To Carol Ann, for inspiration and much more
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In our world there are ghosts and ghosts. those which are real, and those of our own pasts, which are
equaly red, if lesstangible, but often more dangerous.

Why | was thinking about the ghosts of my past—or LIysette's—| wasn't even certain as| sat behind my
desk in the early Saturday afternoon of aday in October and looked out through the sparklingly clean
panes of the closed French doors at the reds and golds of the turning oaks and maples that lay beyond. If
the sun had been shining, it would have been a glorious sight, but the gray skies muted that, athough we
had not seen rain yet.

My eyesflicked to the Asten Post-Courier on the side table. Reading it had been depressing, asit had
been for months, with the stories about the continuing buildup of the Austro-Hungarian fleet and the
maneuvering over petroleum supplies. The Mediterranean was dready Ferdinand's lake, not that the
outdated Russian Southern Fleet had dared venture forth from the Black Seain more than adecade. The
Augtrians had completed turning the Red Seainto another such lake, and with their Seventh Fleet
controlling the Indian Ocean, that meant that they could shut off the flow of petroleum to Gresat Britain or
the Swedish confederation at any time. Or to Columbia or Quebec, for that matter.

The sounds of aPoulenc piece drifted in from the parlor where Llysette was practicing. | couldn't
remember the name. Every so often the song would stop, and she would play a section on the Haaren, as
if to check the phrasing or the notes, and then shewould resume. | couldn't help smiling as| listened.

Before me on the desk was abrown manilaenvelope, one with the return address of Eric'slaw firminthe
federd digtrict that held Columbia City. | picked up the disk casethat | had set there on the envel ope and
turned it between my fingers so that the cover shimmered in the light of the desk lamp—The Incredible
Salt Palace Concert: DuBoise and Perkins. The picture above the incandescent green of thetitle
showed L lysette and the Saint composer Daniel Perkins, both standing at the front of the stage, smiling. |
smiled, too, once more and for perhaps the thousandth time, as | set the disk case down on my study
desk beside the S difference engine. | picked up the royalty statement that the disk had accompanied.

It was hard to believe that LIysette'sfirst three concertsin Deseret had been closeto ayear ago. So
much had happened since then. Hartson James had insisted on her doing a segment on one of his
videolink Christmas specials—it hadn't been that long, |ess than fifteen minutes, but Trans Media had
paid her two thousand and reimbursed al our expensesin going down to New Amsterdam to record the
show, including a suite at the Stuyvesant Grande. James hadn't missed a bet, and Dennis Jackson, the
smooth-voiced crooner and host of the specia, had even made abig plug for the Salt Palace Concert
disk.

Late February had found us back in Deseret. Trueto hisword, First Counselor Cannon of the Deseret
Republic had ensured that LIysette had her performance at the St. George Opera House. After that,
sheld followed meto Eastern Deseret for my delayed tour of the synfuels plant. | couldn't say that I'd
understood dl the technicdities, but the engineers from the Columbian Ministry of Interior and the one
from Columbian Dutch Petroleum had been most interested.

Then there had been LIysette's gppearance in Philadel phia, and the long overdue vacation in



Snt-Maarten . . . followed by the meeting of the trustees of Vanderbraak State University in May, when
they had voted to grant LIysette tenure—and araise. The raise had been welcome because concert
engagements weren't exactly the steadiest of work, as both LIysette and | had discovered.

By midsummer, despite dl the publicity, and the favorable reviews, Llysette had exactly five concerts
scheduled for the fal and winter. That made dmost ten paying concertsin alittle more than ayear, when
she hadn't seen any in amost adecade. A great improvement, but certainly not enough to consider us
wedlthy.

The song coming from the parlor stopped, and | looked up to see adark-haired and green-eyed lady in a
soft gray sweater step into the study.

“Johan . . . worried you look.”

“No. Just reflective.” | stood and gestured toward the paper. “ Ferdinand and his power plays. Theworld
gets more dangerous every day, it seems.”

“You...you arenot the minister, n'est-ce-pas? Not even aspy any longer.” She offered an amost
impish smile, onethat | was seeing more often the longer we had been married, asif she could finaly
show some of the playful side that she had probably never been dlowed to indulge. Then, | was never
certain how much had come from Llysette and how much from Carolynne, the family ghost whose soul
was now part of each of ours. | laughed softly. It didn't matter . . . now. | dipped out from behind the
desk to give Llysette a healthy hug. Of course, | kissed her aswell.

She returned the kiss, warmly, but not passionately, beforetilting her head totheside. “ Non . . . | mugt
try the Mahler song . . . and you would haveme. . . impossible homme. . . ”

| grinned and released her after another squeeze. Shewasright. | wasimpossible, athough | loved the
way she pronounced the word in French, and | would have been even more impossible had she given me
any encouragement. Being married to a beautiful soprano creates great temptations. “Are you hungry?’

“ Mais oui. Why do you think | came to your door?’
So, while shewent back to practicing, | headed into the kitchen.

There was some ved, and some lemon, and we always had wine, athough | had to go down to the cellar
and pull out alight sherry. Before long | was pounding the ved flat, and then sautéing it, while steaming
some late beans. I'd dready put on some basmati rice. A smple med, but that was fine because we had
to attend the dean's reception at the theatre before the orchestra concert.

Absently, | wiped adroplet of something off the white ename of the windowsill. Over the summer, I'd
gripped dl the trim in the kitchen and repainted dl the white so that it would be smooth. | suppose | ill
had enough Dutch in methat | hated anything that didn't ook, fedl, and smell spotless. I'd never been a
particularly neat cook, and that meant | always had agreat ded of cleaning up to do, both near the end
of the preparation and epecially afterward.

Then, innotimeat dl, it seemed, everything wasready, and | caled toward the parlor. “Mademoisdlela
diva...

“Johan. .. leslangues. . . you are mixing them.” Llysette was shaking her head and smiling &t the same
time as she dipped into the kitchen and sat at the small table that was dmost too big for the small
half-bay window overlooking the north lawn.

“I know, but I love the sound of that.” | dipped the plate of vea and rice and the beansdmandinein



front of her. | had aready poured her tea.

| had fixed mysdlf chocolate, the heavy warm kind composed of near equa portions of chocolate, cream,
and sugar. My mother had dways said | had to have some English ancestry somewhere because no
proper Dutchman could drink chocolate that sweet. | wasn't sure abouit that, but | wasn't about to argue
the point.

“Theved ... itiswonderful. You could have been agreat chef, Johan.”

“Only a avery smdl bistro,” | conceded. “1 worry too much about things like petroleum shortages, and
Ferdinand'sfleets”

“Why . . . the newsin the paper, doesit trouble you so, Johan?’
“| supposeit shouldn'. | can't do anything about it, but | till worry.”
“Will not the plansyou provided—7?" “

They're building the plant, but it will be another year beforeit's operating, and one plant will only produce
afew percent of Columbia's kerosene needs.”

“You, mon cher, can do only so much.” Llysette took another sip of teafrom the porcelain cup that had
come from the set left to mother by my aunt Willimena. Mother had sent them to Llysette—not me—right
after we were married, saying something to the effect that, snce LIysette didn't have any family, someone
needed to provide her with beloved heirlooms. LIysette hadn't said much, but whenever she had tea,
shed requested one of the cups, so often that I'd just made it a habit to serve her teainit. “Y ou cannot
savetheworld.”

“No, but one hopes.” My head agreed with her words, but | couldn't help worrying. I'd hoped that
Llysette's and my effortsin reducing tensons between Columbiaand Deseret, and even dightly between
New France and Columbia, might have strengthened Columbias position, but Ferdinand's actions
suggested otherwise.

“Thereception.. .. youdo not hav eto go . . ."” Llysette ventured.

“I'm supposed to St here and wonder what new scheme the dean is hatching?’
“Most kind she has been.” *

I'msureshehas” | snorted. “Y ou've been good for the university.”

The university'svisbility, and particularly the reputation of the Music and Thestre Department, had
soared with the regiona and national news stories about Llysette. Applicationsfor LIysette's studio had
doubled, and some were even from asfar away as Kansas and Newfoundland. There was even aletter
from Daniel Perkins requesting that Lysette take a student from Deseret University for asemester asan
exchange student.

After our med, Llysette practiced another hour, and then took a bath and dressed. | finished checking

her roydty statements, and turned to correcting quizzes from my environmenta politics class. I'd asked
for aseries of short answers, and no one seemed to have gotten the third question: What was the most
immediate result of the nava oil reserve scandd?

| thought that would have been smple—the resignation of Interior Minister Fell. | would even have
accepted an answer that claimed it had been the defeat of Speaker Roosevelt's administration. Only four



papers out of twenty-three had either answer. | shook my head. The republic's only major political
scandd of thefirgt third of the century, and the one that had led to the creation of the entire energy
oversght function of the Ministry of the Interior, and no one even remembered or thought it important.

After the environmenta politics quizzes came the essays from my natura resources introductory course.
Sinceit was ageneral education requirement, | expected and got some interesting essays, like the young
man who wrote that detailed measurements of subsurface hydrology were only possbleafter theinvention
of thewater table by Daffyd Browder in 1870. | had to admire hisinventiveness, but | wasn't grading on
gdl or inventiveness.

| didn't get through al the essays before it was time to dress for the reception and concert. All too soon
Llysette and | were Sitting in my red Stanley, because that wasits norma color, unless| flipped the
switch to use the therma paint option. After the reatively short drive down the hill and over the bridge
into Vanderbraak Centre and around the square, | was still able to find a space in the lower car park.

While the clouds had lowered and thickened some, only adight breeze ruffled LIysette's hair aswe
walked toward the music and theatre building that till resembled the physicd training facility it had once
been. The reception wasin the small anteroom off the foyer to the theatre.

We had not stepped more than afew pacesinsde before Katrinka Er Recchus dithered up, if an overly
ample adminigtrator could ever be said to dither. “LIysettel Johan!”

The dean's welcomes had become mogt effusivein the past year, not surprisingly. Her flord perfume was
as pungent as ever, and her auburn hair was pulled back into a bun that seemed to make her eyesbulge
out above the white lace collar.

“Dean Er Recchus.” | bowed.
Llysette offered acharming professiond smile.

“| am so glad to see that you both could make it to the reception. President Waa. had hoped you would
be here, dear Llysette.”

“Missthis| would not,” Llysette said gently.
| don't see Alois,” | added.

“Didn't you hear, Johan? They've called up the New Bruges Guard, and the national commandant wired
Alois, and asked him to serve as acting commander for the second echelon reserves. So he's gone back
to work on weekends.” The dean smiled. “He's pleased that he can till be of service.”

| hadn't seen anything about calling up the Guard, and | read the Post-Courier fairly thoroughly. “When
did this happen?’

“Wadl . . . it hasn't. Not yet. Alois said that the Guard would announceit in the next few days. | shouldn't
be saying much, but I know you would be the last person to tell anyone, Johan.”

| just nodded.
“If youwill excuseme. . .” The dean bobbed her head. “ Here come the van Emsdens.”

Llysette and | eased toward the table holding the punch. Blanding Aastre—the orchestra conductor,
atired in his performance white and black—stood back from the punch bowl, facing Donnel Waa,, the
current president of Vanderbraak State University.



“The artsare important,” Waa. was saying. “ Every student needs awell-rounded education, and that's
just not possible without an understanding of the arts. . . .”

| wanted to laugh. That was his standard line. Whoever he taked to, that was what he said. | glanced at
Llysette, but her smilewas perfectly in place. | rolled my eyes.

“Johan . ..” shemurmured.
“All right,” | replied pleasantly.
Blanding bowed to Waa. aswe neared. “If you will excuse me, President Waa. ...

“Of course, of course. . . | believe you have an orchestrato conduct.” Waa. laughed heartily, then
turned to us. “ Professor duBoise. . . | am so glad to see you. The trustees have been so pleased to hear
about your upcoming concerts.”

“Asaml,” Llysette said softly.

“Wereadl looking forward to another videolink performance. . . .”

“Alas. .. now there are none scheduled.”

“ She has appearancesin Schenectady, New Amaterdam, Asten, and Philadelphia,” | interjected.

“Good . . . very good. The arts are so important, and it's vital that students know how strong our
performing arts program ishere.” His head bobbed almost the way the dean's had. Was that something
they taught adminigtrators, assuming that administrators could learn anything?

Thelightsflicked on and off, and the five-minute bells chimed.

“Y ou will keep meinformed, will you not?” Waa.'s eyes centered back on LIysette, asif | had been
dismissed and immediately forgotten.

“ Maisoui, Presdent Waa.. That | will do.”

The lights flicked again, and we bowed again to Waa., before turning and heading toward the doorsto
the thegtre.

2

Monday morning cametoo early, and with it came a cold mist, not quite rain, but heavier than fog. Asl
guided the Stanley down the drive and onto the narrow road, | could barely see the treesin Benjamin's
orchard beyond the stone fence.

“Another cold winter will we have, Johan.” LIysette shivered ingde her coat.
“Youmay beright.” | paused before asking, “Lunch at Delft'sat quarter past?”’
“Maisoui. That | will need.”

“Youhave...” | couldn't remember the student she taught at eleven, only that she was the one who had



no rhythm and probably wouldn't make it to her junior recita.

“Swest, sheis, but she cannot count, even watching ametronome.” Llysette sighed.
“Y ou don't have so many like that anymore.”

“Non. .. but one, sheistoo many.”

After dropping LIysette off at the music and theetre building, before putting the Stanley in the faculty car
park closest to my office, | headed down to the not-quite-garish red and gold sign that marked the Shell
service tation. Why Columbian Dutch Petroleum had decided on the trade name of Shell, withits
amplistically scalloped edges, rather than keeping the sedate and familiar Standard lamp logo after the
merger between Roya Dutch and Standard had always baffled me, but | supposed it wasamemoria of
sorts. For atime, because of my objections to the merger, 1'd gone to the AmeriSun station, but the
prices were higher, and the service nonexistent.

Almost before | turned off the burners and opened the window, Piet had thefiller hose out. “ Good
morning, Doktor.”

“Good morning, Piet. How isbusiness?’

“Not so good. Columbian Dutch raised their pricesto me again, and so did Dauvaart. Bruno at
AmeriSun said his prices went up more than mine. Shady typesat AmeriSun, if you ask me.” The stocky
station owner carefully squeezed the cleaner onto the windscreen, making sure that the liquid didn't touch
the shimmering red surface of the Stanley's bonnet. “ They're dl shady. Guess you haveto be.”

“I thought they did that two weeks ago?’

“They did. And they did last week, and again thismorning.” Piet finished wiping the windscreen with the
soft cloth that he always used, another reason why | went there to fudl the Stanley. “ That will be
thirty-seven fifty, Doktor.”

The price of kerosene kept climbing, or so it seemed to me, but | handed Piet two twenties. “The best of
luck.”

“I'll be needing that, Doktor.”

After Piet's came the stop at Samaha’s Factorium and Emporium, for my copy of the Asten
Post-Courier. | left my dime on the counter and walked back out into the mist that was threatening to
turninto acolder ran.

Although my environmenta economics course didn't meet until eeven, there waslittle point in sopping by
the post centre, since the mail was never ready until after ten, and | was supposed to be in my office for
office hours no later than ten. So | put the Stanley in the upper car park and made my way to the
remodeled three-story old Dutch Republican house that held the the Department of Political and Natural
Resources Sciences.

Gildaof thefrizzy hair looked up as| walked in. “Don't forget the faculty meeting at four thirty, Doktor

“I wouldn't missit for theworld.” | grinned as | started up the gairsto the third floor—except | would
have avoided it if | could have because there was going to be another fight over Natura Resources 3B.

Onceinsidemy office, | laid out the quiz papers and essaysin their folders for each of my classes before



opening the paper. | couldn't have missed the headline: * Speaker Hartpence Calls Up Guard.”

Federd Digrict (RPI). Defense Minister Holmbek firmly denied that the federalization and mobilization of
four state guards was aresponse to Austro-Hungarian provocation. “ The Austro-Hungarian decision to
send the Firgt Serbian Cavalry to thejoint Austro-Arab base at Basra has nothing to do with the
Speaker's decison. By temporarily federdizing severa state Guard units, we can provide theintensive
training necessary in new equipment and tactics far more quickly than otherwise possible.” Holmbek
repeated the Speaker's assurance that the government did not intend to federalize any additiona Guard
unitsat thistime.

In an action that the defense minister declared entirely unrelated, the House unanimoudly passed an
additiona defense appropriations measure that would procure fifty more Curtiss turbojet heavy
trangports, ten more fast frigates, three additional nuclear-electrosubmersibles of the Hudson class, and
two icebreakers of the Arctic class. . . . Holmbek aso announced the that the new fifteenth and sixteenth
Army divisonswould be trained in cold weather and mountain operationsto remedy “ashortfal in

capability”. . ..

| didn't carefor theimplications either way. A smaller story on page two caught my eye.

Central Northlands (WNS). The fire that laid waste to Columbian Dutch Petro's natural gas processing
facility under construction in Enuak has been traced to an improperly wired ectrical conduit. . . .
Stephanie Der-Radte, speaking for Vander Wad, the congtruction firm, stated, “ Thiswill create some
delays, but we've dready moved in additiona crews to make sure that we can make the contractual
deadlire. .. .”

The plant is designed to turn northlands natural gasinto commercia grade kerosene and turbofud!. . . .
Miss Der Radte also noted that steps have aready been taken to remedy the deficienciesthat led to the
fire and explosion in the second and third conversion plants under construction.

Maybe the story caught my eye because the plant was the first one being built from the plans 1'd obtained
from Deseret, or because of the rapidly escalating price of kerosene, or because building three plants of a
design not implemented in Columbia seemed a bit out of the ordinary. Or, mostly, be cause | wastoo
skeptica to believe in coincidences. The third story was just odd.

. Petersburg (WNS). Austrian tracking ships reported a dawn launch from the Ural research center,
and identified the booster as the secret Perun rocket, rumored to have been in development for more
than a decade. The Audtrian Foreign Ministry decried the launch asaviolation of the High Frontier
Treaty forbidding military use of missiles or the development of military rocketry.

According to the Russan Nava Ministry, the Perun's mission wasto test the lower stage booster to
determineitsfeagbility for launching a Russan satdllite communications system. . . .

How could the Russians even consider asatdllite communications system when half of Russadtill had
minimal or nonexistent wirelink service?

“Johan!” Regner Grimaldi peered in through my open door.



| laughed. “Yes”
“Yeswhat?’' He actualy looked puzzled.

“I will tell our beloved chair that he cannot zero out Natura Resources 3B. Then you and Wilhelm can
argue over who will teach it next semester.”

Regner arched his eyebrowsin an exaggeratedly regal manner, which, for him, asthe heir pretender to
the princedom of Monaco, wasn't difficult. “Wilhem has seen thelight.”

“Youll teech it thisyear?’

“Hewill.”

“Ah. .. therearen't enough junior mgors, and the registrar will zero it out until next year.”
“Johan . . . how could you think that?’ His tone wasn't quite wounded enough.

“| dready checked. Y ou got half the sophomoresinto it last year when you taught it.”
“Only you, Johan . . .” hesaid mournfully. “Only aformer spy—"

“Only you, Regner . ..” | grinned, because Wilhelm had it coming, and because | wasn't sure | could
take another pontification from Wilhelm on the greetness of The University—Virginia, that is, that great
and wonderful creation of theillustrious Thomas Jefferson. “ Only roydty learnstrickslikethat in the
cradle”

“Youwould think | had been borninVienna. . . or St. Petersburg.”

“You're not tall enough for aRomanov, nor autocratic enough,” | quipped back. “ And you don't
appreciate really good singing. Y ou haven't been at ether of Llysettéslast recitals.”

“Asl sad. . . only aformer spy knowswhere everyoneisal thetime. And Tzar Alexander thinksthe
height of musica perfectionis The 1812 Overture or perhaps Boris Godunov. | did seeyour lovely
wife's production of Heinrich Verrackt, you may recal.”

“Youreforgiven,” | answered, “but only if you're there the next time she Sngs.”
“Would | miss such beauty?’

“Yes—if | didn't twist your am.” | only paused for amoment. “And don't say it.” Thelast thing | needed
was to be reminded of my years with the Republic's Sedition Prevention and Security Service. I'd dmost
managed to bury those—until the events of the previous year. Now most of Vanderbraak Centre had
heard something about my years as a Spazi agent, very little of it accurately reported, for which | was
probably better off than if an accurate account had been available and circulated.

Regner grinned, then shook his head, before vanishing.

Not asingle student showed up during office hours. | used the time to set up the next quiz for the honors
coursein Environmenta Studies4A. Then it wastime to march over to Smythe 203 and Environmentd
Economics 2A. | didn't see the two groundskeeping zombies | knew best—Gertrude and Hector—but
that might have been because they were working behind the science building and because the rain and
fog were getting thicker.

While the students were milling in the corridor and filing into the classroom, | went to the ancient



blackboard and laborioudy chalked aphrase oniit: “In atechnological society, the practice of completely
private property cannot exist.”

After the bell rang and most were seated, | pointed to the phrase on the board. “Thisisthe issuefor the
day. Some of you may ask what private property has to do with environmental economics. | suggest you
think about the issue some before asking avariant of that question. I'll give you al aminute or two to
congder theimplications.”

Then | waited for the empty expressionsto fade, glad that there were severa faces on which puzzlement
warred with interest.

“Mister Spykstra. . . what are your thoughts about that concept?” | finaly asked.

“Sr?’ Damien Spykstrawas atall korfball player, agreat defender, I'd heard, but not muchin the
scoring department. He didn't appear able to score in the classroom, either. Hejust looked at me
blankly.

“Migter Ostfels?’

“Ah...your question, sir...wel ... it seemsto say that if we have technology we can't have private
property, but we have technology and private property.”

“I'll accept most of that,” | said mildly. “What about the term ‘ completely private property'?”
“But we do, Doktor Eschbach,” replied Hans Ogtfels. “We're not like New France or Russia.”

“Russia, I'll accept. We are very much like New France in the conceptua and lega fashion in which we
handle property.” | turned and inclined my head. “MissVander Wadl . . . why?’

“We both place restrictions on the use and transfer of property?’

“That's correct. Why might that be?’ | kept looking at MissVander Waal.

“Y ou wouldn't want aprison next to agirls school or . . . apetrol farm beside . . . much of anything.”
“MissRegius. . . what does dl this have to do with economics, environmenta economics?’

Elinor Regiuslooked as helpless asthe star korfball player.

“Isit agood ideato put adairy beside asewage treatment facility?’ | asked. “What doesthat do to the
vaue of the dairy property? Or to the purity of the milk?’

“But we have regulations to keep the milk clean,” pointed out Luciavan Emsden, acousin of the dairy
family, | thought.

“Ah...” | pounced. “So. .. if you have adairy, Miss van Emsden, you cannot run it however you
want?’ | could see afew faces beginning to get aglimmer.

“Doktor Eschbach . . .” Then she stopped. “ That's what you meant by completely private property . . .
that everything anyone does affects everyone e se, and the more technology thereis, the more dangers,
and themoreredtrictions. . . .”

At that point, everyone wanted to get into the discussion, and that was fine with me.

“I'm paying for technology I'm not using because. . .”



“An excusefor taking away persona freedomsandrights. . .”
“Governments alwaysdo that . . . why wehavea Spazi . . .”

There was amomentary silence after that, but | just nodded to another student, and it wasn't long before
they wereat it again.

Intime, | called ahdt to the discussion. “ The next assgnment dealswith external diseconomies. . .
Excuseme, | just read in the journa that the preferred term is now ‘ negative externdities.’ In any case,
you need to know both labelsfor the problem and why society needs to understand and dedl withiit.” |
surveyed the class, the young faces conveying expressions of worry and boredom. “ And yes, externd
diseconomieswill be on tests, in essays, and your mastery of the concept will determine asignificant
fraction of your grade.” | just smiled.

After most had |eft the classroom, | hurried from Smythe down to the post centre, ignoring thefine,
amost ice-like needles that bounced off my head and my black trenchcoat.

Maurice must have seen me coming because he peered out from the window. “Got some more posts for
the lady, Herr Doktor, and some billsfor you.” Maurice grinned at me from behind the window. “And a
fancy one for the both of you.”

“It's about time we got something more than bills. Y ou should do better for us, Maurice.” | couldn't quite
keep the smile out of my voice.

“Wejust deliver, Doktor.”

| took aquick look at the stack, riffling through the envelopes. The first one was addressed merdly to
Mme. Llysette duBoise, Vanderbraak Centre, New Bruges. No address, no box, no street, no postal
code. . . but there it was. Somehow, | doubted that one addressed that way to me would ever arrive.
The only people who knew my name that well were the type from whom I'd rather not receive anything.

The“fancy” one wasfrom the Presidential Palace, and it was addressed to us both.

The Honorable Johan Eschbach

The Most Honored Mme. Llysette duBoise

Aninvitation, it looked like, but the sight of the gold-foiled stationery bothered me. | snorted. Every
invitation we'd recelved from the Presidential Palace had led to troubles. Rewards, dso, but the price for
those rewards had been high.

From the post centre, | climbed the lower hill to the north of the square, up to Ddlft's, and found myself in
thefoyer. Llysette wasn't there, and two couples were standing in front of me.

Victor appeared dmost immediately and beckoned. * Doktor? Will the lady—7"
“I'm expecting her.”
Hesmiled. “1 have the table by the woodstove for you.” Then he offered an even broader smile.

| turned to see Llysette stepping into the foyer and shaking out her umbrellabefore dipping it into the
rack by the |left sde of the doorway.



“Could it snow? Non, icemust fall.” She patted her hair, but I couldn't see that it had been disarranged at
al.

“Y ou look wonderful.”
“Y ou would say such, Johan . ..” She shook her head.
Wefollowed Victor to the table nearest the woodstove.

“Thestove. . . thistable, it isthe best, Victor, and you are so kind.” Llysette's smile would have melted
solidice.

“Itisfor my specia customers.” The proprietor extended two menus. “ The specia today isthe
wienerschnitzel inlemon caper sauce with an Alfredo pasta,” Victor beamed. “It isvery good,
mademoisdle”

“That, | will have, withtea” Llysette smiled and handed back the menu she had barely scanned, but then,
we knew the bill of fare by heart.

“I'd like the specid aso, Victor, with chocolate.”

He bowed, mostly to Llysette, and dipped away.

Only then did | lift the envelope. “We got this”

“Anditiswha?’

“Aninvitation, but | didn't wish to open it becauseit's addressed to us both.”

“I am here” Shelifted her eyebrows. “Y ou may openit.” She spoiled the serious tone with atouch of a
gigglein her last words.

| eased open the outer envelope, and then the inner one, before reading the engraved script.

The President and Mrs. Armstrong
request the honor of your presence
at the Thirty-fourth
Annual Dinner for the Arts
Thursday, November 2, 1995,
at seven o'clock.
Répondez, sl vous plait

| tried not to frown as | extended the invitation across the table.

Llysette took it and read, then looked a me. “I do not have to sing for my food thistime, no?” A twinkle
glimmered in her deep green eyes.

“No one hasmentioned it thistime,” | replied with asmile.
Victor resppeared with my chocolate and Llysette'stea. “Mademoisdlle. . . Doktor . . .”
“Thank you,” | offered.

“Itisawaysapleasure.” Heinclined his head to Llysette. “ Especidly for one who has preserved la



gloire that was France.”
“Thank you, Victor,” Llysette replied quietly.

Victor took two smdl green salads from thetray held by awaiter and dipped them onto the white linen.
“Y our dinner will be soon ready.” With abow and asmile, he turned.

“You haveto be Victor'sfavorite”
“One of them, peut-étre,” she acknowledged.

“More than one of them,” | joked. “But we do get wonderful tables and service, and | oweit dl to you.”
My eyes dropped to the foil-stamped envelope on the table.

“Theinvitation, it worriesyou?’
“Nothing in the federd district happens by accident or without aprice” | said dryly.

“The post?’ Llysette's voice took on anote of concern. “Have they sent you clippings? Y ou have not
heard from Minister Oakes?’

“I don't imagine I'm one of Harlaan'sfavorites.” | laughed, once, reflecting on how I'd inadvertently set
meatters up so that he'd gone from being the president's advisor to the deputy minister in charge of the
Spazi—under an opposition Speaker. “No clippings, either. No briefing materid, but | till worry.”

“We do not haveto attend.” | wasn't about to agreeto that. So | smiled. “ After al theseyears. . . | think
weregoing.”

“Could we stay with Judith and Eric?”’

“They've said we can stay anytime, even if they're not there. I'll wire Eric tomorrow, but I'm sureit will be
al right.”

Victor appeared with our meal's, and the wienerschnitzel and Alfredo combination wasindeed tasty. |
didn't bring up theinvitation again, but | till worried. Nearly thirty yearsin and around government, from
the Republic Nava Air Corpsto the Spazi to being a subminister, had taught me the value of worry.
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Tuesday came and went, and so did Wednesday. On Thursday morning | was Sitting in my second-floor
office at the university, reading the Asten Post-Courier before | got back to work on yet another
quiz—this one for Natura Resources 1A—the introductory course. | glanced toward the small window,
but the way the rain was running down the panes, | really couldn't see anything. So | looked back at the
nationa news section.

Federd Didrict (WNS). “Audtriahas absolutdly no interest in interfering in the affairs of other nations,”
declared Ambassador Schikelgruber upon his return to Columbiafrom Vienna, where he had met with
Emperor Ferdinand for consultations. “We wish aworld a peace, as do al thoughtful peoples.”

| snorted. The Austrian definition of peace was not quite the same as that of other thoughtful peoples. |



wondered if anyone thought of asking the zombiesin the work camps across what had been France and
the Netherlands. Or the Bavarianswho'd thrown their [ot in with Austriamore than a century earlier when
the Swedes had repul sed the attack on Denmark, and who now found themsalves under afar worse
tyrant than the unfortunate Otto van Bismarck ever could have been. Then, Ferdinand's predecessors
had been inteligent enough to coopt the Prussians, so much so that it was probably more accurate to call
it the Austro-Prussian Empire. Especidly since most of the eite military unitswere either Prussian or
trained by the Prussans.

| forced mysdlf to finishthe article.

... theemir of the Arab Protectorate has requested Austrian aid to ensure the sanctity of the lands of the
Protectorate . . . Schikelgruber assured reportersthat Austriawas only rotating individual units and not
increasing total Austrian forces. . .

Just like the movements of Audtrian forces ten years earlier had only been aredeployment. | shook my
head. Strange. . . I'd been in France, and so had Llysette, and neither of us had known the other even
exiged. But that had been in adifferent world.

The other stories weren't much better.

. Petersburg (WNS). Early reports about the casualties from the student protests held at St. Petersburg
Universty were highly exaggerated, according to Kyril Lamanov, minister of communicationsfor thetzar.
“Only one student was killed, and that was because he fell from abacony in the excitement.”
Lamanovinv ited foreign correspondents to tour the university grounds. He pointed out thet if the White
Guard had actudly fired on studentsin the way that had been reported, there would certainly be student
ghodtsvishle. ...

That was true enough. | couldn't imagine there not being ghosts on the grounds of the university if the
tzar's White Guard had actually shot down scores of students. Almost dways, when a self-aware
individua died violently and knowledgeably, there was a ghost formed. Of course, it had taken the Spazi
and Ferdinand's scientists to start meddling and trying to create artificiad zombies by using technology to
remove alive spirit from alive body. Now, athough the Hartpence administration had declared aban on
ghosting and de-ghosting research, | had no doubts that it continued on the dark side of the intelligence
operations. | ill had thefiles|'d lifted from the covert research operation concealed at V anderbraak
State. . . before Branston-Hay's death had forced its closure. And | certainly hadn't told anyone about
certain devices based on that research, not when they'd saved Llysette'slife and minein Deseret.

Inany case, | had the depressing fedling that Russiawas more than filled with ghosts, and that there were
so many that they had afar less mitigating effect than in Columbia. Like many, | wondered if and when
Russiawould ever change, even as the Romanov tzars approached their four hundredth year of ruling.

The next story was closer to home and worried me abit more.

Citie de Tenochtitlan (NFWS). Amid rumorsthat aNew French task group sank an Austrian
submersible off the coast of Venezuela, Marshdl de Gaulle refused to comment directly. “Austrian
submersibles do not belong in the Caribbean,” announced de Gaulle. “1 cannot imagine that there have
been any hereinyears”



Unnamed Republic intelligence courses claim that the carriers Buonaparte and S. Louis used
antisubmarine aircraft and air-launched Perseus torpedoes to sink a submersible less than one hundred
kilometers from the rebuilt Languanillas oil depot. Austrian Minister of Defense Stepan denied that
Austriahad lost any submersibles. . . .

The next story confirmed my concerns.

Federa Didtrict (RPI). Accusing Speaker Hartpence of covering up the critical petroleum shortage facing
Columbiaand the inadequacy of the Republic's nava defense capabilities, Representative Petrice
Alexander (L-MI) today released a controversa anadysis by the Touchstone Ingtitute. The analysis
clamsthat three missing Columbian nava vesselswere not lost to the causes previoudy identified by the
Ministry of Defense, but to hostile covert action by the elements of the Austrian second and fourth
Atlanticfledts. . . .

Speaker Hartpence had no comment. Columbian Minister of Defense Holmbek dismissed the anadlysisas
“flawed sensationdism” and totaly unworthy of comment. . ..

Congresdady Alexander was my favorite Libera, perhaps because she was alway's saying things about
matters that no one wanted reved ed, and perhaps because her efforts had saved my unworthy neck once
upon atime.

Putting it al together, the way | read the news stories, the Austrians had lost asubmersible and didn't
want to acknowledge that they were once again targeting the Venezuelan oil suppliesto New France and
Columbia. Columbiaand New France weretacitly colluding to try to keep Ferdinand'sforces at bay,
and no one wanted any details revealed, probably because the petroleum shortage was so severe that
Columbiadidn't have adequate suppliesfor any sustained hodtilities.

| put down the paper. The news hadn't improved in three days, but it hadn't gotten as bad asit could
have gotten. Y et. But there wasn't too much | could do personally.

The wireset buzzed. | touched the red intercom button and picked up the handset. “Y es?’
“Professor Eschbach, there is a Harlaan Oakes on the wirefor you. Line one.”

My stomach tightened. “ Thank you, Gilda.” | touched the only amber lighted button on the wireset.
“Hdlo.”

“Johan . . . Harlaan Oakes here.”
“What can | do for you, Harlaan?’

“I understand that Lysette and you have been asked to the annud arts dinner. The president asked that |
cal you. Heredly hoped . . . strongly suggested . . . that LIysette be there.”

1] Oh? .. .”
“Johan .. . . | really can't say more, except that | think that L1ysette deservesto bethere.”

Deservesto be there—those were provocative words. “1've amost always trusted your judgment on
matterslikethat.”



“I trusted yours after you came back from the first concert tour in Deseret.”

Harlaan would have to have reminded me about that. “ And you're handling the job far better than your
predecessor,” | replied.

“I don't know that I'm handling the ulcers any better.” Histone was rueful.
“Well bethere.” | blocked thesigh | felt. “What else did you have in mind?’
“Since you're coming to Columbia City in afew weeks, | was hoping you could drop by.”

“I might be ableto do that. . . .” When Harlaan had wanted me to drop by, even when he/d been an
assstant to the president, and not the deputy minister of justice in charge of the Spazi, it had aways
meant trouble. | couldn't imagine that changing. “Y ou have something in mind?’

“Asamatter of fact, | do, but we can talk about it then.”
“Who took your place with the president?’

“Alyster Potts. Y ou knew him years ago, | think.” There wasthe briefest of pauses. “| seethat LIysette
will be doing a concert in February at the Theodore Roosevelt Centre.

Caron and | already have our tickets. She was one of the first to buy the Salt Palace disk.”
“I'm glad shelikesit.”

“Sodol, I haveto admit, Johan. Llysette's quite something, and it would be a shame for more people
not to hear her. Both the president and the Speaker think so.”

| managed not to wince. “ She has anumber of concerts lined up—in between teaching.”

“That's good. There will be more, I'm sure.” He paused, but only fractiondly. “Well . . . thedinner'son a
Thursday. If you could stop by around three that afternoon”?”

“I'll bethere.”

| knew 1'd been right to worry about the damned invitation. Y et not al of what Harlaan had intimated
was bad. Hed redlly seemed ingstent that Lysette attend the dinner. Not me, LIysette. | just wished |
knew what he had in mind. With the state of the world, it could be anything, but war seemed to loom
ever closer, and, in those sorts of matters, what mattered the life and future of aretired spy—or evena
rediscovered diva? And why us?

| stared at the quiz, lying on the desk before me, looking insignificant. Inggnificant or not, | still needed to
reviseit. Also, | needed to talk to Llysette, but that would have to wait until dinner, because our normal
luncheon date had been disrupted. | had to attend an informa [uncheon in the president's conference
room and hear a presentation on the proposed integrated difference engine network that wasto be
ingtaled over the next several months.

Networks | distrusted, either of people or difference engines, but | till had to go, just as, it appeared,
Llysetteand | had to go to the federa didtrict.

[



Therain had subsided to adrizzle by thetime | eased the Stanley to a stop outside the music and theatre
building at six o'clock. Llysette didn't even take out her umbrella. She just marched from the entryway
through the rain to the steamer. Then, she opened the rear door of the Stanley and flung her briefcase and
alarge cloth bag containing papers of some sort into the rear. Without aword, she dammed the rear
door, yanked open the front door, and threw hersalf into the passenger seet. She also dammed the front
door.

“It wasahard day?’
“Difficile, cen'est point . ..” Shedidn't evenlook in my direction.

“Ah...did I do something?’ | asked as| began to guide the Stanley out of the car park and down
toward the square.

“Non ... youitisnot. Doktor Geoffries. . . il est un cochon.”
“What did he do? Tell you that you were agood little girl, but you didn't understand . . .”

“Qui!” She paused, and then two very cold green eyesturned in my direction. | wasn't looking, but |
could fed them. “How did you know, Johan?’ Her voice turned softly cold.

“I didn't. But that's what administrators do when they're caught out, especidly by women, and Dierk's
very traditional.” | decided not to mention Harlaan's cal until later. “What happened?’

“George Dwyer . . . heasked if he could study with me next semester.”

“He's an older student, isn't he? One of Beau Jonn's? | take it that George isn't happy with Professor
Jonn?’ Beaufort Penn Jonn had been alast-minute replacement, hired in haste by Dierk over Llysette's
objections. Onereason Dierk hired him might have been that Beau had studied with acousin of Dean Er
Recchus.

“Not aone of the good male voicesthey are pleased,” snorted my diva

A line of steamers appeared before me, and | had to brake hard as we neared the west side of the Wijk
River bridge. Then we inched forward through therain. Theirregular screaming of asiren ululated just
ahead of the ambulance that rushed past usin the oncoming lane.

“1t must have been abad accident,” | said.

Llysette stopped talking, and we both peered forward through therain. Aswe drew near the far side of
the bridge, | could see the figure of Constable Gerhardt directing steamers past a Reo that had swerved
into the stone wall of the bridge. The constable must have been at it for atime, because hisrather ample
mustaches were definitely drooping from the rain, despite the bill on hiswatch cap.

| swallowed. | could see the crushed frame of abicycle half-pinned between the Reo and sones—and a
shimmering white figure that seemed to shiver in and out of existence just behind Constable Gerhardit.
Beyond the Reo was another bicycle, itsframe aso bent.

