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1. The luminous flesh of giants

The courier presses hisforehead against layers of glass, argon, high-impact plagtic. He watches a
gunship traverse the city's middle distance like a hunting wasp, death dung beneath its thorax in asmooth

black pod.

Hours earlier, missles have falen in anorthern suburb; seventy-three dead, the kill asyet unclaimed.
But here the mirrored ziggurats down Lazaro Cardenas flow with the luminous flesh of giants, shunting
out the night's barrage of dreamsto the waiting avenidas-business as usua, world without end.

The air beyond the window touches each source of light with afaint hepatic corona, atint of jaundice
edging imperceptibly into brownish tranducence. Fine dry flakes of feca snow, billowing in from the
sewageflats, have lodged in thelens of night.

Closing hiseyes, he centers himsdf in the background hiss of climate-control. Heimagines himself in
Tokyo, thisroom in some new wing of the old Imperid. He seeshimsdlf in the streets of Chiyoda-ku,
benesth the sghing trains. Red paper lanternsline anarrow lane.

He opens hiseyes.
Mexico City is4till there.

Theeight empty bottles, plastic miniatures, are carefully aigned with the edge of the coffeetable: a
Japanese vodka, Come Back Salmon, its name moreirritating than its lingering aftertaste.

On the screen above the console, the ptichka await him, al in acreamy frieze. When he takes up the
remote, their high sharp cheekbonestwist in the space behind his eyes. Their young men, invarigbly
entering from behind, wear black leather gloves. Savic faces, caling up unwanted fragments of a
childhood: the reek of ablack cana, stedl racketing steel beneath aswaying train, the high old ceilings of



an gpartment overlooking afrozen park.

Twenty-eight periphera images frame the Russiansin their earnest coupling; he glimpsesfigures carried
from the smoke-blackened car-deck of an Asan ferry.

He opens another of the little bottles.

Now the ptichka, their heads bobbing like well-oiled machines, swallow their arrogant, salf-absorbed
boyfriends. The cameraanglesrecall the ardor of Soviet industria cinema.

His gaze straysto NHK Weather. A low-pressure front is crossing Kansas. Next to it, an eerily cam
Idamic downlink ceasdesdy reiterates the name of God in afractal-based caligraphy.

He drinks the vodka.
Hewatchestdevison.

After midnight, at the intersection of Liverpool and Florencia, he stares out a the Zona Rosa from the
back of awhite Lada, ananopore Swiss respirator chafing hisfreshly shaven chin.

And every passing face is masked, mouths and nostrils conced ed behind filters. Some, honoring the
Day of the Dead, resemble the silver-beaded jaws of grinning sugar-skulls. Whatever form they take,
their manufacturers al make the same dubious, obliquely comforting claims about viroids.

He's thought to escape the sameness, perhaps discover something of beauty or passing interest, but
here there are only masked faces, hisfear, thelights.

An ancient American car comes creeping through the turn, out of Avenida Chapultepec, gouts of
carbon puising from benesth a dangling bumper. A dusty rind of cola-colored resin and shattered mirror
sedsitsevery surface; only the windshield is exposed, and thisis black and glossy, opaque as a blob of
ink, reminding him of the gunship'sletha pod. He fedsthe fear begin to accrete, seamlesdy, sensdesdy,
with absolute conviction, around this carniva ghogt, the Cadillac, this oil-burning relic in its spectrd robe
of smudged mosaic slver. Why isit allowed to add itsfilth to the dready impossible air? Who sitsinsde,
behind the black windshield?

Trembling, he watches the thing pass.

"That car ..." Hefinds himself leaning forward, compulsively addressing the broad brown neck of the
driver, whose massive ear |obes somehow recall reproduction pottery offered on the hotdl's shopping
channd.

"El coche," saysthe driver, who wears no mask, and turning, now seemsto notice the courier for the
first time. The courier seesthe mirrored Cadillac flare, once, and briefly, with the reflected ruby of a
nightclub's laser, then gone.

Thedriver isstaring at him.

Hetdlsthe driver to return to the hotd.

He comes awake from a dream of metd voices, down the vaulted concourses of some European
arport, distant figures glimpsed in mute rituas of departure.



Darkness. The hiss of climate-contral.

The touch of cotton sheets. His tel ephone beneath the pillow. Sounds of traffic, muted by the gas-filled
windows. All tension, his panic, are gone. He remembers the atrium bar. Music. Faces.

He becomes aware of an inner baance, arare equilibrium. It isal he knows of peace.

And, yes, the glasses are here, tucked beside histelephone. He draws them out, opening the ear
pieces with aguilty pleasure that has somehow endured since Prague.

Very nearly adecade he hasloved her, though he doesn't think of it in those terms. But he has never
bought another piece of software and the black plastic frames have started to lose their sheen. The label
on the cassette is unreadable now, sueded white with histouch in the night. So many roomslike this one.

He haslong since cometo prefer her in slence. He no longer insertsthe yellowing audio beads. He
has learned to provide his own, whispering to her as he fagt-forwards through the clumsy titles and up the
moonlit ragged hiliscape of a place that is neither Hollywood nor Rio, but some soft-focus digita
approximation of both.

Sheiswaiting for him, aways, in the white house up the canyon road. The candles. Thewine. The
jet-beaded dress against the matte perfection of her skin, such whiteness, the black beads drawn smooth
and cool as asnake's belly up her tensed thigh.

Far away, beneath cotton sheets, his hands move.

Later, drifting toward deep of adifferent texture, the phone benegth his pillow chimes softly and only
once.

"YS?'

"Confirming your reservation to San Francisco," someone says, either awoman or amachine. He
touches akey, recording the flight number, says goodnight, and closes his eyes on the tenuous light sifting
from the dark borders of the drapes.

Her white arms enfold him. Her blondness eternd.
He deeps.

IntenSecure had their wagons detailed every three shifts. They used this big specialty car wash off
Colby; twenty coats of hand-rubbed Wet Honey Siennaand you didn't let it get too shabby.

That one November evening the Republic of Desire put an end to his career in armed response, Berry
Ryddl had arrived there allittle early.

Heliked theway it smelled insde. They had this pink stuff they put through the power-washersto get
the road film off, and the smell reminded him of asummer job hed had in Knoxville, hislast year in
school. They'd been putting condos into the shell of thisbig old Safeway out on Jefferson Davis. The
architects wanted the cinder block walls stripped just this one certain way, mostly gray showing through
but some old pink Safeway paint Ieft in thelittle dips and crannies. They were from Memphis and they
wore black suits and white cotton shirts. The shirts had obvioudy cost more than the suits, or at least as



much, and they never woreties or undid the top button. Rydell had figured that that was away for
architectsto dress;, now helivedin L.A., heknew it wastrue. HEd overheard one of them explaining to
the foreman that what they were doing was exposing the integrity of the materia's passage through time.
He thought that was probably bullshit, but he sort of liked the sound of it anyway; like what happened to
old people on television.

But what it really amounted to was getting most of this shitty old paint off thousands and thousands of
square feet of equaly shitty cinder block, and you did it with an oscillating spray-head on the end of a
long stainless handle. If you thought the foreman wasn't looking, you could aim it at another kid, twist out
athirty-foot roogter tail of stinging rainbow, and wash dl his sunbiock off. Ryddl and hisfriendsdl wore
this Australian stuff that came in serious colors, so you could see where you had and hadn't put it. Had to
get your right distance on it, though, "cause up close those heads could take the chrome off a bumper.
Ryddll and Buddy Crigger both got fired for doing that, finaly, and then they walked across Jeff Davisto
abeer joint and Rydell wound up spending the night with thisgirl from Key We, thefirst time hed ever
dept beside awoman.

2. Cruising with gunhead

Now here hewasin Los Angeles, driving asix-wheded Hotspur Hussar with twenty coats of
hand-rubbed lacquer. The Hussar was an armored Land Rover that could do a hundred and forty on a
sraightaway, assuming you could find one open and had the time to accelerate. Hernandez, his shift
super, said you couldn't trust an Englishman to build anything much bigger than ahat, not if you wanted it
to work when you needed it; he said IntenSecure should've bought Israeli or at least Brazilian, and who
needed Raph Lauren to design atank anyway?

Rydel didn't know about that, but that paint job was definitely trying too hard. He thought they
probably wanted people to think of those big brown United Parcel trucks, and at the same time they
maybe hoped it would look sort of like something you'd seein an Episcopa church. Not too much gilt on
thelogo. Sort of restrained.

The people who worked in the car wash were mostly Mongolian immigrants, recent oneswho had
trouble getting better jobs. They did this crazy throat-singing thing while they worked, and heliked to
hear that. He couldn't figure out how they did it; sounded like tree-frogs, but like it was two sounds at
once.

Now they were buffing the rows of chromed nubs down the sides. Those had been meant to support
electric crowd-control grids and were just chromed for looks. The riot-wagonsin Knoxville had been
eectrified, but with this drip-system that kept them wet, which wasalot nastier.

"Sign here," said the crew boss, this quiet black kid named Anderson. He was amedical student,
days, and he dways looked like he was about two nights short of deep.

Rydd| took the pad and the light-pen and signed the signature-plate. Anderson handed Rydéll the
keys.

"Y ou ought to get you somerest,” Rydell said. Anderson grinned, wanly. Ryddll walked over to
Gunhead, deactivating the door alarm.



Somebody had written that indde, "GUNHEAD," in green marker on the pand above thewindshield.
The name stuck, but mostly because Sublett liked it. Sublett was Texan, arefugee from some weird
trailer-camp video-sect. He said his mother had been getting ready to deed his ass to the church,
whatever that meant.

Sublett wasn't too anxiousto talk about it, but Rydell had gotten the idea that these people figured
video wasthe Lord's preferred means of communicating, the screen itself akind of perpetudly burning
bush. "He'sin the de-tails,” Sublett had said once. ™Y ou gottawatch for Him close.” Whatever form this
worship had taken, it was evident that Sublett had absorbed more television than anyone Ryddl had ever
met, mostly old movies on channdsthat never ran anything but. Sublett said Gunhead was the name of a
robot tank in a Japanese monster movie. Hernandez thought Sublett had written the name on there
himself. Sublett denied it. Hernandez said take it off. Sublett ignored him. It was till there, but Rydell
knew Sublett was too law-abiding to commit any vanddism, and anyway theink in the marker might've
killed him.

Sublett had had alergies. He went into shock from various kinds of cleaners and solvents, so you
couldn't get him to comeinto the car wash at dl, ever. The dlergies made him light sengitive, too, so he
had to wear these mirrored contacts. What with the black IntenSecure uniform and his dry blond hair, the
contacts made him look like some kind of Kian-assed Nazi robot. Which could get kind of complicated
in the wrong store on Sunset, say threein the morning and al you redlly wanted was some minerd water
and a Coke. But Rydd| was always glad to have him on shift, because he was as determinedly nonviolent
arentacop as you werelikely to find. And he probably wasn't even crazy. Both of which were definite
plusesfor Rydell. As Hernandez was fond of pointing out, SoCa had stricter regulations for who could
or couldn't be a hairdresser.

Like Ryddll, alot of IntenSecure's response people were former police officers of somekind, some
were even ex-LAPD, and if the company's rules about not carrying persona weapons on duty were any
indication, his co-workers were expected to turn up packing all manner of hardware. There were metal
detectors on the staff-room doors and Hernandez usually had a drawer full of push-daggers, nunchuks,
stunguns, knucks, boot-knives, and whatever else the detectors had picked up. Like Friday morning a a
South Miami high school. Hernandez gaveit al back after the shift, but when they went caling, they were
supposed to make do with their Glocks and the chunkers.

The Glocks were standard policeissue, at least twenty years old, that IntenSecure bought by the
truckload from PDsthat could afford to upgrade to caseless ammunition. If you did it by the book, you
kept the Glocksin their plastic holsters, and kept the holsters Vel croed to the wagon's central console.
When you answered acall, you pulled aholstered pistol off the console and stuck it on the patch
provided on your uniform. That was the only time you were supposed to be out of the wagon with agun
on, when you were actualy responding.

The chunkers weren't even guns, not legaly anyway, but a ten-second burst at close range would
chew somebody's face off. They were Isradli riot-control devices, air-powered, that fired one-inch cubes
of recycled rubber. They looked like the result of aforced union between abulipup assault rifle and an
industrial staple gun, except they were made out of this bright yellow plastic. When you pulled the trigger,
those chunks came out in asolid stream. If you got redlly good with one, you could shoot around
corners,; just kind of bounce them off a convenient surface. Up close, they'd eventualy cut asheet of
plywood in haf, if you kept on shooting, and they left mgor bruises out to about thirty yards. The theory
was, you didn't dways encounter that many armed intruders, and a chunker wasalot lesslikely to injure
the client or the client's property. If you did encounter an armed intruder, you had the Glock. Although
the intruder was probably running casdless through afloating breech-not part of the theory. Nor wasiit



part of the theory that serioudy tooled-up intruders tended to be tightened on dancer, and were thereby
both inhumanly fast and dlinicdly psychatic.

There had been alot of dancer in Knoxville, and some of it had gotten Rydell suspended. Hed
crawled into an gpartment where amachinist named Kenneth Turvey was holding hisgirlfriend, two little
kids, and demanding to speak to the president. Turvey waswhite, skinny, hadn't bathed in amonth, and
had the Last Supper tattooed on his chest. It was avery fresh tattoo; it hadn't even scabbed over.
Through afilm of drying blood, Rydell could see that Jesus didn't have any face. Neither did any of the

Apostles.

"Damnit,” Turvey said, when he saw Rydell. "I just wanna speek to the president.” Hewas sitting
cross-legged, naked, on his girlfriend's couch. He had something like apiece of pipe acrosshislap, all

wrapped with tape.

"Weretrying to get her for you," Rydd| said. "We're sorry it'staking so long, hut we haveto go
through channels™

"God damniit," Turvey said wearily, "doesn't nobody understand I'm on amission from God?' He
didn't sound particularly angry, just tired and put out. Rydell could see the girlfriend through the open
door of the apartment’s single bedroom. She was on her back, on the floor, and one of her legs looked
broken. He couldn't see her face. She wasn't moving at al. Where were the kids?

"What isthat thing you got there?' Rydell asked, indicating the object across Turvey's|ap.
"Itsagun,” Turvey said, "and it'swhy | gottatalk to the president.”

"Never seen agun likethat,” Rydel dlowed. "What's it shoot?"

"Grapefruit cans," Turvey sad. "Fullaconcrete.”

"No shit?'

"Watch," Turvey said, and brought the thing to his shoulder. It had asort of breech, very intricately
machined, atrigger-thing like part of apair of vise-grip pliers, and a couple of flexible tubes. These latter
ran down, Rydell saw, to agreat big canister of gas, the kind you'd need a hand truck to move, which lay
on thefloor beside the couch.

There on his knees, on the girlfriend's dusty polyester carpet, he/d watched that muzzle swing pad. It
was big enough to put your fist down. He watched as Turvey took aim, back through the open bedroom
door, at the closet.

"Turvey," he heard himsdlf say, "where'sthe goddamn kids?'

Turvey moved the vise-grip handle and punched a hole the size of afruit-juice can through the closet
door. The kidswerein there. They must've screamed, though Rydell couldn't remember hearing it.
Ryddl's lawyer later argued that he was not only desf at this point, hut in astate of sonically induced
catalepsy. Turvey'sinvention was only afew decihels short of what you got withaSWAT stun-grenade.
But Rydell couldn't remember. He couldn't rememher shooting Kenneth Turvey in the heed, ether, or
anything else at dl until he woke up in the hospital. There was awoman there from Copsin Trouble,
which had been Ryddl's father's favorite show, but she said she couldn't actualy talk to him until sheld
gpoken with his agent. Rydel| said he didn't have one. She said she knew that, but one was going to call



him.

Rydel lay there thinking about al the times he and hisfather had watched Copsin Trouble. "What
kind of trouble wetaking here?" hefindly asked.

The woman just smiled. "Whatever, Berry, it'll probably be adequate.”

He squinted up at her. She was sort of good-looking. "What's your name?"

"Karen Mendelsohn.” Shedidn't look like she was from Knoxville, or even Memphis.
"Y ou from Copsin Trouble?"

"Yes"

"Whét you do for 'em?"’

"I'm alawyer," shesaid. Rydell couldn't recal ever actudly having met one before, but after that he
wound up mesting lots more.

Gunhead's displays were featurdless dabs of liquid crystal; they woke when Ryddll inserted the key,
typed the security code, and ran abasic systems check. The cameras under the rear bumper were his
favorites, they made parking really easy; you could see exactly where you were backing up. The
downlink from the Desath Star wouldn't work while he was till in the car wash, too much sted inthe
building, but it was Sublett's job to keep track of al that with an ear-bead.

There was anotice posted in the staff room at IntenSecure, telling you it was company policy not to
cdl it that, the Deeth Star, but everybody did anyway. The LAPD cdled it that themsalves. Officidly it
was the Southern Cdifornia Dosynclinica Law Enforcement Satellite.

Watching the dashboard screens, Rydell backed carefully out of the building. Gunhead's twin ceramic
engineswere new enough to still berelatively quiet; Ryddl could hear the tires squish over the wet
concretefloor.

Sublett was waiting outsde, hisslver eyesreflecting the red of passing taillights. Behind him, the sun
was setting, the sky's colors bespeaking more than the usua cocktail of additives. He stepped back as
Ryddll reversed past him, anxiousto avoid the least droplet of spray from thetires. Rydell was anxious
too; he didn't want to have to haul the Texan to Cedarsagain if hisalergieskicked up.

Rydell waited as Sublett pulled on apair of disposable surgical gloves.

"Howdy," Sublett said, climbing into his seat. He closed his door and began to remove the gloves,
gingerly peding them into aZiploc Baggie.

"Don't get any onyou," Rydell said, watching the care with which Sublett trested the gloves.

"Go ahead, laugh,”" Sublett said mildly. He took out a pack of hypo-dlergenic gum and popped a
piece fromits bubble. "How's o' Gunhead?"

Rydd | scanned the displays, satisfied. "Not too shabby."



"Hope we don't have to respond to any damn' stealth houses tonight,” Sublett said, chewing.

Stealth houses, so-called, were on Sublett's persond list of bad calls. He said the air in them was
toxic. Ryddl didn't think it made any sense, but he wastired of arguing about it. Stealth houses were
bigger than most regular houses, cost more, and Ryddll figured the owners would pay plenty to keep the
ar clean. Sublett maintained that anybody who built a stealth house was paranoid to begin with, would
always keep the place locked up too tight, no air circulation, and you'd get that had toxic buildup.

If thered been any stealth housesin Knoxville, Rydd| hadn't known about them. He thought it was an
L.A. thing.

Sublett, who'd worked for IntenSecure for amost two years, mostly on day patrol in Venice, had
been the firgt person to even mention them to Rydell. When Ryddll findly got to answer acal to one, he
couldn't believe the place; it just went down and down, dug in beneath something that |ooked almost, but
not quite, like abombed-out drycleaning plant. And it was all pedled logsinsde, white plaster, Turkish
carpets, big paintings, date floors, furniture like held never seen before. But it was somekind of tricky
cdl; domestic violence, Ryddll figured. Like the husband hit the wife, the wife hit the button, now they
were making out it was dl just aglitch. But it couldn't redlly be aglitch, because someone had had to hit
the button, and there hadn't been any response to the password call that came back to them
three-point-eight seconds later. She must've messed with the phones, Rydell thought, then hit the button.
He'd been been riding with 'Big George' Kechakmadze that night, and the Georgian (Thilis, not Atlanta)
hadn't liked it either. ™Y ou see these peopl e, they're subscribers, man; nobody bleeding, you get your ass
out, okay?' Big George had said, after. But Rydell kept remembering atension around the woman's
eyes, how she held the collar of the big white robe folded against her throat. Her husband in amatching
robe but with thick hairy legs and expensive glasses. Theréd been something wrong there but he'd never
know what. Not any more than held ever understand how thelr lives redly worked, livesthat looked like
what you saw on tv but weren't.

L.A. wasfull of mysteries, when you looked at it that way. No bottom toiit.

Hed cometo like driving through it, though. Not when he had to get anywherein particular, but just
cruisng with Gunhead was okay. Now he was turning onto La Cienegaand the little green cursor on the
clash was doing the same.

"Forbidden Zone," Suhlett said. "Herve Villechaize, Susan Ryddll, Marie-Pascd Elfman, Viva"

"Viva?' Ryddl asked. "Vivawha?'

"Viva Actress”

"When'd they make that?'

"1980."

"l wasn't born yet."

"Timeontv'sal the sametime, Ryddl."

"Man, | thought you weretrying to get over your upbringing and al.” Rydell de-mirrored the

door-window to better watch aredheaded girl pass him in apink Daihatsu Sneaker with the top off.
"Anyway, | never saw that one." It wasjust that hour of evening when women in cars looked about as



good, in Los Angeles, as anything ever did. The surgeon general wastrying to outlaw convertibles, said
they contributed to the skin-cancer rate.

"End game. Al Cliver, Moira Chen, George Eastman, Gordon Mitchell. 1985."
"Well, | wastwo,” Ryddll said, "but | didn't seethat one either.”

Sublett fell slent. Ryddll felt sorry for him; the Texan redly didn't know any other way to start a
conversation, and hisfolks back home in the trailer-camp would've seen al those films and more.

"Well," Ryddl said, trying to pick up hisend, "l was watching this one old movie last night-"
Sublett perked up. "Which one?’

"Dunno,” Ryddl said. "Thisguy'sin L.A. and he'sjust met thisgirl. Then he picks up apay phone,
"causeit'sringing. Late at night. It's some guy in amissile slo somewhere who knowsthey've just
launched theirs a the Russians. HE's trying to phone hisdad, or his brother, or something. Saysthe
world's gonnaend in short order. Then the guy who answered the phone hears these soldiers comein
and shoot the guy. The guy on the phone, | mean.”

Suhlett closed his eyes, scanning hisinner triviabanks. "Y eah? How's it end?’
"Dunno,” Ryddll said. "l went to deep.”

Sublett opened hiseyes. "Who wasinit?'

"Got me."

Sublett's blank silver eyeswidened in dishelief. " Jesus, Berry, you shouldn't oughta watch tv, not
unlessyou're gonnapay it atention.”

Hewasn't in the hospital very long, after he shot Kenneth Turvey; barely two days. Hislawyer, Aaron
Purdey himsdf, made the case that they should've kept him in there longer, the better to assess the extent
of his post-traumatic shock. But Ryddll hated hospitals and anyway he didn't fed too bad; he just
couldn't recall exactly what had happened. And he had Karen Mendelsohn to help him out with things,
and his new agent, Welington Ma, to dedl with the other people from Copsin Trouble, not one of them
as nice as Karen, who had long brown hair. Wellington Mawas Chinese, lived in Los Angeles, and
Karen said hisfather had been in the Big Circle gang-though she advised Rydell not to bring it up.

Wadlington Ma's business card was arectangular dice of pink synthetic quartz, laser-engraved with his

name, "The Ma-Mariano Agency,” an address on Beverly Boulevard, and dl kinds of numbersand
e-mail addresses. It arrived by GlobEXx initsown little gray suede envelope while Ryddl was il inthe

hospitd.
"Looks likeyou could cut yourself onit," Rydel sad.

"Y ou could, many no doubt have," said Karen Mendelsohn, "and if you put it in your wallet and St
down, it shatters."

"Then what's the point of it?"



"Y ou're supposed to take very good care of it. Y ou won't get another.”

Rydell never actualy did meet Wellington Ma, at least not 'til quite awhilelater, but Karen would
bring in alittle briefcase with a pair of eyephones on awire and Ryde|l could talk with himin hisofficein
LA. It wasthe sharpest telepresence rig Ryddl had ever used, and it redlly did look just like he was right
there. He could see out the window to where there was this lopsided pyramid the color of aNoxzema
jar. He asked Wellington Mawhat that was and Masaid it was the old Design Center, but currently it
was adiscount mall, and Rydell could go there when he cameto L.A., which was going to be soon.

Turvey'sgirlfriend, Jenni-Rae Cline, was bringing an intricately interlocking set of separate actions
againgt Ryddll, the Department, the City of Knoxville, and the company in Singapore that owned her
goartment building. About twenty millionin totd.

Rydell, having become a cop in trouble, was glad to find that Copsin Trouble was right therefor him.
They'd hired Aaron Purdey, for starters, and of course Rydell knew who he was from the show. He had
that gray hair, those blue eyes, that nose you could split kindling with, and wore jeans, Tony Lamaboots,
and plain white oxford-cloth pima cotton cowboy business shirts with Navgjo-silver bob-ties. Hewas
famous and he defended copslike Rydd |l from people like Turvey's girlfriend and her lawyer.

Jenni-Rae Cling's lawyer maintained that Rydd | shouldn't have been in her gpartment at all, that hed
endangered her life and her children's by so doing, and that he'd killed Kenneth Turvey in the process,
Mr. Turvey being described as askilled craftsman, a steady worker, aloving father-figure for little
Rambo and Kéelly, aborn-again Chrigtian, arecovering addict to 4-Thiobuscaline, and the family's sole
means of support.

"Recovering?' Rydell asked Karen Mendd sohn in hisroom in the airport Executive Suites. Sheld just
shown him the fax from Jenni-Rag's lawyer.

"Apparently he'd been to ameeting that very day,” Karen said.

"What did he do there?' Ryddl | asked, remembering the Last Supper in drying blood.

"According to our witnesses, he openly horned atablespoon of his substance of choice, took the
podium by force, and ddivered athirty-minute rant on President Milibank's pantyhose and the assumed
current state of her genitaia. He then exposed himself, masturbated but did not gjaculate, and |ft the
basement of the First Baptist Church.”

"Jesus,” Ryddl said. "And thiswas at one of those drug mestings, like A.A.?'

"It was," Karen Mendd sohn said, "though apparently Turvey's performance has triggered an
unfortunate sequence of relapses. Well send in ateam of counselors, of course, to work with those who
were a the meeting.”

"That'snice" Ryddl said.

"Look good in court,” she said, "in the unlikely event we ever get there.”

"Hewasn't "recovering”," Rydell said. "Hadn't even recovered from the last bunch hejammed up his
nose."

"Apparently true," she said. "But he was aso amember of Adult Survivors of Satanism, and they are



darting to take an interest in this case. Therefore, both Mr. Purdey and Mr. Mafed it best we coast it
but soon, Berry. You and me."

"But what about the court stuff?"

"Y ou're on suspension from the Department, you haven't been charged with anything yet, and your
lawvyer's name is Aaron-with-two-as Purdey. Y ou're out of here, Berry."

"ToL.A.?

"None other."

Rydell looked a her. He thought about Los Angeleson tdevison. "Will | likeit?'
"Atfirgt," shesad. "At firgt, it'll probably like you. I know ldo."

Which was how he wound up going to bed with alawyer- one who smelled like amillion dollars,
talked dirty, did dl around, and wore underwear from Milan, whichwasin Italy.

"The Kill-Fix. Cyrinda Burdette, Gudrun Weaver, Dean Mitchell, Shinobu Sakamaki. 1997."

"Never saw it,” Rydebb said, sucking the last of his grande decaf cold capp-with-an-extra-shot from
the milky ice a the bottom of his plagtic thermos cup.

"Mamasaw Cyrinda Burdette. In thismal over by Waco. Got her autograph, too. Kept it up on the
set with the prayer-hankies and her hologram of the Reverend Wayne Falbon. She had a prayer-hanky
for every damn thing. Onefor the rent, one to keep the AIDS off, the TB..."

"Yeah? How'd she use 'em?"

"Kept 'em on top of the set," Sublett explained, and finished the inch of quadruple-digtilled weter I€eft in
the skinny tranducent bottle. There was only one place dong this part of Sunset sold the stuff, but Rydell
didn't mind; it was next to atake-out coffee-bar, and they could park in thelot on the corner. Fellow
who ran the lot dways seemed kind of glad to see them.

"Prayer-hanky won't keep any AIDS off," Ryddll said. "Get yoursdf vaccinated, like anybody else.
Get your mommavaccinated, too." Through the de-mirrored window, Ryddl could see a street-shrineto
JD. Shapdly, up against the concrete wall that was dl that was | eft of the building that had stood there
once. You saw alot of them in West Hollywood. Somebody had sprayed SHAPELY WASA
COCK-SUCKING FAGGQOT in bright pink paint, the |ettersthree feet high, and then abig pink heart.
Below that, stuck to thewall, were postcards of Shapely and photographs of people who must've died.
God only knew how many millions had. On the pavement at the base of the wall were dead flowers,
stubs of candles, other stuff. Something about the postcards gave Rydell the creeps; they made the guy
look like a cross between Elvis and some kind of Catholic saint, skinny and with his eyestoo big.

He turned to Suhlett. "Man, you still haven't got your ass vaccinated yet, you got nothin' but stone
white-trash ignorance to thank for it."

Sublett cringed. "That's worse than alive vaccine, man; that's awhole 'nother disease right there!™

"Sureis," Rydell said, "but it doesn't do anything to you. And theres still plenty of the old kind walking



around here. They oughta make it compulsory, you ask me.”
Sublett shuddered. "Reverend Falon dways said-"

"Screw Reverend Fdlon,” Ryddl said, hitting theignition. " Son of abitch just makes money sdlling
prayer-hankies to people like your momma. Y ou knew that was al bulishit anyway, didn't you, otherwise
why'd you come out here?' He put Gunhead into gear and eased over into the Sunset traffic. Onething
about driving aHotspur Hussar, people amost dways et you cut in.

Sublett's head seemed to draw down between his high shoulders, giving him thelook of aworried,
sted-eyed buzzard. "Ain't dl that smple” he sad. "It's everything | been brought up to be. Can't dl be
bullshit, can it?'

Rydell, glancing over at him, took pity. "Naw," hesaid, "I guessit wouldn't have to be, necessarily, all
of it, but it'sjugt-"

"What they bring you dl up to be, Berry?'
Ryddl had to think about it. "Republican,” he said, finaly.

Karen Mende sohn had seemed like the best of awhole string of things Rydell felt he could get used to
just fine. Likeflying business-class or having a SoCad MexAmeriBank card from Copsin Trouble.

That first time with her, in the Executive Suitesin Knoxville, not having anything with him, hed tried to
show her his certificates of vaccination (required by the Department, €l se they couldn't get you insured).
Shéld just laughed and said German nanotech would take care of dl of that. Then she showed Ryddl this
thing through the transparent top of a gadget like alittle battery-powered pressure-cooker. Rydell had
heard about them, but he hadn't ever seen one; hed also heard they cost about as much asasmal car.
He'd read somewhere how they always had to be kept at body temperature.

It looked like it might be moving alittlein there. Pale, sort of jelyfish thing. He asked her if it wastrue
they were dive. Shetold him it wasn', exactly, but it was dmost, and the rest of it was Bucky balsand
subcellular automata. And he wouldn't even know it was there, but no way was shegoingto putitinin
front of him.

She'd gone into the bathroom to do that. When she came back out in that underwear, he got to learn
where Milan was. And while it was true he wouldn't have known the thing was there, he did know it was
there, but pretty soon he forgot about it, almost.

They chartered atilt-rotor to Memphis the next morning and got on Air Magellanto LAX.
Business-class mostly meant better gizmosin the seatback in front of you, and Rydel'simmediate favorite
was ateepresence set you could tune to servo-mounted mollies on the outside of the plane. Karen hated
to usethelittle VirtuFax she carried around in her purse, so sheldd gotten on to her officein L.A. and had
them download her morning's mail into her seatback display. She got down to that fast, talking on the
phone, sending faxes, and leaving Rydell to ooh and ah at the views from the mollies.

The seats were bigger than when he used to fly down to Florida to see hisfather, the food was better,
and the drinks were free. Rydell had three or four of those, fell adeep, and didn't wake up until
somewhere over Arizona

Theair wasfunny, at LAX, and the light was different. Californiawas alot more crowded than heldd



expected, and louder. There was aman there from Copsin Trouble, holding up apiece of wrinkled white
cardboard that saidd MENDEL SOHN in red marker, only the Swas backward. Rydell smiled,
introduced himsdlf, and shook handswith him. He seemed to like that; said his name was Sergel. When
Karen asked him where the fucking car was, he turned bright red and said it would just take him aminute
to get it. Karen said no thanks, they'd walk to the lot with him as soon as their bags turned up, no way
was she waiting around in azoo like this. Sergel nodded. He kept trying to fold up the sign and put it into
his jacket pocket, but it was too big. Rydell wondered why she'd suddenly gotten bitchy like that. Tired
from the trip, maybe. He winked at Sergei, but that just seemed to make the guy more nervous.

After their bags came, Karen's two black leather ones and the softside blue Samsonite Rydel | had
bought with his new debit-card, he and Sergel carried them out and across akind of trafficioop. Theair
outside was about the same, but hotter. This recording kept saying that the white spaces were for loading
and unloading only. Therewere dl kinds of carsjockeying around, babies crying, people leaning on piles
of luggage, but Sergel knew where they were going-over to this garage acrossthe way.

Serge's car was long, black, German, and looked like somebody had just cleaned it al over with
warm spit and Q-Tips. When Rydell offered to ride shotgun, Sergel got rattled again and hustled him into
the back seat with Karen. Which made her laugh, so Rydel| felt better.

Asthey were pulling out of the garage, Rydell spotted two cops over by these big stainless-sted |etters
that sasd METRO. They wore ar-conditioned helmetswith clear plastic visors. They were poking at an
old man with their sticks, though it didn't look like they had them turned on. The old man's jeans were out
at the knees and he had big patches of tape on both cheekbones, which amost aways means cancer. He
was SO burned, it was hard to tell if he was white or what. A crowd of people was streaming up the
gtairs behind the old man and the cops, under the METRO sgn, and stepping around them.

"Welcometo Los Angedes,” shesaid. "Be glad you arentt taking the subway.”

They had dinner that night in what Karen said was Hollywood, with Aaron Purdey himsdlf, ina
Tex-Mex restaurant on North Flores Street. It was the best Tex-Mex food Rydell had ever had. About a
month later, he tried to take Sublett there for his birthday, maybe cheer him up with adown-home med,
but the man out front just wouldn't let themin.

"Full up," hesaid.

Rydell could see plenty of empty tables through the window. It was early and there was hardly
anybody in there. "How 'bout those," Ryddl said, pointing at al the empty tables.

"Reserved," the man said.
Sublett said spicy foods werentt redlly such agood ideafor him anyway.

What held cometo like best, cruising with Gunhead, was getting back up in the hills and canyons,
particularly on anight with agood moon.

Sometimes you saw things up there and couldn't quite be sure you'd seen them or not. One full-moon
night Rydell had dung Gunhead around a curve and frozen a naked woman in the headlights, the way a
deer'll stop, trembling, on a country road. Just a second she was there, long enough for Rydelb to think
he'd seen that she either wore silver horns or some kind of hat with an upturned crescent, and that she
might've been Japanese, which struck him right then as the weirdest thing about any of it. Then she saw
him-he saw her see him-and smiled. Then shewas gone.



Sublett had seen her, too, but it only kicked him into some kind of motormouthed ecstasy of religious
dread, every horrormovie held ever seen tumbling over into Reverend Fallon's rants about witches,
devil-worshippers, and the living power of Satan. Hed gone through hisweek's supply of gum, talk ing
nonstop, until Rydell had findly told him to shut the fuck up.

Because now she was gone, he wanted to think about her. How she'd looked, what she might have
been doing there, and how it was sheld vanished. With Sublett sulking in the shotgun sest, Rydell had
tried to remember just exactly how it was she/d managed to so perfectly and suddenly not be there. And
the funny thing was, he sort of remembered it two ways, which was nothing at dl like the way he il
didn't redly remember shooting Kenneth Turvey, even though he'd heard production ass stants and
network lawyers go over it so many times hefdt like held seeniit, or at least the Copsin Trouble verson
(which never aired). Oneway he remembered it, sheld just sort of gone down the dope beside the road,
though whether she was running or floating, he couldn't say. The other way he remembered, sheldd
jumped-though that was such a poor word for it-up the dope above the other side of the road, somehow
clearing al that dust-silvered moonlit vegetation, and just flat-out impossible gone, forty feet if it wasfive.

And did Japanese women ever have that kind of long curly hair? And hadn't it looked like the
shadowed darkness of her bush had been shaved into something like an exclamation point?

Held wound up buying Sublett four packs of the specid gum at an dl-night Russian pharmacy on
Wilshire, amazed a what the stuff cost him.

He'd seen other things, too, up the canyons, particularly when held drawn a shift on deep graveyard.
Mostly fires, smal ones, where fires couldn't be. And lightsin the sky, sometimes, but Sublett was so full
of trailer-camp contactee shit that if Rydell saw alight now, driving, he knew better than to mention it.

But sometimes, when he was up there, hed think about her. He knew he didn't know what she was,
and in some funny way he didn't even care if sheld been human or not. But he hadn't ever fdlt like she
was bad, just different.

So now he just drove, shooting the shit with Sublett, on the night that would turn out to be hisvery last
night on patrol with IntenSecure. No moon, but arare clear sky with afew stars showing. Five minutesto
their first house check, then they'd be swinging back toward Beverly Hills.

They were talking about this chain of Japanese gyms called Body Hammer. Body Hammer didn't offer
much in the way of traditional gym culture; in fact they went asfar as possiblein the opposite direction,
catering mogtly to kidswho liked theidea of being injected with Brazilian fetd tissue and having their
skeletons reinforced with what the ads called ‘performance materids.”

Sublett said it was the Devil'swork.

Rydell said it was a Tokyo franchise operation.

Gunhead said: "Multiple homicide, hostage-taking in progress, may involve subscriber's minor children.
Benedict Canyon. Y ou have IntenSecure authorization to employ deadly, repeet, deadly force.”

And the dash lit up like an old-time video arcade.

Theway it had worked out, Ryddl hadn't actually had time to get used to Karen Mendel sohn,
business-class sedts, or any of that stuff.



Karen lived, umpteen floors up, in Century City |1, akathe Blob, which looked sort of likea
streamlined, semi-transparent green tit and wasthe third-tallest structureinthe L.A. Basin. When thelight
was right, you could see dmost clear through it, and make out the three giant strutsthat held it up, each
one S0 big around you could stuff an ordinary skyscraper up it with room to spare. There were eevators
up through these tripod-things, and they ran a an angle; Rydell hadn't had time to get used to that either.

Thetit had a carefully corroded copper nipple, like one of those Chinese hats, that could've covered a
couple of footbal fields. That was where Karen's apartment was, under there, along with an equaly
pricey hundred others, atennis club, bars and restaurants, and amall you had to pay to join before you
could shop there. She was right out on the edge, with big curved windows set into the green wall.

Everything in there was different shades of white, except for her clothes, which were always black, her
suitcases, which were black, too, and the big terry robes she liked to wear, which were the color of dry
oatmed.

Karen said it was Aggressive Retro Seventies and she was getting alittle tired of it. Rydell saw how
she could be, but figured it might not be polite to say so.

The network had gotten him aroom in aWest Hollywood hotd that looked more like aregular
condo-building, but he never did spend much time there. Until the Pooky Bear thing broke in Ohio, held
mostly been up at Karen's.

The discovery of the first thirty-five Pooky Bear victims pretty much put paid to Rydell's career asa
cop introuble. It hadn't helped that the officers who'd first reached the scene, Sgt. ChinaVadez and
Cpl. Norma Pierce, were eadily the two best-looking women on the whole Cincinnati force ('balls-out
telegenic,’ one of the production assistants had said, though Rydell thought it sounded weird under the
circumstances). Then the count began to rise, ultimately going right off any known or established
serid-killing scde. Thenit wasreveded that dl the victimswere children. Then Sgt. Vadez went
post-traumatic in stone bugfuck fashion, walking into adowntown tavern and clipping both kneecaps of f
aknown pedophile- thisamazingly repulsive character, nickname of Jalybeans, who had absolutely no
connection with the Pooky Bear murders.

Aaron Purdey was dready Learing it back to Cincinnati in aplane that had no metd in it whatsoever,
Karen had locked the goggles across her eyes and was talking nonstop to at least Six people at once, and
Rydell was sitting on the edge of her big white bed, starting to get the ideathat something had changed.

When shefindly took the goggles off, shejust sat there, Staring at awhite painting on awhite wall.

"They got suspects?’ Rydell asked.

Karen looked over at him like shed never seen him before.

"Suspects? They've got confessonsaready . . ." It struck Rydell how old she looked right then, and
he wondered how old she actudly was. She got up and walked out of the room.

She came back five minuteslater in afresh black outfit. "Pack. | can't have you here now." Then she
was gone, no kiss, no goodbye, and that was that.

He got up, put atelevison on, and saw the Pooky Bear killersfor the first time. All three of them.
They looked, he thought, pretty much like everybody e se, which ishow people who do that kind of shit



usudly do look on television.

He was gitting there in one of her oatmeal robes when apair of rentacops let themselves in without
knocking. Their uniformswere black and they were wearing the same kind of black high-top
SWAT-trainersthat Rydell had worn on patrol in Knoxville, the ones with the Kevlar insolesin case
somebody snuck up and tried to shoot you in the bottom of the foot.

One of them was eating an apple. The other one had astun-stick in his hand.

"Hey, pd," thefirst one said, around amouthful of gpple, "we gotta show you out."

"l had apair of shoeslikethat,” Ryddl said. "Madein Portland, Oregon. Two hundred ninety-nine
dollars out at CostCo."

The one with the stick grinned. "Y ou gonna get packing now?"

So Rydd| did, picking up anything that wasn't black, white, or oatmeal and tossing it into hisblue
Samsonite.

The rentacop with the stick watched him, while the other one wandered around, finishing his apple.

"Who you guyswith?' Rydell asked.

"IntenSecure,” said the one with the stick.

"Good outfit?' Rydel was zipping up his bag.

The man shrugged.

"Outa Singapore,” the other one said, wrapping the core of hisapplein acrumpled Kleenex held taken
from his pants pocket. "We got dl the big buildings, gated communities, likethat." He carefully tucked the
apple-core into the breast-pocket of his crigp black uniform shirt, behind the bronze badge.

"Y ou got money for the Metro?' Mr. Stick asked Rydell.

"Sure," Rydell said, thinking of his debit-card.

"Then you're better off than the mgority of assholeswe get to escort out of here,” the man said.

A day later, the network pulled the plug on his MexAmeriBank card.

Hernandez might be wrong about English SWAT-wagons, Rydd | found himsdlf thinking, punching the
Hotspur Hussar into six-whedl overdrive and feding Gunhead suck down on pavement like a
twin-engined, three-ton leech. Hed never really ssomped on that thing before.

Sublett yel ped as the crash-harnesses tightened automatically, yanking him up out of hisusua douch.

Rydel dung Gunhead up onto a verge covered in dusty ice-plant, doing seventy past amuseum-grade

Bentley, and on the wrong side at that. Eyeblink of awoman passenger's horrified face, then Sublett must
have managed to dap the red plastic plate that activated the strobes and the siren.



Straight stretch now. No carsat al. Rydell straddled the centerline and floored it. Sublett was making
awerd keening sound that synched eerily with the risng ceramic whine of the twin Kyoceras, and it
cameto Rydell that the Texan had snapped completely under the pressure of the thing, and was Singing
in Some trailer-camp tongue known only to the benighted followers of the Rev. Fallon.

But, no, when he glanced that way, he saw Suhlctt, lips moving, frantically scanning the client-dataasit
seethed on the dash-screens, his eyes bugging like the silver contacts might pop right out. But while he
read, Rydd| saw, he was actualy loading hisworn-out, secondhand Ghbock, hislong white fingers
moving in the most matter-of-fact way imaginable, as though he were making asandwich or folding a

newspaper.
And that was scary.

"Death Star!" Rydd| yelled. 1t was Sublett's job to keep the bead in hisear at al times, listening for the
satdlite-relayed, instantly overriding Word of the Redl Cops.

Sublett turned, snapping the magazine into his Gbock, hisface so palethat it seemed to reflect the
colors of the dash-display asreadily asdid the blank stedl rounds of hiseyes.

"The help'sdl dead,” he said, "an' they got the three kidsin the nursery.” He sounded like he was
talking about something mildly baffling he was seeing on televison, say abadly dtered verson of some
old, favoritefilm, drastically recast for some obscure ethnic market-niche. " Say they're gonnackill ‘em,
Berry."

"Wheat do the fucking cops say about it?" Rydell shouted, pounding on the padded figure-eight steering
whed in the purest rage of frustration he'd ever fdt.

Sublett touched afinger to hisright ear. He looked like he was about to scream. "Down,” he said.

Gunhead'sright front fender clipped off somebody's circa-1943 fully-galvanized Sears rura-route
mailbox, no doubt acquired at great cost on Merose Avenue.

"They can't be fucking down," Rydell said, "they're the police.”
Sublett tugged the bead from his ear and offered it to Ryddll. "Static'sdl . .

Rydell looked down at his dash-display. Gunhead's cursor was a green spear of destiny, whipping
along a paer-green canyon road toward a chaste white circle the size of awedding ring. In the window
immediately to the right, he could read the vital-signs data on the subscriber'sthree kids. Their pulserates
were up. In the window below, there was aridicubousty peaceful-looking infrared frame of the
subscriber's front gate. It looked solid. The read-out said it was locked and armed.

Right then, probably, was when he decided just to go for it.

A week or so later, when it had al been sorted out, Hernandez was basically sympathetic about the
whole thing. Not happy, mind you, because it had happened over his shift, but he did say he couldn't
much blame Ryddl| under the circumstances.

IntenSecure had brought in awhole planeload of people from the head office in Singapore, Rydd | had
heard, to keep it al out of the media and work out some kind of settlement with the subscribers, the
Schonbrunns. He had no ideawhat that settlement might have finally amounted to, but hewasjust as



happy not to know; there was no such program as KentaCopsin Trouble, and the Schonbrunns front
gate alone had probably been worth a couple of dozen of his paychecks.

IntenSecure could replace that gate, sure, because they'd ingtdled it in thefirst place. It had been quite
agate, too, some kind of Japanese fiber-reinforced sheeting, thermaoset to concrete, and it sure as hell
had managed to get most of that Wet Honey Sienna off Gunhead'sfront end.

Then there was the damage to the house itsalf, mostly to the living-room windows (which he'd driven
through) and the furniture (which hed driven over).

But there had to be something for the Schonbrunns on top of that, Hernandez explained. Something
for emotiona pain, he said, pumping Rydd | acup of old nasty coffee from the big stainless thermos
behind his desk. There was afridge-magnet on the thermosthat said I'M NOT OKAY, YOU'RE NOT
OKAY-BUT,HEY, THAT'SOKAY.

It was two weeks since the night in question, ten in the morning, and Rydell was wearing afive-day
beard, afine-weave panama Stetson, apair of baggy, faded orange trunks, a KNOXVILLE POLICE
DEPARTMENT t-shirt that was starting to disintegrate at the shoulder-seams, the black
SWAT-trainersfrom his IntenSecure uniform, and an inflated trangparent cast on hisleft arm. "Emotiona
pan," Ryddl sad.

Hernandez, who was very nearly aswide as his desk, passed Rydell the coffee. Y ou way lucky, dl |

"I'mout ajob, aaminacadt, I'm "way lucky"?"

"Serioudy, man,” Hernandez said, "you couldakilled yourself. LAPD, they coulda greased your ass
down dead. Mr. and Mrs. Schonbrunn, they been very nice about this, considering Mrs. Schonbrunn's
embarrassment and everything. Y our am got hasded, hey, I'm sorry . . ." Hernandez shrugged,
enormoudy. "Anyway, you not fired, man. Wejust can't let you drive now. Y ou want us put you on
gated residentia, no problem.”

"No thanks."

"Retail properties? Y ou wannawork evenings, Encino Fashion Mall?

"No."

Hernandez narrowed his eyes. "Y ou seen the pussy over there?'

"Nope."

Hernandez sighed. "Man, what happen with al that shit coming down on you in Nashville?'

"Knoxville. Department came down for permanent suspension. Going in without authorization or
proper back-up.”

"And that bitch, one's suing your ass?

"She and her son got caught sticking up amuffler shop in Johnson City, last | heard . . ." Now it was
Ryddl'sturn to shrug, except it made his shoulder hurt.



"See" Hernandez said, beaming, "you lucky."

Intheingant of putting Gunhead through the Schonbrunns locked-and-armed Benedict Canyon gate,
Ryddl had experienced aflegting awareness of something very high, very puree and quite clinicaly
empty; the doing of the thing, the not-thinking; that weird adrend exultation and thelosing of every more
troublesome aspect of sdif.

And that-he later recalled remembering, as heldd fought the whedl, dashing through a Japanese garden,
across apatio, and through a membrane of armored glass that gave way like something in a dream-had
been alot like what held felt as hed drawn his gun and pulled the trigger, emptying Kenneth Turvey's
brain-pan, and most copioudy, across a seemingly infinite expanse of white-primered wallboard that
nobody had ever bothered to paint.

Ryddl went over to Cedars to see Sublett.

IntenSecure had sprung for a private cubicle, the better to keep Sublett away from any cruising
minions of the media. The Texan was Sitting up in bed, chewing gum, and watching alittle liquid-crystd
disk-player propped on his chest.

"Warlords of the 21t Century,” he said, when Rydell edged in, "James Wainwright, Annie McEnroe,
Michadl Beck."

Ryddl grinned. "When'd they makeit?'

"1982.." Sublett muted the audio and looked up. "But I've seen it acouple times already.”

"l been over at the shop seem' Hernandez, man. He says you don't have to worry any about your job."

Sublett looked a Ryddl with hisblank silver eyes. "How 'bout yours, Berry?!

Ryddl'sarm started to itch, insde the inflated cast. He bent over and fished a plastic drinking-straw
from the little white wastebasket beside the bed. He poked the straw down inside the cast and wiggled it
around. It helped some. "I'm history, over there. They won't let me drive anymore.”

Sublett was|ooking at the straw. ™Y ou shouldn't ought to touch used stuff, not in a hospita.”

"Y ou don't have nothin' contagious, Sublett. Y ou're one of the cleanest motherfuckers ever lived.”

"But what you gonnado, Berry?'Y ou gottamake aliving, man."

Ryddl dropped the straw back into the basket. "Well, | don't know. But | know | don't wanna do
gated resdentid and | know | don't wannado any mals."

"What about those hackers, Berry? Y ou figure they'll get the ones set us up?”’
"Nope. Too many of ‘em. Republic of Desire's been around awhile. The Feds have alist of maybe
three hundred "affiliates," but theré's no way to haul 'em dl in and figure out who actudly did it. Not

unless one of 'em rats on somebody, which they do tend to do on a pretty regular basis.”

"But how come they'd want to do that to us anyway?'



"Hdl, Sublett, how should | know?"
"Just mean," Sublett said.

"Well, that, for sure, and Hernandez saysthe LAPD told him they figured somebody wanted Mrs.
Schonbrunn caught more or lesswith her pants down." Neither Sublett nor Rydell had actually seen Mrs.
Schonbrunn, because shewas, asit turned out, in the nursery. Although her kids weren't, having gone up
to Washington State with their daddy to fly over the three newest volcanoes.

Nothing that Gunhead had logged that night, Since leaving the car wash, had been real. Someone had
gotten into the Hotspur Hussar's on-board computer and plugged abunch of intricately crafted and
utterly spurious datainto the communications bundle, cutting Ryddl and Sublett off from IntenSecure and
the Death Star (which hadn't, of course, been down). Rydel| figured afew of those good ol' Mongol
boys over at the car wash might know alittle bit about that.

And maybe, in that instant of weird clarity, with Gunhead's crumpled front end till trying to climb the
shredded remains of apair of big leather sofas, and with the memory of Kenneth Turvey's degth finally
red before him, Rydd| had come to the conclusion that that high crazy thing, that rush of Going For It,
was maybe something that wasn't dways quite entirely to be trusted.

"But, man," Sublett had said, asif to himsdlf, "they gonnackill thoselittle babies” And, with that, hedd
snapped his harness open and was out of there, Glock in hand, before Ryddl could do anything at dll.
Ryddl had had him shut the siren and the strobes off ablock away, but surely anybody in the house was
now aware that IntenSecure had arrived.

"Responding,” Rydd| heard himsdlf say, dapping aholstered Glock onto his uniform and grabbing his
chunker, which aside from itsrate of fire was probably the best thing for a shoot-out in anursery full of
kids. He kicked the door open and jumped out, histrainers going straight through the inch-thick glasstop
of a coffee-table. (Needed twelve stitches, but it wasn't deep.) He couldn't see Sublett. He ssumbled
forward, cradling the yellow bulk of the chunker, vaguely aware that there was something wrong with his
am.

"Freeze, cocksucker!" said the biggest voicein theworld, "LAPD! Drop that shit or we blow your ass
away!" Rydd| found himsealf the focus of an abrupt and extraordinarily painful radiance, alight so bright
that it fdl into his uncomprehending eyeslike hot metal. ™Y ou hear me, cocksucker?' Wincing, fingers
across hiseyes, Ryddl turned and saw the bulbous armored nacelles of the descending gunship. The
downdraft was flattening everything in the Japanese garden that Gunhead hadn't already taken care of.

Rydel| dropped the chunker.

"The pigtal, too, asshole!"

Rydei grasped the Clock's handle between thumb and forefinger, It came away, in its plagtic holster,
with atiny hut digtinct skritch of Ve cro, somehow audible through the drumming of the helicopter's
combat-muffled engine.

He dropped the Glock and raised hisarms. Or tried to. The left one was broken.

They found Sublett fifteen feet from Gunhead. His face and hands were swelling like bright pink toy
balloons and he seemed to be suffocating, Schonbrunn's Bosnian housekeeper having employed a



product that contained xylene and chlorinated hydrocarbons to clean some crayon-marks off a
bleached-oak end table.

"What the fuck'swrong with him?* asked one of the cops.

"He'sgot dlergies” Rydel said through gritted teeth; they'd cuffed his hands behind hisback and it
hurt like hell. "Y ou gottaget him to Emergency.”

Sublett opened his eyes, or tried to.

