladidas and Welthow, pilots
employed by the Foundation—"Aboard,” Doc said, "so Noriko and the rest of the pilots can get some
rest instead of being bound to the cockpit.”

The new pilots both wore battered |eather bomber-style jackets—his black, hersred.

Ladidas, whom Doc said was from faraway Dacisperia, was a head shorter than Harris but had afirm
grip. Hisdark hair, pale complexion, and the point to his ears gave him asinister aspect. He obvioudy
enjoyed it, and cultivated a smilefull of both charm and menace. He poke with a heavy accent full of
rolling R's "l understand some of you are learning to fly. Perhgpswewill find out if theFrog Princeis
capable of an outside loop.”

Aladtair sad, "Perhapswewill find out if you can pass through spinning propellers without being hurt.”
Welthow, nicknamed Welthy, was a head shorter than Ladidas. Her hair was blond, twined into a
waist-length braid. She had muscleslike acat and agrin that suggested she'd just been at the cream.

Harris decided that she looked like pure sex in acompact frame. He was surprised that he felt like
noticing. "Ignore Ladidas,” she said. "He's crashed in every outsde loop he'stried. Won't rest until he

getsit right.”
Doc got them and their gear squared away.

Through the windows, Harris saw the mechanics shake their heads over the engines, but by midmorning
theFrog Prince was airborne.

When the others came back to the lounge or the bunks after seeing the takeoff show, Harriswaved
Joseph over. "Do you know how to use awelder?!

"l do."

"Would you help me put something together? | have akind of asick toy in mind. Something that will give
one of Duncan's men fits"

"With such agod, | would be happy to help.”

Gaby sat with Doc in front of the replacement talk-box and learned everything she could about
talk-boxes.



There werefour types. Singles could only receive sound. Doubles could send and receive sound. Triples
could receive sound and pictures. Quadruples, like most of the ones scattered through Doc's
headquarters, could send and receive sound and pictures. Most of the triples and quadruplesin
existence, and most of the broadcasts for them, were black-and-white, but color was available—just

very expensve.
Each talk-box could receive sgnadstwo ways, from the Ether or the Grid.

The Grid was anetwork of cables stretching to many parts of theworld. It was used mostly for
two-way communications, like the tel ephone system she was used to. But most parts of the Grid could
handle full sound and picture transmissions. Two people with quadruples set up on the Grid could talk to
one another's TV images.

The Ether seemed to beradio/TV broadcast transmissions. It was made up mostly of entertainment and
news programming, but certain portions were set aside for communi cations between talk-boxes not set
up on the Grid. Theseincluded the devicesingtaled in the cockpit of theFrog Prince and the bridges of
liftships—what the fairworlders called zeppelins and blimps—and ships at sea.

Therewas till athird arrangement, enjoyed by the talk-box in the lounge of theFrog Prince . That
talk-box was set up to send and receive through the Ether, but could also broadcast to and receive from
specid relay stations attached to the Grid. Doc said he paid afortune for the service. "But at critical
times, the ability to cal into the Grid from the plane can save your life."

"Pretty good, Doc." Gaby smiled and decided not to tell him that the grimworlders had such thingsin
their cars.

Homesthat could afford it tended to have one quadruple for entertainment and one doubleto act asa
telephone. But if the double broke down, the owner could plug the quadruple into the Grid and useiit for
ordinary communications. Gaby found the arrangement handy.

"You," Doc said, "seem to have an affinity for the Grid. Y ou say you've never seen any entertainment
broadcasts as Gabridlle.”

"Can't remember any, no."

"So the Grid may act as some enormous antennafor your Gift. Even across the gulf between worlds. |
wonder if you could tap into the Grid of the grim world, too."

"That would be something. But | don't think | ever have."

"Well try another time. For now, well try acouple of tests. | want you to seeif you can find and talk to
acentra Grid operator in Neckerdam. And then—wel, | had Brian Banwite deliver ahandful of
talk-boxesfor this craft, because | want you to try to blow some of them up.”

"Oh, good."

"It wouldn't bother me at all if some of the pieces broke off and stuck on impact,” Harrissaid.

Joseph nodded. "That smplifies matters. Instead of welding, we will solder.”



They started with a smallish bronze bowl. They assembled small pieces of iron or stedl, each from
one-hdf to oneinchin length, and sharpened each oneto arazory point or edge. Harris thought about
sacrificing hislockback hunting knife from the grim world, letting Joseph cut it into shards, but decided

that they had enough raw materia from the bits of ferrous meta in thelab's scrap drawer.

Joseph meticuloudy soldered dl those blades to the convex surface of the bowl. The sharp edges
pointed up; some were angled. When it was done, Harris decided that it looked like a cheese grater

designed by aserid killer.
Joseph looked at it. "Thiswill hurt someone very badly.”

"That bothersyou, doesn't it?"

"Yan

"But you madeit anyway."
Thegiant wasdow in answering. "All | want isfor the world to leave me adone, and never again to hear

bones cracking under my hands. But if the world must drag me back into its affairs, if it insststhat | hurt
anyone, | will hurt those who seem to find such joy ininflicting pain. Men like Duncan and those who

srvehim.”

With ahammer and ream, Harris punched three holes a regular intervals around the bowl's rim and used
afileto sand them smooth. Hetied along cord to each hole, then spent awhile tying the whole

arrangement on over hisclothes.
Hed have to practice while wearing the thing. Otherwise he might carve himsdlf when doing kicks.

Joseph looked at him. ™Y ou wereright," he said. "That isthe product of adisturbed mind.”

Harris beamed at him. "Just the effect | waslooking for."

Gaby scowled at Doc'sface in the mirror of Gabrielle'sroom. "Are you ready?"

"A moment." She saw him pull on apair of aviator-style goggles. "Now | am. Areyou angry?"
"No, but I'll forceit." She put al the heat and anger she could into her words: "I think yousuck !"
Doc winked out. Gaby looked at her own, or rather Gabridll€e's, surprised expression.

She relaxed and cameto in her own body, seated beside the talk-box. The device's eectronic guts,
smashed and smoking, lay al over theloungefloor. "Cool."

Doc pulled his goggles off. "Headache?"
"A little one. Not as bad aslast time. But then, | wasn't in aslong.” She rubbed her temples. "How was

it?'



"More violent than before. | think you'reimproving. What isit that | suck?'

"Uhhh..."

In the hoursit took to make the toy, Harris took the occasional trip to the gdley for food, to the water
closet forward, and to the lounge to take alook out the windows.

Theterrain graduated to low, mist-covered mountains, dramatic and beautiful asthe Appaachiansof his
own world; much later, the land grew flatter and covered with the lush springtime growth of the
southeastern United States.

He saw cities, but the land wasn't crowded with them, and the infrequent roads |ooked like roads rather
than atight webwork of scars. There was wilderness down there, not crowded out by farmlands, and
Harris abruptly wished hewerein the heart of it, Sitting with his back to an aromatic evergreen and
wondering what sort of fair folk lived among the trees.

Wl after dark, they landed at the airstrip serving the city of Lackderry on what would have been the
Gulf of Mexico. "A good city for soirées," Alagtair said, beaming. "One of Jean-Pierresfavorite places.
On our way back perhaps I'll go on the town and drink my own weight in his honor."

They were flying again by midnight, south over the water, Noriko and Doc back at the controls.

Shortly after dawn, they crossed over the northernmost coastline of Aluxiaand put downin an
arfidld—just aflat field with no pavement, no lights, and atower that deserved to be called such only
because it was two stories instead of one and featured awind sock on apole. Doc and Gaby went out to
ded with the field officials—he because held been here before and knew the drill, she because her
Spanish was recognizably the same as the Castilian spoken by haf the people of Aluxia. Noriko,
Ladidas, and Welthy went over the engines.

Hot, wet, heavy air flooded theFrog Prince and Harris decided that he didn't fed like taking awalk
outsde. He stayed in the lounge.

"You'relooking haggard,” Alagtair told him.

"Speak for yoursdlf." Alastair could have; he had dark rings under hiseyes.

"Too much air travel. Trains are much better for the congtitution. And for lovemaking.”

Half abdl later, with Welthy and Ladidas back at the controls, they were flying south over
forest-covered flatland, the darkest living green Harris had ever seen, dmost never broken by the path of
ariver.

Harris climbed the stairs to the upper deck.

One of the cargo holds was mostly empty. Harris dragged what cargo was there againgt the forward
bulkhead and used the rest of the compartment for training. After an hour, he got pretty good at tying the

new toy securely and was sure that held be able to move naturaly while wearing the thing. Of course,
he'd have to switch back to baggy fair world clothesfor awhile.



The aromaof meat and onions drew him back down. Alagtair, singing to himself, cooked steaks with
onions and mushroomsin thelittle galley. The doctor brought ahuge platter of mest into the lounge and
carried asmaller platter up to the cockpit. The others swooped down on the plate he'd Ieft behind.

Harris briefly consdered being mad a himself for enjoying the meal. Maybe, after the eventsin Cretanis,
nobody should ever have an appetite again.

Nah.

Not long after noon, he heard acal floating down from the cockpit, Welthy'svoice: "She'sin sight,
prepareto land." But it was Gaby's cry of "Oh, howbeautiful !" that brought him forward to
Jean-Pierre's cabin.

It was standing room only; the sofas and chairs were dready full. The view through the bubble-window
showed himwhy.

TheFrog Prince angled down toward agreat sheet of blue water, amiles-long lake surrounded by
green mountain peaks. To port, Harris saw three great mountains on the south side of the lake; to
starboard, there was some sort of community built on the north dopes. Every moment of travel presented
Harriswith anew, glorious, picture-postcard view.

The lake grew larger and larger. The pilots obviousy meant to land there.

TheFrog Prince set down with anoise like awashing machine set on overdrive. Water sheeted up over
the bubble-window and the plane shuddered with the friction of landing. Harris gripped the doorframe for
balance.

Then the water drained away from the window and theFrog Prince hedled very dightly starboard,
swinging dowly around to face the village on the dope. Harris could see terraces where small houses
were built from wooden poles and thatch. As more of the village came into view, he gaped at the
blood-red pyramid that dominated the other buildings. Below it, at water's edge, was adock protruding
into the water; people, tiny forms barely visble a this distance, sood onit.

Asthe plane completed itsturn, the castle came into view to the extremerright, set above and well back
from thevillage. It was aruin of some antiquity, its stones dark with more than age—it looked like it had
been burned, much of the course of itswallstoppled. But frameworks of metal and wood surrounded the
old structure, some unfinished project of repair.

Whdthy and Ladidas brought theFrog Prince adongside the dock as ddlicately asthough they were
returning a borrowed Rolls-Royce to its owner's garage. The plan€'s port wing hung over the dock. The
men and women gathered there retreated until the propellers stopped spinning.

Doc stepped out onto the port landing wing. Through the window, Harris saw a flash of movement
outsde, abrown-and-yelow blur hurling itsdlf at Doc . . . and then the man staggered back insde, his
attacker wrapped around him.

She was awoman with milk-and-coffee skin and hair that was alustrous black. She wore what Harris



thought of as Hollywood safari gear—shorts and short-deeved shirt with many pockets, knee-high socks
and sturdy shoes—but instead of khaki or tan, her clothes were afading yelow. The scarf tied around
her neck was gold with jaguar spots. She had her legs wrapped around Doc'swaist and was kissing him
with such enthusiasm that Harris found himself impressed and envious.

Findly she broke the clinch. "Welcometo Aluxia," shesaid.
"With welcomeslike that, | must leave many times.”

She amiled and released him, dropping to her feet. Harris saw she wastiny, not more than four and a
half feet tall. Her eyes matched her hair and her mouth was a handsome curve just alittle too wide for her
face. She was both beautiful and built, and Harris thought she made quite areception committee.

Shefindly turned to look at the others. "Alagtair, athousand blessings.” Her smilefaded. "Noriko, |
heard about Jean-Pierre. | am so sorry.” The smile returned, no less luminous than before. "Doc,
introduce meto my new friends."

"Ish, thisis Joseph, who builds things of stedl. Gaby Donohue, who may someday be remembered asthe
discoverer and first priestess of the talk-box god. Harris Greene, who knows how to box with hisfest.
And Caster Roundcap, arcanologist. Everyone, | present you Ixyail del Valle, princess and rebel—called
Ish by her friends.

Doc and friends debarked and the villagers crowded around them. These men and women were no
taller than Harris sternum, but the young ones looked very strong and fit. They seemed dressed for
vigtors. Though some of the men wore nothing more than white cloth tied around their middles, many
wore caf-length breeches and jackets that were a crimson dark enough to be nearly black; each jacket
was embroidered with brilliantly colored geometric designs Harris could not decipher. The women were
in dark ankle-length skirts, undecorated, benesth deevel ess blouses, like ponchos bound at the sides,
embroidered with the same sorts of designs.

They stared openly at the northerners, especially at Doc and the late-arriving Welthy, whosefair hair
seemed to draw their eyes.

Ish dragged Doc before one of the villagers, amiddle-aged man whose clothes were the darkest and
whose embroidery wasthe brightest. "Thisis Baam, theahau , or lord, of the villages around the lake.
Don't cal himthelord of the lake—that is atitle reserved for one of their local gods.”

Doc bowed. Thevillagelord, seemingly unable to tear his gaze away from Doc's hair, bowed back. 1sh
gestured for the man to accompany her and Doc up to the village, and the whole mass of people drifted
intheir wake. "l spent alot of Foundation money bringing very expensive dyesto these people. A rich
bribe, much appreciated. Too, they are apeaceful folk. | think they will stay friendly.”

Therewas a dtir at the back of the crowd. They turned to see two older villagers, aman and awoman,
pressing Caster Roundcap from both sides, smiling, talking a him in excited tones. He answered them
briefly intheir own language.

Caster saw Doc watching. He looked up and shrugged. "I told you I'd been here before. It appears
some are old enough to remember me."



Ish said, "Now | know they will say friendly.”

In the village plaza, east of the blood-red pyramid and in its shadow, the villagers of 1tzamnd hosted
them in afeast. They served fish and small steamed crabs, something like amild tamale the Sze of an
orange and wrapped in bananaleaves, papayathe size of watermelons, coarse, tasty corn tortillas that
were more gray than brown, roast turkey, roast pig, honey and bitter chocolate sauce for flavor . . .
Harris decided that Jean-Pierre would have approved; he ate heartily, without guilt.

Caster nodded over at the grim bulk of the fortress a hundred yards away. "They've begun repairs since
last | washere"

Ish spat. "Another project of the blood-drinking, sons-of-Castilian-pigs government. | think they plan to
put everything in shape so they can build ahotel and bring up wedthy Cadtiliansto take the waters and
dtare at the volcanoes. This placeis sacred. It should not be a playground. When | hear they have done
this, | will use bombs and throw the first carloads of wedthy visitors off the mountain road. That will
discourage them.”

Harris, larmed, looked at Alagtair, but the doctor shook his head and gave him a*pay no mind”
expression.

"I don't see anyone working on it now," Caster said mildly.
"| sent them away! All workmen from the city. Any of them could be spiesfor Blackletter.”