“Two of them?” asked Llysette.

“It lookslike the Reo plowed into both of them.” The ghostly figure meant that one of the cyclists had
been killed on the spot, while the other was being rushed to the hospital.



“Onsuch wet roads . . .” Llysette shook her head as we passed the constable and headed toward
Deacon's Lane.

“Therésadwayssomeidiot.” Seeing ghostswasn't that infrequent, but it aways sent achill down my
back, because it meant someone had died violently, knowing they were dying. | didn't want to think
about it, not when | didn't have to, and | returned to the subject we had been discussing. “ So Dierk told
you that this mae sudent couldn't study with you?’

“ Non! | must teach al women, because thewomen at the . . .” LIysette paused.
“At the University of New Bruges?’

“The man who taught voice took a student as amistress. Because troubleisthere, | cannot teach aman
here?’

“Dierk isvery cautious,” | temporized.
“His own shadow would frighten him.”

“S0. .. if you teach more men, Beau would have to teach women to balance the loads, and since heis
young and goodlooking, Dierk worries about some student throwing herself at him?”

“That iswhat he said.”
“Y ou think he doesn't want you teaching any more men?’
“They would learn more, but learning, it does not matter. Hisfears are what matter.”

The steam, figuratively speaking, was no longer shooting out from Llysette's eyes and ears, but | could
sense the smoldering from the passenger side of the Stanley as we turned on to Deacon's Lane and
gtarted up the long hill to the house.

“Ungroscochon. ..” muttered Llysette.
| decided not to say more.
Neither did Llysette.

| eased the Stanley into the long drive, and then stopped as close to the back door of the house as|
could. I'd put the steamer in the car barn later. | carried Llysette's bag and my own briefcase into the
warmth of the house. Marie had to have stoked up the woodstove before she had left. Therewasaso a
pie—apple, from the smal—still cooling on the rack on the counter, and something Smmeredin the
Crock-Pot.

The house, of course, was spotless, asit was on the daysthat Marie had been there. Having a
housekeeper was one of thefew luxuries | had indulged even before we had married.

While Llysette went upstairs to wash up and change, | rummaged around, finding lettuce, awinter tomato
from Forida not quite as hard as a rubber ball, hard yellow cheddar, an apple, and afew other itemsto
combineinto asalad. Then | added two more short logs to the woodstove in the parlor.

When | got back to the kitchen, Llysette was aready there, dressng my impromptu salad. So | hurried
down to the cdllar and pulled out a bottle of a\Washington cabernet that Eric had recommended. After |
uncorked it in the kitchen, | motioned for Llysetteto sit down. | served the stew right from the
Crock-Pot.



“Y ou don't have arecitd rehearsa tonight?’ | asked.

“ Non. Tomorrow night, and Friday.”

“Good.”

“Itisnot good. | will suffer, and the sudents, they will complain.”

“I meant it was good that you don't have onetonight.” | poured LIlysette a healthy glass of the cabernet. |
took a much smaller amount, then sat down and passed the salad bowl to her.

We both were hungry and ate for atime without talking, unusua for us, but | suspected LIysette hadn't
eaten lunch, and I'd had very little of the rubbery chicken served a& Donnel Waa.'sinformal faculty
get-together, probably because my feelings had aternated between boredom and anger. 1'd said almost
nothing, because it wouldn't have done any good. Waa. never met agood idea hed liked and seemed
intent on provingit.

| glanced acrossthe table. L1ysette's plate was empty. So | got up.

“Judt alittle, Johan.”

After abit, | ventured, “Y ou know the arts dinner in the federa district?’

Llysette's oui wasvery wary.

“I got acall today. Someone wanted to make sure you would be there. Not me. . . you.”
“Becauseif | anthere, sowill beyou.” Llysette held her wine glass without taking asip.

“That might be, but | don't think so. Rather, they may want me to be there, but the president wants you
there, especidly.”

“Heismarried, and soam|.” Therewasahint of atwinklein her eyes.
“Not for that reason.”

“Andwho wasit that called you?’

“Harlaan Oakes,” | admitted.

“Theminigter of the Spazi. And what has he to do with the arts dinner?’

“He'sthe only cabinet minister placed by the president, and that meansiif the president wants anything,
hell go to Harlaan when he can. Harlaan also wantsto see me.”

“What does he wish of you?’

“Hedidn't say. He wants me to stop by his office before the dinner.”
“That isnot good.”

“No. But | don't know as| can refuse.”

“Never can we refuse. Would that we could.”

| nodded in agreement with that, and refilled LIysetteswine glass. Then | refilled mine.
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Therainfinaly blew itsdlf out late Thursday, and Friday had comein bright and clear, and colder than
normal for mid-October, with patches of solid black ice on the roads. My morning run through the hills
and lanes was more cautious, and dower. Because of abonnet-boot smash on the east side of the river
bridge, it was almost ten past nine before | dropped Llysette in front of the music building and headed
back to Samahasfor the paper. | didn't even look at the headlines, but eased the Stanley back to the
upper faculty car park. The campus sidewa ks were worse than the roads, and | was muttering by the
time | stepped into the natural resources building.

| wasn't three steps inside the foyer before David appeared. “ Johan? | got your note.”

| frowned. There shouldn't have been any problem in dealing with atwo-day absenceto attend the
presdential dinner. | had aready arranged for my classesto be covered. Still, with David, one never
knew. He closed the door to his office behind me, then settled behind his desk, fingering the meerschaum
pipe he'd given up smoking years before. | took the chair across from him and waited.

“President Waa. wired me yesterday afternoon.”
| nodded, having no intention of saying anything until I knew where David was headed.

“Hewas most concerned that you offered nothing at the get-together on Wednesday. Y ou know that he
vauesfaculty input.”

“Hevaues being ableto say that he offers faculty the opportunity to make suggestions. Can you recdl
the last time he took any faculty suggestion—unless he'd dready proposed it?’

“Johan . . . auniversity must operate on a carefully devel oped consensus.”

“I agree. | just don't see any consensus being developed. | can see an attempt to impose one, but that's
another issue.” | could see the blank expression on David's face. “What do you want? Waa.'sadithering
idiot who never had an origind idea, and couldn't recognize oneif it were delivered to him by an express
steamer and wrapped in red ribbon. | didn't say anything like that. | didn't tell the group that hisideafor
multidisciplinary lecture classes of two hundred students plus wasidiotic. Nor did | suggest that
expanding class sizesfor economic reasons was equally idiotic, Snce one of the biggest attractionswe
offer to incoming studentsis smal classes.”

The blank look was replaced with one of stunned shock.
“Instead, | was qui€t, restrained, and polite,” | pointed out.

“Your . .. atitudeisuncaled for, Johan. The president and dean have been most supportive of both you
and your wife, even at timeswhen . . . well . . . matters were less than conventiond.”

| could fedd my blood pressure rising, but there wasn't any point in saying more. There hadn't been any
point in saying what I'd said, now that I'd thought about it. David and Waa. were cut from the same
mold—ignore redlity, follow tradition, mouth platitudes, and try to save money at the expense of both
faculty and students. Oh . . . and increase adminigtrative codts, staff, and perks, while economizing on
everything dse. “Y ou and they have been very supportive,” | acknowledged. “ And we have reciprocated
by mentioning the university most favorably in many places whereit would otherwise have been



impossiblefor the university to obtain publicity or favorable notice.” | took adow breath. “Y ou may
convey to the president that | was not feding aswell as| might, and, if you would like, | will send abrief
note conveying the same.”

“That would help, Johan. Y ou know that the legidature is talking about reducing state support for the
university sysemthisyear.”

“I'll send anote today,” | conceded.

“I would appreciate that.” David stood. “I look forward to hearing about the arts dinner, and | know the
deanwill as0.”

“I'll give you amemo on the dinner for the file when we get back.”

David nodded, and | dipped out of hisoffice. | even closed the door gently before | headed upstairsto
my own far more modest cubbyhole.

| should have graded the natural resources quizzes, but | wastoo angry. So | turned to my first avenue
for cooling down, and that was the paper. | looked at the lead story.

Agten (NBNS). Asfud and heating oil prices have soared across New Bruges, service station owners
and operators have begun to hear more than the sounds of coinsin ther tills. Phrases like price trupps,
blackmailers, and profiteers. . .

Steamer and hauler drivers don't accept the explanations of the petroleum companies, such asthe
explosons a Venezue an refineries and the reluctance of Japanese consortiato increase exportsto
Columbiafrom Southeast Asa. . .

“They got money for anew building in Asten, don't they?’ asked one customer. . . .

| couldn't read much more of that, but the story below the fold wasn't much better.

Federa Didtrict (RP1). “The Speaker isnot considering increasing conscription levels or recaling soldiers
and airmen recently released from active duty. Thereis absolutely no truth to that rumor,” stated Defense
Minister Holmbek. Holmbek was reacting to anews report first aired by Trans Medias federa didtrict
subsidiary WFD that the Speaker would soon put before the House a measure to increase conscription
levels and to extend terms of service for reservists now serving.

Holmbek aso denied that the federdization and mobilization of two additional state air guardswas
anything other than a need for advanced training. “ The transfer of the Austro-Hungarian First and Third
Elite Cavdry to the border west of the Russian town of L'V ovhad nothing to do with the Speaker's
decison. ...

Somehow, | recaled reading something else dong that line not too long before. | hadn't believed it then,
either. After reading just those stories, | suddenly wasn't terribly angry a David and Waa.. Disgusted, but
not angry. The world was tottering closer to conflict and confiagration, and the two of them were
wondering how they could water down education more and get away with it, when a decent universal
education might be the only long-term hope for anyone.

| shook my head and opened the folder with the natural resources quizzesin them.
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Over the next week, | kept looking in the post for envel opes with briefing materiads, theway Minigters
Van Becton and Jerome had sent them to me when they had run the Spazi. Not an envelope, nothing. On
Wednesday, | offered an official RSV P, and then, on Saturday morning, before noon, while Llysette was
practicing in the parlor, | forced mysdf to St down before the wireset in the study to finaly call Eric and
Judith. I'd checked with Llysette twice. It was till strange, but she had no problems staying with them,
and they aways seemed glad to see us.

“Judith? Thisis Johan.”

“It'sgood to hear from you. With Eric handling dl of LIysette'slegd work, | dmost never hear from you.
Y ou're coming down for the presdent's arts dinner? Both of you?’

“Does the whole world know?’

Judith laughed. “It could be. Marjorie Rusterman wired, wanting to drop in when Llysette was here.
She's got adaughter who wantsto sing. Nancy Nollen called aso. Eric even got acal from Dmitri
Volkogonov, asking when Llysette would be snging in the federd didrict.”

“Volkogonovitch? Should | know something about him?’

“Volkogonov,” Judith corrected me. “He'sthe military attaché at the Russian embassy. Eric sees him now
and again. | met him at areception at their embassy once. We got invited because Eric's firm handles
commercid legal work for PetroRus. He even knew who Llysette was, and who you were. He said you
were alucky man.”

“I am, but that amazes me. Eric'sinvolved in everything.”

“Not everything.” After apause, she went on. “Would you two like to stay with us? That's why you're
cdling, it it?’

“Yes, | haveto confess. | put it off, because. . . it'sjust . . . | fedl strange.”

“Wed loveto have you. Llysette's such adear, and | can't tell you how much | enjoyed hearing her play
and sing the last time you came.”

“You don't haveto twist my arm.” | laughed. “If you're sure, well be down on the Wednesday afternoon.
Well take you and Eric out to dinner then. It'sthe least we can do.”

“I won't turn that down. Well be looking forward to it, and | won't tell Nancy. If you remember, you
could bring abrochure that tells about the school and the music program.”

“Llysette's department put out something this summer.” | wrote anote on my “to do” pad.

After | finished talking to Judith, since Llysette wouldn't be practicing that much longer, | went into the
kitchen and studied the refrigerator, finaly deciding that | could rejuvenate the potato soup and add
bread and a salad. We'd need something to eat before driving down to Zuider. We needed odds and
ends that no one in Vanderbraak Centre carried. 1'd thought 1'd stop by my old friend Bruce's
establishment, just to see the latest in difference engine technology, and to say hello.



By the time LIysette stopped practicing and peered into the kitchen, everything was ready.
“A hot soup will be good.”

“It'snot that cold out.” Grinning, | gestured outside to the bright—if cold—sunlight.

“You mock me.” She offered a pout that wasn't even an attempt at real hurt or anger.
“Only because | liketo tease you. Y ou're cute.”

“Likethe baby ducks, no?’

| winced.

She laughed and dipped into the chair.

| served the soup, then the salads and the hot bread, and sat down across from her.

“Eric and Judith said they'd be happy to haveus,” | finaly said, as| finished the soup. “Isthat dl right
withyou?’

Llysette laughed. “ Three times now you have asked. Y ou wish | should say no?’

Shetook somethingsfar better than | would have—such as my friendship with Elspeth's sister and her
husband. Very few women would be comfortable staying with her husband's former in-laws, but after
what Llysette had been through, she seemed far more focused on what she found important—her singing
and teaching, and, thankfully, me.

“The problem with Beau Jonn, you recall?” asked Llysette.

“That Dierk wants him to teach mostly men?'Y ou weren't too happy about that.”
“ Non. We may have alarger difficulty, now.”

“What'sthat?’

“He belongsto the reserve forcesin Ohio.”

“Isthat one of the units the Speaker is mobilizing? Does that mean you'll have to teach both his men and
your studio? Until the end of the semester, anyway?”

“I would judgeyes.” Llysette shrugged. “ Thereislittle we can do if he must go.”
| stood and began to gather the dirty dishes. “ Do you ill want to go to Zuider?’
“There are no stockings here.”

“No water filters, either.”

We both laughed and finished the dishes together. While Llysette was gathering her jacket and purse and
whatever else, | pulled on my trench coat and stepped out into the bright afternoon and brisk wind that
had begun to gtrip the leaves from the trees and strew them across the lawn. | eased the steamer out of
the car barn and turned it around, then went insdeto tell Llysette. She was already standing in the foyer
at the foot of the steps. She glanced up the stairs, with alook | didn't recognize.

“Areyou dl right?’



“I anfine” A faint smile crossed her lips. “There aretimeswhen .. . . there, | look, and expect to see
Carolynne.”

“I' know. Sometimes, | il haveimages, thingsthat she must have seen, that | never did.”
“Moi auss.”

Then, it was strange, and probably aways would be, to have the memories of aghost who had haunted
the house for generations before | was born, and even stranger to know that LIysette and | shared those
memories of aperson neither of us had ever been or known, except asaghost. But, then, that had only
been one of the results of my desperate early attempts with ghost handling, and far from the worst. | till
had scars on my shoulder from LIysette's nearly too successful attemptsto kill mewith aluger, but |
wouldn't have given them up for anything.

“Pauvre femme. . .”
We stepped outside, and | locked the deadbolts.

| whistled afive-note unfinished melody, just to be perverse, as| drove the Stanley out onto Deacon's
Lane. Llysette ebowed me, but she smiled.

One of Benjamin's sons, Luke, | thought, waved as we headed down the hill toward Route 5. Before
long | found mysalf behind another of the ubiquitous van Emsden milk haulers, with along line of traffic
headed north. It was definitely going to be adow trip to Zuider.

“How's the Poulenc coming?’ | asked.

“Thereisonepart . .. butitisamost ready, not like the Rachmaninov.”
| hadn't redlized she was even working on a Russian piece.

“Itis. .. plusdifficilequej'ai crois. .. "

We talked about what songs she planned for the concerts ahead, and | finally got around the hauler, and
passed Three Loon Lakes, just after the point where the road turned from the Wijk River and headed
due east. The closer we got to Zuider, and Lochmeer, the lesstraffic there was.

Bruce's establishment was on the west side of Zuider, well away from the lake, identified only by the
smple LBI logo. The only steamer in the small car park behind the building was the ragtop Olds that was
Bruce's. Sometimes, | wondered about the oddities of things. Both Reos and Oldsmobiles were popular
vehicles, but Ransom Olds had created both companies. Hed lost the first through financia chicanery,
and yet had persevered to create the second.

Bruce must have seen us coming, because he actually opened the door—for LIysette, athough hewas
gracious enough to keep holding it for me. He still bowed to LIysette after we entered. “It isalwaysa
pleasure.” Heturned to me questioningly. “'Y ou don't need insurance, specia equipment, miniature
devices?’ Hiseyestwinkled.

“Not today,” | replied. Bruce had provided dl of the above, dthough hisreference to insurance referred
to adifferent type—hiswillingnessto distribute certain information should anything happen to me. Then,
we'd known each other for nearly twenty years, back to atime when wed both served in the Spazi.
Bruce had been in the technical side, and had left earlier, and more wisdly, but 1'd needed the government
insurance for Elspeth. “We're shopping for more mundanethings. . . water filters, sockings, conservative
cravats. But you did say | should stop by and see what else you had in the way of difference engines.”



Heled usto a spotless workbench in one of the rear rooms, where a difference engine, without its cover,
sat next to ascreen. “Herésaversion of the newest Sl modd. It could handle three of your specia
requirements at once.”

“That isimpressive. I'll kegp that in mind.”

“If you got it now,” Bruce added, “you wouldn't be calling me to ask for theimpossiblein aweek's
time”

| laughed; Llysette smiled. Then | stopped laughing. Bruce never said anything without areason. “What
do you know?’

“Nothing that you don't.” He shrugged. “| read the papers. Matters are getting tight. When that happens,
people look for experts with experience. Y ou have expertise and experience, and you're unfortunately

loyd.”

“That isunfortunate?’ asked Llysette.

“When a government needs someoneit can trug, it is”
“So, wizard technical expert, where are they sending me?’

Bruce laughed. “How would | know?1 can tdll you that it will be someplace where they can't send
anyonedse”

“You must be having hard times;” | replied, “if you'retrying to scare apoor university professor into
buying the latest e ectrofiuidic technology.”

“| do haveto stay in business,” Bruce pointed out.
“I'll contribute,” 1 said. “Fix it up with what you think | need, and then add more.”
For thefirst time, Bruce did look surprised. “Johan. . . | didn't mean...”

“I know, but I've needed a better machine for awhile.” What | wasn't saying wasthat I'd learned along
time ago that Bruce was an optimist. Things were usually worse than he figured.

“Why don't you bring down the specid items | madefor you, then,” he suggested. “I'll look them over,
and seeif perhaps| can't improve them.”

Llysette looked from Bruce to me, and then back to Bruce. “ Y ou aretwo just dike.”
“I learned it dl from Johan,” Bruce replied, deadpan.

“After | first learned it from him,” | countered.

“ Asserl”

We both smiled. After amoment, so did Llysette.

“I'll et you know when the machineisready,” Bruce promised.

“Thank you.”

With that, Llysette and | went off to find more harmlessitems, like water filters and stockings, and | tried
to forget what Bruce had said.
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On Sunday, Llysette and | were even virtuous enough to attend the Dutch Reformed service, wherel
enjoyed Klaus Esterhoos's sermon about “immeasurable compassion,” theideathat caring for others
shouldn't be weighed by time spent, intengity of fedings, or quantifiable results, because such caring had
an effect beyond the present and cal cul able results and because measuring compassion defeated its very
purpose. That kind of sermon wasthetype | liked, perhaps because | preferred goodness and ethics that
could stand without deistic support. Unhappily, Sunday didn't last, and the week began damp and
uneventful, before the sun returned on Wednesday.

Bruce did wondersin his procurement efforts, and on Thursday afternoon | left right after my
Environmentd Politics 2B course and drove down to Zuider to pick up the new Sl1 difference
engine—and to drop off the calculator and hair dryer that were more than just what they seemed to be
for Bruceto overhaul and improve. Then | drove right back to Vanderbraak Centre through morerain,
hard bullet-like drops from the dark clouds that had gathered from nowhere while | had talked to Bruce.

While | wondered about the arts dinner, and worried about my meeting with Harlaan, | couldn't very well
wire Harlaan and demand the explanation held aready refused to give me. So | taught and fretted, and
went on with life. I'd set up the new Sl difference engine beside the first in my study and began to edit
and trandfer files.

The next Monday, | was back in Zuider, in the early evening, while Llysette was giving extratime to one
of her upper level students who was preparing for arecital. Normally, Bruce and his brother Curt closed
at six, except on Fridays, but Bruce had agreed to meet me. That bothered me alittle aswell, but Bruce
had away's been accommodating.

With that faint smile he gave when he had more on his mind than he wanted to reved immediately, Bruce
escorted me back to his own laboratory-workroom. He closed the door.

“I'm not that secretive, Johan, but someone ese might decide I'm open if they saw us, and that createsill
fedingsif | don't answer their knocking when they seeme.”

| understood that. It was like refusing to talk to a student, even if you were late for class.

“Herewe are.” Bruce gestured to the items Sitting on the green cloth at one end of hisworkbench, which
was piled high with equipment even | couldn't recognize.

Four of theitems| recognized, because I'd brought them to Bruce the previous Thursday. One looked
like apocket caculator, and two of the otherslooked like ballpoint pens, except they were specia
projectors Bruce had made for me when we had gone to Deseret. When the pens went into the
decorative dots on the sides of the device and the del ete key was pressed, the calculator became a
zombification device, or aghost-removal projector. The same wastrue of the hair dryer, except it took
two switches to turn the hair dryer into aghosting weapon. The pens, caculator, and hair dryer
functioned asthey should, otherwise.

“What did you do to them?’ | asked. “The caculator and the dryer look the same.”

“More powerful storage cells, abit better projection coils,” Bruce replied. “ They were in good shape,



and it didn't take much to upgrade them.”

Thedevicel didn't recognize looked like an antique fountain pen, faintly bulbous, and yet distinguished in
itsbulk and style. The casing was black, chased with gold swirls. “What'sthat?’

“The same asthe caculator, except it's an emergency, single-jolt zombifier. One battery, onejolt, maybe
asecond wesk jolt, but you don't have to fiddle with anything.”

| Sghed. “What do you know that | don't?’

Bruce amiled. “Not athing. Or not much. Someone's monitoring the LBI wiresets, and it's through the
circuits at New Bruges Telewire, from what we can determine. There have been severa gentlemen, and
even alady, of the type we both recognize, who have been observing us. Ergo . . . you mean alot to
someone.” He fingered his beard. “What do you know?’

“I don't. The only contact either of us has had was one wireset call from the present head of our previous
agency. He practically indsted that Llysette had to go to the artsdinner . . . said she deserved it. Then he
asked meto drop infor achat.”

Bruce winced. “ Do you have any ideas about what he hasin mind?’
“None. No mysterious briefing materias, no wireset cdlls. . . nothing.”

“They have avery big problem, Johan. So big that they don't want anyone to know, or have any idea of
what it is. They adso can't use any existing agent, for some reason.” His smile turned crooked. “ They need
the best, and you were among the best.”

“Thank you. That'sadigtinction I'd like to put behind me.”
“So would they, but they don't have any choice. And they need both of you.”
| nodded dowly.

“I'mglad | beefed dl thisup.” Bruce gestured toward the gadgetry. “1'd carry the big pen with you al the
time. Replace the battery once amonth, whether you've used it or not. And . . . remember . . . if you
have a choice, don't use these where someoneis using radio or videolink equipment nearby. The
harmonicsin some of the frequencieswill create arather large burst of static on most equipment.”

“You didn't tell methat before.”
“I didn't think about it. Y ou're the one who did the origind designs, remember?’

“Y ou would remind me.” Actudly, the late Professor Branston-Hay had come up with the basics with his
dark-side research, and I'd pirated them just before his Spazi-arranged * accident.”

“Y ou could have been avery good designer,” Bruce said. “ Y ou see formulae and figures and your mind
comes up with gadgets. | just refine them.”

“Y ou've come up with more than afew of your own, as| recdl.”

“Don't remind me.” Bruce glanced toward the door. “Y ou'd better go. If | have any other idess, I'll let
you know.”

“Andif | do, I'll be back.”



“That's what we both should be afraid of,” he returned with his off-center smile.

| just nodded. Bruce aways got the last word. So | clipped the bulbous pen into my shirt pocket and
eased the rest of the equipment into the small box Bruce had set out. The drive backwould belong
enough, with more than enough time to worry about what he'd pointed out.
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For nearly two weeks, setting up the new equipment tookall my freetime, what with transferring my files,
overt and hidden, from the older Sl modd to the new one. Then | ended up having to program more
thingsthan I'd ever thought because improvementsin difference engines are not dways astime-saving as
their creators believe.

By that time, 1'd thought that | might have been able to dismiss Bruce's concerns. But the events
conveyed by newspaper headlines and stories, while not worsening noticesbly, were not improving,
ether. My indtincts, and paradoxically, the continuing silence from Harlaan Oakes, convinced methat |
had best refresh and improve my understanding of that subject about which | was one of thefew living
practitioners.

| had once thought, foolishly, that I'd be done with ghosting and de-ghosting technology and projections
and creation, and all the other ramifications of the Spazi research undertaken by the late and unfortunate
Professor Branston-Hay. But the eventsin Deseret had disproved that. | might be wrong, but | decided
to do abit more research into the technica ghost-related files and materia | had.

Because L lysette had severd students doing recitas later in the year, she ended up going into the
university several nights each week. There wasn't much | could do to help LIysette with the recital
preparation, except make sure she got fed and rested, but it did leave me more time to learn about the
new machine. . . and, after that, set it up for “ghost” operations and to alow me to lookinto some
additiond possibilities. | till had a“ghost” profile of Carolynne, and | kept that saved and safe, but |
wasn't about to project it. Who knew what might happen? Conceivably, | might even partly zombie
mysdlf or Llysette,

| dso had the compressed files of the ghost of justice I'd worked on, and | could use that asapossible
gtarting point to see about improving projection capabilities, except | would have to change that radicaly
if I wanted to avoid the slfzombie problem. So | did, first replacing the image with that of aNorse
barbarian, because | had agood illustration from something called The Dark Hammer . Then, using the
actual interna structure of thereal Carolynne's scan, | created al the supporting details. Theideawasto
replicate what 1'd donein Deseret without overloading and destroying the equipment, as had happened in
the Saint Tabernacle. While there might be arough equivaency in destroying a difference engine and the
field projection equipment for each ghost projection created, it wasn't the sort of equivalency auniversity
professor could afford.

That was how | found mysdlf sitting in my study on aWednesday night, aweekbefore we wereto leave
to go to the federal district, looking at amass of code, an improved—I thought—projection cone, and
wondering if | really wanted to do what | was about to do. Finally, | fed power into the cone and entered
the execution codes.

Thehazy mist formed right in front of the French doors, the whiteness of theinitidly indigtinct form made
sharper by the darkness outside. Then, | could begin to see two figures—one the Viking-like warrior,



and asofter, smaller form that was vagudy familiar.

| swallowed and flipped the difference engine's power switch—as quickly as| could.
For amoment both figures lingered, then dowly faded.

| tooka very long and deep breath, glad | was till mysdlf.

Once again, | wasin over my head. If what 1'd seen happened to be what | thought 1'd seen, the
structural arrangement of projected data was asimportant asthe dataitself, and by using the structure of
Carolynne'stemplate, I'd dmost recreated the ghost of aghogt.

So | went backto Branston-Hay'sfilesagain . . . but the materid | had didn't mention anything about
what | thought of asthelattice-structure effect. | tried an arrangement based on the ghost of justice
structure, but with modifications, and | got a Viking warrior squeezed into adumbbell. Another
rearrangement got me atrapezoid, and | was getting the impression that | was either going to need to be
very lucky or find atext on topographical mathematics, but still hadn't figured out aworkable structure
when | saw the headlamps and heard LIysette's Reo.

She was dready easing the Reo into the car barn, but | went out and opened her door. “How did it go?’
“Commeci, commeca. .. butl antired.”

| closed the car barn doors, and we walked through alight but cold wind to the steps and into the house.
“Tresfatigué?” | tookher coat and hung it in the closet in the front foyer.

“Qui ... therecitd, it will be good, if they progress asthey are, but never do they understand until the
last how much effort, it isrequired.”

“That'strue of students everywhere, | think. | was like that once.”
“Non. .. | thinknot.”

| wasn't about to arguethat. | knew | had been, whatever she said, but trying to convince aloving spouse
that I'd been an impatient idiot sudent was alosing proposition. So | merely asked, “Would you like
some chocolate, or some wine?’

“My heart longs for the wine, and my head saysthe chocolate. The chocolate, | think.” A smile—half
impish, haf tired—followed her words.

| eased my Singer into achair a one end of thetable. | hadn't been terribly successful in rejuvenating my
ghogt-rel ated equipment and skills, and | couldn't help with recitals, but | could make good Dutch hot
chocolate—if abit swest.

<o)

Another weekend came and went, with more late student recital rehearsalsfor LIysette, more quizzes and
testsfor me, more silence from Harlaan, and only margina improvementsin my effortsin improving my
ghost-cregtion operations. Before either of us knew it, it was Wednesday again, and | was packing
vaisesinto the Stanley well before dawn for the drive to Lebanon to pickup the Quebec Expressto New



Amsterdam.

The sun was shining through abright blue fal afternoon sky when we stepped out of the Baltimore and
Potomac station on the north side of the Mdll inthefederd didrict. | was carrying my valise and the long
hanging bag that held LIysette's gown and my black-and-white evening wear for the dinner. Therewere
more cabs than norma, and we found oursalves being hel ped into another of the ubiquitous darkblue
Piet's Cabs.

“Whereto, sir?’ asked the square-bearded cabbie, who wore a brown vest and ayellow cravat.
“Upper northwest. Spring Valey. Sedgwickjust off Forty-seventh and New Bruges.”
“That'saminimum of seven now, Sr.”

“When did that happen?’ | asked, showing aten. The year before the minimum had only been five, and
that had been adoallar increase from the year before.

“Last month, Sir. The kerosene price increases, you know.”

The cabbie checked the valises in the boot, then closed the doors, and we were soon headed west on
Condtitution Avenue, passing the Dutch Masterswing of the Nationa Gallery, my own béte noire, snce
the Congress had accepted the design despite my artistic and environmenta objectionswhen I'd been
subminister. But then, the post had almost been given to me as compensation for Elspeth's and Waltar's
deathsin the Nord affair, and few had expected me to take the position serioudy. I'd no sooner gotten
myself taken serioudy than the Hartpence administration had been swept into officein the electionsasa
result of popular revulsion, and I'd retired to Vanderbraak Centre.

At Llysette's suggestion, we did stop at the Ghirardelli Chocolatiers off Dupont Circle to pickup abox
for Judith and Eric. Embassy Row wasllittle changed. The section of sidewalkin front of the embassy of
Chung Kuo was 4till cordoned off, dthough in the bright sunlight | couldn't see the ghosts of the
Vietnamese monks who had immolated themsel ves there nearly fifteen yearsearlier.

When we got out of the cab in front of Eric and Judith's, Judith was waiting on the front porch, her silver
hair cut shorter than | recalled. She was wearing a blacksuit, with ared and silver scarf, asif shed just
come from the gallery, which she probably had.

| let Llysette tender the chocolates while | paid the cabbie and struggled with the luggage.

“Y ou shouldn't have,” Judith protested, but her gray eyes sparkled. She was pleased. She followed us
ingde the Tudorinfluenced dwelling, into the two-story foyer and under the crystal chandelier.

“I can take these upstairs,” | said to them.
“You are certain, mon cher?” asked Llysette.

“Let him,” suggested Judith, with alaugh. “ Every man needsto do something to prove he's still masculine
and vigorous, and Johan's ftill young enough that he hasto proveit.”

“For now,” | quipped back, before heading up the wide stairsto the second level. After laying out the
valises, and unpacking the hanging bag so that our formal wear wouldn't get morewrinkled, I came
downdairs. Llysette was Sitting at the table in the nook off the kitchen, and Judith was preparing
chocolate and tea.

“While I'm getting this ready, therésa story in the Columbia Post-Dispatch that you ought to read,”



Judith said. “It's about the dinner. | saved it for you. It's over on the counter there.”

| skimmed over the boilerplate of the introduction, about speculation over the awards for achievement
and then the quotes from al the notables about the need for support of the fine arts, before | got to the
part that concerned us.

“Among the distinguished attendees will be the Russian violinist Solomon Volkov, who recently fled
tzarist Russia, and Llysette duBoise, the former First Divaof Old France. Her recent performances have
electrified audiences, and her Salt Palace diskthreatensto break al recordsfor arecording of asinglelive
classca performance. She will be accompanied by her husband, Johan Eschbach, former minister in the
Vandenburg adminigtration. An expert in environmentd technology, Esch bach isvon Behn Professor of
Natural Resources at Vanderbraak State University. . . .”

Actudly, | was officidly the von Behn Professor of Applied Politics and Ecology, but | could see that
whoever had written the story had wanted to emphasize my technical expertisein ecology, not my
technical expertisein other areas. AfraBehn would have understood, | thought.

| passed the paper to Llysette.

She read through the article dowly, then looked up. “Johan . . . if so many of these disks| am sdlling,
why arewe not rich?’” Again, there was the glint of humor in the deadpan delivery.

“Two reasons,” | replied, equally deadpan. “ There are very few recordings of classicd live
performances. That means you can breakrecords and still not make alot of money. And second, the
contracts say that you don't get paid until Sx months after each accounting period. So. . . if you'rerich,
wewon't gart finding out until next April.”

Both women amiled as Judith seated hersdlf in the chair with her backto theidand.

After waiting for Llysetteto lift her cup, | tookasip of the chocolate from the heavier mug. “It'svery
good.” It was, asaways, but | would have said so in any case. “And I'll try not to eat al the butter
cookiesthistime.”

“Y ou don't lookso nervousthistime. Things are much easier thisyear?’
“Not totaly,” | admitted. “ Harlaan Oakes asked me to stop by tomorrow afternoon.”
“The new Spazi director?’ asked Judith.

| nodded. “He used to be a special assistant to President Armstrong. Y ou might say that Llysette and |
got him hisjob.”

“Y ou never mentioned that,” Judith said. “ Then, there's dways been agreat dedl you haven't mentioned.”
Sheamiled at Llysette. “ That istrue of you aswdll, | have this suspicion. Both of you keep secretswell,
so well that unless you want something known, itisn't.” Sheshrugged. “And. .. no. .. | don't know
anything that might bear on Minister Oakes and you two.”

“Harlan didn't say anything at dl, just that he wanted to seeme.” | paused. “He was very insstent that
Llysette be at the arts dinner.”

“That would make sure you were there.”

“ Exactement,” murmured Llysette.



“I dill thinktheré's areason they want you there,” | told Llysette.

“Moi . .. | thinknot, except as an adornment.”

| had my doubts, but just asked, “How is Suzanne doing?” “

Sheand Alex love Savannah. We went down there last month. It'sfar too hot for me.”

How long we had been talking, | wasn't certain, but 1'd been through three cups of chocolate when the
door opened and Eric stepped into the kitchen.

| stood. “We're here, looking for lodging at the best place in the federd district.”

“Y ou're welcome, but in the wrong placefor that.” He laughed. “ Thistime, you came with fewer portents
of trouble”

“Therés not anything elsein the paper?’ | asked Eric. “Or any other media?’

“Not that I've seen.” My former brother-in-law grinned.

“Where would you like to go to dinner?’ | asked. “It'sour treat.”

“What kind of food would you two like?” countered Judith, her eyes on Llysette. “French?’
“A good French medl . . . that would be most enjoyable.”

“How about Les Myrmidones?’ asked Eric. “It's not that far. It's quiet and very good.”

| looked at LIysette. She nodded.

“Let mewirethem.” Eric walked over to the wireset, then flipped through the directory.
Judith rose and collected my mug and the cups, and the chocolate pot and tegpot.

“The nameis Elsneher, four of us. . . infifteen minutes?” Eric hung up the wireset and turned with a
smile. “They can take us now. Later would betight. Y ou don't mind, do you?’

| shookmy head.
“| |eft the steamer outside,” Eric added.

| reclaimed LIysette's coat and my own blacktrench coat, and we preceded Judith out the side door to
the rear drive, where Eric stood holding open arear door to his steamer.

“Isthisnew?’ | asked, raising my eyebrows, as| looked over the deeksted gray lines of the Stanley,
athough it wasn't just a Stanley, but the Broadmoor luxury sedan.

“Ah...yes” Eric'sboyish grin was sheepish.
“The older they get,” observed Judith, “the more expensve the toys.”
“ Et comment,” seconded Llysette.

It was my turn to offer a sheepish smile as| thought about my new and al-too-expensive SlI machine. |
helped Llysette into the large and luxurious rear seat, then shut the door for Judith and climbed in
backmysdf.



“We can takabout it later at the house,” Eric said as he eased the Stanley onto Sedgwickand around the
corner onto Forty-seventh, “but Trans Media sent another contract. An addendum, really, but it covers
sdesin South Americaand in Audralia. There's an advance cheque aswell. Nothing huge, but sgnificant.
Five thousand.”

Llysette looked at me and rolled her eyes. To us, five thousand was still alarge sum.

“I know it sounds large, but the cover |etter estimates that next year's roydties from South Americaaone
will befiveto ten timesthe advance. Hartson Jamesisredly behind Llysette.”

| hadn't much cared for the way that the mediatype had looked at LIysette, but he'd dways been a
gentleman, and held certainly been more than fair in his business dedlings, according to Eric and my own

fedings

“He should. So should Maestro Lockhart,” offered Judith. “He's the new conductor of the Columbian
Nationa Symphony.”

I'd never heard of Lockhart, but, then, before LIysette, I'd heard of almaost none of the renowned
performers or conductors, and | was ill learning.

Les Myrmidones was more toward Chevy Chase, off Northlands, just outside the border of the federa
digtrict. Eric looked abit reluctant to turn histoy over to the parking valet, but compromised with alarge
tip. “Takevery good care of it.”

“YS, S'r!n

Thefoyer of the restaurant was paneled in darkwood on two sides, and the panels were bordered by
heavy darkblue velvet hangings, edged in gold. In the center of each of the wooden panelswas an
angular Greekwar rior bearing ashield, and in the center of the shield was a stylized golden ant, outlined
in black.

“Welcometo Les Myrmidones.” The maitre dhotel gave awell-practiced smile, and his eyesflicked
across each of usin turn, lingering on LIysette fractionaly longer, unsurprisingly to me, since she looked
gunning in the pae green traveling suit.

“Elsneher . .. | had cdled earlier.”
“Ah...yes If youwouldfollow me..."

After the maitre d'hotel settled usin acorner table, atal dark-haired waiter appeared with menus and the
winelig. “Perhaps something to drink?’

“Inamoment,” Eric suggested.

“Yes, mongeur.” Thewaiter bowed, hiseyestaking in LIysette, before he dipped past the empty tables
toward the foyer, where he murmured something to the maitre d'hotdl, who in turn stiffened, momentarily,
then smiled broadly and vanished, only to reappear at our table.

“MademoisdleduBoise. . .,” he held up acopy of the Sdt Pdace disk. “ Y ou are she, are you not?’
Llysette nodded modestly.
“ Magnifique! Would it troubleyou . . . mademoisdlle. . .” He extended the diskand a pen.

