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THE POLARI ZED BUBBLE gl ass in the wi ndow turned Greater Tanpa into a fish bowl. It was a view

whi ch never failed to please Kettrick, and why not? He'd worked hard to earn it.

By rights he shouldn't be where he was. For years engineers had insisted anything over thirty-five
stories high built within a half mle of the beach would eventually begin to sink into the saline
muck that was coastal Florida, The bubble glass that lined his office was on the fiftieth floor
So much for engineering. There was sufficient solid ground here, just as there were always solid
busi ness opportunities. That had been one of his father's many nottoes. Nobody was better than the
old nman when it cane to digging up business. The actual construction work he left to his son
Whenever Kettrick thought of his father it was always with fondness. The old man had fought
bravely agai nst the weak heart which had killed himearly, |eaving the conpany to his son
Kettrick had built on that, just as he'd built this inpossible structure on this inadequate |and.
Fromthe fiftieth floor you could see far out into the Gulf. Like a sheet of pressed sky, the |azy
bl ue water stretched westward until it nelted into a pale white horizon. Inland
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lay the industrial corridor that craw ed northeast to Ol ando, framed and constrained by the
greenbelts which offered sanctuary to wildlife, recreation to workers, and salve for the

consci ences of those who had built the plants. Southward sonewhere |ay the eternal G ades, stil
surviving in spite of the pollution. Nature could be a tough old bitch

Kettrick had seen pictures of early Florida. Flat two-dinensional images recorded on paper, old
vi deot apes reconstructed for nollystorage. Cypress and pine, swanp and rmud. Funny how the wildlife
had adapted. Blue herons, snowy egrets, gators, and nanatees thrived in the city parks as lustily
as in the d ades thensel ves. The three gators who nade their hone in the indoor garden of this
very buil ding had never expressed any desire to nove on

Man adapts to the world, and the world adapts to man. The only thing nan couldn't seemto adapt to
was hinsel f, which was why Kettrick had pushed the security switch the instant his unannounced
visitor had appeared. He apprai sed, then rel axed, seeing no weapon, sensing no threat. Security
personnel would arrive nmonentarily. Had he been truly concerned, he would have thunbed the red
button instead of the orange one disguised as an inlay in his desk. Conceal ed nozzl es woul d have
buried the intruder in a shell of quick-drying immobilizing foam

Kettrick knew nere was no need to enploy such nmeasures. No need, because he recogni zed the
intruder. Silently he vowed that this would be the last time he would indulge this particular

i ndividual. Even the traditional Kettrick courtesy had its limts, and these had now been
exceeded.

No need to be nervous. Hs visitor was not psychotic. Merely obsessed.
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The man gazed at the door through which he'd entered, as if aware his tine was linmted. Then

bef ore speaking, he turned to nod at the sweeping panorana visible through the bubble gl ass behind
t he desk.

"I can see that you are an adnmirer of the natural order
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It causes nme to wonder anew why you will not sell me the picture."

"My love of beauty is what attracted ne to the picture in the first place," Kettrick replied. "Wy

would I want to turn it over to you? W' ve been through this before. | thought 1'd made it
perfectly clear that | never sell anything frommy collection. | told you that the last tine."
"I needed to hear it fromyou again. There is always a first tinme. | nust have the painting."

Since he had not invited himto cone in, Kettrick did not invite himto sit down. He left him
standi ng, convinced that the nan posed no inmediate threat- Kettrick chuckled to hinself. Now, his
son-in-law, the gargantuan white boy his daughter had married, that was a threatening personality.
Cody had to be, since by profession he played backup nose-guard for the Bucs. This irritation who
had burst into his office was only a little nore than average height and of slimbuild. Hardly an
i mposi ng physicality. Kettrick thought that the man's strai ght black hair was exceptionally dark
even for an Anmerindian. The industrialist found hinself wondering if Indians could tan. The
intruder's clothing was sinple and utilitarian

Al'l you really noticed were the obsidian eyes. You noticed nem because they didn't notice you

They seenmed to be focused on sonething behind Kettrick even though the man was gazing directly at
him Gdd. Nor was his visitor out-grabed. He was nuch too coherent for that. There was no telltale
cl oudi ng of the corneas, no nervous trenbling in the fingers. Though come to think of it, this
fellow did hold his hands in a strange fashion, with the fingers curved back and up |ike hooks. O
i ke paws.

He coul d be wong, and although he wasn't an expert, Kettrick knew an addi ct when he saw one.
Friends of his son-in-law were always hinting that it would be nice if he could obtain the | atest
designer steroids for them Al be-
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cause a small chain of drugstores was included anong his diverse hol di ngs.

O course he refused all such requests, no natter how oblique. Should it come out in the nedia, a
single such story could harmthe business, not to nention his social standing in the community, in
whi ch be took considerable pride. He had no intention of risking any of that sinmply to do a favor
for sone of his son-in-law s buddies or even to inprove the team on whose behalf he annually
expended far too nmuch noney for season tickets. O course the conpany paid for those, but still...
Strange face it was, and not only because of those eyes. It was sharp of side, |ike a piece of
dark marbl e whose rough edges had been hacked off but not yet polished snooth. H gh cheekbones,
not hi ng anywhere soft or rounded, the result a perpetually questioning expression. Lines ran from
the base of his nose up into his forehead, which was itself unlined. The crow s-feet at the
corners of the eyes seened transplanted from sonmeone far ol der. What mi ght appear to sone as
arrogance was in truth only preoccupation. It was as if this stranger were too busy with his
thoughts to pay much attention even to the conversation he had begun

A single earring of silver and blue, as pure as the Gulf outside the window, called attention to
one ear. He bad yet to snmile. Kettrick studied the strange visage and decided it was an expression
foreign to this face. In contrast to the dark hair, his eyebrows were astonishingly Iight—-al nost
not there. The few wi spy hairs seemed to grow flush with the skin. He stood with a slight slouch
as though suffering fromcurvature of the spine. After a while Kettrick realized there was nothing
physically wong with his visitor. It was sinply his natural stance.

And all the while, he kept the fingers of both hands curved up and backward. At any nonent
Kettrick half expected
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himto drop to all fours and approach on his knuckles. Distant he was, yet intense.
Well, if he was wong about him there was always the red button in case the visitor nmade a sudden

nmove toward his host. Kettrick's fingers tapped on the desk close to the false inlay.

What m ght he be besides a truly odd duck? A collector like hinself? Collectors could be fanatics.
Wiere the hell was Security, anyway?

"You've gone to a lot of trouble to force your way in here just to hear the sane thing |I've been
telling you over the phone. So one nore tine: the picture is not for sale.”

"You won't even discuss price with ne?"

Kettrick gestured expansively at his surroundings. "I presune that by now you have sone idea of
who | am Watever you nmight offer ne, I've no need of it, and | nust add you don't | ook Iike you
could offer nuch. If it's any consolation to you, the anmount wouldn't nmatter. | don't sel
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anyt hi ng out of my collection."

For a long noment the visitor did not reply, just stood nmere staring at Kettrick with those
obsidian eyes. It made the industrialist uneasy, though he was careful not to showit.
"Suppose that | was the richest nan in the world,"” the visitor said suddenly. "Suppose that |
could offer you anything and everything you ever dreaned of."

Kettrick smiled condescendingly. "But | already have everything | ever wanted. A fine fanily

grandchil dren, even a noderately fanmous son-in-law. | live out in the Gulf in a grand house that's
hal f above and half bel ow crystal clear waters. Business is good, the econonmic climte for the
next year even better. | head one of the few corporations in Florida that has no tariff war with
the EEC and we're free reciprocals with the West African Econonmic Union. | even like ny work. So
why should | part with sonething | |ove just for noney?"
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Kettrick saw the fingers of his visitor's right hand flexing. So, he could nove nore than his
mout h and | egs.

"l understand. | wll bother you no | onger about buying the picture. It is clear | cannot persuade
you. | will manage without the painting itself if you will |et ne have one copy of it. Holo, vid,
still flat color anything wJ do."

Kettrick's patience was running out. He had work to do. "If you're anything of a collector
yoursel f, you nust know | can't allowthat. If it was just up to nme, |I'd say sure, go ahead. But

it would cost me my insurance. Regul ations forbid reproductions. Nothing to do with you
personal Iy, but once you let reproductions of itens you own out in public, potential thieves have
a way of finding out what you own that's worth stealing. It lets nemsteal to order. It's an
annual problem at nuseuns. My collection stays private and out of the public eye." He | eaned
forward curiously. "In fact, 1'd give a lot to know how you found out about ms particul ar piece
"ft does not matter," said the visitor quietly.

"I't matters to ne."

“I'f I tell you, will you let ne nake a copy of the painting?"

Kettrick shook his head. Pity. The fell ow seenmed intelligent enough. He just had one big blind
spot where the painting was concerned.

He wasn't through. "It belongs with me. It is a part of ny heritage, not yours. You don't know
what you have."
"Yes, | do. | have a beautiful, special, and according to you yourself, a npbst unique piece of

primtive art. It fits in very nicely with the rest of ny collection. As for it not being a part
of nmy particular ethnic heritage, nmy collection contains primtive art fromall over the world. I
have ny share of African and early Black Anerican art, yes, but also work from China, Tibet, and

nost of the South Pacific. |'msure there nust be hundreds, thousands of reproductions of this
particular type of art widely available in public coir
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| ections for your perusal. Wy not content yourself with some of thenP"

"There is no other like this one."

"So you say. |'ve only your word for that. Again, it doesn't nmatter. The painting stays in ny
collection, and nmy collection stays private until | decide to donate it or tour it sone day. At
that time, and only at that time, you can take all the pictures you want—al ong with everyone

el se."

"That is no help to ne. | need the inmage now "

"l can't help what you need."

"I have told you mat it has to do with nmy religion."

"Again, |'ve only your word for that. Even so, you're not part of sone official del egation seeking
its recovery. You're an individual acting on his owm with nmotives of his own. For all | know,
you're just another collector who wants a copy of ny painting for your own personal use. Wo do
you think you're dealing with here, friend? This isn't downtown. We're not deal ers swappi ng
formula on the street.”

The visitor shifted his weight but not his stare. "This is the fourth tine | have nade this
request of you. You cannot refuse ne a fourth tine."

Kettrick couldn't keep from chuckling aloud. "That's one of your custons, not one of mne. |I'mnot
bound by it. You can nake all the requests you want. It won't do you any good. |Is four a specia
nunber for you?" It was not necessary for the visitor to reply.

"Well, in this case it's a special nunber for me too, because this is the last tine |'mgoing to
talk to you."
The three nmen from Security had entered so silently that Kettrick hardly noticed their arrival. If

the visitor had, he did not acknow edge their presence.
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"Now | happen to be a very busy man," Kettrick explained, "and you'll excuse the cliche', because
in my case it happens to be true. So I'll only say this once nore. |'ve given you rather nore of
my time man | intended to. You've used k all up, bomon the phone and in person. It's clear
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you' ve cone a long way and so |'mgoing to give you the benefit of the doubt and assune that
you're a collector or lover of prinmitive art like nmyself, and not a thief.

"If you bust in here again like you did a little white ago, 1'll have you arrested. The jails here
in the Bay are as nodern as you'll find anywhere—but sonetines the air treatnment systens do break
down, and even though it's alnbst spring, | still think you'd rind mat ki nd of environnent

unpl easant. Also, Florida is kind of a seine for the East coast, a net that stretches from St.
Pete to Mani, and we catch all kinds of Caribbean sludge in it. A lot of crazyboys high on
abbrevi ati ons that represent chenical conbinations you don't want anything to do with. Pupapapas
peddl i ng Brazilian and Peruvi an babies. Snuff-filminporters. Geat guys to share a hol ding cel
with.

"You take ny advice and go back where you cane from Concentrate your energies on a different

pi ece of art."

"I cannot do that," the visitor said softly. "The enterprise | amengaged in requires precision
and timng. | need ms particular piece, or a copy, and | cannot wait any |onger."

"That's too bad." Kettrick gestured slightly and two of the security guards noved forward unti
they were flanking the visitor. One of them put a big hand on the man's shoulder. He ignored it.
"Then | suppose | will have to find some way to work around your intransigence."

"That sounds |like the sensible thing to do," agreed the industrialist, nodding and sniling.

The security teamescorted the stranger out of Kettrick's office. Fromthe rear the visitor |ooked
like a splinter of black oak enbedded in a nass of white flesh. Kettrick felt sorry for the guy.
Under different circunmstances the two of them mi ght have spent an enjoyabl e evening together

di scussing early Anerican art. Not that he'd been especially friendly. Distant w thout actually
being inpolite.

No, his attitude would have rul ed out dinner. Sarah
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woul dn't have |iked him She preferred peopl e whose eyes nmet your own. Kettrick knew she woul dn't
cotton to soneone who daydreaned while you were trying to hold a conversation with them

That busi ness about not being able to refuse a fourth request woul d probably nean something to an
ant hropologist. It neant nothing to Kettrick. That was one of the pleasures of being a wealthy
collector. You could affect an attitude of great know edge wi thout having to go to the trouble of
actually acquiring it, because all of your friends knewinfinitely | ess about the subject than you
di d.

CHf | PTER
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MOODY DI DNT LIKE leaving his car. In the patrol cruiser be felt safe and protected from an
unconprom singly hostile world, encased in arnored flexan and carbonate, coddled by air
conditioning, lunch, the drink dispenser, and as nmany other creature conforts as the departnment
could pry out of the taxpayers by claimng they were vital to ongoing police operations. It was
unfortunate, but every now and then he had to | eave his office and get in the car, and |ess
frequently, abandon the car to work in the real world. There were two real worlds as far as Mdody
was concerned: the one he worked in and the one he fled to as often as possible. Al they had in
conmon was that both were |ocated on the sane planet.

You had to |l eave the car to net outgrabed crazyboys, or interview w tnesses, or check the backbays
for waterstriders trying to run pharnecuties up from Koobah or \Whackara-gua. At |east the
waterstriders nade life exciting, though things had quieted down sone since Haiti had becone a
US. Territory, providing the DBA with an ideal base fromwhich to nmonitor flights out of SudAm
There was a runor the striders were using trained porpoises to bring the stuff right into the bay.
The bastards never gave up. You could
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al rost admire then- persistence and ingenuity, until the first tinme you saw sone el even-year-old
out grabed on sizzle, standing over his dead six-year-old sister with a bloody kitchen knife in his
hand, the familiar feral glaze in his eyes and that horrid unknowi ng grin on his face. A couple of
encounters like that would kill any admiration for the stri-ders.

Moody had suffered through nore than a couple.

Nobody, including the Interdiction Corps, had actually found a porp running drugs. That didn't
mean they didn't exist. Only that they hadn't been caught. The detective wondered if you could
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hook a porp on pharmacuties. He wouldn't put anything past a dam strider

It was so very different fromMssissippi. In many ways the Sip was much nicer than Fl o-ree-dah
quieter, friendlier, |aid-back and rel axed. Less need to flinch when soneone approachi ng you on
the street reached into his coat. It was also a helluva lot duller, he renm nded hinself. Wich was
why after graduating fromthe Acadeny he'd noved to the Greater Tanpa area with his first wife

Hi s appraisal of his prospects in West Florida had been borne out by quick advancenent. He'd al so
lost his wife, married a second tine, and |ost her as well, along with the physical conditioning
he'd acquired at the Acadeny.

Every year when the regul ar exam nations came round he al ways nanaged to shed just enough poundage
to scrape by, subsequent to which profuse ingestion of beer rapidly returned himto the rotund
formto which his coll eagues had becone accustoned.

Anot her reason for his early nove to Florida had been a nisplaced desire for excitenment and
sophistication. What a |l etdown to discover that in a highly charged urban environment those were
only euphenisns for nore degenerate forms of crine. He stayed anyway.

He coul d have joined a M ssissippi departnment but w thout ever enjoying the prospect of rapid and
regul ar pro-
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nmotion, sinply because there weren't as many people to police. Neverthel ess, he was surprised when
he'd nade detective. H s background and | ack of personality worked against him not to nention the
fact mat he was no ass-kisser like half the kids in the departnent.

VWhat he did have was a dogged, pit-bull persistence that insisted no case was unsol vabl e, no
mystery too convoluted to crack. Wen others gave up, he persevered. Turn out to be right a few
times in such matters and even disinterested higher-ups take notice. Apparently one or tw had
done just that. H's was an attitude that woul d have been a hindrance on a SWAT team but which in a
detective was a positive attribute.

Even after his unexpected pronotion they rarely threw any of the glanmour jobs his way. That suited
Moody just fine. He didn't like seeing his picture on the vid, because he took a |lousy picture. If
sonmeone stuck a vocup in his face he becane hel plessly inarticulate. Wen not assigned to the
street he actually enjoyed being stuck at a desk, accessing the nollys with his desk spinner

doing the tedious, boring, dirty bits of police work that never nade the evening news. He abhorred
publicity. If a vid wit showed up at the station asking questions about a case he happened to be

i nvol ved with, Mody always managed to find a colleague willing to usurp his place in the
spotlight. No wonder his fellow officers | oved him

An officer who actually enjoyed nollywrk was an inval uabl e conponent of whatever police
department happened to be fortunate enough to have the use of his services. Mody knew he coul d
have hooked on with any departnent in the country. Maybe that was why he'd received the unexpected
pronotion. No matter. He was confortabl e enough in Geater Tanpa, just a good of Southern boy with
maybe ''+} a few nore brains than his buddi es back home and a few | |ess man sone of the nmen and
wonen he worked with daily.

What ever they thought of himprivately, none of them
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ever called himout in public. Because if you were caught maeking fun of Vernon Mody, why then
when you needed his services he might decline to sit down and do the weeks of tedious research
vital to your case. Mody's work had probably been responsible for nore pronotions than any other
single factor in the departnent. So if any of his fellow cops |aughed at his background or his
girth, they did so well behind his back

Only the insecure were guilty of that. The najority respected Mbody and his abilities. He
socialized readily if quietly, and had made a few casual friends—easygoing types |like hinmself. He
wasn't the only one in the department content to parlay his off-tine into a few beers, a bal

game, fishing trips to the @ ades, or the company of women not too much younger than hinself. In a
department aswarmwi th anbitious hares, the presence of a happy tortoise or two was nore than

wel cone.

It hel ped too that Mody's appearance was not threatening. He | ooked fat, slow and stupid.
Striders and ninlocos had discovered to their disnmay that in the detective' s case, appearances
were nore than slightly deceiving.

Despite his useful ness on the street, he nuch preferred spending his time at his desk, sieving the
departmental nolly spheres, researching and preparing reports. You didn't have to be smart to use
a spinner. Just persistent and good at following directions. The ability to follow directions had
extracted himfroma di n-poor existence in Mssissippi, had nmade hima detective on the |argest
police force in Florida. He enjoyed the respect of his peers, the admration of the fol ks back
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hone, a decent incone, and the prospect of a confortable retirenent if some nanel ess crazyboy
didn't soneday expunge his guts on a filthy downtown back street. None of that could hel p himnow.
No vehicles were allowed on Steel Key, not even those representing municipal authorities. The cal
whi ch had cone in demanded that he
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| eave his office. Now he was forced to abandon his bel oved cruiser as well.

Was a time when there 'd been no barrier islands between Honeynmoon Key and the Ancl ote Refuge.
Then the gulf waters had been forced to nake way for Steel, Steadman, Briarwood, and Cypress Keys.
Artificial islets all, built of fill dredged fromthe gulf bottomand fortified with vitani ns and
m nerals. Not to nention polycrete and titanium Rich inported soil fromthe mainland provided
regul ar enpl oyment for a small arny of gardeners, and Bahamani an sand fringed each island |ike
vanilla creamon a weddi ng cake.

There were no bridges to die artificial keys. Instead they were connected to the mainland and to
one anot her by a tube which ran from Steel to just south of Tarpon Springs. Though fragile in
appearance, die tube was in fact far nore stable and secure than any roadway. Cone a hurricane,
Moody woul d much rather be trapped on artificial Briarwood than organic Cal adesi. The latter was
conmposed solely of natural materials, and no matter what the ecoengi neers said, he'd take titanium
over pulverized coral any day.

It was unusually hot and humid for March and Moody was sweating as soon as he stepped out of the
cruiser. One of the pleasures of being a detective was that he was allowed to wear pl aincl othes on
the job, but the special light fabrics he wore could evaporate only so much of a body's nvoisture
Bad enough to be doonmed to a physique |like the Graf Zeppelin's but why did the Good Lord have to
add to the tribulations of die plunp by naking them sweat three tines as nuch as everyone el se?
He knew he was | uckier than sone. Beer gut aside, he didn't | ook obese, just big. He'd been told
that if he gave up beer he could |l ose the gut. But giving up beer woul d' ve neant giving up a |l arge
chunk of whatever it was that conprised Vernon Mody. Shoot, he'd even nmiss being the butt of
famliar jokes around the station. Besides which, it
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woul d nean an end to his fishing. A man coul d sooner fish without tackle than w thout beer

He controlled his irritation while he waited for the tube systems web to process his police ID.
From a security standpoint it was far from perfect—-anyone could still |land a boat on one of the
perfect, grooned key beaches. But it kept the snmall-time thieves 'fromhaving easy access to the
respected, wealthy ones.

He stepped up into the air-conditioned tube car gratefully, punched in the address, and settled
back in the padded seat as the nmaglide accelerated over the intracoastal waterway. As it neared
Steel Key it began to slow, shunting onto an alley lane, to finally deposit himoutside one of the
contenmporary mansions that faced the sea. Since none of the artificial keys was nore than two lots
wi de, builders had the choice of facing the Gulf or the mainland. OF course "lot" was a relative
term when speaki ng of property on the artificial islets.

The rube shunt and a quaint, neandering wal kway ran down the cento" of the key. There was al so a
paved, lightly banked road for the use of those who nmight want to bicycle or powerskate. No

nmotori zed vehicles allowed, lest they disturb the tranquillity of those who had paid i mense sums
to | eave such noi ses behind on the mainl and.

Gonna be a hot summer, he thought to hinself as he stepped clear of the maglide car and headed for
the gate opposite, resenting even brief exposure to the climate of Central Florida.

Though cars were absent, there was no dearth of activity. Scavengers fromthe Coroner's office
were working the vine-scribed walls and fl ower beds. One was intently scrutinizing the trunk of a
transpl anted coconut pal mwhich grew hard by the opaque bl ue-green glass barrier that surrounded
the Kettrick conmpound. They were | ooking for heel marks, or indications of forced entry. Likely
was a forced entry, he mused. Usually was, when nurder was involved, though
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you coul d never be certain. Perhaps the killer had arrived by parachute or hanglider, or had
scubaed onto the beach. O burrowed through the soil |ike a gopher

They must be pretty sure it was honicide, though, or they wouldn't have called himin.

The patrol man on duty at the gate recogni zed himand | et himthrough. He found hinsel f wal ki ng
through an i nmacul ately nmi ntai ned tropical garden, follow ng a crushed coral path toward the
house. An airborne mst-naker drifted past on its appointed rounds, noistening a dense clunp of
bright purple orchids and pungent bougainvillea. Mody was uni npressed. Downtown Tanpa stank of
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the tropics. The unique, self-propelled aerial spray was present only because of the existence of
expensi ve, private desalinization facilities.

As he wal ked he studied the scroll-up on his pocket spinner. It was standard departnment issue,
gunnmetal -gray with a four-inch-square screen, the controls well-worn and slick with skin oil.
There was plenty of background on Kettrick, and Mboody hadn't been given enough tine to peruse all
of it back at the office. So far, the nost interesting piece of information to cone up on the
screen was the fact that Kettrick's son-in-law played for the Bucs. The teamwas cool and dry in
the Northwest this week, getting ready to play the Portland Axe. The instrunent informed himthat
Kettrick's daughter was with her husband. No doubt she'd already been notified of her father's
deni se.

There was nothing in the hastily conpiled donestic dossier to suggest that this mght be a famly
affair, sonmething for which Mody was grateful. He was a big Bucs fan and they were short of good
defensive linenmen as it was.

Though the web was full of info on Kettrick, it had little to say about the killing beyond an
estimated tinme of death. The coroner teamwas still plaiting. Mbody knew that in the not too

di stant past cops had been forced to wait hours, even days for updated information. That was back
before

18
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police weavers had | earned how to build good webs, before the advent of pocket spinners able to
access them Wbnderful devices. Not only could they keep your information up to the mnute, but if
you got bored with the daily grind you could surreptitiously switch over to a network or ESPN. The
house was full of professionals, a few of whomrecogni zed Mbody and paused in their endeavors | ong
enough to acknow edge his presence with a glance or grunt. Their nunmber was a reflection of the
dead man's inportance, not the departnent's desire for thoroughness. Of to his right several were
orbiting a crying woman. Mbody angled in their direction

There was sonet hing about very rich people which enabled themto bawl |ike the Fl ood w thout
disrupting their poise. Ms. Leona Kettrick was having a conposed breakdown, nopping regularly at
her eyes with an absorbent yet exquisitely crafted handkerchief. She was in her md to late
forties, well-dressed, handsonme rather nman pretty. No doubt she was nore attractive when she
wasn't crying. She had the | ook of soneone who'd been teetering on the verge of collapse for too
many hours and was keeping herself going on dignity and pills.

Mbody stood quietly, able to see over everyone's head, letting Berkowitz ask the questions. The
ot her detective was rmuch better at interviews of nis type than his colleague. Asking no questions
of his own while sorting substance from sobs, Muody determ ned that Ms. Kettrick had been
participating in some social function at Jekyll Island up on the south Georgi a coast and had
returned only this norning to discover her husband's body, whereupon she had i mediately called
the police.

Fromthe tone of Berkowitz's questions Myody surm sed that at this point she was no nmore than a
secondary suspect as far as the departnment was concerned. |f that supposition turned out upon
farther investigation to be wong and she was in sone way responsi ble for what had happened, then
CYBER QJRY
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she was doing a superb job of feigning grief. She was having a difficult time controlling herself
| ong enough to supply coherent answers to the detective's queries. In his nearly twenty years of
police work Moody had actually run across a few marrieds who'd stayed in love with their origina
partners. Hers might be no nore man a good perfornmance. He hoped not.

The two techs fromthe Coroner's office didn't have to make room for Mody. He nmade his own room
Big as he was, it was easy for himto nudge his way into the circle surrounding the distraught
widow. It allowed himto study her close up, take note of the details. Myody was very good with
details. It was a hallmark of his work.

He noted themnentally for later inclusion in a formal file: expensive faux jewelry, designer
travel -wear, no overt evidence of pharnacutie use, telltale signs of collagen injections at the
neck and forehead. She nmust have been a very attractive young wonan and she was fighting mddle
age with all the tenacity of a last-place team nmaking a goal -1ine stand agai nst the Superbow
bound. Why was it, he wondered not for the first tine, that it was the genetically bl essed who
chose to enploy cosmetic surgery so extensively? Having been recogni zed as beautiful in their
youth, perhaps they felt its |loss nore keenly than those who had never been subject to the
admring stares of the herd.

Moody now, having never been nuch for |ooks, didn't particularly care how he aged. He observed the
good- | ooki ng guys on the force, the handsonme ones with the scul pted faces and athletic bodies, as
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they fought losing battles with receding hairlines and saggi ng wai sts, and he found he didn't envy
them It was not a bad thing to be content within oneself, he'd decided.

He adopted his npbst conpassi onate expression, a half-nmoon smle that gave himthe | ook of a
tranquil Buddha, or a beardless Santa Caus. It nade himresenble a big, sloppy, overgrown hound
dog and took away from his bulk,

20 fllan Dean Faster

whi ch he knew some people found intimdating. Ms. Kettrick took notice of himbut did not cease
her crying.

The coroner techs nelted away. Berkowi tz gave hima standard cop "Hope-you-have-better-1uck-than-1-
did" grimace and went off to put the nake on a pretty worker from forensics.

"I"'msorry about your husband, Ms. Kettrick." She didn't try to reply.

"I'"m Detective Mbody. | know y'all have been through hell this roonming, but I have to ask you sone
questions. It ain't quite the way |I'm supposed to work it, but if y'all don't feel you can manage
any nore right now we can do this later. |I'm sure you understand, though, that the nore

i nformati on we have and the sooner we can stick it into the web for analysis, the faster we can
start follow ng up potential |eads."

Still not looking up at him she nodded, blew her nose softly. Myody watched in fascination. It
was the first time he'd ever seen anyone blow their nose in sixty-dollar-a-foot Iinen

"You' ve been away from home for how | ong?" "Two weeks. Some fanmily friends—their daughter was
getting married At the Jekyll Island Cub. | was helping with the arrangenents. |'m supposed—+ was
supposed to go back next week for the cerenpny." As she spoke she waved di e handkerchi ef around
indifferently.

She was keeping hersel f under control. Enough control to have hired a husband killer? The

specul ation on his part was as inevitable as it was prenature.

Motive? None visible yet. Certainly not noney. Wiy kill to obtain what she already possessed?
Still, people could weave webs as conpl ex as anything the spingeneers could i magi ne.

"Ms. Kettrick, would you know of any reason why soneone night want to kill your husband?"

"Kil'l hin®" She chose a fresh handkerchief fromthe
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endl ess supply in her purse. "I know of a few dozen conpetitors who probably w shed he'd drop
dead, but not who'd have himnurdered. O course, you can't tell about people anynore, can you?"
No you couldn't, he thought silently. Aloud he was consoling. "I expect soneone in your husband's

position rmust have made his share of enem es. What we need to knowis if you' re aware of anyone
threatening himovertly."

"If so, he never nmentioned it to nme. Elroy didn't bring his business honme with him He was very
good about that. | know it was hard for him and | always respected and admired himfor it. He |et
us have a real fanmly life. He was such a good nan, detective. He worked hard and he took care of
his people. Do you know that |ast Christmas he called in every one of his district managers and
their wives? They thought it was for business." Her expression was tight as she fought the
enotions within.

"He'd chartered a plane. He flew all of diemdown to Havana. For a week, in the best hotel, at
conpany expense. In addition to their regular vacations."

Moody smiled gently. "Sounds like a man | woul dn't have mi nded working for mysel f."

"Elroy was no saint, mind. That man coul d be hard. But he was honest and fair. Wiat I'mtryin' to
say, | guess, is that | don't think he had any nore or |ess enenies than any other man in his
position.”

"What about outside the business?"

As he listened to her replies he would gl ance occasionally at his spinner. Not to nmake sure it was
recordi ng: that function was practically fail-safe. He was studying the shifting readout on the
voi ce anal yzer. The little telltale stayed solid cool green, indicating she was continuing to tel
the truth. Though not admissible in a court of law, it was a useful little tool for on-site
analysis. There were tines when a little anbival ence on the part of a suspect could be highly

i nformative.

32 fllan Dean Foster

Moody wasn't one of those ol d-fashi oned cops who relied on instinct and personal observation. He
was a ready convert to whatever new equi prrent police R& managed to chum out. Anything that nade
his job easier made life easier, and God knew he was all for easy. lixperienced cops clainmed to
have a sixth sense about crinme. Mody preferred to use the web

Hi s spinner told himthat he was talking to a truly agoni zed, distraught w dow and not sone West
Fl orida version of Lady Mac. It confirned his initial inpressions. Despite that, he would not rule
her out as a suspect. Mdody never rul ed anyone out as a suspect until a case was decl ared cl osed
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And even nen, there were tinmes when he was reluctant.

He questioned her a little |onger before excusing hinself. Follow up interviews would provide nore
i nformati on, which he could study at |eisure back at the office. Wen the initial shock wore off
sone, she might be able to recall useful details presently subnerged in her sea of envotiona

di stress.

First you had to assenble the parts of the puzzle. Only then could you start putting them
together. He wandered off in search of additional pieces.

"H, Nance," he said to the slight figure working the far side of the living room She turned to
grin at him "H, good |ookin'. Wnderin when you' d show" He didn't know why he felt so
confortable with Nancy Welles. Maybe because of all the wonen he knew on the force, she was the
only one who shared his love of fishing. O nmmybe it was her sense of hunor. Most cops had one,
but it was usually not gentle in nature. Nancy's was. "You just got here," she said. "How d you
know t hat ?"

She gestured past him "Saw you talking to the widow That'd be the first thing you'd do. | know
your style." "Is that a fact?"

CYBER WRY
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" "Tis."

"So what've we got?" Tine enough for gentle banter back at the office.

"Not a whole lot."

"Motive?"

"Prelimnary psych suggests sonmething personal. Not necessarily involving the m ssus. Maybe a

di sgruntl ed enpl oyee. Al pure spec at mis point."

I"I'l bet it wasn't a district nmanager, Mody reflected silently. Aloud he said, "I just did nmy own
voi ce scan."

The sergeant nodded, | ooking past him "Everybody's been running her specs. She seens clean. I|f
she's covering, she's a chanmp at it. As for the Jekyll alibi, it checks out too. Couple hundred
W t nesses. "

"But she found the'body and called in."

"Kettrick's been dead approxinately thirty hours this norning. She only got in a couple hours ago.
Air shuttle, everything checks out."

"Did Kettrick play around?"

"He was a man, wasn't he?"

"You' re nmean-spirited, Nance."

"Like hell. I just know men. But they're no dead mistresses lyirT around, if that's what you nean.
No evidence of any |live ones sonewhere el se, neither. Just the housekeeper."”

Yes, the housekeeper, Mdody thought. Whoever had killed Kettrick had also taken the tine to
elimnate the only wtness.

"So we're back to the disgruntled enpl oyee theory."

"It's as good a one to start with as any," she responded. "Maybe sonme subsidiary owned by one of
Kettrick's conpanies up in North Dakota fired sone guy ten years ago and he's spent the | ast
decade plotting his revenge. Happens. Kettrick might not even have known the guy who del eted him
t hough the evidence so far suggests otherw se."

"How so?"

2M Rl an Dean Foster

"No sign of forced entry and not nuch of a struggle."”

"What about the housekeeper?"

"I'n the sanme roomas Kettrick." The sergeant accessed her own pocket spinner. "Anna Hemandez,
fifty-eight, single, been with the fanily six years seven nonths. Had conbi nations to every | ock
in the place, used the nmaglide tube to do the shopping, lived in roomdownstairs in front. Trusted
fam |y enpl oyee. Too bad for her."

"How was she killed? Sane as Kettrick?"

"Looks that way."

"Coroner done a determ nation on that yet?"

"Not that |'ve heard." Welles frowned slightly. "Wnder what's takhV 'em so |ong? They're talking
gun, but without real assurance."

"What ki nd?"

"Ask 'emyourself. Me, I"'mjust a lowy sergeant. They don't tell nme nuthin'."

She | ed himdown a hallway, past other nenbers of the departnent intent on their work.

"I just got a quick look at the body before the boys fromforensics descended and shooed out
everybody who didn't know the secret handshake. If a gun was used, it was a weird little sucker."
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"Way do you think that?"

"No blood. | got an early call, got here fast. There's no bl ood anywhere, Vernon. He's just |ying
dead in the mddle of the,floor and the old gal's nearby on sone steps, and both of 'em as cl ean
as an enbal ner's sanpl e pack."

"Then why do they think it's a shooting?"

"Because each of the poor dears has two holes in '"em Kettrick in his neck, the housekeeper in the
m ddl e of her back. And no bl ood. Holes aren't real helpful, either. No vital organs punctured,

appears to be conplete cauterization at point-of-entry, but they're still both dead."

"The main veins and arteries are intact?"

"' Yup. Coroner's been talkin* trauma. Hell, what traum?
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No signs of battery, use of a blunt instrunent, no other marks of any kind on either of 'em™
Moody gl anced up the long hallway. "Were y'all taking me?"

"My secret orgy room Were'd you think?" She let out a derisive snort.' 'Apparently this guy
Kettrick was a world-class collector of primtive art. To ne it all |ooks |ike the kind of junk

you find out on |lawns at Labor Day garage sales over in Clearwater, but it nust be worth sonething
to sonebody, because it's housed in a roomall to its |lonesone. Place is built like a vault.

Hurri cane-fl ood-proof walls, its own clinmate control system you nanme it. Then there's die
security setup. First class. | wouldn't give you squat for the best of the collection, but

Ni ckerson fromyour office—yeah, he's here too—-he says it's nmuseumquality. Al that tells nme is
that it's the land of stuff rich people buy for investnment purposes. You can judge for yourself."
The big roomwas suffused with bright, soft tight that spilled fromunobtrusive sources set high
in die ceiling. Bolted to the neutral gray walls were cases and cabi nets of tenpered gl ass.

Scul ptures of wood and bone and clay were nounted on pedestals welded to the floor. Sone of the
puces in the roomwere oddly appealing in appearance. A few were pretty. Mody thought nmany

downri ght ugly.

Wel | es pointed out Nickerson, pinched Mody on the butt, and left himw th a w nk. Mody watched
her go, then turned and entered the vault.

He knew Ni ckerson well enough. They'd teaned together on several cases, even though Mody kept
nmostly to headquarters while his younger counterpart worked die glanmour districts along the coast.
Moody didn't envy the younger detective his rapid advancenent or notoriety. Every cat to its
ashcan. In a beachfront pit the sly, slimN ckerson would blend in effectively while Mody woul d
stand out |ike a beached bal een. Maybe the guy got laid nore often, but he
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didn't nake any nore noney than Mody and he didn't conmand any nore respect.

In his own defense, Ntckerson wasn't responsible for his good | ooks. Nor was he a poseur. Every
cop in the Greater Tanpa Bay area knew Mbody's reputation, and N ckerson was no exception. He

val ued the big man's advice and opi nions and didn't make fun of him

"What d'you mink of this stuff, Vernon?" he said by way of greeting.

Moody | ooked round the museum That was the only way to think of it, as a museum

"Not nmy taste. Y all know how it is with art. You got this here stuff at one end and bl ack vel vet
paintings of St. Elvis at the other." He held up a big hand and w ggled his fingers. "The kind of
stuff | like's somewheres in the mddle."

"Yeah, | know what you mean. Want to see the | atest exhibit?"

Near the back of the room soneone from forensics was running a scanner over Kettrick's body. The

i ndustrialist had been a big nan, ol der than Mboody and packing a | ot | ess excess avoirdupois. Six-
three or -four, the detective estimated. About two-ten, two-twenty. Someone who coul d nanhandl e an
attacker, middle-aged or not. It hadn't saved him just as age hadn't protected the unl ucky
housekeeper. Mody decided Ms. Kettrick was damm lucky she'd been in CGeorgia tins past Tuesday.
O herwi se this roomwoul d be serving as norgue for three bodies instead of two.

He didn't linger. The coroner's report would tell himeverything useful

What caught his interest was the wall behind the body. Bright art lights illum nated every square
inch of it. Sonething had been displayed there quite recently. Now there was not hi ng except four
chroned bolts fromwhich hung jagged shards of shattered pl exan

At the base of the wall was a pile of debris conposed of
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nore transparent fragnents m xed with broken bits of wood and col ored sand. Kneeling, Mody picked
up a handful and let the brightly dyed grains trickle through his fingers. That's all it was: sand
and sawdust. It snelled dry and nusty. He glanced up at Nt ckerson

"What the hell's this stuff?"
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"You mean, what was it." The younger detective eyed the pile bemusedly. "A big picture of sone
kind. We checked with the w dow "

Moody rose. "She had enough sense to tell you what was m ssing and what wasn't?1'

"Nope, but she did know where her husband stored the catalog for his collection. Easy enough to
access." He waved at the rest of the room "There's nothing else nmissing, and this isn't really
m ssing either. Just vandalized."

Moody grunted, studying the pile. "Pulverized is nore like it. Y al! said it was a picture. Wuat's
with the sand?"

"It was a sandpainting."

"You nean, a painting on sand?"

"That's what | thought." N ckerson brushed sel f-consciously at his hair. "The sand itself is
colored first, then applied to a background. In this case, a wooden one. Cheap wood at that."
"Great. So we're looking for a homcidal critic.”

"Doesn't this look |like nmore than just vandalismto you, Venon? | mean, whoever busted up this

pi ece of work wanted to nmake sure nobody could put it back together again."”

"Ckay, so we're |looking for a serious homicidal critic." The detective shook his head slowy.
"Somebody slips in here, nmurders Kettrick, kills his housekeeper 'cause she's a witness, takes
nothing. Al he or she does is waste one piece of prinmtive art, which if it was as gruesone as
the rest of the stuff in here, hardly seems wormthe price of a cheap arson job, nuch less a
doubl e nurder:"
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Nkkei son was noddi ng. "That's about what we've got. You nake anything off that?"

"OFf the top of ny head?" Mody responded without

hesitation.

"OFf the top of your head."

"A nut, but a nut with a purpose.”

"Why pur posef ul ?"

"Because he only went after this one item A total psycho would' ve trashed nore than this. Since
he only wasted one piece, it stands to reason his purpose in coning here was to do just that. He
knew what he wanted to do before he got here, knew what he was after." Mody studied the pile of
debris thoughtfully. "Woever did this took their tinme making sure. Not rmuch of a motive to work
with. "

"You're telling me," said N ckerson

"Ms. Kettrick have anything to say about sandpainting phobi cs?"

Ni ckerson shook his head. "It doesn't nake any sense to her either.’
wat chi ng fo-rensics work.

Moody knew nat the younger detective didn't |ike psycho cases. Drug, deals were nore to his

i king. They made sense. Buyers and sellers and users, everything fitted together nice and neat.
Something like this, that nade | ess sense the | onger you | ooked at it, unsettled him That neant
he woul d | eave all the leg work to Moody, which suited the senior detective just fine. Psycho
cases didn't bother him Logic was always present. It was just tw sted.

Ni ckerson was tal king again.' 'The m ssus said she hardly ever cane in here. She didn't care much
for this stuff. It was her husband' s passion. He'd show her a new piece when he had it delivered
and she'd snmile and forget about it. Not her style.”

He was staring at the body,

"Somet hing we can all agree on." Mdody gestured at the enpty wall. "So she couldn't tell us
anyt hi ng about this one?"
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" 'Just that it was a big picture conposed of lots of snaller pictures; very organized, very
geonetric."

"Swell. Qur notive, and we don't even know what it |ooked like. Al this stuff nust be insured.”

"Already checked with the local rep for the conpany. Everything's heavily insured, all right, but
they couldn't find Kettrick's file when we asked about it. Seens it's been wi ped recently. Isn't
that interesting?"

Moody's eyebrows lifted. "Definitely not a nut,'
penetrate insurance conpany security."”

"Yeah, but they don't kill people who own art they don't |ike, either.
"Fortunately, we do know what the damm thing | ooked like."

The detective regarded his colleague in surprise.' 'How?''

"Kettrick had an ol d-fashioned still camera. You renenber those; the kind that printed two-D

i mges on paper? He kept his own little file | ocked away, a snapshot of everything." He reached

he asserted slowy. "Nuts don't know how to

N ckerson sml ed
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into his jacket pocket and extracted a small square of hard paper

Moody exam ned the image. It showed a painting sonme six feet square composed of brightly col ored,
intricately rendered synbols and designs. Some resenbled highly stylized human bei ngs, others

| ooked like plants; much of it was |ike nothing he'd ever seen before. It was trenmendously
conplicated and as tightly organized as if it had been laid out with a cadcam program Col ored
sand on wood. Aesthetically it neant nothing to Mbody, whose idea of fine art was a well-crafted
beer can, but he could appreciate the amount of tinme and effort that had gone into the

conposi tion.

It certainly didn't ook like anything worth killing two people over. But after twenty years as a
cop Moody hadn't found anything that was.

"Sandpai nting, huh?"

"Yeah." Nickerson nudged the photo. "There's a little

30
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descriptive info on the back. Got it out of Kettrick's catalog. It isn't nuch.*'

Moody turned the photo over. His eyes noved, not his lips. * 'Navaho, it says. Qut West sonewhere,
aren't they? *

Ni ckerson shrugged. "Thought you'd want to be the one to dig into it." In other words, Mody
mused, the younger man saw no vid opportunities here and was washi ng his hands of the whole

busi ness unl ess sonme arose.

" Phone?"

Ni ckerson jerked a thunb over his shoulder. "Back up the hall."

Moody nodded once and turned to | eave, pausing only |ong enough to study the corpse of the
unfortunate housekeeper. She |ay face-down near the entrance, dropped by the killer as she'd tried
to flee. The detective's expression hardened. He had no synpathy or understanding for those
responsi ble for the deaths of innocent people whose sole crine was being in the wong place at the
wong time. It took a real first-class col d-bl ooded bastard to shoot an old lady in the back. If
she had been shot.

Lean cl ose and the hol es above her heart were clearly visible. Two of mem three inches apart. No
sign of bleeding, just as Wl les had said. Death by traunma induced by sonme kind of invasive
presence. But what kind of presence if not netal slugs?

Coroner would let himknow. He couldn't do everybody's job.

He found the phone, undi pped his spinner fromhis tpeft and jacked in. Departnent nolly serve
found the Muse$fe of the Anerican Indian in New York, the Miseum of : « Sout hwest in Al buquer que,
the Heard Museumin Pnoel Sjfev Museum of, Museumof... ;!

He settled on the Museum of Native American Art in Fort Wrth, waited for clearance, then entered
his queries. Two minutes later replies began a slow scroll on his screen. Wen he found what he
was | ooking for, he thunbed RE-
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CORD, waited another two m nutes, then hung up

The departnment was beginning to pull out. Forensic techs had scoured every roomin the house for
hair, dandruff, fingerprints, |oose skin, blood, sweat, tears, and anything else that night help
them eventually identify the nmurderer. Mody found N ckerson waiting to use the John.

"Arizona," he told the younger man. "Al so parts of New Mexico, Colorado, and Utah. That's where
you find sandpai nti ng Navahos."

Ni ckerson tried to sound interested. "So what does that give us, Vernon? A Navaho with a grudge?”
"We don't know that it was a Navaho. W just know that this involves a piece of Navaho art."

More often than nost people think, the obvious pans out in police work. Fromstarting with
not hi ng, they went to having a prime suspect in no tinme at all, as soon as they began taking
depositions fromKettrick's office staff. Someone who consistently bypassed Security to tel ephone
Ket-trick and then broke into his office to confront himdirectly nade a pretty good suspect in
Moody's eyes. The fact that several eyew tnesses described himas unm stakably Anerindian in
appearance was conclusive as far as the departnment was concerned. It did not require a great |eap
of faith to assunme for the purposes of additional investigation that he might well be Navaho.
They acquired a notive sinultaneously with their suspect, because Kettrick's secretary had heard
the two men argui ng about the sandpainting. What the detective still didn't understand was what
about it was worth killing for.

Tfee first thing Mbody did on returning to his desk was nake several copies of the precious

phot ograph. A couple went into the evidence vault beneath police headquarters, incongruous anong
t agged heavy weapons and anpul es of self-injecting pharmacuties. A third he shoved under the
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mattress of his bed when he got hone that night. Only then did he allow hinmself to rel ax.

32 fltan Dean Foster

As far as the nurder suspect was concerned, no copies of the sandpainting existed. He'd wi ped the
i nsurance conpany's file and destroyed the original. Wth luck it m ght nmake hi m overconfident.
What didn't nake any sense to Mody and what puzzled himall through the night was why a nurderer
woul d go to elaborate lengths to conceal a painting's identity rather than his own.

CHRPTER

3

BY THE FOLLOW NG nmorning a prelinmnary determ nation had been rendered as to the cause of death in
the Ketbhick case. Nancy Welles told himabout it before he had a chance to read it for hinself.
They were in the comrissary and she spotted himat one of the vendi ng machi nes.

"Hi, Nance."

"Vernon. They think they found out how Kelt rick and his housekeeper died. But not what caused
it." Moody waited while she drew coffee froma nearby nachi ne

"El ectrocution," she said.

"G me a break, Nance. They know how but not what?"

She nodded as she stirred artificial creaner and artificial sweetener into nme suspect coffee.
"Remenber the marks? Like bullet holes, only no bullets? Coroner's report cones up and says
they' ve both been corn-fried, but they don't know how. You shoulda seen sone of the faces in the
room"

"1"I'l bet. Any Aeories aboundi ng?"

"Theories, sure. | dunno about the abounding. The prevailing wisdomis that they were shot with
sonme ki nd of charged organic particles, naybe a gelatin mat hit the body

3M
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hard enough to penetrate. The holes weren't real deep, renenber. H gh voltage woul d explain the
instant cauterization and |lack of bleeding. But it doesn't explain why two shots, and the sane

di stance apart on both bodies. Unless sonme kind of doubl e-barrel ed weapon was invol ved. "

Moody cracked his box of cookies. "Maybe one capsule carried a positive charge and the other a
negative, and they only reacted lethally on contact."'*

Wel | es' s expression brightened. "That's one | haven't heard yet. 1 bet Coroners hasn't even
thought of it." She eyed himadmringly.

"Just an idea," he nunbl ed deferentially. "Preventing a discharge until contact seens the sensible
way to design a weapon |like that."

"Way woul dn't the charge junp within the gun?”

"Insul ated barrels, maybe. Hell, | don't know. | don't know anybody who'd kill two folks for the
privilege of destroying a piece of art, either."

"Peopl e are saying nmaybe it was sonme kind of fanatical collector,” Wlles inforned himsoftly.
"The ki nd of person who wants exclusive possession of sonething, who wants to be able to say he
has the only one of its kind in existence. Even if it's a copy. A painting nmounted on a chunk of
wood six feet square would be pretty hard to westle out on a maglide car. A holo wouldn't. Think
about it. | gotta get back to my desk."

Moody did think about it, wthout satisfaction. The hypothetical weapon nade nore sense than the
hypot hetical notive. No bullets to trace to a certain caliber gun, no poisons to track to a

phar macol ogi st, no nessy sharp blades. An electric charge left no calling card.

He didn't care much for the Chief. Wiile Mody |iked working with nmachines, he al so enjoyed the
conmpany of other human beings. Feldstein didn't. If given a choice, there was no doubt in Mody's
m nd that the Chief would much prefer to run his departnment without any people at

all. Just wall screens and nol|yboards and nenps and directives.

The science of |aw enforcenent having yet to advance to that point, however, he was stil
conpel l ed to make use of human bei ngs. That included the |Iikes of Venon Mody, w th whomthe New
Yor k- educated Fel dstein had little in conmon. Mody was sure the nan had never handled a red
wiggler or a nightcrawer in his life.

It didn't help that he was the shortest nmenber of the department, with the exception of two of the
femal e officers. In spite of his handicap he had risen to become chief of the [argest police
department in the state of Florida. The detectives often wondered how that had conme about.
Accidents of nature were frequently invoked.

Moody didn't think about it as much as sone of his friends, because he had next to no contact with
the Chief's office. Nor did Feldstein actively seek the conpany of his officers, preferring the
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seclusion of his office with its nollyboards and vorec circuits. They responded pronptly and
obediently to his requests and commands, unlike his often obstreperous subordinates.

Not that Fel dstein-was hostile. He was friendly enough when encountered in the hall or the

conmi ssary. Had he been unwilling to work with others, he never would have lived through his years
as a patrolnman and detective. He knew what it was like to work a beat, knew how to joke and

bull shit on the street. It wasn't that he was incapable of sharing with others. It was just that
he chose not to do so

Moody turned a coner on his way to the Chief's sanctum Maybe Feldstein thought it wasn't a good
idea to get too close to people who might be found floating in the Bay the next norning. That
Moody coul d understand. |f he were Chief, maybe he'd feel simlarly. Not that he ever would _ be
It didn't bother him He was quite confortable with the | evel he had achieved.

36
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Security passed himthrough an adm n checkpoint and on to FeMstein's office. It was not spacious,
though it did command a nice view of the Bay. Mdlly and chip storage lined all the walls, waning
with Feldstein for living space. Feldstein's intellect was all that kept the nmutating files at
bay, |ike a napal mained skier caught in a Col orado aval anche. Each time the files were reduced,
western Florida' s antisocial population inevitably restored themto their former dinmensions. Try
as he mght, Feldstein would never be able to shrink them down to manageabl e size, nor would they
overwhelmhim It was a perpetual stal enate.

Moody did his best to pay attention. It wasn't easy, because the silvery sheen of the Bay was
clearly visible through the big wi ndow at the back of the office. It nmade himthink of fishing,
and that made it difficult to concentrate on his job. Don't eye the Bay, went the conventiona

of fice wisdom and don't eye Corporal Laney in Processing, and a nman mght could get his work
done.

Fel dstein was working at his desk when Mody entered. The detective had never seen hi m not
working. He was a small dark man, son of a small dark man, grandson of a snall dark man,
continuing a lineage of successful small dark nen who had arrived in Florida by way of New York
East Europe, and the M ddle East, the end product of several thousand years* worth of snall dark
men arising originally in Samaria, where-—Mody did not doubt—eldstein s ancestor many dozen
times renmoved had served as faithful policeman or tax collector or accountant in the service of
Sol omon—er sone | esser |ight.

"Morni ng, Chief."

Fel dstein reluctantly | ooked up fromone of the three screens that sprouted fromhis desk |ike
flat-faced nmushroons.

"Vernon." That was his one concession to famliarity. The Chief knew everyone in the building,
maybe everyone on the whole force, by their first nane. Maybe the janitors

who worked the night shift, too. "How | ong have you been on die Kettrick case?”

"About three weeks now, sir."

' 'CGot anything yet?''

"As in 'results'?" The Chief hadn't invited himto sit down, which suited Mody fine. It neant
this was going to be a short interview. "No nore than what we had by the second day. W got a
nmodus, a possible notive, and a good description of the prime suspect, but we haven't been able to

run himdown yet. W will. APB's are out all over the country, heightened in the Southwest."
Fel dstein fol ded his hands on the desk. That was a bad sign. It nmeant the Chief had been thinking.
"Having had to do it myself once or twice, | know how frustrating it is to try running an

i nvestigation twenty-five hundred mles fromthe likely territory of your prine suspect. That's
why |'m sending you to Arizona to work on it fromthere. W need soneone on the scene.”
An i mage congealed like stale milk in Mody's head. A vision of endless horizons devoid of growth,
of dry, enervating heat; of dust and cactus spines and venonous reptiles and insects. Not that
Florida didn't boast its share of the " latter, but they stayed down in the d ades where they
bel onged.
"I'f you don't mind, sir, 1I'd rather not go."
Fel dstein turned to one of his nonitors, his tone as coolly correct as the information being
di spl ayed on the ; screen
. "The local police will be doing nost of the work. You're

going to serve as backup, information source, and to keep
. us up-to-date." He glanced up fromthe glass. "Also be-
A cause the nedia and city fathers are all over ne to show
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£ sone progress on this one. You can record five nmurders a
| day down in the harbor and nobody sneezes, but sonebody
| like Kettrick gets deleted and inportant people get the
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shakes. You know the drill. Don't look so glum Think of it as a working vacation.l'

"Chief, | don't Iike the desert. | like |owl ands and open water. Lots of open water. There's

not hi ng out there but sand."

"Get used to the idea. Think of it as a wide beach if it helps, but you' re going."

"Way not send sonebody el se?" The thought |eapt unbidden to his lips. "Wy not send that tall,
good- | ooki ng young detective who's so good at PR? What's his nane? Nackernman? Ni ckerson? He was on
the scene before I was."

"We're talking interjurisdictional cooperation, Vernon. N ckerson's a little too aggressive for an
assignment like ms, alittle too involved in promoting hinmself instead of tending to business.
You have a way of working with people without threatening them™

Moody knew he had no chance of extricating hinself unless he produced a nuch nore substanti al
reason for not going, but try as he would, he couldn't cone up with one. Personal dislike was
insufficient. Despite his distaste, he was flattered. Feldstein was sending hi mbecause he was the
best nan for the job. O else because he thought the big detective wouldn't be m ssed.

"Isn't there anyone else who can go, sir?" It was a lane last effort but he had to try.

"Ch, mere are other people | could send. There just aren't others ! want to send. You're going,
Vernon, because | know you'll get along out there, and because I know you won't m ss anything, and
because | know you won't waste the departnent's tinme and noney gallivanting around at night."
That's nme, he thought resignedly. Good ol' boy Mody, the quintessential dull cop. Not necessarily

the nost brilliant, nor the nost obvious, but ever the safest.

"It won't be so bad, Vernon." Feldstein was trying to
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be synpathetic. "Everyone needs a change of scenery fromtine to tine."