Harrisasked, "Why isit ruined when everything elseisin good repair? I'm used to seeing pictureswhere
the pyramids are overgrown and the more modern stuff iskept up.”

Caster gestured, a broad sweep that took in the lake and its surroundings. "During the Castilian
conquest, the whole area of I1tzamna was aretreat for Aluxian kingswho continued to fight. It was
eventually conquered and the Cadtilians built that hulk. A few yearslater, the Aluxians came back,
burned it, and kicked the Cadtilians out.” He shrugged. " Of course, the Aluxians kept fighting among
themsalves once the Cadtilians were a bay, and effectively destroyed themselves asamilitary power.
The new government is not so easy to shake off."

The village lord exchanged afew wordswith Cagter.

Alagtair asked, "What does he say?"

Cadter and Ish smiled. Caster said, "Hetellsusit'stime. Half abell sincethelast one. Look at thelake."

They did. Nothing was different: the water was so il that theFrog Prince barely moved.

Then, in patches, the surface began to rail, asthough the entire lake were heated to the point of boiling.
The patches spread out to join one another. In lessthan aminute, the lake's surface asfar as they could
see was afrothing mass. Steam rose from the water.

"Jesus," Harrissaid. "How hot isthat?"

Cagter shook hishead. "Not very. It's usudly warm; now it'sjust a bit warmer, not even uncomfortable.



It's brought on by volcanic activity deep under the water.”

"Volcanoes!" 1sh glared at him. "It'sthe bregth of thelizard in the earth. The trouble with you
arcanologigsisthat you dissect and andyze your devisements until you forget to believein them.”

They waiched astheroiling finally settled down. The steam, asolid layer, lifted clear of thelake's surface
and dowly, gracefully rose until it waslogt into the sky.

In awood-pole hut given over to her use, Ish spread out a hand-drawn map of the kidney-shaped lake
and its surroundings. Doc held down two of the cornersfor her.

Ish tapped a point not far from the village, two places along the southeast curve of thelake, and oneon
the southwest. "These are the passes out of Itzamnd. | have aman at each one. Scouts of the Hu'undl,
my people, trustworthy. And another here," she tapped the land portion between the two southward
curves of thelake, "on thetalest mountain. No lorriesfull of cabinets can get in without our knowing.
Noneis here now. We've even searched the castle, top to bottom, to make sure nothing is left there. All
that's there iswood, stone, and cement for the repairs.”

Harrisasked, "What if they come in a segplane like we did?!

"What if they do? They land, they taxi toward shore, and we shoot them." She shrugged as though it
wereasmall concern.

Doc frowned over the map. "Caster, which part is the sacred area?’

"It'sdl sacred. But the link with the other world is strongest in the vicinity of the village, centering on the
pyramid. Y ou'd have to perform the ceremony here, anywhere within afew hundred paces.”

"That's encouraging. I'd hate to have to protect fifty square destads of lake and mountain.”

Ish rolled up the map. " So. All questions answered? Good. Everybody go away. Now | can finaly get
somedeep.”

AsDoc turned away to follow the others, she caught him by the collar. "Not you." She smiled up at him.
"l indst on company.”

Harristook awalk around the village, followed everywhere by two children and an old woman who
seemed fascinated by his every move but too shy to talk to him.

Though the pyramid and the other buildings on the plaza around it were stone, he saw that the houses of
the villagers were not just made of wood—they seemed constructed of living trees. New branches
budded from the wall poles driven into the earth. Vines and ferns sprouted out of the thatch roofs. He
saw women at work pruning their houses.

Near the village and al around the lake, he could see fields of what looked like tal grass, wind would
dtir the plantsin greet rolling waves. These weren't the sort of fields he was used to from lowa. They
grew up the dopes of the mountains, some at angles of forty-five degrees or more. He saw men working



them, pulling wai st-high bushes and weeds free and hurling them downd ope. He walked alongside the
fidd nearest the village and saw thet the tall grass was actudly corn—or maize, most likely.

The ground was so warm hefdt it through hisleather soles, and though the air was thin and cold, the
water in the lake stayed comfortable—he dipped his hand into it and decided that it was somewhere
around eighty degrees.

All through hiswalk, he heard the screeching from the forest he'd thought must be birds—big, ugly ones

from the sound of them. But when he returned to theFrog Prince, Caster told him they were howler
monkeys. "Best get used to their noise," the arcanologist said. ™Y ou don't have much choice.

Half abdll after the digplay of roiling water, it happened again. Thistime Harris sat cross-legged on the

dock and watched the whole event, from the first boiling patch to the disappearance of the steam cloud
far overhead.

Alagtair stepped out of the plane onto the port water wing. "Ladidasistaking first watch, at four bells. |
relievehim & five bdls™

"I'll take thewatch at six bells, then." Harrisfrowned. "Ixyail isaweird one. What was dl that talk about
bombs?"

The doctor smiled. "It wasjust talk; she'svery excitable. She actualy isarebe, an enemy of the Aluxian
government, and they would arrest and execute her if they knew she were here. But she confines herself
to spying and sabotage. No attacks on the innocent.”

"Good. Is Doc serious about her?!

Alagtair shrugged. "It's complicated. But they've been friends and loversfor sometime.”

"Oh. I just sort of thought, the way he jumpsinto every bad situation that comes adong, that he'd have
sworn off relationships until he was retired or something.”

"What sort of idiot would punish himsdf that way?" The doctor looked offended.

"Just athought. Never mind. I'll seeyou at six bells." Harrisrose and breezed past the doctor to return
to hisbunk.

Three days passed.

Gaby spent some time each day before the talk-box. With each attempt, the use of her ability became
eager . .. and moredifficult.

It was easier to project hersalf into the mind and room of Gabridle. She could do that amost
effortlesdy. Each time, it took longer for her to fed the pressure that promised pain.

But on the second day, lying in her bunk, she put herself in Gabrielleésroom . . . and could not hear the
hiss of voices. The room was peaceful. She never felt pressure behind her eyes. She could not find the
Grid.



The next morning, she began experimenting. Her practice went as usua from the lounge of theFrog
Prince . But from any other cabin, from outside the plane, shefailed to reach the Grid.

"l don't get it," she complained to Doc.

He consdered for amoment before answering. "Gaby, in uniting you with Gabrielle, it may bethat |
have fataly compromised your Gift. It may be athing that belongsto dreaming. Giving your waking mind
accessto it may have damaged it. May continue to do so. It could be adelicate machine, and it may be
burning out from overuse or unaccustomed wear."

"Damn." Sheturned her thoughts away from the loss she might befacing. "I heard Duncan afew minutes

"What was he saying?"

"l only heard a snatch of conversation, very faint. Something about the lake being effectively seded off,
and then afew words about something being in place.” She gave him an apologetic look. "I couldn't get
any more. I'm sorry."

"Don't be. Were now sure his people arein the vicinity. Things could happen anytime now. If you can,
keep listening . . . but don't tire yoursdlf to excess."

"l won't," shelied.

In the darkness of the dock, Harris shivered. He wouldn't have believed that the air could turn so cold
after dark. Every morning when held awakened, bowls of standing water had been frozen over the top.

A distant buzz, like an ingstent insect, intruded on histhoughts. He stood at the edge of the dock and
tried to spot the source of the noise, but al he did see was the sudden flaring of asignd fire atop the
mountain peak on the other side of the lake.

A plane, it had to be a plane. He stuck his head through the hatch into theFrog Prince . "Up and at
‘'em!” he shouted. "Theres aplane coming in!" Then hetrotted up the dope to the village and hammered
the frame of the curtained doorway to Ish's hut. "Doc! Incoming!”

By the time he got back to the plane, Doc's associates were ssumbling out of it, some half-dressed, dl
clutching weapons. They turned in the direction of the noise. The buzzing increased dowly in volume, but
gtill there was nothing to see.

"ItsaHammerling enging," Noriko said. "Hear theway it misses? It'snot in good repair.” Harris
wondered where Welthow and Ladidas were, but not for long; one engine on theFrog Prince coughed
into life, its propeller spinning. A second engine followed.

Alagtair cast off the lineslashing the plane to the dock and joined the others. "Get moving,” he said,
though the pilots could not hear him. Then something caught his attention and he pointed. "There. Low, a
eight bels”

Everyone looked dightly left of straight ahead.



A triplane—something Harris had never seen outside of picturesin abook. Almost invisblein thefaint
light cast by the crescent moon, it came at them just feet above the water. Harriswinced. TheFrog
Prince was moving, but couldn't possibly get clear before—

It opened fire. Angry gouts of flame erupted from the plane. Twin lines of water-spray erupted from the
lake's surface and converged on theFrog Prince .

Chapter Twenty-Two

People scattered, Caster and Noriko legping into the water. Bullets tore into theFrog Prince and sent
wood chipsflying. One engine coughed and died immediately. The triplane roared past, amere six feet
abovethe planeit had just strafed, climbing to keep from damming into the mountain dope ahead.

Alagtair stood and opened up with his autogun. His long burst didn't seem to affect the attacker. Doc,
hopping on one foot as he struggled to pull aboot onto the other, joined his associates.

Harris helped Caster and Noriko out of the water. He took an anxious look at theFrog Prince ; only
one engine was running, and it was sputtering, but in dim light from the cockpit he could see Welthy and
Ladidas moving, and they didn't appear to be hurt.

Villagers emerged from their huts. Many more, Harris saw, merely peeked from curtained doorways.

The attacking plane continued to climb, then wheeled around in a countercl ockwise circle and headed
toward the Castilian fort. It passed over the ruined structure .. . . and Harris saw aflash of rocket trail as
something fired out of the cockpit into the center of the old fortress.

The plane passed over the castle and began a gentle turn. There was aflash of light from the interior of
the structure; it illuminated the mountain dope behind.

Doc struck hisforehead. "Damn mefor anidiot. | forgot about Duncan's paint-spraying missile. They
didntneed to bring the equipment in by lorry!" He charged toward the fort.

The othersfollowed, spreading out. But the triplane angled toward them, firing again, its bullets plowing
indiscriminately through the huts of the people of Itzamndl.

Thistime everyone returned fire, sending lead into the aging triplanes flanks and belly. Alastair put a
good burst into its side; Harris saw its cockpit riddled with holes. When the plane was past, they rose
and began running again.

Thetriplane waggled itswings. It didn't look to Harrislike a celebration of victory; it seemed to be
dewing out of contral. It turned to pass once more over the castle. Then it climbed at an ever-increasing
angle, asif the pilot sought to reach the silvery arc of the moon.

The plane continued itsarc until it sood onitstail. Harris heard the engine catch and fall. Then the plane
heeled over and dropped, spinning, an unaerodynamic fal, to smash into the far wall of the castle.

Doc was dmogt to the castle gate when automeatic gunfire erupted from the entrance into the fortress.



Harris saw him go down. Doc continued into a controlled tumble, getting clear of thetrall, finishing up
behind agentle rise in the earth; gpparently unhurt, he returned firewith hispistol. Alagtair joined him,
went prone, and opened fire with his Klapper.

Harrisleft the trail and scrambled updope. In afew seconds he was at right angles to the castle entrance,
out of sght of its defenders. He cut across toward the fortress western wall. Thiswall stood tdl and
unbroken, portions of it lighter and in better repair than others; its upper reaches were overgrown with
the wooden framework the repairmen had been working from. Perhaps he could find a dangling rope or
arough patch of origina wall to climb.

Below, he saw Doc's other associates spreading out from the trail, returning fire againgt Blackletter's
men.

There was abrief whoosh and the sky above the castlelit up. It didn't look like the pyrotechnics that had
erupted from Adennum Complex. Harris guessed that the crashed plane was onfire.

Above the gunfire, he heard therattling of agenerator and the faint suggestion of chanting. But he trotted
the entire length of the west wall and found no way up.

"Harrid"

He spun. Joseph stood at the bottom of the wall toward the castle's front face. Harris ran downd ope to
joinhim.

Joseph pointed. ™Y ou want to go up?"

"Itsahdl of agood idea."

"Get onmy back."

Harris did. He wrapped his arms around Joseph's neck. On account of the "cheese-grater” he was
wearing, he wasn't willing to settle in against Joseph; he had to keep his knees pressed to the giant's
back.

Joseph didn't seem to mind. He started climbing.

His hands seemed to find every crack between the stones of the wall. To Harris, it seemed asthough his
fingers settled, even 0ozed, into the gaps. Joseph hauled himsdlf up with great speed and utter
confidence. Harristook alook at the ground below and waited for fear of heightsto claim him asit had
at the condtruction Site, but it didn't.

In moments, he was able to step off onto the highest of the wooden repair wakways. There was a coil
of rope on the walkway. He quickly tied it off and then kicked it over the Side; it unrolled asit fell. Then
he stepped up between the battlements and joined Joseph atop the wall. He had an excellent view of the
cadtlesinterior.

On the far wall hung the smashed triplane, burning furioudy. The fire had aready spread to wooden
walkways and support beams.

Below, occupying most of the castle's courtyard, was another Cabinet-henge. At the center wasasmall



fire surrounded by men; red smoke rose from thefire.,

The castle didn't seem to have any sort of gatehouse, just agate and drawbridge flanked by round
towers. He could see men clustered to either side of the opening, Spraying gunfire out a Harris friends.

Harris saw what they werefiring. Klapper autoguns and wheat looked like machine guns, againgt the
pistols and occasiona autoguns of hisfriends.

"Get under cover," he said. He didn't wait to look. He drew both pistols and lay down at the interior
edge of thewall. He sighted in on one of the groups of gunmen and opened fire.

He'd emptied one gun before there was areaction. One of the silhouettes by the gate dumped to the
ground. Othersturned and opened fire on Harris.

He heard something whistle near him. A little piece of the stonewall benesth him exploded, sending a
shard of soneinto hischin. It hurt, but it wasadull pain.

There was awet, meaty noise above him. Harris glanced up.

Joseph il stood there. A small crater had appeared on the exposed flesh of his chest. The giant looked
atrifle puzzled. As Harriswatched, his chest began to resume its normal shape.

Joseph walked back to the battlements. He reached past them and yanked. There was a cracking noise.
He came up with awooden beam, something like afour-by-six, at least ten feet long. He began walking
aong thewall toward its southern face.

Harris switched to his second gun and continued to fire. Some of the men below had quit the gate and
were sheltering behind the cabinets. They fired at him. Harris saw another man at the gate fal down; it
wasn't one he was aiming at. Maybe hisfriends were making headway.

He paused to reload. Joseph got to the corner where the walls met and turned toward the gate.

The plane on the far wall exploded. Burning wreckage dropped into the courtyard. A sheet of fire blew
out over the cadtle, raining flaming debris everywhere. Something lit on Harris cheek and bit him; he
swatted the ember off hisflesh and began firing again.

Joseph reached the west tower flanking the gate. He stepped off the wall. Harrisfroze, arrested by the
gght of hisfriend atempting to kill himsdif.

Joseph fell forty feet to the ground. He flattened just alittle when he hit. He stood up immediately and
swung hisimprovised club. Even at this distance, Harris could hear the crack asit met the head of one of
the gunmen at the gate. The blow swatted that man aside. Joseph stepped forward and drove his beam
into the chest of the next gunman.