"Berry. . ."

Rydd| remembered the name of the movie hed seen ontelevison. "Miracle Mile" hesad.
Sublett squinted up at him. "Never seenit,” Sublett said, and fainted.

Mrs. Schonbrunn had been entertaining her Polish landscape gardener that evening. The copsfound
her in the nursery. Angered beyond speech, she was cinched quite interestingly up in a couple of
thousand dollarsworth of English latex, North Beach lesther, and apair of vintage Smith & Wesson
handcuffs that someone had paid to have lovingly buffed and redone in black chrome-the gardener
evidently having headed for the hillswhen he heard Rydd| parking Gunhead in theliving room.

3. Not a nice party

Chevette never stole things, or anyway not from other people, and definitely not when she was pulling
tags. Except this one bad Monday when she took this total asshol€e's sunglasses, but that was because
shejug didn't likehim.

How it was, she was standing up there by this ninth-floor window, just looking out at the bridge, past
the gray shells of the big stores, when he'd come up behind her. Sheld amost managed to make out
Skinner'sroom, there, high up in the old cables, when the tip of afinger found her bare back. Under
Skinner's jacket, under her t-shirt, touching her.

She worethat jacket everywhere, like some kind of armor. She knew that nanopore was the only
thing to wear, riding thistime of year, but she wore Skinner's old horsehide anyway, with her bar-coded
Allied badges on the lapdls. The little ball-chains on the zippers swinging as she spun to knock that finger
adde.

Bloodshot eyes. A face that looked as though it were about to melt. He had a short little greenish cigar
in hismouth but it wasn't lit. He took it out, swirled itswet end in asmal glass of clear liquor, then took a
long suck onit. Grinning at her around it. Like he knew she didn't belong here, not at aparty like thisand
not in any old hut serioudy expensive hotel up Over Geary.

But it had been the last tag of the day, a package for alawyer, with Tenderloin's trash-fires burning so
close by, and around them, huddled, al those SO terminally luckless, utterly and chemicaly lost. Faces
aglow inthefary illumination of thetiny glass pipes. Eyes canceled in that terrible and flegting satisfaction.
Shivers, that gave her, dways.



Locking and arming her bike in the hollow sound of the Morrisey's underground lot, shed taken a
service elevator to the lobby, where the security gruntstried to brace her for the package, but there was
no way. She wouldn't deliver to anyone at dl except this one very specific Mr. Garreau in 808, as stated
right here on the tag. They ran a scanner across the bar-code on her Allied badge, x-rayed the package,
put her through ametal-detector, and waved her into an elevator lined with pink mirrors and trimmed in
bank-vault bronze.

So up sheld gone, to eight, to acorridor quiet as the floor of someforest in adream. She found Mr.
Garreau there, his shirt-deeveswhite and histie the color of freshly poured lead. He Sgned the tab
without making eye-contact; package in hand, held closed the door's three brass digitsin her face. Sheld
checked her hair in the mirror-polished italic zero. Her tail was sticking up okay, in back, but she wasn't
sure they'd got the front right. The spikes were till too long. Wispy, sort of. She headed back down the
hail, the hardware jingling on Skinner's jacket, her new SWAT-trainers sinking into freshly vacuumed pile
the color of rain-wet terracotta.

But when the elevator doors opened, this Japanese girl fell out. Or near enough, Chevette grabbing her
beneath both arms and propping her againsgt the edge of the door.

"Where party?'

"What folks gonnaask you," Chevette said.

"Hoor ninel Big party!"

Thegirl'seyesweredl pupil, her bangs glossy aspladtic.

So Chevette, with ared glasswine-glassfull of real French winein one hand, and the smdlest
sandwich sheld ever seenin the other, cameto find hersalf wondering how long she still had before the
hotel's computer noticed she hadn't yet |eft the premises. Not that they were likely to come looking for
her here, because someone had obvioudy put down good money to have thiskind of party.

Some redlly private kind, because she could see these people in a darkened bathroom, smoking ice
through ablown-glass dolphin, its smooth curvesilluminated by the fluttering bluish tongue of an
indudrid-strength lighter.

Not just oneroom, either, but lots of them, all connected up. And lots of people, too, the men mostly
gotten up in those suits with the four-button jackets, stiff shirtswith those choker collars, and no tiebut a
little jeweled stud. The women wore clothes Chevette had only seen in magazines. Rich people, had to
be, and foreign, too. Though maybe rich was foreign enough.

She'd managed to get the Japanese girl horizontal on along green couch, where she was snoring now,
and safe enough unless somebody sat on her.

Looking around, Chevette had seen that she wasn't the only underdressed local to have somehow
scammed entry. The guy in the bathroom working the big yellow Bic, for starters, but he was an extreme
case. Then there were a couple of pretty obvious Tenderloin working-girls, too, but maybe that was no
more than the accepted amount of local color for whatever this was supposed to be.

But then this asshole'sright in her face, grinning his mean-ass drunken grin, and she'sgot her hand ona
little folding-knife, something € se she's borrowed from Skinner. It has aholein the blade that you can



pressthetip of your thumb into and snap it open, one-handed. That blade's under three inches, broad as
a soupspoon, wickedly serrated, and ceramic. Skinner saysit'safracta knife, its actua edge more than
twice aslong asthe blade itsdlf.

"Y ou're not enjoying yoursdlf, | think," he says. European, but she's not sure which flavor. Not French
or German. Hisjacket'slesther, too, hut nothing like Skinner's. Some thin-skinned animal whose hide
drapeslike heavy sk, the color of tobacco. She thinks of the smell of the yellow-spined magazinesup in
Skinner's room, some so old the pictures are only shades of gray, the way the city looks, sometimes,
from the bridge.

"Doing fine'til you showed up,” Chevette says, thinking it's probably time to go, thisguy's bad news.

"Tell me" he says, looking appraisingly at the jacket and the t-shirt and the bike-pants, "what services
you offer.”

"The fuck's that supposed to mean?"

"Clearly," he says, pointing at the Tenderloin girls across the room, "you offer something more
interesting,” and he ralls histongue wetly around the word, "than these two."

"Fuck that," Chevette says, "I'm amessenger.”

And afunny pause crosses hisface, like something's gotten past his drunk, nudged him. Then he
throws back his head and laughs likeit's the biggest joke in the world. She getsalook at alot of very
white, very expensive-looking teeth. Rich people never have any metd in their teeth, Skinner'stold her.

"l say something funny?'
The asshole wipes his eyes. "But we have something in common, you and I."
"l doubt it."

"l am amessenger,” he says, though he looksto Chevette like amoderate hill would put himin linefor
apig-vave.

"A courier,” hesays, like hésreminding himself.

"So proj on," she says, and steps around him, but just then the lights go out, the music starts, and it's
theintro to Chrome Koran's'She God's Girlfriend." Chevette, who has kind of amgjor thing for Chrome
Koran, and cranks them on her bike whenever she needs aboost to proj on, just moveswith it now,
everybody dancing, even the icers from the bathroom.

With the asshole gone, or anyway forgotten she notices how much better these people look dancing.
Shefinds hersdf opposite thisgirl in aleather skirt, little black boots with jingling slver spurs. Chevette
grins, the girl grinsback.

"You'refrom the city?' the girl asks, as'She God's Girlfriend' eh," and for a second Chevette thinks
shel'sbeing asked if she'samunicipa messenger. The girl-woman-is older than she'd thought; late
twenties maybe, but definitely older than Chevette. Good-looking without looking like it came out of a
kit; dark eyes, dark hair cut short. " San Francisco?”



Chevette nods.

The next tune's older than sheis; that black guy who turned white, and then hisfacefdl in, she
guesses. She looks down for her drink but they al look dike. Her Japanese doll dances past, bangs
swinging, no recognition in her eyes as she sees Chevette.

"Cody can usudly find dl he needs, in San Francisco,” the woman says, atiredness behind her voice
but a the sametime you can tell shethinksit'sal pretty funny. German, Chevette thinks by her accent.

"Who?'

The woman raises her eyebrows. "Our host.” But she's till got her wide easy grin.
"Just sort of walkedin . .

"Could | only say the same!" The woman laughs.

"Why?

"Then | could walk out again.”

"You don' likeit?' Up close, she smells expensive. Chevette's suddenly worried about how she must
smdl hersdlf, after aday on the bike and no shower. But the woman takes her elbow and leads her aside.

"Y ou don't know Cody?"

"No." Chevette sees the drunk, the asshole, through the doorway into the next room, where the lights
are dtill on. Heslooking right at her. "And | think maybe | should leave now, okay?"

"Y ouwon't haveto. Please. | only envy you the option. "Y ou German?’
"Padanjan”

Chevette knows that's part of what used to be Italy. The northern part, she thinks. "Who's this Cody?"
"Cody likes aparty. Cody likesthis party. This party's been going on for severad years now. When it
isn't here, it'sin London, Prague, Macau ..." A boy is moving through the crowd with atray of drinks. He

doesn't look to Chevette like he worksfor the hotdl. His stiff white shirt's not so stiff anymore; it's open
al theway, wrinkled tails hanging loose, and she sees he has one of those thingslike alittle stedl barbell
through one nipple. His tiff collar's popped off at the front and sticks up behind his neck like adipped
halo. The woman takes a glass of white wine when he offersthe tray. Chevette shakes her head. Ther€'s
awhite saucer on thetray, with pills and what look like twists of dancer.

The boy winks at Chevette and moves on.

"Y ou find this strange?" The woman drinks her wine off and tosses the empty glass over her shoulder.
Chevette hearsit break.

"Huh?'

"Cody's party.”



"Yeah. | guess. | mean, | just walked in..."
"Wheredo you live?'
"Thebridge." Watching for the reaction.

Thegrinwidens. "Redly? It looks so ... mysterious. I'd like to go there, but there are no tours, and
they say it'sdangerous...”

"It'snot,” Chevette says, then hesitates. "Just don't dress up so much, right? But it's not dangerous, not
even as much as the neighborhood around here." Thinking of the ones around the trash-fires. "Just don't
go out on Treasure Idand. Don't try to go dl the way to Oakland. Stay over on the suspension side.”

"Youlikeit, living there?"

"Shit, yes. 1 wouldnt live anywheredse."

Thewoman smiles. "Y ou're very lucky then, | think."

"Wdll," Chevette says, feding clumsy, "I gottago.”

"My nameisMaia..."

"Chevette," offering her hand. Almost like her own other name. Chevette-Marie.

They shake.

"Goodbye, Chevette."

"Y ou have anice party, okay?"

"Thisisnot anice party."

Settling the wide shoulders of Skinner's jacket, Chevette nods to the woman Mariaand beginsto
work her way through the crowd. Which istighter now by severa degrees, like maybethis Cody's
friendsare il arriving. More Japanese here now, she notices, al of them serious suits; their wives or
secretaries or whatever are dl wearing pearls. But evidently this doesn't prevent them getting into the
spirit of thething. It's gotten noisier, too, as people have gotten more whacked. There'sthat loud

constant burr of party-noise you get when the drinks kick in, and now she wantsto be out of there all
that much fagter.

She finds hersdlf stuck near the door to the bathroom where sheld seen the icers, but it's closed now.
A bunch of French people are talking French and laughing and waving their hands around, but Chevette
can hear somebody vomiting in there. "Coming through,” she saysto aman with abowtie and agray
crewcut, and just pushes past him, spilling part of hisdrink. He says something after her in French.

Shefedsredly claustro now, like she does up in offices sometimes when a receptionist makes her wait
to pick something up, and she sees the office people walking back and forth, and wonders whether it all
means anything or if they're just walking back and forth. Or maybe the wine's gotten to her, alittle,
because drinking isn't something she does much, and now she doesn't like the taste of it in the back of her



throat.

And suddenly there's her drunk, her Euro with hisunlit cigar, sweaty brow too close to the dull-eyed,
vaguely worried face of one of the Tenderloin girls. HE's got her backed into a corner. And everyone's
jammed s tight, this close to the door and the corridor and freedom, that Chevette finds hersaf pressed
up againgt his back for asecond, not that that interrupts whatever infinitely dreary shit he'slaying down
for the girl, no, though he doesjam his elbow, hard, back into Chevette's ribsto get himsalf more space.

And Chevette, glancing down, sees something sticking out of a pocket in the tobacco-colored leather.

Thenit'sin her hand, down the front of her bike-pants, she's out the door, and the asshole hasn't even
noticed.

In the sudden quiet of the corridor, party sounds receding as she heads for the elevator, she wantsto
run. She wantsto laugh, too, but now she's starting to fed scared.

Walk.

Past the party's build-up of trays, dirty glasses, plates.
Remembering the security gruntsin the [obby.

The thing stuck down her pants.

Down acorridor that opens off this one, she sees the doors of a service elevator spread wide now and
welcoming. A Centra Asan kid with a paint-splattered stedl cart stacked up with flat rectangles thet are
televison screens. He gives her acareful look as she edgesin beside him. Hisfaceisall cheekbones,
bright hooded eyes, hishair shaved up high in one of those near-verticad dosal these guysfavor. He has
asecurity badge clipped to the front of his clean gray workshirt and a VirtuFax dung around his neck on
ared nylon cord.

"Basement,” Chevette says.

Hisfax buzzes. Heraisesit, pushes the button, peersinto the eyepiece. Thething in her bike-pants
sartsto fed huge. Then he drops the fax back to his chest, blinks at her, and pushes a button marked
B-6. The doors rumble shut and Chevette closes her eyes.

Sheleans hack againgt the big quilted pads hung on the walls and wishes she were up in Skinner's
room, listening to the cables creak. The floor theré's alayer of two-by-fourslaid on edge; the very top of
the hump of the cable, riding its stedl saddle, sticks up through the middle, and Skinner saysthere are
17,464 strands of wirein that cable. Each oneis about asthick as a pencil. Y ou can press your ear
againg it and hear the whole bridge sing, when the wind's just right.

The elevator stops at four for no reason at all. Nobody there when the door opens. Chevette wantsto
press B-6 again but she makes hersdlf wait for the kid with the fax to do it. He does.

And B-6 is not the garage she so thoroughly wants now, but this maze of hundred-year-old concrete
tunnels, floored in cracked asphalt tile, with big old pipes dung in iron brackets long the ceiling. She dips
out while he'sfiddling with one of the whedlson hiscart.

A century's-worth of padiocked walk-in freezers, fifty vacuum cleaners charging themselves a arow



of numbered stations, rolls of broadloom stacked like logs. More people in work clothes, somein
kitchen whites, but she'strying for tag-pulling attitude and looks, she hopes, like she's making addlivery.

She findsanarrow stairway and climbs. ,The air ishot and dead. Motion-sensors click the lightsfor
her at the start of each flight. She fedsthe whole weight of this old building pressng down on her.

But her bike isthere, on B-i, behind a column of nicked concrete.
"Back off," it sayswhen she'sfive feet away. Not loud, like acar, but it soundslike it meansit.

Under its coat of spray-on imitation rust and an artful bandaging of silver duct-tape, the geometry of
the paper-cored, carbonwrapped frame makes Chevette's thighs tremble. She dips her left hand through
the recognition-loop behind the seat. Theresalittle double zik asthe particle-brakes et go, then she'sup
and off it.

It's never felt better, as she pumps up the oil-stained ramp and out of there.

4. Career opportunities

RyddI'sroommate, Kevin Tarkovsky, wore a bone through his nose and worked in awind-surfing
boutique caled Just Blow Me.

Monday morning, when Ryddl told him held quit hisjob with IntenSecure, Kevin offered to try to find
him something in sdes, in the beach-cultureline.

"Y ou got an okay build, basicaly,” Kevin said, looking at Rydd|'s bare chest and shoulders. Rydell
was still wearing the orange trunks he'd worn when he'd gone to see Hernandez. He'd borrowed them
from Kevin. Hed just taken his cast off, deflating it and crumpling it into the five-galon plastic paint
bucket that served as awastebasket. The bucket had abig self-adhesive daisy on the side. ™Y ou could
work out alittle more regularly. Arid maybe get sometats. Triba black-work."

"Kevin, | don't know how to surf, wind-surf, anything. Hardly been in the ocean in my life. Couple of
times down TampaBay." It was about ten in the morning. Kevin had the day off work.

"Salesisabout providing an experience, Berry. The customer needs information, you provideit. But
you give 'em an experience, too," Kevin tapped histwo-inch spindle of smooth white beef-bone by way
of illugration. "Then you sdll them anew outfit."

"But | don't have atan.”

Kevin was the approximate color and sheen of apair of mid-brown Cole-Haan loafersthat Ryddll's
aunt had given him for hisfifteenth birthday. This had nothing to do with either genetics or exposureto
unfiltered sunlight, but wasthe result of regular injections and a complicated regimen of pillsand lotions.

"Well," Kevin admitted, "you would need atan.”

Rydd| knew that Kevin didn't wind-surf, and never had, but that he did bring home disks from the



shop and play them on agoggle-set, going over the various movesinvolved, and Rydell had no doubt
that Kevin could provide every bit of information a prospective buyer might desire. And that al-important
experience; with his cordovan tan, gym-tuned physique, and that bone through his nose, he got alot of
attention. Mainly from women, though it didn't actually seem to do that much for him.

What Kevin sold, primarily, was clothing. Expensive kind that supposedly kept the UV and the
pollutantsin the water off you. He had two whole cartons full of the stuff, stacked in their room's one
closet. Rydell, who currently didn't have much in the way of awardrobe, was welcome to paw through
there and borrow whatever took hisfancy. Which wasn't alot, asit turned out, because wind-surfing
gear tended to be Day-Glo, black nanopore, or mirrorflex. A few of the jazzier items had UV-sendtive
JUST BLOW ME logosthat appeared on days when the ozone was in particularly shabby shape, as
Rydell had discovered the last time held gone to the farmers market.

He and Kevin were sharing one of two bedroomsin asixtieshousein Mar Vista, which meant Sea
View but there wasn't any. Someone had rigged up a couple of sheets of drywal down the middle of the
room. On Rydédll's Side, the drywall was covered with those same big salf-adhesive daisesand a
collection of souvenir bumper-gtickers from placeslike Magic Mountain, Nissan County, Disneyland,
and Skywalker Park. 1'here were two other people sharing the house, three if you counted the Chinese
girl out in the garage (but she had her own bathroom in there).

Rydel had bought a futon with most of hisfirst month's pay from IntenSecure. He'd bought it &t this
gdl in the market; they were cheaper there, and the stall was called Futon Mouth, which Ryddl thought
was pretty funny. The Futon Mouth girl had explained how you could dip the Metro guy on the platform
atwenty, then held let you get on the train with the rolled-up futon, which camein abig green plastic sack
that reminded Rydebl of abodybag.

Lately, waiting to take the cast off, held spent alot of time on that futon, staring up at those
bumper-stickers. He wondered if whoever had put them there had actualy bothered to go to al those
places. Hernandez had once offered him work at Nissan County. IntenSecure had the rentacop franchise
there. His parents had honeymooned at Disneyland. Skywaker Park was up in San Francisco; it had
been cdled Golden Gate, before, and he remembered a couple of fairly low-key riots on television when
they'd privatized it.

"You on lineto any of the job-search nets, Berry?'

Ryddl shook hishead.

"Thisoneson me" Kevin sad, passng Rydd| the hdmet. It wasn't anything like Karen'sdick little
goggles, just awhite plagtic rig like kids used for games. "Put it on. I'll dia for you."

"Well," Ryddll said, "thisisnice, Kevin, but you don't haveto go to dl thistrouble.”
Kevin touched the bonein hisnose. "Well, therésthe rent.”
Therewasthat. Rydelb put the helmet on.

"Now," Sonyasaid, just as perky as could be, "were showing that you did graduate from this
post-secondary training program-"

"Academy," Rydedb corrected. "Police."



"Y es, Berry, but were showing that you were then employed for atota of eighteen days, before being
placed on suspension.” Sonyalooked like acartoon of apretty girl. No pores. No texture anywhere. Her
teeth were very white and looked like asingle unit, something that could be snapped out intact for closer
ingpection. But not for cleaning, because there was no need; cartoons didn't eat. She had wonderful tits,
though; she had the tits Rydell would have drawn for her if he/d been ataented cartoonist.

"Well," Rydell said, thinking of Turvey, "I got into some trouble after they assgned meto Patrol.”

Sonyanodded brightly. "I see, Berry." Rydell wondered what she did see. Or what the expert system
that used her as a hand-puppet could see. Or how it saw. What did someone like Rydell ook biketo an
employment agency's computer system? Not like much, he decided.

"Then you moved to Los Angeles, Berry, and we show ten weeks of employment with the
IntenSecure Corporation's residential armed-response branch. Driver with experience of wespons.”

Rydell thought of the rocket-pods dung under the LAPD chopper. Probably they'd had one of those
CHAIN gunsin there, too. "Yep," he agreed.

"And you've resgned your position with IntenSecure.”

"Guess0."

Sonya beamed a Rydell asthough held just admitted, shyly, to acongressional appointment or a
post-doctoral degree. "Well, Berry," she said, "let me put my thinking cap on for just asecond!" She
winked, then closed her big cartoon eyes.

Jesus, Rydebl thought. He tried to glance sideways, but Kevin's helmet didn't have any peripherds, so
there was nothing there. Just Sonya, the empty rectangle of her desk, sketchy details suggesting an office,
and the employment agency'slogo behind her on the wall. The logo made her look bike the
anchorwoman on achannd that only reported very good news.

Sonya opened her eyes. Her smile became incandescent. ™Y ou're from the South,” she said.

"Uh-huh."

"Plantations, Berry. Magnolias. Tradition. But a certain darknessaswell. A Gothic quality. Faulkner."

Fawk-?"Huh?"'

"Nightmare Folk Art, Berry. Ventura Boulevard, Sherman Oaks."

Kevin watched as Ryddl removed the helmet and wrote an address and tel ephone number on the
back of last week's People. The magazine belonged to Monica, the Chinese girl in the garage; she dways
got hers printed out so there was never any mention of scandal or disaster, but with atriple helping of
celebrity romance, particularly anything to do with the British royd family.

"Something for you, Berry?' Kevin looked hopeful.

"Maybe," Ryddll said. "This placein Sherman Oaks. I'll call 'em up, check it out.”

Kevin fiddled with hisnose-bone. "'l can giveyou alift,” he said.



There was abig painting of the Rapture in the window of Nightmare Folk Art. Ryddl knew paintings
like that from the sides of Christian vans parked beside shopping centers. Lots of bloody car-wrecks and
disagters, with dl the Saved souls flying up to meet Jesus, whose eyes were alittle too bright for comfort.
This one was alot more detailed than the ones he remembered. Each one of those Saved souls had its
own individua face, likeit actudly represented somebody, and afew of them reminded him of famous
people. But it still looked like it had been painted by either afifteen-year-old or an old lady.

Kevin had let him off at the corner of Sepulveda and he'd walked back two blocks, looking for the
place, past acrew in wide-brim hardhats who were pouring the foundations for apam tree. Ryddl
wondered if Venturahad had real ones before the virus; the replacements were so popular now, people
wanted them put in everywhere.

Venturawas one of those Los Angeles streets that just went on forever. He knew he must've driven
Gunhead past Nightmare Folk Art more times than he could count, but these streets looked completely
different when you walked them. For one thing, you were pretty much alone; for another, you could see
how cracked and dusty alot of the buildings were. Empty spaces behind dirty glass, with ayellowing pile
of junk-mail on the floor insde and maybe a puddle of what couldn't be rainwater, so you sort of
wondered what it was. Y ou'd pass a couple of those, then a place selling sunglassesfor six timesthe rent
Rydell paid for hishdf of theroom in Mar Vigta. The sunglasses place would have some kind of
rentacop ingde, to buzz you in.

Nightmare Folk Art was like that, sandwiched between a dead hair-extension franchise and somekind
of failing red estate place that sold insurance ontheside. NIGHTMARE FOLK ART-SOUTHERN
GOTHIC, theletters hand-painted dl lumpy and hairy, like mosquito legsin a cartoon, white on black.
But with a couple of expensive cars parked out front: aslver-gray Range Rover, looking like Gunhead
dressed up for the prom, and one of those little antique Porsche two-seaters that always looked to Ryddll
like the wind-up key had falen off. He gave the Porsche awide berth; carslike that tended to have
hypersengtive anti-theft systems, not to mention hyper-aggressive.

There was arentacop looking at him through the armored glass of the door; not IntenSecure, but some
off brand. Ryddll had borrowed apair of pressed chinosfrom Kevin. They werealittletight in thewal s,
hut they beat hell out of the orange trunks. He had on ablack IntenSecure uniform-shirt with the patches
ripped off, his Stetson, and his SWAT shoes. He wasn't sure black redly made it with khaki. He pushed
the button. The rentacop buzzed him in.

"Got an gppointment with Justine Cooper,” he said, taking his sunglasses off.

"With aclient," the rentacop said. He looked about thirty, and like he should've been out on afarmin
Kansas or somewhere. Rydd| looked over and saw a skinny woman with black hair. She wastaking to
afat man who had no hair a al. Trying to sdll him something, it looked like.

"Il weit," Rydell said.

Thefarmer didn't answer. State law said he couldn't have agun, just the industria-strength stunner he
wore in abeat-up plastic holster, but he probably did anyway. One of those little Russian hold-outs that
chambered some godawful overheated cdiber origindly intended for killing the engine blocks of tanks.
The Russians, never too safety-minded, had the market in Saturday-night specias.

Rydd | looked around. That ol' Rapture was big a Nightmare Folk Art, he decided. Those kind of
Chrigians, hisfather had dways maintained, were just pathetic. There the Millennium had up, come, and



gone, no Rapture to speak of, and here they were, still beating that same drum. Sublett and hisfolks
down intheir trailler-camp in Texas, watching old moviesfor Reverend Fallon-at least that had some kind
of spinonit.

Hetried to sneak alook, see what the lady wastrying to sdll to the fat man, but she caught his eye and
that wasn't good. So he worked hisway deeper into the shop, pretending to check out the merchandise.
There was awhole section of these nasty-looking spidery wreath-things, behind glassin faded gilt frames.
Thewresths|ooked to Rydell like they were made of frizzy old hair. There weretiny little baby coffins, dl
corroded, and one of them had been planted with ivy. There were coffee tables made out of what Rydell
supposed were tombstones, old ones, the lettering worn down so faint you couldn't read it. He paused
besi de a bedstead wel ded together from abunch of those pickaninny jockey-boys it had been against the
law to have on your lawn in Knoxville. The jockey-boys had dl been freshly-painted with big,
red-lipped, watermelon-eating grins. The bed was spread with a hand-gtitched quilt patterned like a
Confederate flag. When he looked for apricetag, al hefound wasayellow SOLD icker.

"Mr. Ryddl?May | call you Berry?" Justine Cooper's jaw was so narrow that it looked like she
wouldn't have room for the ordinary complement of teeth in there. Her hair was cut short, a polished
brown helmet. She wore a couple of dark, flowing thingsthat Rydell supposed were meant to concedl
the fact that she was built more or less like a stick-insect. She didn't sound like she was from anywhere
south of anywhere, much, and there was avisible tension strung through her, like wires.

Rydel| saw the fat man walk out, pausing on the sdewalk to deactivate the Range Rover's defenses.

"Sure"

"Y ou're from Knoxville?' He noticed she was breathing ddliberately, like she wastrying not to
hyperventilate.

"That'sright."

"Y ou don't have much of an accent.”

"Well, | wish everybody fdt that way." He smiled, but she didn't smile back.
"1syour family from Knoxville, Mr. Rydd|?'

Shit, he thought, go ahead, call me Berry. "My father was, | guess. My mother's people are from up
around Brigtol, mostly.”

Justine Cooper's dark eyes, not showing much white, were looking right at him, hut they didn't seem to
be registering anything. He guessed she was somewherein her forties.

"Ms. Cooper?"

She gave aviolent start, as though he'd goosed her.

"Ms. Cooper, what are those wreath-sort-of -things in those old frames there?' Pointing at them.
"Memoria wregths. Southwestern Virginia, late nineteenth, early twentieth century.”

Good, Ryddll thought, get her talking about the stock. He walked over to the framed wreathsfor a



closer look. "Lookslike hair," he said.
"Itis" shesaid. "What elsewould it be?'
"Humen hair?'
"Of course."

"Y ou mean like dead peopl€s hair?' He saw now the minute braiding, the hair twisted up into tiny
flowerlike knots. It was lusterless and no particular color.

"Mr. Rydel, I'm afraid that | may have wasted your time." She moved tentatively in hisdirection.
"When | spoke with you on the phone, | was under the impression that you might be, well, much more of
the South..."”

"How do you mean, Ms. Cooper?"

"What we offer people hereisacertain vison, Mr. Ryddll. A certain darknessaswell. A Gothic
qudlity.”

Damn. That talking head in the agency display had been playing this shit back word for word.

"| don't suppose you've read Faulkner?' She raised one hand to brush at something invisible,
something hanging in front of her face.

Thereit wasagain. "Nope."

"No, | didn't think so. I'm hoping to find someone who can help to convey that very darkness, Mr.
Ryddl. The mind of the South. A fever dream of sensudity.”

Rydell blinked.
"But you don't convey that to me. I'm sorry.” It looked like the invisible cobweb had come hack.

Rydell looked at the rentacop, hut he didn't seem to he listening to any of this. Hell, he seemed to he
adeep.

"Lady," Rydd| said carefully, "I think you're crazier than asack full of assholes.”
Her eyebrows shot up. "There," she said.
"Therewhat?"

"Color, Mr. Rydell. Fire. The brooding verba polychromes of an dmaost unthinkably advanced
decay."

Rydell had to think about that. He found himself looking at the jockey-boy bed. "Don't you ever get
any black peoplein here, complaining about stuff like this?!

"On the contrary,” she said, anew edgein her tone, "we do quite agood business with the more
affluent residents of South Central. They, at least, have asense of irony. | supposethey haveto.”



Now he'd have to walk to whatever the nearest station was, take the subway home, and tell Kevin
Tarkovsky he hadn't been Southern enough.

The rentacop was letting him ouit.

"Where exactly you from, Ms. Cooper?' he asked her.
"New Hampshire," she said.

He was on the sidewalk, the door closing behind him.

"Fucking Y ankees," he said to the Porsche roadgter. It was what his father would have said, but he
hed ahard time now connecting it to anything.

One of those big articulated German cargo-rigs went by, the kind that burned canola oil. Rydell hated
those things. The exhaust smdled like fried chicken.

The courier's dreams are made of hot metal, shadows that scream and run, mountains the color of
concrete. They are burying the orphans on ahillsde. Plagtic coffins, pale blue. Cloudsin the sky. The
priest'stdl hat. They do not seethefirat shell coming in from the concrete mountains. It punchesaholein
everything: the hillsde, the sky, ablue coffin, the woman'sface.

A sound too vast to be any sound at al, but through it, somehow, they hear, arriving only now, the
distant festive pop-popping of the mortars, tidy little clouds of smoke risng on the gray mountainsde.

He comes upright, donein the wide bed, trying to scream, and the words are in alanguage he no
longer alows himsdlf to speak.

His head throbs. He drinksflat water from the stainless carafe on the nightstand. The room sways,
blurs, comes back into focus. He forces himself from the bed, pads naked to the tdl, old-fashioned
windows. Fumblesthe heavy drapes aside. San Francisco. Dawn like tarnished silver. It is Tuesday. Not
Mexico.

In the white bathroom, wincing in the sudden light, scrubbing cold water into his numb face. The dream
recedes, hut leaves aresidue. He shivers, cold tile unpleasant beneath his bare feet. The whores at the
party. This Harwood. Decadent. The courier disapproves of decadence. Hiswork brings himinto
contact with real wedlth, genuine power. He meets people of substance. Harwood iswedth without
substance. He puts out the bathroom light and gingerly returnsto his bed, favoring the ache in hishead.

5. Hay problemas

With the striped duvet drawn up to his chin, he beginsto sort through the previous evening. There are
gaps. Overindulgence. He disapproves of overindulgence. Harwood's party. The voice on the phone,
ingtructing him to attend. HE'd already had severd drinks. He seesayoung girl's face. Anger, contempt.
Her short dark hair twisted up in spikes.



Hiseyesfed asif they aretoo large for their sockets. When he rubs them, bright sick flashes of light
surround him. The cold weight of the water movesin his ssomach.

He remembers sitting at the broad mahogany desk, drinking. Before the call, before the party. He
remembers the two cases open, in front of him, identical. He keeps her in one. The other isfor that with
which he has been entrusted. Expensive, but then he has no doubt that the information it containsisvery
vauable. He folds the thing's graphite earpieces and snaps the case shut. Then he touches the case that
holds al her mystery, the white house on the hillside, the release she offers. He putsthe casesin the
pockets of hisjacket- But now he tenses, benegath the duvet, his ssomach twisted with asurge of anxiety.

He wore the jacket to that party, much of which he cannot remember.

Ignoring the pounding of hishead, he claws hisway out of the bed and finds the jacket crumpled on
thefloor besdeachair.

His heart is pounding.
Here. That which he must ddliver. Zipped into the inner pocket. But the outer pockets are empty.

Sheisgone. lie roots through his other clothing. On his hands and knees, apulsing agony behind his
eyes, he peers under the chair. Gone.

But she, at least, can be replaced, he reminds himsdlf, ill on his knees, the jacket in his hands. He will
find adealer in that sort of software. Recently, he now admits, he had started to suspect that she was
loging resolution.

Thinking this, heiswatching his hands unzip theinner pocket, drawing out the case thet contains his
charge, their property, that which must be delivered. He opensit.

The scuffed black plastic frames, the label on the cassette worn and unreadable, the yellowed
trand ucence of the audio-beads.

He hears athin high sound emerge from the back of histhroat. Very much as he must have done,
years ago, when thefirst shell arrived.

Careful to correctly calculate the thirty-percent tip, Yamazaki paid the fare and struggled out of the
cab's spavined rear seet. The driver, who knew that al Japanese were wedthy, sullenly counted the torn,
filthy bills, then tossed the threefive-dollar coinsinto a cracked Nissan County thermos-mug taped to the
faded dashboard. Y amazaki, who was not wealthy, shouldered his bag, turned, and walked toward the
bridge. Asever, it stirred his heart to see it there, morning light adant through al theintricacy of its
secondary construction.

Theintegrity of its Span was rigorous as the modern program itself, yet around this had grown another
redlity, intent upon its own agenda. This had occurred piecemed, to no set plan, employing every
imaginable technique and materid. The result was something amorphous, startlingly organic. At night,
illuminated by Christmas bulbs, by recycled neon, by torchlight, it possessed aqueer medieval energy. By
day, seen from adistance, it reminded him of the ruin of England's Brighton Pier, asthough viewed
through some cracked kaleldoscope of vernacular style.

Its steel bones, its stranded tendons, were lost within an accretion of dreams: tattoo parlors, gaming
arcades, dimly lit stalls stacked with decaying magazines, sdlers of fireworks, of cut bait, betting shops,



sushi bars, unlicensed pawnbrokers, herbalists, barbers, bars. Dreams of commerce, their locations
generally corresponding with the decksthat had once carried vehicular traffic; while above them, risng to
the very pesks of the cable towers, lifted the intricately suspended barrio, with its unnumbered population
and its zones of more private fantasy.

6. The bridge

Hed firg seenit by night, three weeks before. Hed stood in fog, amid sellers of fruit and vegetables,
their goods spread out on blankets. He'd stared back into the cavern-mouth, heart pounding. Steam was
risng from the pots of soup-vendors, beneath ajagged arc of ;cavenged neon. Everything ran together,
blurring, meting in thefog. Telepresence had only hinted at the magic and sngularity of thething, and held
walked dowly forward, into thaneon maw and al that patchwork carniva of scavenged surfaces, in
perfect awe. Fairyland. Rain-slvered plywood, broken marble from the walls of forgotten banks,
corrugated plastic, polished brass, sequins, painted canvas, mirrors, chrome gone dull and pedling in the
sdt air. So many things, too much for hisredling eye, and held known that his journey had not beenin
van.

Indl theworld, surdly, there was no more magnificent a Thomasson.

He entered it now, Tuesday morning, amid anow-familiar stir-the carts of ice and fish, the clatter of a
machine that made tortillas-and found his way to a coffee shop whose interior had the texture of an
ancient ferry, dark dented varnish over plain heavy wood, asif someone had sawn it, entire, from some
tired public vessdl. Which was entirely possible, he thought, seeting himself at the long counter; toward
Oakland, past the haunted idand, the wingless carcass of a 747 housed the kitchens of nine Thai
restaurants.

The young woman behind the counter wore tattooed braceletsin the form of stylized indigo lizards. He
asked for coffee. It arrived in thick heavy porcelain. No two cups here were dike. He took his notebook
from hisbag, flicked it on, and jotted down a brief descriptiDn of the cup, of the minute pattern of cracks
initsglazed surface, like awhitetile mosaic in miniature. Spping his coffee, he scrolled hack to the
previous day's notes. The man Skinner's mind was remarkably like the bridge. Things had accumulated
there, around some armature of original purpose, until apoint of crisis had been attained and anew
program had emerged. But what was that program?

He had asked Skinner to explain the mode of accretion resulting in the current state of the secondary
structure. What were the motivations of agiven builder, an individua builder? His notebook had
recorded the man's rambling, oblique response, transcribing and trandating it.

Therewas this man, fishing. Snagged histackle. Hauled up abicycle. All covered in barnacles.
Everybody laughed. Took that bike and he built a place to eat. Clam broth, cold cooked mussels,
Mexican beer. Hung that bike over the counter. Just three stoolsin there and he dung his box out about
eight feet, used Super Glue and shackles. Covered the wallsinsde with postcards. Like shingles. Nights,
he'd curl up behind the counter. Just gone, one morning. Broken shackle, some splinters till stuck to the
wall of abarber shop. Y ou could look down, see the water between your toes. See, he dung it out too
far.

Y amazaki watched steam rise from his coffee, imagining abicycle covered in barnacles, itsdf a



Thomasson of considerable potency. Skinner had seemed curious about the term, and the notebook had
recorded Y amazaki's attempt to explain its origin and the meaning of its current usage.

Thomasson was an American baseball player, very handsome, very powerful. He went to the
Yomiyuri Giantsin 1981, for alarge sum of money. Then it was discovered that he could not hit the ball.
The writer and artisan Gempei Akasegawa appropriated his liame to describe certain useless and
inexplicable monuments, pointlessyet curioudy art-like features of the urban landscape. But the term has
subsequently taken on other shades of meaning. If you wish, | can access and trandate today's definitions
inour Gendai Y ogo Kisochishiki, thet is, The Basic Knowledge of Modern Terms.

But Skinner-gray, unshaven, the whites of his blue eyes yellowed, blotched with broken veins, had
merely shrugged. Three of the residents who had previoudy agreed to be interviewed had cited Skinner
asan origina, one of thefirst on the bridge. Thelocation of hisroom indicated a certain status aswell,
though Y amazaki wondered how many would have welcomed a chance to build atop one of the cable
towers. Before the dectric lift had been ingtdled, the climb would have been daunting for anyone. Today,
with hisbad hip, the old man wasin effect an invalid, relying on his neighbors and the girl. They brought
him food, water, kept his chemicd toilet in operation. The girl, Y amazaki assumed, received shelter in
return, though the relationship struck him as degper somehow, more complex.

But if Skinner was difficult to read because of age, personality, or both, the girl who shared hisroom
was opague in that ordinary, sullen way Y amazaki associated with young Americans. Though perhaps
that was only because he, Y amazaki, was a stranger, Japanese, and one who asked too many questions.

Helooked down the counter, taking in the early-morning profiles of the other customers. Americans.
Thefact that he was actually here, drinking coffee beside these people, till struck achord of wonder.
How extraordinary. He wrote in his notebook, the pen ticking againgt the screen.

The apartment isin atall Victorian house, built of wood and very eaborately painted, in adigtrict
where the names of streets honor nineteenth-century American politicians. Clay, Scott, Pierce, Jackson.
Thismorning, Tuesday, leaving the gpartment, | noticed, on the side of the topmost newd, indications of
avanished hinge. | suspect that this must once have supported an infant-gate. Going along Scott in search
of acab, | came upon a sodden postcard, face up on the sdewak. The narrow features of the martyr
Shapdly, the AIDS saint, blistered with rain. Very melanchaly.

"They shouldn't oughtasaid that. About Godzilla, | mean.”

Y amazaki found himself blinking up a the earnest face of the girl behind the counter.

"I'm sorry?!

"They shouldn't oughta said that. About Godzilla. They shouldn't oughta laughed. We had our
earthquakes here, you didn't laugh at us."

7. See you do okay

Hernandez followed Ryddll into the kitchen of the housein Mar Vista Hewore adeeveless
powder-blue jJumpsuit and apair of those cregpy German shower-sandals, the kind with about a



thousand little nubs to massage the soles of your feet. Rydell had never seen him out of uniform before
and it was kind of a shock. He had these big old tattoos on his upper arms; roman numerass; gang stuff.
Hisfeet were brown and compact and sort of bearlike.

It was Tuesday morning. There was nobody elsein the house. Kevin was at Just Blow Me, and the
otherswere out doing whatever it wasthey did. Monicamight've been in her place in the garage, but you
never saw too much of her anyway.

Rydél got hisbag of cornflakes out of the cupboard and carefully unrolled it. About enough for a
bowl. He opened the fridge and took out a plastic, snap-top, liter container with astrip of masking-tape
acrossthe sde. Hed written MILK EXPERIMENT on the masking-tape with a heavy marker.

"What'sthat?' Hernandez asked.

"Milk."

"Why'sit say "experiment"?'

"So nobody'll drink it. | figured it out in the dorm at the Academy.” He dumped the cornflakesin a
bowl, covered them with milk, found aspoon, and carried his breakfast to the kitchen table. Thetable
had atrick leg, so you had to eat without putting your elbows down.

"How'sthe arm?"

"Fine." Ryddl forgot about not putting his elbow down. Milk and cornflakes dopped acrossthe
scarred white plagtic of the tabletop.

"Here." Hernandez went to the counter and tore off afat wad of beige paper towels.

"Those arewhatssname's,” Rydell said, "and he serioudy doesn't like usto use them.”

"Towe experiment,” Hernandez said, tossng Rydd | the wad.

Rydd| blotted up the milk and most of the flakes. He couldn't imagine what Hernandez was doing
here, but then he'd never have imagined that Hernandez drove awhite Daihatsu Sneaker with an

animated hologram of awaterfall on the hood.

"That'sanice car out there," Rydell said, nodding in the direction of the carport and spooning
cornflakesinto his mouth.

"My daughter. Rosas car. Been in the shop, man.”
Rydd| chewed, swallowed. "Brakes or something?”

"The fucking waterfal. Supposed to be these little animals, they come out of the bushes and sort of
look at it, the waterfall, you know?' Hernandez |eaned back against the counter, flexing histoesinto the
nubby sandals. "Some kind of, like, Costa Rican animals, you know? Ecology theme. She'sreal green.
Made ustake out what was left of the lawn, put in al these ground-cover thingslook like gray spiders.
But the shop can't get those fucking animals to show, man. We got awarranty and everything, but it's,
you know, been apainintheass." He shook his head.



Ryddl finished his cornflakes.

"Y ou ever been to CostaRica, Ryddl?"

"No."

"It'sfucking beautiful, mdi. Like Switzerland.”

"Never been there.”

"No, | mean what they do with data. Like the Swiss, what they did with money."
"Y ou mean the kvens?'

"You got it. Those people smart. No army, navy, air force, just neutral. And they take care of
everybody's data.”

"Regardlesswhatit is."
"Hey, fucking'A' Smart people. And spend that money on ecology, man.”

Rydell carried the bowl, the spoon, the damp wad of towels, to the sini. He rinsed the bowl and
spoon, wiped them with the towels, then stuck the towels as far down as possible behind th rest of the
garbage in the bag under the sink. Straightening up, helooked at Hernandez. " Something | can do for

you, super?"

"Other way around." Hernandez smiled. Somehow it wasn't reassuring. "'l been thinking about you.
Y our situation. Not good. Not good, nan. Y ou never get to be a cop now. Now you resign, | can't even
hire you back on IntenSecure to work gated residential. Maybe you get on with aregular square-badge
outfit, gt it that little pillbox in aliquor store. Y ou wannado that?'

"NO_"

"That's good, " cause you get your ass killed, doing that. Somebody comeinthere, take your little
pilibox out, man."

"Right now I'm looking at somethingin retall sdes”
"No shit? Sdes?'What you €17

"Bedsteads made out of cast-iron jockey-boys. These pictures made out of hundred-year-old human
har."

Hernandez narrwed his eyes and shoved off the counter, headed for the hung room. Rydd | thought he
might be leaving, hut he was only starting to pace. Rydell had seen him do thisacouple ol timesin his
office at IntenSecure. Now he turned, just as he was about to enter the living room, and paced hack to

Rydill.

"Y ou got this had-assed attitude sometimes, man, | dunno.

Y ou oughta stop and think maybe I'm trying to help you alittle, right?' Back toward the living room



agan.
"Jugt tell me what you want, okay?"

Hernandez stopped, turned, sighed. "Never been up to NoCadl, right? San Francisco? Anybody know
you up there?"

"NO_"

"IntenSecure's licensed in NoCdl, too, right? Different state, different laws, whole different attitude,
they might aswell be adifferent fucking country, but weve got our shit up there. More office buildings,
lot of hotels. Gated residential’s not so big up there, not 'til you get out to the edge-cities. Concord,
Hacienda Business Center, like that. We got a good piece of that, too."

"But it's the same company. They won't hire me here, they won't hire me there.”

"Fucking "A." Nobody talking about hiring you. What thisis, there's maybe something there for you
with aguy. Works freelance. Company has certain kinds of problems, sometime they bring in somebody.
But the guy, he's not IntenSecure. Fredlance. Office up there, they got that kind of Situation now."

"Wait asecond. What are we talking about here? We're talking about freelance armed-response?”
"Guy'saskip-tracer. Y ou know what that is?"
"Finds people when they try to get out from under debt, blow off the rent, like that?"

"Or take off with your kid in acustody case, whatever. But, you know, those kinds of skips, they can
mostly be handled through the net, these days. Just keep plugging their statsinto DatAmerica, eventually
you gonnafind ‘em. Or even," he shrugged, "you can go to the cops.”

"So what a skip-tracer mostly does-" Rydell suggested, remembering one particular episode of Cops
in Trouble held seen with hisfather.

"Is keep you from having to go to the cops.”
"Or to alicensed private detective agency.”
"You got it." Hernandez was watching him.

Ryddl waked past him, into the living room, hearing the German shower-sanda s come squishing after
him across the kitchen's dull tile floor. Someone had been smoking tobacco in there the night before. He
could smdl it. It wasin violation of thelease. Thelandlord would give them hdll about it. Thelandlord
was a Serb immigrant who drove afifteen-year-old BMW, wore these weird furry Tyrolean hats, and
inssted on being called Wally. Because Wally knew that Rydehl worked for IntenSecure, held wanted to
show him the flashlight he kept clipped under the dash in hisBMW. It was about afoot long and had a
button that triggered abig shot of capsicum gas. Hed asked Ryddll if Ryddl thought it was ‘enough.”

Rydel had lied. Had told him that people who did, for instance, awhole ot of dancer, they actually
liked ablast or two of good capsicum. Likeit cleared their Snuses. Got their juices flowing. They got off
onit.



Now Rydel looked down and saw for the first time that the living room carpet in the house in Mar
Vigtawas exactly the same stuff held crawled acrossin Turvey's girlfriend's gpartment in Knoxville.
Maybe alittle cleaner, but the same stuff. He'd never noticed that before.

"Listen, Ryddll, you don't want to take this, fine. My day off, | drive over here, you appreciate that?

Y ou get tweaked by some hackers, you fall for it, you push the response too hard, | can understand. But
it happened, man, it'son your file, and thisisthe best | can do. But listen up. Y ou do right by the
company, maybe that gets back to Singapore.”

"Hernandez. .."

"My day off..."

"Man, | don't know anything about finding people-"

"You can drive. All they want. Just drive. Y ou drive the tracer, see? He's got hisleg hasded, he can't
drive. And thisis, like, ddlicate, thisthing. Requires some smarts. | told them | thought you could doit,
man. | did that. | told them."

Monica's copy of People was on the couch, open to a story about Gudrun Weaver, this actressin her
fortieswho'd just found the Lord, courtesy of the Reverend Wayne Fallon, in timeto get her picturein
People. There was afull-page picture of her on acouch in her living room, gazing raptly a a bank of

monitors, each one showing the same old movie.

Rydell saw himsdf on the futon from Futon Mouth, staring up at those big stick-on flowers and
bumper-gtickers. "Isit legd?"

Hernandez dapped his powder-blue thigh. It sounded like apistol shot. "Legd? We aretaking
IntenSecure Corporation here. We are talking mgjor shit. | am trying to help you, man. Y ou think |
would ask you to do something fucking illega ?"

"But what'sthe dedl, Hernandez? | just go up there and drive?’

"Fucking "A"! Drivel Mr. Warbaby say drive, you drive.

"Who?'

"Warbaby. ThisLucius Warbaby."

Rydell picked up Monicas copy of People and found a picture of Gudrun Weaver and the Reverend
Wayne Fallon. Gudrun Weaver looked like an actressin her forties. Fallon looked like a possum with

hair-implants and a ten-thousand-dollar tuxedo.

"This Warbaby, Berry, hesright on top of this shit. He'safucking star, man. Otherwise why they hire
him?YY ou do this, you learn shit. Y ou till young, man. Y ou can learn shit.”

Rydell tossed the People back onto the couch. "Who they trying to find?"

"Hotel theft. Somebody took something. We got the security there. Singapore, man, they'rein some
kind of serioustwist about it. All I know."



Rydell stood in the warm shade of the carport, gazing down into the shimmering depths of the
animated waterfall on the hood of Flernandez's daughter's Sneaker, mist rising through green boughs of
rain forest. He'd once seen aHarley done up so that everything that wasn't triple-chromed was crawling,
fast forward, with life-sized bugs. Scorpions, centipedes, you nameiit.

"See," Hernandez said, "see there, where it blurs? That's supposed to be some kind of fucking doth,
man. Some lemur, you know? Factory warranty.”

"When do they want meto go?'
"| giveyou thisnumber." Hernandez handed Ryddl atorn scrap of yellow paper. "Call them.”
"Thanks."

"Hey," Hernandez said, "I like to see you do okay. | do. | like that." He touched the Sneaker's hood.
"L ook at this shit. Factory fucking warranty.”

Chevette dreamed she was riding Folsom, astiff sdewind threatening to push her into oncoming. Took
aleft on Sixth, caught that wind at her back, ran ared at Howard and Mission, a stale green at Market,
bopped the brakes and bunnied both sets of tracks.

Coming down in ahard lean, she headed up Nob on Taylor.
"Makeit thistime," shesaid.

Legs pumping, the wind astrong hand in the small of her back, sky clear and beckoning at the top of
the hill, she thumbed her chain up onto some huge-ass custom ring, too big for her derailleur, too big to fit
any framea al, and felt the shining teeth catch, her hammering dowing to a steedy spin-but then she was
losingit.

She stood up and started pounding, screaming, lactic acid damming through her veins. Shewas at the
crest, lifting off- Colored light danted into Skinner's room through the tinted pie-wedge panes of the
round window. Tuesday morning.

Two of the smaller sections of glass had fallen out; the gaps were stuffed with pieces of rag, throwing
shadows on the tattered yellow wall of National Geographics. Skinner was sitting up in bed, wearing an
old plaid shirt, blankets and deeping-bag pulled high up his chest. His bed was an eightpanel oak door up
on four rusty Volkswagen hubs, with adab of foam on top of that. Chevette dept on the floor, ona
narrower piece of foam sherolled up every morning and stuck behind along wooden crate full of greasy
hand tools. The smdll of tool grease worked itsway into her deep, sometimes, but she didn't mindiit.

8. Morning after

She snaked her arm out into the November chill and snagged a sweeter off the seet of a paint-caked
wooden stool. She pulled the sweater into her bag and twisted into it, tugging it down over her knees. It
hung to her knees when she stood up, the neckband so stretched that she had to keep pushing it back up
on her shoulder. Skinner didn't say anything; he hardly ever did, first thing.



She rubbed her eyes, went to the ladder bolted to the wall and climbed the five rungs, undoing the
catch on the roof-hatch without bothering to ook at it. She came up here most mornings now, started her
day with the water and then the city. Unlessit wasraining, or too foggy, and then it was her turn to pump
the ancient Coleman, its red-painted tank like atoy submarine. Skinner did that, on good days, but he
stayed in bed alot when it rained. Said it got to his hip.

She climbed out of the square hole and sat on its edge, dangling her bare legs down into the room. Sun
struggling to burn off the silvery gray. On hot daysit heated the tar on the roof'sflat rectangle and you
could smdll it.

Skinner had showed her pictures of the LaBrea pitsin National Geographic, big sad animals going
down forever, downin L.A. along time ago. That was what tar was, asphdlt, not just something they
made in afactory somewhere. He liked to know where things came from.

Hisjacket, the one she alwayswore, that had come from D. Lewis, Great Portland Street. That wasin
London. Skinner liked maps. Some of the Nationa Geographics had maps folded into them, and dl the
countrieswere big, single blobs of color from one sde to the other. And there hadn't been nearly as
many of them. Thered been countries big as anything: Canada, USSR, Brazil. Now there were |ots of
little ones where those had heen. Skinner said America had gone that route without admitting it. Even
Cdliforniahad al been one big state, once.

Skinner's roof was eighteen feet by twelve. Somehow it looked smaller than the room below, even
though the walls of the room were packed solid with Skinner's stuff. Nothing on the roof but arusty metal
wagon, akid'stoy, with acouple of rolls of faded tarpaper stacked init.

She looked past three cable-towersto Treasure Iand. Smoke rose, there, from afire on the shore,
wherethe low cantilever, cottoned down in fog, shot off to Oakland. There was a dome-thing, up on the
farthest suspens on tower, honeycombed into sections like new copper, but Skinner said it wasjust
Mylar, stretched over two-by-twos. They had an plink in that, something that talked to satellites. She
thought she'd go and see it one day.

