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CHAPTER ONE

It was the third Thursday in January, and after a fortnight
of daily drizzles the first real stormof England' s nonsoon
season was due to arrive sonetinme in the late afternoon
The neckl ace of Earth Resource platfornms which the Event
Hori zon corporation naintained in |ow Earth orbit had observed the stormfornng out in the
Atlantic west of Portugal for the last two days: the clash of air fronts, the favourable
conbi nati on of tenperature and hum dity. Muilti-spectrum photon anps tracked the tornented
streanmers of cloud as they streaked towards England, building in power, in velocity~ The satellite
channel s bad started issuing the Meteorological Ofice warnings on the breakfast 'casts. Right
across the country, in urban and rural areas alike, people were hurrying to secure their property
and homes, lead animals to shelter, and protect the crops and groves.
Had the Earth Resource platforns focused on the county of Rutland as the dawn rose, any observer
woul d have been drawn to the eastern boundary, where the vast Y-shaped reservoir of Rutland Water
was reflecting a splendid coronal shinmrer of rose-gold sunlight back up into the sky. The
Hanmbl et on peni nsul a protruded fromthe reservoir like a surfaced whale, four kilometres |ong, one
wi de. Hanbl et on Wod was sprawl ed across a third of the southern slope, its oak and ash trees
killed off by the torrid year-long heat of the Warm ng which had repl aced the old seasons. The
rotting trunks were now besi eged by a tangl ed canopy of creepers and ivy, carrion plants feeding
of f the nmuichy bark of the once sturdy giants they choked. Another, snmller, expired copse |ay
broken on the northern side, adding to the general inpression of decay. But a good half of the
remai ni ng farm and had been converted to citrus groves, sprouting a vigorous green patina of life.
The peninsula was an ideal location to grow fruit; Rutland Water provided unlinmted irrigation
wat er
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during the parched sunmer nonths. Hanbl eton itself, a ham et of stone houses with a beautiful
little church and one pub, nestled on the western side, the whale's tail, above a narrow spit of
land which Iinked it with the Vale of Catnbse. There was a single road running precariously along
t he peninsul ar spine; grass and weeds ni bbling away at the edges of the tarnmac had reduced it to a
barely navi gable strip.

At quarter-past nine in the norning, Corry Furness turned off the road a kil onmetre past Hanbl et on
freewheeling his nountain bike down the sloping track to the Mandel farnmhouse, tyres slipping
dangerously on the danp nobss and | oose | i nestone.

G eg Mandel caught a glinpse of the lad fromthe corner of his eye, a slash of col our skidding
down the last twenty metres of the slope into the farnmyard, clutching frantically at the brakes.

G eg had been out in the field since half-past seven, planting nearly thirty tall saplings of gene-
tailored linme trees in the sodden earth, binding themto two-netre-hi gh stakes which he hoped
woul d gi ven t hem enough anchorage to withstand the storms. Wen it was finished the Iine grove
woul d cover half a hectare of the ground between the farnhouse and the eastern edge of Hanbl eton
Wyod. The planting shoul d have been safely conpleted a week ago, but the saplings had arrived | ate
fromthe nursery, and the nechani cal digger he was using had devel oped a hydraulic fault that took
hima day to fix. He still bad two hundred trees left to put in.

G eg had thought his early start would give himenough rine to finish at least fifty before lunch
he was already resigned to carting the rest into the barn until the storm passed. Fit watching
Corry barely mss the side of the barn, then shout urgently at El eanor who was painting the ground-
floor wi ndows, he knew even that small hope had just vani shed. El eanor pointed at him and Corry
ran over the shaggy grass.

Geg switched off the little digger and clinbed out of the cab, wellingtons squelching in the mnud.
He was on the last row, just twenty saplings and stakes left to go. They were al
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| aid out ready. Patchy clouds tunbled across the sky, and the reservc~ir's far shore gl eaned from
last night's rain, wisps of nist already rising as the day's heat began to build.

"Sir, sir, Dad sent nme, sir,' Corry shouted. The |ad was about ten or twelve, his face ruddy from
exertion, fright and exhilaration burning in his eyes. 'Please sir, they're going to kill him
sir!" He slithered the last two netres, and Greg caught him

"Kill who, Corry?

Corry struggled to gulp down sone air. "M Collister, sir. There's everybody up there at his house
now. They're saying he used to be a Party Apache.
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"Apparatchik,' Geg corrected grimy

"Yes, sir. He wasn't, was he?

Greg started wal king towards the farm *'Wwo knows?

"I liked M Collister,' Corry said insistently.

'Yeah,' Greg said. Roy Collister was a solicitor who worked in Gakhamy an unobtrusive, pleasant
man. He cane into the village pub nost nights. Soneone who npaned about work and the price of beer
and inflation. Geg had shared a pint with himoften enough. '"He's a nice man.' And that's al ways
the worst thing about it, Geg thought. Four years after the People's SocialjsmParty fell, ending
ten years of a disastrous near-Marxist style governnment, people found it hard to forget, |et al one

forgive the nisery and fear they had endured. Hatred was still sinmmering strongly bel ow the
surface of the nation's psyche. As for Collister, Geg had seen it before:
the allegations, the pointed finger. One hint, one whispered suspicion, was all it took: the

serpent of guilt never rested after that, gnawing at people's minds. Even the informants worKking
for the People's Constables weren't as bad; at |east they had to produce sone kind of evidence
before they got their blood noney.

El eanor was al ready backi ng the powerful four-wheel-drive English Mtor Conpany Ranger out of the
barn when he reached the yard. It was a grey-painted farmutility vehicle, with a squat boxy body
on high, toughened suspension coils; the marque was the first of a new generation, powered by~
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Event Hori zon gi ga-conductor cells instead of the ol d-fashioned high-density polymer batteries.
She gave hima tight-1lipped | ook which said it all. It took a lot to upset Eleanor

They had been nmarried just over a year. She had been twenty-one years old the day she wal ked down
the aisle of Hanmbl eton's church, seventeen years younger than him although that had never been an
i ssue. Her face was heart shaped, liberally splattered with freckles; a petite nose and w de green
eyes were framed by a mane of thick red hair which she brushed back froma broad forehead.
Physically, she was an all-out assault on his preferences. An adol escence spent on a PSP-
subsi di zed ki bbutz where manual | abour was enphasi zed and revered had given her the kind of robust
figure a channel starlet would kill for. Eleanor didn't see it quite in those terns, though she
had conme to accept his unendi ng enthusiasm and conplinents with a kind of benused tol erance. Even
now, dressed in a paint-splattered blue boiler suit, she | ooked tremendous.

Geg clinbed into the Ranger's passenger seat, and shut the door. 'l want you to wal k back into
the village,' he told Corry. "WIIl you do that for me?" He didn't want the lad to wi nmess the |lynch
nmob, what ever the outcone was.

"Yes, sir.'

"And don't worry?

"I won't, sir.

El eanor steered the Ranger out of the farmyard and on to the track, noving expertly through the
gears as the tyres fought for traction on the treacherous surface.

"Did you know about Collister? she asked.

"No.' Wiich was odd. Not even his intuition had given himan inkling. And it should have done.
Intuition was one of his two psi faculties '"liich were educed by neurohornones.

It was the English army which had given hima bioware endrocrine gland inplant, a sophisticated
construct of neurosecretory cells which consumed his bl ood and extravasated psi-stinmul ant

neur ohor nones under the control of a cortical processor
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He had been transferred out of his old parachute regi nent when the conbi ned services' assessnent
test graded him ESP positive and shoved straight into the neWwy forned M ndstar Brigade, along
with five hundred other slightly befuddled recruits. Psi-stinulant neurohornones had been
denmonstrated the year before by the Anerican DARPA office, and M ndstar was the Mnistry of

Def ence' s eager response to the potential of psychics providing the perfect intelligence-gathering
corps. An idea the tabloid channels swiftly dubbed "M nd Wars'. It was a pity nobody paid nuch
attention to the nunber of qualifiers in the early DARPA press rel eases.

Based on the assessnent test results, Mndstar expected Greg to develop an eldritch sixth sense, a
continent-spanning X-ray sight which could | ocate eneny installations, no matter how well
conceal ed. |Instead he becane enpathic. It was a useful trait for interrogating captured prisoners,
but hardly warranted the mllion and a half pounds invested in his gland and his training.

He wasn't alone in disappointing the Mndstar brass. The assessnent tests only indicated the
general area of a recruit's ability; how a brain's actual psychic faculties would devel op after a
gl and was i npl anted was beyond prediction. The results were extrenely nediocre: very few M ndstar
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recruits produced anything |ike the performance expected. The brigade had been reluctantly

di sbanded a few nmonths before the PSP took its ideological knife to the defence budget.

Geg's clains that his intuition had al so been enhanced by the gland were di scounted by the
sounder minds of the general staff as typical squaddi e superstition. He shrugged and kept quiet:
never volunteer for anything. But intuition had saved himand his tactical raider squad on nore
t han one occasi on when he saw action in Thrkey.

So why hadn't it given himany forewarning about Ray Collister?

' Nobody expects you to be perfect,' Eleanor said quietly.

He nodded shortly. She could plug into his enptions with the sane efficiency as his espersense

rooted around in other people's mnds. '"I'll bet Douglas Kellamis |eading the pack,"
PETER F. HAM LTON
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he said. Douglas Kellam who fancied hinself in the role of local squire, the village's |oudest
anti-PSP Mormus. Now it was safe to speak out.

"Fromthe rear, yes,' she agreed.

He grunted wyly. 'Wo woul d have thought it, you and | rushing to rescue an appanuchik.'

"But we are though, aren't we? Instinctively. It's not so much what Collister was, but what
Kellam's mob will do. There'll be hell to pay the norning after, there always is.'

' Yeah.'

' But ?'

"What if he turns out to be one of the high grades?

"He won't,' she said firmy. 'You would have known if he was anything inportant.’

"Now t here's confidence.' He hoped to God she was right. The EMC Ranger |urched out on to the
road. El eanor gunned the accel erator, wheels tearing gashes in the tarmac's thin nobss covering.
Fans of white spray fountained up as they shot through the | ong puddl es which lay along the ruts.
G eg | ooked out of the window. On the other side of the reservoir's broad southern prong he could
see the Berrybut Spinney time-share estate sitting on the slope directly opposite the farnhouse.
It was set in a rectangular clearing above the shoreline, a horseshoe of wooden chalets with a big
stone clubhouse and hotel at the apex. The spinney was a m x of dead trunks festooned with
creepers and new trees, tanbark oaks, Californian laurels, Chinese yews, and other varieties

i mported fromtropical and sub-tropical zones as the year-round heat killed off native vegetation
Their shapes and col ours were strange in conparison to the glorious old deci duous forests which
occupi ed so many of his chil dhood nenori es.

The hurriedly enacted One Hone Law had enabled the 1 Local council to comrandeer the chal ets and
hotel to provide ~ energency accommodati on for people displaced fromlow ying coas% | ands by
rising seas. He had spent the PSP Jecade living in one of the chalets, telling people he was a
private detective, a perfect cover occupation for soneone wth
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his ability. He even nmanaged to attract a few paying cases to add authenticity. Then a coupl e of
years after the P5P's dem se El eanor cane into his life, and at the sane tine the gigantic Event
Hori zon conmpany hired himto clear up a security violation problem The case had turned out to be
far nmore conpl ex and invol ved than anyone had realized at the start, and the bonuses and favours
he and El eanor were given by its extrenely grateful owner, Julia Evans, were enough to retire on -
enough for their grandchildren to retire on, come to that. Milti-billionairesses, especially

t eenage ones, he reflected, had no concept of gracious restraint, certainly not when it canme to
noney.

It left himand El eanor with the problem of what to do next. Lotus eating was fine, they both
agreed, providing it was in the context of a break fromreal life. They had sunk some (a fraction)
of their noney into the run-down farnmhouse with its neglected fields, and noved in after their
honeynoon, both of them eager for the kind of quiet yet busy life the citrus groves would give

t hem

He could see a pile of ash just below the chalets, a pink glow still visible. The residents lit a
bonfire each night, using it to bake food, and as a focal point for conmpany. An undemandi ng style
of life; not quite the archetypical poor but happy existence, but danmm cl ose. Ceography wasn't all
the nove across the water entail ed.

A horse-drawn cart, piled high with bales of hay, was clunmpng slowy down Hanbl eton's nain street
as they drove in. Eleanor swerved round it smoothly, drawing a frightened whnmmy from the nud-caked
shire horse and a shaken fist fromthe driver. If it wasn't for the gl ossy black sol ar panels
clipped over the slate roofs and a clunp of well-established coconut trees in the churchyard the
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ham et coul d have passed as a rural scene fromthe nineteen-hundreds. Gardens seemed to mnerge
lazily into the verges. Tall stunps of copper beech and sycanore trees |lined the road, festooned
in vines which dangled colourful flower clusters; a frost of greenery which
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brought a senblance of life to the dead trunks. But only froma distance; w nd, entropy, and

vi gorous insects had already pruned away the tw gs and snaller branches, |eaving frayed ends of

pal e-grey sun-bl eached wood jutting out of the shaggy hide.

Roy Collister's hone was one of the smaller cottages a couple of hundred netres fromthe Finch's
Arns. It personified the retirenent-cottage dream gentrified during the end of the last century,
yel | owgrey stonework pointed up, w ndows doubl e-gl azed, brick chi mey-stacks repaired. Mre
recently it had acquired a row of solar panels above the guttering to provide power after the gas
and electricity grids were shut down at the start of the PSP years. Three bulky air conditioners
had been nmounted on the side wall to cope with the stifling air which invariably saturated the
interior of pre-Warm ng buildings. The front garden was given over to vegetable plots, and the
fence had di sappeared under a | ong nound of gene-tailored branbles, with clunps of ripe

bl ackberries as | arge as crab-appl es hangi ng | oosely.

G eg was al ready opening his door as El eanor drew up outside. He was vaguely aware of pale faces
in the wi ndows of the houses opposite, interested and no doubt appalled by what was goi ng on, but
not doi ng anything about it. The English way, Geg reflected. People had |l earned to keep their
heads down during the PSP decade, avoiding attention was a healthy survival trait while the
Constabl es were on the prow. A habit like that was hard to snuff.

The wooden gate through the dune of branbles was swinging slowy to and fro on its hinges, and two
of the ground-floor bay wi ndows had been smashed. Wen he reached the front door he saw t he wood
around the |l ock was splintered; judging by the marks on the paintwork soneone had taken a

sl edgehammerto it. There was the sound of angryvoi ces inside.

G eg wal ked into the hail and ordered a | ow Il evel secretion fromhis gland. As always, he pictured
a lozenge of liver-like flesh nestled runmour-fashion at the heart of his brain, squirting out cold
m | ky liquids into surrounding synapses. In fact, neither gland nor neurohornones | ooked anyt hing
l'i ke the
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mental mrage, but he'd never quite managed to throw off the idiosyncrasy - M ndstar psychol ogi sts
had told himnot to worry, a lot of psychics devel oped quirks of a nuch higher order. H's
perception shifted subtly, naking the universe just that fraction lighter, nore translucent. Auras
seened to prevail, even in inert matter, their m sty planes corresponding to the physica
structures around him Living creatures glowed. A world conprising col oured shadows.

There were twel ve people in the | ounge, making the small room seem oppressively crowded and
stuffy. Greg recogni zed nost of them Villagers, that sane quiet friendly bunch in the pub each

ni ght. Frankie Omnen, the |ocal professional dol edependant and fish poacher, |eaning on his

sl edgehammer, resting after a bout of singularly mndless destruction. He had set about the
furniture, smashing up the Queen Anne coffee table and oak-veneered secretaire and dresser; the
three-netre flatscreen on the wall had a big frost star dead centre. Expressing hinmself the only
way he knew how. Mark Sutton and Andrew Foster, powerful men who worked as | abourers in the
groves, were sitting on Roy Collister behind the overturned settee. The slightly built solicitor's
clothes were torn, his face had been reduced to pul ped flesh, cuts weeping blood on to the beige
car pet .

Clare Collister was being held by Les Hepburn and Ronnie Kay. Greg hadn't seen nuch of her since
he noved into the farm she didn't venture out very often; an ordinarily primthirty-five-year-
old, with rusty brown hair and a |long face. She had obvi ously been struggling hard, one eye was
brui sed, swelling badly, her blouse was torn, revealing her left breast. Les Hepburn had a vicious
grip on the back of her head, knuckles white with the strain of forcing her to watch her husband
bei ng beat en.

And of course, Douglas Kellam chief cheerleader, standing in the tight circle of onlookers, a
forty-five-year-old with a round face, slender noustache and fading brown hair; dressed in blue
trousers and white shirt, thin green tie. Smart and respectabl e even now, although his face was
flushed fromthe kind of exhilaration Greg was wearily famliar with: the
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thrill of the illicit. Douglas was the descendant of the original Victorian toff, a master of

duplicity. Perfectly suited to attending a charity dinner then going on to a pit-bull fight,
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wat chi ng d obecast's Eurobl ue channel at night, condemming it by day.

The jeering and shouting cut off dead as Greg stepped into the | ounge. Andrew Sutton froze with a
fist cocked in mdair, his knuckles wet with Collister's blood, |ooking up at Greg, suddenly
pathetic with guilt.

Wth his espersense expanded, the group's enptions inpinged directly into Greg's synapses, a

cl amour of bl ood-1ust and anger and secret guilt. They were feeding off each other, building up a
collective nerve for the finale. It would end with a shot-gun blast, the cottage set on fire,
consum ng bodi es and direct evidence. And the police would turn a blind eye; overstretched,

under manned, and still trying to regain public trust, to shake off the association with the
Peopl e' s Constabl es. They couldn't afford to be seen taking sides with PSP relics.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing? G eg asked, and there was no need to force a tired tone
into his voice, it cane all too easily.

'The bastard's Party, Geg,' sonmeone called.

"No messing? Have you seen his card? Was it signed by President Arnmstrong hinself?" He was aware
of El eanor coning to stand behind him Her presence sparked off a ripple of severe agitation in
the mnds around him

"He's guilty, Greg. The Inquisitors said he was an apparatchi k over in Market Harborough.'

"Ah.. .' he said. The Inquisitors (actually, the Inappropriate Appointee |nvestigation Bureau) had
been set up by the New Conservative government to purge PSP appointees from G vil Service posts,
where it was feared they would deliberately msuse their positions to stir up trouble in their own
interest. ldentifying themhad turned out to be an al nost inpossible task, a lot of records had
been | ost or destroyed when the PSP fell. Nearly all the old Party's prem er grades had been
routed out, they were notorious enough in their own areas for the Inquisitor teans not to need
official data-

A QUANTUM MURDER

11

work; but the small fry, the invisible Party hacks who did the committees' groundwork, they were
hard to pin down. A |ot of suspect nanes had been | eaking fromthe Inquisitors' office lately.
Rough justice eradicated the tricky problemof no verifiable evidence.

"An official charge has been brought against him has it?" Geg asked.

"No,' Douglas Kellamsaid. 'But we've heard. Bytes that came straight fromthe top.' H s voice

changed to a slicker, nore appealing tone. In his mnd there was still the hope that he could wn
through, a refusal to adnit defeat. And nervousness that was beginning to churn up through his
subconscious, like all of them all disgweted by Geg and the infanmus gl and

Sonetines, Geg reflected, an unending diet of tabloid crap could be useful. He smled

hunourl essly. 'Sure they did. Your cousin's friend' s sister, was it?

"Come on, Geg. He's Red trash, for Christ's sake. You don't want hi maround Hanbl eton. You of all
peopl e."’

‘"Me of all people?

Kel I am squi rned, searching round for support, finding none. 'Christ, Geg, yesl Wiat you are, what
you did. You know, the Trinities.'

"Ch. That.' No one in Hanbleton had actually nmentioned it out |oud before. They all knew he had
been a nenber of the Trinities, Peterborough's urban predator gang, fighting the People's
Constabl es out on the city's sweltering streets; the stories, fragnented and di storted, had

foll owed hi mover the water fromthe Berrybut estate. But the New Conservatives, as a legitinmate
denocratically el ected governnent, could not officially sanction the nassive canpaign of hard-1line
vi ol ence which had hel ped rout the PSP. So Greg's involvenent had earned hima kind of silent
reverence, a wink and a nudge, the only gratitude he was ever shown. As if what he had done wasn't
quite seemy

'Yeah, ne of all people,' he said deliberately, |ooking round the troubled faces. 'I would have
known if Roy was Party. Whuldn't 17?2
12

PETER F. HAM LTON

They began to shuffle round, desperately avoiding his eye. The high-voltage nob tension shorting
out .

"Vell, is he?" Kellam asked urgently.

G eg noved forwards. Collister was groaning softly on the floor, fresh bl ood oozing out of the
gashes which Foster's heavy rings had torn. Foster and Sutton exchanged one edgy gl ance, and
hurriedly scranbled to their feet.

"Do you really want to know?' Greg asked.

"What if he is?" Kellamsaid
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"Then you can call the police and the Inquisitors, and I will testify in court what | can see in
his mnd."'

Kel l am gave a nental flinch, stains of guilt blossom ng anmong his thought currents. Panic at
Geg's alnost casual rem nder that he could prise his way into ninds triggering a cascade of
associ ated nenori es.

‘"Yes, sure thing, Greg, that's fine by ne.'

There was a fast round of nunbl ed agreenent. Greg pursed his |lips thoughtfully, and squatted down
besi de Roy Collister. He focused his espersense on the solicitOr's mind. The thoughts were | eaden
with pain, sharp stings of superficial cuts, heavier dull aches of bruised, probably cracked,
ribs, nausea like a hot rock in his belly, warnth of urine between his legs, the terror and its
twin, the know edge that he would do anything say anything to nmake them stop, a bitter tang of
utter humliation. H's mnd was weeping quietly to itself. There was little rationality left, the
beating had enptied himof all but aninmal instinct.

"Can you hear me, Roy?' Greg asked clearly.

Saliva and bl ood burped out from between battered lips. Geg located a small flare of
understanding am d the wetched thoughts.

' They say you were an apparatchik, Roy. Are they right?'

He hi ssed sonet hi ng i nconprehensi bl e.

"What did he say?' Mark Sutton asked.

G eg held up a hand, silencing him 'Wat were you doing in the PSP decade? Don't try and speak,

just picture it. 1'll see.' Wich wasn't true, not at all. But only El eanor knew that.
A QUANTUM MURDER
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He counted to thirty, trying to recall the various conversations he and Roy had had in the Finch's
Arnms, and rose to his feet. The Iynch nob stood with bowed heads, as sheepi sh as school boys caught
snoking. Even if he said Collister was guilty, there would be no vigilante viol ence now The anger
and nerve bad been torn out of them sucked into the black vacuum of shame. Wich was all he had
set out to do.

"Roy wasn't an apparatchik,' Geg said. 'He used to work in a legal office, handling defence
cases. Did you hear that? Defence work. Roy was supporting the poor sods that the People's
Const abl es brought into court on trunped-up charges. That's how he was tied in to the governnent
by your boll ock-brained Inquisitors, his nane is on the Market Harborough legal affairs conmittee
pay-slip package. The Treasury paid himfor providing his counselling services.'

The silence which foll owed was broken by Clare Collister's angui shed wail. She ran over to her
husband, sinking to her knees, shoul ders quaking. Her fingers dabbed at his ruined face, slowy,

di sbei evingly, tracing the danage; she started to sob uncontrollably.

Dougl as Kell am had paled. 'W didn't know.'

G eg increased the level of his gland secretion, and thought of a griffin's claw, rigged with
power ful stringy nmuscles and tendons, talons black and savagely sharp. Eidolonics took a |lot out
of him he had learnt that back in his M ndstar days:

his mnd wasn't wired for it, which meant he had to push to nake it work. On top of that, he hated
dom nation stunts. But for Kellam he'd overl ook scruples this once. He visualized the talon tips
closing around Kellam s balls. 'CGoodbye,' he said, it was a disnissal order. Black needles touched
the delicate scrotum

Kellam s eyes widened in silent fright. He turned and virtually ran for the door. The others filed
out after him one or two bobbing their heads nervously at El eanor

"Ch sweet Jesus, | ook what they've done to him' Care groaned. Her hands were covered in bl ood.
She | ooked up at Greg and El eanor, tears sticky on her cheeks. 'They're aninmals. Aninmals!'
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Geg fished round in his overall pockets for his cybofax. He pulled the rectangul ar pal msized
"ware block out, and flipped it open. 'Phone function,' he ordered, then told C are:

"I'l1l call for an anbul ance. Sone of those ribs are badly danaged. Tell the doctors to check for

i nternal haenorrhaging.'

She wi ped sone of her tears with the back of a hand, leaving a tiny red streak above her right

eye. 'I want them | ocked up,' she said, fighting for breath. "Al of them Locked up for a

t housand years.'

Greg sighed. 'No, they didn't do anything wong.

El eanor flashed hima startled glance. Then understandi ng dawned, she | ooked back down at C are.

" Not hi ng wong!' O are how ed.

"l only said Roy was innocent,' Greg said quietly.
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She stared at himin horror

"When the anmbul ance conmes, you will leave with it. Pack a bag, sone clothes, anything really

val uabl e. And don't cone back, not for anything. If | ever see you again, | will tell Douglas and
his friends exactly whose mind is rotten with guilt.'

"l never hurt anybody,' she said. 'I was in Food Allocation.' Geg put his armround El eanor

urgi ng her out of the Iounge. The sound of Clare Collister's mniserable weeping foll owed him al
the way down the hail

El eanor kissed himlightly when they reached the EMC Ranger. There was no sign of the Iynch nob.
Nor the watching faces, G eg noted. The only sound was the bird-song, hunidity gave the air an
al nost viscid quality.
"Are you all right?" she asked. Her |ips were pressed together in concern
H s head had begun to ache with the neurohornbne hangover which was the | egacy of using the gland.
He blinked agai nst the sunlight glaring round the shredded cl ouds, conbing his hand back through
sweaty hair. 'Yeah, I'Il live.'
' That bl oody Col i ster woman.'
"Tell you, she's probably right. Food Allocation was a little

AQUANTUMMURDER 15

different fromthe Constables and the Public Order Mnistry.

" They took away enough of the kibbutz's crops,' Eleanor said sharply. 'Fair and even distribution
i ke hell.'

"Hey, wildcat.' He patted her runp.

' Behave, Gregory.' She skipped away and clinbed up into the Ranger, but her snile had returned
Greg slunped into the passenger seat, and renmenbered to pull his safety belt across. '| suppose |
ought to sniff around the rest of the village,' he said reluctantly. 'Make sure there aren't any
prenier-grade apparatchi ks lurking around in dark corners.’

"That is one of the things we cane here to get away from' She swung the EMC Ranger round the
triangul ar junction outside the church, and headed back the way they came. 'You and I, we've done
our bit for this country.

"So now we leave it to the Inquisitors?

El eanor grunted in disgust.

They met Corry Furness on the edge of the village. Eleanor stopped the Ranger and | owered her
window to tell himit was all right to use his bike again.

"M Collister wasn't one of them was he?" Corry asked.

"No,'" Greg said

Corry's face lit with a smle. 'l told you.'" He pedalled off down the avenue of dead trees with
their |acework of vines and harlequin flowers.

G eg watched himin the nmud-splattered wing mrror, envying the lad's world view Everything bl ack
and white, truth or lie. So sinple.

El eanor drove towards the farmat half the speed she'd used on the way in, suspension rocking them
lightly as the wheels juddered over the skewed surface. The clouds on the southern horijon were
starting to thicken.

"You'll have to give ne a hand to get the line saplings into the barn when we get back,' Geg
said. He was watching the way the | oose vine tendrils at the top of the trees were Stirring. '1'l
never get them planted before the storm now.'

"Sure. |'ve nearly got the undercoat finished on all the firstfloor w ndows,'

"That's sonething. It's going to be Monday before |I'm
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through with the saplings. After this downpour it'll be too wet to get into the field for the next
coupl e of days, and then we'll have to spend Sunday clearing up, no doubt.

"Better nake that Tuesday. We've got Julia's roll-out cerenony on Monday,' Eleanor said. 'That'l]l
cheer you up.

"Ch, bugger. I'd forgotten.'

"Don't be so grunpy. There aft thousands of people who would kill for an invitation.'

"Couldn't we just sort of skip the cerenony?

"Fine by nme, if you want to explain our absence to Julia,' she said slyly.

G eg thought about it. Julia Evans didn't have nmany genu-. inc friends. He was rather pleased to
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be counted anongst them despite the di sadvant ages.

Julia had inherited Event Horizon from her grandfather, Philip Evans, a conpany |arger even than a
kombi nat e, manufacturing everything from donestic nusic decks to orbital mcrogee-factory nodul es.
Two years ago she had been a very lonely seventeen-year-old girl; wealth and a drug-addict father
had | eft her terribly isolated. G eg had got to know her quite well during the security violation
case. Well enough for her to be chief bridesmaid at his wedding. Julia, of course, had been
thrilled at the notion of adding a little touch of normality to her lofty plutocrat existence. The
m st ake of asking her had only becone apparent when he and El eanor had left for their honeynoon.
Every tabl oid gossipcast in the world had broadcast the pictures. Geg Mandel: a man inportant
enough to have the richest girl in the world as his bridesmaid. More mllionaires than he knew
existed wanted to be friends with the newly weds; buy themdrinks, buy them neals, buy them
houses, have them as non-executive directors.

Julia had al so developed a nmild crush on himfor a while. A hard-line ex-urban predator and gl and
psychic, the classic romantic nysterious stranger. O course, he had done the decent thing and
ignored it. Hell of a thing, decency.

Grege found he was grinning wanly. 'l don't want to try ~ explaining to Julia.'

CHAPTER TWO

N

i chol as Beswi ck | ooked out of his nullioned wi ndow, watching a near solid front of thick woolly
clouds slide over the secluded Chater valley. It was mnid-afternoon, and the stormwas arriving
more or less on tinme. The warmrain began to fall, a heavy grey nebul a constricting oppressively
around t he anci ent Abbey.

H s room faced west, giving hima good view out over the long gentle slope of grassy parkland

whi ch nade up that side of the valley. But the brow was no | onger visible, in fact he was hard
pressed to see the road slicing through the park outside the front of the building, beyond the
deep U-shaped |l oop of the drive. Mst was struggling to rise up fromthe grass, only to be torn
apart by the deluge of hoary water.

There would be no swmmng in the fish |akes this evening, he realized ruefully, no opportunity of
seeing Isabel in her swinsuit. The daily swimhad becone an iron-cast habit for the six students;
Launde Abbey didn't have any outdoor sport pitches or indoor ganes courts, so they clung to

what ever activity they could make for thenselves with a grimtenacity.

The lack of facilities had never bothered him He had been at the Abbey since Cctober, and he
still found it hard to believe he had been admitted. Launde Abbey was | ooked upon as a kind of
sem -nythical grail by every university physics student in England: the chance to study under Dr
Edwar d Kit chener.

Kitchener was regarded by nost of his peers as the Newton of the age, a double Nobel Laureate for
his work in cosnmol ogy and solid-state physics; his nowclassic nolecular interaction equations had
defijied a whole range of new crystals and sem conductors which could be produced in orbiting

m crogee factories. The royalty paynents fromthe latter work had nmade hi mindependently wealthy
before hc reached forty, which also kicked up the enbers of envy anong his coll eagues

18

whose work tended nore to the intellectual. Nor did it help that he was slightly unconventional in
the way he approached his subject matter; at his |evel of theorizing, physics verged on

phi | osophy. He .considered he had a perfect right to intrude on the country of the mnd, to
devel op new aspects of thought processes. It had led to sonme fierce disagreenents with the
psychol ogy establishment, and he didn't always confine his argunents to the pages of respected
journals - critics were often subjected to an open tirade of abuse and scorn at scientific
conferences. Then twenty-two years ago, after nearly twenty years of ill-tenpered confrontation
with his fellow theorists, he had, with characteristic abruptness, resigned fromhis position at
Canbridge and retreated to Launde Abbey to pursue his theories w thout carping interference from
| esser minds, his brilliance and | oud vocal intolerance of the dry, crusty world endenic to
academ a creating a nedia | egend of Bohenian eccentricity in the process.

When psi-stinmul ant neurohornones were devel oped, seventeen years ago, he awarded them an
unqual i fi ed wel cone, saying they gave the human mind direct access to the cosnpbs at |arge,
presenting physicists with the opportunity to perceive first-hand the particles and waveforns they
had only ever seen on peer and in projection cubes. Even after it became clear that neurohornones
couldn't produce anything like the initial over-optimstic results predicted, he never lost his
conviction. Psi, he contended, was the greatest event in physics since relativity, exposing
hitherto unquantifiabl e phenonena. Sinply defining the nechanismof psi in conventional terns was
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enough to fascinate him a rationale which would tie up nature and supernature, something beyond
even the elusive Grand Unification theory.

Thi s tenuous goal was one to which nore and nore of his tine was devoted. But every year he
invited three degree students into his hone for an intensive two-year session of |ectures,
research and intellectual meditation

And chil dish tantrums, Nicholas had discovered, at first to his enbarrassed surprise, and then
with secret anmusenent. Even the nost brilliant of nen had character flaws.

PETER F. HAM LTON
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Launde Abbey wasn't just about profound reasoning and scaling new hei ghts of netaphysics. The
human dynam cs of six young people cooped up with an increasingly crotchety sixty-seven-year-old
was weird. Fun, but weird.

Ni chol as coul d now see a tributary network of steely rivulets coal escing on the grassland,
trickling across the road and running down the slope into the first of the three little |akes to
the north. The rain was incredi bly heavy, and G obecast's news channel said it would last for six
or seven hours. The River Chater at the bottomof the valley would flood again; it was probably up
to the rickety little bridge already.

There was sone sort of vehicle crawing along the road, heading down towards the river. He frowned
and peered forward, nose touching the chilly glass. It was a rugged four-wheel-drive Suzuki jeep.
Probably the farner who | eased the park's grazing rights checking to nake sure he'd rounded up al
the sheep and || amas.

Li ght ni ng burst across the valley, ragged sheets of plasma ripping the gloomapart. It reveal ed
the smal |l powder-bl ue conposite geodesic donme sitting |ike sone baroque technol ogical sentry on
the brow of the valley. Nicholas could see a couple of the hexagonal panels were mssing. The
gravity wave detector which it housed was now | ong abandoned. In the hei ght of sunmmer sheep used
the done for shade.

Anot her bout of |ightning erupted overhead, vivid blue-white forks |ashing down, giving himthe

i mpression that the sky itself was fracturing. One of the flashes was bright enough to dazzle him
and he jerked back fromthe wi ndow, fists rubbing the blotchy purple after-inages fromhis eyes.
Thunder rattled the glass. The farmer's vehicle had gone. Humidity was steam ng up the w ndows.

Ni chol as abandoned the monsoon with a reluctance rooted in a perennial child-awe of the el enents.
He turned on the conditioner to cope with the ranpant hum dity, punched up sone Bil Yj Somanzer
fromhis music deck, then retreated back to his desk. H's roomwas on the top floor of the Abbey,
a large L-shape, with old but expensive furniture. It had a small private bathroom at one end. The
bed was a | arge
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circular affair, easily big enough for two, which often made himthink of |sabel on sleepless
nights. There was an array of large globular cacti in red clay pots on a copper-topped table bel ow
the window. he was mldly worried that he wasn't watering them properly, there had been no sign of
the flowers Kitchener told himto watch out for.

He hadn't brought rmuch to the room hinself, a couple of big rock band holoprints, his nusic deck
reproduction star-charts, sonme reference books (paper ones); his clothes didn't take up half of
the drawer space in the solid oak chest, and the wardrobe was al nost enpty. He had been too
nervous back when he arrived to bring much in the way of personal possessions, unsure what
liberties Kitchener would tolerate -after all, the Abbey was nothing |ike student digs. O course,
now he knew the old boy didn't carewhat the students did in their roons, or at |east claimed he
didn't.

Bil Yi's Angel High thunped out of the speakers, drowning the sound of the stormin howing guitar
riffs. Nicholas activated his desk-top ternminal; it was a beautiful piece of gear, a top-of-the-
range Hitachi nodel with twin studio-quality hol ographic projection cubes. He used the keyboard to
access the CNE&m ssion control menory core in Toul ouse and requested ~The | atest batch of results
fromthe Anronine 12 astronony satellite platform A nap of gamma ray sources began to fill one of
the cubes, and he called up his frequency analysis program It was a marvell ous sensation, being
able to punch a data request into any public-access nmenory core on the planet without having to
worry about departmental budgets. Back at the university, a request like this one would need to be
referred al nost back up to the dean. Kitchener's data costs must be phenonenal, but all his
students had to pay for were their own clothes and incidentals.

Hi s subroutines junped into the second cube, and he started to integrate them Kitchener m ght or
m ght not ask how his gravity-lens research project was progressing at supper but he wanted to be
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ready with sone kind of report. The old boy sinply didn't tolerate fools at all, let alone gladly.
That fact alone did wonders for N cholas's self-esteem He

A QUANTUM MURDER

knew he was bright, his effortless fornal first at Canbridge proved that: but the downsi de was the
trouble he had trying to fit in to the university's social scene; he had always preferred his
studies to the politics and culture-vulturing of his fell ow students. Bookish eremtismwas al
right at university, you could get lost in the cromd and nobody woul d notice, but it wasn't
possi bl e at Launde. Yet Kitchener had agreed after a nmere ten-minute interview, during which

Ni chol as had rmunbled virtually every answer to the old boy's questions.

"W can sort you out here,' Kitchener had said wyly, and winked, 'there's nore than one type of
education to be had at Launde.'

Ni chol as had experienced the unsettling notion that Kitchener had perceived the sense of destitute
i solation which had clung to himfor as long as he could renenber.

After he got in to Launde Abbey, noney ceased to be a problemfor the first tine in his life. Hs
parents had al ways been proud of his university schol arship, but they hadn't been able to
contribute nmuch to his grant; they were snaliholders, barely able to feed thensel ves and his

sister. He went to Canbridge a nonth after the People's SocialismParty fell; the country was in
complete turnoil, jobs and noney were scarce. He scraped through the first year working as a fast-
food cook grilling krillburgers in the furnace heat of a cranped McDonal d's kitchen for six nights

a week. It wasn't until hal fway through his second year that the econony stabilized, and the New
Conservative governnent began to prioritize the education departnment. But after he graduated and
then received that golden invitation, sponsorship for the two-year sojourn had been ridicul ously
easy to find. Eight nediumsized conpani es and three giant konbi nates had nade himan offer. In
the end he settled for accepting the noney of Randon, a French-based 'ware and energy systemns
manuf acturer, mainly because it was coupled with the prom se of a guaranteed research position

af t erwar ds.

Al'l of Launde's graduates tended to enjoy a privileged position later in life; Kitchener did seem
to have a knack for spotting genuine potential: they forned one of the nost elitist
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ol d-boy networks in the world. It was all part of the price of spending two years isolated in the
m ddl e of nowhere. Nicholas didn't mind that at all; after his appalling first year at Canbridge,
he thought it was quite a bargain

Supper at Launde Abbey was hel d at hal f-past seven pronpt each night. Everybody attended, no
matter how engrossed they were with their work. It was one of Kitchener's house rules. He didn't

| ay down many, but God hel p the student who broke one of them

Ni chol as had a qui ck shower then put on a clean pale-blue T-shirt before he left his room at
guarter-past seven. It was dark outside, the wind soughing plaintively as it slithered around the
chi mey- st acks.

Uri Pabari and Liz Foxton were comng out of Un's room a couple of doors down from Ni chol as's.
They were talking in | ow, heated voices as they energed into the corridor, sone sort of argunent.
Both of them | ooked belligerent, faces hard and unyi el di ng.

An awkward grin flickered over Nicholas's |ips. He hated it when people argued in the Abbey;
cranped together as they were, everyone el se always seened to get dragged in. It was doubly
excri~ating when the argument was a personal one. And he had enough experience to recognize a
personal argunent between Liz and Wi. It didn't happen often, but when it did..

They caught sight of him and the sibilant words stopped. There was a nonent's hesitation during
whi ch they held sonme invisible negotiation, then Uri's armwas round her shoul der and t hey wal ked
"towards him He waited, trying to hide his trepidation. They were both ol der than hin Un was
twenty-four, Liz twenty-two, in their final year at Launde.

Qut of all the students at Launde, Nicholas felt closest to Liz. She wasn't quite as stilted as
hi mwhen it came to other people, but she was one of the quietest, always giving the inpression of
thoughtful reserve. She was half a head shorter than him wth a pleasant round face, hazel eyes,
and shoul der-1ength raven hair. Tonight she wore a sinple fuchsia

A QUANTUM MURDER
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one-pi ece dress, its skirt com ng just bel ow her knees, sonething indefinably American about its
cut.

By contrast, Un was perpetually easygoing. The ex-lsraei had a dark conplexion and a thick mass of
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curly jet-black hair that reached his shoulders. His build was stocky, yet he was the sanme one-
metre-ei ghty hei ght as Ni cholas, a conbination which made his varsity rugby team wel conre himto
their ranks with open arns. Recently he had piled a couple of kilos on around his waist, which Liz
had started to nag himabout during neals. He was in jeans and a bright-green rugby shirt.

"M ssed your swi n?' ~Liz asked as the three of them wal ked down the stairs.

Ni chol as nodded. 'Yes, but | managed to catch up on sonme of ny datawork.'

"No formal graduation exans, no |last nmonth sweat and panic... That's the thing about this place.’
She grinned, m mcking Kitchener's waspy tone. 'You know whether or not your nmind can work, it's
not up to me to tell vyou.

The Abbey's roons were divided into two distinct groups:

the formal ones, which had been nmmintained in a reasonable degree of the original style despite
the privation of the PSP decade which followed the physical and econom ¢ chaos of the Warni ng; and
the rest, which were turned over to Kitchener's lifelong pursuit of quantifying the entire

uni verse: the two | aboratories, a compact heavily cybernated engi neeri ng shop, the conputer
centre, Kitchener's study, a small lecture theatre, and a library with hundreds of paper books.
The~ dining roomwas definitely one of the fornmer; its gol d-brown wooden panelling had been

i muacul ately preserved, and the Jacobean fireplace never failed to inpress N cholas. It had been
furnished with a | ong Edwar di an nahogany table, polished to a gleam the fragile-Iooking chairs
around it were upholstered with dull rouge | eather, covered with a web of ochre cracks. N chol as
was always terrified he would split one of the antique masterpi eces when he sat on it. Above the
table, ~ biolumchandeliers emtted a bright, slightly pink, light.

Cecil Cameron was |lounging in one of the chairs, the | ast
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of the second-year students. A rangy twenty-four-year-old with frizzy blond hair, cut short. He
was using his kinaware left hand to open a bottle of white Sussex w ne, chrone-bl ack
metal | oceramic nails shining dully every tine he twisted the corkscrew. The hand's | eathery skin
had a silver sheen, which Cecil said he had chosen in preference to flesh-tone. 'Wy bother going
through life being boring? If you' re enhanced, then flaunt it.' He clained he'd lost his forearm
in an anti-PSP riot. True or not, and Nicholas wasn't entirely convinced, Cecil exploited his hand
and the interest it earned himquite shanelessly to his own advant age.

Ki naware was still rare (and expensive) enough to draw attention wherever he went. Not that the
si x students got out nuch: a weekly trip to the A d Plough in Braunston, the nearest village; an
occasional foray into OGakham Cecil was forever bitching about the confines of the Abbey, and
worked a little too hard on projecting his boisterous i mage. But N cholas had to admt he was a
first-rate solid-state physicist.

"Don't | ook so eager, proles,' Cecil draw ed. 'The storm means Ms Mayberry isn't here. Qur lord
and master sent her home after lunch. So it's cook it yourself night tonight.'

Ni chol as and Un | et out a groan.

"So why aren't you cooking it?" Liz asked.

Cecil flashed her a smle. 'l always find the female of the species is so nuch better at that kind
of thing.'

" Pi ghead!"'

"CGo on, admit it, did you really want to taste my cooki ng? Besides, | |ooked in a m nute ago,

little Isabel is coping just fine.'

"I sabel ' s cooki ng supper?" Nicholas asked. He hoped it had cone out sounding |ike an innocent
enquiry.

Cecil's smile broadened. 'Yes. Al by herself. Say, Nick, why don't you go and see if she wants a
hand, or anything else?

Ni chol as coul d hear what sounded |ike a chuckle coning fromuUn. He refused to turn and find out
for sure. 'Yes, all right,' he said.

Liz was giggling by the tine he reached the door into the
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kitchen. Well, let them he thought; he didn't mnd the steady joshing the others gave himnow, it
was all part of a day at Launde Abbey. Funny what you could get used to if it went on | ong enough
| sabel Spalvas had arrived at the sane tine as him a mathematician from Cardi ff University. At
first he didn't even have the nerve to neet her eyes when they were talking - not that they tal ked
much, he could never think of anything to say. But nortification at his own pathetic shyness
eventual ly bullied himout of his shell. They were going to be under the sane roof for two years,
if nothing else he could talk to her as if she was just one of the boys, it was often the sinplest
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approach. That way at |east they'd be friends, then maybe, just maybe..

The kitchen had a | ong matt-black cast-iron range running al ong one whitewashed plaster wall, with
a set of copper pots and even an antique bedwarner, hanging above it. A w cker basket stood at the
end, piled high with logs, but for once the fire was out. The big square wooden table in the

m ddl e of the roomwas covered in dishes and trays; there was a nound of wet lettuce |eaves drying
out in a colander next to a collection of sliced tomatoes, cucunbers, radishes, and chives.

| sabel was busy carving a joint of ham She was the same age as Nichol as, twenty-one, about a head
smal l er, with sandy-bl onde hair that was arranged in a mass of tiny curls just brushing her

shoul ders. The way she was bent over the table neant the strands obscured her face, but he could
visual ize her features perfectly, at any tinme. Al nost invisible | ashes franed enchantingly clear

i ce-blue eyes, pale freckles decorated the top half of her cheeks, the |ips were narrow. N chol as
was fascinated by the dainty features, how expressive they could be: fearsonely intent when she
was listening to Kitchener, beam ng sunlight sniles when she was happy, when the students got
together for their evening neetings in one of the roons. She | aughed nost at Cecil's jokes, of
course, and Rosette's acid gossip; Nicholas never had been able to naster the art of perfectly
tinmed one-liners, or even rugby club style stones.

PETER F. HAM LTON

He paused for a second, content just to ook at her, for once without all the others nudging and
poi nting. She was wearing tight, faded jeans, and a sl eevel ess white blouse, with Ms Mayberry's
brown apron tied round her waist. One day he'd have the courage to come out and say what he felt
to her face, say that she was gorgeous, say that she nade the whole world worth living in. And
after that he'd lean forwards for a kiss. One day.

"Hell o, Isabel,' he blurted. Dam, that had cone out too |oud and gushy.
She gl anced up fromthe joint. "Hi, Nick. It's going to be salad tonight, |I'mafraid.
"You haven't done all this yourself, have you? You should have said, | would have hel ped. | did

some cooki ng when | was at Canbridge. | got quite good at it.

"It's all right, Ms Myberry prepared nost of it after lunch. You didn't think she'd trust us
with it, did you? I"'mjust finishing off. Do you think this'lIl be enough?" She wagged the knife at
the plate of neat she had cut.

"Yes, fine. If they want any nore, Cecil can cut it.
"Hm that'll be the day.' -~

‘"I's there anything | can do?'

Take the trays through, would you.'

"Right." He grabbed the one nearest to him piled high with plates and di shes.

"Not that one!'

Ni cholas put it down with a guilty lurch. The plates threatened to keel over. Isabel put her hand
out hurriedly to stop them

'Those are the plates fromlunch, N ck,' she said with a tinge of reproach

"Sorry.' How stupid, he raged silently. He knew the heat he could feel on his face was a crinmson
bl ush.

"Try this one,' she said in a gentler voice.

He picked up the one she indicated, and turned for the door, feeling totally worthless.

"N ck. Thank you for offering to help. None of the others
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She was giving hima soft smle, and there was sonething in her expression which said she
under st ood.

"That's OK, any tinme.'

Ni chol as and Un were setting the places when Edward Kitchener and Rosette Hardi ng-C arke cane in
at twenty-nine mnutes past seven. He saw the old boy was in his usual clothes, baggy white
trousers, white cotton shirt, creamyellow jacket with a blue silk handkerchief tucked into his
breast pocket, and a tiny red bowtie, which always nmade Ni cholas think a butterfly had | anded on
his collar. There was still an air of the tiger left in Kitchener, age was not a gift he accepted
gracefully. He was reasonably slim carrying hinself with undi m nished vigour; his face was a | ong
one, with skin stretched thinly around his jaw, scratchy with stubble; a crewcut of silver hair

| ooked al nost like a cap

Rosette Hardi ng-d arke wal ked beside him taller by ten centinetres, an athletic-1ooking twenty-
three-year-old, with soft auburn hair, styled so that |ong wavy strands |icked her back well bel ow
her shoul der-bl ades. Her presence alone intimdated Nicholas. She had arrived along with himand

| sabel, with a degree in quantum nechanics from Oxford, but htr aristocratic background gave her a
sel f-confi dence which he found daunting. He had suffered too many casual put-downs from her socia
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clique at Canbridge not to flinch each tine that steel-edged Knightsbridge voice sliced through
the air. She was wearing dark-grey tweedy trousers and a scarlet waistcoat with shiny brass
buttons, the top two undone. And nothi ng underneath, Nicholas soon realized. He prayed he wasn't
bl ushi ng again, but Rosette could be overpoweringly sexy when she wanted to be.

Kitchener and Rosette were armin arm Like |lovers, Nicholas thought, which be privately suspected
was true. It wasn't only Kitchener's attitude towards his fell ow physicists which caused conflict
in his earlier years. Tabloid channel 'casts were always sniping with rumours of himand femal e
students. And how Kitchener had | apped that up, relishing his nedia-appointed role as the

notori ous roué! There had even been a statenent, shortly after he bought Launde Abbey,
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that he was only going to invite female students to beconme his tyros, providing hinself with a
harem of rmuses. He never had, of course, it was always a fifty-fifty split, but which nmenber of
the general public made the effort to discover that? The | egend remained solidly intact

" Anybody been wat chi ng the newscasts?' Kitchener asked after he sat in the cahrer's chair at the
head of the table.

"I've been correlating the gamma ray data front Antomi ne 12,' Nichol as said.

"Wl |l done, lad. d ad sonebody's doing sonething in this slackens' paradi se. Now what about that
little problem| set you on magnet osphere induction generators, hey, have you solved that yet?'
"No, sorry, the gravity lens idea was fascinating, and nobody el se has been tabul ati ng the data
the way | am' Nicholas offered by way of conpensation. He ducked his head, unsure how it would be
received. The topics for research were always set by Kitchener, but sometinmes the old boy

di spl ayed a conplete lack of interest in the answers. You could never work out what he was goi ng
to press you on, which could get disconc~ting. That aside, Nicholas reckoned he'd | earnt nore
about the nethodol ogy of analysing problens in the three nonths he'd been at Launde Abbey than in
his three years at university. Kitchener did have the nost extraordinary insights at tines.

"Bl oody typical,' Kitchener groused. 'How many tines do | have to tell you ddinquents, the
abstract is all very well, but it makes piddle-all difference to the hunman condition. There's no
bl oody point in ne teaching you to think properly, if you can't use those thoughts of yours to
sonme benefit. The way this clapped-out world is |inping along, a clean source of fresh energy
woul d be |ike manna from heaven right now. A wealthier world will be better able to support
eggheads chasi ng metaphantons. It's to your own advantage. God, take me, unless |'d conme up with
those nol ecul ar interaction equations-

"You coul d never have bought Launde,' Uri and Cecil chorused, |aughing.
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"Little buggers!' Kitchener grunted. He glanced down at the plate Isabel put in front of him and
started to poke around distrustfully with a fork. 'And don't giggle, lad," he said w thout | ooking
up, 'only bl oody wonen giggle.'

Ni chol as cl anped his mouth shut, and concentrated on his plate. Fromthe corner of' his eye he
could see Isabel laughing silently.

"l was watching the newscasts this afternoon,' Kitchener said. 'It |ooks like the Scottish PSP is
about to fall.'

"It's always on the verge of collapse,' Cecil protested loudly. 'They said it wouldn't |ast six
mont hs after our |ot got kicked out.

"Yes, but Zurich has cut off their credit now'

"About time,' Liz muttered.

Ni chol as knew she had | ost her nother when the PSP was in power in England. She always bl anmed the
Peopl e' s Constabl es, but thankfully never went into details. Hi s own nenories of President
Armstrong's brutish regime were nore or less linmted to the constant struggle to survive on too
little food. The PSP never had rmuch authority in rural areas, they had had enough trouble

mai ntai ning control in the urban districts.

"l hope they don't want to link up with us again,' Cecil said.

"Wiy ever not?' Rosette asked. 'l think it would be nice being the United Ki ngdom agai n, although
havi ng the Irish back woul d be pushing the point.

"We can't afford it,' Cecil said. '"Christ, we're only just getting back on our own feet.'

"A bigger country means greater security in the long run, darling.'

"You mght as well try Eurofederalismagain.'

"W'll have to help them' Isabel said. 'They're desperately short of food.

"Let themgrow their own,' Cecil said. 'They're not short of |land, and they've got all those
fishing rights.'
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'How can you say that? There are children suffering.'

"I think Isabel's right,' Nicholas said boldly. 'Some sort of
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aid's in order, even if we can't afford a Marshall plan.'

"Now that will make a nice little conplication for the New Conservatives during the election,'’
Kitchener said gleefully. 'Trapped whi chever way they turn. Serves 'emright. Al ways good fun

wat chi ng politicians squirning.'

Conversation neandered, as it always did, frompolitics to art, fromnusic to England' s current
surge of industrial redevel opnent, from channel-star gossip (which Kitchener always pretended not
to follow) to the latest crop of scientific papers. Cecil wal ked round the table, pouring the w ne
for everyone.

| sabel nmentioned the increasing nunber of people using bioware processor inplants, the fact that
the New Conservatives had finally legalized themin England, and Kitchener decl ared: ' Sheer
folly.'

"l thought you woul d have approved,' she said. 'You' re always on about enhancing cerebra

capacity.'
"Rubbi sh, girl, having processors in your head doesn't make you any brighter. Intellect is half
instinct. Always has been. | haven't got one, and |'ve nanaged pretty well.

"But you mi ght have achieved nore with one,' Uri said.

"That's the kind of bloody stupid comrent |'d expect fromyou. Totally devoid of |ogic. Wshful
thinking is sloppy

% t hi nki ng."'

Un gave Kitchener a cool stare. 'You have few qual ns about using other enhancenents to get
results.’

Ni cholas didn't like the tone, it was far too polite. He shifted about in the chair, bleakly

wai ting for the explosion. No one was eating, Cecil had stopped filling Rosette's gl ass.
But Kitchener's voice was surprisingly mld when he answered. 'I'Il use whatever | need to expand
my perception, thank you, lad. |'ve been a consenting adult since before you were shining in your

nappi es. Being able to discern the whole universe is the key to understanding it. |If neurohornones
help ne in that, then that nakes themno different to a particle accelerator, or any other form of
research tool, in ny

. book.

"Neat answer. Pity you don't stick to neurohornones, pity
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you have to expand your consciousness with shit.

"Nothing | take affects ny intellect. Only a fool would think otherw se; Expanded consciousness is
total crap, there's no such thing, only recreational intoxication, it's a diversion, stepping
outside your problens for a few hours.'

"Wll, it's certainly hel ped you overcone a few problens, hasn't it.~" Ui's face was bl ank
civility.

"I always thought bioware nodes would be terrifically useful if you want to access data quickly,"
Rosette said brightly.

Cecil's hand came down on Uri's shoul der, squeezing softly. He started pouring some wine into Un's
gl ass.

Kitchener turned to Rosette. 'Use a bloody termnal, girl, don't be so damm lazy. That's al

i mpl ants are, convenience |laziness. It's precisely the kind of attitude which got us into our
present state. People never listen to commbn sense. W shouted about the greenhouse gases till we
were blue in the face. Bl oody hopel ess. They just went on burning petrol and coal .’

"What kind of car did you use?" Liz asked slyly.

"There weren't any electric cars then. | had to use petrol.'

'O a bhicycle,' Rosette said.

"A horse,' N cholas suggested.

"A rickshaw, ' |sabel giggled.

' Perhaps you coul d even have wal ked,"' Cecil chipped in.

"Leave off, you little buggers,' Kitchener grunted. 'No bl oody respect. Cecil, at least fill ny
glass, lad, it's wine not perfune, you don't spray it on.'

Ni chol as managed to catch Isabel's eye, and he snmled. 'The salad's |ovely.

' Thank you,' she said.

Rosette held her cut-crystal wineglass up to the light, turning it slowy. Fragnents of refracted
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light drifted across her face, stipples of gold and violet. 'You never conplinment Ms Myberry
when she cooks supper, why is that, N cky, darling?

"You never conplinented Ms Mayberry or |sabel,' he answered. '|I was just being polite, it was
considered inportant where | was brought up.'
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Rosette winkled her nose up at him and sipped sone w ne.

"Wl |l done, lad,' Kitchener called out. 'You stick up for yourself, don't let the little vixen get
on top of you.

Ni chol as and | sabel exchanged a furtive grin. He was el ated, actually answering back to Rosette,
and havi ng | sabel approve.

Rosette gave Kitchener a roguish glance. 'You've never conpl ained before,' she murrmured in a husky
t one.

Kitchener |aughed w ckedly. 'Wat's for dessert, |sabel? he asked.

The storm began to abate after nmidnight. Ni cholas was back in his roomwatching a verm form
pattern of sparkling blue stars dance through his termnal's cube like a denented will~'"-the-w sp
The programwas trying to detect the distinctive

interference pattern caused by |arge dark-nmass concentrations; if there was one directly between
the em ssion point and Earth (a renote chance, but possible), the gamma rays shoul d bend around
it. Kitchener was always interested in the kind of localized spatial distortions such objects
generated. Hi s programwas using up a good third of the Abbey's lightware cruncher capacity. The
kind of interference he was | ooking for was incredibly hard to identify.

He had thought about making a start on the magnetosphere induction problem but the dark mass
project was nuch nore interesting. It was worth enduring another of Kitchener's tongue-Ilashings to
be able to see the results as they came in fromorbit. Dark-nass detection was well down the
priority list of CNES s in-house astrononers, it was exciting to think he night actually be ahead
of them up there at the cutting edge. Nicholas Besw ck, science pioneer.

He had been in Uri's roomfor npost of the evening after supper, along with Liz and Isabel. It had
been a good evening, he reflected; they'd chatted, and the flatscreen had been tuned to

d obecast's twenty-four-hour news channel with the sound muted. And it really did ook |ike the
Scotti sh PSP was goi ng
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to be overthrown at last. There was rioting in d asgow and Edi nburgh and the assenbly buil di ng had
been firebonbed, the flanes soaring inpressively into the night despite the heavy rain. They had
wat ched the text streaners running along the bottomof the flatscreen and tal ked, drinking anot her
bottl e of Sussex wine. The others never seened to nmind that he didn't say as nuch as them he was
under no pressure to venture an opinion on everything.

They had packed up around nidnight, or at |east, he and |sabel had left Un and Liz al one.

He shut Uri's door, thinking that for once he mght find the nerve to ask Isabel into his room
She stood on the gloony | anding gl ancing at hi m expectantly.

"It was a nice evening, thanks,' he said. Pathetic.

Her |ips pressed together. It was her sol emn expression, the one that nmade her | ook half-tragic.
"Yes, | enjoyed it,' she said. 'Let's hope there's a new governnent in Scotland tonorrow. Liz wll
be over the noon.'

"Yes.' Now, he thought, now say it. 'Goodnight,' he said neekly.

' Goodni ght, N ck.'

And she'd wal ked of f to her room

Surely if a girl liked a boy she was supposed to show it:

sonme small word or deed of encouragenent? But she hadn't actually discouraged him He clung to
that. If it hadn't been for the fact he could never keep his nouth shut N cholas m ght have asked
Ceci| for advice. Cecil never had any trouble chatting up girls when they visited the A d Pl ough
The cl ouds above the valley were disintegrating, pale beanms of noonlight probed down through the
tattered gaps. Nichol as | ooked up fromthe cube, watching them shiver across the undul ating
par kl and. After the uniformdarkness of the stormthey seened preternaturally bright. Trees and
bushes inprinted on his retinas, ragged platinum sil houettes which Vani shed al nost as soon as they
wer e reveal ed.

A face | ooked back at himthrough the glass. It was a Wnan, probably not rmuch ol der than hinm her
features were
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slightly indistinct, msted somehow, but she was certainly attractive, with thick red hair conbed
back from her forehead.

Al'l he did was gawk for a second, his thoughts shocked into stasis, a gelid fingertip stroking his
spine. Then he realized her spectral inmage nust be a reflection. She was standi ng behind him He
yel ped in panic, and jerked round in the chair, a thousand-volt current replacing his norna
nervous i mpul ses.

There was nobody there.

He twi sted back to stare at the wi ndow. There was no face.

Slowy, his shoulders were trenbling faintly, he et out a long sigh. Idiot! He nust have been
dozi ng, dreaning. The clock on the bedsi de cabinet read quarter-past one.

Too late, N cholas, he told himself wanly. Besides, since when did beautiful wonmen ever cone
stealing into your bedroomin the mddle of the night?

He cancell ed the gamma ray search program That was when he heard sonebody tal king on the I anding
out side, two people, voices nmurnuring softly. The chilly breath of static ~' ~shed down his back
agai n; but he was wi de awake now. He frowned, concentrating, filtering out the internittent patter
of residual rain on the window He knew one of them was |sabel, by now he coul d have pl ucked her
voi ce out of hell's bedl am

Curiosity warred with dread, he wanted to know what she was doing, he was terrified of making a
fool out of hinself. But if he didn't go to the door quickly, the chance to do either would be
lost. Inthe end it was the thought of having to live with not know ng, spending days wonderi ng
whil e his over-active inmagination summoned up grotesque scenari os, which propelled himup out of
the chair.

He turned the brass door handle, already trying to think of an excuse. | was just going to fetch
sonmething fromthe library, nmy toilet's bl ocked... Feeble.
There was only a single biolumglobe illumnating the I anding, its weak pink-white |anmbency

disfiguring the famliar corridors and twisting the proportions of the stark wooden chairs outside
each door. Long serpentine shadows dappled the walls, veiling the vague figures depicted in the
dusty hangi ng tapestries behind a crepuscul ar fog.
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The two girls had their backs to him walking with a neasured conpa~iionabl e pace towards the
stairs. They stopped as soon as the bright fan of light fromhis room splashed out into the

Il anding, and slowy turned towards him Rosette was wapped in a jade-green silk kinono,

enbel lished with fantastical topaz griffins. She was obviously riding sonme kind of high, he'd seen
enough of that at Canbridge to tell; black sun pupils, dawdling novenents. Probably Naiad, a
sophi sticated derivative of street-syntho, guaranteed no bad trips, no cold turkey. The vat in the
| ab downstairs was el aborate enough to produce it.

| sabel was still in her jeans, held up by a braided | eather belt she'd fastened with a big | oop
tucked back into her wai stband. She h~d taken off her blouse, |eaving just a plain black bra to
cup her high, exquisitely shaped breasts.

Ni chol as stared at her with |ightheaded di smay, the kind of sensation he got whenever his father
but chered spring | anbs. The scene and all it inplied was too nmacabre, too lascivious to take in
In the gl oom behind the girls he could see the red-headed woman again, all of her this rinme. She
was tall and broad shoul dered, wearing sonme kind of jacket with a long skirt. He blinked,

di zziness forcing himto grip the door to stop ~unself falling. His skin was ice cold, needled
with hot beads of sweat. He thought he was about to be sick. The world buckled alarm ngly, sight
and sound dissol ving under a suffocating wave of heat. He was hallucinating, he was sure of it,
the only explanation, trapped in a terrif~jing | Cop of nightmare. When his vision shinmered back
into focus the phantoi D woman had gone. But |sabel and Rosette were still solidly, nndeniably
present.

A corner of Rosette's nouth lifted in a lazy chaffing snmle, as if she was glad he'd interrupted
them 'Adults only, Nicky, darling,' she said in a throaty voice. 'Sorry.

He | ooked at |sabel, a | ong, anguished appeal that this Wasn't happening. Al she did was give a
m nute shrug, a gesture of alnost total indifference. It was a blow which hit him harder than the
first shock of discovery.

He stared in abject misery as they continued silently down
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the | anding, Rosette's feet unseen inside the kinobno, giving the inpression she was glidi ng above
the carpet. |sabel had her shoul ders square, |ean bands of muscle shifting pliantly bel ow the
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flawl ess skin of her tapering back.

They wal ked all the way past the stairs, along to the north wing, swallowed up in the gl oam ng.
Then orange shone out of the door Rosette opened. Kitchener's suite of roons.

She didn't even glance back to see if he was watching before she closed the door behind them
Why? He couldn't understand it. She wasn't on drugs. She wasn't suffering from del usi ons. She was
al ways so | evel headed. Not |ike him having fantasy wonen and the agony of sexual treachery
running loose in his brain, twisting his nmind up until he could barely think

Ni chol as cl awed at his sheets, petrified the red-headed wonan woul d materialize again, hoping in
some perverse way that she woul d. Nothi ng made sense any nore

Why? Was it a price the female students had to pay for adm ssion? But he woul d have heard, the
ones that refused would have run screanming to the tabloid channels.

The nmoon had set now, |leaving cold starlight to kiss the valley. He could hear |ost gusts of w nd
swirling round the eaves, gurgles of water fromthe overfl ow ng | akes.

Why? She didn't have to do it. Not with Kitchener. Not with Rosette. So she nust want to. Wy?
VWhy? VKy?

Ni chol as snapped awake, his head rising off the pillowin a reflex jolt. Wat had woken hi n?? He
was still in his T-shirt and jeans, wai st button undone. The duvet was a crunpled nmess bel ow him
It was like every nerve fibre was shooting distilled trepidation into his brain. He knew it was
going to be bad, very bad.

The scream assaulted his ears. Fermale. Powerful and utterly wetched. Dragging on and on, enough
to |l eave a throat raw and wi thered.

He rolled off the bed fast. There was just enough pre-dawn
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Iight |eaking through the window to see by. The scream stopped as he reached the door, then
started up again as he pulled it open

He | ooked about wildly. Orange lIight was shining dowmn at the far end of the north wing. He could
see Rosette kneeling brokenly in the doorway to Kitchener's suite, clinging desperately to the
wooden frane.

Getting to her was a confused blur. H's feet pounding. The ot her doors opening. Pal e anxious
faces. That unendi ng, spine-grating scream

Tears were streani ng down Rosette's face. She was shaking violently.

He rushed past her and saw the bedroom for the first tine. The curtains were still shut and tinted
bi ol um gl obes shone fromthe m ddl e of bul bous paper-noon shades that hung fromthe ceiling. The
furniture was suprenely tasteful, a dark antique dresser, matchi ng wardrobe, Chinese carpet, full-
Il ength mirror, a porcelain-topped table bel ow the wi ndow, brass ornanents on the mantel pi ece, nonk
chest. The centre-piece was a |large four-poster bed with an amber canopy.

Edward Kitchener was |ying on the snowwhite silk sheets, at the niddle of a deep scarlet

bl oodstain spreading to the edge of the mattress. He felt the intolerable pressure of his own
scream building in his chest.

Kitchener's head was intact, show ng an al nost serene peaceful ness. But the body. . . Ripped
Torn. Squashed. The ribcage had been cl awed open, pul ped organs spread across the bed.

Ni chol as's scream burst out of his mouth. The roaring in his ears neant he couldn't even hear it.
He was vaguely aware of the other students crowding in behind him

H s leg nuscles pitched himon to the floor, and he vomited helplessly on to Kitchener's superb
Chi nese car pet .

T

he nineteen-fifties vintage Rolls-Royce Silver Shadow glided along at eighty kil onetres an hour
its white-walled tyres soaking up all the punishment the gritty ruts of the decrepit M 1 could
inflict without a hint of exertion. Julia Evans adored the old car; it was the absolute |ast word
in style and its rugged ol d-fashi oned engi neering was easily equal to the strengthened suspension
and broad silicone rubber tyres of any nodern car. Apart froma closed | oop reconbiner cell which
allowed it to continue burning petrol wthout |eaking funmes into the atnosphere, and the
installation of various security systens, it hadn't needed any nodifications to cope with

Engl and' s decayi ng road networKk.

Qut si de the darkened gl ass she could see the rug of grass, weeds, and |ush enerald noss which had
swanped the hard shoul der; even the crash barriers along the central reservation had been
swal | owed up by bi ndweed, snow white trunpet-shaped flowers pushing out from between the cl oak of
broad | eaves. The original tarmac surface was still in use, scored by deep tyre-ruts al ong each
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carriageway; this afternoon it was solid because of the weekend's cooling rains, but for nine
mont hs of the year the sun reduced the roads to swaths of mushy bl ack treacle.

The New Conservative government agreed in principle that nationw de road refurbi shnent shoul d be
given priority, coating the mllions of kilonmetres of tarmac with a | ayer of rough therno-cured
cel lul ose, but they were hanging back ntil giga-conductor-powered vehicles becane w despread
,efore starting.

The Rol|s approached junction ten, and the lead car in heir four-strong police escort swtched on
its blue strobe ights. There seened to be a ot of people lining the slip road.

"Who are they?' Julia asked.

Rachel Giffith, one of her two permanent bodyguards,

CHAPTER THREE
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was sitting in the junp seat opposite. A twenty-five-year-old security division hard-1liner
wearing a smart blue two-piece suit. She turned round, scanning the road ahead. Her |ean face
flashed Julia a quick reassuring smle. 'Just sone protesters,' she said. 'You and the Prine

M nister at the same event is a publicity opportunity they can't ignore.'

Julia nodded. Rachel had been with her for five years, tough, smart, and loyal. She liked to think
of her as a friend as well. |If Rachel wasn't worried, there was nothing to be worried about.

"This is as near to the Institute as they can get,' said Mdrgan WAl shaw, Event Horizon's security
chief, fromthe second junp seat. Even sitting, he couldn't appear rel axed, spine stiff, shoulders
squared, wearing an inmmcul ate charcoal -grey suit. He fitted her conception of a crusty old
retired Hone Counties general perfectly. Except Mrgan was far shrewder than any general. Thank
God.

He was sixty-two years old, silver-grey hair clipped down to a centinmetre fromhis skull, the
thick, tanned skin of his face heavily crossed with narrow | ines, hard-set |ight-blue eyes which
al ways nade her feel incredibly guilty whenever he stared at her. Everything she did eventually
filtered back to him nights out with her girl friends in Peterborough's clubs, holiday
adventures, party antics, boys. Mrgan had been with the conpany for years, protecting her
grandf at her, and now her, a job he perfornmed with superb efficiency and conpl ete devotion. His
approval was always trenendously inportant to her, nainly because he woul d never nmake a gratuitous
conplinment. She had to earn it, something that never happened with nost of the people in her life.
And words of praise had i ndeed been awarded, al beit grudgingly, with nore frequency in recent
years. She often caught herself wi shing he was her real father. The know edge that he would be
retiring in a few years was sonething she always tried to bury right at the back of her nind; it
was a horrifying thought.

Access Rol i Speech, Julia told her bioware processor node silently. Colourless words flowed from

one of the three menory nodes buried at the back of her skull, fornming a
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ghostly script behind her eyes. She reviewed it for what nuse have been the tenth tine since
breakfast. Event Horizon's PR departnment had witten it for her, but she'd nade a few alterations.
It had sounded terribly stilted before. She couldn't forget it, of course, not with the nodes
reinforcing her nenory, but they couldn't help her out if she stunbled over pronunciation

The roll out was going to be the technol ogical event of the year; she couldn't afford to nake a

m stake. There were going to be too many people, too many channel caneras. It felt as though a
squadron of butterflies were perform ng dynam c acrobatic routines in her stonach

The four-thousand- pound Sabareni suit she had chosen to wear for the cerenony was sheer silk, a
bright coral pink. The tailored jacket had a broad collar and large white buttons, its skirt was
strai ght, hemfive centinetres above her knees. Sabareni was one of her favourite designers, the
suit made her feel wonderfully elegant. She had deci ded against ostentatious jewellery, settling
for her usual gold St Christopher, and a Cartier dianond brooch. Her maid had strai ghtened her
chestnut hair so that it fell down her back alnobst to her hips; it was a |lot of trouble to
condition, but after growing it for a decade, she was damed if she was going to have it cut now.
Besides, a lot of girls were copying the 'Julia' hair style. She had a nedia profile which rock
stars and channel celebrities could only fantasize about.

Exit Roll Speech. If she didn't know it now she never woul d. She could hear the faint shouts of the
protesters through the thick glass. 'They | ook too well-fed to be dole depen dants,' she observed
as the Rolls left the notorway, cruising past a big green and gold sign which read:
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Duxf ord
Event Horizon Astronautics Institute

A rank of police, wearing bul ky navy-blue riot uniforns, stood along the side of the slip road,
arns |linked, fornmng a
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human barricade to keep the protesters back fromthe little convoy. The protesters Julia could see
seermed to be in their early twenties, dressed in T-shirts and jeans, nost of them male. They were
cl ean, healthy. Probably students.

"Most of them cone from coll eges at Canbridge,' Mrgan said.

Julia awarded hersel f a nmental point.

"Rent-a-nob fodder,' he continued. 'They were bussed out here this norning by a couple of radica
groups, Human Frontier and the Christian Luddites, they actually get paid attendance noney. Nobody
woul d cone ot herw se.'

Access Conpany Security File: Christian Luddites, Radical G oup. She had never heard of them
before, the name conjured up all sorts of anusing images. Their file squirted into her mnd
illusive datastacks she could run or hold on a whim not quite sight, not quite sound. Raw neura

i nformati on. The Christian Luddites clained to be a back-to-the-earth nmovenent, rejecting
technology in all forms except for medical purposes. Security said there were possible links with
ex- apparatchj ks, as yet unproven. They had fifteen chapters, spread around the major cities, a
couple nore in Europe. A detail ed nenbership |list had been conpiled. She scanned the hierarchy,

nost of whom were involved in other small intense activist groups. Today's radicals were a
nepotistic Incestuous |ot, she thought.
Cancel File.

"It must cost a lot of nobney to nmount protests if you' re Paying attendance fees,' she said. 'Were
didit all come fromoriginally~~
W're looking into it," Mrgan said.

Shoul dn't be allowed,' said Patrick Browning, who was Sittnmg next to her. 'They're just gaining
publicity at your

expense' He gave her his positive snile, the one that said he Wuld ~chanpi on her agai nst the
whol e world if need be.

patrick was twenty-one, with golden blond hair coning OM to his collar, a very handsone angul ar
face, deep hazel eyes that held just a hint of w ckedness, and a body which anY G eek god woul d
envy. His famly were wealthy, a typica
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European finance dynasty, with interests in shipping, construction, and nedi um scal e engi neeri ng,
operating through anonynous Zurich and Austrian offices. So noney wasn't quite so nmuch an issue as
it had been with previous boyfriends. He had just earned a business administration degree at
Oxford, which gave hima nice air of self-confidence; comng on top of his debonair manneri sns and
beautifully realized sense of fun, it nade himvirtually irresistible.

Fi ve weeks ago she had been at a party when she overheard his previous girlfriend, Angela Ml oy,
boasting that he had the rutting stanmina of a bull in springtime. Throughout the follow ng
fortnight it seemed as though Patrick couldn't go to a party or club without bumping intojulia. It
was uncanny, one m ght al nost suspect fate was pushing themtogether. After he realized how nany
mut ual interests they had, asking her for a date was only | ogical

And Angel a had been quite right.

"They have a perfect right to be there,'" Julia said neutrally. 'This county paid the nost

appal ling price so that individuals had the right to express opinions again, however extrene or
unwel come. Only PSP apparatchiks try to oppress people for saying what they think.' She net
Rachel 's eye levelly, reading the meticul ously contained anusenent in the hardhner's conposed
expressi on.

Patrick paled slightly at the rebuke, for an instant looking like a five-year-old who had just had
his chocol ate bar confiscated. 'Yes,' he said carefully. '"But | don't like it when it's you
they' re expressing about.

Jul 2a nodded fractionally. There were substantial dividends to be collected by keeping boys on

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (19 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:18 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

their toes, unsure precisely where they stood. That way they al ways knew exactly who was in

char ge.

She | eant over Patrick to get a closer |ook at the placards being waved. It wasn't strictly
necessary, the protesters were on both sides of the slip road, but the angle would give Patrick a
good vi ew down her cl eavage. She held back on a snile when she caught his eyes straying down to
her neckline. M Suave was no different to any of the others, M Hornones in nasquerade. Easy
neat .
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She read sonme of the placards, the usual obscenities and crude caricatures printed in yellow and
pi nk fluorocolours, then started to giggle.

"What is it?" Mrgan asked. He was peering out of the w ndow.

'That one.' She pointed.

A red-haired youth in a blue sweatshirt held up a kel pboard placard whi ch said:

Julia already owns the Earth,
don't let her have the stars as well.

Conpany security guards in inmmacul ate grey-blue uniforns saluted sharply as they passed through
the first of the Astronautics Institute's ten gates. The police escort peeled away, |eaving the
Rolls to drive on to Building One alone. The circular structure was nmade up froman outer ring of
of fices, laboratories, design bureaux, conputer centres, cybernetic integration bays, and test
facilities; five storeys high, eight hundred netres in dianeter, presenting a polished cliff-face
of green-silver glass to the outside world. A jet-black dome of solar collector panels roofed a
central space hardware assenbly hail.

In the distance she could see Building two, a twin of One, as yet unoccupi ed; contractors were
busy dismantling the scaffolding. A week |late, they were going to pay a hefty penalty cl ause for
that. Architectural data constructs of Building Three were already well advanced, big enough to
put One and iW inside then rattle them around.

Julia always got a kick out of the Institute; its sheer size, sprawl ed over the old Inperial War
Miseum site and now begi nning to creep out towards Thriplow, was a spectacul ar statement of
intent. Event Horizon was staking out its claimon the future for everyone to see, rekindling the
old High Frontier dream There was sonething fundanmentally exciting about comandi ng such a
grandi ose venture.

Philip Evans, her grandfather, had started to build the
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Institute a month after the PSP fell. He believed passionately that space industry would be the

catalyst in reinvigorating the country's post-Warm ng econony. His aimwas to develop a centre of
excel | ence where every discipline of space industry could be cultivated and refined, ensuring the
conpany had conpl ete technol ogi cal independence

M crogee material processing had already established itself as a hugely profitable enterprise. The
nunber of low Earth orbit factory nodul es churning out 'ware chips, crystals, exotic conpounds,
and super-strength nonol attice filament had grown steadily even during the worst of the gl oba
recessi on which followed the Warming. But the raw nmaterials the factories needed had to be lifted
fromEarth, battling against gravity throughout the whole ascent. Philip Evans's vision had the
gi ga-conductor revolution reducing |aunch costs to a fraction of the chemcally powered boosters'
i ncreasing profits by orders of magnitude. After that, he predicated, the exploitation of
extraterrestrial resources would becone economically feasible, and he was deternined that as the
sol ar system opened up Engl and would be the trail-blazer, with Event Horizon at the forefront.
Julia had inherited that faith along with the material reality~

She had continued to pour noney and resources into the Institute and its anbitious progranmes in
the two years since he died, despite all the pressure and criticisnms fromthe conpany's financial
backi ng consortium Now the first phase of her plan was conming to fruition, after Heaven al one
knew how many mni nor setbacks and del ays.