The men around the gate turned their fire on Joseph. Harris saw the giant shudder and jerk ashe was hit,
perhaps dozens of times. But Joseph waded into his enemies, swinging his club, smashing mento the
ground.

Harriskept firing until his second gun was empty again. He thought he saw two men fell under his
gunfire. He began to reload.



A hard, cold piece of metd pressed up againgt histemple. His somach seized up and he froze.

A man'svoice, hard and cold: "Drop those pieces of shit over the edge.”

Harris complied. Below, he saw one of the gate defenders fal backwards, hit by fire from outside.
"Y our other gun, too, dickhead. Angustold us about you."

Harris carefully, dowly drew out the revolver from his belt holster and dropped it off thewall.
The man stepped back. " Stand up and turn around.”

Harrisdid. He turned to face Phipps. The man wore adirt-streaked grimworld suit and
burgundy-and-yellow power tie that seemed doubly incongruousin this setting.

Phipps smiled. "Hereit comes, punk.” Then hefroze.
A woman's brown arm snaked from behind Phipps and relieved him of hispistal. Ixyail stepped back
and away from the grimworlder. She carried another gun in her left hand. She, too, was smiling. "Two big

geersfighting,” shesad. "I must seethis. That will beworth al the climbing.”

Phippslooked at her, confused, taking amoment to redlize that he'd just been given permission to best
Harristo death. "All right," he said. " Just as good.”

He stepped forward.
Harris knuckle-punched him in the throat. Phipps clutched at the injury, surprisein hiseyes.

Harris grabbed him by thetie and yanked. Phipps sailed off thewall, hisarmsflailing. He got out one
strangled cry before he smashed into the flagstones four stories below.

"Givemethat." Harris, exasperated, took Phipps revolver from Ixyall.

"That was no fight." Shelooked disgppointed.

"Give Joseph some support. I'm going down."

He found temporary wooden stairs leading to the ground. As he descended, he saw Joseph, one of his
legs near-usdess and dragging, smashing one of the gunmen againgt awooden cabinet. The last defender
dill a the gate fell over backwards and Alastair charged in, still firing at him, nearly sumbling over his
body. Men were regrouping among the cabinets; some opened fire on the doctor, who dove behind a

pile of masonry rubble.

Many of the wooden cabinets were on fire, aswas the entire east wall of the castle. Flame and smoke
roseinto the sky.

Harris saw the squat shape of Angus Powrie moving among the cabinets, red-gold from reflected flame.
Harris hurried down the steps, firing at targets of opportunity as he descended.

* * %

Noriko ran in behind Alastair and Doc, keeping aslow as she could. One of the bleeding men on the



ground raised ahandgun. She lashed out with her blade, dispassionately watched as the gun and the hand
that hdd it went flying.

Joseph, hisface and body riddled with smdll craters, spun on them and raised the six-foot remnant of his
club, but recognized them and stayed his hand.

Gunfire from the cabinets ahead. Doc angled right, diving, rolling behind bags of cement. Noriko headed
left, hoping her dark clotheswould make her tough to pick out in thislight.

Thelights decorating the cabinets abruptly brightened and burned out. The shaft of light Noriko
remembered from Adennum launched itsalf toward the stars. The ground rumbled. She heard Doc groan.
She knew it wasfrom pain at having failed a second time. Shefedlt it hersdlf.

All theincoming fire seemed to be amed at Doc and Alagtair; maybe she hadn't been seen. She moved
between two of the cabinets, headed toward the center, her senses dert.

Not aert enough. A loop settled around her neck and drew tight; acold barrdl pressed against the flesh
of her neck. A gruff voice with alowlander accent said, "Drop that toy, girl."

Harris moved into the circle of burning cabinets. In the center, the fire il issued alittle red smoke, but
no one stood neer it.

That last shot had been hisfifth. He siwung out the cylinder of Phipps pistol and dumped out itsload of
brass, then tried to rel oad.

No such luck. The ammunition in his pockets was a different type. He cursed, replaced the unspent
cartridge and snapped the wegpon shut, rotating the cylinder so that the one live round was ready to fire.

Therewas motion in his periphera vison.

Angus Powrie stood four steps away. He held aWexstan shotgun pistol in both hands, aimed upward.
The cord at itsend held its barrel to Noriko's neck. Noriko's face betrayed no emotion.

Angus caught sight of Harrisin amost the same ingtant. "Drop your gun,” said the redcap, "or she's
dead."

Noriko shook her head, amere suggestion of motion.
Harristook careful am at him. ™Y ou need to come up with anew dia ogue coach.”
Powrielooked confused. "Maybe you didn't understand me, boy."

"Who wasit who said that experience conssts of recognizing it when you make the same mistake
again?"

They waited there for long seconds, while the fire on the east wall blazed up brighter and gunfire blasted
from the south arc of thering of cabinets.

Harriskept hisam true. "Noriko?'



Her voicewasfant. "Yes?'
"Youremy friend, and | loveyou."
"l know."

"If it comestoit . . . good-bye."
"Good-bye."

Hewaited. Noriko dowly brought her hands up. Harris cleared histhroat, held Powrie's attention.
"Angus, ligen. I'm willing to forgive and forget the thing with Jean-Fierre if you'll do something for me."

"Whichis?'
"Kill yoursdf."
Noriko clapped her hands on either side of the Wexstan's cylinder.

Angus yanked the trigger. The cylinder, trapped between Noriko's hands, could not rotate; the hammer
could not draw back or fall.

Harrisfired. The bullet took Angus high in the chest. It didn't stagger the redcap.

Anguswound up and struck Noriko, apunishing blow to her cheek; her legs gave way but she kept the
grip onthe gun.

Harrisran forward and side-kicked, catching Powrie in the chest, throwing him to the ground. Harris
dropped the empty pistol. Noriko crawled away.

Powrie was up in asplit-second, charging. Harris side-stepped, grabbed the man's deeve and added
some momentum to the charge. The redcap flew past and dammed into the burning side of acabinet. It
didn't dow him; he bounced off and stepped away from the wood, fast enough that the fire didn't even
char hisshirt.

The redcap's pointed teeth gleamed in thefirdight. He held up his undamaged left hand. ™Y ou ruined
this"" hesaid. "Now it'sal better. I'm going to break your neck with it." He came a Harris, grabbing.

Harris leaned left, blocked right-handed, and as Angus reached him he spun into a backfist. The blow
smashed the dwarf's nose into aflat, bloody mess of gristle. Angus staggered past a couple of steps.

Harris backed away, dancing, hishands at chin leve to guard.

Angusturned, undowed. Blood poured across his mouth but his smile mocked Harris. He charged
agan.

Suddenly Harriswas in Sonny Walters postion, fighting the long-range battle against an enemy who had
to close congtantly. He fought it the way Sonny did, nailing Angus at the moments of transition, dancing
away, throwing baffling combinations. He didn't forget the crucid difference between the two fights—he
couldn't allow Angus ever to get agrip on him. He threw hard blocks against every grab and boxing-style



punch Angustried againgt him. He hammered the redcap'sribs, ears, somach, knee. He kicked Angus
full in the mouth and watched him spit out ahalf dozen teeth.

Then Angustook Harris best crossto hisjaw. He stumbled forward to hisknees. . . and brought an
uppercut sraight from the ground, damming it into Harris crotch.

Thethin cloth of the pants was no protection. Angus fist crunched into the spike-laden bowl Harris
wore as an athletic cup. Razory points and edges of cold iron and stedl gouged Angus fist, shredding
flesh, ripping tendons and cartilage.

Angus staggered back, horror on hisface as he stared at the new ruin of hisleft hand. Pieces of iron
protruded fromiit.

Harris bent over, the pain from the blow making it hard for him to stand straight. He found hisvoice; it
emerged as awheeze. "Hurts, doesn't it?"

Angus didn't answer. The flesh on his hand not covered with blood was dready blistering; he frantically
plucked at it, pulling iron bitsfree. His eyes were wide.

Noriko stepped up beside Harris and fired the Wexstan. The shotgun discharge tore Angus tormented
expresson away asthough it were a paper mask, leaving behind only blood and bone. Angus head
rocked and hefell. He dapped onto the stone of the courtyard.

Harris stood over him and got his breathing back under control. He glanced over at Noriko and was
amazed to see her cheeks wet with tears. Her words were barely audible over the crackle of burning
wood: "l am sorry, Harris. Hewas yours, but | had to. Family honor demanded.”

Hetook her in hisarmsand held her. "It'sdl right."

They collected in the center of the henge. Doc, unhurt, wasfirst on the scene. Then Harris and Noriko.
Welthow, lately arrived, knelt beside Joseph. The giant's face did not express concern or hurt. His body
was riddled with bullet-holes, but one by one they dowly began to contract to nothingness. Bits of dark
meta worked their way free of hisflesh and dropped to the stones.

Alastair moved from onefalen form to the next. With most, he did little more than check pulse and then
closethevictim'seyes.

The otherstrickled in. Gaby pushed a couple of gunmen before her, keeping them at riflepoint; both
were fairworlders. Gaby looked in darm at the blood stregking Harris crotch. "Not mine," he said, but
did not elaborate.

Ish moved to Doc, touched his cheek, stayed beside him.

"They finished theritud," Doc said. "Wevefailed."



Chapter Twenty-Three

Angus Powrie and fourteen of Duncan's men were dead. Another dozen, most of them injured, were
dragged off one by one into Harris workout cargo hold, now pressed into duty as atemporary gaol.

Ladidashad aleg injury, atwisted ankle sustained as he left theFrog Prince . Joseph was almost
recovered from the craters and divots that had marked him afew minutes before. And two of the
villagers, one of them achild, were dead, killed during the triplane's strafing run; another was hurt.

Thevillagers added wood to the fire raging in the fortress. The lake's last remnant of Cadtilian rule would
never berebuilt.

Doc's associates retreated to theFrog Prince dock to watch the structure burn down. Noriko and
Wdthy worked to repair the damage done the plane during the strafing run.

One of the prisonerstalked freely when pressed. "We were set up in some wretched hole of atown,” he
sad. "Theold man cdled it Lady of the Birds."

"Ixquetzd," said Ish. "Territorid capita of the blood-drinking sons of Cadtilians.”

"He rented awarehouse, had us set everything up in achalk circle. Said when we got here, al we had to
do was hold the fort. When the ceremony was done, he'd bring us back. He wassupposed to bring us
back."

Doc dragged the man off to the cargo hold, then returned to the dock. Alastair said, "Ixquetza next, |
assume. Duncan will be working up the strength to bring them back.”

Doc shook hishead. "It took atremendous amount of energy for Duncan to send them here at al. To
bring them back would probably have killed him. Powrie probably had areturn arrangement; the rest
were sacrificed. HEll have packed up and taken off already. We need to get back to Neckerdam.
Noriko, how long on the repairs?’

"We could take off now, but | don't want to fly al the way home on three engines. By dawn, | think, for
the port inboard engine.”

"Dawn." Doc balled up hisfigts, pressed them to hiseyes. "All right. Keep at them. We need to get
Harris and Gaby to where we can protect them.”

Harris, dressed once morein his grimworld jeans, sat with his back to one of the dock'swooden
support poles. "L et me get something straight, Doc. Duncan hasto kill usif he's going to forge anew link
between the worlds. He can't do that while we're alive because we have the wrong whatchamacallit
vaences”

"Firbolg. Yes. You could go back to the grim world and he would not need to kill you. But Gaby he
would il need to kill. Remember, her Firbolg Vaencelights up their registers on either world.”

"Right. So we have to wait around until he makes amove on us. We can set up the Army, Air Force,
Navy, and Marines around us, but it al boils down to when he decidesto attack.”



"Correct. Or until Caster's ‘'umbilical cords recover. Which could be months or years.”

"So rather than wait, | think we need to force his hand.”

"I'd conddered that. The best way would be to begin the very ceremony he wantsto initiate. Threaten to
define the new links ourselves." He smiled gpologeticaly at Gaby. "Of course, wed have to send Harris
home and kill you firg."

"Let'snot,” shesaid.

"But even if we pretended to be planning it, Duncan has afew grimworlders of hisown on thefair world.
We got onetonight, but we'd have to capture the other two and send them homefirst.”

Harris shook his head. "So let's take a different approach. Bring in more grimworlders of our own. Or
make him think that we're about to, so he hasto act right away to stop us. It's better than waiting
around.”

Doc considered that. "Y ou'reright, and I'm anidiot." Herose. "Ish, | need you to trandate for me with

the village leader. | have to apologize, make restitution to him somehow for the unhappiness I've brought
to Itzamnd. Everyone, we leave when Noriko pronounces the engine ready.”

By thetimethe sun rose they'd beenintheair for haf abell.

Harris stared at the wooden celling above his bunk. Angus Powri€'s beret was tucked away in the
storage drawer beneath him. Noriko had been too numbed by eventsto think about it, but he knew that
the royd family of Acadiawould want to have it—tangible evidence of the death of their enemy. But it
felt srange to take atrophy from aman held helped to kill.

A hand parted the curtain. It was Gaby, dressed in her yellow nightshirt. Her expression was grave.

"Hi," hesad.

"l want to make adea with you."

"As soon as we get back to Neckerdam, you go hometo New York."

IIAmI?I

"And once everything isdone here, | join you." She blinked. "We giveit another try. Us"

He thought about it. Y ou want me to leave you behind? Why?'

"Soyou'l be safe. So you'll get away from dl this craziness. It's doing something very bad to you,
Harris. That whole thing with that athletic cup wasjust too weird. Y ou have to go home."

He studied her face, the features that he held in so many corners of his memory. He wondered what she
would have looked likein abrida gown. "No."



"Yes, Harris. It'swhat | want you to do."

"Sorry."

"Why not?'

He gtirred, restless. "Gaby, it'skind of hard to explain.”

"Doit anyway."

"Okay. For years and years now, I've kind of defined mysdlf by fighting. Harris Greene, Great Fighter.
People would look a me and that's what they'd say. | redlly was, you know. So you want to know why
itwas| lost so much?'

"Why?

"Because they expected it. They wanted it. | could see the other guy's eyes, and he wanted meto lose.
The crowds wanted meto lose. It'staken me dl thistime to figure out that | was just giving them what
they wanted. Maybe just so they'd like me better.”

"What doesthis have to do with what | was talking about?*
"1'm not going back to New Y ork just so you'll like me better. Turn my back on Doc and &l the rest?
Maybe cost him the little bit of an edge | could give him? What would that make me?' He paused to

congder hisnext words. "Gaby, I've decided that | redly love this place. I'm not going to let Duncan
Blackletter wreck it. I'm not going to throw the one fight that ever mattered. And when it'sdone, I'm

going to Say here."
"I'm nat. I'm going home."

He closed hiseyes. He felt one morelittle piece of his heart bresk away and go drifting into the void.
"Funny. I've said this once tonight aready.”

"What's that?"
"I love you. And good-bye."
Hewaited for her to leave.

Shedidn't. He looked at her again.

Shewas smiling a him, the gentle smile shewould save for him in the momentsthey were closest. He
hadn't seen it inalong time. It made his chest ache.

She bent down to give him akisslike warm silk. It sent an eectric charge to hisfingertips and toes. He
took her head in his hands and sustained the kiss.