A gray gull did by, level with her eyes.

The city looked the same as ever, the hillslike deeping animals behind the office towers she knew by
their numbers. She ought to be able to see that hotel.

The night before grabbed her by the back of the neck.

She couldn't believe she'd done that, been that stupid. The case she'd pulled out of that dickhead's
pocket was hanging up in Skinner's jacket, on the iron hook shaped like an eephant's head. Nothing in it
but apair of sunglasses, expensive-looking but so dark she hadn't even been able to see through them
last night. The security gruntsin the lobby had scanned her badges when sheéld gonein; asfar asthey
knew, she'd never come back down. Their computer would've started looking for her, eventualy. If they
queried Allied, sheld say she forgot, blew the checkout off, took the service elevator down after sheld
pulled her tag at 808. No way had she been a any party, and who'd seen her there anyway? The
asshole. And maybe hed figure sheld done him for his glasses. Maybe hed fdt it. Mayhe held rememher,
when he sobered up.

Skinner yelled there was coffee, hut they were out of eggs.



Chevette shoved off the edge of the hole, swung down and in, catching the top rung.
"Want any, you're gonnaget 'em,” Skinner said, looking up from the Coleman.

"Save me coffee.” She pulled on apair of black cotton leggings and got into her trainers without
bothering to lace them. She opened the hatch in the floor and climbed through, still worrying about the
asshole, hisglasses, her job. Down ten stedl rungs off the side of an old crane. The cherry-picker basket
waiting where sheld left it when sheld gotten back. Her bike cabled to an upright with acouple of Radio
Shack screamers for good measure. She climbed into the waist-high yellow plagtic basket and hit the
switch.

The motor whined and the big-toothed cog on the bottom let her down the dope. Skinner caled the
cherry-picker hisfunicular. He hadn't built it, though; a black guy named Fontaine had built it for him,
when Skinner had started to have trouble with the climb. Fontaine lived on the Oakland end, with a
couple of women and alot of children. Hetook care of alot of the bridge's electrica stuff. Hed show up
onceinawhilein along tweed overcoat, atoolbag in each hand, and he'd grease the thing and check it.
And Chevette had anumber to call him at if it ever broke down completely, but that hadn't happened yet.

It shook when it hit the bottom. She climbed out onto the wooden wa kway and went aong the wall of
taut milky plastic, halogen-shadows of plants behind it and the gurgle of hydroponics. Turned the corner
and down the gtairs to the noise and morning hustle of the bridge. Nigel coming toward her with one of
his carts, anew one. Making adelivery.

"Vette," with hisbig goofy grin. He called her that.

"Seen the egg lady?'

"City sde" he said, meaning S.F. dways, Oakland being dways only 'Land. "Good one, huh?' with a
gesture of huilder's pride for his cart. Chevette saw the hraised duminum frame, the Taiwan-ese hubs and
rims beefed up with fat new spokes. Nigel did work for some of the other riders at Allied, oneswho till
rode metd. He hadn't liked it when Chevette had gone for a paper frame. Now she bent to run her
thumb along a specially smooth braise. "Good one," she agreed.

"That Jap shit deaminate on you yet?'

"Noway."

"Sgonna. Bunny down too hard, it'sglass.”

"Come see you when it does.”

Nigd shook hishair at her. The faded wooden fishing-plug that hung from his|eft ear rattled and spun.
"Too late then." He shoved his cart toward Oakland.

Chevette found the egg lady and bought three, twisted up that way in two big dry blades of grass.
Magic. You hated to take it gpart, it was so perfect, and you could never get it back together or figure
out how shedid it. The egg lady took the five-piece and dropped it into the little bag around her scrawny
lizard neck. She had no teeth at dl, her face anest of wrinklesthat centered into that wet dit of amouth.

Skinner was Sitting at the table when she got back. More like a shelf than atable. He was drinking
coffee out of adented stedl thermos-mug. If you just camein and saw him likethat, it didn't strike you



right away how old hewas; just big, his hands, shoulders, dl hisbones, big. Gray hair dicked back from
hisforehead's lifetime collection of scars, little dents, acouple of black dots like tattoos, where some kind
of grit had gotten into acut.

She undid the eggs, the egg lady's magic, and put them in aplastic bowl. Skinner heaved himsdf up
from his cresking chair, wincing as he took the weight with his hip. She handed him the bowl and he
swung over to the Coleman. Theway he scrambled eggs, he didn't use any butter, just alittle water. Said
he'd learned it from acook on aship. It made good eggs but the pan was hard to clean, and that was
Chevette'sjob. While he broke the eggs, she went to the jacket Ofl its hook, and took that case out.

Y ou couldn't tell what it was made of, and that meant expensive. Something dark gray, likethelead in
apencil, thin asthe shell of one of those eggs, but you could probably drive atruck over it. Like her bike.
Sheld figured out how you opened it the night before; finger here, thumb there, it opened. No catch or
anything, no spring. No trademark, either; no patent numbers. Inside was like black suede, but it gave
like foam under your finger.

Those glasses, nested there. Big and black. Like that Orbison in the poster stuck to Skinner'swall,
black and white. Skinner said the way to put a poster up forever was use condensed milk for the glue.
Kind that camein acan. Nothing much camein cans, anymore, but Chevette knew what he meant, and
the weird big-faced guy with the black glasses was |aminated solid to the white-painted ply of Skinner's
wadl.

She pulled them from the black suede, the stuff springing instantly back to a smooth flat surface.

They bothered her. Not just that she'd stolen them, but they weighed too much. Way too heavy for
what they were, even with the big earpieces. The frames |ooked as though they'd been carved from dabs
of graphite. Maybe they had, she thought; there was graphite around the paper coresin her bike'sframe,
and it was Asahi Engineering.

Rattle of the spatula as Skinner swirled the eggs. She put them on. Black. Solid black.

"Katharine Hepburn," Skinner said.

She pulled them off. "Huh?"

"Big glasseslikethat."

She picked up the lighter he kept beside the Coleman, clicked it, held the flame behind onelens.
Nothing.

"What're they for, welding?' He put her share of the eggsin an duminum mess-tray slamped 1951.
Set it down beside afork and her mug of black coffee.

She put the glasses on the table. "Can't see through 'em. Just black." She pulled up the backless maple
chair and sat, picking up thefork. She ate her eggs. Skinner sat, eating his, looking at her. "Soviet," he
sad, after aswallow from histhermos-mug.

"Huh?'

"How they made sunglassesin the ol' Soviet. Had two factories for sunglasses, one of 'em dways
made 'em like that. Kept right on puttin' ‘'em out in the stores, nobody'd buy ‘em, buy the onesfrom the



other factory. How the place packed it in."
"The factory made the black glasses?'
"Soviet Union."
"They stupid, or what?'
"Not that smple. . . Whered you get ‘'em?”
She looked at her coffee. "Found 'em.” She picked it up and drank.

"Y ou working, today?' He pulled himsdlf up, stuffed the front of his shirt down into hisjeans, the
rusted buckle on his old leather belt held with twisted paper clips.

"Noon to five." She picked up the glasses, turning them. They weighed too much for how big they
were.

"Gotta get somebody up here, check the fud cdll...”
"Fontaine?"

He didn't answer. She bedded the glasses in black suede, closed the case, got up, took the dishesto
the wash-basin. Looked back at the case on the table.

Shed better toss them, she thought.

Rydell took a CalAir tilt-rotor out of Burbank into Tuesday's early evening. The guy in San Francisco
had paid for it from the other end; said call him Freddie. No seatback fun on CaAir, and the passengers
definitely down-scae. Babies crying. Had awindow seat. Down there the spread of lights through the
faint glaze of some previous passenger's hair-oil: the Vadley. Turquoise voids of afew surviving pools, lit
subsurface. A dull achein hisarm.

He closed hiseyes. Saw hisfather at the kitchen sink of his mobile homein FHorida, washing out a
glass. At that precise moment the death no doubt already growing in him, established fact, someline
crossed. Talking about his brother, Rydell's uncle, three years younger and five years dead, who'd once
sent Ryddll at-shirt from Africa. Army stamps on the bubblepack envelope. One of those old-timey
bombers, B-52, and WHEN DIPLOMACY FAILS.

"Isthat the Coast Highway, do you think?"

Opened hiseyesto the lady leaning across him to peer through the film of hair-oil. Like Mrs.
Armbruster in fifth grade; older than hisfather would be now.

"l don't know," Rydell said. "Might be. All just lookslike streetsto me. | mean," he added, "I'm not
from here”

She amiled at him, settling back into the grip of the narrow seat. Completely like Mrs. Armhrugter.
Same weird conibinalJon of tweed, oxford-cloth, Santa Fe blanket coat. These old ladieswith their
bouncy thick-soled shoes.



9. When diplomacy fails

"None of usare." Reaching out to pat his khaki knee. "Not these days." Kevin had said it was okay to
keep the pants.

"Uh-huh,” Rydd| said, his hand feding desperately for the recliner button, the little dimpled sted! circle
waiting to tilt him back into the semblance of deep. He closed hiseyes.

"I'm on my way to San Francisco to assst in my late husband's transfer to asmaller cryogenic unit,”
shesad. "Onethat offersindividua storage modules. The trade magazines call them "boutique
operations," grotesque asthat may seem.”

Rydell found the button and discovered that CalAir's seets alowed amaximum recline of ten
centimeters.

"He's been in cryo, oh, nine years now, but I've never liked to think of hisbrain tumbling around in
there like that. Wrapped in foil. Don't they always make you think of baked potatoes?'

RyddI's eyes opened. Hetried to think of something to say.

"Or liketennisshoesin adryer,” shesad. "I know they're frozen solid, but there's nothing about it that
seemslike any kind of rest, isthere?’

Rydéell concentrated on the seatback in front of him. A plastic blank. Gray. Not even a phone.

"These smaller places can't promise anything new in the way of an eventua awakening, of course. But
it seemsto methat there's an added degree of dignity. | think of it asdignity, in any case.”

Rydell glanced sideways. Found his gaze caught in hers: hazel eyes, mazed there in the finest web of
wrinkles.

"And | certainly won't be thereif he's ever thawed, or, well, whatever they might eventualy intend to
do with them. | don't believein it. We argued about it constantly. | thought of al those billions deed, the
annud toll in dl the poor places. "David," | said, "how can you contemplate this when the bulk of
humanity liveswithout air-conditioning?'

Rydell opened his mouth. Closed it.

"Mysdf, I'm acard-carrying member of Cease Upon the Midnight."

Ryde| wasn't sure what 'card-carrying’ meant, but Cease Upon the Midnight was mutua self-help
euthanasia, and illega in Tennessee. Though they did it there anyway, and someone on the force had told
him that they left milk and cookies out for the ambulance crews. Did it eight or nine at atime, mostly.
CUTM. "Cut 'em," the paramedics caled it. Offed themsel ves with cocktails of legally prescribed drugs.

No muss, no fuss. Tidiest suicides around.

"Excuse me, maam,” Rydd| said, "but I've got to try to catch alittle deep here.”



"Y ou go right ahead, young man. Y ou do look rather tired."

Rydell closed hiseyes, put his head back, and stayed that way until he felt the rotorstilting over into
descent-mode.

"Tommy Lee Jones," the black man said. His hair was shaped like an upside-down flowerpot with a
gpira path sculpted into the side of it. Sort of like a Shriner'sfez, but without the tassel. He was about
fivefeet tal and histriple-oversized shirt made him look nearly aswide. The shirt waslemon-yellow and
printed with life-sze handguns, in full color, dl different kinds. He wore ahuge pair of navy blue shorts
that came to way below his knees, Raiders socks, sneakerswith little red lights embedded in the edges of
the soles, and apair of round mirrored glasses with lenses the size of five-dallar coins.

"Y ou got thewrong guy," Rydell said.
"No, man, you look like him."
"Likewho?'

"Tommy Lee Jones."

"Who?'

"Was an actor, man." For asecond Ryddl| thought this guy had to he with Reverend Fallon. Even had
those shades, like Sublett's contacts. Y ou Rydell. Ran you on Separated at Birth."

"You Freddie?" Separated at Birth was a police program you used in missing persons cases. You
scanned a photo of the person you wanted, got back the names of half adozen celebrities who looked
vagudly like the subject, then went around asking peopleif they'd seen anybody lately who reminded
them of A, B, C... Theweird thing was, it worked better than just showing them a picture of the subject.
Theingructor at the Academy in Knoxville had told Rydell's class that that was because it tapped into
the part of the brain that kept track of celebrities. Rydell had imagined that as some kind of movie-star
lobe. Did peopleredly have those? Maybe Sublett had a great big one. But when they'd run the program
on Rydéll in the Academy, he'd come up adead ringer for Howie Clacton, the Atlanta pitcher; held didn't
remember any Tommy Lee Jones. But then he hadn't thought he looked al that much like Howie
Clacton, ether.

This Freddie extended avery soft hand and Rydell shook it. ™Y ou got luggage?' Freddie asked.
"Jugt this." Hefting his Samsonite.
"That's Mr. Warbaby right over there," Freddie said, nodding in the direction of an exit-gate, wherea

uniformed chilanga was checking peopl€'s seat-stubs before | etting them out. Another black man loomed
behind her, huge, broad asthis Freddie, looking twice hisheight.

"Bigguy.”

"Uh-huh," Freddie said, "and best we not keegp him waiting. Leg's hurting him today and he just
ingsted on waking in here from thelot to meet you."

Rydell took the man in as he approached the gate, handing his stub to the guard. He was enormous,



over sx feet, but the thing that struck Rydell most was a stillness about him, that and some kind of

sorrow in hisface. It was alook held seen on the face of ablack minister hisfather had taken to
watching, toward the end there. Y ou looked at that minister's face and you felt like held seen every
sad-ass thing there was, so maybe you could even believe what he was saying. Or anyway Rydell's father
had, maybe, a least alittle bit.

"Lucius Warbaby," taking the biggest hands Rydell had ever seen from the deep pockets of along
olive overcoat stitched from diamond-quilted silk, hisvoice pitched so far into the bass that it suggested
subsonics. Rydell looked at the proffered hand and saw he wore one of those ol d-fashioned gold
knuckle-duster rings, WARBABY acrossit in diamond-chip sans-sexif capitas.

Rydell shook it, fingers curled over diamond and bullion. "Pleased to meet you, Mr. Warbaby."

Warbaby wore ablack Stetson set dead level on his head, the brim turned up al the way around, and
glasses with heavy black frames. Clear lenses, windowpane plain. The eyes behind those lenses were
Chinese or something; catlike, danted, aweird goldy brown. He was leaning on one of those adjustable
canesyou get at the hospita. There was a carbon brace clamped around his l€eft leg, big midnight-blue
nylon cushions padding it. Skinny black jeans, brand new and never washed, were tucked into
spit-shined Texas dogger boots in three shades of black.

" Juanito saysyou're adecent driver,” Warbaby said, as though it was about the saddest thing held ever
heard. Rydell hadn't ever heard anybody call Hernandez that. " Says you don't know the area up here..."

"That'sright.”
"Up-side of that," Warbaby said, "is nobody here knows you. Carry the man's bag, Freddie."

Freddie took Rydell's soft-side with obvious reluctance, as though it wasn't something he'd ordinarily
care to be seen with.

The hand with the knuckle-duster came down on Rydell's shoulder. Like the ring weighed twenty
pounds. "Juanito tell you anything with regard to what we're doing up here?"

"Said ahotel theft. Said IntenSecure was bringing you in on akind of contract basis"

"Theft, yes." Warbaby |ooked like he had the mord gravity of the universe pressing down on him and
was determined to bear the brunt. " Something missing. And al more complicated, now."

"How'sthat?"'
Warbaby sighed. "Man who's missing it, he's dead now."

Something elsein those eyes. "Dead hozi'?' Rydd | asked, asthe weight at last was taken from his
shoulder.

"Hom-icide," Warbaby said, low and doleful but very clear.
"Y ou're wondering about my name," Warbaby said from the backseet of hisblack Ford Petriot.

"I'm wondering where to put the key, Mr. Warbaby," Ryddll said, behind the whed, surveying the
option-laden dash. American cars were the only carsin the world that still bothered to physicaly display



the instrumentation. Maybe that was why there weren't very many of them. Like those Harleyswith
chan-drives.

"My grandmother,” Warbaby rumbled, like atectonic plate giving up and diving for China, "was
Vietnamese. Grandaddy, a Detroit boy. Army man. Brought her home from Saigon, but then he didn't
stick around. My daddy, his son, he changed his name to Warbaby, see? A gesture. Sentiment.”

"Uh-huh," Ryddll said, starting the big Ford and checking out the transmission. Saigon waswhererich
people went on vacation.

Four-whedl drive. Ceramic armor. Goodyear Streetsweepers you'd need a serious gun to puncture.
There was a cardboard air-freshener, shaped like a pine-tree, hanging in front of the heater-vent.

"Now the Lucius part, well, | couldn't tell you."

"Mr. Warbaby," Rydell said, looking hack over his shoulder, "where you want meto drive Y OU to?"
A modem-bleep from the dash.

Freddie, in the plush bucket beside Ryddll, whistled. "Motherfuck,” he said, "that's nasty.”

Rydell swung back to watch asthe fax emerged: afat man, naked on sheets solid with blood. Pools of
it, where the brilliance of the photographer's strobes lay frozen like faint mirages of the sun.

"What's that under hischin?' Rydell asked.

"Cuban necktie," Freddie said.

"No, man," Rydell'svoice up an octave, "what isthat?’

"Man'stongue,” Freddie said, tearing the image from the dit and passing it back to Warbaby.

Rydel heard the fax rattlein his hand.

"These people,” Warbaby said. "Terrible.”

Y amazaki sat on alow wooden stool, watching Skinner shave. Skinner sat on the edge of his bed,
scraping hisface pink with adisposable razor, rinsing the blade in a dented duminum basin that he
cradled between histhighs.

"Therazor isold,” Yamazaki said. "Y ou do not throw it away?"

Skinner looked at him, over the plastic razor. "Thing is, Scooter, they just don't get any duller, after a
while." He lathered and shaved his upper lip, then paused. Y amazaki had been 'Kawasaki' for thefirst
severd vidts. Now hewas 'Scooter.” The pale old eyes regarded him neutraly, hooded under reddish
lids. Yamazaki sensed Skinner'sinward laughter.

"I mekeyou laugh?"

"Not today," Skinner said, dropping the razor into the basin of water, suds and gray whiskersrecoiling
inadigplay of surfacetension. "Not like the other day, watching you chase those turds around.”



Y amazaki had spent one entire morning attempting to diagram the sewage-collection arrangements for
the group of dwellings he thought of as comprising Skinner's 'neighborhood.” Widespread use of
trangparent five-inch hose had made this quite exciting, like some game devised for children, asheld tried
to follow the course of agiven boliis of waste from one dwelling down past the next. The hoses swooped
down through the superstructure in graceful random arcs, bundled like ganglia, to meet helow the lower
deck in athousand-gdlon holding tank. When thiswasfull to capacity, Skinner had explained, a
mercury-switch in afloat-bal triggered ajet-pump, forcing the accumulated sewage into athree-foot
pipethat carried it into the municipa system.

10. The modern dance

He'd made anote to consider thisjunction as an interface between the bridge's program and the
program of the city, but extracting Skinner's story of the bridge was obviousy more important.
Convinced that Skinner somehow held the key to the bridge's existentia meaning, Y amazaki had
abandoned his physical survey of secondary construction in order to spend as much time aspossiblein
the old man's company. Each night, in his borrowed apartment, he would send the day's accumulation of
materid to Osaka University's Department of Sociology.

Today, climbing to thelift that would carry him to Skinner's room, he had met the girl on her way to
work, descending, her shoulder through the frame of her bicycle. She was a courier in the city.

Wasit sgnificant that Skinner shared his dwelling with onewho earned her living at the archaic
intersection of information and geography? The officesthe girl rode between were dectronically
conterminous-in effect, asingle desktop, the map of distances obliterated by the seamlessand
ingtantaneous nature of communication. Y et thisvery seamlessness, which had rendered physical mail an
expendve novelty, might as easily be viewed as porosity, and as such created the need for the service the
girl provided. Physicaly transporting bits of information about agrid that conssted of little else, she
provided a degree of absolute security in the fluid universe of data. With your memo in the girl's bag, you
knew precisely whereit was, otherwise, your memo was nowhere, perhaps everywhere, in that instant of
trangt.

Hefound her attractive, Skinner'sgirl, in an odd, foreign way, with her hard white legs and her militant,
upthrust tail of dark hair.

"Dreamin’, Scooter?' Skinner set the basin aside, his hands trembling dightly, and settled his shoulders
againgt musty-looking pillows. The white-painted plywood wall creaked faintly.

"No, Skinner-san. But you promised you would tell me about the first night, when you decided to take
the bridge..." Histone was mild, hiswords deliberately chosen to irritate, to spur his subject to speech.
He activated the notebook's recording function.

"We didn't decide anything. | told you that..."

"But somehow it happened.”

"Shit happens. Happened that night. No signas, no leader, no architects. Y ou think it was palitics.



That particular dance, boy, that's over.”
"But you have said that the people were 'ready.' "

"But not for anything. That'swhat you can't ssem to get, can you? Like the bridge was here, but I'm
not saying it was waiting. See the difference?’

" think-"

"Y ou think shit." The notebook sometimes had trouble with Skinner'sidioms. In addition, he tended to
dur. An expert system in Osaka had suggested he might have sustained adegree of neura damage,
perhaps as the result of using street drugs, or of one or more minor strokes. But Y amazaki believed
Skinner had smply been too long in proximity to whatever strange attractor had permitted the bridge to
become what it had become. "Nobody," Skinner said, speaking dowly and deliberately at first, asif for
emphags, "was using this bridge for anything. After the Little Grande came through, understand?”

Y amazaki nodded, watching the characters of Skinner's trandated speech scroll down the notebook.

"Earthquake fucked it good, Scooter. The tunnel on Treasure caved in. Always been unstahle there . .
. First they were gonnarebuild, they said, bottom up, hut they flat-out didn't have the money. So they put
chain link, razor-wire, concrete up at both ends. Then the Germans camein, maybe two yearslater, sold
‘em on nanomech, how to build the new tunndl. Be chesp, carry cars and amag-lev. And nobody
believed how fast they could do it, oncethey got it legidated past the Greens. Sure, those Green biotech
lobbies, they made 'em actually grow the sections out in Nevada. Like pumpkins, Scooter. Then they
hauled 'em out here under bulk-lifters and sank ‘em in the Bay. Hooked 'em up. Little tiny machines
crawling around in there, hard as diamonds; tied it dl together tight, and bam, thereés your tunndl. Bridge
just sat there.”

Y amazaki held his bregth, expecting Skinner to lose the thread, as he so often had before-often,
Y amazaki suspected, deliberately.

"This onewoman, she kept saying plant the whole thing with ivy, Virginiacregper . . . Somebody ese,
they said tear it down before another quake did it for 'em. But there it was. In the cities, ot of people, no
placeto go. Cardboard townsin the park, if you were lucky, and they'd brought those drip-pipes down
from Portland, put ‘em around the buildings. Leaks enough water on the ground, you don't want to lay
there. That's amean town, Portland. Invented that there..." He coughed. "But that one night, people just
came. All kinds of stories, after, how it happened. Pissing down rain, too. No body'sidea of riot
wesether."

Y amazaki imagined the two spans of the deserted bridge in the downpour, the crowds accumulating.
He watched as they climbed the wire fences, the barricades, in such numbersthat the chain link twisted,
fell. They had climbed the towers, then, more than thirty falling to their deaths. But when the dawn came,
survivors clung there, news hdlicopters circling them in the gray light like patient dragonflies. He had seen
this many times, watching the tapesin Osaka. But Skinner had been there.

"Maybe athousand people, thisend. Another thousand in Oakland. And wejust started running. Cops
faling back, and what were they protecting, anyway? Mainly the crowd-orders they had, keep people
from getting together in the street. They had their choppers up in therain, shining lights on us. Just made it
eader. | had thispair of pointy boots on. Ran up to that 'link, it was maybefifteen feet tall. Just kicked
my toesin there and started climbing. Climb afence like that easy, boots got a point. Up, man, | was up
that thing like wasflying. Coils of razor at the top, but people behind me were pushing up anything;



hunks of two-by-four, coats, deeping-bags. To lay acrossthewire. And | felt like. . . weightless. . ."
Y amazaki felt that he was somehow close, very close, to the heart of the thing.

"l jumped. Don't know who jumped first, but | just jumped. Out. Hit pavement. People yelling. They'd
crashed the barriers on the Oakland side, by then. Those were lower. We could seetheir lights asthey
ran out on the cantilever. The police 'copters and these red highway flares some of the people had. They
ran toward Treasure. Nobody out there since the Navy peoplel&ft ... We ran too. Met up somewherein
the middle and thischeer went up . . ." Skinner's eyes were unfocused, distant. "After that, they were
singing, hymns and shit. Just milling around, singing. Crazy. Me and some others, we were stoked. And
we could see the cops, too, coming from both ends. Fuck that."

Y amazaki svdlowed. "And then?"

"We started climbing. The towers. Rungs they welded on those suckers, see, so painters could get up
there. We were climbing. Television had their own 'copters out by then, Scooter. We were making it to
world news and we didn't know it. Guess you don't. Wouldn't've give a shit anyway. Just climbing. But
that was going out live. Was gonnamake it hard for the cops, later. And, man, people werefaling off.
Theman in front of me had black tape wrapped round his shoes, kept the soles on. lape al wet, coming
loose, hisfeet kept dipping. Right in front of my face. Hisfoot kept coming back off the rung and I'd get
hished inmy eye, | didn't watch it

Near to the top and both of ‘em come off at once." Skinner fdl silent, asif listening to some distant
sound. Y amazaki held his bresth.

"How you learn to climb, up here," Skinner said, "thefirst thing is, you don't look down. Second thing
is, you keep one hand and one foot on the bridge all the time. Thisguy, he didn't know that. And those
shoes of his. Hejust went off, backward. Never made a sound. Sort of. . . graceful.”

Y amazaki shivered.

"But | kept climbing. Rain had quit, light was coming. Stayed.”
"How did you fed?' Yamazaki asked. Skinner blinked. "Fed ?"
"What did you do then?"

"| saw thecity."

Y amazaki rode Skinner'slift down to where stairs began, its yellow upright cup like a piece of
picnicware discarded by agiant. All around him, now, the rattle of an evening's commerce, and from a
darkened doorway came the dap of cards, awoman's laughter, voices raised in Spanish. Sunset pink as
wine, through sheets of plastic that snapped like sailsin abreeze scented with frying foods, woodsmoke,
aswest oily drift of cannabis. Boysin ragged leather crouched above a game whose counters were
painted pebbles.

Y amazaki stopped. He stood very till, one hand on awooden railing daubed with hyphens of aerosol
slver. Skinner's story seemed to radiate out, through the thousand things, the unwashed smilesand the
smoke of cooking, like concentric rings of sound from some secret bell, pitched too iow for the foreign,
wighful ear.



We are come not only past the century's closing, he thought, the millennium'’s turning, but to the end of
something else. Era? Paradigm? Everywhere, the Sgns of closure,

Modernity was ending.
Here, on the bridge, it long since had.

He would walk toward Oakland now, fedling for the new thing's strange heart.

11. Pulling tags

Tuesday, shejust wasn't on. Couldn't proj. No focus. Bunny Maatesta, the dispatcher, could fed it,
hisvoiceabuzz in her ear.

"Chev, don't take this the wrong way, but you got like the monthlies or something?"
"Fuck off, Bunny."

"Hey, | just mean you're not your usud bdl of firetoday. All | mean.”
"Gimmeatag."

"655 Mo, fifteenth, reception.”

Picked up, madeit to 555 Cali, fifty-first floor. Pulled her tag and back down. The day gone gray after
morning's promise.

"456 Montgomery, thirty-third, reception, go freight.”
Pausing, her hand in the bike's recognition-loop. "How come?’

" Says messengers carvin' graffiti in the passenger eevators. Go freight or they'll toss you, be denied
access, at which point Allied terminates your employment.”

Sheremembered seeing Ringer's emblem carved into the ingpection plate in one of 456's passenger
elevators. Fucking Ringer. HE'd defaced more eevators than anyone in history. Carried around aregular
toolkit to do it with.

456 sent her to EC with a carton wider than she was supposed to accept, hut that was what racks and
bungles were for, and why give the cage-drivers the trade? Bunny buzzed her on her way out and gave
her to Bedle, the cafeteria on the second floor. She guessed that would be awoman's purse, doneupin a
plastic bag from the kitchen, and she was right. Brown, sort of lizardskin, with a couple of green sprouts
stuck in the corners of the bag. Women Ieft their purses, remembered, called up, got the manager to send
for amessenger. Good for atip, usudly. Ringer and some of the others would open them up, go through
the contents, find drugs sometimes. She wouldn't do that. She thought about the sunglasses.

She couldn't get arun today. Therewas no routing in effect at Allied, but sometimesyou'd get arun by



accident; pick up here, drop off there, then something here. But it was rare. When you worked for Allied
you rode harder. Her record was Sixteen tags in aday; like doing forty at adifferent company.

She took the purse to Fulton at Masonic, got two flyers after the owner checked to see everything
wasthere.

"Restaurant's supposed to take it to the cops," Chevette said. "We don't like to be responsible.” Blank
look from the purse-lady, some kind of secretary. Chevette pocketed the fives.

"2.98 Alabama," Bunny said, asif offering her some pearl of greet price. "Tonethosethighs...”

Bust her ass out there to get there, then she'd pick up and do it. But she couldn't get on top of it,
today.

The asshole's sunglasses...

"For tactical reasons,” the blonde said, "we do not currently advocate the use of violence or sorcery
agang privateindividuds."

Chevette had just pumped back from Alabama Street, day'slast tag. The woman on the little CNN
flatscreen over the door to Bunny's pit wore something black and stretchy pulled over her face, three
triangular holescut in it. Blue letters at the bottom of the screen read FIONA X-SPOK ESPERSON-
SOUTH ISLAND LIBERATION FRONT.

The overlit fluorescent corridor into Allied Messengers smelled of hot styrene, laser printers,
abandoned running-shoes, and stae bag lunches, thislast tugging Chevette toward memories of some
unhested day-care basement in Oregon, winter's colorless light danting in through high dim windows. But
now the street door banged open behind her, apair of muddy size-€leven neon sneakers came pounding
down the gtairs, and Samuel Saladin DuPree, his cheeks speckled with crusty gray commas of road-dirt,
good grinning &t her, hugdly.

"Happy about something, Sammy SA?'

Allied's best-looking thing on two wheels, no contest whatever, DuPree was Six-two of ebon
electricity poured over aframe of such elegance and strength that Chevette imagined hisbones as
polished meta, triple-chromed, a quickslver armature. Like those old movies with that big guy, the one
who went into palitics, after held got the mest ripped off him. Thinking about Sammy Sal's bones made
most girls want him to jump theirs, but not Chevette. He was gay, they were friends, and Chevette wasn't
too sure how shefdt about dl that anyway, lately.

"Factis" Sammy Sa said, smearing dirt from his cheek with the back of one long hand, "I've decided
to kill Ringer. And thetruth, y'know, it makesyou free..."

"Ho," Chevette said, "you musta pulled atag over 456 today."

"] did, dear, do that thing. All theway up, in adirty freight elevator. A dow dirty freight elevator. And
why?'

"Cause Ringer's'graved histag in their brass, Sd, and their rosewood, too?"

"Eggs-ackly, Chevette, honey." Sammy Sal undid the blue and white bandanna around his neck and



wiped hisfacewith it. "Therefore, hisass dies screaming.”

"and must begin, now, to systematically sabotage the workplace,” Fiona X said, "or be branded an
enemy of the human race.”

The door to the dispatch-pit, so thickly stapled with scheds, sub-charts, tattered Muni regs, and faxed
complaintsthat Chevette had no ideawhat the surface underneath might look like, popped open. Bunny
extruded his scarred and unevenly shaven head, turtle-like, blinking in the light of the corridor, and
glanced up automaticaly, his gaze attracted by the tone of Fiona X's sound-bite. His expression blanked
at the sght of her mask, the menta channel-zap executed in lesstime than it had taken him to look her
way. "You," he said, eyesback on Chevette, "Chevy. In here.”

"Wait for me, Sammy Sal," shesad.

Bunny Malatesta had been a San Francisco bike messenger for thirty years. Would be fill, if hisknees
and back hadn't given out on him. He was smultaneoudly the best and the worst thing about messing for
Allied. The best because he had a bike-map of the city hung behind his eyes, better than anything a
computer could generate. He knew every building, every door, what the security waslike. He had the
mess game down, Bunny did, and, better till, he knew thelore, dl the history, the stories that made you
know you were part of something, however crazy it got, that was worth doing. He was alegend himsdlf,
Bunny, having Krypto'd the windshields of some seven police carsin the course of hisriding career, a
record that still stood. But he was the worst for those same reasons and more, because there wasn't any
bulishitting him at dl. Any other dispatcher, you could cut yoursdf alittle extradack. But not Bunny. He
just knew.

Chevette followed him in. He closed the door behind her. The goggles he used for dispatching dangled
around his neck, one padded eyepiece patched with cellophane tape. There were no windowsin the
room and Bunny kept the lights off when he was working. Half adozen color monitorswere arranged in
asemicirclein front of ablack swivel armchair with Bunny's pink rubber Sacro-saver backrest strapped
toit like somekind of giant bulging larva

Bunny rubbed hislower back with the hedls of hishands. "Disk'skilling me," he said, not particularly to
Chevette.

"Oughtalet Sammy Sdl crack it for you," she suggested. "He's real good.”

"It's cracked already, sweetheart. What's wrong with it in the first place. Now tell me what were you
doin’ over the Morrisey last night. And it better be good.”

"Pulling atag," Chevette said, going on automatic, the way she had to if she were going to lie and get
away with it. Shed been hafway expecting something like this, but not so soon.

She watched as Bunny took the goggles off, disconnected them, and put them on top of one of the
monitors. " So how come you never checked back out? They call usonit, say you went in to make a
ddlivery, they scanned your badges, you never come back out. Look, | tell ‘em, | know she's not there
now, guys, "cause | got her out Alabama Street on acall, okay?' He was watchiag her.

"Hey, Bunny," Chevette said, "it was my last tag, my ride was down in the basement, | saw afreight €
on itsway down, jumped in. | know I'm supposed to clock out at security, but | thought they'd have
somebody on the parking exit, you know? | get up the ramp and there's nobody, a car's going out, o |
deak under the barrier and I'm in the street. | shoulda gone back around and done the |obby thing?"



"You know it. It'sregs.”

"It waslate, you know?

Bunny sat down, wincing, in the chair with the Sacro-saver. He cupped each kneein a big-knuckled
hand and stared at her. Very un-Bunny. Like something was redly bothering him. Not just security grunts
pissing because amess blew the check-out off. "How late?’

"Huh?"

"They wannaknow when you | eft.”

"Maybe ten minutes after | went in. Fifteen tops. Basement in therés arat-maze.”

"Youwent in 6:32:18," he said. "They got that when they scanned you. Thetag, thislawyer, they
talked to him, so they know you ddlivered." He still had that [ook.

"Bunny, what'sthe ded? Tell 'em | screwed up, isal.”
"Y ou didn't go anywhere dse? In the hotel 7'

"Uh-uh," she said, and fet thisfunny ripple move through her, like sheld crossed some line and couldn't
go back. "I gavethe guy his package, Bunny."

"I don't think they're worrying about the guy's package," Bunny said.

II&)?I

"Lookit, Chev," he said, "security guy cals, that's one thing. Sorry, boss, won't let it happen again. But
thiswas somebody up in the company, IntenSecureit's caled, and he called up Wilson direct.” Allied's
owner. "So | gottamake nice with Wilson and Mr. Security, | gotta have Grasso cover for me on the
board and naturdly he screws everything up...”

"Bunny," shesad, "I'm sorry."

"Hey. You're sorry, I'm sorry, but there's some big shit rentacop sitting behind a desk and he's putting
fucking Wilson through about what precisay did you do after you gave that lawyer his package. About
what kind of employee are you exactly, how long you messfor Allied, any crimina record, any drug use,
whereyoulive"

Chevette saw the asshol€'s black glasses, right where she'd I eft them. In their case, behind Skinner's
Geographics. Shetried to lift them out of there with mind-power. Right up to the tar-smelling roof and of f
the edge. Put those bagtards in the Bay like she should've done this morning. But no, they were there.

"That ain't normal,” Bunny said. "Know what | mean?"

"Youtdl 'emwherel live, Bunny?"

"Out onthebridge," he said, then cracked her alittle diver of grin. "Not like you got much of an
address, isit?' Now he spun himsdlf around in the chair and began to shut the monitors down.



"Bunny," shesad, "whet'll they do now?"

"Come and find you." His back to her. "Here. "Cause they won't know where elseto go. Y ou didn't
do anything, did you, Chevy?' The back of his skull showing gray stubble.

Automatic. "No. No... Thanks, Bunny."

He grunted in reply, neutrd, ending it, and Chevette was back in the corridor, her heart pounding
under Skinner'sjacket. Up the stairs, out the door, plotting the quickest way home, running red lightsin
her head, gottaget rid of the glasses, gotta- Sammy Sal had Ringer braced up against a blue recyc bin.

Worry was starting to penetrate Ringer's rudimentary view of things. "Didn't do nuthin to you, man."

"Been carvin' your namein eevators again, Ringer."

"But | din't do nuthin to you!"

"Cause and effect, mofo. We know it's atough concept for you, but try: you do shit, other shit follows.
Y ou go scratching your tag in the clients fancy devators, we hasde you, man." Sammy Sa spread the
long brown fingers of hisleft hand across Ringer's beat-to-shit helmet, paming it like abasketbal, and
twisted, lifting, the helmet's strap digging into Ringer's chin. "Din't do nuthin!™ Ringer gurgled.

Chevette ducked past them, heading for the bike-rack beneath the mural portrait of Shapely.
Someone had shot him in his soulful martyr's eye with acondomful of powder blue paint, blue running all
down his hallowed cheek.

"Hey," Sammy Sa sad, "come here and help me torment this shit-hed."

She stuck her hand through the recognition-loop and tried to pull her handlebars out of the rack’s
tangle of molybdenum stedl, graphite, and aramid overwrap. The other bikes alarmsal went off at once,
afrantic chorus of ear-splitting blests, basso digita srennioans, and OUC extended high-volume burst of
snake-hiss Spanish profanity, cunningly mixed with yel ps of anima torment. She siwung her bike around,
got her toein the clip, and kicked for the street, dmost going over as she mounted. She saw Sammy Sd,
out the corner of her eye, drop Ringer.

She saw Sammy Sdl straddle his own bike, a pink and black-fleck fat-tube with Fluoro-Rimz that ran
off ahubgenerator.

Sammy Sal was coming after her. She'd never wanted company less.
She took off.
Proj. Just proj.

Like her morning dream, but scarier.



12. Eye movement

Rydéll looked at these two San Francisco cops, Svobodov and Orlovsky, and decided that working
for Warbaby had a chance of being interesting. These guys were the real, the super-heavy thing.
Homicide was colossus, any department anywhere.

And here hed been in Northern Cadiforniadl of forty-eight minutes and he was Sitting at a counter
drinking coffee with Homicide. Except they were drinking tea. Hot tea. In glasses. Heavy on the sugar.
Ryddl was at the far end, on the other side of Freddie, who was drinking milk. Then Warbaby, with his
hat ill on, then Svobodov, then Orlovsky.

Svobodov was nearly astall as Warbaby, but it al seemed to be sinew and big knobs of bone. He
had long, pae hair, combed straight back from his rocky forehead, eyebrows to match, and skin that was
tight and shiny, like held stood too long in front of afire. Orlovsky wasthin and dark, with awidow's
peak, lots of hair on the backs of hisfingers, and those glassesthat |ooked like they'd been sawn in half.

They both had that eye thing, the one that pinned you and held you and sank right in, heavy and inert
aslead.

Rydell had had a course in that at the Police Academy, but it hadn't really taken. It was called Eye
Movement Desengitization & Response, and was taught by thisretired forensic psychologist named
Bagley, from Duke University. Bagley's lectures tended to wander off into stories about serid killersheld
processed at Duke, auto-erotic strangulation fatalities, stuff like that. 1t sure passed the time between
High Profile Felony Stops and Firearms Training System Scenarios. But Rydd | was usudly kind of
rattled after Felony Stops, because the instructors kept asking him to take the part of the felon. And he
couldn't figure out why. So held have trouble concentrating, in Eye Movement. And if he did manageto
pick up anything ussful from Bagley, asesson of FATSS would usually make him forget it. FATSS was
like doing Dream Walls, but with guns, real ones.

When FATSStdlied up your score, it would drag you right down the entrance wounds, your own or
the other guy's, and make the call on whether the loser had bled to death or copped to hydrostatic
shock. There were people who went into full-blown post-traumatic heeb-jeebs after a couple of sessions
on FATSS, but Rydell aways came out of it with this shit-eating grin. It wasn't that he was violent, or
didn't mind the sight of blood; it was just that it was such arush. And it wasn't redl. So he never had
learned to throw that official hoodoo on people with hiseyes. But thisLt. Svobodov, he had the talent
beaucoup, and his partner, Lt. Orlovsky, had his own version going, nearly as effective and he did it over
the sawn-off tops of those glasses. Guy |ooked sort of like awerewolf anyway, which hel ped.

Rydéll continued to check out the San Francisco Homicide look. Which seemed to be old tan
raincoats over black flak vests over white shirts and ties. The shirts were button-down oxfords and the
tieswere the stripey kind, like you were supposed to belong to a club or something. Cuffs on their
trousers and greset big pebble-grain wingtips with cleated Vibram soles. About the only people who wore
shirts and ties and shoes like that were immigrants, people who wanted it as American asit got. But
layering it up with abullet-proof and aworn-out London Fog, he figured that was some kind of
statement. The streamlined plastic butt of an N & K didn't exactly hurt, either, and Rydell could see one

pecking out of

Svobodov's open flak vest. Couldn't remember the model number, but it looked like the one with the
magazine down the top of the barrel. Shot that caseless ammo looked like wax crayons, plastic



propellant molded around aloy flechetteslike big nails.

"If we knew what you aready know, Warbaby, maybe that makes everything more smple.”
Svobodov |ooked around the little diner, took a pack of Marlboros out of hisraincoat.

"Illegd in this state, buddy,” the waitress said, pleased at any opportunity to thresten somebody with
the law. She had that big kind of hair. Thiswas one of those placesyou ate at if you worked graveyard at
sometruly shit-assindustrid job. If your luck held, Rydell figured, you'd get this particular waitressinto
the bargain.

Svobodov fixed her with a couple of thousand negative volts of Cop Eye, tugged ablack plastic
badge-holder out of hisflak vest, flipped it openin her direction, and let it fall back on its nylon thong,
againg hischest. Rydel noticed the click when it hit; some kind of back-up armor under the white shirt.

"Those two Mormon boys from Highway Patrol come in here, you show that to them," she said.

Svobodov put the cigarette between hislips.

Warbaby'sfist came up, clutching alump of gold the size of ahand grenade.

Helit the Russian's cigarette withiit.

"Why you havethis, Warbaby?' Svobodov said, eyeing the lighter. "Y ou smoking something?*

"Anything but those Chinese Marlboros, Arkady.” Mournful asever. "They'refullafiberglass.”

"American brand,” Svobodov insisted, "licensed by maker.”

"Hasn't been alegdl cigarette manufactured in this country in Six years,” Warbaby said, sounding as
sad about that as anything else.

"Marl-bor-ro," Svobodov said, taking the cigarette out of his mouth and pointing to the lettering in
front of thefilter. "When we were kids, Warbaby, Marlboro, she was money."

"Arkady," Warbaby said, as though with enormous patience, "when we were kids, man, money was

Orlovsky laughed. Svobodov shrugged. "What you know, Warbaby?" Svobodov said, back to
business.

"Mr. Blix has been found dead, at the Morrisey. Murdered.”

"Projob," Orlovsky said, making it one word, projob. "They want we assume some bullshit ethnic
angle, 7'

Svobodov squinted at Warbaby. "We don't know that,” he said.

"Thetongue," Orlovsky said, determined. "That's color. To throw us off. They think wethink Latin
Kings"

Svobodov sucked on his cigarette, blew smoke in the general direction of the waitress. "What you



know, Warbaby?'

"Hans Rutger Blix, forty-three, naturalized Costa Rican." Warbaby might have been making the
opening remarks at afunerd.

"My hairy ass," Svobodov said, around the Marlboro.
"Warbaby," Orlovsky said, "we know you were working on this before this asshole got histhroat cut.”

"Asshole," Warbaby said, like maybe the dead guy had been a close personad friend, alodge-brother
or something. "Man'sdead, isdl. That make him an asshole?!

Svobodov sat there, puffing on his Marlboro. Stubbed it out on the plate in front of him, beside his
untouched tunamet. "Asshole. Bdieveit."

Warbaby sighed. "Man had ajacket, Arkady?"

"Y ou want hisjacket," Svobodov said, "you tel uswhat you were supposed to be doing for him. We
know hetalked to you."

"We never spoke."

"Okay," Svobodov said. "IntenSecure he talked to. Y ou fredance.”

"Strictly,” Warbaby said. "Why did hetalk to IntenSecure?' ‘Man lost something.” 'What?"
"Something of apersona nature.” Svobodov sighed. "Lucius. Please. 'A pair of sunglasses.”

Svobodov and Orlovsky looked at each other, then back to Warbaby. "IntenSecure bringsin Lucius
Warbaby because this guy loses his sunglasses?’

"Maybe they were expensve," Freddie offered, softly. He was studying hisreflection in the mirror
behind the counter.

Orlovsky put his hairy fingerstogether and cracked his knuckles.

"He thought he might have lost them at aparty,” Warbaby offered, "someone might even have taken
them.”

"What party?' Svobodov shifted on his stool and Ryddll heard the hidden armor cresk.
"Party a the Morrisey."

"Whose party?' Orlovsky, over those glasses.

"Mr. Cody Harwood's party,” Warbaby said.

"Harwood," Svobodov said, "Harwood..."

"Name "Pavlov" ring abell?' Freddie said, to no onein particular.



Svobodov grunted. "Money."

"None of itin Marlboros, either,” Warbaby said. "Mr. Blix went down to Mr. Harwood's party, had a
few drinks-"

"Had aBA levd like they won't need to embam,” Orlovsky said.

"Had afew drinks. Had this property in the pocket of hisjacket. Next morning, it was gone. Called
security at the Morrisey. They called IntenSecure. IntenSecure called me...”

"Hisphoneisgone," Svobodov said. "They took it. Nothing to tie him to anyone. No agenda,
notebook, nothing.”

"Projob," Orlovsky intoned.
"The glasses," Svobodov said. "What kind of glasses?'
"Sunglasses,” Freddie said.

"Wefound these." Svobodov took something from the side pocket of hisLondon Fog. A Ziploc
evidence bag. He held it up. Ryddll saw shards of black plagtic. "Cheap VR. Ground into the carpet.”

"Do you know what he ran on them?' Warbaby asked.

Now it was Orlovsky'sturn for show-and-tell. He produced a second evidence bag, this one from
ingde hisblack vest. "Looked for software, couldn't find it. Then we x-ray him. Somebody shoved this
down histhroat.” A black rectangle. The stick-on label worn and stained. "But before they cut him.”

"What isit?" Warbaby asked.

"McDonna," Svobodov said.

"Huh?"' Freddie was leaning across Warbaby to peer at thething. "Mc-what?'
"Fuck chip." It sounded to Rydell like fock chegp, but then he got it. "McDonna."

"Wonder if they read it all the way down?' Freddie said, from the rear of the Patriot. He had hisfeet
up on the back of the front passenger seat and the little red lights around the edges of his sneakerswere
spelling out the lyricsto some song.

"Read what?' Rydel | waswatching Warbaby and the Russians, who were standing beside one of the
least subtle unmarked cars Ryddl had ever seen: a primer-gray whale with acage of graphite
expans on-grating protecting the headlights and radiator. Fine rain was beading up on the Patriot's
windshield.

"That porn they found down the guy's esophagus.” If Warbaby always sounded sad, Freddie aways
sounded relaxed. But Warbaby sounded like he redly was sad, and Freddie's kind of relaxed sounded

like he was just the opposite.

"L ottacodein aprogram like that. Hide dl sorta goodiesin the walpaper, y'know? Running fracta to
get the skin texture, say, you could mix inalot of text..."



"Y ou into computer stuff, Freddie?"
"I'm Mr. Warbaby's technical consultant.”
"What do you think they're talking about?*

Freddie reached up and touched one of his sneakers. The red words vanished. "They're having the
real conversation now."

"What'sthat?"'
"The ded conversation. We want what they got on Blix, the dead guy.”
"Y eah? So what we got?"

"We'?' Freddiewhistled. Y ou just drivin'." He pulled hisfeet back and sat up. "But it ain't exactly
classfied: IntenSecure and DatAmericamore or lessthe samething.”

"No shit." Svobodov seemed to be doing most of the talking. "What's that mean?"

"Means we tight with abigger data-base than the police. Next time ol' Rubadub needs him alook-see,
hell be glad he did usafavor. But tonight, man, tonight it just burrs his Russian ass."

Rydell remembered the time held gone over to ‘Big George' K echakmadze's house for a barbecue and
the man had tried to sign him up for the Nationd Rifle Association. ™Y ou get alot of Russanson the
force, up here?'

"Up here? All over."

"Kindafunny how many of those guys go into police work."

"Think about it, man. Had ‘em awhole police sate, over there. Maybe they just got afed for it.”

Svobodov and Orlovsky climbed into the gray whale. Warbahy walked to the Patriot, using hisaloy
cane. The police car rcse up about six inches on hydraulics and began to moan and shiver, rain dancing
on itslong hood as Orlovsky revved the engine.

"Jesus," Ryddl said, "they don't care who sees'em comin', do they?"

"They want you see 'em coming," Freddie said, obscurely, as Warbaby opened the right rear
passenger door and began the process of edging his stiff-legged bulk into the back sedt.

"Take off," Warbaby said, damming the door. "Protocol. We leavefirs."
"Not that way," Freddie said. "That'll get us Candlestick Park. That way."
"Yes" said Warbaby, "we have business downtown." Sad abouit it.

Downtown San Francisco was realy something. With everything hemmed in by hills, built up and
down other hills, it gave Ryddl asense of, well, he wasn't sure. Being somewhere. Somewherein



particular. Not that he was sure he liked being there. Maybe it just felt so much the opposite of L.A. and
that feeling like you were cut loosein agrid of light that just spilled out to the edge of everything. Up here
hefdt like hed comein from somewhere, these old buildings al around and close together, nothing more
modern than that one big spikey one with the truss-thing on it (and he knew that one was old, too). Cold
damp air, steam billowing from grates in the pavement. Peopfe on the Streets, too, and not just the usua
kind; people with jobs and clothes. Kind of like Knoxville, hetried to tell himself, but it wouldn't stick.
Another strange place.

"No, man, aleft, aleft" Freddie thumping on the back of his seat. And another city-grid to learn. He
checked the cursor on the Petriot's dash-map, looking for aleft that would get them to thishotel, the
Morrisey.

"Don't bang on Mr. Rydell's seat,” Warbaby said, asixfoot scroll of fax bunched in his hands, "he's
driving." It had comein on their way here. Rydd| figured it was the jacket on Blix, the guy who'd gotten
histhroat cut.

"Fasshinder,” Freddie said. ™Y ou ever hear of this Rainer Fassbinder?"

"I'm not in ajoking mood, Freddie," Warbaby said. "No joke. | ran Separated at Birth on thisBlix,
man, scanned this tiff-shot the Russian sent you before? Says he looks like Rainer Fassbinder. And
that's when he's dead, with histhroat cut. This Fasshbinder, he musta been pretty rough-looking, huh?'

Warbaby sighed. "Freddie..."

"Well, German, anyway. Clicked with the nationdity-"

"Mr. Blix was not German, Freddie. Says here Mr. Blix wasn't even Mr. Blix. Now let meread.
Rydell needs quiet, in order to adjust to driving in the city."

Freddie grunted, then Rydell heard his fingers clicking over the little computer he carried everywhere.

Rydell took the left he thought he was looking for. Combat zone. Ruins. Firesin steel cans. Hunched
dark figures, faces vampire white.

"Don't brake," Warbaby said. "Or accelerate.”

Something came spinning, end over end, out of the crow-shouldered coven, splat against the
windshidd; clung, then fell away, leaving asmudge of filthy yellow. Hadn't it been gray and bloody, likea
loop of intesting?

Red at the intersection.

"Run thelight,” Warbaby instructed. Rydell did, amid horns of protest. The yellow stuff ill there.

"Pull over. No. Right up onthe sidewalk. Yes." The Patriot's Goodyear Streetsweepers bouncing up
and over thejagged curb. "In the glove compartment.”

A light came on as Rydell opened it. Windex, aroll of gray paper towels, and abox of throwaway
aurgica gloves.

"Go on," Warbaby said. "Nobody bother us."



Rydd | pulled aglove on, took the Windex and the towels, got out. "Don't get any on you," he said,
thinking of Sublett. He gave the yellow smear agood shot of Windex, wadded tip three of the towelsin
his gloved hand, wiped until the glass was clean. He skinned the glove down around the wet wad, the
way they'd shown him in the Academy, but then he didn't know what to do with it.

"Just tossit," Warbaby said from insgde. Rydell did. Then he walked back from the car, five paces,
and threw up. Wiped his mouth with a clean towel. He got back in, shut the door, locked it, put the
Windex and the towd s in the glove compartment.

"Y ou gonnagargle with thet, Rydd|?'

"Shut up, Freddie," Warbaby said. The Patriot's suspension creaked as Warbaby |eaned forward.