But | like this scenery, dammit. What he said was, "If y'all have made up your nmind, sir, then I'm

just killing time for the both of us by standing here." He turned to go, hesitated at the door. "I
get travel pay?"

Fel dstein snmiled broadly. He had bright white teeth. On the rare occasi ons when he reveal ed them
they added an uncharacteristic glow to his usually dour expression. As if conscious of the
atypical display, his lips abruptly tightened.

"Full travel pay and tine, but | want you out there pronto. No maglide connections. Take a
shuttle.”

"Fine with ne, sir.” And it was. Mody had no desire to spend hours in a transcontinental naglide
car. "What about a place to stay?"

"Set up a per diemw th Accounting and nake your own arrangenents. You' ve never been on assi gnnent
outside the Bay area before, have you?"

"Shoot, |'ve never been out of the South before, sir. No reason to. | like it here. |I'mnot one of
t hose guys who yearns for faraway places."
"I't'lIl be good for you," Feldstein insisted unconvinc-ingly. "Broaden your horizons."

Moody didn't want bis horizons broadened, but with the Chief exerting an unusual effort to be
understanding, it would have been undi plonmatic to say so.

"Arizona, huh? Maybe there's a | ake sonmewhere. "

"Not near where you're going. And property speaking, you're not going to Arizona. You're being
assigned to ne Navaho Departnment of Public Safety, of the Navaho Nation. Those arc the people
you'll be working with. Not the Arizona police."

Shoot, Myody nused as he left the Chief's office; cops were cops. Wiether fromthe H ndu Kush or
the Geat Rift Valley, he'd nanage to get along with any new col | eagues

MO Rt an Dean Faster

so long as he could find one or two to share a beer with. If they followed the NFL scores, so much
the better. His thoughts left himfeeling slightly nore sangui ne about things, but not nuch.
CHf | PTER
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BY THE TIME the shuttle crossed Di e Texas- New Mexi co border, die air had becomne inmpossibly
transparent, the views absurdly extensive. It remained thus as the shuttle comenced its descent
fromseventy thousand feet, falling |like an anputated arrowhead toward the red-brown frying pan
that was Northern Arizona.
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Finally pausing in his reading | ong enough to gl ance out a wi ndow, Mody was appal |l ed by what he
saw. CGone was the fertile | andscape of Florida, the reassuring tracts of homes and condos, the
pal e opal escent blue of the Gulf. Below |lay earthtone gone amuck, reds and unbers and dirty pink
and brown, sprawl ed fromhorizon to horizon like a Calcutta whore. In vain he searched for the
signatory slash of the G and Canyon, before realizing sheepishly it nmust lie too far to the
northwest to be visible fromhis present position and altitude.

The barren enptiness of the terrain conpared to that of popul ation-swollen Central Florida was
nunbi ng. Like a drowning man nearing | and, he began to breathe a little easier only when the
support structures surroundi ng Kl a-getoh International Airport cane into view Fastech and

M
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light-industry manufacturing facilities clung to both sides of Interstate-40 |ike aphids to a rose
stem

It was a relief to | eave the plane for the conforting bustle of the term nal, which was
gratifyingly spacious and nodem and full of color and life. Men and worren from around the world
swarned |i ke corpuscles through the corridors, bunping into each other while venturing apol ogetic
phrases in half a dozen tongues.

They were drawn to this fornerly isolated chunk of North Anerica by the explosion of hi-tech

manuf acturing which in the past hundred years had radically transforned the Navahopi Reservations.
The Koreans had arrived first, looking to steal a nmarch on the Japanese, who hadn't been far
behind in their never-ending quest for skilled | abor and benign tax structures. After them had
come, in a rush, the Taiwanese, the Ml aysians, the Thais, and the Indians and the Brazilians and
the South Anerican Community. Slow to recognize the potential of the Rez, the EEC was now trying
hard to catch up. The shuttle had been full of Gernmans, Italians, and TurKks.

"I'f you think this is bad, you should see Phoeni x. They have needed a new airport for fifty
years."

Moody found hinself eyeing a softly smling nman ten years his junior. He wore a | ong-sl eeved
cotton shirt and neatly pressed brown jeans. And cowboy boots, as if Mody needed any further
proof he was no longer in Central Florida. Though probably in his thirties, he | ooked considerably
younger. Slightly |l ess than average height and slimy built, he tended to disappear al ongside
Moody. A lot of people did. His skin was as snmooth and unbl emi shed as that of a fashi on nodel. The
little half-smile—+the coners of his mouth turned slightly upward, making the cheekbones even nore
prom nent than they were naturally-seened to be the only expression he had. He extended a hand.
"Ya-tah-hey. |'m Sergeant Paul Ooljee, NDPS."

CYBER VRY
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Moody shook the proffered hand. "Vernon Mody, Detective, G eater Tanpa PD."

The sergeant held the handshake a long tinme. His small fingers were |ike steel and Mody was
consci ous of die pressure of the thunb agai nst the back of his own wist. No doubt that neant
sonet hi ng. Mboody hoped he wouldn't have to hang around here | ong enough to learn the | oca

cust oms.

“I''I'l tell you ny theory if you'll tell me yours." The grin did not fade.

' "Haven't got one yet.' * Mdody wal ked beside the smaller man, letting himlead. "Title aside,
what do | call you?"

"Paul will do fine. I would give you ny other nane but | do not think you could pronounce it. If
you have trouble with Ooljee, you can call me Mon, which is what it nmeans. O you can call ne
crazy, which is what sone of ny friends call ne. Especially nmy nother-in-law. You can also say *ny
friend." That is what | will be calling you."

"We've just net." Qoljee turned a conmer and Moody | engthened his stride to keep pace. They were in
a restricted corridor now, having left the airport crowds behind.

"It is only proper. If you don't tell soneone your name and where you and your clan are fromright
away, then you mark yourself as a suspicious person. In Navaho it is nore correct to ask, 'Wat is
this person?' instead of 'Who is mis person?" But since | can tell fromthe | ook on your face that
everything | amsaying is only confusing you, we can just call each other Qoljee and Mody for a
while. If you do not object to the formality, nmy friend," He | ooked thoughtful

"Of course, if you prefer the translation, that could be fun. People would be able to | ook at us
and say, "There goes Mwon and Mody.' "

"l can nanage Ooljee all right." Here he'd expected the |ocal yokels to be quiet, even taciturn
and the first one he met wouldn't shut up.

MM R an Dean Faster

They passed under the blower froma vid ad and his nostrils were awash for an instant hi the
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tantal i zing aroma of frangi pani. He wal ked through it w thout taking the bait and turning to check
out the ad.

An el evator took diemto ground | evel

"You know why |'mhere or did y'all just cone to pick ne up and run ne into town?"

"I know why you are here. W will be working together. | have been on ms case for several weeks
and in daily contact with your office, though not with you personally. Tanpa and Ganado have been
mol | ydancing for many days and | amquite fanmiliar with the unfortunate details of the nmurder."
"What were you working on before they put you on the Kettrick?"

"Alocal killing. And | was not 'put on' the Kettrick case. | volunteered to work on it.

Fasci nating business." The elevator slowed. "Here we are."

Moody foll owed himout into a covered parking structure. That's when it hit him The air. There
was sonething not right about it. The lack of oxygen he'd expected and was prepared for. Klagetoh
was nearly six thousand feet above sea |level. But the dryness cane as a shock. He was inhaling
sonet hi ng cool and utterly devoid of npisture; oxynitro as pure as the synbol ogy of a periodic
table. Dizzy, he paused and tried to recover, convinced the potted plants |ining the wal kway were
| eani ng hungrily toward him about to puncture his noisture-rich formw th hypodermc air-roots
capabl e of sucking the water from his body.

"Hey, Moody; you okay?" ol jee eyed himw th concern

"Just gime a minute." The detective straightened, breathing deeply. The dizziness went away.

He picked up his luggage and resuned wal ki ng. Ooljee said nothing about the delay, but did slow
his relentl ess pace.

CYBER VRY
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"I"'m gl ad sonebody finds the case interesting," Mody wheezed. "Got everyone jittery back hone. W
haven't nade a whole helluva | ot of progress lately."

"I hope we can be hel pful ."

"Yeah. Say, why do your friends call you crazy?"

"Everyone in ny clan thinks | would be a plant nmanager by now if | had gone into conmerce instead
of police work. It does not matter to themthat | happen to like police work. It suits ny nature
What do you know about Navaho sand- pai ntings?"

"I know one guy got hinself killed over one. That's about it. In nmy department you don't have to
take ant hropol ogy to make detective."

"Different departments. Way don't we rest here a nmonent? Sonetinmes it hel ps, when you have j ust
come up fromsea level."

Moody hesitated, checked with his heart and lungs, and gave in to their reply. He set his |uggage
down next to a bench and then gratefully let the hardwood slats cradle his weight. Coljee renained
st andi ng.

"You will be seeing sandpaintings all over town, especially in the hotels and gift shops. It is a
bi g busi ness. Sone are still done using colored sand, while others are just painted on canvas or
board.” There was a twinkle in his eye. "The first thing you should know is that every one of them
is wong."

"Wong? Wong how?"

"The colors, the tilt of a figure, the way it faces, the arrangenent of plants or designs; one or
all are incorrect. No one woul d nake an accurate sandpainting to sell to a tourist, because the
magi ¢ m ght get |oose.*'

So now I know why they call you crazy, Mody thought amusedly, suspecting he was being skillfully
put on. "You're not telling nme anybody out here actually believes in stuff |like that anynore?"
"Ch no," replied Ooljee with exaggerated concern. "To

Vb R an Dean Foster

do so would mark that person as an unrepentant prinmitive, a throwback, an apol ogi st for ancient
superstition.”

"Then why bother to change the paintings that are sold to tourists?"

"Many of the people here, especially the ol der ones, tend to adopt an unspoken agnostic-1like
position. They can be ninety-nine per cent sure there is no nagic, but the renaining one per cent
m ght nmake |ife unnecessarily conplex. So those who nanufacture the sandpaintings for nass
distribution will tell you it is all old nonsense at the sane time as they are naking sure at

| east one small part of each painting they turn out is inaccurate.

"It's easy for them because only a trained hatathli, a medicine nman, knows how to nake an
accurate nedicine painting, and they do not nmake things to sell to tourists. So you need not worry
if you buy one. There will be no real nagic init."

"That's a great relief," said Mody. "Now | can enbark on a life w thout fear."
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"Hold to the confort of your skepticism W may need it later. Do not forget that soneone, and
concur with your departnent that he is nost |ikely Navaho, has nurdered two people and viol at ed
the security of a major nultinational insurance firm because of a sandpainting."”

"But no specific suspects yet?"

"I regret not. It will conme. Your cadcam portrait was very distinctive, and we have nbore to go on
than that. There is, for exanple, the fact that the victinms secretary heard the perpetrator mnmake
his request to acquire the sandpainting a fourth tine. In our culture a request nmade a fourth time
must be honored. | think it an unlikely ploy for a non-Navaho to try."

"Any idea why he destroyed the painting after making such an effort to acquire it? The theory out
my way goes that nmaybe he wanted to be the only possessor of the design, or sonething like that."
CYBER UJRY
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ol j ee nodded. "A possibility. Wen we find himwe will ask him"

"Dam right we will."

"There is a chance he could be Sioux or Kiowa or soneone from another tribe masqueradi ng as Navaho
to conceal his true motives, but | tend to think not. | do not see sonmeone from another tribe
being so interested in a sandpainting."

For the first tine, Qoljee appeared to hesitate before speaking. "Tell ne, my friend, if you don't
nmnd: why are you here?"

"My departnent wanted one of its own on the scene. Lucky ne got el ected when he wasn't | ooking."

"I see. | was not told, and | was curious."
"Shoot, who wouldn't be? Look, | don't want to step on anybody's ego. It's not that we don't have
conpl ete confidence in you people out here. This wasn't ny idea. I'll try to stay out of the way."

"That woul d be nice. Are you feeling a little better?"

"Yeah." Moody rose. The initial |ightheadedness had left him "Let's go. But keep it slow okay?"
He bent to recover his |uggage.

CHf | PTER
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ON VEHI CLES THAT had been left in the parking structure for nore than a couple of days he noticed
a fine coating of what |ooked Iike rust but which on closer inspection turned out to be russet-
col ored dust. He w ped some off the nearest car and rubbed die grit between his fingers,
suspecting this too was sonething he m ght become unwillingly intimate with in the days to cone.
ol jee led himto a stocky, non-aerodynanic vehicle nmounted on oversized tires. The normal ly
exposed back end was covered with an extended accordi on cabover. The sergeant unsecured it

el ectronically, popped the back door so his conpanion could dunp his luggage in the rear. Then
they clinbed into the passenger conpartnent.

Moody watched as Qol jee entered the ignition conbination and waited for the control LCD to |ight.
Wthout waiting for the engine to warm up, he backed them out of the official parking space and
headed for the exit. Map lights wi nked on the navigation screen. Mody recognized the uncertainty
pattern and queried his conpani on

"I"'mnot set up to patrol in Kl agetoh," Ooljee explained, "so they don't issue ne road software."
The exit gate flashed themthrough. Ooljee deftly nego-
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tinted the maze | eading out of the airport, avoiding the town as he headed for die Interstate.
Once clear of conmercial traffic he entered their destination into the dash. The onboard

navi gation unit confirmed the entry and they began to accelerate. Ooljee let go of the wheel and
rel axed. Beneath their feet, the ROM | aser tracked the guide strip laninated to the pavenent,
coordi nating speed and direction with all vehicles ahead and behind. Unless Ooljee altered the
entry manual ly, they would travel the rest of die way into Ganado on autonatic.

"You al ways work out of a pickup truck? * Mbody asked conversationally.

"ddtraditions die hard. This is standard issue transportation for plainclothes work. A
departrment road crui ser would | ook nore familiar to you, except that it would also conme with four-
wheel drive and steering. The roads on the Rez are much inproved over die |ast hundred years, but
there are still plenty of places that will destroy a normal vehicle. That is tradition too. Like
the sandpainting."” He |ooked to his right as they passed a private vehicle stuck by the side of
di e road.

"Fam |y breakdown. Help will arrive soon. Tradition is why | was able to get into this Kettrick
busi ness. For a lot of die people who work in die departnent, tradition is who won the | eague
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title two years ago. Now ne, | have always been interested in die old ways.'*

At a touch, a | ocked conpartnent in the dash dropped open. He runbl ed through a disorganized,

hi ghly conpacted nmass of papers, opdisks, and nollyboxes until he found a col or fax. Mody
recogni zed the Kettrick painting.

"l have been working with this a lot since your departnent contacted ours asking for information
I'"ve already run it through die files at the Museum of Northern Arizona, die Navaho Museumin

W ndow Rock, and die University of New Mexico at Gallup. My friend, nmere are hundreds of
sandpai nti ngs, each distinctively different, and this one

does not match up with any of diem There are individual elerments which do, but they are drawn
oddly and nake no historical sense in die context in which they appear. It is very peculiar. |
have tal ked to specialists in all three places about it and they agree they have never seen
anything quite like it.

"Of course, | amonly a policeman and tiiey are only acadenmics. W all agree that only a hatami
with much experience and a very active imagi nation could make anything out of this. His
interpretation mght not be accurate, but it would certainly be entertaining.”

Moody shifted in die seat. It was worn but confortable. "So what you're telling ne is that nobody
has any idea what it neans."

"That is what | ambeing told." The engine humed as diey began to clinb. He ran his finger over
me fax. "There are figures and shapes and designs in this painting that sone say are wholly
nontraditional in origin. Qther experts are not so certain. That is not to say the designs are
meani ngl ess; only that | have been unable so far to find anyone able to tell ne what they nean.”
Moody stuck out his lower lip. "W assuned dial it sure as hell neant sonmething to die son of a
bitch who nurdered Kettrick and his housekeeper."”

"I tend to agree. | do not subscribe to die theory that we are dealing wirn a crazed collector."”
"Why not ?"

"Because | do not see a collector, even an insane one, destroying what he has gone to so much
trouble to collect. | think it was the substance of die sandpainting die killer wanted, nore than
die original itself." He | ooked thoughtful. "Wien we catch himl will be very anxious to ask him
about that."

"Ask all y'all want. Til settle for catching him"

ol jee glanced at his colleague. "Your interests parallel but do not always duplicate mne. That
i s under standabl e. "
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He turned forward again, lost in his own thoughts.

It gave Moody tine to study the countryside through which they were passing. Paralleling the
Interstate to the south were the four major east-west maglide tubes, shooting cargo and the
occasi onal passenger car between Los Angel es and Al buquerque or the Mntezuma Strip

They hadn't spent five minutes on the Interstate before the truck ducked down an off-ranmp and
crossed onto highway 191 running north. A glow ng sign flashed past.

METROPOLI TAN CAN ADO-40 M LES

"That's where you're based?" Mody inquired.

The sergeant nodded. "W ndow Rock's still die capital, but Ganado's the commercial center of the
Rez. Has been for over a century. You'll be seeing high-rises pretty soon."

They were already in anong sprawl i ng assenbly and nmanufacturing plants, Mody noted. "Nothing
personal ," he said as they passed mle after mle of faceless industrial facilities interspersed
with residential dormitories and service structures, "but surely you fol ks don't own all of

t hese?"

"No, but we are in nost of them There are not enough of us to fill the demand for skilled techs,
| et alone the unskilled positions. Alot of Hi spanics and Filipinos |ive and work on the Rez. Plus
Angl os, of course. And Nicarags, ever since the big eruption that w ped out Managua back in sixty-
five. Asians nostly in the admnistrative posts.” Wth a wave of his hand he enconpassed the
teem ng industrial |andscape.

* ' Mbst of the businesses here are tripartite joint ventures between Navahopis, Anglos, and
Oientals. Isn't it the same where you cone fron®?"

Moody shook his bead. "Greater Tanpa's still primarily a retirement and recreation city. Oh,
there's plenty of in-
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dustry, but not a lot of high-tech. Hum dity's not good for electronics."
"That is a problemwe do not have here."
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They drove in silence interrupted only by Ooljee's occasional checks with his office. Only much
|ater did he venture to ask, "I don't suppose any nei ghbors reported hearing any singing fromthe
victims house around the tine of the nurder?"

Moody was taken aback. "Singing? Wiy? You think our nut's the kind who cel ebrates over a kill?"
"Not exactly that. It is only mat we are operating on the prenise that our suspect is Navaho, or
at | east soneone with detailed know edge of Navaho custom A hatathli always chants when
destroying a sandpainting. | would give a lot to know if our killer is a hatathli. It would narrow
the Iist of potential suspects considerably."

Moody could not keep the irritation out of his reply." *No, as far as | know, nobody heard any

si ngi ng."

Thi s sandpai nti ng busi ness was beginning to get to him He'd been in the Sout hwest |ess than an
hour and al ready he wanted out. Medicine nen and chants! If any of this ever made it back to Tanpa
he'd have to deal with the jokes for years.

He tried to concentrate on the terrain. It was spectacular, but far too sweeping and barren for
his taste. He preferred cal ner horizons softened by the irregular green of tropical trees and
framed by the glint of sunlight on still waters, not endless nesas that ran |ike veins of rust
through a harsh blue sky. It was beautiful, sure, but to him lifeless. And the |ack of noisture
in the air was making himitch

He was only here to serve as a liaison, he rem nded hinself; to offer what aid he could while
reporting back to Tanpa on any | ocal progress, which according to Ooljee was practically nil. He
could back off fromms hatathli nonsense and stick to standard police procedure.

If, he told hinself suddenly, QOoljee wasn't sinply having
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some fun at his expense and setting himup for a few good gags with his buddies at the station
Sure, that made plenty of sense! He could envision it clearly: the pal eface sucker from Florida
sonber |y questioni ng other Navahos about sandpai ntings and nedicine nen. He snmiled to hinself.
ol j ee was good, and bis guest had nearly bought it. Nearly.

Well, two could play. Mbody would smle and nod and appear to take it all seriously, and when the
time came, he'd be the one to deliver the punch Iines. Ooljee was a good guy and a good cop. He
was only having a little fun

Just as Moody had it all figured, the sergeant threw hima big, fat, sweeping curve.

"I have been devoting sone tine and thought to die natter of a notive."

"You ain't been the only one, brother."

"The sandpainting is the obvious solution. Wat we do not know is the question. | think whoever
wanted it, or a copy of it, needed it for a particular reason, and not to conplete a collection
It may be that this particular sand-painting was used agai nst the nurderer in the past, or against
his famly, or a close friend. O it may have been enpl oyed agai nst a stranger who hired die

nmur der er .

"By destroying it according to tradition he may have been removing the threat it presented to
sonmeone. You would call it an exorcism”

Lordy, mused Mbody. Just when combn sense had been reasserting its good ol' self.

"If this guy can el ectrocute people by an as yet undeterm ned nethod, why the hell would he need
to trash a bunch of colored sand? You ain't trying to tell me we're dealing with something |ike
voodoo, are you?"

"It provides a rationale for a seemingly irrational act,"” Ooljee argued. "The underlying principle
is the sane. To affect another, they need only believe they can be affected.’

"This is starting to affect nme," Mody grunbl ed.

"It does offer us a notive."
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Moody eyed himsharply. "You don't really believe in any of this scrim do you?"

The sergeant sidestepped the question. "Wat matters is that sonmeone el se nay. People who believe
are peopl e capabl e of anything."

"So we're back where we started,"” Mwody nurnured. "The guy's a nut."

"Peopl e have killed for stranger reasons: because their god or their devil told themto, or sinply
because they didn't like the cast of another man' s eyes, or the tone of his voice.'

Moody coul dn't argue with that. He'd seen it happen too often on Tanpa's mean streets.

"It does not matter," Ooljee went on, "that we are dealing only with a pile of colored sand and
pul veri zed masonite. Wat is significant is that whoever did the damage may believe that the
sandpai nting had real power. It gives us a new line to pursue. There are ways of checking such
things. Not as thoroughly or efficiently as | would |ike, but we can nake a begi nning."
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"Right." Muody relaxed a little. It was a relief to find out that Coljee had had a serious goa
fromthe start.

Beyond the fact that Ganado served as the conmercial center of a major high-tech manufacturing
area, Mody knew nothing about the city. As they drew within sight of the first towers, however,
he knew he was going to have to discard many of his preconceptions.

Fanci ful spires rose from nmassive office blocks that had seem ngly been integrated el sewhere and
then laid down intact atop the high desert plateau. Not one of the buildings could properly be
called old, every one of them having been erected within the last century. Patterned after the
rugged buttes and nmonuments he'd seen fromthe air, the structures appeared a part of the

| andscape, as though escarpnents and nesas had been hol |l owed out and overlaid with glass and

pl exan and conposites. Cimate-control |l ed pedways connected the nmgjor buildings above street

| evel , soaring
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arteries of spun conposite and netallic gl ass.

Downt own, the tall buildings shut out the sun. New construction was goi ng up everywhere. Mody was
assaul ted by advertisenents in a dozen | anguages. He might as well have been in Manhattan. Only
the buil dings thensel ves hewed to a smaller scale.

The peculiar squiggles and curves on nmany signs which he thought conprised some unknown M ddl e
Eastern | anguage were in fact, according to Qoljee, components of written Navaho.

"Until the early part of the twentieth century there was no such thing as witten Navaho.'' The
sergeant eased their truck around a slow delivery van. "It may | ook confusing, but witing it is
not hi ng conpared to trying to learn the grammar. And you shoul d see what Hopi | ooks like!" He
uttered a nasal nel ange of consonants and gutturals.

"For sonething so difficult to wite, it sounds beautiful. It is nuch like singing. The Chinese
under st and. "

As he tried to make sense of his conpanion's |inguistic discourse, Mody studied the hovering,
acrobatic | aser ads. Downtown Ganado was a stroboscopi c maze of holos and cold neon, of plasm
scul ptures that beckoned and danced and teased tired travelers. They alternately tickled and
battered the senses not only in English, Hopi, Navaho, and Zuni, but also in Japanese, Mndarin
Thai, Bahasa | ndonesia, Ml ay, Tagal og, and the inescapabl e Spanish of the South American
communi ty.

"How much of this can you understand?" Mody inquired dazedly, nore than a little overwhel ned by
hi s unexpectedly cosnopolitan surroundi ngs.

"Some Spanish. A little Japanese and Thai. A few words of Ml ay, plus ny English and Navaho. Not
as nmuch Hopi as | should. You should hear the patter of some of the local street gangs. In the old
days they used spray cans on the walls. Procter and Ganble's grafnti-out took care of that.
CYBER VHY
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Now they mark their territories in other ways.

"You can't wal k through certain parts of town without triggering a playback voc stuck to a | edge
It does not bother the standup citizens, because what conmes out sounds |ike gibberish to them but
| have seen such nessages drive other gang nmenbers to distraction

"You take all those languages | just listed for you and mix themall up with street slang as a
catalyst and the result is sonething we have to use a Cribmmolly to decipher. It does not make
street work easy."

"How s ya'H s gang probl em here?"

"No worse than that of a city of sinmilar size, though when you have so much new noney and

excitement concentrated all in one place you are always going to have trouble. There are many
weal t hy | ocal peopl e and, as always, many poor ones as well. Sonme of the young poor join gangs, as
they al ways have everywhere. They run phar-macuties, weapons, industrial stats and information
the sane way gangs have supported thensel ves since the beginning of tinme. | amtold it is alittle

nore i ntense here than sonme other places. W have unique problens of cultural as well as fisca

di senfranchi senent.

"I't hel ps that every major high-tech corporation in the world would like to do work here. It took
thema while to discover that the people of the Four Corners region are the best high-tech workers
on the planet. There are plants here that literally turn out zero-defect product. Conbine those
human resources with the uni que tax advantages available to rmultinationals on the Rez and you have
a conbination irresistible to many conpani es. Qur street people and our problens reflect this

i nflux of outside influence and noney."

So did the ethnic mx that swarned the wal kways, Myody noted. Between the Indians and Asians and

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (21 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:58 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt

H spani cs, Anglos were a distinct mnority here, just as they were in parts of Tampa. It did not
bother him He'd been in the mnority
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all his life. Fat people were an unrecogni zed nmnority al

their own.

He had to agree that this would be a tough town to police. You' d need specialists in a whole range
of languages and cultures. Tanpa's ethnic mx of Anglo, Black, and Hi spanic was much nore

strai ghtforward, whereas Ganado was a seet hi ng sout hwestern bouil | abai sse.

"Your people aren't restricted to assenbly work, though?"

"Ch, no. W own our share, individually and through the Council Enterprises. You can always tel

if a building is Navaho-owned. Wether it is an apartnment buil ding, office conplex, shopping tower

or private honme, the entrance will always face east." He hesitated. "I amsorry. This is a lot for
you to absorb all at once, and you just got off the plane.”

"No problem"”

"Well, you won't nmeet many Hopis, so don't worry about that. They have their own comercial center

over at Seba Del kai. The Zunis stick npostly to New Mexico. But if you have trouble with any
Navaho, just snile and say 'doo ahashyaa da.'"

"Do a hashee dun," Mdody essayed. Ooljee repeated the phrase slowy and carefully until he was
sure Moody had it reasonably correct.

"What am | sayi ng?" Mody asked him

"I't will tell people that you are a stranger here, not to be feared, and in need of assistance. |
assure you they will be instantly synpathetic. Few Anglos nmake any attenpt to | earn Navaho. This
wi Il endear you to anyone you neet. It is a useful greeting phrase, though not readily

transl atabl e. Just like yatahey is Navaho for shalom"

"Say what ?"

"Never mind. Just stick with doo ahashyaa da and you will be okay no matter who you neet."
"Except for the guy we're after.”
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"Yes. | do not think he will be instantly synpathetic to anyone. | would give a great deal to know

if we are dealing with sonmeone nedically certifiable."

"I doubt it. A nut wouldn't be able to hide his tracks this well."

"Not necessarily. A sane person is sonewhat predictable. A crazy one is not. He could be nore
difficult to | ocate because of that."

"Unl ess sone ot her sandpainting collector gets hinself blown away." Mody nodded out the w ndow.
"I'"ve seen sone paintings in a few storefronts, haven't [?"

ol j ee nodded. "Downtown is the center of the inportant tourist and shopping areas. It would be
unusual if you had not seen any sandpai ntings by now. "

"Nobody uses the patterns for anything el se? Advertising, maybe?"

"Ch, no. That would be |ike maki ng underwear out of the Anerican flag. Eye-catching but
unsettling. It is interesting that even those who insist they are conpletely nodern and do not
believe in the old ways would never do such a thing. It mght nake your business go bust or your
buil ding fall down. The one per cent uncertainty factor, renenber?

"Here is sonmething el se you might find of interest."

ol jee switched off the laser pickup and resuned nanual control of the truck, turning left and
headi ng down an incline into a natural basin in the plateau. Ancient trees lined a streamthrough
whi ch water ran lazily. The |l and had been turned into a park, preserving the old trees and a
cluster of aged buildings. Rocks had been scul pted into pl easi ng shapes or benches on which old
peopl e and young coupl es rel axed.

"This is what remains of old Ganado. This is what all this country used to look |ike. The only
silicon and galliumarsenide at this spot is in the ground. Not that anybody uses that stuff nuch
anynore anyway. The park idealizes things a little but | have seen old two-D pictures of the area.
The
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simulation is accurate.” He pointed to his left, at a hill fringed with gl eam ng towers.

"They even saved the old Hubbell Trading Post. It occupies the | obby of the new one on Betatkin
Boul evard." He sat staring at the unhurried stream the couples wandering along its nodest banks.
"Have you got a place to stay?"

Moody shook his head.' 'My departnent told me to check in anywhere confortable."
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"I see. Then you will of course stay with ne."

"Hey, no chance! First off you probably don't have a bed that'Il fit me."
"l think we can manage sonething, if you don't mnd sleeping a little on the diagonal."
"And second of all, there's no way |I' mgonna put you and your wife out on ny behal f."

"Are you a noi sy person?"

"I''mnot likely to play shuntbuzz all night, if that's what you nmean. But that's not the point.
The point is..."

"The point, ny friend, is that it would be rude of you to refuse ny hospitality. Perhaps | can
convi nce you another way. How are you to pay for your accomodati ons here? Are you using a
departnment card?'

"Card, but..."

"Restricted?"

"Of course."

"Then you are functioning on a per diem designed to cover your daily expenses while you are
working with us. A per diemyou receive as a supplenent to your salary regardl ess of how you spend
it. If you choose to stay in an expensive place, you have to cover the difference out of your own
pocket. But if you choose to |live cheaply, you have a bal ance you can spend at your own

di scretion. That is how we operate here."

"I't's the sane in Tanpa," Mody admtted

"Which neans that if you slay with us, the noney which woul d otherwi se go toward your room and
board will be
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yours to pocket. Wuld that not help to conpensate sonewhat for being sent to a part of the
country you dislike so intensely?"

"Hey, | never said | didn't like it here. Hell, | just got here."

"Your expression speaks el oquently even when your mouth is closed."

"What's that?" Mody was angry at having been so transparent. "An ol d Navaho sayi ng?"

"No. Actually | got it froman Italian variety show that was on the RAl transponder |ast week
What do you say?"

Moody didn't want to start the week by insulting the guy he was going to be working with. By the
same token, the thought of spending time in a cranmped little apartment with kids underfoot—-hadn't
ol jee said sonething earlier about kids?—struck himas |ess than appealing. But he didn't see how
he could turn down the offer

"I"ll give it atry," he said reluctantly, "but none of this 'board business. I'll pay for ny own
food or you'll be broke inside a week."

"Al right." Qoljee grinned. "But | warn you. My wife |loves to cook. She is an experinental
gourmet and will be delighted to have a new vict—guest, to try out her |atest recipes on. As to
what you do with your noney, that is up to you. The pleasures of full-tine police work are few,
and shoul d be indul ged i n whenever possible.”

They enjoyed the park for a while longer. Then Qoljee rolled up the windows and reprogramed the
onboard. The engine revved softly as the |aser pickup exchanged information with the nav strip
enbedded in the pavenent of the parking lot. The truck backed, turned itself around, and departed.
Now that his plans were settled, Mody was able to devote his tinme to exanmining the exotica of
urban Ganado. He was especially intrigued by the kids' attire, an eclectic and inventive

conmbi nation of all that Asia and Anerica had
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to offer. It would have | ooked out of place back in Tanpa. Here it all bel onged.

He nade Ool jee sl ow down so he could study an exceptionally attractive young worman. Her bl ack hair
was crested by a pair of dyed-blond aerodynamc curls that swept up, around, and out fromthe
sides of her head. Silver wire shimrered anong the obsidian strands. The rest of her outfit
consisted of red |l eather jacket and skirt dripping with buttons and carved fetishes, bits and
fragments of sal vaged conponentry, reflective plastic boots, and a false tail built up out of

twi sted silver.

ol j ee watched his coll eague watching. "The hairdo is traditional Hopi. The decorations are not."
"How do they keep it up like that?" Mody marvel ed at the gravity-defying array.

"It's an old technique, though the girl is probably Na-vaho. There has been a lot of interm xing
the last fifty years. Wuld have been nore, but old enmties die hard."

"You don't have to tell ne that. I'mfromdie South."

As they turned westward they left the city center with its glitz and flash behind, entering an
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area crowded w th individual honmes, apartnent buildings, and service structures. Cedar and stunted
pi ne grew densely on uncl eared | and.
"You do not have much of what | would call a Southern accent, ny friend."

"Accents disappear fast in Metropolitan Florida." Mody shifted in his seat. "It ain't like living
out in the country, on the fanmly place. You find accents in CGeorgia and Sip, but Florida's ful
of folks fromall over everywhere. In that respect it's a lot like L.A | know Cubanos who sound

like they're from Chicago, not Havana."

"Traditions are stronger here and down in the Strip," Qoljee replied. "You' ve probably heard about
the Strip. Imagi ne a whol e cluster of Ganados strung out along the Border. A good place for a nan
to lose hinself. So we are concentrating our search here and there. Qur suspect has a
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real dilemma. He could go to Portland, say, where he would stand out but where the search is not
as intense, or he can stay here where he blends in naturally and try to hide. Me, | think he is

around here sonewhere.
sergeant's face

"You are not married?"
"Been there." Mody stared out the window as they rushed past a gleaning all-night market. "Tw ce.
It ain't easy being married to a cop.”

Hi gh beans from an oncoming truck dinmed tardily, highlighting the

"My wife and | seemto have no trouble. | try not to bring ny work home, and | think that hel ps.
You | ook healthy. No serious on-the-job injuries?"
"1"ve been shot at a fewtinmes. Lucky so far. | do a lot of research for the rest of the

departnment. After a while, you find out what you' re good at and stick to that. Neither ny nental,
physical or work profile suits me for chasing outgrabed crazyboys down dark alleys."

"I know you nust be good at what you do or your departnent would not have chosen you to conme here
You are probably an expert at observation and at putting disparate el enents together. Like
sandpai nti ng. "

"Not hi ng personal ," said Mody sharply, "and while it's central to the case, |1'd appreciate it if
you woul dn't keep bringing that up."

Qol jee glanced at himin surprise. "Wy not?"

"Because |'mnot a superstitious guy and |'mgetting tired of it. | can't tell when you're putting
me on and when y'all are being serious, and it's nmaking me unconfortable, okay? I'ma rationa
enpiricist, or whatever the hell it is they're calling fol ks who believe in combn sense these

days. So ginmme a break, okay?"

"Ckay," (oljee replied as he added very softly, "but it is central to the understanding of our
suspect as well as everything el se about this business."
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OOLJEE LI VED FAR out on the west side of the city, in a hexacluster of thirty-story nultisided
towers. Parks and service facilities separated the cluster fromits nearest neighbor half a mle
to the south. The parks were full of trees and scul pted sandstone, all of it alien to Mbody. Trees
and bushes wore their desiccated greenery defiantly. Each tower entrance, he noted, faced east.
Atelltale on the truck's dash beeped as the building recognized vehicle and driver. A heavy
garage door swung upward, granting them access to the subterranean garage.

"Don't you think," Muody said as the sergeant drove down the ranmp and the door closed behind
them' '"you ought to call your wife and | et her know you're bringing conmpany hone?"

"She knew soneone was com ng. She would be surprised only if you were not staying with us."

The elevator lifted themnine-tenths of the way up the tower, where they exited into a circul ar
hall. Qoljee crossed to a door that was al ready opening. A short, stocky woman with a snmile like
an upsi de-down rai nbow stepped aside to et thementer.

Her nanme was Lisa. The nanes of the four-armed, four-
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| egged ball of fury occupying the center of the living room when separated into its conponent
hal ves, were Blue and Sun. The boys renai ned notionless only |ong enough to enbrace their father
before fleeing to the sanctum of their bedroom

The floor was covered with a fabric that felt |ike carpet but resenbl ed packed earth, a tour-de-
force of manufacturing akin to dyeing a rabbit coat to look |ike mnk. There were couches and
chairs of rough-cut real wood, blankets and prints on the walls, pots and shelves full of hol omage
pi cture books. The kitchen was contrasting technoshock: all gl eanm ng bl ack plastic and brass.
When ol jee told himhe would have the boys* room Mdody was i nmedi ately concer ned.
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"Where are they supposed to sleep?" He indicated the long couch in the living room "Hi de-a-bed?"
"No.'' Qoljee turned toward the curved transparent doors that fronted the back of the living room
"Qut on the porch. It will be a treat for them™

Moody wal ked over to the doors. The snall size of the apartnent was sonmewhat conpensated for by
the spacious terrace. It was shielded fromthe elenents by the terrace i medi ately above it, the
sem circul ar polycrete porches resenbling giant poker chips stuck in the side of the building.

ol jee's provided a breathtaking vantage point fromwhich to view the distant |line of red which
mar ked the escarpment of the Sal ahkai Mesa and the even nore di stant mountai ns beyond. Spectacul ar
scenery, but not inpressive enough to make Mody forget the pale blue of the Gulf.

One of the boys was tugging at his trousers. He was all black eyes, straight black hair, and

yout hful energy. Not knowi ng what else to say and figuring it was a safe place to try out what
he'd | earned, Mdody smled down at the kid and said, "Doo ahashyaa da."

The boy covered his nouth and giggled, gazing wi de-eyed at the nmassive visitor. Hi s ol der brother
br oke out
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| aughi ng. Chattering anong t hensel ves, they retreated to their bedroom

Moody was pl eased. He'd now nastered two Navaho phrases: yatahey and the one he'd just enployed,
ol jee was talking to his wife. Left to his own devices, Mody wal ked out onto the porch. Since he
was standing on the west side of the westernnost tower in die condo conpl ex, none of the other
structures was visible. There was nothing to interrupt the view Of to the south stood a second
conplex of glittering spires; electric necklaces stuck in the earth.

It was getting late. Lights were coming on in other apartnments. Perhaps their nurderer was sitting
in one, quietly contenplating the results of his work. He wandered back into the living room
listening to the donestic chatter enmanating fromthe kitchen, a nellifluous nelange of English and
Navaho. Some of the furniture | ooked old, but nmodem manufacturing could duplicate anything,

i ncludi ng age. The bl ankets that were hung on the walls intrigued him The patterns were not
remarkably intricate nor were the colors especially bright, but there was a heft, a solidity to
the designs, he had never encountered el sewhere. Gazing at themwas |i ke unexpectedly encountering
an old friend.

The apartnent was not |arge and he eventually found hinsel f back out on the bal cony, staring at
the setting sun. If he squinted hard he could pretend he was | ooking at the sea. A voice startled
him He hadn't heard Ool j ee approach

"You should be here in the sunmer for the sunsets, after a nonsoon thunderstorm You would not
bel i eve how many shades of gold one sky can contain."

Moody | eaned on the thin, inflexible banister that ringed the porch. "I didn't know I ndians stil
practiced stealth."

"I don't know about that, but good cops do." He nodded at the sunset. "What do you think?"

"It's different fromwhere | come from"

"And not really to your taste. | understand. The | and
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here takes time to appreciate. Al the bright colors are in the sky."

"I guess it's all what you grow up with,"

"Mostly | think it is the enptiness that gets to people, especially people fromback East."

"Yeah. The only enpty land left in Florida is in parks."

"As nmuch of the Rez as possible has been allowed to renain in its natural state. Mdem
civilization is peculiar that way, don't you think? As soon as it achieves a certain |evel of
creature conforts, it begins to spend huge suns on restoring what remains of the original habitat.
In that respect we have been fortunate. Devel opnent in places |like Kayenta and Kl aget oh and Ganado
has been intense, but if you go west fromhere, or north, you will find that the |l and | ooks much
as it did to the Anasazi who settled here thousands of years ago.

"Peripheral devel opnent in places |ike Flagstaff and Gal -1 up has not been nearly as well

controlled. I do not think you would find those cities as attractive as Ganado, for all its
typical urban troubles." He gestured at the sweep of distant |and.
"One can still go out there and wander through the hills and know mat there is the chance he may

be the first man to set foot on that particular piece of earth. O you mght find things; a bit of
pottery, an old arrowhead, a section of necklace, beads, maybe even a small overl ooked cliff
dwel I i ng. The park service has been all over this country as have thousands of amateur
archaeol ogi sts, but nere are still places where no nan has set foot in a thousand years and nore."
"I'monly interested in finding one tiling." Mody was beginning to feel the strain of the cross-
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country hop and was not in the least interested in waxing poetic. "Qur nurderer."

ol jee sighed. "You are as persistent as you are direct, Venon. Wth luck, we will run himto
ground soon. Then
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you can fly back to your beloved Florida. | hope | amnot asked to acconpany you."

"You don't |ike open water?"

"Not when it is full of salt. Fresh water, now+ wish | had the time to take you up to Powell."
"lI"'mnot on vacation." Myody tapped the spinner attached to his belt. Then, as if aware he m ght
not be behaving as the nost gracious of guests, he added, "Helluva view you got fromup here."
"W |ike the place," Qoljee said sinply. "I would like also to have a vacation hogan, but there
al ways seemto be other priorities. The boys, they eat up a |lot of nobney, and | don't just mean
that literally."

"Il bet." Screams and yel ps reached themfromthe '"vicinity of the bedroom "Don't they ever
sl ow down?"

"Never. | think they play in their sleep. As for you, 1 inagine you nust be ready to eat."
"I was ready to eat when | got off the shuttle.”
"W may not nmanage to fill you up, but | do not think you will go away from our table hungry. Do

you |ike Chi nese?"

"As long as it's not all vegetables and stuff."

"l appreciate your honesty. Lisa would too. Then she would hit you with a spatula. Don't worry. W
al ways have pasta or potatoes, and there'll be frybread for dessert."”

"Bread for dessert?"

ol jee snmiled. "Wth honey and whi pped cream | don't think you will be disappointed. |ce cream
too. Ever had pinon nut ice creanf"

"Can't say as | have." Mody was beginning to salivate.

"Also made with honey. It will stick to your ribs. It certainly sticks to everything el se. Every
tinme Lisa nakes sone we have to watch the boys very closely, and we still end up having to dunp
themin the tub to dissolve themapart."

The food was rich and wonderful, and despite his resol ve,
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he overate. The result was initial contentrment foll owed by roiling dreans.

Kettrick was there, and his housekeeper. They orbited each other too closely, an obscenely

entwi ned absurdity to anyone who knew anythi ng about Kettrick *s habits. If they were consistently
rational, however, dreanms woul d not be dreans.

Their place was taken by the grim |eering visages that popul ated die dead industrialist's private
museum of die primtive, ghosts and spirits drawn fromthose parts of the world where ne past
still lingered and myths retained their ancient powers. In their nmdst drifted a figure without a
face, whose arns were flexible bars of steel ending in fingers like tines. Sparks flew fromthem
and what ever they touched burst into flane.

Sepi k Ri ver scul ptures shrivel ed and burned. Masks from Sout heast Asia exploded in showers of
fiery cinders. African fetishes turned into blazing torches. The confl agrati on consunmed hal f -
remenbered stories and unexpl ai ned nysteries. Dreans burned |ike crepe paper, flame giving way to
ash, ash to snmoke, snoke to a faint aroma of hot carbon where once there had been intimtions of
reality.

Kettrick too shrivel ed and burned, as did die housekeeper. Only when all had becone ash and
charcoal did the faceless figure stride forward to enbrace the sandpainting which stood |ike an

i con, untouched and i mmutable, in the very center of the destruction. Wen his finger touched the
drawi ng, the shapes on the board sprang to horrid life. Synbols, stick figures of men and womnen,
highly stylized creatures alive with flat, bright color |eaped clear of the wood. They were
acconpani ed by lightning and rain and rai nbows, |lots of rainbows, twi sting and contorting like
snakes.

They engul fed the faceless figure, nelting together into a tornado that wore the garb of a double
helix, contracting, tightening until the figure exploded, |eaving behind only wisps of itself that
drifted aimessly away in every direction
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Moody awoke drenched in his own sticky sweat despite the fact that it was cool and confortable in
di e apartnent. Fading inmages clung tenaciously to his retinas: a hyperat-nospheric shuttle, a dark
shape rising high above a basket, an eagle inspecting a single spire of towering sandstone. Al
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soaring, as children dream of soaring.

He roll ed out of bed and sought his pants, not bothering with a shirt. Belly hanging over his
belt, he tiptoed into the living room It was silent and enpty, the earthtones asleep in the
nmoonl i ght that entered through the terrace doors.

He exami ned a pot, a piece of sculpture: cool, reassuring fragnents of Mdther Earth carried thirty
stories into the air to remnd the sky dwellers of the real world that existed beneath their feet.
Qut on the porch Qoljee's boys lay still in slunber, secure in their sleeping bags, their interna
springs finally at rest. It took hima nmoment to realize they really were notionless. Lying in the
soft glow of noonlight they looked Iike utterly different beings, the darting black eyes shut
tight, tiny fists curled tight against half-parted |lips. Under his gaze they slowy netanorphosed
into die young nmen they woul d soneday becone.

"I can't sleep either."

Moody gl anced backwards. Ooljee stood in die shadows clad only in his briefs, gazing at his

of f spring.

"That's twi ce you've snuck up on ne," Mody whispered. "I don't like it."

"' You are pretty quiet for a big ol' Southern boy yourself. | didn't hear you get up."
"Then why'd you cone out?"

"Like |I said, | could not sleep either. Too nmuch frybread, nmaybe. Too nany thoughts, maybe."

Mbody decided to say nothing about his unsettling dreanms. His host might only be talking to help
his guest relax. For |lack of anything better to say, he repeated the phrase he'd been taught.
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"Doo ahashyaa da."

"That's for sure." Qoljee | ooked back into the living room where nmuted colors and traditiona
designs held back the intrusions of a honogenizing technol ogy. "Look, maybe something has cone in
since the last time | checked. Want to take a drive? Check out the office?

"I don't like to bother night staff," Mdody protested. "They m ght be busy with something."

"Li ke what? A floating card game? Ganado's big and busy, but this is not Tanpa. |If you would
rather go back to bed, that is okay too."

Moody didn't have to think long. "As a matter of fact, I'd rather not. Once |'mup, |'mup. Leme
get a shirt and throw sonme water on ny face."
"Good. W will take a roundabout. There is plenty of town you have not seen."

They ended up in one of those nei ghborhoods common to every large city; a place where cheap
residential housing, manufacturing, commercial offices, and lowife entertainnent facilities cane
together. Not surprisingly, the focus of all this activity was a nmmjor university.

"Actual canpus is up Keet Seel Street about a mle." Ooljee pointed out his window "Lot of rich
kids up there, plenty of poor ones hanging around the fringes |ooking to activate some action

Real interesting mx."

ol jee was overstating. There was nuch here that was kin to sinilar parts of Tampa and St. Pete,
though the ethnic soup was far nore exotic. Mody recognized the same youth hangouts, noted the
sanme furtive whisperings as ideas, concepts, goods, drugs, and infornmation were exchanged. Mich of
the Hispanic insignia and posturing was famliar to him The Anerind and Asian influences he found
utterly foreign.

For exanple, you would not see in Tanpa soneone wearing a headband and fringed blue jacket
decorated with rainbow figures called Na'a-tse-elit (according to Qoljee). The
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characters dripped blood, a nost untraditional representation. The jacket was belted with silver
and turquoi se above cream col ored pantal oons tucked into water-buffal o-hide boots inscribed with

i ndeci pherabl e Asi an synbol s.

What struck Moody strongest was the realization that the |ocal s—be they Navaho, Hopi, Zuni,

Hual apai, or Apache—blended in better with the Asians than they did with the Angl os or Hispanics.
ol jee slowed the truck as they cruised past a nondescript building. Twin doors fashioned of black
conposite gleaned in a snmall setback bel ow street |level. d ow ng rai nbow synbols, red and bl ue
split by a thin strip of yellow guarded both sides of the entrance as well as the lintel above
the doorway. At each upper conmer of the portal were a pair of heavily stylized neon birds.

"CGol den eagl e and bl ack hawk," Ooljee infornmed his conpanion. "Guardian synbols borrowed from
sandpaint-ing, just like the rainbows. You do not usually see eagles and hawks used as guardi ans.
That is what happens when people try to adapt old traditions to nodern uses. Also, in a
sandpai nti ng you do not see eagl es copul ating."

The neon over the entrance withed in confirmation of Qoljee's observation
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"Shima Cub. A shinma is any woman ol d enough to be your nother. There are worse hangouts around.
This is the kind of place where upscale locals and kids fromout of town can neet the children of
undercl ass assenbly workers and janitorial staff. Usually a couple of fights a night, but it
rarely gets serious unless pharnmacuties are involved. | had to break up an altercation right out
here on the street a few nonths ago. It was over a really fine wonan. My partner and |, we
lingered just to look at her for a while. As she was thanking us for our help and sayi ng goodbye,
a hal f-pound packet of self-injecting frisson ampules fell out of her dress. They had been cli pped
to her bra. That sizzle is
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fromthe Ivory Coast and it will fry your brain. So she was not so fine after all.

"I thought you worked in Hom cide."

"I do, but our departnent requires that everyone do tine on the street once a nonth. To keep us in
touch, the regulations say. | don't mnd/1 He rolled up his wi ndow, shutting out the blast of

wei rdi ng musi c which emanated fromthe club when one of the twin doors parted to allow a clutch of
custoners egress. Misicians inside hanmered out notes |like a bevy of blacksmths forging knives.

"I am grateful your people sent soneone with experience. | was afraid they'd send sone young

hot shot anxi ous to make a name for hinmself who | would have to wet nurse if things got awkward."
Moody renenbered the young detective he'd spoken with at Kettrick's house. The one he'd tried to
have sent here in his place. N ckerson

"No, this assignment was mine all the way."

"l never doubted it for a nonent," was Qoljee's cryptic reply.
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IT WAS SLOW at the station, whose entrance, Mody noticed i medi ately, faced the proper direction
A steady but w eldy stream of drunks, addicts, burglars, and assorted ripoff artists flowed
through the front office, though nost had been safely tucked away for the night. It was slow tinme,
the night shift winding its work down, the norning crew having not yet arrived.

The people Ooljee exchanged greetings with were variously tired, relieved, or uncomunicative,
dependi ng on how their night had gone. There had been tines when Mo-dy'd considered requesting a
| ate-ni ght shift hinself. The pace was slower, the atnosphere |ess frenetic than during the day,
the heat not as oppressive. Fromthree until five AM the action inside the station varied from

| ethargic to noribund, because nost nocturnal | awbreakers had concluded their activities, and
those who worked during the day usually slept |ate.

But he liked the sunlight.

The buil ding and what facilities he could identify were far nore up-to-date than those he was used
to. That was understandabl e, since Ganado was a young boomtown and Tanpa an elderly eastern city.
Wth interest he noted that
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al t hough this was an NDPS office, not all the personnel were Anerind. There were Anglos and

Bl acks, and a few Hispanics. Still, the feel was far different fromany station he' d ever been

i nsi de before.

ol jee led himto one of many cubicles and secured a privaflex screen behind them The little

of fice was neat and clean. Holos of his wife and boys were everywhere. Mody's practiced eye
automatically scanned his surroundings, storing information. It was good to know everythi ng about
a man you were working with, he knew, especially if there was any chance of being shot at while in
hi s conpany.

In addition to the famly pictures, there were some nounted awards, a few small athletic trophies,
and some expanded hol os of spectacul ar canyon scenery. On the desk were several piles of papers, a
not epad, the usual office paraphernalia, and a slick Fordmatsu office spinner. A pair of tal

cacti gave the office some color. Only on closer inspection did he realize they were cl ever fakes.
The smal |l pink pincushion of a plant on the desk was real. A couple of chairs were well padded and
of recent manufacture, not |ike standard office issue back in Tanpa. The ubi quitous Zenat nonitor
hung on the wall behind the desk, a conpact three-by-two nodel

"Now we'll see if anything new has cone in." Qoljee sat down behind the desk and activated the

spi nner board. The zenat sprang to life, displaying a fixed geonetric ready pattern. Mody settled
into the enpty chair.

He watched wi thout comment as Ooljee called out the Kettrick file and began weavi ng around i nsi de.
It was easy to pick out information the Tanpa bureau had forwarded.

Ten m nutes passed before ol jee renenbered the di spenser |ocated above the single storage
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cabi net. No words passed between them but Mody understood what his fellow officer wanted. He did
have to inquire if the sergeant wanted his black or with cream and sugar.
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"Nucane, one packet." Ooljee spoke without [ooking up fromhis work.

Moody added the artificial sweetener to the cup he'd siphoned for his coll eague. "Howcumthe faux?
You' re not overweight. That's mny department."

"Some hypertension. Runs in the famly. Sometines just hyper wi thout the tension.”

"1 could ve guessed that fromwatching your kids." Myody returned his attention to the nonitor as
he sipped his own coffee. It was wonderfully aromatic and fresh. In Tanpa you had to | eave your
desk and make do with whatever the central dispenser offered. This business of having one in your
own office was sonmething he could bring up at the next Union neeting. Mody enjoyed his perks as
much as the next guy.

When the cup was hal f drained, Ooljee put his hands behind his head and | eaned back in his chair.
"Sane old shit. Not that | expected otherw se.”

"Hope springs." Moody eyed his partner. "I would' ve expected a | ead or two by now. "

"Ch, we've had nore than that," ol jee responded quickly. "The conposite cadcam portrait of the
suspect generated nany calls. But none of themled to anything. Either nobody recognizes our man
or they do and they are not talking. O else he is hiding somewhere down in the Strip."

"Shoot, he could've had cosnetic surgery by now. Chemnically changed his color to white."

ol jee smiled. "Not even a murderer would sink-that |ow But there is sonething else |I've been
wanting to try.

" "My lieutenant insists | spend nmy tine |ooking for sonmeone to fit the conposite. Well, we have
been doing that for weeks without any results and | amsick of it."

Moody rolled his eyes. "Let ne guess: you want to work with the sandpainting."

"You get credit for perception, but not nuch, because
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have been tal king about it ever since you got here. Since they insist | concentrate on finding an
i ndi vidual while | amon the payroll, | thought | might try to conbine that directive with nmy own
interests. Especially since | now have an unprejudiced witness to confirmthat | amfollow ng ny
orders."

"Hey, keep me out of it.
"Don't be so paranoid. | would not put you in a difficult position."

"Yeah, sure."

“I't will be good for you." Ooljee was persistent. "Mich nore interesting to go into nuseuns and
gi ft shops and tradi ng posts than talking to unpl easant people on the street."

"You still have trading posts?"

"Sure. W passed one on the way in. The fifty-story tower just outside the park downtown.

pointed it out to you, renenber?" He glanced toward a wi ndow. The spring sun was begi nning to wake
up the city. "I have sone lists we can work with. If a match is nade with the conposite, we wll
be notified. Besides, there is no reason to sit here and nonitor the departnent web when we coul d
be outside enjoying this fine weather."'

"You call this dry icebox fine weather? Anytine the tenperature drops bel ow seventy-five, | get
twitchy and ny skin starts to crawl. And it's too dry."
"Despite what you may think, it does rain here. I will see to arranging a Bl essing Way cerenony to

call up sone precipitation for you.'

"Do that. And while you're at it, how about arranging a cerenony to catch our killer?

"Perhaps later." Qoljee said it with a straight face as they left his office, but this tine Mody
wasn't buyi ng.