Gaby drew back, till smiling, then climbed into the bunk with him. She reached up to draw the curtains
closed.



"Gaby—wheat the hell'sgoing on?"
She brushed her cheek dong his. "Do you remember my uncle Pete?'

"Another one of your dizzying non sequiturs. Pedro, right? The cop? Y eah. | met him when he came up
from Mazatlan to visit you. Hetold funny stories about hisjob.”

"My favorite uncle. When he was young, he went to the university. He was going to be a poet. | read
some of his poems. They were wonderful.”

Harris put hisarms around her and pulled her close—gently, afraid that she might evaporate. No, she
wasred; he could fed the warmth of her through the nightshirt. He felt himsalf grow hard benegath his
boxer shorts. He didn't adjust himsalf to concedl it from her. "Baby, | don't understand.”

"They taked him out of it. His brothers and hisfather. They said it wasn't manly. Poetry, | mean. So he
became a cop like the rest of them. Sits on hislawn furniture and drinks beer and watches the clouds go
by, and wishes he were flying up there with them. When | met you, you were so much like him, dways
dreaming. Y ou could dways make melaugh.”

"Leave our s=x lifeout of it, okay?'

She chuckled and kissed him again. "The problem was, there was never adirection | could point at and
say, That'stheway Harrisisgoing. That'swho heis.' Y ou dwaysjust did whatever | wanted. Whatever
anybody wanted. | waited and waited for you to become you, and you never did. After awhile you were
part me, part Uncle Pete. There was no such person as Harris."

"So you dumped me because | was putty in your hands.”

"Uh-huh. | don't want putty, Harris. | push dl the time. How am | supposed to respect someone who
doesn't push back? And now you do.” She ran her hand through the hair on his chest.

"Gaby, what would you have doneif | had taken you up on your ded just now?"

"l would have watched you go home and then cried alot. Because | decided | wasn't going back. I'm
staying here, too."

"Youliedtome"

She smiled down at him. "Damned right | did. | reserve the right to do that. Now, why don't you shut up
for aminute?' She tugged down the waistband of his shorts.

He arched to make that easier, pulled the shorts the rest of the way down, kicked them free. Heran his
hand up the smooth curve of her leg, carrying the hem of her nightshirt up with it. She wore nothing
beneath it. She helped him pull the garment off and discarded it to the Side.

Skinto skin, for the first timein forever. She leaned down to brush her lips across his; he stroked her
from the nape of her neck to the swell of her behind, luxuriating in thefed of her. She reached down to
take ahold of him and moved down to guide himinto her.

"Gaby, | don't want to spoil this—"



"So don't talk, dummy.”
"— but we're lying in an open compartment.”

"Oh, yeah." She amiled a him. "Harris, thisisthefar world. If anybody's listening, they can stuff cotton
intheir ears, or cheer, or sing dong if they want. | can takeit if you can." She began to move aop him.
* % *\ \\

A few stepsaway, Aladtair listened until he identified the noisesfaintly audible over the engine growl. He
rolled over, pulling the pillow around his head. "Well, it's about time," he grumbled.

Chapter Twenty-Four

Gaby continued to work on her Gift. She was able to spend more time each day in Gabrielleésroom
without devel oping headaches. But each day she found she needed to be closer to the talk-box for her
Gift to work. Finaly, shefound she had to keep her hands oniit.

Y et even asthe range of her Gift dwindled, she learned how to do something Gabrielle had long
known—to force open the "eyes' of talk-boxes at specific addressesrather than just wait for voicesto
aert her to their presence. She could cdll direct to Doc's talk-box whether or not he was there, or to any
other talk-box she'd dready visited; she could explore, sensing unknown talk-boxes as eyes, and force
them open. Her growing versatility pleased her.

That, and Harris. Things werefinaly working out. The recent change between them kept her happily
distracted.

Doc put her in charge of the private grid of talk-box cameras set up throughout his headquarters—his
verson of aclosed-circuit security cameranetwork. With the turn of atuning dia, she could change her
talk-box viewpoint to throughout Doc's floors, including the basement levels, the exterior of the Monarch
Building, even the distant Gwaeddan Air Fied hangar.

And when she waswithin the Sidhe Foundation grid, working from Gabrielleslittle room, shewas able
to flit from view to view with the speed of thought.

She dso continued her research into Duncan Blackletter . . . and, for that matter, into Dr. Desmond
MagqgRee, and the feud that had erupted between the two men more than thirty years before.

Doc wouldn't help; asadways, he just shook his head and told her it wasn't relevant. "I've made him my
respongbility. That'sal you need worry about. Stop prying.”

But she didn't. She pored through old newspapers from Novimagos and other nations. She consulted
birth records, sometimes calling civic hdls asfar away as Cretanis. She sought homelords who had
owned properties rented by either man.

She could find no birth record for Duncan Blackletter. That was hardly surprising; it was commonly
believed that his name was afalse one. But neither could she find abirth record for Doc. Though thefair
world was not as crazy for paperwork as the grim world, she was dready learning that it was unusud for



someone to be given asimportant atask as building bridges for the throne of Cretaniswithout having a
lengthy paper trail pointing to hisfamily and education. She couldn't even find out where Dr. Desmond
MaggRee had received his degree.

Doc arranged for the painting of conjurer's circles throughout the four storiesthat served him as
headquarters. By the time he was done, every room was decorated with four or five of the things, none
quite touching another, arranged to occupy the maximum possible floor space. Harris spent days carefully
stepping between freshly painted lines and symbals, then helped lay concedling rugs over the circles,
brown wrapping paper over the onesin the hangar.

"Y our cleanup hill isgoing to be amazing,”" hetold Doc. "Evenif they don't attack.”

"Yes. But inthelikely event Duncan uses another of his rockets to launch a conjurer'scircleinto our
mi<, this should spoil some of hisplans.” Doc sighed and rubbed hiseyes. "Assuming, that is, that | find
enough time to study, correct, and activate every one of these damned things.”

"There's no need to curse, Doc.”

A fdse gasline scare engineered by Doc alowed him to evacuate the ten floors beneath his. The Sidhe
Foundation provided the inconvenienced businesses with temporary accommodationsin an unfinished
skyscraper. Meanwhile, Lieutenant Galt Athelstane and a unit of his Novimagos Guard took possession
of the topmost of the abandoned floors, the same floor from which the Changdling's men had fired their
rocket many days before.

Caster accepted Doc's thanks and the offer of a boat trip back to Cretanis—accompanied by
Foundation bodyguards. "I would be delighted to help you at any time," he said. "But next time, let's keep
it to something | can solve over the talk-box, shdl we?"

At the end of the third day, Doc announced, "We move to step two."

Theroom cost four pennies aday and was amost worth it. The floor sagged. So did the bed and
exhausted-looking chair. Even the radiator was bowed in the middle. Fergus Bootblack, sitting on the
bed, looked at the bottle of potato liquor in his hand and decided that it was the only thing with straight
linesin the entire room. He took another drink. It even burned astraight line down histhroat.

"l was surprised to learn—"

Fergusjerked in surprise, banging his head on the wall behind. He dmost dropped the bottle.

Doc stood in front of him. Harris Greene closed the door to the hall and leaned back againgt it.

Doc waited for Fergusto regain his composure. He started over. "I was surprised to learn that you were
livinginaplacelikethis"

Fergus stared at hisvistors. They had to be hereto shoot him, findly.

Hesaid, "Can't afford anything better. No one will hire me because you fired me." He offered the bottle



to Doc.

Doc shook his head. He sat in the chair—and sat farther down than he apparently expected to; hisrear
nearly met the floorboards. "No onewill hire Fergus Bootblack, no. Y ou could have |eft and changed
your name. You didn't."

"I'm used to my name."

"And it seemsto me that Blackletter would want you. Y ou're good at what you do and have served him
satisfactorily in the past. HEd pay you enough to live better than this"

Fergus carefully capped the bottle and st it aside. It wouldn't do to have something bad happen to it
when hewas shot. That would be unfair to adecent bottle of liquor. "His men offered.”

"And you refused. Checked in here under your true name. A stupid thing to do if you've recently
disappointed someone like Duncan Blackletter. Why did you do it?'

He mumbled something inaudible.
"Why, Fergus?'

"Because I'm sorry." Fergus covered his eyes. That way the sudden tears wouldn't show. His
drunkenness and weakness revolted him. “I'msorry . Enough? Will you go now? Or at least shoot me?"

"| could do that. Or | could give you a chance to makeit up to me."

Fergus looked up without meaning to. Doc's expression was calm, serious. Compromised, Fergus just
wiped hiseyes. "I don't understand.”

"I want you to do something for me, Fergus. Y ou might diedoing it. But if you don't—well, you'll never
work for meagain, but I'll give you aletter of recommendation from the Foundation. Worth gold in any
profession. Y ou'd be able to keep your name, maybe make it worth something again.”

Ferguslicked dry lips. "What do you want me to do?'

"Go to Blackletter's people. Tel them you've reconsidered. Tell them | denied you the last pay | owed
you, so you broke into my floorsto take what you were owed. And you saw some things you're sure

they'll want to know about. Thingsthat have driven up your asking price.”" He considered. " Of course,
they'll want you to prove yoursdf. Harris had someideas about that.”

It was the quietest bell of the night, the time when the milkmen begin their rounds, and the three men
gtting in the car fidgeted in the third hour of their surveillance.

Then one came dert and pointed. "Here heis.”

Ferguslooked up. Alastair Kornbock walked the fina steps to the stoop of hisbuilding. The man's step
was brisk, hisface merry. The bottlein his hand was still haf-full.

Hewasto the top of the stairs and reaching for the front door handle when Fergus called his name.



He turned and saw Fergus and the other man as they emerged from the parked car. The driver remained
in his seat and Sarted the vehicle,

Alagtair samiled drunkenly. " Grace, Fergus. Who isyour friend?' Then his expresson changed. "Wait,
youre—"

"Doit," said thetdl man.

Fergus gulped and brought up a short-barrelled revolver, aming theiron sghts at the center of Alagtair's
gomach.

Alagtair dropped his bottle and reached under his coat. He had his pistol in his hand before the bottle
shattered.

Fergus squeezed the trigger. The gun kicked. Alastair staggered back, damming into the doorway,
breaking glass. Redness appeared over his heart. He did down to Sit against the door. His expression
was shocked, pleading.

Fergusfired at Alastair's heart. More redness erupted from the downed man's stomach.
Alastair dumped to the Side and his eyes closed.
"Not bad," thetall man told Fergus. He took the gun out of Fergus hand. "Let'sgo.”

Fergus stood there and shook. Idiot. He'd gotten the order wrong.

Clouds gathered before dawn and stayed to block the sun. Doc opened the hangar landing door to look
up at them through hisgood eye.

Traces of green Gift-energy shot through them like lightning. He closed the landing door.
Alagtair, beside him, asked, "Was| correct?'

"With your depressing regularity, yes. It'sasummoning. | don't know what harm it can do, though. The
building isshidded from lightning strikes.”

Alastair brought out his pocket watch and consulted it. "I hope they don't wait too long. My stomach'sa
bit twitchy."

"It'ssmply sore. Wearing the vest just makes being shot akin to being hit with adedgehammer. Plusthe
explosives you had packed on it—what did Harris cdl them? Squibs.”

"Next time, you get to be shot.”

By noon, two bells, the sky was dmost as black as night. The clouds hung heavy with rain. But not one
drop fell on Neckerdam.



Doc's windowless communications center was one floor up from the laboratories. A big room, it was
nonetheless cramped with talk-boxes of every variety, shelves of partialy disassembled eectrica
devices, tables, chairs, coils of copper wire. It smelled to Gaby of dust and ozone.

Gaby and Alastair sat Sde by side a the main table. She stared into her talk-box while he indifferently
watched apand of unlit lightbulbs.

"It would've been niceto have afew more days,”" he said.
IIWr]y?I

"We'd have to keep the deception up. Announce my death in the notices. | want to know who'd show
up for my funerd.”

"Oh, you'd just want to pop out of your casket and scare everyone. How's your chest?"

"Not bad. And | think I'm trimmer for hauling that monster of avest around al those hours.™

The talk-box beeped, signd of anincoming call. Gaby frowned; the pitch of the beep said that it had not
come through the Monarch Building switchboard, but was adirect call to one of the Foundation's private
numbers. She switched over toiit.

A woman she vaguely recognized—middle-aged, rather faded-looking, friendly. "Goodlady Donohue?’
IIYS?I

"Grace. It'sEssyllt Tathlumwright.”

"Oh, yes. From the Beldon Hall of Records." Gaby |ooked aside at Alastair. She wished he weren't here
to takethis call, but she was on duty; she shouldn't leave to take it on another talk-box. "What can | do

for you?'

"Quitethe reverse. | found the information you were looking for. All very public, just not where |
expected it.”

"Wonderful." Gaby dug out her notebook, ignored Alastair's puzzled glance. "Please, go ahead.”

"Desmond MaggRee, born One Sixteen M.X.R. Father unknown, mother Rowena Redcliff. Wed
Dierdriu Legarra One Forty-Five M. X.R. They had a—"

"Fatherunknown ?' Gaby tensed. Sheld half-expected that answer but had hoped to be wrong.
"Wl .. . technicaly, yes. Practically speaking, no."

"What does that mean?'

"| did alittle reading on Rowena Redcliff. She was the mistress of Prince Correus, Queen Maeve's

husband and consort. And "MaggRee' isadiaectd variant of High Cretanis; it means "son of theking.' |
think Goodsir MaggRee's paternity is probably well established . . . in the court of Cretanis, at any rate."



"Y ou mean he's the son of this Correus.” Sherdaxed.

"Yes. Asfar asanyone can tell, Goodlady Redcliff remained true to the prince until her death. But it's not
uncommon to cut down on the numbers of eigible claimantsto athrone by not recognizing the issue of
afairs.

"Wherewas |? Oh, yes, education. Took his doctorate in engineering in One Thirty-Eight M.X.R." She
looked apologetic. "That'sal | havefor now. But it givesusaplaceto sart.”

Gaby lay her pencil down. "It certainly does. | redly gppreciateit, uh, Goodlady Tathlumwright.”

"Essylit”
"Gaby. Thanksalot. I'm kind of in the middle of thingsright now, but I'll call back soon.”

The older woman smiled and faded from the screen.
Gaby turned and winced when she saw Alastair's disapproving expression.
"Checking up on Doc?"

"Wl . .. Yes. I've been trying to figure out thiswhole Doc-Duncan thing. I'd been wondering around if
Doc were maybe Duncan's son." She saw Alagtair's guarded look and felt alittle satisfaction. ™Y ou

wondered about that, too, didn't you?"'
"Onceor twice."

"I mean, it would help explain why their paths seemed to keep crossing. Why Doc claims some sort of
persond respongbility for Duncan. But if Doc's father was the King of Cretanis—"

"Prince Consort. Y es, that probably rules your theory out. But not necessarily. We'd have to look into
Goodlady Redcliff'shistory.”

"Did you know any of what shewastdling me?'