"Leavings from adaughterhouse, most likely." he said. "But it's good you know to take precautions.” He
settled back. "Had us agroup here once called Sword of the Pig. Y ou ever hear of that?'

"No," Ryddl said, "I never did."

"They'd sted fire-extinguishers out of buildings. Re-charge them with blood. Blood from a
daughterhouse. But they let it out, you understand, that this blood, well, it was human. Then they'd go
after the Jesus people, when they marched, with those same extinguishers. .

"Jesus" Ryddll said.

"Exactly," Warbaby said.

"Y ou see that door, there?' Freddie said.

"What door?' Thelobby of the Morrisey made Rydell want to whisper, like being in church or a
funeral home. The carpet was so soft, it made him want to lie down and go to deep.

"That black one," Freddie said.

Ryddl saw ablack-lacquered rectangle, perfectly plain, not even aknob. Now that he thought about
it, it didn't match anything elsein sight. The rest of the place was polished wood, frosted bronze, panels
of carved glass. If Freddie hadn't told him it was adoor, exactly, he would have taken it for art or
something, somekind of painting. "Y eah? What about it?"

"That'sarestaurant,” Freddie said, "and it's so expensive, you can't even go in there."
"Well," Ryddll said, "theréslots of those."

"No, man," Freddieingsted, "I mean even if you were rich, had money out your ass, you could not go
inthere. Likeit's private. Japanese thing.”

They were standing around by the security desk while Warbaby talked to somebody on ahouse
phone. Thethree guys on duty at the desk wore IntenSecure uniforms, but really fancy ones, with bronze
logo-buttons on their peaked caps.

Ryddll had parked the Patriot in an underground garage, floors down in the roots of the place. He
hadn't seen anything like that before: teams of people in chef's whites putting together a hundred plates of



some skinny kind of salad, little Sanyo vacuum-cleaners blegping along in pastel herds, dl this back-stage
suff you'd never guesswasthereif you were just sanding here in the lobby.

The Executive Suites, where held stayed in Knoxville with Karen Mendel sohn, had had these Korean
robot bugs that cleaned up when you weren't looking. They'd even had aspecid one that ate dust off the
wallscreen, but Karen hadn't been impressed. It just meant they couldn't afford people, she said.

Rydel| watched as Warbaby turned, handing the phone to one of the guysin the peaked caps.
Warbaby gestured for Freddie and Rydell. Leaned on his cane asthey walked toward him.

"They'll take us up now," he said. The cap Warbaby had handed the phone to came out from behind
the counter. He saw Rydell was wearing an IntenSecure shirt with the patches ripped off, but he didn't
say anything. Rydell wondered when he was going to have a chance to buy some clothes, and where he
should go to do it. He looked at Freddi€e's shirt, thinking Freddie probably wasn't the guy to ask.

"Thisway, sr," the cap said to Warbaby. Freddie and Rydell followed Warbaby across the lobby.
Rydell saw how he jabbed his cane, hard, into the carpeting, the brace on hisleg ticking like asow
clock.

Sometimes, when she rode hard, when she could redlly proj, Chevette got free of everything: the city,
her body, even time. That was the messenger's high, she knew, and though it felt like freedom, it was
redlly the melding-with, the clicking-in, that did it. The bike between her legs was like some hyperevolved
dientail shed somehow extruded, asthough over patient centuries, asweet and intricate bone-machine,
grown Lexan-armored tires, near-frictionless bearings, and gasilled shocks. She was entirely part of the
city then, onewild-asslittle dot of energy and matter, and she made her thousand choices, instant to
instant, according to how the traffic flowed, how rain glinted on the streetcar tracks, how a secretary's
mahogany hair fell like graceitsdf, exhausted, to the shoulders of her loden coat.

And shewas sarting to get that now, in spite of everything; if shejust et go, quit thinking, let her mind
snk down into the machinery of bone and gear-ring and carbon-wound Japanese paper...

But Sammy Sdl swerved in beside her, bass pumping from his bike's bone-conduction beatbox. She
had to bunny the curb to keep from going over on aBART grate. Her tires|eft black streaks asthe
particle-brakes caught, Sammy Sal braking in tandem, his Huoro-Rimz strohing, fading.

" Something eating you, little honey?' Hishand on her arm, rough and angry. "'Like maybe some
wonder product makes you smarter, faster? Huh?"!

13. Tweaking

"Let mego."

"No way. | got you thisjob. Y ou're gonnablow it, I'm gonnaknow why." He dammed his other palm
on the black foam around hisbars, killing the music.

"Please, Sammy, | gotta get up to Skinner's-"



Helet go of her arm. "Why?'

She started to cough, caught it, took three deep bresths. ™Y ou ever steal anything, Sammy Sal?|
mean, when you were working?"

Sammy Sa looked at her. "No," he said, finaly, "but | been known to fuck the clients."

Chevette shivered. "Not me."

"No," Sammy Sal said, "but you don't pull tags al the places| do. "Sides, you agirl."

"But | stole something last night. From this guy's pocket, up at this party at the Hotel Morrisey.”

Sammy SAl licked hislips. "How come you had your hand in his pocket? He somebody you know?”

"He was some asshole," Chevette said.

"Oh. Him. Think | met him."

"Gave me ahard time. It was sticking out of his pocket.” 'Y ou sure it was his pocket this hard time
gticking out of ?* 'Sammy Sd," she said, "thisis serious. I'm scared shitless.” Hewaslooking at her, close.

"That it?' Y ou scared? Stole some shit, you scared?’

"Bunny says some security guys called up Allied, even caled up Wilson and everything. Looking for
rre.ll

"Shit,” Sammy Sd said, still studying her, "'l thought you high, on dancer. Thought Bunny found out.
Come after you, gonna chew your little bitch ear off. Y ou just scared?’

Shelooked a him. "That'sright.”

"Well," he said, digging hisfingersinto the black foam, "what you scared of 7'

"Scared they'll come up to Skinner'sand find 'em.”

"Find what?"

"These glasses.”

" Spy, baby? Shot? Looking, like Alice'n’ al?' He drummed his fingers on the black foam.
"These black glasses. Like sunglasses, but you can't see through ‘em.”

Sammy S tilted hisbeautiful head to one side. "What's that mean?”

"They'rejust black."

"Sunglasses?!

"Y egh. But just black."



"Huh," he said, "you had been fucking the clients, but only just the cute ones, like me, you'd know
what those are. Tl you don't have that many upscale boyfriends, pardon me. Y ou date you some
architects, some brain-surgeons, you'd know what those are.” His hand came up, forefinger flicking the
corroded bal-chain that dangled from the zip.tab at the neck of Skinner'sjacket. "Those VL glasses.
Virtud light."

Sheld heard of it, but she wasn't surewhat it was. " They expensive, Sammy Sal?'

"Shit, yes. "Bout as much as a Japanese car. Not al that much more, though. Got these little
EMP-drivers around the lenses, work your optic nervesdirect. Friend of mine, hed bring apair home
from the office where he worked. Landscape architects. Put ‘'em on, you go out walking, everything
looks normal, but every plant you see, every tree, theresthislittle label hanging there, what its nameiis,
Latin under that. . ."

"But they're solid black.”

"Not if you turn 'em on, they aren't. Turn'em on, they don't even look like sunglasses. Just make you
look, | dunno, serious.” He grinned at her. ™Y ou look too damn' serious anyway. That your problem.”

She shivered. "Come back up to Skinner's with me, Sammy. Okay?"'
"| don't like heights, much,” he said. "That little box blow right off the top of that hridge, one night.”

"Please, Sammy? Thisthing's got me twesking. Be okay, riding with you, but | stop and | sart thinking
about it, I'm scared I'm gonnafreeze up. What'll | do? Maybe | get there and it's the cops? What'll
Skinner say, the cops come up there? Maybe | go in to work tomorrow and Bunny cans me. What'll
|do?'

Sammy Sa gave her the look heéld given her the night she'd asked him to get her on a Allied. Then he
grinned. Mean and funny. All those sharp white teeth. "Keep it between your legs, then. Come on, you

try to keep up.”

He bongoed off the curb, his Fluoro-Rimz flaring neonwhite when he came down pumping. He must
have thumbed Play then, because she caught the bass throbbing as she came after him through the traffic.

14. Loveless

"Y ou want another beer, honey?'

The woman behind the bar had an intricate black tracery along either side of her shaven skull, down to
what Y amazaki took to be her naturd hairline. The tattoo's style combined Celtic knots and cartoon
lightning-bolts. Her hair, above it, waslike the pelt of some nocturna animal that had fed on peroxide and
Vasdine. Her |eft ear had been randomly pierced, perhaps adozen times, by asingle length of fine sted
wire. Ordinarily Y amazaki found this sort of display quite interesting, but now hewas|ost in composition,
his notebook open before him.

"No," he said, "thank you."



"Don't wannaget fucked up, or what?' Her tone perfectly cheerful. Helooked up from the notebook.
Shewaswaiting.

"y e
"Y ou wannasit here, you gotta buy something.”
"Beer, please.”

"Same?"

"Yes, please”

She opened a bottle of Mexican beer, fragments of ice diding down the side as she put it down on the
bar in front of him, and moved on to the customer to hisleft. Y amazaki returned to his notebook.

Skinner hastried repeatedly to convey that thereis no agenda here whatever, no underlying structure.
Only the bones, the bridge, the Thomasson itsalf. When the Little Grande came, it was not Godzilla.
Indeed, thereisno precisely equivaent myth in this place and culture (though thisis perhaps not equaly
true of Los Angeles). The Bomb, so long awaited, isgone. In its place came these plagues, the dowest of
cataclysms. But when Godzillacame at last to Tokyo, we were foundering in denid and profound
despair. In dl truth, we welcomed the most gppalling destruction. Sensing, even as we mourned our
dead, that we were again presented with the most astonishing of opportunities.

"That'sred nice" the man to hisleft said, placing hisleft hand on Y amazaki's notebook. "That's gotta
be Japanese, it'sso nice." Y amazaki looked up, smiling uncertainly, into eyes of amaost peculiar
emptiness. Bright, focused, yet somehow flat.

"From Japan, yes," Yamazaki said. The hand withdrew dowly, caressingly, from his notebook.

"Loveless" theman said.

"I'm sorry?!

"Loveless. My name."

"Yamazaki."

The eyes, very pae and wide-set, were the eyes of something watching from beneath still water.
"Y eah. Figured it was something like that." An easy smile, pointed with archaic gold.

"Yes?Like?'
" Something Japanese. Something 'zaki, something ‘zuki. Some shit likethat." The smile growing

somehow sharper. "Drink up your Coronathere, Mr. Y amazuki." The stranger's hand, closing hard
around hiswrig. "Gettin' warm, huh?*



15.In 1015

There was aproduct called Kil'Z that Rydell had gotten to know at the Academy. It smelled, but
faintly, of some ancient hair-tonic, flowery and cool, and you used it in Situations where considerable
bodily fluids had been spilled. It was an anti-vird agent, cgpable of nuking HIV's throughout
Crimean-Congo, Mokolafever, Tarzana Dengue, and the Kansas City flu.

He smelled it now, asthe IntenSecure man used a blackanodyzed passkey to open the door into
1015.

"WEell be sureto lock it up when we go," Warbaby said, touching the brim of his hat with hisindex
finger. The IntenSecure man hestated, then said, "Y essir. Anything ese you want?"

"No," Warbaby said, and went into the room, Freddie on hishedls. Rydell decided thething for himto
do wasfollow them in. He did, closing the door in the IntenSecure man's face. Dark. The curtains drawn.
Sméll of Kil'Z. Thelights came on. Freddie's hand on the switch. Warbaby staring at alighter patch of
the brick-colored carpet, the place where the bed must've been.

Ryde | glanced around. Old-fashioned, expensive-looking. Clubby, sort of. The walls covered in some
kind of shiny, white-and-green striped stuff like silk. Polished wooden furniture. Chairs upholstered
mossy green. A big brasslamp with adark green shade. A faded old picturein afat gilt frame. Ryddll
went over for acloser look. A horse pulling akind of two-wheeled wagon-thing, just alittle seet there,
with abearded manin ahat like Abe Lincoln. "Currier & Ives" it said. Ryddl wondered which one was
the horse. Then he saw around, brownish-purple splotch of dried blood on the glass. It had crackled up,
the way mud doesin asummer creek bed, but tiny. Hadn't had any of that Kil'Z onit, either, by thelook
of it. He stepped back.

Freddie, in hisbig shorts and the shirt with the pictures of pistols, had settled into one of the green
chairs and was opening hislaptop. Ryddl watched him red out alittle black cable and pop it into the
jack beside the telephone. He wondered if Freddie's legs got cold, wearing shorts up here in November.
Hed noticed that some black people were so far into fashion, they'd wear clothes like there wasn't any
such thing as wesether.

Warbaby just stared at the place where the bed had been, looking sad as ever. "Well?' he said.

"I'm gettin' it, I'm gettin' it,” Freddie said, twiddling alittle bal on hislaptop.

Warbaby grunted. Watching him, it looked to Rydell asthough the lenses of his black-framed glasses
winked black for asecond. Trick of the light. Then Ryddl got thisfunny fedling, because Warbaby just
looked right through him, histraveling gaze fixed on some moving something so keenly that Ryddl himsalf

was turning to look-at nothing.

He looked back at Warbaby. Warbaby's cane came up, pointing at the space where the bed would
have been, then swung back down to the carpet. Warbaby sighed.

"Want the site-datafrom SFPD now?"' Freddie asked.

Warbaby grunted. His eyes were darting from side to sde. Ryddll thought of tv documentaries about
voodoo, the priests eyesrolling when the gods got into them.



Freddie twirled the trackball under hisfinger. "Prints, hair, skin-flakes.. . . Y ou know what a hotel
roomis"

Rydel couldn't stand it. He stepped in front of Warbaby and looked him in the eye. "What the hell you
doing?'
Warbaby saw him. Gave him adow sad smile and removed his glasses. Took abig, navy blue silk

handkerchief from the side pocket of hislong coat and polished the glasses. He handed them to Rydell.
"Put them on."

Rydell looked down at the glasses and saw that the lenses were black now.
"Goon," Warbaby said.

Rydel noticed the weight as he did them on. Fitch black. Then there was astutter of soft fuzzy
ball-lightning, like what you saw when you rubbed your eyesin the dark, and he waslooking at
Warbaby. Just behind Warbaby, hung on someinvisble wal, were words, numbers, bright yellow. They
cameinto focus as he looked at them, somehow losing Warbaby, and he saw that they wereforensic
gats.

"Or," Freddie said, "you can just be here now-"

And the bed was back, sodden with blood, the man's soft, heavy corpse splayed out like afrog. That
thing benegth his chin, blue-black, bulbous.

Rydél's ssomach heaved, bile rosein histhroat, and then a naked woman rolled up from another bed,
inadifferent room, her hair like silver in some impossible moonlight- Rydd| yanked the glasses off.
Freddielay back in the chair, shaking with silent laughter, his lgptop across hisknees. "Man," he
managed, "you oughta seen the ook you had! Put partathe guy's porno on there from Arkady's evidence
report..."

"Freddie," Warbaby said, "are you dl that anxiousto belooking for work?"

"Nossir, Mr. Warbaby."

"| can be hard, Freddie. Y ou know that."

"Yessr." Freddie sounded worried now.

"A man died in this room. Someone bent over him on thisbed," he gestured at the bed that wasn't
there, "cut him anew amile, and pulled histongue out through it. That isn't acasua homicide. Y ou don't
learn those kinds of tricks with anatomy from watching televison, Freddie." He held out his hand to
Rydel. Ryddl gave him the glasses. Their lenses were black again.

Freddie swallowed. "Y essr, Mr. Warbaby. Sorry."

"How'd you do that?' Rydell asked.

Warbaby wiped the glasses again and put them back on. They were clear now. "Thereare driversin
the frames and lenses. They affect the nervesdirectly.”



"It'savirtud light display,” Freddie said, eager to change the subject. "Anything can be digitized, you
can seeit there”

"Telepresence,” Ryddll said.

"Naw," Freddie said, "that'slight. That's photons coming out and hitting on your eye. This doesn't
work like that. Mr. Warbaby walks around and looks at stuff, he can see the data-feed at the sametime.
Y ou put those glasses on a man doesn't have eyes, optic nerve's okay, he can see the input. That's why
they built thefirst ones. For blind people.”

Rydell went to the drapes, pulled them apart, looked down into some night street in this other city.
People waking there, afew.

"Freddie," Warbaby said, "flip me that Washington girl off the decrypted IntenSecure feed. The one
worksfor Allied Messenger Service."

Freddie nodded, did something with his computer.

"Yes," Warbaby said, gazing at something only he could see, "it's possible. Entirely possible. Ryddl,”
and he removed the glasses, "you have alook.” Rydell |et the drapes fal back, went to Warbaby, took
the glasses, put them on. Somehow hefdt it would be amistake to hesitate, even if it meant having to
look at the dead guy again.

Black into color into full face and profile of thisgirl. Fingerprints. Image of her right retinablown up to
the size of her head. Stats. WASHINGTON, CHEVETTE-MARIE.. Big gray eyes, long sraight
nosg, alittle grin for the camera. Dark hair cut short and spikey, except for this crazy ponytail stuck up
from the crown of her head.

"Well," Warbaby asked, "what do you think?"

Rydel couldn't figure what he was being asked. Findly hejust said "Cute.”
He heard Freddie snort, like that was adumb thing to say.

But Warbaby said ‘Good. That way you remember.”

Sammy Sdl lost her, where Bryant stuttered out in that jackstraw tumble of concrete tank-traps. Big as
he was, he had no equal when it cameto riding tight; he could take turns that just weren't possible; he
could bongo and pull athree-sixty if he had to, and Chevette had seen him do it on abet. But she had a
good ideawhere shed find him.

She looked up, just as she whipped between the first of the dabs, and the bridge seemed to look
down at her, itseyes al torches and neon. She'd seen pictures of what it had |ooked like, before, when
they drove cars back and forth on it al day, but she'd never quite believed them. The bridge was what it
was, and somehow aways had been. Refuge, weirdness, where she dept, home to however many and all
their dreams.

She skidded past afish-wagon, losing traction in shaved ice, in gray gutsthe gullswould fight over in
the morning. The fish man yelled something after her, but she didn't catchiit.



She rode on, between stdls and stands and the evening's commerce, looking for Sammy Sal.

Found him where she thought she would, leaning on his bars beside an espresso wagon, not even
breathing hard. A Mongolian girl with cheekbones like honey-coated chisels was running him a.cup.
Chevette bopped the particle-brakes and did in beside him.

"Thought I'd have timefor ashort one," he said, reaching for thetiny cup.

Her legs ached with trying to keep up with him. ™Y ou better,” she said, with a glance toward the
bridge, then she gestured to the girl to run her one. She watched the steaming puck of brown grounds

thumped out, the fresh scoop, the quick short tamp. The girl swung the handle up and twisted the basket
back into the machine,

16. Sunflower

"Y ou know," Sammy Sal said, ausing before afirgt shalow sip, "you shouldn't have thiskind of
problem. Y ou don't need to. There's only but two kinds of people. People can afford hotelslike that,
they're one kind We're the other. Used to be, like, amiddle class, people in between. But not anymore.
How you and | relate to those other people, we proj their messages on. We get paid for it. Wetry nt to
drip rain on the carpet. And we get by, okay? But what happens on the interface? What happens when
wetouch?'

Chevette burned her mouth on espresso.

"Crime," Sammy Sd said, "sex. Maybe drugs." He put his cup down on the wagon's plywood counter.
"About coversit.”

"You fuck them," Chevettesaid "You sad.”

Sammy Sal shrugged. "l like to. Trouble comes down from that, I'm up for it. But you just went and
did something, no reason. Reached through the membrane. Let your fingers do thewalking. Bad idea.”

Chevette blew on her coffee. "I know."

"So how you going to ded witi whatever's coming down?"

“I'm going up to Skinner'sroom, get those glasses, take ‘em up on the roof, and throw ‘em over.”
"Then what?"

"Then | go ontheway | do, "til somebody turnsup.”

"Thenwhat?"'

"Didn't doit. Don't know shit Never happened.”

He nodded, dow, hut he was studying her. "Uh-huh. Maybe. Maybe not. Somebody wants those



glasses back, they can lean on you red hard. Anther way to go: we get 'em, ride back over to Allied, tell
‘em how it happened.”

"We?'

"Uh-huh. I'll gowith you."

"Il losemy job."

"Y ou can get you another job."

She drank the little cup off in agulp. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "Job'sal | got,
Sammy. Y ou know that. Y ou got it for me."

"Y ou got a place to deep, up there. Y ou got that crazy old motherfucker took you in-"
"| feed him, Sammy Sa-"

"Y ou got your assintact, honey. Some rich man decide to screw you over, "cause you took his
data-glasses, maybe that ceases to be the case.”

Chevette put her empty cup down on the counter, dug in the pockets of her jacket. Gave the girl
fifteen for the two coffees and atwo-dollar tip. Squared her shoulders under Skinner's jacket, the
ball-chainsrattling. "No. Once that shit'sin the Bay, nobody can prove| did anything.”

Sammy Sd dghed. "Y ou're an innocent.”

It sounded funny, like she didn't know you could use the word that way. Y ou coming, Sammy Sa?"

"Whet for?"

"Talk to Skinner. Get between him and his magazines. That'swhere | left them. Behind his magazines.
Then he won't see me get them out. I'll go up on the roof and off them.”

"Okay," hesaid, "but | say you'l just be fucking up worse."
"I'll take the chance, okay?' She dismounted and started wheeling her bike toward the bridge.
"l guessyou will," Sammy Sd said, but then he was off hisbike, too, and pushing it, behind her.

Thered only ever been three redlly good, that wasto say serioudy magic, timesin Chevetteslife. Oue
wasthe night

Sammy Sa had told her held try to get her on at Allied, and he had. One was the day she'd paid cash
money for her bike at City Whedls, and rode right on out of there. And thereld been the night shefirst
met Lowd | a Cognitive Dissdents-if you could count that now aslucky.

Which was not to say that these were the times she'd been luckiest, because those were dl :imesthat
had been uniformly and life-threateningly shitty, except for the part where the luck cut in.

Sheld been lucky the night she'd gone over the razor-wire and out of the Juvenile Center outside



Beaverton, but that had been one deeply shitty night. She had scars on both palmsto proveit.

And she'd been very lucky the time sheld first wandered out onto the bridge, the lower deck, her
knees wobbling with afever sheld picked up on her way down the coast. Everything hurt her: the lights,
every color, every sound, her mind pressing out into the world like aswollen ghost. She remembered the
loose, flapping sole of her sneaker dragging over the littered deck, how that hurt her, too, and how she
had to st down, findly, everything up and turning, around her, the K orean man running out of hislittle
storeto yell at her, get up, get up, not here, not here. And Not Here had seemed like such atotally good
idea, she'd gone straight there, right over backward, and hadn't even felt her skull dam the pavement.

And that was where Skinner had found her, though he didn't remember or maybe want to talk about it;
shewas never sure. She didn't think he could've gotten her up to his room on his own; he needed he.p to
get back up there himsalf, with his hip and everything. But there were till days when an energy got into
him and you cculd see how strong he must've been, once, and then held do things you didn't think he
could do, so she'd never he sure.

Thefirst thing shed seen, opening her eyes, was the round church-window with the rags stuck into the
gaps, and sun coming through it, little dots and blobs of colors shed never seen before, dl svimmingin
her fevered eye like bugsin water. Then the bone-crack time, the viruswringing her like the old man had
wrung the gray towels he wrapped her head in. When the fever broke and rolled away, out a hundred
milesit fet like, back out to there and over the rim of sickness, her hair fell out in dry clumps, stuck to the
damp towd s like somekind of dirty stuffing.

When it grew back, it camein darker, nearly black. So after that she felt sort of like adifferent person.
Or anyway her own person, sheld figured.

And sheld stayed with Skinner, doing what he said to get them food and keep thingsworking upin his
room. He'd send her down to the lower deck, where the junk-dealers spread their stuff. Send her down
with anything: awrench that said'BMW' on the Sde, a crumbling cardboard box of those flat black
thingsthat had played music once, abag of plastic dinosaurs. She never figured any of it would be worth
anything, but somehow it dwayswas. The wrench bought aweek'sfood, and two of the round things
brought even more. Skinner knew where old things came from, what they'd been for, and could guess
when somebody'd want them. At first she wasworried that she wouldn't get enough for the things she
sold, but he didn't seem to care. If something didn't sell, like the plastic dinosaurs, it just went back into
stock, what he called the stuff ranged around the bases of the four walls.

As sheld gotten stronger, and her new hair grew in, she'd started ranging farther from the room on top
of the tower. Not into either city, at first, though she'd walked over to Oakland a couple of times, over
the cantilever, and looked out at it. Thingsfelt different over there, though she was never sure why. But
where she fdlt best was on the suspension bridge, al wrapped init, al the people hanging and hustling
and doing what they did, and the way the whole thing grew alittle, changed alittle, every day. There
wasn't anything like that, not that she knew of, not up in Oregon.

At firg she didn't even know that it made her fed good; it wasjust thisweird thing, maybe the fever
had |eft her alittle crazy, but one day she'd decided she was just happy, alittle happy, and shed haveto
get used toit.

But it turned out you could be sort of happy and restless at the same time, so she started keeping back
alittle of Skinner's junk-money to use to explote the city. And that was plenty to do, for awhile. She
found Haight Street and walked it dl the way to the wall around Skywaker, with the Temple of Doom
and everything sticking up in there, but she didn't try to go in. There wasthislong skinny park that led up



toit, caled the Panhandle, and that was till public. Way too public, she thought, with people, mostly old
or anyway looking that way, stretched out Side by side, wrapped in slvery plastic to keep the rays off,
this crinkly stuff thet glittered like those Elvis suitsin avideo they'd showed them sometimes, up in
Beaverton. It kind of made her think of maggots, like if somebody rolled each one up initsown little
piece of foil. They had away of moving like that, just alittle bit, and it creeped her out.

The Haight sort of creeped her out, too, even though there were stretches that felt amost like you
were on the bridge, nobody normal in sight anc people doing things right out in public, like the cops were
never going to come at al. But she wasn't ever scared, on the bridge, maybe because there were dways
people around she knew, people who lived there and knew Skinner. But she liked looking around the
Haight because therewere alot of little shops, alot of places that sold chegp food. She knew this bagel
place where you could buy them aday old, and Skinner said they were better that way anyway. He said
fresh bagelswere the next thing to poison, like they'd plug you up or something. He had alot of idesslike
that. Most of the shops, she could actually go into, if shewas quiet and smilci alittle and kept her hands
in her pockets.

One day on Haight she saw this shop called Colored People and she couldn't figure out what it sold.
There was a curtain behind the window and afew things set out in front of that: cactusin pots, big rusty
hunks of metal, and abunch of theselittle sted things, polished and bright. Rings and things. Little rods
with round balls on the ends. They were hung on the needles of the cactus and spread out on the rusted
metal. She decided she'd open the door and just look in, because she'd seen a couple of peoplegoing in
and out and knew it wasn't locked. A big fat guy in white coverdls, with his head dl shaved, coming out,
whigtling, and these two tall women, black-haired, like handsome crows, al dressed in black, goingin.
She just wondered what it was.

She stuck her head in there. There was awoman with short red hair behind a counter, and every wall
covered with these bright cartoony pictures, colors that made your eyesjump, al snakes and dragons
and everything. So many picturesit was hard to takeit in, o it wasn't until the woman said come on,
don't just block the door, and Chevette had comein, that she saw thiswoman wore a deeveless flanndl
shirt, open dl theway down, and her front and arms all covered, solid, with those same pictures.

Now Chevette had seen tattoos in the Juvenile Center, and on the street before that, but those were
the kind you did yoursdlf, with ink and needles, thread and an old ballpoint. She walked over and took a
good long look at the colors exploding between the woman's breasts-which, though she was maybe
thirty, weren't as big as Chevette's-and there was an octopus there, arose, bolts of blue lightning, al of it
tangling together, no untouched skin at dl.

"Y ou want something,” the woman said, "or you just looking?"

Chevette blinked. "No," she heard hersdlf say, "hut | was sort of wondering what those little metal
thingsarc, in thewindow."

Thewoman swung abig black book around on the counter, [ike aschool binder except its covers
were chrome-studded black leather. Flipped it open and Chevette was looking at this guy'sthing, abig
one, just hanging there. Therewere two Little sted balls on either side of its wedge-shaped head.

Chevette just sort of grunted.
"Call that an amphaang,” the woman said. She sarted flipping through the dbum. "Barbells” she said.

"Septum spike. Labret sud. That'sa chunk ring. Thisone's called amilkchurn. These are bomb weights.
Surgicd sted, niobium, white gold, fourteen-carat." She flipped it back to the jim with the bolt, sdeways



through the end of it. Maybe it was atrick, Chevette thought, atrick picture.
"That's gotta hurt,” Chevette said.
"Not as much asyou'd think," thisbig deep voice, "and then it startsto fed jus good..."

Chevette looked up at thisblack guy, hisbig white grin, dl those teeth, a micropore filtration-mask
pulled down under his chin, and that was how she/d met Samuel Saladin DuPree.

Two dayslater she saw him again in Union Square, hanging with abunch of bike messengers. Sheld
aready put messengers down as something to watch for in the city. They had clothesand hair like

nobody dse, and bikes with neon and light-up whedl's, handlebars carved up and over like scorpion-tails.
Helmetswith little radios built in. Either they were going somewherefast or they werejust goofing,

hanging, drinking coffee.

He was standing there with hislegs over either side of the cross-tube of hishike, eating hdf a
sandwich. Music was coming out of the black-flecked pink frame, mostly bass, and he was sort of
bopping to it. She edged up to get a better look at the bike, how it was made, the intricacy of its brakes
and shifters pulling her sraight in. BeaLtty.

"Dang," he said, around a mouthful of sandwich, "dang, my am-phaang. Where did you get those
shoes?'

They were Skinner's, old canvas sneakers, too long for her so she'd stuck some paper in the toes.
"Here." He handed her the other half of his sandwich. "I'm full dready.”

"Your bike" she said, taking the sandwich.

"What about it?"

"It's...it's..."

"Likeit?'

"Uh-huht"

He grinned. "Sugawara frame, Sugawararings'n' railers, Zuni hydraulics. Clean.”

"I likethe wheels," Chevette said.

"Wdl," hesad, "that's just flash. Lets some motherfucker see you 'fore he runsyou over, y'know?"
Chevette touched the handlebars. Felt that music.

"Eat that sandwich,” he said. "L ook like you need it."

Shedid, and she did, and that was how they got to talking.

Shouldering their bikes up the plywood stairs, Chevette telling him about the Japanese girl, how shefdll
out of that elevator. How she, Chevette, wouldn't even have been at that party if she hadn't been standing



right there, right then. Sammy grunting, his FHuoro-Rimz gone dead opa now they weren't turning.
"Who wasit throwing thisdo, Chev?'Y ou think to ask anybody that?"
Remembering that Maria. "Cody. Said it was Cody's party..."
Sammy Sal stopped, his browslifting. *Huh. Cody Harwood?"
She shrugged, the paper bike next to weightless on her shoulder. *Dunno.”
"Y ou know who that iS?'
"No." Reaching the platform, putting the bike down to whed! it.
"That's some serious money. Advertisng. Harwood L evine, but that was hisfather."
"Wel, | said it wasrich." Not paying him much attention.
"Hisfather's company did Millbank's PR, both eeclions.

But she was activating the recognition-loop now, nt bothering with the screamers from Radio Shack.
Sammy's FHuoroRimz pulsed as he sat his bike down beside hers. "I'll oop it to mine. Be okay here

anyway."

"That'swhat | said,” Sammy said, "last two | bst." He watched her pull theioop out, twist it around his
bikésframe, careful of the pink-and-black enamd, and sedl it with her thumbprint.

She headed for the yelow lift, glad to see it there, where sheld I€eft it, and not at the top of the track.
"Let'sdo thisthing, okay?' Remembering sheld meant to buy Skinner some soup from Tha Johnny's
wagon, that sweet-sour lemnon one he liked.

When sheld told Sammy she wanted to mess, wanted her own bike, held gotten her thislittle Mexican
headset taught you every Street |fl San Francisco. Three days and she had it down, pretty much, even
though he said that wasn't like the map in amessenger's head. Y ou needed to know buildings, hcw to get
into them, how to act, how to keep your whedls fron getting stolen. But when held taken her in to meet
Bunny, :hat was magic.

Three weeks and she'd earned enough to buy her first serious bike. That was magic, too.

Somewhere around then she started hanging out after work with a couple of the other Allied girls,
Tami Two and Alice Maybe, and that was how sheld wound up at Cognitive Dissidents, that night shed
met Lowell.

"Nobody lockstheir door here," Sammy said, on the ladder below her, as she lifted the hatch.

Chevette closed her eyes, saw abunch of cops (whatever that would look like) standing around
Skinner's room. Opened her eyes and stuck her head up, eyesleve with thefloor.

Skinner was on his bed, hislittle television propped on his chest, big old yellow toenails sticking out of
holesin hislumpy gray socks. Helooked at her over thetelevision.



"Hey," shesad, "l brought Sammy. Fromwork." She climbed up, making room for Sammy Sa's head
and shoulders.

"Howdy," Sammy Sd said.

Skinner just stared at him, colors from the little screen flicking across hisface,

"How you doin'?" Sammy Sal asked, climbing up.

"Bring anything to eat?" Skinner asked her.

"Thai Johnny'll have soup ready in awhile," she said, moving toward the shelves, the magazines.
Dumb-ass thing to say and she knew it, because Johnny's soup was dways ready; he'd started it years
ago and just kept adding to the pot.

"How you doin', Mr. Skinner?' Sammy Sd stood dightly hunched, feet gpart, holding his helmet with
both hands, like aboy saying hdllo to his girlfriend'sfather. He winked at Chevette.

"What you winkin' at, boy?" Skinner shut the set off and snapped its screen shut. Chevette had bought
it for him off a container-ship in the Trap. He said he couldnt tell the difference anymore between the
'programs and the ‘commercids,” whatever that meant.

"Somethin' in my eye, Mr. Skinner," Sammy Sal said, hisbig feet shifting, even more like anervous
boyfriend. Made Chevette want to laugh. She got behind Sammy's back and reached in behind the
magazines. It wasthere. Into her pocket.

"Y ou ever seen the view from up top here, Sammy?" She knew she had thisbig crazy grin on, and
Skinner was staring & it, trying to figure what was happening, hut she didn't care. She swung up the
ladder to the roof-hatch.

"Gosh, no, Chevette, honey. Must be just breathtaking.”

"Hey," Skinner said, as she opened the hatch, "what's got into you?"

Then she was up and out and into one of the weird pockets of stillnessyou got up there sometimes.
Usudly the wind made you want to lie down and hang on, but then there were these patcheswhen
nothing moved, dead calm. She heard Sammy Sal coming up the ladder behind her. She had the case
out, was moving toward the edge.

"Hey," hesad, "lemme see”

She raised the thing, winding up to throw.

He plucked it from her fingers.

n HW! n

"Shush." Opening it, pulling them out. "Huh. Nice ones..."

"Sammy!" Reaching for them. He gave her the case instead.



" See how you do thisnow?" Opening them, one side-piece in either hand. "Left isaus, right'sem. Just
move 'em alittle" She saw how hewas doing it, in the light that spilled up through the hatch from
Skinner'sroom. "Here. Check it out." He put them on her.

She wasfacing the city when hedid it. Financid digtrict, the Pyramid with its brace on from the Little
Grande, the hills behind that. "Fuck aduck,” she said, these towers blooming there, buildings bigger than
anything, astone regular grid of them, marching in from the hills. Each one maybe four blocks at the base,
risng straight and featureless to spreading screens like the colander she used to steam vegetables. Then
Chinese writing filled the ky. "Sammy.. ."

Shefdt him grab her asshelost her balance.

The Chinese writing twisted into English.

SUNFLOWER CORPORATION

"Huh?'

"What the fuck isthis?" Anything she focused on, another labd lit the sky, dense patches of technical
words she didn't understand.

"How should | know," he said. "Let me see.” Reaching for the glasses.

"Hey," she heard Skinner say, hisvoice carrying up through the hatch, "it's Scooter. What you doin'
back here?’

Sammy Sa pulled the glasses off and she was knedling, looking down through the hatch at that
Japanese nerd who came around to see Skinner, the college boy or socia worker or whatever he was.
But he looked even more logt than usual. He looked scared. And there was somebody with him.

"Hey, Scooter," Skinner said, "how you doing?'
"ThisMr. Loveless" Y amazaki said. "He ask to meet you."

Gold flashed up at Chevette from the stranger's grin. "Hi there," he said, taking his hand out of the sde
pocket of hislong black raincoat. The gun wasn't very big, but there was something too easy in the way
he held it, like a carpenter with ahammer. He was wearing surgica gloves. "Why don't you come on
down here?'

"How thisworks," Freddie said, handing Ryddl | a debit-card, "you pay five hundred to get in, then
you're credited for five hundred dollars worth of merchandise.”

Rydell looked at the card. Some Dutch bank. If thiswas how they were going to pay him, up here,
maybe it was time he asked them what held actually be getting. But maybe he should wait until Freddie
was in a better mood.

Freddie said this Container City place was agood quick bet for clothes. Regular clothes, Ryddll
hoped. They'd left Warbaby drinking herbal teain some kind of weird coffee joint because he said he
needed to think. Rydell had gone out to the Petriot while Warbaby and Freddie held aquick huddle,



there.

"What if he wants us, wantsthe car?’

"Hell beep us," Freddie said. He showed Rydell how to put the debit-card into a machine that gave
him afive-hundred-dollar Container City magstrip and validated the parking on the Petriot. "Thisway."
Freddie pointed at arow of turngtiles.

"Aren't you gonnabuy one?' Rydell asked.

"Shit, no," Freddie said. "I don't get my clothes off boats." He took a card out of hiswallet and
showed Rydell the IntenSecure logo.

" thought you guyswere grictly fredlance.”

"Strictly hut frequently,” Freddie said, feeding the card to aturndtile. It clicked him through. Rydell fed
it the magstrip and followed him.

17. The trap

"Cogs people five hundred bucks just to get in here?"

"Why people cal it the Trap. But that's just how they make sure the overhead's covered. Y ou don't
comein here unless you know you're gonna drop that much. Gives'em a guaranteed per-cap."

Container City turned out to be the biggest semi-roofed mall Ryddll had ever seen, if you could call
something amall that had ships parked iniit, big ones. And the five-hundred-dollar guaranteed purchase
didn't seem to have put anybody off; there were more people in here than out on the street, it looked like.
"Hong Kong money," Freddie said. "Bought 'em ahunk of the Embarcadero.”

"Hey," Ryddl said, pointing a adim, irregular outline that rose beyond gantries and towers of
floodlights, "that's that bridge, the one peoplelive on.”

"Yeah," Freddie said, giving him afunny look, "crazy-ass people.”" Steering Rydell onto an escalator
that ran up the white-painted flank of a container ship.

Rydell looked around at Container City asthey rose. "Crazier than anythingin L.A.," he said,
admiringly.

"Noway," Freddiesad, "I'm from L.A. Thisjust amal, man."

Rydel| bought a burgundy nylon bomber, two pairs of black jeans, socks, underwear, and three black
t-shirts. That came out to just over five hundred. He used the debit-card to make up the difference.

"Hey," hetold Freddie, his purchasesin abig yellow Container City bag, "that's a pretty good dedl.
Thanks"



Freddie shrugged. "Where they say those jeans made?’ Rydell checked the tag. "African Union.”
"Savelabor," Freddie said, "you shouldn't buy that shit.”

"I didn't think about it. They got any food in here?’

"Food Fair, yeah..."

"You ever try this Korean pickled shit? It's hot, man. . ."

"] got an ulcer." Freddie was methodically spooning plain white frozen yogurt into his mouth with a
marked lack of enthusiasm.

"Stress. That's stiress-related, Freddie.”

Freddie looked at Ryddll over the rim of the pink plastic yogurt cup. "Y ou trying to be funny?'
"No," Rydell said. "I just know about ulcers because they thought my daddy had them."
"Well, didn't he?'Y our "daddy"? Did he have 'em or not?"

"No," Rydd| said. "He had stomach cancer.”

Freddie winced, put hisyogurt down, rattled theicein his paper cup of Evian and drank some.
"Hernandez," he said, "hetold us you weretrainin’ to be a cop, some redneck place. . ."

"Knoxville" Ryddl said. "I was acop. Just not for very long."

"l hear you, | hear you," Freddie said, like he wanted Rydell to relax, maybe even to like him. "You
got trained and al? Cop stuff?’

"Wdll, they try to give you alittle bit of everything,” Ryddl said. "Crime sceneinvestigation ... Like up
inthat room today. | could tell they hadn't done the Super Glue thing.”

"No?'

"No. Theresthis chemica in Super Glue sticksto the water in a print, see, and about ninety-eight
percent of aprint iswater. So you've got thislittle heeter, for the glue? Screwsinto aregular light socket?
So you tape up the doors and windows with garbage bags and stuff and you leave that little heater turned
on. Leave it twenty-four hours, then you come back and purge the room."”

"How you do that?'

"Open up the doors, windows. Then you dust. But they hadn't done that, over at the hotdl. It leaves
thisfilmdl over. Andasmll..."

Freddie raised his eyebrows. "Shit. Y ou amost kindatechnica, aren't you, Rydel?"
"Modlly it'sjust common sense,” he said. "Like not going to the bathroom."

"Not going?"



"At acrime scene. Don't ever usethetoilet. Don't flushit. Y ou drop something in atoilet, the way the
water goes. Y ou ever notice how it goes up, undernesth there?' Freddie nodded.

"Well, maybe your perp flushed it after he dropped something in there. But it doesn't dwayswork like
it'smeant to, and it might be just floating back there ... Y ou comein and flush it again, then it's gone for
ure”

"Damn," Freddie said, "1 never knew that."

"Common sense,” Ryddll said, wiping his lipswith a paper napkin.

"I think Mr. Warbaby's right about you, Rydell."

"How'sthat?'

"He sayswe're wasting you, just |etting you drive that four-by-four. Bein' straight with you, man, |
wasn't sure, mysdlf." Freddie waited, like he figured Rydd | might take offense.

"Wdl?'

"Y ou know that brace on Mr. Warbaby'sleg?"

"Yeah"

"Y ou know that bridge, the one you noticed when we were coming up here?!

"Yeeh."

"And Warbaby, he showed you that picture of that tough-ass messenger kid?"

"Yeah"

"Wdl," Freddy said, "She'sthe one Mr. Warbaby figurestook that man's property. And she lives out
onthat bridge, Ryddl. And that bridge, man, that's one evil motherfucking place. Those people

anarchists, antichrigts, canniba motherfuckers out there, man ... "

"I heard it was just abunch of homeless people,” Ryddli said, vaguely recollecting some documentary
he'd seenin Knoxuville, "just sort of making do.”

"No, man," Freddie said, "homeless fuckers, they're on the street. Those bridge motherfuckers, they're
like king-hdl satanists and shit. Y ou think you can just move on out there yoursaf? No fucking way.
They'll just let their own kind, see? Like acult. With 'nitiations and shit."

“Nitiations?'

"Black 'nitiates," Freddie said, leaving Rydell to decide that he probably didn't mean it racialy.

"Okay," Ryddl said, "but what'sit got to do with that brace on Warbaby's knee?

"That's where he got that knee hassed,” Freddie said. "He went out there, knowing he wastakin' his



lifein hishands, to try and recover thislittle baby. Baby girl," Freddie added, like he liked the ring of that.
"Cause these bridge motherfuckers, they'll do that."

"Dowhat?' Rydell asked, flashing back to the Pooky Bear killings.

"They sted children,” Freddie said. "And Mr. Warbaby and me, we can't either of us go out there
anymore, Rydell, because those motherfuckers are on to us, you followin' me?"

"So you want meto?' Rydell asked, stuffing hisfolded napkin into the oily white paper box that had
held histwo Kim Chee WaWwals.

"I'll let Mr. Warbaby explainit to you," Freddie said.

They found Warbaby where they'd Ieft him, in this dark, high-ceilinged coffee placein what Freddie
said was North Beach. He was wearing those glasses again and Rydd | wondered what he might be
sedng.

Ryddll had brought his blue Samsonite in from the Patriot, his bag from Container City. He went into
the bathroom to change his clothes. There was just the one, unisex, and it really was a bathroom because
it had abathtub init. Not like anybody used it, because there was this mermaid painted full-size on the
insde, with a brown cigarette butted out on her ssomach, just above where the scales started.

Rydel| discovered that Kevin's khakis were split up the ass. He wondered how long he'd been walking
around like that. But he hadn't noticed it back at Container City, so he hoped it had happened in the car.
Hetook the IntenSecure shirt off, stuffed it into the wastebasket, put on one of the black t-shirts. Then he
unlaced histrainers and tried to figure out away to change pants, socks, and underwear without having
to put hisfeet on the floor, which was wet. He thought about doing it in the tub, but that looked sort of
scummy, too. Decided you could manage it, sort of, by standing with your feet on the top of your
sneakers, and then sort of half-gitting on the toilet. He put everything he took off into the basket.
Wondering how much the debit-card Freddie had given him was still good for, he transferred hiswallet
to the right back pocket of his new jeans. Put on his new jacket. Washed his hands and facein agritty
trickle of water. Combed his hair. Packed the rest of his new clothesinto the Samsonite, saving the
Container City bag to keep dirty laundry in.

He wanted a shower, but he didn't know when he'd get one. Clean clothes were the next best thing.

Warbaby looked up when Rydell got back to histable. "Freddie'stold you alittle about the bridge,
hashe, Rydd|?"

"Saysit'sdl baby-edtin' satanists.”

Warbaby glowered a Freddie. "Too colorfully put, perhaps, but dl too painfully closeto the truth, Mr.
Rydell. Not at al awholesome place. And effectively outside the reach of the law. Y ou won't find our
friends Svobodov or Orlovsky out there, for instance. Not in any officia capacity.”

Rydel| caught Freddie start to grin at that, but saw how it was pinched off by Warhaby's glare.

"Freddie gave me the ideayou want me to go out there, Mr. Warhahy. Go out there and find that girl."

"Yes" Warbaby sad, gravely, "wedo. | wishthat | could tell you it won't be dangerous, but that is not
the cas"



"Wadll.. . How dangerousisit, Mr. Warbaby?"
"Very," Warbaby said.
"And that girl, she's dangerous, too?"

"Extremdy," Warbaby said, "and al the more because she doesn't dways|ook it. Y ou saw what was
doneto that man'sthroat, after all . . ."

"Jesus," Rydell said, "you think thet little girl did that?'
Warbaby nodded, sadly. "Terrible," he said, "these people will do terriblethings. . ."

When they got out to the car, he saw that held parked it right in front of thismura of J.D. Shapely
wearing ablack |leather biker jacket and no shirt, being carried up to heaven by haf adozen extremely
fruity-looking angelswith long blond rocker hair. There were these blue, glowing coils of DNA or
something spiraing out of Shapely's somach and attacking what Rydel | assumed was supposed to be an
AIDS virus, except it looked more like some kind of rusty armored space station with mean robot arms.

It made him think what aweird-ass thing it must've been to be that guy. About asweird asit had ever
been to be anybody, ever, hefigured. But it would be even weirder to be Shapely, and dead like that,
and then haveto look at that murd.

YET HE LIVESIN USNOW, it said under the painting, in foot-high white letters, AND
THROUGH HIM DO WE LIVE.

Which was, gtrictly speaking, true, and Rydell had had a vaccination to proveit.

18. Capacitor

Chevette's mother had had this boyfriend once named Oakley, who drank part-time and drove logging
truckstherest, or anyway he said he did. He was along-legged man with hisblue eyes set alittle too far
apart, in aface with those degp seams down each cheek. Which made him look, Chevette's mother said,
likeared cowboy. Chevette just thought it made him look kind of dangerous. Which he wasn't, usudly,
unless he got himsdlf around a bottle or two of whiskey and forgot where he was or who he was with;
like particularly if he mistook Chevette for her mother, which hed done a couple of times, but shed
aways gotten away from him and he'd always been sorry about it afterward, bought her Ring-Dings and
suff from the Seven-Eleven. But what Oakley did that she remembered now, looking down through the
hatch at this guy with his gun, was take her out in the woods one time and let her shoot apistol.

And this one had aface kind of like Oakley's, too, those eyes and those groovesin his cheeks. Like
you got from smiling alot, the way he was now. But it sure wasn't asmile that would ever make anybody
fedl good. Gold at the corners of it.

"Now come on down here," he said, stressing each word just the same.



"Who the fuck are you?' Skinner, sounding more interested than pissed-off.

The gun went off. Not very loud, but sharp, with this blue flash. She saw the Japanese guy it down on
thefoor, like hislegs had gone out from under him, and she thoight the guy had shot him.

"Shut up.” Then up a Chevette, "I told you :0 get down here.”

Then Sammy Sal touched her on the back of ier neck, hisfingertips urging her toward the hatch before
theywithdrew.

The guy might not even know Sammy Sa was up here a al. Sammy Sal had the glasses. And one
thing Chevette was sure of now, this guy was no cop.

"Sorry," the Japanese guy said, "sorry 1. . ."

"1'm going to shoot you in theright eye witi asubsonic titanium bullet.” Still smiling, the way he might
say I'm going to buy you a sandwich.

"I'm coming,” Chevette said. And he didn't shot, not her, not the Japanese guy.

She thought she heard Sammy Sa step back acoss the roof, away from her, but she didn't look back.
She wasn't sure whether she should try to close the hatch behini her or not. She decided not to because
the guy had only tolc her to come down. She'd have to reach past the edge of the hole to get hold of the
hatch and it might look to him like he was going for agun or something. Likein ashow.

She dropped down from the bottom rung, tiying to keep her hands where he could see them.

"What were you doing up there?' Still smilng. His gun wasn't anything like Oakley's big old Brazilia
revolver; it was alittle stubby square thing made out of dill metd, the color of Skinner'sold tools. A thin
ring of ixighter metal around the narrow hole in the end. Like the pupilof an eye.

"Looking at the city," she said, not feding scared, particularly. Not redly feding anything, except her
legsweretrembling.

He glanced up, the gun staying right when it was. She didn't want him to ask her if was she done up
here, because the answer might hang intheair and tell him it wasalie. "Y ou know what I'm herefor.”

Skinner was Sitting up on his bed, back against the wall, looking as wide awake as she'd ever seen
him. The Japanese guy, who didn't look like held been shot after dl, was sitting on the floor, his skinny
legs soread out infront of himinaV.

"Wdl," Skinner said, "I'd guess money or drugs, but it happens you're shit out of luck. Giveyou
fifty-9x dollarsand astdejoint of Humbolt, you want it."

"Shut up." When the automatic smile went away, it waslike he didn't have any lips. "I'm talking to her."
Skinner looked like he was about to say something, or maybe laugh, but he didntt.

"The glasses." Now the smile was back. He raised the gun, so that she was looking right into thelittle
hole. If he shoots me, she thought, hell till have to hunt for them.



"Hepburn,” Skinner said, with acrazy little grin, and just then Chevette noticed that the poster of Roy
Orbison had aholein the middie of itsgray forehead. "Down there," she said, pointing to the hatch in the
floor.

"Where?'

"My bike," hoping Sammy Sa didn't bump into that old rusty wagon in the dark up there, make a
noise.

Helooked up at the roof-hatch, like he could hear what she was thinking.

"Lean up againgt thewall there, pamsflat." He moved in closer. "Get your feet gpart ..." Thegun
touched her neck. His other hand did under Skinner'sjacket, feding for awegpon. "Stay that way." Hed
missed Skinner'sknife, the one with the fractal blade. She turned her head alittle and saw him wrapping
something red and rubbery around one of the Japanese guy's wrigts, doing it one-handed. She thought of
those gummy-worm candies you bought out of abig plastic jar. He yanked the Japanese guy by the red
thing, dragging him across the floor to the shelf-table where sheld eaten breakfast. He stuck one end of
the red thing behind the angle-brace that held the table up, then twisted it around the guy's other wrist. He
took another one out of his pocket arid shook it out, like atoy snake. Reached behind Skinner with it
and did something with his hand. ™Y ou stay on that bed, old man," touching the gun to Skinner'stemple.
Skinner just looking at him.

He came back to Chevette. "Y ou're climbing down aladder. Need yoursin front."

The thing was cool and dick and fused into itself as soon as he had it around her wrists. Flowed
together. Movedy itsdlf. Plastic ruby bracelets, like akid'stoy. One of tho;e tricks with molecules.

"I'm going to watch you," he said, with another glance up at the open roof-hatch, "so you just go down
nice arid dow. And if you jump, or run when you get to the bottom, I'll kill you."

And she didn't doubt he would, if he could, but she was remembering something Oakley had told her
that day in the woods, how it was hard to hit something if you had to shoot dmost straight down at it,
even harder straight up. SD maybe the thing to do was just proj when she hit the bottom. sheld only have
to clear about six feet from the ladder to be where he couldn't see her. But she looked at the gun's black
and slver eyeand it just didn't seem like agood idea.

So she went to the hole in the floor and got dowi on her knees. It wasn't easy, with her hands tied that
way. Fe had to steady her, grabbing a handful of Skinner'sjacket, but she got her feet down on the third
rung and her fingers around the top one, and worked her way down that way. She had to get her feet on
arung, let go of the one she was holding, snatch the next one down before she lost her balance, do it

again.

But she got to think while she was doing it, and that helped her decide to go ahead and try to do what
she had in mind. It wasweird to he thinking that way, how quiet shefdt, but it wasn't thefirgt time. Shed
felt that way in Beaverton, the night shed gone over the wire, and that without any more planning. And
onetime these truckers had tried to drag her into the deeper in the back; she'd made like she didn't mind,
then threw athermos of hot coffeein one's face, kicked the other in the head, and gotten out of there.
They'd looked for her for an hour, with flashlights, while she squatted down in river-mud and let
mosquitos eat her dive. Lights searching for her through that brush.