The streets were filling up fast as norning rush hour began to flood downtown Ganado. Pedestrians
appeared nagically on sidewal ks and overhead wal kways, their already harried
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expressions it by first Iight. The police truck slid efficiently past the creeping conmuters,
maki ng good use of the lane reserved for nunicipal vehicles. Wth ease bom of |ong experience,

ol jee ignored the envious glares of travelers trapped in unnmovng traffic.

"You think this guy mght kill again?"

ol jee considered the question. "It is anybody's guess, because we know not hing about him | have
run an extensive cross-country check and there are no records of a nurder utilizing a sinilar
nodus, so we may be in luck. The Kettrick sandpai nting nay be all he was after
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"As to researching that, many of my colleagues think | ama little mad nyself. Qthers say | have
concocted a clever excuse for avoiding real work, like follow ng | eads on potential suspects."
"But your |ieutenant gave you permission to followthis up."

"Li eutenant Yazzie is a good nan for hunches. He has patience. But he also has his limts. He wll
not let nme pursue this line of inquiry forever unless | start showi ng him sonme results.”

They spent all that day and alt the next talking to owners and managers of gift shops and retai
stores and art galleries, fromfancy ones in the | obbies of towering hotel s—ahere a working stiff
i ke Mbody coul dn't have afforded the franmes, nuch | ess the paintings—+to the tiny pawnshops and
secondhand stores that pined the fronts of ancient commercial buildings on the industrial end of
t own.

Moody saw nore silver and turquoise than he fornerly believed existed. Sone of the nen wore as
much jewelry as their wonen, a sight that took sone getting used to. In Tanpa the only nales
likely to strut about so bedecked were pinps.

Nor was all the netal in the famliar formof bracelets and rings and neckl aces. There were
decorated belts and hat bands, headbands and boot tips and collar tabs, pins and
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insignia. Yet the nmore he saw of it, the nore natural it seened.

oljee tried to talk himinto buying a silver watchband set with coral, turquoise, and synthetic
bear claws, to replace the nundane ABSK he currently wore. Though tenpted, Mody declined. The
band was beautifully nade and reasonably priced, but the detective could too readily envision the
reaction it woul d produce back at Tampa HQ

Not everything was fashi oned of skystone and silver. Gold and plati numwere al so used, as were
nore exotic netals and stones. Even the snallest shop seenmed to be overflowing with inventory.
"Who buys all this stuff?" Mody finally asked his coll eague.

"Tourists, business travelers |ooking for something truly Anerican to take back home. W al so buy
and sell anmpbng ourselves. The really expensive goods are called Add Pawn. Sone of it was actually
banged out of old coins; dines and nickels preferred. Good, genuine Od Pawn is always hard to
find. People do not have to hock their famly treasures to pay the bills the way they used to.

Al t hough there is nothing wong in doing that. It was a perfectly respectable way to raise cash or
pay for goods.

"Have you been studying the sandpaintings?"

Moody replied dourly. "lI'"mtrying, but they all |ook the same to ne."

"l can't believe that." Ooljee did not try to hide his disappointnent. "You have too good an eye
not to have noticed differences."

Moody hesitated. "Well, maybe sonme of the overall patterns—ginme a break, Paul. It's like |earning
anot her | anguage."

One nore storefront, one nore stop. Like innunerable others, the face it presented to the street
was nondescript. There was the standard fluorescent BUY-SELL TRADE sign out front. The skystone
and silver clutter in the w ndows
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that flanked the narrow entrance was nore neatly arrayed man in nost. Woever had arranged the

di spl ay had made sone attenpt to highlight quality instead of trying to cramas nany cheap rings
and bracelets into the avail abl e space as possi bl e.

Inside the store the lighting was as subdued as the atnosphere. There were druns and pottery for
sale, along with scul ptures and rugs. The latter m ght be genuine, since unlike hundreds Mody had
seen these past two days, these did not display attached cards declaring in superfine print that
whil e they were | ndian-nade, they were only Navaho inspired. Wich neant, according to Qolj ee,
that they were not woven on the Rez but down in Mexico, on nechanical |oons operated by

i ndust ri ous Zapot ecs.

The store owner was short, white, and active. He advanced snoothly toward themas if on naglide
skat es.

The wal |l behind himwas full of paintings. Well, prints, anyway. Scenes of Ganado nodern and

anci ent, of Canyon de Chelley and Mnunent Valley, of the Grand Canyon and San Franci sco Peaks, of
various cliff dwellings and Indian cerenonials. There were also nore rugs, nost of themsmall,
some of themtattered. Al colored with handmade vegetabl e dye, according to Qoljee. This was a
store for the serious trader and collector, not for the casual tourist |ooking for bright trinkets
to take honme. The farther back into its depths one wal ked, the higher the quality of the goods
becane.

ol jee nethodically flashed his ID, enbedded in its slice of softly glowi ng Lexan. The owner
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blinked at it, glanced sonewhat apprehensively in Mody's direction, eyed Ooljee the way he m ght
a box of jewelry of uncertain parentage someone was trying to sell him

"l don't do scav, sergeant.”

"Everyone in this town parks stol en goods sooner or later,'
not what we are here about."

Qoljee replied pleasantly, "but mat is
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The owner relaxed visibly, though his tone still betrayed some unease. "Shopping? Birthday

present, perhaps, or sonething for a | ady?"

" "It would be a real present if you could help us." Digging into a jacket pocket, Ooljee
extracted the by now wel |l -wrinkled eight-by-ten fax of the Kettrick sandpai nti ng and shoved it
toward the shopkeeper, who peered at it curiously.

"Any idea what Way this is fron®"

"Ch, you want advice? Wiy ask me? Why not try a nuseunf''’

"We have traveled that road." Ooljee tapped the fax. "The people |I have talked with say they have
never seen anything like this."

"Real | y?" The man brightened, thoroughly at ease now. He squinted at the fax, the inplant in his
right eye giving himsonme trouble. After a noment he excused hinself. His visitors waited
impatiently while he renoved the offending inplant and replaced it with a jeweler's |ens.

"That's better,"” he murnured, as much to hinself as to his guests. He exami ned the fax cl osely.

* 'Do you know anything about it at all?"' Ooljee pronpted him "If not the Wy it is from then
the style, or howold it mght be? Wiat it signifies? Any suggestions will be wel comed."

The proprietor | ooked up fromthe picture. "I was kind of hoping you mght tell ne. |I've never
seen anything like it either. *' He bent again over the image, his left eye closed, working with
the jeweler's loupe installed in his right. "This is not a very good reproduction."

"Sony," said Moody. "The original was pretty big. A full-size repro would be kind of hard to |ug
around. "

"These designs here," the shopkeeper nuttered as he traced part of the image with a finger
this up here; | don't recognize any of it."

"Do not feel bad," Qoljee said. "You are in good conpany. Nobody el se does either.
t he fax.
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The old man waved hi m back. "Wait a mnute, wait a mnute. Don't be in such a rush. You cops are
al ways in such a rush."

He's having fun now, Mody nused. We've set hima chall enge

Wi | e the shopkeeper exani ned and conpared and nunbled to hinself under his breath, the detective
passed the time studying the prints and paintings that filled the walls, trying hard to relate to
the col ossal | andscapes, the abyssal canyons and i nmense skies. Everything in this part of the
worl d seemed constructed on a grander, rougher scale, as if nature had set aside her fine-pointed
tools and little brushes and had gone to work with the heavy machinery. This was country with
spaces vast enough to give easy birth to nysteries and | egends. There was little verdure in any of
the pictures. Geen was not an inportant color in this corner of the universe.

The old man finally paused in his inspection. "Were did you find this?"

" '"You do not need to know that, unless you can convince ne it would nmake a difference in what you
can tell us.”

The shopkeeper hesitated, chewing his lower |lip as he exam ned the fax froma greater height.
"It's very strange. There is so nuch in here that is famliar but peculiarly arranged, and so much
nore that |'ve never seen before." Again he tapped the picture.

"This sequence here is Red Ant Way, but all changed around. And this up here, this is definitely
Ni ghtway. But everything is all mixed up. It makes no sense. Not only are there pieces from \Ways
that shouldn't appear together in the sane painting, there are designs and figures and synbol s

and

He reached for

that don't nean anything at all. At least, they don't to nme, and |I've been forty years in this
busi ness." He ran a finger around the edge of the fax.

"Take sonmething sinple, |ike the enclosing guardian design. | don't understand this interpretation
of crooked Iight-
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ning, and the specific guardians at the east opening | don't recognize at all. It's too aberrant
to be traditional, yet too well rendered to be nonsensical. But this part here"—his finger noved
to the upper lefthand portion of the fax—1 think | may have seen sonething like it before. It's
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not part of any cerenony currently in use, but you can see how distinctive it is. That's why I
renenmber it. Because the pattern is so distinctive."

Qol j ee straightened slightly. Mody anbl ed back fromthe other side of the store.

"You don't see nuch stuff like this up h«re," the proprietor was saying. "Mst of the
experimentation with traditional forns is done down in Scottsdale and Tucson, where the radica
artists like to live. Ganado's too stolid, too old-fashioned a place for them | don't usually
deal in nodern work, but you can't avoid seeing sone of it. QOccasionally you'll cone across
sonmething that will stick in your mnd."

"You're talking artists."” Mody |eaned up agai nst the counter. "Are you saying you know who did
thi s sand-painting?"

"I"mjust guessing." He bent and rummaged through a drawer, produced a ten-inch square spinner
whi ch he placed atop the counter. It was an old nodel, beat-up and not nolly-conpatible. H's
fingers worked the keys wi th nmaddeni ng sl owness.

An eternity later hardcopy energed fromthe single printer slot. He tore it free. "Here's an
address—of sorts. "Muody started to reach for it. "No, wait." Mre paper chugged out of the slot.
"Directions, as | jotted themdown. | was on a buying trip, quite a while ago. | don't carry mnuch
in the way of sandpainting anynore. A lot of the newer stuff is junk and too nuch of the good old
work is in museuns and private collections. It's not worth my tinme to keep up. But this

remenber. It was so different.** He indicated the fax.
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"lIt's not all of what you're | ooking for, but maybe it will lead you to sonething."”

"T adil. We could use sone kind of a lead." Qoljee scanned the printout before pocketing it. "Rez
| ocal ," he inforned Mody, then turned back to the shopkeeper. "Thanks a lot."

"Sure, sure.
sone hel p?"
The sergeant hesitated. "My budget does not allow for..."

"No, not that, | don't want that." The old nman was still eyeing the fax that dangled from Qoljee's
fingers. "All ny life I've been in this business, and |I've never seen anything |like that picture
of yours. If you find out what it is, what it nmeans, what Way it's from would you nmaybe stop back
inand tell nme? | thought | knew all the Ways still in use, or at least all those that are stil
represented in fixed sand-paintings. Those | don't recognize fromnenory, |'ve always been able to
| ook up. But that one, it's not just sonebody experinenting, not just an artist playing around
with old thenes and new ideas. It's too coherent. It hangs together, if you know what | nean.
Whoever did that had an overall schene in nmind, and I'd sure |like to know what he was getting

at. "'

"So would we," said Mody.

The proprietor saw themto the door. "Do sonmething for me, will you, if |'ve been of

"I'f we find anything out," Ooljee assured him "I'Il make it a point to let you know "
"Thanks." The old man smled, rubbing his chin. "I'd appreciate it."
He was still staring after them intrigued, thoughtful, sonehow younger-I| ooking, as they clinbed

into the police truck and headed westward into traffic.

They checked in at the station, where Qoljee and his superior engaged in a brief ritualistic
argunent over the validity of die sergeant's assunptions. Mody passed the tinme watching the nore
attractive spinner operators at their
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desks, until Ooljee energed and sol etmly beckoned for his partner to join him A short drive
returned themto the residential cluster, where Qoljee nade his excuses, to his wfe and kids,
expl ai ning he woul d be away on work for a couple of days. Mody politely ignored the ensuing
domestic scene and spent the tine packing his travel bag.

Back on the road, they skirted the main arterials, which nmeant Ooljee had to do sonme real driving
until they were clear of city traffic. Only then did he let the truck' s autodrive resunme control
Gradual |y the spires and industrial blocks of Ganado fell behind. Mody noted they were traveling
al nost due norm

"We're heading up to Chinle," Qoljee explained. "It is still pretty much a small town, a touri st
town. To check out the name the shopkeeper came up with." He lapsed into silence, swiming a sea
of inner contenplation

"Tell me sonething." Mody spoke to take his mind off the barren i mensity of the | andscape. "What
exactly are these 'Ways' you keep tal ki ng about ?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (32 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:58 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt
"Ways are cerenonies." Qoljee swiveled his seat to face his conpanion. "According to the Navaho
way of thinking, the universe is in a perpetual, precarious state of bal ance between the forces of
good and the forces of evil. O if you d prefer a nore scientific description, between the forces
of regularity and the forces of chaos. The simlarities to General Relativity are quite
fascinating. For exanple. "

Moody interrupted him "Spare ne. | get the idea."

ol jee pursed his lips.' 'The Ways are used to hel p people deal with sickness, w th persona
problems, with any sort of difficulty or trouble. Even today, many people, particularly the ol der
ones, will go to a doctor or hospital for treatnent but will follow up with a visit to a
hat at hJi . "

"No offense. but it sounds like plain old witchcraft to ne."

"We don't go around sticking pins in dolls. To ne, rea

witchcraft is practiced by people who nmake a living predicting the rise and fall of the Nasdaqg

i ndex. Stuff like that. O trying to figure out why the new guy gets the pronoti on and you do
not."

Chinle was not that many mles from Ganado on the map, but very far away in tine. The town itself
was nodern enough. Forenbst anmpong the buildings of recent construction was the | ocal NDPS office
where Ool jee checked in, a free-formone-story structure of polycrete and bronze glass. It hugged
the side of a wide, shallow canyon |ike some prehistoric herbivore, a thick coat of antennae
sprouting fromits back

Moody waited while his conpanion engaged in small talk with his coll eagues. Away fromthe
commerci al /industrial center of Ganado there were far fewer non-Navahos around, and he felt nore
conspi cuous than ever.

Just outside Chinle the nodern world seened to vani sh

"The people we're | ooking for have a place inside the Park, down in the canyon. Now you will see
why the four-wheel drive, four-wheel steer truck is and al ways has been the preferred node of
transportation on the Rez."

They were traveling east out of town, when Qoljee turned off the main road, follow ng a sandy path
that paralleled a broad, |lazy creek. Very soon the ridges on either side of the road began
reaching for the clouds. The walls of the canyon they'd entered rose so rapidly that after only a
few mles of driving, the crests of the smooth, rust-red ranparts were scraping the belly of
Heaven itsel f.

Moody craned his neck to see. They were traveling between sheer rock escarpnents a thousand feet
hi gh, the truck bouncing along a road that clearly owed its continued existence to Nature's whim
One swift, wild flash-flood down the deceptively sonmol ent stream would carry away anyone unl ucky
enough to be present at the tine.

He felt as if he were threading the | abyrinthine corridors of some i Mmense antediluvian fortress,
i mpregnabl e and

88

R an Dean Faster

unapproachabl e save for those who knew its secret passages and passwords.

"Canyon de Chelley." Ooljee was concentrating on his driving. No | aser control strip buried in the
sand and gravel here. "You pronounce it deh shay. That is a story initself. It's a Nationa
Monunent, but people still live back in here. AOd land clains, old ways. Their inmpact on the
environnent is mnimal, just as it's always been. No sizzle here, no slash nusic." He grinned.
"These people get high on nmutton.™

Moody continued to gape at the unreal parapets towering overhead, glad he was down by the river
and not up on the rim He did not |ike high places. At |east there was vegetation here; green
life. The trees were pal e and conservative conpared to those back hone, but they were real trees,
not clever mmcs like ocotillo and pal overde.

They crossed the river, the truck splashing and grinding its way through as Ool jee headed up a

si de canyon, narrower but no | ess inpressive than the central chasm Proof of his earlier words
brought themto a halt as an aval anche of sheep tunbled across the sandy track in front of them
It was directed by a mediumsized, inpressively confident canine who barely took his eyes off his
charges | ong enough to acknow edge the presence of the idling truck nearby. Myody observed the dog
admiringly. It did better work than sonme of those who'd graduated fromthe Academy's course in
crowd control

"Each of the sheep has a small transmitter enbedded in its flank," Qoljee inforned him "It tells
the herder or owner how nuch that particular sheep currently weighs, what its body tenperature is,
how its internal systens are functioning, whether or not it is pregnant, and nany other things. It
al so functions as a receiver
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"Notice the dog." Mody tried to keep track of the tireless black and white streak anong the

forest of legs. "He will be wearing a transmitter collar that tells his naster where he is at all
times. The herder can direct his aninal
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via die built-in receiver, which also broadcasts a steady frequency at very | ow power. The
frequency is irritating to sheep. This makes it very easy for the dog to turn and "gui de the herd.
He doesn't have to bark or rely on his original predatory reputation. All he has to do is nove
close to a sheep and it will react by turning away. It is very efficient. Since the herder can
communi cate with his dog via the collar, he no longer has to shout to it."

When the woolly nob was al nbost past, a boy on a silenced notorbi ke appeared. As he waved to t hem
Moody noted the two-inch antenna that protruded fromhis headband. A control unit was strapped to
his right wist. He followed the boy's progress until he and his herd had vani shed into the brush
on the far side of the canyon. The truck resuned its advance.

"Whuldn't it be easier to use some kind of renpte tracking vehicle?"

"Perhaps, but nothing works as well in a confined space as does a good dog," Qoljee told him "It
is also nmuch better conpany. And there is sonething el se. Not everyone on the Rez is into
conmputers, or assenbly, or debugging and repair. Sone famlies prefer to hewto the ol d ways.
Worren still weave rugs on hand | oons, though nany will use cadcamterminals to experinment wth
design. Ot hers choose to herd sheep. There are still people who grow corn and beans, squash and
tobacco. The comthat is grown on the Rez does not taste like the corn that is put into cans in
Nebraska and | ndi ana.

"I can see that we will have to expose you to sone nore |ocal cooking. You have al ready had
frybread. Do you like tortillas?"

"I'"'mfrom South Florida," Myody rem nded him

ol jee was nodding to hinmself. "Blue corn tortillas with tomatillo salsa. |I'll bet you do not have
that in South Florida."

Tal k of food was maeki ng Mbody hungry but he forbore
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mentioning it, suspecting that the canyon bottomwas not hone to a profusion of restaurants.
Fastfoodi es did not generally locate on dirt roads. Anyway it could not be much farther to their
destinati on, because the side canyon they were traversing was beginning to narrow. It was |ike
driving through a crack in the planet. The air was cool and still. Sunshine was but an occasi onal
fitful visitor to this place. Mody was very glad he was not cl austrophobic.
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FI VE M NUTES LATER they rounded a bend in the canyon and Mody saw that which he had been

antici pating.

The nul tisided domed structure was much smaller than the average notor home. It was built of mnud
or adobe, with a roof that cane to a slight point. To the detective it npbst nearly resenbled a
Mongol i an yurt, which he was famliar with only because he'd seen one on an |nternationa

Geogr aphi ¢ special on the Divit channel one night when the game he'd planned to watch had been pre-
enpt ed.

A dog of indeterminate breed lay in a path of sunshine in front of the building.

"Doesn't | ook |ike anybody's hone."

"Maybe because that is not the hone." Qoljee | eaned forward, resting both hands on the wheel
"That's an ol d hogan. You would be surprised howwarmit is in winter and how cool in the sumer.
There is sonething about sleeping on packed earth that puts you in touch with a whol e range of
feelings you niss while sleeping on water or foam or air-suspension. You should try it sonetine."'
"Not in Florida," Myody countered. "Too nmany creepy-crawies.”

.ol jee drove past the hogan and the indifferent dog,
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crossed the lazy streamthat |ooked far too feeble to have cut the mghty canyon. It flowed quiet
and unhurried, in no rush to find the next inch nearer sea | evel

The second hogan | ooked rmuch like the first except that it was considerably larger, two stories
tall, and constructed of prefab plastic walls filled and insulated with bl ommfoam Copper-tinted
pol ari zed wi ndows regarded their surroundings, while fromthe central peak of the roof a large
satellite dish pointed southward. Even though the canyon ran north-south, Mody knew t hat
reception had to be |imted.
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Much of the roof was lined with tracking, hi-dope solar panels. A large rectangular building with
few wi ndows domi nated the yard behind the hogan. A tw nge of recognition went through Mbody when
he noted that the entrances to both buildings faced east. He was beginning to feel a little |ess
Iike an intruder.

Next to the creek stood a |large abstract scul pture that on closer inspection turned out to have a
practical function. Brightly hued netal poles supported a roof of artificial tree |linbs. They
varied in color fromdeep raw purple to intense blue to a light rose, shifting subtly within the
metal itself. The poles |ooked too thin to support their scul pted burden

"That's a sumer shelter,"” Qoljee explained, "or rather a nodern interpretation of a traditiona
one whose boughs woul d have to be replaced every year. This one is nore practical, but | mss the
wood. "

He didn't know what the remarkable netal was, though. They were to find out later that it was
anodi zed titani um

As ol jee parked in front of the building two nmore nutts materialized to greet them One m ght
have had sone honest shepherd in him but Mody wasn't sure. Both were curious and friendly.

He hung back and et Qoljee ring the bell, hunting in vain for sonme visible security device like a
scanner or heat sensor. It was either expensively conceal ed or nonexistent. Probably not needed
here. This wasn't Metropolitan Tanpa. Besides,
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anyone trying to steal froma home in this canyon would find hinself with but one avenue of

escape, easily closed off.

Not that the man who opened t he door | ooked |ike he'd need any hel p subduing an intruder. He was
taller than Moody and just as heavy, though his weight was far nore aesthetically distributed on
his bones. He | ooked |ike one of the Bucs' better line backers. In point of fact he had played
football, though only on the college |evel

He chatted with OQoljee for a bit, then stepped out and favored Mbody with the kind of big, down-
home country smile the detective hadn't encountered much since | eaving M ssissippi. He felt

i medi ately at hone.

"Yini shye Bill Laughter." He |ooked to be in his early or mid-thirties. H s handshake was as solid
as the rest of him though Mbody was quick to note that unusual pressure of the index finger along
the back of the hand.

"Vernon Myody. |'m-=

"Paul has told ne." He beckoned for themto follow "Cone on around back. |'d take you through the
house, but Marilee's shopping and ny dad's watching the ganme."

They wal ked around the building, with its views of creek and towering canyon walls. Al three dogs
acconpani ed them one sniffing at the detective's heels, the other two scouting ahead.

The big, barn | ike structure behind the house turned out to be an industrial workshop. Mody had
expected cars or trucks, perhaps even a gyrocopter, maybe farm equi pnent; not an artistic assenbly-
line. Acrylic bins overflowing with colored sand |lined one wall. Long benches and tabl es occupied

the mddle of the floor, flanked by stacks of flat boards cut from hi gh-quality hardwood, sheets
of nmetal, rolls of flexifan

There was a section set aside for welding, with its own scrapnmetal yard and anodi zi ng equi pnment,
as well as a potter's corner with clay, electronically controlled wheel, and
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flash kiln. A big comercial -grade |aser cutter donminated a back table like a |ost piece of arny
ordnance.

Fi ni shed sandpai ntings were stacked neatly in sorting racks, next to fram ng equi pment. Laughter
even had his own seal -w appi ng nachi ne and shi pping materials. The paintings thensel ves varied
considerably in size, frommniatures a few inches square to a pair of eight-by-ten foot nonsters

| eani ng agai nst the near wall. Qoljee asked about nem before Mody coul d.
"They are for the new terninal going in at Casa Grande International Airport." Laughter was
obvi ously proud of his work. "They'll be viewed froma di stance, hence the outl andi sh proportions.

As you can see, all the designs and yeis are rendered oversized."

"What's a yei ?" Moody inquired.

"Aspirit. A god. A person. It depends. Yei-bei-chei. Yei for short."

The two young nen worki ng near the back of the shop paid little attention to the newy arrived
visitors.
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"Apprentices. My assistants," Laughter expl ai ned.
Moody watched as one of them prepared to apply an adhesive base to a foot-square piece of thin
metal. Hi s conpanion finished adjusting a protective mask, then turned to his left and picked up a
hose- and-nozzl e arrangenent. It hissed |like a snake giving warning as he sprayed transparent
fixative over a quartet of finished sandpaintings.

"They do a lot of the drudge work." Laughter studied the pieces with a critical eye. "It frees ne
to concentrate on painting and design."
Moody was still a bit taken aback by the sheer scale and mass production aspects of the operation

To himit didn't ook nuch like art. But then what did he know?
"You don't paint. You use sand."

"Paint is just a medium Sand is another.'
a hal f-finished sandpainting.

“In the old days you had to lay sand fast because your adhesive would set up. That nmade for sone

sl oppy work. This is nmuch better. | use a debondabl e el astoneric transparent adhesive. You can
cover a whole board with it and work on any section you want w thout worrying about the rest
drying out in the neantime. The next day you just spray the area you want to work on with the
debonder and it becones nall eabl e again. None of it sets up hard until you apply the fixative. As
for a paintbrush— He reached behind a nearby workbench

Moody flinched instinctively when Laughter energed hol di ng what | ooked Iike a gun. In an

i ndustrial sense, it was. Instead of enitting a high-powered streamof fine grit to scour away old
pai nt and varni sh, Laughter's sandbl aster had been nodified to apply sand. The wi dth and inpact of
the stream coul d both be mani pul ated el ectronically. A built-in switch allowed the attached vacuum
hose to select fromany of the nearby bins of colored sand. The whol e contrapti on was no bi gger
than an automatic pistol. One hose connected it to its air supply, a second to the sand

di stributor. The custom devi ce was a conpact cross between a sand-bl aster and an airbrush

Laughter slipped on protective goggl es and demonstrated how it all worked by adding to the
sandpainting in progress. Three eagle feathers, white tipped with bl ack, appeared in the |ower

ri ght-hand corner of the board as he played the nozzle back and forth over the treated surface.
"You can go pretty fast with the setup we have here," he said as he shut off the unit and picked
up anot her sel f-contained device. Wiile they | ooked on, he carefully applied fixative to the
feathers he'd just drawn, securing themto the board.

Moody found the technique nore intriguing than the technol ogy. ' There's nothing on there; no
tracings, no outlines. Don't you sketch in your designs before you start?"

Laughter slid the goggles up onto his head. "Don't need

Laughter indicated a customindustrial easel that held
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to. | started learning fromny father when | was eight. The designs we use are sketched in
permanently up here." He tapped his forehead. "That's where a good hatathli keeps his. But |I'm not
a hatathli, of course. I"'mjust a painter. Though | know what not to paint."

Moody kept pace with himas they exited the workshop. "Paul's told nme about that."

Laughter smiled softly. "Then you know that no comercial, fixed, permanent sandpainting, no
matter how accurate it |ooks, is a precise reproduction of a nmedicine painting. If it was an exact
replication it mght adversely affect the painter, or the purchaser, or universal harnony. |f |
made such a reproduction and harm befell the purchaser, | could be sued. Maybe not in a Florida
court, but things can be different here on the Rez.

"No comercial sandpai nter would do such a thing anyway, because the mi sfortune mght befall him
i nstead of a customer.'

Moody found hi nsel f wondering about the Kettrick painting. Could it be the unfortunate exception
the exact reproduction Laughter seenmed so confident no sandpainter would create? Did that have
sonething to do with the obsession of their killer? Msfortune had certainly befallen Elroy
Kettrick.

Been out in the sun too long, he told hinself. Need to spend nore tine inside.

That was exactly where Laughter was taking them They turned right and entered the main house,
energing into a high-ceilinged kitchen. Wde, tinted wi ndows | ooked out over the indifferent
creek. The appliances were nodern, though designed to run straight off DC. That nade sense to
Moody. Sol ar electric production was al ways nore efficient when it could be used directly, instead
of having to be run through a converter first.

The painter waved sone coffee for them Wen it was ready, he and Ooljee resuned talking.
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Left to hinmself, Mody studied his surroundings. There were fewer of the honmey, traditiona
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touches that distinguished his partner's condo, perhaps because the awesone setting in which this
house stood woul d detract fromthe finest art.

ol j ee brought out the fax for Laughter's inspection. He frowned at it in disbelief. "Sonmebody
kill ed sonebody, over thisT

"For a copy of it, we assune. O nmaybe just for the chance to look at it. W do not know for a
fact that a copy was nmade. W do know that the original was destroyed."

Laughter was studying it closely but w thout especial interest, like a |epidopterist exanm ning a
brilliantly col ored but not unique specinen.

"We were told in Ganado that this painting or one simlar to it mght have been painted here."
ol jee was watching the artist closely.

"Not by ne." Laughter shook his head. "I sure as hell have never seen anything like it."
Mental |y Moody was al ready back in the truck. It was the sanme answer they' d received froma
hundred different people back in town.

Laughter, however, wasn't through. "Let's ask ny dad. He won't yel Ftoo loud if we break in on
him"

"You said you learned fromhim Does he still paint?" Mody asked.

Laughter | ed themthrough the house. "Sonetines when he's in the mood, or just when he gets bored.
He | eaves nost of it to nme. He prefers to handle the financial end of the business."

The den was a cool, sunken oval doninated by a huge fireplace. A six-foot square top-of-the-Iline
zenat col or nonitor occupied a recess in the curving wall. The oversized couches and peel ed- wood
furniture were covered with the fanmliar earthtone upholstery. San Idel efonso bl ack pottery shone
side-by-side with intricate titanium scul ptures.
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Clearly there was noney in sandpainting as well as in art and tradition

The man who rose fromthe couch in front of the screen was as tall as Bill Laughter but nuch
slimer. He |ooked as if time had worn the bulk off himmuch as the wind had scul pted the wild
sandst one nonunents of the canyon.

Moody gl anced at the zenat, which the elder Laughter had thoughtfully nuted at their entrance.
Tucson was playing Dallas in the Colunbia Done, ahead 49 to 6. Good. He had not hing on the gane
and the boring spread would allow himto concentrate wholly on the discussion at hand.

Once nore Ool jee repeated the reason for die visit, waiting while both Laughters studied the fax
and conferenced. The younger asked questions while the ol der man nodded and ventured conments in
Navaho. His first words in English drove all thoughts of football fromthe detective's mnd

"Yes, | think | have seen this before. O sonething very nuch like it."

"Where?" ol jee asked quickly, as though the response night slip away if he didn't inquire rapidly
enough:

"I think it nmight be one of ny father's pieces. O course, | could be wong."

In the excitenment of the nonent Mbody spoke wi thout thinking, a fault he was not usually prone to.
"Where is he? Can we ask him about it?"

"My father's been dead for many years." Courteously, the elder Laughter did not allow Mody tine
in which to apol ogi ze. "He taught nme, just as | have taught Bill."

"Then that's it."

"Not necessarily." The el der Laughter sniled softly. "I had to prepare for the day when he would
no | onger be here to help me. So | put everything he could teach ne on file. Cone into the office
and we'll see what we can find. That is, if I"mnot conpletely m staken and there is actually
sonet hing to be found."
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The room | ocated just off the den was |long and narrow, the zenat on the far wall a strictly
utilitarian nodel from Zenith T&T' s industrial division. Red Laughter palned a well-used tactile
3.4 Black Wdow spinner froma desktop and ainmed it at the nollybox squatting beneath the w ndow.
| mages washed across the zenat, the outside windows automatically dimm ng as the nollybox was
activated. The el der Laughter's fingers played with the Wdow. A succession of sandpaintings
appeared on the nonitor. Sonme were badly positioned for recording purposes, others were frozen in
primtive, uncorrectabl e out-of-focus.

"Alot of these were taken when | was just a kid, with an old hand-held tws-D canera, and
transferred to nmy file nuch later. Wien | was | earning and hel ping ny father we couldn't afford
fancy stuff |ike nollystorage, and | didn't know anythi ng about hol omagi ng. This was the best |
could do."

"You deserve credit for thinking so far ahead," Ooljee told him

"I can't take credit. It was ny grandnother's idea. Preserving these designs and techni ques didn't
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strike ne as inportant until | was a lot older. Only then did | realize the debt | owed to her

She was very proud of rny father's work and didn't want it to be lost. | can still remenber the
two of themarguing about it. My father didn't want to spend the noney for filmand devel opi ng. He
said | should learn everything by rote, the way he had | earned fromny grandfather. He wanted ne

to be a hatathli, like him" Red Laughter's gaze shifted to Mody, who stood |istening
respectful ly.
"My father was a real hatathli; one of the very best. He believed the paintings should only be

used to make nedicine. That was how he supported hinsel f; by doing traditional nedicine. Not by

meki ng paintings to sell in the stores.'' Laughter froze the screen on a particularly conpl ex

pi ece of work.
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" 'Look at this; at the detail, the fine edges and the straight lines. Al done fromnenory, right

on the ground on the floor of an old hogan. Depending on the Way, sonething like this could take
many days to conplete. Wen it was finished and the cerenony conpl eted, Father and his assistants
woul d destroy the entire work, end to beginning. For another client he would have to start al

over again with die sane painting, or a conpletely different one. Fromscratch. Aterrible waste
but that is the way it was done. Done still, by the few nmen with the skill or gall to cal

thenmsel ves true hatathlis." He resumed sear ching.

"So y'all don't make any medi ci ne paintings?" Mody was surprised how naturally the question cane
to m nd.

Laughter | ooked at himas if he were crazy. "Are you kidding? Even if | knew how, | wouldn't have
time for it. Bill and | sell our work all over the world. | don't nmean to inply that we're not
respectful of it, but sandpainting can be art in the pure sense as well as the basis for

tradi tional medicine. W devel op and incorporate nmany of our own ideas into each painting, though
it's nice to have the original designs to use as a starting point." Abruptly he hesitated, staring
at the nonitor.

"Wait a mnute.”

Carefully he backtraw ed until he found the inmage he wanted. It was difficult to nmake out details
because the sandpai nting was so |large. Using the Wdow, he focused on specific sections, enlarging
them for a better view.

Moody grabbed the fax and held it out in front of him placing it tangent to the nmonitor visually
if not physically. Ooljee didn't need to see the copy.

"That's it, or if it's not, then it's sonmething awfully dam sinilar."'
You said your father only did paintings for nedicine."

"And for ny file, because ny nother insisted on it. He was very reluctant to do it. He al ways
grunbl ed. "

"He never made anything for commercial sale?"
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"Not intentionally. But"—taughter thought hard—he did render a few of the nore conplicated ones
on wood, so | could be sure to make a good copy for the records.”

"What happened to those?"

Moody eyed Red Laughter.'

"I still have some of them™

" Sonme?"

Red Laughter | ooked out the darkened wi ndow. "There was a tine when we needed noney badly. That's
when | think ny nother sold one or two of the paintings. | renenber there was yelling about it.
You nust understand, ny father was a hatathli. But people offered her a |ot of noney." He turned

back to the nonitor. "This m ght have been one of those." He enlarged the edge. "See, it's done on
wood, not on earth. A very uncommon design. Let's see what the acconpanying text has to say. |
always tried to make a record of what my father said about each painting."

He thunbed the Wdow, and a text w ndow appeared in the |ower |eft quadrant of the nmonitor. It was
in English, for which Mody was grateful.

"This sandpainting,” it inforned themin obsolete two-D font, "is froma Way whi ch has been
forgotten. | remenber only that it was an inportant Way. It was taught to ne by ny father, who
learned it fromhis father, who learned it from one whose true nane | do not know and which can
only be guessed at. Like many of die Ways whi ch the young peopl e have forgotten, it is a very old

Way. | put it down here so it will not join the forgotten, even though it seens to be of no use in
medi ci ne, since no one knows what cerenobny it is a part of.’
"My grandfather's words." Bill Laughter was sol em.

"None of the museum specialists or acadenmics | showed this to has any idea what Wy it is from"
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ol jee inforned their hosts.

"Then it is truly froma forgotten one." Bill Laughter |ooked at Mody. "The sinplest of the
traditional Ways is unbelievably conplicated. El enments and devices are
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swapped between them whenever the resident hatathli thinks it expedient."

"Not all is forgotten." The el der Laughter generated a pointer within the Wdow, used it to circle
a substantial portion of the center-right section of the painting. "This whol e piece here; it I"
know. The colors are strange and so is sone of the design, but it is still recognizable."

Moody tried and failed to nake any sense of what the father had isolated. "What is it?" he finally
asked exas-peratedly.

"A painting within a painting, called 'Scavenger Being Carried Through the Skyhole by Eagles and
Hawks Assisted by Snhakes with Bird Power.''

"I can see die bird shapes," Myody conceded.

Bill Laughter took control of the spinner, isolating a long, inpossibly attenuated human figure
wimn the painting. "That's Scavenger in the mddle. The figures on either side of himare snakes.
See the feathers they' ve been given, here and here? Bird power. As for the birds thenselves, drere
are many kinds represented: big black hawks; black and white eagles; white hawks; big bl ue hawks;
yellowtail ed, bald eagles. Even the guardians are snakes with bird power.

"These eagles on either side of the Scavenger figure, see how they're |linked by ropes of rainbow
and |ightning?" The pointer noved. "But these lines here | don't recognize, or these small shapes.
They shouldn't be in this painting. And these designs just outside, that link it to the rest of
the overall, larger work, | don't recognize themat all. They could all be persona

enmbel | i shments, but an old hatathli |ike Gandfather, |I don't know how much he'd go in for that
kind of thing."

"Maybe he was in an unusually artistic mood the day he nmade this one,

the detective blithely

suggest ed.

"Enbel I'i shing was not unknown in ny father's tinme, or even before it. Hatathlis can be as

i ndi vidual as their nedicine." Red Laughter rubbed his chin. "It is just that it was
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not like him | do not remenber himdoing this particular sandpainting, but it is here in the

files, so that nmeans he nust have done it. Gandnother probably put it here. She's the one who
taught me the inportance of keeping good records.”

"The Scavenger portion," the younger Laughter explained, "is fromthe Bead Chant, but the rest of
it is atotal blank to nme."

Moody was squinting at the nonitor, trying to will himself to nmake sense of it. * 'How do you tel
t he snakes and the Iightning apart?"

"Sometinmes you don't. In our nythol ogy they can be one and the sane."

"What about this business of a 'skyhole ?"

Red Laughter sighed. "I do not want to go into the whole Way. It's very conplicated and uses many
pai ntings. There used to be a fire dance involved, but— He shrugged. "Today young people go to
di fferent kinds of dances."

"At least we found it." There was satisfaction in Qoljee's voice.

"Let's go back to the kitchen." Bill Laughter switched off the zenat and nollybox, put the spinner
back on the crowded desk.

ol jee wanted to tal k sandpai nting, while Mody was much nore interested in finding out if there
nmght be a way to trace the original sale. He found hinself talking to the younger Laughter while
ol j ee engaged the el der at the kitchen table.

"What about that old building we saw comi ng in?" he asked, by way of maki ng casual conversation
"My grandfather's. W maintain it for tradition's sake. Also it's nice just to go inside sonetines
and sit on the floor and do nothing. Sone of Grandfather's things are still there and, well, it

t akes you back. "

Moody renenbered the house he'd been raised in, back hi M ssissippi. Tin roof, wooden screen door
al ways in need
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of repair, a porch slowy subsiding toward the Gulf. He understood.

* 'How come,” he wondered, studying the fax and sipping coffee, "you and your father haven't
reproduced this design? It's sure enough attractive."

"And much too conplex to be a cost-effective proposition." Laughter traced the intricate patterns
with a finger. "Besides, it doesn't conme with a convenient, easy to understand expl anati on.
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Tourists need that sort of thing. They like plenty of yeis, rainbows, the four sacred plants. Not
conmpl ex interconnected abstracts. W're doing fine. No reason to nake something too conplicated to
earn back the time and effort spent on it. Not when you can do corn, beans, squash, and tobacco
over and over again and cone out way ahead.

"Ch, every once in a while Dad and | will do sonething different, but it's usually of our own
invention, and to fill a prepaid order. Renenmber, sand is just the nmedium not the art. In any
case, we'd never do anything this big on spec.”

Moody gl anced around the kitchen. "Seens to ne you could afford the time."

' '"Sure we could. We just don't want to. Dad's got a forty-foot twin GE Craft catamaran docked
down at Puerto Pen-asco. You have any idea what the upkeep is on a sucker like that? Cone to think
of it, you're fromFlorida, so you probably do. Doesn't leave hima lot of tine to play at being
an artist. We run a business here.

"Not that we don't have respect for tradition; we do. You don't see us turning out any of the

por nogr aphi ¢ sand- pai ntings that show up in downtown Ganado or Gallup. Then there are the computer
ganmes based on the stories of the Holy People. W wouldn't have anything to do with stuff like
that. So we feel pretty good about what we do.'' His attitude had turned al nbst belligerent. Moody
hastened to calmhim
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"1 understand. | was just asking. We're trying to find a notive in all this and we're not having a
lot of luck so far. So sometinmes you've got to ask some awkward questions. For exanple, if the
Kettrick design was the only one of its kind, naybe one of your people felt the need to have it

all to hinself.'

Bi Il Laughter chuckl ed and waved the fax. "A Navaho collector would laugh at this because it makes
no sense. Arich Brazilliana, now, or an Asian, they'd put a light on it and stick it up on their
wal | and be happy with it. But not a Navaho collector."

"So he'd shy away fromit because it isn't traditional? How do you know it isn't? Maybe your
grandf at her was wong. Maybe the Way described in this painting is still known to soneone.”

"So what? It's of no use to anybody."

"What if it's an exact reproduction, laid dowmn w thout any of the little changes necessary to
render it harm ess?" Ooljee should be asking these questions, he thought.

"Hey, nmy grandfather wouldn't have done that." Up to now Laughter had been brash and confident.
Suddenly he | ooked unconfortable.

"You just said you don't believe in this stuff."

"I know that." Laughter |eaned forward, lowering his voice. "Look, if you asked nme straight out do
| believe in any of the old ways, |'d say no. But it never hurts to play it safe. There's a whole
hi story of funny things that have happened on the Rez.

"Maybe your guy is another artist. Maybe he's working for someone el se who wants sonething really

uni que. Except that it's a lot sinpler to create your own designs than to kill to acquire sonmebody
el se's.
"There's also the possibility that this guy is a hatathli, or a would-be hatathli, or sone nut who

thinks he can be a hatathli and that he really can work miracles by muttering ancient bal oney over
a pile of colored sand and dirt."
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"Peopl e who believe what they want to believe are capabl e of anything,
"I know that from experience."

"That's what |'msaying. Mg, | believe in positive cash flow M dad, he naybe believes in this
stuff alittle- My grandfather believed a lot, and he wasn't an isolated case in his day. If this
guy you're after thinks using this painting will nmake a real hatathli out of him..

"Me, | wouldn't kill for a sandpainting if it was made out of genstones. W've actually done a
couple like that. Ruby dust for red color, anmethyst for purple, enerald for green and so on
Strictly for tourists, of course.

Moody i nformed him col dly.

"The whol e point being that while this is real interesting"—and he tapped the fax—I1 don't see
anyt hing here worth killing for."

"How do you think | feel?" Mody finished his coffee. ' 'Y all have no way of telling if it's a
true medicine painting or if it's been altered?”

Laughter shook his head. "W don't know the design, so how could we tell if it's been changed or

not? Like | said, it nakes no difference anyway."
"Peopl e keep pointing that out to ne a lot."
Laughter eyed himuncertainly, unable to tell if his visitor was nmaking a joke or not. It nade
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Moody feel good to be able to turn the tables a little.

The younger man rose. "l've got to get back to work."

The detective watched himl eave, then anbled over to rejoin his partner. The el der Laughter was
speaki ng earnestly.

"Have you considered the possibility that your nmurder night have nothing to do with the
sandpai nti ng?'

ol j ee | ooked startl ed.

Moody synpat hi zed. "How do you mean?" he asked.

"Whoever destroyed the painting mght have been fulfilling a prom se nmade many years, perhaps even
generations, ago. Anpong the Navaho there are many ol d feuds,
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t hough few end in bl oodshed. This night not have anything to do with your M. Kettrick. It m ght
be between your nurderer and whoever hired himand sonmeone el se entirely. An old argunent, an
ancient dispute. This Kettrick mght sinply have been in the wong place at the wong tine."
"No," said Ooljee with assurance, "The man who killed spoke too often of the painting. | stil
believe it is central to understanding our case. If only there was a way to interpret its
nmeani ng. "

"I wish you luck." Red Laughter rose. The visit was over

He tried to console his guests as he escorted themto the door. "I hope ny son and | have been of
sonme hel p. "

"At | east now we know where the painting cane from" Qoljee paused at the entrance. "W may need
to access your records again.'

Laughter funbled in his pockets until he found a business card. "Call any time. | will open a
modem for you." He extended a hand. "It was nice to neet you, M. Myody. | hope you have not cone
so far for nothing."

"Thanks,'' said Mody, adding with careful enunciation, "Doo ahashyaa da."

The painter's eyebrows narrowed and he gl anced sharply at Ooljee, who smled back. "I see you have
been getting sone | essons in Navaho. | adnmire you for naking the effort. It is not an easy

| anguage to learn."

"What now?" Mbody asked his coll eague as the truck bounced back along the dirt track that
parall el ed the main creek. Ancient cliffs towered above them silent and unhel pful , the edges of
the wound in the Earth that was Canyon de Chell ey.

"Now t hat we know where the painting cane fromoriginally, nmaybe we can trace the original owners.
I'"mgoing to do sone nore cross-checking. The hands it has passed through over the years nay | ead
us to the hands that slew Sonething might turn up."
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"I hope so, 'cause |I'mgetting damn sick of tal king about sand and pai nting and Ways when we're
supposed to be trying to catch a real person. You sure you got conposites out all over this

pl ace?"

For the first tine since they'd nmet, Qoljee tensed. "Do not try to tell me nmy job, detective."
"Just thinkin' out |oud. Something else."

"What ?"

"I think you ought to run a background check on the Laughters. They were real friendly and rea
hel pful, but I"mnot sure | buy the old man's story about not renenbering that particul ar

pai nting. He said hinself how unique and different it was fromanything el se he'd ever seen. If
that's the case, why would he forget it? If ms involves some old dispute, nmaybe it involves his

famly as well. That'd be a good reason for forgetting."

"But he found the painting for us in his files," Ooljee pointed out.

"That's so."

"Still, you are right. It will not hurt to run a check. What are you going to do while I am

nmol | ydi vi ng?"

"Well, I"msure as hell not gonna sit around and stare over your shoul der. Maybe |'Il take a
stroll through town. | don't want to inpose on you and your missus's privacy any nore than | have
to. And 1'd like to see sone nore of the city."

"Suit yourself." Ooljee shrugged. "I will drop you off centrally downtown. |If you get |ost..
"1 renmenber your nunber. And the address. And | can always walk into the nearest station."
"That's right." The sergeant was relieved. Mody was his responsibility.

"I'"ve got a copy of the conposite." Mody tapped the spinner attached to his belt. "Maybe I
just flash a few street people, since I'"'mnot famliar with your regular sources."
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"A good idea, since ny 'regular sources' do not seemto be hel ping us any."

Moody | eaned back agai nst the seat, relaxing agai nst the high-accel eration padding, "Could be Il
get lucky. It's a dunb fishernan who sits in the sane spot wi thout catching fish and never noves

on."'

"I wish you luck." Ooljee negotiated a low river dune. "But it would be better if we knew what to
use for bait."

CHRPTER

g

OOLJEE DROPPED HI M out si de the downtown Intercontinental Hotel. Mody followed the police pickup
until it was swallowed by the traffic. Then he turned a slowcircle, alone for the first tinme in

an alien environment.

He felt nore at home than he'd expected. The stream of well-dressed tourists and white-collar
workers flowing past himwas little different fromwhat he woul d have encountered in a
cosnopolitan eastern city, except for the invigorating racial diversity. He rubbed the back of his
neck. It didn't itch as bad as it had on the day of his arrival. Maybe he was getting acclinmated a
little.

It was late and the hol asers and neons and airborne el ec-trophosphorescents were emergi ng from

el ectronic hibernation, flaring to lum nescent life in search of consuner prey. Mire of them would
appear as twlight gave way to night, their messages insistent, visually and aurally denandi ng
your attention.

Hands jamred in the pockets of his jacket, he chose a direction at random and began to wal k,
trying to recall what he could of blocks and street nanmes but nore or less just letting his |egs
and his curiosity carry him al ong.

Most of the shops were long and narrow, their linmited
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frontage a sure indication of high rents. They sold jewelry, paintings, souvenirs classy and
cheap, scul pture, el ectronic gadgets; designer clothing from China, Russia, Japan, Paris; high-
duality furniture fromBrazil and the South Anmerican Union; antiques, Oriental specialties, and
fine pastries. Mdody was especially careful to avoid the latter.

Anerindi an artifacts he could not judge, but he suspected what he was seeing on the street was not
the nost authentic avail able. Ganado was a commercial, not a cultural, center. Ethnologists would
find better hunting in Kayenta or W ndow Rock

However, the materials, if not the designs, were the finest. One store displayed a nagnificent

wat chband fashi oned from pl ati num turquoise, and bl ue sapphires. That these were not traditional
material s woul d not deter wealthy businessnen from Hakana, Shanghai, or Frankfurt. The absence of
tradition did not in any way detract fromthe fine craftsmanship or the beauty of the fina
product.

He had been doing his best to avoid the nmany tenpting w ndow di splays of the various food

enpori uns, but now as he crossed the street he was attracted to an open establishnent from which

i ssued hal fway |istenable nusic and the robust aroma of exotic coffees. Stepping through the air
curtain, he ordered a double cup of the best Arusha blend fromthe counter, along with a cleverly
woven little Indian basket piled high with scones and an acconpanyi ng pot of clotted cream

An enpty table by the wi ndow all owed himto indulge in his high caloric purchase whil e observing
the steady flow of pedestrian traffic outside. He remai ned thus, sipping the pungent dark brew and
noshing, until the last vestige of sunlight was but a recent nmenory, and existing illum nation was
supplied solely by el ectrons which had been bent to the will of determ ned advertisers, nuch as
toy poodl es had been bred for the delight of elderly wonen suffering from enotional deficiencies.
CYBER LUfIY
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Wth the | ateness of the hour the conposition of the crowd began to change, grow ng perceptibly
younger as he watched. Businessfolk had retired to their hones and zenats and | aptops. The peopl e
out and about now were dressed for excitenent, for fun. Some were intent on specific destinations,
whil e others sinply wandered in hopes of encountering stimuli, or at the very |least sonmething to
interrupt the nmonotony of their lives.

He downed the last of his coffee, the final chunk of scone, and debated ordering anot her cup
finally deciding that he was going to have enough troubl e sl eeping tonight. The air door whooshed
softly as he exited.

Qut on the boul evard he was surrounded by flashing Iights and insistent whisperers proffering
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suggestions and invitations in a dozen different |anguages. The crowd pressed cl ose around him as
he headed down a side street, seeking enlightenment along with relief fromthe crush. He was
tracing a whiff of Tandoori when something slimand shiny flashed in an al cove on his right and a
voi ce snapped, "De-mobilate right there, fatso."

The voice he ignored, but the object gave himpause. As his eyes acclimted to shadow he nade out
three figures standing in the shuttered entrance of a shop. One ainmed a device at his chest. It

m ght have been a knife, it could have been a gun. The stocky figure standing next to the weapon-
wi el der beckoned. A cerebromassage red-and-yell ow headband pul sed softly against his forehead |ike
a sommol ent snake.

"I'n here, bilagaanna. Quick, unless you want to die."

A gl ance showed Mbody that he was al one on this side of the street. This bunch had been waiting
for soneone just like him which was to say, stupid and preoccupi ed. Wthout justification, he'd
all owed hinself to relax. Just because this wasn't Tanpa.

Behi nd the speaker and the one with the weapon stood a |ast, larger rmugger. He wasn't quite
Moody' s size and like

11M
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hi s conpani ons he was di sappointingly youthful. At |east none of themwere w ldeyes. Just a trio
of anxious kids. Potentially nurderous kids, but unscrammed. Good. It neant he night be able to
reason with them

Acutely aware of the gleanm ng nmetal |ance focused on his sternum he obediently edged into the
shadows whil e keeping as close to the street as possible. The big kid nervously scanned the
pavenment while his conpanions inspected their quarry. Meanwhile Mody had tinme to identify the
weapon, whi ch was neither gun nor knife. He noted die supercooled lithiumpower cell on top and
the crudely fashioned trigger on which the shooter kept a taut finger

The honermade device could pass for an innocent-|ooking decorative baton or cane, until the cel
was activated. Then the uninsulated tip would probably deliver enough of a charge to knock any one
human being flat on his back. It was a convenient way of avoi di ng weapons regul ati ons. Mody knew
from experience that one thing bureaucrats never gave street punks sufficient credit for was

i nventiveness when it cane to creating devices capable of inflicting severe bodily harm In this
instance it was the power cell mat bestowed lethality, not the wand itself.

The speaker was gesturing anxiously. "C nmon, bila-gaanna. You can start with the watch, men the
wal | et. 1*

"This won't do you any good." Mody's fingers slipped slowy toward his inside jacket pocket.
These ki ds were not only nervous, they were al so dangerous and dunb, he deci ded.

Wel |, nmaybe not so dunb. The speaker snapped at him

"Pause it right there. | just wanted directions. /'// do the digging. Put your hands on top of
your head and | ock your fat fingers."

Moody obliged, standing notionless as the kid began roughly rifling his pockets. The detective's
wal | et he found al nost i mredi ately.

When he cane to the police I D, he and his buddi es woul d
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react in one of two ways: either they'd run Iike hell or else they'd fry himon the spot. Probably
there wasn't enough of a charge in the lith cell to do any real damage, but neither did he relish
acting as tenporary honme for a few thousand volts with nothing better to do.

"Hey, | told you you're wasting your time. | don't carry our credit cards. My wife does.' *
Abruptly he | ooked streetward and shouted at the top of his lungs, "Run, MIlie!"

The big kid in back nade a strangl ed sound and gl anced across the road. For an instant, so did his
conpani ons. In that instant Mody, who was much quicker than any man his size not enployed in
prof essional sports had a right to be, reached out and grabbed the shockwand just above the
uninsul ated tip, sinmultaneously bringing his left leg up in a straight front kick. The punk
wielding the device let go of it with alacrity, choosing to grab hold of sonething el se instead.
Yelling, the big kid lunged, a real knife clutched in his right hand. Mody bl ocked the wild stab
and brought the butt end of the shockwand down on his assailant's head, busting the device all to
hell and not doing the punk's skull any good either. It began to bleed profusely, as head wounds
are wont to do. He stunbled away, uttering scattershot obscenities as blood rilled his eyes.

The one who'd done all the tal king had drawn his own kni fe and adopted a conbati ve pose. Mody was
al ready relaxing. Unless he'd badly m sjudged their cortexal condition, the fight was already
over.

"I'mgoing to cut you, bilagaanna\"
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Moody put a foot on his wallet, which had been dropped in the fighting, and advanced the ot her
"You might. On the other hand, if you'd had tinme to | ook through that"—and he nodded down at his
wal | et—you'd see that I'mfromout of town but that it doesn't natter, because police from

di fferent departnents al ways cooperate with each other."

tie
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From nearby, the big kid cursed in Japanese. "He's a goddamm cop, Ree! You would pick a cop to
junmp.”

"Skeel up, man! Don't you know better than to use nanes?"

Moody's attention was on die one he'd kicked, who was concluding a brief period of concentrated
retching wi thout having paid any attention whatsoever to the preceding conversation

"Take your woman and get out of here. Y all better look into another line of work. You're not rea
good at this."

The speaker and his conpanion warily hel ped the third nmenber of the unlucky trio to his feet.
Moody tracked themwi th his eyes as they lurched up the street. Curious pedestrians gave himthe
eye as they strolled by, |ooking away fast when he glanced in their direction

He checked and repocketed his wallet, nmaking sure the pickpocket seal was intact, while chiding
hinself for taking it too easy. Ganado might be a lot smaller than Tampa, but it still had its
share of nmean streets. Usually his size was enough to di scourage punks |like these, but this part
of the country seenmed to be chock full of contradictions and sudden surpri ses.