Today was the day she woul d shut those whining know not hings up for good. She wanted to sing and
shout for the sheer joy of it. If nothing else, Patrick was in for the night of his life tonight.
Buil ding One's vast car park was full to capacity with conmpany m ni buses and rank after rank of
scooters - private cars were still ararity. The Rolls drove past it, and out on to the concrete
desert on the other side of the building. Thro long tenporary seating stands had been erected on
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the apron, covered from possible showers by red and white striped
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canvas awni ngs; they formed a broad avenue, |eading away from Buil ding One's huge nulti-segnent
sliding doors. There s~ere seven thousand invited guests waiting for her: Institute personnel and
their families, prem er-grade executives frommost of the konbinates, channel celebrities,
politicians, the Prime Mnister, Prince Harry, even a few friends.

A press stand bad been built at the far end of the avenue. Every place was taken, which gave her a
final heart-flutter of nerves. She had secretly hoped the reporters would all still ~e up in
Scotl and after the nmonentous weekend.

Over a hundred caneras swivelled round as the Rolls drew up beside the VIP podium at the side of
Bui I ding One's doors. Julia took a breath as the Institute's general nanager scuttled forwards to
open the door, then clinbed out with a professional snmile in place.

Julia was thankful that the usual January heat was tenpered by scrappy clouds and a full breeze.
If it was up to her there wouldn't even be a cerenony, but politics dictated otherw se, and the
wor kf orce needed some kind of recognition for their efforts. So she sat patiently while the
bunting flapped noisily ovethead and overdressed wonen kept a surreptitious hand on w de hats.

The Prime M nister, David Marcharn, made the first speech; he was a dignified fifty-two-year-old
in a blue-grey suit, the enbodi ment of cal m conpetence. He praised Philip Evans and Julia for
their foresight and optinism then noved on to the workforce and conplinented their

prof essionalism followed up by a couple of political points against the three main parlianentary
opposition groups. Julia found herself envying his delivery; he avoided rhetoric and theatrica
enphasis, the words just flowed. Wien it was her turn she accessed the speech and | et her words
glide straight fromthe node to her vocal cords, pronmising that her commtnment to funding the
space progranmme renai ned unchanged, giving a brief outline of projects that would be initiated
over the next three years - the larger low Earth orbit dormitory station
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expanded science programme, constructing a nanned asteroid-survey craft - and managed to get in a
j oke about one of the engineering apprentices who had been strung up froma hoist by his nates a
coupl e of nobnths ago. She had been on an inspection tour of Building One at the time. It brought
an appreciative cheer fromthe section of the stands where the workers and their fanmlies were
sitting.

She banded over to Prince Harry for the actual roll out. He got nore appl ause than she had. But
then royalty always did. Since the Second Restoration people saw themas a continuity junp-lead to
the past; they were a synbol of good tines, when there was no Warm ng and no PSP. Now they were
back, and life was picking up again.

Bui I di ng One's doors slid open ponderously when Prince Harry pressed the button on the pedestal
somewhat predictably a band struck up the 'Zarathustra' thene, and the C arke-class spacepl afie
energed into the afternoon sunlight, escorted by a troupe of engineers in spotless white overalls.
It had a swept delta planformwith a fifty-netre span, sixty netres long; the netalloceranic hul
was an all-over frost-white, except for the scarlet Dragonflight escutcheons on the fin. Thro
stream i ned cylindrical nacelles bl ended seaxnlessly with the underbelly, air-scoop ranps cl osed;
reaction-control thruster clusters on the nose and around the wedge-shaped cl anshell doors at the
rear were nmasked by protective covers, renove before flight tags dangling.

Julia clapped along with everyone el se, inpressed despite herself. The spacepl ane was gi ga-
conductor powered, the first of its kind, capable of lifting fifty tonnes into orbit wthout
burni ng a single hydrocarbon nolecule to injure the di seased atnosphere any further. Event Hori zon
al ready had orders for two hundred and twenty-seven, with options on another three hundred.

It was an icon to the new age which the giga-conductor was ushering in. The power-storage system
was the ideal cheap, easy to manufacture Green solution to the energy problenms of the post-Warm ng
worl d, where hostility to petrol and coal was a tangi ble, occasionally fatal, aspect of life. And
A QUANTUM MURDER
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Event Horizon held the worl dwi de patent; every konbi nate, conpany, and state factory on the planet
paid her for the privilege of manufacturing it. The royalty revenue was already over two billion

Eurofrancs a year, and it had only been available for twenty-three nonths. Every nation was racing
to restructure their transport systens around it.
She had seen artists' inpressions of the conmercial hypersonic jets which konbi nate aerospace
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di vi si ons were devel oping, |ong arrowfinned needl es that | ooked |ike scal ed-up missiles, cutting
the transit tune between continents to | ess than an hour. Car conpani es, those which had survived,
were eager to bring out new vehicles, retooling factories which had lain idle for nearly fifteen
years. Scooter sales were already booning

Julia wal ked down the VIP podiunm s steps, acconpanying the Prime Mnister and Prince Harry, |esser
dignitaries trailing after them She kept a beautifully straight face as she showed themround the
spacepl ane, pointing out features of interest; for once grateful for the steely discipline she had
| earnt at her Swiss boarding school. But it was hard - this is the air scoop, these are the

wheel s.

They posed under the flattened bullet nose as the press gathered for a video bite opportunity.

"I would just like to say how i mensely proud | amto be here today,' David Marchant told the
gaggl e of reporters and channel crews. A forest of arns thrust AV recorders towards him 'This
spacepl ane is a quite trenmendous achi evenent by the Event Horizon conpany. A clear sign that our
soci al market policies are the right ones to put England back on its feet again. And my New
Conservati ve governnent w shes to denonstrate its firmcomritnent to the space industry by
awar di ng Dragonflight the contract to dispose of eleven thousand tonnes of radioactive waste. This
waste is nade up of the cores and ancillary equi pnent of redundant nuclear reactors, currently
bei ng stored at great public expense around the country. And we hope that ultimately all the old
reactors in this country will be broken up and di sposed of in a simlar fashion.'
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Hi s ai de stepped forward and handed hima sheaf of paper. He snmiled and passed it to Julia. The
contract's datawork had been conpleted a week ago, but they had both decided to give it a high
profile. The roll out was a gol den opportunity. Wth the el ections due in two nmonths it would be a
val uabl e canpaign i ssue for the New Conservatives, supporting industry w thout direct PSP-style
subsi di es, and showi ng a practical conmitment to the environnent.

" Thank you very nuch, Prime Mnister,' she said as the reporters shouted questions. '"I'IlIl just
give you a brief clarification of what the contract entails. Firstly Event Horizon will be
vitrifying the waste into ten-tonne bl ocks in our Sunder-land plant. Dragonflight will then Iift
theminto orbit, where they will be assenbled into clusters of five and attached to a solid rocket
booster which will launch theminto the Sun. This way we shall be getting rid of the waste once
and for all. Sonething I'msure we all have cause to cel ebrate.

"How nuch is the contract worth, Julia? soneone shouted. Too |loud to pretend she hadn't heard.
"As it says quite clearly in your information kit, operating costs for the C arke-cl ass spacepl ane
work out at four hundred pounds New Sterling per tonne lifted into low Earth orbit. if you know
anyone who can offer a cheaper price, I'msure the Prine Mnister would be interested to hear from
them' She took a pace back and turned sharp right as soon as she finished speaking, gesturing to
Prince Harry and David Mar-chant towards Building One. A posse of aides and managemnent staff
instinctively clustered round, isolating her. Nobody el se got a chance to shout any nore

questi ons.

Access General Busi ness. She | oaded a note to postpone the announcenment about the new cyber
factories for a couple of weeks. There were eighteen of them due to be built under stage twelve
of Event Horizon's expansion progranme, ranging froma precision nachinery shop to a | arge-scale
conmposite structures plant, enploying nearly thirty-five thousand peopl e when they were conpl ete.
Exit GCeneral Business. It would never do for people to draw any unwarranted connections between the
wast e-
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di sposal contract and the siting of all eighteen factories in nargi nal constituencies.

The VIP reception was held in Building One, a spacious rectangul ar | ounge on the second fl oor.
Chairs had been pushed back against one wall, |eaving roomfor the caterers to set up their table
opposite. The seafood buffet was proving popular with the guests. Waiters circulated with gl asses
of Moét chanpagne on silver trays. A loud purr of conversation was drowni ng out the piani st

Julia stood by the wi ndow wall sipping some of the chai npagne, watching the crowmd of spectators
trai psing round the spaceplane below. It was nainly fanly groups, parents |eading eager children
stopping to take pictures under the nose. Five different channel news teans were recording their
reporters using the spacepl ane as a backdrop

Patrick left the buffet table and cane over. 'You should eat sonething,' he said around a nout hfu
of shrinp and | ettuce.
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"I didn't think you liked fat girls,' she retorted.

"I don't.' There was a gleamin his eye she knew well enough. 'How | ong have we got to stay here?
"Anot her hour, at least. Be patient. It could be rewarding."'

' Coul d be?

"Yah,' she draw ed.

"All tight.' He gave her a hungry | ook

She grinned back. It would have been exciting to sneak off into one of the disused offices
upstairs. But there were security cameras everywhere, and experience had taught her that Rache
woul d never | et her get out of the |Iounge al one

"l suppose |I'd better do nmy eager hostess act,' she said in resignation. Mst of the people in the
| ounge were so nmuch ol der than her, which neant she'd have to stick with snall talk, or business.
So boring. She had seen Katerina and Antonia and Laura milling about earlier, along with their
boys. But they would all be chatting to the channel celebs. She didn't fancy that either; the
silver-screen magic tarnished rapidly in real life, she found. Geg and El eanor were over
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on the other side of the lounge, talking to Morgan Wal shaw and Gabri el Thonpson, the wonan he
lived with. Geg | ooked unconfortable and serious, but then he hated having to wear a suit and
tie. She started towards them at |east she could tease G eg.

"M ss Evans.

The urgency in the voice surprised her. It clashed with the day's nmood. She turned.

It was Dr Ranasfari. Julia sighed inwardly, very careful not to show any di sappoi ntnent. She
couldn't even make small talk with Dr Ranasfari. The tall, wiry physicist was forty-five years
old, neatly turned out, as always, in a light-grey suit, white shirt, and a pink tie that nmatched
her own suit's colour. H's dark face | ooked strained, brown eyes blinking incessandy, glossed back
raven hair shone a spectral blue under the |ounge's bright biolum panels.

Dr Ranasfari was another of those people Julia always felt she had to inpress. Though she doubted
many people could inpress Ranasfari. He was the genius in charge of the research team which had
produced the gi ga-conductor for Event Horizon. It had taken himten years; but her grandfather had
never doubted he could do it.

'The nan's dedicated,' Philip Evans had told her once. 'Bloody boring, nind, Juliet, but

dedi cated. That's what nakes himspecial. He'll spend his life on a project if needs be. W're
lucky to have him'

After the giga-conductor was unveiled to the world, and the need for total security was aboli shed,
she had built Ranasfari a | aboratory conplex in Canbridge, and gave hima budget of twenty mllion
pounds New Sterling a year to spend on whatever projects he wanted. He was currently working on a
direct thernocouple, a solid-state fibre which would convert thermal energy straight into
electricity, elinmnating any need for conventional turbines and generators. The potentia
applications for geothermal power extraction alone were colossal. If he asked for fifty mllion a
year she would grant it.

"No drink, Cormac?' she asked lightly. He never actually objected to her using his first nane,

al t hough she was always M ss Evans to him 'You really ought to have one gl ass at
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|l east, this is as nmuch your day as it is nine.'

Hs Iips twisted nervously, showing a flash of snowwhite teeth. 'Thank you, no. M ss Evans,
really nust speak with you.'

She had never seen himso agitated before. Her hunour spiralled down. 'OF course.' She signalled
to Rachel .

Julia supposed she ought to be grateful Ranasfari had cone directly to her, it was a silent

acknow edgenment of her authority. There were dozens of prem er-grade executives who supervised
Event Horizon's innumerable divisions, but ultimtely they all answered to her. The company wasn't
just hers in nane, she took sole responsibility for its managenent, to the amazenent and

i ncreasing fascination of the world at |large. Responsibility, but not the burden of organization
that was shared, quietly, unobtrusively.

The Neural Network bioware core was the final ganble of a dying billionaire, a bid for imortality
of the mind. It had to be a billionaire, nobody else could afford the cost. Philip Evans had
spliced his sequencing RNA into the bioware, replicating his own neuronic structure. Wen the NN
core had grown to its full size his nmenories had been squirted out of his dying brain and into
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their new titani umcased protein circuitry.

And it had worked. His nenories operated in a perfect duplicate of his neural pathways, providing
a continuation of personality. Julia had never heard the NN core utter a single out-of-character
remark. It was G andpa.

He had plugged hinself into Event Horizon's datanet, orchestrating the conpany's expansion with an
efficiency far in excess of any ordinary managerial system Seventy years of experience,

know edge, and business guile put into practice by a mind with nore spare processing capacity than
a lightware nunmber cruncher. No detail was too small to escape his scrutiny, every operationa
aspect could be overseen with one hundred per cent attention. Wth himto guide her faltering
steps it was no surprise that Event Horizon had flourished the way it had. Poor old Patrick with
his dusty academ c degree could never hope to natch her when it canme to bus
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ness tactics. In tandemw th her grandfather she nade nore commercial and financial decisions in a
day than he would make in the next ten years working for his fanmi |y organization

And at the end of the day she could confide in Gandpa totally. He always understood. The
invisible friend of childhood inagination, upgraded for the rigours of adult life, infallible, and
virtually omipotent. It was wonderfully reassuring.

The enmpty office Julia and Ranasfari wound up comrandeeri ng overl ooked Buil ding One's gi ant

central assenbly hail. Even today, with half of the hail's staff attending the roll out cerenony,
there was a lot of activity on the floor. Integration bays around the inner wall were brightly
lit, showi ng white-coated technicians manoeuvring | arge sections of machinery into place, or
ctowded round term nal display cubes. Little flat-top cyber trucks followed col our-coded gui dance
strips along all eyways forned by bungal ow si zed bl ocks of equi pment. The spacepl ane production
line dominated the centre of the hail. The way the craft in various stages of construction were
pressed nose to tail along its length was rem ni scent of some biol ogical growth process, Julia

t hought, a cyber-queen's birth passage, straight out of one of those big-budget channel horror
shows. At the far end were skeletal outlines, triangles of naked ribs and spars whi ch caged

spheri cal tanks and contoured systens nodul es coated in crinkled gold foil. As the spacepl anes
progressed down the line, sections of the netalloceramc hull had been fitted, the wheel bogies
added, engines installed. Three al nost conplete craft were parked in the test bays right in front
of the doors, people walking over their wi ngs, big ribbed hoses and power cables plugged into open
i nspecti on hatches, polythene taped over various vents and inlets.

Julia sat in the swivel chair behind the desk, a black inmtation-wood affair with an Aivett
termnal linked into a conplicated CAD drafting board. The office belonged to a m ddl e-nmanager in
the m crogee nodul e power systens bureau. Rachel checked it out, then closed the door behind her
standi ng sentry duty. Dr Ranasfari sank into the cheap

A QUANTUM MURDER

53

thickly padded chair in front of the desk

"What is it, Cornmac?' Julia asked.

He gave anot her nervous grinmace. 'Perhaps | should have gone to M Wishaw, but | really feel this
must be taken up at the highest level. And the Prime Mnister is here, he will listen to you.'
Julia noved fromstudious interest to outright fascination. Ranasfari never showed the slightest
concern for anything outside his work.

Open Channel To NN Core.

Hello, Juliet, what's the problen? | thought you'd be enjoying yourself today, Philip Evans said
soundl essly into her

ni nd. -

it's Ranasfan~ she told him I'd like you to listen in on this. 1 mght want your opinion

' That sounds very drastic, Cormac,' she said out loud. 'But you know I'Il help in whatever way |
can.'

He nodded, squeezing the knuckles of his left hand. 'Thank you. It concerns Dr Edward Kitchener
You know | used to be one of his students?

"I didn't know that, no. But |'ve heard of Edward Kitchener.' Even as she said it she renenbered
Kitchener's gruesonme murder had domi nated the newscasts three days ago, even nanagi ng to nudge
Scotl and off the premier bulletins on Friday night. She couldn't renmenber seeing much el se about
it since, although there had been an update this norning, some poor detective in the hot seat,
unabl e to satisfy the incessant questions that reporters were flinging at him

Grandpa, have they caught the killer yet?

No.
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Ah. | think | see where we're | eading.

"His death was a tragedy,' she said hurriedly.

"Yes. And the culprit still has not been brought to justice. That is what | want M ss Evans,
justice. Kitchener was a brilliatit man. Brilliant. He had flaws, weaknesses, we all do. But his
genius is undeniable. Sinple dignity demands that his nurderer is caught. |'m not asking for
vengeance. | do not want the return of the death penalty. Nor do | want this
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barbarian quietly elimnated. But I do want himcaught and tried, Mss Evans. Please. The
police.., they've had three days. |'msure they're doing their best, but after all QGakhamis just
a provincial station. You nust inpress the Prime Mnister, and through himthe Hone Secretary, on
t he absol ute urgency of this case.'

Tricky one, Juliet. According to finance dMsion records, we were paying Dr Edward Kitchener for
research work

What? | don't renenber that.

It was a contract issued by Ranasfan

Bl oody hel |

Damm right, girl. You start pushing Marchant for action now, and people will accuse you of
meddling in police affairs. There~s enough all egations about you and Event Horizon havi ng undue

i nfl uence over the New Conservatives as it is.

"What project was Dr Kitchener working on for us?" she asked Ranasfari.

He stopped playing with his hands. 'I didn't think it was worth bringing to your attention,' be
sai d evasively.

She decided to go all out on the friendship routine. 'Cormac, you know you have ny ful

confidence. That's why your budget doesn't have to be cleared through the finance division first,
I don't want you having to justify yourself to accountants. | genuinely do appreciate the val ue of
pure research.

Seductress! Mental |aughter echoed faintly.

"Wl l, thank you.' Ranasfari ducked his head. '| asked Edward to |l ook into wornmholes for ne. It
corresponds with his field of interest. He was quite intrigued by the prospect. W discussed a
fee, but he was nore interested in the specialist prograns our software division could provide for
his |ight-ware processor than actual noney. He agreed to take the contract, and | woul d channe
his software requests through ny | aboratory. The nobney was just a token.'

Access Ceneral Encycl opedia. Query: Wrmnhol es, Category Physics.

A neat little precis enmerged fromthe processor.

"When you say wormhol es, you nean the instantaneous
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connections through space-tinme, | take it?" she asked.

"Yes. Wornholes are quite pernissible under Einsteinian relativity?

"I knowit's off the point, but what exactly is your interest in these wornhol es?

"l thought, Mss Evans,' he said stiffly, 'I thought that there mght be a possible application in
interstellar transit.'

"A stardrive?' she said in a surprised whisper.

He nodded, thoroughly m serable.

"Faster than light travel?

Anot her brief nod.

"Bl oody hell,' said Julia. She summoned up a logic matrix fromthe processor node, feeding in the
rel evant bytes. The conbination of irrational brain and coldly precise nodes gave her an ability
to dissect problens fromoblique angles, fusing intuition and syllogismin a way no pure computer
could match. Data packages flowed and nmerged through the nental construct, budding into ideas.
Most she rejected, the remai nder opened up interesting options.

"Wio el se would know that Kitchener was working for us?" she asked.

'Secrecy was not sonething | would wish to i npose on Edward. But he was not naturally

conmmuni cative, certainly not to the media. H's students would know, of course, probably severa

hi gh-1evel theoretical cosnologists. He maintained contacts throughout the physics comunity, in
fact academia in general. The free exchange of ideas is vital in such a field.'

She ignored the defensive tone.

How about it, Grandpa? Could Event Horizon be tied in?

You nean, was he killed to prevent us fromobtaining a stardrive?

Yes.
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It's a probability, Juliet, you know it is. But | can't see anyone getting so worked up about it
that they'd butcher the old boy, not for something that hypothetical. Besides, if it is possible
to build an FTL stardrlve, then ultimately it will be built. Kitchener m ght have been a wild
card, but plodders
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have their place too. / expect Ranasfari could crack it if he put enough time in.

Lord, | hope he doesn't. | rather wanted that direct thernocouple.

What are you going to do, Juliet?

Well, we can't ignore | CNchener's nurder now. if there is someone that paranoid about Event

Hori zon wal ki ng round | cose, then I want them behind bars pronto.

Attagirl.

She put her el bows on the desk, and pressed her palns together. 'I will have Mdrgan Wal shaw
contact the Home Office directly,' she said. 'l think | can see how we can get this terrible crine

sol ved qui ckly."

' How?' Ranasfari asked.

"The Honme Ofice can authorize |local police stations to hire specialist advisers when the
circunstances warrant it.

"What sort of specialist?

She smiled. 'I was thinking a psychic m ght be appropriate.’

CHAPTER FOUR

reg stood behind the noss-covered stone wall of his farnyard and watched a swarm of bilious clouds
buffet the southern sky, blocking out the clean gold

and orange colours of the |ow norning sun. Fast, cool gusts of air chased random wave-patterns in
the shaggy grass around the linme saplings, twitching the slate-grey water of the reservoir into
smal | peaks.

In the long thistle-nottled field running between the groves and Hanbl et on Wbod he coul d see the
rabbits venturing out of their huge warrens hi dden bel ow the dead trees. Snall tawny nounds

sl oping through the nettle clunps and spindly m | dewed foiget-me-nots which flourished around the
rank of perished hawthorn bushes marki ng the boundary of the wood. There nust have been over
eighty of them He and El eanor went OQUt O re~ar shoots ~wo nights each week, infrared |aser
hunting-rifles picking off fifty at a time. It never seened to make the slightest difference to
their nunbers the next norning.

The hot climte had expanded their breeding season to ten nonths of the year, and the inpenetrable
tangl e of lush undergrowth in the wood neant he couldn't reach their warrens to cull them
properly. A Forestry Conmi ssion | ogging teamwas scheduled to fell the dead trunks in a couple of
years, replanting with Chinese pines, otherwi se he woul d probably have torched the wood at the

hei ght of summer, and to hell with the owner. The rest of the peninsula's citrus farmers certainly
woul dn't obj ect.

Rabbits were a countryw de problenm despite the massive shooting and trappi ng canpai gns whi ch had
turned theminto a cheap staple meat, they were making serious inroads into England' s food crops.
The Mnistry of Agriculture was hol ding di scussions with the Farners' Union about rel easing a new
virulent strain of inyxomatosis. It was a nasty virus, but Geg couldn't see an alternative
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He shrugged his black | eather jacket over a dark-blue short sleeve cotton sports shirt. His olive-
green trousers had a tropical weave, which should keep himfrom sweating. He would have preferred
shorts, but that was pushing it. At |east he could wear confortable suede ankle boots today, the
Armani suit and shiny black | eather shoes El eanor had nmade himput on for the roll out cerenony
had been a torture. Too stiff, too hot. It remi nded himof the dress unifornms he had had to wear
for regimental dinners. But at |east they had been introduced to Prince Harry at the VIP
reception, which made up for a lot. Then Julia waylaid himwi th her oh-so-reasonable favour

He shook his head at the nenory. He was irritated, nore by the fact that she had automatically
assurmed he would help the police than being dragged back into that kind of work, but he couldn't
honestly say there was any real anger. In any case, the idea of a killer as psychotic as
Kitchener's stalking the district wasn't a particularly wel cone one. Just so long as this wasn't
going to set a precedent. The citrus groves were his life now, and hopefully children before too

| ong.
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El eanor came out of the front door and blipped the | ock. She was wearing a navy-blue waiter-cut

j acket over an enbroidered Indian cotton bl ouse, deep purple culottes. Her gaze ran over the

wi hdows she had been painting before the weekend; the frames were coated in a dull-pink undercoat,
waiting for the white gloss finish. She crinkled her nose up

"Maybe | should stay,' she said, sounding unconvi nced.

"Not a chance, if |I have to go, so do you. I've still got those linmes to plant. And our

nei ghbouring army of killer bunnies is waiting for a chance to eat the ones | did put in, |ook.'
She glared at the nounds of brown fur bopping about through the undergrowth. 'Perhaps we ought to
torch the wood after all.

He opened the EMC Ranger's door, and clinbed in behind the wheel. 'It's too near Hanbl eton, and
it's not the real solution anyway.'

"l suppose.' She sat in the passenger seat. 'l hate the idea of nyxamatosis.'
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He drove up the slope, and into the village. The broken wi ndows on the Collisters' cottage had

al ready been boarded up with clean sheets of plywod and a heavy padl ock held the front door shut.
Soneone had picked all the ripe branbles fromthe hedge.

El eanor gave it a sonbre | ook as they went past, but didn't say anything.

The EMC Ranger's fat, deep-tread tyres nmade short work of the slushy vegetation matting the

peni nsul ar link road. Monday night's rains had left the flat fields beside the road | ooking like
rice paddies. They were planted with gene-tailored barley, a design which utilized the increased

| evel of atnospheric carbon dioxide to produce high yields. Long |ines of verdant green shoots as
thick as his thumb were poking up through silver poois of water; flocks of gulls waded up and down
t he ranks, pecking up the bounty of worms which had risen to the surface.

When they reached the roundabout on the QGakham bypass, Geg steered straight round and headed down
the A606. The fields of gene-tailored barley gave way to cacao plantations for the last kil onetre
into town. Over the |last few years Oakham had gradual |y been encircled by the bushes, and nore
ground was being prepared, expanding the plantations outward |ike a vigorous nmushroomring. They
were a valuable addition to the town's econony. The price of the seed was rising all the tine as
processed food factories cane back on stream bringing chocolate back into the shops; and the gene-
tailored variety flowered twice a year. Their cultivation also soaked up a fair fraction of the
unenpl oyed refugees who had been billeted on the town when the Lincol nshire Fens were fl ooded by
the rising sea

The expanse of small anber flowers was just starting to bloom but Geg ighored it. In his mnd he
was still running through yesterday afternoon's conversation with Julia.

"I't'"ll just be halfa day's work for you,' she'd said. 'It's really inportant to nme. Please, Geg.
Al'l he could see was a pretty young oval face and big tawny eyes | ooking up at himentreatingly.
That kind of sly appeal,
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the not quite innocent adol escent adoration, was really below the belt. Typical Julia. The nunber
of bo~~s with broken hearts left in her wake could populate a snall city.

"I"'ma psychic,' he said out |oud.

El eanor turned and gave hi man expectant glance. 'Yes?

'So how cone | can never win an argument w th Julia?

' Because you want to | ose. You know the way she feels about you.'

"Way didn't you object? This Kitchener thing, it's exactly why we noved out to the farm to get
away fromit.'

She flashed hima dry, knowing snmile. 'I didn't object because you were interested. Julia was

ri ght when she said you could clear it up in an afternoon. And once she nmentioned it, you were
hooked. Admit it.'

"Yeah,' he said. Imensely grateful that she understood, once again. Though right at the back of
his mnd was a tiny smack of disquiet, a sublimnal certainty that sonmething didn't quite gel. H's
intuition playing up again, although he hadn't used his gland since |eaving the Collisters
cottage. It had started as soon as Julia nentioned Kitchener's nurder at Launde Abbey. And the
nore he tried to resolve it, find the reason, the nore elusive it becanme. It would cone
eventual ly, of course, and then he'd kick hinmself for missing th..~ obvious.

I nsi de Cakharn, the road surface inproved noticeably, thistles and twitch grass still burrowed up
through the tarmac near the kerbs, but the streets were open to two-way traffic. Scoot-era and
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bi cycles clogged the mddle of the town, forcing Greg to reduce speed; horse and cart rigs queued
up patiently behind pre-Warning juggernauts. The big lorries had been converted to burning

met hane, true di nosaurs now, paintwork scarred and fading, drive nechanisns canni balized froma
dozen different w ecks.

The ranshackl e stalls which used to run the length of the High Street during the PSP years had
recently been evicted, and the tarnmac seal ed over with therno-stabiized cell ul ose.

A QUANTUM MURDER

G eg used to enjoy the souk-1ike atnosphere of the town centre, but the econom c upswi ng was
steadily squeezing street traders and spivs out of national life. Die-hard stall-hol ders had noved
back to the market square, but it wasn't the same. Shops were in vogue again. Al npost two-thirds
had re-opened, and he coul d see another three being refurbished; although they nainly sold
consuner products and clothes, the market retained its hold over supplying fresh food. He wondered
sourly how long it would take for the supermarket chains to re-establish thenselves. Back to
saniti zed mass-produced packets of tasteless pap. A sure sign of prosperity.

The way the country was right now was just about perfect, he reckoned. Energing fromthe ni ghtmare
past, and | ooking forward to a future rich with prom ses - nost of them nmade by Juli a.

They turned off the H gh Street and drove down Church Street, past Cutts Close, the central park
It was bounded by earth ranparts, and terribly overgrown; dead oak trees |ying where they had
fallen, waist-high grass choking the ancient swings. The affluence of the High Street didn't
extend far.

A cluster of thirty-odd sleek white and silver trailers and caravans was drawn up in the niddle of
Cutts C ose, looking |like some kind of futuristic gypsy convoy. Greg saw the corporate | ogos of
channel newscast conpani es splashed on them a thicket of tripod-nounted satellite uplink dishes
pointing up into the southern sky.

H s fingers tightened around the steering-wheel in reflex dismay. O course! How stupid, he should
have realized. A groan escaped fromhis lips.

"What is it?'" Eleanor asked.

"Them' He nodded ahead.

The police station was sited just past the bottom of the park, backing on to what had once been
the fanous public school's playing fields. The rugby pitches and cricket squares had |ong since
been dug up to provide allotnments for the Fens refugees displaced by the rising seas; over two
hundred fam lies had been cramed into the school buildings by the PSP Residential Allocation
bureau. It was only a tenporary
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accommodation, they were pronised. Now, twelve years on, they were still waiting for proper
housi ng.

The main part of the station was a broad two-storey building built out of drab rusty-col oured
brick, roofed by steel-grey tiles. A single-storey wing jutted out of the front, alnost Iike an
aftert hought, long, narrow wi ndows facing the road. It dated fromthe tail-end of the |ast
century, and despite the architect's use of curves and split levels to reduce its starkness it had
a fortress-1like appearance. The inmage wasn't hel ped by the relics of the People's Constables'
tenure. Metal grilles had been fitted over the |long ground-floor w ndows, black security canera
gl obes hung fromthe eaves, and the entrance to the rear car park was guarded by a high fence of
thin nmonol attice slice-wire with skull and crossbones warni ng signs on each post. The brickwork
facing the street was covered in ghostly remants of paint-bonb inpacts and fluorospray graffiti;
an ineffectual solvent wash had | eft several anti-PSP sl ogans visible. Tapering soot scars, like
frozen black flames, showed where the nolotovs had hit.

The rioters and cel ebrants who had laid siege to the station the day the PSP fell had now been
repl aced by the nedia arny.

' Good Cod, ~ El eanor murmrured when they reached the end of Church Street.

Greg guessed there nust have been over two hundred of them and it was |like an arny, rank denoted
by the uniform

reporters in snooth suits, broadcast crews in T-shirts and shorts, production staff in designer
casuals. The mgjority had taken over the broad pavenent opposite the station, although sonme canera
operators had staked out positions on the park's earth enmbanknment giving thema good view of the
station. Several fast-food caravans had set up shop in front of the Catholic church a hundred
metres further down the road. They were doing a good trade with production PM

Greg sounded the horn as he indicated to turn into the station. A knot of twelve people were just
standing in the nmddle of the road, channel |ogos on their jackets.

"Well, | suppose the |ocal pubs will be happy,' El eanor said.
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There was a | one bobby standing outside the gate in the slice-wire fence. He was about twenty-
five, wearing dress whites, shorts, and half-sleeve shirt, with a peaked cap, and | ooking very fed
up.

"Ch, bugger,' Geg nuttered as he |l owered the wi ndow. The rear-view mrror showed himthe
reporters convergi ng en masse on the EMC Ranger.

"Yes, sir?" the bobby asked.

"I"'mhere to see Detective Inspector Langley,' Geg said. He held up his general ident card,
pressing his thunb on the activation patch

The bobby pulled out his police-issue cybofax, and the two exchanged pol arized photons in a blink
of dimruby light. Reporters were clustering round the bobby, jostling to see what was goi ng on
Two canera operators had shoved their |enses up against El eanor's w ndow.

"CGo straight in, sir,' the bobby said after his cybofax had confirnmed Greg's identity. He blipped
the gate lock. It started to swi ng open

The action triggered off a barrage of questions fromthe reporters.

"Who are you, nate?

"What have you cone here for?

"Are you a relative of Kitchener?

"Smile for us, luv!'

G eg toed the accelerator as soon as the gate started to open, nudging the EMC Ranger towards the
gap in short jerks. The bobby was trying to shove the crush of reporters to one side.

Geg switched to a broad Lincoinshire accent, and bell owed out of the open window. 'I'mhere to
see about nme bleedin' sheep, ain't |? Some bastard's been pinching 'emright out o' the field.
What's it got to do with you buggers? Get out the bl eeding way!'

The EMC Ranger nust have added authenticity, a nudcaked farm vehicle, even though it was new and
expensi ve. A chorus of groans went up. The reporters gave each other annoyed shrugs, and gave up
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The gate closed behind them

El eanor was sniling broadly. 'Very good. | give it less than twenty minutes before they di scover
you are the Greg Mandel who had Julia Evans as a bridesmaid at his weddi ng.

"l expect you're right.’

There were five police vehicles parked in the yard, four old EMC el ectri c hatchbacks, powered by
hi gh-density pol yner batteries, and a rust-spotted Black Maria with ten-year-old nunber plates.
Greg parked the EMC Ranger next to a line of scooters.

There was a wonman officer waiting for them She introduced herself as Detective Sergeant Amanda
Pat erson, a pleasant-faced thirty-year-old with nouse-brown hair, wear

-ing a white blouse and fawn skirt. She shook hands with a surprisingly strong grip, but her
manner was fairly reserved.

"I"ll take you to see Inspector Langley,' she told thembriskly. 'He's heading the inquiry.'

"Are you working on the case?" G eg asked.

"Yes, sir.' There was no el aboration. She opened the door, and ushered theminto the station. The
air inside was cool and stale, there were no fans or conditioners to circulate it. Biolurn strips
screwed on to the ceiling cast a weary light along the corridor. The original electric tubes had
been left in place, their pearl glass covers grey with dust.

It was all very basic, Greg thought, as she led themto the central stairwell. The grey-green

ri bbed carpet was badly worn, walls were scarred with rubber shoe marks above the skirting-board,
cream col oured pai nt had darkened, doors were scuffed and scratched and didn't even have 'ware

| ocks.

The police didn't enjoy rmuch public confidence right now, he knew. But starving them of noney and
resources was hardly going to help their norale and efficiency, certainly not at a tine when the
New Conservatives were trying to claimthe credit for resurrecting an honest and inparti al
judicial system

They passed a ness room and three uniforned constables glanced out. Their faces hardened as soon
as they saw Greg and he began to wonder just what sort of stories were orbiting the station

A QUANTUM MURDER

The CID office was on the second floor. Amanda Paterson knocked once on the door, and wal ked in.
Geg followed her into the noise of shrilling phones and murnuring voices. There were siXx

imtati on-wood desks inside, three of them occupied by nmen, detectives in shirt sleeves typing
away at their term nal keyboards, one with an ol d-fashioned phone handset janmed between his
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shoul der and jaw. They all stared at G eg and El eanor. Metal filing cabinets were |lined up al ong
the wall next to the door, kel pboard boxes piled on top. A big flatscreen covered the rear wall

di splaying a large-scale map, with half of Gakham showing as a red and brown crescent al ong the
right-hand side. The air was warm despite two of the w ndows being open; a single conditioner

t hrumred | oudl y.

Det ective I nspector Vernon Langley was in his late forties. He was al nbst a head snmaller than

G eg, and his dark hair had nearly vani shed, |eaving a shiny brown pate. He was sitting behind a
desk at the head of the room jacket draped over the back of his chair, mauve tie | oosened,
buttons on his white shirt straining slightly, |ooking about seven kil os

overwei ght. -

The desk was littered in printouts, folders, thunb-sized cylindrical nenox crystals, and sheets of
handwritten notes. Langley was typing on an English Electric ternminal. The nodel was a decade out
of date, and pretty inferior even when it was new. English Electric had been a nationalized

congl orerate formed by the PSP, a shotgun marriage between a dozen disparate 'ware companies. Only
government offices used to buy their equi pment, everyone el se went to bl ack-market spivs for up-to-
date foreign gear.

He stood up to greet them wi  ncing slightly, one hand rubbing the stiffness fromhis back as he
rose. He had obviously been working close to his linmt on the Kitchener case:

his face was lined, there was a five o' clock shadow on his chin. Geg felt exhausted just | ooking
at him

"I wasn't inforned that there would be two of you,' he said as he shook hands w th El eanor

"I act as Geg's assistant,' Eleanor said levelly. 'I amalso his wfe.
PETER F. HAM LTON
Vernon Langl ey nodded reluctantly as he sat back down again. 'All right, I'mcertainly not going

to make an issue of it. Find yourself a seat, please.'

G eg drew up a couple of plain woden chairs. At a second nod from Vernon, Amanda Paterson |eft
themto go and sit at a desk next to the other three detectives. The four of them put their heads
together, talking in | ow tones.

Geg was tenpted to use his gland there and then, but he guessed the only enpotion in the room
woul d be resentnment. They had all been working hard on an inportant case, under an inmense, and
very public, burden to produce quick results, now sonme civilian glanour-nerchant had been brought
in over their heads because of political pressure. He knew the feeling of frustration well enough,
army brass had worked according to no known principles of |ogic.

"The Honme Ofice called nme at home this norning,’ Langley said. 'Apparently you have been drafted
into act as ny special adviser on this case. Oficially, that is. Unofficially, it was nade
fucking clear you are now in charge. Wwuld you nind telling me why that is, Mandel ?* The | ack of
any inflection was far nore telling than any bitterness or anger.

"I amex-Mndstar,' Geg said deferentially. 'My gland gives me an enpathic ability, | know when
peopl e are |ying. Sonmebody once described me as a truthfl nder.

"Atruthfinder? Is that so? |I've heard you spent a lot of time in Peterborough after M ndstar was
denobbed. '

' Yeah.'

'"They say you killed fifty People's Constables.'

"Ch, no.'

Langl ey's eyes narrowed in suspicion

Geg couldn't resist it. 'Mre |like eighty~

The detective grunted. 'Had a | ot of experience solving nurders, have you, Mandel ?'

"No. None at all.'

"Th' enty-three years |'ve been in the force now | even stuck it out in the PSP years.' He waved a
band airily as El eanor shifted unconfortably. 'Ch, don't worry, Ms Mandel, the Inquisitors
cleared me of any conplicity with the
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Party. That's why | was posted here from G antham a |ot of Oakhamis officers failed that
particular test. Not politically sound, you see. Wll, not as far as this government is
concerned. '

"I wonder if Edward Kitchener cares what political colour the investigating officers are,' Eleanor
sai d.

Langl ey gave her a long | ook, then sighed in defeat. 'You're quite right, of course, Ms Mandel.

Pl ease excuse ne. | have spent the last four days and nights trying to find this nmaniac. And for
all my efforts, | have got exactly nowhere. So tenpers in this office are likely to be a little
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frayed this norning. | apol ogize in advance for any sharp answers you may receive.

Not hi ng personal .’

"I didn't know the Honme Ofice had told you | was in charge," Geg said. 'As far as |I'm concerned
it's still your investigation. | really amjust a specialist.

'Sure, thanks,' said Langl ey.

Geg decided to press on. It was obvious there wouldn't be the usual small talk, the getting-to-
know you session. He'd just have to do what he could. 'The press reports said Kitchener was
butchered, is that true?

"Yes. if I didn't know better 1'd say it was a ritualistic killing. Satan worship, a pagan
sacrifice, something like that. It was utter barbarism H's chest was split open, |ungs spread out
on either side of his head. W have holograns if you want an in situ review'

‘"Not at the nmoment,' Geg said. 'Wy would anybody go to that nuch troubl e?'

Langl ey gestured enptily. 'Who knows? | neet sonme evil bastards in this job. But Kitchener's
nmurderer is beyond ne, that kind of mind is in a class of its own. Nobody knows what nakes soneone
like that tick. To be honest, it frightens ne, the fact that they can wal k around pretending to be

human for ninety-nine per cent of the tine. | suppose you can spot one straight oft?
"Maybe,' Greg said. 'If! knew what to | ook for.'

"Whoever he is, he's not entirely original. It was a copy-cat mnethod."'

PETER F. HAM LTON

' Copy cat?'

"This spreading the lungs gimm ck; Liam Bursken used to do it.

Greg frowned, the name was faniliar.

"He was a serial killer, wasn't he?' Eleanor said.

"That's right, he roaned Newark picking people at random off the streets then butchering them The
press called himthe Viking. He nurdered eleven victins in five nonths. But that was six years
ago. Now he really was psychopathic, a total |loon. Newark was like a city under siege until he was
caught. People refused to go out after dusk. There were vigilante groups patrolling the streets,
fighting with Peopl e's Constabl es. Nasty busi ness.

"Wiere is he now?' G eg asked.

"HW Stocken Hall, the dinical Detention Centre where they keep the really dangerous cases.
Locked away in the maxi mum security wing for the rest of tine.'

"That's close,' Geg nurmured. He conjured up a nental map of the area. Stocken Hall was only
about fifteen kilo-metres from Launde Abbey as the crow flies.

"Gve nme sone credit. | did check, Mandel. Bursken was there four nights ago. They won't even take
himout of the Centre if he gets ill; the doctors have to visit him'

"There is no such thing as coincidence.' Geg smled apologetically. '"OK 1t wasn't Bursken. You
say you haven't got a suspect yet? Surely you nust have sone idea.'

"None at all.' The detective slunped further back into his chair. 'Enbarrassing for us, really.
Considering there are only six possible culprits. A neat solution, somebody we coul d charge

qui ckly, would have been the best thing that could have happened to this station. Not the town's
favourite sons, we are.' He flicked a finger at Amanda Paterson. 'And daughters, of course. As it
is, | can't even go outside to that pack of jackals and say | hope to make an arrest in the near
future.'

"Who are the six possibles?

"Kitchener's students. And a bi gger bunch of wallies you' ve never seen; bright kids, but they're
pl ugged i nto sone other universe the whole tine. T~rpical student types, naive and
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fashi onably rebellious. They were the only ones in Launde Abbey at the time. The Abbey's security
system nenory showed no one el se sneaked in, and it's all top-grade gear. But |'mnot just relying
on that as evidence. It was a nasty stormthe night Kitchener was nurdered, renenmber?

"Yeah,' Greg said. He renmenbered the day of Roy Collister's |ynch nob.

Langley clinbed to his feet, and went over to the big flatscreen on the rear wall. "Jon Nevin wll
show you what | nean. He's been checking out -all the possible access routes to the Abbey.'

One of the other detectives stood up; in his late twenties, thinning black hair shaved cl ose, a
narrow face with a long nose that had been broken at sone tine. He made an effort to rein back on
his hostility as Greg and El eanor trailed after Langley.

The map was centred on Launde Park, an irregul ar patch col oured a phosphorescent pink. A tal

col um of seven-digit nunbers had been superinposed al ongside. Fromthe scale, Greg judged the
park had an area of about a square kilonetre; he hadn't quite realized how renbote it was, situated
hal f-way up the side of the Chater valley. A lone road bisecting the valley was its only link with
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t he outside worl d.

Nevi n tapped-a finger on the little black rectangl e which represented the Abbey. H s face

regi stered total uninterest. If he'd still been in the arny, Geg would have called it dunb

i nsol ence.

'Because of its isolated position we don't believe anyone coul d have got to Launde Abbey at any
time after six o' clock last Thursday afternoon,' Nevin recited in a dull tone.

"What tinme was Kitchener killed? Geg asked.

"Approximately four-thirty on Friday nmorning,' Langley said. 'Gve or take fifteen m nutes.
Certainly not before four.

"The stormarrived at Launde Abbey at about five p.m QJI Thursday,' Nevin said. His hand traced
northwards al ong the road outside the Abbey. 'W estinmate the bridge over the River Chater was
subrerged by six, conpletely unpassable. The rainfall was very heavy around here, fifteen
centinetres
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according to the neteorol ogical office at RAP Cottesnore.

Basically, that bridge is just a couple of big concrete-pipe sections with earth and stone
shovel l ed on top; it's a very minor road, even by the last century's standards.

"That just |eaves us the route to the south. The road goes up over the brow of the valley, and
into Loddington; but there is a fork just outside Loddi ngton which | eads away to Belton. So in
order to get on to the road to Launde you have to go through either Loddi ngton or Belton.' -

Greg studied the villages; they were tiny, smaller than Hambl eton. Long colums of code nunbers
were strung out beside them He could see where Nevin was | eading. They were snall insular farmng
communi ties, and anything out of the ordinary - strangers, unknown vehicles - would becone a

tal ki ng- point for weeks. He pointed to the thin roads that |ed to Launde Park. 'What sort of
condition are these roads in?" he asked.

"The map is deceptive,' Nevin admtted. He swept his hand over the web of yellow lines covering
the land to the west of Gakham it was a bleak stretch of countryside, furrowed with tw sting
val | eys and steeply rounded hills. A few lonely farnmhouses were dotted about, snug in the |ee of
depressions. "All these minor roads are down to farmtracks innost places. Sone stretches are
conpl etely overgrown, you have to be a local to know where to drive.'

"And you' re sayi ng nobody went through Loddi ngton or Belton after six o' clock on Thursday?'

El eanor asked.

"That's right, there wasn't even any local traffic,' Jon Nevin said. 'Everybody was battened down
before the storm began. W did a house-to-house enquiry in both Loddi ngton and Belton.' He pointed
at the colums of nunbers. 'These are our file codes for the statements; you can review themif
you want, we interviewed everybody. You see, the streets in both villages are very narrow, and if
any vehicle had gone through the residents would have known.'

El eanor shrugged acceptance, and gave hima warmsnile. The detective couldn't maintain his air of
i ndi fference under those circunstances. Greg pretended not to notice
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Langl ey went and sat behind the nearest desk, hooking an arm over the back of the chair. 'In any
case, the inportant thing is, we know for a fact that nobody cane out of the valley between six
o' cl ock Thursday evening and six o' clock Friday norning. The nurderer was there when we arrived.'
"How do you figure that?' Geg asked.

'The Chater bridge was still under water until mdday Friday. That just |eaves the south road
again. If you were coning out of the valley, you had to use it.

"The students called us fromthe Abbey at five-forty on Friday norning. It was Jon here and a
coupl e of wuniforms who responded. They took a car down to the Abbey just after six.'

We were the first to use that road after the stormfinished,” Nevin said, 'and we had a | ot of
trouble. It was covered in fresh mud fromthe rains, and it was absolutely pristine. No tyre
tracks. | was very careful to check. And you couldn't cut across country, not with the ground in
that state, it was saturated; even your EMC Ranger would sink in up to the hubcaps. The only
people in that valley when Kitchener was killed were his students.'

G eg checked the map again, and decided they were probably right about the roads. He thought about
how he woul d go about killing Kitchener. There had been enough simlar mssions in Turkey. Covert
penetrations, tracking down eneny officers, elimnating themw thout fuss, stealing away
afterwards, |eaving the Legion troops unnerved by their blatant vulnerability. An old man confined
in a verified |location would be an easy target.

"What about aircraft? he asked.
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Langley let out a soft snort. 'I checked with the CAA and the RAE There was nothing flying around
the Chater valley early Friday norning, nor Thursday evening for that matter.'’

"Can we shift this focus to show the rest of the Chater valley? G eg asked

"Yes,' Langley said. He waved perm ssion to Nevin. The detecuve star~d to tap out instructions on
a desk termnal. After a minute the map blinked out altogether, and he cursed.
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Amanda Pat erson joined himat the term nal

"This is howit goes here,' Langley said, half to hinmself. 'I don't suppose your Hone O fice
contact considered allocating us a decent equi pnent budget as well?
"I doubt it.'

He curled up a corner of his mouth in resignation

The map reappeared, ifickering for a nonent, then steadied and slowy traversed east to west unti
Launde Park touched the |eft-hand edge of the flatscreen

"Is that all right? Paterson asked.

'Yeah, thanks,' Greg said. He tracked the R ver Chater out of Launde Park towards the east. It was
al nost a straight course. Further down from Launde, the floor of the valley was crossed by a few
m nor roads, but essentially it was enpty until he reached Ketton, twenty kilonmetres away. 'If it
was nme,' Greg said, his eyes still on the map, '|I would use a nmilitary mcrolight to fly in. You
coul d launch anywhere west of Ketton, and cruise up the river, keeping your altitude below the top
of the valley to avoid radar.'

The detectives gl anced about uncertainly.

"Amcrolight?" Langley said. H's mnd tone betrayed a strong scepticism

"No nmessing. The Westland ghost wing was the best ever nmade, by ny reckoni ng anyway. They had a
high reliability, a minute radar return, and they manoeuvred |ike a dream Nobody could hear it
fromthe ground once you were above a hundred metres; and you glided dowmn to a landing.' H s
fingernail made a light dick as be touched the screen above Launde Park. 'The gradient of the

sl opes around the Abbey would be ideal for an unpowered |aunch afterwards.

They were all staring at him hunmour and contenpt | eached away.

"The wi nds,' Eleanor said matter-of-factly into the silence. 'Yeah. They could be a probl em
certainly right after that storm W'd have to check with RAF Cottesnore, see what speeds they
were around here.'

"This is somewhat fanciful, isn't it? Langley asked mildly.

" Sonebody killed him and you say it wasn't any of the

peopl e who were there.' -
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‘"W haven't proved any of themdid it,' Nevin countered.

"But we're still interviewing them'

"Even if soneone did fly in like you say,' Paterson said, '"they still had to get past the Abbey's

security system'

"If a hardline teknerc had been contracted to snuff Kitchener, he would go in | oaded with enough
‘ware to burn through the security systemw thout |eaving a trace.'

"A tekrnerc?' Langley asked. Dishelief was thick in his voice. 'Yeah. | take it you have drawn up
a list of people who disliked Kitchener? Fromwhat | remenber, he was a prickly character.'
"There are a few academ cs who have clashed with himpublicly,' Nevin said cautiously. 'But |
don't think a grudge over different physics theories would extend to this. Everyone acknow edged
he was a genius, they nmade all owances for his behaviour.'

G eg | ooked round at the stony faces circling him He had entertained the notion, absurdly
guil el ess now, he realized, that he would be wel conmed by a team who woul d be delighted to have his
psi faculty at their disposal. He wasn't expecting to be taken out for beers and a nea
afterwards, but at |east that way he could have approached the case with sonme enthusiasm All
Langley's dispirited squad could offer was a | ong uphill yonp.

"Did any of you know that Kitchener was working on a research project for Event Horizon?' he
asked.

The reaction was nore or | ess what he expected; flashes of disgust, quickly hidden, tight faces,
hard eyes. Langl ey dropped his head into his hands, fingertips massagi ng his tenple.

"Ch shit,' he said thickly. 'Geg and El eanor Mandel, who had Julia Evans as their bridesnaid. How
stupid of nme. She had you sent here. And there | was thinking that it was just the Home Ofice
pani cking for a quick arrest.'

"Did you know about the contract?' El eanor asked waspi shly. Her face had reddened under her tan
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"No, we didn't,' Langley replied, equally trucul ent.
G eg touched her shoulder, trying to reassure her. She flashed hima grateful smle. 'Vell, |
suggest that corporate rivalry is now a notive for you to consider,' he said. 'Does
74
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t hat nmake any of the students a |ikely candi date?
"No, of course not.' Langley was struggling to cone to terns with Event Horizon's invol venment.
G eg guessed he was trying to work how this would affect his career prospects. Mybe a quiet word
when the rest of the CID wasn't | ooking on would help snmooth the way. It certainly couldn't nake,
the situation any worse
' Does Event Horizon have any idea who night have nurdered Kitchener? Wich rival would behefit
from having himsnuffed by a teknerc?' Langl ey asked.
"No. No idea.
'They don't know? Or they don't want us to know?' Paterson asked.
"That'll do,"' Langley said quickly.
She gave Greg and El eanor a sullen glare, then turned and went back to her desk
"What sort of research was Kitchener doing for Event Horizon?' Jon Nevin asked.
"Sonmething to do with spatial interstices,'" Geg said. Julia hadn't nanaged to explain nmuch about
it to him He didn't think she entirely understood it herself.
"What are they?
"I"'mnot entirely sure. Small black holes fromwhat | gather. It all goes a |ong way over ny
head. '
"Are they worth nuch?' Langl ey asked.
"They might be eventually. Apparently you can use themto travel to other stars.'
This time the silence stretched out painfully. The detectives clearly didn't know what to nmake of
the i dea.
Join the club, Geg thought.
"All right, Mandel,' Langley said. "Wiat is it you wish to
advise ne to do now? Because |'m buggered if | know where to go from here.
Greg paused, attenpting to put his thoughts in sone kind
of logical sequence. Most of the training he'd received in preparation for M ndatar had been data
correl ati on exerci ses.
"Firstly, I want to visit Launde Abbey, have a | ook round. Then | want to interview the students.
VWhere are they?
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"W're still holding them'

"After four days?

"Their | awyers advised themto co-operate. For the nonment, anyway. It wouldn't | ook good if they
start throwing their legal rights around too nuch. But we had to agree that six days is the

meximum limt, after that we'll either have to apply to a magistrate for themto be taken into
police custody or let themgo."'

"OK. | want to see their statenents before | neet them And the forensic and pathol ogy reports as
wel |, pl ease.

"All right, we'll assign you an authority code so you can access the files on this case. And I']
take you out to Launde nysel f.'

T

hree nore uni formed bobbi es had been drafted in to hel p keep the channel crews back fromthe
police station gate. Ri bbons of sweat stained the spines of their white shirts as they shouted
and. pushed at the incursive horde. Eleanor drove out into the road, and turned hard right, heading
down towards the railway station. The way to do it, she discovered, was inagine the road to be

enpty, and just ~. Reporters and canera operators nipped out of the way sharpish.
She had been right about themtracking down G eg's personal data profile, though
"M Mandel, is it true you're helping the police with the Kitchener murder?

"You don't farm sheep, Greg, what are you here for?
"Did Julia Evans send you?

Is it true you used to serve in Mndstar?

El eanor, where are you goi ng?

Cone on, Greg, say sonething.'

Can we have a statenent?

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (34 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:19 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

She passed the last of themlevel with the fast-food caravans, and pressed her foot down. The
hectic shouts faded away. A snell of fried onions and spicy neat blew into the EMC Ranger through
t he dashboard vents.

"Christ,' she nmurnured. Wen she lived on the kibbutz she had often acconpani ed her father and the
ot her men when they took the hounds out hunting. She had seen what happened to foxes, wild cats,
and even ot her dogs when the hounds ran them down. They woul d keep on worrying the bl oody carcass
until there was nothing | eft but shreds. The press, she reflected sagely, had an identica

behavi our pattern. For the first tine she began to feel sorry for Langley, having to conduct his
inquiry with thembraying relentlessly on his heels.

CHAPTER FI VE

A QUANTUM MURDER

77

I f she had known about themas well as the way the police would treat her and Greg, she m ght well
have played the part of shrewi sh wife and told himno. Too | ate now

A quick check in the rear-view mrror showed her the police Panda car carrying Vernon Langl ey and
Jon Nevin was followi ng them Langley had assigned Amanda Paterson to acconpany her and Greg in
the EMC Ranger. El eanor wasn't quite sure who was supposed to be chastised by the arrangenent.
Amanda was sitting in the rear of the big car, hands fol ded across her lap, a sullen expression on
her face as she watched the detached houses of Station Road whizz past.

So defensive, Eleanor thought, as if the Kitchener inquiry was sone shabby secret she was
guardi ng. And now the barbarians were hamering on the gate, denmandi ng access.

"You OK?' Greg asked.

"Sure.’

He hel d her gaze for a nonent. 'How about you, Amanda?' he asked.

Startled, the wonan | ooked up. 'Yes, fine, thank you.'

'Have they been like that the whole tine?" Eleanor asked

her .

"Yes.' She paused. 'It hasn't hel ped when we went round the villages collecting statenents. They
often got the residents' stories before we did.' Her mouth tightened. 'They shoul dn't have done
that.'

El eanor drove over the |l evel crossing and took the Braunston road. The cl ouds were darkening
overhead, a uniformneutral veil. It would rain soon, she knew, a thunderstorm Wather sense was
sonet hi ng everybody cultivated these days.

Geg inclined his head fractionally towards her, then flipped open his cybofax and started to run
through the statenents he'd | oaded into the menory. Grey-green data trundled down the snmall LCD
screen, rearranging itself each tine he nuttered an instruction

Devi ous man, she thought, hol ding back a smile. Anmong his other qualities. She could read himso
easily, sonething she'd been able to do right fromthe start; and vice versa, of
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course, himwith his gland. Greg al ways said she had psychic traits, although he didn't want her
to take the psi-assessnent tests. Not putting his foot down, they didn't have that kind of

rel ati onship, but heavily opposed to her having a gland. He was nore protective about it than
anything el se, wanting ttispare her the ordeal. Several M ndstar veterans had proved incapabl e of
maki ng the psychol ogi cal adjustment necessary to cope with their expanded psi ability.

There were so few people who saw that aspect of Geg: his concern, the oh so human failings. @ and
prejudi ce was too strong, an undiluted paranoia virus; nobody saw past the warl ock power, they
were dazzled by it.

Countl ess tinmes she had watched people flinch when they were introduced to him and she could
never decide quite why. Perhaps it was all the tine he'd spent in the arnmy and the Trinities. He
had the air of someone terribly intimate with viol ence; not an obvious bruiser type, |like those
idiots Andrew Foster and Frankie Omen, nore like the cal mreserve martial arts experts possessed
The first tinme they net, the day she ran away fromthe kibbutz, her father had cone | ooking for
her. He backed down so fast when Greg intervened; it was the first time she had ever seen her
father give way over anything. He always had God's righteousness on his side, so he clained. Mre
i ke incurable peasant obstinacy, she thought, the cantankerous ol d Bible-thunper. The whol e of
her life until then, or so it seenmed, had been filled with his inpassioned skeletal face craning
out of the pulpit in the wooden chapel, broken purple capillaries on his rough cheeks show ng up
tobacco-brown in the pale Iight which filtered through the turquoise-glass w ndow behind the
altar. That face woul d harangue and cajole even in her dreans, promising God's justice would
pursue her al ways.
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But all it had taken was a few quiet-spoken resolute words from Greg and he had retreated, walking
out of her life for good. Hm the kibbutz's spiritual |eader, abandoning his only daughter to one
of Satan's technol ogical corruptions.

She had noved in to Greg's chalet that night. The two of
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t hem had been together ever since. The other residents at the Berrybut tinme-share estate warned
her that Greg could be noody, but it never manifested with her. She could sense when he was down,
when he needed synpathy, when he needed to be | eft alone. Those |ong anarchistic years in the
Trinities, the cheapness of life on Peterborough's streets, were bound to affect him He needed
time to recover, that was all. Couldn't people see that?

She always felt sorry for couples who were unable to plug into each other's basic enptions. They
didn't know what they were missing; she'd never trusted anyone quite like she did Geg. That and
the sex, of course

"Kitchener was fairly rich, wasn't he?' she asked Ananda.

"Yes. He had several patents bringing in royalties. His nolecular interaction equations all had
comrercial applications, crystals and 'ware chips, that kind of thing. It was nostly konbi nates
who took out licences, they paid hima couple of nmillion New Sterling a year.'

El eanor let out an inpressed whistle. Wwo stands to inherit?

Amanda's features were briefly illuminated with a recalcitrant grin when she realized how snoothly
they had breached her guard. 'W exam ned that angle. No one person benefits. Kitchener had no

i medi ate famly, the closest are a couple of younger cousins, twice renoved. He left a mllion
New Sterling to their children; there are seven of them so split between themit doesn't conme to
that much. The noney goes into a trust fund anyway, and they're limted to how nmuch can be

wi t hdrawn each year. But the bulk of the estate goes to Canbridge University. It will be used for
sci ence schol arships to enable underprivil eged students to go to the university; and funding two
of the physics faculties, with the proviso that it's only to be spent on | aboratory equi pnent. He
didn't want the dons to feather their nests with it.'

"What about Launde Abbey, who gets that?

"The university. It's to be a holiday retreat for the nost prom sing physics students. He wanted
themto have sonewhere they could go to escape the pressure of exans and
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college life, and just sit and think. It's all in his will.’

"That doesn't sound |ike the Edward Kitchener we hear about,' El eanor observed.

"That was his public imge,' Amanda said. 'Once you've talked to the students, you'll find out
that it really was nostly inage. They all worshi pped him'

The EMC Ranger started up the hill which I ed out of town. A new housing estate was under

construction on both sides of the road, the first in OGakham for fifteen years. The houses had a
pre-VWarm ng Mediterranean | ook, thick white-painted walls to keep out the heat, silvered w ndows,
solar-cell panel roofs nmade to look like red clay tiles, broad overhangi ng eaves. And garages, she
noted, the architects must share a confidence about the future.

She had been relieved when the council passed the planning application. Considering all they'd
been t hrough when they lost their homes, and the cranped conditions of the school canpus, the Fens
ref ugees deserved sonmewhere for thenselves. After the econony started to pick up, she had worried
that they woul d develop into a pernmanent underclass, resentful and resented. A lot of them had
actual ly been enployed to build the houses, but despite that and the cacao plantations the nunbers
of unenpl oyed in the Cakham district was still too |arge. The town urgently needed nore factories
to bring jobs into the area. The transport network wasn't up to supporting comuters yet, allow ng
people to work in the cities like they used to. She often wondered if she should ask Julia to
establish an Event Horizon division in the industrial estate. Wuld that be an abuse of privil ege?
Julia could be overbearingly generous to her friends. And there were a | ot of towns which needed
jobs just as badly as Gakham O course, if the Event Horizon factory had to be built anyway, why
not use what influence she had? At the nonent she was just waiting to see if the counci

devel opnent officers could do what they were paid to, and attract industrial investrment. If they
hadn't interested a konbi nate after another six nonths or so, she probably woul d have a word.

A favour for a favour, she thought, because God knows
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this Kitchener case is tougher than either of us expected. Julia would have to site a whole cyber
precinct next to the town to be quits.

She took the west road out of Braunston. It was a long straight stretch up to the recently
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repl anted Chesel dyne Spinney. The turning down to Launde Park was five hundred nmetres past the end
of the tanbark oak saplings. There was a row of yellow police cones blocking it off, tyre-
deflation spikes jutting out of their bases like chrone-plated rhino horns. One of Gakham s Panda
cars, with two uniforned constables inside, was on duty in front of them Eleanor counted ten
reporters canped opposite, their cars parked on the thistle-tangled verge.

As soon as the EMC Ranger stopped by the Panda car, the reporters were up and runni ng. Cybof axes,
switched to AV record, were pressed agai nst the glass |ike rectangul ar slate-grey |eeches.

Amanda pul |l ed out her police-issue cybofax and used its secure link to talk to the bobbies in the
Panda car.

El eanor saw one of themnod his head |languidly, then they both clinbed out and wal ked towards the
cones.

"Are you taking over the case fromthe police, M Mandel ?'

"Is it true the Prime Mnister appointed you to the investigation?

"Are you Julia Evans's lover, Geg?

El eanor refused to snap the retort which had fornmed so tenptingly in her mnd. Instead she furced
a contenptuous smle, thinking how good it would feel to stuff that tabl oid channel reporter's
cybof ax where the sun didn't shine.

The bobbi es finished clearing away the cones and waved El eanor on. They coul d have cl eared them
away before we arrived, she thought; perhaps it's part of the needling, making us run the press
gaunt | et .

The Chater valley was a lush all-over green, the steep walls bulging in and out to formirregul ar
gl ens and humobcks. Dead hawt horn hedges acted as trellises for ivy-1leaf pelargoniuns, heavy with
hem spherical clusters of cerise-pink flowers. The fields were all given over to grazing |and,
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al t hough there was no sign of any aninals; the permanent grass cover hel ped to prevent soi
erosion in the nonsoon season. As they noved over the brow on the northern side she began to
appreci ate how secluded the valley was, there had been no clue of its existence fromthe road out
of Braunston.

They started to go down a slope with a vicious incline. The road was reduced to two strips of
tarmac just w de enough for the EMC Ranger's tyres, speedwells formng a spong~r strip between
them tiny blue and white flowers closed agai nst the darkening sky. Trickles of water were running
out of the verges, filling the tarmac ruts. El eanor slowed down to a craw .

"M Mandel ,' Amanda said. There was such a sheepish tone to her voice Eleanor actually risked
glancing fromthe road to check her in the mrror

Greg | ooked back over his shoulder. "What is it?

'There was sonething else we didn't release to the press,' Anmanda said. 'Kitchener had a |ightware
nunber cruncher at the Abbey, he used it for numerical sinmulation work. Its menory core was w ped.
I didn't think about it until you mentioned Event Horizon's involvenent. Whatever Kitchener was
working on, it's lost for good now.'

"No nessing? Geg said. He sounded al nost cheerful

"W weren't sure if the 'ware had been knocked out by the stormor sonething. We didn't really
connect the two events. But if you take comercial sabotage as a notive for the nmurder, then it
was probably deliberate.

"Do you know when the core was w ped?' Greg asked. 'Before Kitchener was nurdered? After? During?
"No. 1've no idea.’

"What did the students say?

‘I don't know. | can't renmenber if they were asked.'

Greg thoughi for a nonent, then started defining a search programthat would run through the
statenments stored in his cybofax. Eleanor heard Amanda doi ng the sane thing. That was when they
reached a really steep part of the road, just above the Chater itself. She put the RMC Ranger.
into bottom
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gear, and kept her foot on the brake pedal. The water channelled by the ruts was running a couple
of centimetres deep around the tyres.

"Are you sure about the bridge? she asked Amanda.

"It should be passable by now. There was only a five-centinmetre fall |ast night.'

"You nean you don't know?' There was a bend at the foot of the slope. Eleanor nudged the EMC
Ranger round it, dreading what she'd see. Turning round here would be difficult. Right at the
bottom of the valley the river had worn a cranped narrow gully in the earth. The scarp had been
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scoured of grass and weeds by the recent nmonsoon floods, |eaving a pockmarked face of raw red-
brown earth. Ahead of the EMC Ranger the road had niracul ously reappeared in full, grass, noss,
nettles, and speedwel|s swept away by the water.

The Panda car was hol di ng back, she caught a glinpse of it on top of the final slope.

Waiting for us to find out what the river is |like, she thought, bastards.

"We're waterproof, renenber,' Geg said. He w nked

She grinned savagely, and urged the EMC Ranger along the last ten nmetres to the bridge. The Chater
was a turbul ent slash of fast-flowi ng brown water, boiling over the bridge. El eanor used the white
handrail as a guide as she gingerly steered over it. Water churned around the wheels. She
estimated it was about fifteen centinetres deep, not even up to the axle.

Once they were over the river, the road turned right. Geg pulled at his lower |ip, |ooking back
thoughtfully. The smaller Panda car was edgi ng out over the bridge, water up to the base of its
doors.

"Tell you, Jon Nevin was right; nothing would have got Over that on Thursday ni ght and Friday
norni ng,' Greg said.

There was a | ake ahead of them a rectangle fifty netres long, draining into the Chater through a
crunmbling concrete Channel. A small earth bank rose up behind it, sprouting dead horse..chesnut
trees which were | eaning at precarious angles.
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They started to clinmb up the slope, a dreary expanse of scrinpy, slightly yellowed grass. The road
surface on this side of the Chater was even worse than the northern side. Past the end of the
first lake, and ten netres higher, was a second, a triangular shape, a hundred nmetres al ong each
side. It was being fed by a waterfall at the head. A decrepit wooden fence slimed with yell ow
green lichen ran around it.

"Stop here,' Geg said.

El eanor pulled up level with the end of the | ake. She guessed there was anot her above them

Greg opened the door and got out, standing in front of the bonnet, staring at the | ake. H s eyes
had that distant | ook, the gland neurohornones unpluggi ng himfromthe physical universe. A world
scul pted from shadows, he'd said once, when he tried to describe the way neurohornones altered his
perception, simlar to a photon anp i mage, everything dusty and grainy. But translucent; you could
see rig/u through the planet if you had enough strength. The shadows are anal ogous to the fabric
of the real world - houses, machinery, furniture, the gtvun4, people. But nor always. There are..
differences. Additions. Menories of objects, phantasnms | suppose.

And | can perceive mnds too. Separate fromthe body. Mnds glow, |ike nebulas with a supergiaiu
star hidden at the core.

The renoteness faded fromhis face. He gave the | ake a | ast |ook, fingers stroking his chin, a
faintly puzzled expression pulling at his features.

"What did you see?" she asked as he got back into the passenger seat. Hi s intuition was al nost as
strong as his enpathy. Wen they first | ooked round the farnmhouse on the Hanbl et on peni nsul a he
had suddenly grabbed hold of her as she wal ked into one of the snmall upstairs bedroons. He
couldn't give a reason, just that she shouldn't go in. Wen they gave it a thorough examn nation
they found that a whole section of the floorboards in front of the door was riddled with woodworm
If she had just marched in she would have fallen straight through

"Not sure,' Greg said.

The Panda car was |unbering up the road behi nd them
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El eanor started off towards the third lake. The first tiny spots of drizzle began to graze the

wi ndscr een.

"A mcrolight |anding spot? she asked.

"No. "

Amanda was giving thema slightly benused | ook fromthe back seat.

The third |l ake was a slightly larger version of the second. She could see the ruins of a small
brick building situated hal fway up the earth bank on the far side. She thought it m ght be an

anci ent ice-house. A flock of Canada geese were grazing round the thick tufts of reedy grass which
flourished around the shore.

"I"'msure | renmenber reading sonething el se about Launde Abbey,' Geg said. 'Or maybe it was on a
channel newscast.'

"I can't remenber anything,' Eleanor said.

"It was a few years ago. | think. Seven or eight, maybe nore.' He didn't sound very convinced.
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"What about you, Amanda? Have there been any other incidents up here?

"No, not that | can recall."’

"What sort of incident? Eleanor asked.

He gave her an abashed grin. 'Can't renenber. Definitely somethi ng newsworthy, though.

"And it's connected to the Kitchener nurder?' she asked.

"Lord knows. | doubt it, not that |ong ago.'

Launde Abbey was another hundred and fifty netres past the third | ake, set in a broad curving
basin that seemed to have been chiselled into the side of the valley. A wooden fence marked the
boui ~dary of the parkland. The EMC Ranger rattled over a cattle grid, and the grass magically
reverted to a shaggy verdant green. Large black tree stunps were scattered about, each one
acconpani ed by a new sapling

kauri pines, giant chinquapins, torreyas - healthy replacenments that relished the heat, turning
the park back to its original rural splendour. Thrmac reappeared under the tyres. Eleanor turned
of f the road which di sappeared over the brow of the basin, and drove down the |oop of drive to the
Abbey~

She was sonewhat di sappointed with what she saw. She'd
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been expecting sonme great medi eval nonastery, all turrets and flying buttresses: reality was a
three-storey Elizabethan manor house, built fromochre stone, with a broad frontage and projecting
wi ngs. The roof of grey-blue slate was broken by five gables, a row of solar panels capping the
apex. There were two sets of chi mey-stacks, one on each wing; three creamwhite gl obes were
perched am d the southern wing' s stacks, weather coverings for the satellite dishes. dinbing
roses scranbl ed over the stonework around the porch, scarlet and yellow bl oons drooping fromthe
wei ght of water they had absorbed, petals noul dering.

It backed on to a copse of high straggly pines, nmpost of which had survived the Warming, their
depl eted ranks suppl enented by some new banyan trees.

Two unmarked white vans and a Panda car were parked outside, belonging to the police crine scene
team that had been conbi ng the Abbey for clues since Friday. El eanor drew up behind them It was
raining steadily and they nmade a dash for the porch

A constable was waiting just inside, he saw Anmanda and waved them all through. The interior was
vaguel y shabby, putting Eleanor in nmind of a grand fanily fallen on hard tines. The el egance stil
exi sted, in the furnishings, and decor

- the staircase | ooked exquisite - but it had been al nbst neglected. C ean, but not polished.
Vernon Langl ey and Jon Nevin cane in, shaking the rain fromtheir jackets.

Langl ey took a breath. 'l forgot to mention it before, Mandel,' he said. 'But the Abbey's
Iightware nenory core has been w ped.

'So Amanda told ne,' Geg said drily.

El eanor kept her grin to herself. One to the good guys.

'l see.' He straightened his jacket. "Wll, we've set up shop in the dining room if you' d like to
come through.

There was very little of the dining roomtable left visible. At one end the forensic team had set
out their equipnent, a
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couple of Philips laptop term nals and various boxy 'ware nodul es which El eanor guessed were

anal ysers of sone kind, although one | ooked remarkably Iike a m crowave oven. The rest of the
tabl e, about three-quarters, was covered in seal ed pol ythene sanpl e bags. She coul d see cl ot hes,
shoes, books, hol ogram cubes, a |ot of kitchen knives, glasses, nenox crystals, small porcelain
di shes, candl esticks, even an old wi ndup type clock. Sonme of them | ooked conpletely enpty. Dust,
or hair, she thought.

She was still puzzling over why they'd want to seal up a potted cactus when Vernon Langl ey

i ntroduced Nicolette Hutchins and Denzil Osborne, a pair of forensic investigators who had stayed
on to continue the in situ exam nation. They had been drafted in from Leicestershire, part of a
ten-strong team whi ch the Hone Ofice had ordered to the Abbey. Both of them were wearing standard
bl ue police one-piece overalls. N colette Hutchins was in her forties, a snmall worman, with a
narrow, slightly worn face, her dark hair wapped in a tight bun. She gl anced up fromone of the
nmodul es she was engrossed with, and held out her hands. 'Excuse ne for not shaking.' She was
weari ng surgeon's gl oves.
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Denzil Osborne had the kind of build El eanor associated w th ex-professional sportsnmen, nuscle
bul k which was startnmg to round out and sag. He nmust have been in his late fifties, with a flat,
craggy face, and receding blond hair tied into a neat pony-tail. He had a near permanent smle
showi ng of f three gold teeth, a flashy anachroni sm

He shook Greg's hand warmy. Then his snile broadened even w der when he took El eanor's.

"And |I'mvery pleased to neet you.'

The pl ay-acthg nmade her grin. His genuine welcone was a refreshing change fromthe rest of the
i nvestigating team

'So, you were in the Mndstar Brigade, were you?' Denzil asked G eg.

' Yeah.'

"I was in Turkey, Rnyal Engineers; worked with a M ndstar Lieutenant call ed Roger Hales.'

Geg snmiled. 'Springer"
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"That's right.'

"W called him Springer because it didn't matter what kind of booby trap the Legion | eft behind,
Roger could always spot it and trip it,' Geg explained to Eleanor. 'He had one of the best bl oody
short-range perceptive faculties in the outfit.'

'Saved ny arse enough tinmes,' Denzil said. 'Those mullahs were getting plenty tricky towards the
end of that canpaign.'

"No messing,' Greg said.

"I was chuffed when | heard they were bringing you in. Qur Nicolette here doesn't believe what you
bl okes can do.'

"l do believe,' she said, not |ooking up fromthe analyser nodule. 'I just get bored with hearing
about it day in day out. You'd think Turkey lasted for a decade the nunber of stories you tell.'
"Wll, don't worry, Greg won't bore you today,' Denzil said. 'Far fromit. Today is the day when
this investigation gets noving again. Right, G eg?

‘Do ny best.’

'You need sonething to fixate on?'

"No. | need data.'

Denzil's eyebrows went up appreciatively. '"Intuitionist?

' Yeah.'

'K, what do you want to start with?

'The security system' Eleanor said.

"No problens with that,' Denzil answered. 'It's all top-grade gear. Fully functional.

"Could an intruder nelt through it, and then back out again, wthout |eaving a trace?" Geg asked.
"Hell, no, it's built by Event Horizon; a custom zed job. Lowlight photon anps, w ndows wired,

i nternal -notion sensors, IR plus W |laserscan. Unless your identity and three-di mensional image
is loaded in the menory core you couldn't nove a nillinetre inside the building wthout the alarm
screaning for help. And it's got a secure independent uplink to Event Horizon's private

communi cation satellite network as well as the English Tel ecom West Europe geosync platform Wy?
You think sonebody got in here?
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"Possibly,' said Greg. He explained his theory about the mcrolight, then went on to the contract
Kit chener had been given with Event Horizon

When he had finished even Nicol ette Hutchins had abandoned her anal yser nodule to |isten. 'That
adds sone unusual angles to our problem' she said with norbid interest. 'Nobody was thinking

al ong those Iines when we arrived, we all thought it was a nurder not an assassination. And it's
too late to look for signs of a microlight |anding now There have been three heavyish rainfalls
since Thursday night's storm They woul d have washed the valley clean.'

"Ever the optimst," Denzil retorted.

She shrugged, and returned to her LCD displ ay.

"Hell, Greg, | don't know about a tekmerc penetration,' Denzil said. 'If it happened that way,
then the software they used against the security core nmust have been premer grade. | wouldn't
even know how to start witing it.'

El eanor exchanged a knowi ng glance with Greg. 'Let nme have what details you have on the system'
she said. 'We know soneone who can tell us if it's possible to burn in.’

Vernon Langl ey would clearly have |liked to ask who. But she just gave himher best enigmatic smle
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as Denzil typed an access request on his Philips |aptop.

"Here we are,' he said. 'Conplete schematics, right down to individual 'ware chips, plus the
| ayout .’

El eanor held up her cybofax and let himsquirt the data package over

"I think the nurder scene next,' Geg said.

El eanor didn't know about Greg, but she was picking up bad vibes fromthe mnute they walked in to
Kitchener's bedroom Apart fromthe furniture and Chinese carpet, it had been Stripped cl ean
there were no ornaments or clothes; the occupier's stanp of personality had been voi ded. There
were some funny patches on the carpet close to the door, as though soneone had spilt a weak bl each
on it, discolouring the Weave, adhesive tags with printed bar codes | abelled each

go

PETER F. HAM LTON

one. Mire tags were stuck over the table and the dresser; the tall free-standing mrror was

conpl etely swathed in pol yt hene.

The curtains had been taken down. Rain was beating on the wi ndow, unnaturally loud to her ears.
And it was warm She saw the air conditioner had been dismantled, its conponents scattered over a
t hi ck pol ythene sheet in one corner.

W wanted the dust filter,' Denzil said absently. 'Surprising what they accumul ate.'

Langl ey and Nevin had followed her in. Amanda had stayed with Nicolette in the dining room 'l've
seen it enough times,' she'd nuttered tightly.