“Inscrivez a avous?’



AlLes Myrmidones, sil vous plait.”
AsLlysete sgned the disk, | leaned toward Eric and murmured, “Did you two set thisup?’

Eric grinned. “Much as1'd like to be able to reassure you that | did, Johan, | didn't. You'rejust going to
have to get used to being married to a celebrity.”

That | could get used to, or hoped | could. But | still couldn't help worrying about the next day, and what
Harlaan wanted.
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The devatorsin the Sedition Prevention and Security Service building till smelled of disinfectant, and the
carpet leading into the deputy minister's office remained dark rust-red, not quite darkfaded blood-red.
The pinch-faced clerk peered over the wireline console a me, just as she had in two previous
encounters, and | dmost could have been persuaded it was ayear earlier and | was headed in to see
Minister Jerome. But | wasn't.

“Minister Oakes expects you, Minister Eschbach. You may goonin.”

“Thankyou.” That | wasbeing called “minister” again worried me, but | stepped through the half-open
door.

“Johan!” Harlaan stood from behind the deskand greeted me with a smile. His square goatee was grayer
than when we had last met, in asecure limousine on LIysette's and my return from Deseret. “ Y oure

looking good.”

“Soareyou.” | closed the door and settled into the uphol stered wooden armchair across the deskfrom
him. “What do you have in mind? Y ou don't do courtesy visits.”

“Good old Johan . . . dwaysthe same.” He grinned. “We have aproposition for you. Or rather, for you
and your tented and charming wife.”

“What sort of proposition?’

“A performancefor thetzar of Imperid Russia, as part of acultura exchange dready set up by the
Minigtry of State. Thefeeisfifteen thousand Columbian dollars, plusturbojet transport on Republic Air
Corps Two to and from S.

Petersburg, residence in the Embassy's guest quarters, and whatever trinkets the tzar or histzarinamight
add. A gate dinner, and asingle performance in the refurbished Mariinsky Thestre.”

“And?’

“Y ou provide some technical assistance.” | worried about exactly what kind of technical assistance.
“WM!

“Y ou've followed the news about the Austrian stranglehold on the Persian Gulf il supplies, the polite
refusal of the Japanese to increase their petroleum exportsto us, and the rising pricesfor petroleum
products herein Columbia?’



| nodded and waited.

Harlaan extended a single sheet. “Y ou know about thefire at the northlands kerosene conversion
plant—the one you obtained the plans for? Here's some background.”

More background was exactly what | didn't want. “It wasin the paper.” | skimmed the sheet. Whilethe
newspapers had reported it asan industria fire, Harlaan's report made it very clear that the fire had been
nothing less than industria sabotage, as had been the rupture in pipeline from the Hugoton fieldsin
Kansas, and the explosion at the Languanillas oil depot in Venezuda

| finally looked up. “ That's not good, but what doesall this have to do with acultural exchangein Russa?
They've got al sorts of problemswith their own petroleum sources, and they certainly don't have a
aurplus, even if there were anywhere in Russathat we could ship it from.”

“Columbian Dutch Petro has been undertaking a quiet exploratory venturein Russian Alaska. There are
enormous ail fields there, and we can run an overland pipeline south to connect to those in Saskan and
Northlands.”

“That would make Columbian Dutch even moreimpossible,” | pointed out.

“They're the only one big enough to fund something like that,” Harlaan countered. “ Neither AmeriSun nor
Penncon could raise the capital for something that big, and they don't have the expertise, either.
AmeriSun'smore of achemicd cartd, anyway.”

| debated, and then asked. “Doesn't AmeriSun have some Russian ties?’

“Not in petroleum.” Harlaan shookhis head. “They took over the Putilov chemical and munitions cartel
when it went bankrupt fifteen years ago, but that's strictly a chemical operation.”

“They wouldn't want to usethat asalever?’

“They might, but they don't have ether the capita or the expertise.” Hisvoice was cam and firm, asif
restating afact.

“The tzar will agreeto something because Llysette Ssngs?’ | shookmy head.

“Of coursenot.” Harlaan laughed.

“I'm missing something.” | was missng more than just something. | didntt likethat at dl.
“Thesinging isto get you there.”

“For what?' Even as| asked, | had asinking fedling | knew why and wasn't going to like the answer, but
I'd known that before I'd walked into the building.

“Thetzar's government is short of hard currency. Therou bleisn't that firm. The onething that Russia
could export for hard cash over the next few decadesis ail, but al Russian ail is controlled by
PetroRus—which isthirty percent owned by the Romanov family. They don't have asurplusin Europe or
Asa, and they don't have atrans-Siberian pipeline. So . . . Columbian Dutch develops the Alaskan fields.
That doesn't cost PetroRus a single rouble, which is necessary because they don't have any, and then
PetroRus and the tzar get paid for the oil they can't develop and can't use, and we get oil that Ferdinand
can't block. Columbian Dutch can start paying roydtiesimmediately. They have the cash. That'svery
important, with Ferdinand controlling the Persian Gulf. The Swedes and Finns, Ireland, and Greet Britain
al face severe didocationsif Ferdinand cuts off their petro imports.”



“They havethe North Seafidds”

“The North Seafieldsjust don't produce enough for either Greet Britain or Sweden, let lonethe Irish
Republic or Icdland,” Harlaan said.

“Ferdinand could shut down the North Seafiddsin days,” | pointed out. “ Except he'd rather not lose the
ail.”

Harlaan raised his eyebrows, then laughed. “Y ou would know that.”

“I ill don't getit,” | said. “If thisded isas good as you've said, why do you even need anyoneto help?’
“Were short of ail . . . very short.”

“Shorter than we're saying? Y ou're already tapping the Dome reserves?’

“Just enough to keep the price increases from spiking too quickly, and to keep the Liberalsfrom
demanding some form of rationing.” He cocked his head to the side. “Why don't you let metell thismy
way?’

| motioned for him to continue.
“The Audtrians have dways kept their conquests piecemed .. "

| winced. | didn't interrupt, but I couldn't see how the fall of France and the Low Countries had been
piecemed.

“Theré's an exception to every rule, Johan. Ferdinand would prefer not to start an dl-out war right now,
much asthe Austrians are posturing. We can't afford one, not without severe rationing and hardship. The
Brits would go down like arotten wooden yacht hit with a Perseus torpedo, and the Scandinavians can't
stand forever against a Europe united under Ferdinand. The Russians would lose even more territory, the
last of Poland, and the western sections of the Ukraine at the very least. Ferdinand wouldn't want any
more than that right now. He'stoo smart to take on the Russian winter. Instead, hed make Tzar
Alexander attack him, and the tzar would lose, and we don't have the resources to support Russiaright
now. And that'sthe best projection. A longer war in Eastern Europe, and there well might be arevolution
in Russa. Even if thetzarists hold on, that would hand more of Europe to Ferdinand. One way or another
that would make the Alaskan venture very chancy. The hard-line tzarists would oppose the Alaskan
agreement, and if the revol utionaries won, we'd be faced with either trying to annex Alaska, and that's
amogt as bad asfighting in the Russian winter, or losing al hope of energy independence.”

What Harlaan was a so saying wasthat if Columbian Dutch got into Alaska, and al those catastrophes
happened later, the Speaker would have grounds for that annexation . . . and probably Columbian Dutch
would have put in the infrastructure to support just that.

“If we can workout this il arrangement,” Harlaan continued, “we can offer technology to improve
PetroRus's European oil production levelswithin the year, if not sooner, in away that is acceptable to
everyone. Except Ferdinand, of course. Y ou and LIysette are critical to getting this done in alow-key
fashion. WEll let it be known to certain peoplein the Russian upper levelsthat you have some expertise
in environmentaly sound oil reclamation techniques. Everyone knows that PetroRus needs more
production from the Caspian fields. If the question comes up, they can claim behind the scenes that
you'reredly there to ded with the Dnepyr River problem, but no one hasto admit that publicly. A former
minigter of environmenta affairs—"

“Subminigter,” | said automatically.



“That's better. Then the tzar doesn't have to acknowledge you in that capacity.”
| shook my head—again.

“Matters are strained between Russia and Ferdinand, and Ferdinand keeps the pressure on the tzar. This
time, Ferdinand's claming that the effluent from the Dnepyr is affecting the Romanian fisheries, and
Ausiro-Hungary is demanding the Russians do something. The Russian prime minister istrying to pacify
the Austrian ambassador, and by bringingyouin...”

Themore | heard theworseit got. “Harlaan . . . | hear al the problems. Just what am | supposed to
do?”

“Johan . . . the president—and the Speaker—are giving you afree hand. Anything you can dowill
improve the situation. Idedly, wed like the agreement on the Alaskan oil sale and pipeline. Wewere dso
hoping that you could get the Minisiry of State's negotiating team into PetroRus. They've been Sttingin
S. Petersburg for two months.”

“I'm supposed to do that when our own ambassador and minister of state can't manageit? That's hard to
swallow.”

“They haveto beinvited, and the tzar isn't aout to invite anyone. The only people with enough staturein
Columbiato negotiate with the tzar are the president and the Speaker. The president cant, by law, and
the Speaker can't afford to go to Russain the current situation we face with Austria. That doesn't even
take into account the other problems with the Alaskan issue. If we send anyone over there overtly on the
ministerid level, then the Mir Party will oppose the agreement in the Dumaas granting us concessions,
and reopening the Alaskan question. Senator Lincoln's effortsto buy Alaska have not been forgotten. If
you can get into the Russian Interior Minisiry on the Dnepyr question, then you can dip theright peoplea
suggested approach that puts them in the gpparent high ground, and they'll offer ittousona
take-it-or-leave-it basis”

“They'll listen to a broken-down former junior acting deputy minister? | have my doubts.”

Harlaan shookhis head. “Weve put alot of thought into this. We can send dl of the equipment asthe
ionization and filtration systems for the Dnepyr cleanup, but there will be oil improvement technology
thereaswell.”

“And that will get meinto the Interior Ministry?”

“Wethink you have achance. The Tzar's cousinisthe chief executive of PetroRus. PetroRus created the
Dnepyr mess.”

“And hewill be so grateful 7’ | asked. “If the Romanovs are half so arrogant asyou think. . .”

“He'sdso desperate. The tzar doesn't redly want to know about the mess. Pyotr Romanov—he'sthe
head of PetroRus—doesn't want to face the tzar on it, either. Both the Septembrists and the Liberdists
arelooking for an excuse to bring up amotion to further curtail the tzar's powers. They can't do it without
acause. .. overt misfeasance, and cousin Pyotr can't keep the Dnepyr mess out of the Dumafor much

longer.”

“That'sal well and good. | don't know Russian—merely German and inadequate French, and wereina
stuation where everyone all over and around Europeis ready to pounce or react without thinking, and
where, if it happens, Ferdinand will probably own al of Europe and the Mediterranean.

Unlesswe dl decideto turn dozens of citiesinto blackglass, in which case, everyoneloses.” | snorted.



“None of thiseven takesin what thoseidiotsin Columbian Dutch might do.”

“I know you're not fond of them, but they lost the Southeast Asian fields to the Chinese and Japanese, as
well aswhat interests they had in the Persian Gulf, and they tooka huge hit when the Languanillas refinery
was destroyed.”

“That's not enough. What elseisgoing on?’ | frowned. “Holmbekwants the Soviet rocket technology . . .
isthat it? From the Goddard off shoots?’

“That's not something we need discuss.”

“All right. Wewon't.” He wouldn't anyway. “Can we just say that there are other aspectsto this
operation | don't know and don't need to know?’

“Why would | say something like that?’
“To reassure me that the entire civilized world is at stake—or something like that.”

“It could be worse than that.” Harlaan actualy sighed. “ Alexander wantsto turn backthings a century, to
when the tzar was the total autocrat, as opposed to merely being the wedlthiest man in Europe,
commander in chief of hisown army, and the only head of state bes des Ferdinand with an absolute veto
over hislegidature”

“The Dumanever did likethat.”

“It was actually animprovement in 1912 . . . aradical one, but we can discuss history some other time.
The tzar's facing unrest among what educated middle class there is. The peasants are muttering about the
need for greater land reform. Most of the budget increases have gone for military equipment and
research, but that's also resulted in alarger and larger army because there's not enough of acivilian
technology base to absorb those technically trained people. PetroRus has bought the rightsto import Sli
technology, and it'slikely the military will bleed off trained people for that. We need to buy time for
initiativeslikethat to bear fruit.”

“Will they?’ | was skepticdl, to say the least.

“We don't know, but the aternatives are worse. The PetroRus approach offers some hope, and without
support there.. . .” Harlaan shrugged. Y ou're an inteligent man, Johan.”

Even with the enticement of fame, money, and prestige for LIysette, the idea of going to St. Petersburg
had a definite lack of interest. “Why would | want to do this?’

“Because no one e se can. And because youre dtill aloya Columbian.”
He would have to make an appedl like that.

“And becausg, if you manageto pull it off, Internationa Import Serviceswill pay you a handsome
success fee, commensurate with the degree of success. A very handsome fee.”

“Money and patriotism.” | Sghed. “Sowhen do | see Miniger Vandiver?’

“You don't. You don't see anyone else but me. Tomorrow morning, Llysette and you will have avery
open and public meeting with Vandiver and his cultura affairs deputy, and therewill be lots of media
typesaround, and it will all center on her and her invitation to St. Petersburg. Any equipment you might
need will go to the embassy in St. Petersburg through us. I'll hand you one stackof briefing materias here,



and another will show up on the turbojet with later updates. This afternoon, you'l leave here by my
private eevator. My own limousine will take you back to the Elsnehers. We're old friends, remember?
There are only three others at the highest levelswho know about this, and no one else will. Minigter
Vandiver isn't one of them. He's only been told that this is something the Speaker and president want.”

| definitely had my doubts about the degree of secrecy, but | also didn't want to see my own country
energy-starved and at Ferdinand's mercy. Nor would aconcert in St. Petersburg exactly hurt LIysette's
caresr.

So | took Harlaan's offer, his packet of briefing materids, and hisprivate limousine. . . and worried dl
the way down to the underground garage and al the way out Congtitution and up New Bruges Avenue.
Thedriver didn't say anything, and | wasn't in the mood to open a conversation. So theride was very
quiet.

Judith had obvioudy been watching, because she opened the door before | reached it. She didn't say
anything until | wasingde. “ That was an armored limousine, wasn't it?’

“I don't think Harlaan has any other kind,” | pointed out. “ The head of the Spazi isn't usudly the most
popular member of the adminigration.”

“Areyou two into something again?’
“I'm not sure we were ever out.”
“Oh. .. Johan. I'm so sorry. Neither you nor LIysette deserve this.”

“Shedoesnt,” | admitted with arueful smile, “but it'snot al likethat. It looks like she may get an
invitation to perform in St. Petersburg, both for internationa exposure and ahedlthy fee. It's not certain
ya.ﬂ

“I won't say anything, except to Eric.”

“I need totell Llysette” So | put on asmile and headed up to the guest suite, where Llysette was
removing hersdlf from the rather hot and steamy tub.

“You...youareimpossble!”
“Only sometimes.” | enjoyed the view for amoment.
Sheflushed . . . momentarily. “Minister Oakes. . . what did hewish?’

“You'regoing to beinvited to do acultura exchange concert a the Mariinsky Theatrein St. Petersburg.
For lots of money and international exposure.”

“He wants something from you.”

“He does. I'm supposed to help the Russians clean up the mess they've made of the Dnepyr, without
|etting anyone know that'swhat 1'm doing.”

“Why does hewish this?’ LIysette's voice hardened, with agreat deal of skepticism evident. “Not from
the goodness of hisheart, | do not think.”

“To let the Russans mallify Ferdinand enough so that he won't invade Russa, or part of it, over the
environmental mess, and in turn that will alow them to use related technology to boost oil productionin
the Caspian and in the older Russian ail fields. That will free up other ail that can go to Scandinaviaand



the Brits, which will hopefully mean more oil here.” | was definitely shading what Harlaan had said, but |
needed a consistent cover story.

“Johan. . . itisnot that Smple, n-est-ce-pas?”
“No. It's much more complicated. Getting it doneisgoingtobe. ..” | shrugged. “Like everything.”
“Andwedothis?...”

“And you get more press and stardom, and fees. They're paying fifteen thousand dollars, our lodging in
the embassy's guest quarters, and al our transportation on Republic Air Corps Two to and from S.
Petersburg.”

“War isvery near, isit not, Johan?’ Her voice was cam but sad.

“It could be. They're hoping | can head off some of the things that might trigger it.”
“It will be dangerous.”

“Not so dangerous for you, | think, as Deseret was.”

She laughed. “An optimist, you are.” She shookher head.

While she continued to get herself ready, | tooka quick shower. I'd dwaysfdt like | needed one after
leaving the Spazi building. Then | donned my black-and-white formal wear. By that time, LIysette was
dressed, and stunning, in adressthat was half green, half black, but the colors were set on adiagond,
with agreen-trimmed blackjack et. The green set off her eyes, making them look deegper and more dive
than ever, and that was saying agreat dedl.

As Llysette sivept down the steps, she was every inch the diva

Eric, who was standing in the front foyer, even stepped backa pace, before grinning and giving a
sweeping bow. “ Y our carriageiswaiting.”

“You aremost kind—" Llysette started.
“You don't—" | began.
“lingg,” Eric sad, till smiling broadly.

“Wewon't stland on ceremony,” | replied with alaugh. “That is, if you're sure, and not just making a
gdlant effort.”

“Ericisknown for such,” Judith admitted from the archway that led to the kitchen, “but thisis not one of
those times. He makes such offersfar more stiffly. With atouch of insulted righteousness.”

“Alas. .. hasaman no dignity?’ questioned the solicitor. “No secrets?’
Judith and Llysette rolled their eyes dmost smultaneoudy.

So thefour of uswalked out to the Stanley, and | helped Llysette into the luxurious rear seet of the
Broadmoor luxury sedan before getting in mysdf.

“When are you going back?’ Judith asked as Eric guided the steamer out of the rear drive and toward
New Bruges Avenue.



“Tomorrow sometime. We have passages on the midmorning express, but | may have to change them.”
“Perilsof fame,” suggested Eric from the driver's sedt.
“| can take you, whatever timeit may be,” Judith suggested.

“It will be perfectly safe,” Eric added. “ There's an undercover Spazi car trailing us. | imaginethat it'sone
of those watching the house.” He laughed. “We're dways safe whenever you two cometo town.”

“| suspect you're even safer when we don't.”

“No. There have been more than afew smash-insin the neighborhood in the past year, much worse than
any time| can remember,” Judith said.

“Why might that be?’ asked LIysette.

“Fewer jobs,” Eric said. “The petroleum thing. It's not as bad here, but severd of our clientsin places
like Chicago and Denver, and even Vicksburg, have talked about how lowerend jobs are drying up.
People can't get work, and the doleisn't enough . . . crime goes up.”

Therewasadight line of eamers on Pennsylvania, but not a huge number, and within minutes Eric
stopped at the curb opposite the east gate of the Presidentia Palace.

“Have agood time, and show them what ared divaislike!” Eric saidin parting.
Judith just smiled.

We stepped away from Eric's Stanley and began to walk toward the well-lighted east gate, where more
than afew mediatypes were gathered, standing behind a cordon. Aswe neared the gate, therewasa
flash from acamera

“Theresheid Thediva—duBois!”

Severd other photographers turned, and there were more flashes. LIysette paused for amoment, then,
giving in to my gentle urging, kept walking toward the gate and the pair of security guards with the
attendance lig.

Amid one or two moreflashes, | caught the faintest wink of blue-green. That was enough, and | yanked
Llysetteflat againgt the granite pillar beside the entry station, shielding her aswell as| could.

Crack! Crack! Two shots dammed againg the stone, less than afoot from my shoulder, and therewas a
needle-like stab on my cheek. To our right, behind the informal cordon line, the presstypes and the
photographers scattered or flattened themselves. Two more shots followed and then one more—and
then the roar of an interna engine cycle rose and vanished. The follow-on shots didn't seem to have come
anywhere closeto us.

| studied Llysette, then, in the momentary silence, jerked her toward the gate, which | thought would
offer more protection, and practically jammed the invitation, my 1D, and her passport at the two guards.
One had aready pulled some sort of larm, and apair of internal combustion engine pursuit vehicles
roared up from somewhere.

The other gate guard hurried usinsde, where less than ten yards ingde the grounds we were met.

“Minister Eschbach! Mademoisdle duBoise. . . thisway.” There were four guardsin the white and gold
of presidentia security. Between them, we were escorted to a much nearer side entrance.



Onceinsdethe pdacewals, | fumbled with my handkerchief and dabbed my cheek. A faint red splot
showed on the handkerchief. Probably a stone fragment.

“Areyoudl right, Sr?’
“Jugt atiny stone splinter, | think.”
Llysette peered at my cheekwith worried eyes, then nodded. “It isbut asmall scratch.”

Aswe were hurried along the backhall, | avoided frowning, but | had to wonder about the shots. There
were far better placesto shoot at us than from somewhere near the Presidential Palace. Or had the shots
even been meant for either of us? Or had they been awarning? But who would riskgetting caught to
deliver awarning? And the motorcycle indicated that someone had figured out exactly the best way to
get away from our Spazi surveillance.

Just before we reached the formal area of the paace, the first functionary to greet uswas Alyster Potts,
the blond and balding specia assistant who had taken Harlaan's place. He wore aworried expression
that appeared habitua from the linesin hisface. “Mademoisdlle. . . Minister Eschbach . . . areyou dl
right?1 just heard about the shots. I've had the presidential guards doubled. | can't bdlieve it—just
outside the Presidential Palace—and with the Speaker aready here.” He shookhis head. “ There's never
been anything likethat.” He paused. “Are you certain you are both dl right?’

“Wearefing” Llysette offered. “ Johan, he received adight scratch. | am untouched.”
“Rockchip,” | explained. “It's dready stopped bleeding.”

“Areyou sure?’ asked Potts.

“I'mfine”

“I am so sorry. Something likethis. . .” He shookhishead. “I can't believeit.”

| could, unfortunately.

“Minigter Vandiver has been waiting for you, Mademoisdlle duBoise. Would you see him before you
enter the reception area? Would that be acceptable?’

“Of course” Llysette presented acharming smile.

AsAlyster turned, | leaned toward LIysette and murmured, “ Minister of state. Probably to askyou to
perform.”

“That | had determined, Johan.”
| flushed, but | got awarmer smile, and her lips brushed my cheek.

A tal white-haired and distinguished-looking man in evening wear gppeared and stepped toward us,
followed by Alyster, and flanked by two men in the dark suits and white shirts of the Spazi. He smiled
broadly. “MissduBoise. . . | must introduce mysdlf. Mitchell Vandiver, minister of state.” After apause,
he added, “I am so glad that you escaped that . . . incident . . . outside.” He frowned. “I'm sure that the
Security Service will take care of matters.” Another smilefollowed. “But you are here, and as charming
and beautiful aseveryonehassad.”

| didn't nod, but could have. A semipublic invitation, set up so that it would be dmost impossibleto
refuse and also so that it waswidely covered by the media



“Thisis perhaps not the best time, but matters being asthey are, | would like to request that you consider
joining . . . infact, being the showpiece, the star of our cultural exchange concert in &. Petersburg on
Thursday, December seventh.” He beamed.

“That ...l wouldbeddighted. .. except...” Sheglanced a me.

“Oh, | should have made that most clear. Wewould also want Minister Eschbach aswell. | understand
his presence has been requested in conjunction with some sort of environmenta seminar. And we are not
requesting your serviceson agratisbasis. All Columbiaknows how much you have sacri-ficed for your
art. | will not go into details a the moment, but you will receive dl the benefits you deserve.” Hefinished
with another beaming amile, the kind 1'd seen enough and probably delivered too often mysdf, where the
officid is pleased with having delivered the message and relieved to have completed the task. It's not
obvious, or that obvious, unless you've been there.

“Y ou are mogt kind, and Johan and | will be most honored to represent Columbiain &. Petersburg.” She
inclined her head. “Y ou will workout the details, no, with Johan and my solicitor?’

“We had thought perhaps tomorrow morning, at ten-thirty.” Another professona smilefollowed. “But
the president and Speaker had hoped for your answer before the dinner.”

“| understand. Wewill do thisif dl isasyou have said.” LIysette matched his professiona smile with one
equally professond but warmer. “Y ou are most kind.”

“Y ou are most charming, and we are very grateful.” Vandiver bowed. 1 lookfor ward to seeing you
tomorrow in my office.” Y et another smile followed.

Asthe minister bowed and turned, Alyster Potts regppeared. “If you would follow me. . .”

Wedid. Theformd state dining room was dready threequartersfull, and from the moment LIysette
stepped through the squared archway, eyesfollowed her from dl across the room, those of menin
blackand white and those of women in al colors and shades of formal dresses.

We were seated near the end of the head table, in the only two vacant places. | was actudly at the end,
across from awoman | didn't know. Llysette was seated between me and Halston Vandaagen, the
minister of justice, and as such, Harlaan's superior, and across from aman whose face was vaguely
familiar.

“A pleasureto meet you, MissduBoise,” offered Vandaagen, overly loudly, asif hewere making a
public introduction. “1 so enjoyed your performance last year here, and | bought one of thefirst disks.”

“Youaretookind,” Llysette demurred.

AsMrs. Armstrong lifted her forkand people began to nibble on their salads, | could catch severa
murmurs.

“ That's Llysette duBoise?’

“Beautiful . ..inacoldway ...

“Best keep your interest in your eyes, dear . . . say her husband was aspy and an assassin. . .”
“Heard someone was shooting at people on Pennsylvania Avenue. . . him, you think?’

| managed not to wince as | tookin the gray-haired but young-faced woman across the table, impeccably



coiffured, in asilver-gray dresswith a matching jacket. “I probably should know you, but | don't. I'm
Johan Eschbach.”

She smiled, an actud smile. “There's no reason you should. Not personally. I'm Patrice Alexander.”

| laughed. “I'm very pleased to make your acquaintance, Congresdady. | appreciate dl that you have
done over the years. Professionaly,” | added.

“Y ou're not what | would have thought, Minister Eschbach,” she returned. “But then, not much in the
federa digtrictis” Sheturned to the younger man at her sde, the one whose L atin-like face had seemed
familiar. “Thisismy son, Estefan Alexander. Estefan, thisis Minister Johan Eschbach, and hiswife,
LlysetteduBoise”

“Pleased to meet you both,” replied the younger man. “Mother has been afan of both of you . . . for
different reasons, of course.”

“I'msure Llysetteisflattered,” | said quickly. “I'm just happy to be her husband at this stage of my life.”
“Just her husband?’ Petrice Alexander lifted one eyebrow. The gesture was most effective.

| laughed. “What can | say?’

“Best you don't,” replied the Congresdady.

The sdlad was awanut hearts of pam that | could have done better, and the main course was afilet
mignon that | couldn't have bought anywhere, with a bearnaise that was too lemony, accompanied by
dightly overcooked beans almandine and potatoes gratinée.

The conversation was dightly arch and dightly false, as expected, and | didn't hear much more about the
shots, athough everyonein the dining room doubtless knew.

“Adjusted for inflation, kerosene prices aren't that much higher. . . .

“Schikelgruber is such acharming liar you dmaost want to forgive him. .. .”

“Main Line musicals aren't what they used to be. | can remember .. "

“Y ou knew Spesker Colmer intimately, didn't you? Of course, that waswell beforemy time. . . .”

After the péche melba, abell rang faintly, and President Armstrong stood and moved to a podium at the
end of the table. From there he gestured toward the Speaker, who had been seated across from him.
Speaker Hartpence stepped up beside the president.

“The Speaker and | have our differences,” Armstrong said, pausing for amoment, before adding dryly,
“dthough you can't attribute the shots outside awhile ago to those.” He waited amoment for the brief
chuckles and light laughter to pass. “We do have our differences, and thereisn't any secret about those.
We as0 share anumber of beliefs and fedings. These don't make for vivid headlines or videolink stories,
and so most people don't redlize that. Thisis one of those times, and, for once, I'm going to let the
Speaker have thefirst and last words on the next subject, which is one about which we both agree.”

There were more than afew puzzled expressions around the head table and around the others, from what
| could see.

Speaker Hartpence smiled broadly as he stepped up to the podium. “Thankyou, Mister President. |
hadn't expected such an explosive opening to the dinner, but it may just serve to emphasize the



importance of what we're here tonight to commemorate.” He nodded to Armstrong before continuing.
“The arts are fundamental to who we are as a people. They are adso fundamental to the surviva of a
civilized world. When the arts and those who creste them are disgraced, or used as mere politica tools
and propaganda, we all lose. When wefail to recognize and exalt those who struggle to perfect the best
intheir art, those who often riskthelr lives rather than compromise their art, we become far lessthan we
should be and can be. Too often we do not recognize the contributions of thosein the arts. Tonight, | am
most pleased to make a specia presentation of the Columbian Medd for Achievement inthe Arts. The
recipient has had a unique career, which has spanned early fame, years of suffering for her art, years
more of teaching success, unrecognized except by her sudents and colleagues, and then, once again,
gresat, well-deserved, and long-overdue acclam.”

| swallowed, glancing Sdeways at LIysette. She was swallowing, too, as eyesturned to her.

Speaker Hartpence gestured toward Llysette. “ Mademoiselle Llysette duBoise. . . dl Columbia. . .
indeed, al those who follow music anywhere, thankyou for the spirit, the excellence, and the dedication
that your life has exemplified . . .”

The president sood once more, and he aso motioned for LIysette to step forward.

| eased out her chair, but did not stand, so that al eyes would be on her as she walked dong the side of
the table toward the podium.

“We are both pleased to be able to make thisaward,” offered President Armstrong, “and to say that itis
smdl enough repayment for dl that you have givento us”

Llysette swallowed, but she did step up to the podium and the microphone. “Speechless. .. lam...”
Sheamiled. * Almost. A great honor thisis, and | thankyou al. Most of al | thank Johan. All would have
been logt without him.” She inclined her head, then stepped back.

The gpplausefilled the room.
For amoment, | could not see.

AsLlysette turned to head backto her seat, Patrice Alexander leaned across the table. “ She'sright, even
if but afew of usknow.”

When the applause died away, the Speaker stepped back to the podium. “1 aso have another
announcement concerning Mademoiselle duBoise. She has most gracioudy agreed to perform on behaf
of Columbiain St. Petersburg next month at the cultural exchange concert beforethetzar . . . and | might
add that she agreed to do so long before she ever knew about the award tonight. In fact, we tookgreat
painsto ensure she did not know about tonight's award.” Hartpence smiled boyishly. “Now, I'd like to
relinquish my moment in the light to the president for the rest of the awards and the program.”

| frankly didn't recall much of the rest of the evening, except that the singer was from the Philadel phia
Main Line, and she sang amediey from the season's early hit, something caled “ Always Tulips.” She
couldn't compareto Llysette, and, in away, | felt sorry for her.

And, as could only be expected in aland settled by both Dutch and English, very little more was said
about the shots outside the Presidential Palace.

Then we were being escorted to another limousine, one with a plainclothes guard in the front beside the
driver, and were driven through aclear night, unseasonably chill for so early inthefal in the federd
didtrict.



“Johan? Why did you laugh when you and the woman across from you began to talk? Y ou did not know
her, but that is not how you acted.”

| laughed again. “ Patrice Alexander isthe Liberal Congresdady from Michigan. I've never met her before
tonight, but she'stheone. . .”

Llysette laughed aswell, both in humor and, | thought, in relief, but | had no ideawhy. My divaremained
the most beautiful woman in the world, and the only one with whom | ever could have shared my life.

| dmost forgot that we werein an armored limousine.
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When the Spazi limousine dropped us off, Eric was & the door immediately, and Judith was waiting for
us, standing by the table in the kitchen nook. A pot of chocolate, with vapor seeping from the spout, was
Set on abrass-edged trivet in the middle of the table.

“You'reboth al right, | see,” offered Eric, “and with an armed escort. We were worried after the late
news sories. | admost couldn't believeit when | heard about the shots.”

“Youaredl right?’ asked Judith. “The news reports didn't say much.”
“Johan got ascratch on hischeek. . . .” Llysette volunteered.

“It'sjust ascratch. Probably from a stone chip. Some of the bullets hit one of the pillars by the east gate,”
| explained.

“I saw dl thesrensjust after | pulled away,” Eric said. “When | got back, | checked the videolink. It
was awhile, but there was areport on the news. All the reports said was that shots were fired, and that
no one was injured, except one photographer in the shoulder. | takeit that one of you two happened to
be the target?’

“Probably,” | admitted, “but | have no ideawhether it was awarning or a serious attempt. Whoever it
was was using ablue-green light sght.”

“Semiprofessiona, then, or awarning. About what were you being warned?’

“Can wefind out what happened?” interjected Judith. “From the beginning? Johan and LIysette have had
along day, and I'm sure they'd like to sit down.” She motioned to the other two chairs around the table,
and we sat down. “Chocolate or tea?’

“Chocolate. . .”
“Moi auss,” Llysettelooked at me. | was supposed to give the report on events.

“Wearrived,” | began. “ Someone fired shotsin our direction and escaped on amotorcycle. We got an
immediate presidentia security escort into the palace. The minister of ate persondly cornered Llysette
before we got to the actud dinner and asked if she would headline the cultural exchange concert in St.
Petersburg next month. Then we went to the dinner.”

“And the Congresdady Alexander tookgresat interest in Johan,” Llysette said blandly.



“Only professondly. She wasthere with her son Estefan Alexander.”

“Hée's supposed to be quite something,” rgjoined Judith. “He's arisng videolinkstar on one of the daytime
romance epics.” She poured LIysette's chocolate, and then mine.

| tookadow sp, enjoying the taste, even if it didn't happen to be quite as sweet as| would have
preferred. “We had dinner. Then the first award was the one for Llysette. The Speaker gave her the
special medal for achievement in the arts. She accepted it, and then they gave afew more awards—"

“And, according to the news, she said she owed it all to you,” Judith said.

“That | do, and Johan, he knows such.” Llysette smiled, then stifled ayawn. She hadn't touched her
chocolate.

“Were meeting with the minister of state tomorrow at ten-thirty, and | thinkthere might even be more
mediathere. They clam that they'll pay Llysette agreat ded for the performance.”

“Alwaysthe politics” Llysette said.

“Always,” Judith concurred, “but isn't it better to get paid through politics than never to be recognized or
paid?It's sad, but great artistry isn't ever enough. Y ou have to have grest artistry to get that far, but the
atistry done. . .”

“It got meto Columbia, and no farther,” Llysette said. * Johan, he did therest.”

“No,” | protested. “1 helped, but the artistry isyours, and you got the invitation to Deseret on your own,
because you worked with Perkinss sudent.”

“You arekind, Johan.”
Judith laughed. “| thinkshe'stdling you that you're offering false modesty, Johan.”
“They've got that picture painted,” added Eric.

| think | flushed, and | tookrefuge in another sp of chocolate before continuing. “Anyway . . . after the
awards and songs, they bundled usinto the limousine and carted us back here. Tomorrow morning, we
go to the Ministry of State, and then catch atrain backhome.”

“Will you get some sort of protection there?” asked Judith.

“Even before what happened tonight, Harlaan Oakes had said that there would be ateam watching us.
Now . . . there might be more.”

Llysette smiled sadly.

“That's another price for fame and artistry,” Judith said. “I'm very glad we liveamore quiet life.”
“Weusedto,” | said.

Eric laughed. “When?’

Both Llysette and Judith smiled.

After amoment, so did I. After another yawn by Llysette, Judith stood. “Y our lady needs some deep,
and so dowe.”



“It hasbeen along day,” | admitted.
“Treslong...”

So we staggered to our feet and made our way up to the guest suite, where | helped Llysette out of her
formal gown. “Y ou looked wonderful tonight.”

“That you say because you love me.”
“I do, but you still looked wonderful.”
That got measmileand agentlekiss.

Aswe lay there in the darkness after 1'd turned out the lights and pulled up the covers, and the extra
comforter, because Llysette was cold, she turned to me.

“Johan . . . | know what you must say. But the artigtry, it isnot dl mine. And | would be dead, mort, in
the soul if you had not done what you did.” Her lips brushed my cheek, and | could fed the wetnesson
her face. “Never can| say such. .. sauf . . . seulement . . . toyou.”

“To do what you do takes great courage,” | said softly. “I could not get up before hundreds or thousands
of people and sing. | couldn't open my soul that way.”

“A soul to open, | would not have. . .”

Wefdl adeep holding each other.

| WAS UP early on Friday, first so that | could call the B& O to change our return ticketsto
Vanderbraak Centre, and second to find out what had been reported in the Columbia Post-Dispatch
about the dinner and the events of the night before. | let L1ysette deep while | had chocolate and
something to eat with Eric and Judith, since the B& O recording told me that the wirdline reservations
office did not accept wirecdls until eight o'clock.

After Ericleft, | went backover the news stories. There were two in the Post-Dispatch, both on the front
page. The lead story focused on the sensational.

Federa Didtrict (RP1). Shotsrang out on Pennsylvania Avenue, right in front of the Presidential Paace
just before the president's annua arts dinner. Although anumber of noted artists and political figureswere
entering the east gate at that moment, none were struckby the handful of bulletsfired. Digtrict police and
federal officers were unable to determine who fired the shots and have no suspects. “Mogt likely, it was a
disenchanted artist or a supporter,” suggested Alberto Lucio, head of the Federd Investigatory Service. .

Lucio worked for Harlaan, and | could see Harlaan's fine hand, but | doubted that the shots had come
from any artist. Therest of the article detailed how no one knew anything, and how everyone was
confident the shooter would be found. I had my doubts about that, and then some.



| liked the second story, the one below thefold, agreat deal more.

Federd Didtrict (RP1). Last night President William L. Armstrong and Spesker Gerald Hartpence jointly
awarded the Columbian Medd for Achievement in the Artsto Llysette duBoise, the divawhose Salt
Paace recording has actualy topped the classical charts and even appeared low on the popular charts.
The award took some observers by surprise. “ An outstanding singer, to be sure,” declared one noted art
critic, who declined to be quoted by name, “but she's only been a Columbian citizen for the past few
years.”

Otherswere overjoyed. “It couldn't go to amore worthy singer,” declared Trans Mediamogul Hartson
James. Then, James should be pleased. His company has produced the Colombian version of duBoise's
best-sdlling St Pdacedisk. . . .

“An example of talent and determination for young singersthe world over,” added Columbian Minigter of
State Mitchdl Vandiver. . . .

| amost laughed out loud at that one as | skipped through the other items in the column to the last
paragraph.

duBoise and her hushand Johan Eschbach were among those entering the Presidential Palace when an
unknown gunman fired two shots and vanished. Eschbach isaformer subminister who wasthe focal
point of the Nord scanda when he was wounded and hisfirst wife and son werekilled. Later
investigations revealed that Colonel Nord ordered the shootingsin an effort to silence the former Spazi

agent. . ..

| winced at that. Wouldn't they ever let that die? When the grandfather clockin the hdl struck eight, Judith
peered into the kitchen at me.

“Isitdl right if | usethe wireset?’ | asked.