Back on the nmmin avenue he | ocated a public phone, intending to call a cab. Then he renenbered the
nunmber Ool jee had provided and punched it in instead. He didn't want the sergeant worrying and
wai ting up for him

It was Lisa Qoljee's face which appeared on the screen above the speaker. The detective thought
she | ooked not worried, but concerned.

"Hello, Ms. Qoljee.™

"M. Moody." She was trying to see behind him "Paul's not with you?"

"No." Moody frowned. "He's not back yet? He dropped ne of f downtown. | thought he was going

strai ght honme from here."

"He nust have gone to the office. He'll do that some-

times. Just for a few minutes, to check on sone little detail, he says.
she'd been through this many tines before.

"So call himthere."

"I've already tried. Hs phone doesn't respond and nobody's seen him Wen he's working really
hard he'll shut hinmself away someplace with his research, so he won't be interrupted. But | would
like to know. Maybe | should run down and | ook for him That always upsets him though." She

| ooked into Mody's eyes. "He's become so absorbed with ms case the two of you are working on
I"d just like to know that he's busy at the station and not out wandering the streets sonmewhere.
He's been known to do ttiat when he's preoccupied."

Li ke ne, Mdody nused. It was hard for himto envision the ever-alert sergeant stunbling through
back alleys, wandering blindly down dark | anes.

"Don't worry, Ms. Qoljee. | was going to head back there, but I'll go by the station and have a

| ook for himnyself. No reason for you to leave the kids. If he's | ocked hinself away sonewhere,
I"I'l kick the door in and tell himto get his self-indulgent butt to the nearest phone."

She sniled gratefully. "That is very good of you, M. Mody. | appreciate it." She noved to

di sconnect and he hurried to ask her a final question

"Ms. ol jee, what does bil agaanna nean? Is it Na-vaho?"

Lisa Ooljee hesitated. "Could you say it again, please?" Mody conplied, trying to repronounce the
word exactly as he'd heard it. "It means 'white person.' Wy?"

"Just trying to enlarge ny vocabul ary. Doo ahashyaa da, right?"

She | ooked as if she m ght want to say sonething else, but he figured on doing her nore good by
hustling over to :vj OQoljee's station and hunting himdown for her. Let himdo S any requisite
reassuring.
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He plugged his spinner into the phone, called a cab on a |ocal frequency, and waited the necessary
m nutes until it honmed in on his signal. The driver grunted acknow edgnent of the address and slid
away fromthe curb. Mody could have nade use of police transport, but he didn't want to pull sone
cop off duty just to run himto the station

Her tone was tired, as if
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As it was, the operator of the cab displayed a distinct lack of urgency in taking himacross town.
CHRPTER

THERE WERE FEW people on the street by the tinme he reached the station. It was late, cold, and
noonl ess; not the best night for a casual stroll in a sonetines dangerous city. Only the
glittering, strobing, relentless ads were unchanged from downt own.

H's police ident card admitted him utilizing the visitor's code he'd been authorized. Tired night-
shift personnel didn't spare hima second | ook. The station was spacious and busy.

ol jee's office was | ocked and enpty. Inquiries as to the sergeant's whereabouts net wth bl ank
stares or negatives, though that wasn't so surprising: Ooljee was day shift. Mody wondered if he
ought to try his hone again. Maybe he'd already returned. But if he hadn't, then a call would

onl ywony his wife further. So he-kept asking around, and was soon gl ad he had.

"He's downstairs." The young Hi spanic wonan deftly juggled an arnful of folders. "Playin' around,

probably. I've seen himcone in other tines and do that, sonmetinmes all night. | think Paul shoul da
been a progranmer or nexus jamer instead of a street cop. But he claims he'd rather work with
people.”
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"How do | get there?"

Her directions led himto an el evator which descended to a | evel twenty feet below the street. It
was a strange sensation to someone coning from greater Tanpa, where there was a distinct dearth of
basenents due to the fact that the water level lay only an inch or two below one's feet. Here it
made sense to | ocate the departnent’'s nost sensitive el ectronics and comruni cati ons equi pnent
under ground, where electronic interference could be nminimzed and climate control nade easier.

The lighting was subdued, the overhead fl uorescents brightening automatically ahead of himas they
sensed his oncom ng presence. Finding the door his guide had described, he thunbed a nearby
buzzer.

At first there was no response, but the third try brought forth a famliar voice fromthe inset
speaker .

"Go away. |'m busy."

Moody | eaned toward the vocup. "The whole world's busy, Paul. You hibernating or what?"

There was a pause, then a click as die door was unlatched frominside. "Conme on in, if you nmust."
Entering, the detective advanced far enough to allow the security barrier to cl ose behind him

ol jee sat in a swivel casket chair on the far side of the room surrounded by banks of gl owi ng
lights, softouch zenat screens of varying size, and digital readouts. Some displayed text, others
figures. A few boasted sinple diagrammatics. Hi s attention was focused on the single snal

monitor directly in front of him Mody anbl ed over

"Look, friend, |I don't give a hog's rear end where y'all spend your tine, but your woman's
concerned. "

"Lisa's a worrier." Qoljee didn't look up fromthe screen. "It is one reason why we get along so
well. | do not worry enough.”

"Ckay, but just as a favor to ne, give her a call so she knows you're not lying dead in a gutter
sonewhere. "
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"She knows mat. She just likes to keep tabs on ne.
admt | should have called in by now "

"How cone your desk phone didn't relay her calls to your spinner?"

"Turned it off," murnmured the preoccupied officer

"Yeah, she said you mght do that." Curious now Mbody |eaned close for a better view of the
noni t or.

It was a foot and a half square, the half-inch thick LCD board protruding fromthe console on a
short, flexible stem Ooljee had his pocket spinner, a standard police Scorpion nodel, plugged
into the main board. One hand worked its keyboard while the other toyed with a rat pad.

"What are you into so intently?" Mody finally asked him "X-rated nol | yware?"

"I got curious about the origin of the sands used in the Kettrick painting. | thought that if all
the sand came fromone place it mght give us a clue to the feud angle. Sadly, there is nothing
remar kabl e about where the sand is from Black fromthe San Franci sco Peaks region. Red from
Monurent Val | ey.

"It is the yellow sand itself that is interesting. It's radioactive."

Moody bl inked. "Conme agai n?"

"Weakly but distinctively so. Oh, that in itself is not unusual. Uranium has been nined on the Rez
for nmore than a century. In fact at one tine houses were constructed using the mine tailings,

He stole a quick glance at his watch. "But |

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (45 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:58 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt

until peopl e understood the danger and had themtorn down. Uraniumrich sand provided a nice

yell ow color for use in sandpainting. It is not used anynore, of course, but there are still sone
ol d paintings around which are slightly radi oactive. Miuseuns keep them shi el ded.

"I told the nollysphere to elimnate every color in the painting except red. Then black, and so

on. Nothing of interest resulted fromnmy playing around—dntil | got to the yellow. This is the
result.”
123
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Moody found hinself holding his breath as the imge of the painting gave way to—a nass of

patternl ess dull yellow bl ot ches.

"Am | supposed to react to that?"

"Not very inpressive, is it?" There was a gleamin the sergeant's eye. "That was ny initial
reaction. Just for the hell of it | asked the nollysphere to regenerate the original pattern
utilizing one color at a tine. | expected it to reproduce the painting each tinme. That is what it
did—until it cane to the yellow. Then it asked ne a question."

Feel i ng put upon, the detective munbled, "A question?"

"Yes. It asked ne, 'which pattern?" If | had entered the query differently, it would not have
responded in that manner and we would be no wi ser."

"And are we wi ser?"

"I replied by asking it to generate all the patterns it could, using only the yellow markings as a
basis. This is the first image it produced.” A perfect reproduction of the Kettrick painting
appeared on the nonitor.

"This is the second.” He fingered the rat pad.

A dazzling display filled the screen to its edges; an overpowering nelange of swirls and |ines, of
di agrammed expl osi ons and crystalline constructs, of bubbles w th barbed skins and of reticul ated
t ransparenci es.

"What the hell is that?" Mody blurted.

"Wat ch what happens when | enlarge a portion of it."

The nolly-eye zooned in on the upper right quarter of the crazed i mage, which changed wi t hout
losing any of its conplexity. Again the sergeant enlarged, this time by a factor of four

Al teration and enlargenment in no way reduced the anount of detail on the screen

Moody had to swallow. "I1'Il be dammed. Fractals."

"Yes. Julia Sets within a Mandl ebrot Set, the Iikes of which nobody's ever seen before. Al
extrapolated fromthe yellow grains in the Kettrick painting. The radioactive yellow "
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"The fact that the sand that was used happened to be radi oactive has nothing to do with this."
"Perhaps not, but it makes for an interesting coincidence, don't you think? | instructed the web

to repeat the exercise again, utilizing each individual color fromthe painting: red, black, al

of them They generated random garbage. The yell ow generates this." He indicated the nonitor

"The work was so delicate that only a nolly could find the underlying fractal pattern. \Wich | eads
one to a question: if you need the use of spinner and nolly to uncover the pattern in the yell ow,
how was G- andfather Laughter able to insert it there in the first place? Never nmind how did he do
it; how did he know what he was doing? Fractals were known in his tine, but why put theminto a
sandpai nting, in disguise no | ess?

Moody had no comment. He was trying to catch up

"What is nobst interesting to ne, ny friend, what is nobst interesting to consider is this: if

G andf at her Laughter, a real ha tat hi i, was only reproducing a design which had been taught to
him by his own father, then where and when did nms fascinating little pattern originate?"

Moody gl anced up fromthe nmonitor. "Accident."

"An accident in radioactive yellow that is not repeated with any other color. How acci denta

i ndeed. The proportions are astonishing, as are the relationshi ps between the sets. Even a non-
mat henatician |ike ne can see that, because the nollysphere says it is so.

"Before you got here | was programmng the nolly to run sonme relationships to see how t hey
interrelate.”

The detective was still trying to grasp what he'd been told, what he was seeing. "Wat do you
expect to get from mat? More sandpai ntings?"

"l do not expect to get anything. But since we are dealing with inpossible coincidences, | thought
it only sensible to go ahead and see if we can find any nore. | won't let it run all night. This
is a netropolitan municipal-level nolly.

12M
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It ought to be able to run through several billion resolution levels for us. If nothing else,
we'll get to see some pretty pictures.”

"Go ahead and run it, then." Mody was feeling sinultaneously excited by the discovery of
sonet hi ng wonderful that nmade absolutely no sense and exhausted from his nocturnal sojourn. "And
then, for God's sake, call your wife and tell her you're okay."

"Just five or ten minutes." Ooljee was reassuring. "If all we get are changes in the basic
schematic, |I'Il pack it in and we can go hone."

Moody | ooked on as the sergeant's fingers worked the spinner and ratpad. Figures flooded the two
monitors to his imediate left, digital doppl egangers of the rapidly sequenci ng succession of
fractal inages that filled the nain screen. He stood staring until the schematic blur nade him
turn away, slightly dizzy.

He had a pretty good idea of what was going to happen. The nollysphere would obediently try to
reduce the fractal pattern to a finite level, which was inpossible. Ooljee would eventually get
bored and shut it off. Wiich was fine with Mboody. How an old Indian had managed to install a

hi dden fractal pattern in a hundred-year-old sandpai nting was sufficient nystery for one night.
"Y' all had enough?" he finally asked his colleague half an hour later, "or you gonna wait unti
you run out of storage?"

"I'f things get too hot, it will shut itself off." Ooljee was staring at the blur of inmages on the
nmoni tor. "Something here is not right."

"Y'all are right about that, and it's got nothing to do with what the nolly says,
muttered.

"I't should be running sequential patterns. It is not. It's bouncing all over the place." Qoljee
worked his spinner. "This does not look right. It is not just searching to expand resolution: it's
lining up specific Julia Sets fromthe Man-

CYBER UJRY

125

dl ebrot." He glanced back and up at his colleague. "/ did not tell it to do that."

"How do y'all know for sure it's not just processing your request mits own way?"

Qol j ee gestured at one of the smaller screens off to the side. "Because the corollary figures are
not energing sequentially. Nunbers are lining up, but in what |ooks |ike random order."
"Not hi ng's randomin a Mandl ebrot." Mody stared hard at the monitor. "Damm if it don't |ook Iike
it's building sonething. Pulling a whole new pattern out of the existing series.” He was having a
hard tinme believing what his eyes and nmind were telling him "If I didn't know any better, I'd say
that the yellow schenmatic fromthe Kettrick painting was acting like a tenplate."

ol jee stared unblinkingly at the nonitor. "The deeper the resolution goes into the basal pattern
the nore extensive the sinulation beconmes. One is like a distorted mirror inmage of the other." He
sat back. "Well, this is all very fascinating, but not what | had hoped to find. And if we keep
letting it expand and eat up nollystorage like this, pretty soon we will start triggering al arns
in the departnental database.” He tapped a sequence of keys on his Scorpion

Not hi ng happened. Nunbers continued to speed across the two subsidiary screens. The blur of inmages
on the central nonitor continued their rush toward infinity.

"Must have entered the wong sequence." Qoljee repeated the spinner entry, slowy this tine, only
to be rewarded with an identical |ack of results. He | eaned forward in the chair.

"This is very interesting." He spoke calmy, quietly. "I don't seemto be able to interrupt the
sequence. "

"Shut down the input."

"What do you think | just tried to do?"

"Al'l right then, shut down your sphere reader."
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"l tried that too." He indicated a readout. "It shut off just the way it is supposed to.'

The detective studied the console. There was nothing exotic about it, nothing radical in the
design or setup. It was nmuch the same as the nolly he was used to working with every day in Tanpa.
But if Ooljee had ceased inputting and had al so shut down the read-enter |aser which read the
concentric nolecular |ayers of the nollysphere the way a good paring knife peels an onion, then
why was the resol ution-search sequence still running?

"Procedural error," he finally suggest ed.

ol jee nade a face. "Shutting down is not a very conplicated procedure. It's not one any fool is
likely to ness up."

"Ckay, granted. Then the problem s got to be nechanical."

the detective
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"That is what | was thinking." He sighed, straightening in the chair. "I will have to bring

mai ntenance into this. There will be harsh words."

As he reached for the phone, two screens on the far side of the roomsprang to life. Each was
attached to a spinner. But no one was seated before them

"I did not turn those on." (Qoljee was staring stupidly at the processing inages.

Moody was no |longer tired, no |longer bored. "I think we'd better find a way to shut this thing
down. Fast." As he finished, another pair of screens high up on a wall becane active. Qoljee
grimy worked his spinner, the ratpad, and nearby input keys, until he was literally stabbing at
mem

"No good. No damm good. Y adil,"

"I can see that." Mody was trying to make sone sense, any kind of sense, out of the millions of
i mges and figures that were aval anching across the nultiple screens.

"It's still resolving and still expanding.'' Ooljee was just sitting now, his gaze flicking in
dunbf ounded amazerment from one nmonitor to the next. "And whatever it is doing is
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affecting the hardware. We are getting active response as well as analysis. Wat is that dam
sandpainting a tenplate for?" He gestured at the no |longer quite so innocent-appearing fax of the
Kettrick painting where it lay on the console next to his Scorpion. "If this is some kind of
virus, we may be causing a |l ot of damage."

"C nmon, man," said Mody. "Fromwhat the Laughters told us, that design is at |east a couple of
hundred years ol d. They didn't have conmputers then, or viruses to affect them nuch |ess

nmol | ysphere storage."

Qoljee was rising. "I amgoing to have to ask the building engineer to cut the power. For all
know, we are already on course to crash every opdisk and nolly in the departnment." He eyed the
detective resignedly. "You had no part in this. | will bear the consequences. It is now

unavoi dable that there will be consequences. And all | thought to do was to play a few picture

ganmes with the painting.”

The lights went out, flickering once before silently expiring. Not the screens. Every nonitor
glowed wi th diagrans or nunbers as the nmutating program continued to build upon itself, utilizing
more and nore of the station's nollystorage. A wall phone began to jangle insistently. Wthout
taking his eyes fromthe first nonitor he'd activated, Ooljee lifted the receiver. The voice on
the other end was | oud and frantic enough for Mody to make out some of* the words.

"Who's down there? Everything' s going nuts upstairs! Wio are you peopl e? Wat's your

aut hori zation? | denmand to know your—"

The sergeant calmy replaced the receiver on its hook, effectively silencing the unidentified

interrogator. "Someone is very upset. | think we should try to think of an explanation."
"How re y'all gonna do that when you don't even know
138
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what's happeni ng?" Mody spoke wi thout |ooking at his colleague. He could not help but ignore him
in favor of the dazzling displays that now filled every corner of the room

Every screen, every telltale, every readout and nonitor, was alive and gl owi ng, bonbarding them
with information they could nake no sense of, and chromatic schenmatics as bright and ever-changi ng
as an exhibition of kinetic art. Al that was m ssing was deafeni ng popul ar nusic, ©Mody thought,
preferably by a group like Mlten Scal pel or the Raucoids, and they could sell adm ssion

In place of nusic there Was a persistent, electronic humthat rose and fell in a pattern that,
whil e not recogni zable, was self-evidently anything but random An eerie, fuzzy whisper that
tittered in the background, emanating froman unidentified source like rats running the conduits.
ol j ee di sconnected his spinner. It had no effect whatsoever on the now self-sustaining program
Bot h nen began backwal ki ng toward the door. Mody's imagi nati on was beginning to run away with
him Wil e whatever was happeni ng here nmight not be easily or readily expl ained, he rem nded
hinself, it wasn't an excerpt froma horrorvid either. Ooljee's fiddling with a Mandl ebrot Set
derived fromthe Kettrick sandpainting had inexplicably generated some kind of reproduction
programwi thin the police nmolly sphere. That was physics, not phantasy.

Still, he was nmeasurably relieved when the door did not resist Coljee's touch. Behind themthe
roomwas filled with a boom ng wku-whu-whu sound, a deep-throated el ectronic pounding. It was
interrupted frequently by the first sharp cracklings and snappi ng noi ses of overl oaded circuits.
Above it all echoed the plaintive wail of the wall phone.

Suddenly Ooljee pointed to the original nonitor. Wile the rest of the screens were awash in

i nconpr ehen-
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si bl e psychedelic babble, it had turned a cal mcool green, a verdant field on which throbbed a
single flickering word:

WORKI NG

Wor ki ng, Mbody nused wonderingly. Wrking at what?

He woul d not be spooked. There was a reasonabl e expl anation for whatever was happening. As soon as
they coul d shut everything down, recovery specialists would run a trawl on the nollysphere web and
figure out exactly what had occurred.

The whu-wku-whu sound in the roomwas now acconpani ed by a faint rush of air that sounded Iike
hahowa hahowa. It was a npbst peculiar el ectronic counterpoint.

Qol j ee thought so too. "You hear that?" The detective nodded. "That is really strange."

"Why? We've got a roomfull of visual garbage. Why not aural as well?"

"It is strange because | do not think it is garbage. | think | know what it is. At |east,

remenber hearing sonething like it when | was a kid.'

Moody turned on him nore uneasy than he would have cared to admit. The poundi ng, pul sing sounds
that filled the room neant nothing to him He began to wonder if his colleague was starting to
extrapol ate upon reality, or to put it another way, crack under the strain of what he'd

i nadvertently conmitted.

"We've been in this hole | ong enough. The weavers will work it out. That's what they're paid for."
He put a big hand on the sergeant's shoul der, pushing himtoward the el evator. "Let's get sone
air."

Expl osi ve cracklings drowned out Ooljee's mysterious el ectronic nunbling. Mody gl anced back over
his shoul der. Wsps of snpbke were beginning to appear in the room

"Shit. That's all we need.”
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They reached the el evator, had to wait inpatiently for it to descend fromthe nain floor. A snall
screen set in the wall to one side of the Iift-controls was flashing figures and di agranms at them
Abruptly and w t hout any warning they were replaced by words. Ooljee stared dunbly at the screen
on his spinner. The words were repeated there, and for all they knew, on every screen and nonitor
back in the room Al around themthe first snoke alarns were beginning to how .

Wth the far darkness nade of the He-rain over

your head Cone to us Soaring

Wth the far darkness made of the She-rain over

your head Cone to us Soaring

Wth the zig-zag lightning flung out on high over

your head Cone to us Soaring

Wth the rai nbow hangi ng hi gh over your head Cone to us Soari ng.

It flickered on the wall nonitor, blinked back at himfrom Qoljee's screen. It made sense in and
of itself, but not to him As they entered the elevator their ears were assaulted by a rising

el ectroni ¢ thunder, runbling and spitting omnously. It pursued themup the shaft.

The doors parted, letting themout on the main floor. Snoke alarns were wailing everywhere. People
were garnering up nollysphere backup cubes and printouts and personal effects as they raced for
the exits.

ol jee allowed hinmself to be led, his expression dazed. Mody got directions froman officer
hurrying past them H's arnms were piled high with cubes and boxes of hol o- mages.

ife 4

**;

The sergeant finally | ooked at the man dragging himalong. "You read it too, didn't you?"

"Yeah, | read it. What is it? Sonething fromthe |ocal Top Forty?"

"I't's fromthe N ghtway. Part of a |ong chant addressed to the Thunderbird. You have heard of the
Thunder bi rd?"

"Yeah, sure." Mody plunged into a crowded corridor. There was a |lot of snmoke in the air now,
acrid and eye-stinging. People were starting to cough. Down bel ow, somethi ng was burni ng.

The external security doors had been flung aside. No one was checking idents now. Mody stunbled
down the stairs leading to the street, nearly fell as a percussive blast rocked the station behind
them A thin tongue of orange flane |icked through a wi ndow fl anki ng the doorway. Sweat poured
down his back. For an instant he thought he heard that strange el ectronic pul sing, whu-whu-whu,
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hamering away in counterpoint to hahowa hahowa. Then he realized they were only echoes of what he
heard earlier, down bel ow

Except for the flanes vonmiting fromthe station windows and the indifferently drifting advertising
hol asers shrieking the virtues of cigarettes, deodorants, autos and vidshows, restaurants and
hotels, it was pitch dark outside. N ght-shift personnel and a few |l ate-roami ng curious civilians
were gathering in groups, trying to assist each other, trying to help, trying to nake sense of
what was happening. A few stood al one or in twss, gawping dunbly at the building.

Moody pushed through the swelling cromd. He was not in the nmood to talk to anyone, in any

| anguage. Ri ght now he was nore concerned with protecting his partner and assessing his nenta
state. No one confronted them Probably no nore than one or two people knew that Ooljee had been
direct-accessing the systemis nollyweb. No one shouted at themto stop

He did not see the bolt strike the uplink dish atop the precinct house, but was sure that he heard
it above the
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screans of those who did. It nelted the upper two-thirds of die big antenna and |eft the remai nder
snoking like fried fish bones. The thunder of its passing was replaced by the mournful song of
approaching fire engines as one city departnent raced to the aid of another. Later, nuch later, a
few wi tnesses would insist that the |lightning had been full of color, Iike a shard of jagged

rai nbow, instead of sinply a normal bright white.

ol j ee had been staring past his friend and had seen it hit. The color of it lingered on his
retinas. Thunder and |ightning continued to tornent the night sky, but the building was not struck
agai n.

CHRPTER 11

THE FI RE DEPARTMENT arrived just as the rain began; steady, hard, and cold as an icenman's tattoo
An exhaust ed Mdody slunped to the sidewal k. The droplets chilled his neck and back. He pulled his
jacket up to protect his head.

Hi s partner sat beside him |egs crossed, hands resting on his thighs. Together they observed the
flam ng, snoking scene as nen in uniforns very different fromthose of the |ate-night refugees
scattered to their work

Aware he was breathing too fast and that his heart was working too hard, Muody struggled to slow
both by concentrating on sonething el se. He glanced uncertainly at his coll eague.

"l don't suppose you can explain this?"

It took the sergeant a nonent to react. Only then did he regard his paler, |arger conpanion
through the falling rain.

"If it is a step-by-step reconstruction of events that you want, | can't help you. | cannot help
mysel f. We know t hat the departnmental web built sonme kind of program based on a fractal tenplate
derived froma portion of the Kettrick painting. W know that after it reached a certain point, it
began running itsel f, because we were unable to shut it down. Some kind of mnutation took place
within the nol -
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| ysphere. It went on autoplait, or whatever you want to call it."

Moody nodded slowy. "All of which is patently inpossible, because the work G andpa Laughter
created dates froma tine when nobody knew about such things."

"Quite so." Ooljee continued to stare at the burning building. * 'Then there is the matter of the
sounds we heard. *'

"Yeah. You said you recogni zed sone of it. It was just noise to ne."

The sergeant nodded. "Noise like this." He repeated what they'd heard as they'd fled the room The
hair on the back of Muody's neck stiffened slightly.

Sheets of water and suppressant poured into the precinct house as the men in yellow slickers beat
the flames down.

"I have not seen many cerenonies," oljee was saying, "but those few | renenber. Wen | was ten
el even, ny father took ne to see one mat was being perfornmed over in Tuba City. There is a spirit
called Talking God. He is, they say, in charge of the eastern dawn and al so of the chase. That is
of course no nere nman coincidence." Qoljee nustered a tired, soaked smile.

"He is said to function as a spiritual deus ex macfuna, materializing with useful suggestions
whenever a hero is at an inpasse.” He stared at ne station. "If a suggestion was given, | mssed
it."

"So what's the connection?"

Qoj j ee | ooked back at him water dripping down his face, his black hair slicked tight against his
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forehead. "The wftu-whu noi se we heard? That is the sound the hatathli makes. It is supposed to be
the, voice of Tal king God."

"It was an el ectronic hum a byproduct of whatever the hell it was you set off."

"OfF course. But don't you mink it interesting mat the chant used in an ancient cerenony closely
duplicates an el ectroni ¢ hun®"

"I think you're nuts."
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"Yes. But it is still intriguing, don't you think? One mght well ask if my judgnent is weak and
amsinply willing what we heard in there to resenble the chant of the hatathli | renmenber from
chi | dhood. "

"What about the other sound?" Moody pressed him

"Hahowa, hahowa? Just a different frequency, wasn't it? What if it does sound like the voice of
xactce' oyan, who is Tal king God's tw n?"

"What the hell does that nmean?"

"I't cannot be translated." He rubbed his I egs and sighed tiredly. " It is said that Talking God is
very conpassi onate.'
Moody indicated the station. "If that's conpassion, give nme sirloin."

"I am not foolish enough to say that Tal king God and xactce' oyan are responsi ble for what has
happened here tonight. What | amsaying is that if-—= He hesitated.

"Go on," Mody urged him "Nobody here but us nmadnen."

Qol j ee spoke carefully, nmeasuring his reply. "If there is anything to the ancient ways, then

per haps sonet hing sonewhere, if only part of an inexplicable program was trying to warn us,"
"WArn us? Warn us about what ?"

The sergeant shrugged. "Trying to nake use of the tenplate. Wo knows?"

"If something was trying to warn us, to help us," Mody asked him "then what was responsible for
thatl" He gestured in the direction of the burned-out station

"Big Thunder," said Qoljee sinply.

"Right, sure." Mody rose, kicked at an enpty plastic container lying in the street. "That's just

fine. It all nakes sense, except mat it's all inpossible.” He turned sharply on his partner
"You're not really asking ne to buy a bunch of crap about 'tal king gods' and their twi n brothers?"
"I am not asking you to believe anything. | amhardly sure what to believe nyself. | amjust
telling you what |
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know about what seens to fit. | amnot saying that it makes any sense."

"For a duty cop, y'all sure know an awful | ot about your mythol ogy."

"We are still raised with it," Ooljee replied sinply. "A child grows up hearing nany of the old
stories. In a highly honogeni zed, internationalized world we have done well to preserve a little
of our original culture. It is good that the planet shrinks daily and brings people together, if
only in quest of financial success. But when it happens too quickly, the little cultures get
squeezed between the big ones. Sonetines they get squeezed right out of existence. Wen high-tech
came to the Rez and ny forebears started nmaki ng noney they were determned that the D neh woul d
not be squeezed out of the world.

"Even so, nmuch has been forgotten by nmany. That is one reason why | was assigned to this case.
Because of certain of ny school studies, | know nore about sandpainting than any of ny coll eagues.
O herwi se you would now be tal king to soneone el se. But npbst of themwouldn't know Bat from Big
Fly."

"What are those?" Mody frowned.

" Sandpai nti ng guardi ans. "

The detective grunted, wiped rain fromhis forehead. * 'So we're back to that again."

"You nake it sound sinple. It is not, bilagaanna."

"Bi | agaannatyeah. Your wife told nme. Hey, you'd better call her. If she's still trying to reach
you and gets a recordi ng saying that conmuni cations are down, she's first gonna be worried."
"You're right, 1 should do that. But | do not think | will tell her about the fire just yet.
Vernon Moody, ny friend, we have tapped into sonething very peculiar. Perhaps we cannot give it
nane or rationale, but neither can we deny its existence. You were there. You saw what happened."
"l saw a police molly going crazy. That's all."

CYBER UJflY
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Ri sing, Ooljee brushed his hair off his face. "I see | have spoken too much about Tal ki ng God and
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ol d | egends. Maybe you are right. Maybe | have. If we could access the departnment's Al nolly we
could ask its opinion, but sonehow | feel it may not be operational at this tine.

"Believe what you will, but the fractal pattern derived fromthe Kettrick painting is the key to
all this, whatever this turns out to be."

Moody stood next to him Together they watched the firenen work. "W could try sticking the nolly
with an Al search and recovery program"

"If there is anything left to recover and the molly itself is not damaged. Don't get me wong, ny
friend. | have not stepped over the edge on you. What we saw was physics at work, not spirits. But
it involves sonething we do not yet understand, and it involves that sandpainting."”

"Ckay, okay. Just go easy on the spirit talk."

"We prefer the termHoly People,"” Ooljee told him "The Degi nneh are not necessarily spirits, not
necessarily gods. They are sinply those who were here before us. Before the Dineh, the Navaho."
Suddenly Myody found hinmsel f wi shing he was away fromthere; away fromthe dark street with its
mob of surging, querul ous pedestrians and outgrabers and drunks, away fromthe evicted police and
cursing firemen. Back in Florida, throwing a line into the Bay in search of bonefish or perch
Back where life was warm and noi st and alive. Not stuck in this high, dry, half-dead place where
the buil dings seened to nerge with nountains and the alien voices of black-eyed street punks
nocked hi m everywhere he | ooked. Back where he didn't have to deal with a partner who tal ked of
spirits and chants and Ways, of Holy People and fractal sands.

But while his heart might choose to deny it, his mind knew that sonething nore than passing
strange had taken possession of a police departnment's nolly web, peeling its sphere and repl acing
it with a shape other than orthodox.
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It ought not to have happened. A police nollysphere was supposed to be invul nerable, protected
fromany external intrusion, inpervious to virus or peeling. Only a nmlitary sphere would be
harder to penetrate.

He'd been there when the tenplate had begun to nutate, had seen it expand to overwhel mthe
station's security systemas though it didn't exist. What woul d have happened had the fires not
stopped it? Wuld it have spread via linking fiber optics to the rest of the city's police web? O
perhaps farther than that, into financial and commercial and adninistrative nolly spheres, grow ng
and changing as it w ped out records and prograns to satisfy a voraci ous need for nore and nore
web space?

"I"'msorry," he said at last. "I know what | saw, and | know what you did, but | don't know what
happened back there and | just can't buy the idea that sonething in a hundred-years-old piece of
folk art is sophisticated enough to infect a nodern high-security nmolly. Y all ain't gonna insist
mat's what happened, are you? Y' all ain't gonna sit there and tell me you think old G andpa
Laughter was web-literate?”

ol j ee regarded himthoughtfully. "Let me suggest to you two possible explanations for what
happened here tonight. The first invol ves Nayenezgani."

Moody rolled his eyes.

' 'The Dineh had no way to record the know edge that the Holy People had given them So
Nayenezgani told them how to use powered rock to make sandpai ntings. The Holy People did not use
sandpai nti ngs thensel ves. They drew on sheets of sky. Do you know anyt hi ng about helical nolecul ar
maski ng?"

Moody bl i nked.

"It is the first stage in the manufacture of custom microprocessors. | could describe the process
but it is enough to know that it mght be described by soneone with an

i magi native flair for words as drawi ng on sheets of sky. Very tiny sheets, it is true."

"l don't nmuch care for that explanation. | hope |I |ike your other one better."

The sergeant steepled his fingers. "lIgnoring for the noment the question of howit got there, we
nmust assune that sonething very unusual is present in (he sandpainting, an inserted fractally
coded program which affects the nolly-sphere much as any nodern viral program m ght. G andfather
Laughter m ght have added it in his old age when conputers were first becom ng common, or it mght
have i been put nere by sonmeone el se, either when the painting was originally done or at sone
|ater date. W can't check on that, because the original has been destroyed, but | think it a not
i nval id hypot hesis."

Moody was noddi ng approvingly. "That | can relate to."

Lo Gratified, Ooljee took the concept and ran with it. "It
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I gives us a new notive for our murderer. Whatever the

" tenplate's primary purpose, there is no denying its power
to infect a supposedly shielded web. Sonething |like that

m ght have mlitary applications. Easy to understand why

> sonmeone might wish to possess the only copy."

I "So we've finally got sonething worth killing for. Sure
beats the crazed collector theory to a pulp. For the first tine,
that part of the case makes sense." Mody was sl apping

his right fist into his open left palm "It means our suspect's
probably not nuts. That changes a lot."

"Indeed it does," Qoljee agreed. "W now have a killer who knows exactly what he is about, instead

of an unpredictable maniac. He may or may not be a hatathli, but |I think we can assune nat he is a
trai ned weaver.'

"W can check this." Mody was enthusiastic, hopeful. -if; "We can see if anything simlar to
thi s has happened recently anywhere else in (he country. If it has, | may be |l eaving."

no
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"And what if our experience here tonight proves to have been uni que, an isolated incident?"
"Then |'d say that whoever we're after either doesn't know yet what he's got ahold of, or else

he's still waiting to make use of it." Side by side the two nen started wal king toward a cab stop
"Possible mlitary applications aside," the sergeant continued, "this tenplate programwoul d make
a very interesting instrunment of blackmail. Envision it: 'Deposit so many mllions into this

nunbered Swi ss account or | will turn your irreplaceabl e database to photic slag.'
"That's possible," Mody agreed, "or naybe our boy has sonmething else in nind."
As they reached the cab stop ol jee reached for his pocket spinner. "First | need to let Lisa know
that everything' s okay." He gl anced back at the precinct house. The flames had been knocked down

but thick snmoke continued to pour from several ground-floor wi ndows. "I don't think we need to
tell her about the excitenment just yet. It will only nmake her worry."

"As long as you're gonna call in, how about we find sone coffee before we do anything else? |'ve
got a lot of ideas racing around inside ny head and not many of 'em nake sense. |'mnot used to
that. 1'd like to try and do sonething with "em"

ol j ee checked his watch. In an hour the sun would be up. It hardly seemed worth going all the way
across town to disturb Lisa and the kids. She would not be upset by his absence, so |ong as he
gave her an explanation. He'd worked double shifts before. The thought of coffee was a good one;
cof fee; ahehee, yes, and sonething nore substantial. Inexplicable chaos stinulated the appetite.
"You talk," he said to the big Southerner, "and | will eat."

Moody didn't wonder why his friend chose to call a cab instead of a police vehicle. A request for
the latter might
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arrive in tandemwi th questions neither of themwanted to try answering just yet. Homing in on the
sergeant's spinner, the cab arrived in a few m nutes.

The rain had let up for a while, but by the tinme they entered the all-night cafe" Ooljee had
selected, it was coming down |ike fractured icicles. Mody followed his partner inside. The sun

m ght be rising but you wouldn't be able to tell it in this country. Wen it rose back hone, you
anticipated warnth and nmist and confort, a tactile as well as visual greeting. The sunlight here
was possessed of a penetrating harshness that was as nuch to be avoi ded as sought after

The cafe" was nearly deserted. Ganado's nocturnal life forns were retreating to their burrows and
it was too early for the rest of humanity to be stirring. They chose a booth in back, uphol stered
in faux | eather designed to resenble red cedar. Twi sting gods and arching yeis had been engraved
on the sides of the booth with a sculpting laser. AH the yeis were simlar. The artist who had
done die work had opted for speed over imagination

Not everyone hangi ng out was Anerind. There were a few Anglos and a couple of Thais: service techs
lingering after work, web spinners arguing in their obscure | anguages, nmaybe security cops |onging
for bed.

The wal | dispenser offered a surprising variety of coffees, and the live waitress, when she
finally appeared with their order, produced a cinnanmon roll the size of a small two-Iayer cake.
Moody hadn't thought |ong about ordering it and he didn't hesitate to dig in. Hard thinking nade
hi m hungry.

The Col ombi an was hot and fulfilling. Friends often asked how he could differentiate between
brews. The younger ones thought coffee came fromrestaurant wall-di spensers or pre-nix servings
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i nstead of beans. There were no gournets left, he nused, and in any event you weren't likely to
encounter one in the police departnent of a |large eastern netropolis.
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"l suppose the fax got snoked along with everything el se downstairs."

"Probably," said Ooljee, "but | have copies in ny desk, which is fireproof, and at home. As for
the tenplate, it is in here." He tapped the spinner bolstered at his belt, nibbled at the corn-
Iingonberry muffin he'd ordered. "I wonder exactly what we did."

"Just don't do it again real soon," Mody advised him

"Not nme. Precinct houses are expensive."

They were silent for a while then, each man busy with his own thoughts. Mody | ooked up fromthe
skel eton of his cinnanon roll

"The Laughters identified part of the Kettrick painting. Sonething about a scavenger?"

ol j ee nodded. "He figures promnently in the Bead Chant and is al so called One-Wo- Goes- About -

Pi cki ng- Up- Di scarded- Thi ngs. He was the one carried up through the Sky hole. You would need to
check with a real hatathli, but as | remenber the story, he got in trouble with the Puebl o peopl e.
Then the hawks and eagl es, assisted by snakes, helped himto flee through a hole in the sky. Forty-
ei ght birds are generally shown aiding him though sonetinmes twenty-four are used. |In our culture,
mul tiples of four and twelve have nuch power.

"The birds wapped himin a black cloud to conceal himand carried himup into the sky, boosted by
three rai nbows and three bands of lightning. It was very dark inside the cloud, and the birds
provi ded Scavenger with a yellow tube to breathe through and a large crystal to furnish Iight.
Interesting, isn't it? Alegend thousands of years old that nentions breathing tubes and |ight-
generating crystal s?

"Don't get nme started," the detective nuttered.

A grinning OQoljee continued. "It is said that Tal king God hel ped also. He is in many of the Ways."
"That's it? That's the whole story?"

"Ch, no. There is a lot nore, but that was the portion
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that was illustrated in the sand paint ing. Many times individual conmponents of one sandpainting
will be used in an-odier, just as simlar electronic conponents are featured in many different
devices. Though it is unusual to have so el aborate a painting incorporated bodily into a |arger
one."

"You keep tal king about a 'chant'?" Mody spoke absently, distracted by a young couple who' d just
come in out of the rain, laughing and giggling and shaking water fromtheir slickers.

"The chant is not just a sandpainting," Ooljee explained. "It is a conplex conbination of the

pai nti ng and singing and ot her things. The song sequence for a single chant, for exanple, nmay
contain several hundred songs intoned as a litany. A hatathli will sing over his patient while

al so building the sandpainting. As for the paintings thenselves, there are probably many |ike the
Kettrick that have gone unrecorded. Even so, over five hundred distinct and different

sandpai ntings are known. At least, that was the last figure | renenber seeing.

"There is no telling how many were | ost before a couple of hatathlis were finally convinced to

allow their work to be recorded in permanent form" He hesitated. "I mink | can tell you what
happened tonight, if not how "
Moody finished the |last of his coffee, ordered a refill. "Tell me. | could do with sone

enl i ghtennent . "

"We di sturbed hozho."

"Beg pardon?"

ol jee | eaned back in his seat. "The Navaho i magine the universe to be a delicately bal anced
place, alive with powerful forces that have potential for good or evil. If you upset that bal ance,
call ed hozho, terrible and strange things can happen. W believe that only mankind can upset the
bal ance, but perhaps that is wong. Certainly we upset sone kind of bal ance tonight."

Moody tried hard not to snile. "Let's say that we did. How do you fix your hozhoT
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"By performing the correct Way."

"I see. So what you're telling me is that we ought to go find ourselves a conpliant hatathli to
chant over what's left of your office?"

"That would not be a bad idea." Seeing the | ook that cane over his partner's face, the sergeant
hastened to add, "OF course, nobody believes in such things anynore. The only people who are going
to restore balance to the precinct are contractors and accountants. They have their own chants and
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ways. Though sonetimes | think of accountants as masters of the Red Ant Way."

"What does that make us masters of ?" Mody was feeling |ightheaded fromthe exhaustion brought on
by the night's events and from |l ack of sleep. "The Shooting Way? That's one you nentioned, |
remenber. "

"I don't know, but the nonent you think you understand the Ways, they will surprise you. You m ght
be interested to know that there is a Prostitution Way, though it is connected not with what you
think but with witchcraft."

" 'Yeah, | can see where mat mght disturb your hozho, all right."

"At |l east now we nay have a notive mat nekes sense.”

"What's this?" Mody feigned astonishnent. "Police tal k?"

"Be as sarcastic as you like. But forget for a noment where the Kettrick painting cones from how
old it is, or how Grandfather Laughter canme to nmake it." There was inpatience in Qoljee' s voice.
"Sonet hing derived fromits design penetrated and altered a police nolly. Anything that can do
that is worth noney to certain people.”

"You think that's notive enough?"

ol j ee shrugged. "Daats'i. Perhaps, nmaybe, possibly. W will find out."

He paid for the coffee and pastry, waiting for the wall dispenser to process his card. As soon as
it was returned they rose to depart.

CYBER UUf 'Y

"Have you heard of the Anasazi ?" ol jee asked his colleague. "They were here before the Navaho. W
don't know if they did sandpaintings or not, but they nade drawi ngs on sheer canyon walls. Nearly
all of what they knew has been forgotten.™

"Just when you were starting to sound sensible," Muody replied in disgust.

"I't was just a thought. Since | amtal king so much nonsense, what is your explanation for what
happened here toni ght?"

* Tm easier than you. | don't have one, and I'mnot going to | ose any sleep over lack of it. W'l
do our best to rerun your procedure and that way we'll figure out what took place inside the web.
Since we're big on stories tonight, do you renenber the one about Pandora's box? This tinme we'll
make sure the proper safeguards are in place when you run that expansion.”

" 'Then you do not deny that the sandpainting triggered a nutation within die web?"

"I know that your departnmental molly went nuts. Until we know for sure why, | withhold judgnment."
"I will use a much smaller nmolly next tine." Qoljee was thinking aloud as they exited the cafe.
The rain had finally stopped. "We'Il try it on ny home spinner. It is not linked to anything
substantial. | wonder what woul d have happened if the system had not broken down?"

"I'sn't it obvious? W'd have ended up with the world's first Anasazi spreadsheet.”

ol jee nade a face at him "If our nurderer has sonething nore specific than that in mnd, it wll
behoove us to |l ocate himbefore he figures out howto inplenment it. Lisa has been wanting to visit
her parents in Al buquerque and |'ve kept asking her to hold off. If |I can get her to go and take
the kids with her, we can work on this quietly at ny place, see what we can find out, before

Per sonnel recovers
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its wits enough to find me and assign ne to sonething el se. He tapped his spinner

"We'll plug the tenplate into my home unit, clear a space in the kitchen in which to work. This
time we will be enploying far | ess storage capacity. | do not see us doing any serious danage to
anyt hi ng except ny own equi prent, though I will have to make certain Lisa s household files are
backed up. God help nme if | w pe her grandnother's recipes.

"This time if | bumanything it is only a few dollars out of the fam |y budget. W won't be using
enough power to danage the buil ding."

"Y all are sure about that."

"No, but | don't know what else to do." He looked to his left.' 'Besides, until they reassign me
to anot her precinct or make ny old office functional | have nowhere to report to. So we night as
wel | work at hone."

CHf | PTER

12

LI SA OOLJEE WAS sonewhat taken aback by her husband's abrupt change of heart as far as visits to
his in-laws were concerned, but her suspicions weren't strong enough to override the children's
ent husiasm By nidday Ool jee had bundled them off via tube to New Mexi co.

There was then the matter of the previous night's |lost sleep, which the two nmen gratefully
accounted for. By evening they were ready to proceed.

Moody coul d only watch while Qoljee nade preparations, conscious of the suddenly incongruous
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domesticity of his surroundings. The relics and reproductions of the crafts of an earlier era—the
pots and paintings and tugs—ooned large in his thoughts as well as in the condo's decor.

There was nuch | ess spiritual baggage to deal with in the nodern kitchen. He waited while his host
connected the honme nolly nounted on the counter to the police spinner on the table. The hone unit
woul d supply just enough web for their needs.

After rechecking his connections, Qoljee activated the small zenat which hung on the far wall next
to the refrigerator and ran an autobraid through the portable's entry-board. Col orful abstract
patterns flashed across the nonitor.
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The sergeant gestured toward the home nolly. "I have installed an autointeirupt box between the
unit and ny spinner. If either approaches overload, everything will shut down automatically."
"You hope."

"I's Florida popul ated exclusively by optimsts these days?"

Moody forbore from pointing out that the safeguards at the station were infinitely nore sensitive
and effective than the discount-store special Ooljee was relying on. On the other hand, their
little kitchen experinent had the virtue of sinplicity. There was only a single cable to worry
about, and no potentially troubl esome optic connections.

The sergeant sat down next to his spinner like an old-tine projectionist preparing to unspoo
cinematic magic. He nmuttered an order and the househol d fluorescents obediently darkened in
response. Mody found hinself staring not at the zenat but at the nearby refrigerator. It was

wal | papered with childish scribWngs lovingly carried home from school, awkwardly posed hok>nages,
cheap decorative magnets, and gaudy plastic flowers. It remi nded himpowerfully of the famly he
did not have. Irritated, he returned his attention to the nonitor

ol jee's fingers danced over the spinner board. The zenat cleared, its surface a bright, cheerfu
gr een.

"I think mis will be okay, now that we have sone idea of what to expect."

"Do we?" Mody was standi ng behind him | ooking over his shoul der

"W have the exanple of the previous night. | amgoing to make essentially the sanme requests of
the hone web that | nade of the bigger one at the station, only | amgoing to run it at one-
twentieth the speed congruent with an interrupt program which | hope will react at the critica
monment and bring everything to a halt so that we will have tine to note exactly what is taking

pl ace."

"What if the tenplate programignores all your instructions and we get a straight-up replay?"

ol jee gestured at the kitchen counter. «' "There is a |arge, wood-handl ed nmeat cleaver in the
first drawer to the left of the sink. If both my programred and on-line interrupts fail, take a
good swing at the cable. That will be just as efficient at halting the flow of mutationa
information, if alittle nore expensive." He grinned. "One never forgets how to make use of |ow
tech on the Rez."

Moody tensed as he stared at the zenat. The spinner had comenced the sane inexplicable fracta
sequenci ng whi ch had taken control of the police station nmollyweb. The nmonitor was alive with the
fractal flow, colors and patterns racing past too rapidly to conprehend. Qoljee's preparations and
precauti ons notwi thstandi ng, the sequence appeared to be running as fast as before. He couldn't be
certain, though. Wen reproduced at high speed, even the sinplest fractal patterns could be

di sarm ngly nesneri zi ng.

There were no additional screens in the kitchen to cone to life, however; no high-density readouts
to belch forth inconprehensible figures, no tattle-telltales to warn of inpending web failure.
Just as there were no heavy-duty backup devices to cone on line if the web they were using
suddenly tried to expand beyond its proscribed boundari es.

As the sequencing progressed in the absence of snoke, flame, and spark, he relaxed a little.

Behi nd him uninvol ved kitchen appliances humred qui escently.

"It is replicating," declared Qoljee tersely. "It's nutating again. But this time we have it under
control. Sonetines less is nore."

"We can't be sure of that. Wat about this building' s maintenance-and-service nolly? Are you sure
it's isolated?" If mat began to snmoke and bl aze, Mbody nused, they could |l ook forward to an
interesting tinme trying to deal with it fromtheir position near the top of the tower.

"We'd hear an alarm At |east we know we are on the
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right track, that what happened | ast night was not a fluke. The yellow sand in the Kettrick

pai nting generates a reproducible tenmplate. It is working just as well, maybe better, on this
systemas it did on a nmuch larger one. Wiat | do not understand is why it works and what it is
supposed to do. If we knew mat, we might be able to nake use of it, to direct it. Surely it was
not designed to keep expanding until it self-destructs,"

The kitchen nolly whirred softly, the zenat was bright and silent, and Ooljee's ringers
occasionally fiddl ed the board of his spinner. It was notionless in the roomexcept for die
unendi ng transformati on the program was working on the surface of the zenat. Perhaps because it
was so scal ed down everything seemed less frantic, less out of control than it had at the station
What ever changes Ool jee had nade prior to and concurrent with entering the program appeared to
have had the desired effect. They had tanmed the tenpl ate.

The I ast thing Mody expected was for the seem ngly ceasel ess rush of inmages to sl ow down.
However, that was exactly what was happening. As they watched in fascination, the runaway fractal
forns began to nmutate less and less rapidly, taking on the aspect of recognizabl e shapes and
synbols, until the schematic that took final possession of die nonitor shone cal mand unchangi ng
back at themfromthe far wall.

It was determnedly Euclidian. It was quite attractive.

It was a sandpainting.

Not the Kettrick. Something different, figures and shapes organi zed around a bl ack circle flanked
by four curving colored bars. Qutside the bars, angular silhouettes clutched a profusion of
unidentified objects. The figures were surrounded by additional synbols and devices. If any of it
had been created using colored sand, Mody decided, it had to have been very fine sand i ndeed. The
pai nting displayed no granul ar texture whatsoever
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A jagged border stuck through with arrowheadl ike points surrounded and encl osed the design on
three sides. The open end faced the refrigerator. Faced east.

"Pretty," he commented. "Wat's it supposed to represent?"

"Who can say? W need a hatathlt here, or sonebody fromthe nuseum Al | know is what | renenber
fromwhen | was a kid and what | have picked up while working on this case. That is not a lot."
"Way' d you call it up instead of the Kettrick painting?"

ol j ee gl anced back and up at him his face lit only by the glow fromthe monitor. "I didn't bring
it up. The tenplate programgenerated it."

"Yall telling nme that it did all that processing just to show us anot her sandpainting that we

al so don't know not hi ng about? Shee-it, ny friend, I'"'ma patient nan, but | have ny linmts too."
ol jee hardly heard him He was entranced by the inage on the screen. "Somekindof seni -

Mibi usprogram Begins with a painting and ends with one. Look at it this way, Vernon: it is better
than snoke and flanes." He glanced uneasily at the interrupt box he'd spliced into the cable
linking his spinner to the kitchen unit. The single warning LED gl owed a conforting, steady green
The frustrated detective relented a little. "I suppose so. Wiat do we do now? Go find ourselves a
medi ci ne man? O an art catal og?"

ol j ee rose and approached the nonitor. Wth a ringer he traced the jagged border. "This is a
lightning guardian. | doubt it has anything to do with what we witnessed earlier, but it is kind
of nice to see it here." His finger spiraled inward. "I do not recognize any of these yei figures.
The feather designs are all wong. So are the heads. They should be rectangul ar for fenmale yets,
round for male. Not like this. Perhaps whoever originally drew themwas trying to be funny."
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"Yeah. | can hardly restrain nyself," Mody murmured sardonically.

"They are holding many things | also do not recognize." Ooljee tapped the nonitor's plastic
surface. "This m ght be a nedicine pouch, or it mght be sonething conpletely different. |I do not

have any idea what the central pattern represents, because of the strange shapes it contains.
These," he indicated the colored bars, "could al nost be whirling rainbows, except the colors and
proportions are all wong. But these two additional guardian figures up here"—and his hand noved
up toward the top of the monitor—1ook very much like Gla nonsters."”

"Very instructive." Mody bel ched. "Anthropology 101. What does it get us?"

"Very little, on the face of it." Frowning, Ooljee wal ked back to the kitchen table and turned to
study the conplex inage anew. "But there is a relevant ritual." Mody sat down tiredly. "Not
another ritual." Ooljee was unrepentant. "It is called the Hand-Trenbling Ritual. By it you
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specifically invoke Gla Mnster, a deity who sees and keeps track of everything that occurs. So
the | egends say." "What about it?"
"Ever hear a better description of an all-inclusive database?"

"I've heard better nanes. So there's a database called Gla Mnster. Do you access it, or feed
it?"

"You do not believe ne. | amnot sure / believe ne. But there is sonething there." He studied the
softly hummi ng screen appraisingly. "Wen working with Gla Mnster, you do the Hand-Trenbling
cerenpny. If it works, it leads to what you are |ooking for. That, or..." "O?" Mody pronpted

him "You hear the voice of Gla Mnster." Though he'd never been outside the South, Myody knew
what a G la nonster |ooked like fromwatching nature pro-

grams on the vid. He was not sure he wanted to speak with one.

Qol j ee continued. "The Navaho nane for the ceremony neans 'to | ook for something w thout | ooking.
You coul d not pronounce it."

"Do you have a vitam n cerenmony? My ent husiasmlevel is way down."

"And | am running out of ideas.** The sergeant pursed his lips as he eyed the nmonitor. Hi s spinner
sat on the table, active and alert. The telltale on the interrupt box |eading to die honme unit
shone bright green, giving no indication of behaving in anything other than an accepted, dignified
el ectroni ¢ nanner.

"1 have told you before that | amno hatathli: just a cop. with an interest in the old Ways. As |
renenmber it, the Hand-Trenbling cerenmony is conparatively sinple and straightforward. Not |ike

Bl essi ngway or Shooting Way. WAit here a minute." He turned and exited the kitchen. Mdody | ooked
after him "Where are you going?" "To |l ook up sone details."

"How many donestic nollys do y'all have in this place, anyway?

"Just two. The one on the counter, and one in the boys* roomfor their school work. It won't
interface with the tower nmolly, but | can access the educational library systemwth it That
shoul d be sufficient.**

N Wiile waiting for his host to return, Mody busied himitself with raiding the refrigerator and
exanm ning the inmage :f-frozen on the zenat. The tw sting humanli ke figures and 1 acconpanyi ng
synbol s, though unfamliar, were arrayed , afainst the neutral background in symmetrical, orderly
fash-7jjgo. Nor did one have to be an expert to identify the two ; $l fopes at the open east end of
the sandpainting as lizardlike. "l fifet was the direction fromwhich spirits entered, he re-

| pnenbered OColjee telling him

The sergeant returned, studying sone paper printouts.
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His lips noved as he read, as if he were rehearsing. "I probably will not do this right."

"It probably won't matter," Mbody argued. "Look, why don't we just call it an evening and go get
some supper? If you're that into continuing this we can cone back to it in the norning."

"They may call ne to report to work in the norning. | want to work on it now "

Moody shrugged. "It's your kitchen. |I'mjust taking up space here. It's just that | thought you
told me you didn't believe in any of this spirit stuff."

"Not in spirits. In reason and | ogical progression. Even coincidence has its break point, ny
friend. Anyhow, it won't take very long." He wasn't exactly pleading, but the detective could see

that his coll eague was going to have to get this out of his system WlIl, it would be worth a few
m nutes of silliness to acconplish that.

"There is just one thing: you are going to have to help." " "Wat, nme?" Mody sat up straight.
"Look, Paul, I'mjust a good ol' boy ft*mthe Sip. You nmay want ne to concentrate on
sandpaitttings full of funny shapes and people with different-shaped heads, but all | can think of

is steak and yanms and red beans and rice. And iced tea, about one part sugar to ten parts tea. |
don't fry ny bread, neither. Wat could | do that would hel p?"

"I do not have a drum"

Oh, nama, Mody thought. "A drunf"

"I just need soneone to help ne maintain a rhythm"

"You mean, sonething like this?" Mody extended a big hand and softly tapped the uphol stery of the
chair next to his.

"Alittle slower, please.”

"That's all? Shoot, | can handle this nuch. So long as | don't think about how stupid it |ooks."
"There is no one here to see you."