She got to the bottom and backed off astep, holding her bound wrists out where he could see them if



he wanted to. He came down fast, no wasted movement, not a sound. His long coat was made of
something black, some cloth that didn't throw back the light, and she saw he was wearing black cowboy
boots. She knew he could run just finein those, if he had to; people didn't always think so, but you could.

"Whereisit?' Gold flashing at the corners of hissmile. His hair, brushed straight back, was
somewhere between brown and blond. He moved his hand, keeping her aware of the gun. She saw his
hand was starting to swest, spots of wetness darkening there, inside the white rubber glove.

"We gottatake the-" She stopped. The yellow lift was where she and Sammy Sal had left it, so how
had he gotten up?

Extrabits of gold. "Wetook the sairs.”

They'd come up the painter's |ladder, bare sted rungs, soirne of them rusted through. So she wouldn't
hear the lift. No wonder the Japanese guy had looked scared. "Well," she said, "you coming?'

Hefollowed her over to thelift. She kept her eyes on the deck, so she wouldn't forget and look up to
try and find Sammy, who had to be there, somewhere. He wouldn't have had timeto get down, or else
they would have heard him.

He hdld her shoulder again while she swung her leg over and climbed in, then got in after her, watching
her the wholetime.

"Thisonésdown," she said, pointing at one of the levers.

"Doit."

She moved it anotch, another, and the engine whined benesth their feet, gearing them down the
incline. There was a patch of light at the bottom, under a bulb caged in corroded dluminum, and she
wondered what he'd do if somebody happened to step into it just then, say Fontaine or one of the other
people who came to check the electrical stuff. Anybody. He'd shoot them, she decided. Just pop them
and roll them over into the dark. Y ou could seeit in hisface. It wasright there.

He got out firgt, helped her over. A wind wasrising and you could fed the harmonics coming up
through your soles, the bridge starting to hum like amuffled harp. She could hear people laughing,
somewhere.

"Where?' hesaid.

She pointed to where her bike stood, cabled to Sammy Sdl's. "The pink and black one.”

He gestured with the gun.

"Back off," her bike said when she wasfive feet fromiit.

"What'sthat?' The gunin her back.

"This other bike. Clunker with avoice-darm. Keeps people off mine." She bent to thumb the tab that
released Sammy Sal's bike, but she didn't touch the recognition-loop behind the seat of her own.

"| fucking meanit, shithead,” her bike said.



"Shutit off," hesaid.
"Okay."

Sheknew shehad to doitin onego, flip it Ssdeways and over, just her thumb and forefinger on the
nonconductive rubber of thetire.

But it wasredly just an accident that the frame hit his gun. She saw an inch of lightning arc between
her bike and the pistal, hot purple and thick as your finger, the particle-brake capacitorsin the up-tube
emptying their stored charge into the anti-theft system worked into the fake rust and the carefully frayed
slver duct-tape. He went down on his knees, eyes unfocused, asingle silver bubble of spit forming and
bursting between his haf-open lips. She thought she saw steam curl from the gun in his hand.

Proj. she thought, crouching to run, but then the black thing hit him and knocked him flat, flapping
down out of the dark above them with a sound like broken wings. A roll of tarpaper. She made out
Sammy Sal then, standing up there on adark carbon cross-brace, hisarm around an upright. She thought
she saw hiswhite amile,

"Forgot this," he said, and tossed something down. The glassesin their case. Hands tied, she caught
them anyway, like they knew where they wanted to go. She'd never know why he did that.

Because thelittle pistol made a chewing sound then, blue pops like a dozen backfires run together, and
Sammy Sa went over backward off the brace, just gone.

And then she was running.

Y amazaki heard gunfire, where he kndlt on the floor, hiswrigts joined by glistening plastic behind the
rough meta brace that supported Skinner'swall-table. Or wasit only the sound of some hydraulic tool?

Therewasasmel in the room, high and acrid. He thought it must be the smell of hisown fear.
His eyeswere level with a chipped white plate, a smear of pulped avocado blackening on its edge.

"Told himwhat | had,” Skinner said, struggling to hisfeet, hisarmsfastened behind him. "Didn't want
it. Want what they want, don't they?' Thelittletelevision did off the edge of the bed and hit thefloor, its
screen popping out on arainbow ribbon of flat cable. " Shit." He swayed, wincing as hisbad hip took his
weight, and Y amazaki thought he would fal. Skinner took one step, another, leaning forward to maintain
his balance.

Y amazaki strained at the plagtic bonds. Y elped as he felt them tighten. Like something dive.

"Y ou tug, twist ‘em,” Skinner said, behind him, "bastards|| clinch up on you. Cops used to carry those.
Got made uncongtitutiond." There was a crash that shook the room and made the light flicker. Y amazaki
looked over his shoulder and saw Skinner Sitting on the floor, his knees drawn haf up, leaning forward.
"Therésapair of twenty-inch bolt-cuttersin here,” the old man said, indicating a dented, rust-scarred
green toolkit with hisleft foot. "That'll doiit, if | can get 'em out." Y amazaki watched as he began to work
his toes through the holesin his ragged gray socks. "Not sure | can do shit with 'em, oncel do ..." He
stopped. Looked at Y amazaki. "Better idea, but you won't likeit."



19. Superball

"Skinner-san?"

"L ook at that brace there."

Discolored blobs of puddied welding-rod held the thing together, but it looked sturdy enough. He
counted the mismatched heads of nine screws. The diagona brace itself seemed to be made up of thin
metal shims, lashed together top and bottom with rusting twists of wire.

"I made that,” Skinner said. "Thosere three sections of blade off afactory saw. Never did grind the
teeth off. On top there."

Y amazaki's fingertips moved over hidden roughness.
"Shot, Scooter. Wouldn't cut for shit. Why | used 'em.”
"l saw plastic?' Poising hiswrists.

"Wait up. Y ou start sawing on that crazy-goo, it isn't gonnalikeit. Have to get through it quick or it's
gonnaclose up right down to the bone. | said wait..."

Y amazaki froze. He looked back.

"Y ou'retoo closeto the center. Y ou cut through there, you'll have aring around each wrist and the
suckersl| till close up. Y ou want to go through as close to one side as possible, get over here and get
the cutter on the other one before it doesyou. I'll try to get thisopen . .." He bumped the case with his
toes. It rattled.

Y amazaki brought hisface closeto thered restraint. It had afaint, medicinal smell. He took a breath,
st histeeth, and sawed furioudy with hiswrigts. The thing began to shrink. Bands of iron, the pain hot
and impossible. He remembered L ovelesss hand around hiswrist.

"Doit," Skinner said.

The plastic parted with an absurdly loud pop, like some sound-effect in achild's cartoon. He was free
and, for an ingtant, the rec band around his|eft wrist |oosened, absorbing the rest of the mass.

"Scooter!"

It tightened. He scrambled for the toolkit, amazed to see it open, as Skinner kicked it over with his
hed, spilling ahundred pieces of tooled metal.

"Blue handled"
The bolt-cutter was long, clumsy, its handles wrapped in greasy blue tape. He saw the red band

narrowing, sarting to sink below theleve of hisflesh. Fumbled the cutter one-handed from the tangle,
sank itsjawsblindly into hiswrist and brought a.l hisweight down on the uppermost handle. A stab of



pain. The detonation.

Skinner blew air out between hislips, along low sound of relief. ™Y ou okay?'

Y amazaki looked at hiswrists. There was a degp, bluish gouge in the left one. It was starting to bleed,
but no more than he woulc have expected. The other had been scratched by the saw. He glanced around

the floor, looking for the remains of the restraint.

"Dome," Skinner said. "But hook it under the plastic, okay? Try not to take a hunk out. And do the
second onefast.”

Y amazaki tested the action of the cutter, knelt behind Skinner, did one of the blades benegth the
plastic around the old man's right wrist. The skin trand ucent there, blotched and discolored, the veins
swollen and twisted. The plagtic parted easily, with that same ridiculous noise, ingtantly whipping itself
around skinner's other wrigt, writhing like alive thing. He severed it beforeit could tighten, but thistime,
with the cartoon pop, it Smply vanished.

Y amazaki stared at the space where the restraint had been.

"Katey bar tie door!" Skinner roared.

"What?'

"Lock thefucking hatch!"

Y amazaki scrambled across the floor on hands and knees, dropped the hatch into place, and bolted it
with aflat device of dull bronze, something that might once have been part of aship. "Thegirl,” he sad,
looking back a Skinner.

"She can knock," Skinner said. "Y ou want that dickhead with the gun back in here?'

Yamazaki didn't. Helooked up at the celling-hatch, the one that opened onto the roof. Open now.

"Go up there and look for the 'mo."

" Skinner-san? Pardon?'

"Big fag buddy. The black one, right?"

Not knowing what or whom Skinner was talking about, Y amazaki climbed the ladder. A gust of wind
threw rain into hisface as he thrust his head up through the opening. He had the sudden intense
conviction that he was high atop some ancient ship, some black iron schooner drifting derelict on
darkened sess, its plagtic sails shredded and its crew mad or deed, with Skinner its demented captain,
shouting ordersfrom his cell below.

"Thereis nobody here, Skinner-san!”

Therain came down in an explosive shest, hiding the lights of the city.

Y amazaki withdrew his head, fedling for the hatch, and closed it above him. He fastened the catch,
wishing it were made of stronger Stuff.



He descended the ladder.

Skinner was on his feet now, swaying toward his bed. "Shit," he said, "somebody's broken my tv." He
toppled forward onto the mattress.

"SKkinner?'

Y amazaki knelt beside the bed. Skinner's eyes were closed, his breath shallow and rapid. Hisleft hand
came up, fingers spread, and scratched fitfully at the tangled thatch of white hair at the open collar of his
threadbare flannd shirt.

Y amazaki smelled the sour tang of urine above the acrid edge of whatever explosive had propelled
Lovelessshullet. Helooked at Skinner's jeans, blue gone gray with wesar, wrinkles scul pted permanently,
shining faintly with grease, and saw that Skinner had wet himself.

He stood there for several minutes, uncertain of what he should do. Findly hetook a seat on the
paint-splattered stool beside the little table where he had so recently been a prisoner. He ran hisfingertips
over the teeth of the saw blades. L ooking down, he noticed a neat red sphere. It lay on the floor beside
hisleft foot.

Hepicked it up. A glossy marble of scarlet plastic, cool and dightly yielding. One of the restraints,
ether hisor Skinner's.

He sat there, watching Skinner and listening to the bridge groan in the storm, a strange music emerging
from the bundled cables. He wanted tc press his ear againgt them, but some fear he couldn't name hdli
himfromit.

Skinner woke once, or seemed to, and struggled to Sit up, calling, Y amazaki thought, for the girl.

"Sheign't here," Yamazaki said, hishand on Skinner's shoulder. "Don't you remember?”

"Hasn't been,” Skinner said. "Twenty, thirty years. Motherfucker. Time."

"SKkinner?'

"Time. That'sthetotal fucking mother fucker, isn't it?'

Y amazaki held the red sphere before the old man's eyes. "L ook, Skinner. See what it became?"

"Superball,” Skinner said.

"Skinner-san?"

"Y ou go and fucung bounceit, Scooter.” He closed hiseyes. "Bounceit high..."

20. The big empty



"Swear to God," Nigd sad, "this shit just moved.”

Chevette, with her eyes closed, felt the blunt back of the ceramic knife pressinto her wrist; there was
asound like an inner-tube | etting go when you've patched it too many times, and then that wrist wasfree.

"Shit. Jesus-" His hands rough and quick, Chevette's eyes opening to a second pop, ared blur
whanging back and forth around the stacked scrap. Nigel's head following it, like the counterweighted
head of aplaster dog that Skinner had found once and sent her down to sdll.

Every wall in this narrow space racked with metal, debrai sed sections of old Reynolds tubing, dusty
jam jars stuffed with rusting spokes. Nigel's workshop, where he built his carts, did what shadetree fixes
he could to any bike came hisway. The sdmon-plug that dangled from his left ear ticked in counterpoint
to hisswiveling head, then jingled as he snatched the thing in mid-bounce. A bal of red pladtic.

"Man," he said, impressed, "who put this on you?'

Chevette stood up and shivered, thistremor running down through her like alive thing, the way those
red bracelets had moved.

How shefét, now, was just the way sheld fet that day she'd come back to the trailer and found her
mother al packed up and gone. No message there hut a can of ravioli in apot on the Stove, with the
can-opener propped up besideit.

She hadn't eaten that ravioli and she hadn't easten any since and she knew she never would.

But thisfedling had come, that day, and swallowed everything up insdeit, so big you couldn't redlly
prove it was there except by an arithmetic of absence and the memory of better days. And she'd moved
around in it, whatever it was, from one point to another, "til she'd wound up behind that wirein
Beaverton, in aplace so bad it was like a piece of broken glassto rub against that big empty. And
thereby growing aware of the thing that had swallowed the world, though it was only just visible, and then
in sdelong glances. Not afedling so much asaform of gas, something she could amost smell in the back
of her throat, lying chill and inert in the rooms of her subsequent passage.

"You okay?' Nigd'sgreasy hair in hiseyes, thered ball in his hand, acocktail toothpick with aspray
of amber cellophane stuck in the corner of his mouth.

For along time shed wondered if maybe the fever hadn't burned it out, hadn't accidentally fried
whatever circuit in her it fed back on. But as she'd gotten used to the bridge, to Skinner, to messing at
Allied, it had just cometo seem like the emptiness wasfilled with ordinary things, awhole new world
grown up in the socket of the old, one day rolling into the next-whether she danced in Dissidents, or sat
up al night talking with her friends, or dept curled in her bag up in Skinner's room, where wind scoured
the plywood walls and the cables thrummed down into rock that drifted (Skinner said) like the dowest
seaof dl.

Now that was broken.
" 'Vette?'

That jumper she'd seen, agirl, hauled up and over the side of aZodiac with apale plastic hook, white
and limp, water running from nose and mouth. Every hone broken or didocated, Skinner said, if you hit



just right. Ran through the bar naked and took a header off some tourist's table nearest the railing, out
and over, tangled in Haru's Day-Gb net and imitation Japanese fishing floats. And didn't Sammy Sd drift
that way now, maybe aready clear of the dead zone that chased the fish off the years of toxic lead fallen
there from uncounted coats of paint, out into the current that sailed the bridge's dead, people said, past
Mission Rock, to wash up at the feet of the micropored wedlthy jogging the concrete coast of China
Basn?

Chevette bent over and threw up, managing to get most of it into an open, empty paint can, itslip
thickly scabbed with the gray primer that Nigel used to even out his dodgier mends.

"Hey, hey," Nigd dancing around her, unwilling in his shy bearish way to touch her, hisbig hands
hovering, anxious that she was sick and worried sheld puke over hiswork, something that might
ultimately require the in-depth, never-bef ore-attempted act of cleaning out, rather than up, his narrow
nest. "Water? Want water?' Offering her the old coffee can he kept there to quench hot metd. Qily flux
afloat atop it like gas beside a dock, and she nearly heaved again, but sat down instead.

Sammy Sal dead, maybe Skinner, too. Him and that grad student tied up up there with the plastic
worms.

"Chev?'

Hed put the coffee can down and was offering her an open can of beer instead. Shewaved it aside,
coughing.

Nigel shifted, foot to foot, then turned and peered through the triangular shard of lucite that served as
his one window. It was vibrating with thewind. "Stormin'," he said, like he was glad to note the world
outside continuing on any recognizable course a dl, however dragtic. "Stormin’ down rain.”

Running from Skinner's and the gun in the killer's hand, from his eyes and the gold in the corners of his
smile, bent low for balance over her bound hands and the case that held the asshole€'s glasses, Chevette
had seen dl the others running, too, racing, it must have been, against the breaking cam, thefirst dap of
rain dmost warm when it came. Skinner would've known it was coming; hed have watched the
barometer in its corny wooden case like tw whedl of some old boat; he knew hisweether, Skinner,
perched in his box on the top of the bridge. Maybe the other; knew, too, but it wasthe style to wait and
then raceit, biding out for alast sale, another smoke, some bit of business. The hour before a storm was
good for that, people naking edgy purchases againgt what was ordinarily a bearahe uncertainty. Though a
few werelog, if the storm was big enough, and not dways the unestablished, the newconers lashed with
their ragged baggage to whatever freehold they might have managed on the outer Structure; sometimes a
wiole patchwork section would just let go, if thewind caught it right; she hadn't seen that but there were
gtories. There wasiothing to stop the new people from coming in to the shelter cf the decks, but they
seldom did.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and took the beer from Nigel. Took asip. It was
warm. She handed it back to him. He took the toothpick from his mouth, started to raise the can for a
swallw, thought better of it, put it down beside hiswelding-torch.

"Somethin'swrong,” hesaid. "l cantell."

She massaged her wrsts. Twin rings of rash coming up, pink and moist, where the plastic had gripped
her. Picked up the ceramic knife and clesed it automaticaly.



"Yeah," shesad, "yeah Something'swrong. . ."

"What'swrong, Chevette?' He shook hair out of hiseyeslike aworried dog, fingers running nervoudy
over histoals. Hishandswere like pdi dirty animas, capablein their mute and agile way of
solvingproblems that would have hope esdly baffled the man himsdlf. "That Jap shit delaminated on you,"
he decided, "and you're pssed . .

"No," shesaid, not realy hearing him.

"Sted'swhat you wait for amessenger bike. Weight. Big basket up front. Not cadhoard with some
crazy aramid shit wrapped around it, weghs about as much as a sandwich.

What if you hit ab-bus? Bang into the back of it?'Y ou got more m-mass than the b-bike, you flip over
and c-crack open crack your.. ." His hands twisting, trying more accurately to frame the physics of the
accident he was seeing. Chevette looked up and saw that he was trembling.

"Nigd," she said, standing up, "somebody just put that thing on me for ajoke, understand?’

"It moved,” hesaid. "l saw it."

"Well, not afunny joke, okay? But | knew where to come. To you, right? And you took it off."

Nigel shook hishair back into his eyes, shy and pleased. "Y ou had that knife. Cuts good.” Then he
frowned. "Y ou need asted knife..."

"I know," shesaid. "l gottago now ..." Bending to pick up the paint can. "I'll tossthis. Sorry."
"Itsasorm,” Nigel said. "Don't go out in astorm.”

"I'vegot to,” shesaid. "I'll beokay." Thinking how held kill Nigd, too, if he found her here, Hurt him.
Scarehim.

"l cut them off." Holding up the red ball.
"Get rid of that," she said.

"Why?

"Look &t thisrash."

Nigel dropped the bai likeit was poison. It bounced out of sight. He wiped his fingers down the filthy
front of hist-shirt.

"Nigd, you got ascrewdriver you'll giveme? A flathead?"
"Minearedl worn down ..." Thewhite animals running over ashoa of tools, happy to be hunting,
while Nigedl gravely watched them. "I throw those flathead screws away as soon as| get ‘em off. Hex is

how you want to go-"

"] want onethat'sal worn down."



The right hand pounced, came up with its prize, blackhandled and dightly bent.

"That'sthe one," she said, zipping up Skinner's jacket. Both hands offered it to her, Nigel'seyes hiding
behind hishair, watching. "I. . . like you, Chevette."

"l know," she said, standing there with apaint can with vomit in it in one hand, a screwdriver in the
other. "1 know you do."

Baffled by the patchwork of plastic that roofed the upper deck, the rain was following waste-lines and
power-cables, emerging overhead at crazy angles, in random cascades, miniature Niagaras rushing off
corrugated iron and plywood. From the entrance to Nigel's workshop, Chevette watched an awning
collgpse, galons of silver water splashing dl a once from what had been ataut concavity, abulging
canvas bathtub that gave way with asharp crack, ingantly becoming severa yards of flapping, sodden
cloth. Nothing here was ever planned, in any overal sense, and problems of drainage were dedlt with as
they emerged. Or not, more likely.

Half the lights were out, she saw, but that could be because people had shut them down, had pulled as
many plugs as possible. But then she caught the edge of that weird pink flash you got when atransformer
blew, and she heard it boom. Out toward Treasure. That took care of most of the remaining lights and
suddenly she stood in near darkness. There was nobody in sight, nobody at all. Just a hundred-waitt bulb
in an orange plastic socket, twirling around in the wind.

She moved out into the center of the deck, trying to watch out for fallen wires. She remembered the
canin her hand and flung it Sdeways, hearing it hit and roll.

Shethought of her bike lying therein therain, its capacitors drained. Somebody was going to takeit,
for sure, and Sammy SaAl's, too. It was the biggest thing, the most valuable thing she'd ever owned, and
she'd earned every dollar she'd put down on the counter at City Whedls. She didn't think about it like it
was athing, more the way she figured people thought about horses. There were messengers who named
their bikes, but Chevette never would have done that, and somehow because she did think about it like it
was something dive.

Proj, shetold herself, they'll get you if you stay here. Her back to San Francisco, she set out toward
Treasure.

They who? That one with his gun. HEd come for the glasses. Camefor the glasses and killed Sammy.
Had those people sent him, the oneswho called up Bunny and Wilson the owner? Rentacops. Security

guys

The casein her pocket. Smooth. And that weird cartoon of the city, those towers with their spreading
tops. Sunflower.

"Jesus," she sad, "where? Whereém | going?”

To Treasure, where the wolf-men and the death-cookies hung, the bad crazies chased off the bridge
to haunt the woods there? Been a Navy base there, Skinner said, but a plague put paid to that just after
the Little Grande, something that turned your eyes to mush, then your teeth fell out. Treasure Idand fever,
like maybe something crawled out of a can at that Navy place, after the earthquake. So nobody went
there now, nobody norma. Y ou saw their fires at night, sometimes, and smoke in the daytime, and you
waked straight over to the Oakland span, the cantilever, and the people who lived there weren't the
same, redlly, asthe people over here in the suspension.



Or should she go back, try to get her bike? An hour's riding and the brakes would be charged again.
She saw hersdlf just riding, maybe east, riding forever into whatever country that was, desertslike you
saw on television, then flat green farms where big machines came marching aong in rows, doing whatever
it was they did. But she remembered the road down from Oregon, the trucks groaning past in the night
likelost mad animals, and shetried to picture herself riding down that. No, there wasn't any place out on
aroad like that, nothing human-sized, and hardly ever even alight, in dl thefields of dark. Where you
could walk and walk forever and never come to anything, not even aplaceto sit down. A bike wouldn't
get her anywhere out there.

Or she could go hack to Skinner's. Co up there and see- No. She shut that down, hard.
The empty rose out of the rain-rattled shadws like agas, and she held her breath, not to breatheit in.

How it was, when you logt things, it waslike you only knew for thefirgt time that you'd ever had them.
Took amother'sleaving for you to know she'd ever been there, because otherwise she was that place,
everything, like weather. And Skinner and the Coleman stove and the oil she had to drop into thelittle
hole to keep itsleather gasket soft so the pump would work. Y ou didn't wake up every morning and say
yesand yesto every littlething. But little things were what it was al made of. Or just somebody to see,
there, when you woke up. Or Lowell. When she'd had Lowel .-if she could say she ever had, and she
guessed she hadn't, redlly-but while held been there, anyway, held been alittle like that- "Chev? That
you?"

And there he was. Lowell. Sitting up cross-legged on top of arusty cooler said SHRIMP acrossthe
froit, smoking a cigarette and watching rain run off the shrimp man's awning. She hadn't seen him for
three weeks now, and the only thing she could think of was how she redly must look like totdl shit. That
skinhead boy they called Codes was sitting up beside him, black hood of a swesatshirt pulled up and his
hands hidden in the long deeves. Codes hadn't ever liked her.

But Lowell, hewas grinning around the glow of that cigarette. "Well," he said, "you gonnasay 'hi' or
what?"

"Hi," Chevette said.

21. Cognitive dissidents

Rydell wasn't too sure about this whole bridge thing, and less sure about what Freddie had had to say
about it, in Food Fair and on the way back from North Beach. He kept remembering that documentary
he'd seen in Knoxville and he was pretty sure there hadn't been anything on that about cannibals or cults.
He thought that had to be Freddie wanting him to think that, because he, Rydell, was the one who had to
go out there and get this girl, Chevette Washington.

And now he was actually out on it, watching people hurry to get their stuff out of the way of the
wegther, it looked even lesslike what Freddie had said it was al about. It looked like acarnival, sort of.
Or agatefair midway, except it was roofed over, on the upper level, with crazy little shanties, just
boxes, and whole house-trailers winched up and glued into the suspension with big gobs of adhesive, like
grasshoppers in aspider-web. Y ou could go up and down, between the two original deck levels, through



holesthey'd cut in the upper deck, all different kinds of stairs patched in under there, plywood and
welded stedl, and one had an old airline gangway, just Sitting there with itstiresflat.

Down on the bottom deck, once you got in past alot of food-wagons, there were mostly bars, the
smallest ones Rydell had ever seen, some with only four stools and not even adoor, just abig shutter
they could pull down and lock.

But none of it doneto any plan, not that he could see. Not like amall, where they plug abusinessinto
adot and wait to see whether it works or not. This place had just grewn, it looked like, onething
patched onto the next, until the whole span was wrapped in this formless mass of tuff, and io two pieces
of it matched. There was a different material anywhere you looked, dmost none of it being used for what
it had originally been intended for. He passed stdls faced with turquoise Formica, fake brick, fragments
of broken tile vorked into swirls and sunbursts and flowers. One place, dready shuttered, was covered
with green-and-copper skbs of desoldered component-board.

He found himsdlf grinning at it dl, and at the peopli, none of them paying him the least attention,
cannibdliitic or otherwise. They looked to be as mixed abunch g their building materids: al ages, races,
colors, and dl & them rushing ahead of the storm that very definitely was coming now, wind stiffening as
he threaded hisway past carts and old ladieslugging straw suitcases. A little kid, staggering with hisarms
wrapped around a big red fire-extinguisher, bumped into hislegs. Rydell hadn't ever seen alittle kid with
tattons like that. The boy said something in some other language aid then he was gone.

Rydell stopped and got Warbaby's map out of hisjacket pocket. It showed where this girl lived and
how to get up there. Right up on the roof of the damned thing, in alittle shanty stuck to the top of one of
the towers they hing the cables from. Warbaby had beautiful handwriting, redlly graceful, and held drawn
thismap out in the back of the patriot, and labdlled it for Rydell. Stairs here, then you weni dong this
walkway, took somekind of elevator.

Finding that first set of stairswas going to be abitch, though, because, now that he looked around, he
saw lots of narrow little stairways snaking up between stals and shattered micro-bars, and no pattern to
it at al. He guessed they al led up into the same rats-nest, hut there was no guarantee they'd al connect

up.

Exhaustion hit him, then, and he just wanted to know where and when he was supposed to deep, and
what was al this bullshit about, anyway? What had he let Hernandez get him in for?

Then therain hit, thewind upping its velocity a couple of notches and the locas diving serioudy for
cover, leaving Rydell to hunch in the angle between a couple of old-fashioned Japanese
vending-machines. The overal structure, if you could cal it that, was porous enough to let plenty of rain
in, but big enough and clumsy enough to tangle serioudy with the wind. The whole thing Started cresking
and popping and sort of groaning. And the lights started going out.

He saw aburst of white sparks and awire came down, out of that crazy tangle. Somebody yelled, but
the words were pulled away into the wind and he couldn't make them out. He looked down and saw
water risng around his SWAT shoes. Not good, he thought: puddles, wet shoes, aternating current.

There was afruitstand next to one of the vending-machines, knocked together from scavenged wood
likeakid'sfort. But it had a sort of shelf under it, raised up six inches, and it looked dry under there. He
hunched himsdlf in, on top of it, with hisfeet up out of the water. It smelled like overripe tangerines, but it
was ninety-percent dry and the vending-machine took most of thewind.



He zipped hisjacket ashigh asit went, baled hisfistsinto the pockets, and thought about a hot bath
and adry bed. He thought about his Futon Mouth futon, down in Mar Vigta, and actudly felt homesick.
Jesus, he thought, be missing those stick-on flowers next.

A canvas awning came down, its wooden braces snapping like toothpicks, spilling maybe twenty
galonsof rain. And right then was when he saw her, Chevette Washington, right out in plain sight. Just
like he was dreaming. Not twenty feet away. Just standing there.

Rydel had sort of had this girlfriend down in Florida, after hisfather had moved down there and gotten
sck. Her namewas ClaudiaMarsdis and she was from Boston and her mother had her RV in the same
park as Ryddl'sfather, right near TampaBay. Rydell wasin hisfirst year at the Academy, but you got a
couple of breaks and hisfather knew waysto get adeal on planetickets.

So Rydel would go down there on breaks and stay with hisfather and sometimes at night hed go out
and ride around with ClaudiaMarsdisin her mother's Lincoln, which Claudiasaid had been cherry when
they brought it down but now the salt was starting to get to it. Evidently up in Boston she'd only ever
taken it out on the road in the summer, so the chemicalswouldn't egt it out. It had these blue-and-white
MASS. HERITAGE platesonit because it was a collector'sitem. They were the old-fashioned kind,
samped metd, and they didn't light up frominside.

It was kind of rough, around that part of Tampa, with the street sgnsal chewed up for target practice
or the late-night demonstration of the choke on somebody's shotgun. There were plenty of shotguns
around to be demondtrated, too; afew in the window-rack of every pick-up and 4 X 4, and usualy a
couple of big old dogs. Claudiaused to give Rydell a hard time about that, about these Floridaboysin
gimme hats, riding around with their guns and dogs. Ryddll told her it didn't have anything to do with him,
he was from Knoxville, and people didn't drive around Knoxville with their guns showing. Or shoot holes
in street Sgns ether, not if the Department could help it. But Claudiawas one of those people thought
everything south of D.C. was dl just the same, or maybe she just pretended to to tease him.

But at night it smelled like salt and magnoliaand swamp, and they'd drive around in that Lincoln with
the windows down and listen to the radio. When it got dark you could watch the lights on ships, and on
the big bulk-lifters that went drumming past like the world's dowest UFOs. They'd maybe getin alittle
listless boogy in the back seet, sometimes, but Claudiasaid it just got you too swesty in Floridaand
Rydell tended to agree. It was just they were both down there and done and there wasn't much elseto
do.

One night they were listening to a country station out of Georgiaand 'Me And Jesusll Whup Y our
Heathen Ass came on, this hardshell Pentecostal Metal thing about abortion and ayatollahs and dl the
rest of it. Claudiahadn't ever heard that one before and she about wet her pants, laughing. Shejust
couldn't believe that song. When she'd gotten hold of herself and wiped the tears out of her eyes, shed
asked Rydell why he wanted to be a policeman anyway? And he'd felt kind of uncomfortable about that,
because it waslike she thought his going to the Academy was funny, too, as funny as she thought that
dumb-ass song was. But aso because it wasn't actualy something held thought about, much.

The truth was, it probably had alot to do with how he and hisfather had always watched Copsin
Trouble together, because that show serioudy did teach you respect. Y ou got to see what kind of
problemsthe police were flat up againgt. Not just tooled-up dimeballs high on shit, either, but the
dimebdls lawyers and the damn courts and everything. But if he told her it was because of atv show, he
knew she'd just laugh at that, too. So he thought about it awhile and told her it was because he liked the
ideaof being in aposition to help out people when they wereredly in trouble. When held said that, she
just looked at him.



"Berry," shesad, "you realy mean that, don't you?"'
"Sure," hesaid, "guess| do."

"But Berry, when you're a cop, people are just going to lie to you. People will think of you asthe
enemy. The only timethey'll want to talk to you iswhen they'rein trouble.”

Driving, he glanced sideways at her. "How come you know SO much about it, then?”

"Because that'swhat my father does,” she said, end of conversation, and she never did bring it up
agan.

But held thought about that, driving Gunhead for IntenSecure, because that was like being atop
except it wasn't. The people you were there to help didn't even give enough of ashit to lie to you, mostly,
because they were the ones paying the bill.

And here hewas, out on thisbridge, crawling out from under afruitstand to follow thisgirl that
Warbaby and Freddie-who Rydell was coming to decide lie didn't trust worth arat's ass-claimed had
butchered that German or whatever he was up in that hotel. And stolen these glasses Rydd | was
supposed to get back, ones like Warbaby's. But if she'd stolen them before, how come she'd gone back
to kill the guy later? But thereal question was, what did that have to do with anything, or even with
watching Copsin Trouble al those times with hisfather? And the answer, he guessed, was that he, like
anybody elsein hispogtion, wasjugt trying to make aliving.

Solid streams of rain were coming down cut of various pointsin al that jackstraw stuff upgtairs,
gphshing on the deck. Therewas a pink flash, like lightning, off down the bridge. He thought he saw her
fling something t the Side, but if he stopped to check it out he might lose her. She was moving now,
avoiding thewatefdls.

Stregt-surveillance technique wasn't something you got much training in, at the Academy, not unlessyu
looked like such good detective materia that they streamlined you right into the Advanced Cl courses.
But Rydell bad gone and bought the textbook anyway. Trouble was, because of that he knew you pretty
well needed at least one partnel to do it with, and that was assuming you had aradio link anc some
citizens going about their businessto give you alittle uver. Doing it thisway, how he had to do it now,
about the best you could hope for was just to sneak along behind her.

Heknew it was her because of that crazy hair, that ponytail ;tuck up in the back like one of those fat
Japanese wrestlers. The wasn't fat, though. Her legs, sticking out of abig old biker jacket that might've
been hanging in abarn for acouple of years, looked like she must work out alot. They were covered
with sometight shiny black stuff, like Kevin's micropore outfits from Just Blow Me, and they went down
into some kind of dark boots or high-top shoes.

Paying that much attention to her, and trying to stay out of sight in case she turned around, he managed
to walk right under one of those waterfalls. Right down the back of his neck. Just then he heard
somebody call to her, "Chev, that you?' and he went down on one knee in a puddle, behind this stack of
savaged lumber, two-by-fours with soggy plaster sticking to them. ID positive.

The waterfal behind him was making too much noise for him to hear what was said then, but he could
see them: ayoung guy with ablack legther jacket, alot newer than hers, and somebody esein something
black, with ahood pulled up. They were sitting up on a cooler or something, and the guy with the leather



was dragging on acigarette. Had his hair combed up in sort of acrest; good trick, in that rain. The
cigarette arced out and winked off in the wet, and the guy got down from there and seemed to be talking
to the girl. The one with the black hood got down, too, moving like aspider. It was aswestshirt, Rydel|
saw, with deevesthat hung down six inches past his hands. He looked like afloppy shadow from some
old movie Rydell had seen once, where shadows got separated from people and you had to catch them
and saw them back on. Probably Sublett could tell him what that was caled.

He worked hard on not moving, knedling there in that puddle, and then they were moving, the two of
them on either side of her and the shadow glancing hack to check behind them. He caught afraction of
whiteface and apair of hard, careful eyes.

He counted: one, two, three. Then he got up and followed them.

He couldn't say how far they'd gone before he saw them drop, it looked like, straight out of sight. He
wiped rain from his eyes and tried to figure it, but then he saw that they'd gone down aflight of gairs, this
one cut into the lower deck, which was the first time held seen that. He could hear music as he came up
onit, and see this bluish glow. Which proved to be from this skinny little neon sign that said, in blue
capitd letters COGNITIVE DISSIDENTS.

He stood there for a second, hearing water sizzle off the sgn'stransformer, and then he just took those
dairs.

They were plywood, stapled with that sandpapery no-dip stuff, but he dmost dipped anyway. By the
time he'd gotten halfway to the bottom, he knew it was a bar, because he could smell beer and a couple
of different kinds of smoke.

And it was warm, down there. It was like walking into a steam bath. And crowded. Somebody threw
atowd a him. It was soaking wet and hit him in the chest, but he grabbed it and rubbed at his hair and
facewith it, tossed it back in the direction it had come from. Somebody €l se, awoman by the sound,
laughed. He went over to the bar and found an empty space at the end. Fished in his soggy pocketsfor a
couple of fives and clicked them down on the counter. "Beer," he said, and didn't look up when
somebody put one down in front of him and swept the coins out of sight. It was one of those
brewed-in-America Japanese brands that people in places like Tampadidn't drink much. He closed his
eyes and drank about haf of it at ago. As he opened his eyes and put it down, somebody beside him
sad Tumble?!

Helooked over and saw thisjawless character with little pink glasses and alittle pink mouth, thinning
sandy hair comhed straight back and shining with something more than the damp in the rooni.

"What?' Rydd| sad.

"l said 'tumble" "

"I heard you," Ryddl said.

"S0? Need the service?'

"Uh, look," Rydell said, "dl | need right now's this beer, okay?'

"Y our phone," the pink-mouthed man said. "Or fax. Guaranteed tumble, one month. Thirty days or
your next thirty free. Unlimited long, domestic. Y ou need oversess, we can talk oversees. But three



hundred for the basic tumble." All of thiscoming out in abuzz that reminded Rydd | of thekind of
voice-chip you got in the cheapest possible type of kid'stoy.

"Wait asec,” Ryddll said.
The man blinked a couple of times, behind his pink glasses.

"Y ou talking about doing that thing to a pocket phone, right? Where you don't have to pay the
company?*

The man just looked a him.

"Well, thanks," Ryddll said, quickly. "I appreciateit, but | just don't have any phoneonme. If | did, I'd
be happy to takeyou up oniit."

Still looking at him. "Thought | saw you before ..." Doulbt.

"Naw," Ryddl said. "I'm from Knoxville. Just comein out of therain." He decided it wastimeto risk
turning around and checking the place out, because the mirrors behind the bar were steamed up solid and
running with drops. He swung his shoulder around and saw that Japanese woman, the one held seen that
time up in the hills over Hollywood, when heid been cruising with Sublett. She was standing up on alittle
stage, naked, her long curly hair falling around her to her waist. Ryddl heard himsdlf grunt.

"Hey," theman was saying, "hey..."

Ryddll shook himsdlf, aweird automatic thing, like awet dog, hut shewas till there.

"Hey. Credit." The drone again. "Got prohlems? Maybe just wanna see what they've got on you?
Anybody ese, you got the right numbers-"

"Hey," Rydd| sad, "wait up. That woman up there?'

The pink glassestilted.

"Who isthat?' Rydel| asked.

"That'sahologram,” the man said, in acompletely different voice, and waked away.

"Damn," said the bartender, behind him. "Y ou just set arecord for blowing off Eddie the Shit. Earned
yoursdf abeer, my man."

The bartender was ablack guy with copper beadsin hishair. Hewas grinning a Rydell. "Cdl him
Eddie the Shit cause he ain't worth one, don't give another. Hook your phone up to some box doesn't
have a battery, push afew buttons, pass adead chicken over it, take your money. That's Eddie." He
uncapped a beer and put it down beside the other one.

Rydéll looked back at the Japanese woman. She hadn't moved. "I just camein out of therain,” he
sad, dl he could think to say.

"Good night for it," the bartender said.



"Say," Ryddl said, "that lady up there-"

"That's Josie's dancer," the bartender said. "Y ou watch. Shelll dance her in aminute, soon astherésa
song shelikes"

"Jose?'

The bartender pointed. Rydell looked where he was pointing. Saw avery fat woman in awheelchair,
her hair the color and texture of coarse stedl wool. She wore brand-new blue denim bib overallsand an
XXL white sweatshirt, and both her hands were hidden inside something that sat on her 1ap like asniooth
gray plastic muff. Her eyeswere closed, face expressionless. He couldn't have said for sure that she
wasn't adeep.

"Hologram?" The Jgpanese woman hadn't moved at dl. Rydell was remembering what he'd seen, that
night. The horned crown, al silver. Her pubic hair, shaved like an exclamation point. Thisone didn't have
ether of those, but it was her. It was.

"Josesdways projectin’,” the bartender said, like it was something that couldn't really be hel ped.
"From that thing on her [ap?"

"That'sthe interface,” the bartender said. "Projector's, well, there." He pointed. "Top of that NEC

dgn.

Rydel saw alittle black gizmo clamped to the top of this Did illuminated sign. It looked kind of like an
old camera, the optical kind. He didn't know if NEC was a beer or what. The whole wall was covered
with these Signs, dl different brands, and now he recognized afew of the names he decided they were
adsfor old eectronics companies.

Helooked at the gizmo, back at the fat woman in the wheelchair, and felt sad. Angry, too. Like hed
lost something. "Not like | knew what | thought it was," he said to himsdlf.

"Fool anybody," said the bartender.

Rydeil thought about somebody sitting out there by that valey road. Waiting for cars. Like heand his
friendswould lie under the bushes down Jefferson Street and toss cans under people'stires. Sounded
like a hubcap had come off. See them get out and ook, shake their heads. So what he'd seen had just
been averson of that, somebody playing with an expensvetoy.

"Shit," he said, and put his mind to looking for Chevette Washington in dl this crowd. He didn't notice
the beer-smell now, or the smoke, more the wet hair and clothes and just bodies. And there she was, her
and her two friends, hunched over alittle round table in acorner. The sweatshirt's hood was down now,
showing Ryddll awhite, stubbled head with some kind of bat or bird tattooed Ofl the Sde, up whereiit
would he hidden if the hair grew in. It was the kind of tattoo somebody had done by hand, not the kind
you got done on acomputer-driven table. Badhead had ahard little face, in profile, and he was wasn't
talking. Chevette Washington was telling something to the other one and not looking happy.

Then the music changed, these drums coming in, like there were millions of them, ranked backed
somehow beyond the walls, and weird waves of gatic riding in on that, failing back, riding in again, and
women'svoices, crying like birds, and none of it naturd, the voices dopplering past like Srenson a
highway, and the drums, when you listened, made up of little snipped bits of sound that weren't drums at



dl.

The Japanese woman-the hologram, Ryddl | reminded himself-raised her arms and began to dance, a
sort of looping shuffle, timed not to the tempo of the drums but to the waves of static washing back and
forth across the sound, and when Rydédl | thought to look he saw the fat woman's eyes were open, her
hands moving inddethat plastic muff.

Nobody elsein the bar was paying it any attention at al, just Rydell and the woman in the wheelchair.
Rydell leaned there on the bar, watching the hologram dance and wondering what he should do next.

Warbaby's shopping list went like this: best he got the glasses and the girl, next best was the glasses,
just the girl was definitely third, but amust if that was all that was going.

Jose€smusic did out and away for the last time and the hologram's dance ended. There was some
drunken applause from a couple of the tables, Jose nodding her head alittle like she was thanking them.

Theterrible thing about it, Rydell thought, was that there Josie was, shoehorned into that chair, and she
just wasn't much good at making that thing dance. It reminded him of thisblind man inthe park in
Knoxville, who sat there al day strumming an antique National guitar. There hewas, blind, had thisold
guitar, and he just couldn't chord for shit. Never seemed to get any better at it, either. Didn't seem fair.

Now some people got up from atable near where Chevette Washington was sitting. Rydell wasin
there quick, bringing the beer held won for getting rid of Eddie the Shit. He still wasn't close enough to
pick out what they were saying, but he could try. Hetried to think up waysto maybe start up a
conversation, but it seemed pretty hopeless. Not that he looked particularly out of place, because he had
the impression that most of this crowd weren't regulars here, just arandom sampling, comein out of the
rain. But he just didn't have any ideawhat this place was about. He couldn't figure out what 'Cognitive
Dissdents meant; it wouldn't help him figure out what the theme, or whatever, was. And besides,
whatever Chevette Washington and her guy were discussing, it looked to be getting sort of heated.

Her guy, he thought. Something there in her body-language that said Pissed-Off Girlfriend, and
something in how hard this boy was studying to show how little any of it bothered him, like maybe she
wasthe Ex- All this abruptly coming to nothing at al as every conversation died and Rydell |ooked up
from his beer to see Lt. Orlovsky, the vampire-looking cop from SFPD Homicide, stepping in from the
gairwell in his London Fog, somekind of fedorathat |ooked like it was molded from flesh-colored
plastic on his head, and those scary half-frame glasses. Orlovsky stood there, little streams running off the
hem of his rain-darkened coat and pooling around his wingtips, while he unbuttoned the coat with one
hand. Still had hisblack flak vest on underneath, and now that hand came up to rest on the smooth,
injection-molded, olive-drab butt of hisfloating-breech H & K. Rydell looked for the badge-case on the
nylon neck-thong, but didn't seeit.

Thewhole bar waslooking a Orlovsky.
Orlovsky looked around the room, over the tops of his glasses, taking histime, giving them al agood
dose of Cop Eye. The music, someweird hollow techie stuff that sounded like bombs going off in

echo-chambers, started to make adifferent kind of sense.

Rydd| saw Josie the whed chair woman looking &t the Russian with an expresson Rydell couldn't
process.

Spotting Chevette Washington in her corner, Orlovsky walked over to her table, still taking histime,



making the rest of the room take that sametime. His hand till on that gun.

It seemed to Rydell like the Russian just might be about to haul out and shoot her. Sure looked likeit,
but what kind of cop would do that?

Now Orlovsky stopped in front of their table, just the right distance, too far for them to reach him and
far enough to alow roomto pull that big gun if he was going to.

The Boyfriend, Rydedl was somehow pleased to see, looked fit to shit himself. Baldhead looked like
held been cast in plastic, just frozen there, hands on the table. Between his hands, Rydell saw a pocket
phone.

Orlovsky locked the girl with hisfull current of Eye-thing, hisfacelined, gray in thislight, unsmiling. He
jerked the brim of the plastic fedora, just this precise little fraction, and said 'Get up.”

Rydell looked at her and saw her trembling. There was never any question the Russian meant her and
not her friends-Boyfriend looking like he might faint any second and Baldhead playing Satue.

Chevette Washington stood up, shaky, the rickety little wooden chair going over behind her.

"Out." The hat-brim indicated the stairs. The hairy back of Orlovsky's hand covered the butt of theH
& K.

Ryddll heard his own knees creak with tension. He was leaning forward, gripping the edges of the
table. He could fed old dried pads of gum under there.

Thelightswent out.

Much later, trying to explain to Sublett what it had been like when Jos e whipped her hologram on
Orlovsky, Rydell said it looked sort of like the specid effect at the end of Raiders of the Lost Ark, that
part where those angels or whatever they were came swirling out of that box and got al over those
Nazis.

But it had dl been happening at once, for Ryddl. When the lights went, they dl went, dl those sgnson
thewall, everything, and Ryddll just tossed that table sideways, without even thinking about it, and Went
For where shed been standing. And thisball of light had shot down, expanding, from apoint on the wall
that must've marked the upper edge of that NEC sign. It wasthe color of the hologram's skin, kind of
honey and ivory, al marbled through with the dark of her hair and eyes, like afast-forward of a satellite
storm-system. All around that Russian, athree-foot sphere around his head and shoulders, and asit spun,
her eyes and mouth, open in some slent scream, blinked by, all magnified. Each eye, for afraction of a
second, the size of the ball itself, and the white teeth big, too, each one long as aman's hand.

Orlovsky swatted at it, and that kept him, for some very little while, from getting his gun out.

But it dso gave off enough light to let Rydell see he was grabbing the girl and not Boyfriend. Just sort
of picking her up, forgetting everything held ever been taught about comealongs and restraints, and
running, best he could, for the Sairs.

Orlovsky ydled something, but it must've been in Russian.

His uncle, the one who'd gone off to Africain the Army, used to say, if he liked how awoman's ass



moved when she walked, that it looked like two baby bobcatsin a croker sack. And that was the
expression that popped into Rydd |'s mind as he ran up those stairs with Chevette Washington held out in
front of him like abig bunch of groceries. But it didn't have anything to do with sexy.

Hewasjust lucky she didn't get an eye or break any of hisribs.

22. Rub-a-dub

Whoever had grabbed her, shejust kept kicking and punching, right up the stairs, backward. But he
had her held out so far in front of him that he almost fell ontop of her.

Then shewas out on the deck;, in what light there was, and looking at some kind of plastic machine
gun, the color of akid'sarmy toy, in the hands of another one of these big ugly raincoat guys, thisone
with no hat and hiswet hair dicked back from aface with the skin on too tight.

"Y ou drop her now, fuckhead,” this one with the gun said. Had an accent out of an old monster movie.
She barely kept to her feet when the one who was holding her let go.

"Fuckhead," the gun-guy said, like Pock Ed, "you try to make move or what?'

"War," the one who'd grabbed her said, then doubled over, coughing. "Baby," he said, straightening,
then winced, hugging hisribs, looking at he-. " Jesus fuck, you got akick on you." Sounded American,
but not West Coadt. In acheap nylon jacket with one deeve half ripped off at the shoulder, white fuzzy

stuff hanging out.
"You try to makeamove..." And the plastic gun was pointing right at the guy's face.

"War-baby, war-baby," the guy said, or anyway it sounded like that, "war-baby sent meto get her.
He's parked back out there past those tank-ttap things, waiting for meto bring her out.”

"Arkady ..." It wasthe ofle in the plastic hat, coming up the stairs behind the guy who'd grabbed her.
He had a pair of night-vision glasses on, that funny-looking center-tube poking out from beneeth the brim
of hishat. He was holding up something that looked like aminiature aerosol can. He said something in
thislanguage. Russan? He gestured with the little can, back down the dairs.

"Y ou use capsicum in an enclosed space like that," said the one who'd grabbed her, "peopl€ll get hurt.
Get you some permanent sinus problems.”

Thetight-faced man looked at him like he was something crawled out from under arock. "Y ou drive,
yes?' he said, gesturing for the hat-man to put the thing away, whatever it was.

"We had acoffee. Well, you had tea. Svobodov, right?’
Chevette caught the tight-faced man's glance at her, like he hadn't liked her hearing his name. She

wanted to tell him sheld heard it Rub-a-Dub, how this other guy talked, so that couldn't redlly beit, could
it?



"Why you grab her?" asked the tight-faced man, Rub-a-Dub.

" She coulda got away in the dark, couldn't she? Didn't know your partner here had night vision.
Besides, he sent meto get her. Didn't mention you. In fact, they said you didn't come out here.”

The one with the hat was behind her now, jerking her am up in ahold. "Lemme go-"

"Hey," the one who'd grabbed her said, like it made things okay, "these men are police officers. SFPD
Homicide, right?*

Rub-a-Dub whistled softly. "Fuckhead.”

"Cops?' she asked.

"Sureare.”

Which produced alittle snort of exasperation from Rub-aDub.

"Arkady, now we go. These dirthagstry to spy usfrom below . . ." The hat-man pulling off his
night-glasses and dancing like he had to pee.

"Hey," she said, "somebody's killed Sammy. If you're cops, listen, he killed Sammy Sal!™
"Who's Sammy?' the onein the torn jacket said.

"I work with him! At Allied. Sammy DuPree. Sammy. He got shot.”

"Who shot him?"

"Ry-dell. Shut fuck up." Shot, Pock, Op. "She'stellin’ us she's
got-information-regarding-a-possiblehomicide, and you're telling me to shut up?'

"Yes, | tell you shut fuck up. War-baby. He will explain.”
And her arm twisted up so she'd go with them.

Svobodov had insgsted on cuffing him to Chevette Washington. They were Beretta cuffs, just like hed
carried on patrol in Knoxville. Svobodov said he and Orlovsky needed their hands freein case any of
these bridge people caught on they were taking the girl off.

But if they weretaking her in, how come they hadn't read her any Miranda, or even told her shewas
under arrest? Rydell had aready decided that if it got to court and he was called to witness, no way was
he going to perjure himself and say heldd heard any fucking Miranda. These Russians were balls-out
cowboys asfar as he could seg, just exactly the kind of officersthe Academy had tried hard to train
Ryddl not to be.

In away, though, what they were reflected what alot of people more or less unconscioudy expected
copsto be and do, and that, this one lecturer at the Academy had said, was because of mythology. Like
what they called the Father Mulcahy Syndrome, in barricaded hostage situations. Where somebody took
ahostage and the cops tried to decide what to do. And they'd all seen this movie about Father Mulcahy
once, s0'd they'd say, yeah, | got it, I'll get apriest, I'll get the guy's parents, I'll lay down my gunand I'll



go inthere and talk him out. And held go in there and get hisass drilled out real good. Because he forgot,
and let himsdf think amovie was how you redly did it. And it could work the other way, too, SO you
gradually became how you saw copswerein moviesand on televison. They'd al been warned about
that. But people like Svobodov and Orlovsky, people who'd come here from other countries, maybe that
media stuff worked even stronger on them. Check how they dressed, for one thing.

23. Gone and done it

Man, he was going to have him a shower. Hot shower. He was going to stay in there until he couldn't
gtand it anymore, or until the hot ran out. Then he was going to get out and towel off and put on dl
brand-new, totdly dry clothes, in whatever hotel room Warbaby had got for him. He was going to send
down for acouple of club sandwiches and an ice-bucket with about four-five of those long-neck
Mexican beerslikethey drank in L.A. And heid st there with aremote and watch sometelevision.
Maybe see Copsin Trouble. Maybe held even call up Sublett, shoot the shit, tell him about thiswild-ass
time up in Northern Cdifornia. Sublett always worked deep graveyard because he was light-sensitive, so
if it happened to be his night off, held be up watching hismovies.

"Watch whereyou'rewalking-" Y anking his cuffed hand so hard he nearly fell over. HEd been about
to go one side of an upright as she was about to go the other. "Hey. Sorry,” he said.

She wouldn't ook at him. But she just didn't look to Ryddll like shed sit down on some guy's chest
with arazor and haul histongue out the hard way. Well, she did have that ceramic knife, when Svobodov
shook her down, plus a pocket phone and the damn glasses everybody was after. Those looked just like
Warbaby's, and had this case. The Russians were real happy about that, and now they were tucked
away safein theinsde pocket of Svobodov's flak vest.

Shewasn't theright kind of scared, either, something kept telling him. She wasn't giving off thet vibe of
perp fear that you got to know by about your third day on the job. It waslike victim fear, what it was,
even though sheld dready flatout admitted to Orlovsky that she'd stolen those glasses. Said sheld done
that up at aparty in that hotdl, the night before.