El eanor | ooked at the four-poster bed and grimaced. The sheets had been renoved. There was a big
dark brown stain on the mattress. Three hol ographic projectors had been rigged up around the bed,
chrone silver posts two netres high, with a crystal bulb on top. Optical cable snaked over the

fl oor between them

The player was lying on the cirpet at the foot of the bed. Denzil picked it up, and gave her an
anxi ous glance. There was no sign of his smle. 'Standard speech, but it really isn't pretty.
"I'1'l manage,' she said.

"All right. But if you're going to vomt, do it out in the corridor, please. W' ve cl eaned enough
of it off this carpet already.'

She realized he wasn't joking.

An egg-shaped patch of air above the bed sparkled, then the haze spread out silently; runnels

dri pped down the sides of the mattress on to the floor, serpents tw sting up the carved posts.
Edward Kitchener materialized on white silk sheets.

The remai ns of Edward Kitchener

El eanor grunted in shock, and jamed her eyes shut. She took a couple of breaths. Cone on girl,
you see far worse on any schlock horror channel show.

But that wasn't real.

The second tine it wasn't quite so bad. She was incredul ous rather than revolted. Wat sort of
person could calmMy do this to another? And it had to be a deliberate, planned

L
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action; there was no frenzied hacking, it had been perforned with clinical precision. A
necronanti c operation. Hadn't the Victorian police suspected that Jack the R pper was sone kind of
nmedi cal student?

She gl anced round. Greg had winkled his face up in extrene distaste, forcing hinmself to study the
hol ogramin detail. Jon Nevin was | ooking at the floor, the window, the dresser, anywhere but the
bed.

"Yeah, OK,' Greg said. 'That's enough?

The faint aural glow cast by the projection faded fromthe walls. \Wen she | ooked back at the bed,
Kitchener had gone. Air hissed out through her teeth, muscles |oosening. Edward Kitchener had

| ooked |i ke such a chirpy old man, a sort of idealized grandfather. A gruff tongue, and a | oving
nat ur e.

"How was he actually killed? Geg asked

We think he was snothered by a pillow,' Vernon said. 'One of themhad traces of saliva in a
pattern consistent with it being held over his head.'

"So what did all the damage?

' Pat hol ogy says a heavy knife,' said Denzil. 'Straight blade, thirty to forty centinmetres |ong.'
'One of the kitchen knives?

"W don't know. There are drawers full of them downstairs, sone of themare virtually antiques. W
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cat al ogued ei ghteen, and none of those had any traces of blood. But the housekeeper can't say for
sure if one is mssing. And then there's all the | ab equipnent, plus the engineering shop, plenty
of cutting inplements in those two. Bliney, you could make a knife in the engi neering shop then
grind it up afterwards. Wio knows?'

Geg led themall back out into the corridor. 'Did the nurderer |eave any traces?

"The only hair and skin particles we have found anywhere in the bedroom belong to either
Kitchener, the students, or the housekeeper and her two hel pers.'

"What about when the nurderer left?" Geg asked. 'Do you know the route they took? There nust have
been sone of Kitchener's blood or body fluid sneared sonewhere.'

92
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"No, there wasn't,' Denzil said, vaguely despondent. 'W've spent the whole of the | ast two days
in this corridor going over the walls and carpet with a photon anp plugged into a |ightware nunber
cruncher running a spectrographic anal ysis program- had to get a special Hone Ofice budget

al l ocation for that. This carpet we're standing on has bl otches of wine, gin, whisky, cleaning
detergent, hair, dandruff, skin flakes, shoe rubber, shoe plastic, a lot of cotton thread from

j eans.

You name it. But no blood, no fluid, not from Kitchener

Whoever it was, they took a great deal of care not to | eave any traces.'

"Was Li am Bursken that fastidious? G eg asked Vernon

"I"'mnot sure,' the detective said. 'l can check.

'Pl ease,' Geg said.

He | oaded a note into his cybofax.

"What does that matter?' Nevin asked.

"It helps with elimnation. I want to know if someone that deranged woul d bother wi th being
careful. A teknmerc would at |east nake an effort not to | eave any narks.'

"W do think the nurderer wore an apron while he nurdered Kitchener,' Denzil said. 'One of the
housekeeper's was burnt in the kitchen stove on Friday norning. The students had a sal ad on

Thursday night. So the stove was |it purposely, it was still warmwhen we arrived. But there are
only a few ash flakes left. W know there was bl ood on the apron, but the residue is so small we
couldn't even tell you ii it was human blood. It could have conme from beef, or rabbit, or sheep.’

' The point being, why go to all the trouble of lighting a fire to destroy an apron, if it wasn't
the one used in the murder,' Vernon said. 'You and | know it was the one the nurderer used. But in
court, all it could be is supposition

Any hal fway decent brief would tear that argunent apart.'’

"If it was a teknerc, why bother at all?' Eleanor asked. 'Wy spend all that tine fiddling about
lighting a fire, when they could sinply have taken the apron with then? In fact why use one in the
first place?

'Good point,' said Geg. He seened troubl ed.
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"Wl 1 ?" Vernon asked.

'Haven't got a clue.’

"Sorry,' Eleanor said.

They shared a snile.

G eg | ooked at the carpet in the corridor, scratching the back of his neck. 'So we do know t hat
the nurderer didn't |eave by Kitchener's bedroom wi ndow,' he said. 'They went straight down to the
ki tchen, burnt the apron, then left.

"If he or she left," Vernon said.

"If it was one of the students, then they would have to make very certain no traces of Kitchener

| eft the bedroom or they would be incrimnated,' Jon Nevin said. There was a touch of malicious
enjoynment in his tone. 'That would fit this cleanliness obsession, the need to avoid
cont ami nati on.

"Contamination.' Greg mulled the word over. 'Yeah. You gave the students a head to toe scan,

take it?

"As soon as they were back in Oakham station,' Vernon said. 'Three of them had touched Kitchener
of course, but only in the presence of the others.

"Figures,' said Geg. 'Wich three?

" Har di ng- Cl arke, Beswi ck, and Caneron. But it was only a few stains on their fingertips, entirely
consi stent with brushing agai nst the body and the sheets.'

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (42 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:19 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

'"OK,' Geg said. 'lI'd like to see the lightware cruncher that's been wi ped. |Is there anything el se
our nurderer tanpered wth?
"Yes,' Denzil said. 'Sone of the | aboratory equipnent. W found it this norning.'

The conputer centre was at the rear of the Abbey, a snmall w ndow ess roomw th a bronze-col oured
metal door. It slid Open as soon as Denzil showed his police identity card to the [ ock. Biolum
rings cane on automatically. Walls and ceiling Were all white tiles; the floor had a slick cream
coloured plastic nmatting. A waist-high desk bench ran all the way round the walls, broken only by
the door. There were three
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el aborate Hitachi terminals sitting on top of it, along with racks of |arge nenox datastore
crystals and five reader nodul es.

The Bendi x |ightware number cruncher was in the centre of the room a steel-blue gl obe one netre
in dianmeter, sitting on a pedestal at chest height.

"Conpl etely wiped,' Denzil said. He crossed to one of the terninals and touched the power stud.
The flatscreen Iit with the words: DATA LOAD ERROR Above the keyboard, a few weak green sparks
wriggl ed through the cube. 'Kitchener used to store everything in here, all his files, the
students' work. He didn't need to nake a copy; the hol ographic menory is supposed to be fail safe.
Even wi t hout power, the bytes would remain stable until the actual crystal structure began to
break down - five, ten thousand years. Probably |onger. Wo knows?

El eanor | ooked round the room There was one conditioning grille set high on a wall; the air was
cl ean but dead. She couldn't see a blem sh anywhere, the tiles and floor were spotless, as were
the term nal s.

"Coul d the storm have knocked it out?' she asked.

Denzil gave her a surprised | ook. 'Absolutely not. This roomis perfectly insulated; and even if
the solar panels were struck by lightning there is a triplicated surge-protection system Besides,
a voltage surge woul dn't cause this.

'So what woul d?' Greg asked.

"There are two things. One, a very sophisticated virus. An internecine, one that w pes itself
after it's erased all the files, because there's no trace of it now. Second, sonmeone who knew t he
core nmanagenent codes coul d have ordered a wi pe.'

"Who knew t he codes?

"I don't know,' Vernon said apol ogetically.

"All right, we'll ask the students when | interview them Wat about access to this room who is
al l oned in?
"Kitchener and the students,' said Denzil. 'But there are termnals dotted all over the Abbey. You

could use any of themto load a virus, or order a w pe.'
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"What about someone outside plugging in?

"You can only plug into the lightware cruncher through one of the termnals in the Abbey,' Denzi
said. 'But all the terminals are plugged into English Tel ecom s datanet. So you have to be inside
the Abbey to establish a datalink between the Bendix and an external 'ware system'

"And to get inside the Abbey you have to be cleared by the security system' G eg murnured.
"Neat.' He turned to Vernon Langley. 'English Tel ecom should be able to provide you with an
item zed log for the datanet. Check through it and see if there were any unexpl ai ned datal i nks
establ i shed on Thursday ni ght or Friday norning.

"If it was a teknerc operation, it was the best,' Denzil said soberly. 'The very best.

The | aboratory was virtually a caricature, Eleanor thought.

Either that, or set designers on channel science fiction shows

did nore research than she had ever given themcredit for

But it was a chemi stry |Iab, not a physics one.

The room was spacious, with a high ceiling, and the usual ornate mullioned w ndows, which hel ped
to give it the Frankenstein feel. Thl glass-fronted cabinets were lined up along the walls. Three
| ong wooden benches were spaced down the centre of the room Each of them had a vast array of

gl assware on top, imensely conplicated crystalline intestines of sone adventuresome beast,
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pl astic hardware units clanped around tubes and flasks, a spaghetti tangle of wiring and optica

cable winding through it all. Small Ericsson term nals, augnented with custonized control nodul es,
were regul ating each of the set-ups.
Derizil led themto the middle bench. 'Take a look at this.' He was indicating one section of the

gl assware, spiral tubing and retorts surroundi ng what rem nded El eanor of an incubator. 'W found
it yesterday when we started classifying the equipnment.' He shot a wily | ook at Vernon Langl ey.

' Recogni ze it?
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The detective shook his head.

~1t's a syntho vat. Hi gh-quality stuff, too. Wl| above what you find on the street; this fornula
is simlar to Naiad.'

Were the students on it?" Geg asked.

"Three of themwere using it on Thursday night,' Vernon said. W took blood sanples as soon as
they came into the station. Harding-d arke, Spalvas, and Canmeron. But the count was low, they're
not addicts.' He sighed. 'Students experiencing life, it's athrill for them a little taste of
adventure. | inmagine bright sparks of that age could get bored very easily with this place.'

El eanor thought he pronounced students with well-enphasi zed contenpt.

"And the other three?" Geg pronpted.

'Cl ean as newborns,' Jon Nevin said. 'OF course, all six of them had been drinking. They had wi ne
at their evening nmeal, and then sone nore in their roons later on.'

"But not enough to unhi nge then®'

"No. '

"Kitchener was taking the syntho as well,' Vernon said. 'It was in the pathol ogy report. Expandi ng
his mnd, no doubt. Some such nonsense. He was al ways on about that, his New Thought ideol ogy.'

G eg exhaled loudly. "At his age. Christ.'

"And he encouraged the students,' Jon Nevin said disapprovingly.

" Yeah.'

"And this,' Denzil said theatrically. 'Is something we found this norning.' He rapped at anot her
chunk of the glassware on the third bench. It had nore hardware units than the rest. 'You ought to
know what this is, Greg, there's a snmaller version in your head.'

" Neur ohor none synt hesi zer.

Wel | done. Thened neurohornones, to be precise. Makes your bl anket educenent | ook old fashioned."’
" Kitchener was usi ng neurohornones? G eg asked in surprise. 'Psi stimlants?
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"Yes,' said Vernon. 'Qite heavily, as far as we can deternine. It's all in the pathol ogy report.
"What sort of psi thenes?' El eanor asked.

"An, can't be as helpful there as I'd like,' Denzil said. 'There is a | owtenperature storage
vault full of themed ESP-edlicer ainpoules. But those are a standard commrercial type fromICl; he
was a regul ar custoner, apparently. However, there's also a small batch of unmarked anpoul es whi ch
I"lI'l send off for analysis, although we nmay have problens with identifying it, especially if it's
somet hi ng experinmental. We don't have a | arge database on the stuff. As far as | know this is the
first time it's ever cropped up in a police investigation.'

"W may be able to help you there,' Geg said. '"I'll find out if Event Horizon has any information
on neur ohor nones. '

"Fine.'

"Do you know what he was using the ESP thene neurohornone for?

"Apparently it was part of his research, according to the students,' Vernon said. 'He wanted to
perceive el ectrons and protons directly.'

"Cet a neeting with Ranasfari set up,' Greg told Eleanor. 'l want to know if there's any
connecti on between these neurohornones and the research work Kitchener was doing for Event

Hori zon.'

"Right.' She flipped open her cybof ax.

"You will informus, won't you?' Vernon said.

'Yeah,' Greg growl ed back.

He tried not to flinch at the stab of aninobsity. El eanor diplomatically busied herself with the
cybofax file. That good old M ndstar reputation again.

Geg ran a forefinger along a nodule on the top of the neurohornone synthesizer. 'Is this the
stuff in the unnmarked anpoul es?'
"No idea,' Denzil replied. "It would be the obvious conclusion, but the control 'ware has been
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wi ped clean just |like the Bendix. There's no record of the fornula they were producing.' He
poi nted at the dark grey plastic casing of the
98 PETER F. HAM LTON

har dwar e nodul es which were integrated into the refining structure. 'These units contai ned
endocrine bioware. Very conplex, very delicate. They are dead now.'

" How?"

' Somebody poi soned them They infused a dose of syntho into the cells. It was all quite

del i berate.'

"The nurder was tied in with his work,' Greg said quietly.

"if this was his work, then yes.'

CHAPTER SI X

T

he silver-white Dornier executive tilt-fan dropped through the cloud | ayer above the inposing
condom ni uns and excl usi ve shoppi ng arcades of Peter-borough's New Eastfield district and banked
to starboard, headi ng out over the Pens basin. Julia ordered her nodes to cancel the conpany's

| ast quarter financial summaries which they were displaying behind her eyes. They woul d be | andi ng
soon.

Anot her bl oody cerenony. \Weel ne on, point ne at the caneras, and wheel ne off again. Mght as
wel | use a cyborg.

But it was inmportant, a crux in conpany devel opment, so she had to go

When isn't it inportant, vital?

She was sitting on a white |eather settee in the lounge at the rear of the little plane. Al one for
once. Her staff were in the forward cabin. She inagined them swappi ng gossip, laughing; it would
have been easy to go forward and join them or invite them back. They weren't that inhibited
around her. But it didn't fit her nood.

Bei ng al one was becomning a precious comodity these days

It might have been her mpod, the broodi ness which cane fromanticipating the neetng later in the
day, which had pronpted her rather drastic i mage overhaul this norning.

She had dressed up in full Goth costune, inprovising with a three-thousand-pound vel vet Deveraux
skirt, a scarlet one, sweeping round her ankles, then black suede boots from Paris, five gold

Azt ec pendants hanging on thin | eather straps round her neck, and a black web-like jacket from
Toska's. Her maid had darkened her hair and given it a tangled arrangement. They had argued about
make up; eye wi ngs of black mascara on her conpl exi on woul d have been criminal, so in the end they
settled for sonme strategic highlighting. She

PETER F. HAM LTON

100

was quite pleased with the effect; it was far |less stuffy, and lots nore fun, than yesterday's
outfit at the spaceplane roll out. It wQuld certainly nake people take notice.

She | ooked out of the window All she could see ahead was nud; dun-brown supersaturated peat
tinged with an el usive grey-green hue fromthe algae bloons. It cane right up to the city's
eastern boundary, slopping around the ruins of the Newark district, long regular silt dunes
freckled with bricks and fractured tinbers marked the outline of drowned streets.

Newar k had | acked that crucial extra netre when the tide of sludge cane oozing and gurgling across
t he Fens.

Thro parallel green lines stabbed out fromthe southern end of the city, the Nene's new course,
stretching into the gl oonmy heat haze which occluded the eastern horizon. It had been dredged deep
enough to allow cargo ships to sail right into the heart of the city where a flourishing deep-

wat er port had been built. The banks were gene-tailored coral, covered with thick reeds, intended
to prevent the mud fromdribbling back in, although two dredgers were on pernmanent duty sailing up
and down the channel, scooping out the sludge which did build up, and flinging it back over the
banks.

The Nene woul d have to be wi dened soon, she knew, the volune of traffic it could carry was
approaching its limt. Just like everything else in Peterborough these days. The city's own
success was turning against it, stalling further devel opnent.

Ni nety per cent of the Fens refugees had retreated to Peterborough, establishing a vast shanty
town al ong the high ground of the western perimeter. They'd found dry, high |land, and a worKking
civil administration; it was enough, they were through with running, they sat there and refused to
budge.

The PSP was faced with a nightnmare of relief work at the worst possible tine, when every resource
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in the country was being depl oyed agai nst the ecol ogi cal destruction and econonic col |l apse. The
ref ugees needed work and housing. The Treasury certainly couldn't fund the kind of massive schenes
necessary, so the Party was forced ulto nmaki ng an exception

A QUANTUM MURDER

101

to its ideol ogical golden rule of repudiating any form of foreign investnent, the bogeyman of
economi c inperialism

Pet er bor ough was decl ared a speci al econom c zone, and huge concessions granted to any investors,
pl anni ng regul ati ons becane virtually nonexi stent. Mney began to pour in, and new housing estates
rose up to replace the shacks of plastic and corrugated iron. They served as dormtory vill ages
for the fast-growing industrial estates occupied by konbi nate subdi vi sions and the supply
conpani es which sprang up to provide themw th specialist services. Their products were exported,
duty free, all over the globe, helping to pay off the loans for the housing. A self-contained

m cro-econorny, free fromthe decay and chaos rampant throughout the rest of the country.

Pet er borough was unique in the PSP decade, prospering while every other English city declined.
After the PSP fell Philip Evans selected it as his headquarters when he noved Event Horizon back
to England. Wth its plethora of nobdern industries to supply the conpany's cyber-factories with
conmponents it was an ideal |ocation

But now, four years |later, Event Horizon was suffering from space restrictions inside the city
boundari es. New cyberfactories were being parcelled out around the rest of the country, easing the
| oad. But they were subsidiaries, noncritical; what Julia wanted was a nucleus, a focal point for
adm ni stration, research, finance, security, and the strategically inmportant giga-conductor

manuf acture. The data age notwi thstandi ng, distance brought control problens, exacerbated by

Engl and' s shoddy transport links. It all added up to reductjons in efficiency that even her
grandfather's NN core couldn't conpensate for. They needed the major installations in one area,
under their collective thunb.

She sighed lightly, shifting in her seat. Managenment problens were like a fission reaction, each
one triggering a dozen nore. And if they weren't dealt with swiftly and correctly, they would soon
mul tiply beyond her ability to solve.

Still, at least she'd circunvented the expansi on problem For a price.
The conmuni cation consol e bl eeped for attention. The
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call was tagged as personal, Eleanor's code. Julia | eaned over the |eather settee's armrest,
pecked the keyboard to let it through, and El eanor's face appeared on the bul khead fl at-screen
She was sitting at sone kind of table, scratched wooden surface piled with printouts. Her forehead
was danp with perspiration, she | ooked irked.

"That bad?' Julia said quickly. Get in fast, and be disarm ng. Eleanor was nore big sister than a
friend, she could tell her anything wi thout ever having to worry about it being splashed by the
tabl oid channels. But at the same tine she could be a trifle fornidable. And not just physically;
El eanor was only three years ol der, but her adversarial background had given her self-

determ nation in abundance.

"No nmessing,' Eleanor said.

"Where are you?

' Cakham police station. W've just arrived back fromtaking a | ook round Launde Abbey.' El eanor
shivered. 'God, | hope we catch the killer soon.

"Did Greg find anything out there?

'Several anbiguities.'

"So it wasn't one of the students?

"Can't say for sure; he's interviewi ng themnow W should know in an hour or so. But assum ng
none of themdid it, | have sone requests.'

' Sure, shoot.'

"First we want to talk to R anasfan about these wormhol e theories he had Kitchener working on
Tonorrow afternoon, we're both busy in the norning.'

Julia |oaded a neno into her node's general business file. "He'll be at Wl holmwaiting for you.'
"Fine. Second, | take it Event Horizon has a biochem cal research division?

'Yes, of course.'

" Anyone there conversant w th neurohornones?

Access Biochenmical Division Files, Research Facility Departments: Current Projects and
Speci al i zations. The |i st

slipped through her mnd, a cool jejune stream of bytes.
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"Yes,' she said. 'W have tw- projects running. After Geg's
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| ast case for us, Mdrgan decided it would be a good idea to introduce psychics into the security
division. | thought it best that we weren't dependent on external sources.

' Good. There were sone anpoul es of thened neurohornones at Launde. | want them anal ysed. The
police forensic lab is good, but this is sonewhat out of their |eague. No doubt that is going to
brui se some pride...' Stress lines appeared at the corners of Eleanor's nmouth as she tightened her
jaw muscles. Julia remained prudently silent. 'Well, the hell with them' Eleanor said. W need to
know what the thene is as soon as possible, please.

"Weren't they | abell ed?

'No. The endocrine bi oware which produced them was deliberately killed, and its control 'ware was
wi ped. There are no records. It was one of Kitchener's private projects. But it's obviously an

i mportant one for the murderer to single it out like this. Nothing else in the |ab was touched."'
'l see. No problem 1'Il have a courier at Oakham wi thin the hour.

"Which brings us to the final point," Eleanor said with a baleful relish that had Julia squirmng
"Greg and | have just becone nedia negastars again. Julia, there are hundreds of bloody reporters
here! They've already connected us with you, God knows what conspiracy theories they'll be
produci ng by the evening bulletins.'

Julia closed her eyes, and let out a groan. 'Ch, dear Lord.' She should have foreseen it.

H ndsi ght was so bl oody wonderful .

"Abit of intervention on your part wouldn't hurt,' Eleanor said. W're not circus perfornmers, you
know. '

"I"'msorry. | didn't know about the reporters. |I'll do whatever | can, | promse.'

El eanor gave her a quizzical look. "All right. But for God' s sake, no strong-armtactics, don't
make it any worse.'

"I won't,' she said nmeekly.

"Sure. See you tonorrow.'

"Yah, unless one of the students did it,' Julia said.

"Don't hold your breath. Bye, Julia.
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' Bye.'

El eanor's i mage bl anked out.

"Bugger!' Julia yel ped. Wiy coul d nothing ever be sinple?

A pre-Warm ng map superi nposed over the quagmire would have told Julia the Dorni er was descendi ng
over Prior's Fen, six kilonetres due east of Peterborough. Bel ow t he extended undercarriage bogies
thick concrete groyne walls were hol ding back the nud from a hexagonal patch of | and three hundred
metres in diameter. Five |arge Hawker Siddeley cargo hovercraft were docked to raft-like floating
quays outside; and a couple of saucer-shaped MDonnell Douglas helistats were drifting high
overhead, their big rotors spinning idly as they waited for the cerenony to finish so they could
start unl oadi ng.

I wonder how nmuch it's costing to keep themup there, she thought. The nodes would tell her, but
sonmehow she didn't want to know. Everything to do with PR seened such a folly. Yet <all the
experts swore by it, the God of good publicity, of custoner relations, being and being seen to be
a good corporate citizen.

Fan nacelles on the Dornier's canards and wings rotated to the vertical, and the plane touched
down on one of the floating quays. There was only Rachel Giffith, Ben Taylor, her second
bodyguard, and Caroline Rothnman, her PA, in the cabin forward of the | ounge. For once Myrgan had
stayed in his office. It nmust nmean he trusts me, she thought, or nore |ikely Rachel

She wi shed Patrick was there as she stepped out of the plane and into the nmost appalling hunidity.
Just someone who could hold her hand, in both senses; she always hated the way the crowds stared
at her during these events. But Patrick was busy in Peterborough, helping to establish an office
for his famly conpany.

Steeling herself against the incursive eyes, she snmled as her boots reached the rough r'~tal grid
of the floating quay. She put on a very foppish w de-brinmed hat of black suede,
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grateful for the scant relief it offered fromthe sun. There was a strong whiff of sul phur com ng
off the quagmire, mngling with brine.
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St ephen Marano, the project engineer, trotted up to greet her. He was in his nmd-forties, stuffed
into a light-grey suit which didn't really fit. He was a perfect choice to boss the | abour crews,
but conmpletely out of his depth talking to her. His smle ifickered on and off, words got tangled
in his throat, he seened taken aback by her Goth get-up

She wanted to tell himnot to say anything, ease his suffering a bit, but he would only interpret
that as a rebuke, so she let himstruggle on and introduce her to the fifteen-strong management
team of architects and site engineers. A long exercise in tediumand disconfort.

Three channel canera crews followed the procedure froma di stance. She recogni zed one of the teans
fromthe d obe-cast |ogo on their jackets.

After the introductions they all trooped down a long ranmp to the foot of the excavation. Julia
realized they were actually below the | evel of the nud outside. Yellow JCB diggers were parked on
the bl ack peat, crews standing around them They whistled and cheered as she went past. She didn't
actually hear any jeers, but there were plenty of wolf-whistles. Stephen Marano wi nced at each of
t hem

It was wet underfoot; nercifully her skirt hem hovered five centinmetres above the ground, but her
boots received a liberal splattering. The site had been crisscrossed by drai nage trenches, their
punps whirring noisily in the background.

They stopped by a wood-Ilined square hole close to the sheer groyne wall. A big cement nixer lorry
stood beside it, its runbling dying away as the operator pressed a button on its side.

One of the managers handed her a microphone.

Access Footi ngSpeech

She cl eared her throat, the sound echoing loudly round the groyne walls. The canera crews focused
on her. Rachel and Ben stood unobtrusively on either side, heads noving slowy back and forth as
they scanned the assenbl ed crew.
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"l don't suppose you want a |long speech,' Julia said, suddenly very self-consci ous about her

fini shing-school accent. 'And you're not going to get one, not while you' re on ny tine.' She saw
sm | es appearing under the coloured hard hats. 'I would sinply like to say that although the
conpany space programe draws nost of the nedia attention, you people slogging through the nud out
here are just as inportant. Space isn't the only direction the future lies in. Qut here we have
got a vast wastel and whi ch everyone despises and resents, while back on shore there are too nany
people living too close together. This tower which we are starting today is going to | ead the way
in alleviating sone of the pressure on popul ation density, as well as the demands which industry
is placing on the green belt. Land is beconming a very precious resource, and I amextrenely proud
that Event Horizon is setting this exanple that expansion is possible without comng into conflict
with the environment. In the scranble to rebuild our econony, we mnmust never forget the reasons for
the Warm ng. We cannot afford to ignore the painful |essons of the past if we are to prevent the
repetition of our grotesque mistakes in the future.

Exit Footi ngSpeech.

She handed the m crophone back as the nanagenment group appl auded | oudly.

"This way, M ss Evans,' Stephen Marano said. He gestured to the cenent m xer

The operator was a stocky man in a yellow T-shirt, grubby jeans, and an orange hard hat. He
grinned broadly and pointed to the small control panel on the back of the lorry. It had five
chrone-ringed buttons running down the centre. The green button had a new sticker above it which
sai d:

PRESS Me

"Even | can't make a ness of that,' Julia told him Lord, what a dumb thing to say.

"No, miss.' He bobbed about, delighted at being the centre of attention

Julia pressed the button

The m xer started up again, concrete sliding down the chute into the footings.
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It ooks |ike elephant crap, she thought.

The management team started cl appi ng agai n.

She cl anped down on a | augh which threatened to escape. Didn't they realize how stupid they
| ooked?

But of course they did. They were | ess worried about appearing foolish than they were about
annoyi ng her.

She sobered sadly, arid offered Stephen Marano her hand to shake. 'l didn't appreciate what the

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (48 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:19 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

conditions were |ike out here before today, Stephen. You really have done a terrific job getting
this phase conpleted, and on tine too. Thank you.

He nodded in gratitude. 'Thanks, Mss Evans. It's been tough, but they're a good bunch of lads. It
shoul d be easier next time, now we know what we're doing.'

She guessed that was about as subtle as he would get. It nade a nice change, sonetinmes she was ten
nmnutes into a conversation with a konbinate director or a bank finance officer before she
realized everything said was a veiled question. Business talk was conducted in its own speci al
code of anbiguities.

They started to wal k back towards the ranp.

"The next two tines,' she told him 'l want to bring a couple of conplete cyber-precincts out here
next, and link themto the city with a train line. O course, we'll have to build a service
tributary fromthe Nene as well.'

He gave her a genuine grin. 'l w sh you' d been around before the Warmi ng, Mss Evans. A few nore

people with your kind of vision and we'd never have wound up in this damm great ness.

" Thank you, Stephen.'’

Access General Busi ness: Revi ew Stephen Marano, Civil Engineer. Invite To Next M ddl e Managenent
D nner Eveni ng.

As they reached the base of the ranp a group of about ten workers noved towards her. Rachel and
Ben closed in snmoothly. Nothing provocative, but there, ready.

Julia gave the group an expectant | ook as they stopped short. One of them was nudged forwards by
his mates. He | ooked about seventeen, not quite needing to shave every day,
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wearing the regulation jeans and T-shirt, shaggy dark hair sticking out below his scuffed Iight-
bl ue hard hat. He was clutching a bouquet of red roses with a blue ribbon done up in a bow She
suspected he'd been chosen for his age, there couldn't have been nany younger than hi mworki ng out
here. And he clearly wanted to be anywhere right now but standing in front of her

"M M M ss Evans?' he stanmered.

She gave hima gentle encouraging smle.

"Er, I, that is, all of us. Well, we really appreciate what you do, like. Investing so nuch in
Engl and, and everything. And giving us all jobs as well, 'cos we wouldn't be any use in no office
or a cyber factory. So, like, we got you these.' The bouquet was jerked up nervously. 'Sorry it's
only flowers, like, but you've got everything...' He trailed off in enmbarrassnent.

Julia accepted the bouquet as though she was taking a baby fromhim She prayed the caneras
weren't recording this, for the boy's sake.

"What's your nane?' she asked.

"Lewis, Mss. Lewis WAl ker.'

"Did they bully you into this, Lew s?

"Yeah Well, no. | wanted to anyway, |ike.'
She deliberately took her time sniffing the roses. The humidity stifled nost of the scent. 'What a
lovely snell.' She put one hand on her hat, and |l eant forwards before the boy coul d dodge away,

brushing her |ips against his cheek. 'Thank you, Lew s.'
A rowdy cheer went up fromthe onl ookers. Lewis blushed crimson, eyes shining.

The Dormer lifted fromthe floating quay, cabin deck tilting up at a ten-degree angle as it
clinmbed, nose lining up on Peterborough

Julia thought about the incident with Lewis as the hexagonal site dropped away bel ow the fusel age.
It couldn't possibly have been one of the 'spontaneous' denobnstrations

A QUANTUM MURDER

the PR division was forever dream ng up. They woul d have plunped for sonething far nore el aborate.
The sheer crudity had made it incredibly touching.

She had given the bouquet to Caroline Rothman as soon as they were back in the tilt-fan. 'Put them
in water. And | want themon the dining roomtable this evening.' Pride of place.

She couldn't get rid of the imge of Lewi s \Wal ker, being joshed and having his back sl apped by his
mates as he returned to them As she was returning to the Dornier; her world.

That poor, poor boy, there was sonmething utterly irresistible about soneone | ooking so lost. And
his T-shirt had been tight enough to show a hard flat belly. Real nuscle, not Patrick's designer
gym tone.

She al |l owed herself exactly one lewd grin.

It couldn't happen, not with Lewis WAl ker, but fantasies existed to be enjoyed.

Funny how different they were; yet only a couple of years apart. Himstammering, elated and
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terrified at being thrust into the linmelight;' her sinply breezing through every public appearance
on automatic, bored and resentful

She could nmonitor himfromafar to make sure he did all right, a nodern day fairy godnother
pushi ng opportunities his way. Event Horizon ran dozens of schol arship schenes for workers who
want ed to advance thensel ves. And she was on the board of two charities pronoting further

educati on.

O course, he wouldn't dare refuse if a place was offered. Nobody in the conpany ever did refuse
her gifts. She saw the site managenent team cl apping conscientiously - obediently. But would he be
happy plucked from, what he was doi ng now and shoved into night schools and pol ytechnic training
courses?

Should | interfere?

That's what it boiled down to.

No. The only possi bl e answer. Not unasked. Not in ndividual |lives. People had to be responsible
for themsel ves.
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She activated the phone, and placed a call to Horace Jepson. Uncle Horace, though he wasn't

really, just a friend of her grandpa's, and now hers. A solid rock of support when she took over
Event Horizon. He was the chairman of d obecast, the largest satellite channel conpany in the
wor | d.

H s ruddy face appeared on the bul khead flatscreen. He was in his early sixties, but plastique had
reversed entropy, and returned himto his late forties. A rather chubby late forties, she thought
di sapprovi ngly.

"Julial How s ny favourite billionairess?
' Sol di eri ng on, Uncle Horace.'
"You don't look like you' re suffering. You | ook gorgeous. Dann, but you grew up pretty. | w sh

was twenty years younger.

She put on her nobst innocent expression, and batted her eyel ashes for him 'Uncle Horace, why ever
do you want to go back down to being sixty again?

"“Julial' He | ooked crestfallen

' Have you been skipping your diet again? she asked sternly.

"Terrific. | don't hear a word for three weeks, and she phones ne up to nag.' ' -

"You have. Well, stop it. You know what your doctor said. You should get out of the office and
down to the executive gym'

"Sure thing, Julia. I'll start tonmorrow.'

She sucked on her lower lip, a bashfulness that wasn't entirely artificial. 'Uncle Horace.'
"Ch, ny God. How rmuch is this going to cost?'

"Nothing. Un, | need a sort of favour.'

"You owe ne fifteen.'

"Can we go for sixteen?

He rolled his eyes dramatically. 'You don't want to neet another actor, do you? Sone of ny guests
still ain't talking to nme after that party.'

There was a warmtingling in her cheeks at the nenory. She was sure she hadn't been as tipsy as
everyone said. 'No
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Uncl e Horace,' she said firmy. '"Definitely no nore actors.

Do you remenber Greg and El eanor Mandel ?'

"Sure, who could forget Eleanor? Geg seenmed like a nice guy, on the level. Psychic, right?
"Yes. rye asked himto assist the police working on the Edward Kitchener nurder case.

He frowned, fleshy winkles deepening around his eyes. 'You're involved with that?

"Event Horizon had a research contract with Kitchener. Right now I'mpraying that isn't the reason
behind his death. Geg will find out for ne.'

"I see.'

"But the press are giving hima hard tine.'

" Now cone on, Julia.'

"I don't want themto stop reporting the case,' she said hurriedly. 'If they could just lay off
badgering Greg. He didn't want to take the case in the first place. And.you know he doesn't play
the political ganme, he's too honest. The last thing he needs is the press junping all over him
just for doing his job.'

Horace Jepson sighed resignedly. "Al right, Julia. I'lIl tell the editors to go easy.
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"Uncl e Horace, you're an angel .’

"And 1'd like you to come to a programme |aunch party next nmonth.' He started typing on a keyboard
out of the canera's field of view 'Dreamicind Nights, it's called, a ten-part fantasy drama. It's
gonna be big, Julia. This sumer's ratings w nner.'

"I''l'l be there. Prom se.

"Cdiff is gonna be organizing it,' he said hopefully.

Her contented expression never wavered. She was proud of that self-control. 'That'll be nice. |
haven't seen himfor ages.' difford Jepson was Horace's son fromthe first of his four nmarriages.
Julia couldn't stand the sight of him he had his father's drive without any of his father's
charm 1t made himcone over as brattishly dom neering. The trouble was, Uncle Horace had t hem
down as the perfect match, with hinself as Cupid.

PETER F. HAM LTON

"OK, Julia, nmy staff will squirt the details to your office.’

"Fine. I'"lIl look forward to it. And thank you again, Uncle Horace.'

He signed off snmiling happily.

Julia pursed her lips in antipathy. She'd sol ved El eanor's grouse; but there was no way she could
get out of that bloody | aunch party now.

T

he interviews were the one part of the case G eg had been dreading. The word associ ati on gane,
wat chi ng the way minds reacted to key phrases, was chained too tightly to his arny days. It

inti mated funereal dug-out bunkers, sweating defiant prisoners in torn bloody fatigues, the snell
of gun oil and vonit, the high-voltage enotions of hatred and terror, perceptible even to non-
psychics. The seenmingly limtless brutality which men were capabl e of.

Even the interview roomat Oakham police station was a party to the anarnnesis; sonbre fawn-
coloured walls, a | eaden grey desk, acutely curved plastic chairs, scuffed black door

A rectangul ar conditioning grille emitted an annoyi ng bu~ing sound just on the threshold of

audi bility~ Steely light shining through a hi gh wi ndow was conpl enented by a harsh glow fromtwo
bi ol um panel s set in the old fluorescent tube recesses in the ceiling. A w de-angle canera was
nmount ed on the wall above the desk, optical cable running down to a twin-crystal AV recording
deck.

Greg sat on one side of the desk, Langley and Nevin flanking him He took out his cybofax and
summoned up the list of questions he wanted to ask, then placed it on the desk

Rosette Hardi ng-C arke cane in, acconpani ed by her |awer, Matthew Slater. Since the New
Conservati ves had been el ected, anyone being interviewed by the police was entitled to | ega
advice, irrespective of whether they were being charged or not. The neasure was intended to allay
public mstrust of the dodgy practices which the People's Constables had included in police
procedure.

There were three | awers, out of QCakharn's pool of five, representing the six students. They had
obj ected when he said he wanted to interview the students.

"You aren't an official investigating officer,' Lisa Collier, a matronly fifty-five-year-old, had
tol d himponpously. 'You

CHAPTER SEVEN
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have no authority to conduct an interview, certainly not with co-operating w tnesses, which is al
the students are at this point. And I'mnot having nmy clients subjected to a psychic privacy

i nvasion. They have a right to silence so they don't incrimnate thenselves.'

Greg had sinply turned to Vernon Langley. 'Arrange for a magistrate's hearing this afternoon
Charge all six students wi'th suspected mansl aughter.' He gave Lisa Collier a thin smle. 'As a
speci al i st assigned to the investigation | amentitled to sit in on any subsequent questioning of
| egal | y detained suspects. And any evidence acquired psychically during those interviews is

admi ssible in court.’

The three | awyers had gone into a huddl e, and decided not to call his bluff.

Matt hew Sl ater slotted a man-black nmenox crystal into the recording deck, and sat down beside
Rosette. She was wearing a black singlet of some glossy fabric, a cropped black jacket with thin
white curlicues enbroidered on the shoulders, and a short black |eather skirt. Her auburn hair was
folded in a neat pleat.

She gave Greg a fleeting gl ance of acknow edgenent, cornplet~ly ignoring the detectives behind
him The whole act info~ined themthat she wasn't going to be intinidated.

He had to adnit she was an inpressive girl physically. Nor was there any hint of weakness in her
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enot i onal nake up.

Langl ey pushed a nenox crystal in the recorder's free slot, and touched the power stud. 'lInterview
with Rosette Harding-Cl arke,' he said formally. 'Conducted by ClI) advisory specialist Geg Mande
in the presence of officers Langley and Nevin'

Matt hew Sl ater | eaned forwards. 'For the record, Mss Harding-Carke's participation in this
interviewis entirely voluntary. She is here because of her wish to help apprehend the killer of
Edward Kitchener. And therefore she reserves the right to refuse to answer any question which is
not directly applicable to this topic.

Rosette Harding-C arke stared straight at Greg, and gave

L
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hima | opsided knowing smile. 'Silence wouldn't do ne any good, would it?" she said. 'Not with
you. You could strip anything you wanted from ne.

He ordered a |l ow Il evel secretion fromhis gland. Her anmusenent began to inpinge on his perception
it bordered on contenpt. Rosette | ooked down on everybody from her own private O ynpus.

"The reaction of your mnd to questions cannot be disguised,' he said.

"l can run, but |I can't hide.'

'Yeah. Sonething like that.'

"If you begin to ask Mss Harding-C arke irrel evant questions then we shall be forced to term nate
the interview,' Matthew Sl ater warned

"No, I won't,' she said. 'I'mglad you are here. This case is obviously well beyond the ability of
these bunbling M Plods. And | want the bastard caught. Too bad we haven't got the death penalty
any nore. So ask away. Did | do it? No. You can confirmthat, can't you?' Her eyebrows arched

chal | engi ngly.

"Unfortunately it's not that sinple. | need to know what happened that night at Launde, build up a
conpl ete picture, so | have several questions.'

"Yes, all right, get on with it then.

"Did you make any external calls that day, or establish a datalink to an outside 'ware systen®'

"I made a few phone calls, sure. Just friends. |1'd go bananas if the only people | had to talk to
were the other students. And | was doi ng some work that norning, Edward had me trying to produce a
nmore accurate figure for the age of the universe. | plugged into the Oxford University astronony

department mainfrane for reference data.'

"Now, that Friday norning, you were the first to find the body. Is that right?

"Yes.'

"What tine was that?

"God. It's in the statement, | must have told these oafs a hundred tines.

"What tine?

PETER F. HAM LTON

"Cod, all right. About half-past five on Friday norning,

give or take five m nutes.

"And you didn't see anyone else in the corridor when you went to Kitchener's roon®?

" No. "

Geg tightened the focus of his espersense. 'How about a presence you weren't sure about? A
shadow? A noi se? Sonething you didn't want to nention to the police because you couldn't prove it,
or you thought it would sound stupid.

"No. Not hing. Nobody."

"Wiere were you before you di scovered the body?

"In my room'
'WAas anybody with you?'
I’\b.l

"Hal f-past five is a funny time to be visiting Kitchener. Was there a reason?

She rubbed an index finger along the bottomof her nose. 'So | would be there when he woke up
Edward didn't Iike to be alone.'

"Ni chol as Beswi ck said you went into Kitchener's roomat quarter-past one that norning. Is that
true?

"Poor old Nicky. Yes, it's true. You want to know sonething el se? | was having sex with Edward, |
had been for three nonths. And to save you the trouble of working it out, he was forty-four years
ol der than ne.

"You had sex with himat quarter-past one?'

"Yes.'

"When did you | eave?
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"l sabel and | packed in about half-past. two. Edward was nearly asleep by then anyway.'

"Why not stay?'

"Edward snores. Silly, isn't it? But I"'ma light sleeper, as well as being a virtual insomiac. |
only need two or three hours' sleep each night. So out | creep after he's nodded off, then | get
my head down for a while, and |I'm back snuggl ed up besi de hi mwhen he wakes. He probably knew,
but...'

'So everybody woul d know that you left himalone for a few hours each night?

A QUANTUM MURDER

"Every peeping Tom yes.'

"Whi ch of the other students knew about you and Kitchener?'

"I would say all of them Even N cky, though he would never dare talk about it outright.'

"So it was conmon know edge?'

"Yes.'

"VWhat about the housekeeper and her staff?'

"Ch, yes, Ms Mayberry knew. You can't keep secrets fromthe person who collects your sheets.'
"Did you wash after you |eft Kitchener?'

Rosette sat up straighter. 'Pardon ne?

"Did you wash, take a shower, bathe?

"Yes. | had a shower afterwards. | always do.'
"How | ong had | sabel Spal vas been having an affair with Kitchener?
Rosette gave hima derisive grin, and started to laugh. '"I'msorry. The way you said it. "An

affair”. Like sonme Victorian aunt. Rutland really is the back of beyond, isn't it? Are you married
until death do us part, M Mandel? O nmay | call you Greg? Eleanor seens |like quite a spectacul ar
girl, physique-wise, that is. | saw the two of you on the channel newscasts at |unchtinme.'
"I''mhappily married, thank you.'

"And Julia Evans, no |less, was at the cerenony. Your bridesmaid.'

"I's that a problem for you?

'No, an observation.'

"Careful, your lawer mght stop this Iine of questioning.' Matthew Slater shot Greg a | ook of
undi luted malice. Rosette burst out |aughing again.

"Ch, yes,' she said. 'l can see why they sent for you. Nobody gets off the hook when you're on
their case, do they, Geg?

"No. Now, |sabel Spalvas?

' She wasn't having an affair, or whatever else you want to call it, with Edward.'

"You said she was in his roomfor sex.'

'She was there for pleasure, for interest, for self-

PETER F. HAM LTON

exploration. |I'mnot saying they didn't have sex. They did.

She al so took some syntho. Perhaps it nmade it easier for her.’

' Made what easier?

"Sex with Edward. Ch, he was still reasonably capabl e. But
he was sixty-seven, after all. You couldn't ignore it; not, lie back and think of England. She.
found it difficult with nme as well, to start with.'

"You and | sabel nade | ove?

"I"'mnot sure about |love, Geg, darling. But sex, yes. Edward enjoyed watching. She enjoyed it
too, eventually, when the syntho was really boosting her. Am1| turning you on, Geg?

"No. "

"Real ly? You surprise me. The first tine | nade this statenent, all the boys in the office found
an excuse to listen in.' She cocked her head at Nevin. 'Didn't you, Jonnie darling?

Greg caught his nmind clogging with fierce enbarrassnent.

"WAas there any pressure placed on female students to sleep with Kitchener?' he asked.

"Not if you nmean bl ackmail. Come to bed with ne or | kick you out of the Abbey. Edward doesn't
need to, he is...

intriguing. Grl students are alnobst a double bluff. You understand? He tells the world he does.
He tells us he wouldn't dreamof it. And there he is, one of the geniuses of the age, conplete
with wicked reputation. Always there, day in, day out. He had this nockery for convention. He was
so very clever at ridiculing any stricture society placed on his life. He nmakes you exani ne and
chal I enge your own beliefs.

That's why |sabel had joined us, she was probing her own limts, finding out where they lie. You
can do that with Edward there to guide you. He nade us feel safe, we trusted him He'd never |et
us hurt ourselves, not with drugs or sex, or radical politics cone to that. He knew what we were
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capabl e of, and showed us how to achieve it, intellectually, enotionally, physically. Launde was
an incredi bl e experience, spiritual nore than anything el se.'" She shook her head softly, re-
energing fromthe vortex of rem niscence
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Greg coul d perceive how sincere she was when she tal ked about Kitchener. Fondness for the old guru
acted as a subtle reinforcenment for the philosophies he had spun out. He was suddenly very curious
about Edward Kitchener. How much of this professional dissident ideology had he believed in, al

or none?

"How | ong had | sabel been taking part in these sessions with you and Kitchener?

' Sessions! You have no soul, Geg, darling, no poetry. About a fortnight, | think. As soon as we
cane back fromthe New Year break.'

"Did Nicholas Beswi ck know that |sabel was becomi ng involved with Kitchener?

Rosette pursed her lips, contrite for once. Her thought currents were subdued. 'Ch, dear little
Ni cky. No, he didn't know a thing about us until that night. Caught us sneaking down the corridor
to Edward, he did. Such a shanme. He is quite infatuated with Isabel, did you know that? Now that
is authentic |ove, Roneo and Juliet revisited. Teasing himwas such fun, it's so dreadfully easy.
Ni cky | acks that cosnopolitan touch necessary to survive adult life, he's just a country boy at
heart. He nakes ne seemterribly jaded and ol d by conparison. Edward was delighted with him of
course.'

"Wy, "of course"?'

' Because people like N cky are the reason he founded Launde in the first place. Nicky is very
intelligent, he's far smarter than | am And if the four of you in this roomwere to add up your
I, the figure would be I ess than half of mine. That gives you sone idea of what he's iike But
he's flawed; enmptionally retarded, if you like. Edward called it perpetual adol escence. \Watever,
Ni cky has this terrible trouble relating to other people. And that is what Launde is for, to cure
us of our adol escence, realign our thought patterns into sensible maturity. Edward plays the
tyrant king to great effect, and the students bond together for nutual protection. You can't do
anyt hi ng el se, survival depends on
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it. And for all its crudity, the technique works. Even with N cky, although it was pretty slow
going in his case, but there was definitely some progress. Wen he arrived, N cky would sooner
starve than ask sonmeone to pass hima knife and fork

Then the evening before Edward was killed, N cky actually answered ne back at supper. Me! Edward
didn't stop talking about it for the rest of the evening, he was sinply over the noon. Then | went
and balised it up by getting caught when | went and fetched |Isabel out to play. Naughty ne.'

"So Nichol as Beswi ck woul d have been on an enotional roller-coaster that night?

Rosette's eyes narrowed. 'Ch no you don't, Greg, darling. You' re not pinning that perverted
atrocity on Nicky. He wouldn't do that. Besides | was there when he canme into the roomand saw
what had been done to Edward. He was in hysterics, worse than me. Go away and harass soneone el se,
G eg. Not N cky.'

" And how about you? Were you at all jealous that Kitchener was becoming involved with |sabel ?
"My, ny,' she cooed. 'And | thought | was a prime bitch

No, Greg, darling. | wasn't jealous. But |I am disappointed.

In you, darling. | thought you would be able to see why not.

You should do. If you're any good, that is. O is Mndstar

like a rock star's codpi ece, punped up with hot air?

It was the tone which keyed himin. Geg concentrated on the Shimering thought currents in front
of him congeal ed with hauteur, and snug conpl acency. Somrethi ng was hel ping her to recover from
t he angui sh of Kitchener's death, the shock scars of the psyche were healing too rapidly. Wen he
went deeper, he found her cherishing a brittle triunph. Intuition kicked in. He refocused his
espersense, noving it down through her body, feeling the grainy texture of warmcells, a fast
surge of blood through veins |ike velvet pipes, obtuse chenmical reactions flared and died al
around, nerves flashed like lightning conductors. He left her brain behind, slipping past her
throat, neck, breasts, chest, further down.

"Ch, shit,' he said. 'You're pregnant.' The enbryo hung in the centre of black and scarl et
shadows, a delicate white

A QUANTUM MURDER

porcel ain scul pture, beautiful, tiny, and tragically fragile.

"What ?' Langl ey jerked upright.
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"This interview is now over!' Slater cried.

Rosette sl apped her hand agai nst the desk as the detective and the | awer started to shout at each
other. 'Not yet!' she yelled. 'W haven't finished yet."'

Sl ater bent over her urgently, plucking at the armof her black jacket. 'Mss Harding-d arke, |
must insist you do not continue.'

"No." She waved himaway. 'You are afraid the child gives me a notive. That | can contest Edward's
will on behalf of the baby. That's right, isn't it?

Sl ater glanced round at the detectives, his |lips pressed together. 'That is a likely argunment for
the prosecution, yes.'

"My famly is richer than Edward. Money is irrelevant to ne.'

"Pl ease!' he inplored her

"Are we still being recorded?" she asked.
"Yes,' Nevin said.
G eg sat perfectly still. He could guess what was coning next. Like she said, she had an 1 Q well

above average.

"Excellent. Now |I've been sitting patiently in this squalid filthy little room and opened ny sou
to one of the nost experienced and highly trained psychics in the country. | haven't held anything
back, and |I've answered every question put to ne. Now, Geg darling, would you pl ease tel
everyone here whether |'ve been telling the truth.

"You have,' he said, awash with the sense of inevitability.

"Did | kill Edward?

" No. "

' Thank you!' She stood up. A grinning Sister rose behind her

'Rosette?' Greg said.

She turned, exasperation on her face. 'Now what?

He pointed casually at the canmera. 'For the record, could you tell us which of the other students
at Launde you slept with, please?

Her fists clenched and uncl enched, long red nails | eaving
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white inprints on the flesh of her palms. 'Cecil,' she said woodenly. 'That's all.’

‘1" hank you, Rosette. No nore questions.'

"You used to be Rosette's lover,' Geg said.

Cecil Cameron inclined his head reluctantly. 'Yes. \Wen she first came to Launde, |ast Cctober.
Tal k about inpact; we started screwing the day after she arrived.'

"How long did it last for?

" About a month.'

"Way did it end?

He shrugged expansively. 'You' ve net Rosette. How |l ong could you put up with her for?

Greg heard Vernon chuckling softly behind him Lisa Collier, who was acting as Cecil's adviser
tapped on his arm giving hima disapproving frown. 'No opinions,' she nurnured.

"I didn't even get on with her to start with,' Geg said. 'You obviously did."

"For a while. | nean, don't get ne wong. Rosette and ne are still good mates. But she's difficult
to please. She thrives on variety, everything has to be fresh for her. Her tolerance threshold is
non-exi stent. We burnt out. | knewit would right fromthe beginning. It was good while it |asted,
mnd. | nean, let's face it, she can take her pick.

"Did she pick Kitchener?

"No. That was nutual attraction.'

"What were you doi ng on Thursday night after supper?

"Working on a project of Kitchener's; | was studying theoretical perturbations in electron
orbits.'

"Were you interfacing with the Abbey's Bendi x |ightware cruncher?
"Yes. Wiy, you think I can do that kind of thing in nmy head?
"What tinme did you stop using the Bendix?

" About el even o' clock.'

"Coul d you be nore precise, please?

L
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"Five past, ten past, sonething like that.'
Was it functioning normally when you were interfacing with it?
Yes.'
Did you use the English Tel ecomdatalink to access any
ware cores outside the Abbey that night?
" No. '
"Did you use the datanet for anything that night?
"No. "
"What did you do after you stopped work?
'Rosette canme in, that's why | stopped. W had a drink and a talk. The other four were in Ui's
room She doesn't get on terribly well with Liz, and Nick isn't exactly enthralling conversation
at the best of tinmes.'
‘Do you |ike hinP'
"Who, Nick? Yeah, | don't mind him He's a bit shy, but he's a sodding genius when it cones to
physics. W all knew that.
"How | ong was Rosette with you?
"Until after mdnight - quarter-past, half-past nmaybe. She went off to see Kitchener then.' He
pul l ed an indignant face. 'Wiat a waste. Od man |like that. Her choice, nind.'
"What about the other three students, how did you get on with then®?
"Fine. Ui and Liz had been involved for a year. Ui's great, one of the lads. Liz too, cone to
that .’
" And what about |sabel ?” Greg watched the conflicting enotional surges corrupt Cecil's thought
currents, the twinges of guilt coupled with an al nost paternal urge of protectiveness. Cecil was
being pulled apart by indecision.
"Nice girl. Bit disorientated by Abbey life, but she was coping.'
"Did you sleep with her?

"Hey' | said we were friends.'

"Your relationship is something nore than an ordinary friendship, though.
Cecil | ooked round at Lisa Collier for guidance
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"It's a legitimate question,' she said sourly.
"You can tell that fromny nind? Cecil asked apprehensively.

" Yeah.'

"OK. Well, | neant what | said, mnd. W weren't screwi ng each other. Wsh we had been, she's got
aterrific body. | asked her often enough, but she wasn't keen. She said that it couldn't [ast,

not with me leaving at the end of the year, so it would be pointless, she'd only wind up getting
hurt. | mght have nmanaged to change her nmind in the end. Still. . . | was happy enough playing
big brother to her. There weren't many others she could turn to. | mean all that New Age crap

Kit chener spouted about |iberating your mnd. Christ. The |ongest chat-up routine ever witten. He
said anything that would get theminto bed with him and they did as well, two by two. |sabel was
confused by it. So we talked, that's all. N ck would have burst into tears if she'd told himwhat
she was up to with Kitchener. As for Liz and Uri, hell, it's a mracle if they get out of bed for

a neal! And Rosette, well she was with Kitchener.

"Did Isabel come and talk with you that night?

"No. "

"You were taking syntho. Wiy was that?

Ceci|l drummed his kinaware fingers on the desk, black nails producing a tiny click on the snmooth
surface. 'Because it was available. |I never took nuch.'

"You infused sonme that night.' Geg found hinmself staring at the silver-hued hand. Powerful enough
to make the butchery easy?

"Yes.'

"When?'

'Rosette brought sonme in. | was bored. |I'd been in the Abbey all day. W didn't even get out for a
swim'

"A swinP

"Yes, we usually went for a dip in the top lake in the afternoon. Mornings as well, if it was
fine. We're all reasonable swi mers, even Nick.'

G eg hesitated, that anmbi guous notion returned at the nmen-
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tion of the Iake. What was it about those three | akes? He hadn't been able to explain, not even to
El eanor. It was nore than intuition, there was nenory involved as well. Something had happened at
Launde, quite a while ago. For the life of himhe couldn't think what. It was bl oody annoyi ng.
"Was t here ever anythingunusual about those | akes?' he asked. 'No, not as far as | know. ' Ceci
gave Lisa Collier another

m strustful glance. She maintained her cantankerous expression, eyes not |eaving G eg.

"K' Greg gave up. He touched a key on his cybofax, bringing up another page of questions. 'Did
you ever take any syntho with |sabel ?

"Once or twice, yes. She was always timd about narcotics. Her background is very mddle class.'

' Coul d anybody hel p thensel ves to Kitchener's stash?

"I't wasn't kept under |ock and key. | always asked him or Rosette. He would have known if soneone
had been taking it. The only thing he was concerned about was that we didn't

oD

"Tell me what happened when the body was di scovered.'

"Christ. The screans woke nme up. That was Rosette. By the time | got into the corridor Nick and Un

had already got there. I. . . went in to Kitchener's bedroom . . Wsh to God | hadn't. That was
one sick fucker who did that, M Mandel. | nean seriously fucked.'

"I know.'

"Yes. Well. N ck was puking his guts up. Ui was in shock, he just stood there, |ike he wasn't
seeing it. What do they call it? Thousand-metre stare. | think Rosette had fainted by then. Passed
out, swooned, sonething. She'd stopped screammg, anyway. | got in one |look and tried to stop Liz

and | sabel from going in.

When did they arrive?

"Right after me.'

"Both together?

"CGod, | don'.t know. Yes, nore or less.'

"Did you see any novenent in the corridor before you got to Kitchener?
PETER F. HAM LTON
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" The murderer, you nmean? No. If! had, | would have killed him'

Lisa Collier gave a censorious cough

Cecil | ooked round at her. 'l would have killed him' he repeated firmy

"When did you wash that night?" G eg asked

"When did | wash?

' Yeah.'

" About el even o' clock. | had a shower. My conditioner couldn't cope with the storm M room was
like a sauna. | couldn't open the window, not with the rain we had that night.'

'K, thanks, Cecil.'

"That's it?

" Yeah.'

"Aren't you going to ask me if | did it? | thought that's why they brought you here.’

"There's no need, not a direct question. It wasn't you.'

Geg stood up and flexed his arnms while they waited for Un Pabani, shrugging off the stiffness

whi ch came fromsitting in a chair designed for Martians. The air in the interview room was

growi ng stuffy.

"Vernon, do you renmenber anything el se ever happening at Launde?' he asked. He just couldn't
ignore the presage -if that's what it was.

"Such as?'

"l don't know. Sonething inportant enough to be newsworthy, or gossipworthy.' Were did | hear it?
O did | see it? Bugger

"Kitchener was in the news once or twi ce each year with his lectures,' Langley said reasonably.
"Universities and societies used to invite himto nmake addresses. He was fanous, after all.’

"No, not Kitchener, not sonething he said. An event. O an incident.' He was annoyed at the anount
of petul ance creeping into his voice.

"Kitchener and a girl student?' Nevin suggested. '| nean,
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he's had two out of the three staying with himthis year. Maybe one of them objected.

"Could be," Greg said. But he knew it wasn't.
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They both | ooked at him expectantly.

"Buggered if! can remenber. Can you run a check through your files for ne?

"Yes.' Langley |oaded a note into his cybofax. He had been | aying of f the dudgeon since G eg
started the interviews. Mre inpressed, or unnerved, by his espersense than he was willing to
admt. Even Nevin had stopped | ooking for flaws in everything he said, the opportunities to
underline the obvious.

Progress. OF sorts.

Edwi n Lancaster was representing Un Pabari. The first of the three defence counsellors who
actually looked like a lawer, to Geg's mind. A sixty-year-old in a suit and silk wai stcoat,
pressed white shirt, small neat bow tie. He sat behind Un, stiffly attentive. Instead of using a
cybof ax, a paper notebook was bal anced on his leg, the tip of his gold-plated Parker biro flicking
constantly, producing a ninute shorthand.

Un gave Greg a curious stare as he settled into the chair, not nearly as apprehensive as Cecil.
The student bad a powerful build. Geg called up the police data profile '"on the flatscreen. Ui
had pl ayed rugby for his university, he was al so a karate second dan.

"You were the third into Kitchener's bedroom is that right?" Geg asked.

"Yes. | got there on Nick's heels.'
"And prior to that you were with Liz Foxton all evening?
"Yes.'

Greg caught the tension budding in Un's mind. 'Pleasant evening, was it?
Un tried to smle. '"God, that gland of yours is quite something, isn't it?
'So what happened?’

We had a row. Early on, before supper. Stupid really."'

"What was it about?
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"Kitchener. His syntho habit. Except Liz didn't think it was a habit. She said.. . Well, she kind
of drinks up that dognma of his. Everything he says is right because he's the one that says it. M,
I"'ma bit nore sceptical.' He grinned reflectively. 'Kitchenen taught nme that. And that evening,

things got said that shouldn't have been, you know how it is.'

"Do you and Liz quarrel often?

"No. That's what makes it worse when we do. And Liz was al ready wound up tight over Scotland. She
can get a bit political at tines, she had a rough ride in the PSP jecade.'

"Didn't we all,' Geg murnured under his breath. 'Is that why there was a scene at supper between
you and Kitchener?'

Un | aughed. 'There's a scene at every neal. God, he was an obstinate old sod.'

"And afterwards? You nmade up, you and Liz?'

"Yes. W're in love.' He |looked at G eg, trying to gauge the reaction he was getting. 'Hopefully
we'll get engaged. | was going to do it during the sunmer, | thought it would be a ruce way to

| eave Launde.'

'K, back to Thursday. \What happened after supper?'

"Nick and |Isabel canme up to nmy room and we sat around al ki ng and wat chi ng the newscasts. They

| eft around m dnight.'

"When did you wash?'

Ui's forehead formed narrow creases as he frowned. 'Just before we went to bed. Liz and | had a
shower. It was hot that night.’

"What time did you go to bed?

" About hal f twelve.'

Geg couldn't help a small snmile. 'And what time did you ~o to sl eep?

"Just after one. Liz was still watching the newscasts, though. don't know what tinme she fell

asl eep. But we were both awake at three again.'

"Who woke who?'

"Dunno. It just happened, you know.'

"Was your flatscreen still showing the newscasts?
A QUANTUM MURDER
"Er, yeah, | think so. Couldn't swear to it in court. Wasn't paying nuch attention, see?

Were you aware that Rosette was having an affair with Kitchener?
Un gave a nental flinch at Rosette's nane. He wasn't afraid of her, Geg decided, nore like
denoral i zed.
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"Yes,' Un said. 'It was bound to happen, those two.'

1 d]?‘

"Two of a kind. Intellectually, you know. Didn't give a stuff for convention.'
"And did you know about 1|sabel ?'

Ui scratched his stubble. 'The old nocturnal visiting? Yes. Shane that. | blane Rosette nore than
Ki t chener.'

"Way is that?

" She'd enj oy seducing Isabel. It would be a challenge to hen.

"You |iked Kitchener, didn't you?

'He was bl oody anazing. | don't just nmean his work. When | came to Launde | was al nbst as bad as

Ni ck, all nmeek and tongue-tied. It's trite, but he really was like a father to nme. He brings
peopl e out of thenselves. God, the stories he told us! That reputation of his was One hundred per

cent earned. He was wi cked, disgraceful, terrible. And absolutely beautiflil. Totally unique. The
only thing | disagreed about was the syntho, but it didn't seemto affect his serious thinking.
And he's still pushing at frontiers even now' The lively smle on Un's face died a tornented

death. 'Was pushing...' he whispered.

"Did you notice anything out of the ordinary about the Abbey that night?

"Li ke what ?'

"Avisitor.'

"No - God, | would have told the police if 1 had!

'Yeah. There was no trace of syntho in your blood when the police took a sanple.’

"Well, there wouldn't be,' Un said cautiously.

'Have you ever taken it at Launde?

Edwi n Lancaster's gold biro halted, its tip poised a couple of mllinmetres in the air. 'You are
asking ny client to
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incrimnate hinself,' he said. 'I'msorry, but that wasn't part of the basis for this interview'

"W are not interested in bringing charges agai nst anybody concerni ng past narcotic infusion,'
Langl ey promised. 'Providing it is external to this case.'

"As a police officer, you have a duty to investigate illegal

narcotics abuse.'

"W know the source of syntho at Launde. Kitchener's vat is in police custody, it cannot be used
to supply anyone in future. And we have no desire to prosecute past victins.'

"Your client has infused syntho at sone tine,' Geg said

‘"Hey!' Un protested.

"I simply wish to know how fanmiliar you are with the narcotics availability at Launde, that's

all,"” Geg said. '"lIt's going to help ne a lot."'
"OK. Al right,” Un held up his hands in placation. 'No big deal. Yes, | tried it. Once, OK? One
tinme. Like |l told you, it's not ny scene. | don't like that kind of |loss of control, not in nyself

or other people. Infusing it just confirned nmy view It's stupid, self-destructive.'

"You know where it was grown?'

'"Yes. The vat in the |ab. Everybody knew that.'

" Thank you. Did you use the Bendix that night?

' No. "

"Do you know its managenent program codes?’

"No, not offhand, but they're all stored in the operations file. W all have access to that.
Kitchener trusted us not to do anything stupid; we're all 'ware literate.

"What about the datanet; did you use it on Thursday, plug into a 'ware system outside the Abbey?
" No. '

Li z Foxton, Greg decided, was the kind of girl who was al ways open to other people's problens. To
say that she was motherly would be unfair, she had a steely reserve, a no-nonsense practicality,
but in addition there was a definite aura of reassurance about her. Even he felt |ess disquieted
about this interview

A QUANTUM MURDER

"lI've been told you don't get on well with Rosette Harding-C arke; is that true? he asked.

"I don't dislike her,' Liz said defensively. 'There is no percentage in grudges, not when you have
to spend a whol e year cooped up in the same house together. | understand her perfectly; |I'mjust
unhappy with her, that's all.’
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"Ny 2"
' She nade a pass at Un. Mre than one, actually. He turned her down each tine.'

"I see. What tine did you get to sleep | ast Thursday night?

" About two o'clock. | was watching the @ obecast news channel. | was so happy about Scotland. Now
this.'

"l understand you were, urn, active at three o' clock Friday norning. Did you hear or see anything
unusual at that tinme?

"No. There was just us.'

"Was the flatscreen showi ng the newscasts at that tinme?

"Yes. |1'd fallen asleep watching it.
"What about after three o'clock, did it stay on?
"Yes. | watched it for a while. | don't know how long for, | dozed off again.'

"And you were woken by Rosette's screans?

"Yes,' she said in a tiny voice.

"Then you went straight to Kitchener's bedroon?

"Yes.'

Was Un in the bedroom when you woke up?'

"Yes! He was out of the door before me, but only by a few seconds.'

"Do you renenber if you arrived at Kitchenen's bedroom before on after |sabel Spal vas?

"Before, | think. She was standing behind nme. She caught ne. My |legs went, you see.' Her eyes
filled with. liquid. She blinked furiously, dabbing at themw th a handkerchi ef.

"I understand,' said Geg. 'Just a couple nore questions.' He gave Lancaster an admonitory | ook
"Did you ever take syntho at the Abbey?

She sniffed. 'Yes, a fewtinmes. Three, | think. That was | ast year, about a nonth after | arrived.
Just to try it. Edward was there to nake sure |I'd be all right. But that was the last time, Un has
a real bug about it.'
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"And you argued about it?

"Yes. So silly.' She gave hima fast plaintive grimace. 'You remenber the old song? The best pant
of breaking up, is naking up. That's us.'

"Right So you must have known that syntho was being cooked up at the Abbey, that there was a vat
in the |ab?

"Yes.'
Were you using the Bendi x on Thursday?'
"No, | should have been, but Scotland seened so nmuch nore inportant. | was watching the newscasts

for nost of the day.'

"So you didn't use the datanet either, then?

"No.

"Did you ever sleep with Edward Kitchener?

He perceived the answer in her mnd, in amdst all the turnoil of guilt, adoration, renorse, and
grief. She took a long tinme to speak. The answer in her earlier statements to the police had been
a resol ute no.

"l did once,' she said. 'When | first went to Launde. | was lonely. He was kind, sympathetic.'
Was that one of the times when you infused syntho?

"Yes,' she whispered.

"Does Uri know?'

"No."' Her head was bowed. 'You won't tell him wll you?

'These interviews are strictly confidential,' Geg said.

"There's no need for himto know. '

She rose slowy fromher chair, gratefully accepting the hand Lancaster offered. 'Do you know who
it was?' she asked.

"Not yet, no.

| sabel Spal vas | ooked as tired as Greg felt. She was wearing jeans and a baggy mauve sweatshirt,
her Iight fuzzy hair tied back in a pony-tail. Her face had wonderfully dainty features. She would
have been very attractive under ordinary circunstances, he guessed, but today her skin was sall ow,
al nrost grey, there were red rings round her eyes fromcrying, slimlips were turned down

mour nful ly. She noved listlessly when she came in, sitting down, showing no real interest in the
A QUANTUM MURDER
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proceedi ngs. Matthew Sister sat behind her, |ooking appropriately concerned

Greg could sense just how grave her depression was, a bleak distress interwound with every
thought. Qut of all the students so far, she was easily the nost affected by the nmurder. He woul d
go so far as to say traumati zed

"I understand you were seeing Edward Kitchener,' Greg said delicately after Langley had started
the AV recording.

She nodded apathetically.

"You were with himthat night?'

Anot her nod.

"What tine did you go to hin?

"Quarter-past one.’

"“Until when?'

' Hal f - past two.'

"So you left Un's room about m dnight, and stayed in your own roomuntil Rosette arrived, is that

right?

"Yes.'

"What tine did she arrive?

"Hal f-past twelve, | think. She'd been in Cecil's room

We tal ked for a while, then we got changed ready for

Edward. Rosette is quite fun when she's rel axed, when she's not trying to prove sonething. Don't
get the wong inpression about her, nost of that attitude is put on. She can't help it.

"Wien you left Kitchener's room did you see anyone else in the Abbey?

" No. "
"Did you hear anything strange?

"No. "

What about |ights; shining under sonmeone's door, or downstairs, outside even?

"No. Oh, there was a bit of light in Un's room Bluish. | think the flatscreen m ght have been on

We were watching it in there earlier.
"You were taking syntho that night. Had it worn off by then?

"Not quite, | was just starting to conme down. | don't-'
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She took a breath, then | ooked resolutely at the floor. 'l don't like being in there after the

boost has gone.'

"In Kitchener's bedroon?

"Yes.'

"Way not ?'

"l get cold. Not physically cold, but it's hard to face them afterwards. W get so high together
you see; when it comes to sex, Edward and Rosette have lifetinmes nore experience than ne, they
made ne feel conpletely free with them The way a child trusts an adult. Hi s bedroom contai ned our
own private universe, we were safe inside, nothing nattered apart from ourselves and what we

want ed. But then when it was over the illusion vanished so quickly. And this shabby old world with
all its inbuilt guilt cones flooding back in.' She tugged at a strand of hair, twisting it
nervously round and round her index finger. 'You nust think I'mhorrible.

"I"'mnot a judge, Isabel. Your sex life is entirely your owmn. But |1'd like to know why you started
goi ng, please?

'"Rosette started - well it was just hints at first. Joking. Then... | don't know. Somehow it
wasn't a joke any nore. And then | went hone for Christmas. There was nothing wong with that, mny
famly. Except it was sort of pale, |acking substance; | was going through the notions. The Abbey,
Edward, we were |earning so nuch there, learning howto think, howto question. It was so much
nmore real. Colour, that's what Launde had. | was glad to get back. | wanted nore of it, nore of
the adventure. They offered ne that.

"Cecil said you were unhappy.'

"Not really. It's peculiar, what | was doing, so far outside my norm Edward called it wal king the

boundaries of the mind. | had trouble adapting to the affair at first; when I was with Edward and
Rosette it didn't matter at all, it was just outside, afterwards, when it seened wong, or stupid,
or both. I was going to themnore frequently, and staying |longer too. But that wasn't the answer,
not shutting nyself away with them Tal king about it to someone who understood hel ped ne. Ceci

was the only one |I could really go to. Cecil is worldly wise, or so he clains. He synpathized in a
funny
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sort of way, and he didn't criticize. That neant a lot to ne.

"Did you know Rosette was pregnant?

| sabel 's head cane up, her blue eyes full of nmelancholy. There was no resentnent in her mnd
whi ch was what he actually wanted to know. No grudge. He didn't think a gentle soul |ike |sabe
could hold a grudge.

"Yes,' Isabel said. 'She never said. But | knew. I'mglad in a way, certainly now. It nmeans there
will be sonething of Edward left. | alnbst wish it was ne.'

' How about Kitchener, what sort of npbod was he in that night?

' Edwar d? Happy. Rosette and ne. . . |I.. . It was good that night.'

"No, apart fromthat. H's general nood that night, over the |ast few days. Was he preoccupi ed at
all? Wrried about somet hing? Agitated?

"No.' She gave hima brave little smle. 'You don't know Edward or you woul dn't even have asked.
He pretended to be this awful old nonster. But it was all a sham GCh, he'd shout at us if we were
blatantly stupid. And politicians infuriated him Apart fromthat, he didn't have any worries.
That was part of the attraction, |'ve never nmet anyone so carefree. He'd done so nuch in his
lifetinme, won so many battles. | don't think anything could upset himany nore.'

‘"l have to ask this, Isabel: how do you feel about Nicholas Besw ck?

"Ch, God!' She buriedherface inherhands. Wydi dhe have to cone out and see us? He's so sweet. |
didn't want to hurt him Really. Wiy did any of this happen? What did we do?

Siater patted her gently, but she shrugged himoff. He shot a silent appeal at G eg.

Geg waited until she finished screwing tears fromher eyes with danp knuckl es

"Were you the last to reach Kitchener's bedroom after Rosette discovered the body?' he asked,
feeling a prize turd for pressing the anguished girl.

"Yes. | think so. They were all ahead of ne. | don't renmenber rmuch. |I'msorry."'
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"No matter. Before then, after N cholas had found you and Rosette together in the corridor, did
you tell Kitchener he had seen you?

"No. God, | couldn't. | didn't know what to do about that. Even Rosette was upset. Edward had a
real soft spot for Nick, he had such high hopes for him N ck has a very high 1 Q and he wants to
learn, | mean really wants. The whol e universe is a glorious puzzle to Nick. That's the only tine
he ever comes out of his shell; when we're tal king about the everyday things |ike the channels or
politics he sits quietly in the corner; but say anything about Grand Unification or quantum
mechani cs and you can't shut himup. He's lovely like that, so animated. |'mranbling, sorry.'
"Did you and Rosette discuss what to do about Ni chol as seei ng you?

"Not much. It was a sort of nutual silence. | nade up ny

mnd to go and see Nick in the norning. Really I was. | would have tried to explain. He was about
the one person | would have given Edward up for. | looked after |I left Edward, but N ck's |ight
was out. And anyway, it wouldn't have been right, not going in straight afterwards. That would
have seened |ike Edward had total priority on me. But then...

"Ni chol as Beswick's light was off at two-thirty? You' re sure of that?'

"Yes.'

When did you wash that night?

"I had a shower before | started getting our supper ready, then |I had another after | |eft
Edwar d. '

Were you using the Bendix at all on Thursday?

'Yes, nost of the afternoon.'

"Did you access any external 'ware systens?

"No. "

The | ast question slid fromhis cybofax's little screen. He couldn't think of any nore. |sabe
al ready | ooked |ike he'd physically wung the answers from her

It was raining outside again, big warm drops beating incessantly on the high w ndow.

"CK,' he told Vernon. 'Let's have N cholas Beswick in.'

CHAPTER ElI GHT
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t was raining over Peterborough again. Sheet |ighning sizzled through the covering of |ow cloud,
hi ghl i ghti ng

the new tower bl ocks which stood on the high ground

to the west; austere nonoliths | ooking down on the organic clutter of the snalier buildings in the
city's original districts.

Julia hated flying in thunderstorms. Her Dornier tilt-fan m ght have every safety systemin

exi stence built in, but it seemed so insignificant conpared to the power outside.

Anot her flash burst over the city. G ossy roof-top sol ar panel s bounced sonme of the Iight back up
at her, leaving tiny purple dazzle spots on her retinas. She had seen the Event Horizon
headquarters buil di ng dead ahead, a seventeenstorey cube of glass, steel, and conposite panels.
There was not hing el egant about it, thrown up in twenty-six frantic nonths so that it could
accommodat e the droves of head office data shufflers necessary to manage a conpany of Event
Horizon's size, as well as Mdrgan's security staff. A nmonument to haste and functionalism Its
repl acenent out at Prior's Pen would be far nore aesthetic; the architects had come up with a
white and gold cylinder which, with its panoply of pillars and arches, resenbled the Leani ng Tower
of Pisa. Only straight this tinme, of course. Event Horizon didn't build crooked.

She poured herself a chilled mneral water fromthe bar, and switched the bul khead fl atsereen on
flicking through the channels until she cane to the Northwest Europe Broadcast Conpany. Jakk

Col eman was on, a middl e-aged woman with iron-cast gol d-bl onde hair, wearing a stylish mnt-green
satin jacket. She was sitting behind a Florentine desk in the |uxurious study of some mansion
Julia grinned ganely as she sprawl ed back on the white-|eather settee, propping her feet up on the
chair opposite.

Jakki Col eman was the queen of the gossipcasts; rock stars,
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channel celebrities, aristocrats, sports personalities, politicians, she shafted themall
"Paul i ne Harrington, the devoutly Catholic songstress,

seens to have mislaid her religious scruples,' Jakki said, her

French accent rich and purring. 'At least for this weekend. For whom should | see but the
delightful Pauline, who is at nunber five with "My Real Man" in this week's white sou

chart, with none other than Keran Benni on, nunber one

driver for the Porsche team'

The image cut to a picture of Pauline and Keran wal ki ng through the grounds of a country hot el
somewhere where the sun was shining. They were hand in hand, oblivious of the fountains playing in
stone-1lined ponds around them in the background bushes blazed with big tangerine bl oons. The
recordi ng had obvi ously been made with a tel ephoto lens, outlines were slightly fuzzy.

"Perhaps Keran's wife sent himfor singing | essons,' Jakki suggested smugly. 'The three days they
spent together should certainly have got his voice in trim'

A swarthy young male in a purple and black Versace suit wal ked into the office and put a sheet of
paper in front of Jakki. She read it and ' Chooed' delightedly. Wll, fancy that,'

she sai d.

The item was about a Swiss minister and her toyboy. After that was one about a nusic biz payol a
racket.

Julia took a sip of the nmineral water, then noticed her boots. They were crusted with nud fromthe
tower site. She tried rubbing at themwith a tissue as Jakki stage whispered that certain pointed
questi ons were bei ng asked about a countess's new born son, apparently the count was absent the
ni ght of the conception.