"You don't need for ne to enphasize any beats?"
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"No, A steady, unvarying rhythmw ||l be best."

"You got it. Ckay if | switch hands once in a while?"

" '"That will not matter.'' Ooljee had already turned around to face the screen

Even though he had sone idea of what to expect, Mdody was surprised when his partner began to
sing. The voice was still that of Paul Ooljee, Sergeant, NDPS, but the intonation was archaic,

i ke sonmething out of an old two-D vid or ethnographic recording. It was not difficult or

i nconpr ehensi bl e—ust different. Mody thought that with a little practice and instruction he
could do it himself. There was nuch that was basal and primtive in it, a sinple non-otonal chant
that was probably conmon to all primtive cultures including his own, irrespective of origin. It
grew easier instead of nore difficult to maintain his drunming on the chair as he listened to his
part ner,

ol jee stretched his left hand out toward the nmonitor. Hi s right still held the papers he'd
brought. There were only a couple of pages. The left hand had begun to trenble |like that of a man
afflicted with Parkinson's and Mody nentally conplinmented his colleague on his acconplished
amateur theatrics. He was on the second page of his notes now. In a mnute or so this would all be
over with. Then they could get sonething to eat.

The police spinner on the table was equipped with a vocup for recording reports and the

conf essions of suspects, so presumably it was picking up its owner's chanting as well. Certainly
ol jee wasn't prolonging this nonsense for his friend' s benefit.
Sonet hing alerted Mbody's nostrils. He sniffed, his gaze shooting to the gall-like growmh on the

linking cable mat was die interrupt box.

"Ckay, Paul, that's enough." He stopped drunmi ng, but his partner continued the chant, glancing
briefly in his direction to indicate that he'd heard but that it didn't matter. "Hey, that's
enough! "
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Snoke was rising fromthe conmers of the interrupt box. Sonething in its vicinity vented a | oud

pop.
Moody shoved his chair away fromthe table and | unged at the cabl e which connected the hone
spinner to its wall jack. He let out a yelp of pain and surprise, letting go of the cable as

qui ckly as he'd grabbed it: it was hot enough to burn

Tiny flames spurted fromone corner of the interrupt box, which started to nelt. Oblivious, Ooljee
kept chanting, his left hand still vibrating madly. The i mage on the zenat was unchanged.

H s host had sai d somethi ng about Moody yanked open a drawer and funbled in the sem -darkness
until his hand closed around the handl e of the cleaver. He'd pay for the cable: cables were cheap
He coul d not all ow whatever was happening in the condo to work its way into the tower nolly
sphere. For one thing, he was far too afraid of heights.

A single stroke would suffice to sever the thin connection. He raised the cleaver over his head,
brought it down swiftly. Wien it was within six inches of the cable something that felt |ike hard
air took hold of the utensil, wenched it out of his hand, and flung it into the wooden cutting
board on the other side of the sink, mssing Mody's ribs by about a foot.

Gapi ng, he backed away fromthe snoking, sizzling, slowy inploding interrupt box. H s eyes were
very wide and not a snidgen of sarcasm hung fromhis |ips.

In the interimQoljee had ceased chanting. He put the papers aside and | owered his | eft hand,

whi ch was no | onger shaking. The inmage on the nonitor renmained. The kitchen was unchanged save for
the nmelting, stinking interrupt box.

No, Moody thought, that wasn't quite true. There was the matter of the neat cleaver which had
sonmehow | eapt free of his clenched fist, flown through the air, and buried its blade half an inch
deep in the cutting bl ock. He nodded at the police spinner
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"Turn that damm thing off," he said tightly. Ooljee regarded himcalmy.

"Let's give it another mnute. Maybe sonething wll happen.”

"Whatta you think, sonething hasn't happened al ready?" He tried to divide his attention between
his host and the now notionl ess but previously anbul atory bl ade.

Sonet hi ng had yanked it out of his hand. He had not gone nuts for a few seconds and slanmmed it
into the block hinself. O had he? Right then reality was a state of mnd dearly to be desired. It
was sonet hing he'd never previously had reason to doubt. Vernon Mody didn't believe in

pol tergei sts and ghosts. But then, he didn't believe in flying knives either

" Just a minute or two nore," Qoljee insisted.
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"For what? So it can set the whole building on fire?"

"I't is not burning anynore." This was true: snoke no |onger rose fromthe lunp of slag that had
been the interrupt box. For some reason Mbody was not conforted.

"W are doing sonething wong." Qoljee's gaze shifted fromhis papers to the nonitor. * '"Or we are
not doi ng sonething right."

"I''l'l go along with that," Mody agreed tensely.

Maybe a spark had struck him startled him and he had |ost control for a nonment, just |ong enough
to slamthe cleaver into the cutting board. It made sonme sense, which was nore than he coul d say
for what he inmagi ned had happened.

"Cnon, let's go eat," he suggested anxiously. "I'lIl even drumon the restaurant floor if you
want . "

ol jee was ignoring him "M ssing sonething. Not maki ng a connection sonmewhere." He renenbered his
col | eague.

"In the old days when a hatathli did a sandpainting, it was to help cure soneone of a disease or a
problem In order for the chant to work, the supplicant was required to
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actually sit on the painting and in that way to becone part of it. It was a way of achieving
tenporary union with outside forces. There was a definite path of action: fromthe original source
of power to the Holy People to the sacred vehicle of the sandpainting and then to the patient."
"We don't have a patient," Mdody pointed out in what he hoped was the voice of reason. "Just you
and I."

"And we do not have a hatathli either. Just ne."

"What do you want to do? Sit on the nonitor?"

"No." Ooljee wal ked toward the zenat. "I believe the idea is to nake contact with the design

Think of it as accessing the database. In this instance | amthe supplicant, if not properly a
patient."

"Don't sell yourself short." Mdody hesitated, uncertain whether to restrain his partner or not. It
all seened so silly, all of it. Except for the neat cleaver. "Wat are you gonna do?"

"Just touch the nonitor. There cannot be any harmin that. It is only a projection."

"Maybe it's nonconducting Lexan, but it's still drawing current fromthe wall jack. Keep that in
m nd. "

"I amnot going to stick nmy fingers in any sockets,” Ooljee assured him He was very close to die
moni tor now. The colors of the sandpainting illumnated his snooth skin, bleeding across his face:
red and blue, yellow and bl ack, white and green.

"You can rip it off the wall for all |I care." Mwody told him "but let's get this over with,
okay?" He fought hard to avoid | ooking at the cleaver

ol jee was nuttering to hinmself again. "If the Kettrick painting was true, if no changes had been
made. . ."

G ngerly he extended a hand and touched the flat, cool surface of the screen. Wether by

coi nci dence or design (Mody could not tell) he put his open pal mover (he dark circle in the
center. The instant that contact was nade, the painting changed.
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It was a very small change, one that neither man woul d have noticed had they not been
concentrating all their attention on the nonitor. What happened was that the pair of lizardlike
shapes guardi ng the opening pivoted slightly, until their heads were facing the center of the
design. At that instant Mbody woul dn't have been surprised if they'd junped right off the screen
to clanp their tiny teeth into the sergeant's flesh, at which point he'd surely scream

They didn't do anything of the sort and he was spared any such enbarrassnment. |t was nothing nore,
he deci ded, than a brief nmonent of unexpected animation, crudely rendered at that.

He expected Ooljee to reach the sane conclusion and return to the table. Instead the sergeant
spoke softly.

"Interesting. All of a sudden it feels flexible, alnpst as if..."

Gently exerting pressure, he watched in disbelief as his hand entered the screen, pushing beyond
the dark center of the sandpainting, past the edge of reality. The angular yei figures of the
pai nting | ooked on. Their straight-line nmouths did not conment. Their unfathomabl e dark eyes did
not nock.

\
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BEYOND THE SYMBOLS and figures was a holomage of infinite dimensions, aswarmwi th gl owi ng shapes
and |ines and rai nbows, unidentifiable solid objects and geonmetric forns. Nor was it static.
Everything was in constant if |ugubrious notion; objects bouncing off one another, rainbows
twisting and withing, tiny explosions of |ight nmaking the two nmen blink refiexively.

The striking, undistorted light illum ned every pore on Qoljee's face as he stood there
fascinated, his armextended fully beyond the plane of the screen. The colors were an in vivo
physicality, washing away the dullness of his life, cleansing, invigorating, life-affirmng. The
brilliance beckoned, drawing himonward, rife with a richness of experience he'd never known. Wth
his right hand he reached out to drawit all to him into him leaning forward into the screen

A much | ess nesnerized Moody let out a yell. "Paul!" Ooljee didn't appear to hear him Cursing,
the detective charged around the table, not caring if spinner and honme nolly were knocked to the
floor in the process.

ol jee was two-diirds into the nonitor when Mody threw a bear hug around his thighs and dragged
hi m back.

162

Rl an Dean Foster

There was no resistance and it took only a nonent. He was nuch bigger than the sergeant.

The younger nman stood dazed, surrounded by the faniliar accouternents of his kitchen, arnms hanging
linply at his sides. Slowy he cane around, finding solidity in the bjocky, unyielding outlines of
the refrigerator, sink, cabinets, cooker, in the decorations nade by his wife and children, in the
wal | phone and the spinner lying on the table.

Then there was the nmonitor, where infinity lay just behind the now transparent di agram of the
sandpai nting. A nmysterious, boiling, animate infinity ablaze with an inexplicable reality
accessi bl e via a drawi ng of unknown origin. Was it another reality or just a hole in this one?
Moody wondered. Whatever, it was capaci ous enough to accommodate nost of his partner's body.

ol jee sensed that the big pale detective fromFlorida was watching himintently, alert to
anyt hi ng he m ght do. Suddenly he was thankful for having been bl essed with such an uni magi native
partner.

"I"'mokay. It is all right." Mody cautiously backed away. Together they turned to exam ne the

vi ew t hrough the wi ndow that the sandpainting had becone.

"It is not a projection, not a holomage." Qoljee spoke with new assurance. "It is an opening into
sonmewhere else. O sonething else." He | ooked around the roomand for the first tine noticed the
meat cl eaver stuck in its chopping board. Mody noted the direction of his gaze.

1 'When your interrupt box started snoking | tried to cut the cable, |ike you suggested.'*

ol j ee nodded slowy. "I think I remenber that. Wat happened?"

"Sonething didn't take kindly to the idea. It took the cleaver out of ny hand, right out of ny
damm fingers, and plonked it in the board. Didn't miss me enough by half. | thought nmaybe all that
homenade country shine |'d sucked in ny youth had finally caught up with ne, like ny nomma said it
woul d, but after watching you start for a hike inside
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thatzenat, | decided that nmaybe it was happening after all." He nodded in the direction of the

screen. "Whatever this is, it don't want to be shut down."
"You probably tried an invalid procedure.™

"Ckay. You tell me what the correct procedure is and I'Il inplement it."

"l have no idea. | do not even know what we are onto here. | nade contact with the imge and it
reacted. Then | tried to becone one with it, exactly as one would with a traditional nedicine
painting. | guess | sort of lost nyself. It was not exactly like | was being hypnotized. Mre |ike
| was being—nvited."

"What'd it feel like? Inside, | nean,"

"Pl easant. Cushiony and warm It tingles the way your foot does when it goes to sleep, only it was
not in any way irritating or painful. I wonder. If you hadn't stopped nme, if you had cut the cable

after | had entered fully, would | have been trapped in there, wherever there is? O would | have
ended up on the other side of the wall when the connection was broken? That woul d have been

awkward." He nodded at the nmonitor. "That's an exterior wall. The only thing on the other side is
athirty-story drop."
"Well, if it don't want to be shut down, maybe we can figure it out sone. Anyone can see that it's

real pretty, and it's fun to stick your hand in. Wat else is it good for?"

"To search for something w thout |ooking," Ooljee murnured. "That is what the Hand-Trenbling
cerenony is about. That's exactly what we did."

"Lay off the superstition," Mody snapped. He was frightened but not intimdated. Vernon Mbody
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hadn't been intinidated since he was el even years old. "W've got ourselves an extranormal spatia
mani f estati on generated by the Kettrick tenplate. It's an outgrowh of a standard nol-lyweb and it
can be term nated the same way. The chant you used, the hand trenbling? Aural and visual stimuli.
Not hi ng nystical about that. There are plenty of contem
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porary prograns that rely on those for activation." He concentrated on the zenat and on what he
knew of suggestion-intensive webwork, refusing to think about Holy People or old gods.

"Forget for now how the tenplate originated, howold it is or howit came to be. Let's deal with
what we have. You say this hand-trenbling ritual of yours is designed to help search for sonething
wi t hout | ooking. Well, we've found sonmething. You thought it mght be sone kind of database. Maybe
it is. It just has a little nore depth than what we're used to.

"“I'f you don't find what you're |ooking for, you re supposed to hear this Gla Mnster's voice.
Okay. Ask it sonething. Try accessing verbally. If it was set up in Navaho, then |I inmagine that's
what it'll respond to."

ol jee hesitated, showing mat he had yet to contenplate this line of thinking. "How do |I know what
to ask it?"

"Ask it anything. Say hello, curse it, insult its origins. Either nothing will happen or somnething
will."

"Sure. It responded to the chant, didn't it?"

The chant he'd borrowed fromthe library, via a child s spinner. It would be all right, he was
sure. He had to be sure or he couldn't do it. What did they have to lose, so long as he didn't put
his arm back through the painting? Though the sensation had not been unpleasant. It had al nost
been. ..

Moody's tone was sharp. "You're drifting, my friend."

ol jee started to argue, then nodded slowly. He stared at the hole in die wall, the hole into

el sewhere. The detective was right. It was a physical nanifestation of the real world. It had to
be, else he would not have been able to interact with it.

Knowi ng that, he could deal with it.

He addressed it in the | anguage of his grandparents, the difficult rasps and gutturals as natural
to himas English. A peculiar |anguage, Navaho. Devoid of nmany words for spe-
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cific things, but rich in suggestion. Adifficult language in which to do science. It had evol ved
to serve other needs.

He did not know what to expect, but somehow he was not shocked when a voice responded fromthe
speaker set in the base of the zenat. The Navaho was heavily accented and it was a struggle to
grasp the nmeaning of each phrase. But he understood.

Moody heard too. "That's no reptile. That's an el ectronic voconposite if |'ve ever heard one."
"Don't junp to conclusions,” Qoljee warned him "Spoken Navaho is not |ike spoken Shakespeare.”

"I don't care if it's kin to street slang. That's a synthesized voice. Wiat'd it say, anyhow?"
oljee was a little surprised at how calmhe was. "It said that it was functional."

"Good." Moody was feeling nuch better. "I like prograns that aren't evasive." He wondered what
woul d happen if he picked up the cleaver and flung it at the nonitor. Wuld it freeze in nidair
reverse course, or sail on forever? Better to keep asking questions instead of thinking such

t hought s.

"The trouble is we don't know what it neans by that. Whatthehell, ask it what the score of |ast
week' s Steel ers-Wasps gane was. "

"Wasps | can manage, but Steelers is not directly translatable into Navaho."

"Inmprovise. Go on, try it. Let's see if ne damm boojum s as smart as it is pretty.”

ol j ee spoke, listened to the reply, turned to his partner. "Steelers forty-two, Wasps thirty. Is
that right?"

"How the hell should I know? I'ma cop, not a bookie. What matters is that you asked, and it
answered." He approached the nonitor, squinting into the crystalline clear light that enanated
from beyond. He discovered that he could turn his head and | ook up, down, or sideways into the
screen wi thout experiencing any di mnution of scale,
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wi t hout seei ng any suggestion of a border or horizon. Withing threads of rainbow swam |l ike

| anbent worns through a sea of electrified blackness, avoiding fluorescent geonetric shapes and
unpredi ctabl e smal|l expl osions of gold and silver
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Before Qoljee could do or say anything, the detective extended his own hand toward the hard, flat
surface of the zenat. It passed through, penetrating an unresisting yei figure clutching

uni denti fi abl e synbol s.

Hi s hand and forearmfloated unrestrained, free to drift anong the rai nbows and sil ent expl osions.
He twisted it to the left, then to the right, wiggling his fingers, feeling the Iight tingling
sensation Ool jee had described, experiencing the sane gentle warmth. Wth the latter cane a slight
di zzi ness. He sensed hinself starting to falllll....

He jerked his hand clear, glanced down at it. There were no visible changes, no marks, nothing to
indicate it had nomentarily drifted beyond reality.

"Ask it." he suggested to his partner, "where it is."

ol j ee addressed the nonitor in soft Navaho, translated the reply.

"It says it is right here."”

"Sonehow | expected sonething like that. It's functional, it's right here, and it knows | ast
week's football scores. Cute." He rejoined his colleague, still exam ning his hand, slowy
wriggling all five fingers. The tingle was fading from his skin.

VWkatt hehel | again, he thought wildly. "Ask it if faster-than-light travel is possible."

ol jee did so. Mbody awaited the reply with interest. "It says no," the sergeant told him

"Then ask it if there's another way to travel between the stars."

This time Qoljee's reply came as one long exhalation. "It says yes, but wi thout faster-than-Iight
travel ."
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"I wonder how you travel between stars wi thout going faster than |ight?"

"This is not helping us |ocate our nurderer," Ooljee pointed out.

"Nope, but it sure is fun. Ask it how "

ol jee had nore trouble phrasing the query in Navaho than he did translating the response. "It
says you travel other than light."

The detective nodded slowy, as if sonme |ong-held personal theory had just been confirned. "That's
what | was afraid of. W can ask the right questions; we just don't possess the necessary
referents to understand the replies.” He sat down at the table, staring at the zenat's reveal ed
wonders. "You're right: it's a conmputer, or database, or library of sone kind. It answers
questions. "

"I wonder how big it is?" Ooljee murnured.

Moody pursed his lips. "Ask it."

ol jee did so. The reply was at once inposing and disappointing. "It says, 'big enough
"Bi g enough for what?" Mody was deternined to extract at |east one specific answer fromthe
device if they had to spend the whole night trying.

This time he junped slightly at the reply. Not because of its content but because the response was
fornmed in ordinary, if obviously artificial, English

"Bi g enough for any request."”

"How did you do that?" the detective asked his partner

ol jee shrugged. "l asked it to speak in English, if it could. It was such an obvious thing, | did
not think of it earlier. | would be surprised if it does not know other |anguages as well."

"How do you know that ?"

"Just a guess. If it is familiar with methods of interstellar travel | would not think it

i gnorant, say, of French. Do you want nme to query it further on that subject?l’
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"Shoot, no. English is enough for ne.
ol jee regarded the nonitor and its panorama of tantalizing beauty. "I amglad you pulled ne back
Veron ny friend. But don't you wonder what we might find if we entered that field fully?"

The detective snorted. "A couple zillion nmiles of rainbow threads and pretty sparklies. That could
get old after a while. You could also get hungry. Wiat really interests nme is where the hell ms
thing comes from Not withered old Navaho hatathlis playing in a colored sandpile, I'lIl bet. The
Kettrick painting provides a way to get in. It doesn't tell us anything about origins."

"I suspect it has been here for a long tine," Ooljee theorized. "It is just that until now no one
had figured out howto access it.""'

Moody shook his head. "1 can't buy that. | can't accept that it's been here for very |ong. Not

wi t hout nore proof than we have so far. Like the whore, we have sone idea of what it is. W just
don't know the relevant paraneters."” He renenbered the cleaver

" Speaki ng of paraneters, maybe we better hold off asking it any nore tricky questions until we're
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sure we know how to turn it off.’

"Why not," suggested Ooljee with stunning sinplicity, "just ask it?"

"Too easy. That'd be too easy. So, why don't you?"

"Way don't you! It understands English."

Moody considered. Wiy didn't he? Wasn't it just a big computer of as yet unknown type, a nolly in
rai nbow drag? Where was the harn?

Funny; he'd never actually touched a database before, if that's what all those bright lights and
shapes were.

"Ask it," Ooljee was urging him "Ask it to turn itself off. Ask it specifically howlarge it is,
where it comes from Ask it..."

"All in good tine. First I'd like to be sure it's not gonna
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suck us in there"—he gestured at die nonitor—if we happen to ask the wong question, or ask the
ri ght question the wong way."

The corners of the sergeant's mouth turned up slightly. "Maybe you just have to be sure you ask it
nice. Renenber what | told you. The correct way to conclude a sandpainting cerenpny is to destroy
the painting being used in the reverse order of its creation. Cenerally neat cleavers are not
enpl oyed for this purpose.”

"Very funny."

"I should use the Gla Mnster chant again, try to do exactly what we did backwards. |If one does
not exit a conputer properly, the database can be damaged. If that is what we are dealing with
here, it would be shocking if it did not contain a nunber of built-in safeguards to prevent such
damage. " He reached for the spinner.

"Not yet, man." Moody restrained his partner. "Leme ask it one nore question." Qoljee paused,

t hen nodded.

The detective addressed the nonitor. "You understand English?”

"l understand all acquired | anguages," the unisex di senbodi ed voice replied.

"dad to hear it, but English will do just fine for right now" He hesitated. Wuld his next
guestion set off sone kind of built-in alarn? No way of knowi ng save to ask. But go slowy, he
rem nded hinmself. Slowy.

"Are you," he asked, "accessed frequently? Relate your response to |ocal values."

"No. "

"When exactly was the last tine you were accessed prior to this past year?"

"Hey— (ol jee said worriedly. Mody shrugged hi moff.

The reply was harm ess enough. On reflection, perhaps it was not.

170

fllan Dean Foster

"Ei ght oh-four on the norning of June the twenty-third in the year el even sixty-two anno

Donmi ni —+el ati ng response to | ocal values."

"Real ly?" It was all Mdody could say. Qoljee said nothing at all, but he was pondering just as
har d.

O course, the device night have m sunderstood his request. It might be nmisinterpreting values. It
nmi ght be an absurd, compl ex joke of unknown origin. There might be a thousand other possibilities.
One of which was that the reply was accurate.

Wel 1, he decided, that was certainly an interesting thought. But it was not the question of the
nmonent. Right now they had to forgo the awesone in favor of tracking the prosaic.

"When was the last time you were accessed within the past year?"

The voice replied. Ooljee checked his watch. "Sixteen minutes ago. That would have been us."

The detective considered, trying to frame his queries as if he were conversing with the fanliar
police web back hone instead of some gargantuan construct out of an as yet unidentified tine and
space.

"Prior to that, how many times within the past year have you been accessed?"

Agai n the nechanical response. "Thrice." It proceeded to el aborate. Once the previous norning.
That woul d have been the little episode at Qoljee's station, Mody reflected. The second tine was
a nunber of nonths ago. Atlanta, perhaps. The third and | ast was far nore recent.

"Only a week ago." Qoljee nuttered a silent thank you. "It seens that our friend has not yet

| earned how to nake extensive use of this. For which, w thout even knowing its capabilities, |
think we can be thankful ."

Moody was thinking hard. It seemed too easy but, nothing ventured, nothing gained. "Can you
identify by name the

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (64 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:58 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt

CYBER UJfiY

171

i ndi vi dual who accessed you the last two tines?" Mody asked.

"Yistin Gaggii."

A great peace washed through the detective. "At |ast: we've got ourselves a damm nane."

"Navaho," said Ooljee. "It translates as 'frozen raven.'"

"Can't wait to neet him But hey, why stop now?" He | ooked back at the nmonitor. Suddenly it seemed
i nnocuous, even hel pful. After all, no matter how bizarre or alien in design, it was no nore than

a machine, right?

"What can you tell us about the individual Yistin Gaggii?" There, he thought. If we're gonna
trigger any inplanted alarns that ought to do it.

Not hi ng of the sort happened. Instead, the voice proceeded to give thema full description of the
man portrayed in the police conposites, conplete to a reproduction of his voice and notable facia
manneri sns.

And as if that wasn't enough, it calmy provided an address.

"Qut in the country,"” Qoljee comented. "Sonewhere up the hill between Ganado and W ndow Rock
He's been right here all this time, just outside of town. If he has been keeping to hinself, it
expl ai ns why no one has seen himto call himin."

Moody | eaned back in the kitchen chair, very pleased with hinmself. "Shoot, that was easy enough
We were just trawin' in the wong nolly, that's all." He renmenbered an earlier query. "Eleven
sixty-two A D. That when your stories say these 'Holy People' showed up in the nei ghborhood?"

The sergeant was studying the nonitor, unable to take his eyes fromthe ever-changi ng scene.
"Specific dates are not given. The gods created First Man and First Wnan. There were four worlds
of which ours is the fifth. Qur Creation Myth is not so sinple as you night think. There
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are many | egends, and then there are | egends about | egends.

"There is so nmuch yet to be | earned. Mddem archaeol ogy has barely scratched the history of the
Peopl e. You can wal k around Mesa Verde or Betatkin or Wiite House or any of a thousand ruins on
the Rez and still find potsherds and pieces of basketry and old corn, though | have yet to hear of
anyone di gging optical disks or nollyspheres out of the floor of a cliff dwelling. And if the
Anasazi were into conputers, it is news to ne.

"The anci ent ones nust have had friends, if our voice is to be believed. Very skilled friends,
very advanced. | do not think they were Aztecs from Mexi co. They nust have conme from el sewhere.”
He gestured at the screen

"This thing is an artifact, just like the bits of pots and the beads and the arrowheads people
find every week on different parts of the Reservation."

"It's a database," Mody countered. "I wonder where its storage facility is located, its nolly-
equi val ent ? Every dat abase needs storage...

"Or maybe it's everywhere,” he went on, unsure whether he was being phil osophical or predictive.
"In the air around us, in the Earth itself. Maybe it enconpasses the whole world. |'mjust

bull shitting, but this is a good tine for it, don't you think? Perhaps we're all conponents of a
bi g dat abase sonebody set up and forgot about when they finished their owm work here. An Earth-
nmol | ysphere, a chunk of database backup not worth a second gl ance.

"Maybe we're all just little pieces of ROM you, me, your kids, everybody else. Pieces that this
Scavenger character fussed with before shooting up through his skyhole, or whatever. Maybe it or
sonet hing el se decided to nake a joke and give the ROMa way to access their own storage. So they
provided a nmethod .die |ocal ROM coul d understand."”

"Sandpai nting," Ooljee whispered thoughtfully.

"Yeah, sandpainting, and maybe the chants too. Not
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necessarily the specific words, but the sequence of tones and sounds. | dunno. Wat's the chance

of sonebody accidentally hitting the right conbination of sandpainting and aural acconpani nent?
You' ve been telling nme all along nothing sounds quite |ike Navaho. Maybe there's a reason for
that, one that has nothing to do with |inguistics."”

"Forgotten," said the sergeant. "One of the dozens of old Ways that have been forgotten. Except in
this case one line of hatathlis renenbered, w thout even knowi ng the inportance of what they were
renenberi ng. G andfather Laughter knew the painting but not what it was for. Because in his tine
it would have nmade no sense.'' He | ooked sharply at his partner

"But it nmakes sense to Gaggii. The second tine it was accessed, in Atlanta, people died. Gaggi
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may know how to utilize at least a small part of this to serve his purposes.”

* "Let's see himutilize it fast enough to stop a slug froma twenty-eight Sledge." Mody's
expression was grim "You renenber that address?" The sergeant nodded. "Then what are we sitting
here in the dark for? Let's go get the bastard.'' He rose fromhis chair—and t hought again of
Atlanta, of crunpled bodies and bl oodl ess holes in cold flesh. Bravado was all very well and good,
but the departnment's honor rolls were filled with the names of cops who'd died flashily and too
young.

"Thi nk we should request backup?"

"As much as | would like that," the sergeant replied, **we would have to explain too nuch. No one
woul d believe us. | go in and tell this story to the duty lieutenant, you know what he will say.
He will want proof, he will want to know—Let's just bring Gaggii in. He will not be expecting us.
We will surprise him and there should be no problem | have ny concerns, but |I think at this
point it would be best to keep things sinple."

Mbody nodded. "Okay, then. Sinple it is."
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"But not yet," Ooljee pleaded. "I want to talk to Lisa before we go after him and | amtired."

"Al'l right," Mody was tired, too. "First thing tonorrow. Like you say, he's not gonna be
expecting us.

"And we get sonme real rest. But first we turn this thing off. Maybe you can go to sleep with it
active, but not nme."

" "Afraid of sonething com ng out and painting dirty drawi ngs on your belly while you sl eep?”

ol jee taunted him

Moody nmade a face. "How about it decides to vacuumus out of bed and into wherever it is? O
sonething we can't even imagine. | just don't want to leave it running. You leave it running |ong
enough, maybe it gets clever ideas of its own. W don't know enough about it to trust it."

"Very well." Ooljee rose and wal ked over to the refrigerator. "Then you turn it off."

The two nen | ocked stares for a |l ong nonment. Then Mody turned in his seat and deliberately
reached for the power switch on the police spinner. His finger nade it to within half an inch of
the tiny sliding control. Muving it slowy over the hard plastic case, he found it woul d approach
no cl oser.

"Li ke sliding over oiled rubber," he informed his partner, "except that there's nothing there."
"Ch, there is something present, for sure, ny friend." CQoljee cane over to watch. "A field of some
kind. |1 doubt even a good physicist could tell us exactly what is happening here.”

Moody sat back. "That's the extent of ny ideas. Now we have to go with your chanting."

ol jee took a deep breath, assunmed a position next to the table facing the nonitor, and began
Moody |istened, trying to nake sonme sense of what was being said, failing utterly.

As the | ast phrase faded away and the sergeant |owered his trenbling hand, the inpossible vista
whi ch had occupi ed
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the zenat vanished, leaving in its wake the inmage of a flat, fanmiliar sandpainting devoid of any
dept h.

ol jee cleared his throat, reached past Mody toward the power switch on his spinner. "That's it,
then."

"Not quite. Renenber the sandpainting.”

ol jee | ooked at the nmonitor. "I remenber it. So?"

"The two lizard drawings. They're still head-down. Wen the fractal sequence gave birth to the
pai nti ng, they were heads-up."

"CQuardi ng the entrance." The sergeant nodded. "I'd forgotten." He wal ked over to the nonitor and

put his hand directly over the dark circle in the center of the image, just as he had previously.
To his very great relief it remained there, his palmhard agai nst the unyielding glass of the
zenat. The pair of guardi ans obediently pivoted slightly, resuming their original positions.
ol j ee stepped back, keeping his eyes on the screen. "Try it now "

This time no unseen barrier prevented the detective fromflicking the spinner's power switch to
the OFF position. The sandpainting vani shed, |eaving behind only a softly gl owi ng green screen
The sergeant slunped into a chair opposite Mody, suddenly bone-tired. He shook a couple of tines,
a reaction that had nothing to do with the Hand-Trenbling cerenony. Mody dropped his face into
hi s hands, rubbed at his eyes. Tension was draining out of himall at once, thick and heavy, |ike
oil froman old car

"What was that all about?" The sergeant repeated it several tines, a querulous mantra that fully

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (66 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:58 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt

expressed the way he was feeling. "O as ny father night have said: shash | y adi." He nmanaged a
slight grin. "What in the bear happened?"

Moody responded with the deep, reassuring chuckle he enpl oyed every year when he played Santa
during the departnment's seasonal visits to |ocal hospitals.
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"I think we can make a few good guesses. Wiat we got here, ol' buddy, is an accessible
interstitial alien database or library or question-answering whatsis that dates to about a
thousand years ago." He shook his head at the wondernent of it all

"I feel like a goddam five-year-old trying to drive his dad's car. W have only the vaguest

noti on of what we're getting into, we don't know how it works or even for sure what it's capable
of. All we know is that you activate the ignition and away you go."

ol jee was staring at the bl ank, quiescent nonitor. Only nonents ago it had been a wi ndow into
infinity, or perhaps somewhere even | ess conprehensible.

"1 would not be so concerned if all it did was reply to questions and allow you to reach into
itself, but it has shown it can also affect immediate reality in the formof the neat cleaver and
the spinner power switch. That |eads nme to wonder what else it could do, if it becane so inclined.
Perhaps it could seal off this roomfromthe rest of the building, or this building fromthe rest
of the world."

"Shoot, why think small? Maybe it could seal off the whole planet. W haven't a roach in
shitpile's idea of how big this thing is."

"Surely it was placed here for a reason,” Qoljee said.

Moody pushed his chair away fromthe table. "Let's |leave that question alone for a while, okay?
Right now |'minterested in a shower, sonething to eat, and a good night's sleep. Tonorrow we're
gonna get our boy. Business before netaphysics."

"I will go along with that." Ooljee rose slowy fromhis chair. He was intensely curious, but also
very tired. "You want to shower first?"
"Naw, you go ahead. |I'Il have a look in the pantry.™

As his host left for the bathroom Mbody cracked the pantry seal and began poki ng through the neat
stacks of cans and boxes and plastic containers. Feeling conservative,
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he chose a big box of French bread strips and cheese, inserted it in the cooker. As he waited for
the bread to cook and the cheese to nelt over it, he wal ked over to the nonitor for one |ast close
| ook prior to retiring.

Putting his huge hand against the flat surface, he pushed gently. There was no give, only snpoth
resistance. He tried to peer behind the nmonitor, which hung nearly flush against the wall. The
recei ve-activate unit attached to the back of the screen was little nore than an inch thick. He
tapped the nonitor a couple of times, ran his fingers around the protrudi ng edges. The cooker
beeped its readi ness.

Wth a | ast shrug of contenplation which no one was present to observe, he turned to devote his
full attention to his habitual nightly quota of calories.

CHRPTER

m

THE FOLLOW NG MORNI NG t he kitchen showed no evidence of nightly excursions into other worlds or

di mensions. Nothing prevented Ooljee fromcasually disconnecting his spinner fromthe interrupt
box, or the interrupt box fromthe kitchen nolly. The experiences of the night before seened as
unreal to both men as menories of chil dhood.

The address the web had given them was real enough. Ooljee checked it out before calling his wfe.
Though enj oyi ng her parents* conpany and the delights of Al buquerque, she was still wary of the
speed with which her husband had changed his m nd and boosted her and the kids on their way.

ol jee reassured her in a calmvoice, his expression neutral, his words betrayi ng nothing of the
remar kabl e events which had transpired so recently in her kitchen. Only when he'd convinced her
all was well did he hang up and prepare to depart.

The pickup took themout of the city on a route designed to avoid both rush hour and the city
center. Soon they were cruising at high speed through Ganado's eastern suburbs, where expensive
resi dences chi pped away at tree-shrouded hillsides and people paid fortunes for unobstructed views
180
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of the offices and factories they couldn't wait to abandon during the day.

Gradual ly the | ast hones gave way to National Forest. Altitude narkers tracked their steady clinb.
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Once, a fox darted across the two-1ane highway in front of the pickup. Mody was at peace with

hi nsel f. Hi e norning was cool, crisp, clear, the contrails of hypersonic shuttles wild white
etchings on the cerul ean chal kboard of the sky. Cedar and scrub oak gave way to tall conifers.

Pat ches of shade offered refuge to the last, stubborn clunps of winter. The snowpil es sagged in on
t hensel ves, pockmarked with bites inflicted by the heat of early spring.

It was |late afternoon when they finally turned off the highway. Ooljee shut down the pickup's
scanner and took manual control of the vehicle. The road they'd entered was narrow but paved. Dirt
tracks extended through gaps in a fence line on either side, like fingers froma hand.

Though Mbody had managed to exert hinself in Ganado without nuch difficulty, he was having somne
trouble catching his breath now. Not surprising when one realized that the little paved road was
winding its way northward at over eight thousand feet. Al he could think of was how | ucky he'd
been not to have had to come here first, straight fromsea | evel

"This ain't gonna work," he said w thout warning.

Qoi j ee eyed hi m questioningly. "Wy not?"

"Too easy. It's too dam easy. Al those nonths of searching and theorizing and queryi ng sources,
then we just ask a strange nmachine a question and that's all there is to it."

"'Leading up to the question was not easy," the sergeant remnded him "I do not feel like we fel
into this without having to work for it."

"Maybe so." Mbody was inhaling the rich perfune of the pines, trying torelax a little. "How much
do you think he knows about this web?"

CYBER ULJf1Y

181
"It told us that soneone, probably the man we are after, has accessed it tw ce—ence probably from
here, once probably while in Atlanta. That is not much. | think he is unlikely to be an expert."

The | ocator on the dash beeped and Qoljee slowed to make a right turn onto a dirt track. They
drove about a mile before crossing a small wooden bridge hand-built of huge ol d wooden ti nmbers.
The creek beneath was running loud and wild, snapping with spring strength and fresh snownelt.
They clinbed out of the shallow creek bed and saw t he house. Though the entrance faced eastward,
no attenpt had been nade to nake it look Iike a traditional honme. It was rectangular in shape,
with a sharply raked roof Iined with high-efficiency solar panels. A separate garage was attached
to the back. An inpressive array of non-donestic antennae protruded fromthe north side of the
structure, clustered around a huge satellite di sh whose bow was ai ned southward, just clearing
the crest of the roof. The pines standing in its way had been professionally topped.

No one energed to confront them despite the fact that their approach had to have been both

vi si bl e and audi bl e to anyone inside. They parked and stood together in front of the truck. The
metallic lunp under Moody's armfelt |arger than usual

"What do you think? |'ve spent so nuch tinme behind a desk |'ve gotten rusty at naking collars."
"No guns. As we discussed, there is no reason for himto be expecting us."

"I"d go along with that okay, except for the fact that if this is our boy, he's killed two people
already." His gaze swept the enpty, cool woods, so different fromthe forests back hone. The
ani mal s hereabouts were skittish, hard to see. Probably as cold as | am he thought.

They' d passed the | ast house a couple of mles back down the paved road, though the sound of
gunshots woul d travel farther than that in this high mountain air. Not that anyone
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was likely to call the police if they heard anything. Not in this kind of country.

Then he recalled that Kettrick and his housekeeper hadn't been slamw th traditional weapons.
Wl l, there was nothing traditional about this whole business, and if anyone inside harboring
hostile intent wanted to cut them down w thout warning, they could do so just as easily froma
wi ndow as in the parlor.

The front entrance was nade of wood-grain netal, solid and secure. Qoljee thunbed the intercom
switch. After a short delay, a voice issued fromthe tiny door speaker

"Yes?"

"Am | speaking to M. Yistin Gaggii?"

"Yes/1 again, without hesitation or any attenpt at guile.

"I am Sergeant Paul Ooljee, with the NDPS office in Ganado? If you don't mind, M: Gaggii, ny
friend and | would like to talk to you for a minute."

"Tal k to ne?" Just the slightest pause this tinme, Mody thought. "About what ?"

ol jee glanced briefly at his partner before again directing his voice to the door

"We're having a little comunications problemw th our field spinner. W heard that you knew
communi cati ons and we thought maybe you could give us a hand."
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"Real ly? Who told you that?"

"Does it matter? Is it true or isn't it?"

A |l ong pause ensued. The two officers waited tensely, did not relax when an internal | ock popped
to grant them entrance.

"I't is too cold to discuss this outside, ny friends,
mont h away. Pl ease cone in."

ol jee took a deep breath, exchanged a | ook with Mody, then entered.

They found thenselves in a den, or living area, that was startlingly clean. There was nothing to
suggest mat Gaggi
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was married, but even allowi ng for the presence and use of nobdern housekeepi ng devi ces, the place
was cl eaner than was natural

The sterility was muted sonmewhat by the pretense of traditional artwork and the by-nowfaniliar
earthtone furniture, all pinks, reds, and yellows. The center of the roomwas occupi ed by one of

t he nost astoni shing hol omages Mbody had ever seen. It was a nedicine yei: seven feet tall
bristling with feathers, elaborate attire, war club and axe and nedi ci ne pouch. Unlike the angul ar
abstracts of the sandpaintings, this was a full-figured human form a life-scul pture of

unsur passed craftsmanshi p.

The detective admired it as it twi sted and danced for them while Ooljee searched for their host.
The roomwas all straight Iines and angles, nothing round or curved. There was no softness init,
a feeling that the profusion of sand-paintings on the walls only enhanced. They were inpossible to
m ss, inpossible to ignore despite the doninating presence of the hol omaged yei. Tiny works a few
i nches square clustered together as if to ward off the power of |arger pieces whose borders could
be neasured in feet.

"I't's not here," Ooljee announced after scanning the walls carefully. Mody did not have to ask
what his partner was referring to: the Kettrick painting or a copy thereof was not ampong the
dozens that occupied the walls of the room

Yet despite the presence of the paintings and the powerful hol omage and the confortable furniture,
there was nothing in the roomto suggest that a distinctive personality lived there. Everything
had been laid out and arranged w th near-nathenmatical precision, as precise as a hol onask used for
cutting nmol ecular chips. It mght not |ook Iike a hospital room but it felt |ike one.

This wasn't a real roomin a real house, Mody abruptly decided. It was a sham a set for a vid,
designed to fool eye and nind

They had no nore tinme to contenplate the enotiona
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overtones of the decor, because Gaggii energed froma back room Qoljee shook hands as he

i ntroduced hinself, politely and with programred professional enthusiasm

Moody t hought he detected an air of chronic inpatience in their suspect. Though Gaggii | ooked
straight at them as he spoke, the detective had the feeling that the man's thoughts were al ways
several steps ahead of the subject at hand, as though he were devoting only a part of his mnd to
the conversation. Though he tried to fake it, it was clear that he wasn't really interested in
what was being said. It was just sonmething that had to be dealt with and di sposed of, like a |eaky
faucet or the buying of groceries. The rest of his brain was always ot herw se occupi ed.

It made Moody feel inadequate. He didn't like that. But then, he didn't nmuch like Gaggii either
The man sniled frequently, but it was about as honest as the wood-grain in the front door. It was
not a genuine snmile but rather a conscious nmanipul ation of skin and facial mnmuscles to achieve a
desired effect, nmuch as the room had been designed and decorated to appear warm honey, and
accommodating. Like its owner, it was none of those things.

As he listened to his partner engage the suspect in casual conversation it was clear to Mody that
Gaggii wanted only for themto | eave. Mbody did not feel slighted. That would be Gaggii's
reaction, he decided, to any visitor. And yet he sensed no hatred in the man, no outright dislike
for other human beings. It was just indifference, he decided finally, as if visitors took up space
and tinme which nmight otherwi se be put to better use.

Moody hel ped hinmself to an unvol unteered seat, enjoying the brief |ook of distaste which slipped
past Gaggii's carefully crafted veneer of hospitality. His gun lay against his chest, unsecured
and ready. Still Gaggii displayed neither panic nor concern. That did not induce Mody to rel ax.
The soft-spoken, self-assured ones were the nobst dangerous because they offered no clue as to what
they m ght do next.
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the voice declared.' * Sunmer is still a

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (69 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:58 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt

185

"Actually, M. Gaggii, as you may have guessed by now, we are not here because we are having a
probl emw th our comrunications.'

"Ah," said Gaggii softly, regarding the sergeant as casually as he m ght a peranbul ati ng bee.
Moody rested his right hand casually on his sternum close to the butt of his gun, while his
partner related sone of the events which had brought themto this particular house. Qoljee

concl uded by declaring that while the evidence they had gathered was not conclusive, it was
sufficient to arouse nore than a little suspicion, and if he, Gaggii, had nothing to hide, he
shoul d be nmore than willing to acconpany them down into Ganado to clear hinmself by answering a few
sinmple, detailed questions. It would not take nmuch tine and it would be of great assistance to the
department.

Gaggii listened silently to Qoljee's words, standing quite still and rel axed except, Mody noted,
for his hands. Al of his fingers curled back and upwards, so that he appeared to have a fl eshy
hook attached to each wist. \Wien the sergeant had finished, Gaggii responded, displaying nore
interest than at any tine since their arrival.

"I think I can answer nost of your questions right here, ny friends. How did you finally find me?"
ol jee glanced at his partner. Mody's fingers slipped inside his jacket to close around his
pistol. But Gaggii gave no indication that he knew, nmade no sudden noves, just stood and waited.
"We used the Kettrick tenplate, got into the web or whatever it is, and asked it," Qoljee told
hi m

It had to be a shock, but remarkably, Gaggii's expression didn't change. "I had not thought of
that, because |I didn't inmagi ne anyone, least of all the police, could figure out what this was
about, nuch less find their way in. For nonspe-cialists, nmy friends, you have done astonishingly
well. | have only nyself to blame. But then, the web was designed
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to be used by nonspecialists, so | suppose | shouldn't complinent you too highly. Its sinplicity
of operation is exceeded only by its capabilities, of which | amevery day in awe. How did you
happen upon the secret of the tenplate? |I thought that when | destroyed the original and the

i nsurance conpany's archival copies, 1 had |eft nothing behind."

"Kettrick had his own file." Mody spoke fromhis seat on the couch, watching every twitch of
Gaggii's eyes and fingers. "H s wife showed us. That's where we got our copy."

"Of course." Evidently Gaggii was not one to indulge in self-recrimnation. "I thought of that
possibility, but had only enough tine for a rapid, unrevealing search. One can only do so many
things so fast. It is when things are rushed that people get hurt. *' He noved and Mbody started
to reach for his gun, stopped hinself when he saw that Gaggii was only taking a chair opposite the
couch. Qoljee remained standing, alert.

"All I wanted was the sandpainting, or a copy thereof. It took ne a long time to track it down.
Even then, all was still supposition.”

"You are saying that you didn't know if there was anything to it, and still you kilted the two
peopl e?"

"He would not let ne have a copy of the painting." Gaggii spoke quietly, as if that explai ned
everything. "Wen every other nmethod failed, |I tried to get it w thout disturbing anyone, but
burglary was not sonething at which | was experienced. M. Kettrick was in a place where | did not
think he would be, as was his servant. | tried to discuss the situation with him but he becane
abusive and irrational. Wien he started to call the police, | was forced to react.

"Understand that | would not have m nded going to jail for breaking and entering. | tried to

explain this to him But he would have forced ne to give up the hol onage of the sandpainting,
which I was naking at the tine he interrupted nme. Like so many weal thy people, he kept confusing
ar -
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rogance with power. | regret the death of the servant nore.

"Much of ny life has been spent seeking this sandpainting." He was watching Ooljee as he spoke.
"You have no idea how seninal it is to the history and culture of the People."

"I"'mstarting to get the idea," the sergeant told himbrusquely.

"Then you have progressed. That is gratifying."

"Boomthe oil," Mody snapped. "What exactly is the dam thing, and where'd it come fronf"

"What is it... ?" Gaggii smled, an unexpected inner contentnment radiating fromhis |anky form "I
think it is a database of extraterrestrial origin, which can be accessed with renmarkabl e ease. As
to where it is from | believe it was put here by the Holy People."
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"I don't think I've seen that nane advertised under Databases in the usual catal ogs," Mody
replied.

"l use it for lack of a better local reference." Gaggii crossed one |leg over the other, at ease,
enjoying hinself. He's playing a damm gane with us, Mody thought suddenly. Well, let him He and
his partner would have the | ast nove.

"That is the reference our ancestors enployed. If | had a better name | would use it, but | have
been unable to find out anything about them It is a subject for future study."

"We got sone idea of what it's like." Mody's fingers caressed the butt of his pistol. "One
thing's for sure: it's dangerous. People a | ot nore know edgeabl e about this sort of thing than
you or | need to be studying it.

"Ah, but there are no people know edgeabl e about 'this sort of thing,' my friend. So why shoul d
not be the one to study it, or you? True, it may be capabl e of actions our feeble inmaginations
cannot grasp, but we will not know that until we reach out to it. As for nyself, | have a good

i magi nation. It has already given nme one idea worth further examni nation. As you have di scovered
for yoursel ves, once
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accessed it can be activated by sinple voice command. "

"Anyt hing that can override a police departnent security system and burn down the building it's
housed in isn't sinple, or safe,” Mody argued.

"I do make time for the news," Gaggii replied with interest. "I heard about the fire in Ganado,
but of course had no reason to connect it to my own work. So that was you two toying with the
tenplate. You are lucky all you |l ost was the building. A systemsinple to direct is also easy to
m sdirect. One must progress carefully, in nodest increments."”

"W won't make that m stake again,"” Mody assured him "Nor will you. Maybe you have sone idea of
what it is, but you still don't have the vaguest notion of what it's for."

Gaggi i waxed philosophical. ''Perhaps it was enplaced to help the Anasazi and | ater the Navaho,
only the Way was forgotten or deliberately obscured by superstitious nedicine men. O naybe die
Anasazi did make use of it. Sonetime around 1300 A.D. they sinply disappeared. Nobody knows why.
Nobody knows where they went. Maybe they used the Way to go sonepl ace where the soil and climate
were better. Maybe they went into the web. | do not believe that nyself, but when one considers
the inplications of this discovery, many things suddenly becone possible."

"I'f you do not think that, what do you think it was put here for?" Qoljee asked him caught up in
contenpl ation of the nystery.

"I do not think it was put here for any purpose at all. It is just a tool, a device. Like any good
tool, it waits to be instructed, to be told what to do." H's snile w dened slightly. "Unless
information to the contrary presents itself, | see no reason not to assunme that the beings who

built it just left it here.”

Moody frowned. "Nobody would just '|eave* sonething of ms magnitude."

Gaggii turned to face him "You apply your values to the i mense unknown." He | aughed softly, ful
of self-contai ned anusenent. "Perhaps they were just passing through and paused only | ong enough
to, say, change a flat tire. W cannot inagi ne what they came for any nore than we can i nagi ne
them It is said that one cannot envision a real alien because a truly alien alien would by its
very definition be inconprehensible to us. So might it be with their devices, their tools.

"I think the tenplate design is a tool, the web it accesses a greater one. There nmay be others

| yi ng about whose existence we do not even suspect, devices we cannot see or sense.

"Picture it, my friends. You are traveling in your truck through the high desert. You have a flat
and stop to change the tire. In your rush to depart you forget sone of your tools; the power jack
the lug seal, perhaps sonme paper clips and an enpty beer can. Accelerating to eighty, you vanish
rapidly fromthe scene wi thout anyone witness to your activities.

"Alittle tine passes. Can you i nagi ne what happens then?"

"Enlighten ne." Moody strove to sound bored, knew his obvious interest belied the attenpt.

"The ants conme out, ny friends. The ants come out for a | ook around.

"They clanber all over and around the forgotten tools, not realizing what they are because of
their own ignorance and the sheer size of the devices. But one ant acquires a |Isey. Perhaps he
stunbl es across a di agram rendered sonehow ant - conprehensi ble. O possibly he is present when the
tools are being used. Perhaps he is even given instruc-tion, nuch as children playing by a creek
will offer ants |eaves and twigs so they can nake a tiny bridge with which to cross a rivulet.
They do this because they find it anmusing to watch the ants at work. Ants that do not understand
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concept of a bridge will still nmake effective use of one. So it mi ght have been wi th whoever
painted mat first tenplate

"Sonehow this one perceptive insect |learns howto activate the previously invisible tools, only
the tools were not invisible: they were sinmply too nmassive for the ants to conprehend. They seened
a part of the natural order, of the everyday terrain.

"The hard part is not making use of the tools, ny friends. It is recognizing that they exist at
all. The sandpainting holds the di agramrecogni zed by the ant who preceded the rest of us, a

t housand years ago. No, gentlenen, if the web was placed here for a defined purpose it would have
announced itself long ago. It is just sonething that was | eft behind, forgotten.

"I amonly just beginning to learn how it mght be used. The possibilities are inpressive. After
all, if a colony of ants discovered a power jack next to their anthill and found a way to activate
it, consider what they m ght acconplish. Lizards eat ants. A power jack would smash a hungry
lizard to pulp. It could crush huge pebbles to provide easier access to food, or for building
stronger shelter. It might even offer a way for ants to advance thenselves nentally. | know ny
anal ogy i s weak but—=

Moody cut himoff. "So basically what y'all are saying is that this web is sonebody el se's

gar bage?"

"Only that it is one possibility anong many," Gaggii replied reprovingly. It may in fact be of
value to its original owners, but not of sufficient value to be worth the cost of recovery over
tinme and di stances we cannot imagi ne. You might, for exanple, |eave an expensive hol onmager in
Paris. Wile you would regret its |loss, you would not travel all the way back to France to recover
it."

If it had not been evident before, it was clear enough now that whatever el se he mght be, Yistin
Gaggii was no madman. He had yet to raise his voice. Wiile unusual, the ability to maintain
control of one's enotions under abnor-
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mal |y tense conditions was not generally an indication of nmental instability. Now that he'd been
found out, he actually appeared to be enjoying the sharing of his discoveries with sonmeone el se.
"What's your interest in this?" Mody found hinmself asking. "I nmean, what do y'all want with it,
personal | y?"

"Goodness." Gaggii eyed himwith nock surprise. "Areally perceptive question that deviates from
the strict guidelines of police procedure." His sarcasmdid not affect Mody, who'd suffered it a
thousand times before. It was standard prisoner nodus for trying to reassert rapidly disappearing
i ndependence.

"Let's just say that | have nmy own desires, as do all of us. Recall the anal ogy of the power jack
Suppose that instead of that, our inmaginary travelers |eave behind anong their debris a can of bug
spray. What might the ants nmake of that?"

"I liked the power jack anal ogy better," Mody snapped.

"Such a device could be devastatingly enployed agai nst eneny ants."

"Or against its discoverers, if they did not properly understand how to use it," Ooljee pointed
out neani ngfully.

Gaggii nodded agreenent. "lIn any event it would be of no use to those who had departed.”

"W asked it how big it was," Muody said. "It replied, 'big enough.'"

"Yes. It can be responsive w thout being specific. | do not nmink there is a deliberate intent to
be evasive. | suspect instead that we sinply do not possess the term nol ogy necessary to ask the

right questions. So it provides answers in the formit thinks our sinple brains can nost easily
conpr ehend. "

"One last thing." Gaggii waited patiently while Mody franed his question, as though he had al
the tine in the world. "You say you have your own desires, your own
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i dea how to nake use of this whatever it is. Wat might that be?"

Gaggii | ooked straight at the detective and pursed his lips. "I amsorry, ny friend, but that is
none of your business."”

Moody sniffed. It was no nore than he'd expected. He started to rise fromthe couch. "Well, we're
real sorry to have to put a crinp in y'all's hobby, but there's still this |Iousy business of you
killing two people in cold bl ood."
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"I amvery close to answering nmy own questions." CGaggii made no attenpt to rise.
If he's trying to put us off guard, Mody thought, he's damm sure taking his tinme about it.

"l don't suppose | could appeal to your higher senses, , though it is clear that you are both
unusual ly intelligent individual s—for policenen.”
"Sorry," Moody replied. "lI'mafraid ny higher sense tells ne it ain't a good idea to |l et nurderers

run around unpuni shed. "

"I see your point of view"

Gaggii rose. Both officers tensed, but still their prisoner nade no nove toward hi dden swi tches or
conceal ed devices. Instead he extended both arns out in front of him

"Do you wish to cuff ne?"

ol jee glanced at his partner, who shrugged. "I do not think that will be necessary. The back seat
of ny truck is equipped with a restraining mesh. That will be sufficient. Cuffs can chafe and it
is along ride dowmn to Ganado. | would not want injured wists or hands to del ay your

arrai gnnent . "

"1 appreciate your concern. Bearing that in mnd, may | get a coat? It is quite cold outside."
"What coat?" Moody asked warily.

Gaggii smled at him "The one with the explosives sewn into the lining, of course."” He pointed.
"I'n the closet over there."
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Mboody nodded tersely, went to the closet and | ooked inside. "Wich one?"

"The false wolf, with the low collar."

Moody checked the coat over nminutely. Gaggii's conposure troubled himnore than anything he
expected to find. But the coat was clean. After patting himdown, he handed it to the prisoner
who chatted easily as he put it on

"I guess | have to go with you, ny friends."

"l guess you do." Mody opened the door while Ooljee remai ned behind. Now that the noment of
departure had arrived, neither officer was taking any chances, no matter how cooperative their man
seermed to be. They both had their guns out. "And do us a favor, will you?"

“I'f I can," said Gaggii graciously.

"Don't call us your friends."

Gaggii's only visible reaction took the formof still another tight-lipped, inpenetrable smle
Mbody was relieved to be outside again, in the cool evening air, away fromthe sterile mask that
was Gaggii's house. It was as devoid of genuine human warnmth as a tonb, the furnishings frozen
skel etons pinned to the walls and floor |ike specinen noths.