But neither of the Russians had said shit about any homicide beef, or any Blix or whatever the victim's
name had been. Or even larceny. And sheld said that about somebody killing Sammy, whoever Sammy
was. Maybe Sammy was the German. But the Russians had just dropped it, and shut Etydell up, and
now she'd clammed up except to bitch a him if he started to fall adeep on hisfeet.

The place was coming back to life, sort of, now that the storm had quit, but it was God knowswhen in
the morning and there weren't exactly alot of people swarming out yet to check the damage. Lights kept
coming back on, here and there, and there were afew people sweeping water off decks and things, and
afew drunks, and this guy who looked like he was on dancer, talking to himsdf amile aminute, who
kept following them until Svobodov pulled out hisH & K and spun around and said held greasehim to
fucking catfood if he didn't get his dancer assto Oakland like yesterday, fuckhead, and the guy did,
naturaly, his eyes about to bug right out of his head, and Orlovsky laughing at him.

They came out into some more lights, about where Ryddl| had first laid his eyes on Chevette
Washington. Looking down to keep track of hisfooting, Rydel saw she waswearing black SWAT
tranersjus like his. Lexan insoles.



"Hey," hesad, "mgor footwear."
And she just looked up at him like he was crazy, and he saw tears running down her face.

And Svobodov jammed the muzzle of that H & K, hard, into thejoint of Rydell'sjaw, just in front of
hisright ear, and said: "Fuckhead. Y ou don't talk to her."

Rydell looked a Svobodov, edgewise, down the top of the barrel. Waited until he thought it was safe
to say okay.

After that, he didn't try to say anything to her, or evenlook at her. When he thought he could get avay
with it, helooked a Svohodov. When they took that cuff off, hejust might deck that SOfl of a hitch.

But just after the Russian had pulled the gun out of his ear, Rydell had registered something behind
him. Not registered big-time, but it clicked for him later: thisbig bear of alonghair, blinking out a them,
wherethey stood in the light, from thislittle doorway |ooked like it wasn't more than afoot wide.

Ryddl didn't have anything specia going about black people or immigrants or anything, not like alot of
peopledid. In fact, that had been one of the things that had gotten him into the Academy when he hadn't
exactly had great grades from high school. They'd run dl these tests on him and decided he wasn't racist.
He wasn't, either, but not because he thought about it particularly. He just couldn't see the point. It just
made for alot of hasde, being that way, so why be that way? Nobody was going to go back and live
where they lived before, were they, and if they did (he vaguely suspected) there wouldn't be any
Mongolian barbecue and maybe we'd al be listening to Pentecostal Meta and anyway the President was
black.

He had to admit, though, as he and Chevette Washington walked out between those tank-trap dabs,
their cuffed wrists swinging in that stupid prom-night unison that you get with handcuffs, that currently he
wasfedling alittle put upon by afew very specific blacks and immigrants. Warbaby's tvpreacher
melancholy had worn thin on him; he thought Freddie was, as hisfather would have put it, ajive-ass
motherfucker; Svobodov and Orlovsky, they must be what his uncle, the one who went in the army, had
meant by sone pigs.

And here he could see Freddie with his butt propped against the front fender of the Patriot, bobbing
his head to something on earphones, the lyrics or whatever diding around the edges of his snegkers,
animated inred LEDs. Mugt've sat out the rain in the car, because his pistol-print shirt and his big shorts
weren't even wet.

And Warbaby therein hislong quilted coat, his hat jammed down level with those VL glasses.
Looked like arefrigerator, if arefrigerator could lean on acane.

And the Russans gray tanker of an unmarked, pulled up nose to nose with the Patriot, armored tires
and that graphite mesh rhino-chaser screaming Cop Car at anybody who was interested. Asindeed
some were, Ryddll saw, athin crowd of bridge-people watching from various perches on the concrete
dabs and battened food-wagons. Little kids, a couple of Mexican-looking women with hairnetslike they
worked in food-preparation, some rough-looking boys in muddy workclothes and leaning on shovels and
push-brooms there. Just looking, their faces carefully neutral, the way people's faces got when they saw
copsworking and were curious.

And somebody in the Russians car, hunched down knees-up in the shotgun sest.



The Russansclosing in tight on either sde of Rydell and the girl, waking them out. Rydell could fedl
them responding to the presence of the crowd. Shouldn't've left the car out there like that.

Svobodov, this close, sort of creaked when he walked, and that was the armor under his shirt that
Rydell had noticed before, back in that greasy spoon. Svobodov was smoking one of his Marlboro
cigarettes, hissing out clouds of blue smoke. Had the gun out of sight now.

And right up to Warbaby, Freddie shining the whole scene on with agrin that made Rydd | want to
kick him, but Warbaby looking sad as ever.

"Get thisfucking cuff off,” Rydell said to Warbaby, raising hiswrist, Chevette Washington's coming up
with it. The crowd saw the cuffs then; there was aripple of reaction, voices.

Warbaby looked at Svobodov. "Y ou get it?
"Here." Svobodov touched the front of his London Fog.

Warbaby nodded, looked at Chevette Washington, then a Rydell. "Good then.” To Orlovsky: "Take
the cuffs off."

Orlovsky took RyddI'swrigt, did amag-gtrip into the dot in the cuff.

"Get in the car,” Warbaby said to Rydell.

"They haven't read her any Miranda," Ryddl said.

"Get inthe car. You're driving, remember?"

"She under arrest, Mr. Warbaby?'

Freddie giggled.

Chevette Washington was holding her wrist up for Orlovsky, but he was putting the mag-strip away.

"Ryddl," Warbaby said, "get in the car now. Weve done our part here.”

The passenger-side door of the gray car opened. A man got out. Black cowboy boots and along
black waterproof. Sandy hair, no particular length. He had those deep smile-creases down his cheeks,
like somebody had carved them there. Light-colored eyes. Then he did smile, and it was about
two-thirds gum and athird teeth, with gold at the corners.

"That'shim," Chevette Washington said, in this hoarse voice, "hekilled Sammy."

And that was when the big longhair, the one in the dirty shirt, the one Rydell had noticed back on the
bridge, plowed this bicycle square into Svobodov's back. Not any regular bicycle, either, but thisbig old
rusty coaster-brake number with a heavy steel basket welded in front of the bars. The bike and the
basket probably weighed a hundred pounds between them, and there must've been another hundred

pounds of scrap metal piled up in the basket when Svobodov got nailed. Put him face-down acrossthe
hood of the Patriot, Freddie jumping like a scalded cat.



The longhair landed on top of Svobodov and dl that junk like a bear with rabies, grabbed him by the
ears, and starting damming hisface into the hood. Orlovsky was pulling out hisH & K and Rydd | saw
Chevette Washington bend down, tug something out of the top of one SWAT shoe. jab it into Orlovsky's
hack. Looked like a screwdriver. Hit whatever armor he was wearing, but it put him off-balance ashe
pulled the trigger.

Nothing in the world ever sounded like caseless ammunition, at full-auto, out of afloating breech. It
wasn't the sound of a machine gun, but akind of ear-shattering, extended whoop.

Thefirgt burst didn't seem to hit anything, but with Chevette Washington clawing at hisgun arm,
Orlovsky tried to turn it on her. Second burst went in the general direction of the crowd. People
screaming, grabbing up kids.

Warbaby's mouth was just open, like he couldn't believeit.

Rydell was behind Orlovsky when he tried to bring the gun up again, and, well, it was just one of those
times.

He sde-kicked the Russian about three inches below the back of his knee, that third burst whooping
amogt dtraight up as Orlovsky went down.

Freddie tried to grab Chevette Washington, seemed to see the screwdriver for the first time, and just
managed to bring his laptop up with both hands. That screwdriver went right through it. Freddie yel ped
and dropped it.

Ryddl | grabbed the loose cuff, the one that had been around hiswrist, and just pulled.

Opened the passenger-side door of the Patriot and hauled her right in after him. Getting into the
driver's seet, he had agrandstand view of the longhair pounding Svobodov's bloody face into the hood,
al these pieces of rusty junk jumping eechtime hedidit.

Key. Ignition.

Rydd| saw Chevette Washington's phone and the case with the VL glassesfal out of Svobodov'sflak
vest. Powered down the window and reached around. Somebody shot the longhair off Svobodov, pop,
pop, pop, and Rydell, somping it in reverse, saw the man from the cop car swinging alittle gun around,
two-handed. just like they taught you in FATSS. The back of the Patriot dammed into something and
Svohodov flew off the hood in acloud of rusty chain and odd lengths of pipe. Chevette Washington was
trying to get out the passenger door, so he had to hang on to the cuff and spin the whedl one-handed, let
go of her long enough to shove it into forward and tromp on it, then grab her again.

The passenger door dammed shut as he took it straight for the man with the big smile, who maybe got
off one more before he had to get out of theway, fadt,

The Patriot wasfishtailing in about an inch of water, and he barely missed clipping the back of abig
orange waste-hauler pulled up beside abuilding there.

He caught this one crazy glimpse in the dash-mirror, out the back window: the bridge towering up like
something wrapped in seaweed, sky graying now behind it, and Warbaby taking one stiff-legged step,
another, raising the cane straight out from his shoulder, pointing it at the Petriot like it was amagic wand
or something.



Then whatever came out of the end of Warbaby's cane took out the Peatriot's back window, and
Ryddl hung aright so tight it dmost tipped them over.

"Jesus," said Chevette Washington, like somebody talking in their deep, "what are you doing?'
He didn't know, but hadn't he just gone and done it?

When thelightswent out, Y amazaki fumbled in the dark for hisbag. Finding it, hefdt through it for his
flashlight.

In the white beam, Skinner dept dack-jawed beneath the blankets and a ragged deeping-bag.

Y amazaki searched the severd shelves above the table-ledge: small glassjars of spices, identicd jars
containing steel screws, an ancient Bakdlite telephone reminding him of the origin of the verb 'to did,”
rolls of many different kinds and colors of adhesive tape, twists of heavy copper wire, pieces of what he
took to be sat-water tackle, and, findly, abundle of dusty candle-stubs secured with arotting rubber
band. Selecting thelongest of these, he found alighter beside the green campstove. Standing the candle
upright on awhite saucer, helitit. The flame fluttered and went out.

Fashlight in hand, he moved to the window and tugged it moretightly into its deep circular frame.

Now the candle stayed lit, though the flame pulsed and swelled in drafts he could never hopeto locate.
Returning to the window, he looked out. The darkened bridge wasinvisble. Rain was driving amost
horizontaly against the window, tiny droplets reaching hisface through cracksin the glass and corroded
segments of the supporting lead.

It occurred to him that Skinner's room might be made to function as a camera ohscura. If the church
window'stiny central hull's-eye pane were removed, and the other panes covered, an inverted image
would be cast on the oppositewall.

24. Song of the central pier

Y amazaki knew that the central pier, the bridge's center anchorage, had once quadified as one of the
world'slargest pinhole cameras. In the Structure's pitch-black interior, light shining in through asingletiny
hole had projected a huge image of the underside of the lower deck, the nearest tower, and the
surrounding bay. Now the heart of the anchorage housed some uncounted number of the bridge's more
secretive inhabitants, and Skinner had advised him againgt attempting to go there. "Nothin' like those
Mansons out in the bushes on Treasure, Scooter, but you don't want to bother ‘em anyway. Okay
people but they just aren't looking for anybody to drop in, know what | mean?"

Y amazaki crossed to the smooth curve of cable that interrupted the room'sfloor. Only an ova
segment of it wasvisble, like some mathematica formulabardly bregking atopologicd surfaceina
computer representation. He bent to touch it, the visible segment polished by other hands. Each of the
thirty-seven cables, containing four hundred and seventy-two wires, had withstood, and withstood now,
aforce of somemillion pounds. Y amazaki felt something, some message of vast, obscure moment, shiver
up through the relic-smooth dorsal hump. The storm, surdly; the bridge itself was capable of consderable



mobility; it expanded and contracted with heat and cold; the great stedl teeth of the pierswere sunk into
bedrock beneath the Bay mud, bedrock that had scarcely moved evenin the Little Grande.

Godzilla Y amazaki shivered, recdling televison images of Tokyo'sfal. He had been in Paris, with his
parents. Now anew city rosethere, its buildings grown, literally, floor by floor.

The candldight showed him Skinner'slittle televison, forgotten on the floor. Taking it to the table, he
sat on the stool and examined it. There was no visible damage to the screen. It had Smply come away
from itsframe, on a short length of multicolored ribbon. He folded the ribbon into the frame and pressed
with his thumbs on either side of the screen. It popped back into place, but would it still function? He
bent to examine thetiny controls. ON.

Lime-and-purple diagona s chased themsel ves across the screen, then faded, revealing some
steadycam fragment, the NHK logo displayed in the lower |eft corner. "-heir-apparent to the Harwood
Levine public relations and advertising fortune, departed San Francisco this afternoon after arumored
stay of savera days, declining comment on the purpose of hisvist." A long face, horsdike yet handsome,
above araincoat's upturned collar. A large white smile. " Accompanying him," mid-distance shot down an
arrport corridor, the dender, dark-haired woman wrapped in something luxurious and black, silver
gleaming at the hedls of her shining boots, "was Maria Paz, the Padanian media persondlity, daughter of
film director Carlo Paz-." The woman, who looked unhappy, vanished, to be replaced by infrared
footage from New Zed and, as Japanese peace-keeping forcesin armored vehicles advanced on arurd
arport. "-losses attributed to the outlawed South Idand Liberation Front, whilein Wdlington-" Y amazaki
attempted to change the channel, but the screen only strobed its lime-and-purple, then framed a portrait
of Shapdly. A BBC docu-drama. Cam, serious, mildly hypnotic. After two more unsuccessful attempts
at locating another channdl, Y amazaki let the British voiceover blot out the wind, the groaning of the
cables, the creaking of the plywood walls. He focused his attention on the familiar story, its outcome
fixed, comforting-if only initscertainty.

James Delmore Shapely had cometo the attention of the AIDS industry in the early months of the new
century. He was thirty-one years old, a prostitute, and had been HIV positive for twelve years. At the
time of his'discovery,” by Dr. Kim Kutnik of Atlanta, Georgia, Shapdly was serving atwo hundred and
fifty day prison term for soliciting. (His status as HIV-positive, which would autometically have warranted
more serious charges, had apparently been ‘glitched.”) Kutnik, aresearcher with the Sharman Group, an
American subsidiary of Shibata Pharmaceuticas, was sifting prison medica datain search of individuas
who had been HIV-positive for a decade or more, were asymptomatic, and had entirely normal (or, asin
Shapely's case, above the norm) T-cell counts.

One of the Sharmar Group's research initiatives centered around the possibility of isolating mutant
grainsof HIV. Arguing that viruses obey the laws of natura sdection, severd Sharman biologists had
proposed that the HIV virus, in its then-current genetic format, was excessvely lethal. Allowed to range
unchecked, argued the Sharman team, a virus demonstrating ioo percent lethaity must eventualy bring
about the extinction oF the host organism. (Other Sharman researchers countered Fy citing the long
incubation period as contributing to the suiviva of the host population.) Asthe BBC writers were careful
to make clear, the idea of locating nonpathogenic strains of HIV, with aview of overpowering and
neutrdizing lethd strains, had been put forward dmost a decade earlier, though the 'ethical’ implications
of experimentation with human subjects had impeded research. The core observation cf the Sharman
researchers dated from this earlier work: The virus wishesto survive, and cannot if it killsitshost. The
Shariian team, of which Dr. Kutnik was a part, intended to inject HIV-positive patients with blood
extracted from individiasthey believed to be infected with nonpathogenic strains of the virus. It was
possible, they believed, that the nongathogenic strain would overpower the lethd strain. Kim KutrLik
was one of seven researchers given the task of locating HIV-postive individual s who might be harboring



anonpathogenic strain. She elected to begin her search through a sectorof data concerned with current
inmates of state prisonswho were (@) in gpparent good hedlth, and (b) had tested HIV-positive at least a
decade before. Her initia search turned up sixty-six possibles-among them, J.D. Shapely.

Y amazaki watched as Kutnik, played by ayoung British actress, recdled, from apatio in Rio, her first
mesting with Shapely. "I'd been stiruck by the fact that his T-cell count that day was over i,z00, and that
his responses to the questionnaire seemed to indicated that 'safe sex,”" as we thought of it then, was, well,
not exactly a priority. He was avery open, very outgoing, really avery innocent character, and when |
asked him, there in the prison visiting room, about ora sex, he actually blushed. Then he laughed, and
said, well, he said he 'sucked cock like it was going out of styl€' . . ." The actressKutnik looked as though
she were about to blush hersdf. "Of course,” she said, "in those days we didn't reglly understand the
disease's exact vectors of infection, because, grotesque asit now seems, there had been no real research
into the precise modes of transmission. . ."

Y amazaki cut the set off. Dr. Kutnik would arrange Shapely's release from prison asan AIDS
research volunteer under Federa law. The Sharman Group's project would be hindered by
fundamentaist Chrigtians objecting to the injection of 'HIV-tainted' blood into the systems of terminaly ill
AIDS patients. Asthe project foundered, Kutnik would uncover clinical data suggesting that unprotected
sex with Shapely had apparently reversed the symptoms of severd of her patients. There would be
Kutnik'simpassioned resignation, the flight to Brazil with the baffled Shapdly, lavish funding againgt a
backdrop of impending civil war, and what could only be described as an extremely pragmatic climate
for research.

But it was such asad story.

Better to St here by candlelight, elbows on the edge of Skinner'stable, listening for the song of the
centrd pier.

He kept saying he was from Tennessee and he didn't need this shit. She kept thinking she was going to
die, theway hewasdriving, or anyway those cops would be after them, or the one who shot Sammy.
She il didn't know what had happened, and wasn't that Nigel who'd plowed into that tight-faced one?

But held hung thisright off Bryant, so shetold him left on Folsom, becauseif the assholeswere
coming, she figured she wanted the Haight, best place she knew to get lost, and that was definitely what
sheintended to do, earliest opportunity. And this Ford was just like the one Mr. Matthews drove, ran the
holding facility up in Beaverton. And she'd tried to stab somebody with a screwdriver. Sheld never done
anything likethat in her life before. And sheld wrecked that black guy's computer, the one with the
haircut. And this bracelet on her left wrigt, the other half flipping around, open, on threelinks of chain- He
reached over and grabbed the loose cuff. Did something to it without taking his eyes off the Street. Helet
go. Now it was locked shut.

"Why'd you do that?"

"So you don't snag it on something, wind up cuffed to the door-handle or a street sgn-"
"Takeit off."

"No key."

Sherattled it a him. "Takeit off."



"Stick it up the deeve of your jacket. Those are Beretta cuffs. Real good cuffs.” He sounded like he
was sort of happy to have something to talk about, and his driving had evened out. Brown eyes. Not old;
twenties, maybe. Cheap clotheslike K-Mart stuff, al wet. Light brown hair cut too short but not short
enough. She watched amusclein hisjaw work, like he was chewing gum, but he wasn't.

25. Without a paddle

"Where we going?' she asked him.

"Fuck if I know," he said, gunning the engine alittle. "Y ou the one said "l€ft" . .
"Who are you?'

Heglanced over a her. "Ryddl. Berry Ryddll."

"Barry?'

"Berry. Likestraw. Likedingle. Hey, thisabig fucking Street, lights and everything-"
"Right."

"So where should |-"

"Right!"

"Okay," hesaid, and hung it. "Why?"

"The Haight. Lots of people up late, copsdon't liketo go there. .."

"Ditch this car there?'

"Turn your back on it two seconds, it's history."

"They got ATM'sthere?’

"Uh-uh."

"Wdll, herésone..." Up over acurb, hunks of crazed safety-glassfdling out of the framewherethe
back window had been. She hadn't even noticed that.

He dug a soggy-looking wallet out of his back pocket and started pulling cards out of it. Three of
them. "I haveto try to get some cash,” he said. He looked at her. ™Y ou wanna jump out of this car and
run," he shrugged, "then you just go for it." Then he reached in hisjacket pocket and pulled out the
glasses and Codes's phone that she'd scooped when the lights went out in dissidents. Because she knew
from Lowell that people in trouble need a phone, most times worse than anything. He dropped themin
her 1ap, the a;shol€'s glasses and the phone. "Y ours.”



Then he got out, walked over to the ATM, and started feeding it cards. She sat there, watching it
emerge from itsarmor, the way they do, shy and cautious, its ameras coming out, too, to monitor the
transaction. He stood tkre, drumming hisfingers on the sde, his mouth like he was whistling but he wasn't
making any noise. She looked down at the case and the phone and wondered why she didn't just jump
out and run, likehe said.

Finally he came back, thumb-counting afold of bills, stuck it down in hisfront jeans pocket, and got in
He sailed thefirgt of his cards out the open window at the ATM, which was pulling back into its shdll like
acrab. "Don't know how they cancelled that one so quick, after you put that thing through Freddie's
laptop." Hicked another. Then thelast one. They lay in front of the ATM asitslexan shield came
trundling down, their little holograms winding up in the machine's halogen floods.

"Somebody'll get those," she said.

"Hope s0," he said, "hopethey get ‘em and go tcMars.” Then he did something in reverse with al four
wheels and the Ford sort of jumped up and backward, into the street, some other car swerving past them
all brakes and horn and the driver's mouth ablack O, and the part of her that was still amessenger sort
of likedit. All thetimesthey'd cut her off. "Shit," he said, jamming the gear-thing around until he got what
he needed and they took off.

The handcuff was rubbing on the rash where the red worm had been. "Y ou acop?"
"No."

"Security? Like from the hotel ?*

"Uh-uh."

"Wdl," shesad, "what areyou?'

Streetlight diding across hisface. Seemed like he was thinking about it. "Up shit creek. Without a
paddle.

Thefirg thing Rydell saw when he got out of the Patriot, in the alley off Haight Street, wasa
one-armed, one-legged man on a skateboard. This man lay on his stomach, on the board, and propelled
himsalf dong with acurious hitching motion that reminded Rydel| of the limbs of agigged frog. He had his
right arm and hisleft leg, which at least dlowed for some kind of symmetry, but there was no foot on the
leg. Hisface, asif by someweird osmosis, wasthe color of dirty concrete, and Rydell couldn't have said
what race he was. His hair, if he had any, was covered by a black knit cap, and the rest of him was
sheathed in a black, one-piece garment apparently stitched from sections of heavy-duty rubber
inner-tube. He looked up, as he hitched past Rydell, through puddles|eft by the storm, headed for the
mouth of the dley, and said, or Ryddl thought he said: ™Y ou wannatalk to me? Y ou wannatak to me,
you better shut your fuckin' mouth..."

Rydel stood there, Samsonite dangling, and watched him go.

Then something rattled beside him. The hardware on Chevette Washington's leather jacket. "Come
on," shesad, "don't wanna hang around back in here."

"You seethat?' Ryddl asked, gesturing with his suitcase.



"Y ou hang around back in here, you'll see worse than that,” she said.
Rydell looked back at the Patriot. He'd locked it and left the key under the driver's scat, because he

hadn't wanted to make it look too easy, but he'd forgotten about that back window. HEd never beenin
the pogition before of actively wanting acar to be stolen.

26. Colored people

"Y ou sure somebody'll take that?' he asked her.

"Wedon't get out of here, they'll take uswith it." She started waking. Rydell followed. There was stuff
painted on the brick walls as high as anyone could reach, but it didn't look like any language hed ever
seen, except maybe the way they wrote cuss-wordsin a printed cartoon.

They'd just rounded the corner, onto the sdewalk, when Rydd | heard the Petriot's engine start to rev.
It gave him goosebumps, like something in aghost story, because there hadn't been anybody back in
there at dll, and now he couldn't see the skateboard man anywhere.

"Look at the ground,” Chevette Washington said. "Don't look up when they go by or they'll kill us..."

Rydell concentrated on the toes of hisblack SWATS. ™Y ou hang out with car-thieves much?"

"Just walk. Don't talk. Don't look."

He heard the Patriot whed out of the aley and draw up beside them, pacing them. Histoes were
making little squelching noises, each time he took a step, and what if the last thing you knew before you
died was just some pathetic discomfort like that, like your shoes were soaked and your socks were wet,

and you weren't ever going to get to change them?

Rydel heard the Patriot take off, the driver fighting the unfamiliar American shift-pattern. He started to
look up.

"Dont," shesaid.

"Those friends of yours or what?"
"Alley pirates, Lowell cals'em.”
"Who's Lowe |7’

"You saw himin dissdents.”
"That bar?'

"Not abar. A chill."

"Servesacohol,” Ryddl sad.



"A chill. Whereyou hang."

"'You who?'

"ThisLowdl, he hang there?"

"Yeah"

"Y ou too?'

"No," shesad, angry.

"Heyour friend, Lowell?Y our boyfriend?"

"Y ou said you weren't acop. You talk like one.
"I'mnot," hesaid. "Y ou can ask 'em.”

"He'sjust somebody | used to know," she said. "Fine."
She looked a the Samsonite. ™Y ou got agun or something, in there?”
"Dry socks. Underwear."

Shelooked up at him. "l don't get you."

"Don't haveto," he said. "Wejust walking, or you maybe know somewhereto go? Like off this
Sregt?'

"Wewant to look at some flash," she said to the fat man. He had a couple of things through each
nipple, looked like Y aelocks. Kind of pulled him down, there, and Rydell just couldn't look at them.
Had on some kind of baggy white pants with the crotch down about where the knees should've been,
and thislittle blue velvet vest dl embroidered with gold. He was big and soft and fat and covered with
tettoos.

Rydéll's uncle, the one who'd gone to Africawith the army and hadn't come back, had had a couple of
tattoos. The best one went right across his back, thisbig swirly dragon with horns and sort of agoofy
grin. HEd gotten that onein Korea, eight colorsand it had al been done by a computer. Hed told Ryddll
how the computer had mapped his back and showed him exactly what it was going to look like when it
was done. Then he had to lie down on this table while this robot put the tattoo on. Rydell had imagined a
robot kind of like avacuumcleaner, but with twisty chrome arms had needles on the end. But hisuncle
said it was more like being fed through a dot-matrix printer, and he'd had to go back eight times, one
timefor each color. It was agreat dragon, though, and lots brighter than the tattoos on his uncles arms,
which were American eagles and a Harley trademark. When his uncle worked out in the backyard with
Rydell's set of Searsweights, Rydell would watch the dragon ripple.

Thisfat bald guy with the weights through his nipples had tattoos everywhere except his hands and his
head. Looked like he was wearing asuit of them. They were dl different, no American eagles or Harley
trademarks either, and they sort of ran together. They made Ryddll fedl kind of dizzy, so helooked up at
the walls, which were covered with more tattoos, like samplesfor you to pick from.



"Y ou've been here before," the man said.

"Yeah," Chevette Washington said, "with Lowell. Y ou remember Lowe | ?!
The fat man shrugged.

"My friend and |I," she said, "we wanna pick something out..."

"l haven't seen your friend before," the fat man said, perfectly nice about it but Rydell could hear the
question in hisvoice. He was looking at Rydell's suitcase.

"It'sokay," shesaid. "He knows Lowell. HE'sa'Land boy, too."

"Y ou bridge people,” the fat man said, like he liked bridge people. "That storm was just terrible, wasn't
it?1 hopeit didn't do you people too much damage ... We had aclient last month brought in awide-angle
Cibachrome he wanted done as a back-piece. Y our whole suspension span and everything oniit.
Beautiful shot but he wanted it inked just that Sze, and he just wasn't broad enough..." He looked up at
Ryddl. "Wouldvefit, on your friend here..."

"Couldn't he get it?" she asked, and Ryddl| caught that instinct to keep people talking, keep them
involved.

"We're afull-service shop here at Colored People,” the fat man said. "Lloyd put it on agraphics
engine, rotated it thirty degrees, heightened the perspective, and it's gorgeous

Now, were you interested in seeing some flash for yoursdf, or for your big friend here?

"Uh, actudly," Chevette said, "we're looking for something for both of us. Like, uh, matching, you
know?'

Thefat man amiled. "That's romantic. . ."
Rydell looked &t her.

"Just comethisway.” Thefat man sort of jingled when hewalked, and it made Ryddl wince. "May |
bring you some complimentary tea?'

"Coffee?' Ryddl asked hopefully.

"I'm sorry," the fat man said, "but Butch left at twelve and | don't know how to operate the machine.
But | can bring you some nicetea”

"Yeah," Chevette said, urging Rydel aong with little elbow-jabs, "tea."

Thefat man took them down ahdlway and into alittle room with acouple of wallscreens and alesther
sofa. "I'll just get your tea," he said, and shuffled out, jingling.

"Why'd you say that, about matching tattoos?" Rydell was looking around the room. Clean. Blank
walls. Soft light but no shadows.



"Because helll leave us done while weretrying to pick one, and ‘causeit'll take us so long to make up
our minds"

Rydé| put his Samsonite down and sat on the couch. " So we can stay here?!

"Y eah, aslong aswe keep cdling up flash."

"What's that?'

She picked up alittle remote and turned one of the waliscreens on. Started blipping through menus.
Hi-rez close-ups of tattooed skin. The fat man came back with a couple of big rough mugs of steaming
teaonalittletray. "Yoursisgreen," he said to Chevette Washington, "and yoursis Mormon," he said to
Ryddll, "because you did ask for coffee. . ."

"Oh, thanks," Rydd| said, taking the mug he was offered.

"Now you two take plenty of time," thefat man said, "and you want anything, just cal." Hewent out,
tray tucked under hisarm, and closed the door behind him.

"Mormon?' Rydd| sniffed a thetea. It didn't smdl much of anything.

"Aren't supposed to drink coffee. That kind of tea's got ephedrineiniit.”

"Got drugsinit?

"It's made from a plant with something that'll keep you awake. Like coffee.”

Rydell decided it wastoo hot to drink now anyway. Put it down on the floor beside the couch. The girl
on thewallscreen had adragon sort of like hisunclée's, but on her left hip. Little tiny slver ring through the
top edge of her belly button. Chevette Washington flipped it to abig sweaty biker-arm with President
Milibank's face looking out from it in shades of gray.

Rydell struggled out of his damp jacket, noticing the ripped shoulder, the chegp white stuffing popping
out. He dropped it behind the couch. "Y ou got any tattoos?"

"No," shesaid.
"So how come you know about this?"
"Lowell," she said, flipping through half adozen moreimages, "he'sgot aGiger."

"Gigger"?' Rydd| opened his Samsonite, got out apair of socks, and started unlacing his SWAT
shoes.

"This painter. Like nineteenth-century or something. Red classcal. Bio-mech. Lowell's got this Giger
back-piece done off apainting called "N.Y.C. XXIV." Shesad it x, X, i, v. "It'slikethis city. Shaded
black-work. But he wants deevesto go with it, so wed comein hereto look for more Gigersto match
it

"Why don't you sit down," Rydd| said, "you're making my neck hurt." She was pacing back and forth
infront of the screens. Hetook hiswet socks off, put them in the Container City bag, and put the dry



ones on. Thought about leaving his shoes off for awhile, but what if he had to leave in ahurry? He put
them back on. He was lacing them up when she sat down beside him.

She unzipped her jacket and shrugged it off, the |loose Beretta cuff rattling. The deeves of her plain
black t-shirt had been scissored off and her upper arms were smooth and pale. She reached over the end
of the couch and put the jacket down, sort of propped against the wall, the leather stiff enough that it just
stayed there, its arms dumped down, like it was adeep. Like Rydell wished he could be. Now she had
the remote in her hand.

"Hey," Ryddl said, "that guy in the raincoat back there, the one shot-" He was about to say the big
longhair on the bicycle, but she grabbed hiswrig, the handcuff rattling.

my. He shot Sammy, up a Skinner's. He ... He was after the glasses, and Sammy had them,
and-"

"Wait. Wait asec. The glasses. Everybody wantsthe glasses. That guy wants ‘em, Warbaby wants

"Who's Warbaby?'

"The big black man shot the back window out of hiscar | was steding. That Warbaby."
"You think | know what they are?"

"Y ou don't know why people are after them?"

She gave him alook like you might give adog that had just told you it was agood day to spend all
your money on one particular kind of lottery ticket.

"Let'sstart over,” Ryddl suggested. "Y ou tell me where you got the glasses.”
"Why should 17

He thought about it. "Because youd be dead by now if | hadn't done the kind of dirt-stupid shit | just
did, back there"

She thought about that. "Okay," she said.

Maybe there redlly was something in the fat man's Mormon tea, or maybe Rydell had just crossed
over into that point of tirednesswhereit al flipped around for awhile and you started to fed like you
were more awake, some ways, than you usualy ever were. But he wound up sipping that teaand
ligtening to her, and when she'd get too deep into her story to remember to keep flipping the
tattoo-pictures on the wallscreen, hed do it for her.

When you worked it around to sequentia order, she wasthisgirl from Oregon, didn't have any family,
who'd come down here and moved out on that bridge with this old man, crazy by the sound of it, had a
bad hip and needed somebody around to help him. Then sheld gotten her ajob riding abicycle around
San Francisco, delivering messages. Ryddll knew about messengers from his foot-patrol period in
downtown Knoxville, because you had to keep ticketing them for riding on the sidewalk, traffic violation,
and they'd give you ahard time about it. But they made pretty good money if they worked at it. This
Sammy she'd said was shot, murdered, he was another messenger, a black guy who'd gotten her on at



Allied, where she worked.

And her story of how she'd taken the glasses out of the guy's pocket at this big drunk party she'd
wandered into up in the Morrisey, that made as much sense to him as anything. And it wasn't the kind of
story people made up. Not like the glasses crawled into her hand or anything, she just flat-out stole them,
impulse, just because the guy was in her face and obnoxious. Nuisance crime, except they'd turned out to
bevduable.

But from her description he knew her asshole up in the Morrisey had been the same one got himsdlf
the Cuban necktie, your German-born Costa Rican citizen who maybe wasn't either, star of that X-rated
fax of Warhahy's and the one Svohodov and Orlovsky had been investigating. If they had been.

"Shit," hesaid, in the middle of something shewastryingto tel him.

"What?'

"Nothing. Keep talking..."”

The Russians were bent, and he knew that. They were Homicide, they were bent, and he'd bet dollars
to donuts they weren't even investigating the case. They could talk Warbaby's way onto the crime-scene,
tap their department's computer, but the rest of it had just been window-dressing, for him, for Rydell, the
hired help. And what was that that Freddie had said, about DatAmerica and IntenSecure being basicaly
your same company?

But Chevette Washington was on aroll of her own now, like sometimes when people get started
talking they just let it all hang out, and she was saying how Lowell, who was the one with the hair and not
the skinhead, and who actualy had, sort of, been her boyfriend for awhile, was aguy who could (you
know?) get things done with computers, if you had the money, and that sort of scared her because he
was always talking about the cops and how he didn't have to worry about them.

Rydell nodded, automaticaly flipping through a couple more pictures of tattoos-lady there with these
pink carnations sort of followed her bikini-line--but really he was listening to something going around in

his own head. Like Hernandez was IntenSecure, the Morrisey was IntenSecure, Warbaby was
IntenSecure, Freddie said DatAmericaand IntenSecure were like the same thing- -Desire.. . "

Ryddl blinked. Skinny guy there with J.D. Shapely al mournful on hischest. But you'd be mournful,
too, you had chest hair growing out your eyes. "What?'

"Republic. Republic of Desire."

"What is?'

"Why Lowell saysthe copswon't ever bother him, but | told him hewasfull of shit.”
"Hackers" Ryddll sad.

"You haven't heard aword | said."

"No," Ryddl said, "no, that's not true. Desire. Republic of. Run that one by again, okay?'

Shetook the remote, blipped through a shaven head with a sun at the very top, planets orbiting down



to the top of the ears, a hand with a screaming mouth on the palm, feet covered with blue-green
creature-scaes. "'l said,” shesad, "Lowell bullshits about that, how he's connected up with this Republic
of Desire, how they can do anything they fed like with computers, so anybody messeswith himisgonna
getit.”

"No shit,” Rydell said. "Y ou ever seethese guys?’

"Y ou don't seethem,” she said, "not likelive. Y ou talk to them, on the phone. Or like with goggles,
and that's the wildest."

“Why?

"Causethey look like lobsters and shit. Or sometv star. Anything. But | don't know why I'm telling
you."

"Because I'll nod out otherwise, then how're we gonna decide if we're getting the creature-feet or the
crotch-carnations?’

"It'syour turn,” she said, and just sat there until he started talking.

Hetold her how he was from Knoxville and about getting into the Academy, about how held dways
watched Copsin Trouble and then when held been a cop and gotten in trouble, it had looked like he was
going to be on the show. How they'd brought him out to Los Angeles because they didn't want Adult
Survivors of Satanism stedling their momentum, but then the Pookey Bear murders had come along and
they'd sort of lost interest, and he'd had to get on with IntenSecure and drive Gunhead. He told her about
Sublett and living with Kevin Tarkovsky in the housein Mar Vista, and sort of skipped over the Republic
of Desre and the night held driven Gunhead into the Schonbrunns place in Benedict Canyon.

About how Hernandez had come over, just the other morning but it seemed like years, to tell him he
could come up here and drive for thisMr. Warbaby. Then she wanted to know what it wasthat skip
tracers did, so he explained what it was they were supposed to do, and what it was he figured they
probably did do, and she said they sounded like bad news.

When he was done, she just looked at him. "That'sit? That's how you got here and what you're
doing?'

"Yeah," hesad, "guessitis”

"Jesus,”" she said. Sort of shook her head. They both watched a couple of full body-suits blip past, one
of them al circuit-patterns, like they stenciled on old-fashiohed circuit-boards. ™Y ou got eyes," she sad,
and yawned inthe middle of it, "like two piss-holesin asnowbank.”

There was aknock at the door. It opened a crack, and somebody, not the man who jingled when he
walked, said: "Y ou having any luck picking adesign? Henry'sgone home..."

"Wl it'sjust S0 hard to decide,” Chevette Washington said, "there's so many of them and we want to
oet just the right one."

"That'sfine" said the voice, bored. ™Y ou just go right on looking." The door closed.

"Let me seethose glasses,” Rydell said.



Shereached over and got her jacket. Got out the case with the glasses, the phone. Handed him the
glasses. The case was made out of some dark stuff, thin as eggshell, rigid as sted. He opened it. The
glasseslooked exactly like Warbaby's. Big black frames, the lenses black now. They had afunny heft to
them, weighed more than you thought they would.

Chevette Washington had flipped open the phone's keypad.

"Hey," Rydd| said, touching her hand, "they'll have your number for sure. Y ou did out on that, or even
takeacdl, they'll bein herein about ten minutes."

"Won't have this number,” she said. "It's one of Codes's phones. | took it off the table when the lights
went out.”

"Thought you said you didn't just stedl things."

"Wdll," shesaid, "if Codes had it, it's stolen dready. Codes trades ‘em off peoplein the city, then
Lowell gets somebody to tumble 'em, change the numbers.” She tapped the pad, held the little phoneto
her ear. "Dead,” she said, shrugging.

"Here," Ryddl said, putting the glasses down on hislap and taking the phone. "Maybe it got wet, or
the battery's knocked loose. What's old Codes trade for these, anyway?' He ran his thumbnail around
the back of the phone, looking for the place whtre you could pry it open.

"Wdl," shesad, "suff.”

He popped thc case. Saw atightly rolled mini-Ziploc wedged in there beside tie battery. It had pushed
the contacts out of dignment. Hetook it out and unrolled it. " Stuff?*

"Uh-huh."

"Thistype of stuff."

"Uh-huh."

Helooked at her. "If thisis4-Thiobuscaline, it's a controlled substance.”

She looked at the bag of grayish powder, then at him. "But you aren't acop anymore.”

"Y ou don't do this stuff, do you?"

"No. Well, once or twice. Lowell did, sometimes.”

"Wdll, just don't do any around me, because I've seen what it does. Nice normal people do a couple
of hitsof this, they go snake-shit crazy." He tapped the bag. "Enough in thisto get haf a dozen people
fucked up like you wouldn't believe." He handed it to her and picked up the phone, trying to get the
battery back where it belonged.

"I'd bdieveit, shesaid. "l saw what it did to Lowdl. . ."

"Did tone," he said. "Who you want to cal?'



Thought ahoit it, then she took the phone and flipped it shut. "Guesstheeisn't anybody."

"That old man have aphone?’

"No," she sad, and her shoulders hunched. "I'm scared they killed him,too. "Cause of me. . ."

Rydel couldn't think of anything to say to that. He was too tired to flick the remote. Some guy'sarm
with afurled Confederate flag on it. Just like home. Helooked at her. She sure didn't look anywhere near
astired ashewas. That could just be being young, he thought. He sure hoped she wasn't on any ice or
dancer or anything. Maybe she wasin some kind of shock, still. Said this Sammy had been killed, two
others she was worried about. Evidently she/d known the guy plowed in Svobodov on that bicycle, but

shedidn't know yet that he'd been shot. Funny what you miss seeing in afight. Well, he didn't see any
reason to tell her, not right now.

"I'll try Fontaine," she said, opening the phone again.

"Who?'

"He does Skinner's dectricity and stuff.” She dialled a number, put the phoneto her ear.
His eyes closed and his head hit the back of the couch so hard it almost woke him up.

"Smellslike piss," Skinner said, accusingly, waking Y amazaki from adream in which he stood beside

J.D. Shapely on agreat dark plane, before ablack and endlesswall inscribed with the names of the
dead.

Y amazaki raised his head from the table. The room in darkness. Light through the church window.
"What are you doing here, Scooter?"

Y amazaki's buttocks and lower back ached. "The storm,” he said, till haf in hisdream.

"What sorm? Wheresthe girl?"

"Gone," Yamazaki said. "Don't you remember? Loveless?!

"What are you talking about?' Skinner struggled up on one elbow, kicking off the blankets and the
deeping-bag back, his gray-stubbled face twisted with disgust. "Need a bath. Dry clothes."

"Loveless. He found mein abar. He made me bring him here. | think he must have followed me,
earlier, when | left you-"

"Sure. Shut up, Scooter, okay?"

Y amazaki closed his mouth.

"Now we need abunch of water. Hot. First for coffee, then some so | can wash off. Y ou know how
to work a Coleman stove?"

"A what?'



"Green thing over there, red tank on the front. Y ou go jiggle that tank off, I'll tell you how to pump it
up.”

27. After the storm

Y amazaki stood up, wincing at the pain in his back, and stumbled toward the green-painted metal box
Skinner was pointing at.

"Gone off fucking that no-ass greaseba | boyfriend of hers again. Useless, Scooter.. .

He stood on Skinner's roof, pantlegs flapping in abreeze that gave no hint of last night's storm, looking
out a the city washed in astrange iron light, shreds of his dream il circling dimly ... Shapely had spoken
to him, hisvoice the voice of the young Elvis Predey. He said that he had forgiven hiskillers.

Y amazaki stared at Transamerica's upright thorn, bandaged with the brace they'd applied after the
Little Grande, haf-hearing the dreamed voice. They just didn't know any better, Scooter.

Skinner cursing, below, as he sponged himself with water Y amazaki had warmed on the Coleman
gove.

Y amazaki thought of histhesis advisor in Osaka

"l don't care," Yamasaki said, in English, San Francisco hiswitness.

The whole city was a Thomasson. Perhgps Americaitself was a Thomasson.
How could they understand thisin Osaka, in Tokyo?

"Yo! On theroof!" someone called.

Y amazaki turned, saw athin black man atop the tangle of girdersthat braced the upper end of
Skinner'slift. He wore a thick tweed overcoat and a crocheted cap.

"Y ou okay up there? How 'bout Skinner?"'

Y amazaki hesitated, remembering Loveless. If Skinner or the girl had enemies, how could he
recognizethem?

"Name's Fontaine," the man said. "Chevette called me, told meto get over here and seeif Skinner got
through the blow al right. | take care of thewiring tip here, make sure hislift'srunning and al."

"He's bathing now," Y amazaki said. "In the storm, he became.. . confused. He doesn't seem to
remember.”

"Have some power for you in about another half an hour,” the man said. "Wish | could say the same
for over my end. Lost four transformers. Got us five dead bodies, twenty injured that | know of. Skinner



got coffeeon?”
"Yes" Yamazaki sad.
"Do with a cup about now."

"Yes, please" Yamazaki said, and bowed. The black man smiled. Y amazaki scrambled down through
the hatch. " Skinner-san! A man named Fontaine, heisyour friend?’

Skinner was struggling into yellowed therma underwear. "Usdess bastard. Still don't have any
power..."

Y amazaki unlatched the hatch in the floor and hauled it open. Fontaine eventuadly appeared at the
bottom of the ladder, a battered canvas tool-bag in either hand. Putting one down and dinging the other
over hisshoulder, he began to climb.

Y amazaki poured the remaining coffee into the cleanest cup.

"Fuel-cell's buggered,” Skinner said, as Fontaine pushed his bag ahead of him, through the opening.
Skinner was layered now in at least three threadbare flannd shirts, their tails pushed unevenly into the
waistband of an ancient pair of woolen Army trousers.

"Wereworking onit, boss," Fontaine said, standing up and smoothing his overcoat. "Had usabig old
gorm here.”

"What Scooter says," Skinner said.

"Well, he's not shittin' you, Skinner. Thanks." Fontaine accepted the steaming cup of black coffee and
blew onit. Helooked at Y amazaki. "Chevette said she might not get back here for awhile. Know
anything about that?'

Y amazaki looked at Skinner.

"Usdess" Skinner said. "Gone off with that shithead again.”

"Didn't say anything about that," Fontaine said. "Didn't say much at dl. But if she'snot going to be
around, you're going to need somebody take care of thingsfor you."

"Take care of mysdf,” Skinner said.

"I know that, boss," Fontaine assured, "but we got a couple of fried servosin your lift down there.
Take afew days get that going for you, the kind of backlog werelooking at. Need you somebody go up
and down the rungs. Bring you food and dl."

"Scooter can do it," Skinner said.

Y amazaki blinked.

"That right?" Fontaine raised his eyebrows at Y amazaki. "Y ou stay up here and take care of Mr.
inner?'



Y amazaki thought of his borrowed flat in thetall Victorian house, its black marble bathroom larger
than hisbachelor apartment in Osaka. He looked from Fontaine to Skinner, then back. "1 would be
honored, to stay with Skinner-san, if hewishes."

"Dowhat you like," Skinner said, and began laborioudy stripping the sheets from his mattress.

"Chevette told me you might be up here,” Fontaine said. "Somekind of university guy ..." He put his
cup down on the table, bent to swing histool-bag up besideit. " Said maybe you people worried about
uninvited guests.” He undid the bag's two buckles and opened it. Tools gleamed there, rolls of insulated
wire. Hetook out something wrapped in an oily rag, looked to see that Skinner wasn't observing him,
and tucked the thing behind the glassjars on the shelf above the table.

"We can pretty much make sure nobody you don't know will get up here for the next couple days," he
said to Yamazaki, lowering hisvoice. "But that'sa.38 Specia, six rounds of hollow-point. Y ou useit, do
me abig favor and tossit off the Side, okay? It's of, uh," Fontaine grinned, "dubious provenance.”

Y amazaki thought of Loveless. Swallowed. ™Y ou gonna be okay up here?' Fontaine asked. "Yes,"
Y amazaki sad, "yes, thank you."

28. Rv

It was ten-thirty before they finally had to hit the street, and then only because Laurie, who Chevette
knew from that first day she'd ever comein here, said that the manager, Benny Singh, was going to be
showing up and they couldn't stay in there anymore, particularly not with her friend adeep like that, like
he was passed out or something. Chevette said she understood, and thanked her.

"You see Sammy Sd," Lauriesad, "you say hi for me."

Chevette nodded, sad, and started shaking the guy's shoulder. He grunted and tried to brush her hand
away. "Wake up. We gottago.”

She couldn't believe shedd told him al that stuff, but sheld just had to tell somebody or shed go crazy.
Not that telling it had made it make any more sensethan it did before, and with thisRyddl'sside of it
added on, it sort of made even less. The news that somebody had gone and murdered the asshole just
didn't seemred, but if it was, she supposed, she wasin degper shit than ever.

"Wake up!"

"Jesus.. ." He sat up, knuckling hiseyes.

"We gottago. Manager'll bein soon. My friend let you deep awhile.”

"Go where?"

Chevette had been thinking about that. "Cole, over by the Panhandle, there's places rent rooms by the
hour."



"Hotds?'
"Not exactly,” she said. "For people just need the bed for alittle while."

He dug behind the couch for hisjacket. "Look at that," he said, sticking hisfingersinto theripinthe
shoulder. "Brand new lagt night.”

Neighborhoods that mainly operated at night had away of looking alot worse in the morning. Even
the beggars|ooked worse off thistime of day, like that guy there with those sores, the onetrying to sl
half a can of spaghetti sauce. She stepped around him. Another block or two and they'd gart to hit the
early crowd of day-trippers headed for Skywalker Park; more cover in the crowd but more cops, too.
Shetried to remember if Skywalker's rentacops were IntenSecure, that company Rydel| talked abot.

She wondered if Fontaine had gone to Skinner's like he'd said he would. She hadn't wanted to say too
much over the phone, so at first shed just said she was going away for awhile, and would Fontaine go
over and see how Skinner was doing, and maybe this Japanese student guy who'd been hanging around
lately. But Fontaine could tell she sounded worried, so held sort of pushed her about it, and sheld told
him she was worried about Skinner, how maybe there were some people gonna go up there and hasse
him.

"Y ou don't mean bridge people," held said, and she'd said rio, she didn't, but that was all she could say
about it. The linewent quiet for afew seconds and she could hear one of Fontaingskids singing in the
background, one of those African songs with the weird throat-clicks. "Okay," Fontainefinaly said, "I'll
look into that for you." And Chevette said thanks, fast, and clicked off. Fontaine did alot of favorsfor
Skinner. Hed never talked to Chevette about it, but he seemed to have known Skinner dl hislife, or
anyway aslong as he'd been on the bridge. There were alot of people like that, and Chevette knew
Fontaine could fix it so people would watch the tower there, and the lift. Watch for strangers. People did
that for each other, on the bridge, and Fontaine was always owed alot of favors, because he was one of
the main dectricity men.

Now they were walking past this bagel place had a sort of iron cage outside, welded out of junk,
whereyou could st in there at little tables and have coffee and eat bagels, and the smell of the morning's
baking about made her faint from hunger. She was thinking maybe they'd better go in thereand get a
dozen in abag, maybe some cream cheese, take it with them, when Rydd| put his hand on her shoulder.

She turned her head and saw this big shiny white RV had just turned onto Haight in front of them,
headed their way. Like you'd seerich old people driving back in Oregon, whole convoys of them, pulling
boats on trailers, little jegps, motorcycles hanging off the backs like lifeboats. They'd stop for the night in
these special camps had razor-wire around them, dogs, NO TRESSPASSING signsthat redly meant
it.

Rydell was staring at thisRV like he couldn't believeit, and now it was pulling up right beside them,
thisgray-haired old lady powering down the window and leaning out the driver's Sde, saying 'Y oung
man! Excuse me, but I'm Danica Elliott and | believe we met yesterday on the plane from Burbank.”

DanicaElliott wasthisretired lady from Altadena, that was down in SoCal, and she'd flown up to San
Francisco, she said on the same plane as Rydell, to get her husbhand moved to adifferent cryogenic
facility. Wdll, not her husband, exactly, but his brain, which he'd had frozen when he died.

Chevette had heard about people doing that, but she hadn't ever understood why they did it, and
evidently DanicaElliott didn't understand it either. But sheld come up here to throw good money after



bad, she said, and get her husband David's brain moved to this more expensive place that would keep it
oniceinitsOwn private little tank, and not just tumbling around in abig tank with ahunch of other
peopl€'s frozen brains, which was where it had been before. She seemed like aredly nicelady to
Chevette, but she sure could go on about this stuff, so that after awhile Rydell was just driving and
nodding his head like he was listening, and Chevette, who was navigating, was mostly paying atention to
the map-display on the RV's dash, plus keeping alookout for police cars.

Mrs. Elliott had taken care of getting her hushand's brain relocated the night before, and she said it had
made her kind of emotional, so she'd decided to rent thisRV and drive it back to Altadena, just take her
time and enjoy the trip. Trouble was, she didn't know San Francisco, and sheld picked it up that morning
at thisrental place on sixth and gotten lost looking for afreeway. Wound up driving around in the Haight,
which she said did not look at dl like a safe neighborhood but was certainly very interesting.

Theloose handcuff kept falling out of the deeve of Skinner'sjacket, but Mrs. Elliott was too busy
talking to notice. Rydell was driving, Chevette was in the middle, and Mrs. Elliot was on the passenger
sde. The RV was Japanese, and had these three power-adjustable buckets up front, with headrests with

peskershuiltin.

Mrs. Elliot had told Ryddll she waslost and did he know the city and could he drive her to where she
could get on the highway to Los Angeles? Rydell had sort of gawked at her for a minute, then shook
himself and said he'd be glad to, and thiswas his friend Chevette, who knew the city, and he was Berry

Rydd!.

Mrs. Elliot said Chevette was a pretty name.

So here they were, headed out of San Francisco, and Chevette had a pretty good ideathat Rydel was
going to try to talk Mrs. Elliott into |etting them go along with her. That was al she could think of to do,
hersdf, and here they were off the street and headed away from the guy who'd shot Sammy and from
that Warbaby and those Russian cops, which seemed like agood ideato her, and aside from her
somach feding likeit was starting to et itself, shefet alittle better.

Rydel| drove past an In-and-Out Burger place and she remembered how this boy she knew called
Franklin, up in Oregon, had taken a pellet-gun over to an In-and-Out and shot out the B and the R, so it
just sad IN-AND-OUT URGE. Shed told Lowel about that, but he hadn't thought it was funny. Now
she thought about how sheld told Rydell stuff about Lowell that Lowell would go baligticif he ever found
out about, and here Rydell was the next thing to acop. But it bothered her how Lowell had been, the
night before. There hewas, dl cool and heavy with his connections and everything, and shetellshim she's
in trouble and somebody's just shot Sammy Sd and they're gonna be after her for sure, and him and
Codes judt it there, giving each other these looks, like they like this story |ess by the minute, and then the
big motherfucker cop in the raincoat walksin and they're about to shit themselves.