Shenodded, and | did. After | wired the B& O ticket office and got our passages changed to the one
o'clock New Amsterdam Express, my next wirecall wasto Harlaan. | even got through.

“Harlaan . . . what do you know about last night?’

“Nothing, Johan. | mean that. From what we can tell, none of those who might have once been your . . .
compstitors. . . had anything to do withit. Al Lucio is steaming like an ancient flash boiler without
safeties. It just wasn't from any source we've been ableto track.”

“Now what?’

“You may seeafew more gray Seamers.”

That didn't exactly reassure me.

“Isnt Llysette meeting with VVandiver and hisdeputy for culturd affairsthismorning?’
“At ten-thirty. She's very pleased with the concert Sde of matters.”

“It will be wonderful for her career. The president isalso very pleased, | understand. | know the Speaker



is. Hewired me again this morning, and he's most appreciative.”

| didn't tell Harlaan that we hadn't had that much of achoice, being who we were and where we werein
life. He knew that dready, and he was probably happy to repay me for setting matters up so that he was
the Spazi director. “I'm glad. | know Llysetteis happy to represent Columbia, and you know I'll do
anything | canto help.”

“I know that, Johan.” There was apause. “Have agood meeting, and if | don't talkto you later, agood
trip to St. Petersburg.”

After hanging up the wiresat, | headed up the stairsto wake Llysette, but she was not only awake but
emerging from the steam of a hot bath.

“Johan . ..” Sheraised her eyebrows.

“I know. My timing hasadwayshbeen . ..” | leered.

“Y ou are anaughty man.” But there wasatwinklein her eyes.
“What can | say?’

“Say that you will have teaand something to eat for me.” After thewords, she did kissme, and | wasn't
terribly forward—somewnhat, but not terribly—before | went backdown to start something for Llysette,
except that | didn't have to, because Judith had returned to the kitchen.

“Just St down and talkto me,” she said, easing cheeseinto an omelet. “1 didn't tell you last night, but
Nancy Nollen and Marjorie Rusterman both wired while you were out yesterday. Y ou didn't happen to

u.i rg_”
“There are two packages about the universty. | left them on the sde tablein the bedroom.” | started to
get up.

Judith motioned meto stay at the table. “ That's more than they deserve. I'll get them later, and let them
pickthem up after you and Llysette are safely away.”

“I'm not surewell ever be safely away from anything.”
“That doesn't sound like you, Johan. Do | hear ahint of self-pity?” Judith laughed good-naturedly.

“Probably. | havetowonder. . ..” | let the words die avay, perhaps better unspoken in any case, as
Llysette appeared, thistime in adarker green traveling suit.

“Good morning,” Judith offered cheerfully. “I have an omeet ready for you, along with toast and some
peaches. They'retinned, but it's hard to get produce thistime of year.”

“Merci . ..” Llysettewasamost shy in her response as she seated hersdlf. “Isthere not something |
could do?’

“Not athing.” Judith dipped the platter in front of Llysette. “ The article about you was very flattering.”
| poured Llysette'stea.

“It wasagreat surprise.” Llysette lifted the teacup, then glanced at me. “Y ou are most certain that you
did not know?’



“All' I knew waswhat | told you, that the Speaker and president wanted you at the dinner. Harlaan never
even hinted at why, and | certainly didn't guess they'd honor you so.”

“When oneis honored so, Johan, the priceisaways high.” Llysette smiled and shrugged. “ Y et it is better
to be honored than not, and so we shall do aswe can.” She looked down at the platter and cut a section
of the omelet with her fork.

After Llysette ate, and we finished packing, | carted our valises, and Llysette carried the hanging bag
down from the guest suite. Judith was waiting with her smaler Stanley—more the size of mine, except
newer. When we pulled out of the drive and turned onto New Bruges Avenue, behind us, an older and
grayer steamer gppeared—definitely government procured.

“| seewe have an escort,” Judith said dryly.

“We may havethemfor awhile” | answered. “Minister Vandiver wants very much for Llysette to
performin St. Petersburg next month.” So did Harlaan, but | didn't mention that.

The Ministry of State was along gray building at the north-west end of the new Mdll, overlooking both
the Potomac and the recently completed Washington Memoriad. From the outside, the structure didn't
gppear dl that different from the Dutch Masterswing of the Nationa Gallery, whose design I'd
disapproved. For my pains, Speaker Ashbrook had overridden my decision, just before the complete
and confidentia report on the Nord affair had surfaced before the e ections and defeated his
adminigtration, and now the federd district had two long and gray ugly stone buildings on the north sde
of theMall.

“I worry about the luggage,” Judith said. “Couldn't | just wait somewhere and keep it.”
“No. Well manage. Y ou've done enough.”
So | marched up the steps with the two valises, and LIysette carried the hanging bag.

Someone had been derted, because a thin red-haired young man stepped out of the main entry into the
gray morning with amost professiona smile“Mademoisdle duBoise, Minister Eschbach.” He bowed,
leaving the smilein place. “1'm Corliss Corson, specid assistant to Minister Vandiver.”

“I gpologizefor theluggage,” | offered, “but there was no way to make the meeting and our return train
without bringing it.”

“Minigter Vandiver had thought that might be the case.” Corson raised ahand, and two zombiesin gray
snglesuits appeared. “ Please take the valises and bag and follow us.”

“Yes, dr,” thetwo replied in unison.

| was happy enough to surrender both, and LIysette tendered the hanging bag with awarm and broad
smile. The zombie smiled back. Llysette had that effect. | could even remember Gertrude, one of the
university zombies, crying after hearing my soprano sing. Wasit because LIysette now put so much life
into her songs? Into dl she did?

The foyer ingde the double doors was two stories high, extending amost the entire length of the building.
The solid stone facing of the second-level open bacony at the backof the foyer was decorated with the
flags of every sovereign nation on earth—or so it seemed. For dl itslength, the foyer itself was almost
deserted, and Corson led usto an elevator guarded by two Republic Marinesin dress blues. “ The
miniger'sprivaelift.”



The lift went up to the fourth level, and to another foyer, also guarded by a pair of armed Republic
Marines. The luggage and the zombies trailed—I hoped. We followed Corson through the double doors
and down acorridor carpeted in degp blue to yet athird guarded door, which he opened with a punch
combination of some sort. We found oursalvesin an anteroom.

Thereasingle clerksmiled professionally at the three of us. “Minigter Vandiver iswaiting.” She opened
yet another door.

Mitchedl Vandiver did not stand behind his deskbut stepped forward toward Llysette. “MissduBoise. . .
or Mademoiselleor Dok tor . . .” His shrug was rueful, natural, doubtless well practiced, and, combined
with the white hair and open smile, disarming. “ Even after last night, | scarcely know how to addressyou,
but I am happy that you were able to see me thismorning.”

“| am pleased to be here.” Llysette returned the minister's greeting with a smile more reserved, if
charming.

“Please be seated.” Vandiver gestured to the man beside him. “ Thisis Deputy Minister Drummond
Kent.”

Llysette and | were ushered into the two sests closest to the desk, while Corson and Kent took the seats
flanking us, and Vandiver settled backbehind the empty polished wood surface of hiswide minister's
dek.

“Y ou have made quite an impression on the world, and we are pleased that you have agreed to help us.”
Vandiver smiled, but | could sense the dight unease behind the practiced expression. “We find ourselves
in adifficult Stuation, because the tzar sent the Ballets Russes here last spring, and expects usto provide
our best inreturn. Y ou are our best.” Another pause followed. “ As| mentioned last night, the exchange
concert in St. Petersburg is most important. Y ou are one of the most noted singersin the world today,
and your presence would make a greet difference.”

Llysette nodded.

“Pardon mefor being direct, but we understand that you received fifteen thousand dollars for performing
in Deseret. We could do no less, especidly after the worldwide reception of your disk.” Vandiver smiled
again. “We have a packet for you. Thereisacontract there. . . merely aformality . . . you understand,
but the solicitorsingst, and aretainer cheque aswell. There are dso schedules, background information
on what you may encounter in St. Petersburg, and detailed information on the rest of the performerson
the program. Y ou would be the last performer, of course. We had hoped that you could do fifteen to
twenty-five minutes of songs.”

“That |l cando...if al isasyou have said.” Llysetteinclined her head to me. “ Johan must agreeto the
details”

“I'm sure there will be no problem,” Vandiver replied smoothly. “We would like to request two additiona
... congderations from you. If you could, your program by aweek from now, and wewould like at least
one Russian song, or two if you could manageit.”

“Onel can do, and more, peut-étre. Wewill see”
“Do you have any questions?’
“Thereisone,” Llysette ventured. “A good accompanist is necessary.”

“If you have no objections, we had thought that Terese Stewart . . .” Vandiver glanced to Drummond



Kent.

The deputy minister nodded. “Y ou have worked with her before. If sheis not satisfactory, we could see
who esemight be avallable”

“Fraulein Stewart, she will do well, but we must practice before the performance. Y ou have said that the
performance, it must be the best.”

Drummond Kent cleared histhroat, looked at Vandiver, then spoke. “ Fréulein Stewart will have her
expenses paid to come to Vanderbraak State for the weekprior to your departure to workon your
program. Well aso pay her fees, aswell.”

“We want thisto be an outstanding concert,” Vandiver added.

“Thetzar should hear our very best,” added Minister Kent.

“Who esewill be performing?’ | interjected quickly.

“The noted pianist Robert Thies and achamber group—the Black Mesa Quartet.”
I'd never heard of elther, but Llysette nodded.

“The information packet for you,” Vandiver continued smoothly, “has the details on the concert and the
itinerary. Y ou can lookit over a your leisure. We had planned to have Republic Air Corps Two put
down at Asten on Saturday night, December second, to pick you and your husband up. | understand that
adso dlowsusagreater flight rangeaswel.” Vandiver turned to the deputy minigter. “Y ou have the
information packets, Drummond?’

“Yes, dr.” Thewispy-haired deputy minister smiled and lifted two folders.

| took them and leafed through them. They were thick and heavy, the kind that had always bothered me.
Theretainer cheque wasfor five thousand dollars, and the contract was a ssimple one-page affair,
seemingly without catches, but Eric would haveto lookat it before| had Llysette Signit. Therewere dso
briefing documents, including street maps of . Petersburg, a map to the federal aerodrome at Asten,
and adiagram and some printed materia on the Imperid Mariinsky Theetre. “Well send the contract
backas soon as Llysette has had the time to lookit over and sign it.”

“Splendid!” Mitchell Vandiver even looked pleased. He waited dmost thirty seconds before looking at
the clock on thewall, the signal that the meeting was over. “Y ou have return passagesto Vanderbraak
Centre. . . or Lebanon, | gather.”

“Wedo,” | answered. “On the one o'clock New Amsterdam Express.”

“I'll have my steamer take you to the B& O station.” Vandiver stood and bowed, and the bow was
directed clearly to Llysette. He paused, looking lmost embarrassed. “Would you mind if . . . thereare
severd reportersin the outer office. | told them you were on atight schedule. . .”

Llysette looked at me.

“A few minutes,” | said, “and whatever photosthey'd like.” The next minuteswereablur, as| followed
Llysette into the anteroom, where she was showered with aflare of cameraflashes. Once my eyes
cleared, | redlized that there were only four or five photographers and maybe afew more reporters.

“Mademoiselle duBoise will answer your questionsfor afew minutes,” Drummond Kent said. “ She has



to make a connection to return home.”

Even before Kent's last words ended, the first questioner fired hiswords at Llysette. “MissduBoise. . .
why did you agreeto go to St. Petersourg?’

Llysette smiled, an expression warmer than professond but still dightly guarded. “Columbia has been
good to me, and | would repay that.”

“Some say it's because people here like musicals better. How do you fed about that?’

Llysette offered the hint of afrown. “There are beautiful songsin many places. Some musicals, they aso
are beautiful. | Sng where those who enjoy what | sing would like meto sing.”

“That sounds like not everyone likeswhat you Sing. Isthat 07’

“Everyone. . . dl people have different likes. | am told that thetzar likesthemusic | sing. So | will sng
there.” She amiled more broadly. “Many in Columbialike what | sSng. They have bought my disk, and |
will be snging in many placesin Columbiain the next year.”

Therewas alaugh from one side of the anteroom.
“Did you get the medd for political reasons?”’

Llysette laughed, humoroudly and ironically. “1 knew no onein politicsuntil | sang for the president last
year. | saw him at the dinner thisyear. My Johan, he has not been in politics for ten years, and the other
party he was representing. Isthat politics?’

Ancther laugh followed.
“One more question,” announced Drummond Kent.

“Y ou were badly treated by Emperor Ferdinand. The tzar isan autocrat just like Ferdinand, but you'll
performfor him. Why?’

“I will ang beforethetzar. | ang for the people of Columbia” She paused, and her voice chilled with the
next words. “ Thetzar, heisnot Ferdinand.”

| wondered if the two were that different, despite the muted hatred in Llysette's voice.
“That'sdl,” Drummond Kent announced.

“What about the shotslast night?’ called avoice.

“That'sdl,” repeated Kent.

“I know nothing about that,” Llysette replied with asmile.

Corson led us out into aback corridor.

Deputy Minister Kent followed, then bowed to LIysette. “1 ook forward to seeing you on the turbo to
. Petersburg.”

Our valises and the hanging bag, and the two zombies, were waiting farther down the corridor. Thet the
two zombies were there was especialy important, because zombies were trust-worthy to afault, and
literd minded.



“Did you have any trouble with the bags?’ | asked. “How did you bring them up?’
“No, sr. We had to teke the freight elevator.”

“Thank you.”

Of course, they had to carry them back down again, trailing us.

Llysette was being treated like ancient royaty, and while she deserved it, | was quite certain | didn't like
the implications. Someone knew | was protective of her, and they wanted her—and me—to be pleased,
very pleased, and no one did that in government out of kindness or generosity.

Desperation, yes.. . . cdculation . . . but not kindness.
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A TEIGHT O'CLOCK Friday night the Quebec Specid findly eased to ahdt in Lebanon. A chill and
damp wind gusted around us as we stepped onto the platform. | beckoned to a porter and watched as
the zombie put both valises and the hanging bag on his cart, then fell in behind us.

“Déa, c'est I'hiver.” Llysette pulled her coat tightly around her.

| left my topcoat folded over my arm. The chill felt momentarily welcome after the heet of thetrain. “Not
yet.”

“It will be colder in Russa, n'est-ce-pas?” After amoment, she added, “What onemust dotosing. . . it
never ceases.”

A sx-wheded sted gray Stanley was parked in a space directly behind mine, and asquarishmanina
gray topcoat nodded to me as | turned to the porter. “Everything'sfine, Minister.”

“Thank you.”

Llysette smiled politely and nodded her head in thanks.

| opened the Stanley's boot and watched while the porter loaded the valises. | gave him three dollars.
“Thank you, Sr.”

Llysette didn't say anything more until we were insde the Stanley with the doors closed and headed
eastward on the Ragged Mountain Highway.

“Johan . . . thereis much more than a concert in St. Petersburg, is there not?’
“| told you that,” | said reasonably.
“Johan . . . do not humor me. A child | am not.”

Conceding awince a the chill in her voice, | answered. “I've told you most everything I've been told.
Columbia needs petroleum and kerosene desperately. It will be another year before the plants we got the
plansfor come on line. The Japanese won't export more to us, and neither will the Austrians. Were



getting additiona suppliesfrom Deseret, but not enough. We need Russian ail very badly, and thereare
more than afew people who don't want usto get it.”

“But. .. how would they know . . . my concert?’

“Spies. . . of one sort or another. Certainly, enough people know that we worked out the arrangements
with Deseret. Now . . . you get an arts medal, and aconcert in St. Petersburg . . . and thereisaready a
neogtiating team from Columbiain Russa—"

“That, you did not mention.”

“I'm sorry. Part of what I'm supposed to do ismakeit easier for them to get to see theright people.” |
had to dow the Stanley aswe came up behind a Columbian Dutch Petro hauler.

“Oh? And you will meet them a my concert?” At least, there was ahint of amusement in the question.
“They will like Rachmaninov? Or will they St and murmur of petroleum?’

“You'vetold methat the Vocalise is beautiful and difficult, and that you've dwayswantedtodoitina
performance. Y ou dready know it. They'll love it. Remember, they're not just petroleum types. Severa
members of the Romanov family are connected with the Russian petroleum industry. The tzar'scousinis
the head of PetroRus.”

“Worse than the Bourbons, they are. . .” Llysette shook her head.

“The Russan aristocracy has dways been asmal society.” | findly was able to pass the lumbering
kerosene hauler on astraight-away. “ They do support the performing arts, though.”

“Performersare their play dolls, no? Is not the prima balerina of the Balets Russes paid to be the
migiress of the tzar?’

“That was hisfather, or his great-great uncle.” It might have been farther back than that. Having aprima
ballerinaas amistress had been one of the more notable accomplishments of theill-fated Nicholas, who
had probably done his country afavor by dying of intestina typhus. Then, rumorswere that one of the
grand dukes had ensured that the ailment had been fata before the ardently didiked Alexandriacould
provide an heir. Asit was, hisfar more gifted younger brother Mikhail had barely survived the
restructuring of Russiain the early years of the century. Unhappily, the current tzar was bent on emulating
the autocratic ways of the early Romanovs, athough Alexander had continued the rocket development
initiative begun by his grandfather. And he did support the arts—more than did my native Columbia

“Thesamehewill be”
“It could be.” | laughed. “How would we know?’
“I will know. Carolynne knew.”

“I'm sureyou will.” | hadn't searched the memories of the family ghost whose spirit had melded with
mine, not in depth. 1t was hard to take some of them, especialy those intensely female recollections,
probably because they showed my own inadequacies dl too clearly. Then, as| got older, there was more
and more that reved ed inadequacies, such as my inability to protect Llysette in Deseret. “ Just don't
encouragetherascal.” | amiled as| said the last words.

“Eventhetzar ... hewould not . . . not when | am sent by your Speaker.”

“I would, if | weretzar,” | joked, even as| wondered. The Romanovs had not exactly been a dynasty



known for moderation. Then | had to concentrate on driving aswe'd caught up with an intermittent line of
haulers, probably headed to Asten, and the road got more winding.

The clock was striking nine-thirty by the time we reached VVanderbraak Centre and | was carrying inthe
second valiseto take it upstairs to the master bedroom. While LIysette began to unpack, | stoked up the
woodstove in the parlor. Next, while the stove was heating up, | moved the steamer into the car barn,
topped off the water tanks, then returned to the house.

Driving always left me keyed up, and | certainly wasn't ready for bed. So | began to fix chocolate and get
out some biscuits. While the milk for the chocolate was heating up, | carried the two briefing packetsinto
the study and set them on the desk. | looked around the study. Everything seemed to beinits place, but
it didn't fed that way. So | turned on al the lights. That didn't help.

| flicked on the new difference engine and waited. My tdltales didn't show anything ether.
“Llysette?’
After aminute or two she dipped into the study, till wearing her suit jacket. “It iscold.”

“I've stoked up the woodstove. It should be warming the parlor before long.” | paused. “ Something fed's
different, but I can't figure out what.”

She sniffed. “It looks the same, but the same it does not smell.”

Smell hadn't occurred to me, but she wasright. | checked the lock on the French door and looked out to
the patio but could detect nothing different and out the place, although it would have been difficult with
the limited range of the lights and the swirls of fallen leaves acrossthe lawn.

The questions were simple enough. Who had been in the house, and why? It had been aprofessiond, or
ateam of professionals, because nothing was out of place, and that made it seem unlikely that it wasthe
same person or group Who had shot at us outside the Presdential Palace.

“Harlaan'sboys,” | murmured.
“Youthink s0?7’

| nodded. They'd done it once before, and | had no doubts that they now had every file on my difference
engine. Thistime, | couldn't figure out why. The Spazi knew everything | did about ghosting and
de-ghosting and zombification. Surely, they didn't think that | had come up with some new breakthrough.

“I likethisnot a dl, Johan.”
“Do you want to cancel the performance?’
“Non! Who would ask again? And when?’

She had avery good point there—very good. | flicked off the difference engine. “Let's have some
chocolate.”

“That would be good.”

It would be, especidly since there wasllittle else we could do a the moment.



SATURDAY WE SPENT recovering, dthough | did handle some chores, aswell as correct some
quizzes and make atrip down to Vanderbraak Centre to the post centre and to Samaha's for the back
issues of daily newspapers Louie kept for me. Unlike with Llysette's earlier performancein the federd
didtrict, the Asten Post-Courier had no referencesto her in any of theissues put out while we had been
gone, not even the one on the shots at the Presidential Palace.

On Sunday, | made aquick trip to pick up the paper, but neither LIysette nor | happened to bein the
mood to attend church. Instead, we sat in the parlor, warmed by both sun and the woodstove, and
spped chocolate and read the Sunday paper. It was impossible for me to ignore the headlines and
front-page storiesin the Post-Courier.

Peiping (WNS). Warlord Minister Wel Deng Tsao claimed that a Russian Perun rocket had crossed the
northern borders of Chung Kuo before exploding . . . Little is known about the Perun. With arange of
lessthan eight hundred miles, it isnot amilitary threat except to Austro-Hungary, Chung Kuo, and the
Swedish confederation. Despite last month's apparent nuclear test in Siberia, experts believe that Russian
scientists have been unable to develop an atomic device suitable for awarhead.

Austro-Hungarian Foreign Minister Erich von Braun reiterated the Viennese position that deployment of
missiles with nuclear warheads would violate the High Frontier Treaty and the older Treaty of Warsaw,
which concluded the Summer War. . ..

Russan Minigter of Communications Lamanov denied that there had even been alaunch of any rocket.
He aso0 stated that the purpose of the Perun program was “purely scientific” and denied that the Perun
would ever carry warheads.

Skeptic that | was, | suspected that either the Russians had a bigger rocket under development based on
what they'd learned from the Perun program or the Perun couldn't carry abig enough payload to makeits
development and deployment militarily useful.

A smdler aticledid catch my eye.

Athens (WNS). King Congtantine and his consort Arianna saw their twin daughters off to school today.
Both will attend the Univerdity of Virginia. . . Earlier Crown Prince Nicharos began graduate sudies at
Washington and Hamilton University. . . .

| set down the paper. | must have sighed.

Llysette put down the Culture section. “1 should be the one sighing, Johan. Barely one word isthere
about my award. . ..”

| took the paper from her hand and pointed. “| seeapicture. | aso see abeautiful womaninit, and a
story about how shelll enchant dl of Europe—"

“Johan . .."

| dmost missed the twinklein her eye. “ Go ahead and sigh. Do you redly want more than this? Do you



want every moment of your lifein newsprint?’ | deepened my voice. “Noted soprano Llysette duBoiseis
spending aquiet morning with her husband, the former secret agent and assassin. duBoiseisknown for
her incredible voice and for her lack of judgment in marrying former minister Eschbach. . . .”

Shedid laugh.

“Serioudy,” | pointed out. “ That's your choice. Have every moment reported by someone, or risk
dropping out of sight.”

“Cestsotriste. .. ."

“Itis, but that's Columbia. Y ou'd have more of aprivate lifein Britain or Russia, or even New France,
but | don't know that you'd want to live there.”

“I should think not.” LIysette paused. “ Some did go to St. Petersburg, but it is colder there than here.”
She shivered, athough the woodstove had the parlor very comfortable. “The Russans, they are so filled
with gloom.”

With the history of Russia, anyone raised there had to be gloomy. There must have been thousands of
ghosts haunting Moscow and St. Petersburg over the centuries. Maybe it wasn't so bad in the summers,
during the white nights when it never got dark. Most ghosts would be hard to see then. | took asip of
chocolate before | turned on the sofa and asked, “Have you thought much about your programin St.
Petersburg?’

“Qui . . . | had thought of doing seulement the Russian songs.”
“You'd said you'd do the Rachmaninov Vocalise. What el se?’

“The song of Mignon, ‘None but the Lonely Heart.” That is Tchaikovsky. . . .” She sang aphrase, clearly
in Russian, because | didn't understand aword, then shook her head. “ So long it has been.”

“Y ou know Russan?’

“Only the songs. A singer would be adivaof France, she dways hoped to go to St. Petersbourg.”
Llysette shrugged. “Never likethis”

“Then you won't have to learn so much so quickly.”
“I must talk to Terese Stewart.”

“Her number isin the packets we received from Vandiver. Y ou could wire her later today. She lives out
in West Kansas.”

“Not today, Johan. Today, it isfor us.”
| wasn't about to argue with that. Instead, | inched closer to LIysette and kissed her neck.

“Aprés. .." shereplied with athroaty and gentle laugh, leaning away from me. She held up a section of
newspaper. It wasn't the Post-Courier, but the twelve pages of the Tower —the student paper.

| raised my eyebrows.
“They arewriting about the play. . . .”

“Gregor's production of Hamlet? It doesn't open for two weeks.”



“Hetaks about ghosts.. . . and the need to understand.” LIysette shook her head.
Sodidl.

Gregor was from the west. He had seen one or two ghostsin hislife—and thought he knew ghosts. We
understood ghosts—all too well. And neither of us wanted any closer or greater understanding. |
massaged Llysette's neck, gently, while | waited for her to finish the article.
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M ONDAY MORNING CAME, and with it, the obligatory visit to the most honorable Herr Doktor
David Donniger. So, after dropping off LIysette, | hurried in and picked up the paper at Samahals,
folding it shut and not even looking at it because | was running late. | drove back up to the faculty car
park where | |ft the Stanley—again—in the last row and then walked through a clear bright morning,
marred only by acold and gusty wind out of the northwest.

Gertrude and Hector were working on the lilac hedge beside the walk from the car park to the converted
Dutch Republic dwelling that held my office. Both zombies had their rakes out and were attempting to
remove al the leaves from beneath the hedge. The cold wind was light enough that leaves were not flying.
Neither zombie looked up as | passed, but that was normal.

When | stepped into the front foyer of the building, | could see that the door to David's office was open.
Sooner was better than later. So | stopped just inside hisdoor. “David . . .”

“Yes, Johan?’ Herr Doktor Donniger looked up from the oh-so-neat stack of papers before him with a
look that suggested heredlly didn't want to talk.

“Llysettewill be singing in St. Petersburg on December seventh. St. Petersburg, asin Russa.”

“I'mglad for her.” A bemused smile crossed David's face. “ Dierk may not be so glad, from what 1've
heard.”

“The Ministry of State has set it up asa cultura exchange program,” | added.
“| suppose you want to go along. That would make matters a bit difficult here, you know?’

“I've been requested to accompany her. One of the mgjor Russian companies has an environmental
problem. The State people thought | might be of assstance.”

“Qutsde consulting is frowned upon during the school year, Johan. The trustees have pointed out that we
are ateaching indtitute, not aresearch university.” David smiled blandly.

“I understand,” | replied, just asblandly. “Still . . . the minister of state met with us both personally on
Friday. He expects us both on Republic Air Corps Two on the Sunday before LIysette's performance.
He and the Speaker think that it'simportant enough to fly us there on government turbo at government
expense. If you would like meto convey your concerns. . .”

“Ah...Johan...I'msurethat won't be necessary. Even though we are not aresearch ingtitution, both
the dean and the trustees will be more than pleased to know that we have two faculty members so
distinguished that the federa government has requested them specificaly.”



“I'll do my best to make sure that the university is mentioned, David.”
“Thet...ah...wouldbehdpful.”

David was reaching for the wireset even before | |€eft his office, doubtless to report to the dean. Dear
Katrinkawould prefer the publicity and the indirect spotlight for the university far more than perfect
attendance by her faculty.

Once upgtairsin my smal office, before unfolding the paper, | picked up the handset and wired Bruce,
wondering if it were too early, and whether he happened to bein.

[13 LBI .”
“Bruce. . . Johan.”

Therewas alow chuckle. “I said something was up. | presume you were the target of that anonymous
shooting attempt?’

“Llysdte, | think.”
“l don't likethat.”

“Neither do |. She's been picked to Sing in St. Petersburg, a cultura exchange concert next month. I'm
supposed to go dong and help with some environmental matters.”

“ I %,”

| could tell hedid. “Believeit or not, | still don't know much more than when we talked, except that they
seemto think that if | solve some environment negotiation problemsthey have, the tzar's people might
figure out away to help uswith some energy concerns.”

“Have you looked at the morning paper?’
“No. | cdledyoufirg.”

“Y ou ought to. What | said before still holds.” | reached for the paper and opened it. | winced at the
headline: russans go nuclear. “I just read the headline. Y ou'reright, but | till don't know the angle.”

“I have every confidencein you, Johan. Youll figureit out.”
“Thanks.”
“No problem. Let me know if you need anything else.”

“I'will, but I honestly can't think of anything ese. The new difference engineredly isamarve. You told
me that it was better to get it before | needed it, and you were right about that.”

“Wedoour best. .. ."

When | hung up the handset, | smoothed out the paper and began to read, knowing that | didn't have that
much time before getting down to working up lesson plans and quizzes for whomever would cover my
classeswhile we were gone. | gtill swallowed the second time | read the headlines, even before | got into
the sory itsdf.



Vienna (WNS). Austrian Foreign Minister von Braun revedled a series of high-dtitude photographs of a
purported nuclear detonation at the Lobachevsky Proving Groundsin Siberia. “We will not stand by
whilethetzar threstensal of Europe. Nuclear weapons have no businessin acivilized world.” For
decades, Austro-Hungary has announced that it will not use such wegponson afirst strike basis. . . .

Independent scientific observers questioned the success of the test, noting that the seismic recordings
showed alow yielding device, or one poorly designed for weapons usage, combined with an excessive
amount of electromagnetic radiation. Initialy, the electromagnetic pulse that crested more than aminute
of intense static in eastern portions of Austro-Hungary waswhat called scientific attention to the blast.
Von Braun's statement did not comment on the effectiveness of the device. Other observers suggested
that the Russians were attempting to devel op a nuclear warhead that could be mated to the Perun rocket.

In reaction to such aquestion, Russan Communications Minister Lamanov strongly denied that Russa
was developing nuclear warheads for the Perun, saying it was “ absolutdly ridiculous. . . totally out of the
guestion. Russia has no desire to turn Europe or anywhere else into black glass or aradioactive
wastdland. We Russians have dways loved the land. We would not do that.”

| shook my head. With that strong adenid, the Russians were attempting something—and probably
failing, given the observationsin the newspaper. The smaler RPI story noted that with the Russian
detonation, there were effectively five nuclear powers, athough the Japanese had never detonated a
device. But then, where could they have detonated one?

Therest of the news was comparatively placid—another set of stories about the price of kerosene, and a
semi-feature devoted to the growing influence of the Greek trupps. The story did note in passing that
such criminad eementswere asmall segment of Asten's burgeoning Greek population and thet the
immigration from Greece had continued to climb, often illegally, as Greece became more and more of an
Austrian puppet State.

The story below the fold on the second page dedlt with the Asten Aerodrome, and the wasteful nature of
thelong runways required by turbos, and the huge amount of refined kerosene-based fuel gulped by the
handful of civilian turbos and the military turbo transports. That provoked afew thoughts, which, an hour
or so later, in my eleven o'clock environmental economicsclass, ledto adiversion. . . of sorts.

| asked arelated question, near the end of the class, since amost all the faces appeared bored or blank
“Mister Unduva, would you care to explain why, in some senses, thetitle of this classisan oxymoron?’

“A what, Sr?’

“An oxymoron, acontradictioninterms. . . such asastraightforward politician, an interesting professor,
ahardworking student.”

| got laughs on two of the three examples, but then, most students think they work hard. | know | had. |
didn't find out | waswrong until much later.

“MissZand?’

“The most environmentally sound way of doing something should be the most economica?” The petite
blonde swallowed after she answered.

“That's very carefully and very well phrased.” | couldn't help smiling, despite the other blank faces. It was
good to get a solid answer without having to go through student after student. “ The word ‘should' is



especidly important. Why? Migter Denhelder?”’

The gangly korfbal player gulped. After what seemed minutes but was less than thirty seconds, Alden
Denheider finally stuttered. “Ah .. . Professor . . . because. .. wdll ... Imean. . . the cleanup costsfor
oil spillsand chemicd lesks. . . they're not included in the prices of things.”

For Mister Denheider, that was eloquence; it was aso proof that held read at least some of the
assgnment, because originality wasn't exactly his greatest strength. “Exactly,” | said with another smile,
“If ... if .. .dl thecosts of producing and distributing goods, including al the environmental codts, were
included in the price of the good, then it would be to each producer's advantage to produce productsin
the most environmentally sound manner.” | paused. “ So why doesn't this happen?’ | gestured to Miss
Vught.

“ Sometimes price isn't asimportant as other things?” asked the redhead in return.
“Can you give me an example?’ | looked around the class.

“What about military aircraft, Sr?” asked the clean-cut Verner Oss. “A dirigibleis more economical and
efficient, but it won't stand much chance against a high-speed turbo fighter.” Oss was an older student,
onewho'd registered late, and | actudly had him in two classes, practicaly back-to-back—both the
environmenta politics and environmental economics.

“So economics has to defer to surviva?’ | shot back.
“Wadll, gr, if asociety doesn't survive, its economicswont, either.”

Once upon atime, when I'd been a Republic Naval Air Corps pilot, I'd have probably given the same
answer, but afew years had taught me that smple and accurate answers usudly left out agreat dedl. “If
the politica and economic structure results in wholesd e destruction of the environment,” | pointed out,
“then the society won't survive much longer.”

Mister Osslooked vaguely troubled at my response, but no one wanted to comment on that one,
probably because it was two minutes before the bell was dueto ring.

| fingered my chin, grinning. “All right . . . what about this? The ultimate environmenta economy is
urviving.”

Severa students nodded. Most were looking at the wall clock yet again.
“That's the topic of athousand-word essay due aweek from today.”
The sghs and groans were muffled, but most dutifully wrote down the assignment.

The wind had picked up and was colder when | stepped out of Smythe. Gertrude and Hector had
pushed off their whedlbarrows, and the roots of the lilac hedge were clean and waiting to trap more
leaves as | headed down to the post centre. There, | found only circulars and three hills, plusathick
envelopefor LIysette from the New Bruges Association of Teachers of Singing.

Llysette had the table by the stove when | got to Délft's.

Victor was explaining the specid. “Thecrabmeat is. . . just 50 .. . . mademoiselle, and with les
champignons. .. ”

“Whatever itis, Victor, it soundswonderful.” | did into the chair across from Llysette.



“Ah, Herr Doktor, itis”

| glanced at the menu, noting it was new, and that the prices were higher, but, in the end, we both
ordered the specid, which Victor had probably created especidly for Llysette. She had teg, and so did |,
and we sipped it, waiting for the French onion soups that we ordered in place of salad.

“Did you tell Dierk about . Petersburg?’ | asked.
“Maisoui. He was pleased, and he was not pleased.”

“Isthat because with you gone, and with Beau Jonn being called back onto active service, he hasno one
to teach your students while you're gone?’

Llysette offered a Gallic shrug. “More professors we have needed. He has not asked.”

“The department keeps growing. Y ou can't keep adding music mgors without adding faculty,” | pointed
out. “Not when each one requires an hour of private studio lessons aweek.”

“Non . . . but the dean he did not wish to upset.”

“Now, hell haveto, and shell be much more upset than if held explained the problem last summer, when
he learned that enrollment had gone up by twenty more mgjors.”

“It wasthirty, Johan.”

“Mademoisdle. .. monseur . ..” Victor gppeared with the baked French onion soup. “ The cheese, the
Gruyere, isnot aged asit should be, but | cannot get the proper cheeses.”

“Areyou having trouble with supplies, Victor?’

“Only with the specid items, Doktor . . . beef | can get, but not good veal. Les champignons. . . thosel
get from my wifes brother . . . and without my spicegarden . . . dl would belost.” He shrugged. “We do
what we can.”

“Youdoit very wel, and we gppreciateit.”
Victor beamed, if only for amoment. “The specid . . . you will likeit.” Then he vanished.

| tried the soup. Despite Victor's protestations, it was excellent, the onions neither limp nor too crunchy,
and the Gruyere melted just right over the crouton cover that was also perfectly crisp. We ate silently for
atime. It had been along morning, in itsown way.

“Dierk didn't say that you shouldn't go, did he?’

“That, | did not alow.” Llysette arched her eyebrows. “ Il n'est pas fou. He would not wish to crossthe
dean. .. or you, Johan.”

“David wasn't exactly pleased when | told him.”
“Your David, heisafool. Do you not dways have the full classes?”’
“Usudly.” | laughed. “I'm not surewhy. | probably mark the hardest, and ask the most of the students.”

“Even the Dutch dunderheads, they can understand who can teach,” Llysette pointed out. Her mouth
turned up in animpish smile. “ And the young girls, they think thereis mystery in aprofessor who wasa



“There's not much glamorous about it. Y ou know that.”

“They do not.” Shetilted her head dightly. “Y ou show . . . the danger, Johan. Thegirlscanfed it. A safe
danger, you are.”

“Because I'm married to you?’

“Exactement. Do not forget that.” She spoiled the effect by smiling. “Herr Doktor Donniger cannot see.
The most dense of your girl students see, but he cannot.”

“David can't see much beyond David and faculty politics.” | looked up to see Victor gpproaching with a
tray.

“Power thereis. Politics are not power.”

| nodded. Sheld put it succinctly. Too often, especially in democratic societies, people mistook the
mechanisms of power for power itsdf. “Did you get in touch with Terese Stewart?’

“I did. Sheismost excited.” LIysette smiled. “More than am |. She has done the Vocalise, but not ‘ The
Lilacs’ Theothers, elles ne sont pas s difficile.”

AsVictor set hisspecid champignon dish down before us, | decided to set aside musico-political
ruminations and concentrate more on gourmet gustatory explorations, inhaling the fragrance that seamed
up from the plate. “It smellswonderful .”

Llysette took a bite, then smiled and looked up at the anxious Victor. * Merveilleux.”
Victor bobbed his head. He was happy.

And, sitting across from LIysette, with great food before me, sowas|.
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T HE REST OF the week passed uneventfully, and so did the beginning of the following week. Infact,
we got to Thursday in blissful quietude. Neither rain nor snow fell on VVanderbraak Centre, and whileit
froze at night, the frost was gone before we | eft the house in the morning.

Llysette reported that Dierk Geoffries had located aformer choral director at the University of Assen
who had retired the spring before and who was willing to fill in for Beau Jonn. No one sent me any
mysterious packages or letters or briefing materials. As Harlaan had promised, | did seeafew gray
steamers, but at a distance—except for the one hidden under the maple across the back lawn and the
field beyond, an older gray Spazi seamer that wasthere dmost dl thetime,

I'd a so done some more ghost-projection-rel ated research and by Wednesday night had come up with a
system. By scanning an image, then converting the codes to alog base, which reflected the image
parameters, and then changing certain aspects, by fedl, nothing more, | got so | could create projected
images that looked like what I'd scanned. Complex, but it did work. A good mathematician could have
doneitinan hour or so, but . . . it worked, for whatever reason, and I've always been one for making



things work first and worrying about how | got there later. That, | reflected, was al'so how 1'd gotten into
alot of trouble, and on more than one occasion.