He wanted to see Gaggii's workshop. Plenty of tinme for that once the prisoner was safely
incarcerated in Ganado. Anple tinme to return for a leisurely exanmi nation of his notes and files.
"I have to admire you, gentlenen." Gaggii had to turn sideways to fit into the truck's narrow back
seat. Ooljee locked the restraint net in place. The carbon conposite mesh woul d prevent anyone in
the back fromreaching through to the front.

"Thanks," Mdody replied flatly as he clinbed in on the passenger side. "W're doinl the best we
can."

ol jee started up, turned and headed for the dirt track that led to the little bridge. They'd
acquired a lot of infor-
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mati on at the expense of the rest of the afternoon. Twilight was creeping through the pine trees
as the truck bounced down the slope, over the bridge, and clinbed into the woods on the other

si de.

"No, honestly. | did not think anyone would ever find out. Certainly not so soon. And to think you
have even accessed the web."
"Everybody thinks cops are dunb." Mody settled hinmself deeper into the seat. "It's the shows.

Cops on the vid are always overl ooki ng the obvious and then they have to conpensate by shooting
all their suspects. That's not police work any nore than trials are | awers naking big speeches in
court all the tinme. It's nostly |egwork, dull and plodding. Me, I'"'mweird. | happen to like
research. That's how you really catch people."

"But not how you keep them" Gaggii responded. "You realize that you cannot tie nme to Kettrick's

death. | know that you were not recording any of our conversation in the house. | would have been
warned i f you had been and woul d have conported nyself accordingly. Since you were not, | felt
free to talk. | enjoy talking."

ol j ee shook his head sadly. "You may know a | ot about nollys and webs, but you do not know shit
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about | egal procedure. At |east one secretary and two security guards w tnessed you arguing with
Kettrick in his Tanpa office. Al so, as an inportant businessman, Kettrick recorded all his
conversations. Voiceprinting will identify you easily."

"Argunents supply a possible notive, but they are not grounds for a murder conviction.'* Gaggi
was confident. "Nor can you connect ne to the wiping of the insurance conpany files in Atlanta."

"W'll see," said Mbody, adding offhandedly, "then nere's our eye w tness, the one who saw you
enter Kettrick's house the night of the killings."

This time it took their prisoner a while to reply. Moody
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was pl eased at having finally gotten under his skin, however mnutely.

"You are bluffing," Gaggii said finally. "You may be a good card player, detective, but | know
entered unobserved. There is no such witness."

"Ch, good." Mody shrugged indifferently. "Then you've got nothing to worry about, right? Shoot,
I"'mjust a big ol* fat liar fromthe sticks. There's no witness, so you can just relax in your
holding cell until the tinme cones for you to appear before a nmagistrate. Be tough for the |oca
D.A. to prove anything because there's no such witness. See, | just made it all up, just to bug
you. "

Qut of the corner of his eye Mbody could see that his partner was fighting to keep fromsniling.
When Gaggii spoke again there was a hint of uncertainty in his voice. He was trying hard to

mai ntain his forner apl onb.

"I't will not work, this bluff. You can prove nothing. Search ny house all you wish. You'll find
nothing to confirmyour suspicions. If you attenpt to access ny nolly, the database will self-
destruct."

"Hel I, why would we bother with your work?" Mody was enjoying hinmself now, know ng that he
shouldn't be. "It don't nmean shit. AH we want to do is tie you to Kettrick's nmurder. Don't y'al
worry none about that. We'lIl manage.”

"l see. Then, if I'"'mto be put away you don't mnd if | amuse nyself while | have the tinme?" He
began to sing, softly and liltingly, to hinself.

They were coning up on the nmain road. Mody | ooked back over his shoul der. "Amuse yoursel f another
way. | don't want to have to listen to that all the way back to Ganado."

Gaggi i paused monentarily. "Wy, detective, it is only a song. Alittle sonething to pass the
time. As you point out, it is a long drive down the nmountain.” He resuned singing.

"It would not be so bad if you could carry a tune.”
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ol j ee was concentrating on the track ahead. "So do as ny friend says and— He broke off abruptly,
staring into the rearview mrror.

Moody tensed. "Wiat is it?" Gaggii ignored them both, concentrating on his song.

"Bracelet. Left wist."

Moody whirled, the seat conplaining beneath him H's gaze went straight to the specified piece of
jewelry, a thick band of traditional turquoise and silver. Except that the turquoi se wasn't copper
ore and the silver was an alloy of sonething el se.

There was nore than enough netal in the bracelet to forma strong receiver-transnitter, just as
the chunks of blue which Gaggii was toying with nmoved too freely in their bezels for stones that
shoul d have been firmy epoxied in place. Several of themshone with a faint inner |ight.

Moody drew his service pistol and ained it through the nesh. "Put a clanp on it right now, Jack
or you won't have to worry about a trial."

"Easy now, detective." Gaggii cautiously noved his right hand away fromthe bracelet. "Wat are
you worried about? That | might be signaling friends? | have no friends. That | mght be calling
up the gods? That is superstition, suitable only for troubling the sleep of children.'' The
bracel et continued to gl ow

"I don't care if you're trying to pick up local radio," said Mody threateningly. "Stop it."

"Ah, it doesn't matter, does it? You have your witness, sergeant. So | think it only fair that |

i nvoke mne."

ol jee uttered a violent curse. The pickup swerved wildly as something i mense filled the

wi ndshield. Its surface was as yellow as the sun and its eyes boiled crinson.

CHf | PTER
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THE TRUCK SWUNG of f the dirt road and went bouncing and squealing through the forest. Qoljee
wrest | ed wheel and suspensi on, sonehow avoiding the arnmy of trees that |oonmed dangerously in front
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of them

A vast pul sating shape struck repeatedly at the careening pickup. Sparks flew fromthe conposite
frame every tine contact was made. Lowering his window, Mody tried to get a better | ook at the

i mpossi bl e mani festati on.

It had to have cone fromthe alien web, the web that was all around them They wal ked t hrough it,
breathed it. It inperceptibly thickened the fabric of existence. Now sonething denser had

coal esced out of that region of rainbow threads and ani nate expl osi ons, some kind of program
sucked up by Gaggii's manipul ations to harass and frighten nem At which it was succeeding

adm rably.

Moody flinched as the glowing head twisted toward him He fired reflexively, suspecting even as he
did so that his shells were unlikely to have any effect on the force field or database or whatever
the hell it was. But he'd been trained to return fire during an attack. Besides which, it was the
only response at his disposal

He renenbered how Kettrick and the housekeeper had
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died. Here before him twi sting and contorting nmadly in mdair, was the instrunent of their death
i mrensely enlarged. The tinier version Gaggii had invoked that night on Steel Key had killed two
people. Its nonstrous relative was trying to destroy their truck

He recall ed what Ool jee had told himabout a hatathli being able to utilize one portion of a
sandpai nting. Gaggii was using a small part of the alien web. It was a device an anci ent Anasazi

m ght have found useful in dealing with an enemny, sonmething fornulated in famliar ternms—f one
could call a fifty-foot-long yellow and red serpent fanmliar. It continued to strike at the hood
and sides of the fleeing pickup, trying to smash its way in.

Moody fired again. It was inpossible to nmiss the gigantic withing shape. The shot had about as
much effect as he expected. It was like trying to kill a breeze. The snake was nore concept than
creature, a tenebrous serpentine programdredged fromthe depths of sone hatathli's thousand-year-
dead i magi nation, a realized representation of old | egends.

Meanwhi l e Ooljee was cursing in an extraordinary m x of English, Navaho, and Japanese as he
struggl ed to keep them from conpacti ng agai nst the nearest ponderosa pine. This he succeeded in
doing for a comendabl e I ength of tine.

Forward notion ceased abruptly and without warning, acconpani ed by a trenendous netallic clang.
Moody felt like the clapper inside a gigantic bell. H's head swng forward to smack the dash
Providentially cushioned by the restraint nesh, Gaggii escaped a simlar concussion. The inpact
cracked the rear window, allow ng the prisoner to kick out the rest of the glass. There was just
enough cl earance for himto craw through to the bed of the pickup

A dazed, groggy Moody tried to aimhis pistol in that direction but he was having a hard tinme just
hangi ng onto
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t he suddenly heavy weapon. His head and vision cleared fast, but by that tine Gaggii had vani shed
into the woods.

"He's getting away!" Ooljee yelled unnecessarily.

"I can see that!" Mody forced open the damaged door and started to clinb out, quickly w thdrew
his legs as the yell ow vastness struck at them distening yard-1ong fangs sent dirt and rock
chi ps flying.

As his partner tried to get a bead on the violently tw sting shape, Qoljee struggled with the
truck, alternating curses with prayers. One of them nust have worked, because the engi ne humred to
life. Slamming into reverse, the pickup bounced away fromthe tree, then rolled awkwardly forward
once nore.

The snakeshape struck at the front w ndshield, spidering safety glass tough enough to turn bullets
and darts but not fangs the size of pickaxes. Mody threw up his arns to protect his face, but the
glass held. It would not withstand a second such assault.

ol j ee swng around, did sonmething to the wheel, and yelled at his partner, "Junp!"

Moody eyed the hard, rough ground outside. They weren't going very fast, but still...

No tinme to argue. He popped his own door, tried to will into existence a depression filled to the
brimw th a hundred years worth of pine needles and | eaves, and junped.

Any | ocal accunul ati ons of vegetable matter had al ready been spoken for. They |ined fox dens and
squirrel nests, not the ground beneath the careening pickup. He hit hard, pain splintering his
right shoulder. It felt |ike sonme crazyboy had taken a good whack at himwith an iron bar. He
rolled over a few tinmes before coning to rest.
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Struggling to hands and knees, he watched as the driv-erless pickup, headlights gleam ng, runbled

away into the night with its brilliantly glow ng yellow and red nenmesis twi sting and coiling above
it. The snake thing struck re-
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peatedly at the truck's cab, attacking effortlessly, a nad mani c mass of pul sating serpentine
energy.

Let it expend itself against the unfortunate vehicle, he thought. Save your shots in case it cones
| ooki ng for you.

"You okay?" An anxious, exhausted query.

G i maci ng, Moody rose while clutching his injured shoul der, his useless gun dangling fromhis
right hand. He'd hung onto it when he'd junped fromthe truck, and he was damed fortunate not to
have bl own his guts out when he'd hit the ground.

H s eyes tried to penetrate the bl ackness between the trees. "Any sign of our boy?" he nuttered,
ignoring his partner's concern. Somewhere behind themthe truck was rattling down a slope, stil
pursued by the mal evol ent yel | ow snake-shape.

ol j ee shook his head tiredly. "This is his backyard, not ours. He knows it, we do not."

"Bet he ran back to his place."

"I'f so, he will not stay there. And | do not think we should go after him | do not think that a
second reception would be either as indifferent or polite as the first."

Moody grunted agreenent as he stared into the woods. Hi s shoul der throbbed and he was mad-at
himsel f nmore than their fornmer prisoner. They shoul d' ve stripped himbare-ass and sl apped seal ant
tape over his nouth, though his chanting probably had far less to do with generating the
shakeshape than did the cleverly disguised transmtter on his wist. For all they knew, the tiny
devi ce was capabl e of running every molly in his house.

Qoljee was right: it would be stupid to try and take Gaggii again tonight. Having conjured up one
I ethal tactile program he could probably conjure another, and they no | onger had the hard shel

of the pickup cab to protect them They woul d need backup after all, enough to handle Gaggii no
matter what he called up

Their police spinners, built to mlitary-Ilevel specifica-
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tions, were undamaged. If they could just get to a phone, any kind of phone, they could fill the

woods around Gaggii's house with riot squads. It nmeant a |long wal k back to the road, and at this
tinme of night, probably an additional hike all the way to the main hi ghway.

Meanwhi | e Gaggii woul d be busy at his place—doi ng what? Barricading hinself in, enplacing
defenses, or preparing to flee? O nmaybe he was so sure his fanged tactile had taken care of the
two intruders that he would rel ax? Mody knew better. Soneone as smart as Gaggii wouldn't take
that chance. Arrogant he was, but not stupid.

No, he wouldn't be accommopdati ng enough to linger in the vicinity. He'd run. If they could get to
a phone in time they nmght be able to throw a cordon around the county, if not the state.

"That is how Kettrick and his housekeeper were slain," Ooljee was saying.

"Yeah. Wth a snaller version. Forensics wouldn't have figured it out in a mllion years." Mbody
didn't have the faintest idea which way they were going. Miuch sinmpler just to follow his friend.
They descended into a shallow arroyo, junped a foot-w de creek, clanbered up the far side and

i mredi ately dropped i nto defensive crouches.

Snmoke drifted capriciously through the trees, but there was no sign of the nonstrous gl ow ng
serpent-shape. Either the programhad run down or Gaggii had called it off. They advanced warily
on the pickup.

Moody yanked open the door and started to reach inside. He stopped as soon as he saw that they
woul d not be able to use the truck phone to call for assistance, because it was no | onger there.
Nor was the front half of the truck. In its place was a cooling lunp of nmetal and conposite about

four feet high. The pickup's bed was still intact, but the cab and engi ne conpartnent had nelted
Iike a chunk of pork fat in a pot of greens.
202

fllan Dean Faster

Moody tried to i magi ne the snake-thing clamping tight to the truck and expiring in a burst of

i ncredi ble energy. It must have been quick; a single violent spark lighting up the night,

conpl etely overloading the electric engine's surge suppressors. In addition to the body itself,
the intense heat had nelted all four tires.

Gaggii had called it up to rescue him but he hadn't had tinme to programit selectively, Qoljee
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was t hi nki ng.

"He directed it to attack the truck, but not us. So when we junped out it ignored us. That is what
| prayed woul d happen.™

"What if you'd been w ong?"

ol j ee shrugged. "Then we would have had to rely on your shooting. | thought flight the better
option."

"Too bad it didn't start a fire." Myody glanced at the surrounding trees and brush. "M ght've
brought a ranger out to check on it. | don't think what's left of the truck is putting out enough
snoke to be noticed froma distance."”

"Doesn't matter. W nust get back to the mmin road."

"He's used the web to kill twice, and he tried to kill us with it." Mody spoke as they strode
through the trees. "He's learning how to handle the infernal thing."

"He still needs a nechanical interface to access it," Qoljee pointed out. "The bracelet was only a
link to whatever setup he has constructed in his house. Take that away from himand he is

harm ess.” He considered aloud. "He nmust have used it to nake contact with his hone nolly via a
cabl el ess nbdem at Kettrick's house. | wonder what he intends to do with it besi des defend
hi nsel f ?"

"You heard him" Moody felt like he was carrying a fifty-pound pack on his back. In a sense he
was, except that he had nme location reversed. "He's the ant who's figured out how to use the
garbage. O if this web was set up with a purpose in mnd, he's trying to figure out what that
is."”

"No one will believe what happened to us here."” ol jee
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squinted into the night, changed direction. "W will have to say he had a gun, or that the truck
sprung a wheel. If we go into a station and say we | ost our prisoner because he was rescued by
Klish-do-nuhti'i they will lock us up instead of Gaggii."

"Say agai n?"

"Klish-do-nuthti'i. Endless Snake. It appears in nmany of the Ways." He nodded back over his

shoul der. "Or maybe it was only Ah-yah-neh, Big Snake."

"CGot a lot of snakes in your religion, do you?" Mody was in no nood to be understandi ng.

"Al'l kinds," the sergeant admitted readily. "Crooked snakes, water snakes, arrow snakes: they are
as common to us as fleas are to you in Florida. It is not surprising that the spirit a hatathl
would call up to protect himwould take that fornt

"He's not a hatathli, dammit!" Mody was good and frustrated by their failure to bring Gaggii in,
after all the tine and effort that had been expended in tracking himdown. He felt angry and
hel pl ess. He was not going to let reality slip away from himtoo.

"He's just a good weaver who's stunbled across the web to end all webs. He hit back at us with
technol ogy, Paul. Not netaphysics or spiritualism"”

"l did not nean to suggest otherwi se.” Qoljee started up yet another slope. Mody foll owed,
sucking air. "But he clearly understands sand pain tings, and probably the Ways as well. There is
not hi ng that says a weaver cannot also be a trained hatathli

"I'f the term nmetaphysics bothers you, perhaps we should call them nmu/aphysics. Mysticismis just a
nane, mmy friend, for a different Ievel of reality that we haven't learned howto tap into yet. Try
goi ng back eight hundred years and telling one of nmy ancestors that the spinner on ny belt or the
watch on your armis not powered by magic. Tell ne that the cutting edge of nobdern science does
not sound nore
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ti ke somet hing out of a sandpainting than a textbook. Take particle physics, for exanple."”

"You take it," Mody said with a snort. "I'Il have pastram on rye."

ol j ee was not dissuaded. "Particles that have nanes |ike smart, and | azy. Forces called weak, up
down. Colors. |Is that physics? Or the chant of hatathlis? Take nodern reconbi nant metal | urgy.
Not hi ng nore than al chenmy w thout the pointy hats. Even a couple of hundred years ago who coul d
have i magi ned netallic glass, or carbon-alloy shuttle bodies, or all-ceranm c engines? Not to
mention nmolly sphere storage.

"Where lies the Iine between sorcery and science? It is only a matter of termninology, ny friend.
This web is another place we are just finding out howto visit, the way peopl e decades ago | earned
how to make photons line up to lase. One nore step. Primtive peoples did not understand radio or
tel evisi on because they could not see the signals in the air. That does not neke the vid nagic. W
can't see this alien web, but we knowit is there."
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"There's the road. Let's access if." Mody nodded ahead, where the wel conme strip of pavenent

sl ashed through the forest. "One thing | promi se you, ny friend. \Wether weaver or hatathli, if
Gaggii so much as sneezes the wong way when we get our hands on himagain, I'mgoing to blow his
head off."

"I's that standard Greater Tanpa departnental procedure?"

"Naw. That's Vernon Mody procedure.” The detective wheezed his way up the enbanknent.

"You are angry. | amangry too. It will not help our situation to give way to anger."

"Maybe not, but it sure feels good. Want to go back to his place?" He bent over and rested his
hands on his knees, breathing hard in the center of the enpty two-lane road. The east-west | aser
pi ckup strips shone softly in the
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faint [ight, waiting to guide the next vehicle that cane this way.

"No. He will surely be ready for us if we try anything so fool hardy."

"How re we gonna fight sonething |ike that—what'd you call it? Endl ess Snake?" He gestured with
his gun. "M ght as well have thrown dirt clods at it."

"I't is sone kind of tactile program W nust either get to himbefore he can access it, or else
assenbl e enough firepower to convince himthat no matter how nmuch damage he does, he won't be able

to escape.”

Moody nodded, straightening and stretching. He eyed his partner quizzically. "You scared?"

"You bet | am scared, Vernon Mody. Gaggii is |learning howto use the sand paint ing' s web. Mybe
it is no nore than alien garbage, but that is enough. | consider nyself good with a spinner, but
this is beyond ne. | ama practical weaver, not a theorist. W need the help of sonmeone who can

deal with Gaggii on his own |evel. W need some heavywei ght advi ce.
There was a light in the distance, coning up the road.

ol jee funbled with his service belt. "I am scared because Endl ess Snake nay not be the only
program Gaggii has | earned how to invoke." He held up a compact road flasher, began to wave it
over his head. The onconming |ights sl owed.

Moody turned to regard the woods. Sonewhere back there was the turnoff they'd taken earlier, the
dirt track and bridge that led to Gaggii's hone. He hated the idea of abandoning a suspect this
close at hand. It went against his every professional instinct.

Instinct and experience counted for nothing now, he told hinmself. This was not a case where

He | ooked past his coll eague.

standard police procedure applied. Hell, this wasn't a case where standard reality applied.
Besi des, there was no guarantee Gaggii had gone
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back to his place. Maybe he'd kept a car hidden in the woods for a fast getaway. It was gratifying
to think they'd upset him naybe panicked him

They knew who he was now, exactly what he | ooked like. They'd bottle up the escape routes. Gaggii
woul dn't be able to cross a borderl board a shuttle, buy a tube ticket w thout being recognized.
He was free, sure, but within an area soon to be severely circunscribed. Wen they |ocated him
again, they'd junp himso fast he wouldn't have tinme to say boo, nuch less utter any el aborate
chants or threats.

Regrettably, the driver did not have a earphone. He didn't even have a road scanner. But he did
drive them rattling and banging all the way in his ancient pickup, to the outskirts of W ndow
Rock.

They stopped at the first public phone, Ooljee |eaping out to slap his spinner against the
energency term nal while Mody waited nearby—old, tired, and hurting. Little yeis were excavating
hi s shoul der, hacking away with arrows and nedicine knives. It was a relief to see the phone
screen light up with the inage of another officer sitting calmand relaxed in a warm station
ol j ee spoke rapidly in a m x of Navaho and English. When he was finished he clicked off, renoved
hi s spinner, and wal ked back to stand next to his partner. Together they watched the road, busy
with tourists and commercial travelers.

"Official word is: pick himup now. You want to get sone rest and talk to himwhen they bring him
in?"

Moody hugged hinsel f, half-jogging in place to keep warm He was nearly unconscious fromthe
unaccust omed exertion and | ack of food. He knew they could check into a hotel, have sonmething to
eat, or borrow a cruiser for a quick ride back to Ganado

"What do you want to do?"
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"My friend, you knowme a little by now Do you think I am crazy?"

"That's what | thought." Fromthe depths of his exhausti on Mbody dredged up a grimsnmile.

CHf | PTER
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SWALLOW NG THEI R EXHAUSTI ON, they followed close on the heels of the heavily arned infiltration
teamas it violated the integrity of Gaggii's house four hours later. Procedural caution was

ni spl aced. The owner had Il ong since fled.

The converted garage back of the main house yielded as inpressive an array of el ectronics as Mody
had ever encountered outside a university lab or Geater Tanpa Operations HQ all of it state-of-
the-art and expensive. Every square inch of wall was boarded with storage flats, zenats, Fordmatsu
hol omagers, spinner jacks, and 1-2 Septinus sequencers, all of it sandw ched around a Cri bm nol | y-
sphere bi g enough to store the annotated Library of Congress, nore storage than even a nodest-

si zed conmpany woul d need.

Buried somewhere within that rare earth-doped fiber-optic nass were the answers to his questi ons.
Sonmehow he doubted it would be safe to plug in his spinner and try calling themup. Gaggii had
warned themthat the nmerest kiss of an unauthorized probe would unravel his nolly. Mody didn't
del ude hinself into thinking he was weaver enough to braid between the seans. They needed an orber
here; the best in the country.
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ol j ee had reached the sanme conclusion. "W go back to Ganado and make out a report that includes
the details | didn't have tine to phone in. An APB goes out on Yistin Gaggii. W particularly want
to alert regional dealers in heavy-duty nollys and spinners. W do not want hi mreassenbling
anything like mis in a rented house somewhere in Hope or Page Springs. He can only do so nuch with
that wist unit."

"What about a little preventative nedicine?" Mody asked tersely.

"I have already had the power to the house shut off." Ooljee gestured at the overhead lights. "Qur
own equi pnent is running off a truck generator. Sane for the phone, so he can't access by radio
l'ink, and the roof dish, so he cannot use an orbital relay. This house is now isolated, ny friend.
There is no way he can reach his database. He's isolated, too, wherever he is.

" 'The next tinme we run into himit will go better. Let himtry to call up snakes wi thout a

mol ly."

"Unl ess he's got a backup stashed out in the woods sonepl ace.” Ooljee eyed him sharply. "Another
bui | di ng, an apartnment sonewhere: we don't know one way or the other. If he did lay in a backup
it's probably not this elaborate. But it's liable to be enough to let himget on with his work."
The sergeant nodded slowy. "It depends how vul nerabl e he thought hinself, despite what he told
us."

"From what we saw of him he struck nme as a pretty careful sort of guy. |I'd be surprised if he
didn't have sonething to fall back on."

"In the end it will not matter."” QOoljee was optimstic. "His features are distinctive. W wl|
find himquickly."

"Hope so." Forensics personnel bustled around the garage while nmen wearing puzzl ed expressions and

heavy sidearms griped about the | ateness of the hour. "Wat do y'all think he'll do now?"
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ol jee considered. "If he is as dedicated as he seened, he will continue with his work. O herw se
he will try to flee the country."

"That's the way | figure it. | inmagine he's trying to get deeper into the web. Wnder what el se he
can call up besides serpentine-shaped el ectromagnetic fields? Wat other cute li'l critters do you
find in sandpaintings? No, never mind: | don't want to know. |'ve had enough of your mutaphysics

for one night. Let's get sone rest. Sonebody el se can scan reports fora while."

"Rest, yes," agreed Qoljee readily, "and sone help. Specialist help."

Qoljee's lieutenant spent five minutes listening to their story before he cut themoff and passed
themup to the assistant chief, who escorted themto the Chief's office and departed in haste.
Chief Yazzie tolerated their story of weaver hatathlis and alien webs and t housand-year-old

dat abases of unknown di nensi ons. Being a sensible, reasonable nman with thirty years police

experi ence, he bought little if any of it.

On the other hand, he was conpelled by the reality of two people nmurdered by mysterious neans in
Florida, a house in the woods filled with nore equi pnent than your average forward-|i stening
mlitary outpost, and nost dam-ingly, one half-nelted departnental pickup truck. He was wlling
to allow that something odd was going on within his jurisdiction, sonmething illegal and dangerous
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if not inmediately explicable. That nuch he was willing to acknow edge. Endl ess Snake he was not.
Al in all, he decided, it would be a good thing to accept the reconmendati ons of the two earnest
officers that they find one Yistin Gaggii as quickly as possible and subject himto sone serious
questi oni ng.

O that nmuch sought-after individual there was as yet no report, but Yazzie was as confident as
his nen that they would find him He had not had sufficient time to get far
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and controls had been placed on all roads and forns of public transportation. The Arizona
Department of Public Safety was cooperating fully with Reservation forces. Mbile radar units
woul d ensure that no off-road vehicle exited Reservation boundaries w thout first being
chal | enged. Tonight Gaggii's face woul d appear on one of the vid's nost popular crininal-cache
prograns. After that there would not be a place in the country where he could go without a chance
of bei ng recogni zed.

The departnent had noved fast. There was a good chance they could restrict their quarry to the
Rez, the Four Coners area at worst. Wth every | awenforcenent agency in the region giving himtop
priority, Yistin Gaggii was going to have a hard tinme buying breakfast w thout being spotted.
Samantha Grayhills agreed. It was she who took the form if not the shape, of the help Ooljee had
request ed.

Moody found hi nsel f being introduced to a short, vol uptuous, dark-haired woman with a broad smile
and trenchant gaze. She didn't eye himlike a cop.

She sm | ed even when she tal ked, no matter how serious the subject matter. Her skin was the col or
of oiled oak. She had a man's handshake, not sone flighty caress-and-pass |like a pair of railroad
cars uncoupling. He wondered if she lifted weights, though he could detect no evidence of any
unusual nuscul ature beneath her cl ot hing.

Her hair clip was traditional silver and turquoise, her attire anything but. The pl eated beige
junpsuit boasted enough zi ppers and pockets to equip a closet full of uniforms. The pockets bul ged
with mysterious |unps and knots which distorted nore famliar curves,

Unl i ke nost of the other Navaho women he's seen, she wore no jewelry save for the hair clip. Not
that she was either poor or unfashionable; he guessed that she didn't wear a |lot of netal because
it might affect the readings of sonme of the instruments she carried with her

"What agency are you with?" Mody asked her
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That unwavering smle illumned the roomwhere they had gathered. "I amnot with an agency, M.
Moody. "

"Vernon. Not with an agency?"

She sounded synpathetic. "I amthe principal orber for Noronco International. That will have to do

for credentials. Perhaps you have seen one of our commercial s?"

Moody turned on his partner. "Wat the hell is this?"

"The departnent pulled sonme strings." Qoljee tried to allay his friend' s disconfort. "Flew her up
from Phoenix just a little while ago. | have barely had tine to brief her."

"I still don't see why—

"Because you apparently need ny services, detective. Noronco is a Thai-Anerican comnbi ne whose
Nort h American operations are based in Phoenix. W specialize in the nmanufacture of nollyspheres;
everything fromkids' ganmes to mlitary nollyware. My particular area of expertise happens to be
syndetic security. | would not be surprised if you used one or two of ny inserts in your own

of fice."

"Ch." Mody | ooked at her differently.

"When the department put in for assistance," Ooljee explained hel pfully, "they requested the npst
qualified individual in the area. The request did not go out with occupational restrictions.”
"Fromwhat | was told on the way up fromthe airport,"” Gayhills said, "you two are either

candi dates for therapy or el se you' ve stunbled across one of the secrets of the ages. The story is
so fantastic, | find nyself hoping there is sonething to it."

"That's funny," Moody told her, "because we keep hoping there isn't."

"I know that you're looking for a murderer. That's not ny department. Show ne sonething

i mpossi ble. ™

So they did, back at Ooljee's apartnent, well away fromthe prying eyes of the press and possible
| eaks. She | ooked on silently as the sergeant accessed the sandpai nting and the enli ghtened

dar kness beyond.
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"I'"ve never seen anything like that in all ny work." She was enthralled by the image in the zenat
"This exceeds the boundaries of theory."

"There is nore to it than neets the eye," Qoljee inforned her. "Go and dip your hand in it."

She eyed himsharply, "/nto it?" He nodded.

Moody was standing next to the screen, waiting. Her snmile was as thin as it got. "Is this

danger ous?" she asked.

"I'"ve done it. Paul's done it. W're still here. But this is all new W can't make any prom ses.”
"l see." She gazed into the swirling, sparkling depths of the zenat. Then she reached out. In

contrast to the rest of her, Mody noted, her fingers were slimand delicate. As Ooljee would say,
a fine woman.

He heard her intake of breath as her hand passed beyond the nonitor's surface and into the warm
tingling otherness beyond. She rotated her hand fromside to side, slowy, before withdrawing it
"How deep does it go?"

"We were hoping y'all mght be able to tell us. Paul kind of pushed the limts until | pulled him
back. For all we know, you can junp in and go sw nmi ng or running around, or whatever, unti

you're out of sight. There might be gravity in there, or there might not. There m ght be up or
only down." He turned to study the mesmerizing view "W kinda thought all-out experinentation on
t he physical level might be a tad premature.”

"Good thought." The experience |left her breathing faster. **I think 1'd do a lot of long-term
study before bodily committing nyself to a place whose physical reality has yet to be defined."
"Kinda |ike marriage," he ventured. That brought back the full smle

Utilizing the procedure they had devel oped earlier, Ooljee shut down the web. He poured tea and
cof fee as they took seats at the table. Every so often, Gayhills would gl ance
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uneasily at the flat gray rectangle of the zenat.

"How do you get k to answer questions? | hardly had a chance to skimthe witten report, and it
wasn't overflowing with detail."

"Plai n | anguage; verbal queries." Qoljee dunped sugar in his cup. "It responds readily in Navaho
and English. It would probably do so in Udu if requested."

She nodded. "First tine | ever entered a database bodily—+f it is a database and not some ot her
state of matter we don't have a nane for. But until we |learn otherwise, that's how|l'mgoing to
treat it." She turned to Qoljee. "I don't know shit about sandpaintings, but | can unstick a
gunmed-up ten-nolly parallel processing web inside twenty-four hours. My family traditions don't
originate on the Rez. They're the six years | spent at Tucson Pol ytechni ¢ andCal tech."
"Understanding this can cone later." Mody struggled with his inpatience. *'Wat we need right now
is to find this Yistin Gaggii again before he can do any real danage."

"What makes you think he wants to do damage? Maybe he's just an eclectic seeker after know edge?"

"Call it a gut instinct based on two decades of police work." He spoke nmore sharply than he

i ntended. "That and the fact that he's already conmtted two nurders."

"Besi des which, you hate hi mbecause he nade you | ook bad. | read the report."

Moody was taken aback. "He's just a suspect we want back. | don't have any feelings about the guy
one way or the other.'

"I do not believe you. | think you have devel oped a personal dislike for him™"

"Get off ny case, lady. | never let ny enotions interfere with ny work."

Sure you don't, he told hinmself. Truth to tell, he'd taken an instant dislike to the guy. Gaggii's
attitude of superiority was one that a poor fat kid fromthe backwoods of M ssis-
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si ppi had been forced to deal with nmuch of his life. He'd encountered plenty of it in high schoo
and lots nore in college, even though he'd slimed down enough to make his size sonmething of an
athletic advantage. But people still nmade fun of his back-country manners and cultural rusticity.
What was natural and charmi ng back honme city kids found cl oddi sh and | aughabl e. Hi s innate good
nature had enabled himto hide the hurt, but not to elimnate it.

Not until he'd been prompted to sergeant in Tanpa had peopl e stopped naking fun of him That was
under standable within a police department, where the individual you gi bed at one day m ght be
guardi ng your back the next.

"Al'l right," he adm tted grudgingly,
j udgrent . "

"I did not nean to inply that it did." He had a good nature, and she had that snile, he nused.

so | don't like the guy. So what? It doesn't affect ny
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"Look, this guy's no hobbyist, and he's no cracker trying to steal a few corporate secrets for
resale on the open market. He's got sonething a lot stronger in mind and we'd damm wel | better get
to himbefore he can put it into effect.”

"For exanpl e?" she asked him Moody noticed that his partner was |ooking at him too.

"Well, he's already figured out howto use it to kill people who don't cooperate with him by
accessi ng sonet hing unpl easant within the database. Since he made it clear to us that that wasn't
enough to satisfy his curiosity, | imagine he'll try to access sonething nore. | wouldn't care to
lay odds on its being of a benign nature." He glanced at his partner

Paul ol jee drained the last of his coffee. "There are worse entities in the old stories than Big
Thunder and Endl ess Snake."

"I understand that you' ve isolated the facilities he was using. Does he have access to any

ot hers?"

"W do not know." Qoljee fidgeted with his cup. "He'd built hinself a city-sized web in his hone.
It is hard to
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i magi ne himnustering the resources to duplicate it el sewhere."

"He wouldn't need to replicate all the analytical hardware." She sipped hot tea. "All he'd need is
a tight molly and a fast transfer program O he may have transferred everything as he learned it,
if only to make sure of a quality backup. Depriving himof his hardware, though, may keep him from
maki ng any new di scoveries, which would mean we would only have to deal with what he already
knows." She | ooked at the zenat again. "lI'mstill having a hard tinme accepting all this."

"Any tine you find yourself feeling particularly doubtful," Muody told her, "all you have to do is
access that little sucker and stick your hand into it. Kind of renpves it fromthe realmof the
abstract right quick."

Yistin Gaggii pulled off the dirt track and parked near the edge of the little nesa. A broad, flat
plain spotted with | ow scrub stretched out below him rising abruptly and with the uncanny

preci sion of geonetric geologic forces to a much | arger nmesa beyond. To the north a gigantic
dormant vol cano stood sentinel over this part of the sacred land, its summt sugared with snow.
The sky here was big and bright enough to swallow a man's worst fears. It was the blue roof of the
worl d. He began renoving equi prent fromthe notor home, his boots kicking up dirt and gravel. Dust
flowered briefly around his | egs before settling softly back to the ground. It was red and
clinging, for this was the | and where the earth rusted.

The nearest paved road did not have a pickup gui de enbedded in its surface. Few people cane this
way for the sinple reason that there was nothing here. The porous rocks held no water for wells,
the barren ranparts no cliff dwellings for study or pillage. There were not enough weeds and scrub
on the surrounding acres to support half a dozen steers. Even the creatures that eked out a

m serable living here
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resented the niche to which ecol ogy had condemed them

He woul d have chosen an even nore renpte spot save for the fact that even a four-by-four had its
limts and his nmotor hone was not designed for extended off-road travel. It was top-heavy and
unwi el dy; not the vehicle of choice for bounding through washes and up steep grades. But it had
carried himconfortably clear of prying eyes, both human and el ectronic, and had allowed himto
meke his way westward in peace.

It also held a great deal of expensive equi pnent, sone of which he was now pi ecing together
beneat h a fol d-down sunshade on the vehicle's port side. As long as he did not exceed the capacity
of the portable generator, he would be able to continue his work.

After the first frantic half-hour's driving he had stopped worryi ng about pursuit. Wrry was a
waste of time anyway. It broke down proteins in the body. Once he was able to | eave the hi ghway
and go off-road he felt relatively secure. Hi s notor hone was indistinguishable froma thousand
simlar tourist vehicles in the Four Corners area and was not registered in his name. There was no
reason for a passing police vehicle to challenge it.

They had no idea which way he'd gone. The last place they would | ook for himwas here, in the

ni ddl e of the Reservation. No doubt they expected himto rush to Kl a-getoh in hopes of fleeing via
pl ane, or to drive like nad for Mexico. He had no intention of doing any such thing. He had been
readyi ng the next stage of his research when the two policenen had surprised him Al they had
done was hurry his planned enbarkation. He regretted the | oss of his house and all it contained,
but he could nanage with field equi pment. |nprovisation had been inportant fromthe start.

Time was inportant now. The police could not be allowed to interfere. He had conme too far, drawn
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too close. If he succeeded, it would not matter what they or anyone else tried to do.
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He adjusted the contrast on the zenat attached to the exterior wall of the notor hone, then
carefully checked the cables that connected it to his spinner and to the nolly inside. At hone he
used infrared and UHF, but cables were nore secure when working outside. They were shiel ded and
woul d not broadcast his activities to potential eavesdroppers. Depending upon the nature of the
job, a pick and shovel m ght be nore practical than a mechani cal excavator.

Hard driving had brought himto this place. He was pleased with it. H gh overhead the sky was
filling up with wild cirrus clouds, spray kicked up by the bow of an advanci ng hi gh-pressure
system Soon he coul d begin. He needed information and hel p, and planned to call for both

si nul t aneousl y.

By now the cerenony was as familiar to himas a nother's lullaby, the chant and fine-tuning second
nature. He could have built an audio-visual macro and installed it in his wist transnitter, but
there was an aesthetic to accessing the web manually which he deeply enjoyed.

The activated zenat reveal ed a dinension fornulated by Einstein, with decor by Lewis Carroll. As
al ways he did nothing for |ong nonents but savor the inage of writhing rainbows and darti ng,

gl owi ng shapes. Then he recited the new program

Actually it was not new, it was very old. It sinply had not been thought of as anything other than
one of many hundreds of chants. Wthout access to the web it was useful only as an aid in the
performance of traditional nedicine cerenonies. Wen access to the alien web was added, it becane
sonmet hing very different.

The words were synbolic and descriptive rather than overtly active in the web nmatrix. They hel ped
the singer to renenber the correct phrasing, the proper tones. It was the pitch mat nattered, the
duration of each vowel, the aural vibrations which actually reacted with the web. Not the
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words thensel ves. The chant functioned as a weaver's chias-tic menonic.

"I amthe frivol ous coyote.

| wander about. | have seen Hasjesh-jin's fire.
| wander about. | stole his fire fromhim
| wander about. | have it! | have it!"

Gaggii patiently repeated the chant tine and again, singing tirelessly, striving to better his
rendition with each successive repetition. The words cane fromthe Creation Chant, but were active
in a way no nodern Navaho had ever dreaned of. It had been conposed, or adapted from uni magi nabl e
sources, by sonme anci ent Anasazi hatathli, passed on down to his descendants, and thence to the
Navaho who had inherited this land in their turn. The words and nusic had endured. Only the
original purpose had been forgotten

Li ke anyone el se who had ever taken time to contenplate the nystery of their disappearance, Yistin
Gaggii wondered where the Anasazi had gone. They had sinply di sappeared, |eaving behind the

begi nnings of a culture that in tinme mght have rivaled that of the Maya or Inca. Instead they had
vani shed, |eaving behind only their marvelous cliff dwellings to show that they had ever been

Had they made the junp into the web? O had they been renpoved el sewhere by its nmakers? O had bad
weat her and failed crops sinply forced diemto disperse throughout the Southwest? WAs their abrupt
di sappearance the result of natural causes, or unnatural ones? One day he woul d have
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the answer to that question, as he woul d have the answer to everything el se.

Each tinme he repeated the chant the sky grew a little darker around him as though a bubbl e of
eveni ng had begun to grow atop the nesa, envel oping chanter and notor hone, boul ders and brush.
Seen through the dry fog of that unnatural darkness, the sky shone dull purple. Nor were these the
only visible changes in his inmediate environnent.

As he chanted, a few of the mgrating sparks and points of light within the zenat began to
dilate—+tw sting and flaring. They began to nove not in the |azy, neandering fashion of the rai nbow
threads but with direction and purpose, breaking free of the fractal patterns in which they had
her et of ore been enbedded. They expanded steadily, tunescent with energy, until they filled the
screen from edge to edge.

Then they energed, drifting out of the zenat into the soft false night which had engul fed the nesa
top, hovering above the dry red soil and wild grasses.

Gaggii kept chanting until he was surrounded by a half circle of bobbing, corposant shapes, each
yell ow or red-orange, each an individually expressive ninbus. Despite the fact that it was chilly,
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even cold atop the nesa, he was sweating profusely. Wien he felt the tine was just right he
shifted fromthe Creation Chant to the web shutdown sequence. Instantly the zenat becane again
only a blank sheet of photol unm nescent conposite hanging on the wall of the notor hone.

I medi ately, several of the cold, refulgent orbs darted toward it. They bunped up agai nst the

nmoni tor, curled around its edges, tested it like noths tenpting a | anp. They gave off no heat.
Finally they retreated and resuned their places in the semcircle surrounding Gaggii. He picked up
the chant again, singing slower and softer now, soothing themto Earth.

The danci ng spheres began to extrude projections, ex-
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pandi ng riotously as they searched for definition. Heads emerged, followed by |legs and tails,
smling jaws, and fine sharp teeth. Wen the | ast of the enanci pated energy had becone nmah-ih, one
of them sat back on its newy acquired haunches and cocked its head quizzically to one side as it
studi ed the chanter.

"You Who Reach: why do you strand us?" "I have need of you." Knowi ng what he was dealing wth,
Gaggii tried to watch all of themat once. His fingers did not stray fromthe controls of his
spinner. If they tried to sneak around behind him he night yet be able to do something. For now,
their curiosity outweighed their discontent. But that could change.

Anot her stopped licking itself |long enough to speak. "This is not our place. Let us go back

Though fanmiliar to us fromnmenory, these shapes are unconfortable. Reopen for us what you have
closed." Gaggii relaxed just a little. "Are you Holy Peopl e?" Several of them exchanged gl ances,
enjoying the novelty of eyes. One |aughed softly.

"W hate the ones you call Holy People. To themwe are |ess than nothing."

"W exi st because of what they have defined," said another. "Wthout their definitions we have no
exi stence." Gaggii nodded to hinself. The ants might aspire to utilization of the garbage, but the
fleas could never do nmore than exist in it.

"Why do you take these shapes?” "In this place these are the shapes that fit," explained the first
speaker, as if restating the unavoi dably obvious. "The place within a place," said another. "No,"
interjected a third, "a place without a place." Quite unexpectedly they fell to' arguing anbng

t hemsel ves, emanating |oud, disturbing, inmature noises. "This shape is | ess uncongenial than

others," decl ared
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the second speaker. "It was the first shape we encountered in this place.”
"I'n and out," chanted another, "in and out."

"Why assunme it now?" Gaggii inquired.

"A shape once assuned is a shape | earned. Make us an opening."

"In time." Tenplates, Gaggii nused. So nuch of this is about tenplates. These shapes they take are
no nore than that. Are we no | ess? Wiat else is nmy DNA but a tenpl ate?

"I will tell you what | intend."

They listened silently to hing sone with apparent indifference, others with casual interest,

t hough he suspected that all heard.

"I's it dangerous?" he asked when he'd finished.

"The concept is neaningless. Only existence has neaning."

"Good. Then you have no reason not to help ne. If you refuse, I won't nake an opening for you.
This | know you cannot do for yourselves, or you would have done it already instead of sitting and
listening to ne."

"We could hurt you," one insisted in a flat, enotionless voice.

"You cannot hurt me enough to nmake nme do what you want, and if you hurt nme too much then | will
die and | eave you trapped here forever in these fornms. If you help me, | will make a good opening
for you.''

Agai n several of them exchanged gl ances. "You have told us what you intend. Can you inmagi ne what
it involves?"

"I have studied it and have sone idea." Gaggii tried not to seemoverly eager. "l suspect | wll
need to nmake use of Hasjesh-jin's fire. Do you still have it?"

Al of themlaughed then, an eerie yet fanmiliar collective anusenent that echoed across the nesa
and down into the side canyons.

"You pass on long nenories,"” one finally decl ared.

"Then you no | onger have it?" Gaggii was crestfallen
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"No," said another, "but sonmething akin is near here. You arc right to say that you will need to
make use of it to do what you intend.”

"Can you help me nake use of it?" "Once before we stole it,
"Way should we not steal it again?"

"This could be of interest,"” said the one next in line. Gaggii |ooked at it. "You told ne only

exi stence has meani ng. Wiy shoul d you care about this?"

"As your words say, we are frivolous. This is a fortunate thing for you." The first speaker smiled
at him showing many teeth. "W will help you steal Hasjesh-jin's fire, though this time not from
Hasj esh-jin. Be aware that though danger is neaningless to us, it is not to you. This thing you
intend could threaten your existence, which is far nore transitory than ours."

announced a nenber of the semcircle.

"My existence is nmy concern. You sinply exist. |, on the other hand, have purpose. | exist to
learn. | believe that know edge can transform existence."

"Knowl edge is camoufl age," he was told. "It merely disguises what |ies beneath."

"I want what |ies beneath," Gaggii declared flatly. "As you say, that is your concern.”" The first
speaker shifted his position on the hard ground. "Qurs is an opening."

"Where will we find Hasjesh-jin's fire?" One of themturned and pointed. "That way, not far." "By

whose standards?" Gaggii gazed through the harlequin twilight toward the far horizon. "Not far, by
your standards."
Gaggii frowned as he considered what lay in the indicated direction. Then he understood, and was

able to smle, "W will lead you," said the speaker, turning to leave. "No. This is a place we
cannot go to all together. | will meet you slightly to the north of it. | will describe the exact
spot where we can gather."”
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"This is a strange reality," one of themmurnmured as he gazed at the dark sky and shadowy nesas.
"I will be glad to leave it."

Gaggii wound cabl e as he spoke, still careful to keep his spinner close at hand. Around such as
these one coul d never rel ax vigilance.

"I want to nove quickly. | have reasons/' He stowed the |ast of his equipnent and clinbed into the
not or hone. Making sure it was still in all-wheel drive, he flicked on the engine, backed up, and

began to edge down the dirt track that cut into the flank of the nesa like a brand on an old

hor se.

Behi nd himthe coyotes di spersed, each taking a different route but all inclining northwest. There
were al nost a hundred of them They were coyote fromtheir wet black noses to the tips of their
bushy tails, but they were not of pure coyote |ineage. This was not their plane of existence. An
ancient tenplate inprisoned themin their present form They would renmain thus until Gaggii made
them an opening and allowed themto return to the place where they existed.

They remenbered only a little of where they were, but they had correctly sensed the nearest source
of Hasjesh-jin's fire. Playfully they noved toward it, anxious to do whatever was necessary to
flee a reality they found unpl easantly constricting.

CHRPTER
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THE DETECTI VE LUMBERED into the conference chanber. Qoljee was setting up his spinner while
Samant ha G ayhills | ooked on. Mbody eyed her thoughtfully. Having little natural aptitude for
academ a, he was unconfortable with those who did. H gher education was a tradition which was
alien to his famly. Everything he'd | earned since | eaving hone he'd acquired through |ong hours
of hard work and arduous study, poring over disks and through nollys, |earning through drill what
swifter minds seened to absorb with nary a gl ance

None of that, however, qualified one for pronotion to the rank of detective. So he'd pl owed
relentl essly through every manual and text available until he'd nastered enough information to
pass the requisite tests through sheer force of will, trying not to watch while coll ege-educat ed
candi dates flipped through the questions faster than he could read them

- But Grayhills was different. She was proof one could be academi cally inclined w thout being
narrow m nded. It hel ped that she wasn't a cop. He could di scuss weaving with her wi thout having
to bring up relevant police tech-
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ni que. Practical applications gave them common ground for conversation
He was consci ous of her greater intellect, but because she was patient and understanding it didn't
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bot her him Whenever the conversation grew too technical for himor his partner she would back up
sl ow down, and expl ai n—i thout being in the | east patronizing. And al ways there was that radiant
snmle; the smle of one who understood, the smle of instant synpathy. H e smle of soneone who
didn't need coffee first thing in the norning.

ol jee | ooked up tiredly as his friend approached. "Lisa' 11 be back tonight, so | have to play
husband again as well as cop."

"Just so long," Moody qui pped as he shut the security door behind him "as your kids don't figure
out, how to access that web."

"That is not funny." QOoljee's sense of hunor had been strained by the di sappearance of Yistin
Gaggi i. Though no one coul d have foreseen the hatathli's escape, the sergeant still took it
personal ly. As tinme passed wi thout word of their quarry's whereabouts, he had grown irritable and
snappi sh. The runors circulating around the station didn't stop until they ran a denonstration for
t he departnent's upper echelon and a couple of governnent specialists. As soon as it was over and
the initial shock had begun to fade, everyone was sworn to absol ute secrecy under pain of
penalties too nunerous to nmention, and all records pertaining to the discovery were sealed as if
they were the lost jewels of King Sol onon, before being carted off in a mlitary nolly by a team
fromthe National Security Institute. G ven the nunber of people Mody and Ool jee had tal ked to
already, it was probably too late to satisfy Security, but the governnment representatives insisted
on follow ng procedure.

In fact, the only reason they hadn't used the web right away to locate Gaggii a second tine was
the reluctance on the part of their superiors to allow themto do so. That was

Security for you. They had been conpelled to denonstrate the existence of the web in order to
prove its dangerous potential, and now that they'd done so they were forbidden to use it to try
and prevent its possible nisuse.

The | onger the authorities bickered, the nore tine Gaggii gained to perfect his technique. Qoljee
and Moody pointed out that it was vital they find himas quickly as possible, by whatever neans
necessary. They yelled and screaned, until finally it was allowed that they m ght be right.
Reported sightings of their quarry had all proven false. There was no sign of himanywhere. It was
as if he'd dropped off the face of the Earth.

Even if that turned out to be the case, Mody and Ool jee argued, they could still |ocate himusing
the web. As nore tinme passed, even the people from Washi ngton began to grow nervous. Pernmi ssion
was finally granted to the two officers to utilize the device they had di scovered.

So it was that they found thenselves adnitted to a quiet, sealed roomon the first sublevel of
police headquarters. Stores had issued them a brand-new five-by-five zenat, a full-sized

Pl essevetti desk spinner, and a request to please try not to overwhelmthe entire NDPS nolly
systemin their search for one suspect.

"I'f we blowthis one," Ooljee nmuttered as he checked his spinner connections, "wearelikely to wi pe
t he database for the entire departnment.” The wall nonitor opposite was three tines the size of the
one in his kitchen

"We won't blowit." Mody did his best to shore up his partner's confidence. "W know how to
handle it now. W're dam-well| experienced."

. "Are we? Do we know as much about this as we think we do?"

"I hope so. I'd sure hate to know | ess than we think we .-7?. -« do."

|; Ool jee grinned weakly, turned to face the screen, and activated the spinner. He began
the chant al nost reluctantly.
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Moody kept a wary eye on his friend. Samantha Grayhills stood nearby and watched silently. She was
trying to divide Her tine between the zenat and her own spinner as she frenziedly took notes.

On strict orders fromthe NSI they were alone in the room It had been hell obtaining the agency's
permi ssion to proceed. Ooljee had convinced themby insisting that if they were not allowed to
proceed, Gaggii was sure to find a way to use the web in sone uni nagi nabl e but hi ghly damagi ng
fashion mat was certain to conprom se national security. Hs claimwas nore specul ati on than
certainty, but |ike any other governnent agency, the NSI thrived on speculation. Its worried
representatives gave the two officers the go-ahead.

Qut of deference to departnmental concerns, the room had been snothered in interrupts and fail-
safes so that in the event of another programrunaway the web could be isolated fromthe rest of
the building. Hopefully. It was one thing to have a precinct station bum another to watch
Reservation HQ go up in flanes.

No, there could be no m stakes, Mody knew. He wasn't worried. Hadn't they successfully accessed
the web several tines since that incident? They knew what they were about.
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As the strains of the chant echoed around the room Gay-hills beckoned Mbody cl ose and whi spered
in his ear.

"l was just thinking. We m ght be overlooking a potential problem If this Gaggii has | earned how
to mani pul ate the web, and he knows that you |ocated himbefore by using it, he m ght plant
sonmething to ensure that it doesn't happen again."

"Fine time to bring that up." Mody joked to cover his unease. "Y all are assum ng he's |earned
enough to pretty much do what he wants with it. | don't buy that. If that was the case, we'd have
heard sonet hi ng by now, because he as nuch as told us that he's got it in his nmind to do sonething
noti ceable.™
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"You don't call the conjuring up of Endl ess Snhake noticeabl e?"

"He did that to deal with a real threat in real time. Maybe he's | earned enough to use the web a
little bit, but I don't think he's had tinme enough to |l earn how to prevent others from doing the
same. Until Paul and | dropped in on him he didn't even suspect anyone el se knew of its

exi stence. "

She considered, still watching Coljee at work. "I hope you are right."
Moody straightened, watching his partner carefully. "Well, we'll know in a couple of m nutes,
won't we?"

The access sandpainting appeared on the zenat. Ooljee approached, made the necessary adj ust ment
with his right hand, and stepped back as the inmage gave way to the coruscating infinity that was
the web. Nothing | eaped out of it to attack him Nothi ng suggested that access was now i n any way
restricted or forbidden

Qoljee didn't hesitate.' 'Have you recently been accessed by the individual Yistin Gaggii?"
"Yes," canme the pronpt reply.

The sergeant glanced with relief at his conpani ons, addressed the zenat again. "Were did this
occur ?"

"Near the place Shungopavi."

Samant ha Grayhills was puzzled. "That's on Hopi |ands. Wat's he doing there?" Seeing the
confusion on Mody's face, she explained, "The Hopi lands sit in the middle of the Navaho
territories, like a square hole in a square doughnut."

ol jee queried the web anew. "Does he have a destination?"

"He is going to the place Caneron.”

Grayhills' confusion deepened. "I wonder why Caneron? As | renenber it, there is nothing there
except a fewtourist facilities and a Northern Arizona University science extension."

But Mbody saw the possibilities imediately. "Mllys!
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Webworic. He's | ooking to replace the equi pmrent we've denied him™"

She sounded dubi ous. "Not unless he's easily satisfied. There's nothing fancy up there. It's al
typical university facilities. Pure research stuff, no heavy-duty anal ytic equiprment."”

Moody | ooked di sappoi nted. "Nothing el se?"

"Just administrative offices and | abs. Mstly geol ogy and hi gh-energy physics. Not mny department,
really. | saw a short vidpiece on NAU | ast year. It nentioned the extension."

"But no intense nollyware?"

"Sorry. Nothing nore than they need for |ocal support. Caneron itself is a tiny tow, an academc
out post . "

' 'Maybe that's not his final destination." Myody regarded the conpliant zenat. "Maybe he's just
goi ng to be passing through. What else is in the area?"

"There's the main NAU canpus down in Flagstaff. It's hone to the biggest network between L. A and
Al buquer que. "

"Now, that nakes sense. W need to alert the security people there, and get the local police to
organi ze a cordon.'

"Maybe we can find out what he is up to." Qoljee | ooked back at the screen

"Do you know what Yistin Gaggii is going to do in Canmeron? Is that his final destination or only a
stop on his journey to sonmewhere el se?"

"I do not know," replied the voconposite, "because he does not know hinself."

"That makes no sense," said Mody. "Ask it again."

ol jee conplied, the web replied. "I cannot divine purpose.”
"Well, that's real hel pful."”
"Unl ess one of you can think of a better question, | amgoing to turn it off," Coljee told them
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Moody had no new i deas. He watched while his partner
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ran through the shutdown procedure, relaxed when the screen was once nore dom nated by the
famliar harnmess lines of the Kettrick sandpai nting.