Julia chortled to herself. It was the set she noved in which featured in the 'cast, Europe's
financial, political, and glanmour elite; snobbish, pretentious, corrupt, yet forever projecting
the image of angels. And she had to deal with themon that |evel, the great pretence, all part of
the grand gane. So it was a joy to watch Jakki spotlighting their failings, taking a machete to
their egos; a kind of second-hand revenge for all the false courtesies she had to extend, the
intermnable flatteries.

A QUANTUM MURDER

'The big event in England yesterday was the Event Horizon spaceplane roll out,' Jakki said.
"Sinmply anybody who is anybody was there, including little noi.'

Julia held her breath. Surely Jakki wasn't going to |anpoon the Prince's haircut? Not again?

"And | can tell you several self-proclained celebrities were |left outside explaining rather
tiresonely that their invitations had been squirted to their holiday houses by m stake,' Jakk
gushed naliciously. 'But |eaving behind the nonentities, we enter the interesting zone.
Appropriately for an event so large, and trés prestigious, it boasted the greatest |augh of the
day.' Oh, dear Lord, it was going to be the Prince: 'Mega, nega-wealthy Julia Evans has spent a
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runoured three and a quarter billion pounds New Sterling on devel opi ng the sl eek machi ne i ntended
to spearhead Engl and's econonic reconstruction.'

Julia scow ed. Wiere had Jakki got that estimate fron? It was alarm ngly close to the real one.
Not another |l eak in the finance division, please!

The flatscreen inmage switched to the roll out cerenony, showing her escorting the Prince and the
Prime M nister around the spacepl ane.

"Unfortunately,' Jakki continued, 'these daunting design costs nust have |left poor dear Julia's
cupboard quite bare. Because, as you can see, her otherw se enviably slimfigure was clad in what
|l ooks to ne like a big Valentine's Day chocol at e-box w apper.'

The Dornier |anded on the raised pad at the centre of the headquarters building' s roof. Caroline
Rot hman hel d a broad gol fing unbrella over Julia as they made their way to the stairwell door
Rachel and Ben narched al ongsi de. Nobody was | ooking at her. It could have been coi nci dence. But
then they had all been incredibly busy when she cane out of the tilt fan's rear |ounge as well.
Be honest, girl, she told herself, stonping out of the |ounge. That bitchsl uthussy!

Sean Franci s, her managenent division assistant, was wait-

PETER F. HAM LTON

ing for her inside the building. She actually quite |iked Sean, although be annoyed a | ot of
people with his perfectionist efficiency. She had appointed himto her personal staff soon after

i nheriting the conpany.

He was thirty-four, a tall dark-haired nan with a degree in engineering adm nistration who had
joined Event Horizon right after graduation. It said a lot for his capability that he had risen so
far so fast. Greg had checked himout for her once; his loyalty was beyond reproach

He was wearing the same conservative style of suit as every other data shuffler in the building.
Soneti mes she wondered what woul d happen if she let it be known she preferred enpl oyees to wear
tank-tops and Bernuda shorts. Know ng the way peopl e junmped around her, they probably would al
turn up in them

M ght be worth doing.

"Did you have a nice flight, nma' an?' Sean asked pl easantly.

Julia put her hands on her hips. 'Sean, it's pissing down with rain, and the bl oody plane nearly
got skewered by lightning bolts. Wat do you think?

H s jaw opened, then closed. 'Yes, ma'am' he said hunbly. 'Sorry~

She caught a tiny flickering notion fromthe corner of her eye, and thought Caroline was making a
hand signal. But when she turned her PA was rolling up the unbrella, a guileless expression in

pl ace.

It's a conspiracy.

She took a grip on her nerves. | amnot affected by what that senile whore Jakki Colenman said. |'m
not .

"My fault, Sean.' She gave himone of her heartbreaker smles. 'Those thunderbolts are frightening
when you're so close to them'

"That's all right, ma'am |'m scared of them too.

The conference roomwas on the corner of the headquarters

building; two walls were made fromreinforced glass with a brown tint, giving a view over the rain-
dul l ed streets of West-

A QUANTUM MURDER

wood. It was decorated in the kind of forced grandeur which was endeni c anpbng corporate designers
the worl d over:

deep-pil ed sapphire-blue carpet, two Picassos and a Van Gogh hangi ng between bi g al um ni umframed
prints of the Fens before the Warm ng, huge oval oak table, thickly padded bl ack-1eather chairs,
pot plants taller than people. Everything was shanel ess ostentation

Julia was all too aware that her boots were |eaving nmuddy footprints as she wal ked to her chair at
the head of the table. There were several startled glances anong the del egates when they saw her
Goth clothes. Danp hair hanging in flaccid strings didn't help.

Ei ght of her own staff were sitting along one side, prem er executives fromeach of the conpany's
di visions. Lined up against themwere Valyn Szajowski, Argon Hulmes, Sir M chael Torrance, Kar

Hi | debrandt, and Sok Yem the representatives from Event Horizon's financial backing consortium
There were over a hundred and fifty banks and finance houses in the consortium making it one of
the largest in the world. In the first two years after the fall of the PSP they had extended
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seventy per cent of the nmoney which Philip Evans had needed to re-establish the conmpany in

Engl and. Event Horizon under his guidance had proved to be an ultra-solid investnent; even though
there had been sonme nervousness about his enthusiasmfor the conpany's space programe, he had
never mssed a paynent. Wth the global econony at that time still extremely shaky, nenbership of
the consortiumwas highly prized, and jeal ously guarded.

But then two years ago, after Julia inherited the conpany |ock, stock, and barrel, the once
eagerly proffered | oans becanme suddenly hard to obtain and those that were avail abl e had
inordinately high interest rates. The conservative financial establishment had zero faith in
teenage girls as corporate owner-directors. They wanted nore say in the way Event Horizon was run
a position on the nanagenent board, possibly even the directorship. Just until she was ol der, they
expl ai ned, until she understood the nechani sm of corporate nanagenent - say in about twenty years.
Their reluctant but
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firminsistence had turned into the biggest tactical error in

nodern financial history. Respected financecast commentators were already calling it the Geat
Loan Shark Massacre.

Armed with the giga-conductor royalties, and (unknown to the consortiun) her grandfather's NN
core, she stuck up a grand two-fingered salute, and carried on expandi ng the conmpany at an even
faster rate. Existing |loan repaynments came in ahead of schedule, with corresponding | oss of

i nterest paynents, and fewer |oans were applied for. The consortiums inconme began to fall off
whil e Event Horizon's cash flow and profits grew, their gol den egg was tarnishing rapidly.

Sean pull ed her chair out, and she sat down, glowering at the artificial snmles directed towards
her. Sean and Caroline sat on either side.

Open Chann& To NN Core.

Well hello there, Mss Gunpy Guts. And whars today's tenper tantrumall about?

I amnot in a tenper, G andpa.

Hal 1'm plugged in to the conference roonis security canmeras. If looks could kill, ny girl, you'd
be in a room of corpses

Did you see... Never mind. No. Did you see Jakki Coleman's 'cast this norning?

Bl oody hell, girl, I haven't got time for crap like that, not even with ny capacity.

She was on about what 1 wore yesterday. | had three fittings for that outfit, you know Three.

Real |y.

Sabareni is one of the best haute couture houses in Europe. ft's not like I'mgoing to Oxfam
That's a great relief to hear

Seven thousand pounds it cost.

I wouldn't want you stinting, Julia.

Don't be so bl oody sarcastic. Seven thousand pounds! Well | can't possibly wear it again. Not now.
Juliet, could we possibly start the neeting, please.

Yah, all right. | bet they all saw the 'cast. Seven thousand pounds!

Oh, Gawd... The silent voice carried a definite air of pique

A QUANTUM MURDER

The managenent team and consortium representatives sat down, their earlier bonhome fractured by
her bl ack nood.

Good. They might cut short the usual smarny attenpts to ingratiate thensel ves.

The terminal flatscreen recessed into the table in front of her lit up with the neeting s agenda
"I am happy to report that, as |'msure you all saw yesterday, the O arke spaceplane project is on
schedule,' Julia said. '"First flight is due in a nonth, first orbital test flight should take

pl ace ten weeks later. Assuning no catastrophic design flaw, deliveries will start in a year.'
"That's excellent news, Julia,' Argon Hulmes said. 'Your Duxford teamis to be congratul ated.’

" Thank you,' she replied equably.

The consortiumrepresentatives had all been changed over the last two years until not one of the
original nenbers renmmi ned. This new batch were all younger, a not very subtle attenpt to make her
feel nmore confortable. Although even now the banks still couldn't quite bring thenselves to
appoi nt anyone under thirty-eight; Sok Yem fromthe Hong Kong Cceanic Bank was the youngest at
thirty-nine. Runour said that Argon Hul mes's superiors had ordered himto have plastique before he
got his seat, bringing his appearance down fromforty-three to thirtyish.

Thirty and then sonething, Julia thought. He was always trying to talk to her about groups and

al buns and raves; his Christmas present had been a bootleg AV recording of a Bil Yi Somanzer
concert. She imagined himdutifully plugging into the MIV channel each evenng, updating hinself on
current rel eases, who's hot and who's flopped. A fine occupation for a middl e-aged banker
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"W will break even on three hundred spacepl anes,' she said. 'That should conme in about three
years' tine. My spaceline, Dragonflight, has just placed firmorders for another fifteen, and
options on thirty-five, to cope with the nuclear Waste di sposal contract we were awarded
yesterday. W are expecting additional disposal contracts fromfive or six nore European
governments to be signed over the next few
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nmont hs, and of course national aerospace lines will want to get in on the act.'

Sean Francis took his cue flawl essly. 'Nucl ear waste di sposal has enabl ed us to upgrade our
estinates on space-related industry turnover by forty-five per cent over the next four years,' he
said. "It is a conpletely untapped revenue source. Should it be exploited fully, its potential is
st aggeri ng.

No government on the planet will be able to refuse its electorate a safe and final solution to

di sposi ng of radioactive material. And there are currently forty-three redundant nucl ear power
stations in Europe alone, with a further seventeen schedul ed to be deconmm ssi oned over the next
decade. "

"Such a pity the consortiumdidn't consider nmy Sunderland vitrification plant a worthwhile
investnment,' Julia said. 'You could have shared in the profits. The nmargin is considerable, given
that | now have a virtual nmonopoly on the technol ogy."'

Sir Mchael |eaned forward earnestly. 'W would be very happy to fund any expansion to the
vitrification plant, Julia. Now that the requirenent has been proved, and very ably proved if |

m ght say so. The nucl ear waste di sposal contract is a marvellous devel opnent, we're all very

pl eased. '

No, Juliet, absolutely not, cut themout of the vitrification. Squeeze the bastards.

She gave Sir Mchael a smile which withered his sudden display of enthusiasm 'The vitrification
plant was a five hundred mllion pound risk,' she said in her lecturer's voice. 'And having taken
that risk all by nyself, | intend to benefit all by nyself. The profits generated by this new
venture will be nore than sufficient to fund its own expansi on. Thank you.

"Julia, | think we are all agreed that your handling of the conpany is inpeccable,' Sir Mchae
said. "And in view of this we would like to offer to set up a floating credit arrangenent of three
billion New Sterling which you can call upon at any time to fund new ventures. This way we coul d
avoi d the del ays and queries inherent with having to process |oan requests through the
consortium s standing review conm ttee.'’

The other representatives nurmured their approval, all of themwatching her, willing her to
accept .
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We've got 'em Juliet. They don't offer anyone a bl ank cheque.unless they're under a |ot of
pressure. Now, remenber what we agreed, girl?

Ht themwi th the wind-up scenario. Then the Prior's Fen schene.

That's nmy girl.

She tented her fingers, and gave them an apol ogetic |ook. 'COh dear, how enbarrassing. | believe ny
finance director has a summary he wanted to present. Alex, if you would, please.’

Al ex Barnes stood up, a fifty-three-year-old Afro-Cari bbean with a receding cap of grizzled hair.
H's suit with velvet lapels did at least lift himabove the |evel of corporate clone

He began to recite a stream of accounts; figures, dates, and percentages nmerging together in a
weari some drone of statistics.

The representatives were | ooking very itchy by the tine he finished.

"What it nmeans,' Julia said sweetly, 'is that the | oans which the consortiumhas so far extended
to Event Horizon will be repaid in seven years. After that, the conpany will be totally self-

fi nanci ng. Now, as the conpany's expansion plans have already been finalized for that period, with
the exception of Prior's Fen, | really can see no reason to extend my period of indebtedness.
Certainly not at the level of your floating credit proposal, which | have to say is

di sappointingly paltry given Event Horizon's size.

There was a nonent of silence as the representatives exchanged a conprehensive catal ogue of facia
expressions. Interestingly, only Argon Hul mes allowed any ire to show. So much for solidarity
anongst fellow youth-culture subscribers.

Sone cl andestine and invisible voting systemelected Sir Mchael as their spokesman. 'Exactly what
were you proposing to do out at Prior's Fen?' he enquired in a chary tone.
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Karl Hil debrandt renai ned behind after the meeting. The request for a talk - 'Not business, |
assure you' -- fromthe
146
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wily old German was intriguing enough for Julia to hunour hun

Sean renmi ned seated at her side, while Caroline hel ped shepherd the others fromthe room
Eventually there were only the three of themleft at the table, plus Rachel sitting quietly on a
chair by the w ndow.

Di essenburg Mercantile, the Zurich bank which Karl represented, was one of the larger nenbers of
the consortium accounting for six per cent of the investnment total. Karl '4nself was in his late
forties, and putting on weight alnobst as fast as Uncle Horace; a fold of pink flesh was

overl apping his collar (she could count about four chins), his blond hair was veering into silver
H's suit cane fromParis, a narrow |l apel hel ping to dc-enphasize his barrel chest; steel-rinmed
gl asses were worn for effect, bestowing an air of dependability.

She approved of himfor the one reason that he didn't try to pretend, |ike Argon Hul nes.

"I know it has been said before, Julia,' he said. 'But you are quite a remarkable young girl."'
There was hardly any Gernman accent. Perhaps one of the reasons he'd been selected as a
representative

' Thank you, Karl. You're not going to cone on to ne |ike Argon, are you?

He | aughed softly, and closed up his cybofax, slipping it into his inside jacket pocket.
"Certainly not. But to squeeze a fixed interest twelve billion pound investnment |oan out of banks
and finance houses is an achi evenent beyond sone konbinates.’

"Prior's Fen is a viable project. No risk.'

' The cyber-precincts, maybe. But to make us pay for a rail link before we can invest in them
That's cruel, Julia.’
"You get your interest payments, | get my cyber-precincts. Point to a victim Karl.'

' None, of course. That is why you triunph all the tine.'
"So you think the review conmttee will approve the | oan?
"Yes,' he said sinply.

"I thought this wasn't going to be business.'

"l apol ogi ze. But everything has its roots in politics.'
A QUANTUM MURDER

She couldn't ever renmenber seeing Karl in such an anbival ent nmood before. It was as if he wanted
to tal k about sone inportant topic, but didn't quite know how to broach the subject. A parent
explaining sex to a giggly teenager. 'You want to talk about politics? | wasn't old enough to vote
at the election even if | had been in the country. | will in the next, though.'

"You certainly play politics like a master, Julia. That's why | was not surprised when you were
gi ven the nucl ear waste di sposal contract. Admiring, but not surprised."’

' Thank you, it took some arranging, but I'd Iike to think I amflexible when it cones to co-
operating with the English Mnistry of Industry.

'Yes. However, there are questions being asked in sone quarters about the cl oseness of Event

Hori zon and the Mnistry. It might alnost be referred to as a partnership.

"l have never offered cash to an MP,' she said. 'And | never

"No. But the relationship, imaginary though it is, can be seized upon by opposition parties. The
Big Lie, Julia; say sonething | oud enough for |ong enough, and people will begin to believe.
Utinmately that will affect Event Horizon; artificial constraints will be placed on you. Your bids
will be refused sinply because they are yours; politicians publicly denpbnstrating that they are
not showi ng any favouritism And that cannot be allowed.' He smiled crookedly. 'It's bad for
profits, if nothing el se. Bad for us.

Julia began to wonder which 'us' he was tal king about. "I will just have to shout |ouder. And
can shout, very |oud indeed."’

"An official denial is like an Gscar to a runour.

"Are we going to sit here all afternoon and quote bons nots at each other, Karl?'

"1 would hope not.'

"Wl l, what would you like to see nme do?

" Sone circunspection wouldn't hurt, Julia. | know you are reasonably adroit, that's why | find
your |atest action sonewhat puzzling.

147
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She sneaked a questioning | ook to Sean. But he just shrugged m nutely.

"What action?

"I nposing that M ndstar veteran, Greg Mandel, on the Kitchener inquiry. It was terribly public,
Julia. You were his bridesmaid. Really! It |eaves you wi de open to the rabbl erousers and
conspiracy theorists.'

She regarded hi mthoughtfully. 'How did you know about G eg?

"It was all over the channel newscasts.'

"Ch.' Even so, it was odd that he should know so quickly. She had spent npbst of the norning
swotting up on datawork for the neeting, and that was w th nodes augnenting her brain. Did he
really have each news item concerning Event Horizon brought to his attention? Then she renenbered
Jakki bitch Coleman. It hadn't been every minute, after all. 'I take your point, Karl. Actually,
I've already started damage limtation.'

' Mandel has been taken off the case?

"No, | need to know who killed Kitchener. But you won't be hearing about the Iink between Greg and
mysel f any nore, not on the channels.

"Ah. I'mglad to hear it.

N

icholas wasn't really interested in his surroundings any nore, so the pokey interview roomdidn't
lodge in his mind until Geg Mandel | ooked at him Looked inside him nore like, right through his
skull into his brain.

The | awyer, Lisa Collier, had expl ai ned about the psychic being assigned to the investigation. She
had seened very irate about it, going on about how his rights were being violated, procedura
irregularities, hearsay being taken as evidence. Nicholas didn't mrd a psychic bei ng appoi nt ed;
anyt hi ng, anything at all which would bring the killer a step nearer to justice was totally
justified. That was sinple l|ogic, obvious.

Why couldn't the Collier woman see that?

He had been staying in one of the cells at Cakham police station since Friday, although the door
was al ways | eft unl ocked. 'You aren't being held on remand,' the police kept explaining. 'You're
just here to help us.' He nodded at their anxious faces, and answered every question the
detectives asked. They seened surprised that his answers were sa consistent. As if he could forget
anyt hi ng that bad happened on that night.

It was the last night of his life. Nothing had happened to himsince. There was only the mechanics
of the body, eating, going to the toilet, sleeping. That was all he had done since then, slept and
answered questions. He was allowed to nmix with the other students, but they never expected himto
say anyt hi ng anyway. They had npaned about the acconmpdati on, about not being allowed out, the
food, the bat hroom

The one person he wanted to talk to, Isabel, was further away from hi m now t han she had ever been
at Launde. She Wuld sit in one corner of the rest roomthey had been assigned, her |egs tucked up
agai nst her chest, peering vacantly out of the wi ndow, and he would sit in the corner
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opposite, just gazing at her. He was too afraid even to say good norning, because if they did talk
he woul d have to hear about her and Kitchener and Rosette. \Wat happened in that bedroom how many
tinmes it happened. Even why it had happened. He couldn't possibly stand that.

Kitchener had been the architect of his nmiid. For the first tine in his life he had really begun
to think straight. Kitchener, with his own |ove of know edge, had been the one who nurtured his
tal ent, who made himrealize his ability was nothing to be ashamed of, wasn't freakish |ike people
sai d. Kitchener was the one who encouraged himto join in the Abbey's camaraderie.

Ki t chener had taken |sabel from him

Ki t chener was dead.

The worl d, which had been so close to beconing accessible, had el uded himonce again. Wich was
why he said he didn't mind the psychic asking questions; after all, Kitchener had used

neur ohor nones. They coul dn't be bad.

Except, now he was faced with the prospect of actually going through with the interview, it didn't
seem quite so easy.

There was a very unforgiving quality about Greg Mandel as he sat patiently behind the desk, sone
weary tol erance which even Nicholas, with all his social inadequacy, could recogni ze. The nman had
t he appearance of havi ng been everywhere, wi tnessed every human state. Excuses would not work, not
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on him Yet at the sane tine, he could see how receptive Geg was. It was confusing, the two

al rost contrasting aspects of character existing side by side.

Ni chol as dropped into the chair, not in the |east reassured by the fornality of the proceedi ngs as
Vernon Langley and Lisa Collier nmade their stiff lead-in statements for the AV recorder. There was
sonet hi ng unnaturally creepy about soneone rooting round in his mnd; for a start there were so
many pathetic secrets about hinself, all those hundreds of failings and disasters littering his
life.

‘"l can't plug into your nenories," Geg said in a palliative tone. 'So you can stop worryi ng about
the tinme you pinched your little brother's chocol ate bar.'

A QUANTUM MURDER

"l haven't got a brother,' N cholas blurted. '"Only a sister. And |I've never stolen anything from
her.'

"There you are then, | can't tell.’

"Ch, right." He felt such a fool. 'How did you know | was worried about you readi ng ny nenories?

' Because everybody does that when they neet me. Vernon and Jon here are worried about the cash
they lifted fromthe station's Christnmas party box, Ms Collier is extrenely worried about her
dark past. But the only thing | can sense inside a brain is the enptional content. So the sooner
you relax and all that worry vani shes, the sooner | can ask the questions, and the sooner you can
be out of here.

oxK?

Ni chol as nodded vi gorously, secretly cheered by the way Lisa Collier's disapprobation had darkened
still further at the gibe. "Yes. O course. | do want to hel p.

"Yeah, | can see that. You really liked Kitchener, didn't you?

Lisa Collier had warned himnever to lie to the psychic; no matter how pai nful any adm ssion, he
would see it, and it would be entered against him 'l did. | do. But...'

"l sabel ," Geg said synmpathetically.

"l didn't know about her and Kitchener. Not before that night.

"What time did you see her and Rosette going into Kitchener's roon?

" About a quarter past one.

"And then what did you do?

"Wént to bed.

"Did you sl eep?

Suppose so. | was thinking a lot at first. But | was asleep when | heard Rosette screaning.'
Bef ore you went to sleep, did you hear anything?

"No!" N cholas said hotly.

"I meant, Nichol as, anybody wal ki ng about in the Abbey?'

He knew he woul d be bl ushing again. Wiy couldn't he ever understand what people neant straight
of f? Way did
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they always have to use baby talk to get through to hinf? 'Ch. Sorry. No, nobody was novi ng round.
"So you didn't hear Isabel and Rosette |eaving Kitchener's roon?

"No.

"What were you doing in the tine between [eaving Un's room and seeing Rosette and | sabel ?'
"Runni ng the Antomine 12 data through a detection program | was |ooking for dark-nmass
concentrations.'

"Dark mass?' Greg sounded privately anused

"Yes. |In space. Kitchener was interested in them He thought they nmight act as wornhol e termni
You see, if you nove a wornhole in a specific fashion it may be possible to generate a CIC
directly. A non-paradoxical tenporal loop would.. .' Nicholas forced hinself to stop, chastened
He'd done it again. There was that dreadfully familiar expression of polite inconprehension on
Geg's face. "Sorry,' he nunbl ed

"Don't be ashanmed of a gift, Nicholas.

He | ooked up, startled. But Greg was serious.

‘"l go on, sonetines,' he said linply. 'l don't realize. Cosnology is interesting, M Mandel.'
"I know what it's like. My wife tells ne | talk about Turkey too nuch.'

" Tur key?'

' The war.'

It took a nonent before Nicholas renenbered the Jihad Legi on. He had been eight or nine at the
tinme the Islanic forces had invaded Turkey, so it was classed alongside all the other terrible
i nci dents which chil dhood junbled together. 'Ch, yes.'
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" About the detection program' Geg pronpted. 'Were you running it on the Abbey's Bendi x?'
"Yes.'

"Until when?

"Wien | saw | sabel and Rosette, quarter-past one. | couldn't work after that.'
"Did you use the English Tel ecom datanet that night?

"Yes.'

A QUANTUM MURDER

Wy ?'

"l had to, the Antomi ne data cones direct fromits mssion control in Toul ouse. There's no ot her
way of accessing it.'

'So you only used the one datalink?

"Yes.'

"K' Greg typed sonething into his cybofax. 'Did you know Rosette was mldly i nsomi ac?'

Funny question. He couldn't think why Geg should want to know. 'No. But she was never tired at
the end of an evening, when we were in a room or if we went to the Ad Plough. And she was
usual ly first up. So |I suppose, thinking about it, |I knew she didn't sleep nuch.'

'Have you ever taken syntho, Ni chol as?

"No,' he said, because it was true, so he could say it without any guilt showi ng. But he dropped
his gaze in shanme. There was an achingly | ong nonent of silence.

When he risked | ooking up, Greg was giving hima calculating stare. Al his doubts about the
psychic searching freely through his nmenories returned in a flood.

"Let's see,’ Greg said. 'You took another kind of narcotic?

"No,' N cholas said mserably.

' Sonebody offered you syntho?'

"Yes.'

' Rosette?

"Yes.'

"And you refused?

"Yes. | know Kitchener says there's nothing wong with it. But | didn't want to.'

"l can see the incident has a lot of connotations for you, what el se happened?

Ni chol as deci ded the best thing to do was just say it fast. G eg mght nove on to another subject.
He stared unblinkuigly at his N ke trainers. The lace on the left foot was fraying. 'She wanted ne
to go to bed with her.’

"When was this?

" Novenber the third."'

"Did you?

"No! She thought... She thought it was funny.'
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"Yeah; | can inmagine, |'ve been introduced to Rosette. So you knew syntho was avail able at the
Abbey?'

"Yes.'

"Did you know where the vat was?'

"In the chem stry lab.'

"You were the first person to arrive at the bedroom after Rosette screaned, is that right?
"Yes.'

"Did you see anybody else in the Abbey, apart fromthe other students?

"No. Well.. ." N cholas tugged at the front of his sweatshirt. It seened to be constricting around
him his skin was very warm Both detectives were studying himkeenly. This was all going to sound
so incredibly stupid, they really would think he was backward now. 'There was a girl,"' he said

reluctantly.

G eg's eyes had closed, his face crinkled with the effort of concentration. 'Go on.'

"I't was earlier. Wien | saw | sabel and Rosette. She was a ghost.'

Nevin | et out an exasperated groan, |eaning back in his chair. 'For Christ's sake!'

Geg held up a hand, clicking his fingers irritably to silence him 'You said: girl. How ol d?
" About ny age. She was tall, very pretty, red hair.'

' How do you know she was a ghost?'

'Because | saw her outside first. Then she was in the corndor behind |Isabel and Rosette.'
You nean she was out in the park?

No. Right outside nmy window. | thought it was a reflection in the glass at first.'

Your roomis on the second floor, isn't it?
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"Yes. That's why she couldn't be real. | think | imagined her. | was very tired.'

'Have you ever seen the conbat |eathers which arny squad-dies wear?' G eg asked. 'They are a bit
like biker suits, only not so restrictive, man-black, broad equi pnent belts, and there's normally
a skull helnmet as well.®

"Yes, | think I know what you nean.'

A QUANTUM MURDER

Was this girl wearing anything like that?

"Ch, no. She had a jacket on, that was quite dark, but it was just an ordinary one; | think she
was wearing a long skirt, too.'

Greg opened his eyes, and reached up to scratch the back of his neck. 'Interesting,' he said
guar dedl y.

Ni chol as studi ously avoi ded eye contact with the two detectives.

"Hardly rel evant, Mandel,' Langley said.

G eg ignored him 'Have you ever seen her before? he asked N chol as.

"No. "

'What about ot her ghosts, or visions?

He hung his head. 'No.'

"What tinme did you get up that norning, N cholas?

' Hal f - past seven.'

"CK. It probably was just fatigue.' He sounded satisfied. '"Alot of squaddies used to suffer from
it in Turkey; amazing what they thought they saw after two or three days w thout sleep. There;
told you | tal ked too nuch about my ol d canpai gns.

Ni cholas smiled tentatively, it didn't seem as though he was nocki ng.

G eg yawned and squinted at his cybofax. When was the last tinme you washed?

"Lunchtinme, just after the I awers finished briefing us about you conducting our interviews.'
Nevin's face split into a huge grin.

"No, Nicholas.' Greg was | abouring against a simlar grin. 'l neant |ast Thursday. Wen was the
last tinme you washed prior to the mnurder?

Bl ood heated his cheeks and ears. 'Just after seven o'clock. Before | went down to supper.'
Nevin frowned and pulled out his cybofax. He muttered an order into it, and scanned the screen
Geg had turned to watch him

' Must have been later than that,' he said in a | ow tone.

Langl ey took the cybofax and | ooked at the data on display.
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Geg joined them the three of them put their heads together, talking quietly.

Ni chol as squirnmed unhappily. He wasn't sure what he'd done wong this time. At least Geg hadn't
accused himof |ying.

"What sort of wash?' Nevin asked.

"A shower. W've all got showers.'

He pointed at the cybofax screen. 'There, see? The back of his hands are as clean as his legs."'
'Yeah, but the particle accunulation on both is quite well established,' Geg said.

‘1" hat doesn't nmean...'

Ni chol as stopped |istening. He renenbered the body scan they gave hi mwhen he arrived at the
station. It was in a white conposite cubicle, simlar to a shower. A sensor, like a brown bulb the
size of his fist, had tel escoped down fromthe ceiling on the end of a waldo arm and slowy
spiralled round his naked body. He had inagined it sniffing |ike a dog. Then there had been the
bl ood tests, the urine sanple; his clothes taken away for exam nation, finger- and palmprints
recorded.

"Did you wash later on?' Geg asked. 'After supper?

"Yes. My hands, a fewtines. | went to the toilet; and we were eating peanuts in Uri's room they
| eave your hands sticky.

"The tinme is wong,' Nevin insisted.

"It's not trenendously reliable,' Langley said grudgingly. 'W can't contest anything with those
results.’

"What is it?" N cholas asked, pleased that he had found the courage from sonewhere.

' The amount of dirt you were carrying on Friday norning is rather low, that's all,' Geg said. He
closed his eyes. 'Tell ne again, what tinme did you have a shower?

"After seven, about quarter-past. W have to be down for supper at hal f-past, you see.

"And you didn't have another shower |ater?

" No. "

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (71 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:19 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

"He's telling the truth.
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"I's there a point of contention? Lisa Collier asked. G eg and Langl ey both | ooked at Jon Nevin
The detective gave the cybofax screen one | ast scan, then snapped the unit shut. ' No.

M

aybe it was the rain, a relentless heavy downpour, which had cleared the reporters fromthe
paverment outside the police station, or maybe the prospect of incurring Julia's wath had put the
fear of God into them

What ever the reason, when G eg drove out of the station gates |ate on Thesday afternoon, there was
only a handful of camera operators in plastic cagoules left to watch him go.

' Thank heavens for that,' Eleanor nmuttered beside him 'I thought they'd put down roots.

He turned up Church Street, and flicked on the headlights. The sun hadn't quite set, but the solid
cl ouds bad snothered Gakhain in a grey penunmbra. Raindrops emitted a wan yellow tw nkle as they

sl ashed through the beans.

"Yeah,' he agreed. 'You had a word with Julia, then?

"Absol utely. You know, it's still hard to associate the girl we know with this denon-nachi nator
bil hionairess all the channels carp on about. | nmean, the Prinme Mnister couldn't call off
reporters like this. They'd all race up to the top of the nearest hill and start screzi m ng about

oppression and press freedom'

"No messing. But then Marchant doesn't own the launch facilities which boost the broadcast
satellite platforms into geosync orbit.'

"There is that.'

Geg glanced over at Cutts Close; lights were shining in all the caravans, dark figures shuffled
across the grass. They hadn't actually retreated then, just regrouped ready for tonorrow

He nudged the EMC Ranger up to thirty-five kilonetres an hour. The rain had driven nost of the
traffic off the roads, leaving a few cyclists pedalling hone, faces screwed up agai nst the spray.
H s neur ohor mone hangover was ebbing, it wasn't as if he had to strain for the interviews. The
Launde
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students had been co-operative, a wel cone change from the hideously antagonistic nullahs in

Thr key.

"What did Julia say about anal ysing the thenmed neurohornones?" he asked.

"No problem we should have the answer sone tine tonorrow. The courier cane and picked the
anpoul es up while you were doing the interviews.' Eleanor gazed blankly at the deserted stalls in
the market square. It was the enpty expressi on she used whenever she was nore irritated than
eshe wanted to admit. 'I had to threaten to call the Hone Office for clearance before he

aut hori zed their rel ease.

"Who, Denzil ?'

"No, one of the detectives in the CU) office.’

"Ch. Tell you, | think Vernon is softening, and Jon Nevin isn't far behind.

"Great.' The tone was biting.

" Not hing pleasant in |ife ever comes cheap.'

She |l et her head loll back on the support cushioning. 'No. As you always tell me. So how did you
get on with the students? Are they all innocent?

He grinned at the double neaning. 'I"'mpretty certain none of themkilled Kitchener. Al though God
knows enough of them had the notive. He's actually slept with all of the girls.'

El eanor gave him a sideways |ook. 'All of thent

'Yeah. Sixty-seven years old; nowthat's the way |I'd like to go.'

"Humm ' Her lips pouted disapprovingly. 'Wich of the students had a notive?

"l sabel Spalvas. She wasn't actually sleeping with Kitchener against her will, but it's bl oody
close. Nicholas Beswick. | feel kind of sorry for him N ce kid, but a bit naive, head in the
clouds type; you know, bright and stupid at the same tine. He's head over heels in love with

| sabel, although |I doubt he's even kissed her yet, they're certainly not |overs.

Fi nding her with Kitchener that night was a nonunental shock, but he adored the old nman too. Un
Pabari m ght have had a notive if he'd known Liz Foxton had slept with Kitchener.'

PETER F. HAM LTON

160

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (72 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:19 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

"But he didn't know?'

"I didn't ask him 1'll have to check.' Geg sagged nentally at the prospect. "And if he didn't
know, he will after that kind of |eading question. Bugger.'

"l thought you said none of the students did it. Wat's the point of asking Un about that?

"Psi isn't an exact science. | can't get up in court and give absolutes, you know that, and |'m
bl oody sure the lawers do. Al | can ever say is that | haven't perceived themgiving me false
answers. But suppose sonebody had an overwhel mi ng notive to kill Kitchener, they m ght just be

able to conceal their guilt fromme, because they don't feel any. Certainly not if | ask them
directly. So | creep up on the fact, by checking the peripheries. They can't |ie about everything
and get away with it, I'Il catch themeventually.

"CK, so are there any other students who have a pl ausi bl e notive?

He kept his eyes firmy on the road. 'One. It's a possible noney notive. That bel ongs to our Mss
Rosette Hardi ng-d arke. Although if anyone at Launde Abbey was due to be nurdered, | would have
put money on it being her.

El eanor perked up. 'This sounds interesting, especially with the way you're trying to crush the
st eeri ng- wheel .

"Yeah, well maybe I"'minmagining it's her neck. Jesus, Eleanor, you've got to neet her to

di sbelieve her. Tell you, how she survived life this long with that attitude of hers is a bl oody
nystery to me. | felt like giving her a damm good snack, but she'd probably only enjoy it.' He
tried to halt that line of thought. No personal involvenment; the first |law Although how anybody
coul d view Rosette di spassionately was beyond him

"But | thought Rosette Harding-C arke was the rich one,' Eleanor said.

'Yeah, so she clains. She is also the pregnant one.'

" Pregnant ?'

He snmiled at the surprise in her voice. 'That's right. And the kid is Kitchener's, or at |east she
clains it is. And she believes it too, which makes inc inclined to believe her. So
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the first thing | want you to check out tonorrow norning is whether Rosette really is as rich as
she says she is. Alot of these so-called aristocrats are worse off than people drawi ng the dole
And we'll need a legal opinion as well, will the kid stand to inherit anything even though it's
not mentioned in the will? Rosette says she won't contest it, but | would have thought the
executors have some sort of obligation to provide for the child."’

"Right.' Eleanor pulled her cybofax out, and | oaded the order into it.

After living in a two-roomchalet for over a decade, the interior of the farnhouse al ways seened
vast. Furniture rattled around, nothing was ever conveniently near to hand.

The buil ders had renovated nost of it before they nmoved in, fixing up the roof tiles, replacing
the rotten floorboards, stripping out the danp plaster, installing new plunmbing and air
conditioning, rewiring. They were lucky to get the work done at all. England's industrial
regeneration neant the building trade was in the nmddle of a boom old factories were being
restored, new ones constructed, housing estates were springing up across the country. There was
very little spare capacity right now, certainly not for refurbishnment jobs in out-of-the-way
villages. But Julia's nanme ensured they were given top priority with the firmthey hired, although
even her clout didn't extend all the way down into the shady | evels of subcontracting. There were
still three roons waiting to be plastered, and the conservatory was a stack of cut and prined wood
sitting on the lawn, ready to be screwed together

El eanor had al ready suggested that he could put it up. As if the groves didn't occupy all his
tinme.

But the farnhouse had definitely acquired that indefinable sense of being hone, the aninal refuge
against a howing Wrld. Returning toit caused a tangi ble wash of relief. He had half expected
sonme reporters to be standing at the entrance to the drive.

The interior had been decorated by a London firm their
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designer working in tandemwth Eleanor, to give an early twentieth-century theme; the country
house of Victorian nobility. Everything was |ight and somehow rustic, curtains and carpets in
pastel shades, the furniture in delicately stained pine. Neoteric donestic systens were all built
into reproduction units. The only nodern setting was the gym filled with black and sil ver
chromed equi pnent .
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When they arrived back fromthe police station, Geg slunped down on a settee in the |ounge and
pointed the renote at the | ong nock-painting of an ei ghteenth-century harvest scene which

di sqgui sed the inert flatscreen. The picture shivered away into a gane show where contestants were
hangi ng upsi de down fromthe studio ceiling on | ong bungee cords; they were bouncing in and out of
|large barrels filled with water, trying to bob apples with their teeth.

He stared at it incredulously for a mnute, then shook his head in weary dismay. M Donesticity,
back honme after a hard day at the office, with the wife bustling round in the kitchen

Except, as usual, his mnd was full with little scraps of information fromthe case, all of them
swirling round in a chaotic vortex, stirred by the witching fingers of inquisitiveness and
intuition in the hope they would settle into some kind of recogni zable pattern. His arny nates had
call ed hi mobsessive. Maybe it could be deened a character flaw, but he could never let go of a
problem He had al nost forgotten how i nvol ved he coul d becone in a case. The worrying thing was,
it felt good. On the chase again. That bastard who had chopped up Kitchener needed to be put away.
El eanor came in with a couple of lagers in tall Scandi navian gl asses. She took one | ook at the
ganme show and switched the flatscreen off. Merry peasants and bal es of hay snoozi ng under a sky of
gol den cl oud reappear ed.

"You weren't watching it,' she said when he protested. 'You were thinking about Kitchener.'

He snagged one of the | agers. ' Yeah.

"You said Rosette was a real bitch,' Eleanor said as she sat down on the settee, wiggling her
shoul ders until she was
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nestled up snugly against him 'Do you really think she would kill the father of her own baby just
for noney?

"No. Now you put it like that, | don't. Tell you though, the one thing those students did have in
comon was the way they idolized Kitchener. That cane through |oud and dear; a couple of them
actually called hima second father. Instinct says it isn't any of them But... it's funny. There

are a lot of things which don't add up, certainly not if it was a teknerc snuff operation.' He put
his armround her, enjoying the warm wei ght pressing into his side.

'The apron,' she said. 'Now that is really strange.'

"That's right. Like you said, why bother with it at all? I can't believe our hypothetical tekrnerc
used it sinply to incrimnate the students. First off, we actually can't inplicate one of them
with it. If they were going to plant evidence why not the knife, some bl oodstai ns?

' Too obvi ous.

' Maybe. But the apron isn't obvious enough. And why spend precious tune starting a fire? | know
covert penetration operations, Christ |'ve been on enough in ny tinme, the cardinal rule is get out
once you've finished, don't loiter.'

"VWhoever it was, they must have been there a while, though. First they had to wait until Kitchener
was al one, then the Bendix was burnt, as well as the neurohornone bioware. It all adds up to a | ot
of tinme spent in the Abbey.'

"Whi ch gives them an even stronger reason to | eave straight after the nmurder,' he countered.
"Every extra minute in the Abbey is one nore minute when they could be discovered. And why use
syntho to kill the bioware in the first place?

'Because it's there, saves carrying a poison in with them'

"Exactly, but how did they know that? It nust have been someone totally famliar with the |lab set-
up, and even then they couldn't have known for sure that there was any syntho avail abl e that
particul ar night. Suppose Kitchener and good ol d Rosette had been infusing heavily? A teknerc
woul d have brought a poison, or nore likely used a maser. Watever the nmethod, it woul d never have
been left to chance.'

"There are all sorts of other chemicals in the | ab, as well
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as the acids, and the heaters,' she said. 'There was bound to be sonething Wiich could kill the

bi oware. Pure chance they used the syntho.'

'Yeah. Could be.' But the junked up thought fragnments refused to qui eten down, he kept seeing
fl ashes of Launde Park, the Abbey, those bl oody |akes, Denzil's data-rich tour, the students'
broken shocked faces. None of them connected in any way.

He took a gulp of the lager; it was col4 enough to nunb the back of his throat. 'But that stil
doesn't explain the tinme they were in the Abbey before the nurder,' he said.

El eanor gave a tiny groan
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"Sorry,' he said quickly. 'W can drop it for the night.'

"And put up with nmoody silences while you' re thinking about it. No thanks. But next time Julia can
definitely go find soneone else. This is Mandel Investigations' |ast case, Gegory.'

He flashed her a smle, squeezing her tighter. 'No nessing.'

'So what about the tine?" She sipped at her own | ager

Wiy wait until Rosette and |Isabel left Kitchener? A tekmerc wouldn't care about snuffing them as

well, in fact it would even be beneficial fromthe mssion's point of view ~ |ess people to spot
him | eaving, raise the alarm’
"But they were a conplication, Geg. Killing three people in one roomwould be risky. Certainly

one of them would nanage to shout.'

"Maybe. But it would nean he had to wait sonewhere inside the Abbey for hours. No teknerc would do
that, the exposure risk is too great. And in any case, it inplies he knew Rosette woul d | eave
Kitchener alone for a while.'

' Everyone knew she was an i nsomni ac.

"Her friends, yes. But how woul d anyone el se know?'

' Good question.' She leant forward and rescued her cybofax fromthe coffee table. 'There's a
coupl e of other points. Amanda Paterson and | spent the afternoon chasing up English Tel ecom' She
started reading the data on the cybofax screen. 'The only datalinks fromthe Abbey on Thursday
were the three we've accounted for: Nicholas and
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CNES, Rosette and Oxford University, and Kitchener hinself, he was plugged into Caltech, over in
Anerica. On top of that there were twenty-one phone calls made from cybof axes; two of themwere
Ms Mayberry's, the housekeeper, one of her hel pers nade anot her, then Rosette made ni ne, Ceci
made a couple, so did Liz, N cholas and |sabel both nade one each, the other three were al

Ki tchener's.

Amanda and another detective are calling the nunbers and confirming the calls were vocal. W

t hought soneone coul d have plugged a cybofax into one of the Abbey's termnals, the bit rate would
be substantially | ower, but you could still use it to squirt a virus into the Bendi x.

'Yeah, assuming it was done on Thursday. There's nothing to prevent you fromloading the virus a
mont h ago, and putting it on a tine-delay activation.'

She gave him a di sappointed | ook. 'W had to start somewhere.'

'Yeah, sure. Sorry. But nobody's going to renenber a phone call froma nonth or half a year ago.'
"I know, but what else can we do?

"Nothing, it was only ever a very long shot, closing off options. | can't see anyone wanting to
wi pe the Bendix until after Kitchener was dead, not if the object was to destroy his work. To wi pe
it when he was alive would be counterproductive, he would be able to recreate his equations or
what ever, and you'd alert himto the security problem And if it was | oaded a nonth ago, how did
they know the timng, or when the students would stop accessing it. No, I'"'msure it must have been
done fromwithin the Abbey after he was killed, that's the only scenario that makes sense.'’
"You're probably right. Anyway, while Amanda was runni ng down the phone calls, | checked with RAF
Cottesnore about the weather conditions on Thursday. There were winds up to a hundred kil onetres
an hour locally that night, some gusts reached a hundred and twenty Here is their squirt.'
"Bugger.' He put down the | ager and | ooked at the neteorol ogi cal data which the cybofax was

di spl ayi ng. The purple and bl ue cl oudforns of the weather radar inage were super-
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i mposed over a map of Rutland; pressure and wind velocity/ direction captions flashed across it.
"Can you fly a microlight in that?' El eanor asked.

"Not a chance. Even high level would be risky; lowlevel with the nmicrobursts you'd get in the
Chater vall ey, inpossible.

She rubbed his arm 'Couldn't they ;ust bike in and out?

"It's four kilonetres to Launde fromthe A47 by the strai ghtest possible route, eight there and
back. The trip there would be in the mddle of a hurricane, with a diversion round Loddi ngton to
be sure they weren't sighted, and carrying enough gear to nelt through the security system You
woul dn't catch ne trying to do it.'

"But it could be done?' she persisted.

"Theoretically, yeah, an inertial guido would place you within a couple of centinmetres. But that
terrain, well, you sawit.

'Yes.' She gave himback the glass of lager, and curled her legs up, resting her head on his
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shoul der.

He felt the kiss on the bottomof his jaw, then she was rubbing her cheek against his. Up and
down, slowy. "You're all tensed up,' she murnmured in his ear. 'You won't solve anything |ike
that .’

For a nonent he thought of pulling away. But only for a nonent. Besides, she was right, he
woul dn't settle it tonight.

The bedroom overl ooked the reservoir's southern prong, a long dark stretch of water with its

wavel ets and gently withing curlicues of nmist. Walls and furniture were silky white; vases,
picture frames, curtains, sheets, and the bedposts were all coloured in shades of blue; the oaken
f1 oorboards snoot hed down and waxed until they resenbled a ballroomfl oor

None of that really mattered, not the surroundings, just the bed, with Eleanor. dad in black silk
and | ace, naked, provocative, sensual, denmanding, submi ssive, thick red hair foam ng down over her
shoul ders. She possessed a nyri ad
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sexual traits, conbinations ever-changing, naeking each tinme different, unique.

The only light cane fromthe bonfire on the opposite shore, a distant orange gli mer, barely
enough to show him her outline. He undid the bows and buttons of her nightdress, licking at the
flesh which was exposed tasting the salt tang of danmp skin, the heat of arousal

Enbraced by the warnth and folds' of shadow he had | earned to cast off reticence, taking his |ead
fromher. Eleanor didn't care, wasn't ashaned. Maybe ranpancy was a gift of youth, or just part of
her nature. So he was free to lose hinself in the feast of sensuality, the feel of her body. Long
power ful |egs wapped round him big breasts wei ghed down his hands. He sucked on an erect nipple,
caressed her belly. A tiny neurohornone secretion showed himher body's reactions, which action
brought the greatest rapture. The material world faded to dream sil houettes, revealing Eleanor's
nerve strands alive with neon-blue Iight, her naked excitement. He slid inside her, a drawn-out
penetrati on acconpani ed by her

fervid groan, and joined her at the centre of that blazing aninal euphoria.

But afterwards intuition, or possibly plain confusion, played hell inside his skull and he
couldn't let go of the case. He lay back on the crunpl ed sheeting, hands behind his head, staring
up at the shivers of firelight on the ceiling. Snapshots of Launde, the students, Kitchener

police reports, they all chased across his consciousness in endl ess procession, sharp-edged and

i nsi stent.

"So much for ny prowess,' Eleanor grunbled softly.

"I thought you were asleep.’

" No. "

"Sorry.’

"This really has got you bothered, hasn't it?" She sounded nore concerned than annoyed. 'You were
never so intense about a case before, at l|east not since |I've known you.'

He rolled on to his side, his face centinmetres from hers.
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Warm breat h gusted over his cheeks. 'Tell you, what | don't understand, what's really got ne
beaten, is why bother?

"What do you nean?

"What is the point of murdering an old man in such a grotesque fashion? Even if one of the
students had nmurdered Kitchener, it wouldn't be like that. You' ve read the state-. nents, what
happened when they found him They were having fits. And | don't blane them that hol ogram was bad
enough. |'mbloody sure | couldn't do it, not like that. A nmaser beam through the brain, quick and
cl ean, yes. But who could do that to soneone el se? Like Cecil Cameron said, it was one sick
fucker.'

' Sick enough for you to perceive with your espersense?

"I woul d have thought so. That's one of the reasons | want to visit Liam Bursken tonorrow, so
know what nental characteristics to | ook out for.

"Urgh.' She shivered slightly. 'You're welcome to him Even in the kibbutz we heard about him'
'Yeah, he was notorious enough. But he was nmad. He didn't have a reason for killing. Sonebody had
a reason for killing Kitchener. And a lot of preparation went into it. But | just don't understand
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why the tekmerc used that method

It can't be an attenpt to throw us off the scent, because even the police were convinced it wasn't
one of the students. And that was before ny interviews backed up their alibis. So why bother? Wy
not just send a sniper into Launde Park on a clear night? It doesn't nake any sense!'’

Her forefinger traced a line fromthe corner of his eye to his nouth. He sucked the tip gently.
"Like you said; this teknerc is good,' Eleanor said. 'The snuff was done this way for a purpose.
W don't have all the facts yet, that's why it seens so weird.

' Yeah. Paradox alley, and no nessing.' He frowned, trying to renenber some scrap of conversation
word associ ation was involved. 'Hey, do you know what CTCs are?

"Aren't they the things which hel ped to screw up the ozone?

"l don't think that's what he neant.

A QUANTUM MURDER

El eanor's finger had reached his chin, she tickled his stubble. 'Wo?

" Ni chol as Beswi ck.'

" The wi npy one?

"He's not winpy, just very innocent. You'd probably Iike him Trigger your naternal instinct.'
She made a fist and rapped on his sternum ' Chauvinist!'

"Parental instinct, then. | went easy on him anything el se would have seened |ike bullying. It
was |i ke coaxing answers out of a ten-year-old.'

"But you were hard enough to be sure it wasn't him'

'Ch yeah, no roomfor anbiguity... except, the sensor data was questionable.’

"I'n what way?

'"He said he had a shower about quarter-past seven Thursday evening. And the police gave hima scan
at nine o'clock the next norning. He was still quite clean. H's body ought to have picked up nore
dirt than it did in that period."'

"How reliable is that kind of scan?

"It's not the scan, that's perfect; if the body has any contam nants, the sensor will detect them
Vernon told ne afterwards they could never take the dirt accwnul ation record into court, because
no one could say how nuch dirt he would have picked up in that tine, not with any degree of
certainty. There are far too nany variabl es; where he was, how active he was, how dirty his sheets
are, even if his clothes picked up a static charge. They are all contributory factors. But as a
general rule of thumb, it should have been nore.

"Did he Iie about the tine of the shower?

" No. "

"So he didn't wash off the bl oodstains?

"No. Actually, he was one of the students who did touch Kitchener. But Cecil Caneron confirns
that, it's in his statenent. So that's not in question.'

"Hui nm' She placed her hand pal m down on his chest and began to stroke him noving in an
expanding circle. 'Wat does your intuition say?

He |l eant closer and kissed the end of her nose. 'Nothing.

PETER F. HAM LTON

Not a bl oody thing. You were right. W need nore infornation.

"In the norning.'

He slipped his hands round her hips, squeezing the taut curve of her buttocks. 'No nessing.'

T

he next norning began with a break in the rainclouds. Only a few inmmbile strips of cirrus were

| eft crouched over the eastern horizon, fluoresced a pale saffl~on by the rising sun. According to
t he channel weathercasts, the next stornfront would arrive by teatine.

The A47 into Peterborough was even nore snarled up than

usual . Scooters were in the majority, the city's norning shifts

on their way to work, riding up to four abreast in the spaces between juggernauts, vans, and
conmpany buses. They were used to the traffic, Eleanor wasn't. By the time she reached the section
of road which ran al ongside the Ferry Meadows estuary she was shouting at the three riders keeping
station two netres ahead of their bonnet The glittery red and blue netallic helnets with their

bl ack visors remai ned unnoved by her diatribe, easily anticipating the surges of the nethane-
powered van in front of them braking snoothly. In conmparison she seened to be hopping forwards

i ke a kangaroo. A steady stream of cyclists zipped by on the inside. Infuriating.

Thirteen years ago the raised land to the north of the estuary had been a mix of open countryside
and pl easant woodl and. Th, elve years ago it had been swanped by a slum zone of shanty housing the
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i ke of which Europeans had only ever seen in 'casts fromthe Third Wrld. Now it was a solid
cliff of whitewashed apartnent blocks, |ong bal conies dribbling fronds of colourful vegetation
fromclay pots, washing hanging on |ines between support arches. Solar-cell roofs glinted brightly
in the norning sun

Bel ow t he concrete enbanknent the tide was going out, leaving long stains of mlk-chocol ate nud

vi si bl e above the sluggish water. A line of artificial stone islands was strung out across the two-
kilonetre width of the estuary, the eddy turbine barrage, creating vast, slow noving whirlpools in
each gap.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
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The first tinme she had ever come to Peterborough - the first tinme she had ever been to any city -
she had acconpani ed Geg along the sane route, visiting the sane person. Even two years on, the

di fference was pronounced. More traffic, nore people, nore urgency, less tolerance. It was all due
to Julia. Event Horizon's arrival had tweaked the city's dynami c econony into overdrive. After ten
years of copious growth and financial exuberance Peterborough still hadn't lost its Frontiersville
verve. Everybody was on overtime, chasing inpossible directives. And they seened to thrive on the
conpul si ve achi ever atnosphere.

My God, is this what regeneration is bringing us back to? Traffic janms and yuppi es?

At | east none of the vehicles was burning petrol. Not even Julia could take that short cut. Energy
generation and supply was becom ng a probl em again, countryw de. Wrldw de, fromwhat the 'casts
said. Solar cells sinply couldn't neet industrial demands, coal was out of the question. Hydro
dans were one possibility for England, given the increased rainfall, but the country's chronic

| and shortage all but ruled themout. Tidal barrages were a viable option, but they were big,

their construction time could be anything up to a decade. Engl and needed the electricity now.

Pet er borough had its eddy turbines in addition to its quota fromthe bel eaguered Nati onal Comrerce
Gid, but even that fell well below the | evel demanded by Event Horizon, the konbinates, and the
pl ethora of smaller |ight-engineering conmpanies nesting in the suburbs.

El eanor couldn't think how Julia intended to power the

- tower and cyber-precincts she was beginning out at Prior's Fen. It couldn't be fusion; the
JET5 reactor at Cull ham had passed the break-even point a year ago, but comercial applications
were still seven or eight years away, and | ooked like being at |east as expensive as fission
Perhaps Julia was planning to ship it in using old oil tankers converted to carry gi ga-conductor
cells. They could be charged up in equatorial ports; the power would be there if she spread a few
hundred square kil onetres of solar cells over the new deserts in Africa
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and Asia. Her Prior's Pen project was certainly pitched at that sort of nacro-scale.

The channel breakfast newscasts had devoted a lot of time to reports of Julia pouring the first
footings of her new headquarters buil ding. Eleanor and Greg had watched it in bed, eating toast
and sipping tea, enjoying the quiet period of togetherness. Because she damm well knew it woul d be
the only one they'd get today.

The traffic began to quicken, her three helnmeted outriders opening sone di stance. She drove past
the entrance to the MIton park estate. Normally she used it as a short cut into Bretton, but at
this time of day she would have to fight her way through the traffic in the Park Farmindustria
precinct. Quicker to stick to the trunk road.

A conmet's tail of red brake lights flared up ahead.

Bretton was a hive of construction activity. Neglected through the PSP decade as the vivaci ous new
devel opnents flourished in what had once been the green belt, it was now back in demand with
property devel opers despite its strategically disadvantaged position sitting between Mickl ands
Wod and Walton. Housing and industrial units tussled for space in old parkiands, streets were
parking yards for the lorries of various building contractors.

El eanor parked behind a | ow | oader carrying a pair of factory-new dunper carts. The first thing
she m ssed were the children. Bretton used to be swarming with them

Rounded up and carted off to school, nost likely. And a good thing too. There was so rmuch catching
up to do. The one thing she always regretted was not having a formal education; all the kibbutz
had gi ven her was the basic reading, witing, arithnetic, and databasing | essons, then they put
her straight into animal husbandry courses. She had enjoyed themat the tinme, because it neant
that for three nights a week she went into OGakhamto the sixth-formcollege. Two hour, just
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sitting down and not having to work. Heaven

The adult courses, or at |east getting out of the Kkibbutz
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and seeing there were alternative ways to live, had planted the seeds of rebellion which
ultimately resulted in neeting Greg that night two years ago. She knew all she needed to run the
groves with Geg, although she still toyed with the idea of going back and picking up some nore
qualifications. One of those warm m sty daydreans which helped life slip down a little easier, a
what !'f which was slightly nore than idle fantasy. Now, of course, education for children was a
New Conservative priority, and a real one, not just a nmanifesto declaration. One of the reasons
for the current bout of inflation was the anount of noney the Treasury had to print to pay for
repai ring schools and providing themw th up-to-date equipnment. So Julia always said. But then it
was Julia who was so insistent that total education be inplenmented as soon as possible.

Only because she needs conputer literates to work in her cyber-factories. And what Julia wanted,
Mar chant granted, so went the opposition chant. And why am | being so cynical this norning?

"You were dead ten paces ago,' a gravelly female voice said in her ear

El eanor turned. It was Suzi

The Trinities girl only came up to the base of Eleanor's neck; she was slimto the point of
androgyny, with spiked purple hair and a bony face. She wore a pair of tight black jeans, and a
brown singlet under a new | eat her biker jacket which had the Trinities synbol stanped on the right
br east

- a fist closed round a thorn cross, drops of blood falling. Her age was inpossible to pin down,
though Greg said she was in her md-twenties. In a girlie sutmmer frock she could have passed for
fifteen.

She was grinning up at El eanor.

"l saw you skul ki ng about as soon as | got out of the Ranger,' Eleanor said, making it as
condescendi ng as possible. 'l just didn't want to hurt your ego, that's all."’

" Bol | ocks!"®

El eanor | aughed, and scrupulously refrained fromruffling Suzi's hair. For all her butch swagger
Suzi could get very touchy about her |ack of centinetres.
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She had net the Trinities girl back when Greg took his first Event Horizon case. It was her first,
and please God | ast, experience of hardlining. Both of them had been hurt during the nission

al t hough Suzi had suffered by far the worst injuries.

El eanor still wasn't quite sure if they were friends; Suzi had a very frugal social behaviour
pattern. Re'ationship wasn't a word or concept which featured heavily in an urban predator's
mental |exicon. But there was certainly a degree of respect, which was a big step; non-urban-
predators were universally regarded with conplete contenpt.

"What have you cone for?' Suzi asked as they wal ked up the sl ope towards the Mickl ands Wod
estate.

‘"l need to have a rap with Royan.'

' Yeah?'

El eanor grinned at the blatant curiosity. 'Geg's working on a case again.
"No shit. | thought you weren't going to | et himdo that

agam'

"l wasn't. But Julia asked himto.'

Suzi chuckl ed delightedly. 'Christ, that girl bypasses their brains and plugs directly into their
balls. What's she got that | haven't?

"Ten trillign pounds and a nedieval virgin princess's hairstyle.'

They | aughed toget her.

As they approached the housing estate Suzi drew a | arge Luger maser pistol froma shoul der

hol ster, carrying it quite openly.

Muckl ands Wbod al ways rem nded El eanor of old Soviet-style cities in the last century. It was a
cultural and architectural throwback to prudent realism |ow cost council housing, the PSP s
contribution to the refugee crisis, a magnet for the underclass who couldn't hope to get into one
of the overseasfunded projects. Rich with the nutrients that bred resentnment, the starkness and
dejection of lives condemed to the dole.

Fifteen identical tower-blocks, twenty storeys high, sheer concrete walls hidden beneath a scale
of cheap, |ow efficiency

PETER F. HAM LTON
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sol ar panels. Crushed |inmestone covered the ground around them sticky with a tar of mud; weeds
and nettles grew in defiant clunps, the only vegetation. A few small single-storey workshops had
been built by the council, earnarked for PSP skill-training projects. But they were all enpty
shell's, burnt out, breeze-block walls already alarm ngly concave; another couple of years would
see entropy and vandal i smreduce themto rubble.

El eanor always hated coming to Mucklands. It infected aspirations and dignity |ike a cancer. You
could never rise out of Muicklands, you could only fight. The Trinities exploited that ruthlessly.
She caught glinpses of people |urking anong the workshops, wal ki ng between the towers. Al urban
predator types, |eather jeans, canouflage jackets, and AK carbi nes. Even though she had a
Trinities card, she always called in advance, waited until there was soneone to escort her in.
"Do the kids here go to school ?' she asked Suzi

'Yeah. Father makes sure they do. It's a pain, sone of 'em make good scouts. Wio's gonna suspect a
ni ne-year - ol d?

"You'll cope.

Suzi gave her a glumlook. 'l know what you're thinking. Get "emout, fill "emwth snarts, break
the poverty cycle.'

"I hat's right.'

"Brilliant. Then who's going to carry on the fight?

The fight against their nenmesis the Blackshirts was everything for the Trinities, the reason for
their existence. Blackshirts were the remants of the People's Constables with whomthey had
fought a running war for nearly a decade al ong Peterborough's cluttered frantic streets. And the
two were still fighting as if nothing had changed, as if the PSP was still in power. There were
too many dead, too many old scores to settle.

"You can't fight for ever,' Eleanor said, knowing it was a waste of time. Trinities lived for
conbat, lived for death. It was sequenced into their genes now, unbreakabl e.

"Try ne," Suzi grow ed dangerously.

*
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Two guards stood outside the tower's door, saluting sharply as Suzi wal ked t hrough. El eanor didn't
even feel a reflex laugh comng on, it was too sad. The inside of the tower was kept meticul ously
cl ean, a sharp contrast to the external atrophy.

Suzi knocked once on the door of the old warden's flat and went straight in. The far end of the
roomwas lined with dil api dated netal desks supporting a range of communi cation gear; siXx
Trinities, all girls, were operating the systems. Seven flatscreens were fixed to the wall above
them showi ng i mages fed from caneras which had to be perched on the top of the towers. Five of

t hem di spl ayed a panoram ¢ view of Mick-lands Wod, scanning slowmy; while the remaining two were
zoonmed in on Walton, two kil onetres away on the other side of the A5, a dense conurbation of
rooftops and chi meys, interspaced with the tapering tops of evergreen pines. The quagmire of the
Fens basin was just visible in the background, a grubby brown plain vanishing into the distorted
haze |ine which occluded the horizon

Walton was to the Blackshirts what Mickl ands was to the Trinities: headquarters, barracks,
recruiting ground, arnoury, police and public no-go zone. Both areas were resented by the rest of
the city. Even the reserve of gratitude people felt for the Trinities, in their role as foca
point for |ocal opposition to the PSP, had withered to nothing over the |last four years.

Pet er borough's residents wanted the guerrilla war stopped, wanted to be rid of the urban
predators, wanted to get on with their lives without the constant threat of violence and anarchy
hovering in the background. The city council was already tal king of inplenmenting a clanmpdown,
maybe even sending in the arnmy to flush Mickl ands and Walton cl ean of undesirables.

El eanor knew it would never end that way. You couldn't drive the Trinities and Bl ackshirts any
further underground.

Long before any clean-out operation finished the bureaucracystultified preparation phase the two
of themwould have it out, head to head, straight on, putting everything they'd got into one fina
hardl i ne strike.
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The communi cati on gear operatives were emtting a constant murnur as they talked into their throat
m kes, occasionally switching the flatscreens to different caneras. It |ooked like a very

pr of essi onal operation.

The instigator of it all sat at a desk behind the operators,
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command position. Teddy La Croix, an ex-English arnmy sergeant whomthe Trinities had naned Fat her,
swivelled round in his chair and grinned broadly. He seenmed to get bigger each tinme she nmet him
easily two netres tall, with at least two-thirds of his bodywei ght nmade up from nuscl e, probably
nore, she couldn't inmagine anything as soft and vul nerabl e as human organs being a part of Teddy's
make up. Biolumlight glinted dully on the dark ebony skin of his bald scalp. He was dressed in
his usual conbat fatigues, cleaned and ironed as though they had only been out of the laundry for
an hour.

Boa constrictor arnms circled round her, and he gave her a hug, kissing her cheek. 'Goddam, gal
you finally did it, you left himand ran away to ne.'

"Stop it,' she giggled and sl apped at his shoulder. 'I"'mlegally hitched to himtill death do us
part, you were at the wedding. So behave yourself.

He gave a theatrical sigh and put her down. 'You're |ooking good, Eleanor.

' Thanks.'

They stood and | ooked at each other for a |ong nonment. Teddy was one of Geg's ol dest friends;
they had both served together back in Thrkey. She had been secretly thrilled at gaining Teddy's
trust; approval like that cane hard, but it brought her orbit just that fraction closer to Geg's.
"What's that?' She pointed to his left hand. It was covered in a thin flexible foam of bl ue dernal
seal .

"Bit of extra-parliamentary action couple o' days back

Not hi ng bad.

El eanor heard Suzi's soft snort. She could guess just how fierce it had been

"Ch, Teddy.'

He rolled his eyes. 'Yeah, yeah, | know. I'Il be careful.’

"That' Il be the day.'

4
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He put his armround her shoul der, and wal ked to the back of the room away fromthe

communi cations operators. 'Tell ne sonething. You' re here to see Royan, right?

"Yes.'

" Special visit, comi ng by yourself. This sone sort o' deal Greg's working on?" He sat on the edge
of a wooden table covered in maps and thick folders, resting his buttocks on the edge. The |egs
let out little creaks of stress.

"Yes?

Teddy's expression turned serious, forbidding. 'He's outta that, gal. He's got the farm he's got
you. You got a job now, you gotta keep himout. He's nade it, clean free. Qutta all this shit.'
She put a hand on his forearm 'No hardlining, Teddy. | wouldn't let himdo that again, you know I
woul dn't. This is just a case for Julia. It's puzzling, and it's ever so slightly bloody weird,
but it's nothing physical. OK?

Teddy worried at his front teeth with a fingernail. 'Julia?

The tone was indeci sive.

'Yes. She needs his espersense.’

'There's other psychics. This thenmed shit they's shovelling out these days.

' Name one as good as Geg.'

"Yeah,' he growmed. 'Well, you tell that rich bitch fromne, it's her ass if anything happens to
Geg.' Hs eyebrows lifted in enphasis. 'O you.

She stood on tiptoes and planted a kiss on his forehead. 'You're gorgeous.

"Jesus, shit.

Was he actually bl ushing?

"What is this flicking case, anyway? Cotta be heavy duty shit for her to ask in the first place.
Last time we rapped, she's as hot as me for Geg to quit.'

" Edward Kitchener. She needs to know who killed him'

' The physics guy? Wy?

'He was working on sonething for her.' She put her hands up in surrender. 'Don't ask nme what. |
don't understand a word of it.'

"Yeah, well, | can see why you u~ed to rap with Son. Crap
PETER P. HAM LTON
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like that, right up his alley. Now don't you go tie up all his capacity, we need himtoo, nore'n
ever right now'
Her |ips turned down. 'Teddy...'
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"No choice, gal.' He waved at the two screens covering Walton. 'Fucking Party's craming like ants
down there. Soneone gotta stonp on "em Don't see no police doing it. O this new flicking wonder
government we got lunmbered with. You ask Julia, you don't believe ne. Three o' her factories hit
by thermal bonbs this nonth, not five klicks fromhere.'

She nodded weakly. Trinities and Blackshirts; it was all a far nore deadly version of the
appanuchi ks and I nquisitors game, a ganme with no rules, nor tine Iimt, nor physical boundary. She
knew from bitter experience that it wasn't sonething which could be solved by police, the due
process of law;, Greg's |ast Event Horizon case had shown her that. In that respect the world
terrified her, there was too nmuch subterranean activity; too rmuch hi dden from public view Dark
circuitry wiring sublimnal power shifts. Ignorance could be a blissful thing, alnost enviable.

He patted her gently. 'Don't you fret so, gal. You ain't got the face for it. Now then, been too

| ong, you gona stop by nore often.’

"You know where the farmis, Teddy. 1'd like you to cone and see it sonme tinme. Stay over for a few
ni ghts. You know how nuch Greg would |l ove that.'
"Turtle out of its shell, gal.' He glanced about the room taking his time, as if he hadn't seen

it for a while, checking to see that everything was in its proper place. "Sides, won't be here
much longer.' H's voice dropped to a dol eful whisper. '"Not long now | can feel it coning, gal

i ke summer heat. Ain't nobody got no resliect for the Trinities no nore. Tinme was, you could wal k
down any street in this town, and you'd get treated |like a superhero. Well, that tinme's over now.
But we know what we gona do 'fore we go. Bibles in hand, AKs prined, yes sir. W ain't gonna turn
tail now. Gonna finish what we started. Gonna finish those Card Carrying Sons of bitches, gonna
finish them but good.'
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“I'l1l give this a mss,' Suzi said when the Iift opened on the tower's top floor

"There's nothing that ultra-hush about it,' Eleanor protested.

"Nah, "sail right. 1'll be downstairs when you want out.' She pressed the button for the ground
floor, forcing Eleanor to hop out. The lift doors slid shut, cutting off Suzi's wave and wol fi sh
grin; and any chance to argue.

El eanor thought she knew the real reason. Julia's Austrian clinic had been good, repairing all the
physi cal damage both of them had suffered. But the nenories of its infliction were hard to
suppress. Royan could act as an all too potent reni nder

The corridor was narrow, w ndow ess. A long ceiling-nounted biolumstrip, with an em ssion
decaying into the green edge of the spectrum lit her way. She stopped outside 206, and knocked.
Qoi opened the door, a fifteen-year-old Oriental girl in a blue silk robe. She bowed deeply.

"Pl easure to see you again, Mss Eleanor.' Her voice was hi gh-pitched and scratchy.

El eanor followed her into the tiny hail, as always slightly unconfortable at Royan's conbi nation
nurse and guardi an angel. The door to the lounge slid open, and Qoi ushered her through, doll-Ilike
face smling politely.

The air was hot, saturated with a snmell of vegetation that was al nost fungal, a dozen braids of
flower perfune clotted together. Long plant troughs were laid out on the floor, hosting a fabul ous
collection of flowers, vivid primary col ours shining under the glare of the ceiling's Solaris
spots. Little wheel ed robots roaned anong them they |ooked as if they had been cobbl ed toget her
out of a dozen different cyberttiy kits by soneone working froma very distant menory of a cartoon-
channel mechanoi d. Forks, copper watering roses, and secateurs protruded with no sense of
rational e.

One wall was conpletely obscured by the glass bricks of ancient television screens, renoved from
their cases and bolted into a grid of nmetal struts. They were all switched on, showing a nultitude
of channel 'casts and data sheets. A
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broad workbench was piled high with gear nodul es, parts of gear nodul es, individual conponents,
circuit boards, pieces of nechanical junk; two big waldo arns stood silent sentry duty at each
end.

A canmera on an alum niumtripod foll owed her cautious

steps round the troughs. It acted as Royan's eyes, fibre-optic cable plugged into the black nodem
bails in his eye sockets

He was sitting on a netallic green nineteen-fifties dentist's chair in the centre of the room
Sitting wasn't quite the right word: propped up, wedged in by cushions. Royan had no | egs or arnms;
pl astic cups covered the end of each stunp, axon splices, trailing nore fibre-optic cables to
banks of 'ware cabinets next to the bench. Hs torso was covered by a white T-shirt spotted with
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food stains down the front.

G eg had told her Royan was a victimof the People's Constables, a street riot years ago. He'd
been there the night it happened, although he never went into details. Despite his youth and
agility Royan just hadn't been fast enough to escape the builwhips of the Constables as they
charged the protesters. He had been badly burnt, too, in the cascade of nolotovs which foll owed.
Every tme she cane, she thought she'd be immune to the sight of him exposure building up a
protective crust around her enotions. Every tine he affected her just as badly as the first.

Col dness flickered through her, dendritic frost fingers tw sting up her stomach

The i mages and datasheets on the ol d tel evision tubes vani shed, replaced by netre-high green

| etters which noved right to left across the wall, delineation frequently interrupted by the

i ndi vi dual screen rins.

H , ELEANOR, YOU LOOK LOVELY LOVELY LOVELY TODAY

"Hello, flatterer. Wat have you been up to then?' She spoke fairly loud, trying not to nmake it
obvi ous; slow clear words al ways made her think of the way people addressed the retarded. Royan
was anything but. H's audi o nerves were about the only genui ne sensory input he retained,
everything el se was el ectronic, enhanced by the nodul es he had gradual | y cocooned hinself in. Cear
had becone his interest, his
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obsession, his speciality. H's conprehension of 'ware systens was probably equivalent to a degree,
G eg reckoned, maybe even better. H s hands-on experience was total, he had to learn sinply to
survive, and he had nothing else to do but learn, sit passively and absorb the bytes fl ow ng
through the country's datanets, day after day after day. And once he had mastered his art, he
returned to the fray with a vengeance, fuelled by a cold nal evol ent hatred whose conpul sive power
only Greg could fully perceive. He becane Son to the other Trinities, their digital oracle, a
passi ve presence backing up each canpaign with the smartest intelligence data, tracing Bl ackshirt
positions and strength through every nmenory core in the city and beyond, exposing them wherever
they were hiding.

BEEN OUT DANCI NG SURFBOARDI NG CYCLI NG THE USUAL.

"l brought you these,' she said, and pulled the envel ope of seeds out of her jeans pocket.
"They're orchids, Ludisia discolor, they've got red | eaves and a white flower. | think you'll like
them'

Hs lips parted to reveal a few bucked yell ow teeth

THANKS THANKS THANKS.

Qoi stepped forwards and took the envel ope, bowi ng slightly.

Greg al ways brought bits and pieces of gear for him but she preferred cuttings or seeds. He went
to a lot of trouble nurturing his little garden, there wasn't an unhealthy plant anywhere.

After Qoi disappeared into the kitchen El eanor ducked round a hangi ng basket of pink begonias, and
sat herself in a plain oak adniral's chair.

COFFEE???

"Please.’ It was part of the visit ritual

One of the robots trundled over, a pot of coffee resting on its flat top. She poured herself a
cup. It tasted perfect.

YOU LOXK TI RED.

"I've been working.' Mre disapproval slipped into her tone than she intended.

ON THE FARM?

PETER F. HAM LTON

'No. Mandel I|nvestigations got haul ed out on a case.'

JULIA JULIA JULIA. HAS TO BE. GREG WOULDNT DO

I T FOR ANYONE ELSE

' You' ve been peeping.'

NO. | KNOW YQU ALL TOO WELL. My FRI ENDS. |

WATCHED JULI A ON THE CHANNELS THI S MORNI NG

A Bl LLI ONAI RESS POURI NG CONCRETE, FUNNY FUNNY

FUNNY | WATCH HER EVERY DAY, YOU KNOW SHE' S

NEVER OFF

"l know. She could nmake another fortune if she charged the newscast progranmes an appearance fee.
SHE' S PRELITYPRET1YPRE7TY~ JUSTLI KE YOU. LUCKY LUCKY LUCKY ME. i WD PRELTIEST G RLS I N THE COUNTRY
ARE My FRI ENDS

She took another sip, surprised to find herself rel axing.

"Aren't you going to ask nme why |I'm here?' she asked slyly.
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I KNOW VWHY. HE WANTS SOVETHI NG, SO HE SENT YOU HE KNOWS |'M A SUCKER SUCKER SUCKER FOR A BEAUTI FUL
GRL. | AMTOO

"W had to split up, actually. There's a lot of ground to cover today.'

VWHAT' S THE CASE?

"The Kitchener nmurder.' She started giving hima review of the data they'd amassed. As far as she
could tell he was listening attentively, certainly the vaguely eerie lettering faded fromthe
screens, a sure sign of contenplation. The session wasn't turning out as enotionally arduous as
she had been expecti ng.

The trick was to block out the rest of his life, the daily horror of eating, crapping, peeing, the
pai n spasns whi ch convul sed himevery few hours. Pretend everything stopped when she wasn't there,
that all he did was neet visitors who brought himgossip and problens he could gain a neasure of
satisfaction fromsolving. It was weak of her to think like that, craven, but it was the only way
she could get through. The suffering he went through was a tragedy on an epic scale.

IF I T WASN' T THE STUDENTS, AND IT WASN' T A TEKMERC SNUFF DEAL, THEN WHO WHO WHO DUNNNNNI T?
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'CGood question. | didn't say a teknmerc definitely wasn't involved; but they certainly didn't drive
in, and they didn't fly in either. O course, we're not ruling out the possibility that soneone
yonped in, but Geg says he doesn't think it's likely.'

| FHE SAYS | TDI DNTHAPPEN, | TDI DN TDI DN TDI DN' T

'He says he's not sure.'’

Royan's rucked snile appeared again. WHAT DO YOU THI NK???

"I think it would have been absolutely inpossible for anyone to walk in and out of the Chater
vall ey that evening. It was bad enough driving our EMC Ranger in yesterday. Launde Abbey is very

i solated.'

| BELI EVE YOU. WHAT DO YOU WANT ME TO DO?

She put down the enpty coffee-cup and held up her cybofax. '1've brought the schematics for the
Abbey's security system | need to know if it is possible for soneone to burn through, enter the
Abbey, and then get out again afterwards wi thout raising the alarm The police forensic team say
it was conpl etely undi sturbed."'

One of the '"ware nmodul es on the top of the bench et out a small bl eep. Wien she turned, blue and
green LEDs were wi nking on the front of the scuffed grey plastic casing.

SQUI RT THE BYTES OVER. NO NO NO PROBLEM FOR ME

She pointed the cybofax at the nodul e and keyed a squirt.

GOT I T I'LL START LOOKI NG FOR A WAY THROUGH. SHOULD HAVE AN ANSWER BY THI S AFTERNOON.

"Fine.' Eleanor slipped the cybofax into her back pocket.

"Can you also find out if any hotrod was contracted to supply

thi s hypothetical burn virus?

I"LL ASK. M GHT NOT GET A HUNDRED %88880 ACCURATE ANSVER. |F IT WAS DONE, THE WRI TER WON' T BE
ADVERTI SI NG

'Have you heard of anyone asking for a virus like this?

NO NO NO. CROSS HEART

"CK,, final point; Geg thinks it would be useful to know
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what sort of runmours are floating about. Ask around the circuit, find out what people think
Kitchener was working on for Julia, whether they even knew he was working for Julia; and also, did
Ki t chener owe nobney to anyone?'

HE WAS A M LLI ONAI RE MULTI MJULTI MJLTI

‘"He was a regul ar syntho user, and so were sonme of the students. He had his own vat at Launde, but

the basic conpounds still cost nobney. So it probably wouldn't be banks we're tal king about.’
GOTCHA. Kl TCHENER USED SYNTHO?
"Yes.'

MAN LI KE THAT WWOW WOW WOW

She gave hima sad smile. 'Yes, a man like that. Funny old world, isn't it. You wouldn't think
he'd need it, a brain like his.'

MAYBE BECAUSE HE HAD A BRAI N LI KE THAT NOBODY ON THI' S PLANET WAS HI S EQUAL. MAYBE HE WAS LONELY
LONELY LONELY.