"No, Doc's dways been close-mouthed about this sort of thing. | knew that he didn't get long with
Maeve the Tenth, but not why. Thiswould explainiit, if she considered him a pretender to the throne, a
threet to her children. His haf-brothers and half-ssters, that is." Alastair shut up asagreen bulb lit on the
console. He glanced at the handwritten tag beneath it. "Garage. King's Road entrance.”

Gaby physicdly dided her talk-box to the viewer that watched the garage. The screen remained full of
datic. "That'sodd." Shedided it anotch further. A ceiling-corner view of the garage swam into focus.

A new pand truck was parked in the mechanic's bay. Men poured out of it—fairworlders, plusacouple
of men large enough to be grimworlders. Most carried grim world assault rifles and bags of gear; the
fairworldersdl wore gloves. Fergus Bootblack, not armed, was the last man out and immediately moved

over to the devator door.

Gaby diaed up to the hangar, where Doc had said he and Alastair would be for achime or two. The
rotorkite swam into view. "Doc."



Hewasn't visible, but she heard hisvoice: "I'm here, Gaby."

"They've arrived. Inthe garage. | count fourteen of them. Fergusiswith them. They seem to have
screwed up the old camera, | mean viewer, but they missed the new oneyou put in."

"I'm coming down. Alert the others.”
She dided the room up eighty-nine and informed Lieutenant Athel stane.

Then Harris, in the laboratory. She felt a stab of worry as she repeated her message to him, and added,
"Don't youdare get hurt."

"l promise.”

"I meanit. | loveyou."

"l loveyou." Heforced asmilefor her.

She switched off and returned the view to the garage. The men were clustered around the elevator.
Alagtair said, "If Fergusis as good as he dways thought he was, getting around the blocks on the
elevator should pose no—ah." On adifferent board, another green light, near the top of along column of
them, blinked off; the one beneath it immediately blinked on. The glow descended, mirroring the progress
of the devator. "Thereit goes."

"Alagtair, why do you carry an autogun?' She switched to the view of the elevator interior. It showed
nothing but empty car, floors gliding by outside the cage.

"To shoot people.”

"I mean, doesn't that get in the way of the Hippocratic Oath? Or whatever you have on the fair world?"
She began switching back and forth between garage and elevator views.

"Y ou mean the Oath of Diancecht? Not technicaly." He shrugged. "I can't intentiondly harm my patients.
But the sort of men | point the gun at can't evenbe my patients until | shoot them. Not so?'

"Aladtair, yourewerd."
The elevator glided to astop in the garage. The men waited as Fergus entered. Gaby watched as Fergus
reached up for the eevator viewer. After amoment, that view winked out. She returned to the garage

view and saw the men board the devator car.

Gaby switched the set over to the [aboratory view and took another look at Harris. "'l want to listen,”
shetold Alagtair. "l havetogoin.”

"Gods luck to you. I'm going to join Doc in the sairwell.” Herose.

She closed her eyes and opened them amost immediately. Gabrielle€'s face stared solemnly back at her
from the mirror.

She opened an eye beyond it and looked down on the hallway outside the [aboratories. She saw the



elevator riseinto view of her cameraand stop. The men inside drew open the cage and spilled out. Their
faces were now covered in gear that gave them an insectile look.

Gaby hissed and opened another eye. The laboratory svam into view. Harriswas there. "Harris, they're
here—"

"Right. Masks on, everybody. Thanks, Gaby—"
"Harris, they've got gas masks, too."

"Shit!" Heturned to look out of frame. "W thy, forget the gas bomb. Everybody, get behind the
barricades." Gaby saw him pull the bulky tan-colored mask and breathing unit into place.

It wrenched her to do it, but Gaby left him and opened another eye. Lieutenant Athelstane was already
looking at her. "They're there" shetold him.

Shedidn't wait for areply. She knew hisjob aswell as her own; he wasto lead hismen in acharge up
the gairsto hit the laboratory intruders from behind while Doc led the other pincer above.

She reopened the [aboratory eye. Or, rather, shetried to; but it wouldn't open. And the eyefelt
strange—not absent, as a destroyed talk-box would fed, but asthough it were ressting her.

The men with Fergus followed him out of the elevator.

"Main |aboratory,” Fergus said. His voice wasn't muffled by agrimworld gas mask; they hadn't given him
one. He nodded toward two of the doors. "At this hour, they'll probably be there. That's where | saw the
new grimworlders and the devices Doc was building to shield them." He gestured toward another door,
farther down the hdll. "Vadence laboratory. Doc might be there instead.”

Codtigan, thetaler of the grimworlders, waved his men into place. They flanked the three doors, ready
with the miraculous rifles that shot explosives like mortars and bullets like autoguns. Costigan pulled out
one of thetracer devicesand turned it on. "That'sabig Sgnd,” he said. "They'rein there, dl right." He
raised hishand, a"stand by' sgnd for hismen.

Fergus glanced at Dominguez, his guard. The dusky grimworlder's eyes narrowed. Dominguez said,
"Almost over, little boy. Behave yoursdf and | don't get to kill you.”

Costigan shouted "Go go go!" His men kicked the doors open, threw in the specia grenades.

Fergus heard noises like big cans crumpling and saw smoke spreading through the laboratory. Costigan's
men charged in, firing.

* k% %

The resistance abruptly vanished and Gaby opened the eye into the laboratory.

She saw the smoke canistersfly into the [ab and detonate. Harris and the others were aready behind the
reinforced barricades Doc had set up behind severa of the tables. Smoke obscured Gaby's vision as
men poured into the room, shooting as they came. She saw return fire erupt from behind the barricades.



The sceneriveted her. She couldn't afford that. She opened another eye. The stairwell. Doc, Ish, and
Noriko were there; incongruoudy, 1sh was the one of the three carrying an autogun. "Doc, they'rein the
lab."

"WEe're on our way."

Gaby switched away from him. Sheflickered asfast as she could among dl the viewers of Doc's system,
channd-surfing. Smoke, rotorkite, two garage views, Athelstane's men racing up the stairs, elevator
interior, ropes swinging by in the cloud-dark skies outside the Monarch Building—

Shefroze in sudden confusion. Something was very wrong.

Harrisfired along burst into the smoke. His Klapper autogun seized up. Alastair had warned him that
the complex wesapons were prone to do that. He cursed and yanked the bolt back. A deformed brass
casing resisted him, then popped free of the chamber. He pulled the bolt the rest of the way back and
released it, racking another cartridge into place, then raised the gun and fired again, blindly. No friends
were set up ahead of him—he could only hit enemies.

Gunfire hit the front of histable. He crouched down and waited for the letha rain to end.
The fear wasthere again, but it didn't cripple or dow him. It no longer embarrassed him.

He heard a sudden whirring and felt the air pressure change. Welthy had activated the air-blowers from
her postion.

There was a sudden crackle of dectricity. Harrisfaintly heard something—boothedls, he
thought—~banging the wood floor. He smiled. One of theintruders had to have charged up to atablein
thefirst row and touched it . . . and been felled by the eectrica current coursing through it. The
outermost of the traps Doc had arranged for the lab.

Gaby flicked back to thelast of the confusing views. Ropes dangling outside one of the ledge cameras.
The south—she could tell by the buildingsin the distance. The same facing asthe laboratory.

She switched to the lab view. It was dl smoke and gunfire. She shouted Harris name but there was no
answer.

Stairwell views. Nobody was visble in the east; Athelstane's force must be beyond the viewer, perhaps
aready to the doorsleading into the hdlway. But in the west view she saw Ixyail and then Alagtair flit by
and out of frame. "Alagtair!”

She waited along, breathless moment, then Alastair came back into view. "Gaby, theré's no time—"

"Tel Doc there are ropes outside the building. From above. Something's going on out there.”

Alagtair turned. Doc came back into view. "I hear you," he said. "Tell Athelstane he's on hisown. We're
going back up to the hangar. Well go up on theroof to have alook."



She switched back to the east stairwell—or tried to. The eye there stubbornly resisted her. Why?

Back to the elevator interior, then the main garage view. She'd seen Fergus disable both cameras. Now
they worked again. Why?

Either they fixed themsdlves, not likely, or Duncan had arranged for them to come back on. Meaning
that he needed them.

He had to be using them. Maybe just the way Gaby was. Exposed to the grim world's uses of
communications gear and survelllance equipment, Duncan must have figured out how to do artificidly
what she did naturally. That probably accounted for the viewers she couldn't peer through; he had to be
using them just then.

So it was up to her to stop him.

Timetodie
Fergus lashed out with his elbow and took Dominguez in the throat, under the mask.

Dominguez fell back againgt the wall. Fergus wrenched the magical rifle out of hishands and shot him
withit, ashort burgt to the face, where his grimworld armor would not protect him. Therifle kicked less
than an autogun.

Cogtigan and the otherslooked at him in dow-motion surprise.

Fergus held the trigger down and traversed the weapon left to right, firing low, at thighs and knees.
Costigan shrieked and fell backwards, hislegs ruined. On the floor, he kept yelling as he bled. Another
man joined him. Four men |eft.

Barrels swung in Fergus direction, so Sow, so dow. He traversed the weapon right to left and continued
firing. Two more collgpsed. Two got behind cover, one behind the stairwell door, one legping to take
cover behind ahdlway bench.

The man at the airway leaned into view and brought hisrifle up. Fergus aimed the roaring weapon at
him. Bulletstook the man in the chest, where the armor protected him, but sheer impact was enough; he

fell back anyway.

Themagicd rifleran dry. Fergus dropped it. It took forever to fall.

The man behind the bench brought his own weapon up. Fergus spread hisarmswide asif to embrace
him, asif to welcomethe bullets.

Something dark appeared on the gunman's forehead and his head jerked back. Hisrifle fired a short
burst into the celling. He fell forward onto the bench.

Someone behind Fergus was shouting, "Hold your fire, it's Fergus." Lieutenant Athelstane, an automatic
pistal in hand, moved past Fergus, not glancing a him. He waved men past. They charged forward to
flank thelab doorsjust as Costigan's men had done. "Fergus, are you hit?"



Fergus only understood that his name had been spoken. That no more bullets were coming.
Helooked down at himsdlf. There was no blood. He felt a vague sense of disappointment.

Hefainted, following hisrifleto thefloor.

Joseph batted the table. It took no more effort than swatting afly. More than a manweight of hardwood
and |ab equipment flew out of hisway, leaving nothing between him and the grimworld mercenary.

The man fired a him with another of those hurtful rifles. Joseph felt the bulletstear into him. Enough
damage and he knew that he might die.

But they had done nowhere near enough.

He grabbed the barrel and yanked. The man, trying hard to hold on, came off hisfeet, then fell to his
knees as the wegpon was wrenched from his grip.

Theair was gtarting to clear. He liked that. Seeing the enemy was much better than groping around
blindly for him. He tossed the gun aside.

Joseph picked the man up around the torso. He squeezed—carefully, carefully. The man'sair emerged
in ahelpless gasp. When Joseph fdlt the ribs begin to give, helet go. The man hit thelab floor and lay till.

Beyond, Joseph saw Novimagos guardsmen appear in the doorway. They pointed rifles and autoguns at
theintruders. Lieutenant Athelstane shouted, " Surrender or we open firel”

The three men not dready felled by bullets, dectrical traps, or Joseph's bear hugs looked back at the
gunsamed their way. They carefully set their assaullt rifles aside and raised their hands.

* % *

Gaby opened the eye into the hangar.
There was nothing going on there. She prepared to switch views again.

But she saw the celling shudder and ahole openinit. A trail of fire retched to the floor, leaving a
glvery missledriven into the concrete.

Black paint issued from the missile, spraying out in adoppy circle.

Gaby smiled. The missile had landed on the brown paper covering one of the conjurer's circles. Doc had
explained their purpose to her and the others: the circleswaited to be struck with energies unique to
displacement, summoning. Such power would fuel their counter-devisements, which would exert power
over whatever gppeared within them, damaging the sturdy, twisting the living. Meaning that anything that
appeared within them would be racked with pain, helpless and usdless.

The paint circle sprayed by the missile overlapped two of Doc's defensive conjurer's circles. Gaby
watched as the missil€'s second tier of sprayerslaid down the crude symbols just within the ring.

There was a crackle of energy and men appeared—four fair world gunmen and Adonis. They soodina



circle, facing out, just as the attackers disguised as musicians had done.

The men brought their guns up. Then, as one, they doubled over as pain from Doc's defensive
devisement hit them. Most of them were throwing up by the timethey hit thefloor.

Adonislost height and gained girth asif it were a putty man squashed by achild. Itsfaceregistered
aurprise. Thenit stretched up to its accustomed height, shook itsdlf, and looked impassively at the fallen
men.

One of them, hisface twisted with pain, tried to talk to him, words that were so low Gaby couldn't hear
them.

Adonislooked around, scanning the hangar. 1t focused a moment on the talk-box, looking straight at
Gaby, then turned away. It spotted what it wanted on the wall near the rotorkite and headed that way.

A switch onthewal. Adonisthrew it, and in the top of the picture frame Gaby saw the hangar roof
shudder asthe overhead door began to lift.

Uncoiling ropes snaked down in to the hangar, and dark-armored men rappelled down beside the
rotorkite.

Gaby grimaced. If men just came physicaly through the roof hatch, the conjurer's circleswould do no
good.

She went looking for Daoc.

The voice buzzed through the speaker in Duncan'sear. "Sir? Thisis Greencoat.” The man sounded
uncertain; he'd been uncomfortable with the new grimworld equipment.

"I'm here"

"The missleteam isn't answering because they'red| sick. But Adonisdid find the switch. We arein and
we have the hangar.”

"Sick. Sometrick of Doc's." Duncan hissed hisfrustration. "Very well. The |aboratory team has stopped

answering. We have to assume they've been beaten. Don't send any men down the building exterior; we
need to concentrate our forces. Send the entire force in through the hangar and kill everyone.™

"Yes gr."
Duncan leaned back; irritably drumming hisfingers on thearmsof hischair. Thesgnd till showed a
large number of grimworlders aive on one of Doc'sfloors. Whoever these men were, they had managed

to break the first wave of Duncan's attack.

But only thefirst. He had more in store for them. The thought made him amile.

Gaby firg tried the topmost viewer in the west stairwell, only afloor or two below the hangar—and



there Doc was, Ixyail beside him, racing up the sairs, in sight only for amoment.
That was only aviewer; Gaby couldn't talk through it, couldn't warn him.
Wait. Maybe she could.

She lashed out at the viewer in anger.

Alagtair flinched as the viewer above his head burst and rained sparks down on him. "Goddl"

Above, at the landing, Doc skidded to a stop and |ooked back. Ixyail and Noriko barely dowed in time
to keep from running into him. Doc said, "1 wonder what it did to make her mad at it.”

But with the four of them stopped, their clattering footsteps no longer obscured the noises from
above—cries of orders over the cries of pain and sound of men being sick.

There were men up there, and they were active, not brought low by Doc's conjurer's circles.

Gaby reopened the eyeinto the laboratory. Athel stane's men were shackling captured gunmen; most of
the attackers, though badly hurt, appeared to have survived, saved by their grimworld armor. Harriswas
inview, talking rapidly with Athe stane. Gaby heaved asigh of rdlief. "Athe stane.”

The lieutenant and Harris turned to look &t her.