Served her right. She hadn't had asingle friend liked Lowel much, and Skinner had hated him on sight.
Said Lowdl had hishead so far up hisass, he might aswell just climb in after it and disgppear. But she
just hadn't ever really had a boyfriend before, not like that, and he'd been so niceto her at firdt. If he just
hadn't started in doing that dancer, because that brought the asshole out in him redl fast, and then Codes,
who hadn't ever liked her, could get him going about how she was just acountry girl. Fuck that.

"You know," shesaid, "l don't get something to eat soon, | think I'll die."

And Mrs. Elliott started making afuss about how Ryddl should stop immediately and get something
for Chevette, and how sorry she was she hadn't thought to ask if they'd had breskfast.



"Wdl," Ryddl sad, frowning mto the rear-view, "I redly would like to missthe, uh, lunch-hour traffic
here. .

"Oh," Mrs. Elliott said. Then she brightened. "Chevette, dear, if you'll just go in the back, you'l find a
fridge there. I'm sure the renta people have put a snack basket in there. They almost always do.”

Sounded fine to Chevette. She undid her harness and edged back between her seat and Mrs. Elliott's.
Therewas alittle door there and when she went through it the lights came on. "Hey," shesaid, "it'sa
wholelittle house back here..."

"Enjoy!" said Mrs. Elliott.

Thelight stayed on when she closed the door behind her. She hadn't ever seen theinsde of one of
these things before, and the first thing she thought of wasthat it had nearly as much space as Skinner's
room, plusit was about ten times more comfortable. Everything was gray, gray carpet and gray plastic
and gray imitation leather. And the fridge turned out to be this cutelittle thing built into a counter, with this
basket in there, wrapped up in plastic with aribbon on it. She got the plastic off and there was some
wine, little cheeses, an apple, apear, crackers, and a couple of chocolate bars. There was Coke in the
fridge, too, and bottled water. She sat on the bed and ate a cheese, abunch of crackers, a chocolate bar
that was made in France, and drank a bottle of water. Then shetried out the tv, which had twenty-three
channds on downlink.

When she was done, she put the empty bottle and the torn paper and stuff in alittle wastebasket built
into thewall, cut the tv off, took off her shoes, and lay back on the bed.

It was strange, to stretch out on abed in alittle room that was moving, she didn't know where, and
she wondered where she'd be tomorrow.

Just before she fell adeep, she remembered that she still had Codes' hag of dancer stuck down in her
pants. Sheld better get rid of that. She figured there was enough thereto go tojail for.

She thought about how it made you fedl, and how weird it was that people spent al that money to fed
that way.

She surewished Lowe| hadn't liked to fed that way.

She woke up when he lay down beside her, the RV moving but she knew it must've stopped before.
Thelightswere off.

"Who'sdriving?' shesaid.

"Mrs. Armbruster.”

"Who?'

"Mrs. Elliott. Mrs. Armbruster was thisteacher | had, looked like her."
"Wheré€'s she driving to?'

"Los Angeles. Told her I'd take over when she got tired. Told her not to bother waking us up when



she goesthrough at the ateline. Lady likethat, if shetdls'em she's not carrying any agricultura
products, they'll probably let her through without checking back here."

"What if they do?'

He was close enough to her on the narrow bed that she could fed it when he shrugged.
"Rydd|?"

"Huh?'

"How come there's Russian cops?”

"How do you mean?"

"Y ou watch on tv, like acop show, about half the big cops are lways Russian. Or those guys back
there on the bridge. How come Russan?”'

"Well," he said, "they kind of exaggerate that on tv, "cause of the Organizatsyathing, how peoplelike
to see shows about that. But thetruth is, you get a Situation where there's Russians running most of your
mob action, you'll want to get you some Russian cops.. ." She heard him yawn. Felt him stretch.

"Arethey dl like those two cameto Dissdents?!
"No," he said. "There's always some crooked cops, but that's just theway it is. .
"What'll we do, when we get to Los Angeles?’

But he didn't answer, and after awhile he started to snore. Rydell opened his eyes. VVehicle not
moving.

Heheld his Timex up in front of hisface and used the did-light. 3:15 PM. Chevette Washington was
curled up beside himin her biker jacket. Felt like deeping next to a piece of old luggage.

Herolled over until he could find the shade over the window beside him and raiseit alittle. Asdark
out thereasit wasin here.

He'd been dreaming about Mrs. Armbruster's class, fifth grade at Oliver North Elementary. They were
about to be let Dut because LearningNet said there was too much Kansas City flu around to keep the
kidsin Virginiaand Tennessee in school that week. They were al wearing these molded white paper
masks the nurses had | eft on their seats that morning. Mrs. Armbruster had just explained the meaning of
the word pandemic. Poppy Markoff, who sat next to him and already bad tits out to here, had told Mrs.
Armbruster that her daddy said the KC flu could kill you in the time it took to walk out to the bus. Mrs.
Armbruster, wearing her own mask, the micropore kind from the drugstore, started in about the word
panic, tying that into pandemic becauise of the root, but that was where Rydell woke up.

He sat up on the bed. He had a headache and the start of a cold. Kansas City flu. Maybe Mokola
fever.

"Don't panic," he said, under hisbregath.



29. Dead mall

But he sort of had thisfedling.

He got up and felt hisway to the front. A little bit of light there, coming from under the door. He found
the handle. Eased it open acrack.

"Hey there." Gold at the edges of asmile. Square little automatic pointing at Ryddl's eye. HEd swung
the passenger-side bucket around and tilted it back. Had his boots up on the middle seat. Had the
dome-light turned down low.

"WherésMrs. Elliott?"

"Mrs. Elliott isgone."

Rydell opened the door the rest of the way. " She work for you?"

"No," the man said. " She's IntenSecure.”

"They put her on that plane to keep track of me?"

The man shrugged. Rydd | noticed that the gun didn't move a al when he did that. He was wearing
surgica gloves, and that same long coat held had on when held gotten out of the Russians car, likean
Austraian duster made out of black micropore.

"How'd she know to pick us up by that tattoo parlor?"

"Warbaby had to be good for something. He had a couple of people on you for backup.”

"Didn't see anybody," Rydd|l sad.

"Weren't supposed to."

"Tdl me something,” Ryddll said. "Y ou the one did that Blix guy, up in the hotd ?*

The man looked at him over the barrel of the gun. That smal abore, ordinarily, wouldn't mean much
damage, so Rydell figured the ammunition would be doctored someway. "I don't seewhat it'sgot to do
withyou," he sad.

Rydell thought about it. "1 saw apicture of it. You just don't look that crazy."
"It'smy job," he said.

Uh-huh, Rydell thought, just like running afrench-fry computer. Therewas afridge and sink Ofl the
right side of the door, so he knew he couldn't move that way. If he went |eft, hefigured the guy'd just
gtitch through the bulkhead, probably get the girl, too.



"Don't even think about it."

"About what?"

"The hero thing. The cop shit." Hetook hisfeet off the center bucket. "Just do this. Sowly. Very. Get
into the driver's seat and put your hands on the wheel. Nine o'clock and two o'clock. Keep them there. If
you don't keep them there, I'll shoot you behind your right ear. But you won't hear it." He had thiskind of
dow, even tone, reminded Rydell of avet talking to ahorse.

Ryddl did like he wastold. He couldn't see anything outside. Just dark, and the reflections from the
dome light. "Where arewe?" he asked.

"You like mdls, Rydell?Y ou got malsback in Knoxville?' Rydell looked a him sdeways.
"Eyesfront, please.”

"Y eah, we got mdls.”

"Thisonedidn't do sowell."

Rydel squeezed the foam padding on the whed!.

"Relax."

Rydel heard him give the bulkhead akick with the hedl of one boot. "Miss Washington! Rise and
shine, Miss Washington! Do usthe favor of your presence.”

Rydell heard the double thump as she Sartled from deep, tried to jump up, hit her head, fell off the
bed. Then he saw her white face reflected in the windshield, there in the doorway. Saw her see the man,
the gun.

Not the screaming kind. "Y ou shot Sammy Sdl," she said.

"Y ou tried to eectrocute me," the man said, like he could afford to see the humor in it now. "Come out
here, turn around, and straddle the centra console. Very dowly. That'sright. Now lean forward and

brace your hands on the seat."

She wound up next to Rydell, her legs on either side of the instrument console, facing backward. Like
shewas riding some cafe-racer.

Gave him about atwo-inch difference of arc between shooting either one of them in the head.

"] want you to take your jacket off," he said to her, "so you'll have to take your hands off the seat to
do that. Seeif you can manage to keep at least one hand on the seet at al times. Take plenty of time.”

When sheld gotten it to where she could shrug it off her left shoulder, it fell over againgt the man'slegs.
"Arethere any hypodermic needlesin here,” he said, "any blades, dangerous objects of any kind?"

"No," shesad.



"How about electrical charges? Y ou don't have agrest record for that.”

"Just the asshol€'s glasses and a phone.”

"See, Ryddll," he said, "the asshole." How hell be remembered. Nameless. Another nameless asshole

" He was going through the jacket's pockets with hisfree hand. Came up with the case and the phone
and put them on the RV's deep, padded dash-panel. Rydell had his head turned now and was watching
him, even though he'd been told not to. He watched the gloved hand open the case by fed, take out the

black glasses. That was the only time those eyes left him, to check those glasses, and that took about a
second.

"That'sthem,” Ryddll said. "Y ou got ‘em now."
The hand put them back in their case, closed it. "Yes"
"Now what?'

The smilewent away. When it did, it looked like he didn't have any lips. Then it came back, wider and
Steeper.

"Y ou think you could get me a Coke out of the fridge? All the windows, the door back there, are
Seded.”

"Y ou want aCoke?' Like shedidn't believe him. "Y ou're gonna shoot mc. When | get up.”
"No," he said, "not necessarily. Because | want aCoke. My throat'salittle dry.”
Sheturned her head to look at Rydell, eyes big with fear.

"Get him his Coke," Ryddl| said.

She got off the console and edged through, into the back, there, but just by the door, where the fridge
was.

"Look out thefront,” he reminded Ryddll. Ryddl saw the fridge-light come on, reflected there, caught
aglimpse of her squatting down.

"D-diet or regular?’ she said.

"Didt," hesad, "please.”

"Classc or decaf?!

"Classc." He madealittle sound that Rydell thought might be alaugh.
"Thereésno glasses.”

He made the sound again. "Can."

"K-kindamessy," she said, "m-my hand's shakin-" Rydell looked sideways, saw him take the red can,
some brown coladripping off the sde. "Thank you. Y ou can take your pants off now."



"What?'

"Those black ones you're wearing. Just pedl them down, dow. But | like the socks. Say well keep the
socks."

Rydel caught the expression on her face, reflected in the black windshield, then saw how it went sort
of blank. She bent, working the tight pants down.

"Now get back on the console. That's right. Just like you were. Let melook at you. Y ou want to look
too, Rydd|?'

Rydél turned, saw her squatting there, her bare legs smooth and muscular, dead white in the glow of
the dome-light. The man took along swallow of Coke, watching Rydel around the rim. He put the can
down on the dash-panel and wiped his mouth with the back of his gloved hand. "Not bad, huh, Ryde|?"
with anod toward Chevette Washington. "Some potentia there, I'd say.”

Rydel looked a him.

"Isthis bothering you, Rydd1?"

Rydell didn't answer.

The man made the sound that might've been alaugh. Drank some Coke. "Y ou think | enjoyed having
to messthat shitbag up theway | did, RyddI?"

"l don't know."

"But you think | did. I know you think | enjoyed it. And | did, | did enjoy it. But you know what the
differenceis?’

"The difference?'

"| didn't have ahard on when | did it. That'sthe difference.”

"Did you know him?"

"What?'

"I mean likewasit persond, why you did that?'

"Oh, | guessyou could say | knew him. | knew him. | knew him like you shouldn't have to know
anyone, Ryddl. | knew everything he did. I'd go to deep, nights, listening to the sound of him breething. It
got 0 | could judge how many he'd had, just by his breathing.”

"Hed had?'

"He drank. Serbian. Y ou were a policeman, weren't you?"

"Yeah."



"Ever have to watch anybody, Rydel|?'

"l never got that far.”

"It'safunny thing, watching someone. Traveling with them. They don't know you. They don't know
you're there. Oh, they guess. They assume you're there. But they don't know who you are. Sometimes
you catch them looking at someone, in the lobby of the hotdl, say, and you know they think it'syou, the
onewho'swatching. But it never is. And as you watch them, Rydell, over aperiod of months, you start
tolovethem.”

Rydel saw ashiver go through Chevette Washington's tensed white thigh.

"But then, after afew more months, twenty flights, two dozen hotels, well, it startsto turnitself around

"You don't love them?"

"No. Youdon't. You gtart to wait for them to fuck up, Ryddll. Y ou start to wait for them to betray the
trust. Because acourier'strust isaterrible thing. A terrible thing.”

"Courier?'

"Look at her, Ryddl. She knows. Evenif she'sjust riding confidential papers around San Francisco,
she'sacourier. She'sentrusted, Rydell. The data becomes aphysica thing. She carriesit. Don't you
carry it, baby?'

Shewas Htill as some sphinx, white fingers deep in the gray fabric of the center bucket.

"That'swhat | do, Ryddll. | watch them carry it. | watch them. Sometimes peopletry to takeit from
them.” He finished the Coke. "1 kill those people. Actudly that's the best part of the job. Ever beento
San Jose, Ryddl?"

"CogtaRica?'

"That'sright.”

"Never have."

"People know how to live, there."

"Y ou work for those data havens,” Ryddll said.

"l didn't say that. Somebody else must've said that.”

"Sodid he" Rydell said. "He was carrying those glasses to somebody, up from CostaRica, and she
took 'em.”

"And | wasglad shedid. So glad. | wasin theroom next to his. | let mysdlf in through the connecting
door. | introduced myself. He met Loveless. Firgt time. Last time." The gun never wavered, but he began
to scratch his head with his hand in the surgical glove. Scratch it like he had fleas or something.



"Loveess?'

"My nom. Nom dething." Then along rattle of what Rydell took to he Spanish, hut he only caught
nombre de something. "Think she'stight, RyddI?1 likeit tight, mysdf.”

"You American?’'

His head sort of whipped sideways, alittle, when Rydell said that, and his eyes unfocused for a
second, but then they came back, clear asthe chromed rim around the muzzle of hisgun. ™Y ou know
who gtarted the havens, Rydd 7!

"Cartds" Ryddl sad, "the Colombians.”

"That'sright. They brought the first expert syssemsinto Central America, nineteen-eighties, to
coordinate their shipping. Somebody had to go down there and ingtall those systems. War on drugs,
Rydél. Lot of Americanson either Sde, down there.”

"Wdl," Ryddl said, "now we just make our own drugs up here, don't we?"'

"But they've got the havens, down there. They don't even need that drug business. They've got what
Switzerland used to have. They've got the one place in the world to keep what people can't afford to
keep anywheredse"

"Y ou look alittle young to have helped put that together.”

"My father. Y ou know your father, Rydd|?’

"Sure." Sort of, anyway.

"l never did. | had to have alot of therapy, over that.”

Sure glad it worked, Rydell thought. "Warbaby, he work for the havens?'

A swest had broken out on the man's forehead. Now he wiped it with the back of the hand that held
the gun, but Ryddll saw the gun click back into position like it was held by amagnet.

"Turn on the headlights, Ryddll. It's okay. Left hand off the whed."

llWl,]y?l

"Causeyou're dead if you don't."

"Wdl, why?'

"Just doit, okay?" Sweet running into hiseyes.

Rydell took his|eft hand off the whed, clicked the lights, double-clicked them to high beams. Two
cones of light hit into awall of dead shops, dead sSigns, dust on plastic. The onein front of the left beam
sad THE GAP.

"Why'd anybody ever cdl astore that?' Rydell said.



"Trying to fuck with my head, Rydd|?"
"No," Ryddl said, "it'sjust aweird name. Like ad those places|ook like gaps, now. . ."

"Warbaby's just hired help, Rydell. IntenSecure brings him in when things get too doppy. And they do,
they aways do."

They were parked in asort of plaza, inamall, the stores al boarded or their windows whitewashed.
Either underground or ese it was roofed over. " So she stole the glasses out of ahotdl had IntenSecure
security, they brought in Warbaby?' Rydell looked at Chevette Washington. She looked like one of
those chrome things on the nose of an antique car, except she was getting goosebumps down her thigh.
Not exactly warm in here, which made Rydd| think it might be underground after all.

"Know what, Rydd|?"

"What?'

"Y ou don't know shit about shit. Asmuch as| tell you, you'll never understand the Situation. It'sjust
too !ig for someone like you to understand. Y ou don't know how to think in those terms. IntenSecure
bel ongsto the company that owns the information in those glasses.”

"Singapore," Rydell said. " Singapore own DatAmerica, too?"

"You cant proveit, Ryddl. Neither could Congress.”

"L ook at those rats over there. . ."

"Fucking with my heed..."

Rydell watched the last of the three rats vanish ilto the place that had been called The Gap. In through
alocse vent or something. A gap. "Nope. Saw 'em.”

"Hasit occurred to you that you wouldn't be heie right now if Lucius fucking Warhahy hadn't taken up
rollerblading last month?'

"How's that?"

"He wrecked his knee. Warbaby wrecks his knee, can't drive, you wind up here. Think about it. What
doesthat tell you about late-stage capitaism?'

"Tdl me about what?'
"Dont they teach you anything in that police academy?'
"Sure" Ryddl said, "lots of stuff.” Thinking: how to talk to crazy fuckers when you're being held

hostage, except he was having a hard time remembering what they'd said. Keep 'em talking and don't
argue too much, something like that. "How come the stuff in those glasses has everybody'stall in atwig,

anyway?'

"They're going to rebuild San Francisco. From the ground up, basicaly. Like they're doing to Tokyo.



They'll gart by layering agrid of seventeen complexesinto the existing infrastructure. Eighty-story
officelresdentid, retail/resdence in the base. Completely self-sufficient. Variable-pitch parabolic
reflectors, steam-generators. New buildings, man; they'll est their own sewage.”

"Wholl eat sewage?'

"The buildings. They're going to grow them, Rydell. Like they're doing now in Tokyo. Like the maglev
tunnd."

"Sunflower," Chevette Washington said, then looked like she regretted it.

"Somebody's been look-ing . . ." Gold teeth flashing.

"Uh, hey ..." Go for that talking-to-the-armed-insane mode.

IIY$?I

"So what's the problem? They wannado that, let 'em.”

"The problem," this Loveless said, starting to unbutton his shirt, "isthat acity like San Francisco has
about as much sense of where it wantsto go, of where it should go, asyou do. Whichisto say, very
little. There are people, millions of them, who would object to the fact that this sort of plan even exists.
Then therésthe business of red edtete. . ."

"Redl estate?’

"Know the three most important considerationsin any purchase of real estate, Rydell?' Lovelesss
chet, hairlessand artificidly pigmented, was gleaming with swest.

"Threg?"
"Location," Lovdesssaid, "location, and location."
"l don't get it."

"Y ou never will. But the people who know where to buy, the people who've seen where the footprints
of thetowersfal, they will, Ryddl. They'll getitdl."

Ryddl thought about it. "Y ou looked, huh?'

Loveless nodded. "In Mexico City. Heleft them in hisroom. He was never, ever supposed to do
thet."

"But you weren't supposed to look either?' It just dipped ouit.

Lovelesss skin was running with swest now, in spite of the cool. It waslike hiswhole lymbic system
or whatever had just let loose. Kept blinking and wiping it back from hiseyes. "I've done my job. Did my
job. Jobs. Y ears. My father, too. Y ou haven't seen how they live, down there. The compounds. People
up here have no ideawhat money can do, Rydell. They don't know what real money is. They livelike
gods, in the compounds. Some of them are over ahundred yearsold, Ryddl ..." There were flecks of
white stuff at the corners of Loveless smile, and Rydell was back in Turvey's girlfriend's gpartment,



looking into Turvey'seyes, and it just clicked, what she'd done.

Dumped that whole bag of dancer into the Coke sheld brought him. She hadn't been able to pour it dl
in, S0 she'd doshed the Coke out onto the top of the can to wash it down, mix it around.

He had his shirt undone dl the way now, the dark fabric darker with swest, and his face was turning
red.

"Loveless" Rydell sarted, no ideawhat he was about to say, hut Loveless screamed then, ahigh thin
inhuman sound like arabbit with itsleg caught in awire, and started pounding the butt of hispistol into
the tight crotch of hisjeanslike there was something terrible fastened on him there, something he had to
kill. Each time the gun came down, it fired, blowing holesin the carpeted floorboard the size of five-dollar
pieces.

Chevette Washington came off that console like she was on rubber bands, right over the top of the
center bucket and into the cabin in back.

Lovdessfroze, quivering, like every aiom in him had locked down dl a once, spinning in sometight
emergency orbit. Then he smiled, like maybe held killed the thing that was after his crotch, screamed
again, and garted firing out through the windshield. All Rydell could remember was some ingtructor telling
them that an overdose of dancer made too much PCP ook like putting aspirinin a Coke. In a Coke.

And Chevette Washington, she was going just about that crazy herself, by the sound of it, trying to
beat her way out the back of the RV.

"Hundred years old, those fuckers," Loveless said, and sort of sobbed, g ecting the empty magazine
and snapping afresh onein, "and they're still getting it. .."

"Out there," Rydell said. "By The Gap-"

"Who?'

"Svobodov," Ryddl said, guessing that might do it.

The bullets came out of thelittle gun like the rubber cubes out of a chunker. By thethird one, Ryddll
had reached over, deactivated the door-lock, and just sort of fallen out. Landed on his back on some
cans and what felt like foam cups. Rolled. Kept ralling 'til he hit something.

Those little bullets blowing big holesin the whitewashed glass of the dead stores. A whole section fell
away with acrash.

He could hear Chevette Washington pounding on the back door of the RV and he wished he could get
her to stop.

"Hey! Loveless”
The shooting stopped.
"Svohodov's down, man!*"

Chevette till pounding. Jesus.



"He needs an ambulance!"

On his hands and knees, up against some low tiled fountain smelled of chlorine and dust, he saw
Loveess scramble down from the driver's Side, hisface and chest dick and shining. The man had been
trained so deeply, it occurred to Ryddll, that it even cut through whatever the dancer was doing to him.
Because he gtill moved the way they taught you to movein FATSS, the pistol out in both hands, the
half-crouch, the smooth swings through potentiad arcs of fire.

And Chevette, she was till trying to kick her way out through the hexcel or whatever the back of the
RV was made of. Then Loveless put a couple of bulletsinto it and she dl of a sudden stopped.

At four o'clock Yamazaki descended the rungs held climbed with Loveless, in the dark, the night
before.

Fontaine had gone, twenty minutes before the power returned, taking with him, against Skinner's
protests, an enormous bundle of washing. Skinner had spent the day sorting and re-sorting the contents
of the green toalkit, the one held overturned in hisbid for the bolt-cutters.

Y amazaki had watched the old man's hands as they touched each tool in turn, imagining he saw some
momentary strength or purpose flow into them there, or perhaps only memories of tasks undertaken,
abandoned, completed. "Y ou can dways sdll tools,” Skinner had mused, perhapsto Y amazaki, perhaps
to himsdlf. " Somebody'll dways buy ‘em. But then you dways need ‘em again, exactly the one you sold.”
Y amazaki didn't know the English words for most of the tools there, and many were completely
unfamiliar. " T-reamer,” Skinner said, holding up hisfist, arust-brown, machined spike of stedl protruding
menacingly between his second and third fingers. "Now that's about as handy athing as you can have,
Scooter, but most people never seen one.™

"Its purpose, Skinner-san?"

"Makes around hole bigger. Keepsit round, too, you useit right. Sheet-metal, mostly, but it'll do
pladtic, synthetics. Anything thin, fairly rigid. Short of glass”

"Y ou have many tools, Skinner-san.”

"Never learned how to redly use'em, though.”

30. Carnival of souls

"But you built thisroom?"
"You ever watch ared carpenter work, Scooter?”

"Once, yes," Yamazaki said, remembering ademondtration at afestival, the black bladesflying, the
smdll of cut cedar. He remembered the look of the lumber, creamy and flawless. A tea-house was being
erected, to stand for the duration of the festival. "Wood is very scarcein Tokyo, Skinner-san. Y ou would
not seeit thrown away, not even small scraps.”



"Not that easy to come by here," Skinner said, rubbing the ball of histhumb with the edge of achisdl.
Did he mean in America, San Francisco, on the bridge? 'We used to burn our scrap, before we got the
power in. City didn't likethat a all. Bad for the air, Scooter. Don't do that as much, now."

"Thisisby consensus?’

"Just common sense ..." Skinner put the chisel into agreasy canvas case and tucked it carefully away
in the green box.

A procession was making its way toward San Francisco, along the upper deck, and Y amazaki
ingtantly regretted having left his notebook in Skinner's room. Thiswasthefirst evidence he had seen
here of public ritud.

In the narrow, enclosed space, it wasimpossible to view the procession as anything other than a
succession of participants, in their ones and twos, but it was a procession nonetheless, and clearly
funered, perhaps memorid, inits purpose. First came children, seven by his hasty count, one behind the
other, in ragged, ash-dusted clothing. Each child wore a mask of painted plaster, clearly intended to
represent Shapely. But there was nothing funereal in their progress, savera were skipping, delighted with
the attention they were receiving.

Y amazaki, on hisway to purchase hot soup, had halted between a bookseller's wagon and astall hung
with caged birds. He felt awkward there, very much out of place, with the unaccustomed shape of the
insulated canister under hisarm. If thiswas afunerd, perhaps there was some required gesture, some
attitude he might be expected to assume? He glanced at the bookseller, atal woman in agreasy
sheepskin vest, her gray hair bound back into aknot transfixed by two pink plastic chopsticks.

Her stock, which consisted primarily of yellowing paperbacksin various stages of disintegration, each
inaclear plagtic bag, was stacked before her on her wagon. She had been crying her wares, when she
saw the children masked as Shapdly; she'd been caling out strange phrases that he supposed weretitles:
"Vadley of the dolls, blood meridian, chainsaw savvy .." Y amazaki, struck by the queer American poetry,
had been on the verge of asking after Chainsaw Savvy. Then shed falen silent, and he too had seen the
children,

But there was nothing in her manner now that indicated the processon required anything more of her
than whatever degree of her attention she might choose to afford it. She was automaticaly counting her
stock, he saw, as she watched the children pass, her hands moving over the bagged books.

The keeper of the bird stall, apale man with acarefully groomed black mustache, was scratching his
stomach, his expresson mild and blank.

After the children camefive dancersin the skeleton-suits of La Noche de Muerte, though Y amazaki
saw that several of the masks were only half-masks, micropore respirators molded to resemble the
grinning jaws of skulls. These were teenagers, evidently, and shaking to someinner music of plague and
chaos. There was astrong erotic undercurrent, a violence, to the black, bone-painted thighs, the white
cartoon pelvises daubed on narrow denimed buttocks. As the bonedancers passed, one fixed Y amazaki
with a sharp stare, blue adolescent eyes above the black, molded nostrils of the white respirator.

Then two tdl figures, black men in an ugly beige face-paint, costumed as surgeons, in pale green
gowns and long gloves of scarlet latex. Were they the doctors, predominantly white, who had failed to
rescue so many, prior to Shapely's advent, or did they somehow represent the Brazilian biomedical firms



who had so successfully and lucratively overseen Shapely's transformation, the illiterate prostitute become
the splendid source? And after them, the first of the bodies, wrapped and bound in layers of milky

plastic, each onetiding atwo-wheded cart of the kind manufactured here to transport baggage or bulk
foodstuffs. The carts, temporarily equipped with narrow pallets of plywood, were steered aong, front
and back, by men and women of no specia costume or demeanor, though Y amazaki noted that they
looked neither to the right nor |eft, and seemed to make no eye-contact with the onlookers.

"TheresNigd," the bookseller said, and probably built the cart they're taking him off on.”
"Thexe arethevictims of the sorm?' Y arnazaki ventured.

"Not Nigel," the woman said, narrowing her eyes as she saw that he was a stranger. "Not with those
holesinhim..."

Seveninadl, eachtoits cart, and then aman and awoman, in identical paper coverals, carrying

between them alaminated lithograph of Shapely, one of those saccharine portraits, large of eye and
hollow of cheek, that invarigbly left Y amazaki feding dightly quessy.

But then asmall, red, capering figure. A tailless, hornless devil, perhaps, dancing with an enormous
gun, an ancient AK-47, its bolt long gone, the curved magazine carved from wood, and all of it dipped,
once, into red enamel, worn now by hands, by processions.

And Yamazaki knew, without asking, that the red dancer represented the way of Shapely'sgoing, like
some terrible base stupidity waiting at the core of things.

" Skinner-san?' The notebook ready. "l saw aprocession today. Bodies being taken from the bridge.
The dead from the Storm."”

"Can't keep 'em out here. Can't throw 'em in the water. City sticks on that. We pass 'em over for
cremation. Some people, they don't hold with fire, they bury 'em over on Treasure. Kind of peoplelive
out on Treasure, you kind of wonder if that makes much sense.”

"In the procession there were many referencesto Shapely, to hisstory.”

Skinner nodded over hislittle televison.

"Children masked as J.D. Shapdly, two black men painted as white doctors, Shapely's portrait..."

Skinner grunted. Then, digtantly: "While since | saw one of those."

"And a the end, asmall figure, red. Dancing. With an assault rifle.”

"Uh-huh." Skinner nodded.

Y amazaki activated the notebook's transcription function.

Me, you know, | never even got it. Off him, | mean. That piece of him in everybody now. Couldn't see
the point at my age and anyway | never held with medicine. Happened | never got the other kind either,
not that | didn't have plenty of chances. Y ou're too young to remember how it felt, though. Oh, | know, |

know you dl think you livein dl the times at once, everything recorded for you, it'sal thereto play back.
Digitd. That'sdl that is, though: playback. Y ou gtill don't remember what it felt like, watching them pile



up likethat. Not here so much, bad asit was, but Thailand, Africa, Brazil. Jesus, Scooter. That thing was
just romping on us. But dow, dow, dowmotion thing. Those retroviruses are. One man told me once,
and he had the old kind, and died of it, how we'd lived in this funny little pocket of time when alot of
people got to fed like a piece of asswasn't going to kill anybody, flot even awoman. See, they dways
had to worry anyway, every timeit's a chance, get knocked up and maybe diein childbirth, die getting rid
of it, or anyway your life's not gonna be the same. But in that pocket, there, there were pillsfor that,
whatnot, shots for the other things, even the ones had killed people al over hell, before. That was atime,
Scooter. So herethis thing comes aong, changes it back. And were diding up on woo, shit's changing all
over, got civil warsin Europe dready and this AIDS thing just kicking adong. Y ou know they tried to say
it wasthe gays, said it wasthe CIA, said it wasthe U.S. Army in somefort in Maryland. Said it was
people cornholing green monkeys. | swear to God. Y ou know what it was? People. Just too goddamn
many of ‘em, Scooter. Flying dl the fuck over everywhere and walking around back in there. Bet your
ass somebody's gonna pick up abug or two. Every place on the damn planet just acouple of hoursfrom
any other place. So here's poor fucking Shapely comes dong, he's got this mutant strain won't kill you.
Won't do shit to you at al, ‘cept it eatsthe old kind for breakfast. And | don't buy any of that bullshit he
was Jesus, Scooter. Didn't think Jesus was, either.

"Any coffee|eft?!
"l will pump stove.”

"Put alittle drop of Three-in-Onein that hole by the piston-arm, Scooter. Lesather gasket in there.
Keepsit soft.”

Shedidn't seethat first bullet, but it must have hit awire or something, coming through, because the
lights came on. She did see the second one, or anyway the holeit blew in the leather-grain plastic.
Something insde her stopped, learning this about bullets: that one second thereisn't any hole, the next
second thereis. Nothing in between. Y ou seeit happen, but you can't watch it happening.

Then she got down on her hands and her knees and started crawling. Because she couldn't just stand
there and wait for the next one. When she got up by the door, she could see her black pants crumpled up
on thefloor there, beside a set of keyson agray, leather-grain plastic tab. There wasthis smell from
when held shot the gun into the floor. Maybe from the carpet burning, too, because she could see that the
edges of the holes were scorched and sort of melted.

Now she could hear him yelling, somewhere outside, hoarse and hollow and chased by echoes. Held
her breeth. Y elling how they (who?) did the best PR in the world, how they'd sold Hunnis Millbank, now
they'd sl Sunflower. If she heard it right.

"Down by the door, here. Driver sde."

It was Rydéll, the door on that Side standing open.

"Heleft thekeysin here" she said.

"Think he's gone down there where the Dream Walls franchise used to be.”

"What if he comes back?'



31. Driver side

"Probably come back anyway, we stick around here. Y ou crawl up there and toss me those?

She edged through the door and between the buckets. Saw Ryddll's head there, by the open door.
Grabbed the keys and threw them sideways, without looking. Snatched her pants and scooted
backward, wondering could she maybe fit in the fridge, if shefolded her legs up?

"Why don't you lie down flat on the floor back there ..." Hisvoice from the driver's seat.
"Liedown?'

"Minimum silhouette.

"Huh?

"He's going to start shooting. When | do this-" Ignition-sound. Glassflying from fresh holesin the
windshield and she threw hersdf flat. The RV lurched backward, turning tight, and she could hear him
dapping the console, trying to find some function he needed, as more bullets came, each one digtinct, a
blow, like someone was swinging an invisible hammer, taking care to keep the rhythm.

Ryddl must've gotten it lined up how he needed it, then, because he did that thing boys did, upin
Oregon, with their brakes and the transmission.

She redlized then that she was screaming. Not words or anything, just screaming.

Then they werein aturn that dmost took them over, and she thought how these RV's probably
weren't meant to move very fast. Now they were moving even faster, it felt like, uphill.

"Wl fuck," she heard Rydell say, inthisweirdly ordinary kind of voice, and then they hit the door, or
the gate, or whatever, and it waslike thetime shetried to pull thisradica bongo over in Lafayette Park
and they'd had to keep explaining to her how'd shed come down on her head, and each timethey did,
sheld forget.

She was back in Skinner's room, reading National Geographic, about how Canada split itsdlf into five
countries. Drinking cold milk out of the carton and eeting sdtines. Skinner in bed with the tv, watching
one of those shows he liked about history. He was talking about how dl hislife these movies of history
had been getting better and better looking. How they'd started out jumpy and black and white, with the
soldiersrunning around like they had antsin their pants, and thisterrible grain to them, and the sky al full
of scratches. How gradually they'd dowed down to how people really moved, and then they'd been
colorized, the grain getting finer and finer, and even the scratches went away. And it was bullshit, he said,
because every other bit of it was an gpproximation, somebody's idea of how it might have looked, the
result of aparticular decision, aparticular button being pushed. But it was ill ahit, he said, like thefirst
time you heard Billie Holiday without all that crackle and tin.

Billie Holiday was probably aguy like Elvis, Chevette thought, with spangles on his suit, but like when
he was younger and not dl fat.

Skinner had thisthing he got on about history. How it was turning into plastic. But she liked to show



him she was listening when he told her something, because otherwise he could go for days without saying
anything. So shelooked up now, from her magazine and the picture of girlswaving blue and white flagsin
the Republic of Quebec, and it was her mother Sitting there, on the edge of Skinner's bed, looking
beautiful and sad and kind of tired, the way she could look after she got off work and till had al her
make-up on.

"He'sright," Chevette's mother said.
“I-1 am?"

"About history, how they changeit.”
"Mom, you-"

"Everybody doesthat anyway, honey. Ian't any new thing. Just the movies have caught up with
memory, isdl."

Chevette started to cry.

"Chevette-Marie," her mother said, in that singsong out of so far back, "you've gone and hurt your

"How well you say you know thisguy?' she asked.

Ryddl's SWAT shoe crunched on little squares of safety-glass every time he used the brake. If held
had time and abroom, he'd have swept it al out. Asit was, hed had to bash out what was left of the
windshield with a piece of rusty rebar he found beside the road, otherwise Highway Petrol would've seen
the holes and hauled them over. Anyway, he had those insoles. "1 worked withhiminL.A.," hesaid,
braking to steer around shreds of truck-trailer tiresthat lay on the two-lane blacktop like the moulted
skin of mongers.

"l was just wondering if helll turn out like Mrs. Elliott did. Said you knew her too."

"Didn't know her," Rydell said, "I met her, on the plane. If Sublett's some kind of plant, then the whole
world'saplot." He shrugged. "Then | could start worrying about you, say." As opposed, say, to worrying
about whether or not Loveless or Mrs. Elliot had bothered to plant alocator-bug in this motorhome, or
whether the Death Star was watching for them, right now, and could it pick them up, out here? They said
the Death Star could read the headlines on a newspaper, or what brand and size of shoes you wore,
from adecent footprint.

Then this wooden cross seemed to pop up, in the headlights, about twelve feet high, with TUNE IN
acrossthe horizontal and TO HISIMMORTAL DOWNLING coming down the upright, and this
dusty old portable tv nailed up where Jesus's head ought to have been. Somebody'd taken a.zz to the
screen, it looked like.

32. Fallonville



"Must be getting closer,” Rydd| sad.

Chevette Washington sort of grunted. Then she drank some of the water they'd gotten at the Shell
dation, and offered the bottle to him.

When held crashed out of that mall, he'd fdlt like they were sure to be right by amgjor highway. From
the outside, the mal was just thislow tumble of tan brick, windows bDarded up with sheets of that redly
ugly hot-pressed recyc they ran off from chopped scrap, the color of day-old vomit. HEd gone
screeching around this big empty parking lot, just afew dead clunkers and old mattressesto get in the
way, until hedd found away out through the chain link.

But there wasn't any highway there, just some deserted four-lane feeder, and it looked like Loveless
had put abullet into the navigation hardware, becauise the map was locked on downtown Santa Anaand
just sat there, sort of flickering. Where he was had the fed of one of those falen-in edge-cities, the kind
of place that went down when the Euro-money imploded.

Chevette Washington was curled up by the fridge with her eyes closed, and she wouldn't answer him.
He was scared Loveess had put one through her, too, but he knew he couldn't afford to stop until held
put at least alittle distance between them and the mall. And he couldn't see any bbod on her or anything.

Finally held cometo this Shell station. Y ou could tell it had been Shell because of the shape of the
metd things up on the polesthat had supported the signs. The men's room door was ripped off the
hinges; the women's chained and padl ocked. somehody had taken an automatic weapon to the pop
machine, it looked like. He swung the RV around to the back and saw thisreal old Airsiream trailer
there, the same kind aneighbor of hisfather's had lived in down in Tampa. There was aman there
knedling beside a hibachi, doing something with a pot, and these two black Labradors watching him.

Rydell parked, checked to see Chevette Washington was breathing, and got down out of the cab. He
waked over to the man beside the hibachi, who'd gotten up now and was wiping the pams of his hands
on thethighs of hisred coverdls. He had on an old khaki fishing cap with about anine-inch bill sticking
sraight out. The threads on the embroidered Shell patch on his coveralls had sort of frayed and
fuzzed-out.

"Youjust logt," theman said, "or isthere some kind of problem?’ Ryddl figured him to be at least
seventy.

"No sr, no problem, but I'm definitely lost.” Rydell looked at the black Labs. They looked right back.
"Those dogs of yoursthere, they don't look too happy to see me.”

"Don't seealot of strangers,” the man said.
"Nogr," Ryddl sad, "I don'timaginethey do."

"Got acouple of cats, too. Right now I'm feeding ‘em al on dry kibble. The cats get abird sometimes,
maybe mice. Say you'relost?"

"Yesdr, | am. | couldn't even tell you what state werein, right now.”
The man spat on the ground. "Welcome to the goddamn club, son. | wasyour age, it was al of this

Cdlifornia, just like God meant it to be. Now it's Southern, so they tell me, but you know what it really
is?'



"Nosr. What?'

"A lot of that same happy horseshit. Like that woman camping in the goddamn White House." He took
the fishing cap off, exposing a couple of silver-white cancer-scars, wiped his brow with a grease-stained
handkerchief, then pulled the cap hack on. "Say you're logt, are you?'

"Yessr. My map's broken.”

"Know how to read a paper one?’

"Yesgr, | do."

"What the hell'd she do to her head?' Looking past Rydell.

Rydel turned and saw Chevette Washington leaning over the driver's bucket, looking out at them.

"How she cuts her hair," Rydell said.

"I'll be damned,” the man said. "Might be sort of good-looking, otherwise."

"Yesdr," Ryddl said.

"See that box of Cream 0" Wheat there? Think you can stir me up a cup of that into thiswater when it
bails?'

"Yesgr."
"Widl, I'll go findyou amap tolook at. Skeeter and Whitey here, they'll just kegp you company.”

"Yesgdr..

PARADISE, SO. CALIFORNIA

A CHRISTIAN COMMUNITY

THREE MILES

NO CAMPING

CONCRETE PADS

FULL HOOKUPS

ELECTRIFIED SECURITY PERIMETER

FREE SWIMMING

LICENSED CHRISTIAN DAYCARE (STATE OF SO. CAL.)
327 CHANNEL S ON DOWNLINK

And atdler crossrisng beyond that, this one welded from rusty railroad track, asort of framework
stuck full of old televisions, their dead screensdl looking out toward the road there.
Chevette Washington was adegp now, so she missed that.

Rydéll thought about how he'd used Codes's phone to get through to Suhlett's number inL.A., and



gotten thisfunny ring, which had nearly made him hang up right then, hut it had turned out to be
;_ddl(-forwardi ng, because Sublett had thisleave to go and stay with his mother, who was feding kind of
"You mean you'rein Texas?"'
"Paradise, Berry. Mom's sick ‘cause she 'n' abunch of others got moved up hereto SoCal."
"Paradise?'
Sublett had explained where it was while Rydell looked at the Shell man's map.

"Hey," Rydell had said, when he had agenerd ideawhereit was, "how about | drive over and see
you?'

"Thought you had you ajob up in San Francisco.”

"Wdl, I'll tdll you about that when | get there."

"Y ou know they're saying I'm an apostate here?' Sublett hadn't sounded happy about that.
"A what?'

"An gpostate. 'Cause | showed my mom this Cronenberg film, Berry? This Videodrome? And they
sad it wasfrom the Devil."

"| thought al those movieswere supposed to have God in 'em.”

"Therésmoviesthat are clearly of the Devil, Berry. Or anyway that's what Reverend Fallon says. Says
al of Cronenberg'sare.”

"Hein Paradise, too?"

"Lord no," Sublett had said, "he'sin these tunnels out on the Channel 1dands, between England and
France. Can't leave there, either, because he needs the shelter.”

"From what?'

"Taxes. Y ou know who dug those same tunndls, Berry?"
"Who?'

"Hitler did, with davelabor."

"l didn't know that," Rydd| had said, imagining this scary little guy with ablack mustache, sanding up
on arock and cracking abig whip.

Now here came another sign, this one not nearly as professiona asthefirst one, just black spraypaint
|etters on a couple of boards.

R.U. READY FOR ETERNITY?



HELIVES WILL YOU?

WATCH TELEVISION

"Watch televison?' She was awake now.

"Well," Ryddl sad, "Fdlonites believe God's sort of just there. On television, | mean.”
"God'son televison?'

"Y eah. Kind of likein the background or something. Sublett's mother, she'sin the church hersdlf, but
Sublett'skind of lapsed.”

"So they watch tv and pray, or what?"

"WEell, | think it'smore like kind of ameditation, you know? What they mostly watch isall these old
movies, and they figureif they watch enough of them, long enough, the spirit will sort of enter into them.”

"We had Revedled Aryan Nazarenes, up in Oregon,” she said. "First Church of Jesus, Survivaist. As
soon shoot you as ook at you.”

"Bad news," Rydd| agreed, the RV credting alittle ridge there, "those kind of Chrigtians..." Then he
saw Paradise, down there, dl lit up with these lights on poles.

The security perimeter they advertised was just coils of razor-wire circling maybe an acre and a hdf.
Rydell doubted if it actualy was e ectrified, but he could see screamers hanging on it, every ten feet or so,
s0 it would be pretty effective anyway. There was a sort of blockhouse-and-gate set-up where the road
ranin, but al it seemed to he protecting were ahout a dozen campers, trailers, and semi-rigs, parked on
cement beds around what looked like an old-fashioned radio tower they'd topped with awhole cluster of
satdllite dishes, those little expensive ones that looked sort of like giant gray plastic marshmalows.
Somebody had dammed a creek, to make asort of pond for swimming, but the creek itself looked like
thekind of industrid runoff you wouldn't even find bugs around, let done birds.

Sure had the whole place it up, though. He could hear the drumming of big generators asthey drove
downtheincline,

"Jesus," Chevette Washington said.

Rydé | pulled up by the blockhouse and powered hiswindow down, glad it till worked. A manina
blaze-orange fleece jacket and amatching cap came out, carrying some kind of shotgun with a skeletal
meta stock. "Private property,” he said, looking a where the windshield should've been. "What
happened to your windshield there, mister?”

"Deer," Chevette Washington said.

"Hereto visit our friends, the Subletts?' Rydell said, hoping he could distract the guard before hed
notice the bullet holes or anything. "Expecting us, if you wannago cdl 'em.”

"Can't say you much look like Chrigtians."



Chevette Washington sort of leaned across Rydell and gave the guard this stare. "I don't know about
you, brother, but we're Aryan Nazarene, out of Eugene. We wouldn't want to even come in there, say
you got any mud people, any kind of race-mixing. Race-traitorsal over, these days."

The guard looked at her. "Y ou Nazarene, how come you ain't skins?'

She touched the front of her crazy haircut, the short spikey part. "Next thing you're gonnatell me,
Jesus was aJew. Don't know what this means?'

He looked more than maybe just alittle worried, now.

"Got us some sanctified nailsin the hack, here. Maybe that gives you someidea.”

Rydell saw the guard hesitate, swallow.

"Hey, good buddy,” Rydell said, "you gonnacal tip ol' Suhlett for us, or what?"

The man went back into the blockhouse.

"What's that about nails?" RydeE asked.

"Something Skinner told me about once,” she said. " Scared me.”

Dora, Sublett's mother, drank Coke and Mexican vodka. Rydell had seen people drink that before,
but never at room temperature. And the Coke wasflat, because she bought it and the vodkain these big

plastic supermarket bottles, and they |ooked as though they'd already lasted her awhile. Rydell decided
hedidn't fed like drinking anyway.

Theliving room of Dorastraller had amatching couch and reclining lounger. Doralay back in the
lounger with her feet up, for her circulation she said, Ryddl and Chevette Washington sat Sde by sideon
the couch, which was more aloveseat, and Sublett sat on the floor, his knees drawn up dmost under his
chin. Therewasalot of stuff on thewalls, and on little ornamenta shelves, but it wasal very clean.
Rydell figured that was because of Sublett'sdlergies. There surewasalot of it, though: plaguesand
pictures and figurines and things Rydd | figured had to be those prayer hankies. There was aflat type of
hologram of Rev. Falon, looking as much like a possum as ever, but a possum that had gotten atan and
maybe had plastic surgery. Therewas alife-size head of J.D. Shapely that Rydell didn't like because the
eyes seemed to follow you. Most of :he good stuff was sort of grouped around the television, which was
big and shiny but the old kind from before they started to get real big and flat. 1t was on now, showing
this black and white movie, but the sound was off.

"Y ou're sure you won't have adrink, Mr. Rydel|?*

"No maam, thank you,"” Rydell said.

"Jod doesn't drink. He has dlergies, Y OU know."

"Yesmadam." Rydel hadn't ever known Sublett's first name before.

Sublett was wearing brand-new white denim jeans, awhite t-shirt, white cotton socks, and disposable
white paper hospital dippers.



"He was dways a sengitive boy, Mr. Ryddll. | remember one time he sucked on the handle of this
other boy's Big Whed. Wéll, his mouth like to turned insde-out."

"Momma," Sublett said, "you know the doctor said you ought to get more degp than you been
getting.”

Mrs. Sublett sighed. "Yes, well, Jodl, | know you young people want a chanceto talk." She peered at
Chevette Washington. "That's a shame about your hair, honey. Y ou're just as pretty as can be, though,
and you know it'll just grow in so nice. | tried to light the broiler on this gas range we had, down in
Galveston, that was when Joel was just ababy, he was so sengitive, and that stove about blew up. | just
had had this perm, dear and, well . . ."

Chevette Washington didn't say anything.

"Momma," Sublett said, "now you know you've had your nice drink. . ."

Rydell watched Sublett Iead the old woman off to bed.

"Jesus Chrigt," Chevette Washington said, "what's wrong with his eyes?’

"Jugt light-sensitive," Ryddl| said.

"It's gpooky, iswhat it is."

"Hewouldnt hurt afly,” Rydell sad.

Sublett came back, looked at the picture on the tv, then sighed and shut it off. ™Y ou know I'm not
supposed to leave thetrailer, Berry?"

"How'sthat?'

"It'sacondition of my apostasy. They say | might corrupt the congregation by contact." He perched
on the edge of the recliner so hewouldn't haveto actualy reclineinit.

"| thought you'd blown Falon off whenyou cameoutto LA."

Suhlett looked embarrassed. "Well, she's been sick, Berry, sowhen | came herel told 'em | was here
to reconsder. Meditate on the box 'n" dl." Hewrung hislong pale hands. " Then they caught me watching
Videodrome. Y ou ever see, uh, Deborah Harry, Rydell?" Sublett sighed and sort of quivered.

"How'd they catch you?'

"They've got it set up so they can monitor what you're watching.”

"How comethey're out here anyway?'

Sublett ran hisfingers back through his dry, straw-colored hair. "Hard to say, but I'd figureit's got
something to do with Reverend Fallon's tax problems. Most of what he does, lately, it's about that. Didn't

your job in San Francisco work out, Berry?"

"No," Ryddll sad, "it didn't.”



"You want to tell me about it?' Ryddl said hedid.

" think he shot through something to do with the damned heater, too,” Rydell said. They were back in
the RV, outsde the perimeter.

"l likeyour friend," shesaid. "l dotoo."

"No, | mean hereally cares about what's going to happen to you. Heredlly does."
"You take the bed," hesaid. "I'll deep up front." There'sno windshield. Youll freeze."
"I'll be okay."

"Seep back here. We did before. It's okay.”

Hewokein the dark and listened to the sound of her breathing, to the creak of stiff old leather from
the jacket spread over her shoulder.

Suhlett had listened to his story, nodding sometimes, asking a question here and there, hismirrored
contacts reflecting tiny convex images of them Sitting there on that loveseat. In the end held just whistled
softly and said, "Berry, it soundsto melike you're redly in trouble now. Bad trouble.”

Redly in trouble now.

Rydél did hishand down, brushing one of hersby accident as he did it, and touched the bulge of his
wallet in his back pocket. What money he had wasin there, but Wellington Ma's card was in there, too.
Or what was l€ft of it. The last time held looked, it had broken into three pieces.

"Big trouble," he said to the dark, and Chevette Washington lifted the edge of her jacket and sort of
snuggled in closer, her breathing never changing, so he knew shewas il adeep.

Helay there, thinking, and after awhile he started to get thisidea. About the craziest ideahed ever
had.

"That boyfriend of yours" he said to her, in the tiny kitchen of Sublett's mother'strailer, "that Lowell?"
"What about him?"
"Got anumber we could reach him a?"

She poured milk on her cornflakes. 1t was the kind you mixed up from powder. Had that thin chalky
look. The only kind Sublett's mother had. Sublett was dlergic to milk. "Why?'

"| think maybe | want to talk to him about something.”
"About what?'
"Something | think maybe he could help me with."

"Lowel? Lowdl's not gonnahelp you. Lowell doesn't give arat's assfor anybody."



"Wdl," Ryddl sad, "why don't you just let metak to him."

"If you tell him where we are, or he has it traced back through the cd-net, hell turn usin. Or he would
if heknew anybody was after us."

llWl,]y?l

"He'sjust likethat." But then she gave Ryddll the phone and the numher.

"Hey, Lowd|?'

"Who thefuck isthis?"

"How you doin?"

"Who gave you-"

"Don't hang up.”

"Listen, motherf-"

"SFPD Homicide."

He could hear Lowell draw on acigarette. "what did you say?' Lowell said.

"Orlovsky. SFPD Homicide, Lowell. That big fucker with the gregt big fucking gun? Camein the bar
there? Y ou remember. Just before the lights went out. | was over there by the bar, talking with Eddie the
Shit."

Lowell took another drag, shalower by the sound of it. "Look, | don't know what you-"

"Y ou don't haveto. Y ou can just hang ug right now, Lowdll. But if you do, boy, you just better kiss
your ass goodbye. Because you saw Orlovsky comein therefor the girl, Lowell, didn't you?'Y ou saw
him. He didn't wart you to. He wasn't in there on any SFPD business, Lowell. He was there on hisown
stick. And that's one serious bad oficer, Lowell. Serious as cancer.”

Silence. "I don't know what you're talking about.”

"Thenyou just listen, Lowell. Listen up. Y ou don't listen, I'll tell Orlovsky you saw him. I'll give him this
number. I'll give him your description, and that skinhead's, too. Tell him you been talking about him. And
you know what helll do, Lowell? Hell come out there and shoot your ass dead, that'swhat helll do. And
nobody to stop him. Homicide, Lowell. Then he can investigate it himself, he wants to. Man's heavy,
Lowdl, | gottatdl ya."

Lowell coughed, acouple of times. Cleared histhroat. "Thisisajoke, right?’

"l don't hear you laughing.”

"Okay," Lowel sad, "say it'sfor real. Then what? What're you after?’



"I hear you know people can get things done. With computers and things." He could hear Lowell
lighting afresh cigarette.

"Well," Lowell sad, "sort of."

"Republic of Desre," Rydd| said. "I need you to get them to do me afavor.”

"No names," Lowell said, fast. "There's scans st to pick things out of traffic-"

"Them."