Sincethat Thursday wasthe third one of the month, when the Music and Thesatre Department had its
monthly faculty mesting, | didn't get lunch with Llysette. | made do with a sandwich from the student
centre and graded essays and quizzes until it wastime for Environmenta Politics 2B. Because the
temperature was just above freezing, the classroom in Smythe was bailing. | couldn't believe Mondriaan
thought the room was cold, but as we passed in the entryway, he had hiswinter coat buttoned up to his
chin. It was agood thing hisfamily had fled west, rather than to Russia—and that they'd escaped before
thefal of the Low Countries. Ferdinand didn't care that much for painters and their families, but then,
Ferdinand didn't seem to care much for any kind of art except for insrumenta suitesthat glorified the
Hapsburg empire or statues of its heros and emperors.

Class went as planned, if more smoothly, because the korfball team had Ieft at noon to travel to Asten for
some sort of preseason tournament. After class| graded afew more papers, and then went to pick up
Llysette. Dinner would be rushed because Gregor Martin's production of Hamlet opened that night, and
Llysette had promised to attend. | would have gone with her, regardiess, but | was interested in seeing
the production, because Gregor had set it in the mid-1800s. That should have made sense, sSince the
Swedes had faced asmilar crisswith the sudden death of Charles X1V in 1835, except young Oscar |
hadn't had to contend with an uncle, only the Prussian-backed coup and attack against Denmark that had
required Sweden to effectively annex Denmark after the assassination of the Danish roya family and the
murder of far too many Danes. Still . . . | wanted to see how Gregor managed to integrate it with history.

Llysette, surprisingly, waswaiting as| drove the Stanley up to the music and theatre building. Shewas
asoamiling.

“Good day?’ | asked as she dipped into the front seat and leaned across to brush my cheek with her
lips.

“Mais oui. Marlenavan Hoff, shewon the New Bruges competition for the Association of Teachers of
Singing. Also, Terese Stewart will be coming on Monday, or earlier, and dready the music she has.”

“Isshe saying with us?’

“Non. This| did not know, but her sister livesin Zuider, and with her shewould rather say. | told her
that we would drive her to Asten when we go to St. Petersburg. Y ou would not mind that, Johan?’

“Heavens, no.” | did like theideathat she wouldn't be staying with us, sSince Fraulein Stewart was amost
astute woman, and might well notice our protective Spazi detail, something | redly didn't want to explain.
“That only makes sense.”

The wind was stronger up on the hill, and dmost blew Llysette's scarf right off her when she stepped out
of the Stanley in our driveway. | |€ft the steamer by the door.

Llysette shivered even after we were insgde, and made for the parlor and the woodstove, il radiating
some hest. | followed her and added two more logs, before heading to the kitchen, filled with the aroma
of baking and spiced besf.

I'd asked Marie to make us abeef piefor dinner—I paid extrafor that, but on nightslike this one, when
we were rushed, it was well worth it. So | had the salad ready, with a glass of wine—Sebastopal
cabernet—and the whole dinner on the table even before Llysette was quite sure she wanted to leave the
comfort of the parlor.



“Firg divaof Columbia,” | caled, “dinner isserved.”

“Johan . . . that is not of humor.” Those were her words as she entered the kitchen.
| grinned because she couldn't keep the smile out of her eyes.

“Impossible you are.”

“To impossible academics.” | raised my wineglass, and we both laughed.

Llysette took a sp of the cabernet, then severd hites of the meat pie before she spoke. “1 was hungry, |
think. A long day it has been. Good, but long.”

“Y ou wish we didn't have to go to the play tonight?’

“I promised that we would go. We did not see hislast.” “No, we didn't.” Gregor'slast production had
been something by the rising West Kansas playwright J. Francis Hogan, but | couldn't remember thetitle.
That had been when Llysette and | were in Deseret the second time, and she'd performed at the S.
George Opera House.

So, after eating and a quick cleanup of the dishes, afew moments of stacking papersin the study and
unloading my briefcase while Llysette freshened up, we were back in the Stanley, heading down
Deacon's Lane and over the River Wijk bridge back into VVanderbraak Centre. We got one of the last
gpacesin the lower car park and struggled to the music and theetre building againgt the gusty wind, not
particularly cold, but strong.

While | was getting the tickets, Llysette stepped aside to say something to Dierk Geoffries, who was
standing to the left of the box office wicket, doubtless waiting for his spouse.

Asl| turned, ticketsin hand, | saw Gertrude—one of the university zombies—marching toward the main
door to the theatre.

“Gertrude?’ | asked gently.
She stopped and turned. “Yes, Sr?’
“If I might ask, why do you come to operas and plays?’

“Professor Martin said | should, sir. He said | would fed better.” Gertrude waited, as zombies always
did, for the next question or order.

“Doyou?’

“I don't know.”

“I hope you do tonight.”

Gertrude just waited.

“Go and enjoy the play.”

Sheturned from me and headed for the door.
“How terrible,” Llysette said, dipping up besde me.

“I don't know. I've seen her cry at your operaand when you gave arecital. I've never seen azombiecry.



Maybe Gregor isright.”
“ Peut-ére. . ."
“Y ou think he just wants abigger gate?”’

“Even Gregor . . . | do not think—" Llysette stopped and touched my arm, turning as asmall and dapper
man with wispy silver hair stepped toward us. “ Georges, thisis my husband Johan. Johan, thisis Georges
Almorire. Heisthe new chord director.”

“Pleasad to meet you, Doktor.” Almorire gave aquick bow from the waist and straightened with awarm
smile. “Y ou don't look asimposing as your reputation, and that probably means you're more 0.”

| wasn't quite sure how to handle that. “In acollege, sudents way's creatively expand things, particularly
reputations. I'm just a professor of gpplied politics and ecology, trying like every other professor to
impart some glimmer of enlightenment.” | laughed gently.

“Dontweadl?Dontweadl?" Almorirereplied. “Your lady ismost accomplished, and | understand that
shewill be singing at the Mariinsky Theatrein St. Petersburg in afew weeks”

“Shewill. I'm looking forward to it.”
“Y ou should. Y ou should.” He bowed and then eased away toward Blanding Aastre.

Blanding merely inclined his head to us as the two handed their tickets to the student usher and entered
the theatre. We followed. Our tickets put us halfway back in the two seats closest to the aide on the | eft.

Gregor had definitely made changes. Fortinbras was no longer a Norse fortune-seeker, but an Austrian
archduke eager to expand the empire's borders, while Polonius wasn't so much an old pompousfool asa
scheming courtier looking to position himsalf to survive the coming disaster. Ophelia's madness came as
much from her ingght into her father's duplicity asfrom Hamlet's indifference and apparent cruelty, and
Claudius had poisoned Hamlet's father because the old king refused to understand the danger from the
south—Austro-Hungary. In away, it made sense higtoricaly, but Gregor's substituted lines, few asthey
were, weren't up to the original.

Afterward, we went to find Gregor, which wasn't hard, because he was standing on one side of the
lobby, surrounded by amix of students and university faculty. Once the crowd thinned out, we stepped
forward.

“Most powerful,” Llysette offered.

“Congratulations, Gregor.” After looking over my shoulder, | asked, “Why did you tell Gertrude to come
totheplays?’

“Who?’
“The zombie woman groundskeeper.”

Thistime Gregor was the oneto lower hisvoice. “Because | thought it would help her. | told her to come
to the music concerts and the plays, especialy the musica events.”

| didn't know quite what to say to that.

“If good music won't help azombie reclam her soul, then it certainly can't hurt her.”



“Gregor!” someone cdled.
“A good performance,” | reiterated as | stepped away.

Llysette gave me aquizzical look, one | didn't respond to, except by squeezing her hand. | needed to
think for aminute—or longer.

| left the thestre that was really more of arecital hall than atrue theatre still pondering Gregor's words.
The drama professor had never been one of my favorite people, arrogant as he sometimeswas, but I'd
seen Gertrude cry at LIysette's recitals and productions, and zombies weren't supposed to cry. Emotion
was beyond them. Certainly, Gertrude mostly acted like azombie. . . but was she becoming more
human? Was Gregor onto something?

When we were in the Stanley on the way acrosstheriver and back up Deacon's Lane, Llysette finaly
broke the slence.

“Y ou are thinking, Johan.”
“ About zombies, about what Gregor said.”
“Johan . . . azombie, she does not haveto remain such.”

| winced, if slently. Inaway, Llysette had been part zombie, part of her soul stripped away by
Ferdinand's torture chambers and ghosting experiments—until 1'd given her back part of another soul, not
that I'd intended quite that. “We know that. I'd just never thought that music and drama might have the
sameeffect . . . over time”

“That . . .itwould make sense” Llysette pointed out.

“It would. And no one would ever think of it, because who would expose zombies to the passion of
music and drama?’

“Cestvrai...."

| reached out across the seat and squeezed her hand. She squeezed minein return, and for the moment
we were almost as one.

Thewind on the hilltop was stronger than when wed left. While | moved the Stanley into the car barn
and then topped off the water tanks, L1ysette opened the house.

When | findly finished and entered the house, she was standing in the archway between the parlor and
my study, her head tilted, her brow furrowed. “ Someone, like before, je crais. . .”

While everything in the study seemed to beinits place, ashad Llysette, | ft like something was different.
| touched the casing of the difference engine, but it was cool and had not been used recently, not in the
last hdf hour inany case.

Llysette frowned. “ Someone, they have been here.”
After checking dl the outsidelocks, | returned to the study. “ The locks were still set.”
Llysette raised her eyebrows.

“I know. That doesn't prove anything.” Next, | turned on the lights and looked out onto the terrace from
the study. Theterrace was empty.



Then | went out with ahand-flash. Llysette, shivering without her coat, followed. Therewasasingle set
of footprintsin the frost on the grass. The footsteps vanished at the edge of the lawn, where the intruder
had stepped over the low stone fence into the field beyond.

Back insde, after relocking the doors, | turned on the difference engine, but so far as| could tell, nothing
had been dtered, and none of the hidden files had been opened. That meant only that the intruder hadn't
found them, or wasfar better at difference engine programming than were Bruceand |. So | turned the
machine back off, checked dl the locks once more, for dl the good that would do, and then turned off
thelightsin the lower level before climbing the steps to the master bedroom—and Llysette.

Who had it been? What had he wanted? | doubted that thisintruder had been a Spazi type. Given the
Spazi surveillance, | had to wonder how held gotten in, and especidly how he'd gotten away. That the
intruder had managed it didn't exactly boost my faith in Harlaan's operations.

Stll . . . therewasn't much else | could do, not then. But . . . | worried, and it took along time to drift off
to deep, even with Llysette's help.
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T HE NEXT MORNING was sunny, warmer, and cam, and the footprintsin the frost had vanished
before | went out to fire up the Stanley. The gray six-whedled Spazi steamer was under the trees on the
far sde of thefidd, but | had to wonder exactly how much good Harlaan's surveillance detail was doing.

When | went to the door to cal Llysette, she was standing by the foyer closet, wearing agray woolen
skirt with agreen blouse, and agray jacket, in which she looked wonderful, and which she promptly
swathed in her winter coat before stepping outsde to get into the Stanley.

“It'snot that cold,” | said cheerfully, as| eased the Stanley down the drive and out onto Deacon's Lane.
“And, besides, it's Friday.”

“The north pole, you would say it isnot cold, Johan.”
“Remember—in two weeks or so well bein St. Petersburg.”
“Do not remind mewheat | do for art.”

“All right. | won't,” | said cheerfully.

“Johan ...

| laughed, and so did she.

| redlly didn't need the kerosene, but after | dropped off LIysette, | headed down to Piet's Columbian
Dutch Shell to top off the Stanley'stanks. What with rising prices and unsettled times, | didn't want to be
caught short, although | did have two ten-gdlon tins stored in the car barn.

Piet was aone, and as he started washing the windscreen, | asked, “How are things with your
suppliers?’

“Prices keep going up. Not much at any onetime, Doktor, but they never go down.” Piet wiped the



Stanley's glass dry. “Widow Huerlein, she saw the prices and backed right out of the station. Went down
to Bruno's. Didn't do much for her. He's running adime more agalon than | am. Hesworried. Some
salesrep came by the other day. Asked him abunch of questions, about what grades of kerosene folks
bought and even about whether you college professors preferred Shell or AmeriSun. Bruno played
dumber than he dready is. Then, thefellow told him AmeriSun was closing gationsin New Bruges, those
that didn't sell enough.”

“He sdls enough, doesn't he?”

Piet shrugged. “Who can tell what's enough for the bolt countersin headquarters?’ Piet looked at the
pump. “ Thirtyone even, Doktor.”

| paid him, and he hurried over to the other pump to catch Fred Jaekels, the korfball coach. Next |
picked up the paper from Samaha's and drove back to the upper faculty car park.

The bright sunshine had me in ahappy mood, and when | saw the zombie workforce, | called out
cheerfully, “Good morning, Gertrude.”

“Every morning isagood morning, Sr.” The zombie lady smiled happily, then returned to raking, turning
over the bark mulch in the flower bed lining the walk.

Deciding againgt asking her about the play, | smiled and replied, “It isindeed.” Which, inaway, it was, at
least for me. | mostly enjoyed teaching, and | had aloving and talented wife, and I'd seen enough of what
wasn't S0 good in life to appreciate—usualy—wheat | did have.

Just as | was about to enter the natural resources building to head up to my office, two students
appeared. Onewas Verner Oss, and the other was Pietra Zand.

“Professor?’ ventured Pietra. “ About the essay . . . do you mind if we define the terms you used? Or did
you have adefinition you wanted usto use?’

For amoment, | had to shift perspectives. “Which terms?’
“‘Survivd' .. .gr”

| smiled at the petite blonde, who was one of my better students. “Actudly, you can use any definition so
long as you make sure you define which one youre using.”

Verner Ossblinked, asif I'd surprised him.

“Miger Oss. . . oneof thethingsyou learn if you've spent awhilein the military isthat both survival and
victory comein two varieties, long and short term, and you need to consider whether short-term
victories, particularly, lead to long-term survival. All too often, they don't.”

“Wereyouinthesarvice, Sr?’

“I spent two toursin the Naval Air Corps. . . part of it during the Panama Standoff.”
“Youwereapilot?”

“FF-7s”

“Ah. .. any decorations?’ Ossasked, amost apologeticaly.

That was arather presumptuous question, and abit odd, but the way in which it was asked was clearly



one of honest curiosity. For amoment, | wondered whether to answer it, but decided honesty was the
best policy. “A few. Nothing terribly glorious. An RAC, with agtar, apurple heart, and the usua unit
commendations.” | paused. “Did you have aquestion, Mister Oss?’

“I think you answered it, Sir. | wondered about defining ‘long term.” ™
“Defineit asyou wish, but affirm or attack the proposition and support your argument.”
“Isn't the proposition amost atautology, Sir?’

| shook my head. “Not redlly. Y ou've got agrasp on it aready, because whether it is or isn't depends on
thede. nitions. . . and I've probably aready given you too much.”

“Ah . .. thank you, Professor Eschbach.” Pietraamost bowed.
“Thank you,” echoed Verner.
“Y ou're both welcome, and good luck with the essays.”

| got anod from Verner, arespectful nod, not a perfunctory one. Asthe two walked away, | waited by
the door for amoment. | couldn't help but overhear their words as they waked away.

“Why did you ask about awards?’ That was Pietra.

“Decorations, not awards. Because . . . just because. There's something about him . . . but . . . an Air
Crossinan FF7.. . . they only gave out threeinthewholewar . . .”

| couldn't hear any more after that, and opened the door and headed across the foyer toward the airs.
Actudly, they'd given out four Air Crosses, and it hadn't really been awar, for dl the pilotswelost in the
Mosquito Gulf, but we'd kept the canal, to the dismay of both New France and Austro-Hungary. I'd
been happy to complete my second tour and quietly resign to enter the Sedition and Security Prevention
Service. No matter what anyone said, the mortaity in the Spazi wasfar lower than in military flying, and
the government health care that Elspeth had needed had transferred with me. Also, the military time had
counted toward my federa pension.

| smiled at Gilda, who was listening on the wireset, and headed up to my office, where| took off my
topcoat and unpacked my briefcase before opening the Post-Courier. Therewaslittle new, just more
about the unsettled Persian Gulf and speculations on fud prices.

In the meantime, while the world was teetering on the brink of aconflict over petroleum supplies, the
Romanovs were pursuing their quixotic dreams of intercontinental rocketry.

Vienna(WNS). Austrian Foreign Minister Erich von-Braun protested as* dangerous’ and “ provocative’
the latest test flight of the Russian Perun missile. “Launching amilitary prototype rocket from abaseless
than two hundred kilometers from another nation's bordersis clearly aviolation of the High Frontier
Treaty,” von-Braun claimed. “Russamust cease such behavior or face the consequences of violating
internationd law.”

In St. Petersburg, the imperia minister of communications, Ivan Lamanov, denied the charge. “Thiswasa
test flight for purely scientific purposes. Thismissile was never designed to carry warheads.”

According to Russian sources, the Perun's missile body salf-destructed, while the instrument capsule
parachuted to earth near Lvov, just inside the Russian border, and was reclaimed immediately by troops



detailed to the Imperid Agtronautics Facility. Unconfirmed reports indicated that the missile may have
reached a height of one hundred kilometers. . . .

To me, it didn't make sense—even the launch direction, which had risked losing the test data. Even if the
Russians could make nuclear warheads, and there was considerable doubt that they could make devices
both smal and sturdy enough to be carried by the reputedly finicky Perun, the missil€'s range was so
limited that haf of Austro-Hungarian territory was beyond it. Ferdinand had hundreds of heavy
high-atitude bombers and severd hundred large nuclear devices. While it would have been difficult for
him to use them againg the Americas, effectively dl of industrid Russawaswell within range, and the
Russan turbo fighters were no match for the Prussan-built Messerschmidts. But then, from the days of
Peter the Great, the Romanovs had always been unpredictable, and Tzar Alexander seemed to be cast
from the same mold.

| couldn't do much about any of it, and so | began entering gradesin my gradebook. Theintercom
buzzed. | picked up the handset. “Y es?’

“Chief Waetjenison line one, Doktor Eschbach.” Gilda's voice was cool, and that probably meant that
David was standing right beside her desk.

“Thank you.” Watch Chief Waetjen? | punched the blinking light. “ Johan Eschbach.”

“Why isit, Eschbach, that whenever your wifeis about to go off and do a concert somewhere, strange
things happen here?’

“I'm sorry, Chief. I'm afraid | don't understand. What strange things?’
“Y our neighbor reported lights, and strange noiseslast night. Did you hear anything?’

“No, but we didn't get home until amost even. Llysette and | were a the opening night of Hamlet, and
itsalong production.”

“Y ou didn't notice or hear anything strange when you returned home?’

“No.” Before he could ask more, | countered. “Could you tell mewhat thisisal about?’
Therewasalong silence.

“I wish you'd never come hometo Vanderbraak Centre, Eschbach. Y ou know that.”

“Y ou've made that rather clear, Chief Waetjen. But it'sthe only family home have left, and I've dways
been cooperative.” That was politely stretching things, but it wasworth saying. “1t might be helpful for me
to know exactly what the problem is”

“Youingst you don't know?’

“Chief . . . | have no idea, and you aready know that or you'd have asked me to come down to the
Watch station.” He had requested that of me severa times before, when bombs had exploded and dead
bodies had appeared on my property.

“Eschbach . ..” Therewasadramatic Sgh. “A body appeared in theriver thismorning. No signs of overt
foul play. That is, no bullet wounds, no broken bones, no crushed skulls, but Doktor Waasre also didn't
find any water in the lungs.”



“Do you know who it was?’

“No identification. Rather, there was a set of papers, and alargefolder of billsin hiswallet, but the
identification was dl fdse. Those dl reminded me of you.”

| held back my own sigh. “I can't help you, Chief. | don't know anything about this. | can't even guess.”
That was amost true. | had some guesses, of agenera nature, but nothing that could have possibly
helped the chief.

“You dways say that, but, you know, | can't say that | exactly believe you. Especidly when your friends
from the federd didtrict are providing, shal we say, aprotective detail.”

“That'sfor Llysette. Shelll be singing for the tzar of Imperid Russain afew weeks. The Ministry of State
iscounting on her.”

Therewas aslence, at least for amoment. “Give her my best, Eschbach. Don't know as you deserve
her, but | can't fault aman for doing al he can to protect hiswife.”

| started to thank him.
“Just keep out of it thistime, Eschbach. Let the Spazi do their own dirty work.”
“I have no intention of doing anything to upset you, Chief.”

“Good. Right hereiswhat | have to worry about. Hope everything goeswell for her. Haveto run.” With
aclick, hewas off theline,

| set down the wireset dowly. Hans Waetjen was no fool, and he was basicdly telling methat if | kept
out of things he certainly wasn't about to drag mein. He was aso saying heredly didn't carewhat | did
elsawhere—or what | did in selfdefense or to protect LIysette.

| had to wonder, and worry, about who the intruder had been, and whether the body in the river had
been his. The other question was to whom he belonged. Ferdinand? The New French? Why had he been
in our house? Ferdinand's head ghost scientist Helder doubtless knew far more about psychic research
than anything that wasin my difference enginefiles. So did Harlaan'sresearch divison.

Y et someone wanted to know what | knew, and, apparently, Harlaan's boys had been more effective
than I'd given them credit for in making sure whoever it was didn't pass on much. That, or matters were
even more complicated than I'd been led to believe, and while that was usualy the case, | had a
depressing feding that there was far more going on than any of the players knew.

Depressing or not, there wasn't much | could do, except finish grading essays and quizzes until it wastime
to leave for environmenta economics.

There, the usua muffled groans greeted me as| handed back quizzes.

The theoretica subject of the day was the economics of eectrica power generation. It wasa long class,
and | was very happy to have survived it when Llysette met me at Delft's, where Victor had given me her
table, by the woodstove, after discreetly asking if she would be joining me. Shewas abit late, and I'd
aready sipped my way through one cup of chocolate and was starting a second when she sat down.

| couldn't help but smile. *Y ou look wonderful.” But then, she dways did.

“Johan. Always, you say that.”



“That's because you do,” | pointed out.
She shook her head, but she was il pleased.

| waited until we'd ordered before turning to Llysette and saying in alow voice, “Watch Chief Waetjen
cdled methismorning, just before my office hours.”

“Do | wish to hear this?’
“A dead body turned up in the river thismorning, with no sgnsof injuries.”
Llysette's hand went to her mouth.

“Later,” | said. “Well talk about it later, but | did want you to know. He seemed to think that any strange
happening in Vanderbraak Centre was my doing.”

“You did nothing.”
“No, | didn't, but the chief isvery skeptica of me. Helet

me know quite clearly that he thinks highly of you, and he understands why | want to protect you. He
also knowsit wasn't our doing, and he suspects whose doing it was.”

“Almosgt, | would likeaglassof wine. . . but then, | have Veronique for my first lesson after we eat.”
“The fundamentdist Dutch Reformed child?’
“Oui,” Llysettestonewasdry. “All the town would know aglass of winel had . . . and the dean.”

“I'll open agood bottle of Sebastopoal tonight. We don't have to go anywhere. We saw the play last
night, and you don't have any recital rehearsalstonight, do you?’

“Johan . . . thereis a dance tonight. One does not rehearse when oneis twenty, and there is a dance. Not
in New Bruges, one does not.”

Victor arrived with the salads, and | had severa bites before | asked,  Speaking of rehearsals, when do
you gart with Terese Stewart?’

“Tomorrow afternoon.”

“| thought she wasn't coming until next week.”
“Thisway would be best, we decided.”

| laughed. “What did you promise her?’
“Alarger fee”

“You areworried,” | said.

“Johan, for thefirgt time, | can pay to have the accompanist when | need such. Never will I sngin St.
Petersburg but thistime. It must beright.”

| couldn't argue with that, not at dl. “ At the house, | hope?’

“Inthe beginning. | havetold Dierk we will need the theetre.”



“Areyou going to do any other pieces? Or have an encore piece?’
“I had thought . . . *Adieu Forét’ ...~
| was out of my depth with that one. “ Another piece | don't know.”

“Tchakovsky, it is, but the French version | will sing. It isthe sad ariafrom Orleanskaya Deva . . . The
Maid of Orleans. . . tréstriste.”

“Sad, for an encore?’

“Trust me, Johan. The Russans, they will lovethearia”

If shesaid it was 0, it was, even if my practical Dutch upbringing wondered about it.
“Mademoiselle, Herr Doktor . . . the spécialité. . . ” offered Victor.

“Merci,” offered Llysette.

“Thank you.”

With aamile, Victor was gone, and | decided to enjoy the food and my diva. | had been dow to
understand, but | had come to redlize that such momentsin life were flegting, and to be savored.
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W E DID GET to degpin alittle on Saturday morning, since Terese Stewart wasn't supposed to show
up until two o'clock, and we dawdled for abit over apot of chocolate and some currant sconesthat |
whipped up. They went well with the last of the orange marmalade that Mother had sent us a the end of
summer.

| took a shower before LIysette did and then hurried down to Vanderbraak Centre, where | picked up
the paper, the mail from the post centre, and afew odds and ends of groceries from McArdles. I'd
hoped for some late beans from Florida or Cuba, but there weren't any, just alot of pardey. So |
changed plans and picked up aflank steak and the plain mushrooms, and two pounds of butter, and what
there was for asdad, and then waited in line for my purchases to be rung up.

“Professor Eschbach!”

| didn't recognize thevoice, but | turned anyway. A dender but very pregnant dark-haired young woman
gtood in theline behind me.

“Yes?' | said aspleasantly as| could.

“Y ou probably don't remember me, but I'm Kara Lacompagna. | studied with your wife two years ago,
but then | got married.” Shelooked down. “1 saw in the Chronicle that she was going to give a concert
inRussia, and | was so envious”

“I hadn't seen the story,” | admitted. Usudly, | leafed through the Vanderbraak Weekly Chronicle to
check on the short section of university happenings, just to seeif there were any articles about LIysette or



her operaproductions, but | hadn't been exactly regular in looking lately.

“It just came out this morning. Anyway, tell her | wasthinking of her, and | hope she has awonderful
time”

“Thank you.”

Ontheway out of McArdles, | did pick up acopy of the Chronicle but didn't stop to read it, just
putting it with the Asten Post-Courier on the front passenger seat of the Stanley. When | got back to the
house, since Llysette was still upstairs dressing, | unloaded the groceries and put them on the kitchen
counter, then went out and tucked the Stanley back into the car barn. There was no reason to leave it
out, not when gray clouds were drifting in from the northwest. 1'd spent too much on the therma paint
featureto let the weather beat it up unnecessarily.

Back in the kitchen, before | put everything away and started on lunch, | opened the Chronicle and
skimmed through until | found the College Notes section.

Dean Katrinka Er Recchus announced that two faculty members have been honored by the president and
the Columbian Ministry of State. Professor of Voice LIysette duBoise was recently awarded the
Columbian Meda for Achievement in the Arts. Sheisthefirgt faculty member of Vanderbraak State to
be so honored. In addition, she has been chosen to represent Columbiain atranscultura arts exchange
concert before the tzar of Imperial Russa. . . Professor Johan Eschbach has been picked by the Ministry
of State to participate in environmenta exchanges between Russan and Columbian experts. .. “This
shows the success of our effortsto raise the caliber of the faculty at Vanderbragk State,” Dean Er
Recchussad. ..

Trust Katrinkato find away to misstate matters and to take some credit where none was due. After
shaking my head and closing the Chronicle, | glanced through the Post-Courier. The emphasiswas
back on the economic problems of the Aerodrome, and the loca Asten politicians were suggesting that
the federal government should be paying morefor its usage of the south side of the Aerodrome asa
Republic Nava Air Corps base, especidly for the wear and tear caused by the more frequent
antisubmergble patrols.

That bothered me for amoment, and then it bothered me more. Dirigibles were used for the actual
patrols and stayed on station for days. Missions againgt submersibles were carried out by turbos because
they could carry more armament, and return for more quickly, if necessary. That meant more actua
missions against Ferdinand's submersibles—or &t least more cases of contacts.

After | unloaded al the groceries from their sacks, | threw together arelatively quick chicken pasta, with
asaad that was mostly iceberg | ettuce, with croutons, dried apples, and raisinsfor variety, but beforel
could get the pasta off the stove and onto the table, LIysette was in the parlor, beginning to warm up.

“Mademoisdieladiva. . . your sustenanceisready ...
“Un moment, Johan.”

It was more than amoment, but not that long before my green-eyed beauty appeared and did into her
sedt at thetable. After wefinished, Llysette warmed up.

A not-quite-dilapidated Reo hiss-whistled up the driveway at ten before two, the hissng sgnifying less
than exemplary performance by the steamer's boiler system. | stepped outside and motioned for Terese



Stewart just to stop by the door.

She got out and looked around, then flashed asmile at me. “ Y ou'll have to pardon mefor the sound
effects, but thisisthe old steamer, and | didn't want to take my Sister's good one.”

“Aslong asit gets you where you need to go,” | temporized. “Do comein.”

The accompanist pulled out a battered legther case, not quite bulging, presumably with music, and
followed meinto the foyer, where she glanced around, then up the Sairs.

| ingtinctively looked up, asif to check to seeif Carolynne werethere, but, of course, she wasn't, and
hadn't been since sheld become apart of us. But years of looking for the family ghost still had left the
habit pattern.

“Animpressvely modest dwelling, Professor.”

“Johan,” | inssted. “Werelikely to be seeing agreat dedl of each other. Do comein. Llysette should be
downin amoment.”

“A moment, and | will bethere,” Llysette called down. “Johan . . .”

“I'll show her to the parlor.” | turned to Terese. “Would you like anything to drink before you start?’
“Just water, if you please.”

| returned with the water after L1ysette came down the stairs and had greeted Terese.

“Good it was of you to come early,” Llysette was saying.

“I wouldn't have missed it.” The pianist hadn't changed any in the year since I'd seen her last. Shewas
il smdll, dark-haired, and determined looking. The one difference wasthewarm smile. “I can't thank
you both enough. I've dways wanted to play in Russia.”

“Not both of us—LIysette,” | said. “They chose her, and she chooses her accompanists.”

“My friend Dmitri isabit jealous. He graduated from the St. Petersburg Conservatory, but he never did
get to play inthe Mariinsky Thestre.”

“He'sin Columbia?’ | asked.

“Actudly, helivesin Dublin. Unlike St. Petersburg, it has asense of history that mirrors struggles, but not
every stoneis paved with tears, and not every ghost is bleached out in the white nights.”

Llysette inclined her head toward the parlor, and | followed the two. Terese sat down at the concert
piano bench, and her fingersran across the keys, doing, | supposed, the pianist's equivaent of avocalise.
Shelooked up. “Thisisagood instrument . . . one of the better Haarens.”

Llysette smiled as she moved to the side of the piano, equivaent to where she would be when
performing. “Johan gave it to mejust before we were married, as awedding present.”

“Quite apresent.”

“If you'll give methe keysto the Reo, I'll top off the water tanks,” | offered. “1 have afiltration systemin
the car barn.”



“I can see hel's one of those impossibly ordered people.” Terese smiled cheerfully.

“Llysette has cdled meimpossible upon occasion,” | admitted. “Upon more than one occasion.”
“Johan.” My lady divaflushed ever so dightly.

“Thereésadtory there,” said Terese. 1 can seethat.”

“Morethan one, but sheisright, and | don't need to get in the way of your rehearsad.” | held out my hand
for the keysto the Reo.

She bent down and flshed out asingle key from the brown bag she'd placed beside the piano bench, and
| took it and got out of theway. | did check over her borrowed vehicle and tightened a couple of hose
clamps. My adjustments wouldn't hel p whatever was going wrong in the boiler assembly, but they would
keep the water from vanishing quite so quickly.

Then | dipped back to my study and tried to concentrate on grading papers, except the sound of
Tchakovsky kept bringing back thoughts about what | was supposed to do in Russia. So | took out the
box I'd brought back from Bruce's and looked over the matching pens and the pocket calculator, and the
hair dryer. | checked them again, and then jotted down the extra batteries I'd be needing, wondering if |
should contact Bruce for more hardware. | shook my head. He'd already given me the e egant-looking
but bulbous pen zombification projector, and there wasn't much else | could use.

| did manage to finish grading the essays for the honors section of environmenta studies. Most were
decent, but then, I'd weeded out the worst students long before they reached that level.

The piano and Llysette had stopped for atime, and it was close to four when | eased just insde the
parlor. Both women looked at me.

“You're staying for dinner, | presume.” That was directed at Terese Stewart. “It'sno imposition,” | said.
“Not at all. Llysette seldom ever getsto have asocia occasion with another musician—unlessit deals
with faculty politics. And she's not cooking.”

Terese offered agrinto Llysette. “Is he agood cook?’
“Non...” Then Llysetesmiled. “Heisnot good. A chef he could have been.”
“I don't know about—"

“You've both twisted my arm.” Tereselaughed. “Not that it needed much twisting. Cherise and Michael
are playing some private function tonight that they couldn't get out of.”

“Isyour sgter apianist?’ | asked.

“Shelsaviolist. Her real job iswith the Asten Symphony, but she and Michael have a quartet that pays
for the extras”

With anod, | said, “It will be another hour or so, but | dready have the main dish in the oven.” While
they discussed the program, | repaired to the kitchen and completed making dinner with the light lace
potatoes that had always been afamily recipe and that I'd learned from my mother when | was probably
fifteen.

Beforel knew it, it was approaching six, longer than I'd expected, but that was often what happened
when | experimented in the kitchen. | uncorked the cabernet, lighted the candles, and summoned my



musicd charges. “Ladies...”

Within minutes, while | was carrying out the crescent rolls1'd just eased into the roll basket, they came
into the dining room, sharing one of those glancesthat it isn't dwayswisefor any sensblemdeto
interpret. | carved the stuffed flank steak quickly, so that it wouldn't get cold, and then added the laced
potatoes. “ Thisis smple, but the market was out of what | waslooking for,” | said as| dipped aplatein
front of Terese, and then Llysette.

“Y ou should not gpologize, Johan.”

“Habit,” | murmured. Any man who is a decent cook—and not a chef—had best apologize. After a
mouthful of the stegk, | took asip of the cabernet and nodded. It did complement the marinated and
pard ey-mushroom-stuffed flank steek—just ahint of sharpness, with a smooth fullness beneath.

“Doeshe dways cook likethis?’ asked Terese, looking at LIysette.

“Toujours. . . and always he thinks he should do better. But that ismy Johan.” | got afond and warm
smile after those words.

“Y ou don't have a brother, do you?” asked the pianist with amischievous smile.

“No. I was an only child. After my mother spent thefirst year deding with me, she decided onewas
enough.”

“Someone said you were an Air Corps pilot, a Spazi assassin, and aminister in the Vandenberg
adminidration.”

“Two out of three,” | said. “I did work for the Spazi, but just as acovert agent. My more interesting
assignments were learning difference engine codes and working as a programmer for an equity assurance
company suspected of passing financid information to the Austro-Hungarians. Very dull.” That
assgnment had been dull, relatively free of persona danger, and | would have preferred that dl of them
had been like that. It hadn't worked that way, of course.

“A real hero and spy.” Terese shook her head.

“Not ahero,” | protested. “Would you like alittle more wine?’

“Yes, please”

With alook at Llysette, Terese asked, “Just how did you land thisgig in St. Petersburg?’
“I could not say.” Llysette shrugged and gave measmile.

“Paliticd | knew it.”

“I wish that weretrue,” | replied, and | meant that, if not in the way that | wanted Tereseto takeit. “Itis
political, but not because we know the Speaker or the president personaly, but because the Ministry of
State needed an internationdly famous singer for their culturd exchange with thetzar. Hed sent the Ballet
Russes here, and apparently the Russians suggested that Lysette ought to be on the program after her
Sdt Palace disk started making even the popular charts. They wanted her . . .”

“But Johan said | could not do it unlesswe were paid,” Llysette added firmly. “I cannot Sng that many
more years. Not singing as one should.”

“I'm most appreciative that you two pointed that out.” Terese laughed. “ Too many people think that we



should only get supper for singing and playing.”

“Lagt year, that | did at the presidentia artsdinner,” Llysette replied.

“They didn't pay you for that?’ questioned the petite pianit.

“Non.”

“I can see why you were reluctant to give another free performance.”

“| sang for many years when only students listened. They listened because they were required to listen.”

| remembered part of those years, and the voice that had been so beautiful, and yet lacking . . .
something. And the eventsthat had restored it and |eft their marks on both of us. | still had scarsfrom the
bullet Llysette had put through my shoulder, but the inner scars sometimes hurt more, as when amemory
of an arc-lit stlage | had never seen passed through my thoughts, or aghostly view of myself asachild

reappeared.
“Y ou enjoy the academic accompanying?’ | asked Terese.

“Some of it, but working with faculty and the vigiting artists are the best part, but unless you're permanent
staff, you don't get benefits, or a steady income.”

| could seethat the life of afredance pianist could be very uncertain indeed. But then, dl lifewas
uncertain. So, | spped my wine, and mostly listened, asthey got back to discussing the beauty and the
history of the Rachmaninov Vocalise, and the fact that it was perhaps the most beautiful piece of voca
music written without actual words.
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W E DID GO to church on Sunday, but Klaus's sermon wasn't quite so good, with the emphasis on
forgiving the unforgivable. | still wasn't that charitable. Later, in midafternoon, LIysette and Terese
practiced, mostly the Vocalise, and early in the evening, the three of uswent to Cipoletto'sfor dinner.

Monday and Tuesday, LIysette taught and practiced in the afternoon in her studio with Terese.
Wednesday, it rained, a cold downpour that would have turned into black ice, except that the sun came
out around three for long enough to warm up the sidewalks and roads to evaporate the incipient ice. That
was good, because | was aready late and didn't get to the post centre until after four, and theway |
hurried I'd probably have dipped or skidded into something.

Maurice was almost waiting by the postal wicket. “Couple of big packagesfor you, Doktor,” he offered,
with the grin he usualy gave me when he could hand over astack of circulars. “ And some letters and
bills, too.”

“Y ou're so cheerful, you wretch.” He was right about the bills, which included one from NBEI for the
utilities, one from New Bruges Telewire, and one that |ooked to be the annua property tariff from the
town itsdf. | eased the envelopesinto my inside jacket pocket.

Both boxes were oblong, ten inches by afoot, and agood foot and ahaf high or long, except the officia
dtickers of the Ministry of Environment were on the short side, asif they were to be opened that way.



They were heavy, but the last heavy package 1'd gotten from the federa district had literally exploded.

Not without some misgivings, | carried them up the hill from the post centre to the car park and put them
in the boot of the Stanley. All that meant that | was late picking up both Llysette and Terese. They were
awaiting me at the music and theatre building.

“I thought you were the punctua type,” offered the accompanit.
“There were two large packages in the post, and | had to cart them back to the Stanley.”

Llysette didn't say anything. She didn't have to; the look she gave metold meto be careful. | didn't get
around to dedling with the two boxes until after | finished cleaning up after dinner, when the ladies retired
to the parlor to discuss obscuritiesin phrasing in the Vocalise.