The security door was unseal ed and a |ieutenant stuck his head through the opening. He did not

| ook especially happy. Mody sensed ot her bodies crowding close behind, trying to see inside.
"Everyt hing okay in here?"

"Everything is fine," Ooljee assured him

"The lights and-work stations upstairs have been going nuts. Wiat are you working wth, anyway?"
"This." Qoljee picked up his nachine. "Departnent spinner. Mne, as a matter of fact. You can see
that."

"Yeah, | can see that. | just do not want to see the departnent's electric bill for the month." He
backed out. As he shut the door behind him Mody could hear himarguing with unseen people out in
the hall.

ol jee noved to cut the power, paused at Grayhills' gesture. "Leave it on. It's pretty, and it's
nice to be able to study it on a big screen. You can see the details better." The sergeant
shrugged, clipped his spinner to his belt.

"I don't know rmuch about sandpaintings." She stared at the nonitor. "Just what every kid on the
Rez grows up hearing, along with whatever other traditional |ore your parents deci de you shoul d
know about . "

"That's nore than nme," Mdody ren nded her

"I know nore about themthan | want to." Qoljee took a seat with his back to the nonitor

"What's that part there, left of center?" She pointed at the painting. "The part with all the
birds."

ol jee gave his partner a | ook, turned resignedly.

"That is one portion we have been able to identify. Its full name is 'Scavenger Being Carried
Through the Skyhol e by Eagl es and Hawks Assisted by Snakes with Bud Power.' As you can see, it is
very conplex even for a sandpainting. It conies fromthe Bead Chant.
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"Now over there," he said, pointing, "you m ght expect to find sonething related, but as near as
have been able to determne, that has sonething to do with the Red Ant Way. Up near the top of the
painting is an excerpt fromthe House of Myving Points. It is as if a painter decided to take bits
and pi eces of different Ways and slap themall together in one place, |inked by devices of his own
design, without rhynme or reason. Except that in this case the use of yellow sand is just such a
hi dden device. "

Grayhills rose and approached the nonitor. Mody followed, curious; watched as she traced a
portion of the inage with a finger.

"What is this House of Myving Points?"

ol jee scratched the back of his head. "Renenber, | ama cop, not an acadenic. This is just a
hobby of mine. As | recall, within the chant it is used to invoke the aid of Nayenezgani, or
Monster Slayer, in relation to..."

"I't makes nme think of Caneron," she said, interrupting him

"You think there's sone guy named Nayenez Gani working in Canmeron?" Mody asked sharply.

"No, no." Her irritation could not conpletely subdue her smle. "I thought of Caneron because of
the hi gh-energy physics research facility there. According to the vid-piece | saw, the university
had just finished installing a Mebial toroid particle accelerator on the north end of the campus.
The piece tal ked about what an ideal location it was, since the entire installation had to be
under ground and the rock around Caneron is totally devoid of noisture.”

Moody t hought hard. Particle accel erator? House of Mbvi ng Points?

"C non, not you too. It's bad enough part of this dam painting tells you how to access sonme kind
of alien web-work. Now you're trying to tell ne another part describes a particle accel erator”"
CYBER UJHY
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"I didn't say that," she told him "But maybe your man Gaggii believes that it does.”

"It is sonething. It nmakes sense. Perhaps he is after information he cannot get fromthe web."
Qol j ee oozed optinmism "He won't get there quickly. The roads between Shungopavi and Caneron are
not the best, and there is good reason to believe he is keeping to the back country."

/ thought this whole part of the state was back country, Mody thought to hinself. "Even so, he's
got one helluva start on us."
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Again Grayhills directed their attention to the inage on the nonitor. "And this part here is
Scavenger being lifted through a skyhol e?"

"Assi sted by eagles and snakes with bird power, yes." Qoljee traced the inage with a finger
"Sonetines twenty-four eagles and hawks, usually forty-eight. I've never seen a sandpainting this
conplicated. Maybe that was what attracted M. Kettrick to it. Notice the |ightning guardian
here." He poi nted.

"And over there," she continued, "is the House of Myving Points. A particle accelerator? O
sonet hi ng el se?" She took a deep breath. "Tell me about Scavenger."

"Legend says he goes around picking up discarded things."

Moody | ooked sharply at his partner, recalling Gaggii's alien garbage anal ogy.

Grayhills was draw ng nmetaphors and analogies |like an artist, all of themrife with

i mpossibilities. Wiat kind of scenario was she trying to sketch in their inaginations? He stared
at the sandpainting, striving to conprehend its nysteries. Each grain of sand was a dot that had
to be connected to another dot to forma conplete picture. They only had bits and pieces to work
with., It was akin to building a plane without the engines. It |ooked |ike sonething, but when it
was finished it just sat there and wouldn't go.

ol jee went for the phone. "I amcalling a cutter. W
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will get to Caneron before Gaggii. As to what he is after, we'll ask himas soon as we take him

into custody."
"What ," Mdody wondered al oud, "would this guy want with a particle accelerator? It ain't like he's
after a plane or a free-state nollyblank."

Grayhills | ooked thoughtful. "Maybe it has something to do with this Skyhol e | egend."

"You can't shoot holes in anything with a particle accelerator." Mody hesitated. "At least 1
don't think you can. | don't know kudzu about physics, but | follow the news. Al an accel erator
does is throw particles you can't see against other particles you can't see, to make nore
particles you can't see half as well as the original ones, right?"

"I"'mno physicist, either. But then, what you usually do with a sandpainting is look at it, not
use an extract fromit to access sone inconprehensible alien web. If you can do sonething out of
the ordinary with one device, why not w th another?"

Moody found hinsel f hoping that Gaggii was sinmply insane. |If he was working with real purpose,
with a specific goal in nmind, it raised a specter far nore chilling than that of an ordinary
madman runni ng anok.

ol j ee hung up, | ooking satisfied. "Skycutter is on its way. It's a Flex, the fastest
transportation | could wheedl e out of die departnment. They bal ked at first, but gave in when |

i nvoked the NSI's good name on our behal f."

"We taking backup nmis tine?"

ol j ee shook his head inpatiently. "No roomon the Flex and we want to get there well before
Gaggii. Any help we need we can recruit in Caneron. There is an NDPS office there and the
university's own security people can help. Gaggii's description will be all over the town and
canpus in ten mnutes."

Grayhills was apol ogi zing as they entered the el evator that would carry themto the VIOL pad on
the roof. "I
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shoul d know nore about ny own heritage, but when you're trying to keep pace with the | atest
advances in interfacing spherical database security, it's hard to find tine to study what you

| earned as a kid. Is there anything el se you can tell us about this Skyhole | egend, or the House
of Moving Points? Anything that mght give us a hint about Gaggii's plans?"

The sergeant nmuttered a nmix of English and Navaho as the |ift ascended. "If | think of anything,
you will be the first to know. | keep trying to tell you | amno expert in these matters. It's
only a hobby with ne."

"Don't keep selling yourself short," said Mody reprovingly. "I don't think there are any
hatathlis running around with degrees in crimnology, either. Thanks to you, we've made sone
connections. W'll nake nore.”

I"mjust not sure | want to, he thought worriedly. He felt as if he'd stepped off a
hyper at nospheri ¢ shuttle into a deep, dark well. Now he'd been falling for so long, he was afraid
of what woul d happen when he finally hit bottom

He gl anced surreptitiously at his partner. It nust be a | ot harder on him the detective nused.
Assi sting on a nmurder investigation, only to end up haunted by his own heritage. At least | don't
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relate to a lot of this. So it doesn't scare ne.

Then he remenbered the nutaphysical projection Ooljee had called Endl ess Snake and decided it was
all right to be scared.
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MOVENTS AFTER THE el evat or deposited themon the roof next to the | anding pad, the skycutter
arrived, its rotors sending red dust flying. There hadn't been time to brief the pilot. Coljee
filled himin as the streamined craft ascended and turned westward.

Despite their speed, it would take mema while to reach Caneron, which lay on the opposite side of
the Reservation, nore than a hundred nmiles from Ganado. It would take Gaggii a |lot |onger

ol jee was on the cutter's radio as soon as they were airborne, lighting a fire under die NDPS
office in Caneron and the security departnment at the university. Both would plug Gaggii's
description and vitals into their day boards. Wthout vol unteering specifics, the sergeant
requested that security around the accelerator facility be enhanced. Anyone demandi ng an
explanation was told to go through Ganado channel s.

He did not request that added roadbl ocks be set up between Shungopavi and Caneron, for fear of
alerting Gaggii and scaring himoff. The last thing they wanted was for their quarry to bolt the
Rez. This tinme there would be no slip-ups, no mstakes, no underestimating their man. The
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instant they had himback in custody, he would be stripped naked and conducted to a hol ding
facility where he woul dn't have access to anything nore electronically sophisticated than a wal
socket .

Once safely clear of the towering artificial canyons and butles of the city, the pilot configured
the skycutter for highspeed flight. The rotor blades retracted to a third of their forner |ength,
while the engine slid down its guide slot until it was facing backwards between the two rear-w ng
supports. It roared with full power, driving the craft forward instead of providing lift. Their
speed doubl ed despite a substantial headw nd.

There was no commercial traffic to slow them Transcontinental flights stuck to higher altitudes,
all owi ng Kl a-getoh Control to vector themstraight to Caneron. The cutter could bypass the town's
VTCOL port and land right on the university grounds, saving tine and worry.

Moody peered down through the glass at a |l and donmi nated by i nmense table-top nmesas and sl opi ng
canyons. Scrub and individual trees staked out individual plots of soil, each conpeting warily
with its neighbors. God had spent so nmuch tinme preparing the ground here, he nmused, that He'd
grown tired and left wi thout finishing the |andscaping.

G ayhills was gazing at the back of the pilot's seat, seeking inspiration in bruised vinyl. "The
answer's in the sand-painting sonewhere,” she was munbling to no one in particular. "Maybe he's
not interested in the accel erator. Maybe House of Moving Points refers to chem stry instead of
physics." She | eaned forward. Ooljee sat opposite the pilot.

"I'sn't there anything el se you can tell us about the Scavenger story?"

"You' ve seen the painting." Ooljee turned in his seat to | ook back at them "Scavenger was
supposed to live at a place called Wirling Muntain. It was one of the gates between Earth and
the hone of the Holy People." He | ooked

at his partner. "A sandpainting itself is called ikak, which -neans 'the place where gods cone and
go,' referring to their spiritual abodes

"Such gates are conmon to nmany cultures. In Tibet they think the city of Lhasa is such a place. In
Italy | suppose many believers would point to the Vatican. Geography that is spiritually as wel
as tenporally tangent. Such concepts are not easy for sone people to understand.'’

"I magi ne where that |eaves nme," Mody murmured. Ooljee continued. "The eagl es gave the snakes bird
power so they could help rai se Scavenger, who ascended through the skyhole wapped in a bl ack
cloud to shield himfromhis enem es. Lightning and rai nbows, which signify power, guardthe
design. "

"Rai nbows." Grayhills traced | azy designs on the back

of the pilot's seat. "Jagged |ightning. Black clouds. Does

f. t hat suggest anything to either of you? | nmean, you two

have been studying this sandpainting for weeks, solely with

> an eye toward catching a nurderer. Stand back a little and

", try toviewit froma different perspective."

£.: Moody' s expression knotted as he realized what she was

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (90 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:59 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt

I driving at. "l've crossed the peninsula a fewtimes to visit

di e Kennedy Center and watch a couple of |aunches. Noth-
:;; ing mpjor; just weekly orbital station resupply flights. But
A5 even the snall ones nake an inpression." He stared at her
;t "Lightning. Black clouds ascending. Bursts of multicol ored
light. Birds flying every which way. Maybe not all hawks
and eagles, but birds. That's not a bad description of the
scene at a liftoff. Is that what you're trying to get ne to
4. ; ?ay?"
;> She didn't reply, sinply nmet his gaze evenly. -| ol j ee | ooked back at him w ncing as
the skycutter i mpacted a pocket of inconsiderate air. Mody didn't think friend Iiked flying.
"The Anasazi made good pots. They built substantial ;< dwellings. They wove baskets. But to the
best of ny know -
2M
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edge no launch facilities have ever been discovered at Keet Seel or Awatobi."
"That mght also be true of whoever left this web behind," Mody pointed out, "so maybe they used
sonet hing el se instead. Something different."
"One hatathli's rainbow is another's stream of photons," Gayhills suggested. "Jagged lightning as
force field, black cloud as exhaust. The sandpainting we're discussing isn't about frogs and the
four sacred plants. Anal ogies can be drawn here, gentlenen, that are no nore farfetched than what
we know to be real. The eagl es and hawks coul d be suggestive of sonething else, or they night
actually be representative of birds disturbed by a liftoff. O a |anding.'
Moody' s thoughts were racing now, and try as he might, he couldn't rein themin. "How do the
snakes fit in?"
Gayhills sagged a little. "I admt they don't make any sense to ne, and they're central to the
design. "
"They may be descriptive of something we have not yet inmagined." Qoljee stared at his partner, his
fingers tightening on the back of his seat as the skycutter bounced through a cloud. "W are in
over our heads again, ny friend. W need nore help." His eyes darted to Grayhills. "No offense."

"None taken, but you could call in the entire advisory staff of the National Academny of Sciences
and it wouldn't do any good. By the time you could assenble and brief them this Gaggii wll
i kely have acconplished whatever it is he has set out to do. | haven't been here very |ong, but

you two already have me thinking like a cop. Let's catch himfirst. Then we can turn the business
of interpreting the sandpainting over to a properly accredited conmttee so | can go back to
debuggi ng nollys and you can go back to catching ordinary rapists and crazy boys.

"Until then we are faced with the reality of this web, so why should we not also be willing to
all ow the possibility of ancient visitation by spaceship? If you grant that, you
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can al so envision a few surviving Anasazi turning whatever know edge they nmay have acquired from
such visitors, either by intent or accident, into sandpaintings and chants. Ways that have al npbst
but not quite been forgotten."

"I wonder what el se our hypothetical visitors left |ying around?" Muody tried to see past the
pilot. "Paul's told me that nore than five hundred distinct sandpai nting designs have survived. No
telling how many have been forgotten. | wonder how many others contain tenplates?' He swall owed
hard.

"I'mw th Samantha on one thing, though. | still don't see how the snakes fit in. If we're
envi si oni ng sorme kind of craft taking off, everything el se nakes sense. But not the snakes."
"Maybe they were the passengers," she suggested. Mody found the inmage thus sparked unpleasant to
contenpl ate, conmng as he did fromthe tropical South, where snakes of any kind were automatically
treated with caution. "Unlikely," said Qoljee. "The Way is clear on that much. The snakes hel ped
Scavenger to rise through the Skyhole. He was the passenger, not them Still, who is to say how
accurate even a hatathli's interpretation is? For exanple, there are many words in the chants

whi ch cannot be transl ated. Wrds whose neani ng has been forgotten. Interesting to inagi ne what
some of themmight really be describing: webs, visitors, strange nachines." He was silent for
several monents. "So nmuch of our tradition is oral; so little witten down.

"Qur legends say that this world is only one of five. Qher religions nmention but a single world.
Why do the stories of our forefathers describe four others? They are real places in | egend. M ght
they also be real places in space? "The People traditionally regard space as unbounded. W all ow
room for growh, adaptation, reinterpretati on of ideas old and new. Just what you m ght expect of

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (91 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:59 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt

peopl e whose ancestors were forced to cope with the appearance
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of strange beings fromanother world." He tapped the spinner clipped to his service belt.

"It is traditional to conbine new powers with the old. Wy not sandpai ntings and chants and
conput er webs? Wat troubles ne are those | egends whi ch speak of the universe as a very delicately
bal anced place, full of immensely powerful forces for good or evil. You woul d say beneficent or
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malign. If this balance is upset, even unintentionally, all kinds of terrible things can happen
"You recall that | spoke of hozho." Mody nodded. "It is interesting that tradition insists only
man can upset that bal ance.”

Moody nmulled it over. "That could be the warning the visitors left behind with their garbage. Like
the skull and crossbones on a can of poison."

"Or it might refer to something entirely different," Ool-jee argued.

"How do you fix the universe if somebody |ike Gaggii knocks it out of kilter?"

"I'"d think you woul d know the answer to that by now, ny friend. You restore hozho, bal ance, by
performng the right Way."

"Wonderful ." Mdody | eaned back in his seat and crossed his arns over his chest, "Hey, | got it.
Gaggii's committed two nmurders. By catching himand putting himaway where he can't bother
anyt hi ng ever again, don't we restore bal ance? The DA's office will think so, anyway."

"You grasp the concept, ny friend." * Ooljee was anused. "I hope that is all it will take." H's
smle faded. "Sonmething else: if certain conditions and behavior are repeated with precision
prior events can recur accordingly. Say a sick deer wanders down a certain path in ancient tines.
Today anot her deer takes the sane path, at the sane pace. Traditionalists believe that the first

deer's sick confusion can enter the mnd of the contenporary one and it will becone ill or
disoriented in the manner of the first."
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are you driving at?" Grayhills asked him

"Not hing." The sergeant |oosened his death-grip on the back of his seat. "Only that if Gaggii uses
the web to reiterate sone kind of ancient alien schematic, a traditionalist would expect any
occurrence relevant to that schematic to also repeat itself. Tradition insists that a precisely
determ ned set of conditions should al ways produce precisely the same effects at a later tinme."
Gayhills pursed her lips. "Sounds |like causality to nme. | thought we were discussing traditiona
Navaho mnedi ci ne, not quantum mechanics. "

ol j ee shrugged. "A rose by any other nane."

"What kind of 'relevant event' should we be on the | ookout for?"

"I have no ldea. But it might be a good idea to keep an eye on the sky."

Moody involuntarily glanced upward, only to note when his gaze fell that his partner was grinning
at him That Navaho sense of hunor again.

"If we run into any |arge bl ack cl ouds descending on bolts of |ightning and rai nbow pillars,
you'll be | aughi ng out of the other side of your face.”

"I do not expect that to happen." Ooljee repressed his grin. "I amjust telling you what the old
| egends say. As we have seen al ready, sonme of them have turned out to be true in ways not
previously inmagi ned. We cannot rule any possibilities out.

" '"Keep in mind that the Universe is affected by what is good, which in Navaho nmeans that which is
under control, and that which is evil, which is anything out of control. Right nowit is CGaggi
who is out of control, not the web, not sonething we have yet to put a name to. Perhaps you are
righter than you think, ny friend. Maybe we catch Gaggii, maybe we do restore hozho. Not to

mention conplying with contenporary criminal procedure. | don't have any trouble with that."
2MB
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"Hang on!" the pilot called out to them "Mght be a little choppy comng into Caneron. |'m

starting down."

Moody had plenty of tine to think as he checked his harness. The flight from Ganado had | eft him
nore uneasy and confused than he'd been before. His mind swarmed wi th unbi dden i mages of strange
craft inhabited by alien creatures, of refuse dunped just outside reality, waiting to be gathered
up by a garbage truck that was a thousand years behi nd schedul e.

Soneone had wat ched and waited while that garbage was being dunped, the way a cat waits for its
chance. O nmybe mat nanel ess Anasazi or Navaho had been instructed by a visitor with unknown
notives on how to sift through the pile. By one nmeans or another, the know edge had been handed
down and passed along for a thousand years, its purpose forgotten, until Yistin Gaggii had | earned
how to interpret the synbols, had redi scovered how to access that which had been |eft behind.
Moody found that he was furious with the long departed visitors. Leaving behind sonething as
awesone as the web w thout proper instructions or warnings was akin to dropping a pocket nuclear
device in a schoolyard. If Qoljee's traditions were to be believed, they nmight be blindly poking
and proddi ng at sonething just as |lethal.
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They m ght never know exactly what it was, he thought nervously, unless it went off.

What if Gaggii banged on it hard enough, or shook it violently enough, or in some other way upset
its hozho*! He al nbst preferred to think of giant snakes wiggling their |oathsome way out of
attenuat ed starshi ps. Were those sinuous shapes sinple enbellishnents which had been added down
through the centuries by inmaginative hatathlis? O did they sonmehow really relate to the

sandpai nting's greater purpose?

Snakes. \Wat else was unto a serpent?

If the web was equi pped with a warni ng, how woul d they

recognize it if they did encounter it? They m ght have m ssed it several tines already. "This is
what we have left behind and this is what it does—but don't do it or it will renove your face."
If Gaggii was simlarly concerned, he'd chosen not to say so to his visitors. That was anot her
reason why they had to catch himbefore he could proceed with whatever it was he had planned: no
fool is so dangerous as a fearl ess one.

What bot hered Mbody nore than anything el se, he deci ded suddenly, was not whether the visitors had
| eft the web behind on purpose or out of forgetful ness, but that they J m ght have done so
indifferently, not caring one way or the y other how it mght inpact on a m serable bunch of
primtive bipeds. The one thing Miody hated nore than anything else .,/. was to be ignored.

W “I't is funny to think of it now, " Ooljee nmurmured as the skycutter bounced through an
airstream "but the chants and sandpai ntings described to us as children were al ways designed to
deal with powers beyond hunman control. | never thought that one day | m ght have to consider that
pr opo-

. sition literally.

"We nust not just think of this web as dangerous. The hatathlis like to say that what can harma
man can al so cure him Bad things can be controlled and put to good use, just as the good can be
turned to evil."

"The precision of it appeals to ne," said Grayhills. "The

i dea of using specific sandpaintings and repeated chanting

f to achieve a desired result. But | still don't see how chanting

; and touching the inmage allows one to access the web."

y Moody was the first one out when the skycutter touched

N down. A small multiwheeled vehicle started toward mem;:; fromthe edge of the |anding pad.
S-\ Ool j ee was right behind him "Consider this," he said £g to Grayhills. "A nunber of

studi es make the claimthat sandpainting imges are really interpsychic synbols. Some acadenics
think that the reason sandpaintings allowed the
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old hatathlis to cure diseases was because they literally created a pattern in the patient's
psyche—what ever that neans.”

Moody didn't try to understand what it neant, now that they were out of the skycutter and back on
solid ground. He did find it interesting, though not surprising, that the entrance to the
accelerator facility faced the east.

Not only did the chief of canpus security operations doubt anyone could break into the
installation, he wondered why anyone woul d want to.

"Even if they could sneak inside," he explained as . he parked outside the three-story structure,
"they could not do anything. You do not operate a particle accelerator by pushing an 'On' button
It takes the skills of a nunber of highly trained technicians just to set up an experinment, nuch
| ess run, one."

"We're not arguing with you." Grayhills exited the little electric bus. "W just want you to
understand that we're dealing with someone who is responsible for a nunmber of unexpl ai nabl e

i ncidents, and we don't want hi m doi ng unex-pl ai nabl e things to your accelerator."

That got his attention. "The only other Moebial toroid accelerator in the country is at North
Carolina," he announced inportantly. "W don't want anybody nonkeying with ours any nore than you
do. And you claimthat your suspect is not a nental case."

"Not insofar as we have been able to deternmine." Ooljee flanked the security chief as they wal ked
toward the entrance. "He may not be able to make use of your facilities here, but we want to make
sure he doesn't do any danage, either."

"Don't worry. There aren't many entrances, our alarmsystemis as up to date as the accel erator
itself, 1've put extra people on because of your warning, and nost of the really sensitive

machi nery is |ocated bel ow ground | evel anyway. Every access point not personally supervised by
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one of ny people is scanned by closed-circuit vid." He smiled confidently.

"Every once in a while we have to deal with students who think slipping inside and draping toilet
paper or sone-thing over the equi pment is outrageously funny. They al -ways get caught, and we have
sonme cl ever students at this outpost. Qur security approaches nilitary specifications. | ttiink
that if your M. Gaggii conmes anywhere near our installation, not only will we be able to detect
his presence, we will be able to catch and hold himfor you."

Moody wi shed he could be as confident as the security chief. But nmen, he reninded hinself, the man
had not seen what Yistin Gaggii could do with the alien web.

The above-ground portion of the facility housed adm n-istrative offices, |abs, supply roons, and
nmoni toring equi p-nent. The inwardly sl oping spraystone walls were painted brownish-pink to blend
in with the surrounding terrain, while the wi ndows were copper-tinted glass. As they'd been told,
there were few entrances

Moody was gratified to observe that the one they used was covered by both nonitoring vids and |ive
security per-sonnel. Everything was cal mand nornmal, as they'd re-quested. Cbvious precautions
like partial evacuation of the canpus, for exanmple, nmight frighten off their man

Adm ni strators, graduate students, and techies were com ng and goi ng, actively discussing subjects
i nconprehen-able to the detective. Navaho, Hopi, Apache, Hual apai, Havasupai; Anglo and Asi an

Hi spani ¢ and Bl ack, none of them aware of the existence of the alien web all around , through

whi ch they passed as snoothly as sharks sal twater

Once the right people had time to study it properly, he nmused, the existence of the web m ght
explain a lot of hings. Chosts and poltergeists, all sorts of supernatural <phenonena m ght be
related to accidental or partial accessing of the wefcwork.
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The ghosts in the machine. He tried to renmenber where he'd encountered the phrase. Wiat m ght they
not find when they went fishing in those warmalien depths?

As Gaggii was doing, he remi nded hinself. What was their nurderer after? What did he hope to find
there? He'd told them he had sonething specific in nmind, but had neglected to fill in the blank
Did he want to shake hands with a ghost? O was he after a discovery that would nake himrich?
Any of those ends coul d be gained by working out in the open, w thout the need for secrecy and

mur der .

He knows nore than he told us, Mody decided. Twenty years of police nollywork insisted on it. W
Shoul d have pressed himon his goals when we had him should have denmanded to know what he was
after. More than just know edge, surely. Know edge is an abstraction, and people no | onger kil

for abstractions. Only nations do that.

H's partner's tales of Holy People and gods kept creeping into his thoughts. Could Gaggii be doing
the bidding of sonmething inside the web?

Abruptly aware that he was letting his inmagination run riot, he forced hinself to admre the
spacious |l obby, with its inpressively realistic artificial rain forest and soapstone scul ptures of
rel evant fauna. He was quite content to let his partner do the talking to the cluster of security
peopl e and NDPS uni fornms who were waiting to greet them The latter would patrol a desi gnated
perimeter, while the locals would see to the security of the facility itself.

The accel erator occupied a circular tunnel |arge enough to also include a narrow underground
roadway. Electric carts transported scientists and security personnel along the sane path down

whi ch the accel erator propelled selected bits of matter, allow ng qui ck and easy access to every
part of die machine. There was no reason to post people in the tunnel, the security chief
expl ai ned, because di e above-ground access ports were tightly | ocked and watched over by CC vid.
Anyone tal ented and stupid enough to actually make their way inside would find thensel ves trapped
under gr ound.

Al'l duty personnel had been provided with hol onmages of die suspect. There was no way he coul d hope
to approach die facility unchall enged, nuch | ess get inside. The security chief was very positive.
ol j ee and Mody al |l owed t hensel ves to feel hopeful, if not assured.

Bui I di ng Security becane their base of operations. One entire wall of die roomwas lined with

moni tors, one for each vid installed in die facility. Mody alternated his attention between die
mul ti pl e screens and di e nearby snack vending room while Qoljee hovered near Grayhills and tried
to pick up a feworber's tricks as she wove with her el aborate ~Joronco spi nner

Ni ghtfall found diemtired and irritable. O Gaggii there was no sign. Mody wondered if he had
fooled diemutterly by instructing die web to respond with false information to any inquiries
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concer ni ng hi s whereabouts. In which case he
> mght be halfway to Salt Lake City or Denver by now, while
« diey squatted here relying for information on a nendaci ous alien voconposite. It was possible.
Gaggii was far nore famliar with die web than diey and had denonstrated that he coul d make use of
it. What kind of relationship had he

establ i shed by now wi di dial nysterious nelange of nutating Mandl ebrot patterns and rai nbow
t hreads and i ncorporeal coronas?
And who was Venon Moody, |ate of Pushkatawny, M s-sissippi, that it should fall to himto have to
try and figure it all out? How did a good cop stake out die inpossible?
They wai ted and wat ched and grunbled until die clock came round to die cold black dawn of early
tonorrow, and still diere was no sign of their suspect.
He shoul d' ve shown by now, Mdody knew. Unless he's stalled sonewhere out in the nmesas, or had a
br eakdown,
r'or changed his mind, or been laughing at us all along, while went east, or north, or south
i nstead of this way.
252
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Initial anticipation had been dissipated by die uneventful night. Day staff had nade way for die
ni ght - wat chers, who had al ready passed enough tinme in front of their nultitudi nous monitors to
grow bor ed.
The visitors from Ganado did not allow thenselves that |uxury. They hung around Buil ding Security,
maki ng t hensel ves obnoxi ous by their continuing presence while sustaining a wary consci ousness
with coffee by the liter.
"W blewit." Mody gazed bl eary-eyed at his friend and col | eague. Nearby chairs displayed die
debris of late-night snacks. Security personnel sat at their, stations, ignoring the suspect
visitors in their mdst. Gayhills napped on one of several cots which had been set up against the
back wal | .
"Not necessarily." Ooljee rubbed his face. "It nmight be a matter of tinming."
"What kind of timng?"
The sergeant scrutinized the flotsamon the chair next to his, extracted sonething yellowi sh from
the center of the pile, and began to munch on it.
"A chant is usually performed in two parts over a period of two, five, or nine nights. The first
part involves purification and the exorcismof evil. In the second, supernatural powers are
attracted and kozho is restored.”
"Or disrupted," said Mody.
His friend nodded. "The final night's vigil lasts fromten o' clock until the dawn of the
concl udi ng day."
"What happens then?"
"The one who is being treated supposedly breathes in the dawn, at which point he or she becones
one with the gods and shares their power."
"I get it. What happens if the god doesn't feel |ike showi ng up?"
"They have no choice. |If die chant and sandpainting are done right, the deity is conpelled to
attend. "
A sl eepy femnine voice chimed in. "You don't really
believe that timng has anything to do with accessing the alien web?"
"I do not know what to really believe anynore." Ooljee stuffed the rest of the yellow nmass into
his mouth, chewed reflectively. "Until this, | thought | knew what police work consisted of. |
t hought | knew what a conmputer web did and how a database was structured. | thought | had a pretty
good idea of the world and nmy place init.
"Now | am no | onger sure of much of anything. Nor do | understand how either of you can be
otherw se. These past several days we have seen things to give a nan pause. So who is to say
whether timng is or is not inportant in these matters?"
Hi s partner was not only tired, Mody decided; he was clearly on edge. Sandpaintings and hatathlis
and chants were part of his heritage, his environment. He'd grown up with nem Now the world of
his chil dhood was being turned inside-Gut in front of his eyes.
It is always hard when reality intrudes on belief.
Nevert hel ess he couldn't keep hinmself fromasking, "Paul, you don't think this guy's trying to
call up sone kind of alien deity or sonething?"
Qoljee was silent for a long tinme. Wien he replied it was 5lomy and carefully. "Be they
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purposeful, careless, or indifferent, it seenms to me possible if not likely that there are Qthers
besi des humans involved in this business. Woever created the web and left it here, whether for
reasons unknown or for no reason at all. Wether we choose to call diemdeities or aliens or yeis
or Martians or whatever, they existed. W know they existed because the sandpai nting exists,
because the web exists. They were here a thousand years ago. W know that they were. W do not
know if they are. « "Wat Gaggii works with the web | do not know. "

"Along tine to wait between calls." Gayhills sipped tea. She did not drink coffee, Myody had
noted. No
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basis for a relationship there. He was startled to discover that he had been contenpl ati ng one.
"Truly," the sergeant agreed. "Yet the web has endured all that tinme, waiting for someone to

redi scover the secrets of the sandpainting, waiting for someone to again use the right Vay. It is
still active and functioning. Wiy should we assune those who created it are not also active and
functioni ng sonewher e?”

"If it's garbage it won't be nuch good for naking long distance calls,"” Mody pointed out tiredly.
"You know, if Gaggii hadn't killed two people | wouldn't give a frog fart what he does with the
web. Maybe he's just after some peer-group recognition. Wants to win the Nobel."

"I do not know what he wants, my friend. Like anyone else, | can only guess. Al | know is that
the nore | contenplate ny own nythol ogy, die nore frightened | becone."

Dawn brought |ight but no sign of Yistin Gaggii. The rest of the long day was equal ly unrevealing.
Eveni ng found Ooljee and Mbody swappi ng catnaps while Samantha Gray-hills stuck to her routine of
alternating sleep with periods of observation and study.

Their suspect had effectively vani shed.

Moody suggested to Ooljee that they query the web again as to their quarry's whereabouts. Qoljee
decl i ned, pleading exhaustion. Tonmorrow. He would try again tonorrow. Mybe Gaggii would show
before then, or perhaps an NDPS patrol would stunble into himand save themthe trouble.

As the second night spent in the accelerator facility ticked away uneventfully, both men retired
early in hopes of soaking up sone extended sleep. The cot Mody had been allotted was barely w de
enough to accommodate his bulk. He tossed and turned fitfully, conscious of the fact that his
partner was resting soundly nearby. Conscious of that, and sonething the sergeant had nentioned
earlier.

Consi der sandpai nting drawi ngs as intrapsychic synbols.
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Lighting up inside a person's mnd. If that were true, a trained patient could just as easily
visual i ze the necessary synbology as a trained hatathli. Do away with the painting altogether. Do

away with the chant. Do away even with a spinner.

Think it. Visualize it. Activate the web by thought alone. Was that how its makers did it? If the
web offered a possible explanation for sightings of ghosts and poltergeists, then why not for
other fractures of the mind as well? Wat about certain kinds of nmental illness? Had those
sufferers unknowi ngly and accidentally accessed the web? Wul dn't finding oneself confronted by,
or perhaps even imersed in, an endless void inhabited by only twi sting, withing shapes and forns
be enough to drive anyone mad?

True that such accidental accession was unlikely. But inpossible? Was anything inpossi ble anynore?
As any country kid knew, there were all kinds of ways to get into a garbage dunp. Even dunps that
were posted and guarded. If die web was everywhere, then it stood to reason it could be accessed
fromany place.

Hi s thoughts raced onward, out of control

What if we're all, billions and billions of us—an, woman, and child—ust tiny bits of walking,
tal ki ng, thinking RAM? Conponents of the web. W' re not accessing something separate and distinct;
we' re accessing ourselves. AH you needed was the proper pattern, the right tinbre in your voice.
Call it metaorganic parallel processing: human and web, web and human. Side by side, working
together. |, the Wb. For what? The sane questions applied to nman that applied to the web. Ws
there a purpose involved, or was it all just garbage?

And in the center of the web, manipulating the Mandl e-brot patterns of the universe and

el ectrotactile Endl ess Snakes and ne and thee and your Uncle Charlie, what? Something vast and
unconcerned, cosmically indifferent? And why not? Since when does an operator worry about
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his bytes? He doesn't enpathize with his database; he just switches it on and off.
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He woke up drenched in sweat, the cot creaking beneath him

CHRPTER

19

ON A HILL north of Canmeron, Yistin Gaggii greeted the sun as it sucked the chill fromthe norning
air on the Moenkopi Plateau. Four-|egged shapes watched himenerge fromthe notor hone. They had
not slept because they did not need sleep. They had difficulty nerely conprehendi ng the idea.
Gaggii had not slept either. The night had been spent in preparation. He stretched and inhal ed
deeply, feeling no different save for a tingle of anticipation.

The track that led down into the little valley was narrow and treacherous, but the notor hone
woul d nake it. He had cone this way before. Wthout a word to the unblinking canine faces
surrounding him he turned and reentered his vehicle. The engine started snoothly.

Moody woke from a dream not of vast enptinesses between the stars or rainbow threads and tentacles
of unfat homabl e purpose, but of fishing fromthe back of a flat-bottomed boat noored to the nucky
basement of a cypress tree. The sun was warm and danp on Florida Bay and the solar cooler in the
bow was stuffed with sandwi ches and cold beer. It was the best of all possible worlds. Wen
wakef ul ness cane, he resented it deeply.
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The roomwas full of talk. Ooljee was silting on the edge of his cot, trying to rub the sleep from
his eyes. He saw his partner eyeing him

"You have not missed anything. Yet."

Mboody nodded, rose, and checked the location of his fly and his pistol. A partition had been
erected to separate the tenporary sleeping quarters fromthe rest of the room Inspection

i ntroduced themto a dozen newconers; a couple of teenies, university security people, NDPS
officers. He | ooked for Gray hills, didn't see her

Peopl e were clustering around an elderly guard. He was | eaning against a wall for support. Someone
thrust a cup of coffee into his hands and tie drank gratefully. H s hands were shaking and sone of
the brown |iquid slopped over (he sides, staining his uniform

Moody fought his way forward, undiplonatically nudgi ng peopl e aside, and spoke to the NDPS officer
nearest the trenbling guard. The corporal |ooked alert and conpetent.

"What happened?"

The younger man nodded at the senior. "This guy just cane in. He was patrolling the tunnel when he
was attacked. He says." There was doubt in the young nan's voice.

Qol jee confronted the elderly paladin. "Was it by any chance a tall, hatchet-faced nman about ny
age?"

The guard was too shaken to speak, so the corporal replied for him "He clains it was nah-ih."

ol jee stared at the trenbling oldster. "He says he was attacked by a coyoteT*

The corporal nodded. "Says it went right for himand he had to shoot it. Three shots and it kept
com ng, but his laser put it down."

"Coyotes keep dieir distance from people.” QOoljee was studying the elderly guard's face. "They'l|
conme right up to a house |ooking for a dog or cat to snatch, but they avoid human beings. Unl ess
this one was rabid."

"Ch, it was rabid, all right." Everyone |ooked at the
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guard. "Crazy for sure." He drained the last of the coffee.

"Did you check for that?" Ooljee asked him

The man straightened, not trembling as badly now. "I was a cop in a Flag for diirty years. |'ve
wor ked security here for the last four. | know ninlocos and sneak thieves and purse snatchers. |'m
not a veterinarian."

"I thought all the entrances to the tunnel were sealed," Myody said.

One of the onlookers spoke up. "A coyote might find a way in that a human woul d overl ook. "

"That's right," commented a techie. "No natter how often we spray, we still have trouble with
rodents in the conduits. A coyote that nmanaged to find a way in could nmake a living in that
tunnel . "

This wasn't what they' d been expecting. Mody thought furiously. If it was just a burrow ng
coyote. .

"Sonebody find Sanmantha Grayhills, the lady who came with us, and get her down here. If she's

sl eepi ng sonewhere, wake her up." A guard tech swiveled in his seat and picked up a phone.

"Maybe soneone ought to have a |l ook at this coyote," the corporal suggested.

"Maybe we ought to stay right here." Ooljee was staring intently at the wall of nmonitors. "If our

file:/lIF|/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20Alan%20Dean%20-%20Cyber%20Way.txt (98 of 117) [1/16/03 6:39:59 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/Alan%20Dean%20Foster/Foster,%20A | an%20D ean%20-%20Cyber%20Way .txt

friend Gaggii had a diversion in mind, this mght be it."

"You think maybe he shoved that coyote in there?" Mody mulled the idea over.' 'How could he do
that w thout showing up on vid or setting off an al arnP"

"l do not know. "

"None of the alarms were tripped," said one of the nonitor operators. * 'Not one. Anyone entering
the tunnel would have been seen.”

There were three operators, two men and a worman, seated at the nonitor bank. Mody regarded each
in turn.

"Nobody went out for a sandwi ch or anything?" |If anyone had, he didn't expect the guilty party to
confess to it.
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He' d been through this sort of thing before, in Tanpa. Leaving one's post while on duty could
result in swift term nation of one's job.

The corporal wouldn't give up. "You don't think we should go and check the carcass?"

"Leave it," snapped Mbody. "If it's just a dead coyote it's a matter for the custodial staff, not
us. If it's sonmething else, you don't want to go running after it.1" H's eyes narrowed as he
studi ed the guard. "You said you fired three rounds at it before you used your | aser?"

The guard | ooked up at him "That's right."

"Any of them hit?"

"Couldn't say. | didn't take the tinme to find out. |I had three shells in ny gun and | used them
all. I mght've hit it, maybe not. But the |aser stopped il cold. Il oughl to, as many volls as
mat thing puts oul, and il was set to deliver full charge."

That was when the graduate student cane running in. She rested one pal mon her sternum as though
it could somehow punp extra air to her lungs. Her expression was wld.

"I think—+ think somebody better conme with ne."

The corporal tried to calmher. "What's the matter, mss?"

She was trying to speak and swal |l ow at the sane tine.

"I found a nman near where | was working. | think he's dead."

The corporal glanced al Mody. "Want to check this oul ?"

Moody ignored the sarcasm "Be right behind you. Ch, and can ny friend and | gel a couple of those
| asers?"

The tiny arnory was opened and weapons renoved fromtheir chargers. Thus additionally arned, the
three officers foll owed the student to an el evator

"You sure he's dead?" the NDPS man asked the girl as they descended.
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"I think so. I'mpretty sure.”

Moody t hought she was handling herself well. Were the devil was Gayhills?

They found the corpse of the security guard outside a naintenance al cove on the | owest |evel of
the conplex. As the graduate student sinultaneously hung back and tried to see, die three officers
clustered around the body. Moody was "pretty sure" he was dead, too. His head |lay bent at an
unnatural angle and his throat had been torn out. Qoljee bent to exam ne me wound, cursing softly
in Navaho, while Mody held tight to the laser. He didn't like tighl places and he didn't |ike
bei ng bel ow ground.

Qol jee carefully pried the gun fromthe dead nman's fingers and renoved the clip. He held it up so
everyone could see. "Enpty. Barrel's still hoi." He eyed i he shadows and ne dark pl aces between
pi pes and | ubes uneasily. "This didn't do himany good."

"Any ideas?" Mdody asked the corporal

"The guard said he was attacked by a coyote. What do you think?"

" 'l don't know what to think.'' The detective | ooked over at his partner. "How i n hades do
coyotes fit into this?"

"Who can say?" ol jee straightened. "According to legend, all things, all creatures, have sone
power and can be controlled with the right chant. If this was done by a coyote, then sonething new
has been added to the equation."

"Are you trying to lell ne," Mody sputtered, "that our buddy Gaggii has | earned how to hypnotize
a bunch of coyotes into doing his dirty work for hinP"

"We do not yel know for certain that Gaggii is involved in this." Ooljee gestured at the body.
"But | believe | can be excused for thinking of himwhenever anything unnatural happens, and this
is certainly unnatural. Draw your own suppositions fromwhat you see, ny friend. Al | am saying

is that soneone who can produce a mani festation of Endl ess
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Snake"—the corporal |ooked at himsharply—"m ght not find it inpossible to manipulate a few
ani mal s. "

"Yeah. But that snake-thing wasn't a real animal. It was a nmanifestation, |ike you said. Sonething
fromout of the web. Maybe our 'coyotes' are nore closely related to it than to Lassie. And if
that's the case, naybe it's why this works on them'—he held up the | aser—and bullets don't."
ol j ee considered. "Qur guns were usel ess agai nst the snake-thing. Shells passed right through
it." He drew his own taser, eyed it thoughtfully.

"This delivers a violent electric charge. Enough to kill a real coyote—er disrupt a circunscribed
el ectronagnetic fiel d?" He | ooked at the corporal. "I think it would be a good idea to issue

| asers to all your people."

At that nonent die how ing began, a single high-pilched, mournful wail ending in |aughter. II
sounded like a human trying to initate a coyote, which is just what a coyote sounds |ike.

The song was picked up by another throat, |hen anol her, and another, until ihe deplhs of the
conpl ex resounded with the diabolic chorus. The four humans drew togel her for protection, |he
terrified graduate studenl huddling close o Mody's protective bul k.

"He's inside the building," Mody insisted, trying to see everywhere al once. "I don'l give a
hound' s dunp whal anybody says about nonitors and alarnms, he's in here somewhere."

"Who i s?" The corporal studiously avoided | ooking at the body al their feel

" "The guy we're after. Gaggii. He gl anced at his partner. "The web was right. This was where he
was headed all along. He just took his time getting here.” The awful how i ng echoed around them
"That's a helluva noise for a 'circunscribed electrical field |o make."
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"' Maybe it is nol him *' The corporal sounded nore hopeful than convinced.

"Sure," said Mody tersely as they noved in a body toward the el evator. "A pack of rabid coyotes
havi ng nothing better to do just decided |o invade the only particle accelerator in Northern
Arizona and rip oul ihe throats of the people working there. O maybe they want to enroll."

"Coyotes," Qoljee pointed oul, "are very unpredictable."
Moody shot hima look. "So is Navaho hunor." He was greatly relieved when they finally reached the
el evat or.

The door slid aside. The girl noved to enter, slopped and screaned. There followed a mad nonent of
i ntense confusion, panic, and firing. Bul the guard had told the truth. The | asers worked. Wen
hit with them the cani ne shapes vani shed in showers of coruscating sparks.

The howl i ng reverberated throughout the conplex, wld and unabat ed.

ol jee | ooked at his partner as the four hunmans crowded into the elevator. "Did you see lheir
eyes?"

Moody studied the ceiling. He was breathing hard. "Man, all | saw were their teeth."

"They were nol natural. They gl owed. There was sone-1|hing | here besides coyote life."

"What is it?" The poor graduate student held her fingers steepled below her Iips. "Wal's going
on?"

"A bad dream " Mody told her

The howl ing was as loud at ground |level as it had been below. Security was beset by confusion if
not outright panic as techies and officers bustled about, wondering what to do.

The arrivals fromthe basenent tried to fill themin. Tasers were issued to as many people as
possi bl e, with explanations being put off for another tinme. Nonessential personnel were evacuated
from the buil ding.

Samantha Grayhills was there to greet them Wile Ooljee tried to explain what was happeni ng,
Moody st al ked over
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to the nmonitor wall and addressed the operator in charge.

"Anybody sees our nan, they shoot himon sight, understand? That's the order. W' ve got another
murder victi mdownstairs and we can't play ganes, no matter how nuch 1'd like to question him™"
The operator was a solid, prosaic wonan in her forties, but she | ooked shaken. "Can you tell us
what is going on? Has every coyote on the pl ateau gone crazy?"

"l don't think these coyotes are fromaround here." Mody |eft her nore confused than ever

ol j ee had overheard. As Moody rejoined himhe said, "You may be nore right than you realize. They
are yei-tsos. Evil beings. They do not even die |ike coyotes."

Moody gazed at the corridor. People were rushing to and fro, sone of themto take up assigned
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positions, others hurrying to get out of the building.

"What ever they are, he's controlling them somehow. We're not gonna find out how until we find
him"

"Yei -tsos." Samantha Grayhills said the word several tines, as if repetition mght add reality,

m ght nmake it a part of the real world.

Behi nd them the nonitor operations supervisor uttered an exclamati on of disbelief. Mody rushed to
| ean over her shoul der

"What now?"

"Look at this! This is crazy." Techies and security personnel crowded around.

The accel erator was coming on line.

One of the techs mirrored her astonishnent. "There aren't any experinments schedul ed until next
week. "

Moody ignored him "Can you shut it down fromup here? Can you turn it off?"

"This is Security, not Engineering, but—=

Moody, Ooljee and Grayhills were already on their way out the door. Central Engineering was a
short sprint down
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a side corridor. The skeleton operations crew on duty there was careening toward panic.

Telltal es and readouts glowed like ornanents at Christmas tinme. Every screen in the room was
brazen with stats that refused to be ignored. Techies funbled with spinners and boards |ike clunsy
chil dren suddenly handed conpl ex puzzl es.

Atall wonan in her fifties fluttered fromone station to the next, waving her arns wildly like a
sandhill crane in the throes of its mating dance.

"Don't give ne that," she was shouting at a harried nmenber of her staff. "You can't power that up
wi t hout goi ng through here!"™ Turning, she noted the arrivals from Security. "Do you peopl e have
any idea what is happening to my accel erator?" Mody recogni zed her tone, famliar to himfrom
endl ess wiretap”transcriptions.

"Just an idea," Qoljee told her

"Well, you have to stop it. Now. |nmrediately."

"You can't?" Mody asked her

She started to snap at him then caught herself. Maybe it was his attitude, maybe his size. "What
do you think we've been trying to do?" A hand flailed in the direction of the nearest console and
its baffled operator. ' 'Everything is powering up, nothing is shutting off, and our backups and
fail-safes mght as well be out for repair. And what is that noi se outside?" Even within the room
the invaders' eerie chorus nade itself known, though it was in danger of being drowned out by the
ri sing whine of nachinery comng on line.

"He is using the web." Ooljee glanced through the wi ndow at the corridor beyond. "That nust be how
he is bypassing (his place."

"So we can't stop hinP"

G ayhills stepped forward. "Apparently not fromrunning the accelerator, but | don't see anything
to keep us frompulling the plug."
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The chi ef engi neer glanced sharply at her. "Don't you think we've tried that?"

Grayhills stood her ground. "Sonetines a switch isn't the best way to deactivate a recalcitrant
devi ce. "

Moody and Qoljee left in a hurry, gathering up the NDPS corporal and two plainclothes on the way.
Grayhills eyed the engineer.

"What's your current study setup?"

The wonan hesitated, then replied laconically, "W've been working with Z-particle collisions, but
that was two weeks ago." She forced herself to | ook back at the screens. "Wiy woul d anyone want to
take control of the unit? There's nothing on line, no experinent to run."

"Maybe the man we suspect of causing this has another use for some runaway protons."

The engi neer shook her head violently. "A Mebial to-roid accel erator doesn't work |ike that. You
don't just fire it up and di spense protons like candy!" Her nails dug into her palms. "All this
can do is ruin some very expensive machinery."

"l don't think that's what he has in nind." Gayhills studied a readout.

"Then what does he have in m nd?"

"I wish | knew. | wish | knew," she nuttered.

"Qutside, by the south end of enployee parking!" The corporal led the way as they exited the
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buil ding. One of his nen jogged anxiously al ongsi de.

"Sir, if we're gonna disconnect |ines, we ought to have sonebody from APS do it. They'll have a
truck and authorization."”

Moody gl ared back at him "Son, we can't wait for the local utility conpany to show. Qur job right
now is to keep the man we're after from nmaking use of this facility." He | ooked at the corporal
“I''I'l take full responsibility."
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"You can't," the younger nman declared. "You're fromout of state."

"When your boss wakes up, tell himl insisted. Tell himl| threatened you, if you want. It'Il get
y'all off the hook."

The corporal nodded sonberly. They could worry about it later. He'd seen too nuch already to argue
with the two cops who'd flown in from Ganado. |If they thought it necessary to shut down the power
to the accelerator facility, he'd damm well help themto shut it down.

The col um of heavy-duty concrete power poles ran froma comer of the main building along the
southern curb of a large parking lot. Like a spider clinging to its nest, the transfornmer attached
to the |l ast pole spun a net of heavy-gauge wires into the facility.

"What now?" The corporal |ooked at Moody.

The detective reached into his coat and renoved his pistol. Bracing hinmself, he took careful aim
at die transforner. The NDPS pl ai ncl ot hes who nonents ago had voiced reservations as to this
course of action backed away.

"Ch, no. | amnot taking any part in ms."

* "No one is asking you to.' * Qoljee drew his own weapon, pointed the barrel at the transfornmer.
"This is unauthorized destruction of university property," the man added weakly. He glanced at his
superior, who shrugged.

"Tell it to the dead guy in the basenment." Mody jerked his head at the building. As he did so,
sonet hi ng caught his eye, and he | owered his gun. "Jesus Mary." Hi s conpanions turned with him
The entire structure was envel oped in a pale, nacreous efful gence redolent of St. Elnp's fire.

Cl ouds were gathering overhead, nuch nore rapidly than clouds had a right to, even in this part of
the worl d where sudden, violent thunderstorms were commonpl ace. As they stood watching nunbly,
rain began to fall; a steely, freezing
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m st. The tenperature in the policing lot was not falling: it was fleeing.

"Too nmuch tine talking." Qoljee grunted, whirling to take aimw th his gun

H's first shot nmissed, the second struck one of the insulators atop the pole. Mody stood next to
his partner, firing steadily and methodically. One insulator after another exploded under the

i npact of the high-power shells. Spitting sparks, lines began falling to the pavenent.

"That should do it," Mody murnmured as the last cable fell fromthe snoking, crackling
transformer. He turned.

The installation still blazed as if it had been doused with phosphorescent paint. If anything, the
di ffuse, boreal |ight was brighter than before.
More significantly, the internal |ights had not gone out.

Moody eyed the corporal accusingly. "There's an in-house generator, comes on in emergencies!" He
had to raise his voice to make hinsel f understood above the brisk wi nd which had sprung up around
them It drove the cold m st sideways into their eyes and nouths.

The officer shook his head, using one hand to keep his cap steady.

"Goddam him" Mody glared at the building as if it were personally responsible for the present
situation. "He's getting power from somewhere*.'*

"The web." Ooljee turned and started back toward the building. "This is no good: we have to find
him"
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LI GHTNI NG FRACTURED THE sky. Thunderstorns were common in Florida, but Mody had never seen one of
this intensity coal esce so fast. He did his best to keep up with Qoljee and the others.

The corridor that |led to Engineering was deserted. Al nonessential personnel had |ong since fled
the structure or been evacuated. Lights gl eanmed everywhere, though they flickered with each flash
of lightning. Machinery humed snmoothly, defiantly. Mody felt |ike a puppet, and didn't like it.
Gaggii was here sonmewhere. They would find him he thought grimy. An instant |later he was

rem nded that their man hadn't cone al one.

There were three of them loping up the ranp fromthe first subterranean level. Big, fast, and
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snarling all the way, their eyes burning like shards of a bad dream One managed a good snap at
Moody's face before the pins from Qoljee's |aser decussated its field, sending it flaring into
oblivion. The detective had tinme to note that then- attackers had no odor

They stunbl ed i nto Engi neering. Mdody concentrated on
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catching his breath while his partner and the harried corporal did all the talking.

"We shot out the lines. There shouldn't be any power to this building,” Ooljee declared, "nuch
| ess to the accelerator. W do not know where it is coming from"

The chief engineer gestured. "It's sure as hell com ng from somewhere. Energency generator read's
of f."

Gayhills joined Mody. "So Gaggii is having his way in spite of us."

"It is nore than just this installation.” Ooljee | ooked over at her. ' "I think whatever he is

doing is also affecting the weather. The stormoutside cane up too fast. Wat really scares ne is
that he may not know what he is doing."

Moody | unbered forward, his eyes roving the banks of readouts and nonitors. "There's got to be a
way to shut this thing down. Sone critical conponents we can disable."

"You don't know what you are suggesting," said the engineer. "You don't have any idea what a
facility like this costs.™

"You tell us where to start,” Mody replied enption-lessly, "or we'll pick a spot and begin

di sassenbling at random The result will be the sane. Only not as neat."

She nmet his gaze briefly, then dropped her eyes and let out a resigned sigh. "Come with ne."

On the way they were attacked twice by intruding mah-ih. One plainclothesnan suffered a bite on
the arm before the corporal blew his assailant to oblivion with a blast fromhis |aser.

They descended two |l evels via open stairways, not trusting the elevators. Not with Gaggii in
control of die building s power supply. While the others stood guard, the project's chief engineer
set to work with an assistant in the bowels of the nachine. As they renpved a protective panel
exposing circuitry and delicate processor cubes, the unearthly howing rose in pitch around t hem
The flickering lights made it difficult to see. Mody

I

squi nted at shadows, searching for |ow, [|oping shapes, his laser clutched tightly in one hand. He
muttered urgently at his conpanions.

"Hurry it up!"”

Al ready furious at what she was being forced to do, the chief engineer yelled back at him "This
isn't a bathtub, young man. You don't drain it by pulling a plug."

The detective tried to put a rein on his inpatience. Gaggii might already have gotten what he was
after anyway. \Whatever the hell that was. Ooljee's remarks about the universe being a delicately
bal anced, easily upset place kept haunting him Ws Gaggii playing around with that sonmehow? And
if so, why? If they had | earned one thing about Yistin Gag-gii's character, it was that he |iked,
even needed, to be in control. It followed that he would do everything to keep fromlosing it.
Sormehow t hat was smal |l consol ati on

In a noment of candor he'd confessed to themthat he had a specific goal in mind. Did he know how
to achieve it? O was he sinply seeing how far he could push what he'd | earned?