" "'Them' okay? Need you to get them to do something for me."

"It'l cost you," Lowell said, "and it won't be cheap.”

"No," Ryddl said, "itll cost you."

He pressed the button that broke the connection. Give old Lowell alittle time to think about it; maybe

look Orlovsky up on the Civil Lit, see he was there and he was Homicide. He flipped the little phone
shut and went back into the trailer. Sublett's mother kept the air-conditioning up about two clicks too

high

Sublett was Sitting on the loveseat. His white clothes made him look sort of like apainter, aplasterer
or something, except he was too clean. "Y ou know, Berry, I'm thinking maybe | better get back to Los

Angdes”
"What about your mother?'

"Wdl, Mrs. Baker's here now, from Galveston? They been neighborsfor years. Mrs. Baker can
watch out for her.”

"That apostate crap getting to you?"'

"Sureis" Sublett said, turning to look at the hologram of Falon. "I till believe in the Lord, Berry, and
| know I've seen Hisfacein the media, just like Reverend Fallon teaches. | have. But therest of it, |
swear, it might aswell be just aflatout hustle.” Sublett dmost looked like he might be about to cry. The
slver eyes swung around, met Rydell's. "And | been thinking about IntenSecure, Berry. What you told
melast night. | don't see how | can go hack there and work, knowing the kinds of thingsthey'll condone.
| thought | was at least hel ping to protect people from afew of the evilsin thisworld, Berry, but now |
know 1'd just be working for acompany with no morasat al."

Rydell walked over and had a closer look at the prayer-hankies. He wondered which one of them was
supposed to keep the AIDS off. "No," he said, findly, "you go back to work. Y ou are protecting people.
That part'sredl. Y ou got to make aliving, Sublett.”

"What about you?'

"Wdl, what about me?"

"They'll just find you and kill you, Berry. You and her."



"Y ou, too, probably, if they knew what I'd told you. | shouldn't ought've done that, Sublett. That's one
reason Chevette and | have to get out of here. So there won't be any hasde for you and your mom.”

"Well," Sublett said, "I'm not working for them anymore, Berry. But I'm leaving here, too. | just have
to."

Rydell looked at Sublett, seeing him, somehow, in hisfull IntenSecure ouitfit, Glock and dl, and
suddenly that big crazy idea-thing sort of up and shook itself, and rolled over, reveding dl these new
angles. But you can't get him involved, Ryddl told himsdlf, it just wouldn't befair.

"Sublett," Rydell heard himsdlf saying, about a minute later, "1 bet | got a career-option hereyou
haven't ever even consdered.”

"What'sthat?' Sublett said.

"Getting introuble" Ryddll said.

33. Notebook

rice

scouring pads broom
detergent liquid sleeping bag
stove fuel oil/gasket

He deeps now. Rice with the curry from the Thai wagon. Askswherethe girl hasgone. Tell him
Fontaine has heard from her but does not know where sheisor why. The pistol on the shelf. Reluctant to
touch it (cold, heavy, smelling of ail, the dark blue finish worn to slver-gray down the sdes of its muzzle,
around the fluted segments of the cylinder. (SMITH & WESSON.' Thomasson.) Tonight he spoke again

of Shapely.

How they did him like that, Scooter, that's just some sorry shit. Same shit al over. Always some of
'em, anyway, makes you wonder how these damn religions last so long or what started it in the first
place. Could be hell be that himself one day, crazy fuckers out killing peoplefor him, or they'll say it'sfor
him. Used to be these Crucified Jesus people, they wouldn't talk at al except Ofl Mondays, and that was
the day they'd go and dig aspadeful of dirt out of their grave, Scooter. Every little while they'd get one of
them thought held got the spirit in him and they'd just do it, do it with these specid chrome nailsthey all
carried, leather neck-pouch, see, it had to be unborn lambskin. Hell, you'd have to say they were crazier
than the ones got him, Scooter. Put 'em all away, findly. Weren't any |eft at all, after about 1998.

"Inner Tube, honey," Mrs. Sublett said, "TdithaMorrow, Todd Probert, Gary Underwood. 1996."
She was leaning back in the recliner with adamp washcloth folded across her forehead. It was the same
color blue as her dippers, and they were terrycloth, too.

"I never saw that," Chevette said, flipping through the pages of amagazine dl about Reverend Falon.
There was this has-been actress, Gudrun Weaver, and she was up there hugging Falon on astage
somewhere. If held turned around, Chevette thought, his nose would've barely come up to her



breastbone. Looked like hed had some kind of pink wax injected, al under his skin; had the
creepiest-looking hair sheld ever seen, like areally short wig but it sort of looked like it might get up and
walk off by itsdlf.

"All about televison,” Mrs. Sublett said, "so naturdly it's of specid significance to the Church.”
"What'sit about?"

"TaithaMorrow isthis newswoman, and Todd Probert is abank robber. But he's agood bank
robber, because he only needs the money to pay for a heart-transplant for hiswife. Carrie Lee.
Remember her? In amaturerole, honey. More like acameo. Well, Gary Underwood is Taithas ex, but
he'still got it for her, bad. In fact he's got-whatcha callit?-erotomania, like it'sal he ever thinks about
and, honey, it'sturned pure evil. First he's sending her these chopped up Barbie dolls; sends her adead
white rahhit, then al thisfancy underwear with hlood onit. . ."

34. Punching out of paradise

Chevette let the old lady talk. She could just sort of tune her out, the way she used to do with her own
mother, sometimes. She wondered what it was Rydell and Sublett were so worked up about. Up to
something; whispering in the kitchen.

She watched afly buzz around the stuff on Mrs. Sublett's shelves. It looked dow, like maybethe
air-conditioning wastoo much for it.

She wondered if maybe she wasn't starting to fall for Rydell. Maybe it wasjust that he'd showered and
shaved and put on clean clothes from his stupid-looking suitcase. The clothes were exactly the same as
the ones he'd been wearing before. Maybe he never wore anything €l se. But she had to admit he had a
cute butt in those jeans. Sublett's mother said he looked like ayoung Tommy Lee Jones. Who was
Tommy Lee Jones? Or maybe it was because she had the idea somehow he was going to do something
mean to Lowell. Shed thought she was dtill in love with Lowell, or something anyway, but now she didn't
think so, not at all. If Lowdll just hadn't started doing dancer. She'd thought about how that Loveless had
got when she'd dumped dl that dancer in his Coke. She'd asked Ryddll if that was enough to havekilled
him, and Rydell had said no. Said it was enough to keep him stone crazy for awhile, and when he got
back together, he was going to be hurting. Then sheld asked Rydell why L oveless had done that, banging
hisgun into his crotch that way. Ryddl had sort of scratched his head and said he wasn't sure, but he
thought it had something to do with what it did to your nervous system. Said he'd heard it induced
prigpism, for one thing. She'd asked him what that was. Well, héd said, it'swhen themaniis, like,
overstimulated. She didn't know about that, but it had given Lowell thesetota brickbat bonersthat just
didn't want to go away. And that would've been just fine, or anyway okay, except he got all mean withiit,
too, SO sheld wind up al sore and then held he badmouthing her in front of these people he hung out
with, like Codes. Anyway, she wasn't going to waste any time worrying about what Ryddl might havein
mind for Lowell, no way. What she did worry about was Skinner, whether he was okay, whether he was
being taken care of . She waskind of scared to try phoning Fontaine now; every time Ryddl made acall
out, sheworried it might get traced back or something. And it made her sad to think about her bike. She
was sure somebody would've gotten it by now. Shekind of hated to admit it, but that was Sarting to
make her nearly as sad as Sammy getting killed that way. And Rydell had said he thought maybe Nigel
had gotten shot, too.



"And then," Sublett's mother was saying, " Gary Underwood goes through thiswindow. And hefalson
one of those fences? Kind with spikes on top."

"Hey, Mom," Sublett said, "you're bending Chevettes ear.”
"Just telling her about Inner Tube," Mrs. Sublett said, from under the washcl oth.

"1996," Sublett said. "Well, Rydell and I, we need her for something.” Sublett gestured for her to
follow him back into the kitchen.

"l don't think it'sared good ideafor her to go outside, Berry," he said to Rydell. "Not in the daytime.”

Rydell was sitting at the little plastic table where shed had breskfast. "Well, you can't go, Sublett,
because of your gpostasy. And | don't want to be in there by myself, not with my head stuck in one of
those eyephone things. His parents could walk in. He might listen.”

"Can't you just cdl them on the regular phone, Berry?' Sublett sounded unhappy.

"No." Ryddll sad, "I can't. They just don't like that. He saysthey'll at least talk to meif | call them on
an eyephonerig.”

"What's the problem?' Chevette said.

"Sublett's got afriend here who's got a pair of eyephones.”

"Buddy," Sublett said.

"Y our buddy?' she asked.

"Name's Buddy," Sublett said, "but that VR, eyephones 'n' stuff, it's against Church law. It'sbeen
reveded to Reverend Falon that virtua redlity's amedium of Satan, "cause you don't watch enough tv
after you gart doing it..."

"You dont believethat,” Ryddl said.

"Neither does Buddy," Sublett said, "but his daddy'll whip his head around if hefindsthat VR stuff he's
got under the bed.”

"Just cal himup," Ryddl sad, "tdl himwhat | told you. Two hundred dollars cash, plusthe time and
charges.”

"Peoplell seeher,” Sublett said, his shy silver gaze bouncing in Chevette's direction, then back to
Ryaddl.

"What do you mean, "see" me?"
"Wedll, it'syour haircut,” Sublett said. "It'stoo unusud for ‘em, | can tell you that.”

"Now, Buddy," Ryddl said to the boy, "I'm going to give you these two hundred-dollar bills here.
Now when'd you say your father's due back?"



"Not for another two hours," Buddy said, his voice cracking with nervousness. He took the money like
it might have something on it. "He's helping pour anew pad for the fuel cellsthey're bringing from Phoenix
on the Church's bulk-lifter." Buddy kept looking a Chevette. She had on a straw sun-hat that belonged
to Sublett's mother, with abig floppy brim, and apair of these redlly strange old-lady sunglasseswith
lemon-yellow frames and lenses that sort of swooped up at the Sde. Chevette tried smiling at him, but it
didn't seemto help.

"You'refriends of Jod's, right?' Buddy had a haircut that wasn't quite skin, some kind of gadget in his
mouth to straighten histeeth, and an Adam'’s apple ahout athird the Size of his head. She watched it bob
up and down. "From L.A.?"

"That'sright,” Rydd| said.
“l.. .l wannag-go there," Buddy said.

"Good," Ryddl said. "Thisisastep in theright direction, you just believeit. Now you wait out there
likel sad, and tell Chevette hereif anybody's coming.”

Buddy went out of histiny bedroom, closing the door behind him. It didn't look to Chevette like
anybody Buddy's age lived there a dl. Too neat, with these posters of Jesus and Fallon. Shefelt sorry
for him. It was close and hot and she missed Sublett's mother's air-conditioning. She took off that hat.

"Okay," Ryddl said, picking up the plastic helmet, "you sit on the bed here and pull the plug if we get
interrupted.” Buddy had aready hooked up the jack for them. Rydell sat down on the floor and put the
helmet on, so she couldn't see hiseyes. Then he pulled on one of those gloves you useto did with and
move suff around in there.

She watched hisindex finger, in that glove, peck out something on apad that wasn't there. Then she
listened to him talking to the telephone company's computer about getting the time and charges after he
was done.

Then hishand came up again. "Here goes," he said, and started punching out this number he said
Lowell had given him, hisfinger coming down on the empty air. When he was done, he made afig, sort
of wiggled it around, then lowered the gloved hand to hislap.

Hejust sat therefor afew seconds, the helmet kind of swiveling around like he waslooking at stuff,
then it stopped moving.

"Okay," hesaid, hisvoice kind of funny, but not to her, "but isthere anybody here?'

Chevette felt the hair on the back of her neck stand up.

"Oh," he said, the hemet turning, " Jesus-"

Rydd| had liked doing Dream Walls, when he was akid in high schoal. It was this Japanese franchise
operation they set up in different kinds of spaces, mostly in older mals, some werein placesthat had
been movie theaters, some were in old department stores. He'd gone to one once that they'd put into an

old bowling dley; madeit red long and narrow and the stuff sort of distorted on you if you tried to move
it too fast.



Therewerealot of different ways you could play with it, the most popular onein Knoxville being
gunfights, where you got these guns and shot at dl kinds of bad guys, and they shot back and then you
got the score. Sort of like FATSS at the Academy, but only about half the rez. And none of the, well,
color.

But the one Ryddl| had liked most was where you just went in and sort of sculpted things out of
nothing, out of that cloud of pixelsor polygons or whatever they were, and you could see what other
people were doing at the same time, and maybe even put your stuff together with theirs, if you both
wanted to. Hed been kind of self-conscious about it, because it seemed like something that mostly girls
did. And the girls were dways doing these unicorns and rainbows and things, and Rydell liked to do cars,
kind of dream-cars, like he was some designer in Japan somewhere and he could build anything he
wanted. Y ou could get these full-color printouts when you were done, or a cassette, if you'd animated it.
Thered dways he acouple of girlsdown at thefar end, doing plastic surgery on pictures of themsealves,
fiddling around with their faces and hair, and they'd get printouts of thoseif they did onethey redly liked.

35. The republic of desire

Rydel would be up closer to the entrance, molding these grids of green light around aframe held
drawn, and laying color and texture over that to see how different oneslooked.

But what he remembered when he clicked into the Republic of Desire's eyephone-space was the
sense you got, doing that, of what the space around Dream Wallswaslike. And it was aweird thing,
becauseif you looked up from what you were doing, there redlly wasn't anything there; nothing in
particular, anyway. But when you were doing it, designing your car or whatever, you could get thisfunny
sense that you were leaning out, over the edge of the world, and the space beyond that sort of fell away,
forever.

And you fdt like you weren't stlanding on the floor of an old movie theater or abowling aley, but on
some kind of plain, or maybe apane of glass, and you felt like it just Stretched away behind you, miles
and miles, with no red end.

So when he went from looking at the phone company's logo to being right out there on that glassy
plain, he just said 'Oh," because he could seeits edges, and see that it hung there, level, and around and
aboveit thiscloud or fog or sky that was no color and every color at once, just sort of seething.

And then these figures were there, bigger than skyscrapers, bigger than anything, their chests about
even with the edges of the plain, so that Rydell got to fed like abug, or alittle toy.

One of them was adinosaur, this sort of T. Rex job with the short front legs, except they ended in
something alot more like hands. One was a sort of statue, it looked like, or more like some freak natural
formation, all shot through with cracks and fissures, but it was shaped like awide-faced man with
dreadlocks, the face relaxed and the lids half-closed. But al stone and moss, the dreadl ocks somehow
gtacked from whole mountains of shae.

Then helooked and saw the third one there, and just said



Thiswasafigure, too, and just asbig, but al made up of televison, these moving imageswinding and
writhing together, and barely, it seemed, able to hold the form they took: something that might either have
been aman or awoman. It hurt his eyes, to try to look too close at any one part of it. It waslike trying to
watch amillion channels at once, and this noise was rushing off it like awaterfall off rocks, asort of hiss
that somehow wasn't asound at al.

"Welcometo the Republic,” said the dinosaur, its voice the voice of some beautiful woman. It smiled,
theivory of itsteeth carved into whole temples. Ryddll tried to ook at the carvings; they got redlly clear
for a second, and then something happened.

"Y ou don't have a third the bandwidth you need,” the dreadlocked mountain said, its voice about what
you'd expect fromamountain. "You'rein K-Tel space...”

"We could turn off the emulator,” the thing made of television suggested, its voice modulating up out of
the waterfdl-hiss.

"Don't bother," said the dinosaur. "1 don't think thisis going to be much of aconversation.”
"Your name," said the mountain.
Rydell hesitated.

"Socia Security,” said the dinosaur, sounding bored, and for some reason Rydell thought about his
father, how he'd dways gone on about what that had used to mean, and what it meant now.

"Name and number,” said the mountain, "or were gone.”

"Rydél, Stephen Berry," and then the string of digits. Hed barely gotten the last one out when the
dinosaur said "Former policeman, | see”

"Oh dear," said the mountain, who kept reminding Rydell of something.

"Wdll," said the dinosaur, "pretty permanently former, by thelook of it. Worked for IntenSecure after
that.”

"A ging," said the mountain, and brought ahand up to point a Rydell, except it wasthis giant granite
lobster-claw, crusted with lichen. It seemed to fill haf the sky, like the Side of a space ship. "The narrow
end of the wedge?'

"They don't come much narrower, if you ask me," the ssorm of televison said. "'Y ou seem to have
gotten our Lowell's undivided attention, Rydell. And he wouldn't even tell uswhat your name was."

"Doesn't know it," Rydell said.

"Don't know hisassfrom aholein the ground, hee haw," said the mountain, lowering the claw, its
voice asampled parody of Rydell's. Ryddll tried to get agood look at its eyes; got aflash of dill blue
pools, waving ferns, some kind of tan rodent hopping away, before the focus dipped. "Peoplelike
Lowd | imagine we need them more than they need us."

"State your business, Stephen Berry," said the dinosaur.



"There was something happened, up Benedict Canyon-"

"Yes, yes," said the dinosaur, "you were the driver. What doesit have to do with us?'

That was when it dawned on Ryddll that the dinosaur, or al of them, could probably seedl the
records there were on him, right then, anywhere. It gave him afunny feding. " ou'relooking at al my
suff,” hesad.

"Andit'snot very interesting,” said the dinosaur. "Benedict Canyon?”

"Youdidthat," Ryddl sad.

The mountain raised its eyebrows. Windblown scrub shifting, rocks tumbling down. But just on the
edge of RyddI'svison. "For what it'sworth, that was not us, not exactly. We would've gone amore
elegant route.”

"But why did YOU do it?"

"Well," said the dinosaur, "to the extent that anyone did it, or caused it to he done, | imagine you might
look to the lady's husband, who | see has since filed for divorce. On very solid grounds, it seems.”

"Like he st her up? With the gardener and everything?'

"Lowell has some serious explaining to do, | think," the mountain said.

"Y ou haven't told uswhat it isyou want, Mr. Rydell." Thisfrom thetdevison-thing.
"A job likethat. Done. | need you to do one of those. For me."

"Lowdl," the mountain said, and shook its dreadlocked head. Cascades of shalein Rydell's peripherd
vigon. Dust rigng on adistant Sope.

"That sort of thing isdangerous,” the dinosaur said. ""Dangerous things are very expensive. Y ou don't
have any money, Ryddl."

"How about if Lowell paysyoufor it?"
"Lowell," from that vast blank face twigting with images, "owes us."

"Okay," Ryddl said, "I hear you. And | think | know somebody else might pay you." Hewasn't even
aureif that was bullshit or not. "But you're going to have to listen to me. Hear the sory."

"No," the mountain said, and Rydell remembered who it was he figured the thing was supposed to
look like, that guy you saw on the history shows sometimes, the one who'd invented eyephones or
something, "and if Lowell thinks he'sthe only pimp out there, he might haveto think again.”

And then they were fading, breaking up into those paidey fracta things, and Rydell knew he was
losng them.

"Wait," hesad. "Any of you livein San Francisco?'



The dinosaur came flickering back. "What if we did?"

"Well," Ryddl sad, "doyoulikeit?'

"Why do you ask?'

"Becauseit'sal going to change. They're going to do it like they're doing Tokyo."

"Tokyo?" Thetelevison-storm, coming back now asthisbig bdl, like that hologram in Cognitive
Dissdents. "Who told you that?'

Now the mountain was back, too. "There's not alot of dack, for us, in Tokyo, now..."
"Tdl us" thedinosaur said.
So Ryddl| did.

She had the hat back on, when he took the helmet off, but she was holding those sunglassesin her
hand. Just looking at him.

"I don't think 1 made sense of much of that,” she said. She'd only been able to hear hisside of it, but it
had been mostly him talking, there at the end. "But | think you'reflat fucking crazy.”

"| probably am," he said.
Then he got the time and charges on the call. It cameto just about al the money he had | eft.
"l don't see why they had to put the damn thing through Paris" he said.

She just put those glasses back on and dowly shook her head.

36. Notebook (z2)

The city in sunlight, from the roof of this box atop the tower. The hatch open. Sound of Skinner sorting
and resorting hisbelongings. A cardboard box, dowly filling with objects | will take below, to the sdllers
of things, their goods spread on blankets, on greasy squares of ancient canvas. Osaka far away. The
wind brings sounds of hammering, song. Skinner, thismorning, asking if | had seen the pikein the Steiner
Aquarium.

-No.
-He doesn't move, Scooter.
Surethat's dl Fontaine said? But heldd found her bike? That's no good. Wouldn't go thislong without

that. Cost an arm and afucking leg, that thing. Made of paper, insde. Japanese construction-paper,
what'sit caled? Usdess, Scooter. Shit, it's your language. Forgetting it faster than we are ... Tube of that



paper, then they wrap it with aramyd or something. No, she wouldn't leave that. Day she brought it
home, three hours down there spraying thisfake rust on it, believe that? Fake rust, Scooter. And
wrapping it with old rags, innertubes, anything. So it wouldn't look new. W, it makes more sensethan
just locking it, it really does. Know how you break a Kryptonite lock, Scooter? With aVolvo jack.
Volvojack fitsright in there, likeit was madefor it. Give it ashove or two, zingo. But they never use'em
anymore, those locks. Some people still carry ‘em, though. One of those up 'side the head, you'll notice it
... | just found her one day. They wanted to cart her down to the end, let the city have her. Said shedd be
dead before they got her off anyway. Told 'em they could fuck off into the air. Got her up here. | could
gtill do that. Why? Hell. Because. See people dying, you just walk by like it wastelevison?

37. Century city

Chevette didn't know what to think about Los Angeles.

She thought those palm trees were weird, though. On theway in, Sublett's dectric car had pulled up
behind thisbig whitetrailer-rigwith A-LIFE INSTALLATIONS, NANOTRONIC VEGETATION
across the back of it, and the heads of these fake palm trees sticking out, al wrapped in plagtic.

Sheld seeniit dl on tv once, with Skinner, how they were putting in these trees to replace the onesthe
virus had killed, some Mexican virus. They werekind of like the Bay maglev, or likewhat Ryddl and
Sublett said that that Sunflower company was going to do in San Francisco; these things that kind of
grew, but only because they were made up of dl theselittle tiny machines. One show she'd seen with
Skinner, they'd talked about how these new trees were designed so that al kinds of birds and rats and
things could nest in them, just like the onesthat had died. Skinner told her that he/d run aJeep into ared
pamtree, in L.A., once, and about ten rats had fallen out, landed on the hood and just sort of stood
there, until they got scared and ran away.

It sure didn't fed like San Francisco. Shefelt kind of two ways about it. Like it was just this bunch of
stuff, all soread out pretty much at random, and then like it wasthisredly big place, with mountains
somewhere back there, and dl this energy flowing around in it, lighting things up. Maybe that was
because they'd got there at night.

Sublett had thislittle white Eurocar called aMontxo. She knew that because sheld had to look &t the
logo on the dash all the way from Paradise. Sublett said it rhymed with poncho. It was built in Barcelona
and you just plugged it into the house-current and left it until it was charged. It wouldn't do much more
than forty on ahighway, but Sublett didn't like to drive anything €l se because of hisalergies. Shesad he
was lucky they had eectric cars, hed told her all about how he was worried about the €l ectromagnetic
fieldsand cancer and Stuff.

They'd left his mother with this Mrs. Baker, watching Spacehunter on the tv. They were both real
excited about that because they said it was Mally Ringwad'sfirst film. They'd get excited about just
about anything, like that, and Chevette never had any ideawho they were talking aboui.

Rydell was just spending more and more time on the phone, and they'd had to stop and buy fresh
batteriestwice, Sublett paying.

It kind of bothered her that he didn't give her any more attention. And they'd dept on the same bed



again, in the room at the motel, but nothing had happened, even though Sublett had dept out in the
Montxo, with the seats tilted back.

All Ryddl ever did now wastak to those Republic of Desire people Lowell knew, but on the regular
phone, and try to leave messages on somebody's voicemail. Mr. Mom or something. Ma. But he didn't
think anybody was getting them, so he'd called up the Desire people and gone on and on about the whole
story, everything that happened to them, and they'd recorded it and they were supposed to put it in this
Mr. Masvoicemail. Ryddl said they were going to stuff it there, so there wasn't any other mail. Said that
ought to get his atention.

When they'd got to L.A. and got aroom in amotel, Chevette had been kind of excited, because shed
always wanted to do that. Because her mother had always seemed to have red good times when she
went to motels. Well, it had turned out to be sort of like atrailer camp without the trailers, with theselittle
concrete buildings divided up into smaler rooms, and there were foreign people cooking barbecues
down in what had been the swimming pool. Sublett had gotten really upset about that, how he couldn't
handle the hydrocarbons and everything, but Rydd | had said it was just for the one night. Then Rydell
had gone over to the foreign people and talked to them alittle, and came back and said they were
Tibetans. They made agood barbecue, too, but Sublett just ate this drugstore food held brought with
him, bottled water and these yellow bars looked like soap, and went out to deep in his Montxo.

Now here she was, waking into this place called Century City I1, and trying to look like she wasthere
to pull atag. It wasthiskind of green, tit-shaped thing up on these three legs that ran up through it. You
could see where they went because the walls were some kind of glass, mostly, and you could see
through. It was about the biggest thing around; you could seeit forever. Ryddl cdled it the Blob.

It was real upscale, too, kind of like ChinaBasin, with those same kind of people, like you mostly saw
inthefinancid didrict, or inmalls, or when you were pulling tags.

Wéll, she had her badges on, and she'd had a good shower at the motel, but the place was starting to
creep her out anyway. All thesetreesin there, up dl through this sort of giant, hollow leg, and everything
under thisweird filtered light came in through the sides. And here she was standing on this escd ator,
about amilelong, just going up and up, and around her al these people who must've belonged there.
There were dlevators, Rydell said, up the other two legs, and they ran at an angle, like thelift up to
Skinner's. But Sublett'sfriend had said there were more IntenSecure people watching those, usudly.

She knew that Sublett was behind her, somewhere, or anyway that was how they'd worked it out
before Ryddl| dropped them off at the entrance. Sheld asked him where he was going then, and held just
said he had to go and borrow aflashlight. She was starting to redlly like him. It sort of bothered her. She
wondered what hed belike if he wasn't in asituation like this. She wondered what sheld belikeif she
wasn'tinagtuation likethis,

He and Sublett had both worked for the company that did security for this building, IntenSecure, and
Sublett had called up afriend of hisand asked him questions about how tight it was. The way he'd put it,
it was like he wanted a new job with the company. But he and Rydell had worked it out that she could
getin, particularly if hewasfollowing her to keep track.

What bothered her about Sublett was that he was acting sort of like he was committing suicide or
something. Once held gotten with the program, Rydell's plan, it waslike he felt cut loose from things.
Kept talking about his apostasy and these movies he liked, and somebody called Cronenberg. Had this
weird cam like somebody who knew for sure he was going to die; like he'd sort of made peace withit,
except held gtill get upset about hisalergies.



Green light. Risng up throughiit.

They'd made her up this package at the motel. What it had in it was the glasses. Addressed to Karen
Mende sohn.

She closed her eyes, told herself Bunny Maatestawould bongo on her head if she didn't make the tag,
and pushed the button.

"Yes?' It was one of those computers.

"Allied Messenger, for Karen Mendelsohn.”

"A delivery?'

"Shel'sgottasgn for it."

"Authorized to barcode-"

"Her hand. Gotta see her hand. Do it. Y ou know?'
Silence. "Nature of ddivery?’

"Youthink | open them or what?'

"Nature of delivery?'

"Well," Chevette said, "it says "Probate Court," it's from San Francisco, and you don't open the door,
Mr. Wizard, it's on the next plane back."

"Wait, please," said the computer.

Chevette looked at the potted plants beside the door. They were big, looked real, and she knew
Sublett was standing behind them, but she couldn't see him. Somebody had put a cigarette out on one,
between itsroots.

The door open, acrack. "Yes?'

"Karen Mendelsohn?

"What isit?'

"Allied Messenger, San Francisco. Y ou wannasign for this?' Except there was nothing, no tag, to
sgn.

"San Francisco?"
"What it says."

The door opened alittle more. Dark-haired woman in along pale terrycloth robe. Chevette saw her
check the badges on Skinner's jacket. "1 don't understand,” Karen Medel sohn said. "We do everything



viaGlobEx."

"They'retoo dow," Chevette said, as Sublett stepped around the plant, wearing this black uniform.
Chevette saw hersaf reflected in his contacts, sort of bent out at the middle.

"Ms. Menddlsohn,”" he said, "afraid we've got us a security emergency, here.”
Karen Mende sohn waslooking at him. "Emergency?'

"Nothing to worry about,” Sublett said. He put his hand on Chevette's shoulder and guided her in, past
Karen Mende sohn. " Situation's under control. Appreciate your co-operation.”

"Wally' Divac, Ryddl's Serbian landlord, hadn't redlly wanted to loan Rydell hisflashlight, but Rydell
had lied and promised held get him something alot better, over at IntenSecure, and bring it dong when
he brought the flashlight back. Maybe one of those telescoping batons with the wirel ess taser-tips, he
sad; something serious, anyway, professona and maybe quasi-illegal. Wally was sort of a cop-groupie.
Liked to fed hewasinwith theforce. Likealot of people, he didn't much distinguish between the redl
PD and acompany like IntenSecure. He had one of those armed response signsin hisfront yard, too,
but Ryddl was glad to see it wasn't IntenSecure. Wally couldn't quite afford that kind of service, just like
his car was second-hand, though he would've told you it was previoudy owned, like the first guy was just
some flunky who'd had the job of bresking it in for him.

But he owned this house, where he lived, with the baby-blue plastic sding that looked sort of like
painted wood, and one of those fake lawns that looked reder than AstroTurf. And he had the housein
Mar Vistaand a couple of others. Hissister had come over herein 1994, and then he'd come himself, to
get away from al the trouble over there. Never regretted it. Said thiswas afine country except they letin
too many immigrants.

"Wheat's that you're driving?' held asked, from the steps of the renovated Craftsman two hlocks ahove
Mél rose.

"A Montxo," Ryddll said. "From Barcelona. Electric.”

38. Miracle mile

"Youlivein America," hed said, hisgray hair plastered nestly back from his pitted forehead. "Why
you drivethat?' His BMW, immaculate, reposed in the driveway; held had to spend five minutes
disarming it to get the flashlight out for Rydell. Ryddl had remembered thetimein Knoxville, Chrismas
day, when the Narcotics team's new walkie-talkies had triggered every car-darmin aten-mileradius.

"Well," Ryddl said, "it'sred good for the environment.”

"It'sbad for your country,” Wally said. "Image thing. An American should drive some car to fed proud
of. Bavarian car. At least Japanese.”

"I'll get thisback to you, Waly." Holding up the big black flashlight.



"And something ese. You said.”
"Don't worry about it."
"When you pay rent on Mar Vista?'

"Kevinll take care of it." Getting into the tiny Montxo and starting up the flywhed. It sat there, rocking
dightly on its shocks, while the whed got up to speed.

Waly waved, shrugged, then backed into his house and closed the door. Rydell hadn't ever seen him
not wear that Tyrolean hat before.

Rydell looked at the flashlight, figuring out where the safety was. It wasn't much, but he felt like he had
to have something. And it was nonletha. Guns weren't that hard to buy, on the Street, but he didn't really
want to have to have one around today. Y ou did adifferent kind of time, if there was agun involved.

Then held driven back toward the Blob, taking it real easy at intersections and trying to keep to the
streets that had designated lanes for dectric vehicles. He got Chevette's phone out and hit redial for the
node-number in Utah, the one Godeater had given him, back in Paradise. God-eater was the one who
looked like the mountain, or so he said. Ryddl | had asked him what kind of aname that was. Hed said
he was afull-blood Blood Indian. Ryddll sort of doubted it.

None of their voiceswerered, even; it was dl digitd stuff. God-eater could just aswell be awoman,
or three different people, or dl three of the ones he'd seen there might've been just one person. He
thought about the woman in the wheelchair in Cognitive Dissdents. It could be her. It could be anybody.
That was the spooky thing about these hackers. He heard the node-number ringing, in Utah. God-eater
aways picked up onfive, inmid-ring.

IIYS?I

"Paradise," Rydd| sad.

"Richard?'

"Nixon."

"We have your goodsin place, Richard. Onelittle whoops and a push.”

"You get meapriceyet?' The light changed. Somebody was honking, pissed-off at the Montxo's
inability to do anything like accelerate.

"Fifty," God-eater said.
Fifty thousand dollars. Ryddl winced. "Okay," he said, "fair enough.”

"Better be," God-eater said. "We can make you pretty miserable in prison, even. In fact, we can make
you redly miserablein prison. The basdine sartslower, in there.”

I'll bet you got lots of friends there, too, Ryddl | thought. "How long you estimate the response-time,
fromwhen| cal?’



God-eater burped, long and deliberate. "Quick. Ten, fifteen max. Weve got it dotted the way we
talked about. Y our friendsre gonna shit themselves. But redlly, you don't wannabein theway. Thisll be
like something you never saw before. Thisnew unit they just got set up.”

"l hope s0," Rydell said, and broke the connection.

He gave the parking-attendant Karen's apartment number. After this, it really wasn't going to matter
much. He had the flashlight stuck down in the back of hisjeans, under the denim jacket Buddy had
loaned him. It was probably Buddy's father's. Hed told Buddy he'd help him find a place when he got to
L.A. He sort of hoped Buddy never did try that, because he imagined kids like Buddy made it about a
block from the bus station before some redlly fast urban predator got them, just a blur of wheelsand
teeth and no more Buddy to speak of. But then again you had to think about what it would be like to be
him, Buddy, back there in histhree-by six-foot bedroom in that trailer, with those posters of Fallon and
Jesus, snesking that VR when his daddy wasn't looking. If you didn't at least try to get out, what would
you wind up feding like? And that was why you had to give it to Sublett, because hed gotten out of that,
dlergiesand dl.

But he was worried about Sublett. Pretty crazy to be worried about anybody, in asituation like this,
but Sublett acted like he was aready dead or something. Just moving from one thing to the next, likeit
didn't matter. The only thing that got any kind of rise out of himwashisdlergies.

And Chevette, too, Chevette Washington, except what worried him there was the white skin of her
back, just above thewaist of those black bike-pants, when she was curled on the bed beside him. How
he keptwanting to touch it. And how her tits stuck out againgt her t-shirt when sheld sit up in the morning,
and those little dark twists of hair under her arms. And right now, walking up to thisterracotta
coffee-module near the base of the escalator, the rectangular head of Wally's pepper-spray flashlight
digging into his spine, he knew he might never get another chance. He could be deed, in half an hour, or
on hisway to prison.

He ordered a latte with a double shot, paid for it with just about the last of his money, and looked at
his Timex. Ten 'til three. When held caled Warbaby's persona portable from the motel, the night before,
hed told him three.

God-eater had gotten him that number. God-eater could get you any number at all.

Warbaby had sounded redlly sad to hear from him.

Disappointed, like. "We never expected this of you, Ryddl."

"Sorry, Mr. Warbaby. Those fucking Russians. And that cowboy fucker, that Loveless. Got on my
cae"

"There's no need for obscenity. Who gave you this number?”
"I had it from Hernandez, before." Silence.

"| got the glasses, Mr. Warbaby."

"Where areyou?'

Chevette Washington watching him, from the bed. "In Los Angeles. | figured I'd better get asfar away



from those Russans as| could.”

A pause. Maybe Warbaby had put his hand over the phone. Then, "Wdll, | suppose | can understand
your behavior, dthough | can't say | approve..."

"Can you come down here and get them, Mr. Warbaby? And just sort of cal it even?’

A longer pause. "Well, Ryddl," sadly, "I wouldn't want you to forget how disappointed | amin you,
but, yes, | could do that."

"But just you and Freddie, right? Nobody else.”

"Of course," Warbaby had said. Rydell imagined him looking at Freddie, who'd be tap-tapping away
on some new laptop, getting the call traced. To acell-node in Oakland, and then to atumbled number.

"Y ou be down here tomorrow, Mr. Warbaby. I'll call you at your same number, tell you whereto
come. Three o'clock. Sharp.”

"] think you've made the right decision, Ryddll," Warbaby had said.
"l hope s0," Rydd| had said, then clicked off.

Now helooked at his Timex. I'ook asip of coffee. Three o'clock. Sharp. He put the coffee down on
the counter and got the phone out. Started punching in Warbaby's number.

It took them twenty minutesto get there. They came in two cars, from opposite directions, Warbaby
and Freddiein ablack Lincoln with awhite satdllite-dish on top, Freddie driving it, then Svobodov and
Orlovsky in ametdlic-gray Lada sedan that Ryddll took for arental.

He watched them meet up, the four of them, then walk in, onto the plaza under the Blab, past those
kinetic sculptures, heading for the nearest elevator, Warbaby |ooking sad as ever and leaning on that
cane. Warbaby had his same olive coat on, his Stetson, Freddie was wearing abig shirt with alot of pink
init, had alaptop under hisarm, and the Russians from Homicide had these gray suits on, about the color
and texture of the Ladathey were driving.

Hegaveit awhileto seeif Loveesswas going to turn up, then started keying in that number in Utah.

"Please, Jesus," he said, counting the rings.

"Your latte okay?' The Central Asian kid in the coffee-module, looking at him.

"It'sfine," Ryddl said, as God-eater picked up.

"YS’?'

"Paradise.”

"ThisRichard?'

"Nixon. They're here. Four but not Smiley."



"Y our two Russians, Warbaby, and hisjockey?

"Got 'em.”

"But not the other one?"

"Dontseehim..."

"His description'sin the package anyway. Okay, Ryddll. Let'sdoit." Click.

Rydell stuck the phonein hisjacket pocket, turned, and headed, walking fast, for the escalator. The
boy in the coffeemodul e probably thought there was something wrong with that lane.

God-eater and hisfriends, if they weren't just one person, say some demented old lady up in the
Oakland hillswith acouple of million dollars worth of equipment and aterminaly bad attitude, had
gruck Ryddl asbeing dmost uniquely full of shit. There was nothing, if you believed them, they couldn't
do. But if they were d| that powerful, how come they had to hide that way, and make money doing
crimes?

Rydell had gotten a couple of lectures on computer crime at the Academy, but it had been pretty dry.
The higtory of it, how hackers used to be just these smart-ass kids dicking with the phone companies.
Bascdly, the visiting Fed had said, any crime that was what once had been called white-collar was going
to be computer crime anyway, now, because people in offices did everything with computers. But there
were other crimesyou could il call computer crimesin the old sense, because they usudly involved
professond criminds, and these criminds gtill thought of themsdlves as hackers. The public, the Fed had
told them, till tended to think of hackers as some kind of romantic bullshit thing, sort of like kids moving
the outhouse. Merry pranksters. In the old days, he said, lots of people still didn't know there was an
outhouse there to be moved, not until they wound up in the shit. Rydell's class laughed dutifully. But not
today, the Fed said; your modern hacker was about as romantic as a hit man from someice posse or an
enforcer with adancer combine. And alot harder to catch, athough if you could get one and lean on him,
you could usualy count on landing afew more. But they were set up mostly in these cells, the cells
building up larger groups, so that the most you could ever pop, usudly, were the members of asingle cdll;
they just didn't know who the members of the other cellswere, and they made a point of not finding out.

God-eater and hisfriends, however many of them there were or weren't, must've been acell like that,
one of however many unitsin what they called the Republic of Desire. And if they wereredly going to go
ahead and do the thing for him, he figured there were three reasons. they hated the idea of San Francisco
getting rebuilt hecause they liked an infrastructure with alot of holesinit, they were charging him good
money-money he didn't have-and they'd figured out away to do something that nobody had ever done
before. And it was that last one that had really seemed to get them going, once they'd decided to help
him out.

And now, climbing the escaator, up through al these kinds of people who lived or worked up here,
forcing himself not to break into arun, Rydell found it hard to believe that God-eater and them were
doing what they'd said they could do. And if they weren't, well, he wasjust fucked.

No, hetold himself, they were. They had to be. Somewhere in Utah a dish was turning, targeted out
toward the coast, toward the Californiasky. And out of it, fed in from wherever God-eater and his
friends were, were coming these packages, no, packets, of signas. Packets, God-eater called them.

And somewhere, high above the Blob, up over thewhole L.A. Basin, was the Death Star.



Rydd | dodged past aslver-haired man in tenniswhites and ran up the escalator. Came out under the
copper tit. People going in and out of that little mall there. A fountain with water diding down big ragged
sheets of green glass. And there went the Russians, their wide gray backs heading toward the white walls
of the complex where Karen's apartment was. He couldn't see Warbaby or Freddie.

"Shit," he said, knowing it hadn't worked, that God-eater had fucked him, that he'd doomed Chevette
Washington and Sublett and even Karen Mendelsohn and it was one more time held just gonefor it,
been wrong, and the last fucking time at that.

And then these things came through along gap in the glass, just south of where the handball-courts
were, and he hadn't ever seen anything like them. There were abunch of them, maybe ten or adozen,
and they were black. They hardly made any sound at dl, and they were sort of floating. Just skimming
along. The players on the courts stopped to watch them.

They were helicopters, but too smdl to carry anybody. Smdler than the smalest micro-light. Kind of
dish-shaped. French Aerospatia e gun-platforms, the kind you saw on the news from Mexico City, and
he guessed they were under the control of ECCCS, the Emergency Command Control Communications
System, who ran the Death Star. One of them swung by, about twenty feet over hishead, and he saw the
clustered tubes of some kind of gun or rocket-launcher.

"Damn," Ryddl said, looking up at the future of armed response.

"POLICE EMERGENCY. REMAIN CALM."

A woman started screaming, from somewhere over by the mal, over and over, like something
mechanicd.

"REMAIN CALM."

And modtly they did, al those faces; faces of the residents of this high country, their jawlinesfirm, their
soft clothes fluttering in the dancing downdrafts.

Ryded| garted running.

He ran past Svobodov and Orlovsky, who were looking at the three helicopters that were much lower
now, and S0 clearly edging in on them. The Russans mouths were open and Orlovsky's haf-frame
glasseslooked like they were about to fdl off.

"ON YOUR FACES. NOW. OR WE FIRE."

But the residents, dender and mainly blond, stood unmoved, watching, with racquetsin their hands, or
dark glossy paper bags from the mall. Watching the helicopters. Watching Rydell as he ran past them,

their eyesmildly curious and curioudy hard.

Heran past Freddie, who was flat down on the granite payers, doing what the helicopters said, his
hands above his head and his|aptop between them.

"REMAIN CALM."

Then he saw Warbaby, douched back on a cast-iron bench like he'd been sitting there forever, just



watching life go by. Warhahy saw him, too.
"POLICE EMERGENCY ."

His cane was beside him, propped on the bench. He picked it up, lazy and ddliberate, and Rydell was
sure he was about to get blown away.

"REMAIN CALM."

But Warbaby, looking sad as ever, just brought the cane up to the brim of his Stetson, like some kind
of salute.

"DROP THAT CANE."

The amplified voice of a SWAT cop, bunkered down in the hardened sublevels of City Hall Eadt,
working hislittle Aerospatia e through a tel epresence rig. Warbaby shrugged, dowly, and tossed the cane

away.

Rydel |l kept running, right through the open gates and up to Karen Mendel sohn's door. Which was
half-open, Karen and Chevette Washington both there, their eyes about to pop out of their heads.

"Insdel” heyelled.

They just gaped at him.
"Get ingde!”

There were abunch of big plants beside the door, in aterracotta pot about as high as hiswaist. He
saw Loveess step around it, raising hislittle gun; Loveless had on asilvery sportscoat and hisleft am
wasin ading; hisface was studded with micropore dressngs that weren't quite the right shade, so he
looked like he had leprasy or something. He was smiling that smile.

"No!" Chevette Washington screamed, "you murdering little fuck!”

Loveless brought the gun around, about afoot from her head, and Rydell saw the smile vanish.
Without it, he noticed, Loveless sort of looked like he didn't have any lips.

"REMAIN CALM," the helicoptersreminded them all, as Rydd | brought tip Waly'sflashlight.

Loveless never even managed to pull the trigger, which you had to admit was kind of impressive. What
that capsicum did, it was kind of like when Sublett got an alergic reaction, but alot worse, and alot
quicker.

"You crazy, crazy motherfucker," Karen Mende sohn kept saying, her eyes swollen up like shedd
walked through a swarm of hornets. She and Chevette had both caught the edges of that pepper-spray,
and Sublett was so worried about the residue that he'd gone into a closet in Karen's bedroom and
wouldn't come out. "Y ou crazy, outrageous motherfucker. Do you know what you've done?"

Rydell just sat there, in one of her white Retro Aggressive armchairs, listening to those helicopters
ydling outsde. Later on, when it dl came out, they'd find out that the Republic of Desire had set
Warbaby and them up as these bomb-building mercenaries working for the Sonoran Separatist Front,



with enough high explosives stored in Karen's place to blow that nipple off thetit and clear to Malibu.
And they'd d so worked in this hostage-taking scenario, to guarantee the SWAT guys made a soft entry,
if they had to. But when the redl live Counterterrorism Squad got in there, it would've been pretty hairy,
at least if Karen hadn't been alawyer for Copsin Trouble. Those were some angry cops, and getting
angrier, at first, but then Purdey's people seemed to have their ways to calm them down.

But the funny thing was, they, the LAPD, never would, ever, admit to it that anybody had hacked the
Desgth Star. They kept saying it had been phoned in. And they stuck to that, too; it was so important to
them, evidently, that they werewilling, findly, to let alot of therest of it just go.

But when he was ditting there, listening to Karen, and gradually getting the idea that, yeah, hewasthe
kind of crazy motherfucker she liked, he kept thinking about Nightmare Folk Art, and whatever that
woman's name was, over there, and hoping she was coping okay, because God-eater had needed an
L.A. number to stick into his fake data-packet, anumber where the tip-off was supposed to have come
from. And Rydd| hadn't wanted to give them Kevin's number, and then he'd found the Nightmare number
inhiswallet, on part of a People cover, so held given God-eater that.

And then Chevette came over, with her face dl swollen from the capsicum, and asked him if it was
working or were they totally fucked? And he said it was, and they weren't, and then the cops camein
and it wasn't okay, but then Aaron Purdey turned up with about as many other lawvyers asthere were
cops, and then Wedlington Ma, in anavy blazer with gold buttons.

So Rydél findly got to meet him.
"Always apleasure to meet aclient in person,” Welington Masaid, shaking his hand.
"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Ma," Rydell said.

" won't ask you what you did to my voice-mail," Wellington Masaid, "but | hope you won't do it
again. Y our gory, though, isfascinating.”

Rydell remembered God-eater and that fifty thousand, and hoped Maand Karen and them weren't
going to be pissed about that. But he didn't think so, because Aaron Purdey had aready said, twice, how
it was going to be bigger than the Pookey Bear thing, and Karen kept saying how telegenic Chevette
was, and about the youth angle, and how Chrome Koran would fall &l over themselvesto do the music.

And Wellington Mahad signed up Chevette, and Sublett, too, but he'd had to pass the papers back
into that closet because Sublett <till wouldn't come out.

Ryddl| could tell from what Karen said that Chevette had told her pretty much the whole story while
she and Sublett had kept her there, and kept her from hitting any IntenSecure panic-buttons. And Karen,
evidently, knew al about those VL glasses and how to get them to play things back, SO she'd spent
most of thetime doing that, and now she knew dl about Sunflower or whatever it was called. And she
kept telling Purdey that there was a dynamite angle here because they could implicate Cody fucking
Harwood, if they played their cardsright, and was he ever duefor it, the bastard.

Rydéell hadn't ever even had a chance to see that stuff, on the glasses.
"Mr. Purdey?' Ryddl kind of edged over to him.

"Yes, Berry?'



"What happens now?"

"Well," Purdey said, tugging at the skin beneath his nose, "you and your two friends here are about to
be arrested and taken into custody.”

"We are?'

Purdey looked at his big gold watch. It was set with diamonds around the did, and had abig lump of
turquoise on either sde. "1n aout five minutes. Were arranging to have thefirst press-conference around
gx. That suit you, or would you rather est first? We can have the caterers bring you something in.”

"But we're being arrested.”
"Bail, Berry. Youve heard of bail ? Y ou'll dl be out tomorrow morning.” Purdey beamed at him.
"Arewe going to be okay, Mr. Purdey?’

"Berry,” Purdey said, "you'rein trouble, son. A cop. And an honest one. In trouble. In deep,
spectacular, and, please, | haveto say this, clearly heroic shit." He clapped Rydell on the shoulder.
"Copsin Troubleis herefor you, boy, and, let me assure you, we are dl of us going to make out just fine
onthis"

Chevette said jail sounded just fineto her, but please could she call somebody in San Francisco
named Fontaine?

"Y ou can call anybody you want, honey,” Karen said, dabbing at Chevette's eyeswith atissue.
"They'll record it dl, but well get acopy, too. What was the name of your friend, the black man, the one
who was shot?'

"Sammy Sd," Chevette said.

Karen looked at Purdey. "Wed better get Jackson Gale," she said. Rydell wondered what for,
because Jackson Gale was this new young black guy who acted in made-for-tv movies.

Then Chevette came over and hugged him, al of her pressing up against him, and just sort of looking
up a him from under that crazy-ass haircut. And he liked that, even if her eyeswere dl red and her nose
was running.

On Saturday, the fifteenth of November, the morning after his fourth night with Skinner, Y amazaki,
wearing an enormous, cape-like plaid jacket, much mended and smelling of candle-grease, descended in
theydlow lift to do businesswith the dedersin artifacts. He brought with him a cardboard carton
containing severd large fragments of petrified wood, the left antler of abuck deer, fifteen compact discs,
aVictorian promotiona novelty in the shape of afluted chinamug, embossed with the letters'OXO," and
adamp-swollen copy of The ColumbiaLiterary History of the United States.

The sdlerswere laying out their goods, the morning iron-gray and clammy, and he was grateful for the
borrowed jacket, its pockets silted with ancient sawdust and tiny, nameless bits of hardware. He had
been curious about the correct manner in which to approach them, but they took theinitiative, clustering
around him, Skinner'sname on ther lips.



The petrified wood brought the best price, then the mug, then eight of the compact discs. It al went,
findly, except for the literary history, which was badly mildewed. He placed this, its blue boards warping
inthe sdt air, atop amound of trash. With the money folded in his hand, he went looking for the old
woman who sold eggs. Also, they needed coffee.

Hewasin sight of the place that roasted and ground coffee when he saw Fontaine coming through the
morning bustle, the collar of hislong tweed coat turned up against the fog.

"How's the old man doing, Scooter?”

39. Celebration on a gray day

"He asks more frequently &fter thegirl..."
"Shelsinjal downinL.A.," Fontanesad.
"Jl?'

"Out on bail thismorning, or that'swhat she said last night. | was on my way over to bring you this."
He took aphone from his pocket and handed it to Y amazaki. " She has that number. Just don't go making
too many calshome, you hear?'

"Home?"'
Il‘mm.ll
Y amazaki blinked. "No. | understand...”

"I don't know what she's been up to since that damned storm hit, but I've been too busy to bother
thinking about it. We got the power back but I've still got an injury case nobody's bothered to claim yet.
Fished him out of what was|eft of somebody's greenhouse, Wednesday morning. Sort of down under
your place, there, actudly. Don't know if he hit his head or what, but he just keegps coming around alittle,
then fading off. Vitd signs okay, no broken bones. Got aburn aong his side could be from abullet, some
kind of hot-shoeload..."

"Y ou would not take him to ahospita ?"

"No," Fontaine said, "we don't do that unlessthey ask usto, or unlessthey're gonnadie otherwise. Lot
of us have good reason not to go to placeslike that, get checked out on computersand al."

"Ah," Yamazaki said, with what he hoped wastact.
"Ah" s0," Fontaine said. " Some kids probably found him first, took hiswallet if he had one. But hesa
big hedthy brother and somebody'll recognize him eventudly. Hard not to, with that bolt through his

johnson.”

"Yes" Yamazaki sad, faling to understand thislat, "and | till have your pistal.”



Fontaine looked around. "Wdll, if you fed like you don't need it, just chuck it for me. But I'll need that
phone back, sometime. How long you gonna be staying out here, anyway?"

"l...1donot know." And it wastrue.
"Y ou be down here this afternoon, see the parade?’
"Parade?'

"November fifteenth. It's Shapdy's birthday. Something to see. Sort of Mardi Grasfed toiit. Lot of the
younger people take their clothes off, but | don't know about this weather. Well, see you around. Say hi
to Skinner."

"Hi, yes," Yamazaki said, smiling, as Fontaine went on hisway, the rainbow of his crocheted cap
bobbing above the heads of the crowd.

Y amazaki walked toward the coffee-vendor, remembering the funera procession, the dancing scarlet
figurewith itsred-painted rifle. The symbol of Shapely's going.

Shapely's murder, some said sacrifice, had taken placein Sdt Lake City. His seven killers, heavily
armed fundamentalists, members of awhite racist sect driven underground in the months following the
assault on the airport, were il imprisoned in Utah, though two of them had subsequently died of AIDS,
possibly contracted in prison, steadfastly refusing the vira strain patented in Shapely's name.

They had remained sllent during thetrid, their leader stating only that the disease was God's vengeance
on sinners and the unclean. Lean men with shaven heads and blank, implacable eyes, they were God's
gunmen, and would stare, as such, from al the tapes of history, forever.

But Shapely had been very wedthy when he had died, Y amazaki thought, joining the linefor coffee.
Perhaps he had even been happy. He had seen the product of his blood reverse the course of darkness.
There were other plagues abroad now, but the live vaccine bred from Shapely's variant had saved
uncounted millions.

Y amazaki promised himsdlf that he would observe Shapely's birthday parade. He would rernemher to
bring his notchook.

He stood in the smdll of fresh-ground coffee, awaiting histurn.
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