So | wasfinally freeto take my packages out of the boot of the Stanley and set them beside the stone
foundation of the car barn, close to the corner. Then | taped my new razor knife to amakeshift crossarm
attached to my newish rake and rummaged until | found the old mirror, cracked from thelast time I'd
attempted opening a package from a protected position. Thistime was different. It took much longer,
because nothing exploded. Thefirst box did in fact contain paper, a set of Sx manuals, all bound.

With anod, | went to work on the second one. It didn't explode, either. | felt alittle shegpish with al my
precautions, but better sheepish than dead. Then | had to take apart my contraption and put the tools
back in the tool case and close up the car barn. It waswell past eight by thetime | carried the open
boxesinto the sudy.

As| passed through the parlor LIysette looked up, eyebrows arched in a question.
“Books. . . technicd manuds, | think.”
A faint smile of relief appeared, and then she was back to rehearsing.

In the studly, listening to Llysette practicing phrasesin the parlor, | took out the envelope that had been
tucked on the top of the larger box. Under the Ministry of Environment's sedl, it was addressed to The
Honorable Johan Eschbach, Minister of Columbia, Retired.

Dear Minister Eschbach:

Enclosed you will find a set of five volumes that outline the Ministry's best technical analyses of
the Dnepyr River watershed and effluent problems, along with a recommended technical
approach for each of the four most likely contingencies. The sixth volume is the historical
background and executive summary.

You should also have received under separate cover a duplicate version of this study in Russian . .
. For your convenience, also attached to thisletter is a listing of those who participated in the
analyses and recommendations, with their areas of expertise, and their addresses and wireset
numbers. . . These names are only for your use, but the studies may be distributed as you see fit.

| have been asked to inform you that, in a day or so, you will be receiving another set of
documents from the Ministry of Interior dealing with low-cost technical improvementsin
petroleum drilling and recovery technol ogy.



Our thanks in advance for your efforts to better our world's environment and safety.

The sgnature was that of Frederic Eisness, Minister of Environment. | had to amile, if ironicaly, at the last
words.

The contact sheet was on white paper, with no identifying letterhead. After setting the letter and contact
sheet on my desk, | looked over the manuas. One s, the larger set, wasin English. The second set was
cearly inCyrillic.

Bedatedly, | noted another matter. Both sets had no identifying names, not even those of authors—nor
any ministry contacts or imprints. The gppendices listed acomplete bibliography of scholarly articles,
studies, and references, and their authors, but not the authors of the studies. In short, I'd been handed a
set of remedia blueprints al on off-white paper. | had less than two weeksto learn everything in the
material—or most of it—so that | could discussit asif | were the expert the Russians thought that they
were being sent. That didn't include whatever the Ministry of Interior was sending.

“Johan. Y ou spent much time outside.” Llysette stood in the archway.

| smiled and gestured to the pile of remedia manuals. “ Environmental remedia plans. For the Dnepyr
River project.”

“Outside, you were studying them outsdein thiscold?’
“No, | was opening them outsde. Most carefully.”
“Will it dways be 07’

| couldn't answer that question. | hoped not, but in the uncertain world in which we were living there was
no surety of anything. “Is Terese ill here?’

“We have done what we can today. My voice, itistired.”
| stood quickly. “A glass of wine?’
“Inamoment. Teresewould liketo go.”

| followed LIlysette and Terese out to the front foyer, where | hel ped the accompanist into her coat. |
flicked on the outside lights, and LIysette and | stood on the front stoop, where Llysette shivered asafew
lazy flakes of snow drifted past us, while the pianist backed the old Reo down the drive and out onto
Deacon'sLane.

“A very good accompanigt, sheis”
“She's good, but you're better.” 1 ushered my divaback into the house, locking the deadbolt as| did.

We walked back to the parlor. | added another two logs to the woodstove for the night, before going
back to the study, where | turned off the SlI difference engine, whose keyboard I'd never even touched
because of dl the fiddling with the boxes and manuals.

Llysette lifted the top manua and began to leaf through it. Then, her brows crinkled, and she looked at
me. “Itisasyou sad.”

“They're rather specid manuals. They're the best judgment of some of the best scientistsin Columbiaas
to how the Russians can clean up the Dnepyr River.”



“Why can the Russians not discover these answers themselves?’

“It'samatter of money. Russaisonly apartly capitalistic nation. It has no agricultura surplusto spesk
of, and the tzars have spent billions of roubles over the last century trying to modernize and industridize.
Studying the environment and how to keep it clean costs money to begin with. Over time, you can save
money, but the tzars have never had enough money to keep alarge enough military to hold off Ferdinand
and the Swedes, indudtridize, and study the environment in depth.” | didn't mention the millions or hillions
they'd aso poured into the rathole of rocket development.

“Alwaysthe money, n'est-ce-pas?’

“Usudly,” | admitted.

Llysette looked a the manuas. “Y ou must learn dl this?’
“Mogt of it.”

She shook her head. “Do not stay up too late.”

“I don'tintend to.” | smiled, not quite licentioudly.

We laughed together, and it was a moment of warmth we both enjoyed.
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| STUDIED THE materias on environmenta reclamation, practiced some on ghost crestion technology,
taught my classes, held office hours, and read the newspapers and wondered how long it would be
before someone made a mistake and a shooting war erupted. It didn't, and before long, the next week
had gone by without much new occurring, except for cold rain and more long practice sessions by
Llysette—until Wednesday, when it snowed, afoot of wet snow that turned into awet dushy mess by
mid-afternoon under awarm south wind and a bright sun.

So after my honors environmenta studies class, | dogged down to the post centre, every step of my
boots spraying dush. From behind hiswicket, Maurice greeted me with abroad smile. “ Another box,
Doktor. Not as heavy asthe last one, but it feelslike books.”

“Thank you.” | took the box from him. The label held the seal and address of the Minigtry of the Interior.
“Don't forget your circulars,” Maurice said, extending ahandful of envelopes.

“How could I'?” With alaugh, | stuffed them into my inside jacket pocket and trudged back up the hill to
the Stanley.

Llysette was lone when | picked her up from the music and theatre building, and she looked tired.
“Along day?’ | asked.

“We practiced much of the afternoon. | must preview two students tonight.”

“Tonight?’



“On Sunday we |leave. For the rest of the week, Johannamust bein Asten.” Llysette shrugged. “ Dierk
has not heard their literature.”

“Hewaited until now?’ | shouldn't have asked that question, | redlized, dmost as the words were out of
my mouth.

“Nothing | dois so important as does he. He could not sing his path froma.. . . closet with agrand
orchestra. Complain he dways does, but he does nothing. More faculty we need, but does he ask for
such? New pianoswe need . . . but he says nothing. For weeks he knows | go . . . and today . . . today,
he says he must hear Elfredaand Caron. Cochon! Non! Too kind isthat.”

There was more steam coming from LIysette than probably wasin the flash boiler of the Stanley. “An
incompetent imbecile?’

“Imbeciles, they have somebraing Le grand professeur . . . hehasnone.”

| didn't ask morefor atime. Aswe crossed the Wijk River bridge, | continued to listen, listen and watch
the road, because there were sections where the dush had packed into grease-ice. | could see one
steamer in aditch ahead on the east Side of theriver, athough it looked to have been therefor atime,
because there was il snow melting across the windscreens.

“What did he say?’ | finally asked.
“Hewas sorry, but he had been too busy. He sits and little does, but he was too busy.”

| nodded, then eased the Stanley around a hauler half parked, haf stuck on the right side of the road just
before the turn-off up Deacon's Lane.

“I am sorry. Already, you did not look pleased. | did not mean to speak harshly to you.”

“That'sal right. | can see why you were upset. Dierk hasn't been exactly the best chair the department
could have had.”

“Nights | have worked to make sure the students, they get their lessons. . . and heistoo busy. Lettershe
writes about the need to write papers and to go to meetings. | need to go to meetingsto sing and to teach

sngers?’

“I hardly think s0.” The steam issuing from LIysette was beginning to subside as the Stanley doshed
through the driveway | needed to shove beforeit got cold and froze into solid ice.

Abruptly, as| stopped the Stanley near the door, LIysette turned and looked at me. “ Something was
upsetting you, wasit not?’

“It will keep until | get the drive clear. | don't want to dide out of herein the morning.”
“You are sure?’” Sheraised her eyebrows.

“I'm certain.”

“I am sorry,” she said again as she got out of the Stanley.

Llysette carried in her case, and | left mine in the Stanley and got to work. It took nearly an hour, and |
was soaked in swest by thetime finished. Then | had to put the Stanley in the car barn and carry in my
own papers, and the package from the Interior Ministry.



Llysette had set the kitchen table, fired up the parlor stove, and had gotten hersalf aglass of wine that she
sipped as she sat in the parlor reading through astack of university memoranda and papers. She looked
up. “Areyou dl right, Johan?’

“I'mfine.” | blotted more swest off my forehead. “| should have changed, but | wanted to get it off the
drive so that some of it could dry beforeit gets cold enough to turn it to black ice.”

| shifted the box to my other arm.
“That? Qu'est-que-C'est?”

“Oh. | got another package. Thisoneis supposed to contain information about improved petroleum
drilling and reclamation technologies.”

“Johan. ..l amnot ascientist. | am asinger. Even | know one does not give away such.”
“They aren't giving it away. I'm supposed to be the one offering it as atrade.”

“And if the tzar takes the information and does not trade?’

“Then we go home, and | don't get my consulting fee, but you sill get your concert fee”
“That smple?1 do not think s0.”

Neither did I, but | went into the study and opened the box. There was aletter, short and to the point.

Dear Minister Eschbach:

Enclosed is a compilation of the latest publicly available technology dealing with both oil
recovery and reclamation techniques . . . Of particular interest might be the cold weather
techniques. ..

We wish you the best and trust you will find the information of use.

The signature was that of a subminister of whom I'd never heard.

In short, the Interior Ministry had had its arm twisted—hard—and they were cooperating rel uctantly.
Even | could tdll that some of the newer proprietary techniques weren't there, but what was there was
probably years ahead of what PetroRus was using.

| frowned. Quite a contrast to the Ministry of Environment. Was that because the Interior Ministry was
older, and more of acaptive of the petroleum industry and itslobbyists? Or for some other reason? | just
didn't know, and | didn't reglly have any contactsin that quarter.

But. .. 1 still had to get dinner and Start thinking about what | was going to pack to taketo S.
Petersburg. Llysette had dresses, auits, and two performing gownslaid out in the upstairs guest room. |
hadn't even thought about it, except to make sure my formal wear had been cleaned.

With asigh, | headed to the kitchen. Dinner would be far easier than packing, especialy since | had no
ideawhat “ specia” equipment | should or could take besides Bruce's gadgets. Given my past
experience, whatever | took wouldn't be quite what | needed, and I'd wish I'd chosen differently. But that
waslife, dso.



Inany case, I'd havetime, since LIysette would be doing her previews.
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| DID FINISH packing most items, except for toiletries, by Friday, agood day before we wereto leave.
Intheend, | took Bruce's gadgets, dthough the hair dryer went in Llysetté's valise, aflexible plagtic knife
that fit ingde my belt, asmal coil of synthetic line, the Spazi vest made of plastique, and the vest liner that
was rlatively proof againgt sharp objects, such as knives and againgt most handguns—if not fired at
point-blank range, or at one's head—or an arm or exposed shoulder. | still had the scars from LIysette's
luger, dthough I'd never seen the wegpon since that wonderful and terrible night during which she had
shot me, and during which my meddling with ghosting technology had merged the soul of Carolynne, the
family ghost, with both my soul and Llysette's. | ftill didn't want to think too long about the implications of
al of that, and whatever Llysette had done with the luger—that was her business.

| also had to use one case for dl the documents and bring my briefcase aswel, which held officid
looking papers, aswel asanumber of concealed ghosting and de-ghosting codes. | didn't expect to use
the latter, but they wouldn't do me much good in St. Petersburg if | 1eft them homein Vanderbraak
Centre.

While we didn't have to worry about tickets as such, we did have to make sure we had our passports,
and | was grateful, again, that not only had | been alowed to keep my diplomeatic passport, but that the
government had granted one to Llysette when she had gone to Deseret. In most places, the diplomatic
passports eased matters.

Saturday afternoon was gray, with thick clouds boiling in from the north, promising snow, but not before
wewerein Asten, | hoped. It was agood two and a haf hour drive to the Asten Aerodrome, and |
hated to be late or pushed. Also, we had to stop in Zuider to pick up Terese, and who knew whether
that would be a ten-minute stop or an hour? So we | eft at three. Rather, | had the Stanley packed at
three. It was quarter past before we backed out onto Deacon's Lane. | did note that the Spazi vehicle
wasn't there.

Traffic on theroad to Zuider waslight, asit usualy was on weekends, except in early October when the
tourists from Asten came up to look at the colors of the turning leaves.

After atime, when we had passed the Three Loon Lakes, LIysette looked back again, then at me.
“Johan . . . are there not two steamers following us?”’

“Three. . . if you count the onein front.”
“Thereisone before us?’

“Front tail. You candoit if you have agood ideawhere someone is going, and I'm sure Harlaan's boys
know where we're headed.”

“This. .. this| had not expected.”

Neither had I, not an escort of three, exactly, athough it made sense. “They want you to get to St.
Petersburg safely.”



“Moi?”

| could fed theraised eyebrows and sensethe Gallic cynicism. “You.” If Llysettedidn't get thereto sing,
there was nothing I'd be able to do. Nothing at al, and Harlaan's boys knew that better than anyone.
That was one reason why adead body had shown up in the Wijk River. | wasn't sure that was the only
reason.

“Y ou are sweet, mon cher, but much restson you. | am but to sSing so that you will bein St.
Petersburg.”

“I'mglad | loveyou for your terrible honesty,” | returned with alaugh.
Her laugh was another kind of music.

Route 5 heading into Zuider was quiet, and just after we passed the sign announcing the town border, |
turned off on Idand Road, following the directions Terese had written out earlier for us. One of the Spazi
tallsfollowed. The other pulled off and waited on the shoulder, and that meant they knew the area,
because Idand Road was a dead end—along and curved one, but a dead end all the same.

Teresg'ssgter lived on South Ide Lane, which was about amile farther, but the house was easy enough
to find even in the growing twilight because it was the only white frame house on the lane, sandwiched
between two ancient brick structures.

Aswe pulled into the graveled drive, Terese started down the wooden steps from the open but covered
front porch—asouthern architectura style not exactly suited to New Bruges except for two months out
of theyear.

“Quarter past four, just like the man said,” the pianist offered as | stepped out of the Stanley.
Unlike Llysette, Terese had but one valise, and a battered brown leather briefcase.

“Music?’ | gestured to the case.

“Music, and some books | haven't had a chance to read.”

| managed to squeeze the valise into the Stanley's boot, but it was agood thing that it was built with
capacious space for luggage, or | never would have managed. Then, we were off, back out Idand Road,
and onto Route 5 for about amile before turning onto Route 10, which headed southeast to Agten.

“What are military turboslike?’ The pianist laughed. “1 should be asking about any kind of turbos. I've
never been ableto afford to fly even acommercia turbo.”

“They're much smaller than trains or dirigibles,” | replied. “Y ou're sacrificing space for speed. It took usa
little less than five hours on aturbo from Deseret to the federd didtrict. That's more than two days by
dirigibleor train.”

“The sedts, they were comfortable,” Llysette added, “but all one could do was stand up, and walk down
agpace, and then walk back to one's seat. Also, one sees nothing.”

There was sllence for amoment as Terese turned in the rear seat and looked behind us. She said nothing
for amoment, then leaned forward. “ Llysette, have you found out more about the piano in the

Mariinsky?’
“No,” | answered for my diva. “1'd guessit would be good, since the Mariinsky Thestre isthe home of



the Imperia Russian Opera, but the Ministry of State didn't know.”

Tereseturned in the seat again, looking into the dimness of twilight, deepened earlier by the heavy clouds.
She cleared her throat. “ Johan . . . would you mind telling me something?’

“If I can.”

“Isit my imagination, or was there asted-gray steamer watching my sister's house? And isthere one
talling us?’

“Y our imagination it was not,” Llysette said. “ Johan tells me this concert is most important.”
“There are two following us, and one somewherein front of us,” | added.
“Do | want to know why?’ questioned the accompani <.

“Llysettesad it best,” | dlowed mysdf aresgned sgh. “ Relations with Russia have been touchy, not
because of problems between Columbia and the tzar, but because Russia can't afford awar with
Ferdinand. Thetzar sent the Ballets Russes to Philadelphia and the federal didtrict last year. Thetzar
expects Columbias best classical tdlent. If anything were to happen to LIysette, it would prove that
Columbia couldn't even protect an artist, and would weaken Columbias negotiating position with
Russa”

“That assumes we need something from Russia,” pointed out the accompani<t.
“At the very least, we need Russianot to become dlied with Ferdinand,” | replied.
“Therésmore there”

“Very probably,” | admitted. “But they don't tell retired ministers. They just use them and their talented
wu%”

“Youtwo aregoing dong with . . . this?’

“What arethered optionsfor professorsand artists?’ | asked before LIysette could reply. “Llysette gets
paid, and she gets exposure. She didn't get any exposure until the friends of the first speaker of Deseret
wanted her to perform in Sdt Lake. She got ahandful of offersin Columbia after that, but nothing new
has been offered in four months.”

The laugh from the rear seat was harsh and knowing. “Y ou think it's different when you play for a
big-name artigt, but it isnt, isit?’

“Non.” Llysdttesaid. “And | am not asinger that well known in Columbia. No one in Columbia wanted
me to perform until someone else asked. That changes not.”

“I suppose it doesn't,” Terese agreed.

Weweredill in the midlands of New Bruges, and, once away from Zuider, into the hilly and
half-wooded country that separated the lake area from the flatter farming areas north and west of Agten.
Although there was no oncoming traffic, even before the Stanley crested alow hill, the glow of taillights
ahead warned me, and | eased back on the power, ready for whatever had caused the slowdown.

Inamoment, eveninthe dim light just before full night, I could see the tableau on the highway before me.
The Spazi front tail steamer had skidded to a stop, just past along drive-way that wound out of adark
wooded area. The rearmost axle was clearly broken, and most of the tireswere flat. There were dark



blotchesdl over the concrete of the road, triangular tire spikes—the modern equivaent of caltrops.
“Thereisan accident, Johan!” Llysette snapped.

From the side road lumbered a huge petro hauler, except that it had turned onto the shoulder of the
road—the shoulder on our Sde—asiit accelerated toward us.

One man jumped away from the wrecked Spazi vehicle asthe hauler brushed it aside like apile of
rubbish. But the Spazi agent made it clear of the wreckage and began to fire at the hauler. | couldn't see
the weapon, only the briefest of muzzle flares and what seemed to be sparks flashing from the side of the
big hauler that loomed ever nearer to us.

Sowing down would have been suicidd. We just would have suffered the fate of the Spazi steamer. So |
kept the Stanley headed straight down the road toward the hauler and poured on full power, wishing at
that moment for the near-instant response of an old-fashioned internal combustion engine. | had lessthan
ahundred yards before we reached the spikes strewn across the road for what | needed, and hoped that
what | was about to try would work.

With what seemed less than a handful of yards between us and the hauler, although it had to be more, |
jammed on the brakes, starting afishtail, before angling to the | eft through the one space on the road clear
of the spikes—the space swept by the Spazi steamer's broken-axled skid. From what | could see, while
the left-hand lane had some of the spikes, the far shoulder had none.

The hauler turned to my left, trying to cut us off, but I'd timed it right, and his response lagged. He jerked
thewhed, and the big rig started to rock.

Aswe accelerated out of the skid and cleared the end of the hauler'stank trailer, | half saw the Shell
emblem of Columbian Dutch Petroleum angled asif the long tanker section were about to fall on us. We
squeaked by and onto the far shoulder. | concentrated on navigeting the uneven gravelly pavement of the
shoulder, trying to dodge the handful of spikes| hadn't seen before.

| must have been successful, because none of our tires exploded. Then we were past the spikes, and
behind usflared a brilliant orangish light, followed by adull concussion.

“My Lord!” murmured Terese. It exploded.”

| was il focused on driving. Just over the crest of the next low hill were temporary sawhorse road
barriers, which explained the stretch of empty highway. So | stayed on the shoulder past the barriersand
the handful of waiting steamers, dowing only dightly. Once we passed the waiting traffic—on the
wrong-side shoulder—I crossed behind them and returned to the side of the road where | should have
been driving dl dong.

About then, | shivered for thefirst time. After asecond shudder, | reached forward, under the dash, and
flicked the therma paint switch, setting it one notch. Within minutes, the red glossy finish had darkened
into astandard stedl gray that graced thousands of Stanleys. Whileit didn't change the shape or modd of
the steamer, it might throw off any other pursuers.

“I can't believetha,” Teresefindly sad. “ That haule—he wastrying to raminto us.”
“I'm not surewhat he was doing,” | replied. “I'm just glad we avoided the mess.”
“A racing driver, you also should have been, mon cher,” Llysette murmured. “ Magnifique you were.”

| didn't know about that. | just knew that the combination of past training, ingtinct, and luck had hel ped.



Maybe the unseen scales of justice had tilted in Llysette's favor thistime, so that she could have the
chanceto sing in St. Petersburg.

Therest of thetrip to Asten wasrather silent, athough one of the escort steamers did catch up with us
after about forty minutes. The Stanley's paint change didn't seem to have thrown them.

Because the aerodrome wasn't in Asten proper, but almost due south of the city, | took Route 29, which
skirted Asten to the west before turning east on the south side of theriver. It was just after six o'clock
when we passed thefirst sign for the aerodrome. Without saying aword, | flicked the hidden switch to let
the thermal paint revert to its base red. | doubted that Terese had even noticed in the darkness, and
Llysette wouldn't have said aword.

“That dgn said it wasthe main entrance,” suggested Terese, amost gpologeticaly.

“Itis, but the military termina iswhere we're headed, and that's on the south side. I'm told it's much less
crowded.”

Neither of them laughed.

I'd expected guards at the gate to the Asten Air Corps Aerodrome—but not Republic marines dressed in
battle fatigues and carrying Garand fours—the kind that could go to full automatic with theflip of alever.
Nor had | expected another Spazi steamer to be pulled over and to be waiting.

| rolled down the window as the guard stepped forward.
“Sr?’

“Johan Eschbach, Llysette duBoise, and Terese Stewart to catch Republic Air Corps Two.” | extended
my government |D—the one they'd let me keep as aretired minister—rather than my diplomatic

passport.

The guard took the ID, scanned it, compared my face to the one on the card, then handed it back. “Ah.
..gr...theladies?”

The guard wasfairly quick, but he still used aflash to illuminate Llysettesface and Teresgsaswell. Then
he returned the passports. “Y our escort hasaword for you, sir. After that, please follow them, sir.”

1] Tl,mk yw.”

The squarish man who stepped up to the Stanley was the same one who had greeted usin the car park in
L ebanon when wed last returned from the federd digtrict. “Minister Eschbach . . . congratulationson
some very good driving, sir. We aso admired your paint job.”

“Thank you.”

“Weve reported the accident, and it was an accident.”

| nodded. “1 understand.”

Hiseyesflicked to Llyseite.

“I think we dl understand.”

“Good.” He nodded. “Well lead you to the dignitaries termina.” He turned.



| rolled down the window.
“That wasn't an accident,” Terese said.

“It was an accident,” | said. “ That'sthe way it will be reported, and nothing will change that now.” Asl
began to follow the Spazi car, | couldn't help but notice in the Stanley's rearview mirror that the
link-fence gate closed behind us. | didn't recall the gates being kept closed on my previousvisitsto the
military side of the aerodrome.

“Thisismore than aconcert,” Terese said.

| thought she shook her head, but | couldn't see.

“The concert, it ismost important,” Llysette said firmly, not quite in her ice-and-stedl voice, but close.
Terese didn't say another word.

Asingructed, | followed the Spazi steamer to the compact military termina—alow brick structure less
than two hundred feet from end to end, and with alow cupolatower on the north side. The Spazi
steamer turned into the small car park across from the covered entry of the terminal, and then stopped
forward of a series of spaceswith asign before them: RESERVED: FLIGHT GUESTS.

According to the briefing materids, | could leave the Stanley in the reserved car park, and | gathered that
one of the spaceswasfor us. So | pulled into the middle one and shut the Stanley down, remembering to
make sure that the thermal paint switch was back to neutral. Then | stepped out into the damp breeze.
The split-beam beacon from the military tower cast an intermittent eerie glow as| stepped back toward
the boot to get out the luggage.

Before I'd taken a step, two guards in greens appeared, both wearing side arms, but not carrying the
Garands.

“Minister Eschbach? Miss duBoise? Miss Stewart?”’
“YS’?’

“The turbo was delayed afew minutesin the federd digtrict.” The shorter marine gestured, and two
othersin fatigues appeared. “ These men will carry your luggage.” Hepaused. “Ah.. . gr ... itwill have
to be scanned. Y ou understand?’

“I understand.” | laughed. By thetime | had the boot open, both Llysette and Terese had gotten out of
the steamer and stood beside me as | handed the valises and the cases to the waiting marines. Then |
locked the Stanley.

“We are on the government business. . . and our valisesthey must scan?” murmured Llysette aswe
followed the marines.

“It would be most embarrassing if the Russians scanned our luggage and found something,” | pointed
Out.

“The Russians, dill they fear dl theworld,” shereplied.
“With their higtory, it's understandable. Regrettable, but understandable.”

They dso scanned our hand cases, and some of LIysette's makeup and one metalic purse just came out
asblurs. They took onelook at the metallic sequins and laughed, not even opening the purse. The hair



dryer did show up on the X-ray scanner, but, since they plugged it in and it functioned, and since | had
taken the precaution of including a current converter, no one said aword, except suggesting that it be | eft
on top where it could be easily reached. No one said anything at al about the extra batteriesin my valise.
All inal, between carting luggage and scanning it and waiting for results, it was after seven beforewe
were escorted to asmall lounge with wide windows that looked out on the empty tarmac. Despite what
the lead marine had said, we waited | ess than fifteen minutes before the whine of turbos penetrated the
termind, followed by the white-yellow flash of anticollison lights as an aircraft eased up before the
termind. The four-engined modified Curtiss 440 didn't bear the sandard silvery duminum finish of a
military aircraft, but was painted white, with gold piping, and bore the Columbian sedl on thefusdlage

bel ow the cockpit.

Even before the port engines were shut down, the ground crew had arolling staircase whedled up to the
Sdeof fusdagejust in front of the wing, and what looked to be aNava Air Corps officer was scurrying
down and toward the doorway to our right. When the auxiliary power was connected, the starboard
engineswent slent, and afud hauler rolled up to the far side of the turbo, presumably to top off the
tanks.

| rose. “I think they're ready for us.”

Another officer appeared at the back of thelounge. “ Ladies. .. gr . . . they'd like you to board.” He
gestured toward the aircraft and the windows, where the marines in fatigues were rolling aluggage wagon
toward the rear of the turbo.

The door onto the tarmac opened, and the Nava Air Corps officer from the aircraft stepped into the
lounge and toward us. He wore the gold wings of acommand pilot, aslver rosette of hisrank on his
collar, and two and a half black stripes on the deeve cuffs of hisgreen uniform blouse. “I'm Lieutenant
Commander Madley, sir, ladies.” The Nava Air Corps pilot saluted me and bowed to Llysette and
Terese. “I'm your military attache™.”

“You're not with the Ministry of State or the embassy in St. Petersburg?’ | asked.

“No, gr. Colond Sudwerth isthe head of the embassy's military contingent. Because he's been rather
involved—I'm sure you understand, Sr—Defense Minister Holmbek sent me.”

“You'reon Minister Holmbek's staff, then?’

Madley flushed dightly. “Bardy, gr. | just came off the Yorktown.”

| nodded. “I never was on the Yorktown, just the Lexington, the Calhoun, and the Roosevelt.”
“Good carriers, Sir.”

“Soisthe Yorktown.” | was afraid we'd need al those carriers, and more, before too long unless matters
somehow changed.

“We need to be going.” Madley offered hisarm to Terese.

| picked up my briefcase and took LIysette's arm in turn, and we walked through the doorway and out
onto the tarmac and back out into the raw and damp air. | could smell the jet fuel, probably from the
refuding hauler.

Before we were up the portable stairs, the ground crew had our luggage in the hold and had it battened
down. A steward in white and gold closed the cabin doorway behind us. We followed the commander
from the gray-decked space, dmost afoyer, through a doorway to the right.



There, Madley gestured to one side of the turbo's cabin, far narrower than even one side of the
promenade deck of the Breckenridge, the dirigible that had carried LIysette and meto Deseret.
Turbos—even those as luxurious as Republic Air Corps 2—were clearly not designed for luxury, but for
speed. Unlikethe Air Corps transport that had carried us back from Deseret, this turbo—or the section
where we had been escorted—did not have leather seatsin rows, but three groupings of four seats
around small tables. Each seat wasin fact overlarge, luxurious, and upholstered in pale gray lesther. All
were securely anchored to the deck, and al looked as though they reclined and swiveled. The seats
around one table were empty.

“Greetings!” caled Deputy Minister Kent from the table seet behind the empty one. “Minister Vandiver
sends his greetings and his regrets that he was unableto join us.” Kent sat with three aides, two younger
men, and the third a gray-haired heavyset man I'd seen somewhere but didn't recall.

“We're happy to be here,” | replied.
“Not s0 happy aswe areto seeyou,” Kent replied with awide smile. “How was your trip?’

“Ah. .. wejust missed getting involved in asmash-up with a petroleum hauler. Other than that, it wasthe
normal drive from Vanderbraak Centre.”

“I'm very glad you weren't involved.”
“Soarewe.” | laughed. “I'd hate to have had to explain that.”
“Nor I,” added Llysette with amusicd laugh that was agreet performancein itsdf.

Commander Madley cleared histhroat to get our attention. “ The front table areaisyours. Thereésabin
for your casesjust forward there.” He gestured toward the open bin.

In the end, Terese took the seat closest to the porthole window, Llysette the one directly aft of the table,
and | took the one closest to the center of the turbo, leaving the commander with the forward-most seet.

Before he sat, the commander leaned toward me and said quietly. “I have abriefing case for you, which
I'll hand over for you to look at as soon as were airborne.”

“Thank you.” | was glad that Harlaan or whoever hadn't forgotten that little detail.

We had barely gotten ourselves seated when an air crewman in ashimmering green flight suit stepped
into the cabin. “ Ladies, gentlemen, if you would turn your seats forward and lock them in placefor
takeoff, and then secure your restraint belts. . .”

Since our seats were aready locked in the proper position, dl | had to do waslock the restraint
belt—and then show Llysette how to lock hers. By the time we were trussed in, the aircrewman had
vanished.

“Dinner will be served as soon aswe level off at our cruising dtitude,” offered Lieutenant Commander
Madley. “You'll dso notice that these seats are rather large. They swivel and extend into deeper sedts. It
isarather long flight.”

From what 1'd dready figured, it had to be between eight and nine hours, assuming adirect grest circle
flight path and no delays.

The whine of the turbos increased, and the aircraft lumbered away from the termina and down between
the red lights that indicated the taxiway toward the duty runway. Asthe aircraft cleared the structures, |



could see the commercia side of the aerodrome to the north, where spatlightsilluminated adirigible
docking at the mooring mast. Absently, | wondered if it was the Breckenridge.

Somewhere ahead of us, | could hear the takeoff roar of at least apair of military turbo fighters. Then,
without any announcements, the big Curtiss swung onto the runway, headed eastward, and the turbos
revved into a high-pitched whine. We were pressed back into our seats asthe aircraft accelerated at a
rate unfathomable to anyone who had only flown in dirigibles. | glanced at Llysette, who had asmileon
her face. On the other hand, Terese Stewart's face was totally blank. Commander Madley's head was
tilted sightly to the Side, asif he were listening to the engines—just as| was,

Once arborne, we were dmost immediately enveloped in thick gray clouds. Mist formed droplets that
Stresked across the cabin portholes. The pilots held the Curtissin afairly steedy climb for more than ten
minutes, dthough we were above the clouds within afew minutes.

Shortly after the Curtissleveled off, Llysette tapped my arm, and | turned. She gestured toward the
darkness outside. “ Johan?’

“YS?’

“Those arewhat?’ Llysette was pointing into the starspangled darkness above the clouds toward two
sets of unblinking lights, each white and green.

“Probably FF-10s. Fast fighter escorts.”

“An armed escort we need?’

“Probably because we have the deputy minister of state on board.”
Sheraised her eyebrows.

| shrugged, because | redly didn't have agood answer to her unspoken question. If matters were so
important, why didn't Minister Vandiver happen to be on board? But then, I've never been acomplete
optimist, and | certainly wasn't after the incident with the hauler. Who had been behind it | had no ides,
except that it wasn't anyone in Columbian Dutch Petroleum, or the Russian Okhrana. Nor had it been the
Spazi, unlike the days of my encounters with van Becton and Jerome. My best guess was that the Watch
Report on the “accident” would find that the hauler had been stolen by afredance trupp to sell in some
black-market fashion, and that, regrettably, the thief had died in the explosion. But it would al be
reported as a smple theft and accident, and the planning and the road barriers just would be conveniently
ignored.

All I could figure wasthat it was critical that our desths not be identified as murder. That was extremely
important to someone, vita enough that they'd taken a higher risk and lower probability method to try to
kill us. The attempt at the Presidential Palace followed asimilar logic, because the shotsfired at a crowd
of paliticians and cel ebrities wouldn't have been interpreted as atargeted nation. So someone
wanted one or both of us dead, but didn't want the world to know that we were targets. That was
interesting, but scarcely reassuring.
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A sL IEUTENANT C OMMANDER Madley had promised, once the Curtiss reached its cruising
atitude, dinner was served, on real chinawith the Speaker's sed and congressiond silver. After that, the
seats did recline into something resembling atrain deeper. The ubiquitous stewards aso supplied pillows
and navy-blue cotton coverlets.

Llysette closed her eyes, but | opened the case that Madley had given me. After the first two pages|
wished | hadn't. Thefirst folder just held pictures and background material on people I'd never heard
of—except for the tzar, Prime Minister Brusilov, and Pyotr Romanov, the head of PetroRus. The tzar
looked impressive enough in hisforma uniform as commander in chief, clearly atall and muscular man
with asharpish nose, if with areceding hairline. Brusilov looked more like agenera than aprime minister,
with iron-gray hair and a square jaw. Pyotr Romanov wastall like his cousin, but there was an angularity
in hisface that was dmost reptilian. The dosser didn't make me think much more kindly of him. Harlaan's
anaysts had him pegged as amicromanageria type, and held managed to struggle through because he
was bright, but he didn't want to spend enough on modernizing the Caspian fields because it would
reduce the cash flow to the military. Apparently, some twenty percent of what | would have caled gross
revenues was earmarked for the military.

| assumed the backgrounders were on officials and others | might meet, or was even scheduled to mest.
The second folder had a tentative schedule of gppointments that looked awfully dim, but anote at the
bottom said that more were likely to have been confirmed. | hoped so.

Another folder updated the palitical situation with regard to the Dnepyr River. The bottom line was that
Ferdinand was continuing to complain about the effluent from Russian factories and facilities and
demanding that the river be cleaned up. Either way, he won. If the Russians did spend the money on
environmenta remediation, it meant they could spend less on military goods. If they didn't, the Situation
gave Ferdinand alever to agitate againgt the tzar, and as Harlaan's briefing background on the tzar
indicated, Tzar Alexander IV was not the most temperate or patient of autocrats.

When it got hard to keep my eyesopen, | finally tucked away the folders.

We dept, after afashion, to be awakened at an hour we were told was noon in St. Petersburg, which
meant, as| figured it, that we'd gotten perhaps five hoursfitful deep. It ill felt like the middle of the night,
which it would have been in Vanderbraak Centre. But it was definitely light outside porthole windows of
the Curtiss, and there was asteward, brighteyed and hovering over us beside our table.

“Would you like caf€e’, tea, or chocolate?’ the steward asked LIysette.
“Theteq, if you please.”

“Chocolate.” | managed not to growl.

“Cafe’,” chirped Terese.

| was generally amorning person, but | did wonder how anyone could sound so cheerful after solong a
trip and so little deep—and without a hot shower.

“We're headed east,” | pointed out to Madley, when the steward dipped away after taking the beverage
order, “but there'sjust ice and ocean below. Turbos aren't that dow.”

“It takes longer than it used to. It's gotten too risky to overfly the Batic. Both the Austrians and the
Swedes have gotten touchy about their airspace.”

“So we're coming in from the north.”



“YS’ s'r.n

After we ate the generous breskfast, with dightly tough grapefruit sections, bacon, two kinds of sausage,
individua omelets, and buttery croissants, in turnswe did use the facilities aft of the cabin to attempt to
return our persons to some semblance of humanity, but my own bleary-eyed visage in the mirror
reminded me that while turbos had the advantage of speed, dirigible travel was definitely easier on the
System.

| had barely settled back into my seat when the big Curtiss 404 banked into a starboard turn and then
settled on amore southerly course. An aircrewman appeared in the forward doorway. “Ladies,
gentlemen, well be beginning our descent into St. Petersburg in about fifteen minutes.”

“Have you ever beento St. Petersburg?’ | asked Madley.
“Only briefly. | did an exchange visit after my first tour. | was here just three months.”

The patterns clicked. The Yorktown had done patrolsin both the North Atlantic and off Alaska. So |
asked casudlly, “Y ou speak Russan, then?’

Madley nodded.
“And you're headed for intelligence after this escort job?’

Madley looked at me without speaking for amoment, then laughed. “Sir . . . | believe you should be
escorting me.”

“| don't speak Russian,” | pointed out.

“Just German and French,” he countered.

Llysette's eyebrows rose, but she didn't say anything for the moment.
“What can we expect once we land?’ | asked.

“They'll scan every hit of luggege. If wewere just tourists or vigitors, they'd dso look at every book. The
Okhrana proscribed a number of novels. The onethey really look for isamost one hundred and fifty
yearsold.” Madley laughed. “ Something called What Is to Be Done by Chernyshevsky. It wasn't even
published. The Okhranatortured the author to degth, but they say there are bootleg copies even today.”
He paused. “ Also, they don't like Russian history booksthat glorify the Decembrists or the failed
Bolsheviks”

“And one, one must have apermit to own adifference engine,” LIysette added.
“Isthat right?” asked Terese.

“Not any longer,” | said. “Y ou can have one without a permit if you're not on the dissdentsligt. If you
areontheligt, and they find you with one. . . it's off to the Siberian frontier.”

“And whoison thedissdents|ig?’

“Anyone who might criticize the tzar or the government,” suggested L |ysette, the edge of her voice
carrying over the droning whine of the turbines.

Another voice rose over the conversation—that of Drummond Kent. “We are herefor acultural
exchange. | would strongly suggest that none of us discuss Russian internd politics while we are guests of



thetzar. Strongly suggest,” he added for emphasis.

Hedidn't add any blither about the success of the cultura exchange, | noted, studying Commander
Madley's face, which bore a certain expression of relief. | didn't fed relieved at dl, only apprehensve, as
the whine of the turbines dropped off and the Curtiss nosed down dightly.

The aircrewman regppeared. “We're beginning the descent alittle early. Please turn your seats forward
and fasten your restraints.”

Of our group, only Commander Madley had to swive his seet into the forward postion.