"Ch, no, not Kitchener, not lonely. One of the girl students is having his child."'

There was no answer for a nonent, the last LONELY renmi ned spl ashed across the three right-hand
screens. Then the word evaporated |ike nmorning dew. She heard the | ens on the canmera whirring
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softly, zooming in on her face.
HE WAS COLD.
" Si xty-seven, | think'
ALL THAT TI ME. SO MANY YEARS
"He acconplished an awful lot,' she said, uncertain where Royan was | eading. Not true, at the back
of her nmind she knew exactly. She just didn't want to acknow edge it.
DO YQU LI KE ME, ELEANCR?
That grin didn't have to be forced. '|I keep conming back, don't |?
YES YES YES. THANK YOQOU
She stood up, straightening the creases out of her sweatshirt. 'Now don't spend all your tine
wor ki ng on the Abbey's security system Teddy says he needs you for Trinities work.'
BUGGER H M .. PARDON MY FRENCH. | DECIDE Mv¥ O\N PRIOR! TIES. ME ME ME
A QUANTUM MURDER 187

"You'll get me into trouble.'

NEVER. SAY H TO GREG TELL H M HE HAD BEL1TER

SHOW UP HI MSELF NEXT TI ME.

TowillL

AND YOU. COVE BACK. SEE ME

"Yes.' She gave hima |l ast glance, non-hunan, shaned by the fact that she could never in a nillion
years show so nuch bravery. There was no point in even asking himto cone out to the farm It
could be done, physically, with stretchers and vans and plenty of advanced pl anning. But his
inheritance tied himto Micklands far tighter than the web of fibre-optic cables ever did. H mand
Teddy, neither of themwould | eave; there was no point, they were Micklands, it went with them
wher ever they were.

Qoi popped up out of the kitchen wi thout being sumoned, and showed her to the door.

s always, the sylphlike Julia Evans remains resolutely wedded to her fallal dress sense,' Jakk

Col e-

an said. She was at her Mediterranean villa, |ounging on a sunbed at the side of a kidney-shaped
pool

On the far side was a white stone bal ustrade, guarding the steep drop down to a nuzzy bl ue sea.
ThU pal mtrees were growing out of stone barrels, fronds stirring in a gentle breeze.

' Consi dering the perennial obsession which the Gothic cult has for the afterworld, this particul ar
sel ection of garments worn for the Prior's Fen footings ceremony is highly appropriate. Because,
let's face it, our poor dear Julia |ooks as if she's been exhuned after a few weeks residing in a
grave.'

"BITCH ' Julia shrieked.

Her tea cup hit the flatscreen in the centre, snashing into crescent fragnents; it was the first
obj ect her searching hand could find, a big yellow and blue breakfast cup fromthe bedside tray.
Sugary dregs began to trickle down the flat-screen, snearing the dark-haired young man who cli nbed
out of the pool and began towelling hinmself off.

Patrick raised his head fromthe nounds of pillows which had accunul ated on his side of the bed,
blinking sleep fromhis eyes. 'Wat?' he grunted blearily.

"Oh go back to sleep.' Julia fired the renote at the flatscreen, imagining it was a | aser pistol
beam scorching a hole through Jakki Col eman's head, her niddle-aged head, and the shiny bl ue

swi msuit showed her thighs were getting flabby too. She fol ded her arms bel ow her breasts and
glared at the blank rectangle.

Her bedroom was decorated in a soothing nontage of pink and white tones, extrenmely fem nine, with
exquisite lacy frills on all the furniture, subdued |lighting, a huge four-poster bed with a Romany
canopy, ankle-deep pile carpet. It was the third redesign in four years; each time she edged
closer to
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her ideal, the romantic French-chateau i mage she secretly treasured.

And what woul d Jakki Col eman have to say about it? Bitch

"You' re upset about sonmething,' Patrick said.

"Ch, ten out of ten, give it a banana.' 'Was it me?

"No,' she said tightly.

"Ah, right.' He subsided back into the pillows.
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Vel |l that ruined the norning nood, Julia thought, there would be no sex now.

She pointed the renpte at the wi ndows. The thick inperial-~ purple velour curtains swept aside to
show her the balcony. Wstaria vines, gene-tailored against the heat of the new seasons, were

wr apped round the wought iron railings, producing a solid wall of delicate nmauve flower clusters.
Wlholms rear awns forned a splendid backdrop with their English country house formality, she
could just see the long trout |ake at the bottOm its fairytale waterfall tinged brown fromthe
silt washed down the stream by the heavy rains.

Not even the garden's naturalistic perfection could break her ire. Bugger Jakki Col eman anyway.
Who cared what she sai d?

Al t hough that wasn't the half of it. She still felt guilty about asking Greg to look into the
Kitchener murder. And the nurder itself was a conplication she could do w thout. R ght now
Morgan's security division was stretched pretty thinly defending the conpany from conventi ona
threats - industrial sabotage, industrial espionage, crooked accountants, hotrod hackers
infiltrating the datanet. Why woul d anybody feel strongly about sonething as weirdly abstract as
super physi cs wormhol es? Surely it couldn't be an anti-Evans gesture? Not slaughtering a
defencel ess ol d man? She couldn't believe anyone was that sick and warped; besides, there had been
no announcenent. |f any operational PSP remmants had killed Kitchener they woul d have been crow ng
about it all across the nedia by now.

At least there hadn't been nuch nention of Greg on the newscasts she had caught before flicking
over to the Col eman
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trollop. Sone jerky pictures taken froma shoul der-nounted canera, the operator running after the
EMC Ranger as it drove out of the police station, Eleanor's tight-Iipped anger, Greg inpassive as
al ways.

Patrick touched her shoulder. 'You're very tense.' His fingers slid down her armto the el bow,
then stroked her breast, circling the nipple.

She tilted her head back and sighed through clenched teeth. 'No, Patrick.

Hi s tongue nuzzl ed her ear, stubble scratching her collar bone. 'l can massage all that tension
away. You know I can.'

It was very very tenpting. There wasn't a chime in her head Patrick couldn't ring whenever he
chose. But for all that ecstasy, he was a nechanical |over. She had begun to suspect a great deal
of his excitenment canme fromthe way he controlled her body, alnpbst a voyeur of his own

per f or mance.

"No,' she said abruptly, and shoved her feet out of the bed.

"Sorry, |I've got a busy norning.' She picked up her néglige fromthe floor where he'd thrown it

| ast night and went into the bathroom

She sat on the side of the circular marble bath and dropped her head in her hands, staring glumy
at the swan nosaic on the wall opposite. There were just so many issues clanouring insistently for
her attention right now, the petty, the inportant, and the personal

She made an effort to blank themout, as if her whole mnd was one gi ant processor node she could
shut down when she wanted. It didn't work; Patrick was easy to ignore, a feat which raised its own
slightly disquieting question, but she found herself returning to yesterday's strange conversation
with Karl Hildebrandt. G eg was always telling her to trust her native instinct; it's a variant on
precognition, he explained, not quite rational, but ninety per cent reliable. And right now her
instincts said that conversation was desperately w ong.

The bad PR she had been picking up fromleftish organiz
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ations and pressure groups had been nore or |less constant for two years, ever since the giga-
conduct or was announced to the public. In that context Greg and the Kitchener case was just one
nmore incident. Nothing special. The way she was siting factories in nmargi nal constituencies was
far nore bl atant, provocative.

The PR angle was a blind, then, it had to be. Karl had wanted Greg off the case, plain and sinple
From what she had heard about the strange circunstances out at the Abbey, Oakhamis ClI) would be
very unlikely to find the nmurderer without Greg and Event Horizon's resources behind them

How woul d Karl benefit fromthat?

Wong tack, she realized; Karl was the bank's nouthpiece, the perfect corporate cyborg. How woul d
Di essenburg Mercantile benefit fromallowing Kitchener's murderer to go free?
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Open Channel To NN Core.

Mor ni ng, Juliet.

A wan smle crept on to her face. Good old Grandpa, he was so indefatigable

Morni ng, Grandpa. Anything inportant happen | ast night? Soneone tried to break in to our Leicester
musi ¢ deck factory warehouse; it was a |local gang, they'd even brought a lorry with themto cart
away their loot. Security suspects soneone on the inside was feeding theminformation on the

shi pments. There was an attenpt to snatch data out of the genetics research dMsion nenory core, we
think they were after the Iand-coral splices. The guardi an prograns prevented any data | oss, and
security are working with English Telecomto see if they can backtrack the hackers. Hopel ess, of
course. The pound cl osed three cents up on the dollar, and the FTcasf index was up eight points.
Mar ket confidence is high after the spaceplane roll out. There was a |ot of data traffic between
our backing consortiumpartners right into the wee small hours. Got 'emon the run, we have,
Juliet.

Did you break any of their squirts?

No, they're using a high-order encryption code. It could
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be done, but ft would tie up a |ot of processing capacity. Not cost-effective. They'|ll agree to
Prior's Fen.

Hope so

Everything all right, Juliet?

Yes. No.

Executive material if ever | saw ft. So bl oody decisive you are, ny girl

What do you think of Patrick, G andpa?

Handsome, rich, cultured, quite clever, well mannered. Picked yourself a good one again, Juliet.
There was a shade too much enphasis on again for her mnd. She glanced up at the mrror above the
basin. And boy oh boy did she I ook nelancholy. Her hair was a conplete ness as well. Patrick did
SO enjoy seeing it tossed about. H s husky voice in the dark, encouraging her, whispering how wld
she was. It never seened to matter in bed, excitenment overriding everything.

Yah, she replied. So how conme they never |ast?

| said good, | never said flaw ess.

Do you think he's going to start asking nme for shipping contracts?

No. Even if his famly shipping line needed 'em he wouldn't ask. And they don't need 'em 1've
had our commercial intelligence division keeping an eye open

My very own guardi an angel. You're wonderful, G andpa.

You'll find himone day, Juliet. 1'Il be a great-grandfather

Don't hold your breath, not the way |'m going.

| watched that Col enan wonan this norning.

1 don't want to talk about it! She reached for a conb and began to pull it through the knots. The
face in the nmirror was scow ing petulantly.

I don't like you being ridiculed |like that, Juliet. Let me tell you, ny girl, it would never have
happened in ny day. People should have nore bl oody respect. You ought to blacklist that channel
no adverts, and pass the word round everyone Event Horizon does business with. That frigid Col enan
cow woul d soon get the nessage.

A QUANTUM MURDER

It was the second time tenptation had been put in front of her that norning. She considered it,
sonet hing i ke envy colouring every thought. No, Grandpa. If | started using nmy power |ike that,
where would it end?

Use it or lose il girl. 1've told you before.

That is msuse, as you well know. Ilget into enough trouble using it where it's beneficial

Ah, Juliet, alittle bit of self-indul gence occasionally never hurt

Don't you worry about ne, Grandpa. |'Il get that Jakki Col eman, youW see.

My girl.

She put the conmb down, the worst of the knots out. It would be safe to ask her maid Adelia to wash
and set it now Adelia always got mghty prickly if she was faced with a big untangling job every
nmor ni ng.

I've been thinking about Karl H | debrandt, she said.

Oh, yeah? 1 don't think he'd be a suitable replacenment for Patrick

Behave! | meant his wanting me to take Greg off the Kitchener case. There's sonething very funny
about t hat
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Vell... it was a very high-profile appointnment, Juliet. Bloody marvellous it is, girl, the first
time in four years the conpany hasn't had an ulterior nmotive in tw sting Marchant's arm and
everyone starts bangi ng on about undue influence. W just can't win.

Karl is a front for Diessenburg Mercantile, Gandpa, first, last, and always, even in these
circunstances. He was too quick off the nark, and too insistent asking to see ne just to be

of fering sociabl e advice. He was ordered to do ft.

Conceded, it is a bit odd. Do you think it's inportant?

Yes. Way woul d Di essenburg Mercantil e have any interest in a ghoulish nurder in the niddle of the
Engl i sh countryside?

Beats me, girl.

vell, find out

Oh, yes, bloody abracadabra. Here you are.
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Don't get stroppy, Grandpa. It's sinple. Run down a |ist of Diessenburg Mercantile's other
investnments for ne, and see if any of themconmes into conflict with the work Kitchener was doing.
What, a stardrive!?

She went to the basin, and ran the cold tap, splashing sone of the water on her face. It did sound
pretty unlikely now she had spelt it out. Yes, | know it sounds totally wonky, G andpa. But there
has to be a reason.

| suppose so, girl. You' ve got to renenber all this nonsense about actually building flying
saucers sounds pretty bloody inpossible to arelic like me. Listen, when | was a | ad the Dal eks
were the wil dest piece of imagination ever to hit England. | was terrified of them One tine when
the Doctor was caught in sone caves by..

Yah. |If you could get that data correlated in time for the conference this afternoon |I'd be
gratefulL

Bl oody hell, Juliet, you' ve got a heart of Ice. Black ice.

I wonder who | inherited that fron®

Al right, I'lIl get ontoit.

Thanks, Grandpa. | really amjolly busy this norning. |I've got a video bite opportunity with the

nati onal swi mm ng squad; then there's the Nottingham councillors' delegation, and the neeting for
the Hone Counties regi on nanagerial report

You should conplain to the union steward, they're working you too hard.

If! ever get the chance, I'Il tell him

Cancel Channel To NN Core.

She call ed Adelia on the housephone and asked her to be ready in half an hour. There was just tine
for a quick bath, wash off last night's tussle.

Hot wat er gushed out of the wide tap nozzle, kicking up clouds of steam She stood in the mddle
of the bath as it tw sted round her, review ng what clothes to wear for nmeeting the sw nming team
Event Horizon sponsored the England squad, so it was mainly a PR event, but she took a genuine
interest in the team s performance. Swi nm ng had been her

sport at school
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She sat down when the water reached her knees, and switched on the spa. Water jets and bubbl es
punmel | ed her skin, easing the tension out of her mnuscles.

It was no good, she couldn't think what to wear.

Access Dictionary File. Define: Fallal

Fallal, the nmenory node reported. Gaudy or vulgar, in reference to jewellely, or clothing, or
ornament, etc.

Bi t ch!
T
he original buildings of HML~ Stocken Hall were still virtually intact, a regimented conpl ex of

stolid cell blocks squatting behind the five-netre perineter fence topped with razor wire. Sol ar
panel s had been added to the south-facing walls, although they only came up to the bottom of the
second- storey w ndows, |eaving a band of ginger brickwork free. The tall concrete-segnment chi mey
of the old utility building was swathed in dark ivy, abandoned now, the nachinery it served rusted
beyond repair. Solar water-heaters had been set up on the flat roofs, like giant silver flowers
with long tubular mdnight-black stanens.

Greg could see work parties tending the vegetable plots inside the fence, nmen in grey one-piece
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uni forms | ethargically scratching at the waterlogged soil with rakes and hoes. Prisons were
officially responsible for producing fifty per cent of their own foodstuff, though the actua
figure was often much higher. Gowit, or go hungry A concept which the PSP had introduced, and
the New Conservatives saw no need to alter. Dismay at the idea of prisoners sitting unproductively
intheir cells for twenty-two hours a day was sonething both sides of the political divide shared,
especi al ly when Treasury funds were scarce.

He drove past the first set of large gates in the fence. The land around was runpled with | ow
rolling hillocks and gentle delis, neadows, and beanfields cluttered with the spindly grey
sentries of dead trees which narked the line of old hedgerows. A couple of largish woods to the
north had that verdant shine which betrayed the new vi ne species establishing thenselves on the
bones of the past.

Stocken Hall itself straddled a rise east of the Al just north of Stretton village, a fifteen-

m nute drive from Hanbl et on.

He had taken the Jaguar; the car had been a present from

Julia two Chriatnmases ago. It was a powerful streanmined

CHAPTER THI RTEEN
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vehicle which | ooked as if it had been mlled froma single block of olive-green netal. He al ways
felt incredibly self-conscious driving it, and El eanor was no better, which was why it stayed in
the barn el even nonths of the year. But be had to admit in this instance the inage of professiona
respectability it fostered was probably going to be useful

The second gate was the one he wanted; two red and white pole barriers, with netal one-way fl aps
in the concrete. There was a big steel-blue sign outside which read:

|1 MP Stocken Hal
Clinical Detention Centre

He stopped in front of the barrier, lowering the windowto show his card to the white sensor
pillar at the side of the road.

"Entry authorization confirmed, M Mandel,' the pillar's construct voice said. 'Please park in

sl ot seven. Thank you.'

The barrier in front of himlifted.

I f anything, Stocken's new annexe was even drabber than its older counterparts. The building was a
three-storey hexagon, fifty netres to a side, with a broad central well; a netal skeleton overlaid
with gunnetal -grey conposite panels, three rings of silvered glass spaced equidistantly up its
frontage. Modul ar, factory-built, easy to assenble, cheap, and twice as strong as the traditional
brick and cement structures

He hadn't been expecting such a sophisticated set-up; |ike nost government ministries the Home

O fice, and therefore its subsidiary the prison service, was currently cash starved.

And even in pre-Warrning tinmes, inproving prison conditions had never rated highly in MPs'
priority lists. Constituents didn't appreciate their tax noney being spent on giving crininals a
cushy number.

As he drove round to the car park outside the Centre's main entrance he saw anot her prison party
at work in the dead forest at the back of the perineter fence. Trunks were being felled, then
trimed before they were hauled off to a

PETER F. HAM LTON

sawri || set up under a green canvas awning. It was hard

work, rain had turned the ground to a quagnmire, but even so

he was surprised the inmates were all owed chain saws.

St ocken was a category A prison

He hurried over the band of granite chips which encircled the building, disconfort trickling into
his veins, as tangi ble as a gland secretion. Too nany of his mates fromthe Trinities had wound up
being sent to places |ike Stocken in the PSP years, and not all of them had survived transit.
There was another sensor pillar outside the big gl éss entrance doors. G eg showed his card again.
The reception hall had a senmicircular desk on one side and a row of plastic chairs |lined up
opposite. Walls and ceiling were all conposite, powder-blue in colour; the linoleumwas a narble
swirl of grey and cream Biolum panels were set along the walls, below tracks of boxy service
conduits. The place had the sane kind of utilitarian lay-out as a warship interior

That military image was reinforced by the two guards sitting behind the desk; they both wore crisp
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bl ue uniforms w th peaked caps. One of themtook Geg's proffered card and showed it to a
termnal. An | D badge burped out of a slot.
"Please wear it on your lapel at all tines, sir
card.

He was fixing the badge on when one of the doors at the far end of the reception hall opened. The
wonman who cane through was in her late thirties, dark hair cut short w thout nuch attenpt at
styling. Her face had pal e skin, slender wi nged eyebrows, a |l ong nose, and strong lips. She wore a
white coat of sonme shiny material, there was no hint of what clothes m ght be worn underneath. Her
shoes were sensible black leather with a small buckle, flat heels. A cybofax was gripped in her

| eft hand.

"M Mandel ?' She stuck out her hand.

'Greg, please.’

"I'm St ephani e Rowe, Dr MacLennan's assistant. 1'll take you to him'

The corridors were wi ndow ess, running through the centre

A QUANTUM MURDER

of the building. They passed several warders, all in the neat navy-blue uniforms, and al ways

wal king in pairs or larger groups. On two occasions they were escorting prisoners. The nen had
shaven heads, wearing | oose-fining yellow overalls, white plastic neural-jamer collars clanped
firmy around their necks.

Geg frowned at the retreating back of the second prisoner

"Are all the prisoners fitted with neural janiners?

"Yes, all the ones in the Centre. W house sone of the country's nost ruthless crimnals here. |
don't mean the gang lords or syntho barons. These are the violence and sex orientated offenders,
killers, rapists, and child nol esters.

"Right. Do many of themtry and escape?'

"No. There were only two attenpts in the last twelve nonths. The collar's incapacitation ability
is denonstrated to each inmate as they arrive. Besides, nost of themare resigned when they arrive
here, depressed, wi thdrawn. The kind of crines they commt nean even their famlies have rejected
them They were loners on the outside, there is nowhere they can go, no organi zation which will

hi de and take care of them It's our experience that a high percentage of themactually wanted to
be caught .’

"And do you think you can cure then®

"The term we use now i s behavioural reorientation. And yes, we've had some success. There's a | ot
of work still to be done, naturally.

What about public acceptance?

She grimaced in defeat. 'Yes, we anticipate a najor problemin that area. It would be politically
difficult releasing themback into the community after the treatnent is conplete.'

"Was Liam Bursken one of the two who tried to escape?’ G eg asked.

"No. "

'Has he ever tried?

"Again, no. He's kept in solitary the whole tine. Even by our standards, he's considered extrenely
dangerous. W cannot allow himto mx with the other inmates. It would cause too nuch trouble.
Most of them would want to attack

PETER F. HAM LTON

himsinmply for the kudos it would bring them'

"No honour anongst thieves any nore, eh?

'These aren't thieves, Geg. They are very sick people.’

"Are you a doctor?

"A psychiatrist, yes.'

They clinmbed a staircase to the second floor. Greg mulled over what she had said. A professiona

i beral, he decided, she had too nmuch faith in people. Maybe too nuch faith in her profession as
well if she believed therapy could effect conplete cures. It couldn't, papering over the cracks
was the best anyone could ever hope for, he knew. But then the gland did give himan advant age,
allowing himto glinpse the true workings of the nmind

'So why do you want to work here?' he asked as they started off down another corridor

he said as he handed it over along with the

She gave hima brief grin. 'l didn't know | was the one you wanted to question.'
"You don't have to answer.'
‘I don'"t mnd. I'mhere because this is the cutting edge of

behavi oural research, Geg. And the noney is good.'
"lI've never heard anyone say that about civil service pay before.'
"I don't work for the governnment. The Centre was built by the Berkel ey conpany, they run it under
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licence fromthe Hone OFfice. And they also fund the behavioural reorientation research project,
which is ny field.'

"That explains a lot. | didn't think the Hone Ofice had the kind of resources to pay for a place
like this.'

St ephani e shrugged nonconmittally, and opened the door into the director's suite. There was a
secretary in the outer office, busy with a terninal. She glanced up, and keyed an intercom

"Go straight through,' she said.

The office was at odds with the rest of the Centre. WAll units, desk, and conference table were
all custom zed bl ackwood, ancient maps and several diplomas hung on the wall, |ouvre blinds
stretched across the picture wi ndow, blocking the view, It was definitely a senior nmanagenent

encl ave, its
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occupi er claimng every perk and entitlenent allowed for in the corporate rul e book

Dr James MaclLennan rose from behind his desk to greet Greg, a reassuring snile and a solid
handshake. He was thirty-seven, shorter than Greg, with thick dark hair, heavily tanned wth
conpact features. Hys Brazilian suit was a shiny grey-green

"For the record, and before we say anything else, 1'd like to state quite categorically that Liam
Bursken did not slip out for a night, it sinply isn't possible,' MiclLennan said.

H s mannerisnms were all a trifle too gushy and effusive for Geg to draw any confi dence the way he
was intended to. He guessed that Berkeley's directors were none too happy at suggestions that.
psychopaths |i ke Bursken could cone and go as they pleased. The nethod of Kitchener's rmnurder
hadn't been | ost on the press.

"Fromwhat |'ve seen so far, I'd say the Centre | ooks pretty secure,' Geg said.
' Good, excellent.' MaclLennan gestured at a |ong settee.
G eg settled back into the bouncy cushioning. 'l will have to ask Bursken hinself.'

"l understand conpletely. Stephanie will arrange your interview Mke as many checks as you like
I like to think our record is flaw ess."

"Thank you, I'msure it is.'

St ephani e | eant over the desk and nmuttered into the intercom then came and sat at the table next
to the settee

"Right, so how can we hel p?' MclLennan crossed his | egs, and gave Geg his undivided attention

"As you probably saw in the newscasts, |I'ma gland psychic appointed to the Kitchener inquiry by
the Hone Ofice.’
MacLennan rolled his eyes and grunted. 'God, the press. Don't tell me about the press. |'ve had

the lot of themclanouting on the door to interview Bursken, harassing the staff when they cone
of f duty. You see themon the channel 'casts, these packs which follow politicians and royalty
around, but | just never appreciated what it was like to be on the receiving end. And that kind of
m croscopic attention is precisely what
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we didn't want, Stocken is supposed to be a | ow key

operation.'

" Suppose you fill nme in on sonme background. Wat exactly

is this behavioural reorientation work you're doing here?

"You know what kind of inmates we hold here?

"Yeah. That's w~y I"'mso interested in neeting Liam Bursken. | saw the hol ograns of Kitchener in
situ. Tell you, it was plain butchery. |'ve seen atrocities in battle, and not just comitted by
the other side. But the kind of m nd which perpetrated that was way outside ny experience. | want
to know what it |ooks like.'

MacLennan nodded synpathetically. 'Wll, the motivation behind their crines are basically

psychol ogical, in all cases deep-rooted. None of the serial killers sell drugs, or steal, or

commit fraud, any of the normal range of crimnal activities.

That sort of everyday crine is nostly a result of sociological conditioning; broadly speaking,
solvable if they were given better housing, inproved education, a good job, stable home
environnent, etc. - it's a process for social workers and parole officers - whereas the Centre's

i nmat es probably had those advantages before they cane in. They do tend to have reasonabl e | (s,
steady jobs, sonetines even famli es.

"Do any of them have exceptional |1@? Geg asked

MacLennan flicked an enquiririg glance at Stephanie Rowe. 'Not that |'maware of,' he said. Wy do
you ask?'
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"Kitchener's students are all very bright people.

"Ah, | see, yes.'

‘No one here has anythi ng above average intelligence,' Stephanie announced; she was studying her
cybofax. 'Certainly we have no geni uses resident. Do you want ne to request past case histories?
"No, that's all right,' Geg said.

"What we are trying to do at Stocken,' MacLennan said, 'is alter their psychol ogical profiles,
eradi cate that part of their nature which extracts gratification fromperforning these barbaric
acts.'

' Brai nwashi ng?

" Absol utely not.'

A QUANTUM MURDER
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"It sounds like it.'

MacLennan gave hima narrow smile. 'Wat you refer to

as brainwashing is sinply conditioned response. An exanpl e:

strap your subject in a chair and show hima picture of an object, say a particular brand of

whi sky. Each tinme the whi sky appears you give himan el ectric shock. Repeated enough tinmes the
subject will becone averse to that brand. | have grossly over sinplified, of course. But that is
the principle, installing a visually triggered conpul sion. What you are doing in such cases is

i ngraining a new response to replace the one already in place. But it can only produce results on
the nobst sinplistic level. You cannot turn crimnals into | aw abiding citizens by aversion
therapy, because crimnality is their nature, derived subconsciously, not a single yes/no choice
And what we are dealing with in Stocken's inmates is a behaviour pattern often forned in

chil dhood. It has to be erased and then repl aced.

" How?"

'Have you heard of educational |aser paradi gns?'

"No,' Greg said drily.

"It's an idea which goes back several decades. It was the subject of ny doctoral thesis. |I started
of f in high-density data-handling techni ques, but got sidetracked. Educational paradigns were so
much nmore interesting. They are the biol ogical equival ent of conputer progranms. You can literally
| oad subject nmatter into the human brain as though you were squirting bytes into a menory core.
Once perfected, there will be no need for schools or universities. You will be given all the
know edge you require in a single burst of light, sending the information through the optic nerve
to inprint directly on the brain.' McLennan shrugged affably. 'That's the theory, anyway. W are

still a long way off achi eving those kind of results.’
"It sounds inpressive,' Geg said. 'And you can use it to install new behaviour patterns as well?
"Behaviour is rooted in nenory, M Mandel. Conditioning again. You fall into a pool when you are a

young child, nearly drowning; and in adult life you are wary of water, a poor
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swi Mmer, nor do you have any enthusiasmto inprove. It is these countless cunulative small events
and incidents in your fornmative years which decide the conposition of your psyche. You are a
soldier, | believe, M Mndel ?'

"Was a soldier. I"'mretired now' 'You volunteered for the arnmy?" ' Yeah.'

"And were you any good as a soldier?

Greg shifted his weight on the settee's anorphous cushi oni ng, conscious of Stephanie's stare. 'l
was nmentioned in di spatches once or twce.'

"And yet thousands, hundreds of thousands, of nen your age were totally unsuitable for the
mlitary life you excelled in. Physically no different, but nentally, in outlook, your exact
opposite. The respective attitudes both determined in the period between your fourth and sixteenth
birt hdays. We are what we are because of that time, the child being the father of the man. And
that is the tine we nust alter in order to eradicate real-tine psychoses. My aimis to substitute
fal se paradignatic nmenories for real recollections, thus effecting a radical change of

t enper anent .’

' Have you had any success?

"Limted, but nost promsing given we have only been here two years. We have already succeeded in
assenbling some highly realistic synthetic nenories. There' is one, a walk through a forest.' He
closed his eyes and the eagerness and tension which had built up as he spoke drained out of his
face, |eaving himstrangely peaceful. Al npbst the same expression as a synthohead, Greg thought.

"l can see the trees,' MaclLennan said, his voice reduced to a placid lilt. 'They are large, tal
as well as broad, in full leaf, oaks and elns. This is pre-Warm ng, nmidsumrer, w th sunbeans
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breaki ng through the overhead branches. | can see a squirrel, a red one; he's racing up an oak
round and round the trunk. 1'm standi ng bel ow watching him touching the bark. It's rough
crinkled, dusted with a powdery green al gae. The grass is ankl e-high, dewy, wetting ny shoes.
There are foxgl oves everywhere, and weasel -snout; | can snell honeysuckl e.

A QUANTUM MURDER

‘Lasers can inprint a snell? G eg asked sceptically.

'The nenory of a snell,' Stephanie said pedantically. 'W adapted the paradigmfroma high-
definition virtual reality sinulation, then added tactile and ol factory senses, as well as
enotional responses.’

" Enoti onal responses?

"Yes. Interpretation is a strong part of nenory. if you see a particularly beautiful flower in the
forest, you feel good about it; tread in a dog turd on the path, and you're disgusted.

Greg thought about it. He couldn't fault the logic, it was just that the whol e concept seened
somewhat fanciful. But ,soneone on the Berkel ey board obviously had enough faith to invest init.
Quite heavily, judging by the facilities the Centre offered.

'Have you received this nenory as well?'" he asked her

"Yes. It's very realistic. It feels like | was actually in that forest. Janes forgot to nention
the birdsong. The thrushes are warbling the whole tine.'

G eg turned back to MacLennan, who was watching himlevelly.

'How does this help to cure axe nurderers?' G eg asked.

"1 magi ne when you were young if you took that same wal k through a tranquil forest for half an hour
i nstead of having to endure your drunken father beating you. If you had that wal k, or played

football, every evening he cane honme drunk; if you could remenber your nother giving hima kiss
i nstead of crying and screaning for mercy, | think you'd find your outlook on life would be very
different.'

"Yeah, and is it going to be possible?

"l believe so. Once we have solved the problemof how to erase, or at the very | east weaken, old
menories. This is the area of research which requires the nost effort in order for the project to
succeed. Neurol ogy and psychol ogy to date have concentrated on nenory recovery, hel ping amesic
victims, devel oping hypnotic recall techniques for vital w tnesses, even preserving nenories in
the face of encroaching senility. The only conparable work in the opposing direction is with drugs
whi ch induce a form of transient ammesia, |ike
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scopol anm ne. These are no use to us, as they only prevent nenories frombeing retained while the
drug is in effect.

What we need is sonmething which will go into a subject's mind and hunt down the original poi sonous
menories.'

"Sounds like a job for a psychic,' Geg said.

"It's an option we've considered. In fact it was one reason | was particularly delighted when I
was i nforned you would be coming today. | wanted to quiz you on the paraneters of psi. The Hone

O fice said you were one of the best ESPorientated psychics to energe fromthe M ndstar project.
Are you able to interpret individual menories?

"No. Sorry, I"'mstrictly an enpath.'

"l see.' He clasped his hands together and rested his chin on the knuckles. 'Do you know of any
psychi c who can do that?

"There were a couple in Mndstar who had the kind of ability you're tal king about. They used to be
able to lift faces and | ocations out of a suspect's thoughts.' He al nbst said prisoner, but with
St ephani e | eaning forward in her seat, hanging on to every word, that would never do. He wanted

her whol ehearted co-operation. 'l don't think they could performanything Iike the deep-ranging
expl oration you require.
"That's a pity,' MaclLennan said. 'I might apply for a licence to practise with a thened

neur chornone if one could be devel oped al ong those lines."'

"Are you conpletely stonewal | ed without psychic anal ysis?

"No. There are several avenues we can pursue. Paradigns could be structured to wi pe sel ected
menories. A sort of anti-nenory, if you like. The major trouble is again one of identification. W
need to know a menory in order to wipe it - the nature of it, the section of the brain where it is
stored."’

"Areal-tinme brain scan mght just tell us,' Stephanie said. 'If the subject recounts a
particularly traumatic incident it nmay be possible to | ocate the specific neurons which house it.
The erasure paradigmcould then be targeted directly at them Magic photons, we call it, after the
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magi ¢ bullet; like cancer treatnments which kill tumour cells w thout harmng the ordinary cells
around it.'
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" You woul d need sone very sophisticated sensors to scan

a brain that accurately,' Geg pointed out. 'Not to nention

processi ng capacity. Part of ny psi-assessnment tests invol ved

a SQUI D scan, but there was no way you could get the focus

fine enough to resolve individual neuron cells.'

'Berkel ey has allocated us considerable resources,' MacLennan said. H s chirpy everything-under-
control smile had returned. 'W have one SQUID brain scanner already installed here at the Centre.
Al t hough, adnittedly, its resolution does fall sonme way short of the requirement Stephanie

envi sages for the magi c photons concept to function. But it is a nodest first step. And severa
medi cal equi pnent conpani es are worki ng on nodel s which offer a higher resolution. | have high
hopes for the project.’

"This paradigmresearch is an expensive venture,' Geg said. 'The Board nust have a lot of faith
in you.'

"They do. | didn't promise theminstant results and success.

They fully understand that it is a mediumterm project, comrercial viability will not be realized
for at |east another seven to ten years. But they agreed to back it because of the potential. You
see, if paradi gmbased treatnment does work, it will revolutionize the entire penal system W
woul d have to rebuild our institutions fromthe ground up. The only people who will actually
require detention are petty crimnals, everyone else will be reformed in nedical facilities.'
"Yeah, | see.' He showed Stephanie a sardonic grin. 'l still say you'll have trouble convincing
people to let them out again.'

She shrugged.

"Have you actually tried inplanting any of these alternative nmenories in an i nmate?' he asked.

"I ndeed we have,' MaclLennan said. 'Nothing dramatic. It's early days yet. W are in the process of
acquiring baseline data on how wel| the paradi gns are absorbed.' He m ght have been tal ki ng about
lab rats for all the emption in his tone. 'The ol der the subject, the nore difficult it becones,

natural ly."'
"VWhat about Liam Bursken? Has he been given any synthetic menories?
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"No. He was unwilling to co-operate. At the nonent it remains a purely voluntary programe,
al t hough we do reward participants with extra privileges.'

"So essentially he is the sanme person now as he was when he arrived.'

"Yes.'

"Geat.' Geg stood up. 'I'd like to see him He should be able to offer ne a few insights.'
"As you wi sh,' MacLennan said. 'Stephanie will take you down.

"Do you have records of the correspondence he's received?

G eg asked.

MacLennan gl anced enquiringly at Stephanie.

"Yes,' she said. "It's not nuch, nostly death threats.'

Td li k¢ copies, please.'

"I'"ll assenbl e a data package,’ MaclLennan said. 'It'I|l be ready for you when you | eave.

' Thanks.' There was al ways the possibility someone had adm red Bursken enough to copy the nurder
techni que. Pretty tenuous, though

' How has Bursken reacted to the Kitchener nurder?' G eg asked Stephani e when they had |eft
MacLennan's of fice.

"He's shown a lot of interest,' she said. 'He believes it is a vindication of his own crines.'

" Ch?"

"According to Bursken, he is one of God's chosen agents of vengeance in a sinful world. Therefore
sonmeone nurdering in the same way is proof that God is now instructing them Therefore, God was
instructing himin the first place. QED.'

"What's he like? | mean, what sort of formative years did he have that could push himinto that?
She hesitated as they walked into the stairwell, her cornpanionability glitched monentarily. G eg
was actually allowed to see worry and even confusion

"The honest truth, Geg, is | haven't got a clue. W did sone research into his background, for
all the good it did us. He had a perfectly ordinary chil dhood. There was sone bullying at school
not hi ng excessive. W could find no evidence
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of any sexual or nental abuse, no deprivation. Yet even by the standards of this Centre's inmates,
he is conpletely insane. There is no rational explanation for why he went haywire. W have studied
him naturally; his brain function

shows no abnormality, there are no chenical inbal ances.

Currently we're trying to determine the actual trigger nechani smof his psychosis, whether there
is a single cause to send himoff on his killing sprees. MacLennan thought that if we

could just gain one insight into how Bursken functions

we mght eventually be able to understand his nentality. That's why he's prepared to devote tine
and noney on such

a hopel ess case. By studying the real deviants, we gain nore know edge of the ordinary. But the
results have been very patchy, and conpletely inconclusive. | doubt we ever will understand. |
sinmply thank God that Bursken is a rogue, very rare.'

"You nean, even your |aser paradigmcouldn't cure hin®

"l shouldn't think so. You see, as far as we can tell, there is

no evil nmenory sequence to replace, no trauma to eradi cate. Maybe he did hear voices, who knows?'

The Centre's interview roomwas slightly nore hospitable than the one at Oakham police station
Geg imagined it had been patterned froma conference roomat a two-star hotel, cheap but well
meani ng. The table was a creamcoloured oval with five confortable sandy-red chairs around it,

al rost i ke a dining roomarrangenment; certainly the confrontational elenment was absent. It was on
the ground floor and a picture window ran the |length of one wall, |ooking out on the patio garden
which filled the building's central well. Conifers and heathers were growing in raised brick
borders, tended by a working party of inmates under the watchful eyes of warders; there were
several wooden park benches with inmates sitting and readi ng, or just soaking up the unexpected
bonus of sunlight. They all had a blue stripe on their uniform sl eeve.

Two guards brought Liam 9ursken in. He wasn't a particularly tall man, five or six centinetres
shorter than Greg, but
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powerfully built, with broad sl oping shoulders; his shaved skull had a slightly bluish sheen from
the stubble, giving the inpression of a | ong gaunt face. The neural jamrer collar was tight enough
to pinch his skin, Geg could see it was rubbing red around the edges. Sober, al nost nournful
eneral d eyes found Greg, and regarded himintently. There was a red stripe on his yellow uniform
sl eeve.

He sat down slowy, his joints nmoving with the kind of stiffness Greg associated with the elderly.
The guards renmi ned standing behind him one with his hand in his pocket. Fingering the collar
activator, Geg guessed.

He ordered a secretion fromhis gland. The four minds in the roomslithered across his expandi ng
percepti on boundary, their thought currents formng a constellation of surreal noire-patterns.
Bot h guards were nervous, while Stephanie Rowe by contrast displayed a cool detached interest.

Li am Bursken's thoughts were nore enigmatic. Greg had been expecting the ragged fractures of
dysfunction, like a junkie who sinply cannot rationalize, but instead there was only cal mess, a
conviction of supreme righteousness. Bursken's sel f-assurance touched on negal onania. And there
was no sense of hunour. None. Bursken had been robbed of that nost basic human trait. It was what
unnerved people about him Geg realized, they could all sense it at a subconscious |level. He
wondered if he should tell Stephanie, help her understand the man.

He put his cybofax on the table, and keyed in the file of questions he'd prepared. 'My nane is

G eg Mandel .'

"Psychic,' Liam Bursken said. 'Ex of the Mndstar Brigade. Miiser to CGakham CID in the nurder of
Edward Kitchener. Strongly suspected to have been appointed at the insistence of Julia Evans.'
'Yeah, that's right. Though you can't believe everything you see on the channels. So, Liam

St ephani e here tells ne you've been follow ng the Kitchener case with some interest.’

"Yes.'

Greg realized Bursken was neither being deliberately rude, nor trying to irritate him Facts, that
was all the man was
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concerned with. There would be no garrulous ingratiation here, none of the usUal rapport.

St ephani e had been right, Bursken was utterly insane; G eg wasn't entirely sure he could be

| abel I ed human.
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"I would like to ask you sone questions, do you mind?'

" Any obj ection would be irrelevant. You would sinply take

your answers.

"Then I'Il ask them shall |7

There was no response. Greg began to wonder if he could spot alie in a mnd as eerily distorted
as the one facing him

"How ol d are you, Lian?

"Forty-two.'

"Where did you live while you carried out your nurders?
" Newar k. '

' How nany people did you kill?

" El even.'

Geg let out atiny breath of relief. Liani Bursken wasn't attenpting to evade, giving his answers
direct. That nmeant he would be able to spot any attenpts to scranmble round for fictitious answers.
Even a total nmental freak couldn't escape the good old Mandel thunmbscrews. He wasn't sure whet her
to be pleased or not. To conprehend insanity did you have to be a little insane yourself? But then
who in his right mind would have a gland inplanted in the first place?

He noticed the wave of hatred washi ng through Bursken's mind, and cl anped down on his errant

smile.

"Where were you when Edward Kitchener was killed, Uan?

"Here.'

True.

'Have you ever been out of Stocken?

" No. '

'Have you ever tried to get out?

"No. "

"Do you want to get out?

Bursken dermurred for a nmonent. Then: 'I would like to | eave.'
"Do you think you deserve to | eave?
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"Yes.'

"Do you think you have done anythi ng wong?'

"I have done as | was bidden, no nore.' 'God told you to kill?
"I was the instrunent chosen by our Lord.' 'To elininate sin?
"Yes.'

"What sin did Sarah Inglis conmit?" The personal profile

hi s cybofax displayed said Sarah was el even years ol d, snatched on her way hone from school

"Let he who has not sinned cast the first stone.

'She was a schoolgirl.' It was unprofessional, he knew, but for once didn't care. Anything which
could hurt Bursken, frominduci ng pangs of conscience to a knee in the balls, couldn't be all bad.
"Qur Lord cannot be hel d account abl e.

‘Yeah, tight. Wat do you know about Edward Kitchener?

" Physi ci st. Doubl e Nobel laureate. Lived at Launde Abbey. Advances many controversial theories.
Adul terer. Degenerate. Bl asphener.'

"Wy bl asphener ?'

" Physicists seek to define the universe, to elimnate uncertainty and with it spirituality. They
seek to banish God. They say there is no roomfor God in their theories. That is the devi

speaki ng.'

"So that would qualify Kitchener as a legitimate victimfor the justice you di spense?

"Yes.'

"if you had been allowed out of Stocken would you have killed hin®

"I would have redeenmed himwi th the sacrifice of life. He woul d have been bl essed, and thanked ne
as he knelt at our Lord's feet.'

"Woul d this redenption involve nutilating hin®

‘I would |l eave behind a sign for the Angels of the Lord to help with his ascension into heaven.'
"What sign?

"G ven himthe shape of an angel.
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"It's the lungs,' Stephanie said. 'if you |l ook down directly on the body, the lungs spread out on
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either side represent wings, like an angel. Liamdid it to all his victins. The Vikings used to do
sonet hing simlar when they came over pillaging.

"I"'msure they did," Geg nmuttered. He keyed up the next series of questions on the cybofax.

'K, you know Kitchener |ives at Launde Abbey, and you know there is a kitchen there. Wuld you
take your own knife?

'The Lord al ways provides.

' Does he provide from Launde's kitchen, or does he provide beforehand?'

' Bef or ehand,' Bursken whi spered thickly.

St ephani e | eant over to him an apologetic smle on her lips. 'Wat are you getting at?" she asked
in alow voice.

"Assenbling a profile of the mind involved. Woever did it has to have sonething in coninon with
Bursken here. It wasn't an ordinary teknmerc, even they would baul k at performing that atrocity. It
must be soneone whose normal enotional responses have been eradicated, |ike Bursken

What | want to know is how rationally can they function under these circunstances, if they were
following a plan, could they stick to it? Sheer revul sion woul d cause nost ordinary m nds to crack
under the stress, mstakes could be made. So far this investigation hasn't uncovered a single
one.'

"l see.' She flopped back in her chair again.

"Whi ch would be nore inportant to the Lord,' Geg asked:

‘redeemni ng Kitchener, or destroying the conputer records of all his blasphenous work?

"You nock ne, Mandel. You speak of the Lord, yet you carry no reverence in your heart. You speak
of bl aspheny, and you revel in its execution.'

"Whi ch would you prefer to do, kill Kitchener, or erase his work?

"A conmputer is atool, it can be used or misused. Initself it is uninportant.'

' Secondary then, but knocking it out would be a good idea, you would try and do it?'
214 PETER F. HAM LTON

"Yes.'

"Were you ever nervous when you murdered those peopl e~ in Newark?

Bursken's throat nuscles tightened, his thought currents spasned heavily, thrashing about |ike
wrestling snakes. Loathing predon nated.

Geg allowed a snile to play on his lips. 'You were, weren't you? You were frightened, trenbling
like a | eaf.

"Of being discovered,' Bursken spat. 'OF being stopped.'’

"Did you take precautions? Did you clean up afterwards."

The Lord is no fool.'

You followed his instructions?

"Yes.'

"To the letter? Right afterwards, | nmean the nminute after you had spread those |ungs, you would
start cl eaning up?

"Yes.'

"No hesitation? No gloating?

" None. '

"During, what about during? Did you take care then?

"Yes.'

It was hard work, bloody work, and there was al ways the danger someone might stunble in on you.
The fear. You're seriously telling me your concentration never wavered?'

"Never,' Bursken said gleefully. 'The Lord cleansed ne of nmortal weaknesses for mnmy task. My

t hought s renai ned pure.'

"Every single tine?

"Every single tine!'

' The police found some skin under Aiver Powell's fingernails. Your skin. You missed that, didn't
you?'

"They lied. There was no skin. Powell was struck from behind. He cried out but once before
silenced him A plea. In his heart he knew his sin, he did not attenpt to thwart the Lord's
justice.'

Geg could read it fromhis nmind, the suprene pride in what he had done. The gl owi ng sense of
acconpl i shnent, a kind G eg had encountered before in sports tournanent w nners, someone receivVving
favourabl e examresults. Healthy iignity. 'Jesus!' Stupefaction pushed Greg back in his chair.
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Staring in bewildernent at the creature opposite, it had flesh and bl ood and bone, but that wasn't
enough to make it human, nowhere near. 'He's not fucking real.

St ephani e exchanged an enbarrassed gl ance with one of the guards and nmade a cutting notion across
her throat.

Was there anything else, Geg? she asked

G eg shut down his gland secretion. Defeated, soiled and shaned by having been privy to Bursken's
t houghts. ' No. Absolutely nothing.'

The lunatic sneered contenptuously as the guards | ed himaway.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

J

ulia's Rolls-Royce passed under a broad stone arch, watched by a pair of silent npbss-Iaden
griffins perched on either side. The wought-iron gates swng shut as the car sped down the |ong
gravel drive.

Even with the new year's punishing weather, WIlholms grounds were maintained in pristine
condition. Formally arranged fl owerbeds alternated with cherry trees along the side of the drive.
Broad | awns dotted with dunpy cycads rolled away to a border of glossy shrubs; behind thema thick
rank of BrR7ilian rosewoods conpl eted the shield against prying eyes. The Nene was a coupl e of

kil ometres away to the south-east. In the sumrer she could | ook out of the nmanor's second-storey
wi ndows and watch the little sailing boats cruising up and down the river, dreaning of the freedom
they possessed. But this tinme of year always saw the valley floor flooded by the nbnsoon rains,
the boats safe on dry land. The water was deeper each year as nore and nmore soil was washed away
by the powerful current. Further down, between the Al and the tail end of the Ferry Meadows
estuary, it becane a permanent salt marsh, fetid and inutile.

But the secluded W hol mestate remai ned a passive refuge, protected from environnmental ravages by
a wall of her noney, changel ess apart fromthe spectacular cycle of flowers which varied from
nmonth to month. Philip Evans had bought it as soon as he returned to Engl and, paying off the
communal farners who had occupied it under the PSP s auspices. Landscape teans had | aboured for
months, returning it to its forner splendour. Actually, it was probably a |l ot better than it used
to be, she suspected, especially after she saw how nmuch it had cost. G andpa hadn~t cared, he
want ed el egance, and by God that's what he got.

It was worthwhile, though. WIhol mwas easy on the eye,

time flowed just that fraction slower across its trimlaws and

L
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t hrough the sunptuous interior. The fact that she never, but never, used it for business of any

ki nd hel ped strengthen the sensation of relief siTe always experienced when she crossed that
invisible, and ultra-secure, threshold. WIlhol mwas for parties and | overs and friends. Today
counted as friends, the Kitchener case was too intriguing to be classed as work.

She pursed her lips in self-chastisenment; calling the nurder intriguing in front of Cornac
Ranasfari woul d never do.

Royan Access Request.

Expedite, she told the nodes.

Hi, Snowy.

She grinned broadly. On the junp seat opposite, Rachel gave her an expectant | ook then went back
to the view across the lawn. A black-furred gene-tailored sentinel panther was just visible |oping
along the grass in front of the shrubs.

Royan was the only person to call her that. It was her middl e name, Snowflower, bestowed by the
Anerican desert cult with which she had spent her chil dhood. She never used it, but there was no
unit of data on the planet Royan coul dn't access.

Hello to you, she answered. Talking to Royan was always a real opiate. He had taught her all sorts
of programming tricks.

Thanks to himshe could wite better hotrod software than half of England's professional hackers.
She wasn't sure what he got in return, probably just the satisfaction of having soneone outside
his concrete eyrie who would listen. That and the fact she was the Julia Evans. \Watever, they had
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been firmfriends ever since Geg's first Event Horizon case. He was another of those rare people
who was honest with her.

El eanor has been to see ne.

I don't know. All these girlfriends

I like El eanor.

Al'l you nmen |ike El eanor.

Jeal ous jeal ous jealous. Is what you are.

Certainly am all I've got is npney.

How i s Patrick?

Fi ne, 1 suppose.

Oh, Snowy, you haven't finished with himalready? You
Only met himfive weeks ago.
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Don't you start, | get quite enough of that from G andpa and Mdrgan and G eg.
They care. | care, Snowy. It's nice to have people who care.

Yak

1 saw you on the channel s this norning.

D d you now?

Yes yes yes. Wuld you like me to put out a snuff contract on Jakki Col eman?

I would truly love you to put out a snuff contract on that bitch

Real | y?

The only trouble is, everyone would know was behind it. Lord, | hope nothing does happen to her!
I never thought of that before. The way conspiracy theories are flying round at the noment. ..
Quilty guilty guilty. Chuckle. Serves you right.

Yes. Well, you would spring me fromjail, wouldn't you?,

For a price.

Thanks a bunch, sone friend you are.

Seriously, | could glitch her 'cast sonething chronic. How about superinposing a blue AV
recordi ng? G ve the porno starlet her face.

Julia had to rub her hand over her mouth to stifle the |laugh. Rachel didn't ook this tine, she
had probably guessed what was goi ng on

Don't tenpt me! Julia inmplored. 1'll get that Col eman sl ag, one day. You see if! don't. It won't
be public, but she'll know and I'll know. And mars what truly counts.

Let nme know i f you need a hand.

Yes, | will. Thanks.

|'ve been going through the Launde Abbey security 'ware for Greg and El eanor

Yes, and...?

You were really | ooking out for Kitchener, weren't you?

Not ne, | didn't even know a thing about himuntil two days ago. Apparently Cormac Ranasfari

i nsisted on upgrading the security at the Abbey. He's al ways been concerned t hat
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Kitchener didn't have adequate protection, and this was a perfeC opportunity to insist.

Oh. Well, that security systemyour people installed is top grade. The guardian bytes are hot hot
hot stuff.

You can't nelt through?

Didn't say that. | could. And possibly another five or six

people in the country could. But irs tough

Oh, so that takes the teknmerc penetration nission out of the possible, aAd into the inprobable.
Looks like it.

Thanks for telling me. Do you want to sit in on the confererice?

Yes yes yes.

Wlholmitself was a splendid eighteenth-century manor house. A broad grey stone facade with pink
and yel l ow roses cloning the sturdy trelliswork on either side of the overhanging portico. The

I ong wi ndows were fitted with silvered glass against the heat. Julia saw a hundred tiny
reflections of herself clinmbing out of the Rolls. Lucas, her butler, was wal king down the steps to
greet her.

There were a couple of other cars parked outside. Mrgan's caranel -col oured Rover and a cobalt-
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bl ue Ford which she guessed was Ranasfari's.

"A pl easant norning, ma' an?' Lucas asked. He was in his mid-sixties, wearing a tailcoat wth
bright brass buttons, wonderfully dignified. The PSP bad kept himon the dole for ten years,
sayi ng personal service was a humliating anachronism and they'd find himproper enploynent. The
day after Philip Evans bought W/I hol mhe had cycled out from Peter-borough and asked for a job.
The manor functioned so snoothly under his supervision; and he'd never attended corporate
managemnent - trai ni ng cour ses.

She handed hi m her raincoat and boater. 'Let's say, | covered a |lot of ground.'

He inclined his head. 'Yes, na'am M and Ms Mandel have just passed the gatehouse, they will be
here shortly.
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"Great. Show themup to the study as soon as they arrive.' She raced up the steps and through the
bi g doubl e doors. Mst of her mmjor friends together, working on a problem and including her. It
| ooked |i ke being a great afternoon

The study was on the first floor. Julia took her deep-purple blazer off as she went up the curving
staircase. She was still undoing her slimbowtie as she barged into the study. Mrgan Wal shaw and
Cormac Ranasfari were waiting, along with Gabriel Thonpson.

Gabriel was the only person Julia knew who was ageing in reverse. The woman was another ex-

M ndstar officer Geg had introduced her to. Her gland had been taken out two years ago, the
precognition faculty it educed having brought too many psychol ogi cal problenms. Seeing into the
future, Gabriel lived in perpetual fear of watching her owmn death drawing steadily closer. After

| eaving the arnmy she had gone to seed, badly.

Now, with the gland out, she was taking care of her appearance again; she watched her diet, kept
up her health, and was begi nning to expand her interests. After starting out as a dowdy spinster
who | ooked about fifty-five, she had worked her way down to becone a pleasant-faced forty-five-
year-old, with a pretty brisk attitude to life. Although Julia had detected sone brittl eness on
nore than one occasion.

Oficially Gabriel was acting as adviser to Event Horizon's security division while Mrgan set up
a team of psychics -Geg had refused the assi gnnment point-blank. The two of them had noved into

t he sane house ei ghteen nonths ago.

"Hell o, Gabriel,' Julia said brightly. She gave Mrrgan a quick peck on the cheek as she carried on
down the | ong oak table which filled the centre of the study. 'Thank you for com ng, Cornac.'
Cormac had half risen fromhis own arnchair; he ducked his head before reseating hinself.

Julia plopped down in the hard chair at the head of the table, and activated the termnal in front
of her. 'l asked Royan to attend, is that all right?' she asked Morgan. He didn't strictly approve
of Royan.
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"Certainly.

Her fingers pecked at the termnal's keyboard, loading the famliar code. Above the stone
fireplace, the flatscreen she used for videoconferencing flickered dimy

PLUGGED IN, it printed in bold orange letters.

Royan al ways refused to use a vocal synthesizer; the closest he cane was the silent speech when
her nodes were interfaced with the 'ware stacks in his room Eleanor had described himto her
once. Ever since, Julia had experienced a subtle guilt at her relief that she would never actually
have to neet him Although a bl eak presence always seened to float on the periphery of their
electronic link, as if he was struggling to project hinmself through at her

You're paranoid, girl, she told herself.

Anot her code and Grandpa was there, plugged into the study's systens. She tal ked banalities with
the three of themas the first raindrops of the afternoon began to speckle the |ead-franed

wi ndows. Sl uggi sh grey douds | unbered over the Nene valley, nmaking the oak-panelled study seem
funereal. Vall-nounted bi ol um gl obes cane on, giant |uininous pearls on curving tubular brass

ar ns.

Lucas's unmi st akabl e soft knock sounded on the door. He ushered Greg and El eanor in

Julia listened to their résumé of the case, trying to conceal a shudder when Greg ran through his

interview wi th Liam Bursken. She could see he was still wound up about it, and it took a lot to
affect Greg. Wienever she glanced at Cormac, he had the same politely attentive expression in
pl ace.

Can't fool me, Cormac, she thought, not any nore. H's al oof ness was a defence agai nst the
craziness and stupidity of the world, as nmuch as his physical retreat into his |aboratory conpl ex.
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But now the world had pierced clean through and bitten him

Wth some surprise, she realized she was actually feeling sorry for him

After Eleanor finished talking JUia asked Greg to squirt all the police files stored in his
cybofax into the NN core. 'Grandpa can run correl ation exercises for us,' she said
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"That's right, bloody skivvy I am' Philip nuttered. 'Nice to know why | was invited.

Geg smled thinly and aimed his cybofax at her terminal. Eleanor added the bytes she'd built up
"So it's definitely not one of the students,' Gabriel said thoughtfully.

"Yes, I'msure they didn't kill Kitchener,' said Geg. 'Al though how nmy opinion would stand up in
court, I"'mnot so certain about. But the physical evidence does tend to corroborate ny interviews.
Besi des, none of them had a mind anything |ike Bursken's.'

" Your opinion is good enough for ne,' Mrgan said.

"Even your new friend Rosette Harding-Clarke is in the clear,' Eleanor flashed Geg a spartan
grin. "Her famly is very rich, and according to Julia's legal office the child wouldn't get a
penny out of Kitchener's estate. If the Hardi ngCl arkes were poor, Rosette nmight have been able to
apply for a maintenance order against the estate. However, the question doesn't arise.

"Then it nmust have been a teknerc snuff,' Morgan said.

YOUR SECURI 7Y GEAR PROTECTI NG LAUNDE ABBEY

WAS THE BEST NO ONE ON THE Cl RCU THAS HEARD OF

ANYBODY WANTI NG TO BUY THE KI ND OF PROGRANMS

VHI CH COUW BURN THROUGH

Morgan turned his head to | ook at the flatscreen. 'How reliable are your sources?

VERY VERY VERY

' Somebody got in.'

‘I still maintain it would be difficult for anyone to get in and out of the Chater valley that
night,' Geg said.

" Then who did do it? Wi shaw asked, his voice had risen a notch

Gabri el caught his eye, a silent rebuke.

"Logically, it was a tekinerc snuff,' Greg said unhappily. 'Nobody el se woul d have the know how
and operational expertise to get in and out without |leaving a trace. That's what | find
incredible. There wasn't a single trace, not one.' He shook his head.
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"W're missing nethod and notive at the nmonent,' El eanor said.

MOTi VE | HAVE PLENTY OF

What ?* Jul i a asked.

ACCORDI NG TO THE Cl RCUI 7 KI TCHENER WAS WORKI NG ON A BORON PROTON REACTOR FOR YQU

' Edwar d was doi ng no such thing,' Cormac objected.

Philip chortled, the sound reverberating out of hidden speakers, directionless. 'Ah, but it flts,
m boy. Doesn't it? Kitchener's speciality was atom ¢ and nol ecular interaction. A successful boron
proton reaction would be al nbst as worthwhile as gi ga-conductor. Look at it froman econonic point
of view, a successful boron proton, fusion produces energized helium that's all, no pollutants,
no radi oactive enission. It's a bloody marvel, or it would be if we could build one. Kitchener is
just the kind of man to iron out the bugs involved in getting a snooth fusion process going.'

"It would be a |ogical assunption,’ Mrgan said grudgingly. 'If sonmeone was aware Kitchener was
contracted to Event Horizon, was receiving noney fromus, they could well think it was for energy
research. Especially if they knew it was coming fromCornmac's office, the inventor of the

gi gaconductor.'

El eanor rapped a knuckle lightly on the table, and tilted her head to ook at Julia. 'How are you
going to power Prior's Pen?

It took a second for her thoughts to junp between subjects. 'I'mconsidering two options. The
first is an Ccean Thermal generator system with floating platforns anchored out in the Atlantic,
and bringing the electricity ashore with superconductor cables. Second is to drill a couple of

hundred deep bore hol es across the Fens basin, then insert direct thernmocouple cables down them
si phon energy right out of the mantle. The tower and the projected cyber precincts certainly can't
be powered from exi sting mainland sources, the capacity sinmply doesn't exist. Costw se, direct
coupling has the edge, naturally since there are no noving parts to maintain once the hol es have
been sunk. In engineering terms, ocean thermal is
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a nore mature technology. So at the monent |'mjust waiting to see if Cormac nakes any significant
progress on direct thernocoupling in the next ten nmonths. W don't have to make the actual
selection until the end of the year.'

"I'dlike it to be earlier,' Philip nuttered.

' Behave, Grandpa.' She found the canera | ens, above the flatscreen, and gave it a stern | ook.

"So it would nake a |l ot of sense for you to be working on third, fourth, even fifth alternatives,'
El eanor nused.

'Yes, absolutely. But we're not.' -

"What ot her enbryonic technol ogies could supply the rise in industrial denmand?' Geg asked. 'And
nore inportantly, who is working on thenf

' G andpa?’

' Easy enough, mgirl. There are really only five viable candidates. Jetstreamturbines, when you
tether |arge vacuum bubbles twelve kilonetres up and fit themout with giant rotor blades. The
wind velocities up there are pretty inpressive. Next, you' ve got cold fusion.'

Cormac grunted disparagingly. But when Julia |ooked at him he just nmoued and went back to gazing
out of the wi ndow.

"Wll they mght crack it," Philip said grunpily. '"I'mjust listing options.'

"G on, Grandpa.'

"M crofusion reactors, which is a sort of advanced version of cold fusion, using nolecul ar-scale
conpressi on techniques to fuse extrenely small clusters of deuteriumatons in a gizno the size of
a processor chip. Sonething that small does away with the heat sink problenms you get in tokanaks,
but you'd need to group a lot of reactors together to produce a decent output. Ccean current
turbines. But there's a question mark over which currents. @l f Stream Mzanbique current, the
Kuro Shio, East Australian current, Cape Horn current; they' re all possibles, but they're all
renote from Europe. Then there's solar satellites. Cheap and practical, especially now we've got

the O arke spaceplane. But there isn't a governnent in the world that'll grant a licence to site a
recei ver array. Too many environnental - or rather
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environnentalist - problens when it comes to beam ng energy through the atnosphere.’

"Who is researching then?' G eg asked.

"Apart fromthe powersats, just about every konbinate, plus dozens of universities under
government contract. The whol e world needs an energy source which won't add to the G eenhouse
effect.’

Julia clasped her hands together, nmind devouring the problemeagerly. She didn't even need to
bring the nodes on line. 'Grandpa, are there any research teans working on boron proton fusion?
'Yes, several.'

"OK, conpile alist of the twenty-five nost prom sing research and design teans for boron proton
reactors, and each of the other projects you nentioned, then cross-reference themw th Di essenburg
Mercantile.’

"Cotcha, girl.'

"Isn't that one of our banks?' Morgan asked.

"Yes.' She told them about the conversation with Karl Flil debrandt;

"Interesting,” Greg said. 'l wish |I'd been there.’

'Cot one, Juliet,' Philip said. He sounded slightly apprehensive, which was unusual. 'The Randon
conpany. They have a | oan package of eight hundred and fifty mllion Eurofrancs with D essenburg
Mercantile, two hundred million 'New Sterling. Two-thirds of it was spent constructing a

| aboratory conpl ex outside Reins, which is dedicated to investigating mcrofusion techniques.'
"Has to be,' Mrgan said quietly.

' Randon al so sponsor Nicholas Beswick,' Philip said flatly. G eg sat up straight, staring at the
term nal at the head of the table.

"No such thing as coincidence,’ Gabriel said. It cane out alnost as a chall enge.

Geg glanced at her fleetingly. 'No,' he said firny.

"Ch, cone on, Greg. Psi isn't perfect.'

"Tell you, if it had been any one of the others, | would have said, naybe. But Besw ck, no
chance."

"if you say so,' she | ooked away, uninterested.
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‘I"his is all based on very spurious assunptions,' Cormac said.
'Yeah, maybe,' Geg said. He sounded troubled. 'Royan, this rumour about Kitchener working on
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boron proton fusion, did it exist before he was snuffed?

YES YES YES. HEA VY DU Y SPECULATI ONAS SOON AS EVENT HORI ZON PAYMENTS WERE MADE TO HI S BANK
ACCOUNT

"For Christ's sake,' Mrgan said tightly.

SORRY BUT PEOPLE LI KE KI TCHENER ARE ALWAYS BEI NG SCANNED BY HOTRODS. HI S WORK | S | NTERESTI NG, NOT
TO MENTI ON COMVERCI AL.

' But nobody knew for certain what he was doing, right?" Geg persisted.

Rl GHT THE LI GHIWARE CRUNCHER AT LAUNDE

WASN' T PLUGGED | NTO ANY DATANETS. KI TCHENER

PROBABLY DI DNY WANT TO RI SK HAVI NG DATA-

SNATCHES RUNAGAI NSTHI M SMARTMAN. THAT' S VWHY

THERE WAS THE | NTEREST I N H M

The Iines on Greg's face deepened, he | ooked down at the table, lost in contenplation. El eanor
gave hima concerned gl ance.

Julia found the | evel of alnbst unconscious devotion between themwas utterly enchanting. Chiding
hersel f for peeking.

"It couldn't be Nicholas Besw ck,' Eleanor said, 'because he knew Kitchener wasn't working on
boron proton fusion for Event Horizon. So he woul dn't have wi ped the Bendix, would he?

Geg let out a relieved sounding sigh, and smled at her. "I think I'Il put a bonus in your wage
packet .’

She grinned back.

"Exactly what was Kitchener working on for you? Gabriel asked.

"Wormhol e physics.' Cornmac started to explain

Julia was noderately surprised Morgan hadn't told Gabriel about the research contract. He mnust
take need-to-know far nmore seriously than she'd ever inagi ned. She didn't know whether to be
anused at the notion or not.
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"A stardrive!' Gabriel said incredul ously when Ranasfari finished. She | ooked at Julia for
confirmation.

"Yes, 'fraid so.' School days discipline rescued her once again. But Gabriel's expression did | ook
so funny, probably the same as hers when Cormac had first confronted her about having the nurder
sol ved.

"Royan,' Geg said slowy. 'Was there any hint of that on the circuit?

NO NO NO. NO WOW A STARDRI VE, ULTRA EXCLANMATI ON MARK. HOW FAR HAD HE GOT? -

" There was no prospect of himever devel oping a stardrive mechanism' Cornac Ranasfari said,

di staste at the idea showi ng on his conpact face. 'Edward was sinply working on the physics which
coul d open the opportunity for theoretical instantaneous transit.'

"Did this research invol ve neurohornones at all? Geg asked. 'Most certainly. Edward was
attenpting to fornulate a thened neurohornone which would enable himto investigate the
possibility of CTCs existing. He and | considered that to be the nost promising route to
verification.

"CTCs?' Greg clicked his fingers. 'N cholas Besw ck nentioned them Wat is one?

Cormac nmi ntai ned a bl ankly inpassive expression. Julia knew he was di sappoi nted, having to
expl ai n concepts which were so obvi ous.

"A Cosed Tinelike Curve is a | oop through space-tine.’

"No nmessing? Geg appeared so innocently interested

"I't has been postul ated that they exist on a sub-m croscopic scale, foam ng space-tine;
approximately ten to the minus power thirty-five metres wide and stretching back ten to the m nus
power forty-two seconds. Theoretically you could use one to travel into the past.'

"What about creating a paradox?' Gabriel asked, there was bright interest in her eyes. '"Killing
your own grandfat her?'

"If you killed himten to the mnus forty-two of a second ago instead of right here in the
present, how would you know?' Myrgan asked mldly. 'l don't think you'd notice a vast difference.
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She waved himdown irritably, concentrating on Cornac.

"Yes, the classic question,' Cormac said politely. 'Travelling back to kill your grandfather
before your father was born, thus creating a paradox. If your grandfather was killed how could you
have been born to travel back to kill hin This is a null question, because quantum cosnol ogy

allows for nultiple parallel universes, an infinite stack of space-times with identical physica
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paraneters except each one has a different history - Hitler triunphant, J. F. Kennedy never

killed, the PSP remaining in power. If CTCs do exist, the multiple histories will interconnect,
effectively integrating the parallel universes into a unified famly and facilitating trave
between them 1In this instance quantum nechanics pernits the establishment of as many connected
uni verses as there are variant outconmes of the tine traveller's actions. So you can travel back in

time to kill your grandfather, because in another universe, the one you travelled from your
grandfather will remain alive to conceive your father.'
"Yes.' Gabriel sucked her cheeks in. '\Wenever | |ooked into the future, | saw nultiple

probabilities; the further into the future the nore probabilities there were, and the w | der they
becane."

"Wlder? Julia asked, fascinated.

"I nprobabl e. Mamoths roaming round in Siberia, the Greenhouse effect suddenly reversing, obscure
politicians beconing statesmen, weird religions taking hold. | never |ooked too far,' she added
contritely.

Because death haunted those extremes, Julia conpleted privately.

"Had you | ooked back in tinme, you would have seen that sane nultiplication of alternatives,'
Cormac said. 'That is what Edward hoped to see.'

"What ?' Gabriel asked sharply.

"To ook in the past.'

"You said Kitchener was devel opi ng a neurohornmone to perceive CICs, not | ook into the past,' Geg
sai d.

Cormac's smile was wintry. 'But don't you see, that's the same thing. Edward theorized that CTCs
are the basis of psychic ability.'
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G eg and Gabriel exchanged a gl ance bordering on pained anxiety. What made himthink that?' Geg
asked.

' These m croscopic hol es through space-tine are too small for physical objects to pass through, so
he suggested that they facilitate the exchange of pure data. Your mind, M Mandel, is quite
literally connected with billions, trillions, of other mnds; a vast repository of visual inmages,
snells, tastes, and nenories. This so-called psychic trait in certain humans is no nore than a
superior interpretation ability, you can nmake sense of our cosnological heritage, filter out the
scream of the white noise junble, pick over the bones.'

"If that's true, then how could I reach as far as | can? You said these CICs are mcroscopic.'
"Indeed, but there are so many of them If you go down one of these wornholes, back in tine for
that fraction of a second, nove an infinitesinal distance, you will be able to find another CTC at
its term nus, perhaps several, and that connection will allow you to extend another increnent
further outward. You understand? It is like a chain, appallingly convol uted, which accounts for
the limts in range you experience, but a clear link none the less, stretching across infinity,
and up and down eternity.

"But | could see into the future,' Gabriel said. 'How could these CTCs produce that effect? You
said they go back in tine.'

'They do. But the now we are in is the past of the futures you perceived.

"Yes,' said Gabriel, though she sounded unconvi nced.

' However, by itself looking into the future isn't sufficient to prove the existence of CTCs.
Psychic is such a prejudicial term you see, people have always laid claimto the power of
foresight. But if CTCs exist, then the past should be avail able on an equal basis. Edward hoped
that by produci ng a neurohornone capable of opening up the past in the way that precognition opens
up the future he would nmake a case for microscopic CICs which would be irrefutable. There could be
very few alternative explanations.'

"Julia? Geg s voice was dead, devoid of all inflection. Everyone | ooked at him Wat was the
result of the analysis On those anmpoul es El eanor gave you?'
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She had sone trouble forming the words, her throat had dried up as soon as she started thinking
about the inplications. 'The laboratory said it was a thenmed neurohornone, sharing sone
characteristics with the standard precognition fornula. But it's not a type they were familiar
with.'

"Edward succeeded in formulating a retrospecti on neurohornone?’ Cornmac asked with a feverish note
of hope.

'Looks that way, doesn't it.' Greg was staring at Gabriel. Julia saw she had gone quite white, her
hands were trenbling slightly.
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"No,' Morgan said. He didn't use a |oud voice, but the authority he conveyed was final. He took
hol d of Gabriel's hand. 'You're not infusing it.

"Who el se can?' she answered. 'My tenporal ability is a proven one.'

"You are proposing to use it?" Cormac asked, he blinked owishly at Gabriel. 'Wiy? W don't even
know if it works, all Edward's records were erased.'

Julia cursed under her breath. It was a perpetual nystery to her how soneone as smart as Cornac
could be so oblivious to the problens of life itself. '"If it enables us to look into the past, we
can use it to see who killed Kitchener,' she told him using the strained tone reserved for naking
conpany divi sional nmanagers wi sh they'd never been born

Cormac opened his mouth to speak, then glanced at

Gabriel, blushing furiously. '"I.. . I'"'msorry. 1 wasn't thinking

This whol e series of events has been extrenely stressful ...’

He trailed off.

"I''l1l infuse it,' Eleanor said.

"No bl oody chance!' G eg snapped

"Way not? These t henmed neurohornones are designed to anplify single psi traits. Anyone with even a
faintly psionic ability should be able to infuse one. And you always say |'m sensitive.

Geg's face darkened. 'That's hardly a qualified objective opinion.'

"What have we got to lose? If it doesn't work, there's no
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disaster, we sinply carry on the investigation as before. If it does work, we find out who the
nmur derer is.

It was quite peculiar; Julia was watching G eg gather hinself for a tirade, desperately trying to
thi nk of sonme way she could defuse the situation before it degenerated into a vicious persona
row. She knew from past experience just how forceful Greg could get when he was really upset. And
El eanor was just as bad. Both of them conpl ete stubborn-heads. But sonethi ng happened, because
Greg suddenly gave El eanor a perpl exed, al nost awestruck, stare, and sat back linply in his seat,
hi s anger visibly draining away.

"What is it?" Eleanor asked. She was frowning at his behaviour.'

" Not hi ng."'

Which Julia didn't believe for a second

"You nean you don't object? Eleanor said, suspicion charging her voice.

He gave her a lanme grin. 'No.'

" Oh. "

Julia | ooked at Modrgan for gui dance, but all he could nmanage was a confused grinmace. She coul dn't
t hi nk what had nmade Greg change his mnd so abruptly. The npod swing had struck himso swiftly she

was tenpted to call it a revelation.

"If Gabriel's precognition is any exanple, we'll need to do this at Launde Abbey itself,' Geg
said. "You'll have a job trying to focus on the tenporal displacenent of a |ocation outside your
i medi ate area. Right, Gabriel?

"Right.’

"CK, two points. Well, three, actually. I'lIl use ny enpathic ability to nonitor your attenpt, or
at least try to. | want you fitted with a somol ence inducer; that way if anything does go wong

I"lI'l sense it and sinmply send you off to sleep until the neurohornone wears off.'

'Good idea,' Eleanor said. She seened relieved Geg was taking it seriously.

"Gabriel, I'd like you there as an adviser. You too, Doctor, if it's no trouble.’
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"I will be happy to attend,' Cormac Ranasfari said stiffly. 'Finally, we can't really exclude

Vernon Langley or his team | suggest we don't try. But | want himto bring N cholas Beswick with
him'

"Way?' Julia asked

"You'l |l see tonmorrow. Or at least, | think you will.'

t

A

n agitated fleece of doud was stretched over the Chater valley the next nmorning, an easterly w nd
scattering neagre curtains of drizzle across the slopes of Launde Park. The water flow ng over the
bridge was down to a couple of centinetres when the EMC Ranger spl ashed over it. Greg drove up
past the series of |akes, hopeful that this tine he night renenber. Di sappointed once nore.

Maybe Vernon woul d have pull ed sonething out of the police records by now
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El eanor sat in the passenger seat, gazing out at the desultory stone-grey drizzle. She had been
silent for nost of the journey, his espersense revealing the pensive tinbre of her thoughts,

al t hough she was careful to keep a neutral expression on her face.

He turned off down the | ocop of drive towards the Abbey.

"You know exactly what |'mthinking,' he said. 'Which neans there's no point in nmy saying it. So
"1l say it anyway. | didn't really want you to do this, and if you want to pull out | won't stop
you.'

She | eant over and gave himthe briefest of kisses. 'So why the dramatic about-face yesterday?
‘'Because.. . Wll, you'll see in a mnute.'

"Sounds intriguing. Is it going to nmake nme change ny mi nd?

"No. Quite the opposite, actually.'’

She gave hi m another of her penetrating stares, then turned back to the w ndow

One thing, he was going to be bl oody glad when this was over, and no messing. Wien the snap of
intuition had hit himin Julia s study yesterday it was tough not to sinply say it out |oud. Then
this nmorning he had lain on the bed with belly muscles cold and hard in anticipation as he wat ched
her getting dressed.
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She had gone through the big chest of drawers taking out a couple of blouses along with her
underwear; then she'd started rummagi ng around the racks in the wardrobe. Th,o skirts were
renoved, and she went through the usual procedure of conparing themin the thin Iight com ng

t hrough the wi ndow. He'd never noticed before howlong it all seenmed to take. In the end she had
slipped into a lime-green blouse and a full-length cotton flower-print skirt, with a wal nut-
coloured fleece-lined sweat jacket that cane down over her hips.

' Good enough for you?' she had asked tartly when she zipped the front of the jacket up

"Sure.' He hadn't realized how obvious his stare had been. The two white vans belonging to the
forensic teamwere parked in their usual places outside the Abbey, three police cars from Gakham
and a blue Ford which had brought Gabriel and Ranasfari, were drawn up al ongsi de. They were the
last to arrive, as he'd intended.

El eanor pulled her jacket hood up and allowed himto take her armas they walked to the front
door. The roses along the Abbey's facade | ooked very scraggly now, sodden and beginning to rot. A
uni formed bobby standing in the porch gave a quick salute as they hurried in out of the danp.
There were a lot of people mlling around in the hail, the famliar figures of the Cll) team
Gabri el and Ranasfari standing together along with Ranasfari's bodyguard. The physicist was in
earnest conversation with Denzil Gsborne. A couple of uniformed bobbies nade up the conpl enent.
Greg spotted Nichol as Besw ck standing at the foot of the stairs, hands shoved into the pockets of
his jeans, his el bows sticking out at awkward angl es, avoiding eye contact, trying to go unnoticed
am d the hubbub of small-tal k. The affection he felt at the sight of the boy was spontaneous; he
wanted to go over and put a hand on his shoul der, reassure himeverything was going to be al
right: there was sonething oddly appealing about soneone so timd

He wat ched Nichol as very closely as El eanor greeted the others in the hail. The boy turned round
to see what was going on, full of reluctance. Then he caught sight of Eleanor. Hi s brooding
expression twi sted into shock then outright

A QUANTUM MURDER

235
fright. Both hands |urched upwards, al nost as though he was warding off a punch. 'You!' It cane
out as a mangled yell. He took an instinctive pace backwards, and tripped on the bottom step

sitting down jarringly.

Everyone in the hail froze, staring at him Col our began to rush into his cheeks.

G eg went over and offered hima synpathetic arm 'She was your ghost wasn't she?' he asked
gently.

Ni chol as struggled to his feet, still staring thunderstruck at El eanor. 'Yes, but |ook, she's rea
now. She's alive.'

"No nmessing. Allow ne to introduce you; this is Eleanor, ny wfe.'

Ni chol as gave hima wild trapped | ook. 'Wfe?

"Let ne explain,' he said kindly.

"About tinme," Eleanor grunbled in his ear

"You knew all along,' Eleanor said, she was hovering between anger and benusenent. Undeci ded.
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"l guessed all along," Geg tenporized. And Lord preserve us if she decides on anger.