"Theresaproblem in the hangar. Doc's going there. | think you and your men should join him."

She heard one of the guards, awoman, say, "Gods, not more stairs."

Athelstane shot adirty look at the woman. "Quiet, you. Very well, goodlady, we're on our way." He
waved ahand at his guards and trotted out of frame.

Harris moved to follow.

"Harris, don't!"

"Gaby, if there are problems—"

"Ligten ... " Hed survived one encounter dready. There had to be some way she could convince him to
stay behind now, not to charge into another dangerous situation. The answer cameto her in aburst of
enlightenment. "I think Duncan'sin the talk-boxes. Using them to track our movements. | want you to
make like Mister Actor Guy. Stay in front of this one and talk to Doc and everybody ese asif they're fill

in theroom with you. It might screw him up.”

Harrislooked after Athelstane and grimaced. "Dammit. All right. But wait asecond. Let's seeif we can
do to him what he'sdoing to us." Heran out of frame.

He was back in amoment with aradio headset. " Thiswas on one of the grimworlders. Check it out." He



put it on, fiddled with it. "Tegting, one, two, three. . . "

Gaby switched away from the [aboratory talk-box and listened. Then she heard Harris again, two
Voices, onewas crisp and clear, the other distant and fuzzy. She went looking for the fainter sgnd.

Thefirst of the soldiers descending the stairs rounded the turn, coming into view on the landing. Alastair
and Ixyail opened up with their autoguns. The attack caught the first two men by surprise. They fdl; those
behind brought up their gunsto fire. Alastair and 1sh ducked behind the cover of the banister and backed
down the Sairs.

"Thiswill not work," Doc shouted over the gunfire. "We can't hold here long against those wegpons.
And if they have any sense, they're covering the other stairways and elevators.”

"We could perhaps lure some of them ahead of the others," Noriko shouted back. "Take their weapons
and use them againgt the rest. When the enemy is stronger, you must use his strength againgt him.”

Doc nodded. "That's partly correct." He clapped Alastair on the back. "Fighting retrest,” he told the
heder.

Alastair nodded without looking back. Doc gestured for Noriko to follow him. Together, they trotted
down three stories, past a set of armored doors that normally kept people from lower floors from
reaching Doc's floors. Then Doc sat cross-legged in the center of the landing. Above, the gunfire went on
and on.

Doc used his bronze penknife to prick hiswrist. He drew a conjurer's circle around himin hisown
blood, took a moment to assure himsalf that it was unbroken. "I may be gone for afew beats,” hetold
Noriko. "If | can't defend mysalf—"

"Don't worry," she assured him.

He closed his eyes and sank within himself.

And spoke. To agod. To the worst of them, the war-bringer, the conqueror.

"Hear me," he pleaded. "Weapons beg to be wielded. Grant me knowledge of them. Power over them. |
will use them, and entertain you with noise and pain and blood.”

It was aloathsome bargain. But he sent it out into the void like an outstretched hand, and when mad
laughter began bubbling up within him he knew that it had been accepted.

The mirror remained areflection, but suddenly Harris second voice was much clearer: "—two, three.
Teding—"

She switched back to thelab for abrief moment. "Got it." Then she returned to the new eye she'd found.

She extended her perceptions. She could fed other eyes not far away, adirection she'd never felt
before.



She opened one of them and heard: "— heavy resstance in both stairwells, and they have the devators
locked off. But it should not take more than part of achime.”

Duncan'svoice "Very well."
But she couldn't see anything; this was a sound-only place.

A moment later, she found an eye that provided sight aswell as sound. It looked out on a huge room. It
was avast meta framework crowded with what looked like rigid, upright bags attached to metd
cross-braces. It dl looked like sted, a shocking amount of bare steel for the fair world.

She opened another eye—and did not have enough time to see what lay beyond. She was suddenly
swept away in atida wave of words and thoughts: dry, emotionless knowledge that tore through her with
such forcethat it left her no strength to think.

She yelled in sudden fright, unable for the moment even to remember her name or purpose, and tried to
extend hersdf around the vastness that carried her dong.

Names, hundreds of names, grimworld dates and grimworld money transactions, persona details,
embarrassing factsthat could twist men to the will of another, crimes of the past, evaluations of the
psyche, technical specifications, techniques of industry, construction, history of the fair world, history of
the grim world, comparisons and contrasts, projected trends, structure of the stock market, mountains of
knowledge on physics and chemistry, biology and geology— She couldn't see anything; the knowledge
was without form. Its cold impersondity numbed her. Itsimmensity crushed her. She gave onefind cry
and winked out of existence, conquered by the force she had encountered.

The mind-wisp that was Doc floated up to the first of the attackersin the stairwell. The man looked
through him, could not see him.

Doc looked at the man, seeing not a human being but a machine made of meat and blood, carrying more
machines and devices designed to make him more powerful, more lethd.

With just aglance, he understood dl there was to know about the man'slong gun, the M 16, with its
monstrous rate of fire and grenade launcher. More grenadesin the man's belt pouch, tear gas and smoke.
Ammunition. Body armor. Gas mask hanging unused in its case. Saichel chargein the backpack.

And they dl cried to him, begging to be used.

He smiled benignly at them and began granting wishes.

He reached out to the smoke and tear-gas devices, imparting abit of his strength to them. Then he
moved on to the next man up the stairs and granted hisblessing again. A third man, more wishes
granted—

Behind him, there was a sharp bang as the devicesin the first man's belt went off, flooding him and his

immediate surroundings with black smoke and stinging fog. Doc laughed and flew on, touching another
half-dozen men before he reached the top of the Sairs.



Adonis heleft dlone. Adonis carried nothing that called to him, no wesapon that begged for his attention.

More grenades went off behind him. Men cried out. Doc swept across the hangar, touching the men
writhing on the floor; he reached the men standing at the el evators and granted his loving touch to their
grenades. Then hefloated on to the far stairwell, smiling at the music made by the men behind astheir
weapons erupted in smoke and pain.

More men on those far gairs, firing down at someone el se.

It was getting harder to grant the wishes of the implements of war. Each one he touched took alittle out
of him. He could barely see his surroundings and knew there was not much more of himto give. Still he
swept down the stairs, speaking approving words to the tools of destruction, giving them the power to
act. Behind, there were more explosions and cries.

Hetravelled down along stretch in which no wegpons clamored for his atention. Then he met anew
group of men.

He recognized the firgt of them. Athelstane of the Novimagos Guard. The lieutenant's weapons, too,
begged for his attention, but Doc looked in vain for grenades. It was hard to think, so hard—and then his
vison swam and he could see no more.

"Doc, Gaby, isthere any word on those additiona troops?’ Harrisfdlt likeanidiot, talking to an
unoccupied corner of the room. Not that he hadn't done it before, dozens of time, in college stage
productions and rehearsa s—but Ladidas and Wdthy, guarding the door, kept smirking at him.

Harris reached into his coat pocket and pulled out the device there. Doc's device, the new one. Until this
morning he'd been carrying a device that masked hissignd, the telltle energiesthat marked him asa
grimworlder. This recent replacement did just the opposite: magnified those signas so that anyone with a
tracer would read him not as asingle grimworlder but as awhole pack of them.

Heleft it on. Until Doc pronounced the building clear of enemies, Harris got to be the decoy for Duncan
Blackletter.

Aninteresting role. He wondered if he'd get to see the old man again. He wondered what held do to the
sck son of abitch.

Then Ladidas expression changed to one of surprise. Harris followed the man's gaze.

There, on the talk-box, Duncan Blackletter smiled benignly out at him.

Harris set the device down. "I don't have time for you, Duncan.”

"Nor | for you. But I'm delighted to find you are dl together." Duncan turned to the clay man. "Joseph, |
redly haveto ingst that you kill Doc and Goodsir Greene here, and any other grimworldersyou find.
Except Goodlady Donohue. | do need to study her before | have you kill her, too. Oh, yes, and smash

everyone who triesto stop you."

Joseph flexed hisfingers. "I will smash you ingtead.”



"Oh, | forgot. By your making, by your name, | command you to remember your master!”

Joseph shouted and staggered back. Letters of the old script of Cretanis appeared on his forehead.
Smoke rose from him asthe |etters seared themsdvesinto hisflesh.

Harris scrambled across bodies and grabbed up his autogun. He fired a Duncan's face, taking the
talk-box to pieces with astream of lead.

Helooked at Joseph.

The clay man was upright again. The letters were charred black on hisforehead. He looked stricken. He
turned to Harris, hiseyesfull of dismay.

"Oh, Harris" hesaid. "l am so very sorry.”

He advanced, his hands outstretched.

Chapter Twenty-Five

Harris backed away from Joseph. "Please don't do this."
"I have no choice." Joseph'svoice wasfull of pain. "Kill me, Harris,please . Because | haveto kill you."

Harris bumped up against atable and was suddenly halted. He scrambled sideways to elude Joseph's
grab. He brought up the barrel of his autogun but couldn't bring himsdlf to fire.

He heard afamiliar jackhammer roar and the flesh of Joseph's Side erupted with craters.

Joseph nodded and turned toward his attacker. "Y es, Welthy. Do that again. Only much, much more."
Hisface twisted with sadness. "Forgive me. | have to smash you now." He grabbed the corner of alab
table and hefted it aseadly asif it were a cardboard box; afortunein scientific equipment did off to crash
onthefloor.

He spun the table through the air. Welthy tried to jump aside, but the corner of the tabletop caught her in
the gut. It smashed her into the wal behind. A moment's agony crossed her features and shefell likea
broken thing.

"Ladidas, get out of herel" Harris shouted. "Don't attack him! Joseph, I'm going to run now."

"Then | will go to Gaby and take her. | haveto, and | know where sheis. Stay instead and kill me."

Harrisamed and fired. He struggled to keep the gun in line as he poured ammunition into the body of his
friend.

Joseph staggered. His chest deformed with the damage he took. He kept coming.

Harris heard the higher-pitched crack of apistol shot. A crater sprouted in Joseph's forehead. But the



flesh there reformed instantly, the burned | etters unchanged.

Joseph grabbed another table and flung it at Ladidas. The table took the man in the chest, hurling him
back into thewall. Harris saw Ladidas brief ook of surprise give way to blankness.

Harrisfired again. Joseph's shoulder flowed like wax under the impacts. Then Harris autogun ran dry.

Joseph'sface twisted in sympathy. "Y ou did very well," he said.

Alagtair and Ish jumped as the stairwell above them erupted in smoke and shouts. Suddenly there were
continuous muffled explosions above them, but no gunfire being directed againgt them. They held their
position, peering into the thickening cloud above, then began to retreat asit started to flow down the
gairstoward them.

They descended two stories and reached Doc's conjurer's circle. Doc sat dumped, and Noriko,
half-frantic, dapped his cheeks, pried an eye open to peer a it. "Heisunconscious,” shetold Aladtair.
"Hdphim"

Hejoined her. "You help Ish." Noriko rose, wordless, and left him.

Alagtair gave Doc aquick look. He didn't need to; he knew the problem from many times before.
Devisement-induced exhaustion and collapse. He reached in his pocket for the small kit of medical
essentids he carried when his bag was inconvenient.

Noriko saw Adonis emerge from thewall of smoke above. The creature descended toward them,
carefully navigating each step with absurd delicacy dictated by its great Sze and awvkward build.

Ixyail swore loudly in Castilian, words Noriko didn't understand, and opened fire with the Klapper. Her
long, continuous burst tore through Adonis, meeting little resistance, tearing away bloody hunks of
red-black meat. Adonis, not inconvenienced, kept coming.

Noriko drew her blade and sailed up past 1sh. She stopped just short of Adonis and, lightning-fagt,
dashed at the arm it reached toward her. A section of cloth and mest fell away and hit the stairswith a

disgusting plop.

No, not meat. In her periphera vision, Noriko saw the stuff separate into ahundred distinct worms that
crawled off in different directions.

Adonis countersirike was dow, clumsy, inviting her to step in and gut him. She stepped in.

It was afeint. Its off-hand dashed at her face. Warned by Harris experience with the creature, she went
under the blow, stepped past Adonis so close that she brushed againgt its side, and spun againgt its
unprotected back.

Her blade took Adonisin the side of the neck. It bit through flesh the consistency of rotted grapes,
snapped something harder within, and emerged from thefar Sde.



Adonisclutched itshead . . . and lifted it clear of itsbody. It collapsed in a puddle of clothes and
squirming dudge.

Noriko stepped daintily back and watched as the mess that had been Adonis spread acrossthe sairs.
Soon there was nothing but three manwei ghts of worms crawling away from empty clothes and oversized
human bones.

Ish stared up at her. "Thank you," she said. "Next time| will know awaysto bring asword to a
gunfight.”

Down at the landing, Doc shook off Alastair's restraining hand and got unsteadily to hisfeet. 1sh turned
to look. "Areyou wel? What now?"'

Doc leaned againgt the wall. "We cover these stairs and wait for Athelstane's men to get to uswith gas
masks." Hisvoice was weary; it looked as though he were having trouble focusing. "Then | want to see
where those men came from."

* * %

Gunfire woke Fergus. He looked around.

Blackletter's gunmen lay in the corridor, dead or unconscious. The gunfire came from the laboratory.
Fergus rose and looked in through the |aboratory door.

Joseph, the clay man, looked liked a pincushion of the gods, so mottled was his skin with the cratersand
divots of gunfire. No longer could he be mistaken for aman even at thisrange. He chased Harris around
theruined lab, inconsderately stepping on bound men as his path took him across them.

He carried afour-foot club, theleg of alab table. He swung it, afast, brutal attack. Harris struck the
tableleg with his hand, sngpping it in the middle, sending half itslength spinning across the room, but he
continued to back away from his attacker.

Fergusforced his mind into some sort of working order. The old man had said Joseph was till his. This
proved it. And with the evidence before him, Fergus doubted that any amount of gunfire would be
enough to stop Joseph.

He turned to one of the grimworlders he'd killed and opened the man's backpack. Inside were several of
the items and weapons he'd seen during hislong night of questioning. And there was the one he wanted,
the bomb-in-a-bag they called a satchel charge.

He pulled out the haversack full of explosives and drew the man's knife from its sheath. Hisfingertips
tingled. It had to be made of stedl. Stupid grimworlders.

He flipped open the sack and stared at the loops of cord fastened to its side. His mind was suddenly a
blank. All night hed surreptitioudy watched as Costigan and Dominguez ingtructed Blackletter's men on
the use of this equipment, and now he couldn't remember what they did to light the fuse.

Joseph tried to keep himsdlf from thinking as he backed Harris up into one of the heavy meta
barricades. If he thought, he might come up with tacticsto use againgt his enemy. He didn't want to do
that. He wanted to be stupid. To give Harris whatever advantage he could. Harrisrolled back over the



barricade and came up to hisfeet before Joseph could take advantage of his moment of avkwardness.

But Joseph kicked the barricade, throwing it and Harris to the floor with brutal force. He wished he
hadn't thought of doing thet.

Hefdt agting in hisback. He turned.

Fergus Bootblack stood there. His hands were empty. So was hisface; there was no emotion there to
prick at Joseph's guilt, to increase his sorrow.

"l have to smash you now, Fergus.”
The mechanic just shrugged.