Again, we were enveloped in gray clouds, even thicker than those coming out of Asten, or S0 it seemed
to me. When we broke out, probably around two thousand feet, it was over alandscape of whiteness
and water—presumably Lake Ladoga, which hadn't frozen over, at least not yet.

| could only catch glimpses of what | thought was St. Petersburg through the port windows across the
cabin from me, but the little | saw seemed to confirm what 1'd read—that St. Petersburg was two
cities—a center city of canadsand riversbuilt of granite and an outer industrid city of low monalithic
buildings. Both parts of St. Petersburg were partly shrouded in a combination of smoke, haze, and light
SOW.

Then, the turbo banked back to the west, presumably to line up on itsfinal approach to Tzar Mikhail
Aerodrome. The approach was smooth, and the pilot brought the Curtiss down without even afaint jar,
not that | would have expected otherwise from an officer detailed to Air Corps 2.

The thrust-reversers shuddered into play, and we dowed quickly before the Curtiss turned off the
runway. The open ground out beyond the runway and the taxiways held snow, not agreat dedl, perhaps
two feet or 0. The taxiway lights werelit, perhaps because of the light and fine snow that continued to
drift out of the clouds.

The Curtissrolled to astop. After unfastening the restraint belt, | had to crane my neck to look out at the
aerodrome building that resembled atrain station, with heavy gray stone blocks and agray flat roof. |
didn't bother to stand. | had the feeling weld be standing for some time to come, diplomatic mission or
not.

For severa minutes nothing happened, even though 1'd seen a portable staircase rolled forward toward
the aircraft. Then awave of cold air swept into the cabin. Severd minutes more passed, and then one of
the pilots stepped back into our cabin and walked over to Drummond Kent. He spoke quietly, and |
couldn't quite catch the words. As quickly as he had come, he left.

The deputy minister stepped toward our group. “We arrived dightly ahead of schedule, and they are not
quite reedy.”

Kent was being polite. What he meant was that, athough we were supposed to be considered diplomats,
the Russans had adightly different view of matters. A diplomat entering Columbiadidn't have to undergo
customs. He might be later requested to leave, but he wasn't ingpected. In Russia, everyone coming in
had their luggage scanned. If you weren't adiplomat and you had something in your luggage that was
forbidden, you either had it confiscated, and you got fined on the spot, unless they carted you off to
prison immediately. If you were adiplomat, you also lost whatever it was, and you ended up on the next
departing turbo or dirigible.

“I undergtand, Mademoisdle duBoise,” Kent continued, “that severa photographers are waiting for you,
once we clear the necessary formalities. . . It should not belong.”



“Thank you,” Llysette said.
“Itisagood sgn,” Kent replied with asmile before returning to his own seet.

It was very good. If photographers had been told, that meant that the tzar and those close to him wanted
the concert to go on, but it also meant that someone didn't, but the only ones| could see that would be
opposed would be the Austrians—and they wouldn't have attacked usin the way that we had been. In
turn, that meant someone e se both knew what wasinvolved and didn't want it to take place. Even more
troubling was my own experiencetelling methat if two parties aready knew, so did most of the
intelligence community, sSince two or more people can never keep that sort of secret.

“Not one photographer in Columbiafor years,” Llysette said quietly, “but in Russa. . .”
“They like culture here, and they've liked French culture since Catherine the Great.”
“They'reready for you, ladies, gentlemen,” announced the aircrewman.

We walked down the steps—icy—and across the tarmac toward an open rectangle of light in the pae
gray stone of the termind building. Even though there wasllittle wind, the air felt damp and biting.

Just ingde the doorway to the termina stood two guards, wearing dark brown and crimson uniforms,
with the double-headed eagles of the Imperid Empire on their visor caps. Beyond them, inagray walled
room without windows, perhaps twenty feet by thirty, were two inspectorsin black uniformswith silver
inggniaon the lapels of their dress blouses. Theinggniawere aso the double-headed Romanov eagles,
but of asmaler sze.

Our luggage had already been carried off the Curtiss and set on the counter to the right of the inspectors.
There was asingle X-ray scanner, into which one of the Republic aircrewmen placed each piece, one
after the other, including those that had to belong to the deputy minister and his assstants. Thefirst
ingpector would study the screen, then the second, and both would nod before repesating the process
with the next piece of luggage.

One ingpector took my heavy case with al the papersin it and looked around, asif to ask to whom it
bel onged.

| stepped forward.

“What isingde?’

“Papers. Scholarly papers on environmenta techniques.” That wastotaly true.
“You ae?

“ Johan Eschbach.”

Helooked at alist. “Minister Johan Eschbach?’

“Ves”

“Ah. All isexplained.”

| wasn't sure what was explained, but | saw no point in saying so, and stepped back and waited until the
two finished scanning dl the luggage.

Thetaler ingpector cleared histhroat. “Y our passports?’



In turn, the two inspectors looked over every passport, and they both |ooked at each one in turn before
stamping them and the attached visas. Then, the two inspectors turned, without aword, and departed,
leaving the door through which they left open.

Welet Deputy Minister Kent, or rather, his older assistant, lead the way past another set of guards,
gtationed in the wide corridor just beyond the customs facility for important functionaries. | didn't realy
want to consider what happened to regular travelers.

Immediately beyond the Russian guards were four Republic marinesin winter overcoats, forty-fives
belted in place outside the greatcoats. Standing with the marines was a short squarefaced man in ablack
greatcoat aswel asataller full colond. Behind them was a crowd—a smal crowd. Severd of the men
held cameras, cameras of al szes, ages, and shapes.

The shorter man stepped forward to greet us. “ Deputy Minister Kent, Minister Eschbach, MissduBoise.
.. we're glad to see you arrived safely. I'm Ambassador Hagel, Charles Hagdl.” He turned to the Air
Corps officer beside him. “Thisis Colond Sudwerth, military attaché to the embassy.”

“We're happy to be here, Ambassador.” That was as far as Drummond Kent got before voices erupted
from the crowd asthey caught sight of LIysette.

“A picturel”
“Ladival”

There were other words, Russian sounding. | had no ideawhat they meant, except in the generd sense
that they wanted pictures of LIysette, and | stepped back and dightly aside for the photographers.

The flasheswere blinding, even momentarily, but LIysette smiled through them all.

After severd minutes, there was agrowling command from somewhere, and, like magic, the
photographers backed away, some smiling, one or two bowing, and within moments the space that led to
the outer doors was clear.

Aswe crossed the polished stone floor of the wide space that wastoo small for afoyer and too large for
acorridor, | could fed currents of seam-heated air swirled with damp chill air, presumably from outside.
Then we were outsde, on agranite sidewalk that flanked a drive, where four black vehicleswaited. The
first was alimousine, followed by threelarge black sedans of atype unfamiliar to me, and I'd seen many
vehiclesover theyears.

Although it was mid-afternoon, now getting close to three o'clock, the light was more like twilight, but
then, | redlized at St. Petersburg's latitude it probably wastwilight, or at least very late afternoon. The
wind waslight but bore a chill dampness. Llysette shivered as she stepped toward the embassy
limousine, flying the miniature flag of Columbia, with its stars on the bluefield, bordered in red and white.
Teresefollowed her into the limousine, and then | climbed in. The limousinewas an internd combustion
car, not asteamer, but | supposed steamerswere less practical in Russawith the winter cold. The
Russians aso had more petroleum, and asmaler middle classto burniit.

Ambassador Hagdl and Minister Kent joined us, Sitting on the plush seats facing to the rear, while the
three of us sat in those facing forward. Then the driver shut the passenger door. | glanced toward the
gray stoneof thetermindl.

“Colond Sudwerth and Commander Madley arein the military vehicle. The colonel wanted to brief the
commander,” the ambassador said. “Very touchy times here, but you know how that can be, I'm sure,



Minister Eschbach, especidly with your background.”

“I'm sure they're quite touchy,” | said eadily. “Isthere any subject we should avoid discussing, besides
internal Russan palitics?’

“I wouldn't ask about military capabilities, not that such isyour field, directly, but the Okhrana can be
touchy about that. With your status, they'd just deport you on adow steamer routed through Stockholm,
some Brit port, and Halifax. That happened to our third secretary last year. Ambitious young

fellow, hewas. | understand he's now teaching at some smal collegein the west Northlands.”
| nodded. “I understand that | might be meeting with afew expertsin environmental matters.”

“Some Russian environmenta and energy types have expressed an interest. Piet Darwaard—he'sthe first
secretary—has been handling the arrangements. Y ou're likely to be rather busy, he says.”

The limousine accel erated, with the dight jerkiness endemic to the gears of an interna combustion engine,
and we pulled away from the termina out onto a concrete road dusted with snow. The snow didn't seem
that heavy, the way it swirled across the concrete, not compared to anortheaster in New Bruges, but
even ingdethelimousine, the air had adampness despite the cold.

“When will we be ableto practice in the Mariinsky Theatre?’ asked Llysette.

“Y ou have several rehearsals arranged, mademoisdlle” The ambassador inclined his head. “ The second
secretary has the exact times. Although he handles cultural matters, | inssted on the need for rehearsasin
the theatre for you. Both Frau Hagel and | were most impressed with the disk of your Sat Palace
performance, and Ambassador Klein wired metoingst | hear you. Walter isnot easily impressed, | must
tell you, and when he said you were magnificent, it had to be an understatement.”

“Thank you.” LIlysette smiled, not quite shyly. Once we | eft the aerodrome, we began to passlong stone
structures, narrow buildings with steep roofs, amost box-like.

“Those are for worker housing. Most were built in the 1930s. The newer ones are south of here, and
they're shoddier,” the ambassador said. “ Y ou can seethetrain line. It runsright into one of the Sations,
Tzarskoe-Sdlo, | think. I'm pretty sureit's not the Baltic or the Warsaw station. Makesiit easy for
workersin the citiesto get out to the industria plants. The Skorski aircraft worksis only five milesfrom
here” Hagd laughed. “Y ou couldn't bribe your way in there with ten pounds of gold.”

“Andif you did, | suspect youwouldn't leave,” | replied. “But I'm not interested in such. My background
isenvironment, and aso whereit relatesto energy.”

“Y ou have arather broad background, Minister Eschbach,” the ambassador said dryly, “but I'm glad to
hear that you're here on environmenta matters.”

“And to support my wife,” | added with alaugh and asmile. “I wouldn't be here at al if she werent
anging.”
“For her anging, we areal grateful,” Hagel acknowledged.

| kept looking outside, just to try to get afed of St. Petersburg. No matter what so-called experts say,
you can get afed for a country from aclosed vehicle—if you know what to look for. What | saw wasa
great ded of stone, but not much of it comparatively new. There were dso very few vehicles out. While
some of that might have been attributable to it being Sunday, not al was.



We passed an omnibus stop, where more than a dozen men and women in brown and gray cloaks or
coats huddled under anarrow roof, turning dowly. Not one looked up as we passed.

“They've dtill got sections of the road that are stone paved, part of the old Lvov Prospekt, they tell me,”
the ambassador added conversationaly.

| had no ideawhat the Lvov Prospekt was, except it had to be an avenue named after the Russian prince
whose reforms and work with Count Witte had effectively saved Tzar Mikhail and the Romanovsin the
early part of the century, when Mikhail had taken over after the death of Nicholas 1. The avenue or
highway was relatively broad, and generdly uncrowded, from what | could see from the window.

Even through the snow that fell—not quite lazily, but so not in sheets—I could seethat S. Petersburg
was definitely acity of sone, gray stone facades contrasted with stone panels painted in bright
pastels—blues and yellows, particularly—that stood out against both the gray of the building blocks and
the somehow dightly off-white of the snow.

| lost track of the canals we drove beside or over, or both, by the time the limousine turned in through an
iron gate that opened as we neared, and then came to astop in asmall courtyard. The ambassador
amost bounded out, then waited for the rest of usto emergeinto atwilight misted with the finefalling
snow. Theair smelled somehow chill, with ascent of distant burning cod, and yet dightly dank, possibly
from theriver that had not yet frozen.

“Thiswas once agrand hotel, but when Franceféell . .. well . . . it came on the market, and we managed
to haveit remodeled, but they did keep the wonderful *ancien regime’ fed. The Nevsky Prospekt isonly
ablock south.” With agestureto hisright, and alaugh, Ambassador Hagel added, “ The British embassy
isto the north, and beside it, the Austro-Hungarian embassy. The Austrians haven't had an ambassador
in resdence for dmogt ten years, and not much of a gt&ff there. Thisisthe private entry to the embassy.
The public entry ison the other side. It's closed today, but not much happensin St. Petersburg on
Sunday in any case.”

With that announcement, he turned toward the covered entryway, where there stood two Republic
marines, Thispair carried Garands, in addition to their Ssde arms. | glanced back, but another three
marinesin fatigues were unloading the luggage from the back of the limousine. As | watched, another
black internal combustion auto entered the courtyard. Through the passenger window glass| could see
Colond Sudwerth talking emphaticaly to Commander Madley.

“Johan...” Llysettetugged a my arm, and | realized that we had been |eft by the others.

We didn't miss much, because the ambassador was standing and waiting for the two military officersand
Deputy Minister Kent's aides to join everyone in the foyer, atwo-story expanse with an inside dome
finished in gold leaf and bordered in green faux marble. Thefloor was red green marble, inset with what
appeared to be bronze curlicues.

There were two archways from the foyer, oneleading straight ahead to a metalwork grating. Behind the
grating | could see the public entry area of the embassy. The second archway wasto our right and led
down apaneled hallway perhapsfifteen feet wide. Every ten feet or so wasapainting, eech setina
lighted recess.

“Ah...” The ambassador cleared histhroat astherest of the travelerswho had been on the Curtiss
arrived, dong with Colond Sudwerth. “Wewill be having awelcome dinner for al of you at seven-thirty.
Wewill be gathering in the lounge for drinks between six-thirty and seven. Not formd, of course.”

Not forma meant that a suit was mandatory for me, but that L1ysette could wear either her traveling suit



or adress, as she wished.

“The guest quarters are down the corridor to my left—your right. The Ministry of State personnel will be
housed on the third floor. There are placards on your doors identifying your rooms. Oh . . . and your
luggage will be brought up in the next few minutes.” Ambassador Hage! turned toward Llysette. “The
guest quartersfor you three are on the fourth floor.” Hagel then motioned to the young man who stood at
one sde of thefoyer. “Minister Eschbach and Miss duBoise have the main quarters, Miss Stewart the
gndler suite”

At the end of the corridor was another foyer, with two other corridors branching off, and two eevators
on the other side.

“Theloungeisdown thefirst corridor,” Drummond Kent said to us before he boarded one of the
elevators.

The three of usfound ourselves on the same devator with the ambassador and the unnamed young man.
“Y our quarters are up here somewhere?’ | asked Hagel pleasantly.

“Thefifth floor. Asfar aswe can get from the day-to-day hubbub.” He smiled. “I'm looking forward to
talking to you al once you've had achanceto settlein.”

We got off on the fourth floor, stepping out into another broad corridor. The young aide waited for the
elevator door to close before speaking. “I'm Chrigtian De Witte, and I'm your day-to-day liaison while
you'rein St. Petersburg.” He began to wak aong the corridor, which extended only in one direction
from the e evator—north asit turned out. “ There are three smaller suiteson thisleve, in addition to the
main suite, but it'sunlikely that there will be anyone else on thisfloor while you are here. The othersin the
concert—the pianist and the quartet—they'll be down on the third floor.” He grinned, an expression that
made him ook less than twenty. “Having converted aformer hotel offers us certain advantages.”

“What's here?’ | asked absently, pointing to a stretch of blank wall that looked as though it had held
doors at one point.

“Ah...just empty space, Sir. You see, thiswasagrande hotel, and . . . well . . . ayoung man who was
reputed to have been alover of one of Tzar Mikhail's daughters was staying here. The story isthat her
brother shot him, beginning with hisknees. . . .”

In spite of mysdlf, | winced.

“The space isunused. Therésadoor off the service sairs, and every so often we check, but the ghost is
dill there”

A good story, and possibly even true, but | wondered.

De Witte continued on, until he paused at the second door and extended akey to Terese. “Y our
quarters, Miss Stewart.”

“A suite, | can takethat,” Terese said as she opened the door.
Even from the hdlway, | could see that she had alarge main room, with an upright piano.

“Thereisasmall grand in the sdlon space of the quartersfor Miss duBoise and Minister Eschbach,” De
Witte explained. “It'sonly aHaaren, but I'm told it isagood instrument, and it was tuned on Friday. So
wastheonein here”



Leaving Tereseto explore her “smaller” suite, we followed De Witte to the double doors at the end of
the corridor.

“Thisiswhere any cabinet ministers stay when they cometo St. Petersburg.” The boyish grin followed.
“Not that we've seen any in the year I've been here.” He opened the door and then extended keysto
each of us. “I imagine you'll need separate keys with your schedules.”

Obvioudy, the main suite had been designed at one point for visiting roydty, or the equivaent. We
stepped into an entry foyer with octagona rose marble floor tiles, and paneled in arich cherry. Therewas
acoat closet on theright side, and a powder room, papered in a pa e blue damask-like fabric, on the left.
The archway led into what could only be called asdon or adrawing room agood thirty-five feet long. In
front of the full-length windows, curtained in dark-green velvet hangings, stood the Haaren. It looked as
though it had just come from the factory, without a scratch upon it.

The couches and empire-style furniture had been arranged asif for achamber concert. Llysette looked at
me and raised her eyebrows, but we followed De Witte through the end door.

“Thisisthe master suite”

The bedchamber of the master suite was more than thirty feet long and dominated by amassive, triple
width, four-postered bed that appeared very Russian. The comforters were rose, trimmed in amuted
crimson piping. A small desk stood before the windows, and flanking it was a chaise longue. There were
two bath chambers, one with an enormous ceramic tub, the other with ahuge shower for two. Of course,
therewas awalk-in closat.

De Witte showed us the smdll kitchen, with a bregkfast area overlooking the private embassy courtyard,
and the other “smaler” bedroom.

“I hope thiswill make your stay more enjoyable.” Standing in the entry foyer, he bowed.

“It will certainly make it more comfortable,” | replied, adding before he could turn and leave. “I presume
youre most fluent in Russan?”’

“Of course, gr.”

“I'm not. My expertise liesmuch morein environmentd fields. Could | cal uponyou if | need something
short trandated—or is there someone else | should contact?’

“I'm the one you should contact,” he affirmed. “If it'slong or you need it quickly, | may cal upon some
othersto help.”

“Thank you. | just wanted to know. Will we seeyou at dinner?’
“Ya s'r.”

After we closed the door behind young De Witte, | turned to Llysette. The guest quarters were certainly
the most palatid accommodationsin which we had ever stayed. “ They are definitely treating you likea
diva”

“They want much.”
“Well see”

There was a knock on the door.



“Yes?' | cdled.
“Y our luggage, Minister Eschbach, MissduBoise”

| looked through the peephol e, then opened the door gingerly, but as should have been the case, two
Republic marinesin fatigues stood there.

“Wherewould you likethese, Sr, madame?’

“Actudly, just put them right in here. Well take care of it from there. We appreciate your doing al the
hard work.”

“Just our job, gir.”
“Tm]k yOU.”

After closng the door, and diding the balt into place, we carted the luggage to the cavernous
bedchamber, where we began to unpack. | wastired but sill keyed up, and | could tell Llysette felt the
same way.

Needlessto say, my luggage had been opened. There was nothing missing, and nothing obvioudy out of
place. | didn't say aword to Llysette.

“Johan. .. my vaise—"

“I' know.” | put my finger tomy lips.

She shook her head sadly, and we both knew what she meant.
“We can take anap for an hour or o, if you'd like,” | said.

“I would like. Thereisaclock?’

“I brought one.”

“Bon.” But she shook her head again.

| didn't, but | felt that way. The next weeks were going to be very long indeed, beginning with the
welcoming dinner.

23

L LYSETTE DID BATHE and change, into a high-necked green velvet dress with alace collar. Despite
her tiredness, she looked stunning as we stepped out into the corridor to make our way to the elevator.
After my own long hot shower, I'd put on adark gray suit and amaroon cravat that Harlaan would have
admired. Terese must have been listening, because shejoined us at the elevator. She'd also changed, into
along black dress trimmed in white, with a patterned green and black matching jacket.

“I haven't been this dressed up when I'm not performing in years.” Shelooked from Llysetteto me. “This
must be norma for you two.”



| could only shrug. What was norma? | wasn't sure | knew.

No one e se was on the elevator we caught, and once on the main floor, we followed the sounds of
conversation down the corridor and around the corner into another space, what had probably once been
asecondary greseting foyer for the hotel that had preceded the embassy. The cellings were arched and
white, with an off-green trim, very smple, compared to the amost rococo pandling and carving in the
wood pandling, and | wondered if the arched cellings had once held muras or the equivaent.

We stepped through the open double French doorsinto the lounge, a space that had once been some
sort of function room in the hotel the embassy had once been, | gathered, with the rich cherry-wood
wadlls, the carved crown molding, and the built-in glass-panded sdeboards that now held leather-bound
books, but once probably had held an array of either crystal or perhaps sample bottles of wine or
cognac. | shook my head as | reconsidered. The room had to have been atea room—the woodwork
and the shape of the room were too subtle, and those had not been changed since the embassy had taken
over. There were small tables arrayed around the room, each with two or three pale blue lesther covered
armchairs surrounding it. I could amost imagine how it might have been in the thirties or forties, with
women of the Russian aristocracy taking teaor chocolate and conversing politely, while their escorts or
husbands had cigars and brandy or wine and whatever in an adjoining bar.

“Our guest of honor,” called out Drummond Kent, moving away from his aides toward us, or toward
Llysette. He bowed. “Y ou look ravishing. And you aswell, Miss Stewart.”

“Too kindyou are.” Llysette offered awarm smile and a haf-curtsy.
Terese smiled but did not speak.

“Y ou will not even haveto sing to dazzle the audience,” Kent added, “athough al of uslook forward to
the concert.”

Llysette laughed, musicdly. “ My singing iswhat they wish, not my appearance.”
“They will have both, | am sure”
| was, too.

“I did have aquestion.” Kent looked dightly puzzled. “The program lists a Vocalise by Rachmaninov,
but I've never seen or heard it performed here.”

“Most times, it is performed by orchestrawith strings,” Llysette replied, “but thet it is not how he wrote
it”

“Tell memore about it, if you would.” Kent broke off as Ambassador Hagel appeared with a
dark-haired woman. “ Ambassador, Miss duBoise was abouit to tell us about her program.”

“I'dliketo hear about it.” Hage offered the warm political smilethat isarequirement for any successful
diplomat or politician. “But | wanted Annette to meet our distinguished guests. ThisisMissduBoise, and
her husband Minister Eschbach . . . and Terese Stewart, who is the noted accompanist who will be
playing for MissduBoise”

Everyone murmured polite words of greeting before L1ysette began her answer to Drummond Kent's
question.

“Thefirg song, it isone by Rimsky-Korsakov cdled ‘ The Nightingde .. .”



“Aredl your songs Russan,” asked Annette Hagdl. “1 mean the onesyou'll be snging?’
“Onel may do, itisby aRussan, but in French.. . .”

In the momentary pause, | bent toward LIysette and asked in awhisper, “Wine?’

“A white. ..” shemurmured.

“I'll beright back.” 1 wouldn't be, but | hoped my detour wouldn't take too long, not so long asit would
for Llysette to explain her program. I'd dready spied Christian De Witte standing beside the small bar
and dipped toward him before | got tied up with any other functionaries.

“Minister Eschbach, sir.” He straightened as | approached.
“A few details, Christian, if you would? Housekeeping . . . so to speak. Breakfast, for example?’

“Breakfast is served for senior staff in the same room astonight's dinner. That's from seven to nine.
Y ou're senior gaff. After that, there is a canteen in the basement.”

“But | takeit that'sonly for the truly desperate?’
“It's not quite that bad, sir.”
But aimogt, | gathered. “Newspapers, news services?’

“I can have you get what the ambassador and senior secretaries get. That's asummary of mgor sories
from everywhere, plus those that bear on Russia, and acopy of the wire edition of the Times of London.
It will be outsde your door by six-thirty, if that'sdl right.”

“I'd dso like to change some dallarsto roubles.”
“If it'snot alarge amount, we can do that through the embassy accounting office.”

“Just afew hundred. We may not even need it, but weld both fed better.” 1 smiled apologeticaly. “Being
inastrange city without local currency . . . roubles aren't exactly easy to get in either Asten or
Vanderbragk Centre.”

“We can do that, Sir.”
“That's very helpful. Do you know when I'm supposed to meet with the first secretary?”

“Piet Darwaard? It's on his schedule for nine-thirty. Y ou aso have an informa meeting at PetroRus at
eleven o'clock and another at the Minigtry of Interior a two. Piet has the details, though. | don't know
more than that.”

So | had another appointment beyond those Harlaan had laid out. That was dightly encouraging. “ Thank
you.”

“Anything | cando, Sir.”

For dl that, helooked dightly uncomfortable, and | didn't press. “ That's dl. Sometimes people overlook
thelittle details. Thank you again.” With another smile and anod, | dipped to the bar, where the
bartender was a senior enlisted marine, | would have bet, probably from the embassy's security detall
and moonlighting for extraincome.



“What sort of white wines do you have?’ | asked.

“A Washington state chardonnay, Hague Vdley, and a Samvian pinot grigio.”
“Two of the Samvian, if youwould.”

“Good choice, Sr.”

With the two wineglassesin hand, | edged my way past the aides of Drummond Kent, whom I'd never
met, and back toward Llysette and Drummond Kent. Ambassador Hagdl, hiswife, and Terese had
moved aside and were talking separately.

“Piano for years,” Annette Hagel was saying, “but | didn't have that burning desire. . . .”

“I cantalk to large groups of people,” Minister Kent wastdlling Llysette, “but the thought of singing, of
having peoplejudge. . .” He shook hishead.

| dipped up beside Llysette's shoulder and extended the wineglass. “Y our wine, dearest.”
“Merci, mon cher.”

| glanced around the lounge again, taking in the detail of the carved crown moldings and of the
Sideboard.

“Y ou look bemused, Eschbach,” offered Drummond Kent.
“Looking into the pagt, inaway,” | replied.
“It's easy to do here. Thiswhole country'sin the past.”

“Isthat why Minister Vandiver didn't come? Or because he'stoo much of a southerner to ded with the
combination of Russian bluntness and deviousness?”’

“That was the Speaker'sdecison.” Kent laughed lightly, suggesting | was probably right. “Y ou'd best ask
him.”

“By thetime | could, well both know, | suspect.”

Llysatte laughed politely.

“That may be.” Kent coughed dightly. “I seethat Colond Sudwerth ismoving thisway.” Heturned.
“Colond, you look most digtinguished.”

Sudwerth was wearing undress blues, the military equivaent of adark suit, with the only insgniathe gold
wings of acommand pilot. Above the navy blue double-knotted cravat and white shirt he was smiling, as
if hed just heard agood joke and was gill enjoying it. “The advantage of uniforms, Minister Kent,
Minister Eschbach. Never have to ask what to wear. That's agreat benefit in St. Petersburg, where
theré's a proper and an improper attire for everything.”

Kent inclined his head. “1f you two will excuse me, | believe the ambassador has someone for meto

The someone was Terese Stewart, whom he'd aready met severa times, but | merely smiled and took
the barest sip of the pinot grigio, a1988, | thought.



“I understand you a so were once aNava Air Corps aviator, Minister Eschbach.” Sudwerth'stone was
jovid, just like van Becton's had been, athough the former Spazi director and the colonel 1ooked nothing
dike.

“A number of yearsago,” | admitted, stepping aside alittle as Lieutenant Commander Madley eased up
tojointhethree of us.

Madley offered adight nod, enough to suggest respect, but not to require aresponse that would have
interrupted the colondl.

“You aren't old enough for Singapore,” suggested Sudwerth.

“Panama Standoff.” | took but asip of the wine.

“There was an Eschbach,” offered Madley, “awarded an RAC. Was he any relation?’
Llysette glanced a me. I'd told her that 1'd been decorated, but not the gridy details.

“Guilty ascharged,” | said dryly. “It wasalong timeago.” Madley's eyeswidened, if fractiondly, while
Sudwerth's narrowed, aso but fractiondly.

“Then you got into politics?’ Sudwerth pursued.
“All government is palitics, Colond,” | said cheerfully. “Even the Air Corps, isn't it?’

“| suppose you'reright about that.” He laughed, not quite heartily. “What sort of government politics did
you pecidizein?’

“Y ou do what you haveto,” | replied. “1 guess I'm most noted for my stint as an environmental
subminigter, beforeit became afull minigtry.”

“Ah. . .that doesexplain afew matters.”

“Perhgps my wordt failing was attempting to thwart the building of the Dutch Masterswing of the
Nationa Gdlery.” | shook my head. “The Speaker informed me that deficient architectura design did not
judtify adisapprova on environmenta grounds.”

Both officerslaughed politely.

“So | retired when | could, and began to teach, and that iswhere | met Llysette.”
“I never saw any teachers as beautiful on any campus,” Sudwerth offered galantly.
“There probably aren't at the military schools—you were Anngpolis?’

Sudwerth nodded. “But | knew I'd go Air Corpsdl thetime.”

“How did you get here, if | might ask?’ | smiled. | redly wasinterested in what he had to say, if not for
the reasons most might be.

“Russian was my language; my grandmother was Russian, and sheinssted | learn somewhen | wasa
child. I studied more at the academy, and alot of my collateral dutieshelped.” He shrugged. “Once
you've had a squadron, you have to get staff experience or embassy experience, if you want to go on,
and | couldn't see mysdlf flying difference engines and filing cabinetsin the federd digtrict annex. So. . .
they sent me here two years ago.”



“Weadl go whereweresent.” | fingered my chin, then inclined my head. “1 presume youve met, at least
socidly, some of your peersin the Russian armed services. How would you characterize them?’

“People are people. They don't generdize well.” Sudwerth laughed.

| laughed ruefully. “Y ou're right about that. | guess| didn't say what | meant very well. We havea
command structure that relies very heavily on what | would call experienced professonals, peoplelike
you. The Brits have afew from Sandhurst, but equally as many from their public schools, while the New
French train dl their officers practicaly from childhood. I don't know about the Russians, though . . .
and?...” | |eft the question hanging.

“| don't see too many of them, but I'd have to say that, in away, the Brit model comes closest.”
Sudwerth pursed hislips. “The best of the Russian officers are very good. Some come from the old
nobility, and some come from the sons of professiona peoplein . Petersburg, Moscow, afew other
cities”

“They could use more of the best?”’

“Couldn't wedl?" countered Sudwerth.

“And how in generd terms are they organized? | mean, we have the marines, the Air Corps, the Navy,
the Naval Air Corps..."

The colonel nodded. “Much the same—they have the Imperia Rocket Corps, the Aviation Corps, the
Navy, and the Army.”

That told me onething. “I assumethey have diteunits. ..

“Oh, yes.” Sudwerth's next laugh was hearty, rueful, and genuine. “The Blue Cuirassers, the Horse
GuardsArtillery . . . but every unit thinksit's elitein someway. Just stay out of any discussonsaong
thoselines.” He fingered hiswatch, then looked up. “If you'll excuseme. . .” With abluff smileand anod
to Llysette, he was gone.

Sudwerth had to have known about my involvement with the Nord scandal, but he'd never mentioned i,
never even dluded to it, and that bothered me, along with alot of other things.

“Interesting man,” | mused, studying Commander Madley.

“He was commended for hiscommand of the First Off-Shore Attack Wing, you know?’
“No. .. | didn't know. | imagine he's not exactly fond of the Austrians, then.”

“He doesn't say much, sir. When | asked him about it earlier, hisvoice got alot harder.”
“Ah. .. Minister Eschbach!” Ambassador Hagel's voice cut in before | could reply.

| turned. With the ambassador was atal and blond man, solidly built, but not heavy or overweight,
probably in hislatethirties or early forties.

“Piet, | would like you to meet Minister Eschbach. Minister Eschbach, thisis Piet Darwaard, the first
secretary. And thisisthe renowned soprano, Miss LIysette duBoise. Minister Eschbach had either the
luck or the talent to ensure she married him.”

“Luck, and her grace.” | bowed dightly.



Llysette smiled, politely.
“I'm honored, Minister.” Piet Darwaard bowed, offering an open and warm smile.

He was old-country Dutch from name to appearance, tall, blond, blue-eyed, and broad shouldered, with
the kind of honest face that made every man want to dap his back and every woman bring him hometo
meet her daughter. | distrusted him ingtantly, perhaps unfairly, but anyone who had madefirst secretary in
amagor embassy with those physical attributes needed to be watched.

“1 am aso most honored to meet you, Miss duBoise. The St. Petersbourg papers have made much of your
coming concert appearance.”

“Thank you,” Llysettereplied. “1 hope | will not disgppoint. It has been along journey, and thereis much
yet to do.”

“I am certain that if you delighted the Saints, you will delight people here even more. They lovefinemusic
here, more than in any place where I've been.” He offered awarm amile.

“So | have heard.”

“I wanted you both to meet Piet,” the ambassador said, “because he's the one who really runsthe
embassy. He's dready set up somethingsfor you, Minister Eschbach, and he's making sure that
Hamilton Tavoian istaking good care of you, MissduBoise.”

“| certainly wouldn't want to talk business so soon after you arrived,” the first secretary said. “So I'll just
mention that you both have meetings at nine-thirty tomorrow. I'll be meeting with you, Minister Eschbach,
and Hamilton—he'sin charge of cultural affairs—will be meeting with you, MissduBoise” He smiled
again and bowed.

A chime began to ring, and the voicesin thelounge died away.

“I think we're being summoned,” the ambassador said. “Best we go, or Annette will betelling me that
everything ran late because | kept talking.”

| had the fedling that we'd be seated with the ambassador and hiswife, and probably with Drummond
Kent, and that wed talk pleasantries, and that 1'd learn very little new, no matter how hard | tried,
because Hagdl was awell-trained politician and could talk forever while only seeming to impart
information and because he knew very little of what was going on and because Drummond Kent knew
even less.

| wasright.

Thankfully, the dinner wasn't too long, and we did stumble back up to our opulent guest quarters, where
it was scarcely difficult to fal adeep. | did remember to bolt the door and set the darm. | should have
done more, but | wasfar too tired to think as clearly as| probably should have.

24

T HE ALARM WENT off far too early, and it took me severa momentsto discern where | was,
because it was Hill fairly dark. Then, seven o'clock was before dawn in December in St. Petersburg.



“Johan . .." Llysette mumbled.
“1 know. It'sdark.”
“Cold...

“It's . Petersburg.” | managed to beat the darm into silence, if not submission, before struggling into a
Stting position on the side of the bed. Findly, | stood and staggered out of the enormous bedchamber
and through the salon and into the minuscule kitchen. There wasn't much there, except teabags and a
kettle. There wasn't even sugar, and that meant I'd have to choke down hitter tea.

Whilethe eectric kettle began to heat, | decided to see how effective Christian had been in obtaining
news. | peered through the spy holefirst, but the corridor was empty. In the wooden box affixed to the
wall beside the left-hand door was a newspaper and a sheaf of standard pages stapled in the upper
left-hand corner. | brought al the papersinside, rebolted the door, and went back to the kitchen, where
the kettle was groaning but not yet boiling. | didn't try to read the Times of London but began to skim the
summaries put together by the embassy staff.

... prices of kerosene and crude petroleum still risng in mgjor markets. . .

... two more Austrian submersibles said to be patrolling the Indian Ocean . . . denied by Foreign
Minister von Braun. ..

... Fifteenth Austrian Mountain Division posted west of L'Vov . . .

... King Congtantine protests Austro-Hungarian pressure to alow unlimited access to Greek ports by
Austrian warships. . . and lease of land for amilitary aerodrome. . .

... Augtriamay plan detonation of a“massive’ nuclear device a its North African proving groundsto
counter recent Russian tests of the Perun missile.. ..

... Minigter of Defense Holmbek refused to comment on the report that Columbiawasincreasing its
capabilitiesto wage acold weather war . . .

A particularly loud groan, followed by ahiss and then a shriek, informed me that the kettle was bailing. |
poured the boiling water into the tegpot. The teawas old, and I'd had to use a strainer because | couldn't
find ateaball, and that meant loose fragmentsin the tea, which | didn't carefor . . . but old teawith dregs
was better than no tea, especialy aswe were il adjusting to arather radica time change.

| carried two cups to the bedroom, where | tendered one to LIysette, who had managed to prop herself
up with pillows and turn on one light, the closest bedside lamp.

“Thank you, Johan.” For atime, Llysette sipped theteadowly.
“What's your schedule?’ | finally asked her.

“At eleven o'clock, we will practice here. At hdf past two, we leave in an embassy voiture for the
theatre, and we have but an hour there.”

“And then?’
She shrugged. “ Et toi, mon cher?”



“I supposedly have two mesetings. They may lead to something. They may not.” | took asip of thetea. It
was hitter. “1'm going to take a shower.”

“Alwaysyou hurry . ..” But she smiled warmly.
“Always,” | admitted, setting the teacup down on the bedside table.

| finished showering and dressing before LIysette. So | took an armchair in the long salon and began to
read through the Times of London. Mogt of the interesting articles were merely elaborations on the
embassy hews summaries, but there was one other interesting article, although | wasn't quite sure that
everyonewould find it asinteresting as| did.

St. Petersburg (Specia Report). How Many Students? Who knows? Even in well-ordered Russia,
students can occasiondly ruffle more than egos. Last month's student riots have had an interesting
outcome. The disruptions went further than demongtrationsin halls and courtyards. The regigtrar's office
has admitted that there are more than afew missing records. Even the paperwork section of the
Okhrana, an organization well known in Imperia Russiaand elsawhere, and renowned for its expertisein
finding and keeping every known form of documentation on individuas, has admitted that it cannot find
the current student registration list at the University of St. Petersburg. Last century's classlists, of course.
Even last year'sligt, but not thisyear'slists. Students will be students, and even atzar can't order them
nottobe. ...

There was something about it, but | couldn't finger it, not exactly.
“Johan?’ cdled LIlysette from the master chamber.
“I'm out here. Are you ready to go down for breakfast?’

“Maisoui.” Llysette emerged wearing a black woolen suit with adeep blue silk blouse and a
multicolored sk scarf that somehow tied everything together.

“You haveyour key?’ | asked.

“Y ou plan to leave me so soon?’

| dmogt fell for it, but just grinned. “Y ou're feding better.”
“Seep, it dwayshdps”

Terese didn't join us as we waked down toward the elevator, but after her performance on the turbo, |
wouldn't have been surprised had she had been up for hours and out running the streets of .
Petersburg.

Asweleft the devator, | could hear voices from the corridor that led to the “business’ side of the
embassy. Although it was ftill dark outside, the whedls of commerce and diplomacy Sarted early, evenin
. Petersburg. Just dightly after eight, and it appeared as though we were about the only onesin the
dining area. Apparently, the working day started very early for even the senior staff, although | doubted
that the ambassador or hiswife ate in the dining area. Maybe he was an early riser, too. Hed been a
one-term senator from Nebraska, as | recalled.