They were sitting on the circular bed in Nicholas's room Au the furniture was still in place, but
swat hed in plastic sheeting, enbargoed by the forensic team although there ~i ad been no need for
t he whol esal e di smantling exercise which had occurred in Kitchener's room

Ni chol as had clai med the chair behind the desk, the translucent plastic rustling at each tiny
moverment . He had shrugged off his reticence as Greg explained his hunch about the ghost and the
retrospecti on neurohornmone. Asking questions, making observations. Al nost behaving |ike a regular
person.

Ranasfari was sitting on the windowseat in a virtual trance State. One hand stroked the stonework
absently. Greg wondered what ghosts Launde had conjured up for him

Gabriel had listened to himexplain with a smle blinking on and off. She had assuned that know ng
air of elder Sister tolerance he renmenbered so well.

Vernon, Amanda, and Denzil were grouped together in
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m utual confusion, attentive but saying little, swapping noody, baffled gl ances.

'You are saying this |ooking-back notion has al ready worked?' Ananda asked.

"No,' Greg said. 'Just that the retrospecti on neurohornone will work. | had sone reservations at
first, you see.'

El eanor' s hand squeezed his leg playfully. 'You wait till | get you home, G egory.

"But... Oh, | don't know.' Amanda's arns flapped in expressive dismay. 'You really think this drug
is going to let you | ook back and see who murdered Kitchener?

' She has pervaded the correct tau co-ordinates,' Nicholas said. '|I saw her. Dressed exactly as she
is now.'

Anmanda' s eyebrows shot up

Probably never heard him speak unl ess he's been spoken to before, G eg thought.

'So what woul d happen if El eanor doesn't take the neurohornmone?' Gabriel asked. Her whole attitude
was pure w ckedness. 'W know it works, so why don't we give it to sonmeone el se? Vernon here, he's
alikely lad, and it is his investigation.'

'Behave,' Greg said. The others wouldn't be able to tell how serious she was. Gabriel took some
getting used to. He'd known her for close on sixteen years, through the good tines and the bad,
and he wasn't sure he really understood her. Made for interesting conpany, though.

"Perfectly legitimte question.' She affected injured i nnocence. 'Ni chol as says he saw her, so
what woul d happen if she doesn't go?

"You and your paradoxes,' Eleanor muttered.

" Not hi ng woul d happen,' Ranasfari said. 'As | explained yesterday, quantum nechanics eradi cates
any inconsistency. The ghost which Nicholas w tnessed originates froma universe in which El eanor
will infuse the neurohornone. There are others in which she does not.'

" Anot her ne,' El eanor said wonderingly.

"This version does ne fine," Geg said. But there was an image in his mnd he couldn't shake free
a mllion Eleanors saying yes and infusing the neurohornone, another mllion
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pandering to Gabriel's whim and refusing. Universes torn asunder. And never the twain shall neet.
El eanor smiled at him hand gripping tighter.

"Well what's it going to be, then? he asked.

"Ch, I'lIl infuse it, of course.' She | ooked at Nicholas, her smile turning inpish. "I"'msorry I'm
going to startle you last Thursday night.'

"That's all right." H s eyes shone adoringly.

G eg had the unconfortabl e thought that Eleanor and Nicholas were actually both the sane age. Only
chronol ogi cal ly though, an evil voice said inside his mnd

El eanor | ay down on the bed and let Denzil fit the sommol ence induction |oop round her head. A
pearl -white tiara with a coil of cable connecting it to a slimoblong box of blue plastic. It
rem nded Greg of the neural-jammer collars at Stocken. The technol ogy was the sane.

"You should be able to reach down the landing into Kitchener's bedroom wi thout any trouble,’
Gabriel said. 'l could tell what was going to happen to a general area about a kilonmetre across.
O if | fixated on a person, | could track himthree or four days into the future even if he went
to Australia.

"She used to fixate on a lot of men," Greg told the roomat |arge. N cholas started to giggle.
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' Bugger you, Mandel .’
"I'1l be happy if | can just manage to find the Abbey |ast Thursday,' El eanor said.
"You did," Nicholas said. 'Or you do, | don't know which."'
"Shall we just get on with it,' Eleanor said
Geg could feel the nerves building in her belly. "OK' He sat beside her, plunmping up a pillow,
then took her hand. Her grip was strong, in search of reassurance, of a rock of stability.
Denzil handed hi mthe somol ence induction box. There Were three buttons and a snmall |iquid-
crystal display on the front. A colunm of black numbers changed occasionally bel ow a row of
synbols he didn't recognize
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"lI've preset it,' Denzil said. 'Press this button and she should be under in five seconds."
"Right.' He rested his forefinger lightly over the button. Hoping to God he woul dn't have to use
it.
Gabriel held up an infuser tube. 'You want ne to do this?
'Pl ease,' said El eanor
Gabri el bent over her, face sober and professional, and pressed the tube to her neck, just over
the carotid
' Keep your eyes dosed,' Gabriel instructed. 'You'll be seeing enough visions without trying to
unt angl e optical imges as well.'
El eanor's eyes cl osed and she cl anped her jaw shut, facial muscles hard as stone. Greg ordered a
secretion - gland thudding away |i ke a second heartbeat - and joined her in the country of the
m nd.

Eyes cl osed, blockading the sleet of photons into the brain's reception centre, a tide of starless
ni ght engulfed him Eleanor's nind rose silently into the void, a gas-giant as seen from one of
its innernmost nmoons. Vast and heavy. Thought currents swirled, individual strands show ng pink
white, and ocbre-red, |ike nmeandering stornbands, curling round each other to produce conplex
interlocking vortices. Stains of trepidation bled up out of the deeper psyche, dissolving into the
surface thoughts, quickening the rhythm

Rel ax, he told her.

The mind' s superficies quaked in surprise, sending out distortion ripples.

G eg?

Yeah. W7y, who did you think?

Just remenber this is all new to ne.

I haven't experienced this sott of affinity nany tinmes, nyself

Oh. Geg? | think | can see the bedroom M/ eyes are still shut, aren't they?

He snatched a fast |ook. Yeah, they're shut. He let his own nmind relax into passivity, a pure
receiver. That eerie
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phosphorescent cloudscape | ost cohesion, filmng over with watery streaks of alien colour. Wen he

studied themcl oser they resolved into walls, furniture, people, hinself. He was still sitting on

the side of the bed. Gabriel was stuck in a ridiculous posture; nouth open, hands captured in m d-
gesture.

You are smling, Eleanor said.

I'"ve just seen nme as you see me. It's interesting.

The roomis all still, like a hol ogram

Yeah. Now, what | want you to do, very slowy, is hunt round for a watch, and just inagine
yourself sliding towards it. Got that?

No probl em

The perception focus shifted, they curved out and upwards, an eagle in flight, heading for
Gabriel's wist. Her watch was a plain silver band with dry scarlet nunbers flush with the
surface, as if they were floating on a | ake of nercury.

Ni ne fofly-seven, Greg read. About eight mnutes ago. OK now can you see anything around the
fringes of the roon?

Uke what ?

A lack of definition, something like the blurred multiple you get right at the edge of a nmirror
No. Nothing like that.

K Pul'l back fromthe room the opposite of when you zooned in on the watch.
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Ah, yes.
The i mage fl owed, rushing past so fast he thought he could feel the wind of its passage. Yet the
walls, the furniture, the fittings, they all stayed in the same place. Darkness fell, siphoning

out every shade of colour. In the night sky outside the wi ndow, stars traced sparkling arcs across
the heavens, flickering in and out of existence as bl ankets of cloud churned past at supersonic
speed.

Very good, he told her drily, but can you stop?

The vertigi nous notion slowed. Halted. It was dusk, a paltry smattering of rain | eaking from bl eak
clouds. The room was deserted, its frost of plastic sheets glimering a dirty indigo.
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up?

I nsi de, you know?

stop. Right away,

Bl oody hell, said Eleanor. There was a dazed quality to her thoughts, alnobst |ike giddiness. 1 did
it, Geg. The past!
Yeah. Yesterday evening, | think How are you standing

'K There's this feeling of pressure.

Li ke I' m pushi ng agai nst sonet hi ng.

If it ever gets to be an effort~ then

El eanor. Don't by and tough it out.

(04

Any sign of alternatives yet?

God, no, Greg. This is bad enough

Just asking. Now let's go back to the night of the nmurder. One week, Thursday night, mdnight, or
as cl ose as we can get.

Al right.

The room surged around hi m agai n.

They stopped a few tinmes, watching Denzil or Nicolette come in and run hand-hel d sensors over the
furniture and carpet. Sonetines they would bag an itemup and take it out.

Last Friday was a blur of activity, with as nany as seven or eight people crowding in at once,
whi zzi ng around. The sheets of plastic crunpled up, shrinking, vanishing, |eaving the chairs and
t abl es exposed agai n.

Ni ght cl osed in.

Here we go, El eanor said.

He coul d sense the tension, and the effort, in her mnd, thoughts stretched as taut as an
athlete's sinew.

Ni chol as Beswi ck was sitting at the desk, absorbed with the dense sapphire graphics slithering
through his termnal's cube. Erratic noonbeans were raking the parkiand outside.

You were right about Nicholas, Eleanor said, he does need | ooking after, doesn't he?

Yeah. | like him

Me t oo.

Thi s ought to be about the tinme when Rosette and |sabel traipse off to see Kitchener. Mve in to
t he bedsi de cabinet, we'll have a | ook at the clock
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The perception point drifted downwards until it was level with Nicholas's head. Surprise scraw ed

across his face, eyes w dening.

He can see ne!

Greg could sense her own startled thoughts as Ni chol as opened his nobuth to emt what nust have
been a gasp. There was no sound. Perturbed, Eleanor started to pull away, the inage sl ow ng.

G aphics in the cube noved with increasing sluggishness until they finally froze.

This is what we came for, he reni nded her

Sony.

She had noved directly above Ni cholas when animation returned to the scene. N chol as jerked round
frantically in his chair, searching about. After a nonment the tension seenmed to evaporate from
him he rubbed his hands over his eyes and typed a code into the terminal. Then he stiffened, his
head turning slowy until he was | ooking at the door

This is it, Geg said. | want you to fry and foll ow Rosette and | sabel down to Kftchener~ bedroom
xXK?
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Do ny best.

Ni chol as had wal ked over to the door. G eg watched himgathering up the courage to turn the
handl e.

As soon as the door opened, Eleanor glided through it, staying near the ceiling and | ooki ng down.
Rosette was wearing a green silk kinmono. Isabel was just in her bra and jeans; her raw sexuality
was devastating.

Rosette said a few words to N cholas, then both girls left himbehind as they wal ked down the

gl oony corridor. Greg didn't like the stricken expression on N cholas's face, not one bit. The boy
was far too young to have his heart broken so cruelly. But then, when is a good age?

That poor boy, Eleanor said.

No nessi ng.

The two girls exchanged furtive whispers as they headed for Kjtchener's room Both of them | ooked
guilty.

Hope you choke on it, Greg wished themsilently.

Kit chener was wearing white cotton pyjamas. He greeted both girls with an effusive snmle. The old
man gestured a |ot,
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Greg saw, arms constantly on the nmove. Rosette and |sabel were both kissed exuberantly. Sone of
their chirpiness had returned.

The first thing Rosette did was go over to a bedside cabinet and take out an infuser tube. It was
gold plated, the size of her mddle finger. She applied it expertly to Isabel's neck

Wants to get her cloudsaiing before she says anything about N cholas to Kitchener, Geg thought.
| sabel wriggled sinuously out of her tight jeans as Kitchener sat hinmself down in a big arnthair
besi de the bed. Hi s eyes never left her, Isabel noved into Rosette's enbrace where her hair was
stroked, cheeks caressed. Mrre than anything it | ooked |ike she was being soothed, calmed like a
skittish ani mal .

Tell me, Gregoty, exactly how nuch of this do you envi sage wat chi ng?

He sensed she wanted to make a joke of it, but the nental tone fell terribly short. In a body a

I ong way away anticipation was building like a static charge along his spine. He had said he
couldn't envisage what kind of man would commit such barbarism now he was going to be shown the
atrocity inits entirety.

A naked |sabel stood at the side of the bed, facing Kitchener, her head tipped back slightly,
eyelids fluttering, hands rubbing insistently up and down the outside curve of her hips. The old
man's eyes traced over her figure as he sipped a glass of port. Rosette began to kiss her throat
with provocative tenderness, tongue licking at the curves and hollows of flesh. She descended
along the cleft between Isabel's conical breasts, on to the flat expanse of belly, hungry now, her
hands cl asping the smaller girl's buttocks. |sabel's nmouth parted to sigh, her eyes and sou
shining by the light of syntho's icy fire.

Take us ahead to when they |leave, Geg said

| sabel lay back on the sheets, spreading her |inbs wide, torso flexing sensually. Rosette dropped
her robe and clinbed on to the bed, slowy |lowering herself on to Isabel

El eanor's focal shift accelerated the two squirmng figures
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into hazy snears. The third figure rose fromthe chair and joined them In conbination the trio
had that same rarefied blur as a dragonfly wi ng.

The girls left at twenty-seven nmnutes to three. They were | eani ng agai nst each other, Rosette
with her armthrown protectively around |sabel. The snmaller girl was drowsy, a lifeless snile of
satisfaction on her lips. Kitchener snoozed on the bed, white hair askew.

How are you copi ng? G eg asked.

That feeling of being squeezed, it's much tighter now.

OK let's shift forward a little then

The door opened at eighteen m nutes past four. N cholas Besw ck wal ked in.

"Greg!' The voice enconmpassed angui sh and dread, finishing with a tiny whinper.

He heard it, actually heard it, the force breaking through the neurohornone's isolation

No no no, her nind cried.

Stay with it. Keep centred, Eleanor, you nust keep your mnd centred here.

But G eg!

1 know It might not be him Just a few ninutes nore, that's all, please.

He'd said it, but he didn't believe it.
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Ni chol as was wearing a brown apron, naked underneath except for a pair of underpants. His right
hand gripped a thirty-centinetre-long carving knife.
Through a clamy chill of disbelief, Geg watched the boy wal k over to the bed. He put the knife
down on the cabinet, and picked up one of the pillows. Kitchener stirred briefly. N cholas | owered
the pillow on to the old man's face.
G eg, oh Greg, stop him
| can't, darling. | can't
Kitchener woke at the very end, scrawny |inbs thrashing about. Nicholas's teeth were bared in a
feral smle, biceps standing proud as he kept the pillow in place. The feeble scrabbling stopped
after less than half a mnute. Nicholas didn't lift the pillow for another ninety seconds. After
t hat ,
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he put it back with the others at the head of the bed, snoothing out the winkles with the edge of
hi s hand.

He | ooked down at Kitchener, head bowed al nbst reverently, then crossed hinself. It took himtWw
m nutes to nethodically unbutton and renove the old man's pyjamas, folding themneatly and placing
them on the arncth~ir. When he was finished, he straddled the corpse across its hips. The tip of
the knife was brought to rest just above the belly button, dullness of the well-worn netal
contrasting agai nst the now etiol ate skin.

Ni chol as | eant forward, pressing down with all his weight. The knife penetrated snoothly, al nost
up to the handl e, and he began to nove it forwards, up the chest, in a rough sawi ng notion.
CHAPTER S| XTEEN

t was truly a cell now. The door renmined | ocked, even ~ when N chol as knocked on it. Meals,
interviews, and his

| awyer; that was all it opened for. And the trip to the nmagistrates' court.

The police had taken himthere on Friday norning, twenty-four hours after El eanor Mandel had
tossed about on the bed in his roomat the Abbey, opening her eyes to reveal abject revul sion, and
rolling over to throw up on the gl ossy pol ythene sheet covering the carpet. It was the | ook she
had gi ven hi m whi ch wounded hi mthe nost, the absolute horror, as if his very presence could
cont ami nate her soul. And she'd been so nice to himbefore, so friendly, not seeming to notice his
enbarrassnent at the shock her appearance had triggered. Grls didn't nornally treat himlike
that; he was either nonexistent or an object of pity, sonetinmes of scorn. He was secretly a little
bit inlove with El eanor; she seened so forthright, able to cope with life. She was al so
staggeringly pretty, even though thinking that was disloyal to |sabel

The words had cone sr~mmering out of her nmouth as she gagged, G eg huggi ng her shoul ders
protective and concerned. 'He did it. Jesus, he didn't even blink.' She sucked down sone air,

Wi ping a sticky thread of vomit fromher lips. 'Wat are you?

That was when her nad eyes found him their stare an alnost tangible force, tightening round his

t hr oat .

Sonet hi ng shivered inside himthen, enervating his legs. The cold terrible certainty that she mnust
mean him She was accusing him

"Who?' It was spoken by half the people in the room He nmay even have joined in. He couldn't
remenber .

But she said nothing. Just glared, her ragged breathing the only sound. Then Geg's stare was
added to hers, calmand hateful, and N cholas felt his face reddening even as the
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cl anmour of bew | dernent inside his skull nade himblurt:

"What ? What ? What have | done?

"He did it," Geg told the detectives. H's voice had gone husky, saddened nore than anyt hing.
Langl ey had | ooked at Ni chol as, then Greg, then back again. 'Hi n?' he asked incredul ously.

' Beswi ck?'

"For Christ's sake put sone handcuffs on him' Eleanor rasped. 'If you'd only seen what he did..
Geg's armtightened round her. She had started to trenble

"But you interviewed him' Vernon Langley said. 'You cleared him'

‘"I told you when we started. |I'd never seen that kind of mnd before, didn't know what to | ook
for. Wll, now !l do. He's conpletely cracked, won't even adnit it to hinself. Jesus, he was
fucki ng i nhuman back there.’

"No," N cholas said. But nobody appeared to have heard him "No. | didn't. | didn't do that.’
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"Are you sure?' Langley asked G eg reluctantly.

"Yeah. It was him'

"No,' N cholas said. 'No.

Amanda Pat erson and Jon Nevin had sonehow noved to stand on either side of his chair. He gl anced

up at them face pleading. 'l didn't.

"I's there any proof; solid proof, | nmean?' Langley asked. 'Can we test the clothes he was
weari ng?'

'l can do you one better than that,' Geg said. 'I can show you where he left the knife.'

"I didn't do it!" Wiy woul dn't anyone listen?

"It's downstairs, in the kitchen," Geg said

"W checked the kitchen,' Ananda retorted indignantly.

"Not all of it.'

"You two' Langl ey signalled his colleagues - "bring himwi th us, and keep an eye on him | don't
want any sudden sprints across the park.'

"I'"ll stay up here,' Eleanor said shakily.

"Me too,' Gabriel said.

'"CK,' CGreg said. He patted Eleanor's shoulder. '"I'Il be back strai ght away.
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She nodded weakly, hunching in on herself as though she was freezing.

Ni cholas felt Jon Nevin's hand on his forearm He didn't protest. H's strangely |eaden |inbs
needed all the help they could get to rise out of the chair. Gabriel had gone to sit beside

El eanor, the two of themw th their heads together, nurnuring quietly.

In the kitchen, Greg wal ked strai ght over to the iron range. 'It's in here,' he pointed to the
copper bedwarmer hanging on the wall. '"He hid it when he was burning the apron.'

"Don't touch it,' Denzil said. He and Nicolette cleared the kitchen table, covering it with a
broad sheet of polythene. They put on thin yellow gl oves and gingerly took the bed-warmer off its
hook. The three detectives crowded round as Denzil opened it; N cholas couldn't see.

Langl ey turned round, his face struggling agai nst an expression of |oathing. 'N cholas Beswi ck,
am arresting you on suspicion of the nurder of one Edward Kitchener.'

" No! ’

There was a long knife in the bedwarner, its bl ade snapped off at the base so that it could be
wedged in the tarni shed copper basin. The handle was rolling loose in the bottom Both were

stai ned black fromdried bl ood.

"You do not have to say anything at this tine, but anything you do say will be taken down and may
be used as evidence against you in a court of |aw.'

Hi s hands were jerked behind him Rings of cold netal constricting his wists. The snick of the

| ocks.

"I didn't doit.'
They were deaf, imune to any words he said. They also detested him He had never known that
before. People so rarely paid himany attention at all. In the first few days after the nurder

t he Gakham police had treated himwith a slightly puzzl ed indul gence, as if he was sone kind of

foreign animal that they didn't know how to feed properly.

But after Nevin brought himback fromthe Abbey it had been different. The word bad gone out in

advance. O f-duty O ficers bad stood in doorways as he was marched through the station corridors

to his cell. He'd cringed fromthe way
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they regarded him the naked revul sion, expecting to be set upon and beaten. There had been no

vi ol ence. The cuffs had been tight, though, his hands swelling and swelling until he. thought they
woul d burst. They had left themon for ages, long after his fingers had gone nunmb, draggi ng out

t he booki ng procedure.

He had caught one glinpse of |sabel, just as he was being put into the cell. Nevin was finally
taking off his cuffs in the corridor outside when she enmerged fromthe cell she'd been sl eeping
in. He cried out her name, and she turned. That was when he saw her face was |like all the others.
"I didn't doit.'

Her head tipped to one side, faintly nonpiussed, at one renove fromthe world, like the tinmes he'd
seen her perfornming a difficult equation. There was virtually no sign of recognition.

"Pl ease, Isabel. | didn't.

Her bottomlip turned down, as if it was all of no consequence, trivia. She was still utterly
beauti ful.
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A shove between his shoul der bl ades sent himstunbling into the cell as blood and feeling shot
violently back into his hands. The door slamed shut, |ock whirring.

He had thought the night was bad, alone with near-suicidal confusion, the nmenories of the

al | egations. Eleanor's desol ated face, the knife with its awful scale of black flakes. Nobody
would talk to him the sergeant who brought his evening neal sinply slamed the noul ded tray down
on the table, nute.

Sormehow, somewhere, there had been a terrible mistake. He had waited and waited for themto find
out where they had gone wong, to conme back and set himfree. He didn't want an apol ogy, he just
wanted to be allowed to go

Gnats and small ochre noths energed fromthe dead conditioning grille, fluttering silently round
the biolum panel. The light stayed on all night. N cholas huddled into a corner of the cell bel ow
the high wi ndow, drawi ng his knees up against his chest, a blanket round his shoul ders, waiting,
wai ting-

A QUANTUM MURDER

249

Friday norning was worse, thrusting himfromthe extreme of his solitude into the bedl am of the
medi a madhouse.

OCakham nmagi strates' court sat in the castle hall. It was a short drive around the park fromthe
police station. Nicholas spent the whole tine in the car with a bl anket over his head.

He felt the car judder to a halt. The door was opened. Shouts were flung at him

"Did you do it?

"What was your notive, N ck?

Were you on drugs?'

He tried to screw hinself into the car seat. A hand like steel clanped on to his arm pulling him
out .

‘Come on son, this way, keep |ooking at your feet, there's no step.'

The questions nerged into a single protracted yowl. He could see tarmac bel ow his trainers, then
pal e yell ow stone. The |ight changed. He was inside.

The bl anket was pulled off.

He was in a short passage with whitewashed walls, narrow and cranped. Lisa Collier was standing in
front of him the two of themat the centre of a jostling circle of police.

‘I didn't doit,' he told the awer frantically. 'Please, Ms Collier. You have to believe ne.'
She ran a band back through her hair, giving hima flustered glance. 'N cholas, we'll get all that
sorted out later. Do you know why you're here?

"Where are we?'

She groaned, shooting Langley an evil stare. 'Christ. Al right, now, this is the nagistrates
court, Nicholas. They've convened a special sitting. The police want you remanded in their custody
for seventy-two hours so they can question you. You haven't officially been charged wi th anything
yet, all right? There is no basis for nme opposing the application. Do you understand?

"I didn't doit.'

"Ni chol as! Pay attention. W're not entering pleas today. They'll just remand you in custody and
take you back to the Station. There will be a | awer present at every interview.
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Now do you want ne to continue as your |awer?

'Yes, yes please.’

"All right, now |l ook, we're going right in. You won't have to say anything, just confirmyour nane
when the clerk of the court asks. Got that?

"Yes. My nane.'

"Fine. Now | ook, there's no way | could have the press excluded, so it's a bit of a circus in
there. But they're not allowed to take pictures in an English court, thank God. Do your best just
to ignore them' She | ooked himup and down, then rounded on Langley. 'There's no bl oody excuse
for himturning up in this state. It anounts to intimdation in ny book.'

Langl ey tweaked his tie. He was wearing a neat grey suit. 'Sorry, we were a bit rushed for tine
back there. Won't happen again.'

"You're damm right it won't,' she said in disgust.

The ancient hail was so bizarre that Nicholas was convinced he'd fallen into some Alice in
Wonder | and ni ghtmare. There were six thick stone pillars supporting a high vaulted ceiling; each
whi t ewashed wal |l was covered in horseshoes of all sizes, ranging fromthe genuine article up to
el aborate gilded arches a netre and a half high. Mdst of themhad crows on top, all were
inscribed with the nanes of the nobles, dignitaries, and royalty who had presented themto the

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (113 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:20 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

county.

The court itself only took up the front half of the hail, an enclosure of tacky wooden pew benches
painted a light grey, a defendant's box at the back. Behind that was an open space about twenty
nmetres square.

When he wal ked out of a small door in the front wall, handcuffed to Jon Nevin, he nearly faltered.
There were about a hundred reporters. packed on to the rear floorspace. Every one of them was
staring at him

He was led to the box facing the nagistrates' bench, ever conscious of those greedy eyes boring
into the back of his neck. The proceedi ngs were short, formularized. He renmenbered to acknow edge
the clerk, then all he had to do was listen to the police | awer read his request from a cybof ax.
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Fl owery | egal |anguage, grotesquely arcane. Wy did the world stick to these ritual s?

H s |l awyer was on her feet, saying sonething. N cholas could hear the shuffling feet behind him
snot hered coughs, gentle persistent clicking of fingers on cybofax keys. He could feel the
curiosity they radiated, a silent demand to know, as though they had nore right than the police
and the | awyers.

"Granted,' said the chief magistrate, a mddl e-aged woman fromthe sane stout nould as Lisa
Collier.

The officials on the pew benches were standing up, tal king together in | ow tones.

" Come on,' Nevin said.

Ni cholas got to his feet, and halted. The reporters held still, collectively silent, expectant.
Nevin was tugging insistently at his arm equally unconfortable at being in the |inelight.
"l didn't doit," N cholas said. They would listen, at |east. Nobody else did. 'I didn't.'

There was no answer.

He was frogi narched out by Nevin and two uniforned constabl es.

The i gnom ni ous bl anket, the car ride. He could hear rain pounding on the streets.

The cell. Confinenment, keeping the nonster behind bars, protecting the public fromhis savagery.

A d nen could sleep safer in their beds now This tinme the walls were cl oser together, the ceiling
lower. At night they closed around his body, enbedding himin cold black narble.

Rosette was a natural channel star, the graceful curves of her face bew tching the canmera,
pronoting her regality, betraying no sign of her contumacy. She was standing on the pavenent
out si de OGakham police station, beside a | ong nodern navyblue Aston Martin driven by a chauffeur
The front passenger door was open and she held herself poised to enter, doing the reporters a big
favour by indulging them The sunlight caught her fair hair to perfection as it fell on the

shoul ders of her |eaf-green jacket.

"The baby is due in seven nonths,' she said. '|I expect to
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have it in a London clinic. But it will definitely be born in England, Edward woul d have wanted
that. He was a great nationalist.'’

The baby was news to Nicholas. He accepted the fact nunbly. There ought to have been sone tiny
part of himwhich was glad, but he couldn't find it. Was that the kind of cyborg m nd which
enabl ed people to butcher their nurder victinms? But if he was so insensitive, why had he fallen in
love with Isabel? It was npost puzzling, his mnd

"How | ong had you and Kitchener been having an affair? a reporter asked.

"I think I fell inlove with Edward when | was eight years old. | remenber seeing himon a channe
science 'cast. He was so inpassioned about his subject, and yet he always all owed his sense of
hunour to shine through. He was so nuch nore alive than any other person. It was after that |
concentrated on science subjects at school. He remained in ny thoughts, an unsung nmentor, an
inspiration. Being invited to study at Launde Abbey was a lifetinme anbition.'

"He was a | ot older than you, did that pose any difficulty, sone tension?

"H's mnd was fresher than anybody's on this planet.'

"Do you know what he was wor ki ng on when he was kill ed?

"A stardrive, darling. A faster than light stardrive. Edward was going to give us the gal axy. He
believed in human destiny, you see. It was to be his gift to all the peoples of the world, so none
of us would ever be restricted and oppressed again. We could spread our wings and truly bl ossom
am d the spl endour of the night.'

"It wasn't a stardrive,’ N cholas said to the cell's flatscreen. Typical Rosette to go for
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theatrical effect.

"A working stardrive? Even the reporter was sceptical

'Ch, yes. He was studying the | oopholes allowed for in General Relativity. Wth his genius and
Event Horizon's noney, | genuinely believe a starship could have been built. Now, though, who
knows.' Her face was haunted by poignancy. '|I have a dreamthat one day our child will take up the
banner of his father's work, and bring us that liberation

A QUANTUM MURDER

Edward sought. Perhaps it is only an exiguous hope, but | believe, after all this, that it is a
hope to which I amentitled.'

' How do you feel about the nurder?

"Grief, nothing but unending black grief. The other students have all been trenendously kind and
supportive, we've cried together, and we've |aughed about the good tinmes Edward gave us. You see,
darling, he would have scolded us terribly if we hadn't |laughed. It's the way he was. So alive, a
celebration of life.'

" And what about Nichol as Besw ck?

Rosette canme right out of the flatscreen to stand in the cell beside him A tall, glorious Venus;
a goddess wronged and brutally vengeful. 'l hope he is raped by every denon in hell.'

Ni chol as turned over, shuddering, and buried his head under the bl anket.

He nmust have fallen asleep, because Lisa Collier was shaking him her face anxious. 'Are you al
right?

He blinked against the pink-white |ight of the biolumpanel directly overhead. 'Yes. Fine, thank
you.'

' Good. | brought you sone clothes.' She dropped his nmaroon shoul der bag on the floor by his cot.
"Vernon Langley is going to start the interviews this afternoon. At |east you can turn up | ooking
respectabl e on the AV recording.'

"Ch.' N cholas's nood danped down.

She shifted her skirt about and sat at the foot of the cot. 'Now then, N cholas, the idea of a
police interviewis to keep recapping the same ground until you start becom ng inconsistent. That
can only happen if you don't teli the truth in the first place. Which brings us to the nurder, and
what happened that night.

"l didn't doit.'

"Ni chol as, please; just hear me out. |If you choose to tell the police you are. guilty, we can
enter a plea of tenporarily dimnished responsibility. Kitchener was a tetchy old man, inflicting
verbal abuse for several nmonths, you'd just found Qut your girlfriend was sleeping with him You
certainly had
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enough cause to | ash out, a judge would probably be sym. pathetic with that, although | have to
say the actual nature of the crine would probably eradicate any possibility of a |light sentence.’
Ni chol as took a deep breath. "Ms Collier, why will nobody listen to me? | didn't do it.'

Her watery eyes were placid. The sort of gaze his nother~ used to rebuke himw th when he was

small. 'Nicholas, there. is a vast anount of evidence anmassed agai nst you, there is both notive
and opportunity. And, N cholas, your fingerprints were all over the knife. On top of that we have
the evidence fromthe Mandels. | might be able to nullify their testinmony, or at least blunt it
slightly, the courts are still pretty hazy on interpreting psychic visions. But at the nonent it
adds up to a very convincing case in the prosecution's favour. | have to tell you, the way it
stands the jury is going to find you guilty.

He sat perfectly still, turning the novel concept over in his nmnd. They, Ms Collier, the police,
the reporters, Rosette, all truly genuinely believed himguilty. Against all |ogic and reason, he

was going to have to accept that.

"Rational discrinination,' Kitchener had said once, 'that's the dividing |line between savagery and
civilization. W' ve thought ourselves up to where we are today, out of the caves and into the
skyscrapers. Bodi es never have nattered a toss, you are your mnd.'

So if you're smart, N cholas told hinself, think your way out of this, prove your innocence.

I mges of that night cluttered his vision again. He'd seen the girls, he'd cried on the bed, he'd
heard the screaming. And that was it, the total. There was nothing new, no key out of the logic
box. If he could just show he had been in his roomsleeping, force themto accept that. But how?
"WIIl you still be ny lawer if I plead n~t guilty? he asked cautiously.

The cybofax she held in her | ap bobbed up and down as her hands tw tched unconsciously. 'Yes,
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Ni chol as,' she said slowmy. "I'Il still be your |awer.’
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"Thank you. | want to plead not guilty.'

"Nicholas, | will still be your lawer if you admit you did it. Alot of people say they are

i nnocent because they are too ashanmed even to acknow edge their crinme to their lawer. It works
against themin the long run.'

"l understand. | didn't kill Edward Kitchener."'

"Right.' She unfol ded the cybofax and touched the power stud. 'Nothing |ike an uphill struggle.'
It was the first frivolous thing he'd ever heard her say. He al nost asked if she believed him but
fright that she might say no held himback. 'I suppose | need an alibi,' he said.

Her right eyebrow arched. 'Yes. Have you got one you didn't want to nmention before? We know Uri
and Liz were together in his roomall night. Were you with one of the other girls, secretly,

| sabel or Rosette? You said Rosette did nmake a pass once.'

"No. "

"Now, don't get ne wwong, | have to ask. Cecil Caneron?' The N chol as of yesterday woul dn't have
under st ood the question. Today he thought it was sinply a logical thing to ask. 'No.'

' How about a channel progranmmre, were you watchi ng one?

" No. '

' The other students, is there a likely candi date who would frame you?

"No. Look, I knowit's not nuch, but G eg Mandel said | didn't do it. At least, that's what he
thought after he interviewed nme. Doesn't that count for sonething?

"Hmm ' She paused, her expression distant. '|I can probably use any vacillation of opinion on his
part to call his psychic ability into question. But that really isn't anything |ike good enough to
get you off. It's the knife, you see. Have you any idea how your fingerprints did get on that
kni f e?'

"No.' And now he thought about it, really thought, the fingerprints were inpossible to explain
away. The nurderer creeping in to his roomand wapping his hand round the handl e as he slept?
Unlikely, he didn't sleep that deep
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Drugged? But the police had taken a bl ood sanpl e.

The first stirring of panic began to creep over his body, like inmrersion in a cold | ake. Suppose
he couldn't prove it? Suppose a jury did find himguilty?

There was a state he could sonetimes reach, one where the external world became a fable,
irrelevant, leaving his mnd free to concentrate on problens. Like yoga, he always inmagi ned,
except yoga was for contenplating spiritually. He dealt with hard facts, that was all he knew.

"I didn't doit,' he said. 'Therefore sonebody el se did. That sonebody al so franed nme. And they
franed me in a spectacularly dever fashion. They even have ne doubting. So in order to prove ny
i nnocence, we have to find them'

He knew Lisa Collier thought he was crazy. Mod changes, fromretarded child to punctilious
cyborg. Who wouldn't think it of hin? It didn't natter, because she coul d never get himout, not
by herself. But she was a | awer, she had to abi de by the rules.

"Yes, Nicholas,' she said. 'But how are you going to find hin?

"I"'mnot. I'mnot good enough, | admt that. We need a professional detective.'
"Who?'
"The best.' It was so sinple; sneaky, perhaps even underhand, but practical. And the last thing he

could afford right now was scruples. At the back of his mnd the nanes of Edward Kitchener nodded
approvingly. He relished the endorsenment. Nicholas Beswick finally tw gging human enotions, what
made people tick. How about that? 'And | know how to get him' He gave Lisa Collier a rapturous
grin, and pointed at her cybofax. 'Am1 allowed a phone call?

T

here was a crescent of dun-coloured fur partially obscured by the tall spires of grass on the edge
of the orange grove. The picture dom nated G eg's optical nerves, fed to himby his Heckler and
Koch hunting rifle's targeting imager. A fan of nearly invisible pink Iaser |ight swept across his
vision fromleft to right, producing ninute sparkles when it touched the dewdrops clinging to the
grass. Agrid of red neon materialized in its wake. The discrinination programcut in, analysing
the shape behind the tussock fromthe tenuous |aser return, and the grid began to fold, shrink-

wr appi ng around the rabbit. Cartoon-blue target circles naterialized, and Greg shifted the rifle
slightly, his finger on the trigger.

The infra-red |aser pulse drilled the rabbit straight through its cranium A tiny w sp of blue
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smoke curled up fromthe five-mllinmetre circle of singed fur. It rolled over w thout any fuss.

I hope it fucking hurt, you fur-clad | ocust bastard.

El eanor hadn't slept rmuch for the last few nights. Snuggled up in his arns, quiet face shaded by
sporadic glints of noonlight. She wouldn't voice her fear, so he kept his peace, and |l et her hold
him for the reassurance she needed.

Even he, hardened by Thrkey and the inevitable propensity towards nurderous fury by some
squaddi es, had found Nicholas Beswi ck'i profanity difficult to exorcise.

A rabbit was squatting on its haunches at the base of an orange sapling, wet nose sniffing the
air, whiskers vibrating eagerly. Thanks to the target inager's enhancenent its nelancholic Iiquid
eye was thirty centinetres across. The |aser speared the shiny little vermn straight through its
pupi | .

How hi s espersense could miss such an abom nabl e nmael strom of insanity in the boy's unruly

t hought s was inpossible to conprehend. He knew minds, fromthe sad and pathetic

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
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to the nost dangerous broodi ng psychotic. He could tell, instantly. Engagi ng Liam Bursken's m nd

had been a horrendous feat - there had not, could never be, any conmon ground with such a denented
personality. But N cholas Beswi ck, he was so appealing, with his timdity and rashness, a hunorous
rem nder of Greg's own adol escent shortconings, an anplification of all the angst and fervour so
wonderful ly endenmic to that age group

I liked him

To be so wong, so blind, was to invite a fundanental disbelief in his entire enpathic ability.
But there had been nothing, no hint.

Two rabbits were frolicking together, a big old buck and a frisky doe. He took the buck first,
then cooked the doe's brain as she quivered in confused distress.

Fi fteen down, a thousand |ucky charnms to go.

Ranasfari had been badly upset. Shocked that a fell ow Launde acolyte could do such a thing to his
old nentor. Hiding his grief behind a flinsy gruffliess, saying he was perturbed that there had
been no alternates in the past. It didn't fit the theories. Gabriel had taken himhone, for once
subdued and synpat hetic herself.

The alternative universe notion was sonmething Greg had clung to for a brief hopeful mnonent.
Suppose El eanor, untutored, on her first neurohornone infusion, had wandered si deways into one of
those tinelines where Hitler's grandchildren governed the world froma gleanmng Berlin netropolis,
where their Nicholas Beswi ck was certifiably deranged. That would give himthe out he needed, that
woul d nean he could carry on liking the boy.

But, as always, there was the knife. Here, in real tine, real history. And so many periphera
details, the timng of the shoWer, |sabel, a possible complicity with the Randon conpany, the
inmplausibility of a tekmerc penetration m ssion.

Only his ineptitude had failed to spot the psychopath. And intuition. It couldn't be him not that
boy.

He slamred the rifle over to rapid fire, and sent a barrage of |aser pulses streaking into the

I ong grass. Rabbits toppled
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over, small flashes of orange flame nmushrooned fromthe dead undergrowm h. The entire warren began
to flee, bounding through the grass. Half the ground seened to be on the nove.

Fucki ng vegan rodents.

"Geg.’

It was El eanor's voi ce.

He plucked the target imager's nonocle fromhis face, a ring of skin around his eye tingling as it
peel ed free. He had been | eani ng agai nst the wooden bar fence around the grove for sone support.
Now he saw it had left snears of danp al gae across the front of his jeans and bl ack sweatshirt. He
made a hal f-hearted attenpt to brush it off, holding the rifle in one hand.

There were three people with El eanor, wal king towards himfromthe farnyard. A m ddl e-aged coupl e
and a young girl. The wonman had a heavily drawn face, sun ripened and lined; her curly brown hair
flecked with lighter strands, not yet grey, but on the verge. Her ankle-length dress was a dun
brown, a decade-old Sunday best, smart but fading slightly, the hem and neck fraying. Her husband -
they were so obviously married - was as tall as Greg, but |eaner, arns and | egs sinuous, |large

| abourer's hands nottled with blue veins. He was in a suit, trousers with a nultitude of iron
creases down the front, never quite nmanaging to fold down the sane line, his grey shirt open at

t he neck, showing a V of tanned skin. The colour of his thinning sandy red hair was unpl easantly
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famliar. Greg felt his churlish anger at the rabbits groundi ng out, opening up a dark void

i nsi de.

El eanor gave hima soul ful |ook, her hands gripped in front of her, fingers knotting in agitation.
"Geg, this is Derek and Maria Beswi ck.' She gave the girl a hesitant smle. "And it's Enmm, isn't
it?

The girl nodded shyly, her eyes wide, staring at Geg's hunting rifle in trepidation. She was
about thirteen, holding her nmother's hand. Not a pretty girl, nor destined ever to be One, Geg

t hought, her cheeks were too plunmp, a bulge of cellulite already building up under her weak chin.
Her bl ouse
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and skirt | ooked handnade, a green and blue print, with a generous cut.

Back when M ndstar was starting up, the specialists and generals had tal ked of educing a tel eport
faculty in some recruits. Flipping around the world, fromcountry to country, over oceans, in zero
time; just think of a location and zip you were there. Like all the rest of Mndstar's brochure
pronmi ses it had cone to nothing~ Wich was a great pity, because right now Geg wanted to be
anywhere el se on the planet - a dungeon in Teheran, an African republic police cell.

'W've conme about our boy, M Mandel,' Derek said. There was a lot of strain in his voice. Derek
Beswi ck was a proud man, not used to entreating strangers.

"I'"'msorry,' Geg said mserably. '"It's all out of our hands now ' Shit, and he'd called N chol as
a w np.

"He didn't do it, M Mndel,' Maria said. '"Not ny son. Not those terrible things the channels are
saying. | don't care how upset he was over a girl. Nicholas would not do sonething so awful.'
Geg wanted to shout: | saw him | watched himdo it! But he couldn't do it, not to a woman |ike

Mari a Beswi ck.
"l don't understand the things N cholas talks about, M Mandel,' Derek said. 'The physics and the
cosmi ¢ phenonena things in deep space. He tries to tell us when he comes hone, but it goes over

our heads. We're sheep farners, that's all. But | was so proud of that boy, ny boy, when he got to
university, a scholarship... He was going to better hinself. He wouldn't have to get up at five
every norning, like inc. He could make sonething of his life. And when he left hone it was about

the worst year anyone could go to university, with all the troubles and everything. But he
struggl ed through. Then he got asked to go to Launde. Bliney, even |I'd heard of Dr Kitchener.

Ni chol as worshi pped that old man. He didn't kill him'

"There is a |l ot of evidence.'

"Nicholas told us you were a detective,' Maria said. 'That you were the best detective in Engl and.
He said that at the start you didn't think he did it. Is that right?
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"It. . ." It's not that sinple! 'Yeah.'
The Beswi cks exchanged a pathetically hopeful glance.
'Pl ease, M Mandel ,' Derek said. 'W can see you've got the farmto tend and everything, and we're

not nearly as inportant as Julia Evans, but could you just keep investigating the case for us?
Just one nore day woul d hel p, sonething might turn up, sonething that m ght exonerate him Jail

woul d kill Nicholas as sure as a death penalty. He's a gentle boy."'
Your gentle son stuck a knife into the belly of a sixty-seven-year-old nman and ripped himin two.
"W'll look into it for you,' Eleanor said. Geg gaped at her.

"Do you nean that?' Emma asked, she was | ooking up at El eanor, chubby face filled with
apprehension. 'Really nean it?

"Yes, | nean it. There are one or two anbiguities which need clarifying in any case.'

Derek and Maria consulted each other silently.

"Anyt hing,' Derek said. 'Anything you can turn up would help. That |awer worman, Collier, she
seens to think Nicholas is guilty.'

"It's been a good year for us so far,' Maria said. 'Really, very good. There are a |lot of our ewes
pregnant, the | anbs should fetch a good price in the spring. So, could we possibly pay you in

i nstal nents, please?

Geg just wanted to curl up and die. 'There's no fee,' he managed to say.

Maria's face stiffened. 'We're not asking for charity, M Mandel.'

"It isn't charity,' Eleanor said quickly. W can't accept a fee, not legally. You see, we're still
on the Hone Office payroll for the Kitchener case, and we remain on it until the trial is

Conmpl ete. How we run the investigation is entirely at our discretion, that's in the contract we
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si gned."'

Maria | ooked as though she was about to protest, but Derek took her hand, squeezing a warning.
"Where are you staying? El eanor asked.

"I have to get hone,' Derek said. 'Wth the sheep, and all

262

PETER F. HAM LTON

But Maria's got a roomin a bed and breakfast house in Northgate Street, not far fromthe police
station.'

"OK, we'll be in touch.'

"What did you go and tell themthat for? I can't believe you said that!’
" Cal m down, ' El eanor said.
"Cal m down? That boy is a psychopathic killer, and you tell his parents we're going to get him
of f ?'
"You don't think that.'
"Don't think what?
"That he did it," she said patiently.
"I saw himflicking do it! And so did you!'
"That's not what | said, Gregory. | said you don't think he did it.'
"I..." He covered his face with his hands, massaging his tenple. She was right. Eleanor was al ways
bl oody right, especially when it cane to what went on in his nmind. Bloody unfair, that was.
He gave her a reproachful smle. 'How do you do that?
"I had a good teacher.’
"What anbiguities were you tal king about?
'The fact that your espersense didn't catch the guilt.'’
"Psi isn't perfect,' he said automatically.
El eanor just |ooked at him
"Yeah, all right. | couldn't mss sonmething that obvious. But we saw himdo it, though.
"W, or rather I, had a vision that he did it. That's all.’
"A vision that was backed up by finding the knife, conplete with fingerprints.'
"I'f Nicholas was franed, then of course physical evidence would be planted to corroborate the
vision.'
"So how did you come to have the vision if it wasn't what actually happened?
"l don't know. Another type of psychic who can make the inages seemreal ? A fantasyscape artist?
You tell ne. You' re the expert.'
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"I never heard of any psi ability remptely like that back in M ndstar, not even runours. The
nearest woul d be eidolonics, but no eidopath could work up an inmage |ike that.'

"You hadn't heard of a retrospection neurohornmone until H |last Wdnesday.

"No, Eleanor. | just don't believe it. It's too conplicated. The killer tried to obliterate al
trace of the retrospection neurohornone, remenber? He never intended for anyone to use it. So
there was no way he woul d have some psychi c on permanent standby in case we infused it to see what
happened that night. Besides, | would have sensed another psychic operating at Launde, and don't
forget N cholas saw you. That's the real clincher. He actually confirms you went back there to

wi tness the nurder. And every event we observed that night natches the statenents which the
students gave.

" Everyt hi ng except the nurder."’

"If everything el se was kosher, why should the nurder be any different?

"So you do think N cholas killed Kitchener?

G eg thought about it, all the doubts and internal tension that had been twisting himup for the

| ast few days. His intuition was the root, strong enough to keep goading against all logic; like a
rash devel oping in his synapses, an itch you just couldn't scratch. Superstition, people called
it. So what it boiled down to was did he believe in his ability? In hinmself? 'Ch, shit.' He took a
breath. "No, | don't think Nicholas did it. I know he didn't. But how the actual nurderer pulled
that stunt with himand the knife...

' Cone on, Gregory, never mnd the details; start thinking. Assune you are right and Nicholas is

i nnocent, what do we do next?

"Prove he was franmed. Find the real killer.'
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' See? Sinple.

' Thank you. Do you have any equal ly inpressive suggestions how we go about it?

She gave him a pensive | ook, tapping a forefinger on her teeth. 'The first thing to do is find out
if soneone else had a notive to kill Kjtchener. Once we know who, we can start to
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wor k out how they pulled it off. Wat does your intuition say?

' Good question.'’

He ordered a snall neurohornone secretion, and reached i nwards, down into that pool of silent
solitude at the core of his own mnd, rooting round for convictions. The only time his intuition
had tweaked himduring the case was when he saw the three little fish | akes at Launde. \Wich he
had then gone on to conveniently forget about once El eanor had infused the retrospection

neur ohor none. The | akes, they were the reason he doubted Nicholas's guilt.

But why?

Geg switched the flatscreen in the | ounge to phone function as he rel axed back into the settee
He flicked through the notes stored in his cybofax until he found the nunber for Stocken Hall, and
squirted it at the flatscreen's '"ware. A secretary answered and tried to fob himoff when he asked
for Janes MacLennan, so he did his conjuring trick with his cover-all Home Ofice authority again.
"You're getting to be a real bully with that,' El eanor observed. She was sitting in a chair
opposite the settee, out of the fiatscreen canera's pick-up field.

'Yeah; feels pretty good, too.' He spread his arnms out along the back of the settee with a
grat ui tous sigh.

She gave hima derisory sneer in return

Stocken Hall's director appeared on the flatscreen, sitting behind his desk, wearing a smart bl ue
suit. The picture window s blinds were closed, as before.

"M Mandel, | believe congratulations are in order.' A warmregular snile displayed perfect teeth.
" The police have a suspect in custody, yeah.'

"Excel l ent news. Perhaps the nedia will now | eave us all al one.

"Don't bet your life onit.'

"No. Quite. How nay | help you? My secretary said you were calling on urgent Hone Office

busi ness. '

"Tell you, | need sonme information on the way the human brain works, specifically in your field:
menories. That suspect,
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Ni chol as Beswi ck, he actually managed to fool nme. Now he's the very first person ever to have
done that. As you can inmagine, that nmakes nme a little nervous.
"I ndeed. By fooling you, do you nean your enpathic sense?
'Yeah. He said he didn't do it and | believed him You see, there was no evasion, no duplicity.
Any nention of that nurder should have triggered his nmenory of the event, and with it all the
usual associated feelings of guilt and renbrse. But | didn't sense a single suggestion of iniquity
or deception. His nmnd appeared utterly nornal, nothing at all like that cracked nonster Lam

Bur sken. '
"l see. It does seem sonmewhat strange.
"What | wanted to know was: is it possible he could deliberately make hinmself forget? | nean, even
subconsci ously; just wipe the murder fromhis brain? Beswick is still claimng he hasn't done it,
even though the evidence is prgny conclusive. | renmenbered you nmentioned sone kind of drug which
woul d cause forgetful ness.

MacLennan's smil e downgraded to serious concern. 'Scopolamne. Yes. It's a conmpbn enough
substance, extracted fromplants. Normally it's enployed as a mld sedative, and for trave
sickness. And it has been used for ritual purposes for several centuries. But |arge doses can be
used to induce what anpbunts to a trance state. There have been nmany cases of scopol am ne
intoxication identified, especially in Latin Arerica. It was quite a problemw th crim nal gangs
around the turn of the century. If you mix it with a tranquilizer it can be used to render soneone
conpletely docile. And it can be adninistered with a sinple spray. Under its influence people
woul d hand over their val uables, even enpty their bank accounts from cash di spensers, and then
have no recollection of ever doing so. It went out of fashion when the cashl ess society becane
firmy established, of course. Mney transfers can be traced too easily these days.'
"Jesus.' The idea was unnerving, nuggers arned with aerosols instead of knives, and you knew
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not hi ng about it until hours later when you returned to reality in a daze. He didn't like that at
all - maybe it had happened to him al ready, how
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could he tell? - but then drugs always left himcold. 'Could Beswi ck have taken scopolanmine to
forget the nurder?'

"Oh, no. It doesn't work that way. Besides, |'msure the ~ police would have found traces of it in
his bl ood."
"Yeah.' But would they have checked for it? "I'll ask.' He |oaded a note in his cybofax. ~!s there

any other nmethod you can think of?

MacLennan gazed inwardly for a nmonent. "As | told you

menory is perhaps the | east explored facet of the human ~ brain. However, there are two types of
nat ural ammesi a which

I would offer as applicable in this case.'

" Two?'

"Indeed. A condition called transient global ammesia allows its victins to performtheir usua
jobs and maintain their standard behaviour pattern. But at the end of the day they cannot renmenber
any event which occurred. An exanpl e:

you could hold a long and intricate conversation with them to which they would respond entirely
within character; yet if you asked them about it the next day they woul d have no recollection of
ever having talked to you.

‘"I's there any way of telling if someone suffers fromit?

' The person concerned will often realize for thenselves, .~ especially if the condition is acute.
It's not very comon, but

a doctor would certainly be able to recognize the synptons fromwhat the patient was describing.'
"Right, thank you.' Geg made another series of notes on his cybofax. 'Wat is the second
condition?

"Trauma erasure, which is even rarer; but there have been recorded and verified instances where it
has occurred.

"Such as?'

"A certain type of event, often violent or terrifying. Sonething literally so horrible that the
mnd sinply rejects it. A particularly bloody road accident, for instance. People have wi tnessed
them and then failed even to remenber they were present when questioned afterwards. Police often
have to deal with mugging victins who cannot renenber what their attacker | ooked |ike even though
they were in close proxinmty for several mnutes. But it would have to be an extraordinarily
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potent event to trigger such a radical neural nechanisn?

"An event like a grisly nurder?

"Yes, indeed. If Beswick acted in a fit of rage, he may not have been able to accept what he had
done once that rage wore off. Under those circunstances traunma erasure nmay have been enacted. |

of fer no guarantees, of course, | amnerely generalizing.'

"l understand. |f Beswick is suffering fromone of these types of amesia, would a psychiatrist be
able to coax the nmenory out?

"I don't know. It depends how deeply it is buried. You say it is beyond even subconscious recall?
"Yes.'

'Hypnosis may give us access. But fromwhat you' ve said | wouldn't hold out nmuch hope. In any
case, it would definitely be a long-termproject. There would be a | ot of counselling required
first, he would have to want to recover the nenories.'

"l see. Well, thank you for your tinme.'

"Not at all.

We're not exactly hel ping our cause, are we?' Eleanor said after MacLennan's nechani cal snile
vani shed fromthe fl atscreen.

"Not a lot, no. But at least we know it is theoretically possible for Beswick to forget he
nmurdered Kitchener. It explains why nmy interview with himwas such a dud.

"It might help rebuild your confidence in your psi ability, but it's also a terrific bonus for the
prosecution,' she said indignantly.

"Hey, you were the one that told his parents we'd continue the investigation.'

"Yes, | know.' She folded her arns |ike a rebuked child, giving the carpet a nobody stare.

He squirted another nunber at the flatscreen. Ananda Paterson answered, and once nore the Hone

O fice authorization was deployed |ike a blunt weapon.
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"I know what |'d tell you to do with it,' Eleanor murrmured airily, her gaze switching to the

ceiling.
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The flatscreen showed a slightly out of focus view of the Cakhain CID office, a couple of
detectives working at their desks, the situation screen on the back wall still displaying a map of
the town and surroundi ng countryside. Vernon Lang- ~ Icy's face slid across the picture as he sat
down facing the canera. 'I was interview ng N cholas Beswi ck,' the detective adnoni shed.

"How s it going?" Geg asked.

"Woul d you believe the little cretin still says he didn't do it? W' ve even shown himthe report

on the knife, confirmng the fingerprints on the handle are his. He clainms he was franed. Christ,
and they all said he was the smartest of the bunch. Makes ne wonder what the thick one nust be
l'ike.'
"Yeah, it's a real poser, isn't it?" Geg had felt like this once before, denob happy. Wen it
didn't matter what he said to the brass, they couldn't do a thing about it. This tine it was the
sheer audacity of going up against ridicul ous odds, confounding authority, which was produci ng an
anarchi stic gl ee.
"What did you want?' Vernon asked suspiciously.
"Several things. Firstly, I'mchasing you up over the search program You haven't squirted over
the results yet.'
"VWhat search progrant
"For previous incidents at Launde Abbey.'
"But the investigation is over.'
El eanor's hands traced an inmagi nary bul ge over her belly, she grinned broadly.
"It ain't over till the fat lady sings," Geg said cheerfully.
"Hell, Greg, we're busy.
"Did you run the search progrant
"I think so. Hang on.' Vernon started typing on a terni nal keyboard, his face resentful
Li ke old tines, Geg thought.
"W ran it; there is no record of any previous police call-out to Launde Abbey. Satisfied?
Greg closed his eyes, considering options. 'How far back do those records go?
"Four years. The station 'ware was infected with a virus

[
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when the PSP fell, the nenories were wiped. A lot of stations bad the sane problem they were all
pl ugged into the Mnistry of Public Oder mainfrane when the circuit hotrods crashed it. The
fallout was pretty severe, they did a | ot of damage. And of course the People's Constables weren't
exactly sticklers for procedure. There was very little in the way of back-up nmenories. One of the
reasons the New Conservatives forned the Inquisitors is because so many records fromthat tine
were | ost.'

"And you were transferred to OCakham after the PSP fell, weren't you?

"Yes.'

"CK, | want you to go around everyone who was stationed at Cakham during the PSP decade, and ask
themif they remenber anything about Launde Abbey.

"I see,’ Vernon said in a voice which was excessively polite. 'Good. |I shall be comng into town

to interview Beswick again this afternoon. You can tell ne what you found then.' He referred to
his cybofax. 'There is al so Besw ck's bl ood sanple."'

"What about it?

"All nmy file says is that it doesn't contain any syntho. There are no tabulated results.’

' So?'

"Did you run any other drug tests?

Vernon started his |aborious typing again. 'There were sone traces of alcohol, that's all.'
"Call the lab, | want to know if they checked for anything else, and if so what they found. And
even if they did check, | want a full-spectrum analysis run again on both the urine and bl ood
sanmpl es today. Tell themto | ook for scopol ani ne.

' Scopol ami ne?

" Yeah.'

"Anyt hing el se?" The irony hung poised |like a scal pel

"I need to | ook at Beswick's nedical records. If you could have themready for when | cone in,
pl ease.’
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"Is this official, Geg?

"Very.'
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"In connection with the Kitchener nurder?

"What el se?

"All right, I'lIl phone the lab.' The inage bl anked out.

"The first thing he's going to do is phone the Hone Ofice,' Eleanor said. 'Find out if you're
still authorized to shove himaround |ike that.'

"Yeah,' Greg nunbled. He patted the settee, and she cane over

' Second t houghts?' she asked. She sat with her | egs up on the arnrest cushions, back resting

agai nst hi s shoul der.

"Not just yet.' He put his armaround her. 'You do realize we are basing all this on ny one
tenuous belief that there was some incident in Launde's past. If it does turn out nothing
happened, then all we've achieved is to bury N cholas even further.'

"You really can't renenber what it was?

"No. I'"meven starting to question if | did renenber anything. It seens so fragile. Maybe it's ne
who's suffering fromtransi ent global amesia.'

"Not you, ny love.'

e« 'Thanks.' He tapped out a number on the cybofax, and squirted it at the flatscreen.

"Who are you calling now?

"Julia. I want to make sure nmy Hone Ofice authorization isn't withdrawm. And then she can request
a search through all the national and international conmercial news libraries for nme, going back
say fifteen years just to be on the safe side. See if we can find out what happened at Launde that
way. '

El eanor giggled. 'A search through fifteen years' worth of every library's news files?

"No messing. She ain't broke.'

"She will be after that.

I

J

ulia knew she shouldn't be feeling so exultant, it wasn't gracious, but to hell with that for one
| ong sweet nonent. Things were com ng together just dandy. Maybe people were right when they

call ed her a mani pul at or

She was sitting at the head of the table in Wlholms study. It was a wonderfully sunny Monday
out side. For once the wi ndows were w de open, |letting herhear the sound of querul ous birdsong, a
muggy breeze stirring the | oose ends of her hair. She wore a sl eevel ess chanpagne cotton bl ouse
and a short aquamarine skirt, dangling her |eather sandals right on the end of her toes.

There were twel ve menpx AV crystals lying on the glossy tabletop around her terminal, recordings
of Jakki Col eman's show goi ng back six nmonths. Event Horizon's media research office had conpiled
them for her.

Carol i ne Rothman had delivered themthat norning when she brought the usual stack of |egal papers
whi ch required a signature. She hadn't said anything as she put them down on the table, but she
must have known what they contained. Julia guessed the entire headquarters building was chittering
with delight over Jakki Col eman's audaciry~ waiting for the inevitable counterstroke. This tine
they were going to be disappointed. It was too personal for threats of sanctions and financial

bl ackmai | screaned down the phone to the channel editor. This time she was going to be adult and
subtle. But in the end there was going to be just as much blood spilt, and it wasn't going to be
hers. What better way to start the week?

A owing with a strong anber hue in the mddle of her terminal's cube was Jakki Col eman's bank
statenment. She Could thank Royan for that, his patient tutoring had enabled her to worm her way
round Uoyds- Thshoko's guardi an progranms |ast night, splitting their nenmory cores wi de open. O
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course, it wasn't every hacker who had exclusive access to top-grade Event Horizon |ightware
crunchers to assist in decrypting financial security algorithms. To each their:

own. . .

She hadn't enptied the account, though, that was far too easy. Besides LI oyds-Thshoko woul d know
it was a hotrod burn as soon as Jakki conplained, the noney woul d be refunded, another point added
way down the decinmals on everyone's insurance premium All she wanted was to | ook

The figures burned with cold brilliance. The high-flying finances of a channel superstar laid
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bare.

Except we're not quite so valuable to the channel after all, are we, Jakki darling? Not if that's
all they're paying you.

Besi de each transaction was the creditor's code. A standard finance directory search woul d take
care of that. Julia set it up, and watched identities wink into exi stence al ongsi de the col ums.
She knew some of them big-nane conpanies, departnent stores, travel agencies, hotels; the rest,

t he unknowns, she plugged into another search program

It was interesting to see what was there, and even nore interesting to see what wasn't. Jakki

Col eman didn't buy any clothes, not one single itemin the |ast three years.

Julia clapped her hands in delight, and slotted the first menox AV into the player deck beside her
term nal. Jakki Col eman, six nonths younger, but |ooking just as antique, smiled out of the
flatscreen above the fireplace. She was wearing a black two-piece suit with a bold nauve and green
jungl e-print bl ouse.

"For that fuller figure,' Julia said to the flatscreen. She studied the style intently - the suit
was either a Perain or a Halishan - and | oaded a note into a node file, coded Jakki Death. She
nmoved on to the next show.

The | ast show the nedia office had recorded was the previous Friday's. There was Jakki in a black
and white classical suit with an oversize side-tie. And herself, in her purple blazer, and her
long white skirt, and her straw boater, with her hair pleated into a | ong rope, wal king along a
line of fit young nen in dark red swi ming trunks, the team coach
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i ntroducing her to each of themin turn. And afterwards, sitting at the side of the pool while the
squad went through their training routine for her

"Dear Julia seems to have regressed to her school uniformtoday,' Jakki said. 'Now | remenber why
I was so eager to get out of mine after finishing | essons every afternoon.

"To get on your back and earn sone noney?' Julia asked the inage sweetly. She flicked the AV

pl ayer deck off, and studied the results of Jakki Death as theyfloated through her mnd. She hadn't
been able to identify all the nakes, of course, but approximtely one-third of all the clothes
Jakki wore on her show were by Esquiine. Alot of themeven had the trimlittle gold intersecting
el li pses enbl em showi ng, a |apel pin, or the buttons.

Product placenent. Jakki's agent had done a deal with Esquiline.

She pulled a summary of the conpany from Event Horizon's comercial intelligence division's nmenory
core. Esquiline was a relatively new style house, aimng to follow in the footsteps of Qucci
Armani, and Chanel; with shops in every magjor English city - two in Peterborough - and just
starting to expand on to the Continent.

Julia got Caroline to place a call to Lavinia Mayer, Esquiline's managing director, for her. M

of fice calling your office was snooty enough to grab attention, and then there was the added

wei ght of her name as well.

Lavimia Mayer was in her forties, wearing a |lime-green jacket over a rufl'-collar snowwhite

bl ouse. Her blonde hair was cut stylishly short. The office behind her was vaguely rem niscent of
art deco, white and blue marble walls, building-block furniture. |nmpersonal, Julia thought.

"M ss Evans, |'mvery honoured to have you call us.'
Julia decided on the idiot rich girl routine, w shing she had sonme bubble gumto chew just to
complete the picture. 'Yah, well, | hope this isn't an inconvenient tine.

"No, not at all."’

"Ch, good, you see one of ny friends was wearing this truly super dress the other day, and they
said it was one of yours.
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So | was thinking, you're a style house, do you by any chance supply whol e war dr obes?

Lavi nia Mayer wasn't the conplete airhead her imge suggested, there was no overt eagerness;

oversell was always a ¢, tactical error. She did becone very still, though. 'W can certainly co-
ordinate a client's appearance for them yes.'

"Ah, great. Well 1'Il tell you what | want. You'll probably think it's really silly, soneone in ny
position, but |I've been so busy this winter | really haven't had nuch chance to plan ahead for
spring.'

"That's perfectly understandable. | watched the roll out of your spaceplane nyself. It's an

i nspirational machine. The anount of effort you nust have put in is awesone.'
"Yah, it is, not that | ever get any thanks. Everyone thinks it's the designers and engi neers who
do all the work.'
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' How preposterous.’

"Yah, well anyway, the thing is, |'ve got about eighty or ninety engagenents com ng up in the next
four months or so, and | need sonething to wear for all of them It would be such a relief to dunp
the I oad off on to soneone el se, preferably a professional. | have so little free tine, you see,

this way | might just scrabble a little nore. It would nean a lot to ne.'

The corners of Lavinia Mayer's nouth elevated a fraction, the snmile a tal ented undertaker would
give a corpse. 'Eighty or ninety?

"Yah. Probl enf

"No.' Her voice was very faint.

"Ch, I"'mso glad.' She pushed a twang of excitenment into her voice. Wuld Esquiline take ne on as
a client, then?

"I will attend to you personally, Mss Evans.'

"Ch, please, Juliato nmy friends.'

She listened to Lavinia Mayer babble on about organizing a select Esquiline teamto cater for her,
when would it be convenient for themto call, what sort of engagenents, did she have a particul ar
|l ook in mnd? After a couple of mnutes she palmed her off on to Caroline to finalize details and
sat back in the chair, rolling one of the neinox AVs in her hands.
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It would be interesting to see just how smart Lavinia Mayer was. The worman woul d never have cl awed
her way up to managi ng director w thout having sone intelligence. An exclusive, contract to clothe
Julia Evans ought to be a prize worth killing for; the channel exposure tine al one woul d cost
mllions if it had to be bought, then there were the socialite wannabes who woul d sl avishly foll ow
her .

I f Jakki Col eman hadn't been dunped or brought to heel inside of two days, Lavinia Mayer was going
to have her dream of world domination torn to shreds right under her pointy over-powdered nose. To

be rejected publicly - and it would be very public indeed - by Julia Evans would kill their
fl edgeling reputati on stone dead.
Jakki woul d probably try and go sonewhere el se; after all, she couldn't afford to buy the hauu

couture her assuned lifestyle required. Julia would follow her, setting up checknate after
checkmat e right across the board.

There was a subdued knock on the study door. Lucas cane in. 'Your guest has arrived, ma'am'

A warm buzz invaded her belly. "I'Il be right down.' Yes, this was one day where things were truly
goi ng tight.

Robi n Harvey's hands traced an intrigued |line down the side of her ribcage before comng to rest
lightly on her hips. 'Try and hold your back straighter as your fingers touch the water,' he
instructed. 'And stand so that you're bal ancing nore off your heels."'

"Like this? Julia leant back into him Right out on the threshold of sensitivity she could detect
a mnute trenor in his fingertips.

"Not quite that much.' He let go abruptly.

Julia dived into the water, breaking the surface cleanly.

Her pool was a large oval affair at the rear of the house, equipped with high boards and a

convol uted slide. There was a plentiful supply of col ourful beach balls and |ios, a wave machi ne
The surroundi ng patio had a bar and barbecue area. It was all designed with fun in m nd
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She surfaced and pushed her hair back. Robin Harvey sm | ed down at her

She had noticed hi mon Wdnesday in the England swi nrning squad |ine-up, a strong broad face, wry
bl ond hair, on edge at the prospect of neeting her. His powerful build, youthfulness - he was

ei ghteen, a year younger than her - and that touch of awkward nodesty nmade for an engagi ng

conbi nati on. He was so nuch nore natural than Patrick

She had made a point of chatting to himduring the training session. His stroke was the butterfly,
and he enjoyed diving, though he clained he wasn't up to a professional standard.

"Ch, gosh, 1've always wanted to do that,' she said guilelLessly. "It looks so thrilling on the
sportscasts, like ballet in the air. | don't suppose you could teach me sone of the easier ones,
could you?' She let a tone of hopeful ness creep into her voice at the end. The | onely precious
princess not allowed a nmonment's enjoynent.

Thrni ng down such a plaintive request fromthe teanml s sponsor wasn't a serious option

"That was very good,' Robin said as she clinbed up the stairs. 'You're a fast |earner.
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I was the Berne under-fifteen schools amateur diving chanmpion. 'That's because | have such a good
teacher .’

His grin was a genuine one. Julia liked it. She was going to enjoy Robin, she decided. At |east
with swimers she had the perfect excuse to get ninety per cent of their clothes off right away.
That remmining ten per cent ought to provide her with a great deal of fun

She skipped off the top step and breathed in deeply. Robin's gaze slithered hel pl essly down to the
swel | of her breasts under the slippery-wet scarlet fabric of her backl ess one-pi ece costune.

Bi ki ni s al ways gave too much away, she thought; the nale inagination was such a powerful weapon,
you just had to know how to turn it against its owner

"I'd like to try a back ffip,' she said.

"Uh, sure.’

*
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After they finished swimm ng, she showed hi mround the big conservatory that jutted out fromthe
end of Wl holnms east wing. The gl ass annexe had undergone a conplete role reversal fromits
original function. Tinted gl ass now turned away a | ot of the harsh sun's power, conditioner units
whirred constantly, maintaining the air at a cool two degrees celsius. The teamcontracted to
renovate the manor had sunk thermal shields into the earth around the outside, preventing any

i nward heat seepage. It was a segnment cut out of tine, imune to the warmyears flow ng past on
the other side of the condensation-lined glass, hone to a few rare exanpl es of England' s
aboriginal foliage.

She | ed himalong a flagstone path between two borders. Young deci duous trees grew out of the rich
bl ack soil on either side, their highest branches scratching the sloping glass roof. Streaky
traces of hoar frost lingered around their roots.

Both of themwere in thick polo neck sweaters, although Julia still felt the cold pinching her
fingers. She rubbed her arms, shaping her nouth into an 0 and bl owi ng steadily. Her breath forned
a thin white ribbon in the air.

Robin stared at it, fascinated. Then he started bl ow ng.

"Pol ar bear breath,' she said, and sniled at him He | ooked gorgeous with his face all it up in
del i ght.

"lI've never seen that before,' he said.

"You nust renenber sone winters, surely?

"No. They finished a couple of years before | was born. My parents told nme about them though. How
about you?'

"Il grew up in Arizona. But | saw sone snow when | was at school in Switzerland. W took a bus trip
up into the Al ps one day.

"Lunps of ice falling out of the sky.' He shook his head in benusement. 'Weird.'

"It's not solid, and it's fun to play in.'

"I"l'l take your word for it.' He tapped one of the trees. "Wiat's this one?

"Alaburnum It has a lovely yellow flower at the start of summer, they hang in cascades. The
seeds are poi sonous, though.'
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"Why do you keep this place going? It nust cost a fortune.'

"I can't get into fine art; it always seens ridicul ous paying so nuch noney for a square netre of
turgid canvas. And of course that whole scene is riddled with the nost pretentious oafs on the
planet. 1'll take ny beauty neat, thank you.' She pointed at a clunp of snowdrops which were
pushing up around a cherry tree. 'Wat artist could ever cone close to that?

The conservatory always affected her this way, inducing a bout of melancholia. It was the

ti mel essness of the trees, especially the oaks and ash, they were all so nuch nore stately than
the current usurpers. They nmade her cares seemlighter, sonehow She was afraid she m ght be
showi ng too nmuch of her real self to Robin.

He was gazing at her again, quite unabashed this rine, thick hair al nost occluding his eyes.
"You're nothing. . .' His arms jerked out fromhis sides, inarticulate bafflenent. 'You' re not
what | expected, Julia.'

"What did you expect?' she teased.

"I dunno. You cone over all mechanical on the 'casts, |like everything you do is choreographed by
experts, every nove, every word. Absolute perfection.'

Whereas in the flesh I|'ma sadly bl em shed di sappoi nt nent .

"No!' He bent down and picked one of the snowdrops. 'You should get rid of your PR team' |et
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everyone see you as you are, w thout pretending. Show people how nuch you care about the snal
things in life. That'd stop all those critics dead in their tracks.' He broke off and gave the
flower a doleful look. 'l don't suppose it'll happen like that.

"Fraid not. Nothing is ever that easy.

He tucked the snowdrop behind her ear, |ooking pleased with hinself.

When she ki ssed him he was eager enough, but he didn't seemto know what was expected. Her nouth
was open to himfor a long time before his tongue ventured in.

She was struck with the thrilling thought that he'd never had a girl before. After all, it took a
|l ot of training and
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devotion to reach his |level of performance, a dedication which cost himevery spare ninute.

Her arnms stayed round himas he gave her a delighted boyish grin. He had exactly seven days |eft
to court her, then she'd have him And this tinme she would be in charge in bed, so it would be a
consi derabl e i nprovenrent on the way it was with Patrick

They rubbed noses Maori-style, then kissed again. This tinme he wasn't nearly so reticent.

The conservatory door was opened with a suspiciously loud rattle.

"Julia?" Caroline Rothman call ed.

Robi n di sentangl ed hinmsel f, | ooking extraordinarily guilty as Caroline wal ked round the end of the
bor der.

"Sorry, Julia,' Caroline said. 'Phone call."’

She wanted to stonp her foot in frustration. 'Wwo? Woever, they were already dead.

'"Geg. He said it was urgent.'

She sat down at the head of the study table, and jabbed a forefinger down on the phone button. The
call was scranbl ed, she noticed, conming through the conpany's own secure satellite link. Geg and
El eanor materialized on the flatscreen. They were on the settee in their |ounge, Eleanor at tight
angles to Geg, |leaning against him his armround her. Perfectly content with each other.

The sight sinply deepened Julia's scow. She never shared such a honmely scene with any of her

boys. Not that she wanted to be stuck in all evening being boring, she told herself swiftly.

"This had better be truly astonishingly inportant,' she told the two of themloftily. '"I'mvery
busy."'

They | ooked at each other, pulled a face, and | ooked back at the canera. 'Doing what?

They were so in tune, she thought despairingly, it wasn't fair. 'Financial reviews,' she said with
a straight face

"Sure,' Eleanor crooned.
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What did you want ?'

"Couple of things,' Geg said. "Firstly, | want nmy Home Office authority reconfirmed.

"What ? Why?

He gave an awkward grinace, which nmade her take notice. Sonething which could faze G eg was al ways
going to be interesting.

"There are sone aspects of the Kitchener case which | need to review, and what | don't need is a
whol e [ oad of flak from Gakham CU) right now.'

"VWhat aspects? Nicholas Beswick did it.'

"It would appear so.'

"You saw him Both of you. You went back in time and saw him"

"Yeah. Well. Tell you, ny intuition is playing up about this.

"Ch.' Greg placed a great deal of weight on his intuition. A foresight equal to everyone el se's

hi ndsi ght, he always said. She wasn't about to question that. Greg didn't act on idle whins. But-
"Just a minute, there was the knife as well.'

"Yeah. That's what nmakes this all so enbarrassing.

"Julia, we had Beswi ck's parents cone to see us this norning,' Eleanor said.

'Oh dear Lord, that nust have been awful .’

"No nessing,' Greg said. 'Look, Julia, just hunour ne.
She listened to himexplaining his hunch about an earlier incident at Launde, and MacLennan's idea
that some form of amesia might be responsible for shielding any guilt in N cholas Beswi ck's mnd
Julia requested a logic matrix from her nodes, her m nd condensi ng what she was hearing into

di screte data packages, loading themin. The matrix paraneters were easy to define:
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assign all the case information to the two suppositions, that Besw ck had conmitted the crinme and
forgotten it, and that sone previous incident was involved. See what fits, what ;upports either
noti on.

"If it turns out there isn't anything to this incident of mne, then it was probably amesia al
along,' Greg concluded ~lumy. "Wich brings us to the second point. I'd |ike you to run a search
programthrough every national and inter-

A QUANTUM MURDER

nati onal news library to see if you can find a reference to Launde Abbey at any tine during the
last fifteen years.'

"Ch, is that all? Wich was letting himoff lightly, she could just imagi ne what G andpa woul d
say.

"Julia Evans, you yanked both of us into this investigation,' Eleanor said. 'W only did it for
you. Just because it isn't working out all neat and tidy doesn't mean you're allowed to back out.
You started it, you damm well see it through to the end.’

Wiy was it all suddenly her fault? She w shed she'd never heard of bloody Dr Edward Kitchener. "I
wasn't backing out,' she nuttered.

El eanor nudged Greg. ' You ought to ask Ranasfari if he can renenber anything happening at Launde.
'Good idea,' he said.

"Cormac was there over twenty years ago,' Julia said.

' Yeah, but he kept in touch with Kitchener.'

"Not through the PSP decade. He was working on the gigaconductor in our Austrian |aboratory.
Grandpa didn't want himm xing with the opposition. He was quite agreeable to the security

regi men. You know what he's |like, no personal or private life.

"Yeah, but I'Il ask him anyway.'

"Sure.' The matrix run ended. Its results waited for her, not seen, sinmply present in the null-
space whi ch was the axon interface. There was no solution in connection with a possible past
incident, insufficient data. But the matrix had thrown up one query, though, an anomaly. 'G eg,
this idea that Beswi ck murdered Kitchener because he was so enraged about the old man seduci ng

| sabel Spal vas, and then blanked it out |later, how does Karl Hildebrandt and the Randon conpany
connection fit in?

Greg and El eanor exchanged anot her gl ance, puzzled this tinmne.

"No idea,' he said.

"W don't know for certain that D essenburg Mercantile was involved,' Eleanor said. 'It nmight have
been a coi nci dence."

When Greg opened his nouth she laid a finger across his
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Iips. 'Coincidences do happen occasionally, you know.'

'Yeah,' he said unhappily.

"No," Julia said with conviction. 'You don't know Karl like |I do. He was anxious to talk with me,
all to give ne that one piece of advice: take you off the case. It was nost deliberate.

' Does he have any financial or corporate interests outside the Diessenburg Mercantil e bank?' G eg
asked.

"No."' She caught herself and pouted, it bad been a reflex answer, she'd been scol ded about that
enough tinmes by her teachers. 'That is, | don't know He's never nentioned any.'

"Now | really wish I'd been there," Greg said. 'Can you arrange a neeting, sone kind of party?

"l suppose | could invite sone people round for dinner,' she sighed. "But it's very short notice,
he m ght suspect sonething, especially if you start quizzing him'

" Tough."'

"I'l'l get ontoit," Julia said. 'Geg, do you really think there's a chance Besw ck didn't do

it?

"There's sonething wong, Julia, that's all I know.'
' Good enough for ne,' she said lightly.

He wi nked.