Joseph swatted him. Hefelt Fergus upper arm break under the blow. The mechanic flew sideways,
landing beside the door to the hdll.

Joseph turned again. He pulled the metal barricade off Harris. The man's eyes were open but unfocused.
Joseph picked him up and held him nearly a arm'slength, asif the man were a steering whed!.

Joseph could fed the knife till protruding from his back. It felt heavier than it should. Something hung
fromit. No matter. "Harris" he said. "Wake up. | haveto kill you now."

Harris came awake with the sickening redlization that these would be hislast moments on Earth.

Joseph held him dmost gently. "1 am going to break your neck,” the giant said. "That way it will be over
fedt."

Harris kicked him in the head. Joseph's features deformed and then stretched back to normal.

Harris had the sudden impression of fire blooming behind Joseph. Then he was traveling backwards, the
giant till clutching him. He saw clouds overhead and knew that he wasfdling.

Hefdt asudden blow and the world spun away from him.

* * *

Duncan hissed in sudden vexation. Now his hangar unit was no longer answering him—unless curaing and
moaning counted.

Hed falled. In part, at least; hed wasted men. But it would still be asuccessif Joseph were ableto kill
Harris Greene, Gaby Donohue and the other grimworlders present.

He switched the talk-box dial. Captain Walbert'slean, bearded face came into view. "Captain!"
llg r?l
"We're done. Take us away."

IIY&, s'r.ll



Duncan saw rdief in the captain's face. He switched off and frowned. The captain just did not show the
proper enthusiasm. He'd actudly had the nerve to protest hovering here and inviting retdiation from the
Monarch Building. Of course it was dangerous—theStorm Cloud was aflying bomb. So was any
hydrogen-filled liftship. But thisjob required nerve and toughness, which Walbert did not appear to
possess. He'd have to be replaced.

Doc loosed the cables holding the rotorkite rotors in place while Noriko climbed into the cockpit. Ish
gathered the rappelling ropes and drew them out of the way, but they were already beginning to
withdraw from the hangar. Rain fell on them dl through the open roof door.

Overhead was avast gray expanse hovering below the cloud layer. It was aliftship—ahuge vessd,
eadly two hundred paces from end to end, with the nameStorm Cloud painted dlong itsside. The ship
dowly drifted esstward; in afew momentsit would be clear enough for the rotorkite to lift off. Not far
above the liftship was the solid mass of clouds Doc had studied earlier.

Doc understood the clouds now. They were not an attack; they'd been a screen for the liftship's
approach. He chided himsdf; held been prepared for another airplane fly-by and rocket launch, but not
for aliftshipinvason.

He popped open one of the rotorkite's gullwing doors and climbed in, then dogged his door shuit.
Noriko spun up the rotors. Doc ignored the noise as | sh pounded on his door from outside.

"Checklist?' Noriko asked.

"No. Just take her up.”

Harris became aware of adull roar as his hearing and consciousness returned. His chest felt constricted.
He opened his eyes.

He dangled in the wind, the collar of hisjeansjacket in Joseph's grip. The giant, with his other hand, held
onto the lowest wingtip of one of the ledge gargoyles.

Therewas acrater in Joseph's back afoot deep and three feet in diameter. Opague gray fluid poured
out of it, something like clay bardly diluted with water. The giant's eyeswere dull, nearly unseeing.

Far above him was the skyscraper-sized zeppdin-liftship.
Harris looked down. There was nothing between hisfeet and the sidewalk but athousand feet of air.
"Harris"

"Y es, Joseph." He reached up and tried to get agrip on the clay man'sarm. It was dick with thefluid
from his back. Joseph shook him and easily broke his grasp.

"I'm going to die, Harris. When | do, | will fal, and you will fal, and you will dietoo. But | want you to
understand that | do not do thismysdlf. | cannot stop mysdlf.”



"l understand." Harristried to reach up for the ledge with the statues. Hisarm was ayard too short. He
touched the face of the wall and could find no purchase. "Are you sure you can't just tell Duncan to stuff
himsdf?1'd redlly appreciateit.”

"No. My limbs do not movein adirection that disobeys him. Can you forgive me?Please , Harris."

"Y es, Joseph. It'snot your fault." Hefelt histhroat tighten with grief for the pain Joseph wasfedling.

"The explosion was propitious. It dlows meto give you afew extramoments of life without disobeying
Duncan. And it means| will not be able to harm Gaby."

Harris heard a scrape from behind Joseph; he turned his head back to look.

A rope dangled behind Joseph, ten feet away. It brushed the statuary, stretching from the liftship above
to somewhere below Harris. And it was moving, swaying toward him. "Just hold on aslong asyou can,

Joseph.”

The rope swayed ayard closer. Harrislooked up and saw the liftship's propellers turning. The ship was
moving, dragging the rope dong withit.

Joseph began to droop. Harris saw that the damage to his back was worse than before—made deeper
and rougher by water erosion, Joseph's "bleeding.” Harris grimaced.

"l amlosng strength, Harris"

"How do you want to be remembered?' The rope edged closer. It amost touched Joseph. Another yard
and it would be within Harris reach.

"It will do no good for meto tell you."

"Tdl meanyway."

"I would like to be remembered for having hurt no one. But that would be alie.
Therope did to within inches of Harris hand. Joseph findly saw it. Helooked puzzled.

Harris stretched, grabbed it, and dragged it to hisright hand. With all his strength, he kicked away from
the building face. The move pulled him free of Joseph's grasp.

Harris swung out from the building, then back toward it, hitting thewall two full yards away from the
giant. He managed to get hisfeet up and took the impact with hislegs.

Joseph'sface twisted into afaint smile. "No, | waswrong. It will please me to be remembered for having
faledinmy last duty.”

Hefdl, leaving agtain of gray clay onthewall.
Harriswatched him disgppear. Something hard and bitter swelled in histhroat, closing it.

Hefdt hisfeet lose contact with the wall; they were now half afoot away from the stone. He looked up.



Theliftship was picking up speed, carrying itstrailing ropes and Harris away from the Monarch Building.

Gaby woke up fedling tired but peaceful, as though the blast of knowledge through her had washed her
clean.

Shewasin Gabrielleésroom. Shetried to dide out and back into her body, but couldn't.

That was surprising. It hadn't happened since sheld first put the two halves of hersdlf together. Shefdta
tug of fear and opened the eye in the communi cations room.

She saw hersalf dumped in her chair, her head lolled back, mouth dightly opened. Her eyes moved
rapidly under closed lids. She didn't look hurt.

Shetried to switch to the eye into the |aboratory, but it was gone.

Then memory returned of her unexpected swim in knowledge. She must have fallen into averitable sea
of information.

Data. Duncan must have brought acomputer from the grim world. Hooked it into his communication grid
here. She hadn't been prepared to handle that amount of information.

I nformati on—something about information she'd recently received was nagging at her. Names, dates. . .
then shehad it.

Essyllt Tathlumwright had said that Doc was bornin 116 M. X.R. Gaby trandated numbersin her head.
That would have been Scholars Y ear 1303. More than ahundred and thirty years ago. Doc was older
than even she had thought. She'd read accounts of purebloods who achieved incredible age.

That made him old enough—

Shelooked into her mirror, sought out a specific eye, and opened it. Theface of Essyllt Tathlumwright
appeared, looking startled. "Goodness,” the older woman said. "1 don't think | even had it switched on.”

"You must have," Gaby sad. "Pardon mefor calling back so soon—"
"Y ou've changed.”

"What?'

"Y our clothes. Y ou've changed. It's very becoming.”

Gaby looked down at Gabridle's dress and smiled. "Thank you. There's something | forgot to ask
before. Did Desmond MaggRee and hiswife have any children?’

"Oh, yes." Essyllt looked at asheaf of notes on the table before her. "One, a son. Named—"

"Duncan?'



"That'sright." Essyllt beamed gpprovingly. "Born One Thirty-Eight M. X.R. Y ou've been doing your
research, too."

"Yes" Gaby fdt cold sickness crawl through her. Shetried to keep it from showing. "'l haveto run,
Essyllt”

"Until later, then. Grace." Essyllt faded away again.

What had it doneto Doc to believe that held killed his own son twenty years ago? What would it do to
him to haveto kill him now?

Dangerous as Duncan was, she had to prevent that, for Doc's sake. Gaby frantically looked for another
eye.

Hisarmstrembled from exhaustion, but Harris kept climbing. The gaping doorsin the bottom of the
gondolawere not much farther above.

He had seen no one peering through that hole at him. He looked down and saw the skyscrapers of
Neckerdam moving sedately below. Thistime there was no vertigo to bother him. So far, so good.

The rotorkite gpproached the liftship from astern, rising aboveit. "We can't gand off and trade fire with
it," Doc sad. He thought about it for a bare second. " So drop me on top."

"Youreinsane," Noriko said. "Do you remember being so exhausted you could barely stand, lessthan a
chime ago? Y ou're drained.”

"It wasn't as bad asthetimein Cretanis. | promised less, it took less. And Duncan istired, too. He had
to have put everything he had into holding that cloud together for so long.”

"But hismen, hissoldiers, aren't. They're fresh and have better gunsthan you. No."
Doc gave her asurprised look. "When did you become so contrary?

Shelooked flustered, also unusud. "1'm smply not going to let you kill yoursalf so that you will think of
me as agood, obedient associate.”

"I won't kill myself," he said, kegping confidence in hisvoice. "Noriko, I have to deal with Duncan. No
one else can; he'sa Deviser. No one ese hasto. Get me to him. If we don't op him now, he will be
back."

He saw her expression of resignation. She kept the rotorkite on course and said nothing more.

Duncan heard the distantthup-thup-thup of arotorkite. He switched to the cockpit view again.

Captain Walbert turned from thewhed to look at him. "Yes, sr.”



"We have more trouble. Doc or some of hismen have taken to the air.”

"Yes, gr. I've dready sent the men to the gun platform.”

Theliftship's gun opened up before Noriko anticipated it, when the rotorkite was till half astad away.
Doc winced as he heard and fdlt bullets rap againgt the fusdlage. Immediately the pitch of the engines
changed, climbed. Noriko veered, lost some dtitude, then gained alittle back. She began evasive
maneuvers, making the aircraft amore difficult target.

She brought the rotorkite in from astern, so close beside the liftship's greet vertica fin that Doc feared a
sudden breeze would hurl them into it, so closeto the liftship's skin that the man at the ship'stail lookout
position ducked down into his niche as the rotorkite passed over.

Shewas s0 low, infact, that the men on the armament platform, toward the bow, couldn't depresstheir
gunsfar enough to hit her without endangering the liftship. Doc actudly felt the rotorkite's landing gear hit
theliftship's skin; the kite bounced alittle higher and continued forward, just above the curve of the ship's

skin, until they were halfway or more to the bow.
"Best do it now," Noriko said. "Hear the engine? We will not get another pass; | haveto land.”

Doc didn't dare open the gullwing door. Hed be fighting rotor wash and affecting the rotorkite's flight
characterigtics. He kicked the window out instead. He leaned ouit.

Five paces below was the skin of the liftship; the rotorkite's window, sill initsframe, hit it and began
bouncing down its curving dope. "A little closer, Noriko."

The rotorkite's talk-box popped. Gaby's voice: "'Is anyone there?"

While Noriko dowly brought the rotorkite down, Doc leaned out further, drew out his clasp-knife, and
pulled it open. Hed need to useit to anchor himsdf againgt faling, then cut hisway through the skin. He
pulled onapair of gloves, liftship skeletons were made of stedl, uncoated for reasons of weight, their
crews wearing heavy uniforms and gloves as protection.

Noriko findly felt steady enough to thumb the button on the talk-box. "1'm here, Gaby. With Doc.”
"Dont let him get anywhere near Duncan. Duncan's his son—"

Doc grimaced and leaped free. He hit the rubber-cloth surface of the liftship and bounced, rolling down
the dope. On his second impact, he managed to drive the knife into the ship's skin. He did further
downdope, cutting arent three paces long in the skin; then he got hisfree hand into the tear and stopped
diding.

Wash from the rotors pushed at him as the rotorkite banked away. Noriko must have begun the
maneuver as soon as she understood Gaby's statement. But it wastoo late. He was within striking
distance of Duncan &t long last.



AsHarrisgot hishands on thelip of the bomb bay, his strength failed him. He hung there, legs wrapped
around the trailing rope, and waited for his energy to come back.

It didn't.
He cursed. He'd just have to do the job without it.
Then Darig MacDuncan, the Changeling, stepped into view above and kicked him full in the head.

Sudden, shocking painin histemple—Harris right hand dipped and he rotated a hdf-turn, gripping the
lip of the bomb bay floor with only hisleft. He franticaly grabbed the rope with hisright.

Just intime. Darig, smiling, stepped on the fingers of hisleft hand. The pain cost him hisgrip.

The sudden adrenaline was what he needed. He hauled on the rope for al he was worth, popped up
over thelip of thefloor, and grabbed Darig's ankle. He yanked. The Changeling fell, scrambling
franticaly as hislegs stretched out over more than athousand feet of air.

Harris grabbed the Changeling's belt and hauled. The Changeling, teeth bared, grabbed the sturdy base
of awinch and didn't budge, so Harris used him for purchase. He pulled himsdf up atop the blond man
and onto the metd floor beyond.

He put his back to thewall of thissmall metal cabin, next to adoorway hatch. "Give up, Darig." His
words came out in gasps as he struggled to gain control of his bregth. "Or I'll kick the hell out of you and
you'll end up abig red smear on a Neckerdam Street.”

The Changding glared. "l am not afraid of desth, bug. But | will make it worth something.” He grabbed
Harris leg and pushed off, rolling out through the hole.

Harrisfranticaly gripped thelip of the hatch beside him. The Changeling's weight yanked at him,
threatened to tear him free; the impact stretched him taut. Another second and held dide out the hole,
paired with Darig in askydiveto desth.

With hisfreeleg, he kicked Darig. Hefdt thekick land . . . and suddenly there was no more weight on
hisleg. Harrislay exhausted, gasping, and pulled himself back into the relative safety of the bomb bay.

Duncan flipped histak-box from empty room to empty room. The only scenethat told him anything was
that of the hangar, where members of the Novimagos Guard collected his men. He knew hisradio
transmissions were compromised; held heard someone cdll atesting pattern over hisradio on the
|aboratory squad's frequency.

The grimworlder sgna on histracer was much reduced. Joseph had to have killed most of the
grimworlders. Still, two signas remained, one back at the Monarch Building and one.. . .

Here. He scowled at the little screen. One of the grimworlders had to be keeping up with the liftship,
either on the ground or in the rotorkite he'd heard.

The view on histak-box flickered and was suddenly gone, replaced by the face of Gaby Donohue. She
was dressed in archaic fashion and her hair was much longer than the last time held seen her.



"Goodlady Donohue. What an unexpected surprise. | see Joseph hasn't gotten to you yet."
"Joseph's my friend, Duncan.”

"Not anymore. He's dready killed Harris Greene. HEll be coming for you and Doc soon.”

He saw her turn pale. He enjoyed giving people bad news. Their reactions were usualy memorable.
Her voicewasfaint. "You'relying."