The whine that reverberated through the lower level of the facility rem nded himof a shuttle just
lifting off, of a wave rolling in from Africa, which, finding no beach to break upon, kept
crashing and tunbling in upon itself, the very picture of kinetic frustration

Ozone tickled his nostrils, burned his eyes. Strobing lights distorted his vision. He thought he
coul d see shapes advanci ng. Not coyotes. Coils and |oops of light, violent neon, gaping auroras
with sparks for teem The plainclothesman on his left cursed and fired, struck nothing. You
couldn't shock a reflection, a trick of the eye. No dragons roaned di e service corridor, no denons
occupi ed the depths of the nmachine. Blurred i mages of vast tentacul ar shapes and anbul atory
geonetries were no nore than the hallucinatory
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of fspring of tired minds. The toroid accel erated heavy particles, not dreans.

Here there be nonsense, he whispered silently. Get ahold of yowself. Al |awbreakers thrive on
confusion. Gaggii's no different. Don't give himthat.

The two engi neers worked silently, applying their tiny and insignificant tools to the vaster
instrument that was the accelerator. Fromtheir position they were unable to see the how ing
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phal anx of buff-col ored shapes that cane snarling up the corridor. One of the cops turned to flee.
Moody grabbed himby the arm and yanked hi m back. "Hold your ground!" he roared. "Use your |aser!"
Then everyone was firing madly at the onrushing nah-ih. Coyote bodi es expl oded in fountaining
sparks and blinding light. Mody found hinself ducking and whirling as he tried to avoid teeth and
claws, cursing the several seconds the laser's battery needed to recharge. Nor did it matter how
many be and his conpanions obliterated. The survivors pressed on relentlessly, as if delighting in
their own destruction.

"Got it!" The triunphant shout came from behind him not fromthe battle Iine.

Al nost i mredi ately the whine of the toroidal accelerator began to fade. The chi ef engi neer energed
fromthe service bay, cradling a milant cylinder of netallic glass. The lights in the corridor
ceased to flicker as energency power canme on line. Their conforting steady gl ow bani shed di e mah-

i h and conpani on ni ghtmares from si ght.

Moody rose fromhis crouching position, the laser hot in his palm Oficers and techs eyed one
anot her uncertainly. The chief engineer handed the cylinder to her assistant as carefully as an
obstetrician passing a newborn to its nurse.

The howling was a nenory, the only noise in the corridor the hiss of the Iights and the automatic
space heaters

Moody pocketed his weapon. "That's it, then. W stopped him"
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"l wonder." Qoljee tilted his head back to gaze ground-ward, two flights above them "W have seen
some things down here. | wonder what Grayhills has seen up there.™

They used the elevators this tine. As Mody energed he happened to glance through a corridor

wi ndow. It was now sleeting outside. Lightning twisted and cracked through boiling black cl ouds,
mllions of volts with no place to go. He was remni nded of sandpainting patterns.

Gayhills was not waiting for them She was seated at an engineering station, weaving in tandem
with the young tech next to her. Mody observed the performance, adnmiring their techni que nmuch as
one woul d that of duo pianists.

She sensed his presence and paused | ong enough to | ook up

"We stopped it," he told her

"I know." She indicated her conpanion, who grinned shyly at the detective. "Little Bear and | have
been trying to determni ne what happened. There was heavy particle acceleration to near |ight-speed
wilhin the torotd, but no result we can neasure because no target was enpl aced. "

"So what happened to the particles?" Mody asked.

"W do not know. " The young tech blinked. "They went soneplace. W do not know where. Since they
did not collide with a preset target, they nust have collided with particles sonewhere el se.

Unl ess they were ained at sonething |ocated outside the toroid." He blinked again.

"I's that possible?" Gayhills' gaze narrowed.

"Theoretically. It is never done, because it would be inpossible to nonitor the results properly.
And nere is no guarantee the particles would not strike others before reaching an external target,
thus invalidating the experinent. | cannot imagi ne why anyone woul d want to do such a thing."'

"Unl ess they want the result of the experinent to remain a secret," Ooljee pointed out.

The chi ef engineer had been silent |ong enough. "This is madness! You don't throw heavy particles
around |ike
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cookie crunbs. If they escape the confines of the accelerator, there's no way to track their

pat hs."

"There's sonething else,” said Grayhills. "It's this storm W've been in touch with the Nationa
Weat her Service office in Flagstaff. A low pressure systemjust materialized, right here. No
front, no occluded |l ows. The bottomjust fell out of the baroneter over Caneron.”

"Gaggii," said the sergeant. "Whatever he is doing is affecting the clinate. W have stopped the
accel erator, but the stormcontinues. He is doing sonething, wherever he is."
"All I knowis that the NW5 says this is an abnormal weather system that its effects are highly

| ocalized, and dial it's not noving. It's just sitting here on top of us." Tired, she |eaned back
in the swivel seat and cl osed her eyes.

"I don't know why he activated the accelerator, or how he managed to enlist those coyote-things to
help him 1 don't knowif this crazy stormis related to his activities or not. Accel erator
coyotes, storm | can't put those three together any nore than | can pull a rabbit out of a hat.
But that doesn't nean Gaggii can't."

A phone cl anged, dissonant in the charged atnosphere of the room The tech who answered nodded
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slowy as he listened, then passed the handset to the corporal. Mody watched his expression
change fromone of frustration to one of confusion. He hung up and stood staring off into space
for a long nonment, then turned to face the detective.

"That was the security kiosk at the eastside parking |lot. They need advice. There's sonething they
t hi nk shoul d be checked out."

"We're busy here."

The young man shook his head slowy. "No, | think we ought to have a look at mis. | don't want to,
but we probably should." H's tone was that of the hunter chosen to | eave the cave and confront the
saber -t oot h.
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Puzzl ed, Mbody and Ooljee followed himout, |leaving Gayhills and the tech to their weaving.

No burning eyes, no fiery otherworldly shapes |leapt fromdark conmers to confront them Not hing

i npeded their progress as they hurried toward the back of the buil ding.

They slowed in the hallway that led to the parking lot exit. Qutside, sleet continued to whiten
the pavenent, the half-ice spending itself violently against the wide, tinted windows that | ooked
out on a field of cars and m nivans and trucks. Farther to the east, transport traveling the north-
sout h two-1| ane hi ghway was slowi ng and pulling off the road. Tugging jackets and shirts tight

agai nst the sleet, drivers and passengers were |leaving their vehicles to stare at what had
materialized in the gravelly soil just beyond the graded shoul der

It was big. Men in uniformwere lined up alongside it to gaze at the people gathering bel ow them
At this distance Mody coul d not see their expressions, but he doubted they could be any |ess
astoni shed than his own. He had very good eyesight and was able to see the nane on its front, but
he could not read it, since it was witten in a script unfamliar to him

The corporal surprised himby translating. The words neant not hing.

The two men from Ganado | eft the nmenbers of the security staff standi ng dunmbfounded in the bl ow ng
sleet. Not a word was spoken until they'd returned to Engi neering.

"It is a mstake, an error on Gaggii's part,” Ooljee murmured as they entered the busy room

Moody brushed noisture fromhis shoulders. * '"It's getting out of hand. |I'm beginning to get sone
i dea of what you nmeant when you spoke of nessing around with inconprehensible forces."

Eyes followed themas they entered. Grayhills came over to themand put a hand on Mody's arm It
was a good thing she did so, or the spellbound detective m ght have
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wal ked right through the back door and out into the next corridor

"I take it you saw sonething."

He started to tell her, hesitated. How could he explain? It was not an expl ai nable thing. |nstead
he said, "Can you patch us through to the university library nolly? Not the one here: the main
one, in Flagstaff."

She eyed himcuriously. "I don't see why not.'’
a chair nearby. "Wy?"

"W need to check out a nanme," Mody told her
"A nanme? What nanme?"

"The nane of a ship."

She shook her head, her confusion deepening. "I don't understand."

"Y' all have lots of conpany. Be a good gal and run the patch.”

Wat ching himcarefully, she resuned her seat and jacked the request. A nonment |ater he found

hi nsel f confronting an open library pronpt. He entered bis request and awaited a response, which
appeared within the mnute.

ol jee rose to peer over his shoulder. Several techies left their stations to see what all the
fuss was about.

As the library patiently inforned them "the destroyer Akitsuki, while escorting the heavy carrier
Zui kaku, was hit and presuned sunk by American aircraft on the norning of October 25, 1944, during
the battle for Leyte @ulf, Philippine canpaign, WNI."

"Except it didn't sink." Mody nuttered aloud. "It went soneplace else. Nowit's here, outside. In
t he high desert."”

Gayhills turned to Ooljee. "What is he tal ki ng about ?"

"Qut past the parking lot." The sergeant nodded eastward. "A Japanese destroyer fromthe Second

Her attention shifted to Ooljee, who had slunped in

Wrld War. At |east sone of the crewis still aboard, no doubt wondering what has happened to nem
| inmagine the najority of sur-
CYBER UJflY
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vivors are huddl ed bel ow, praying to whatever gods they prayed to in those tines."

"That's crazy."

"I have no intention of disputing you." H's expression narrowed. "The codetal kers. "

Moody blinked, |ooked at his partner. "Wat?"

" 'Navaho codetal kers. An inportant part of tribal history. We all learn about themin school
During the second great war, before nollys, all the governnents | ooked for ways to transnit
nmessages that the eneny would not be able to understand. Wen Navahos joi ned the Anerican forces,
someone thought to station one at each inportant position. The codetal kers concocted a goofy,
personal version of our |anguage. Strange as it seens, the eneny was the Japanese. They never
could figure out what kind of code the Anericans were using. It wasn't a real code; just m xed-up
Navaho. "

"I don't see how that explains that ship outside."

"The alien web. Sone codetal kers nmust have hit on the right phrasing. Mnmentarily and
accidental ly, but enough to access sonething in the web. O maybe," he added, his voice dropping,
' & eat - grandfather Laughter decided to try and nmake use of his sandpainting know edge, and this
ship ran into sone real hatathli magic which yanked it right out of the Pacific and into..."
"Strange seas and shores,"” Mody finished for him "until our friend Gaggii started playing with
the web. Now they're back home—sort of. Wsh | spoke Japanese."

"It can't have been deliberate on his part," Ooljee observed. "He is just stunmbling around in
search of his own ends.”

Moody eyed his partner. "You' re gonna have to use the tenplate again, ask the web where he is."
The sergeant was dubious. "lI'd rather not. Each tine we access | get the feeling | amgoing to do
sonmet hing wong, or that Gaggii will finally have figured out howto insert a
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safeguard to cover his tracks and we wilt all end up like die nen on that ship. O the building we

are in will materialize soneplace else, or nmaybe the state of Arizona. | do not want to have to
wait on soneone to 'accidentally* bring us back a hundred years from now. "
It was an inmage inpossible to avoid: the whole state, with all its rivers and cities and nountai ns

and peopl e, suddenly extracted fromreality as neatly as a child would cut out a piece of nap. And
why just Arizona? Mody thought. Wiy not all of North America, or if Gaggii wasn't careful with
his paraneters, the entire planet? Earth shunted to an obscure coner of an alien database, just
anot her insignificant byte of data in a web |arge enough to include ..

What ? How vast was this web they'd stunbled upon?

Maybe that's all it was. Just a big database devi sed by whoever they were. He could feel hinself
beginning to lose it, and Vernon Mody, Detective First, TPD, never lost it. But the scale, the

i Mmensity, the apocalyptic indifference of it all, was starting to get to him

He could see it clearly: galaxies as directories, subdirectories of individual solar systens.
Wthin one subdirectory, little files. One of a place called Earth, or however it was | abel ed.
Tiny subfiles for plants and ani mal s and human beings. Subfile for individuals: Vernon Mody, Paul
Qol jee, Samantha Gray hills, Yistin Gaggii. Infinitesinmally minuscule bytes easily accessed by

anyone who knew how to use the web. Garbage files.

What was Gaggii after? Surely not sonething as inconsequential as a means for protecting or
enriching hinself? No, Gaggii would want to know how to run the subfile |abeled "mankind." O
perhaps his vision was grander. Perhaps he hoped to di scover how to access an entire file. Press
ENTER here and shift the planet a little nearer the sun (maybe Gaggii was easily chilled). O nove
it next to another sun, for a change of pace. Gravity, the speed of l|ight:
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suddenly these little constants no | onger neant anything. Not when you could access the web and
braid yourself a customJulia pattern here, a Mandl ebrot there, and shift yourself into the

subdi rectory coded Al pha Centauri .

Moody shivered. How could you go on, with the foundations of your reality becone as insubstanti al
as gossaner? Tine, space, speed: neaningless. Qualitatively irrelevant. Wio punched in the entries
up there? God? The aliens? Navaho Holy People wi th unpronounceabl e nanmes?

Pain flicked across his face. He blinked at a worried-Iooking Samantha Gray hills. It took hima
monment to realize he'd been sl apped. ol jee stood nearby, equally concerned.

"You were |aughing," she said seriously, "and we couldn't get you to stop. I'msorry | had to hit
you. "

"I wouldn't do it," said Ooljee. "Thought you mght react instinctively and flatten ne. Wiat were
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you t hi nki ng about that nmade you do that?

Moody hesitated, finally announced brusquely, "Nothing. Nothing inportant.

"What we have to do now is concentrate on what we can understand. Because if you | ook at this
thing too hard, you | ose your focus real quick. Let's just work on Yistin Gaggii. He's a nurderer
and we're going to take himinto custody. That's all we need to worry about."

"I've been thinking." * Both nen turned on Gray hi Us. She didn't back down under their stares.
"I'f he's at the center of everything that's been happening, then he also night be at the center of
this inpossible storm Pinpoint the nexus of the | ow pressure systemand we night find himthere
If it's over Vegas or Bullhead City then we can try sonething else, but if it's as close to here
as the National Wather Service suggested..."

"Gve 'ema call," snapped Moody.

She nodded, resuned her seat at the console. "I'mon it."
Qol j ee whispered to his partner while they waited. "
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know what your problemis, ny friend. You think too nuch. Especially for a cop."

"What if the people who built this web left their own safeguards behind? Wat if Gaggi
accidentally stunbles into one of then? You think it's gonna deal with himselectively?" He smiled
crookedly. "Try 'not' thinking about thinking about that for a while."

"Nothing is intrinsically good or evil," the sergeant told him "It is all in how you use it."
"That really reassures ne," Mody replied sarcastically. "I'Il renenber that when Arizona is
sinking,in the nddle of the Indian Ccean."”

"If such a safeguard exists, it may be clearly |abeled."

"You think that'd stop our boy Gaggii? He's come too far to quit now He'd try getting around it.
No, we've got to get our hands on himbefore he can nake any serious m stakes."

"Idonotthink," Ooljee said quietly, "that Yistin Gaggii wants to nove the state of Arizona to the
m ddl e of the Indian Ccean.”

"Naw. He just wants to nake hinmself President. Or Enperor of the planet." The detective gl anced
down at his partner. "W're gonna have to kill himto stop him You know that, don't you? Because
of that damm unreal boat outside. If some hatathli codetal kers nade that happen over a hundred
years ago, it neans you don't need a nonitor or spinner to access the web. Al you need is the
right words, the right phrasing. It means you can't stop Gaggii by |ocking himup. You coul dn't

put himin a hole deep enough to keep himfrom maki ng mi schief. So we have to kill-him"

ol jee waited a nmonment before replying, but not for the reason Mbody thought.' "I think you are
right, but that does not solve the problem"”

"How so?"

"What about ne? | know the chant. | know the sand-painting."
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Moody eyed himsharply. "What about you, Paul? You tell ne.”

"I have a fine woman who loves ne. | have two wonderful children. | have a job that | like in a
place that | like. | have fulfillnent. | do not want to be enperor of anything. More inportantly,

I want as little to do with this business as possible. That which grants power can also take it
away. Let specialists who can watch over one another delve into its depths. Let mem stunble across
any safeguards that may have been left floating in its innards.

"I amno hatathli. If we destroy die renaining i mages of the sandpainting it will be a long tine
bef ore anyone stunbles across its secret again. Perhaps never."

"Never." Mody nodded, pleased. "That sounds |ike a decent |length of time. Never, yeah." The
terrifying, indifferent enptiness of the universe receded a little, bearing some of the fear he
felt withit.

"Don't you wonder?" Qoljee asked him "If the code-tal kers are responsi ble for what happened to
that ship, don't you wonder what el se mght be floating around in the web?

"Make you a deal," the detective said curtly. "I won't think so nuch if you won't wonder so nuch."
Grayhills had information. "The center of the lowis only forty-five mles north of here. South of
the gap at Cedar Ri dge, sonewhere between the hi ghway and Marbl e Canyon." She | ooked back up at
them "It's still fixed, not noving."

"Real close." (Qoljee checked his gun. "He did not have to cone into town to get what he wanted.
Let's go. W have a killer to apprehend and a stormto stop. Anong other things."

The two nmen exchanged grimgrins.

CHf | PTER
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THE SKYCUTTER PILOT was reluctant to take themup, did so only because ol jee pulled rank. Like a
cork in a whirl pool they bobbed through the clouds, the flight snoothing out only a little when
die pilot dropped the rotor and headed north.

Wnd rocked themwi ldly, while the lightning was frequent and heavy enough to extract prayer from
confirmed atheists. Though the wipers battled the driving sleet to a draw, the pilot chose to
concentrate on his instrunents in lieu of the view ahead. There would be no wel com ng | andi ng
beacon where they planned to set down.

Grayhills assured the pilot that a visual sighting would not be necessary. Al he had to do was
follow his falling baroneter.

Moody's stonmach rose and fell in conceit with die Flex. He hung on and tried to think about
sonet hi ng besi des his heaving guts.

Their pilot was a short, wiry, somber-faced youth in his early twenties. Too small for the street,
too tough to be stuck behind a desk. As he studied his console he raised his voice to nake hinsel f
heard above the brutal w nd.

"Been flying four years. |1've tracked peopl e according
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to standard police reports and civilian call-ins. I've trailed vidwits and run spiral searches.

Once | blew a suspect armed with a surface-to-air into a ditch where ground cops could pick himup
easy. But this is the first time | ever tracked anyone by baronetric pressure.”" He tapped the |ens
protecting a readout. "Look at this danmn thing! Twenty-eight point nine-five and still dropping.
|'ve never seen it so low."

A blast of wind and rain drove the skycutter sideways. The pilot fought for control, cursing the
stormand Ool jee in equal neasure. He didn't ask questions, because he couldn't spare the tine.
Moody clung to whatever part of the cabin was fastened down. Despite her harness, Samantha
Grayhills kept bouncing into him a sensation he would have enjoyed at any other tine. Fromhis
seat alongside the pilot, Ooljee |leaned forward and tried to see through the horizontal weather
Maybe while trying to track the baroneter, fight the storm and weather the up- and down-drafts,
the pilot took his eyes off his radar for an instant. O perhaps it was because they seened to be
flying one foot back for every two they advanced. In any event he suddenly let out a yell and

wr enched di e wheel hard over as the butte |ooned in front of nem

The skycutter slued sideways. A coarse grinding groan cane fromits belly as they struck, bouncing
once. The pilot tried to shift the rotor to hover, but it was too late. Wnd and pressure finished
what the initial inpact had begun

The carbon-fiber conposite blades splintered Iike | engths of frozen carpet. One shattered agai nst
the Flex's arnor glass inches fromMody's face. Only the fact that they were already on the
ground saved them That, and the skill of their angry pilot. In the vids Mbody had seen, aircraft
crashes always went on and on, long mnutes of netal screeching agai nst pavenent or stone. In
reality, only seconds el apsed between the first contact with the ground and total cessation of
novenent .

He slipped free of his harness and hel ped G ayhills ex-kricate herself fromher own. "You okay?"
"No, | amnot okay. My neck is killing me and nmy chest feels like sonmeone's been using it for an
anvil. But | don't think anything s broken."

ol j ee was kicking open the door on his side. Mody's gaze shifted to the pilot, who sat sl unped
in his seat, his head lolling.

"Harness did not keep himfromdenting the console." The sergeant reached over and put a hand on
the pilot's chest, inside his jacket. "He will be okay. But he'll feel otherw se when he wakes
up." A weight lifted from Mody's guts. He had a fondness for the young and reckl ess.

The door banged open to adnmit a blast of danp, cold air. This ain't no place for a po' country boy
fromthe South, Mody told hinmself dourly as the w nd whi pped at the bare flesh of his face,
licking himlike a curious carnivore.

"W nust be close," Ooljee announced.

"\ 2"

The sergeant turned to face his partner. "Because | was |ooking at the baroneter just before we
hit, and | don't think it could have gone any |lower. So we nmust be near the center of the storm"
"We don't gotta be near anything," Mody groused, in no nmood to be told how things had to be. "If
it was still dropping, then we were heading the right way when we went down, but that doesn't nean
we're there yet." He indicated the unconscious pilot. "Wat about hin®P"

ol j ee considered. "When he wakes up and sees that we have gone, he will do one of two things.
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Either he will try and cone after us, which would be really stupid, or else he will stay with his
craft and wait for the stormto die down and searchers to home in on the energency beacon."

"Wsh we had that choice." Muody | eaned toward the doorway, halted when he sensed Grayhills right
behind him "Were d you think y'all are goi ng?"
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She nade a face at him "1 haven't got time for any of that rmpolice-and-you' re-civilian-so-this-
doesn' t-con-cern-you kind of thing."

"G ve me one good reason why | shouldn't nmake you stay here?”

Bits of sleet clung to the long black strands of her hair like nelting pearls. Bright eyes gazed
evenly back into his own.

"Because |'m smarter than you, and that m ght prove useful."

The detective | ooked up at his partner. "What do y'all mink, Paul? Is she snmarter than nme?"

"Ch, | do not think there is any doubt about it," the sergeant replied with a straight face.
"Though whether that rates her comng with us is another natter. However, | do not want to debate
the point. She is probably smarter than ne also, so we would end up both losing the argunent and
wasting time."

They exited the downed aircraft, Mody wi shing for a goose-down parka instead of the light-duty

j acket he was wearing. Ooljee oriented hinself and pointed. They headed west.

Moody noted that Grayhills was following close on his heels, using his bulk as a shield against
the wind and sleet. "Don't y'all know that it's dangerous to follow a bear into the wiods?"

"Not so long as you have a pretty good idea what he's going to do there.” She grinned up at him
her cheeks rosy fromthe cold.

Was it intellectual curiosity that induced her to cone al ong, Mbody wondered, or |ike so nany of
the scientifically m nded was she sinply ignorant of the realities of real-life violence? As a
percentage of the total population, scientists were the victinms of rnuggings far out of proportion
to their nunbers

Not wi t hst andi ng the wind and cold, he was glad to be
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out of the skycutter. Better to wal k. He suspected his opinion mght change as the chil
penetrated his light clothing. But staying in the downed Fl ex was an option neither he nor Qoljee
had considered. They had to find and stop Gaggii as quickly as possible. That didn't allow for
squatting around waiting to be rescued.

"Gonna have a helluva time finding anything in this,"” he announced to no one in particular as he
pl owed forward, keeping his head down and blinking noisture fromhis eyes. At |east, he thought
with some amusenent, Grayhills was having an easier tine follow ng himthan he was keeping up with
ol j ee.

The sergeant called back fromjust ahead. "I think it is letting up!" The wind did seemto be
dying a little, Mody thought. Sleet becane rain, then nere drizzle. Maybe the ridicul ous storm
was novi ng on.

Abruptl y—too abruptly—the drizzle gave way to a light nmist. Then even that ceased.

He found hinself standing on die edge of a rocky mesa, gazing down into a shallow canyon. A narrow
stream neandered through this crack in the Earth's surface, running water over the nillennia
havi ng etched away a frane larger than itself. The rimon the far side of the canyon was hi gher
than the one on which they stood.

Moody turned a slow circle. Dark fog and rain hung like a curtain behind them alnpst within
touching distance. A circular ranpart of cloud enclosed this piece of plateau, reaching toward the
heavens. It was thus everywhere he | ooked. Fromw thin the clouds the wind called ceasel essly, but
where they stood it was cal mand warm

"Haal hoodzaaT' oljee nuttered. "Wat is going on here?"

"Leave it to a Florida boy to explain, though if 1'd been offered ny druthers |I'd have picked
sonething else to remind ne of hone." Mdody kicked a rock over the edge,
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wat ched it tunble down the steep slope. "We're in the eye."

Gay hi! |Is stared at the towering clouds circul ating about them "Can't be. It's too small. The
whol e stormis too small."
"So it's small. It's still a dam hurricane."

"You cannot have a damm hurricane here." Qoljee reacted as if his denial nmight itself be enough to
bani sh the outrageousness. "Hurricanes arise in the tropics. This is Northern Arizona, for God's
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sake."

"Sorry, but there's not much question about it. Cassic form down-sized. A nini-hurricane." Mody
was unperturbed by his partner's objections. The stormwas just sitting there, hovering above the
little canyon with its seasonal stream not noving at all, content to spin in place.

"More like a mcro-hurricane." An occasional stray breeze ruffled Grayhills' hair. "Wat a

nmet eor ol ogi st wouldn't give to be here to study the dynamcs."

"He can have ny place," Muody nmuttered. He felt like a bug stapled to the top of a chanpagne
bottle, waiting for the inevitable explosion to blow himinto the firmanent.

There was nore to the canyon than stream and isol ated clunps of vegetation. Steamrose from hot
springs near the center, close to a traditional twelve-sided hogan of rough-cut |ogs. The entrance
to the structure faced east. G ass windows had been inserted in the stuccoed walls.

A large notor home was parked nearby, the satellite dish on its roof a mniature of the nuch

bi gger one mounted behind the hogan. Next to it stood a pyram d of twelve tracking solar panels.
Cables ran fromdie notor home into the buil ding.

Moody automatically drew his gun and dropped to a crouch, studying vehicle and structure. "He's in

one or the other. Wsh |I had a snall shapecharger. I'd put one in the notor home, another in the
house, and we'd just walk away fromthe craters, stormor no storm'1
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"We cannot rush him" ol jee whispered. "W do not know what sort of weapons he may have
stockpiled in there, or may have brought with him" H's eyes scanned the ground around the hogan
"There nmay be perinmeter security, either passive or active. And nere is sonething else.” He

poi nted toward the hot springs.

Moody squi nted, shrugged. "So he can take a hot bath if he wants to. So what ?"

"There is another sandpainting. It deals with an entity named Big Monster."

"Not hi ng subtle about your traditions, is there?"

The sergeant | ooked over at him "Big Monster lives at a place called Hot Water."

Moody sighed. "I'Il bet the northern part of this state is full of hot springs.”

"So it is. In fact, the San Franci sco peaks near Flagstaff are said to have |ast erupted as
recently as the eleventh century. There is plenty of activity."

"So this one reninds you of a sandpainting. So?"

"I would rather it did not. You see, Big Monster did not |ike Earth people. He destroyed them as
fast as they were made. Until he was taken care of, the world was not a fit place for human bei ngs

tolive in." He returned his attention to the view below. "I just find it interesting that Gaggi
woul d choose a site close to a hot spring for his final refuge."

"Well | don't see any nonsters, big or snall," Mody growed. "I see a crummy little shack housing
a murderer. | see—

G ayhills interrupted him She was staring, not at the hogan bel ow, but across the canyon. Staring
and poi nting.

"What's that? Ch ny, what is that?"

Moody | ooked up sharply.

It was just a tiny dark spot, a snmall speck of night against the ruddy talus. Except that it shone
with an inner light, hanging in the air hard by the opposite rimof the plateau.
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As they sat gaping, it expanded |ike a droplet of nercury on a sheet of glass, ballooning first a
little in one direction, then another. Shining down through the eye of the micro-hurricane,
sunlight gleaned on its surface as if it were fashioned of polished black steel. It drifted
slightly to the south, nen stopped.

When it had swelled to an oval the size of Qoljee's truck, it inpacted the edge of the plateau
Sand, gravel, then | arger rocks, began slipping fromthe rimdirectly above the object. Wen they
reached the oval, they vanished. A small creosote bush was undercut and it, too, disappeared into
the vitreous unbra.

"What the hell is that?" Ooljee whispered al oud.

Moody spoke without turning. "How should I know? Y all are the expert on Navaho | egend."

"That is a physical nmanifestation," the sergeant replied evenly, "not a religious one."

"The sonuvabitch has accessed sonething." Mody's fingers tightened on his pistol. "He's trawling
in that damm web and he's snagged sonethi ng new. Doesn't he give a shit?"

"He has killed at |east two people and he tried to kill us," Ooljee rem nded his partner. "I
suspect he does not."

The bl ackness continued to expand. As they watched, a huge section of cliff broke free and tunbl ed
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into the disk.

And a wi nd was rising.

It came rushing down out of the sky, whipping past their faces, straight down into the eye of the
swirling mcro-hurricane like water dunped in a bucket. It blew by Mody's eyes, whispered in his
ears; the sound of dust and pollen and bits of soil being sucked away. The di sk was inhaling the
Eart h.

"Sheets of sky."

"What's that?" Mody spoke without turning, unable to take his eyes fromthe spectacle.

Qoljee sat in the dirt, his gun hanging |loosely fromhis
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fingers. "The gods drew on sheets of sky and traveled in ships that | ooked |ike black clouds.
Remenber the painting? 'Scavenger Being Lifted Through the Skyhol e by Eagl es and Hawks Assisted by
Snakes with Bird Power.' W had an anal ogy for everything but the snakes, because snakes cannot
fly. They burrow. "

"Burrow." Grayhills stood staring nunbly at the carci-nomatous tenebrosity that had taken root on
the other side of the plateau. "Rats, noles, gophers, worns. Wrns. That's funny."

Once nore Mody felt like the dunb fat kid in Ms. Waterson's tenth grade science cl ass.

"What about worns?"

She ignored him spoke instead to Qoljee. "Snakes burrow. Worms burrow. Snakes al so stand for
lightning, don't they?" He nodded. "Lightning that burrows. It's only natural to think of
spaceshi ps when we try to envision a nethod of travel that involves lightning and bl ack cl ouds.
Natural, and wong. Those old hatathlis weren't trying to describe a ship taking off. They were
being much nore literal. They were trying to describe burrowi ng." Leaves and twi gs bl ew past her
cheeks as her hair streaned toward the far side of the canyon

"WIIl somebody tell me what the hell all this has to do with wornms?" Mody pl eaded.

There was a funny smile on her face. "The sandpai nting shows snakes. Today we ni ght use worns.

It's all the sanme burrowing. | think the skyhole in your sandpainting is nmeant to be taken
literally, not as a nmetaphor. | think Scavenger, whatever he was, didn't go up into the sky. He
went through a real skyhole." Her gaze shifted once nore to the steadily expanding ellipsis across
the canyon. "Or as we might call it, a wornhole."

The faster he went, the farther behind he got, Myody reflected. "Wat is a wornhol e?"
She shrugged, as if precise descriptions did not matter
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"Twi sted spacetinme. If you grab a cardboard tube at each end and twist it in opposite directions,
and keep on twisting it, what do you end up wth?"

"A busted cardboard tube."

"Eventual |y the ends becone congruent. There are scientists who believe that if you could get a
good grip on spacetine you could twist it like that, so that the two ends which originally m ght
have been hundreds of parsecs apart woul d end up occupyi ng the sane space. You could step through
this end and cone out sonmewhere el se, sonmewhere far away." She indicated the obunbrated disk.
"There's a causal boundary over there, a boundary attached to a spacetime that depends only on the
structure Gaggii has generated with the aid of the alien web and the Caneron accel erator. A causa
boundary, detective, does not distinguish between boundary points even at infinite distances."

By now the disk had taken a visible bite out of the cliff face opposite. It was no | onger
expanding as rapidly, but it continued to eat away at sandstone and soil.

"What you're saying," Mody said slowy, "is mat whoever cane avisiting this part of the world a
thousand years or so ago didn't use any ships? They just dropped in through a hole in the sky?"
"What does he want with a wornhole?" Qoljee clinbed to his feet, struggling against the w nd.
"Maybe he wants to talk to whoever left their junk here. Maybe he just wants to say heHo." Mbody
ki cked at the ground. "Or maybe he wants to ask them sone questions."

"Grand presunptions often |lead to disaster," observed the sergeant noodily. "Ants do not ask
questi ons of people who dunp garbage, because if that attention is gained, such people are likely
to exclaim'ants!/ and reach for the bug spray or the swatter.'' He stepped over the edge of the
cliff, began slipping and sliding awkwardly down the crunbling tal us.

r

"Hey!" Mdody followed, gallantly trying to aid Saman-tha Graynills in staying upright.

The di sk, the wornhol e, the skyhol e—whatever it was—had grown big enough to drive a truck
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t hrough. Boul ders and trees continued to slide into the caliginous void and vanish. Air how ed
around the three as they scranbl ed down ne sl ope.

"Wait a mnute, wait!" The two nen sl owed, |ooking back at Grayhi Us. They were halfway to the
bottom of the canyon. "What if you're right and he has the place secured?”

"W have to stop him" Mody hefted his gun. "W can't just sit around and take in the show W
nm ght not |ike the ending."

"There are other ways to stop himbesides trying to put a bullet in his head."

"Maybe, but | happen to like that way."

"He mght feel the sane about you." She shifted her attention to Qoljee. "You' ve |earned howto
use the web to locate him Wy not use it to interfere with what he's doi ng?" She indicated the
sergeant's spinner, which hung fromhis duty belt. "Al the infornmation you' ve acquired since this
started is still in there, isn't it?"

ol jee put his free hand on the device, licked his |lips. He | ooked down at the hogan, then across
the canyon at the circle of swallowing night. He was silent for a | ong noment. Then he

strai ghtened slightly.

"The built-in nonitor's awfully snmall. Hardly enough to fingerprint on. And it is only a spinner.
It's not nol-1yjacked."

"Mne is." She undi pped the expensive precision instrunent slung at her belt, unfolded the top
section into a foot-square screen. Mody admired it.

"Pretty fancy."

She grinned tightly. "You two are only public servants, whereas |I'm charged with ensuring the
security of large
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conmpani es. Naturally they see to it that I'msupplied with the best equi pnent on the market."

ol jee eyed it uncertainly. "But does it have enough storage to process the webware tenplate?"
She handed it to him "Only one way to find out."”

The three of themknelt on the exposed slope, Mody trying to shield the two spinners as nuch as
he could. Carefully CQoljee jacked the police spinner to Grayhills', watched as the screen cane
alive.

"Watf kind of nolly you got in there?"

"Ten gigabyte Yellow Ob, nmilitary spec suspension, Denon floating nolecular |asac. Single read
only, but mat's all we need. You're the only one going to access."”

"1 hope that is enough.” Qoljee's fingers danced over the board.

A mniature of the Kettrick sandpainting appeared on the unfol ded screen, the details so fine that
only their famliarity with the design enabled themto recognize individual features. Ooljee sat
and chanted, his hand outstretched, while the tormented wi nd shuddered around them and across the
canyon the glistening black oval continued to gnaw at the earth.

Moody tried to divide his attention between the disk and the interl ocked spinners. If the intruder
grew nuch larger, it would engulf the notor home and the hogan. That would not be such a bad
thing, he reflected, unless the disk renmai ned behind, a nanifestation only a vani shed Gaggii could
deal with.

Where was it all going, the disappearing rocks and trees and sand? To another world circling

anot her star? O perhaps another dinension, or a big roomchock full of rainbow threads and
mysterious sparkling lights? O was everything sinply funneled into the vastness between the
stars, to suffer instant desiccation? Mbody was scared, real scared, nore scared than he'd been on
that day ten years ago in Sarasota when a ninloco deal er outgrabed on sizzle had stuck a need-
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ler to the back of the detective's head and threatened to fry his brains.

Instead it was the deal er who'd been bl own away, by another cop on the stakeout. Venon Mody
strai ghtened and sucked it in. He hadn't survived that nonment only to be ingested DOW by sone
berserk alien Indian Navaho fairy tale.

The tiny screen was alive with rainbow filanments: rai nbow power, Qoljee had called it. Ful gurant

| ights danced around the threads, darting through the bl ackness, while inconprehensible patterns
whi rl ed and expl oded on the fol d-out

screen.

«»! * 5

It's so small," Gayhills nurmured

Easy enough to check though, Qoljee knew. Shoving his hand into the screen, he let the tingling
warnmth of the web briefly caress his flesh. He withdrew it confidently.
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"We're in." He stared at Grayhills. "But where do we go?"

"Look!"

As Moody's gaze rose fromthe screen he noted that the wind was no | onger bl ow ng across the
canyon. Instead it was now blasting toward them making his own hair and (nmuch nore inpressively)
that of Samantha Grayhills' stream out behind their heads. No |onger the fresh, dry air of the
high plateau, it carried with it a powerful musky odor he could not identify.

Air from el sewhere, he thought. Air and fine particles that tickled his nostrils and made hi m want
to sneeze. Behind it an intimtion of sonmething huge. His skin grew cold and the small hairs on
the back of his neck bristled.

He saw Grayhills staring in the same direction. "You feel it too?" he asked softly, sinultaneously
wonderi ng why he was whi spering. She nodded. "What is it?"

"I don't know." Her eyes dropped to the |inked spinners. "W would have to ask Yistin Gaggii."

"I don't think mat crazy bastard knows either," Moody
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grow ed. He was frightened and angry and frustrated. "The ant is playing with the garbage and he
doesn't care about the consequences. He just wants to see what it will do." He squinted at the
cliff, straining to see deeper into the disk.

"There's something in there. Big Mnster, Big Thunder; sonething out of your collective cultura
menory. It's in there and it's trying to get out."

"Come through," Qoljee corrected him "There: you can see it, a little!"

I mmense it was, and anorphous. A slowy solidifying shape. Was that because it was near and
gradual Iy taking on a recogni zable outline, or very far away and slowy comng closer? Wuld it
stop when it reached the causal boundary that was the disk, or step out into the canyon? NMbody
could not inmagi ne, because he could not envision it.

VWhat if it was Big Monster, whatever that was, com ng back? Called back to Hot Water to agai n nake
the world an unfit place for hunan beings, to once nore destroy themas fast as they could be
made? How coul d they stop anything |ike that, sonething frombeyond tine and pl ace?

If the web was responsible for bringing it forth, then to the web they nust resort to deal with
it: What had Ooljee told him ages ago? About Na' a-tse-elit—no, that was me rai nbow guardi an
Sonet hi ng or sonmeone call ed Monster Slayer? He couldn't remenber the Navaho name, but wasn't that
the entity responsible for the destruction of the terrible nonsters of |egend, the yei-tsol The
sanme one who had told hatathlis that the gods drew on sheets of sky but that man coul d use
powdered rock and sand (and rare-earth nmasking?). Was that what was responsible for the garbage
that was the web?

He unburdened hinself of that and nore to Coljee, only to discover that his friend had been
suffering simlar thoughts.

"The key has to be in the painting sonewhere."” The

sergeant stared at the nonitor as if the sheer intensity of his desire m ght provoke a response, a
suggestion. "The Four Sacred Muntains. The danger you don't know. "

He started talking to the spinners, chanting so fast his words were inconprehensible even to

G ayhills. The web replied in Navaho; guttural, rhythmc, voconposite phrases.

Grayhills put her fingers to her lips, her eyes wide as she stvcd across the canyon. "Hurry. Oh,
God, hurry."

The di sk had beconme the color of dried blood. Wthin that otherworldly circular frame of

i mpossi bility sonething nonstrous and swollen was trying to get out. Ooljee's voice rose in pitch
Suddenly the horrid shape contracted, turning sideways and shrinking abruptly to half its former
size. Mobody gaped. There was sonething else in the skyhote, another outline as vast as the first.
It flared and pulsed with shattered lightning as it clashed with its titanic counterpart.
Brilliant rai nbow bursts exploded fromthe disk, searing the earth black where they struck
instantly carboni zi ng anything organic they cane in contact with.

"Get down!" Mbody flattened his bul k against the dirt and his conpanions did |ikewi se. Burnt air
whi stl ed overhead, fleeing the disk, seeking escape fromthe confines of the canyon.

The alien forms withed and boiled |ike antagonistic oils confined to a glass jar. Squinting into
flying sand and grit, Mody watched as the perfect orb of the skyhole began to buckle. Concavities
took neat bites out of its rim

"What did you do?" he roared at his partner

Qol jee lay shielding the conjoined spinners with his body. "Wat we discussed!" He indicated the
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unst abl e di sk. "Nayenezgani! Son of Changi ng Wman, Mnster Slayer, who wears the flint arnor and
fights with the crooked lightning. O maybe it is his brother Tobaschi schin, Bom of Water. Perhaps
both of themare fighting Big Monster." He caught his breath. "Or perhaps what we are seeing is
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di sruption in the database. Maybe Big Monster is a virus of sone kind, and Nayenezgani a Restore
program "

"It's hard," said Grayhills, "to give a nane to sonething you don't understand."

So enthralled and terrified were they by the scene within the disk, they forgot whence it had

ori gi nat ed.

The door to the hogan burst open and a |lone figure cane running out, turning circles as it shouted
at the canyon walls. For the first tine, Yistin Gaggii was neither conmposed nor in control

"Get out!" he screaned at his unseen tormentors. "Get out of the web!" He ignored the disk as
though it didn't exist.

As Gaggii raised sonmething to his shoul der, Mody voiced a choice expletive and dragged Grayhills
down. A burst of automatic weapons fire scattered sand in front of them

' 'Get away! * * (Gaggii was running toward them now. They | ay exposed on the slope, with no cover
near by.

Rai sing hinmself onto his el bows, the detective sighted down the barrel of his pistol and fired off
half a clip. Astartled Gaggii cut to his right and returned the shots wildly. In the depths of
the canyon the gunfire sounded tinny and toy |ike, nmasked by the driving w nd.

Moody lifted his head again, but Gaggii had di sappeared. "Dam! Were'd he go?"

"I think he is down in the creek bed." Qoljee was trying to aimhis own weapon while
simul t aneously shielding the spinners. "W will be lucky to hit himat this range."

"Yeah, but he doesn't know that. Wat's he got?"

Fresh fire sent gravel skipping over their heads.

"Looks like a Provalis Ruger. Cannot tell for sure."

"Sel f - seeki ng shel | s?"

"I doubt it, or he would have used them by now. W cannot stay here. We are too exposed."

"Tell me something | don't know. "

Gaggii's anxious voice filled the pause in the gunfire. * 'You nust go away! You do not know what
you are doing!' *

Moody rai sed his head. "Who the hell says you do?" For his trouble he had to duck another burst of
automatic fire.

"You are breaki ng hozho, bilagaanna\ You have upset the bal ance. You—t"

Moody roared back, interrupting him "Who's disturbed the bal ance? Wat the hell do you cal

t hi sf"

ol jee raised his head, pointed. "Sonmething is changing."”

The di sk was slipping. No |longer stable, it was sliding slowy downsl ope |ike glycerin on Teflon.
Wthin the circle the violently clashing outlines were still visible.

The sergeant was on his feet, heedl ess of however their assailant nmight choose to react. "Run. Get
up and run. Don't you see what's happeni ng?" Mody wasn't sure that he did, but if he had | earned
anything in the past weeks, it was that it was best to follow his partner's lead in such matters.
Wth a grunt, he stunbled erect.

I ndependent of wind or storm stone or guidance, the disk continued its drift down into the
canyon, swallowi ng huge chunks of earth and gravel along the way. Wen it reached the bottomit
halted and began to tip over, falling in extrene slow notion. The gale howing out of the dark maw
i ntensified.

Peering back into the canyon, Mody saw Yistin Gaggii rise fromhis place of concealnent in the
creek bed, throw away his gun, and begin to run toward his pursuers. He was | ooking over his

shoul der, back and up at the falling, falling disk. That enbattled circle of night was rotating on
sonme unknown, unseen axis, responding to forces beyond ken or control, slicing through reality

like a circular blade as it fell. The tops of a pair of big cottonwoods began to vanish into it.
The wor mhol e turns, Mody thought madly as he sought
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to increase his pace. Gravel and sand slipped frombeneath his boots, threatening to send him
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tunbl i ng.

ol jee and Grayhills reached out to help himup the |l ast few feet. Breathing hard, the three of
them | ooked on in horrified fascination at the dranma unfol ding below Gaggii was running for his
life, running hard, sand flying fromhis heels. Panic had replaced anger on his face. The disk was
col lapsing atop him He ran harder. He would escape its radii. He would not. Wuld, would not.
Woul d. .

Wth a yelp of despair Yistin Gaggii threw hinself forward as the disk canme perfectly parallel to
the floor of the canyon. Mody saw hi m vani sh beneath the outer edge: not crushed, but silently
absorbed, swept up, inhaled along with the hogan, the notor hone, the solar pyram d and satellite
di sh, innunerabl e bushes, rocks, boulders, and smaller insect and reptilian |ives.

Standi ng on the rimof the canyon they found thensel ves gazing down into a circular black | ake.
Not hi ng noved on its surface. But within, the universe itself was in turnoil. O the database.
Gaggii was gone: gone with his dreans and aspirations, his spinners and nollys, his msplaced self-
assurance and homicidal indifference. He didn't matter anynore. Al that nmattered was the conflict
he had | eft behind, some kind of uninmaginable contest for supremacy that m ght be taking place a
few dozen yards bel ow their feet or hal fway across the cosnos. Wthin the disk gods, prograns,
aliens, or sonething they could not give a nane to, struggled and contest ed.

The ants stood nearby and wat ched hel pl essly.

Grayhills grabbed his arm and pointed excitedly, but she didn't need to point. Myody saw it as
soon as she did.

The di sk was begi nning to shrink

Soon it occupied |l ess than half the canyon bottom Were it retreated, the surface was as cl ean
and bare as the lens of a canmera. It continued to contract until only a black circle

the size of a tire remained. Then it was the size of a dinner plate.

Still inhaling dust and dirt, it irised out to infinity.

Rel eased to confusion, the amazing stormwhich had led diemto m s place began to shudder and

di ssipate. O ouds broke up and evaporated. Wnd tore the walls of the hurricane eye to pieces,
then sought refuge in arroyos and gullies. Mody clutched at his ears as the baronmetric pressure
rose with astoni shing speed.

Bel ow, a section of canyon two hundred yards in dianeter had been wi ped snooth. No pebble marred
its perfect surface, no creosote or mesquite poked its desiccated crown skyward. Flow ng down from
the north, the lonely little streamspread out in all directions, searching in vain for a course
to follow as it sought to reclaima nonentarily forgotten corner of the planet.

Samant ha Grayhills gazed at the-exposed strata; white Coconino and dark red Kai bab sandst one

"It looks like the setting in a necklace. It |ooks |ike— she struggled for the right anal ogy, the
ri ght word.

"I't looks Iike hozho," said Vernon Moody in his easy southern drawl. "Bal ance and stability, thank
God. ' *

Feeling suddenly very tired, Grayhills sat down on the edge of the slope and wi ped at her wild,
rain-slicked hair.

"I't saved us. Maybe saved everyt hing.
saved us."

The sergeant shrugged. He was thinking of his wife, of the warnth of her against himin bed at
night. O his boys, making trouble and sniles.

"Haal hootiid. Who knows what happened? Maybe we had nothing to do with it. Maybe sonething
decided it was tine to pick up garbage that had started to stink." He put down what he had so
diligently shielded against Gaggii's fire.

She squinted at Qoljee. "Whatever it was you called up

Moody found hinself staring intently at the still active, still glowing nonitor of the nated
spinners. After a no-
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meat's hesitation he rose and raised his foot over them

"That won't nmake it go away." Qoljee spoke softly. "I have been thinking. It will only delay

thi ngs. Maybe the next person to learn the secret will be another Gaggii. One who mi ght proceed
nmore cautiously, wthout |eaving behind dead people to draw attention to hinself, but one with
sim |l ar dangerous anbitions. O it nmight be sone brilliant kid who would do irreversible damage
bef ore anyone had any i dea what was happeni ng. **

Moody put his foot down—al ongside the spinners. That was the trouble with know edge, he nused.
Once acquired, it was so damm difficult to destroy. The Mddl e Ages hadn't been able to w pe out
sci ence. What made himthink he could stonp the web into nonexistence? As physicists del ved deeper
and deeper into the construction of the cosnbs they were bound to stunble into the web eventually,
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with or without the clues provided by the sandpainting.

G ayhills was gazing thoughtfully at the screen. "I wonder: if you knew how, what el se could you
access through there? Holy People? Yei-tsos, aliens, creatures that live in the web itsel f? Those
drifting patterns and lights: what do they represent? Wrlds, |iving beings, or abstracts?"

Moody snorted, flung a rock into the canyon. It did not travel far enough to mar the unnaturally
snooth plain at the bottom

"Maybe you could access a 'delete' button. Ever mink of that? 'Have fun, anuse your friends."'
Delete "em O nmaybe there's a conmmand for del eting sonmething el se. Like the Earth." He threw
anot her stone, harder. The pain that shot up his armwas real, reassuring.

She refused to l et himdiscourage her. "If you could nake a wornhol e do what you wanted it to, if
you could control its position, it would make travel between worlds as sinple and easy as crossing
the street."

"Yeah," grunbl ed Moody. "Think about that for a minute."”

CYBER UURY
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They were distracted by the whirr of rotors overhead. Soneone had | ocated the downed skycutter's
energency beacon. Soon they would be found. Then they would have to explain thenselves, not to
mention the perfectly round polished basin bel ow.

"The only problemw th having a wornmhole to step through,"” Ooljee observed quietly, "is mat
sonet hi ng el se can step through fromthe other side."

"Not if we learn howto control it, howto manipulate it." Gayhills canme up behind Mbody and
began kneadi ng his shoulders with her strong fingers. At first he tensed, nmen allowed hinself to
relax, letting her work on the stiff nuscles. "Sonething did, once."

"You're not arguing fair," Mody objected mldly, feeling the tension ease out of his shoul ders.
"Where'd you learn howto do this? Not off a nolly."

"You' d be surprised what you have to | earn while working Security."

"Who, me? A dunmb cop?"

"Why does it please you to describe yourself that way?"

He of fered no coment.

"I wonder what we might find if we subjected sone other sandpaintings to the kind of analysis we
put the Kettrick through?" Ooljee said. Mody | ooked up sharply. "Sone of the paintings that are
used in the Shooting Way or Blessing Way. | wonder if G andfather Laughter worked with themtoo?"
H s partner indicated the still flickering fold-out screen. "Don't you think the of fspring of one
Way is enough to deal with for a while?"

The sergeant | ooked over at him "Qher paintings, other clues. Perhaps other universes."
"Sonething else | don't understand," said Myody. "Wy you? | nmean, not you personally, but why the
Na- vaho? Why did these aliens or whatever decide to pick on you, whether accidentally or on

pur pose?"
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ol jee rose, scanned the sky for signs of approaching rescue craft. "Maybe they liked the country.
If you were coning in via a ship or wornhole or whatever, wouldn't you choose an interesting part
of the planet to study? There are not many planetary features visible froma distance. The G and
Canyon is one of them and it is right over there." He gestured to the northwest.

"Besi des, peopl e have been dunping their garbage on the Reservation for a long tine. Wiy shoul d
these visitors have been any different?" He wal ked over to the lip of the canyon, stared down at
the newly planed, perfectly flat bottom The creek was spreading out to forma shall ow pond.

"The ants have found the spray can. Devoutly as | would like to, | amafraid that we cannot just
ignore it."

Returning to the nated spinners he noved to separate them paused. Thoughtfully he inserted his
fingers into the nonitor to disturb drifting rai nbows.

Moody wat ched him admiring the play of patterns and colors within the screen. They were
beautiful. Not just threatening and inspiring and dangerous, but truly beautiful. Maybe Ool jee was
right. Maybe there was much in there worth seeking. Gven tine and hard work and care, m ght not
the ants aspire to understandi ng?

A curious Gayhills | eaned over his shoulder. "Wat are you grinning at, nister detective? You

| ook I'ike the coyote who has just made off with the chicken."

"1 was thinking about one possibility we've been considering. What if we really are conponents of
this database? If that's the case, won't it be interesting for whoever built it, when we start

| earning how to nani pul ate it oursel ves?'

She considered. "The revolt of the bytes? Is such a thing possible? Bytes do what they're
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programed to do. They can't act of their volition."

"Maybe we' ve devel oped beyond what the makers of the

CYBER VHY

305

web i magi ned. Maybe we're the virus in their progranmng."

"I hope not," said Qoljee. "They may have prograns designed to conbat viruses."

Moody was warming to his subject. "What if we're an unexpected factor, somnething new?"

"I always thought there was a purpose to mankind's existence," Qoljee replied, "but not as a
virus."

"We' Il find out." Mody eyed the glow ng nonitor, excited by the prospect it presented, no |onger
afraid of what they might find when they went aweaving in its unfathonmabl e depths.

They woul d | earn how to use the alien web, howto bend it to their own needs. And if it turned out
that man was nerely one conponent of sone imrense database, why, he was going to have an i npact
all out of proportion to his designated size.

"l don't think anything will notice us for a while," he murnured. "After all, we don't count for
much on the cosmic scale. But eventually we'll make oursel ves known."

"That m ght be a good thing," Qoljee declared slowy, "or it might not."

"Hozho." Mody grinned at his partner. "W'IIl have to proceed cautiously, much nore carefully than
did Gaggii. But proceed we must. It's the way we're programmed. The curious bytes, that's us. |
don't think we'll be excised for exercising our internal progranm ng. W night even surprise sone
peopl e.”

"What peopl e?"

Moody nodded at the monitor, with its silently tw sting rainbow threads and soft expl osi ons and
pul sing fractal patterns waiting to be understood.

"Whoever is responsible for that."

He gl anced up and over his shoulder. A pair of skycutters were coming toward them nuttering out
of the south. Gray-hills scranbled to her feet and started waving while Ooljee
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stood next to her, resting his hands on his hips.

Moody rose slowy, bending to brush dirt and sand fromhis pants. Wile his conpani ons wat ched the
approaching aircraft, he anbled over to the mated spinners and gazed down into the depths of the
screen., staring thoughtfully at die foot-square imge of infinity. If he raised his foot again
and put it down, wouldlie fall in, fall forever? O would sonething eventually materialize to halt
his plunge?

Kneel i ng, he sang softly to the nmonitor, was delighted when the dark display gave way to a picture
of a sandpaint-ing. He adnired it for a nonent, the regularity of it, the neat lines and cl ean
schematics. Then he traced outlines with a finger, nodding with satisfaction when the |izards
moved and the painting was replaced by a bl ank screen

He turned off the power to Grayhills' spinner, then his partner's. The nonitor folded neatly back
into place. A quick finger-tw st disconnected the units. Hefting one in each hand he rejoined his
conpani ons. The purr of the skycutters was loud in his ears now

Grayhills took her spinner without a word. Mody turned to his friend and handed over the other.
The two nmen exchanged a | ong | ook of understanding. Paul Ooljee turned the device over in his
fingers, inspecting it, appreciating it anew. A snile spread over his face. It wasn't as broad or
open as Grayhills', but it could not be denied

St andi ng al ongside the big nman from Florida as they nonitored the descent of the nearest
skycutter, the sergeant deftly and matter-of-factly clipped the universe back onto his belt.

Rut hor's Note

VWHI LE THE SPELLI NG Navajo is nmost conmon in the Southwest, Navaho is also used. | have used the
latter, since the correct pronunciation is "Nah-vah-hoh" not "Nah-vah-joe."

Sandpainting is often referred to as "drypainting." The forner is a nore literal description of
this unique Native Anerican artform For readers who would like to view excellent sanplings of
sandpai nti ng both nbdern and traditional acconpani ed by nontechnical text, the following slim

vol umes are recomended

Rei chard, d adys, Navaj o Medicine Man Sand Pai ntings. New York, Dover Publications, 1977

Joe, Eugene Baatsoslanii (with Mark Bahti), Navajo Sandpainting Art. Tucson, Ariz., Treasure Chest
Publ i cati ons, 1978.

McCoy, Ronald, "Summoning the Gods." Pl ateau nmagazi ne of the Museum of Northern Arizona,

Fl agstaff, Ariz., Vol. 59.

The Navaho phrase "doo ahashyaa da" neans "I am stupid."
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