She stared at the blank flatscreen for a Iong noment after the call ended. if nothing el se,
El eanor had been right. She had dragged theminto it, she had to see it through. Mney and power
al ways cane with the price tag of obligation
She pressed the intercombutton. 'Caroline, cancel everything for this afternoon. W' ve got work
to do.'
F
once the afternoon remai ned sunny. Eleanor could actually hear the Jaguar's conditioner huniniing
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away as it battled the hunmidity. Greg had taken the EMC Ranger to scoot down to Cakham police
station, claimng the Jaguar would only antagoni ze the detectives further. Good excuse, she
acknowl edged a little enviously.

She actually enjoyed driving the big car: it really was disgracefully decadent, but |like Geg she
al ways nanaged to feel guilty about it. There were still too many people on the breadline right
now- She thought England in the nineteen-twenties nust have been sinilar, when the barrier between
the aristocracy and the workers was cast in iron, and guarded by noney.

A thriving giga-conductor based econony shoul d break down the polarization, like the interna
conbusti on engine before it. Funny how the cycle of achievenent and decay was al nost exactly a
century |long. Though she doubted it woul d happen again. Surely this tine we |earnt enough from our
nm st akes?

The A606 into Stanford was one of the better roads, but when she reached the town and turned off
down Ronman Bank, a street that ran down the slope towards the Wl land, she heard the fanmliar bass
grunbl e as the Jag's broad tyres fought the mushy potholes. This part of the town was strictly
residential, two-storey houses with | arge gardens. Thick ebony stunps of horse-chestnuts jutted up
fromthe unkenpt verge, wearing skirts of cheese-orange fungi. New acnopyl e trees had been pl anted
to replace them already four or five netres high, silver-grey |eaves casting | ong back shadows.
At the foot of the slope she turned | eft, heading towards the town centre.

Rutl and Terrace was a solid row of three-storey houses,
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two hundred netres long; perched strategically halfway up the side of the Welland valley to give

t he occupants an unencunbered view out across the stormswollen river and the southern 'slope
beyond. Tiny individual first-floor bal conies sported overhangi ng canvas sun-canopies, striped in
primary col ours, providing a neagre dapple of shade for the recunbent residents taking advantage
of the weat her.

She parked in front of Mrgan Wal shaw s house, hal fway down the row. Despite a sl eevel ess dress
chosen for its airiness, she started perspiring as soon as she clinbed out of the car. The river's
hum dity lay over the town, pressing down |ike a | eaden rai nbow.

The small front garden could have been laid out by a geonetrician, bushes and beddi ng pl ants
standing rigidly to attention. A clematis had been trained up the front wall, producing a curtain
of mauve dinner-plate flowers, broken only by the arched doorway and ground-fl oor w ndow.

The bl ack front door was opened by a security hard-liner. El eanor had encountered themat W/I hol m
of ten enough now to recogni ze the type. A young man in a light suit, attentive eyes, not a gram of
spare flesh.

He showed her up to the first-floor lounge. The air inside the house was still and rel axing, a
cool ness which came fromthe thickness of the old stone walls rather than nodern conditioners.
Gabriel cane in fromthe balcony to greet her, wearing a sinple silky blue and white top and
skirt. Eleanor could never quite bring herself to accept the wonan was the sane age as Geg. Even
after all the counselling, the diets, and the finess routines of the last two years, Gabriel

remai ned stubbornly middl e-aged. And prickly with it.

"What brings you to town?' Gabriel asked.

"Couldn't it just be to see you?

"This trip isn't, no. And you ought to know better than trying to fool a psychic by now, even an
cx like me.

They wal ked out on to the bal cony and sat on the deckchairs Gabriel had set out. The fringe of the
green and yel | ow awni ng fl apped qui etly overhead.
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"I'm here because of the Kitchener inquiry,' Eleanor said bluntly.

Gabriel's mask of politeness fell. 'Bugger, now what?'

"Greg's intuition.' She told Gabriel about the Besw cks' visit that norning

Gabriel folded her arns across her chest, slipping down the curve of the chair's nylon. 'If it was

just the boy's parents protesting about how sweet and harm ess he is I'd be inclined to forget the
whol e thing, and bugger how excruciating it is. But Greg getting all worked up, that's different.
There's a | ot of people wal king around today who woul d have been left behind in Turkey if it

hadn't been for that cranky intuition of his.' She opened one eye fully, and gave El eanor a bl eary
| ook. 'M ndstar brass actually put an order in witing that he wasn't to use his intuition when he
was assenbling mssion strategies. It wasn't a recognized psi faculty.' The eye cl osed again, but
her smle remained. 'Di ckheads!'
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"Geg's sure this incident he renenbers is tied in to Beswick and the rmurder sonehow. Do you
renenber anyt hi ng happeni ng out at Launde Abbey in the PSP years? | can't, but then we were kept
carefully closeted away fromthe real world in the kibbutz.'

"No, nothing. | was too busy trying to shut Iife out back then, renenber?" She took a long sip
froma glass of orange, staring out across the valley. Gabriel never but never touched al coho

t hese days, not even to be sociable.

"l also wanted to ask you about the past,' Eleanor said. 'l only saw one. There were none of these
mul ti pl es which Ranasfari tal ked about.'
"Ha! | wouldn't go around putting too rmuch store in crap artists |ike Ranasfari and Kitchener if |

were you. They don't know half as nuch about the universe as they nmake out they do.'

"You don't believe in the mcroscopi c wornuhol es, then?

"I"'mnot qualified to give an opinion on the physics involved. But | think they're both wong to
try and provide rational explanations for psychic powers.'

"You used to see multiple universes.
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"No, | used to see decreasing probabilities. Tau lines, we call them right out in the far future
there were mllions of them wld and outrageous; then you start to cone closer to the present,
and they begin to nmerge, probabilities become nore |likely, taning down. The closer you cone to the
present, the nore likely they get, and the fewer. Then you reach the now, and there's only one tau
line left, it's not probability any nmore, it has beconme certainty. That's why |'m not surprised
you only saw one past, because there is only one now.'

"Alternative futures, but no alternative past,' Eleanor said, tasting the idea.

"The future isn't a place, don't make that mstake,' Gabriel said sternly. '"It's a concept. |'ve
steered people away from hazards often enough to know. The future is a specul ative nebula, the
past is solid and irrefutable. Taken fromthe psychic viewpoint, anyway,' she finished glumy.
"Then we really are in trouble, because Greg and | definitely saw Nicholas Beswick do it. |I'd been
hopi ng that | had sonehow slipped sideways and seen an alternative past. That way, we would only
have to explain away the knife. And it could have been a plant, a very sophisticated frame-up,
those students do have high I after all."’

"Even if it had been an alternative past you saw, how could you explain finding the knife where
you did unless Beswick put it there?

' Because anot her student used the retrospective neurohornone and saw where the alternative Besw ck
put it. Does that nmake any sense?’

"Not nmuch. If alternative pasts existed, why would you al ways see just that one?

El eanor let out a long breath. 'Haven't got a clue.'

"Now do you see why they stopped fitting people with glands?' Gabriel asked evilly. She poured
sonme nore orange juice out of a jug, filling a second glass and handing it to El eanor

'Yes. Thanks.' I|ce cubes bobbed about as she took a gulp. 'I'mgoing down to the |ocal newspaper
office. It's the one which is nost likely to have a record of anything happeni ng

L
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at Launde Abbey. So we thought it would be best to give our ;earch request the old personal touch
just to nmake sure it's lone properly. Do you want to cone?'

Gabriel swirled the juice and slush round the bottom of her glass, staring at it norosely. 'Yes.
Morgan won't be hone for hours.'

El eanor got to her feet and stood with her hands resting on the wought-iron railings. The Wl |l and
was a vast light-brown torrent obliterating the floor of the gentle valley, alnost five hundred
metres wi de. Cobweb ribbons of dirty foamswirling across the surface showed her how fast the
current was flowing. It couldn't even be said to have burst its banks; there were no banks, not
any nore. The floodwater had swept them away years ago, as it had Stanford' s ancient stone bridge
and all of the town's riverside buildings. During the sumer, the Wetland died down to a slim
silver contrail; and the nudflats on either side turned as hard as steel. The kids used it as the
worl d's greatest skateboard park.

"You get on well with Mdorgan, don't you?' There had been a tinme when she thought Gabriel wanted
Geg. It was only after she nmet Teddy that she realized all the ex~-nmilitary people shared a
strange ki nd of bond, al nost a brotherhood.

"W fit well,' Gabriel said. 'He's hopel ess around the house, of course, so |I'm needed here as
well as in ny advisory capacity to Event Horizon's security division.'
Whi ch was as close as Gabriel would ever cone to voicing real feelings. 'I'mglad.’

' How about you and Greg? Wien are we going to see sone little Mandel s?
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' The farmhouse is nore or less in order, and we've got all the groves planted now. It'll nean a

| ong sumer with nothing nmuch to do.

"Geg did all right with you, better than nost of us anyway.' Eleanor turned. Gabriel was staring
nmoodi |y into the bottom of her gl ass.

' Thank you.'

Gabriel grunted and swall owed the |last of her drink.

*

2?88
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The hardliner insisted on walking into town with them H s ~iame was Joey Foul kes, and Gabrie
treated himas if he ~"ere a small anxi ous puppy. He accepted it affably enough, rinning at

El eanor when Gabriel's back was turned.

The Stanford and Rutland Mercury office was a five-mnute ~valk fromthe house, situated in one of
the ol der sections of he town, Sheepmarket Square, a small cobbled square just above the river.
The offices nust back on to the concrete reinforced flood enbanknent, El eanor realized; on one
side of the building a narrow road ran right down a slope into the surging water. A fragile

| ooking red plastic fence had been thrown along the top, with a couple of council warning signs
pinned to it. ~Four kids had ignored themto stand a nmetre above the river, chucking bottles and
rocks into the water.

The buil ding was nade from pale ochre stone, like all the others in the heart of the town. The
frontage was newer, a wall of copper-tinted glass showing m sty outlines of an open-plan

recepti onarea behind. None of the furniture had been changed for years, and sunlight had bl eached
and cracked the wood varni sh, the peacock-blue carpet was threadbare.

El eanor got an | know ~u | ook fromthe girl behind the desk. Her name al one was enough to get them
shown directly into the deputy editor's office.

Barry Simms was in his early forties, an obvious full-tinme data shuffler. Flesh was building up on
hi s neck and cheeks, ginger hair had been arranged in an el aborate, but dooned, axtenpt to
disguise its own thinness. He had a quiet alnobst ~' eary voice as he introduced hinself.

El eanor put that down to ingrained resignation. At his age, if he hadn't already nade it out of a
provincial news office, ic wasn't likely to now.

"It's not about our coverage, is it?" he asked Eleanor. '|I mean you have to expect sone interest

i f your husband is appointed to head the investigation over the heads of the local police.'
"Detective Langley is, and remains, the investigating officer, Geg was never put in over him'

' Makes good copy though,' Gabriel said smartly.
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"There is the nmedia onbudsman if you wish to conplain,' Simms said reproachfully. 'I amobliged to
provide you with his address. But | hardly think we were intrusive, certainly not after the
pressure we were put under. Both our bank and the satellite conpany that handl es our datatext
transm ssion called us up to conplain about unethical behaviour. They said we shoul dn't hound you
I don't like having editorial policy dictated to ne |like that, Ms Mndel.

"l think you and | are getting off on the wong foot,' Eleanor said.

"Quilty conscience,' Gabriel nuttered.

El eanor gave her a hard stare. She rolled her eyes in defeat and fol ded her arns.

‘"l don't wish to conplain,' Eleanor said. 'I would like the Mercury's assistance in a periphera
matter.'
Sinmms perked up. 'Is this official?

"I'ma private citizen.'
"So | can report what you say? Wthout any hassl e?
"I''l'l do you a deal, M Sinuns. You help me, and if it turns out to have any bearing on the

Kitchener case, | will brief you ahead of any police statenent. Interested?
He stared at her for a nonment; reporter's desire to know warring agai nst having restrictions
i mposed. 'All right," he said. 'I thought it was all finished anyway. N cholas Beswick did it.'

"I't looks pretty certain, yes.'

'So what do you want from ne?

"A search through the newspaper's files. | want to know if there have been any other newswort hy
i nci dents at Launde Abbey, specifically in the period between four and fifteen years ago.'

Si ms | ooked thoroughly disgruntled. 'T\jpical of my luck. Ms Mandel, if you had conme in here
asking for anything el se we could have obliged. But that is out. Sorry.

"Your files can't be that confidential,' she said. 'I only want to see what was previously
reported.’
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"It's not a problemwith confidentiality. You don't understand. | want to help, but...' He waved a
hand at the
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Marconi terminal on his desk. 'We no |onger have that data in our nenory core.'

'That seens very odd.'

"Not really, just unfortunate. Look, we were an actual newspaper until 2005, black ink on rea
paper, then we switched to broadcasting on the | ocal datatext channel, same as all the other

regi onal newspapers. W | eave features running for forty-eight hours, but the news itens are
updated every three hours if need be. It's a good system any cybofax can receive it. W can turn
over a lot of data, cover anything fromstories |ike Edward Kitchener's nmurder to the results of
village flower shows, and never have to worry about capacity the way they did with paper. Any
concei vabl e pi ece of information which |ocal people would be interested in is available.
Naturally, with that volune of data, everything was stored in a lightware nenory.' His jaw
tightened. 'Then sonme bastard hotrod went and crashed it all when the PSP fell. They actually went
and | eft a nessage which said it had been done because we were part of the Party's propaganda
effort. Jesus, if they knew what we went through to get stuff past the PSP's editorial approva
officer. W m ght not have been out there physically fighting the People's Constables, Ms Mndel
but we did our bit. It's not bloody fair! Wi the hell are they to sit in judgenent?

"So there's no local record of the PSP years at all?' El eanor asked.

'No. We've got a conplete microfiche library of newspaper issues from 2005 dating back to about
1750, sone copies go back even further than that, would you believe. And we now have a triplicated
I ightware nenory of the |ast four years. But there's a thirty-five year gap between the two, and
no way on earth of plugging it. It's bloody disgusting. That's our local history they killed."'

El eanor consulted Gabriel, who was frowning thoughtfully. 'l only knew about the hotrods crashing
the Mnistry of Public Oder mainfrane,' she said.

' How about you, M Siznnms?' El eanor asked. 'You covered the area in that time. Do you renenber
anyt hi ng happeni ng out at Launde Abbey?

A QUANTUM MURDER

"I was in Birm nghamwhen the PSP rule started. | didn't cone back here until seven years ago. But
no, | can't remenber anything. Kitchener hinself got the occasional nention, of course. Sone of
the scientific papers he published were contested by other scientists. Frankly, there were nore

i mportant issues at the time. We didn't give hima |lot of coverage. \Wat type of incident were you
| ooki ng for?

"I don't know.' She rose to |leave. 'By the way, our deal stands.'

" Thanks. "

"So as a final favour, could you tell ne if there is anywhere else we could go that night have
records of that period?

"It pains ne to say it, but you mght try our rivals, the Rutland Tanes, or the Meiwn Tines,

possi bly even the Leicester Mercury

CHAPTER TVEENTY
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on Nevin showed his card to the |ock, and the bolts clicked back

' Thanks,' Greg said as he walked into the cell. There was no response.

Back to square one, he thought. He pretended be wasn't bothered by the detective's attitude.

Ni chol as Beswi ck was sitting cross-legged in the mddle of his cot. He opened his eyes as Geg
came in, but nade no attenpt to nove

The boy had undergone a profound change in the last three days, there was no sign of the angst-
burdened student Greg had interviewed at the start of the inquiry. He ordered a secretion fromhis
gl and, and exami ned the snmooth cadence of Nicholas's thought currents. Again there was virtually
no trace of the old jittery mnd

Maybe it was a good thing, that earlier N cholas would have been crucified under cross-exnm nation
by a professional prosecutor. But Greg couldn't help thinking that if the boy had changed so
drastically once..

"I don't know who is the nobst unpopular at this station right now,' he said, 'you or ne.
Ni chol as favoured himwith a sly smile, a welcome fromone conspirator to another. 'It's me. You
only irritate them | disgust them'
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"Yeah. What you did this nmorning was a bit over the top, wasn't it? Sending your sister as well as
your parents. You upset El eanor, you know.'

"Exactly how many qual ms shoul d a condemmed man own? | need you, very badly. There is nothing

woul dn't do to reach you.

"Jesus.’

"l know what you're thinking. He's changed so nuch,
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attitude-wise. If he's done it once, could he do it twice? That's right, isn't it?
Greg grinned, and pulled the single wooden chair into the mddle of the cell, straddling it sal oon

style, with his elbows resting on its back. 'You really have got a brain in that head of yours,
haven't you?

" Not good enough to think me out of here.'

"That's a fact, and no nmessing.'

"But you're going to work on the case again, aren't you?

Mum sai d you were. She cane back at lunchtinme, her and Emma. | didn't know ny parents were going
to bring Enma with them She's a lovely girl, we get on really well. Can you think how they're
going to treat her at school after this? God!'

Just for a nonment the old Nicholas peeped through, insecure and desperate.

"Yeah. I"'mstill on the case. There are a couple of anbiguities that are bothering me. But,

Ni cholas, if | clear themup and you still look guilty, an arny of weeping relatives isn't going
to bring me back.'

"I understand. |I'mgrateful, really. You're the only hope |I've got. Lisa Collier is just going

t hrough the notions.'
'K, Tell you, the way it is, Vernon Langley and the prosecutor are going to nail you with that

knife we found. Everything else is circunstantial, and |'msure Lisa Collier will do her utnmpst to
crush any testinony Eleanor and | provide for the prosecution. But that knife... I"'mstill not
entirely convinced you didn't do it. |I saw you.'

Ni chol as brightened. 'I had one idea: a doppel ganger, a teknerc who underwent a total plastique

reworking to look like nme. If one of the others had seen hi mwal ki ng about in that guise they
woul dn't have thought anything of it. And | never used to say nuch, so they wouldn't expect himto
talk to them Just blush and wal k on, that's what | normally did.'

' Yeah, plausible. Except Eleanor and | watched you go back to your roomafter you hid the knife
and burnt the apron.’

" Oh.
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"I want to ask you sone nore questions. Do you want to get Lisa Collier to sit in?

"No. | don't think I can dig nyself any deeper in, can | ?

"There is that. OK, first: did Kitchener ever nmention an incident that happened a few years ago?
"What incident?

"That's ny problem | renenber seeing some news item about Launde naybe ten or so years back, but
| can't remenber what it was.'

"No, nothing conmes to mind. Kitchener always had so nany conpl ai nts about the past, people he
knew, politicians he'd argued with, the other professors back at Canbridge, that kind of thing.
Hs entire life was one giant collection of incidents, really.

"Yeah, | suppose it was. Well keep thinking about it; if anything does spring to mnd get Lisa
Collier to contact me at once. OK?

"Yes.'

"Right, now you're sponsored by the Randon conpany, aren't you?

"Yes, they pay me an allowance, nore like a salary actually, eight thousand New Sterling a year
for the whole tine I'mat Launde. Can you believe that rmuch noney? | sent two thousand back to Mum
and Dad; they really struggled to help when | was at Canbridge, and | don't spend nmuch at the
Abbey, you see. Then there's a fund for any equipnent | need for projects. Wthin reason, of
course. But | never used any of that, npbst of ny research was data sinulations, the Abbey's

I i ght ware cruncher was enough.'

'Did Randon ever ask you what Kitchener was working on?'

"No. "

"So they didn't know about the wormhol e research he was performng for Event Horizon?

" No. '

"What about anyone el se? You obviously knew about it.'
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"Not very nuch, just that he was |looking into it. Wrmnholes ~vould plug very neatly into his
cosnos theory.

A QUANTUM MURDER

"What is that?

"He called it the Godsl ayer.'

' The what ?'

"Well, religion killer. Kitchener was hoping to put together a structural theory that went beyond
Gand Unification. It would explain every phenonmenon in the universe frompsi to gravity. He said
he could use it to prove that there was no such thing as God, that the universe was conpletely
natural, and therefore explainable. Provided you had the maths to

understand it.' -

Geg tried to i magi ne what Goldfinch, the Trinities' fundamentalist preacher, would make of that,
and failed. It would have been interesting to watch a neeting between the priest and the
physicist, though - froma distance. 'Kitchener genuinely didn't care about other people's
sensibilities, did he?

"Yes, he did,' Nicholas said, a shade defensively. 'You never net him he was kind to ne, really
encouragi ng. But he hated religion. He said we'd all be better off without it, that it caused too
much trouble, and too many wars. He said people called himthe Newton of the age, but he'd rather
be the Galileo.'

"And you didn't nind all this talk? He observed the boy's thought currents boil with surprise.
"No. Wy should 1?

"I take it that means you're not religious.'

"Never really thought about it. Mum and Dad sonetines go to the Harvest Festival service, if
they're not too busy. And | can renenber going to the Christrmas carol service a couple of tines
when | was young. But that's it.'

"What about the other students? Did any of them consider this Godsl ayer concept to be
sacril egi o~i s?

" Nobody ever sai d anything, no.
"OK. Was Kitchener working on any kind of energy genersting system |ike mcrofusion, or proton
boron fusion, sonething new, sonething radical ?'

Ni chol as screwed his face up. 'Nothing like that. He gave ne a nagnet osphere induction problemto
sol ve, though.

"What's that?
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"Vell, it's hardly new, but if you place a length of wire in orbit, its notion as it noves through
the Earth's nmagnet osphere will generate an electric current. It's a sinple induction principle,
like a generator.'

"How big a current?

' That depends on the size of the cable, obviously.

"Yeah, right.' Maybe the boy wasn't so different after all. 'What | need to know, N cholas, is are
you tal ki ng about sonething that can power an AV player, or a city?

"Oh. Acity, definitely, or maybe a medi umsized town. Kitchener was very insistent about that. He
said that we had to learn to concentrate on the practical applications of physics, abstract theory
was all very well but it doesn't pay the bills. He was right, of course, he was always right. He
called it his ninety-ten law. He | et us study abstract theories for ninety per cent of the tineg,
but we had to spend at |east ten per cent of each week working on practical ideas. He used to set
us two projects sinultaneously, one of each.'

"How far bad you got with this nmagnet osphere project?

"l hadn't done much work on it at all, | was spending nost of ny time on the dark-nass project.
But | did confirmits basic validity. | designed a cobweb array, about two hundred and fifty

kil ometres across. The beauty of that is, if you give it a slight spinit will retain its shape
wi t hout any additional structural nmaterial, you only need the cables thenselves. | was going to

work on strength of naterials limts next. But...

"l thought beani ng power down from space was ecol ogi- cally unsound."'

Ni chol as smiled vacantly. 'I was going to use a superconductor cable, tethered between the Equator
and geostationary orbit. That's a perfectly practical solution; the orbital tower is an idea even
ol der than nmagnetosphere induction. It was originally suggested that you build it with nagnetic
rails and run lift capsul es up and down, that way you'd never need any sort of spaceplane to get
into orbit. My version was a |lot sinpler and cheaper, just a single strand fixed to a station that
could receive power beaned to it fromthe induction

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (134 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:20 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

A QUANTUM MURDER

297

webs, a bigger version of the comrunication platforns that are up there now. The superconductor
woul d have to be held up by a nonolattice filanment, of course, it couldn't possibly support its
own weight. It was Kitchener who suggested it as an alternative nmethod of bringing the power down.
He j oked about it, he said he'd be as rich as Julia Evans if it was ever built. He gets a royalty
fromnonol attice filanment, you see. It's only a fraction of a per cent, but for a cable thirty-six
thousand kilonetres long, it would be a hell of a lot of nmoney. He was really keen to see how the
figures cane out.'

"Ni chol as, how advanced is this project? | nean, could it actually be built with today's

t echnol ogy?

"I don't know. It was really just a thought experinment, Kitchener tailored themto match our

fields of expertise. The equations were interesting, | had to juggle so many factors, but it did
|l ook Iike it would cone out pretty expensive. That's why | was excited about Event Horizon's new
spacepl ane, the way it's going to bring launch costs down. | was going to include those figures in

my anal ysis.
"But you never got round to it?

" No. '
"WAs the project stored in the Abbey's Bendi x?'

"Yes, but | kept a back-up file in ny ternminal. It should still be there.

"Did you ever tell Randon that you were working on this idea?

"Ch, no, | never discussed it with anybody el se apart fromthe other students.'

'So the conpany never really showed nuch interest in what you were doing at Launde?

"They of fered nme the sponsorship noney and a guaranteed research position, that's all. Kitchener's

students have this reputation, you see. It's a bit snobby, but a ot of them have turned out to be
real high-achievers.'

"Yeah.' Greg couldn't help thinking about Ranasfari. You couldn't get any further apart than him
and Kitchener, the cold aesthetic and the glorious old debauchee. The chenistry nmust have been
there, though; Ranasfari clearly revered his
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mentor. And Kitchener had spotted the potential, just like he had with N chol as.

"It was all arranged through an agency in Canbridge,' N cholas said. 'They specialize in placing
graduates. |1've never actually net anyone fromthe conpany itself. | was |ooking forward to
wor ki ng in France.'

"Do you speak French?

"Not very well. 1've got one of those teach yourself courses on an audio nenox. |'Ill speak it
properly by the time... | mean, | would have spoken it properly by the tine I finished ny second
year at Launde. There's only a vocabulary and syntax to nenorize, that's not nmuch of a problemfor
me. '

"Interesting. You have a |l ot of confidence in your nenory, don't you?

"Yes, ny recall is virtually perfect. | wasn't trying to boast,' he added contritely.

"I didn't say you were.'

"Kitchener said | should be proud of it. He said it was better than his.'

'Have you ever had days which you can't remenber? Events that are lost to you?'

Ni chol as regarded himwith a tinge of suspicion. 'You nean |like transient global amesia?

G eg was suddenly glad his thoughts weren't available for Nicholas to read. But he really should
have known better than trying to creep up on a topic with Nicholas, especially anything renotely
connected with science. 'Yeah, transient global amesia, or even trauma erasure.'’

"You think that's why your psi faculty didn't spot any guilt, isn't it? That | did nurder
Kitchener, and | just blanked it out.

"It's a possibility, Nicholas, and you know it is.

The swift heat of belligerence faded fromthe boy. 'Yes,' he said softly. '"But | don't have

bl ackouts. And |'ve never forgotten a day or an hour in ny life.'

COK.

‘Il was telling the truth then, wasn't |7

"Yes, N cholas. You've never suffered fromnenory |oss.'
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He rose to his feet, still as undecided as when he'd walked in. '"I'Il let you know what happens.'
"M Mandel . Thanks.'
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"You're not out of it yet.'

The cm of fi ce had been del uged wi th another wave of entropy. There were nore fol ders and nenpx
crystals littering the desks. Crunpled fast-food wappers bubbled up out of the bin, waxed

kel pboard trays with congeal ed smears of sweet and sour sauce.

The detectives fornmed their usual closed-ranks knot around one of the desks beside the situation
screen. Greg was given sone dark specul ative | ooks as he cane in. Only Amanda acknow edged hi m
wi th anyt hi ng approaching a smle. Vernon Langl ey broke away fromthe group, another man foll ow ng
hi m

"Did he admit anything? he asked.

"No. "

"Christ, that kid is a snpboth one. Wat about your esp, did you pick up any guilt waves this
time?

"No," Greg said curtly.

' Shame about that.'

' Yeah.'

Vernon held up his police-issue cybofax. 'l asked the lab to re-run tests on the sanpl es Beswi ck
supplied."’

" And?'

"No trace of scopol amine, or any other drug. The boy's blood chenistry is perfectly bal anced."
"OK, it was just a thought.'

"l asked the | ab peopl e about scopol am ne. You think Beswi ck made hinself forget the nurder?
"It's one option, because he certainly doesn't renenber. There nust be a reason. \Wat about his
medi cal records?

Vernon handed over the cybofax. Greg skipped down the datasheet it was displaying. There wasn't

much; the usual childhood illnesses, chicken pox, nmunps; a bad dose of flu when he was five; a
sprai ned ankle at el even. The last entry
300

PETER F. HAM LTON

was a routine health check when he started university: again

perfectly clean. Nicholas Beswick was a healthy, ordinary young nan.

' Bugger,' G eg munbl ed.

"Anything there throw any Iight on the problen? Vernon asked.

"No, not a bl oody thing.

"Didn't think there was.' He beckoned. 'This is Sergeant Keith Wllet,' he said as his conpanion
canme forward. 'Been at Gakham quite a while now.

Greg shook hands confortably. The sergeant was wearing white shirtsleeves and shorts, regul ation
black tie in a tiny knot. He was in his early fifties, with the kind of hardened patience that
said he'd just about seen it all, If he'd been in the arnmy he woul d have been perfect sergeant-
maj or materi al

"You were here during the PSP years?' G eg asked.

"Yes, sir,' he said. 'Th'enty years' service in Oakham now

"You nmight have been right about Launde,' Vernon told Geg. 'Though |I still don't see how this
fits in with Kitchener's nmnurder.'

G eg |looked at Wllet. 'You renenbered sonething about the Abbey?

"Yes, sir. There was a girl drowned in one of the |lakes in Launde Park.'

"Shit, yeah!' Now he renenbered. It had been on a | ocal datatext channel, quite a few years ago.
The report had gone on to say that the police were questioning the Abbey's other residents about
the accident. At the tine he had assuned it was the start of a PSP canpai gn agai nst Edward

Ki t chener.

Anything like that had interested himin those days; someone as proninent as Kitchener woul d have
made a trenendous addition to the underground opposition. But nothing had ever come of it.

The detectives had all turned to stare at his exclamation

Greg ignored them 'Can you renmenber her nane?' he asked

"Clarissa Wnne,' WIllet said. 'She was one of Dr Kitchener's students.'

The nane didn't nmean anything. 'Wen was this?
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" About ten years ago, sir. Can't say exactly.'

"Do you remenber anything about the case?
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WIllet glanced at Langley. He nodded, albeit with a trace of reluctance. G eg wondered what had
been said before he arrived.

"Yes, sir, I"'mafraid | do. W were ordered to shut it down, straight away, enter a verdict of
accidental death. It cane direct fromthe Mnistry of Public Oder.'

"Jesus, the PSP wanted it kept quiet? Wy?

‘I've no idea, sir.'

"Was it an accidental death?

Willet took his time answering. Greg sensed the disquiet in his nind, a real conflict raging. It
was al nost as though he was confessing a sin, relieved and shaned at the sanme tine.

' The detective in charge was unhappy about the order. The

girl had been drinking, but he thought it was nore than student high-jinks that had gone w ong.
But there was nothing he could do, certainly not launch an investigation. London said frog, and we
all hopped. That was all we ever did in those days.'

"Who was the detective?

Wllet gazed straight at him 'Murice Knebel, sir.’

said Greg. Maurice Knebel was the major reason Cakhamls police force had such poor relations wth
the local community. In the last two years of the PSP decade, when it was obvious to everyone el se
that the Party was faltering, Maurice Knebel had done his best to maintain their authority in
Rut | and, sendi ng out the People's Constables at the snallest provocation. He epitom zed the petty-
m nded apparatchik, blindly following the Party line, the kind who had inflicted al nost as much
damage on President Arnstrong as the urban predators thenselves. He was on the Inquisitor's top
fifty wanted list. Notoriety of sorts. Nobody had seen himsince the night the PSP fell. He had
escaped the station mnutes before the nob arrived, high on the deadly scent of freedom and
vengeance. Not all the People's Constables had been so | ucky.

"I didn't even know he was a genui ne detective,' Geg said.
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"Yes, sir, started out a regular officer. He didn't go bad until later."’
"How much | ater?

"Sir?

"You said he was upset about being ordered to close the book on the drowned girl. Was he a Party
menber then?'

"I think so. But he wasn't fanatical back in those days. He saw joining the Party as a way to
pronotion. It was the |last three years, after he was appointed as the station's political officer
that's when the real trouble began.'

"CK, fine, | appreciate your help.'

"Sir.'" He left the CU) office, visibly relieved.

"Vell?' Langley asked.

The detectives were still watching him waiting for the verdict. The psychic's pronouncenent.
"Way on earth would the PSP want to hush up a girl student's death? Kitchener wasn't exactly one
of their own.

"You think Kitchener killed her?" Langley asked. He thought of that white-haired ol d nan watching
| sabel undress. The picture he'd built up fromall the students, Ranasfari, the worship they
awarded him A larger than life character, capable of both disgraceful roguishness and unselfish
charity. "No, | don't. Let's have a |l ook at the coroner's report. | suppose it'll be a whitewash,
but there may be sonething in it.'

Langl ey rubbed awkwardly at his chin. The detectives were all abruptly occupied at their work
agai n.

"Sorry, Greg, we can't do that.'

"l thought ny Hone Office authorization is still valid.'

"It is,'" he said drily. 'But the local coroner's office has the sane problem we do. The hotrods
crashed their nmenory core when Arnstrong was ousted. There are no records left for the PSP years.
' They crashed a coroner's office? Wiat the hell for? Coroners weren't anything to do with the
PSP.

"I've no idea. Perhaps they regarded all officialdomas the

sane:

That familiar cold electric charge conpressed his spine.

A QUANTUM MURDER

And the gland was barely active. He al nost smiled, despite the worry. 'No, | don't think so.'

Why not ?'

"Intuition." He turned to the group of detectives. 'Amanda, would you run a check through the Hone
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Ofice for ne? I want to know how many other coroner's offices were burnt by the hotrods when the
PSP fell."

She nodded and sat behi nd one of the desks, activating its term nal

'Look, Greg'- Langley was trying for the reasonable approach - 'I really appreciate your help in
finding the knife.

But C arissa Wnne's death is hardly relevant.'

"Two deaths in the sane comunity, the first one questionable, the second one bizarre. They're
connected, no messing.'

"How? They're ten years apart.'

"I'f I knew nore about Clarissa Wnne | mght be able to tell you.'

"I can hardly expand the Kitchener case to cover her death. For a start there isn't a single byte
on her remaining. W don't even know what she | ooked |ike."'

"Yeah.' He let instinct drive him Inportant, the girl's death was inportant. 'Tell you, we're
going to have to rectify that.'

"Not after ten years, we're not. The only person who could have told you anything was Kitchener.'
"Wong. There's Kitchener, the other five students who were at Launde with her, and Maurice
Knebel . And out of all of them good old Maurice has everything about the case | need to know

' Knebel ? You can't be serious! For Christ's sake, we don't even know if he's still alive.'
“1'I'l find out.'
He threw his hands in the air. '"Sure you will. | nean, the Inquisitors have only been | ooking for

four years, and their nethods don't exactly go by the book. They woul dn't know what a warrant

|l ooked like if it pissed on their boot.'

" Nobody can run from M ndstar, not for ever, not even close.' Geg said it with a deliberate bite
of menace, enjoying the way it halted Langley's bwnptiousfless in mdfiight.
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"G eg? Amanda waved at himfrom behind her desk. He could see the cube had filled with

dat asheets, fuzzy green script with a perceptible Y-axis instability.

'What have you got ?'

"There were five other coroner's offices in England which had their records destroyed in the two
nmonths either side of the PSP's fall. Two were due to firebonb attacks, the other three were

hot rod burns.

"Where were the ones that got burnt by the hotrods?

She ran a finger down the cube. 'd oucester, Canterbury, and Hexham

"Wl | spread around,' be nused.

"What are you sayi ng?' Langl ey asked.

"That it's convenient; four offices in the whole of the country, and one of themis QCakhanms, when
we know that a dodgy report was |oaded into its nenmory core.

"You can't be serious.’

Greg clapped himon the shoul der, drawing a startled | ook. He knew Langl ey woul d never believe in
a connection. The nan was too good a policenan. Facts, facts, and nore facts. That's what he
needed.

It's al so what you need to get Nicholas off, Geg rem nded

hi msel f soberly.

"You keep plugging away at Nicholas,' he said. "I'll need to borrow Sergeant Wlet for the rest of
t he afternoon.

"All right.' Langley seened relieved that was all he was being asked for. 'Wiy do you want hin?'
"I told you: to find Maurice Knebel.

T

he 1ight was already beginning to fade as El eanor drove out of Gakham al ong the B668, up the hill
towards Burley. An advance guard of dark copper-gold clouds probing out of the north had reached
the zenith of the opal sky. She wasn't in nuch of a npbod to appreciate sunsets.

The Rutland Tines hadn't been able to hel p. Hotrods had crashed their nenory core. They had
suffered an even worse data |loss than the Stanford and Rutland Metvu~y; all of their past issues
had been transferred to the core fromearlier mcrofiche records.

She hadn't known the hotrods were so active when the PSP fell. Royan had let slip a few hints that
he had been part of the pack which had crashed the Mnistry of Public Order mainframe. But as a
general rule the PSP had suffered remarkably little electronic sabotage during its decade in
power. Maybe the hotrods had been saving thenselves for the final assault. Al though she found that
hard to credit. They were too independent, preserving their anonymty through the facel ess
circuit. You could call themthrough the link they had infiltrated into English Tel ecom s datanet,
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but you never knew who you'd got.

The Mnistry of Public Oder mainfrane was an obvious target for them one final shove to a
government which was already toppling. It had happened within an hour of the bonb bl ast that
anni hi | ated Downi ng Street. People had tal ked about a |ink between the hotrod circuit and the
urban predators, she thought that was pure tabloid, a subconscious public desire to juggle facts
into a unified conspiracy theory. The nmai nframe burn woul dn't have required much forward pl anni ng,
the viruses already existed, but newspapers were a different proposition. To be burnt on

i deol ogi cal grounds their output would have to be nonitored continually, victinms selected. That
requi red organi zation, conmitnent. A caba

CHAPTER TVEENTY- ONE
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within a cabal. There had certainly never been any word of that. Perhaps Royan could tell her.
Forewarned by her failure at the Rutland Times office, she

had returned to the parked Jaguar and sinply phoned the Miron Ti nes.

"I"'mvery sorry, nmadam' the secretary had told her. 'But our records of that period were erased
by hackers.'

"There is no such thing as coincidence,' Gabriel had said quietly, as Eleanor swore at the

cybof ax.

What do you nean?'

But Gabriel sinply shrugged cryptically.

Then Greg had called, and asked her to drive up to Colin Mellor in Cottesnore, saying, 'I'll rmeet
you up there.

The Jaguar's wheels scattered a volley of |oose chippings into the Iush verges as they reached the
top of the vale, rattling the big scarlet geraniunms which had infiltrated the ol d hedgerows. Four
hundred netres to her right she could see the ruins of Burley House casting a stark jagged outline
agai nst the rising velvet penunbra. A few fires were burning in the canp of New Age travellers
parked in the enbrace of its |ong curving col onnade w ngs, pink and blue gl ow of charcoal cooking
grills spilling distorted pools of tangerine light. The travellers had been there for as |long as
El eanor coul d renenber, ever since the public petrol supply ran out, the wheels of their antique
buses and vans rooting in the earth, tyres perished. Not that the ancient conbustion engi nes would
wor kK now anyway.

They had raided the stately home for stones, constructing crude | ean-tos agai nst sone of the
rusting vehicles. A hundred netres fromthe road, they had tried to build a replica of Stonehenge.
Still were trying, by all accounts, it changed mnutely every tine she went past. Not getting any
bi gger, but the configuration altered, as if they were still searching for the ideal pattern of
astrol ogi cal harnony.

Keeps them off the streets, she thought wyly. God al one knows where they were supposed to fit in
to the promi sed | and of New Conservative regeneration policies. After fifteen years of doing
not hi ng but picking and eating magi ¢ nush-

A QUANTUM MURDER

307

roons their brains nmust | ook |ike |unmps of gangrenous

sponge.

There was an estate of late twentieth-century brick houses on the edge of Cottesnobre, ornanenta
gardens given over to intensely cultivated vegetable plots.

As they nmoved into the heart of the picturesque village she |eant forwards, peering over the
steeri ng-wheel. She'd never been to Cohn Mellor's house before.

"Further on,' Gabriel said.

"Right.' She hadn't actually expected Gabriel to cone with her to the Rutland Tinmes office.
Conversation was always so difficult with Gabriel, and this time, with Joey Foul kes taggi ng al ong
loyally, it was virtually inpossible.

The main street had a bl anket preservation order sl apped

"‘onit. Al the buildings had stone walls, roofs were either grey

slate or Collyweston stone. Half of themused to be thatch, which had to be stripped off when the
Warm ng started and the fire hazard becanme too great. Three staked goats were grazing on a wide
grass verge in front of a row of cottages.

Several men were sitting with their pint pots at bench tables

outside the Sun, thin rings of foam nmarking their progress.

"Here we go.' Gabriel pointed to a wooden bar gate in a

long ivy-clad wall opposite the pub
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El eanor indicated and turned off. Greg was standing on the other side of the gate. He grinned and
tugged at the bolt.

The house was a big converted barn, L-shaped, with a steep grey slate roof. Dull silver w ndows
reflected the sun falling behind the pub. She drew up next to the EMC Ranger on the fine grave
park outside the front doors. There was a | ong nmeadow at the rear; she saw three or four horses at
the far end, dark coats nmerging into the twlight.

A police sergeant she didn't recogni ze was clinmbing out of the EMC Ranger, screw ng his cap
cerenoniously into place.

"W only just got here,' said Greg. He introduced the

sergeant as Keith Wllet.

The house's iron-bound front door opened. Cohn Mell or

stood inside, |eaning on a wooden wal ki ng stick; a seventytwo-year-old with bushy white hair,
wearing baggy green
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corduroy trousers and a mauve cardi gan. A huge Al satian nosed round his |legs, staring at the
visitors. Eleanor shuddered slightly at the sight of the aninmal. It was a gene-tailored guard
hound; grey-furred, nuscles scul pted for speed, supposedly owner-obedient. That was a trait which
the geneticists didn't always succeed in splicing together correctly. Geg had told her that when
the original military conbat hounds were taken into the field sone of themhad turned on their
handl ers.

And she'd seen first-hand what the nodified beasts could do to people. It had been a gene-tail ored
sentinel panther which attacked Suzi

"It's friends, |ook, Sparky,' Colin said, patting the dog's head. 'They're all friends.' The dog
gazed round at themwith big cat-iris eyes, and blinked lazily. It |ooked back up at Cohn

Rel uctantly, Eleanor thought. She could see Joey Foul kes all tensed up, hand hovering near the

gi ve-away bul ge under his suit jacket.

"Well, come in,' said Cohn. The stick was shaken vigorously for enphasis. 'Sparky's snelt you all
now. He likes you.' He backed into the hall, shooing the dog out of the way.

El eanor found Greg's hand and held himtightly as they went inside.

Cohn led theminto his lounge. It was on the ground floor, furnished in plain teak, the upholstery
a light green; big french wi ndows gave hima view out across the nmeadow. Bi ohum gl obes in snoked-

gl ass pendant shades cast a strong light. There were pictures of battle scenes on every wall; the
army fromthe Napoleonic wars right up to Turkey.
"Before anything else,’ Eleanor said to Greg, 'I've got some bad news for you. The Stanford and

Rutland Mercury, the Rutland Tinmes, and the Melton Tines all bad their nmenory cores crashed by the
hotrods. The circuit said they were too synpathetic to the PSP. So there's no record of any

i nci dent at Launde Abbey.

G eg clanped a hand on each forearm and kissed her warmy. 'The hotrods crashed the coroner's
office as well,' he said. The pl eased tone confused her nonmentarily.
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Coin eased hinself delicately into a nanor w ng chair.

El eanor hadn't seen himsince the wedding | ast year, and

even then she'd only had a few words. She thought he | ooked a lot frailer

"Now t hen, Greg,' Cohn said. 'Wat's all this about?

El eanor listened to Geg summari zing the case. Sonehow she couldn't draw nuch confort fromthe
eni gna surrounding C arissa Wnne's death. Greg's intuition had been right. As usual. But the
entire sequence of events was becom ng equivocal, shaded in a form ess grey nurk seeping out of
the hinterlands, eroding facts before her eyes. It was sadly depressing.

Geg was in his elenment, of course. And Gabriel, although to a | esser degree.

Right at the centre of her mind was a tired little girl who wanted to say: '|I saw Nicholas do it.
That's an end. Let's leave it.' Wy do adults always have to be so bl oody noble and resol ute?

' Soneone has gone to a lot of trouble to erase every trace of Clarissa Wnne,' Geg said. 'Not to
mention expense. Hotrods don't come cheap, and they've burnt three newspapers plus a coroner's

of fice; maybe Cakham police station was part of it, maybe not. But the fact renmains, every |ast
hard byte on the girl has gone. Al we're left with is personal nenories. And precious few of
them'

"What about the international news libraries? Cohn asked. 'I checked with Julia,' Geg said
"They all have files on Kitchener, of course. None of themnention Carissa Wnne. It was a | ocal
matter, and as far as anyone knew an acci dental death. Not inportant enough. Although G obecast's
Pan- Eur ope news and current affairs office think there m ght have been sone kind of hotrod burn
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agai nst their menory cores. Several file codes relating to that period were scranbled. But they
can't actually find anything nmissing, so there's no way of proving it.'

"I doubt they could help anyway,' Eleanor said. 'If there had been any suspicion that Kitchener
was inplicated in that girl's death, it would have been headline news the world over.
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I'd say the PSP's cover-up worked pretty well.'

"Yeah,' Geg admitted.

"Which is where | come in,' Cohn said. There was a cheerful snmile on his pale face.

El eanor had the notion he was terribly grateful to be asked. Eager to show he could still pull his
wei ght, not let the side down. Except it was so painfully obvious his health was decaying rapidly.
Hi s heart, she guessed.

"If you could,' Greg said. He flashed her a shamefaced | ook. 'There's no better tracker.'
"Certainly can,' Cohn said proudly. 'The map room s down the corridor.' He pressed both hands

agai nst the chair, struggling to rise. Joey Foul kes canme forward to help him but he shook off the
young hard-liner with exaggerated self-reliance

The map roomwas a plain white cube, three netres to a side, windowess. It put Eleanor in mnd of
Kitchener's conputer room Sparky wasn't allowed in.

The bi ol um panel s came on to show a circular flatscreen nounted on one wall. There was a single
"ware nodul e on the floor in a corner

Cohn gave a voice command to the "ware, and a map of Engl and appeared on the flatscreen. He stood
in front of it, both hands pressed on the bulb of his stick, and | ooked the outline up and down,
nodding in satisfaction. 'h's there, Geg, | can still do it, by God!' H's voice was a weak grow .
"That's why | cane,' Geg said. 'Nobody else in your class.'

She coul d detect a tremor in his voice. Wien she | ooked his eyes were dark with pain. She funbled
for his hand.

"Talk to me, young Keith,' Cohn said.

Wllet twitched unconfortably. 'Wat about, sir?

"This dreadful Maurice Knebel chap, of course. | need your mnd s inmage of himto work on.'

"Sir?

"Tell us about an incident you renenber,' Geg said. 'A station cricket match where he got caught
out. What did he wear? Bad habits, good habits. What sort of food did he eat? Who were his
friends?

I
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"Yes, sir. Well, there was one suit which he always wore, this would be around the tine of the
Wnne girl's death |

suppose. Brown and grey, check, it was. Used to get sone

stick about it.'

El eanor filtered out what the sergeant was saying. It was alnost unfair to nake sonmeone so stolid
and reliable relate trivial tales fromthe past.

Cohn had becone preternaturally still. H's stare had devel oped that distance of all gland users,
seeing at ninety degrees to the real universe.

The old man had been a major in an English arny infantry reginent at the tine when the M ndstar
Bri gade was being formed. He was fifty-five and due for imrnent retirenment when the bl anket
service psi-assessment tests gave himthe excuse he needed to extend his bel oved conm ssion. M nd-
star hadn't intended to take anyone his age, but his farsight rating was one of the highest they
recorded. Fortunately his ESP faculty had al nost devel oped as it was intended.

W Il let was droning on about Maurice Knebel and his fondness for |ndian food when Colin |eant
forwards and deftly pressed his open pal magainst the flatscreen. The map inage shifted instantly,
expandi ng the area around his hand. It was centred on Peterborough, she noticed with a start. The
vivid featurel ess turquoi se of the Fens Basin had bitten into a third of the screen

W1l et had stopped talking.

' Keep goi ng,' Cohn instructed.

"Sir. Curries were his favourite...'

El eanor could see a lone yellow dot in the basin, just east of Peterborough. Prior's Fen, she
realized. Cohn must keep the map scrupul oushy updated. He had spent npbst of the PSP years in
France, charging konmbinates a small fortune for his services. 'Too old to join the fight against

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (141 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:20 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

Armstrong,' he had told her bitterly.
He touched the map again. This tine Peterborough
jumped up to occupy half of the flatscreen, |leaving a tenkilonetre band of countryside visible
around the outside.
W hlet flashed Greg a despairing glance. Geg gave hima fast gesture: carry on
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' The woman he was living with heft himwhen he was appointed station political officer. There was
talk of himand one of the appararchi k wormen on the town's PSP committee...

"Here,' Cohn said. His forefinger touched the map in a positive jab. A district turned a shade
lighter, its scarlet boundary line flashing insistently. He stood right up agai nst the screen
face coated in a backwash of artificial blue and yellow radi ance, deepening the folds of flesh.
"That's where he is. | can't get any nore precise than that. Not fromthis distance.’

El eanor could feel a groan of dismay building in her gullet. She was afraid to let it out in case
it sounded too much |ike a whinper.

"Figures,' Geg said. '"He's PSP, where el se would he be perfectly safe right now?

Coln's forefinger was pointing at Walton

CHAPTER TVAENTY. TWO

G

reg's existence had collapsed to a flinsy universe five netres in dianeter. Night-tinme flying was
al ways bad. But night-time and fog, that was shit awful

He was hanging in a nylon web harness bel ow a Wsthand ghost w ng, gossaner bl ade propeller
humm ng efficiently behind him The photon anp band across his eyes bestowed an alien blue tinge
to every surface, the glow of electron orbits in decay. A colum of neat chrone-yellow figures
shone on the right-hand side of his vision field: time, grid reference, altitude, direction of
flight, power |evels, airspeed. The guido 'ware placed himeight hundred nmetres high, two

kil ometres out from Peterborough above the Fens basin.

Prior's Fen, and the Event Horizon security division tilt-fan which had ferried him and Teddy out
there, was twenty m nutes behind, isolated by treacherously fluctuating walls of stone-grey
vapour. The loneliness which had insinuated itself into his thoughts in that tinme was total
tricking his brain into finding shapes anong the grey-bl ue desolation, the grinning spectres of
ni ght mare clanouring in on an unwary mni nd.

He used to be able to put his feelings on hold for missions, concentrate on details and their
application to the i mediate.

It was the arny way, training and discipline could overconme every human frailty given tine. But
he'd lost it. Leaking slowy out of his psyche during endl ess sunny days beside the reservoir,
snoot hed away by El eanor's ki sses.

Now he could feel the unfaniliar and enervating stirrings of panic as the wi ng nmenbrane nurnured
toitself in the squally air. His sole link to reality was a slimmi crowave beam punchi ng up

t hrough the doyi ng seaborne mi st to strike Event Horizon's private comunication satellite in
geosync orbit. Directional, scranbled, ultra-secure

"You there, Teddy?' The nodul ated question slicing upwards, hitting the satellite's phased array
antenna, splitting
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like a laser fired at a fractured mrror, bounced straight back down. i W beans: one received at
the Event Horizon headquarters building in Westwood, the second targeted on another epheneral five-
metre bubbl e sonewhere in the vast enptiness behind him

"Wiere the flick el se?" Teddy's gruffness carried a trace of anxiety which Geg was learning to
recogni ze fromhis own voice

'Hey, you renenber when we used to get paid for this?

" Yeah. Not hing fucking changes. Weren't no fun in them days, neither.’

"True. OK, I'mone and a hail klicks fromthe east shore now, starting to descend. Mdrgan? Any air
traflic yet?

'Negative, Geg,' Mrgan said, his voice sounding nuffled in Greg's earpiece. 'There's sone tilt-
fan activity in New Eastfiehd, but the fog has shut down ninety per cent of the city's usua
novenents.'

That was one shiver of joy, he didn't have to worry about colliding with | owflying planes.
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"Roger. Going down.' He shifted his weight slightly, feeling the angle of the slipstream change.
The fog density remmined the sane. According to Event Horizon's Earth Resource platforns it was a
belt ninety kilonmetres wi de, extending westwards alnost all the way to Leicester. They had wat ched
it boil up out of the North Sea through nost of the afternoon. Perfect cover

The m ssion had taken a day to set up. Naturally, Julia had wanted to send the police in, al

| egal and above board. She hadn't quite grasped what they were up agai nst. Soneone -sone

organi zati on? - methodi cal enough to guard agai nst the renotest chance of a query being raised
about the death of a girl ten years in the past. Paranoia or desperation - either way, they had it
in massive quantities. And they didn't shy away from positive action to elimnate threats.

Even with the channels working thensel ves into hysterics over the Scottish reunion question, a
police operation on a
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scal e | arge enough to successfully arrest a single nan in

Walton woul d attract wi de newscast coverage. The Bl ack-shirts would resist the police incursion
there would be riots, sniper fire, a lot of people hurt. After that, |eaks would be inevitable,
and Julia's name woul d be forenpst anong them

H s way was nmuch quieter, safer. Reducing the risk until it focused on just two people.

He woul d have been happier if Eleanor had shouted at him put her foot down, told himhe was being
macho stupid. At |east he would have been able to shout back, or argue, vent a bit of feeling.

I nstead she had stuck to being silent and sorrowful. Wich made it harder. Wich put himon edge
Whi ch wasn't good

Gabri el had been reassuringly scathing, but that had taken on the quality of a ritual, she trusted
his intuition alnost nore than he did. Morgan was frankly sceptical about the whole notion. And

G eg had to admit even he was having trouble seeing how O arissa Wnne's vaguely suspi ci ous
drowni ng coul d be connected to Kitchener's mnurder.

Wth the cocoon of fog acting like a nmld formof sensory deprivation his thoughts were free to
roamthrough wilder realns of possibility, fantasy equivalents of Gabriel's tau lines. But even
anong the nore fanciful possibilities he conjured up there really was no getting round that nenory
of Nicholas walking so calmy into Kitchener's bedroom Maybe the anbiguity he felt so strongly
was focused on the boy's notive? Everyone assumed Ni chol as had murdered Kitchener because he was
overw ought over |sabel. But there was the question of the nethod. Maybe Launde hatboured sone
dark secret instead?

Yeah sure. Ghosts and ghoulies and bunps in the night, he told hinself nockingly. Secret nonsters
woul d be too easy. Sonebody wi ped all those cores. Three and a half years before N chol as Besw ck
ever set eyes on Launde Abbey.

He gave up, pushing the load into the future and squarely on Maurice Knebel's shoul ders. Al arned
at just how nuch he was coning to depend on the absconded detective
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to provide himw th answers when they finally came face to face.

One thing, there was no goi ng back. There never bl oody was; his character flaw

Hi s guido put himseven hundred nmetres out fromthe city's easterly shore, height one hundred and
fifty netres. dosing fast. Fog split around the | eading edge of the wing, re-formng instantly
behind the trailing edge. A slick coating of minute droplets was deposited on the |eathery

menbr ane, stream ng backwards and shaking free in a horizontal rain.

The photon anp was boosted up to its highest resolution

He still couldn't see anything.

"Virtual overlay,' he told the guido 'ware. Translucent green and blue and red petals flipped up
into the retinal feed fromthe photon anp. He | ooked out across a city built fromfrozen

| aser hi ght.

Morgan's people had built the virtual simulation up fromthe afternoon's satellite passes.
Accurate to ten centinmetres, nore conprehensive than any menory in the city council's planning

of fice data cores

A flood of neutral pixels darkened and hardened below him resolving into a solid black plane. He
felt the illusion of space opening up around hi magain. Tremendously reassuring.

He just prayed that the sinmulation's alignment was correct. The shoreline buildings of the
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GQunt horpe district formed a flat abrupt wall of dinmensionless green dead ahead. It was the only
eastern district to expand since the Warnming; a quirk of fate had placed it al ongside a | ow
triangul ar pronontory jutting a couple of kilonetres out into the basin. The fields and pastures
whi ch had survived the del uge had been swiftly covered in blocks of flats.

i W hundred netres off the pronontory's tip was a patch of spiky indigo waveforns, as though an
i ceberg had endured the Warni ng and sought shelter in the basin. It was Eye, a village still in
the process of being subsuned by the sluggish

I
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currents of the mre, reduced to an erratic formation of nud

dunes and crunbling brick walls.

The guido "ware printed a trajectory graphic for him A tunnel of slender orange rings snaking
away fromhim round the north side of the urbanized pronontory, and curving down to touch Walton
Greg swng hinself to one side, lining up the ghost

wing in the centre of die tunnel. Orange rings flashed past silently.

Morgan had wanted to send one of his security division hard-liners along on the penetration

m ssion. Greg turned himdown politely, hoping he wouldn't make an issue of it. They were tough
and well trained, but there was a world of difference between corporate clashes and all-out

conbat. He needed soneone he could rely on totally.

Back in Turkey, Geg had been in charge of a tactical raider squad when they were cut off and

pi nned down in a nountain village by Legion fire. Half of the nmen had wanted to nmake a break for
it, but Geg nade themstay put. Teddy was in charge of the back-up team

He had spent the next three hours cowering under a dusty sky as bullets thudded into the sandstone
wal I s of dil apidated hovels, and nmortar rounds fell all around. Tine had stretched out

excruci atingly, but he never let go of that tenuous trust in his huge sergeant.

Teddy had eventually turned up in their ageing Belgian Air Force Bl ack Hawk support helicopter
flowm by a shaken, terrified pilot. Geg didn't learn until nuch | ater how Teddy persuaded the man
to fly into the heart of a grade three fire zone. There woul d have been a court martial, except
the pilot refused to testify.

El eanor's right, | do dwell on Turkey too nuch.
But he was bl oody glad it was Teddy in the second ghost w ng.
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The orange circles took himround the north of GQunthorpe. Here the basin nmud had surged al ong a
slight depression between Walton and Werrington, engul fing roads and buildings. It was only a
nmetre deep, but the relentless pressure eroded bricks and concrete, exploiting every crack and
crevice.

Foundati ons were eaten away, day by day, year by year, cenment pulverized, reinforcenent prongs
corroded, bricks sucked out. Roofs had collapsed, the abraded walls sagged then fell. Even now the
piles of rubble were still being assaulted from bel ow, dragged down by the unstable alluvial
substratum a pressure that wouldn't end until the entire zone was | evelled. Weds and reeds
choked the rolling mounds in a nouldy mat of entwined tendrils. The satellite image had shown the
whol e area crisscrossed by paths worn by adventurous children, glimers of netal detritus peeking
through the Iinp foliage.

The virtual sinulation had shaded it in as a lightly nicked pink desert.

One hundred netres in altitude; and five hundred netres up ahead the tunnel of rings had di pped
down at a steep angle, narrowing like a whirlwind to touch the apex of an old factory warehouse.
Geg dimed the sinulation, reducing it to a geonetric |ithograph. He banked the Wstland to
starboard, preparing to overfly the warehouse roof. The tunnel twi sted into an inmpossible helix.
He throttl ed back the propeller speed to idle, and glided in.

At | ast he thought he saw sonething through the scudding fog. Down bel ow, a pale blur, broken by
dark irregular srmudges. According to the sinulation he ought to be over the factory's yard. Big
squares of cracked concrete with abandoned gutted lorries, a scattered cluster of railway van
bogi es in one corner

Wth a bit of inmagination the dark snudges bel ow coul d be rusted cabs.

The sinul ated green skeletal outline of the warehouse was upon him If it corresponded with the
actual struc~e the Westland should take himsix netres above the roof apex.

A QUANTUM MURDER
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Solid surfaces suddenly materialized between the green lines, as if the building had been edged in
neon tubes. Greg received a fast inpression of breeze bl ocks sneared in rheuny ribbons of al gae
and a corrugated roof, red oxide paint flaking away. He | aughed as he twisted the throttle grip
shooting back up into the veil of fog.

"Morgan? Tell your progranming teamthey' ve got a big drink coning. The guido virtual is perfect.
|'ve just surveyed the landing site.

"dad to hear it. Could you see anybody waiting?

"No. It looks clear. I'm going around.

He nade a leisurely turn, and headed back towards the warehouse. This tine he cane in | ower. The
orange tunnel stretched out ahead, perfectly level. It termnated hal fway up the sl ope of the

r oof .

He saw the corrugated panels again, four seconds before he reached them Legs running in nid-air.
Then the rubber soles of his desert boots slapped down.

Every nerve was raw edged with tension. If the panels couldn't take his weight he was in deep shit
and no nessing. The satellite image interpreters swore they woul d hol d.

The noise of his running feet sounded like a drumbeat after the graveyard silence of flight. He
could feel the panels bending slightly under his heels. The apex was three netres ahead of him
Still the panels held.

He yanked savagely at the throttle grip, reversing the propeller pitch. Tilting the wi ng back up
as he fought to kill his forward monmentum The sudden backward inpetus nearly toppled him
"Shitfire! Thil you, next time we do as Julia says and send in the cavalry.

'Greg? Teddy called. 'You down, boy?

He was crouched a netre short of the apex, bal ancing the

wi ng precariously. Fog swirled beyond the guttering, cutting off any view of the yard bel ow

' Yeah. Wait one.'

He killed the virtual simulation overlay then activated the Westland's retraction catch. There was
a wet slithering sound
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as the wing folded. The steering bar hinged up and back. He grappled with the frane, slapping the
harness rel ease. The ghost wing finished up as a fat danp cylinder three nmetres [ ong, which he
could just hold under one arm

He scranbled up to the apex, and wal ked down to the end. When he peered over he could just make
out the base of the wall, lined with tufts of grass and sickly dandelions. There was a nbnot onous
dripping fromthe broken guttering. The roof would give them anple clearance for a swoop | aunch
after they had conpleted the nission, a genuine running junp. O course, they had both been
trained to launch froma nmuch | ower height, and a shal |l ower slope. But those | essons had been an
unconfortably long tine ago now.

'K, Teddy. The panels are solid, and our take-off runis clear. I'"'mon the southern end of the
roof. Come in when you're ready."'
' Gotcha.'

G eg unslung his pack, and riffled through it, |ooking for the clinbing gear. The propeller noise
of Teddy's Westland was just audi ble as he overfiew the warehouse on his guido check pass.

"Hell, Morgan, this "ware is ultra-cool,' Teddy exclaimed. 'The virtual matches clean down the
l'ine.'

"All Event Horizon gear works like that.' Morgan sounded slightly indignant.

"Yeah? Man, | wish we'd had this in Thrkey. Wuld' ve shown 'em Legi on bastards."

G eg found the vibration knife, a slimblack plastic handle with a tel escoping bl ade. He crouched
down and pressed it against the breeze bl ock just bel ow the edge of the roof. Gey dust spurted
out as the blade drove in, buzzing like an ireful wasp

"Comn' round,' Teddy said. 'Here we go. Jesus Lord protect your dunb-ass servant.'

Greg shoved an expander cranpon into the hole. It clicked solidly, |locking into place

Teddy's feet banged loudly on the roof, an el ephant chargi ng across sheet netal
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' Teddy!"'

'Jeeze.' Teddy was wheezing; an indistinct figure slouched over the apex. "Greg, | ain't no
flicking bat.

'Yeah, right.

"Everything all right?" Mrgan asked.
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"W're down,' Greg said. He clipped a clinbing rope into the cranmpon's eye, and let the coil fall
down the side of the wall. Behind himhe could hear Teddy fol ding his Wstland ghost w ng.
"Roger,' said Morgan. 'The security teamis on alert.’

"We'll shout if we want them' Geg said. Just knowi ng the hard-line crash recovery team was
waiting, that their tilt-fan could be with himin mnutes if he hit any hazards, was a heady
boost. Rule one: always sort out your escape route first.

He fed the rope through the krab attached to his belt, then swung hinself out over the edge, and
abseil ed down to the yard.

Teddy | anded lightly on the nicked concrete and unclipped the rope. He was dressed in mart-bl ack
conbat |eathers, atiny Trinities enblemon his epaulette, 'ware nodul es attached to his belt, the
slimnetallic-silver photon anp band around his eyes, navy blue skull helnet. There was an AK
carbine strapped tightly to his chest, an Uzi hand | aser in a shoul der hol ster

Greg was dressed the sanme, except he was carrying an Arnmscor stunshot instead of an AK He
wonder ed what the pair of themwould | ook |ike to some poor unsuspecting sod who saw t hem ener ge
out of the fog.

He had considered wearing civilian clothes, but decided they were inpractical; there was too nuch
gear to carry. Besides which, the fog and the night should provide enough cover. The Bl ackshirts
guarded their territory's boundaries tightly, but inside Walton they could nove about with a
reasonabl e degree of freedom And his espersense would warn them of any random patrols.
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"OK, Morgan, we're on the ground,' Geg said. 'Put Cohn on, please.’

Cohn had insisted on being included, even though he really was too ill for an operation which
requi red sustained gland use. But Geg didn't have it in himto say no, not to that brave,
silently pleading face. More bl oody guilt.

"I"'mhere, Geg.' Cohn's voice was reedy, anxious and eager.

He i magined themall in Mrgan's ops room Eleanor silently worried, Gabriel staring grimy at the
comruni cati ons consol e, Mdrgan keen-eyed and serious, Cohn sitting in front of a flatscreen

di splaying the satellite image of Walton, technical support staff hovering around. The hard-line
security team conmmander secretly hoping to be ordered into the fray.

"Where's our nan?' Geg asked.

"He hasn't nmoved. It nust be his house.'

"Right, thanks, Cohn.' Geg requested the virtual sinulation again. Featurel ess green toytown
houses blinked in, marking the perineter of the factory yard sixty netres away. He tilted the
display to vertical, and reduced it until it was a panoram c nodel of the whole district. The
house where Cohn bad said Knebel was staying flashed a bright anber. It was seven hundred netres
away, due south. A route graphic slid out fromtheir warehouse, an orange serpent bending and

twi sting down the smaller streets and constricted alleys.

"Let's go,' Greg said. The display reverted to its real-scale superinposition, the route a path of
tangerine gl ass.

"I'1l keep you updated,' Cohn said.

Greg saw Teddy's face turn towards him blank band conceal i ng his expression

"No, Cohn, just give us another scan when we're a hundred nmetres away to confirmhe's stil

there.'

"I can manage, Geg.'

"Yeah, but if he starts to go wal kabout you're going to have to track himfor us. | don't want you
overstressed.

"Yes. Sorry, | wasn't thinking.'

"COK, call you when we're in place.' lie sumopned up a secretion fromhis gland, then set off down

the orange line,
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feet sinking into the placid current of photons up to the ankles.

The fog was sparser out on the streets, broken by walls and a |ight breeze comng off the basin
Visibility had increased to fifteen netres. Greg switched the virtual simulation back to outlines,
t he photon anp i mage shaded in the actual walls and roads a snmoky grey and bl ue.

Spook town, and no nessi ng~
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There were no streetlights. Public utilities in Walton didn't

receive much priority fromthe city council these days. Chinks of biolumlight escaped from some
houses, glimrers fromshuttered wi ndows. The anmp showed them as near-solid bl ades probi ng out
across the street.

Pro-PSP graffiti was splattered on every wall. They wal ked down one alley with an el aborate nural
of Peopl e's Constabl es and soci alist-stereotypical workers sprayed on the fence, bold uplifted
faces and stout poses; rotting wood had | eft vacant jagged gashes, nocking the artist's vision

Bl ack bags |ike swollen punmpki ns and kel pboard boxes full of rubbish forned a hunpbacked tide-Iline
al ong the pavenents. The corrupt snell of putrefying vegetation was strong in the air, mngling
with the brine fromthe basin.

Geg saw rats craw i ng around the bags, gnawi ng at soggy titbits. Tiny black glass eyes turned to
wat ch hi m and Teddy pass, quite unafraid.

They had to sink back into the shadows and gaps between buil dings several tinmes as G eg perceived
peopl e wal ki ng towards them Walton's residents invariably stuck to the centre of the road, as if
they were afraid of the buildings and what they contai ned. They never once heard or saw any ki nd
of powered transport, though bicycles nearly caught themout a couple of tines, rushing up
silently from behind.

A street-corner pub produced the biggest obstacle. Bright fans of |ight shone out of its w ndows
and open door, illumnating a broad section of the road. Men were |ounging against its walls,
drinking in small groups. Jukebox nusic reverber
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ated oddly across the street, country rap, hoarse vocals boom ng agai nst a background of a
solitary steel guitar.

Geg halted on the fringe of the light field consulting his

virtual simulation. He pointed at the entry of a narrow alley

on the other side of the road fromthe pub, and they edged off the street.

. ' Recogni zed sone active Bl ackshirts back there,' Teddy
nmut t er ed.

"Mark it off for the future,' Geg said.

"Sure.’

One of the reasons Teddy agreed to acconpany hi m was

because the opportunity to scout round enemy territory was too great to pass up. Geg knew
the,detailed satellite images stored in the guido's nenory woul d be handed over to Royan who woul d
integrate themwith the Trinities' existing intelligence bytes. Lieutenants would pore over the
resulting package, fine-tuning tactics for the final assault. Teddy hadn't said anything, but he
knew the fight wasn't far away now.

The al | eyway they bad ski pped down brought themout into a cul-de-sac. One side was a brick wal
backi ng on to sone gardens, the other was a row of garages, their netal sw ng-up doors were either
broken open or mssing entirely. Walton's perpetual tide of rubbish had swllen to forma rancid
mattress underfoot, bags rose like |unpy organic buttresses against the bricks. Rats scanpered
about everywhere.

G eg's espersense found the cluster of minds, just as he heard the | ow bubbling | aughter up ahead.
Somet hi ng about the minds wasn't quite right, their thought currents wavered giddily, enotions
burning fiercely. One of themwas enmtting a mental keening, gibbering with psychotic distress.
"Shit. Teddy, it's a bunch of synthoheads. And they're juiced up high.'

" Wher e?'

"Ten metres. One of the garages.' He drew his Arnmscor stunshot, a sinple ash-grey pistol with a
solid thirty-centinmetre-long barrel. '1'lIl take them cover for any runaways.'

' Got cha.

The stunshot was only accurate up to twenty metres. |f

A QUANTUM MURDER

325

one of the synthoheads got away, Teddy woul d have to use

the Uzi on them providing the target |aser worked in the fog.

Tensi on cl anped down hard; this was supposed to be a stealth

infiltration. People being killed just for getting in his way wasn't part of the deal

It was the third garage fromthe end of the cul-de-sac, a dimyellow glow spilling out on to the
sl udge of rubbish. Greg flattened hinself against the wall, checked the stunshot, then spun round
t he corner.

There were five of them Kids, still in their teens, two girls, three boys. Filthy, greasy jeans,
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frayed bl ack | eather jackets, denimwaistcoats with studs, long straggly hair. The garage walls
were slick with condensation, junk furniture - broken settees and arnthairs - |lined up around the
wall's, and an oil lanp hung fromthe ceiling.

G eg's photon anp threw the whole scene into starkly etched focus. Two of the kids were screw ng
on the floor, grunting like pigs. Another two stood on either side, watching, giggling. The fifth
was huddled in a corner, arns over his head, weeping quietly.

G eg shot the one closest to him A girl, about seventeen

her neck freckled with dark infuser marks. The stunshot spat out a bullet-sized pul se of blue-
white lightning. It hit her on~ the side of her ribcage. Her squeal was choked off as she reeled
round. There was an inpossibly serene snile on her face as she crunpled on to the | egs of the
rutting couple.

Pulling the trigger was incredibly hard. They weren't innocent, not even close. Just profoundly

i gnorant, pitiable. He

had to keep on reninding hinself the stunshot wasn't lethal, though God al one knew what it woul d
do to a nmetabolismfucked up so badly by syntho.

He turned slightly. Almand fire, nothing else matters.

The second kid gurgled as the pulse hit himin the stomach, curling up and falling forwards. Aim
and fire. The girl on the floor was struggling to get up as her partner collapsed on top of her
Aimand fire.

The boy in the corner was | ooking straight at Greg, face ecstatic, tears stream ng down. 'Thank
you, oh thank you.'
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Aimand fire.

The kid slunmped down agai n, head bowed.

"Lord, what a waste,' Teddy said. 'Sonmepl ace el se they coul d' ve been real people.’

G eg stepped over the prone bodi es and extinguished the oil lanp, letting the night claimits own.
"You can get syntho anywhere.'
"Not in Mucklands, you flicking couldn't. | ook after nmy kids. Anyone tries peddling that shit

near ne an' they end up swinging by the balls. Blackshirts don't even |look after their own.'
"You're preaching to the converted. Cone on.'

According to the bright yellow co-ordinates the guido was flashing up, he was standing fifty
metres fromthe target house. Its green tenplate glowed |anbently, the walls and roof remaining
outside the photon anp's resolution

' Cohn, how are we doi ng?

"He's still there, Geg.'

'K, we're closing in now'

He trotted down the road, watching the house gaining substance. It was a | arge detached three-
storey affair, with bow wi ndows on either side of the front door, built froma pale yellow brick
with blue-grey slates. Nothing fancy, s'irtually a cube. D anond shapes nade from bl ue bricks set
between the first-floor windows were the only visible ornanmentation. A tall chimmey stack was

| eaning at a worrying angle, a nunmber of bricks fromits top were mssing. The chimey pots

t hensel ves ended in el aborate crowns, all of them playing host to tussocks of spindly weeds.

A nmetre-high wall enclosed a broad strip of garden at the front. Greg stopped just outside; it
took hima nmonment to realize there were no sol ar panels. The house's residents must be right at
the bottomof the human pile, and in Walton the bottomwas as far down as you could get. Al the
wi ndows had their curtains drawn; the photon anp reveal ed vague splinters of |light round the
edges. There was no gate, its absence marked by rusty netal hinge pins protruding fromthe wall
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He wal ked down the al gae-slined path. Dog roses had run wild in the garden, reducing itto a thorny
Wi | derness sprinkled with small pale flowers. A panel with eight bell buttons was set into the
wal|l at the side of the door. Very printive, there was no canera lens as far as he could see. He
took the sensor wand fromits slot on his ECM'ware nodule, and ran it round the door frane. Apart
fromthe lock system it was clean

"We're at the front door now,' Geg said. He was surprised by the "ware lock, a tiny glass lens
flush with the wood. He already had the vibration knife in his hand ready to cope with a
mechani cal | ock

"l can feel you,' Colin said. 'Yes, you're very close now. He's above you, Greg. Definitely higher
up.'

"OK.' He showed his card to the lock, using his little finger
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to activate it rather than the usual thunbprint. A Royan special was |loaded in the card, a crash-
Wi pe virus designed to flush lock circuitry clean. There was a subdued snick fromthe | ock. He
pushed the door open a crack, and slipped the sensor wand in

"It's clear,' he told Teddy.

The hail went straight through to the back of the house.

He saw a set of stairs halfway along. A candle was burning in a dish on a snall table just inside
the door. Its flame ffickered madly until Teddy closed the door shut behind him The | ock refused
to engage.

Geg let his espersense expand. There were four people on the ground floor, none of them show ng
any awareness that the front door had been opened.

They went up the stairs fast. The first-floor |landing had five doors. One was open; he could just
make out an ancient iron bath inside. H's espersense picked out seven minds, two of themchildren
Murmurs of rnusic from channel shows were coning through some of the doors

"Whi ch way, Cohn?

"Wal k forward, Geg.'

He took three paces down the worn ochre carpet. Teddy stayed at the top of the stairs, watching

t he ot her doors.
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"Stop,'" Cohn said. '"He's on your left.' The strain in his voice was quite clear, even through the
satellite Iink.

' Thanks, Cohn. Now you shut your gland down, right now,

you hear ?'

'Greg, ny dear chap, there's no need to shout.'

Geg let his espersense flow through the door. There were two people inside, one nale, one fenale,
sitting together.

Judging by the relaxed tinbre of their m nds he guessed they were watching a channel

The door | ock was nechanical, an old Yale. Wth Teddy standi ng behind himhe. shoved the bl ade

cl ean through the wood just above the keyhole and sliced out a senicircle.

Knebel's room was just as seedy as he had been expecting:

danmp wal | paper, cheap furniture, |aninated chipboard table

and si deboard, plain wooden chairs, a settee covered in woolly brown and grey fabric, its

cushi oni ng saggi ng and worn; thin blue carpet. The light was com ng from sone kind of sal vaged
lorry headlanp on the table, shining at the ceiling, powered froma cluster of spherical polyner
batteries on the floor. An English Electric flatscreen, with shoddy col our contrast, was show ng a
channel current affairs 'cast.

Geg didn't know the worman, a blowzy thirty-year-old, flat washed-out face, straw hair, wearing a
man's green shirt and a short red skirt.

Knebel had grown a pointed beard, but G eg would have recogni zed hi m anywhere. The apparatchi k was
wearing jeans and a thick mauve sweater, buckl ed sandals on bare feet. He had aged perceptibly; he
was only forty, alnpst Geg's contenporary, but the flesh had wasted fromhis face producing
sunken cheeks, deep eyes, thin |lips. Muse-brown hair with a centre parting hung | ankly down to
his ears.

The two of themwere sitting on the settee, facing the flatscreen, heads turning at the clatter of
the lock hitting the floor. G eg ainmed the stunshot at the wonan and fired. It sounded dreadfully
loud in the confined space. The pul se caught her on the shoul der. She spasned, nearly sl ew ng off
the settee. Her eyes rolled up as she enmitted a strangled cry.

G eg shifted the stunshot fractionally.
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Knebel stared at him his nouth parted, jaw quivering softly. His startled thoughts reflected
utter despair. He closed his eyes, screwing up his face wetchedly.

"One sound, and you won't be dead, you will sinply wish you were,' Greg said. 'Now turn the
flatscreen off.'

Teddy cl osed the door behind him

Knebel opened his eyes, showing the frantic disbelief of a condemmed nan given a reprieve. A
shaki ng hand pawed at the renote

G eg ignored him his espersense hovering around the other minds on the first floor. Two of them
had heard the conunotion. Curiosity rose, they waited for something el se to happen. Wen not hi ng
did their attention wavered, and they were drawn back into the nmundane routine of the evening.

He waited another minute to nake sure, then pulled the photon anp band from his eyes.

Knebeh managed to crunple w thout actually noving. 'Ch ny God. Greg Mandel, the Thunderchild
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hi nsel f.'

It had been quite sonme tine since Geg had heard anyone use his arny calisign. Not since he left
the Trinities, in fact.

But of course, the PSP had access to all the arny's personnel files. 'I'mflattered. | wasn't
aware Oakhamis Lord Protector had taken an interest in ne.'

"You were believed to be an active nenber of the Trinities, and you live in the Berrybut estate.
No close fanily, no special wonan as far as we knew. Very high ESP rating. Plenty of conbat

experience. | took notice all right.

"Lived. Lived in Berrybut. I've noved now. '

"OfF course,' Knebel said with bitter irony, 'do excuse ne, | haven't accessed your file lately. Wy
ni st ake.'

"I'f you knew all that, how cone you never cane hunting for nme, you and your Constabl es?