"l havenoreasontolie

Her breathing became shalow. He thought he could see hatred struggling with despair within her.

One of them won, but he wasn't sure which. She leaned forward. Her voice was awhisper: "Duncan,
there's something I've got to know."

Heleaned forward to catch her words. "What's that?'
"Areyou Doc's son? Duncan MaggRee?'

Hesmiled. "I'm afraid so. A word of advice that will doyou no good: Some fathers think they can dictate
their children'slivesforever. Why do you ask?'

"Just curious," she said; her voice was even quieter; he leaned till closer.
Then she opened her mouth and screamed.

Gaby Donohue'simage exploded out at Duncan. He felt something sharp tear at hisface. Then pain,
worse than any held known in twice ten years. He reded away from it and went off balance. Histoppling
chair carried him to thefloor. "Goddl"

He couldn't open his eyes. Thingstore when hetried to do that. He raised his handsto them,
encountered flesh and blood and sharp edges. "Captain!”

No answer. There were distant cries, afaraway roaring that began to grow louder.

Captain Walbert sood aone at the whed; with al his men assigned to other tasks or |eft behind in the
Monarch Building, he had to fly his ship practicaly single-handed. But that wasn't why his back and
shoulders were locked with tension. No, that was the fault of Duncan Blackletter, with his unreasonable
orders and anger spewing across the talk-box every few beats. It could only be moments before some
new offense would issue from the screen—

Hewasright, after afashion. He heard a scream from the talk-box behind him and it burgt, raining
sparks and debris al over hisback.



The crewman at the bow gun fired again, trying to put his stream of tracers onto the rotorkite snking
away from theliftship. The rotorkite was a difficult target, in spite of the plume of smoke that was dready
billowing from its engine compartmen.

He heard a shriek beside him, an odd noise to come from the talk-box the old sodder had had installed
0 the liftship would be "modern.” Then the talk-box exploded. He saw glass and fire rain down through
the hatch into the liftship interior.

Fire—

The talk-box in the rotorkite's cockpit pane burst, raining hot bits of glass and wire all over Noriko. She
jerked in surprise. The rotorkite veered, but she kept control, getting far enough away that the liftship's
gunswould no longer pose athreat to her.

She looked back atStorm Cloud and saw it. A glow, golden-yelow, shone through the liftship's skin
toward the bow, illuminating the ship's metal skeleton from within. The skin there began to char black.

Doc paused on the catwalk running down the center of theStorm Cloud 'sinterior. Hetook his
bearings. Directly above, crewmen descended toward him along access ladders, their feet in felt boots.
Below, blue-uniformed officers ascended toward him. None would shoot at him, nor he at them, with
giant envelopes of hydrogen surrounding them. Forty feet below was the access shaft down to the
liftship'sgondola

Then he saw fire blossom above, toward the bow.

He leaped over the catwalk rail and dropped past the men below, catching one crossbeam twenty feet
down, stopping his plummet through sheer grace and strength; the impact wrenched his shoulder and he
felt theflesh of hisarm sear whereit cameinto contact with stedl. Then he dropped again, dowed himsdlf
by grabbing a beam ten feet above the shaft, and hit the catwalk beside the access shaft. He could
dready fed the heat from the wave of fire advancing toward him, and the men above were yelling. He
swung into the shaft and did down the length of the metd ladder into the gondola

Above werethe roar of fire and the screams of the men caught in it. Hisarms trembled from iron
poisoning.

He stood in the vehicle's bomb bay. He saw the hatch leading into aroom forward, another leading &ft,
open doors showing the buildings of Neckerdam below. And Harris Greene, panting, stood in the
forward doorway.

"Fancy meeting you here" said Harris.

"I'll look aft, you look forward,” Doc said. "Don't waste time. Wereon fire."

"(Good to seeyou, too." Harris went forward.



The third door Doc opened belonged to Duncan.

Hiswithered, ancient son lay bleeding on the floor. Doc saw the ruin of the man's eyes and winced in
sympethy.

For amoment he was awash in memories. Dierdriu smiling at their baby boy as she nursed him. Finding
the body of the child Duncan strangled the morning he left home forever. The guardsman of Beldon tdlling
him hiswife had been found in theriver. The body of Siobhan Damvert with her head twisted around
nearly backwards and her eyes staring sghtlesdy.

Doc tried to harden himsalf against what had to happen now. And, just asit had been twenty years ago,
he could not.

Duncan moved feebly, hearing him. "Captain?’
"No."

"Desmond." Duncan shrank away from him, drawing back againgt the wall of his cabin. "Father. Don't
kill me"

Doc felt something break in his heart. "'I'm sorry, Duncan. Gaols cannot hold you. If you do not die now,
someone elsewill die because of you." He crossed the cabin, knelt before his boy, and drew his pistal.
He saw his hand shake. His head felt light as once more the decision to do what he had to do threatened
to overwhelm him.

Duncan brushed hisleg against Doc's.

Doc saw aflare of brightness aslightning legped between them. He heard the unaimed gun firein his
hand, fet hismusclesjerk asthe eectrical jolt coursed through him.

Then he knew nothing more.

Duncan heard Doc fly acrossthe cabin, hurled by the force of the old devisement. Doc hit the wall with
ashuddering impact. Duncan heard him dide to the floor and go till. Smelled the odor of charred flesh
rigng fromhim.

Imbecile, Duncan thought. You didn't think I'd prepared myself after our last meeting? For years
I've renewed that devisement each morning . . . and finally it has proved worth the effort.

He gtraightened up, ignoring the pain in his eyes—the hurt and blindness would be gone once he passed

some gold to very expensive doctors he knew. He groped around on his tabletop.Now, where did |
leave that knife?

The gondola narrowed as Harris continued forward. The passageway passed between a smdll
washroom starboard and alarger radio room port.

The next chamber was some sort of map room with windowsto either side. Two long tableswerelaid



out with maps and charts Harris didn't bother to look at. The hatch forward was open.

Harris stepped through into the control room, the forward end of the gondola. Windows dl around
provided apanoramic view of Neckerdam and the river immediately ahead. A large, impressively carved
wooden whedl, aship'swhedl, was Stuated at the very front.

A uniformed man stood there, impassively guiding the airship on its course. Heturned alittle as Harris
entered. He was bearded, looked sober and intelligent.

"Where's Duncan?' Harris asked.
"Aft," the captain replied. "Cabin Four."
"Wereonfire"

"Youthink I don't know?' The man sagged just alittle. "I'll be putting her into theriver. | won't et her fall
on thecity. Y ou have nothing to fear from me." He turned away.

Knifein hand, Duncan crawled up hisfather's body. Three cuts, he decided. A grimworld smiley-face.
One blow each into Doc's eyes, then asweet curve across his throat. 1t would be acharming way to
remember the man; apity he couldn't photograph the moment. Then, hed make hisway to the pilot room
and find out just what was going on—

For the second time, someone entered his cabin without permission. " Captain?' he asked.

Harris stepped through the doorway and sidekicked. The blow caught Duncan in the sternum and threw
him off Doc's body. Harrisfelt frail bones break under the blow.

Duncan, twigting in pain but not unconscious, crawled away from his enemy. There was hate aswell as
paninhisvoicethistime "Who'sthere?'

Harris stared at the shriveled, bloody-faced thing in the corner. Every bit of him wanted to take another
two steps and kick the life from Duncan Blackletter.

But Duncan had caught Doc in atrgp. He might have others waiting. Harris wouldn't let Duncan win
through amistake. Even the delay it took to kill him might provefatal.

He grabbed Doc beneath the arms, pulled him out into the passageway. Doc looked bad, with burns on
hisarm, smoke rising from his hair and clothes.

"Whoisit?' Duncan asked, voice harsh yet quavering. "Tak to me, you wretch—"
Harrislet go of Doc. He stepped back into the cabin and swung the door away from the wall. He struck
an open-pam blow &t theinsde knob. The blow knocked it free. "Enjoy your ride," he said, hisvoice

cold. Then he stepped out again and closed the door.

As hedragged Doc forward, he could fed theliftship tilting down at the bow; the angle increased,



became troublesome even before he got into the bomb bay.

Smoke poured down from the access hatch; the air was hot and getting hotter. In a bare minute, he'd be
burning. He heard pounding from the direction of Duncan's cabin. Pounding and shouting.

The gondolawas only two or three hundred feet above the ground. Even as he waiched, theliftship
moved out over theriver.

The gear in the bomb bay included awinch. But it was wound with cable and not rope—nothing he
could tie around Doc.

With hisknife, he cut free apiece of the rappelling line he/d climbed. He tied one end to aloop at the
end of the winch cable, the other end to Doc. He hoped the decidedly non-Boy Scouts knots would
hold. The skin on his back was blistering from heat before he was done.

"Captain?' hecdled.
"Not doneyet," the man replied.

Harris shook his head. He gently levered Doc over the lip of the holein the floor, keeping his grip on the
rope, playing it out as carefully as he could; it fill tore flesh of his pams as Doc descended.

A moment later, he threw the main lever on the winch, watched the motor turn and cable unspool; he
grabbed the cable with both bloody hands, swung out over open space, and rode the cable down, Doc
dangling adozen feet below him.

The heat was scarcely better here. He glanced up, saw the entire surface of the liftship glowing gold and
white, acleansing fire that would burn the last of Duncan Blackletter's stain from thisworld.

* * *

Witnesses along Neckerdam's eastern shore and Pataggsit's western saw the date-gray airship sall
majestically over theriver. The golden glow brightened in the ship's bow, then swept toward the stern,
making an oblong sun of the ship, eating through its rubberized cloth skin, twigting its metd skeleton with
unimaginable hedt.

Two men made it out of theliftship, descending by cable from the gondola; one towed the other away
from the descending wreckage. When the gondolawas a dozen yards from the water's surface, athird
man, his back afire, leaped out through the forward windows.

The ship was completely consumed with fire asit touched down on the water. It rested therealong
moment, burning, dying, then began itsfind descent to the bottom of theriver.

Tugboats and Novimagos Guard rescue craft approached as close as they dared and picked up the
urvivors.

Gaby opened her eyes.

The room was dark, but not so dark that she couldn't recognize Harris face above her own. Recognize
thefed of him as he crushed her to him. She held on to him with fierce sirength.



Shewasin her own room in the Monarch Building, more tired than she thought it was possibleto fed,
but not too tired to remember. "Doc?"

"He'salittle burned, alittle siff. Hell be okay."

"The others?'

"Everybody's banged up some. Except Joseph. Joseph . . . didn't makeit."

"Dammit." Shewas slent along moment. "What about Duncan? And the Changdling?’

"Dead. Redlly, truly, dental-records-prove-it dead. They scraped Darig off arooftop the day it
happened, fished what'seft of Duncan out of theriver yesterday.”

"Yesterday—"
"Y ou've been adeep for acouple of days, baby. Y ou wiped yoursaf out.”
"DidDoc. . ." Sheforced hersdf to ask the question. "Did Doc haveto kill him?"

"No. If anybody did . . . | did. And you did, with that marvelous stunt with the exploding talk-boxes.
Y ou blew out talk-boxesin the liftship, in the Monarch Building, and al over this part of Neckerdam."”
He smiled. "It sort of makes sense. Gaby Donohue, Programming Director. Y ou beat himwith TV."

The stoneware urn held a shovdful of clay. That wasdl of Joseph anyone had been ableto recover.

Asthe priestess spoke about death and rebirth, summer and spring, crops and trees, Gaby placed aloaf
of bread in the urn. Doc, leaning on the cane held be using for afew weeks, added aleather pouch of
.

Alagtair contemplated aglassflask of fine uisge before placing it down in the clay. Noriko followed suit
with acup and a plate of fine copper, afork and aknife of slver. Ixyail added the pouch packed with
clothesand coin.

Lagt in the ceremony, Harris placed the tiny jeweled axe, symbol of warriors and warrior-kings, into the
urn. He stepped away and linked arms with Gaby.

The six of them drew away from the graveside. Workers of the cemetery capped the urn, then carefully
lifted it and lowered it into the grave.

Harrislooked out over the people attending the graveside ceremony. Associates of the Sidhe
Foundation. Sturdy congtruction workers, Joseph's fellow workers, uncomfortable in dress clothes. A
detachment of Novimagos Guard in full uniform, ready to fire the salute for aman who had briefly been,
by association with Doc, aguardsman. An interesting gathering.



"Harris," Gaby sad.

He amiled at her. She was resplendent in a shimmering gown of red. He admired the funerary garb of the
far world. He felt foolish in his matching dress suit, but shed said he was gorgeous and he didn't mind

her lie. "What?"

"Thisisan interment, not a stakeout.”

"Oh, that'sright."

"So stop giving everybody the eye.”
The priestess carefully poured ahandful of grain into the grave. She withdrew. The guardsmen fired their

volley. The men and women in attendance rose, freed from the obligation of ritua, and began talking to
one another. Workmen shoveled dirt into the grave.

Harrisdrank in the details. Ladidas and Wethy, too hurt to attend, even after being tended by Aladtair,
would want to know everything. And Fergus, who was not so badly hurt but who felt unwanted around
the associates—and, for the most part, was correct. "Daoc."”

IIY@I
"What are you going to do about Fergus?'

"Just what | promised him. He did very well during Duncan'sassaullt . . . but | cannot forget that he
betrayed us."

"Oh, wdll." Hedidn't press Doc. The man had buried his son earlier today. He looked so glum, so
inconsolable, it seemed unlikely that a smilewould ever crosshisface again.

Ixyail asked what Harris never would have dared to. "Doc, how did it happen?' Her voice was soft, full
of sympathy; even her Cadtilian accent was fainter than usudl.

Doc didn't pretend to misunderstand. "I'm not sure. I've never been sure. It might have been inheritance.
| was pureblood, and pureblood Daoine Sidhe and their children are often tainted with madness. One of
the prices we pay for being long-lived." He shook hishead, asorrowful gesture. "Dierdriu wasn't

touched, just melancholy, a sadness | dwaysthought | could end. But when Duncan began to make his
name, she killed hersdf from grief. From shame.

"Duncan dways said it was my fault he became what he was. Restrictions he abhorred. Rules he could
not abide. His hatred of guidance became hatred of any restriction, any limit. Understanding his mother's
sadness taught him to manipulate others through their weaknesses.”

Ish asked, "Areyou ever going to try again?"

Hedidn't answer.

Gaby sad, "You didn't kill him, you know."

He managed a bare smile. ™Y ou went to some considerabl e effort to make sure of that. | appreciate your



intent. Have you two thought about my offer?”

"To stay on as associates?' Harrislooked speculatively at Gaby. She smiled back. "Wewant to,” he
sad. "But we don't know if well havetime. Therearealot of things we want to do.”

"Study my Gift," Gaby said.

"Invent martia artsmoviesfor thefar world."

"Learntofly."

"Teach tae kwon do."

"Get married.”

"Havekids, God help us"

"Go back to the grim world every so often.”

"Think we can do dl that and still be Foundation associates?’ Harris asked.

Doc blinked owlishly at them. "Please try. And if you succeed—" heturned hisgaze on Ish"—tell me
how you do it. | might need to know."

Both women turned their smileson him. "It'saded,” they said.