Knebel stroked the hair of the unconsci ous woman, gazing tenderly at her shivering face. 'And if
we'd m ssed? Wiich was nore than likely with that freaky Thonpson woman guardi ng your future.
had enough troubl e keeping the ranks in order as it was. You were busy here in Peterborough. The
PETER F. HAM LTON

|last thing | needed was a fully trained, fully arned M ndstar nonster gunning for us when we | eft
the station to go home at night.'

"Figures. You people never did try anything physical unless the odds were ten to one in your
favour.'

"Coul d you spare nme this ritual of insults, and just get it over with, please?

Greg gave hima frigid grin. 'Tell you, Knebel, this is the |uckiest day of your entire shitty

little life. I"'mnot here to snuff you.'
Knebel ' s hand stopped. 'Wat?'
"True. | only want sone bytes you've got.'

"An' you gonna give 'emto us, boy,' Teddy grow ed.

Swel lings of terror and hope disrupted the surface thoughts of Knebel's mind. 'Are you serious?
Just information?

' Yeah.'

He licked his upper lip, glancing nervously at Teddy. 'What

about afterwards?

"You join her in dream and, we |leave. And that's a fucking sight nmore than you deserve.

' God, you nust be loving this, seeing what |'ve been brought down to.' The eyes darkened wth

pain. "Yes, I'll plead with you for nmy life, I'lIl tell you anything you want, answer any question
I don't care. Dignity isn't sonething | have any nore, your kind broke that. But you gave ne
sonmething in return; 1've found there's a great deal of peace to be had once every pretension has
been stripped out. Did you know that Mandel, can you see it? | don't worry about the ways things
are any nore, | don't worry about the future. That's all down to you now. Your worries, your power
politics.

And you' ve wasted your time com ng here, because | don't

know anyt hi ng about the Bl ackshirts' weapons stocks, they never tell me anything. I'mnot a part
of that.'

"Not what we're here for.

' Speak for yourself,' Teddy nuttered.

"What then?' Knebel asked.

' Launde Abbey.

"What ?' Knebel blurted loudly. He shrank back when G eg
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nmoti oned with the stunshot. 'Sorry. Really, I'msorry. But... is that it? You cane to ask ne about
Launde Abbey?

‘Yeah. Now |'ve cone a long way, and gone to a lot of trouble to rap with you. So believe ne, you
don't want to piss ne off. You know |'menpathic, so just answer the questions truthfully.’

"All right. | saw you on the newscast the other night. You were appointed to the Kitchener nurder

sonmething to do with Julia Evans.' His eyes lingered on the 'ware nodul es hanging from Geg's

bel t.

G eg switched in the conmmunicati on nmodul e's external mike. 'Tell me about C arissa Wnne.'

" arissa? God, that was years and years ago. |'d al nost forgotten about her until the other day.

That newscast brought a lot of menories back.'

"Ten years ago. \What can you renenber?

Knebel closed his eyes, slimeyebrows bunching up. 'Ten?

Are you sure? | thought it was el even.
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"It could have been.'
"Wl l, what does it say in her file?
"That is the reason |'m here, Knebel. Soneone has erased

every byte of Carissa Wnne fromRutland's nenory cores; police, cQuncil, |ocal newspapers, you
name it, the lot.'
' God.'

"Do you know who?' ' No.'

"Right. You say you thought she died el even years ago?'

"Yes, I'msure it was el even.'

"OK, what orders did you get fromthe Mnistry of Public O der about her death?

"To wap it up inmedi ately, nake the coroner enter a verdict of accidental death, not to cause any
ripples, especially not to antagonize Kitchener and the other students.'

"Way not? Wiy was the PSP so anxious to hush the girl's death up? Wat nade her so inportant?
Knebel gave hima humpurless smile. 'Inportant? C arissa Wnne wasn't inportant. God, the Mnistry
didn't even know her nane. She was an enbarrassnent. You see, eleven years
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ago, the PSP was applying to the Wrld Bank for a very large loan, billions. You renenber that

time, Mandel; the seas were reaching their peak, we'd got hundreds of thousands of refugees
pouring inland fromflooded coastal areas, we didn't

have any food, we didn't have any industry, we didn't have any hard currency. It was a fucking
great nmess. W needed that | oan to get the econony started again. And the Anericans didn't want to
hel p a bunch of Reds. No matter we were el ected-'

Teddy growl ed dangerously. Greg held up a hand, sensing

just how hostile Teddy's mind was.

"OK. Al right. I"'msorry,' Knebel said. '"No politics. But |ook, the point was, the PSP coul dn't
afford a human rights issue. The Americans would have leapt on it as an excuse to bl ock the | oan
destabilize the Party. Kitchener, for all he was bl oody obnoxi ous personally, was internationally
renowned, soneone whose nane people knew all over the world. Can you see the disinfornation
canpai gn the Americans would have nounted if |I'd started questioning the students and Kitchener

t horoughl y? Their friend and col | eague has been tragically drowned, and all the PSP does is
persecute themwith inquiries and allegations. It would have been Sakharov all over again. W
needed that noney, Mandel, people were starting to starve. In England, for God' s sake! Pensioners.
Children. So | did what | was told, and | kept my nouth shut afterwards. Because it was necessary.
And to hell with you and your rich bitch mstress. | don't care how wi se after the event you are.
So much anger, Greg thought, and just fromone question. WIl we ever heal the rift? 'Mrgan? D d
you hear all that?

"Yes, Geg.'

"OK, check the date for that Wrld Bank | oan application

please. 1'd like sone verification.'

"Right.’

Knebel had cocked his head to one side, listening to Geg's ~ide of the conversation intently. He
still had his arns around the woman, cradling her. A ribbon of saliva was |eaking fromthe corner

of her nouth, eyelids fluttering erratically.
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"Now,' Greg said. 'Why were you so upset about having to close down the inquiry? | was told
Clarissa drowned in the |ake after some sort of drinking session. Was it an accident?

"I"'mnot sure. At the tine | didn't think so. You get an

instinct, you know? After you' ve been on the job | ong enough you can tell if sonething's not quite
right. And | was a good detective, back then. Before it all... | cared,' he said defensively.
"Yeah. Keith Wllet told ne.'

"Keith?' Knebel brightened for an instant. 'God, is he still at Oakhan? How is he?

"Just get on with it, Knebel.'

"All right.' He shot Teddy another tw tchy glance, then cleared his throat. 'I wasn't happy with
the circunstances around O arissa Wnne's death. The students said they found her floating in the
|l ake first thing in the norning, that she nmust have gone for a swimsonetine in the night.
Apparently the students al ways went sw nmng there.

"Still do,' Greg said.

"Yes? Well, anyway, on the surface it was pretty clear cut. She'd been drinking, she'd infused
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sone syntho. That was the first time we'd ever cone across the stuff at Gakham She nust have got
into difficulty in the water. Those | akes aren't particularly deep, but you only need five
centimetres to drown in.

'So what was wrong about it?

Knebel sighed. 'She hadn't drunk nmuch that evening, a couple of glasses of wine. And the syntho,
we couldn't be sure, we didn't know nuch about it back then, but it |ooked as though it was

i nffused very close to the time she died.

Alnost as if she took it and dived straight in. Wich | don't believe anybody woul d do, certainly
not a bright girl like that. I was going to have the pathol ogy sanples sent to Canbridge for a
nore detail ed exam nation, then the shut-down order cane through.'

' Sui ci de?' Greg suggest ed.

"Nope. First thing | thought of. We did get to ask the students and Kitchener a few prelimnary
guestions. O arissa
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Wnne was one happy girl. She enjoyed being at Launde. Her parents confirmed there were no famly
problens. In any case, there was sone |ight bruising on the back of her neck.' He shrugged Iinply.
"It could have been caused by bunping in to sonething in the water.'

"> it ~could have been caused by someone hol ding her under,' G eg concl uded.

"Yes. if the attacker bad put her in a Nelson |ock on the side of the |ake, the bruising would
have been consistent with her head being forced under the surface. Especially if she was

consci ous. She was young, strong, apparently she was in the woman's hockey team at university, a
sports type, she could have put up quite a struggle. The attacker would have had to use a | ot of
force.'

"Any sign of a struggle?

"No. The grass around the side of the | ake was all beaten down. Like | said, the students used it
each day.'

A dire chill slithered through the conbat |eathers to prickle Greg's skin as he thought about
Clarissa Wnne's death. She woul d have struggled, that night eleven years ago, fighting her
attacker under the silent, beautiful stars, w thout any hope of success or help. Terribly al one as
her head was shoved under the cold nuddy water. She would feel her body weakeni ng, be conscious of
the syntho breaking her nmind apart. And all the while the red ache in her lungs grew and grew.

No fucki ng wonder he'd been drawn to the lake. It was a focal node of horror and angui sh

Did her soul haunt it? Was that what | sensed?

But whatever the source of the msery, it still didn't explain how her death tied in with Nichol as
Beswi ck.

"Who did you suspect?' he asked Knebel

"God, | never had tine to find a possible suspect. That Mnistry order cane through in less than a
day."'

"Well, start thinking about it now, Knebel. Wat about Kitchener hinself? | mean, he was sl eeping

with his femal e students the night he died. Sixty-seven years old. Eleven years ago he woul d have
been even nore capable sexually.'
"No, | don't think so. He was reasonably fit, but not really
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what |1'd call physically powerful. And if C arissa was held down, it was done by soneone stronger
than her.'

'One of the other students, then?

'Yes, possibly.'

'WAs t here anyone el se staying at the Abbey that night?'

"No. And C arissa was still alive when the housekeeper and the nmaid |eft, we coniinned that.'
'K, can you renenber the names of the other students?

"I think so. There was five of them Let's see: Tunber, Donal dson, MaclLennan, Spencer -

"Wait! MacLennan? James MacLennan? Dr Janmes MaclLennan?'

"Yes. That was his first nanme, Janes. | didn't know he was a doctor."'

"Shitfire,' G eg whispered.

J

ulia could barely see the far side of the rooftop | anding pad. The fog was pressing in, turning
the circle of close-spaced white lights around the perineter of the pad into a hazy |line of
phosphorescence. The edge of the Event Horizon headquarters building was | ost conmpletely.
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She was wearing a |ight nylon wi ndcheater jacket over her plain anmethyst-coloured stretch jersey
dress. It was too warmto zip it up, but the fog was al nost thick enough to be called a drizzle.
Her hair was already hanging linply, sprinkled with a sugar coating of droplets. Rachel stood at
her side, suede jacket buttoned up, collar raised around her neck. The rest of the reception party
- El eanor, Gabriel, and Morgan, plus some security people - were huddl ed together a couple of
nmetres away.
El eanor's snile was blinking on and off; the outright relief on her face nmaking Julia feel [ike an
i ntruder just for |ooking at her.
Thirty seconds, Juliet. Can you hear it?
Not yet, Grandpa, she answered silently.
She saw Morgan rai se a pal msize conmuni cation set to his face and listen for a nonent. 'They're
com ng in," he announced.
Now she heard it, the whine of the turbines, |owfrequency hiss of air escaping fromthe fan
nacel les. It grew | ouder and | ouder until the dove-grey security division tilt-fan was suddenly
there above the | anding pad. Landi ng gear unfolding, small red and green wingtip strobes flashing.
Its fusel age was coated in water, shining dully.
In the end she sinply couldn't stay away. She didn't approve. She had nmade that quite clear. But
ultimately it was her responsibility. Geg was only on the case because she asked him There was
no way she could go out clubbing in New Eastfield while he was risking his neck on her behalf.
CHAPTER TVEENTY- THREE
471
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Anot her night lost to duty.

The tilt-fan's broad | ow pressure tyres touched down, hydraulic struts pistoning upwards as they
absorbed the weight. The forward hatch hinged out and up, airstairs sliding down. The pilot cut
the turbines. Mcro-cyclones of steam poured out of the nacelles as the fans wound down.

G eg was first out, his black |eather conmbat jacket open to show a white T-shirt, his hair sweaty,
clinging to his forehead. He had a stunshot with a shoulder strap riding at his el bow, 'ware
nodul es clipped round his belt, skull hel nmet thrown back, photon anp band hangi ng over one

shoul der. He | ooked so.. . dangerous.

She wat ched El eanor wal k over and enmbrace him arnms going round his waist, a brief kiss, then
resting her head on his shoul der. He hugged her tightly. It was far nore el oquent than whoops of
j oy and backsi appi ng.

How she' d | ove sonmeone to greet her like that. Not to be, though. Although perhaps Robin..

Teddy came down the airstairs, scowing round suspiciously.

"Hel |l o, Teddy,' she said brightly. 'Thank you for going in

with Geg. |'mreally very grateful.'

He grunted in disgust. 'Goddamm fucking stupid thing to do, you ask nme, gal. Still, we're back in
one piece.' He patted one of the 'ware nmodules on his belt. 'An' these guido bytes gonna conme in
m ghty useful sonetinme soon.'

She sniled warmy. Teddy al ways used to intimdate the hell out of her, with his size and his
menaci ng authority. Not any nore. He was a pushover. 'Ch? Going to inpress a lady friend with

t hen?' She batted her eyelids.

"Je-zus wept!'’

Then the security crash teamstarted to emerge fromthe tilt-fan. They were wearing suits sinmlar
to Teddy's, all of themin their md- to late twenties. They shouted a few boi sterous greetings at
her, and she grinned back. She knew nost of themby their first name; they treated her al nbst as
t hough they were a rugby squad and she was their mascot.

Morgan al ways kept one team on standby in case there was
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ever any attenpt to kidnap her. She had watched themtraining a fewtines. Lord help any teknerc
who ever went up agai nst them

"Gabriel? Geg was |ooking at her, one armstill around

El eanor. 'Were's Cohn?'

"One of ny people drove himhone,' Mrgan said. 'How was he?

‘"Not too bad, considering,' Gabriel said. "He'll need to rest

for a week or so. Proper rest. | said |'d pop in tonmorrow, make sure. You know what he's I|ike.'

" Yeah.'
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"Shall we go in?" Mrgan said. '"In light of what we |earned from Maurice Knebel, | believe we have
quite a bit to discuss.'
"And no nmessing,' Greg said gloomly.

Julia led theminto the big executive conference room her punps treadi ng soundl essly on the pile
carpet. Bioluns cane on ahead of her, bani shing shadows. Grey tongues of fog |licked at the

wi ndows. Westwood could be in a different universe by now for all she could tell.

The conference roomwas enpty with just the seven of them no secretaries, no aides. She shrugged
out of her w nd-cheater and hung it on the back of her chair before she sat down. Freshets of cool
air trickled across her bare arns, carrying away the perspiration.

Grandpa, bring Royan in on this. 1 imagine we'll need him

Besi des, she wanted all her true friends together.

Pl ugging himin now, Juliet.

Teddy | owered hinmsel f gingerly into one of the padded chairs around the table, nodding
approvingly. Hi s conbat |eathers squeaked softly as he put his hands behind his head and sat back.
"Man, now this is the life.'

"Do you want anything to drink? Julia asked.

'Hey, ny kinda gal, you gotta beer?

“I''l'l 1ook," Rachel said. 'Anybody else? She sauntered over to the mirrored nineteen-twenties
dri nks cabi net.
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Julia opaqued all the wi ndows, cutting off the sight of that austere fog.

ON LINE. her recessed flatscreen printed. H SNOW

"Hi L

Morgan rai sed an eyebrow.

"I"'mhere as well,' Philip's voice announced.

Julia enjoyed the startled | ook on Teddy's face, the way his eyes darted round. Greg had told her
Teddy took his religion very seriously indeed. Grandpa was a little bit too nuch like

rei ncarnation.

"Everybody's up to date?" Geg asked. 'Julia? Royan?

"Yah.'

YES YES YES.

"OK,' Greg said. 'We have a new player on the field, James MaclLennan.'

"I"'massenbling a profile," Philip said. 'Every byte I can find, public and private files; plus a
financial run down.

Shoul d be ready in quarter of an hour.'

'So what happened?' Julia asked. 'Did MacLennan | et Bursken out for the night?'

"l was thinking about that,' Geg said. 'W're faced with the sane problemfor Bursken as we were
with a tekmerc penetration mission. How did he get in and out of L..aunde Abbey without |eaving
any trace?'

"Ch, yes,' she felt silly for asking.

"And in any case, Eleanor and | saw Nicholas do it.'

"It could have been an alternative past,' Eleanor said; she sounded doubtful.

"No. If you ask ne,' Geg said slowy. "I think it was N cholas Besw ck who actually physically
mur dered Kitchener.'

" Ch, Jesus,' Eleanor nurnured.

He patted her hand, receiving an exasperated gl ance.

"Physically, he did it. And that was what threw ne the first tine. N cholas Beswick isn't the
type. We all know that. He couldn't harma fly, not ordinarily.'

"Ah!' Gabriel slapped a hand against the table. "Now | get it, the |laser paradigns.'
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"Right!" Geg said. "At sone tine during that Thursday, N cholas Besw ck was targeted by a | aser
whi ch | oaded a paradigminto his brain. One which ordered himto kill Kitchener. And | think I
know what the paradi gm was: Liam Bursken's nenories, his personality.'

"You told ne the Stocken Hall teamwere constructing artificial nmenories fromscratch,' Julia
said. 'Like a perfect

virtual reality recording. How could they know what Bursken's menories consist of?

Geg grinned. '"Philip, you listening? 'I'mstill here, mboy."'
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"Care to tell your granddaughter exactly what you are?

"Ch,' Julia groaned. 'O course.'

"I"'m not saying MacLennan copi ed every | ast thought from Bursken's brain,' Geg said. 'Just the
basi cs woul d do. That uni que psychotic behavioural trait. That's what he was after.’

"If paradigns are that sophisticated, why didn't MacLen-nan sinply load a straightforward kil

order into Besw ck? Myrgan asked

'Because they're not that sophisticated, not yet,' Geg said. 'All the Stocken team have so far is
a few ersatz sensorium experiences, nothing nore. That's why MacLennan needed Bursken, as raw
material. | told you N cholas wasn't the type.

I f MacLennan had just given himsonething |ike an advanced version of a hypnotic order to kil
Kitchener he might have

refused to do it when the noment actually arrived. Not everybody can kill; we can, you, me, and
Teddy, because we've been trained to. In battlefield conmbat situations it's pure reflex, we don't
even think. In counterinsurgency or anbush situations it becomes harder, you have tine to think,
to noralize; but if you hate your eneny enough it's not much of a problem That's why conpany
conmmander s al ways had such trouble finding genuinely good snipers, it's not just marksmanship,
it's a question of tenperanent. It's a rare person who can kill w thout any qual ns.

"l kept asking nmyself all through this case, who could do such a thing? Col d-bl ooded butchery on a
si xty-sevenyear-ol d. The only person | knew was Bursken. Qut of al
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Stocken's inmates he is the one who can kill wi thout hesitation or renorse every tine; he actually
enjoyed it, he believed what he was doing was right.

"I'd say MacLennan recorded Liam Bursken's thoughts froma neuro coupling, and then conbi ned t hem
with an

)rder to kill Kitchener. Then after Ni cholas Beswi ck comnitted the nmurder the paradi gm w ped
itself fromhis nmind, presunably along with his recollection of everything he did under its

i nfluence. The Stocken Hall research team has al ready devel oped a treatnent they call magic

phot ons, which can erase a nenory, providing they know exactly what it is. And MacLennan certainly
did, he made it."'

"If MacLennan wanted a copy of Liam Bursken's nmenories, the only way he could obtain themwoul d be
through a cortical interface,' Mrgan said. 'That neans Bursken woul d have to undergo surgery.
"CGood point,' Geg said. 'It's something we can | ook for, sone solid physical proof. Although if
he underwent the surgery at Stocken you can bet your |life there will turn out to be a legitimte
reason for it. But there's no doubt in nmy mind.' He turned to El eanor. 'Renenber what N cholas did
right after he snothered Kitchener?

She drew a breath, thinking back. 'He crossed hinsel f.'

"Right. But Nicholas is virtually an atheist. Bursken, on the other hand, is a religious

fruitcake; he believes he kills his victinms because God tells himthey're sinners. I'mtelling
you, it was Bursken's nentality in Nicholas's brain. Areal live cyborg. I knew N chol as was

i nnocent.' He | ooked pleased. More like relieved, Julia thought, studying himout of the corner of
her eye.

"I know he's innocent, Geg,' she said, hating herself for being such a pragmatist, for puncturing
his nood. 'We all do. But you have still got the problemof proving it in a court of |aw'

' The prosecution still has the knife,' Gabriel said. 'Pretty strong evidence, especially when
you'll be dealing with a jury that's going to be lost after the first ten mnutes of specialist
techni cal testinonies.'
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"Then we shall have to produce sone counter-evidence,' Eleanor said smartly. 'Sonething that
I nspector Langley can't ignore, something that'll mean N chol as never gets into court. The
paradigmitself.' She | ooked at Julia. They both smiled. 'Royan,' they chorused.

Julia followed the burn's progress through her nodes. The others used the time to relax; Teddy
trying to chat up Rachel over by the drinks cabinet; Geg, Eleanor, Mrgan, and Gabriel all with
their heads together, talking in | ow tones.

El eanor still hadn't let go of Greg, her hand gripping his, fingers entw ned

Royan in hotrod node was awesone to watch. She had |l earned a | ot about hacking techni ques from
him nodesty aside, she was good, she knew that. Good enough to crack Jakki Col eman's bank account
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- and Uoyds- Tashoko's guardi an prograns were the best corporate noney could buy. But she watched
Royan's infiltration of Stocken Hall's '"ware w th sonething approachi ng envy; the speed of the
penetrati on was incredible, and he didn't have |ightware crunchers to back himup

He didn't even bother trying to crack the authorized user entry 6odes, he went straight for the
managenent routines. A nelt virus got himpast the first-level guardian progranms, opening up the
prison's datanet. The structure unfolded in her nmind, an origam nolecule, individual termninals
and 'ware cores |linked together by a spiderweb of databuses. She had access to nmenus of | ow grade
security files stored in the ternmnals, along with the Hall's day to day admi nistration details,
and financial datawork. But the cell security and surveillance circuits were blocked, along with a
vast series of nenories in the cores.

Royan squirted a nore conplex virus at the second-I|evel guardian prograns, the ones governing
access to restricted core nmenories.

Let's see what the nedical departnent has on Bursken
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Julia said, studying the nenu. At the least his file should tell us whether or not he's got a
cortical interface.

Ni ce one, Snowy. It isn't on the restricted list. Here we go.

He pulled a Hone Ofice identification code fromthe adm nistration officer's term nal, and used
it to request a squirt fromthe records termnal in the medical division

"This is Bursken's nedical file,' she said as the datasheets swarned down the conference rooms
flatscreens. 'Grandpa, reviewit for inplants, please.’

The datasheets flashed past, too fast to read. 'Here we go, Juliet.' The deluge of bytes halted.
She was | ooking at sone kind of official Hone O fice package. 'Hell, girl, they really were
wetting thenmsel ves over Bursken. This confinenent order gives the director, that is MacLennan
permi ssion to enploy any nmethod he sees fit to restrain Liam Bursken, including chenica
suppressi on, or even renedial surgery such as a |obotony.'

"And who woul d ever conplain? Geg nmused, not |ooking up fromhis flatscreen. 'Even the hunan
rights lawers wouldn't bother arguing in Bursken's favour. He's beyond the | owest of the |ow. You
could do anything you wanted to him and no one would give a shit.'

"l don't know about anything, boy,' Philip said. 'But a nonth ago he was wheeled into surgery and
given a cortical interface.' A new datasheet slid into place. 'It was ordered by MacLennan, part
of a new nental assessnment project. According to this it was supposed to provide data on his
psychotic state trigger stinulants. Follow up results are restricted."’

"I knew that...' Greg | ooked puzzled for a nonment, then clicked his fingers. 'O course, it was
St ephanie Rowe who filled me in on Bursken, MacLennan just sat there and |et

her recite facts to nme. How stupid of ne.'

"You weren't interrogating them' Eleanor said.

' Thanks,' he said.

Julia' s nodes showed her the second-|evel guardian prograns falling as the virus penetrated. Huge
stacks of data materialized into the nodes' visualization, dense packages of
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colourless binary digits extending out to her mnd s horizon

A batch of Royan's tracer prograns slithered through them Bursken's surgical records

vani shed fromthe flatscreen in

front of her. PROBLEM it printed.

"What's the matter?' G eg asked.

/ THINK |'VE FOUND THE PARADI GM FI LE | T/ S LI STED

AS BURSKEN S CORTI CAL | NTERFACE FOLLOW UP

RESULTS, AND I T HAS A DI RECTOR- ONLY ACCESS

CODE

'So what's the probl en?’

THEY WLL KNOWIF | ACCESS IT A NOI/F/ CATI ON PROCEDURE | S HARD WRED IN TO THE CORES. ALL SQUI RTS
ARE LOGGED AUTOVATI CALLY

"But the cores think we're the Hone Ofice,' Julia said. 'Under that premiss, we're entitled to
access their data. Berkel ey operates Stocken under government |icence.'

| F WVE ARE THE HOVE OFFI CE, HOW COVE WVEE CAN

ORDER A SQUI RT FOR A DI RECTOR- ONLY FI LE???

MACLENNAN WOULD HAVE TO BE AT THE HOVE OFFI CE

TO AUTHORI ZE THE SQUI RT
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"OK, let's look at what we want to achieve,' Geg said. 'Wat we need is for Inspector Langley to
go into Stocken first thing tomorrow norning, arned with a data warrant, and find that paradi gm
So we have to.be sure it's there before we send himin. Is there any chance this file will crash
wipe if you order a squirt?

NO

"Then |'d say do it. Mrgan?

"l can't see any objection. Even if you were to interrogate MacLennan, a |awyer m ght conceivably

neutralize your testinony; there are still some |egal queries over evidence obtained psychically.
As El eanor said, we need tangible proof. The evidence is piling up against MacLennan, to nmy m nd
he's guilty as hell. It has to be the killer paradigmin that file.'

"OK, squirt it over, Royan.'

It cane through the Iink, a large construct, taking half a second to transfer. In her termna
cube it was nothing, a noire patchwork of randomnized data. In her mnd-
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She opened a secure file in one of her nenory nodes and
| et the construct fill it. Analysis prograns sifted through the bytes, trying to identify coherent

segnments. The patterns they

formed were |Iike nothing she had ever seen before; there were

anal ogue vi sual sequences, interlaced with data pul ses that

defied decryption. She accessed one at random

Chi aroscuro i mages, black and scarlet, blooned silently around her. She was standing on a

rai nswept street at night, parallel rows of cheap terrace housing, their walls shinmering as
sheets of water sluiced down over the bricks, it was al nbst as though they were nelting. There
were no stars

above, only enpty night. A solitary figure wal ked down the m ddle of the road, a nan in a sodden
greatcoat. Julia felt her heart ignite with exaltation

She was stal king through woodl and, the snooth bol es of dead beech trees sliding past, a deep
claret in colour. Ri bbons of black ivy were clawing their way up the crunbling bark, crisp dry

| eaves |i ke heart-shaped flakes of ash crunched underfoot. She circled a glade, the procession of
bol es eclipsing the sight of the two young lovers in its centre. Al she caught was fleeting
glinpses, their bodies noved in a stop-notion sequence. And they were unmarried, profaning the
gift of life with their casual coupling. Their skin was sal non pink, their scattered clothes
burgundy and ebony. A knife was heavy in her hand, its blade a gl ow ng coral

Her mind was alive with whispers, enticing dark proni ses.

God's voice. His strength flooding through her I|inbs.

A face coal esced before her. An old man, with bright smiling eyes, and wi spy hair. Mucking eyes.

Bl ack eyes, light wells. The man stared into hell and |laughed in joy at what he saw.
The whi spers grew bol der, caressing her.
Exit.

The nodes shut off with an al nost audi bl e snap

She took a deep gulp of air, shuddering violently.

"What is it?" Mrgan asked sharply.

"I"'mall right.' She held up her hands, surprised to find themtrenbling. '1 was accessing some of
the paradigms
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visual routines, that's all. Geg's right, it is nmade up from

Bursken's menories.' She stopped, renmenbering the confused nontage. A smell of the street's sweet
fresh rain lingered in the executive conference room And she detested the God-viol ator Edward
Kitchener. Feeling a wild prinmtive joy that he was dead dead dead. 'Dear Lord, he's not human.'
She stared at Greg. 'And you | ooked into his mnd all the time you interviewed hin?

'CGoes with the job.'

' Yech!"'

"So that settles it, then,' Greg said. 'Royan, do you understand the paradign?'

MOST SECTI ONS ARE ANALOGUE BUT THERE IS ONE SEQUENCE WHICH IS A DI A TAL COVWPCSI Tl ON

"Is it the instruction to kill Kitchener?

GREEDY GREEDY GREEDY i S WHAT YOU ARE! THE DI G TAL SEQUENCE IS STRANGE, | WLL HAVE TO WRI TE A
DECRYPTI ON PROGRAM TELL YOU TOMORROW

"COK,' CGreg said casually, as though he didn't care.

Liar! Julia thought.
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Teddy wal ked back fromthe drinks cabinet to stand next to G eg, a dunpy German beer bottle in his
hand, condensation nottling its silver and ice-blue label. "Hell, man, all this shit about

paradi gns turning the Beswick kid into a cyborg, it's kinda screwy, but I'Il buy it. But you stil
ain't told us the wiry of it. How cone this MacLennan guy wants to snuff his old teacher? He did
all right by Kitchener. Christ, nade it to the top in his field. Head of a prem er-grade research
institution, respected man, big bucks backing him What's he wanna go and risk all that for?
"Wong question,' Gabriel said. She was smiling faintly, head tilted right back on her chair,
stating at the ceiling.

"What you ought to ask is why did MacLennan kill Carissa Wnne? That's the real question. After
he nmurdered her he had to get rid of Kitchener; it was inevitable. He was covering hinself to
protect that cushy nunber he's wound up with.'

' The neurohornone!' Julia exclained, quietly pleased she could keep up with Gabri el
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VELL DONE, SNOW

Morgan flicked an ironic glance at the canera.

Gabriel suddenly leant forward, resting her elbows on the table, fixing Teddy with an intent
stare. 'MacLennan nust have been worried that once Kitchener perfected the retrospective

neur ohor nrone he woul d | ook into the past and see himnurdering C arissa. That's why poor old

Ni chol as Beswi ck was al so ordered to destroy the bioware which produced the neurohornmone, and wi pe
the Abbey's Bendi x. To elinminate any possibility of anybody | ooking back. Lucky he m ssed those
anpoul es. | don't suppose MacLennan could think of every contingency.'

"I couldn't have seen that far back,' Eleanor said. 'A week was a hell of an effort. El even years
woul d have been utterly inpossible.’

"Yes,' Gabriel said. 'l never used to | ook nore than a couple of days into the future when | had
my gl and. That was partly psychol ogical, admttedly. But. . . well, with Kitchener working on it,
who knows what night have been acconplished in the end.’

"I think I'"ve found the reason why she was nurdered,’

Philip said.

'Yeah?' Greg perked up. 'Go on.'

"Ten years ago there was a paper published on the possibilities of |aser paradigns applied to
education. The first of its kind. It was co-authored by James MacLennan and d ari ssa Wnne.'

"Ten years?' Mrgan asked. 'We confirmed that World Bank | oan was el even years ago.'

" Publ i shed posthunously,’ Greg said. 'That's why MacLen-nan killed her. 1'Il give you good odds
that Carissa did the real breakthrough work on paradi gnms while she was at Launde. And MaclLennan
was sharp enough to realize the possibilities. He was very keen to stress that when | talked to
him Once they are perfected, paradignms will be worth a fortune. He reckoned the entire pena

system woul d have be to rebuilt fromthe ground up, and not just in this country. | suppose it
woul d be the same for schools and universities as
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wel |, paradi gnms could replace | essons and | ectures. And he's leading the project. He'll get al

the fane and the glory, not to nention a share of the royalties. And it shoul d have been her in
charge of Berkeley's team'

"Ah!' Julia cried. She grinned at the curious faces. 'Gandpa, that financial profile we assenbled
on Diessenburg Mercantile should still be in our finance division menory core. Access it, and run
a check for ne. See how nuch noney Diessenburg Mercantile is |oaning the Berkel ey conpany.'

"You all hear that?" Philip's voice booned. 'Now that is a true Evans. Laser sharp. MWy

gr anddaughter.'

There were times - |ike now - when she wished the NN core was only | oaded with a sinple Turing
managenment program

"Got it," Philip said. 'The Berkel ey conpany has borrowed ei ght hundred mllion Eurofrancs from
D essenburg Mercantile. There are extension options covering another two and a half billion, but
they're all subject to sone kind of clause. Dunno what, it's classified, board nenbers only."'

" MacLennan succeeding with the | aser paradignms?' Mrgan suggested.

"Very probable,' Philip agreed.

"Thro and a half billion," Julia said, runminating out loud. 'That's nore than D essenburg | oaned
us before Prior's Fen.'

"How nuch would it cost to build and operate an entire continent's educational and pena
services? Geg asked.

"Alot; she said. 'And Karl Hildebrandt is on holiday. Unavailable for two nonths. | asked his
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of fice yesterday after you said you wanted to neet him'
"W can't really blame them' Mrgan said. 'They were just protecting their investnent. Natural
corporate reflex.'

Julia didn't approve of that attitude at all. 'That doesn't take away the fact that MaclLennan is a
doubl e nurderer, nor that an innocent man is in jail because of him'
"You'll have a terrible job trying to establish degrees of conplicity,' Mrgan said. 'l doubt Karl

will ever reappear anywhere under English jurisdiction. The Di essenburg Mercantile directors wll
di scl ai m any know edge of the affair. And if the bank does allow any of themto come into our
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courts to testify, you can be sure they will be genuinely ignorant so that Geg here won't be able
to inplicate them'

‘Maybe,' Greg said. 'But at |least we've got MaclLennan nailed.’

"Yes,' Morgan said. 'I'lIl get on to the Hone Ofice, they'll have MacLennan arrested first thing
t onor r ow norni ng. '

"I"d like the OGakham police to handle the actual arrest,' Geg said. 'They need the credit. "Il
rap with Langl ey, explain what actually happened. And we'd better have a prem er-grade progranmner
on hand to serve the data warrant. |1'd hate anything to happen to that paradi gm now. '

"Right.' Mrgan | oaded a note into his cybofax.

Geg clinbed to his feet, stretching |aboriously.

Julia stood and tugged her w ndcheater jacket fromthe back of the chair. 'Thanks again for

hel pi ng, Teddy.'

He took a last swig fromhis beer bottle, and gave her a shrewd | ook. 'No problem gal, does ne
good to get out and about, keep ny hand in. But you |l eave off Greg once this case is over, hear
me? He's a fucking orange farnmer now. Nothing el se.'

"l hear you, Teddy.' She blew hima kiss.

I

t was m dni ght when Greg and El eanor reached the farm Fog had given way to a steady rain, the
darkness was total. Greg could hear the wind rustling the tops of the new saplings on either side
of the driveway. The EMC Ranger's tyres splashed through long trickles of water as Eleanor let it
roll slowy down the slope.

He ran a hand through his greasy hair. Wat he wanted was a shower, a drink, and bed. Wrst of

all, he wanted to go to bed to sleep. Arns and belly muscles were stiff and sore from hangi ng
under the Westland ghost w ng.

Surprisingly, given all the aches, plus a persistent post-m ssion edginess, he still felt easier
than he had for a week. He grinned at his weak reflection in the side window | knew N chol as
didn't do it.

"What's so funny?' El eanor asked.
"Nothing. Tell you, I"'mjust glad it's over.'

"Me too.'

' Yeah. Thanks for understanding.'

"Make the nost of it. Next tinme, I'll stonp ny foot and say no.'

"CGood,' he said, with feeling. 'You' d better go and see Ms Besw ck tonorrow, give her the good
news. | expect |I'Il be having quite a busy day. Christ, and Vernon was upset about the nurder
bei ng conplicated before.'

"He'll survive. Like you said, they'll get a lot of credit for wapping this up.'

"Yeah.' There's justice. But at least it will make life in Gakham nore tol erable for everybody.
Beyond the wi ndow s reflection, Maurice Knebel's mirage rippled unsteadily on the edge of reality.
Greg knew his last nenory of the ex-detective would take a long tine to dissipate. Knebel had
closed his eyes tightly, teeth clamping down on his lower |lip, whinpering softly as Greg ained the
st un-
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shot at him In the background Teddy had nuttered snidely about using the Uzi instead.

Then there was the trip back to the warehouse. Walton's ninacious streets crowding in on him

pl aguing himw th the prospect of running into some kind of hazard now the m ssion was over - the
ol dest squaddi e fear in the book.

The EMC Ranger's headlight beanms tracked across the side of the barn, unnaturally bright under the
cl oud- bl ocked sky. They touched the house briefly, a flash of noth-grey stone.

Greg began searching round with his hand, lifting the stun-shot fromthe back seat. He slung it
over his shoulder. Bloody good job Langley can't see ne now, he thought. He had al ways been

dubi ous of Greg's real notivations, the underground politics behind his assignment to the case.
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Seeing himin full conbat gear would conlirmevery black paranoid suspicion about Julia's undue

i nfl uence.

El eanor stopped the EMC~ Ranger in front of the door, and the porch Iight canme on automatically.
They both clinbed out, shoul ders hunched against the rain. Eleanor blipped the |Iock, pulling her
navy- bl ue jacket tighter across her sweatshirt.

G eg heard the lynch nob first. Footsteps crunching on the wet gravel behind the EMC Ranger. H s
gl and gave a lurch, discharging the neurohornmone into his brain. He grunted in shock as the five
m nds trespassed on his consciousness. They were all identical, possessed with unrelenting
berserker arrogance, thought currents devoid of any rationality. A teratoid insanity. Recognition
was i nstantaneous; he had encountered that mnd once before: Liam Bursken

They wal ked into the splash of |ight throwm by the porch Iight, a soft dead smile on their lips -
Franki e Omen, Mark Sutton, Les Hepburn, Andrew Foster, and Dougl as Kel | am

El eanor twi sted round. 'What-'

Mark Sutton raised a double-barrelled shotgun. Thoughts radiant with cool delight.

Geg' s training took over. He fired the stunshot even as he was bringing it to bear. The pul se was
dazzlingly bright to
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his night-acclimtized retinas. It mssed Sutton, fizzling voraciously as it sliced through the
rain. But it was enough.

Sutton jerked aside, conplacency shattered. The shotgun went off, blow ng out one of the EMC
Ranger's rear wi ndows. A lethal blast of crystalline splinters slanmed into the stone wall to
Geg's right. He felt stngers of pain jab down his chest where the conbat jacket was open. Spots
of bl ood bl oomed on his white T-shirt.

He saw the other four nen junping back into the concealing murk of rain and darkness whi ch cl oaked
the rest of the farnyard, surprise and outrage ranpant on their faces. Fury that their victim

shoul d dare to fight back, resist the Lord's will. His funmbling fingers found the stunshot's fire
selector catch, and flicked it to continuous. A solid streamof glaring bluc-white |ighting
speared out of the barrel as he tugged the trigger, illumnating the entire farnyard. Its end grew

ragged over by the barn, ifickering spasnodically as the cl ose-packed pul ses | ost cohesion.

He swung the weapon down and round, not really aimng, sinply chasing Sutton as the man scranbl ed
for cover behind the EMC Ranger. The torrent of pul ses caught himon the shoul der, spinning him
round as if it was a high-pressure water jet. The shotgun went flying off into the night as he
whirl ed around, arns extended.

He et go of the trigger, and Sutton collapsed into a bucking heap. To his |l eft he saw Frankie
Onen nmaking a grab for Eleanor, his nprrmally sulky face snarled up in an expression of wath. A
flick knife gleamed as it slid out of his fist. Eleanor was bl ocking the stunshot's line of fire
A narrow line of damp air in front of Greg suddenly fluoresced a vivid green. Raindrops
scintillated with an uncanny beauty as they fell through it. Laser. He was being shot at!
Overstressed nerves jerked himbackwards. He nearly lost his footing on the gravel as he dropped
bel ow the | evel of the EMC Ranger. He fought to regain bal ance. Judging by the angle of the beam
it was coming fromthe tangerine grove on the other side of the barn

The beam swept al ong the farnhouse's stonework, across
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the door, towards the two figures thrashing about. It was too broad to be a rifle targeting-I|aser
Wong col our, anyway.

Real i zation struck |like a spike of ice directly into his spine. The paradigminprinter. MacLennan
hi nsel f was out there, trying to zonbi e El eanor.

"Down!' he screaned, and |aunched hinself at the westling figures just as they broke apart.

El eanor was staggering backwards. Geen |ight stroked her torso. He caught her round the waist in
a tackl e which sent both of themcrashing to the ground. El eanor yel ped in shock and pain as they
hit the gravel. Sonehow he nanaged to hold on to the stunshot; 'ware nodul es jabbed painfully into
his side. Up above, the |aser slashed furiously fromside to side, producing a canopy of lurid
green radi ati on between the EMC Ranger and the house, flecked with tw nkling jade raindrops.
Franki e Onen groaned, his thought currents disfigured by suprene agony. Greg glanced up to see him
curled up on the gravel just in front of them hands clutching his groin, nursing crushed
testicles. A nmushy spurt of vomt sputtered out of his open nouth. Hi s face was corpse white, eyes
red and wet.

El eanor did that to him Geg felt a crazy edge of glee. My El eanor

Qut on the brink of his espersense those remaining three joyless mnds were congregating.
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Scattered thoughts refocusing on him

"Are you all tight?" he hissed.

"My arms nunb. Wiy did you pull nme down?

"Look up, that's the paradigminprint |aser.'

"Ch, Jesus.'

‘"Let's see if we can get inside.’

He rolled over and rose to a crouch. Foster, Hepburn, and Kellam were noving apart again, fanning
out around the EMC Ranger. It was four nmetres to the door, the | aser painted a sharp green line
two-thirds of the way up.

"I"1l go first,' he told her. 'Start noving as soon as | reach it.'

'"Right.'

He tensed his legs, then he was up and running. Fingers reaching for the brass bulb handle. The
pol i shed metal was
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slick in his palm Turning slowy. His shoulder thudded into the wood, and he was through, skating
on the hall tiles.

El eanor was racing past himless than a second |ater. He shoved the door shut with a burst of
frantic strength. There was a quiet whine as the | ock engaged. He ainmed the stunshot at it, and
fired. The plastic covering nelted with a flash of orange flane, droplets spraying out. The 'ware
circuits inside flared briefly, sparks fountained, dying enbers skittering over the cold tiles.
Sonmeone outsi de smacked into the door. He saw it quiver in the frame. There was the sound of a
fist hamrering on the panels.

"Mandel .' It was | _es Hepburn's voice, but toneless, that sane clipped precision Bursken used.
' Cone out, Mandel. You shall not escape the Lord's justice.'
"Fuck offi' He grabbed El eanor's hand. 'Come on, they'll be inside in a mnute.' There was no

light in the hail. He felt round for the photon anp band hooked on his shoul der tab, and sl apped
it into place. The tine display and gui do coordi nates gl eamed brightly. Walls, floor, and
furniture shimered out of nowhere, solidifying into their famliar places. He bled in the
infrared. The photon amp's grey and blue world tinted into red, becoming fractionally brighter

| osing sonme definition

“I'1l call the police,' Eleanor said.

"No way,' he said, |eading her down to the study. 'People like Keith Wllet aren't going to be
able to cope with a bunch of Liam Burskens, even if they believed us. In any case it would take
themtoo long to get here.

"Greg! W need help.' She was battling panic

"I know' He switched on the comunication 'ware, and pulled his skull helnet into place.

' Emer gency.

"What is it, boy?'" Philip Evans asked.

"W've been anbushed at the farm MaclLennan is here with five people he's | oaded with Bursken's
paradigm And this tine it's ne they're after.'

"Shit, boy; you all right?

"For now. We need help and fast.'

A QUANTUM MURDER

"I'"'mlaunching the security crash teamnow. They'|ll be there in ten mnutes.'

Greg opened the study door. The room was supposed to be his den, but he still hadn't got it sorted
out. There was a big desk over by the window, a settee, |long planks were | eaning against a wall
destined to be shelves when he got round to screwing themtogether. The floor was cluttered with
kel pboard boxes full of his accunmulated junk. He could just nake out the Berrybut estate through
the wi ndow, pinprick glints of light fromthe chalets; the rain nust have extingui shed the bonfire
hours ago, the photon anp's infrared function couldn't even pick up the dying cinders.

"Philip's launching the Event Horizon crash team' he told El eanor

"Right. Why are we in here?

A dark hunman sil houette noved across the wi ndow, eclipsing the chalets. The head gl owed brightly
in grades of red, hot blood highlighting the cheeks and nose; eyes were cool er, darker. It
contained the fanmiliar thought currents of Liam Bursken

" Shush.' He gripped her hand tighter. Even with the infrared' s anbi guous slant, he could recognize
the features of the face pressed to the glass. Brendan Tal bot, an engi neer who lived in Hanbl et on
Christ, how many peopl e had MacLennan | oaded the paradi gminto?

Geg's free hand cl osed around the stock of the Heckler and Koch rifle |lying on the desk. A rea
weapon.
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Ronni e Kay appeared next to Brendan Tal bot, and hurled a brick straight through the study w ndow.
El eanor yelled in fright. A torch shone into the roomwith the force of a solar flare.

The photon anp filters responded i mredi ately, reducing the glare until it was a nmanageabl e corona.
Greg could see Tal bot, his hand reaching through the jagged hole in the glass, scrabbling round
for the catch.

' Face your judgenent, Mandel,' Kay shouted. 'Enbrace us. W will deliver you from sin.
PETER F. HAM LTON
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Geg levelled the rifle at Tal bot. And couldn't pull the trigger. It wasn't Talbot, only his body.
Brendah had a wife, a six-year-old daughter.

"Shit!' he roared. In his arny days it wouldn't have nade any difference. None. See a hostile and
snuff them Nothing el se had ever been allowed to interfere with that maxim It was sinple
survival . Life was so fucking easy in those days. Unconpli cated.

Brendan Tal bot's fingers closed around the catch.

Greg yanked the stunshot round, strap cutting into his shoulder. Aimand fire. The pulse hit the
gl ass, and splattered, mnute static tendrils withing across the oblong pane. 'Shit shit shit.'
Aimand fire. This tinme the pulse struck Tal bot's hand. There was a nmuffled grunt, and he was
flailing backwards. H's wist caught the spikes of glass around the edge of the hole, skin
tearing. There was a confused splash of heat.

The torch beam wavered about as Kay tried to catch him

"Let's go,' Greg said.

Runnel s of Tal bot's bl ood were seeping down the w ndow bel ow the hole, glowing like radioactive
sl udge.

"What' s happeni ng now, boy?' Philip asked anxiously.

"Troubl e. Where's the crash teant

"They're getting into the tilt-fan now.'

"Jesus!"’

El eanor gave hima frightened gl ance as they charged back into the hail

"The crash teamis just taking off,' he told her. 'Philip, have they got stunshots with then®
"Sure thing, boy.'

"Tell themto use the stunshots wherever possible, remenber these people aren't responsible for
what they're doing.'

111 tell "eni.'

"Upstairs,’ he said to El eanor. They started to pound up the staircase.

There was an al m ghty crash of breaking glass fromthe | ounge when they were hal fway up

Knocki ng the whol e wi ndow out by the sound of it, Greg thought. He handed El eanor the stunshot
when t hey reached
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the landing. At least if she did have to shoot she woul d never have the guilt of killinga conplete
i nnocent. He could always use the rifle to immbilize, If he had time, if the nélée didn't becone
too confusing, if he could hang on to his scruples. They ran down the landing to the naster

bedr oom

"Philip, plug Royan in,' Geg said.

' Ri ght - oh, boy."

The | anding's biolunms cane on just as they reached the bedroom door, three sets of wall gl obes
shaped like lilies. Geg shot themout with the rifle. They disintegrated with | oud popping
sounds, showering the landing with radiant flakes that died as they bounced al ong the carpet.
From a tactical standpoint there was little inprovenent; biolumlight shone up fromthe hail
casting | ong del usive shadows over the landing walls. He could hear people noving about bel ow.
They went through into the bedroom 'Keep watching the stairs,' Geg said. 'Anyone conmes up, shoot
Cem

"Right.' Eleanor knelt down beside the door, peering through the crack

The photon anp's tinme nunerals and guido co-ordinates blurred then nerged into a single wavery

band of yellow light. There was a nonment's pause, then the display printed: |'M
HERE, GREG
"Great. Listen, |'ve got about half a dozen people who think they're Liam Bursken com ng at ne.

Now t here has got to be sone way to flush that paradigmout of them W know it erases itself
after a set tinme. Access the recording you nade and | ook for the nagi c photons sequence, see if
there's any way we can activate it prematurely.'

GOT YQU. ACCESSI NG NOW
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"They're here, Greg,' Eleanor called softly. She fired the stunshot, ten or twelve pul ses zinged
al ong the I andi ng, scorching long burn marks into the wall paper, blistering the paint on the
bani ster rail.

He was aware of the mnds on the stairs. One of themruptured in a flurry of pain, the thought
currents fragnmenting into comate insensibility. 'You got one.'
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GREG HAVE YOU GOTA LASER W TH YQU?

'Yeah, a Heckler and Koch hunting rifle.'

TOO PONERFUL. HAS I T GOTA TARGETI NG | MAGER?

' Yeah.'

GOOD GOOD GOOD. PLUG THE | MAGER I NTO YOUR SUI T ' WARE.

"Right.’

'The crash teamhas left,' Philip said. 'Be with you in eight mnutes.'

It was going to be too long, that nuch was obvious. Greg tugged the rifle's targeting imager
nmonocl e out of its recess, and detached it fromthe fibre optic cable. The interface was standard -
thank Christ. He plugged the cable into a socket on the guido 'ware nodule. Blue target circles
hardened in front of him angling dowm towards the carpet, the sane line as the rifle barrel was
poi nti ng.

' Come out, Mandel,' Ronnie Kay shouted up fromthe ball, "or we will burn you out. Fire is always
the great purifier. Your wife will die with you then. Cone out.'

"Don't you dare,' Eleanor said.

' Royan?

|'" VE DECRYPTED I T STRANGE. NOT LI KE SOFTWARE. NO SUBROUTI NES. EVERYTHI NG STRUNG TOGETHER, SI M LAR
TO PI XEL CODES, MJUCH HI GHER BI T RATE THOUGH.

' Have you found the magi ¢ photons sequence?

WORKING ON | T

Greg went over to the window, standing beside it with his back to the wall, expanding his
espersense outwards. There were three minds bel ow He edged the rifle out past the curtains and
activated the inager. The photon anp's picture of the bedroom faded away, replaced by a view of
the garden bel ow. Three men were standing on the lawn, waiting patiently. One of them held what
| ooked |i ke a shotgun, the other two were carrying clubs of sonme kind.

' Come out, Mandel .’

El eanor fired another barrage of stunshot pul ses down the | anding.
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"We'l'l burn your flesh to ashes. Your last mnutes will be the torment of Hell. Repent.'

THINK I'"VE GOT | T

" Thank Christ for that.'

THERE ARE TWD SEPARATE SEQUENCES, BOTH

BECOVE ACTI VE AFTER A MEASURED | NTERVAL

FOLLOW NG | MPRI NT Tl MED BY HEARTBEATS. CLEVER

THAT THE FI RST SEQUENCE CONTAI NS THE PARADI GV

| TSELF AND THE | NSTRUCTI ON TO KI LL KI TCHENER,

ALONG W TH ADDI TI ONAL ORDERS TO DESTROY HI S

RETROSPECTI VE NEURCHORMONE WORK. | T ACTI VATED | TSELFAFTERAPPROXI MATELY NI NE HOURS. THE

SECOND SEQUENCE |I'S THE MAG C PHOTONS, WHI CH

ACTI VATES TWO HOURS LATER

Even now, Geg couldn't quite shake off his fascination with the case. N cholas nmust have been hit
before the storm before the rising waters of the Chater closed the ranmshackl e bridge.

"Can you trigger the nagic photons sequence?'

YES. |'VE | SOLATED I TS ACTI VATI ON CODE FROM THE PARADI GM S Tl MER SECTI ON.

"OK, there are three people we can try it on.'

The target circles vani shed as Royan took comand of the rifle's '"ware. Greg watched the inmger's
| aser sending a fan of ruby |ight sweeping across the lawn. The grid energed in its wake,
splitting into three sections, folding around the waiting nen.

HERE GOES.

The contoured lines around the central figure began to flash.

NOwW

G eg saw a single strobe-like flicker of pink douse the man's face. H s espersense showed himthe
man' s thought currents start to seethe furiously. A loud destitute wailing penetrated the gl ass.
"What' s happeni ng?' El eanor denanded.
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"I"'mnot sure.' Even as he spoke he sensed the new tide of personality usurping Bursken's resolute
t hought currents. His
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enpat hy was caught by the backlash of petrified bew |dernent raging inside the abused brain,

f eedback sending a quake of disnay shuddering along his own synapses. Then the man was dropping to
his knees, curling into a foetal position, mnd rushing headlong into wel come oblivion.

"OK, we got him Zap the other two, Royan.'

Their grid outlines began to flash. The targeting |aser fired tw ce.

"Fl ames, Mandel ,' Ronnie Kay shouted. 'They will consunme you. There will be no redenption.'’

Wait,' Greg shouted back. 'I'm comi ng out.'

"Greg!' Eleanor pleaded.

' Those crazies will torch the place if | don't. W have to clear themout.'

"Let the crash teamdo it.'

"That bastard MacLennan is still out there. He can | oad Bursken's mind into them as soon as they

| and. Then where will we be? They are arned and arnoured, Eleanor. At |least the Iynch nob only
have shot guns.'

" Cone then, Mandel. Come to us.'

She drew a sharp breath through her teeth. 'God, you be careful, G egory~'

He knew exactly how much that cost her to say. 'No nmessing.'

They waited in the hail at the foot of the stairs. Five of them a tight arrowhead, with Ronnie
Kay at the front. iW shotguns followed himw th nmechanical precision. Their nmouths were curved up
in the sanme slight, vapid snile.

H s espersense flowed round them along the hail, through the enpty roons. They were the only ones
inside. Right at the back of his head was the faint thrumm ng of pressure, the neurohornones
stressing his synapses to their Iimt.

He held the rifle casually at his hip as he descended.

' Take the ones with the shotguns first,' he whispered.

Rl GHT

The grid appeared again, peeling into five segnents |ike
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cybernetic butterfly wings. Closing fluidly around their ignorant prey.

Ronni e Kay blinked, glancing distrustfully at the rifle. 'Put it down, Mndel.'

READY

" Now. '
The | aser | ashed out, spiking each of themin turn. Elapsed tine seven-tenths of a second.
They wilted in unison, filling the air with a grotesque catlike puling. Arns and | egs were

infected with a life of their own, waving and flexing at random
"Shitfire,' Geg murnmnured.

DI D WE GET THEM?

'Ch yeah. W got 'em
El eanor was running al ong the | andi ng, stunshot held ready, looking as if she was about to start a
war .

"The crash teamwill be there in five minutes,' Philip said. Eleanor barged into his side, hugging
himtightly. She let out a gulping sob. 'I"msorry.' She w ped her eyes.

H s armwent round her, holding her roughly. He kissed the top of her forehead, danp hair rasping
across his I|ips.

They went down the last few stairs, slowy, every step a great effort.

The front door had been forced open, the lock jemm ed off. A draught of clamy air swirled in.
Geg used the rifle barrel to push the |Iounge door open. Shards of glass were heaped on the floor
bel ow t he broken wi ndow. The curtains flapped feebly.

"It's clear,' Geg said. '"I'lIl go out here, through the wi ndow. MacLennan can see the front door.'
El eanor's fingers clutched at himthrough the conbat leathers. '"I've got to finish this.' And this
time there would be no hesitation, no reluctance. MacLennan had come hunting him broaching the
sanctity of his own hone. Well, now it would be settled on those terns. One on one, zero rules.

"I know,' Eleanor said.

He crouched down, and scuttled over to the window. 'Royan, kill the inmager's canera feed. | don't
want to be on
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the receiving end of that paradigm' He stopped, intuition acting like a dose of w ne, stealing
warmy into his brain.

The gl oony i mage faded out, |eaving himalone with the tine display and gui do co-ordinates. He
shoved the rifle through the shattered w ndow.

"Gve nme the laser return.

The picture which built up was simlar to the virtual sinulation he had used to fly into Walton,
phot oni ¢ topol ogy, except it was all red. The rickety fence was ten netres in front of him
saplings standing in long rows behind it, grass resolved as a fuzzy gave nat.

'K, Royan, there's one | ast piece of reprogrammng | need.’

He poked the rifle round the corner of the house. The laser painted in the EMC Ranger, the barn
and the wall around the farmyard. Mark Sutton was |ying where he'd fallen. Frankie Oaen was
craw i ng towards the driveway. It was |ike watching a tinme-lapse puppet in notion, the picture
refreshing itself every second as the | aser swept back and forth.

Agrid tailored itself into a perfect fit around Franki e Owen.

"I"'mhere,' Geg called out clearly.

Franki e. twi sted round. Wien he was | ooking straight at Geg, the laser fired the magi c photon's
activation code at him There was a nmuffled gurgling, then he lay still. G eg sensed Bursken's

t houghts routed by Frankie's usual dull anger and general life-resentnment just before

consci ousness dwi ndl ed.

Not much of an inprovenent, really.

He pointed the rifle at the tangerine grove, where he thought MacLennan had fired the paradi gm

| aser from

" Focus shift, one hundred and fifty metres."'

The grove filled his vision field. It lacked the sharp-edged clarity of anything cl ose by,
degraded by rain, alnost like static interference. These saplings had been planted over a year
ago, two and a half nmetres high, starting to spread out at the top. They were covered with | eaves
and bl ossom which
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showed up like a layer of coarse ice crystals around the core of tw gs and branches.

There was a vehicle parked in the niddl e of the grove, alnost hidden by the saplings. A jeep of
sone ki nd.

Perfect for the terrain in the Chater valley, he thought.

LASER ACQUI SI TION, the photon anp display printed.

' Royan?'

THAT' S YOUR ECM DETECTOR WARNI NG MACLEN- NAN |'S F/ RI NG THE PARADI GM | MPRI NTER AT YOU. ONE MOMENT
The image fluttered then reappeared. A bright red dot was flashing ten netres to the left of the
j eep.

THAT' S THE EM SSI ON PO NT

"Right. Gve ne targeting node.

The blue circles sprang up. Geg shifted the rifle until they were centred on the jeep. He pulled
the trigger. Five shots into the bonnet, three into the front tyre, another five into the
bodywor k.

MacLennan stopped firing the paradigmlaser

G eg punped another ten shots into the rear of the jeep. He heard the unm stakable dull thud of an
expl osion. The back of the jeep rippled, opening up like a flower, jagged netal petals |unging
jerkily for the blank sky.

‘Cancel targeting node.' He started to jog towards the jeep. No way could he run: as it was, he
had to try and renmenber what was i medi ately ahead at each footfall. The wall between him and the
grove seened to lurch towards himin two-nmetre increnments.

A nimbus had engulfed the jeep, altering in size each tine the picture updated, never the sane
shape tw ce. Flames, he guessed.

He reached the wall and cl anbered over, npss squel ching below his gloves, ignoring the erratic
imges as the rifle shifted about, working by touch

LASER ACQUI SI TI ON

He | anded on the spongy grass in the grove, and autonatically rolled to one side. Paratroop
training. Furious flames fromthe jeep were making a | oud crackling.

PETER F. HAM LTON
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' MacLennan?' he bellowed. 'It doesn't work on ne, you shit!' He stood up, pointing the rifle
ahead.

LASER ACQUI SI TI ON

The red dot was flashing from behind sone saplings away to his left, dancing about like a firefly
caught in a hurricane. MacLennan was noving away fromthe jeep. Geg started to jog towards the
dot, ducking under the |ow branches, swerving round the trunks.

"Geg? It was Philip. 'The crash teamw Il be with you in two ninutes.'

"Keep themin the air until | give the all clear.

"All right, boy, it's your show.'

The | aser picked out MacLennan running down a row of saplings, about eighty netres ahead. A

cl ockwor k humanoi d, legs and arnms punping in a fractured rhythm Slender grid |lines chased after
himcoiling round his |inmbs and torso.

DO YOU WANT TARGET MODE???

"Not yet. | have to be sure.'

SURE SURE SURE? WHAT KI ND OF BLOODY SURE? HE TRIED TO KI LL YOU.

Geg ran out into a tractor lane, four netres wi de, the branches arching overhead, not quite
meeting. It made the going a | ot easier; he risked increasing his pace. 'Sure about darissa
Wnne. '

MacLennan vaulted over the fence at the bottom of the grove, and sprinted over the field towards
Hanbl et on Whod.

CGotcha, Geg thought. He arrived at the fence, scaling it quickly.

MacLennan reached t he boundary of the wood, and charged through the waist-high fringe of
undergrowt h. He suddenly fell forwards, disappearing fromsight below the nettles. Geg heard a
di stant curse

The grass underfoot was awkward, nifty and slippery with rain. He had to sl ow down again,
especially as he was cutting down the slope. There was that distinctive sound of brittle wood
snappi ng up ahead as MaclLennan thrashed about in the dead hawt horn bushes.

Christ, | hope it is MacLennan after all this! But his

A QUANTUM MURDER

intuition was giving hima powerful high, as if he was just going through the notions. The outcone
was al ready deci ded.

MacLennan's upper torso reappeared anid the bushes. He was flinging hinself desperately at the
knotted tangl e of vines strung between the old trees. It wouldn't do himany good, you needed
either a tank or a bulldozer to break into the wood. He jerked round, right armcom ng up. Red
dot .

LASER ACQUI Si TI ON.

Geg slowed to a halt thirty metres fromthe wood, raising the rifle to his shoulder. 'Gve ne
targeting node, and expand the magnification.' He ordered his cortical node to increase the

neur ohor none secretion | evel

ABOUT BLOODY TI ME

Blue circles clicked into place. The targeting | aser sweep

- contracted around MacLennan. It was as though he was standing two nmetres in front of G eg,
the warped network of red Iines bright enough to give off a faint coronal hue. An oversized pistol
was gripped in his right hand, nozzle blazing. H s espersense encountered the nind inside the
reticulated head. It was MaclLennan.

Greg ained at the pistol and fired

MacLennan how ed, convul sing, right armhugged to his chest. His pistol tunbling away. A hot throb
of pain lanced into Geg's mind. Behind it cane the raw mal evol ence, the near-frenzied fear, and
t he abhorrence.

"Hold it,' Greg commanded as MacLennan began to | ook around his feet for the inprinter, the
tendrils of desperation uncoiling in his gibbering nmnd. He wal ked forward until he cane to the
edge of the nettles. '"Why did you cone here, MacLennan? Wiy did you set them on ne?’

'Because it was you!' MacLennan bawl ed. 'You! M ndstar freak. You found the paradigm'

"How di d you know t hat?'

"You were fromthe Hone Office, you burnt into the nenory core. You! It was you. Freak fucker.'
"Oh shit.' The rush of energy which had carried himout of the house and across the grove suddenly
bl ed away. There
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was no deternmination left in him No pride at conpleting the case, only weariness. He just wanted
this over. Finished.
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MacLennan started sobbing.
" Shut up!' Geg yelled.
"It hurts nme! It hurts. You ve burnt ny hand in half, you bastard. Get ne to a hospital, for
Christ's sake.'
Every enotion reached rock bottom Geg felt dangerously calm 'It hurts, does it, MaclLennan? How
did darissa Wnne feel do you think? Wien you pushed her head under the |ake. Did she hurt,
MacLennan?'
"Clarissa? It came out |ike a whinny.
"You killed her. Didn't you? El even years ago, you shot her full of syntho and killed her.'
'She was going to claimall the credit!"’
"Even now you're lying! It was her work.'
"Wasn' t!'
Quilt corrupted every thought in MacLennan's head. And there was nothing left to say.
G eg took a |l aboured breath. 'Royan, shoot it over.'
The grid snapped off for an instant as the targeting |aser stabbed at MacLennan's eyes.
He heard the paradigmas it cane surging through the communication |ink, a near-ultrasonic wheee
in his earpiece, a blast of photons encapsul ating the essence of Liam Bursken, acconpani ed by a
nononani ac hatred for one nman.
Poetic justice, or intuitive inspiration; Geg didn't know which, only that it was right. It
fitted.
He pulled the photon anp strip fromhis face, twin circles of skin around his eyesockets pinching
as it canme free. The real world rushed back in on him dark and dank, awash with human failings.
The clean sinplicity of the laser return virtual graphics was al nost preferable. Sonewhere behind
himflanes were soaring up into the night fromthe weck of the jeep. Rain pattered down, beating
t he dusky vegetation towards the nmuddy ground.
MacLennan's prim face was contorted with pam hair plastered down into a straggly cap. Hi s jaw was
wor ki ng silently, as though he was choki ng.

AQUANTUM MURDER 367

"Do you know who you hate, Lian?' Geg asked quietly. 'Do you?

MacLennan stared back at himw th i nsane eyes, nouth screwing into a joyous snile. '"Yes. Me. It's
me. Me!'

"That's right.' He took the vibration knife fromhis belt, switched it on, and dropped it at
MacLennan's feet.

MacLennan snatched it up with his good hand. 'Redenption. He has granted nme redenption.' He

| aughed rhapsodi cally as he shoved the blade into his stonmach. Bl ood foanmed out. He sank to his
knees, teeth clenched with effort, cheeks bulging, and pulled the blade up towards his sternum
"Yes. Oh, yes. My Lord.

G eg turned and wal ked away. Back to the farnmhouse and El eanor, where he bel onged.

H gh above the reservoir, the security teams tilt-fan dived out of the clouds, turbines shrieking
Wi th urgency.

J

ulia found her hand straying towards Robin's hair. He was sl eeping sprawl ed out on his belly in
the mddl e of the bed, head fallen between two big fluffy pillows, nouth slightly agape. She
stroked his hair softly, snoothing down the ruffled tufts. Seen in the lush norning |ight which
was prising its way round the edges of the curtains he was even nore handsone than the first tine
she had caught sight of himat the pool. And he was so terribly sweet. Tender, anxious, and eager
all at once - excellent body too. He |acked Patrick's ruthless dynam sm which had nade their sex
far nore sensual. She still wasn't quite sure if she was his first. But she was certainly near the
front of the queue. A thought to treasure.

He stirred bel ow her hand, and she held her breath. She didn't want to wake himup just yet. The
poor dear nust be tired after last night.

She woul d have a cup of tea, skimthrough the breakfast 'casts, nip into the toilet, then it would
be tinme for himto perform again.

NN Core Access Request.

No peace for the wicked. And |ast night she had been gl oriously wi cked.

Open Channel To NN Core.

Morni ng, Juliet.

Morni ng, Grandpa. W can't be having a cnsis this early.

Not a crisis, no.
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Thank heavens for that. Wat then?

I'"mairious about something you did yesterday

Spyi ng on me agai n?

No. | was just review ng sone of your data traffic. Double checking. That's what |'mhere for
your safety net.

Yah, go on. She had a pretty good idea where this was | eading.

CHAPTER TVEENTY- FI VE

A QUANTUM MURDER

You accessed one of our biochem cal research | abs yesterday. Using your executive code, no |ess.
Mnd telling ne what for, gid?

No, | don't mind. She | eaned over to the bedsi de cabinet and poured her tea fromthe silver
service.
Juliet!

Ch, you wanted to know ri ght now?
if I still had a body, I'd put you over ny bl oody knee, mgirl

Grandpa, behave. Besides, |'mtoo big and too strong these days. And | don't fight fair, either
You learnt that fromme, Juliet. Now are you going to tell ne?
She picked up her cup and saucer, and settled back into the pillows. Yah, all right. | wi ped every

record of the retrospective neurohornone fromour menory cores, the analysis report, nolecul ar
structure, conclusions, everything. Then | sent Rachel over there, and she tipped all the
remai ni ng anpoul es into the toxic waste disposal furnace. Happy now?

Bl oody hell, girl. Wy?

The tea was too hot to drink. She blew across the top of her cup as she nmarshall ed her thoughts.
Because | don't want something like that let |loose in the world, Grandpa. It's bad enough havi ng
people like Gabriel being able to see what | might do in the future, or Greg knowi ng how badly

| ' ve been m sbehaving just by looking at ne. | don't want soneone standing in this roomten years
fromnow taking a Sinple infusion and being able to see what | did | ast night.

Hardly a sinple infusion, girl.

Exactly. The Hone O fice have sl apped a restriction order on what really happened at Geg's farm
and Launde Abbey Adnmittedly their main concern is the way MacLennan abused his paradi gm project;
if word got out that the New Conser'atives had been allowi ng a conpany to research what anounts to
a mnd-control systemthere would be hell to pay. Certainly It would cost themthe next election.
Marchant didn't need rmuch prodding to include the neurohornone. And there are now only fifteen
people in the world who know
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a retrospection neurohornone is even possible. Wth those nunbers we might just be able to keep it
that way. Even if the news does event ually leak out, it would take an i mense research effort to
produce it again, if we ever could. Kitchener was a very clever man, not to nmention idiosyncratic.
You can't fight progress, Juliet

A retrospective neurohornone isn't progress, Grandpa. Quite the opposite. And there is already
nore than enough freely avail able technology in this world capabl e of being msapplied by teknercs
and ot hers. Corporations and konbinates are going to have to start becomnming responsible again.
After all, we do fund ninety per cent of all the significant scientffic research these days.

Lord preserve us, a global citizen with a conscience.

Sonebody has to be, Grandpa. There is nore to Event Horizon than naking nifty household 'ware
gadgets. Do you really want me to use all that influence for the bad?

Juliet, you are beautifulL |'m so proud of you

She knew her cheeks woul d be reddening. Didn't care. Not

this norning. Thank you, Grandpa. | am what | am because | have the best teacher in the world.

I've said it before, 1Wsay it again. Seductress!

Yah. And proud of it

Eat your breakfast in peace, Juliet, |'ve got plenty of data-work piled up for you |ater

Exit NN Core.

She took a sip of tea and fired the renote at the wall-nounted fl atscreen, keeping the volune | ow.
It was the East Engl and channel, and she was on again. Yesterday's gala reopening of the Stock
Exchange. Another invitation inpossible to refuse, half the conpanies listed were heavily
dependent on Event Horizon contracts. The exchange had been operating out of tenmporary quarters at
Canary Wharf ever since the PSP had fallen and tradi ng becane | egal again. Party activists had
razed the ol d exchange a couple of nonths after President Arnstrong cane to power. So a new
purpose-built building had risen up out of the old site, one with plenty of spare data processing

file:/lIF|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%20-%20Quantum%20Murder,%20A.txt (168 of 171) [1/19/03 7:07:21 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton/Hamilton,%20Peter%20F%620-%20Quantum%20M urder,%20A .txt

and comuni cations capacity, ready for the challenge of regeneration
A QUANTUM MURDER
Very synbolic, she thought caustically.
She wat ched hersel f wal king down the main hail with the exchange officials, nost of themnale, and
nmost over fifty. So boring, no conversation outside noney. Esquiline had dressed her in a white
di nner jacket made froma fabric which played clips of old black and white films over its surface.
Super bly unconventional, and formal at the sanme time. CGoing to Esquiline had turned into one of
the best decisions she had made for a long tine - if for no other reason than Esquiline's fitting
teamwas a fantastic new source of gossip, opening up the underbelly of the social scene.
According to them Lavinia Mayer didn't even need to intervene on her behalf with the Col eman cow.
Apparently Jakki Coleman's agent had read her the riot act, effectively neutering her; it turned
out he had a major contract with Esquiline to fit out several of his clients. And being thrown off
an agent's books for being dtfficulr was worse than death in the channel universe. At least if you
were dead, cult status repeats boosted your ratings.
Jakki hadn't said a word against her for the |last three days. Julia on the flatscreen cut the
ribbon to the trading floor as Charlie Chaplin waddl ed across her back twirling his cane. Al the
j obbers cheered her enthusiastically.
Now t hey had been fun to talk to at the reception afzerwards. Mst of them were under thirty.
She took another sip of tea as the scene changed back to East Engl and's breakfast studio. The
bl ond twentysonet hing fenale presenter in a tight sweater was |oungi ng back on a deep settee.
' That was yesterday's opening cerenony,' she gushed warmy. 'And to reviewit, | have our fashion
correspondent, Leonard Sharr.'
The canera panned back to show the nost effem nate man Julia bad ever seen sitting at the other
end of the settee, dressed in |leather jeans and a purple jacket with hal f-sl eeves, topaz
handker chi ef hangi ng fl anboyantly out of his breast pocket. She bit back on her giggles.
‘Leonard, what did you think of Julia's clothes?
"l found her choice so very, very appropriate. Tatty old
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design, showing tatty old filns, at a tatty old function. It said sinply nothing to ne, except
perhaps: | ook what a disaster | am and I'mtoo rich to care. Really, this sinmply will not do for
sonmeone of her standing. She could be such a pretty little girl if she just nade an effort and
wore some nice frocks.'

"Arsehole!" Julia conpletely forgot her cup was still half full. The tea went everywhere.

CHAPTER TVEENTY- SI X

T
he forensic team had cleared away all their polythene sheets and peel ed the bar code tags off the
furniture, they'd even returned the cacti to the table bel ow the wi ndow, but sonehow the room
wasn't the same. Nicholas stood at the foot of the circular bed, surveying the place that had been
hone for a few short nonths. Coming here originally had been the pinnacle of his life. Nowit left
himtotally unnmoved. It wasn't that Launde Abbey was full of bad nenories, rather it didn't hold
any nenories for himat all, good or bad. Even the ghosts had departed - Kitchener, El eanor..

He dropped his nmaroon shoul der-bag at the foot of the bed, and stared round in sone perplexity.
Hi s rock band hol oprints were m ssing. What had the forensic team wanted them for anyway?

He began openi ng drawers, and of course none of his clothes were where they should be. He settled
for dunping everything on the bed to be sorted out later. The uniformed policeman who had driven
himup to the Abbey wasn't going to hustle him along. Oakham police couldn't extend enough
courtesies right now

There had been a press conference to announce they were rel easing himfromcustody, that he was in
no way inplicated in the nurder of Edward Kitchener, The reporters bad clamured for details; but
apart fromsaying he was glad it was all over, and that he thought the police had done a good job
under difficult circunstances, and no he wasn't going to sue for wongful arrest, he didn't answer
any questions. Amanda Paterson and Jon Nevin had stepped in sharpish to deflect any awkward
shouted queries. And then amazinglY the press had left himalone, no intrusion into his private
life, no chasing after his parents or Enma, no bi g-noney offers for exciusives. That was down tO
Julia Evans, he suspected. He
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was rather pleased he could work out that such underground pressures were being applied. The old
Ni chol as woul d have accepted their lack of interest w thout thought, never wondering about the
fast manoeuvri ng and horse-tradi ng that nust have gone on deep bel ow the surface of public

awar eness.

He snmiled. The old Nicholas, as if he'd energed froma chrysalis, born again. But it was true
enough. The world was exactly the sane, only his perception of it had altered. Matured, rather
What did they call it? Realpolizik. And his first encounter with that phenonenon had come two days
ago, the norning Vernon Langley had let himout of the cell, telling himhe was free to go.

Greg Mandel had arrived at the station, |ooking grieved and tired, and told himwhat had actually
happened. There was a secrecy order to sign and thunbprint, and it had been made very clear he
wasn't to speak to anybody about paradi gns or retrospective neurohornones ever again. Oficially,
MacLennan had | et Liam Bursken out of Stocken Hall for the night, bringing himto Launde to murder
Ki t chener.

Bur sken was permanently inconmuni cado, unable to protest his innocence, perhaps not even wanting
to - let the sinners believe the Lord could reach out to themthrough bars of steel. MaclLennan was
dead. Suicide, Geg said. And | ooking at his stony, inpassive face, even N chol as's perpetua

i nqui sitiveness had tacitly retreated.

As the price of being vindicated, adopting that particul ar masquerade was cheap i ndeed.

He enptied the last drawerful of socks on to the bed. It was raining quite heavily again, thick
cl ouds darkening the norning sky. Roll on April and the start of England s |ong sunmer. Wen he
wal ked over to the wi ndow he could just make out the grubby grey strip of road running through the
par k.

Ni ght-tine, when the rain had fallen |like a biblical deluge. The jeep crawing down the sl ope
cowards the river. The vivid flash he had t hought was |ightning.

He shuddered and turned away.

The cacti on the copper-topped table hadn't been watered

A QUANTUM MURDER
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for over a week, the soil in their pots was bone dry. And he never had seen them fl ower the way
Kitchener had told himthey woul d.

He decided to take a couple with him There had to be sonmething of the old nan's that woul d stay
with him sone tangi bl e personal nenmento. And he doubted he would be welcome to visit Rosette and
her baby. Al though you never knew. Mt herhood m ght soften her..

Nah. No chance

Ginning, he picked up two of the cacti pots.

Soneone knocked quietly on the door.

"Come in.' He put the cacti down again, thinking it would be the uniforned policeman

It was |sabel

He stared dumbly at her, conpletely tongue-tied. The old N cholas wasn't so distant after all.
She was wearing a | avender-col oured dress, curly hair held back by a broad bl ack vel vet band. As
|l ovely as always. It was so painful just seeing her. Everything he ever wanted. Unreachable.
"Hel | o, Nick.

"Er, hello. | was just collecting ny things.' Nothing had changed, he still couldn't talk to her
say what he wanted. Pathetic!

"Me too. The executors are going to take over the running of the Abbey in a couple of days. Did
you know they are going to open it as a sort of ashramfor university science students?

"Yes, I'd heard.' He | ooked down at his trainers.
"I"'msorry | didn't help you with the police.' She clenched her hands in front of her, fingers
twisting. 'We all are actually. It was so unfair on you. | don't know how | could have ever

bel i eved you were invol ved."'
‘I"hat's all right.'

"Hardly, Nick.

He risked a gl ance. She was | ooking out of the wi ndow, face conposed, di spassionate.
‘"l did doit, you know,' he said. 'It was ne.'
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"No. Your hands, but not you.'
He considered that. If |sabel, someone so intinmately involved with Kitchener, could accept his

i nnocence, then naybe he was bl anel ess after all. 'Isabel? he began
She parted her lips in a small knowing smile. 'No, Nick, | didn't love him That was just a part
of Launde, the wonder and the craziness. | was swept along like all the others. | wanted to tel
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you. | was going to tell you the next norning.'

He hung hi s head.

"And what about you?' she asked. 'What are you going to do next?

"Er, 1've been offered a research post by Event Horizon, actually. In Ranasfari's team at
Canbridge. | think |I detect the hand of Greg Mandel behind that. If Event Horizon is prepared to
enmploy ne, then | nust be innocent. That's what people will think, anyway.

'Yes. That was nice of him'

"Geg's all right. Once you get round himhaving a gland."'

"You' ve changed, Nick. You're stronger now That's good.' Not enough. Not enough. | haven't! 'What
are you going to do?
She sniled secretively. 'I'"'mgoing to get ny doctorate. At Canbridge, actually; |'ve been accepted

by a coll ege.

Ni chol as turned bright red. He heard Kitchener's delighted nocking | aughter echoing out of..
somewhere, and took a deep breath. 'lIsabel, | love you. And, | know |I'm not nuch-'

She ki ssed himsoftly, silencing him H's arnms went round her. They fitted just fine.
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