“Tea, coffee, dr, madame?’ asked a steward who had appeared from nowhere. The accent was
pronounced, which meant he was probably Russian.



“Do you have chocolate?’
“Yes, gr.”
| glanced at Llysette, and she nodded. “ Two chocolates, with breakfast.”

There were no menus, and we ended up with eggs hafway between scrambled and omdlets, link
sausages that were dightly better than Scottish blood sausages, but not much, toast just short of
blackened, stewed tomatoes, and a huge pot of marmalade.

Nine-thirty found us on the second floor of the embassy, LIysette headed into one office, and meinto
another. Piet Darwaard's office was as | imagined most of those in the embassy. The cherry-panded
wallsremained, as did the narrow floor-to-ceiling windows, the high ceilings, and the carved chair rall

and crown moldings. The once-painted or gilded ceilings were off-white, and where there had probably
once been velvet hangings framing the window casements, the only window treatments were wooden-dat
blinds, which had been raised to show agray morning.

“Good morning, Minister Eschbach.”

“Good morning. Y ou have agood view here,” | observed, before taking the chair opposite the too
modern oak desk that fitted neither in color nor in style the room itsdlf.

“I don't have much chanceto enjoy it.” Darwaard's smile was a shade warmer than polite.

“Tell me about the meetings you've set up, if you would. I'd gotten apreliminary list which had amesting
with aDimitri Vlasovich a the Minigtry of the Interior.”

Darwaard handed me two folders, each blank on the outside. “Today, you havetwo. Thefirstisat
eleven o'clock with the number-two man at PetroRus, aKyril Kulikovsky. | don't recdll his patronymic,
but it'sin thefolder. The second isthe one with Vlasovich at three o'clock.”

| flicked through the folders, but both happened to be exactly the same as the dossiers I'd dready gotten
from Harlaan. “What €l se can you tell me about Kulikovsky?’

“He's cultured and personable. Hell probably be at the concert. He's the one Pyotr Romanov usesto
meet and screen everyone. If Kulikovsky doesn't pass on you, you don't meet anyone of import. He's
sort of ahigh-level gatekeeper. No one thinks he makes any decisions, but you can't get to see anyone
who doeswithout meeting him firs.”

“What's his passion? Or what does he hate?’
Darwaard frowned. “I couldn't say. I've never seen him other than composed and charming.”
“What about Vlasovich?’

“He's got two or three engineering degrees, onein environmenta engineering from the University of
Assen. He's one of the few to get into the top four ranks of the civil servants without money or blood
behind him. As soon as he heard that you were coming, his office contacted me. Theword isthat he
lives, breathes, and dreams engineering in some form or ancther. Hell dso sted any engineering idea
that's not walled away.”

“Ishe married? Or does engineering serve that function, too?’

“Heismarried, to a French woman he met a one of the engineering schools. Sheteaches at St.



Petersburg University.”
“What happened with those riots? There were stories in the papers, evenin New Bruges.”

Darwaard lifted his shoulders. “ The sudents were demondtrating for a congtitutional monarchy, and
removal of the tzar's absolute veto over any laws passed by the Senate and Duma. Things got out of
hand.”

“How much out of hand? One set of reports suggested hundreds of studentswerekilled; others said very
few.”

“We don't know. It couldn't have been very many, because there weren't any new ghoststhere at the
university, but there had to be some because the university has been shut down until next semester. I'd
speculate that part of the reason for the closure isto andyze what happened and make sure it won't
occur again, and partly to ensure that tempers cool down.”

“And partly to track down the ingtigators?’

“The Okhranaisvery effectivein finding student trouble-makers. They aways have been; that'swhy
therés dill atzar.”

| nodded. “How about the rest of the week?’
Another folder appeared, which Darwaard passed to me.

“That's where things stand right now. There are one or two other possibilities, and | should know about
them by this afternoon. | was led to believe that you would add to your schedule.”

“I do hopeso.” | smiled politely. “I appreciate dl you've done aready.”

“That'swhat were herefor.” There wasthe briefest pause. “ An embassy vehicleisat your disposa, with
adriver, for whatever you need and for aslong as you need it. The driver isOlaf. He's Swedish, but he's
been with the embassy for years and comes well recommended. The drivers have alounge on the main
floor.”

“Good,” | replied.

Darwaard steepled his hands, agesture I'd never liked, then began to speak dowly. “A few pointsto
consider, Minister Eschbach, if you don't mind. Asasubminister appointed by the Speaker, in generd
terms you rate the comparable address of ‘your excellency,” but as an unofficid envoy of the Columbian
government, you'll probably be addressed as ‘ your high excellency.’ | suggest you look offended, or
insulted if one of the more snobbish civil servants offersyour honour.” It may not seem like much, but
herein St. Petersburg, titles do matter, at least to the tzarists and the old aristocracy.” Darwaard smile's
verged on the patronizing.

“I can seethat.”
“Also, | understand from Colonel Sudwerth that Commander Madley will be accompanying you.”

“I think Commander Madley isafine officer, but | have aproblem of sortswith that,” | said. “I'man
environmental expert, not amilitary person. With even asenior junior officer accompanying me, wouldn't
that convey an impression that I'm here at the military's behest”’

Darwaard frowned. “I can see your concern, but, remember, everything here has military overtones. |



don't see asthat would create too much of adifficulty.”
“Therésaso the satus question.” | waited.
“Status?’ Darwaard replied blandly.

“You know,” | said with alaugh. “The number of retainers determines status. That's particularly truein
some places.”

“We'rerather short-staffed, Minister Eschbach.”

“I know that. Y ou know that. It needn't be anyone essential. What about that young fellow . . . what'shis
name?’

“Chrigtian? He knows the Russian language, and the requirements for exit visas and trade paperwork,
and that's about it.”

“That's more than enough, and it shouldn't put too much of adrain on the embassy, I'd think. With
Commander Madley, Chrigtian, and adriver, it would show that I'm more than a gesture. Christian can
handle errands, that sort of thing, so that | won't have to be bothering you or others.”

“That...yes...thatisagood point. . .| suppose young Christian could be spared.”

| needed both. Madley was intelligent, but he knew little about the current politics. Christian knew less
directly, but I'd have bet he knew the embassy, and where at |east some bodies were buried, and he
seemed bright enough to have learned more than he knew he had learned, and | did need at least asmall
entourage to make the point that Columbiawas quietly behind me.

“One moment.” He picked up the handset. “ Could you have Chrigtian come up herein about five
minutes? Thank you.” Darwaard looked a me. “ Since Christian will be detailed to you, it would be best
if he showed you wherethingsare.”

“Makes senseto me”

“While were waiting, there's something else to remember. The Russians have asaying. Offer aman a
finger, and he will take your hand—if not your arm. It's not just a saying; it's the way many of them
operate. Thosein the underworld here are so brutd that alow trupp of Asten or New Amsterdam looks
like a philanthropist by comparison.”

“Nicefolks. What do they handle? If the Okhranais as ruthless asthey're reputed to be, | can't imagine
that these fellowswould be exactly plentiful .”

“Most of what they do isassassinations. Imperia bureaucracies do have amarket for removas, and with
all the paperwork of bureaucracies. . . wdl . . . sometimes high officials would rather not have

fingerprints”

| got that message aswl, but | smiled. 1 can't imagine that environmental engineering will provoke much
controversy.”

“I wouldn't imagine your environmental work would, either.”
There was aknock at the door.

“Comein,” Darwaard said.



Chrigtian De Witte stepped into the office. “Y ou caled for me, Mister Darwaard?’

“| did. Because of the specid nature of Minister Eschbach’'s mission here, you've been detailed to act as
hisjunior saffer whileheisin &. Petersourg.”

“Now, sr? | barely got started on the exit—"

“Thosewill haveto wait, Chrigian. Some of Minister Eschbach's work is most time-sensitive. You'll be
working for him beginning right now.”

“YS, S'r.n

| didn't much care for Darwaard's hearty open amile. So | offered him onein return. “ Thank you very
much, Piet. | appreciate everything that you've done, and | hope you can firm up those other
gppointments.” | gaveaminima bow, then nodded to Chrigtian. “We have to get organized, and the first
secretary has abusy schedule”

Dawaard offered his professona smile aswe |eft.

Chrigtian looked sideways a me after | closed Darwaard's door behind us. “What do you want meto
do, Sr?7’

“It's pretty smple. We have acar and driver. Thedriver is Olaf. We need to meet him, then find
Commander Madley and make sure he's ready to go with usfor the eeven o'clock with Kulikovsky.”

“You'relucky with Ol&f.”
“Y ou mean because Piet doesn't likehim?’ | didn't haveto let that go, but | needed areaction.

Chrigtian's face froze for amoment, only the briefest of ingtants, but | was watching. “ Piet's not quite so
clever ashethinks.” | laughed. “But we've got work to do.”

Chrigtian actudly smiled, and that was agood sign.

We headed for the stairs and to round up the rest of my motley crew, and to change some currency, if
we had time.

25

L ESSTHAN A haf hour later, the four of uswere in another internal-combustion-engined sedan,
something caled aVolga, which bore alarge chrome hood ornament consisting of a stag with itsantlers
back in arather unnatural position above a spread chrome*V.” Christian sat in the front seet beside the
gray-haired Olaf, while Madley and | sat in back.

The PetroRus building wasn't that far from the embassy, but to the east of the Tauride Gardens, where
the Dumadtill met.

“Olaf . . . what do you know about the PetroRus building?’

“Sir? The PetroRus palace? Once it was a girls boarding school—the Smolny Institute—and then for a



time it was a reeducation center, and then Tzar Mikhail—the third one—had it torn down, and they built
the PetroRus Centre there. That was when they had more cash from the Caspian ail fields,” the driver
said. “That waswhat First Secretary Darwaard said.”

“Heknowsagreat dedl,” | said. “He was probably over there anumber of times.”
“Not that | know of. He mentioned that when he went down to the general staff building.”

“He seemslike avery well-educated man.” | turned to Christian. “ Do you happen to know what he
studied, or where?’

“He'sfrom Wadford, outside of Asten, he said, and he went to the University of Assen asan
undergraduate and to the University of Virginiafor his graduate work.”

It seemed that | couldn't escape The University, evenin Russia. “ Petroleum geology?’ | asked lightly.
“Internationa studies. He spesks Russian and Swedish, and some French, | think,” Chrigtian said.
“Wasn't he posted to Stockholm for atime?’ | asked.

“Fiveyears.” Surprisngly, that was Commander Madley's comment.

“He's definitely talented. We're fortunate to have him.” | could see amore modern building aheed, still of
granite, but with amost dab-sded wallsinterspersed with sheets of green glass that seemed to catch and
hold the winter sun. The roof was dso danted more than the older buildings and shimmered despite the
wesk light. “Isthat the PetroRus building ahead?”’

“Itis, gr.” Olaf pulled into awide stone-paved drive and inched forward until we were under the
archway and just behind another black Volga.

Despite the faint sunlight, the air was chill and damp aswe got out of the sedan.
“How long will you be, Sr?” asked the driver.

| smiled and shrugged. “A half hour, an hour. I'd be surprised if it were longer.”
Olaf nodded. “I'll bewaiting here.”

Before we headed toward the modern glass door set in the square granite arch, | turned to Madley. “If
you don't mind, Commander, I'm going to have Chrigtian do most of the announcing and trandating. I'd
like you to watch and listen. Unlessiit's urgent, save any observations until after we leave.”

The commander nodded.
Chrigtian tilted his head quizzicadly but didn't say anything.

Therewere four guardsin the lobby, not in Imperial Russian uniforms, but in rich green hard-finished
fabric, trimmed in dlver. Even without indggnia, they till looked military. The lobby itself had smooth
polished walls of areddish granite and dark gray stone floorsthat glistened. There was adesk inthe
middle of the lobby, with asingle clerk behind it.

| nodded to Chrigtian. “ Just tell them who | am and try to explain that | have ameeting a €leven o'clock
with Kyril Kulikovsky. Oh, and make sure that you get in that I'm his most high excellency Minister Johan



“Kyril Kulikovsky?’
“That'sright.”

Chrigtian marched forward and delivered an impressive-sounding spidl, the only words of which |
recognized were my name and “Columbia.”

| stood there and looked bored and aboveit al.
“Hésgood,” Madley murmured.

The clerk nodded, nodded some more, looked at a clipboard, and then picked up a handset. He spoke
on it and looked vaguely surprised. Then he hung up and motioned to one of the guards.

Chrigtian turned. “His high excellency Executive Director Kulikovsky iswaiting for you, Minister

The armed guard in green escorted us past the clerk's station and to the far Side of the foyer, where there
was abank of devators, if three could be considered a bank. After we entered the elevator, so did he,
inserting akey and pressing the button for the sixth floor.

We got out on the sixth floor and stepped back in time. Although one wall to the right of the elevator was
entirdy of greenish glass, theinterior wall was polished cherry, with both acarved chair rail and a
matching crown molding, and three portraitsin gold frames graced the wall |eading to an ornate cherry
reception desk. The woman behind the desk was blonde, wearing a black suit, ared blouse, and awarm
gmile

The guard stood beside the elevator and watched as we stepped up to the reception desk, or rather
Chrigtian did, explaining once more.

Her amile broadened before shereplied, in lightly accented English. “Y our Russian is excellent, and
Executive Director Kulikovsky will bewith you dl in just amoment.”

She hadn't even finished her words before atall, dender, dark-haired man gppeared, wearing agray suit
that would have easily have graced either Philadel phia or the federd didtrict.

“Minister Eschbach . . . gentlemen, it is S0 good to see you.” He glanced at the commander and
Chrigtian, “Elenyawill find you refreshmentswhile the minister and | meet.”

With that, and a hidden smile, | followed Kulikovsky through a solid cherry door and down a short
corridor to awindowed office, neither large nor smal, which was furnished in what | would have caled
Russian modern. | liked the older and more ornate style better.

The Russian executive sat down in one of the chairsin front of hisdesk. | took the other.

“Minister Eschbach, | am so glad to see that you could be here.” Kulikovsky's English bore only the
barest trace of an accent.

“I'm more than happy to be here.” | smiled and waited.

“Thefirg secretary of your embassy . . . | must say that he was less than forthcoming about why you
wished to cometo visit PetroRus.”

“Firgt Secretary Darwaard is of old Dutch stock,” | replied. “ They find it hard to offer much information
unlessthey are absolutely certain of matters.” | shrugged. “I had asked to meet with colleagues and those



who had, shall we say, apracticd interest in environmenta matters.”

The dightest frown appeared and vanished before Kulikovsky laughed. “ A practica environmentdist!
Thatis...what wouldyousay . ..aterm that contradictsitsaf?’

“An oxymoron. Perhaps. But we live in an uncertain world, and those of uswith a practica dispostion
are dways|ooking for otherswho would like to look into practica solutions.”

“Ah. .. awaysto the practical. Dutch indeed you are, Minister Eschbach.”
“I'd understood that practicaity was dso avaued Russan trait.”

“For some. For some.” Kulikovsky tilted his head, asif pondering whether to add to what he had said.
“For others, ideals matter more. Isthat not so in your country?’

“If you're not practicd, I'vefound, it can be difficult to hold on to your ideals,” | pointed out. “That's
something the ideol ogues have trouble understanding.”

“Soyou areapracticd, idedigtic environmental specidist?’
“Among other things” | shrugged.
“Y ou think that what is practica for one country or one organization is so for another?’

“Sometimes.” | laughed. “1 doubt that environmentally sound warm-water drilling technologieswould be
terribly practica for Arctic oil extraction efforts. But some technologies are practica in many lands and
goplications.”

“Practicd . . . but are they affordable?’

“Affordable,” | mused. “That's an interesting concept. That depends on who pays, and what. It's dways
better if people can trade benefits. That way, no one hasto explain the budget, and each party can take
credit for the increased revenues or production or whatever.”

“If that ispossible.” Kulikovsky's voice was skeptical.
“It'sdways possibleif both sides have something to gain and nothing to lose.”

“Nothing to lose?" Kulikovsky laughed, aharsh but hearty sound. *Y ou sound like a salesman, Minister
Eschbach. Does not someone away's give up something of vaue?’

“Not dways,” | countered. “ And sometimes something isnot of value or of far lesser value for one party
than to another. Then it makes senseto trade. If you are achampion skater, the best skates in the world
are of vaueto you. Tome?’ | shook my head. “Likewise, | have asteamer a home that operateson
kerosene. Here, your vehicles run on gasoline. A tank full of gasolineisusdessto me, but it could be
vauableto you.”

“Wereit that al matterswere so smple.” Kulikovsky smiled.

| returned the smile. “1've often found that people make matters more complicated than they should be.
When one understands his own basic interests—or his country's—it becomes more smple.”

Kulikovsky leaned forward. “What are your interests? Persondly.”

“To hep my country and my wife.”



“Those do not sound persond.”

| offered aheartfelt and hearty laugh. “They're very persond. My wife has made my lifeajoy again, and
I'd like to help her gain what she was denied by Ferdinand, and frankly by my own government. Second,
if I can't help my country . . . then | won't be able to devote my full energiesto what | enjoy doing, and
that's consulting and teaching.”

“And your country'sinterests?’

“There's no secret to those. Columbia needs a broader range of dependable fossil fuel supplies.” |
looked at Kulikovsky. “It'syour turn.”

“My persond interests do not matter so much.” He paused. “That is because they aretied to Russias
interests.” There wasthe dightest glimmer in hiseyes as he asked, “What interest of Russiasdo you
proposeto satisfy?’

“Severd. Y ou have some pressing environmental concernsthat Ferdinand continuesto exploit. There are
efficienciesin energy extraction and production that might be possible, and there are possibilitiesfor
granting energy concessionsto Columbian firmsthat will result in near-term hard currency in-flows.”

“You Columbians. . . evenin circumspection, you are blunt.”

“No. I'm not adiplomat,” | admitted. “I'm apractical man. | havetroubletalkingincircles. | prefer to
recognize and solve problems, instead of pretending they don't exist.”

Kulikovsky nodded, then pursed hislips. “If you would excuse mefor just amoment . . .”
“Certanly.”

With asmile, he stepped out a side door.

I'd either made progress or totally destroyed it. | thought | was getting somewhere, but who knew?

Kulikovsky was gone about five minutes before returning and resesting himself in the chair held vacated.
“My wifeand I, and afriend and hiswife—your wifeisthe diva, is she not?’

1] Y$”

“I know thetimeis short, but could you join usfor dinner at the Imperid Y acht Club at eight? It would
be such atrest. Y ou do have formd dttire, no?’

“I can manage that.”

“Elisabet would be s0 pleased. Our daughter studied the voice at the conservatory, and sheinssted that
we must go to the concert.”

“Will your daughter be there, a the concert?”’

“Oh, yes, and with her husband.” The PetroRus executive smiled, and the smile seemed to be one of
relief. “If youwould meet usat the club just beforeeight . . .~

“Llysetteand | will bethere”

“Good. And | will think over what you have said.”



And that was that.

Kulikovsky and | walked out smiling, and Commander Madley and Chrigtian rose from their chairs, and
everyone bowed and smiled, and in minutes we were on the elevator headed downward—without a
guard.

Commander Madley waited until we were outside and in the V olga before spesking. “1'm under the
impression that most Russian bureaucrats don't come out and greet guests personally.” Helooked at
Chridtian.

“I haven't been at one of these meetings before,” Christian answered, almost apologeticaly. “What I've
heard isthat most make you wait and come to them. Many are very rude.”

“That could be because he's spent agreat dedl of timein either Britain or Columbia. Oh.. . . hiswifeisa
great admirer of LIysette's. They've asked usto dinner at the Imperid Y acht Club tonight. Formal attire.”

Christian's mouth opened. “The only one in the embassy who's ever been asked thereisthe
ambassador.”

“It helps having afamouswife,” | suggested. “Is there somewhere that we could get something to
eat—you, too, Olaf, before we go to the Ministry of Interior?’

“Thereisacafé not far off the Nevsky Prospekt.”
“Let'stry it.” | wasglad | had roublesin my wallet.

Olaf parked the Volgaon the street, not fifty yards from the café, something impossible in any Columbian
city, and we got out. | hadn't taken two steps when awisp of white appeared before a door nailed shut
with ablack bar. The ghost held up her hands, asif begging, then murmured something, athough murmur
wasn't correct because everyone heard ghostsin their thoughts, not aloud. | didn't recognize the words,
except that they were Russian. Then she dropped to her knees, asif pleading—and vanished.

| didn't shake my head, though | felt that way, as we walked into the café.

The small café was better than theimage | had from the outside. The wooden tables were battered, but
the black-and-white marble floor tiles were clean, if scarred from years of use, and the windows were
wide enough to let intheicy winter light. My bresth didn't quite steam, athough | was perfectly
comfortablein my heavy winter overcoat.

Inthe end | had something | couldn't pronounce that seemed to be a cross between a potato pancake,
lace potatoes, and a crepe, rolled around a stewed mest filling. It was tasty, and filling, and after paying
for four meals and teas, more than half my roubles were gone.

“I hope you two taked to Elenya,” | said after siwallowing amouthful of strong and not quite bitter
Russan tea

“Chrigtian did most of thetaking,” Madley sad.
“What did you learn beyond the chitchat?’ | asked, taking another sip of thetea.

“Not much,” Christian said. “ She's married, and she has two children. She likesworking for PetroRus,
and especidly for Director Kulikovsky. It's been acold winter dready, with more snow than usua for
November and December . . .”



| made anote to remember that.

“She dso said something about Christian's accent being more sophigticated than other Columbians she
had met,” Madley added.

“Other thanthat, Sr .. ."

“I imagine she's been told to be polite and say nothing important.” | turned to the driver, who was
finishing off the last crumbs of hislunch. “Olaf, you spend more time than most people in the embassy
with the everyday Russian people, don't you?”

“Mogt of dl, | seedriversand imperid guards, and city police. . . and my neighbors.”

“Youvelived here how long?’

“Twenty years, sincel met Irenya.”

“How are prices? For things like food, rent, that sort of thing,” | asked.

“They are going up, every week. It was not awaysthat way.”

“Even petrol ?’

Olaf nodded. “But the bread isthe worst. A single loaf coststwice as many roubles asit did last spring.”
“Has this happened before? Do people talk about it?’

“I do not remember it being quite so bad, but it has been acold year.” He didn't quite look at me.
“What about ghosts? Does St. Petersburg have alot?’

Olaf glanced toward the door, then shrugged. | understood. More than anyone wanted to talk about, it
appeared.

So | finished my tea, and since everyone el se had finished before | had, | stood. “Wed better be going,
I'd guess.”

| didn't see the ghost beside the black-barred door on our way back to the black Volga sedan, even
though that side of the building wasin shadow from the afternoon winter sun that wasn't about to last, not
with the clouds coming in from the north.

Themain Interior Ministry building was little more than two blocks east of the Neva, off the areathat
Olaf called the English Embankment. Like every other government building we had passed, it was of gray
stone, with pastel-painted panel s to add some color, but the Interior Ministry had chosen a pastel green
that somehow |ooked sickly.

Chrigtian had abit more trouble explaining who | was and why | wasthere, but in theend we dl piled
onto another not quite obsolete elevator that only took us three floors.

According to the backgrounders, VIasovich was the director of engineering technology for the Ministry of
Interior, and it was clear that a director wasn't on the top of the bureaucratic pyramid, because he met us
himsdlf, introduced himsdlf, and suggested that Madley and Chrigtian wait in two very uncomfortable
wooden chairsthat looked even older than the building.

Vlasovich had afar more modest office than had Kulikovsky, barely fifteen feet square, with asingle



window that looked out on a black-gray stonewall. When | stepped into his overlarge closet, he closed
the door, then walked behind a desk that might have been new a generation before and surveyed mefor
atime. | just waited.

“The famous Minister Johan Eschbach.” He shook hishead. “Y ou do not look two meterstall, like Peter
the Great. Y ou do not have the cold eyes of aKoba. Y ou do not have the sensuous lips of a Don Juan.

Y et you have made great men weep, broken more revolutionaries than the Okhrana, and swept into your
armsthe mogt beautiful divaof the century. | congratulate you.” His accent was somewhere between Brit
and old Dutch with atouch of French, probably reflecting his schooling and hiswife.

“What exactly can amere representative of his Spesker say to that?’ | asked with alaugh that | hoped
wasn't too forced.

“Very little” He dropped into his chair and gestured to the single chair across the ancient desk from him.

Asl| took the seat, | noticed that the difference engine on the stand beside him was as modern as
anything in Bruce's shop. “How about the esteemed and respected Dimitri Vlasovich, engineer par
excellence, known for his ability to beg, borrow, steal, and adapt every engineering ideathat is not walled
away—and even some of those?’

Vlasovich laughed, adeep belly laugh of the sort that everyone took to mean atruly jovid soul. To me,
men who could laugh that way were twice as dangerous. * Even Pyotr Romanov would not say that to my
face. To my back, but not to my face.”

“Pardon my ignorance.” | tried to keep my tone ambivalent.

“| want dl the environmenta technologies you will give us. What do you want?’ Vlasovich's dark brown
eyes bored into me.

“The concessions for Columbian Dutch Petroleum to explore, extract, and transport Alaskan north-shore
oil for areasonable roydty payment.”

A broad smile crossed the face of the director of engineering technologies. “ Y ou see? It isvery smple. |
say what | want. Y ou say what you want. With PetroRus, it will take you two meetings, perhaps three,
and you may get nothing. They are what you cdl bureaucrats, and they cal themsaves businessmen. | am
the businessman, and they call me abureaucrat.”

| nodded. “ So how do you propose to get what you want, and for meto get what | want?’

“That isharder. If | say we need the technol ogies, the minister will approve, but hewill not cross Pyotr
Romanov, and Romanov will not approve unlessthose he trusts a so approve.”

“What you're suggesting isthat if | can get PetroRus to approve of the proposition, the Interior Ministry
will agree, provided the control of the environmental technologies goesto you?’

“Hal” That got another belly laugh. “Y ou could be Russian, Minigter.”

| doubted that, and doubted more that 1'd want to be. “How many other obstacles are there that | don't
know about?’

“Inthe great land of Imperia Russig, you talk of obstacles? Y our high excellency, how could oneimagine
such? Certainly, it is possible that our great and glorious Air Corps might be persuaded to do without fuel
it could never refine. . . Yet, how would the Imperial Rocket Corps—" He broke off abruptly. “But |
wander. Best you consider the obstacles you face, about which this poor functionary knows nothing. |



only know that they must exist, or you would have your concession, and | would have your
technologies”

“In everything, thereis someone who would rather build asmall empire and diewith it than see his
country prosper.” | was temporizing, but what el se could | have said?

“Inthewest, certainly not in great and Imperid Russia, most of those are soldiers, for they long for the
dayswhen a sword and astrong right arm would build empires. Today, in your land, it might be an
arcraft, but they fed the same, whether that man is serving in an embassy or in an officein your federa
digtrict.”

| laughed. “I won't return the favor, because | don't know enough to offer an epigram that would be both
accurate and witty.”

Vlasovich shook hishead. “It isaterrible thing to be ascientist in our world. If one pursues a science that
improvesal theworld, then oneis silently condemned for not serving one's fatherland. And if one
pursues a science that grants afatherland or amotherland agreat military advantage, then one must live
with atroubled conscience.”

| understood that, even if | weren't ascientist.

“But always, | wander and ramble. Y ou were kind to see me, Minister Eschbach, and | will do asl can!’
He paused. “Have you seen the Bronze Horseman?’

“Not yet,” | admitted, “ except from across the square.”

“Y ou should seeit up close, especidly after the sun sets. At five o'clock tonight, perhaps quarter past, if
you are lucky, you can see one of the ghosts of the white nights. They are said to determine Russias
future.” He smiled. “They have determined our past. That iscertain.”

“I'll seewhat | cando.”

“Be careful, though.” He gave a crooked smile as he stood. “If you do not see the ghosts, you will miss
much. If you concentrate on one ghost . . . you may not see the others.”

| stood. “Thank you.”

He watched, hisface blank, as| |eft the smdl office and rejoined Commander Madley and Chrigtian in
the small reception area, where there wasn't even areceptionist.

| didn't say anything until we were back in the Volgaand Olaf was driving usthrough the early twilight
caused by the clouds and the late afternoon, back to the embassy.

“Sir,” ventured Chrigtian, “how did it go?’

“Likeeverythingese,” | replied. “I think held like to see thingswork out, but he's not the only player.”
That was safe enough.

“There was amost no onein the building,” Madley added.
“I'm not surprised. That'swhy he wants any assistance we can provide him.”

Both actually looked surprised, but then, as | thought about it, | hadn't actually mentioned anything along
those lines. | decided not to explain.



By the time we got out of the Volgain the embassy court-yard, it was aready past four-thirty.

“Commander Madley, would you mind checking with Colond Sudwerth to seeif therésanything |
should know about?’

“Now, 9r?”’

“Why not?I'll tell Olaf about tonight. | don't think you or Christian will be needed to go with usto the
yacht club.”

My tone was dry enough that the commander did smile as he answered, “| don't imagine so, Sir.”
“I'll bein the guest quarterslater.”

With anod, Commander Madley was gone.

| turned to Olaf. “Y ou'll be the one driving usin the evenings aswell?’

“Yes, gar.”

“How long doesit take to get to the Imperia Y acht Club?’

“A quarter hour . . . no more.”

“My wife and |—or rather Mademoiselle duBoise and her husband—have been invited to dinner at eight.
If we are down here at twenty before the hour, will that be early enough?’

“Yes, dr . .. a that time”

| checked my watch again—four forty-five. “Christian, we need to go look at the Bronze Horseman—up
close”

“Now, Sr?’

“Now'sasgood atime asany.”

“But Commander Madley .. .”

“He doesn't need to come on a bit of sightseeing, does he?’
“Oldf . . . if youwouldn't mind?’

“Not at al, gr. You'll beimpressed. It'sgood to see.”

So we dipped back into the Volga, and Olaf drove southward and then along one of the canals—the
Moika, | thought, but | could have been wrong—before following the Lvov Prospekt back toward the
Neva and the Senate Square. He parked on the east side, and we got out. The darkness was almost
eerie s0 early in the evening, and intermittent fat flakes of snow drifted out of adark sky. Streetlights set
on tal and curved iron brackets provided illumination of the square, except that they were set far enough
gpart that there wereredlly patches of light and darkness, athough the reflection off the snow crested a
more even but much dimmer secondary lighting. Even in the early evening, there were passersby
scattered throughout the area.

We walked across the carefully swept stones toward the monument. While most of the areawas swegt,
there were sections where the snow had been piled, amost likeirregular gray-white walls. Then,



everything in St. Petersburg seemed to take on a certain grayness.

The Bronze Horseman stood in the Senate Square, if | understood the trand ation correctly, facing the
River Neva beyond the Admirdty and the English Embankment. On the back of the rearing horse was
the figure of Peter the Great. Even after more than two hundred years and even in the dim light, with fat
wet flakes of snow falling, | could still see—and fed—the intengity of the ancient monarch's eyes. The
single block of red granite from which bronze rider and horse reared, sculpted centuries before into the
shape of acliff, seemed to take on the color of long-faded blood, not quite washed away by time or the
waters that had periodicaly inundated St. Petersburg. | had to look to make out the snake that had been
crushed by the mount's hoof, but it was there.

Aswe circled the monument more closaly, | could see that Vlasovich had beenright. A series of ghostly
figuresflickered in and out of sight.

“I haven't seen that before,” Chrigtian offered.

“Have you been here at twilight or early evening?’

“No, gr.”

“They're probably mostly older ghosts. Some might date back to the Decembrist massacre.”
“I thought you didn't know much about Russa”

“I don't.” And I didn't, not any more than I'd been able to cram in reading about between teaching and
everything e sein the month between finding we were headed to St. Petersburg and boarding the turbo in
Adten. I'd learned but afraction of what a good agent needed to know, but | was surprised that Christian
didn't know about the ghosts.

| could see aman walking dowly from the direction of the Neva, and turned to the young diplomatic
officer. “Chrigtian . . . just walk over to the other side of the horse, please.”

Thistime, he didn't question me. He just casudly walked away.

The man who had been approaching had a black wool overcoat and an equaly black and well-trimmed
beard. He wasted no time. “Minister Eschbach. Y ou look like your picture. A friend said | might find you
here.” His English was heavily accented, so much that | had to concentrate to catch what he said.

“A recent acquaintance suggested | look at the Bronze Horseman at thistime of day.”
“What do you think?’
“Magnificent,” | said. “ The ghosts have been here for atime aswell. Do they have aname?’

“Some cal them the ghosts of the white nights.” He laughed. “But many ghostsare cdled suchin St
Petersburg.”

“That ssems paradoxical. | imagine they're hard to see during the white nights.”

Helaughed, gestured toward the intermittent wet flakes of snow. “Thisis another kind of white night, the
kind that has brought ghosts and misery to too many for too long.” He paused. “In our modern age, even
ghostsare vanishing.” He laughed again. “ Some have said you have detailed plansto clean up the Dnepyr

“That ispossible. . .”



“Itisaso sad thereisapricefor those plans. . . ahigh price for those who love Russia”

Trying to avoid the priceissue, | smiled indulgently. “1 don't operate that way. I'm looking for something
that benefits everyone involved. I'm someone who wants clean rivers anywhere. | have to confess that
I'm also someone who doesn't want Ferdinand to obtain any more of thoserivers.” | shrugged.

“What good will clean rivers do people who cannot enjoy them?’

“Not much,” | admitted. “But they'll do even less good to people turned into ghosts or put in Ferdinand's
work camps.” | could see his eyes narrow at the mention of ghosts, but he nodded at the work camps.

“Thereisthat. It isnot much, but it is something. These technologies? Do they work?’
“The mgority have dready been used. Some arejust being adopted.”

He nodded. “Wewill see” He stopped and gestured at the massive figure of Peter the Grest that loomed
above us. “He thought he did what was best. For forty years there were so many ghostsin . Petersburg
that no one lived here who was not compelled to by the tzar. Those were the first ghosts of the white
nights. Some say that the ghosts saved Alexander 11 seven times. They failed the eighth time. One cannot
adwaysrely on ghodts, even in the city of ghosts. Thereisalegend that the ghosts of the white nights will
savethetzarsand St. Petersburg. A silly legend, but comforting. Men may create ghosts, especidly those
who would chalenge even the skies and the white nights, but ghosts create little but sadness.”

Alexander |1 had been fortunate for along time before his nation in 1886, and Russia had been
even more fortunate that he had managed to push through his great reformsin 1881, and that his
reactionary son had ruled for only eight years and his even more reactionary eldest grandson for but Six.
“I try not to rely on ghosts, but on people.”

“Here, for dl | have said, ghosts may be morereliable, Minister Eschbach. | wish you luck, for al of us.”
With that, he turned and disappeared into the shadows not lit by thetal and curved iron street lamps.

Wondering exactly the purpose of our exchange, | began to retrace my steps across the square, along the
stone path swept clean of the snow, back toward the V olga sedan and Olaf. Christian joined me but did

not say anything.

| could fed achill from somewhere. . . dmost like the feding of a ghost appearing or being crested, and
| turned, whirled redly, to see another man in aheavy grestcoat running behind one of the lines of piled
snow toward us, something in his hand. “Run!”

“Sr?’

“Chrigtian! Run like hdl!” | didn't have any idea of the range of Bruce's pen zombie-projector, but it was
the only wegpon | had that was ingtantly ready for use.

| triggered it, probably from too far, but at least that might buy metime.
The man stood there, shaking his head for amoment, then looking at the object in hishand.

| could sense the ghost-tension rising around me, and threw myself over one of the piles of snow and
dropped aslow as| could while scuttling away from the half-stunned fellow. | got perhapsthirty yards
when there was an explosion, followed by the sound of fragments, faling like aquick rain shower on the
stones.

| moved more quickly but didn't stand erect until | neared the street and Christian.



“Areyoudl right—"
“I'mfine. We need to get out of here.” That was alinefrom athird-rate spy novel, but true nonetheless.
“You'redill aspy, aren't you, Sr?’

“Let'sjust say that it might be better not to mention this, Chrigtian. If you fed you haveto tell someone,
then tell Commander Madley and et him decide.”

“But you didn't want him to come.” “

| don't careif he knows. | just didn't want him to be seen here.”

“Ishe?...”

| laughed. “No. Commander Madley is exactly what he seems.”

“Olaf!” | called aswe neared the Volga. “We need to get back to the embassy.”
Thedriver frowned but said nothing as we climbed into the back.

“I think | went sightseeing on the day arevolutionary decided to throw abomb at the monument. |
decided discretion was the better part of valor.”

“There was one last month, and the month before. They closed the square each time. No one said
anything. There was nothing in the papers. There would not be.” The driver made asound that was half
grunt and half laugh.

Asthe black VVolga carried us back to the embassy, | tried not to frown. | didn't understand the bomb.
What purpose was there for Vlasovich to set me up? There was no way held get what he
wanted—assuming he really wanted what he said he did. But if he didn't, why say he did so directly and
enthusiastically? To get my words recorded? What 1'd said wouldn't surprise anyone, even on the front
page of whatever paper was circulated in St. Petersburg. It probably wouldn't even offend most people.

Thefirst man had been sent by Vlasovich, but he hadn't said that much beyond platitudes—or had he?
What had he said? Even Vlasovich had said little directly, except about the part of my mission that no
oneredly cared if it became public. Everything else had been velled in sarcasm or innuendo, and in a
language foreign to the Okhrana.

And what if the second man had been the target? In the patches of light and darkness, that aso was
possible. . . but was what he had tried to convey that deadly that someone wanted one of us dead?
Again. . . it had been set up in away that wouldn't necessarily call attention to my presumed desth as
being linked to the redl issue—whatever it might be. I'd just have been a stupid Columbian diplomat
poking around after dark, and an easy target for extremist revolutionariesin acountry known al too well
for itsxenophobia

| couldn't say that | understood al the pieces of the puzzle, but thosethat | did understand bothered me
morethan alittle.

The other thing was that a ghost had tried to warn me. Or so it seemed. Was that what had happened
with Alexander 11? Or were the ghosts of the white nightsjust drawn to the tension of violence, and their
appearance served aswarning for those who were sengtive? Either way, | owed ghosts—those of the
white nights and Carolynne, who in becoming part of my soul had left me more sengtive.



When we got back to the embassy, we made our way up to the second floor where | had Chrigtian
check with Darwaard's office to seeif | had any messages or any additiona appointments for Tuesday or
later in the week. Although | stood back, Darwaard was out, and his clerk looked up at Christian, and
then at me, and smiled very politely.

“When heleft, Secretary Darwaard said there weren't any updates.”

| couldn't say | was surprised, but | didn't say anything until we werewell away. “1'm going up to our
quartersto rest and get ready for thisdinner. I'll see you in the morning, say about ten, in the waiting area
outsde Piet's office”

“Yes, ar.” Chrigtian's smile was somewhere between amused and troubled.

That was about theway | felt aswell as| headed for the back corridor that led to the private elevators.

26

Since Llysette was already taking abath, thefirst thing | did after | reentered our spacious quarters was
look around for suspicious signs. Finding none, the second thing was to change the battery in Bruce's pen
projector. Thethird wasto lay out a spare set to dip into the pocket of my formal wear. | might not be
ableto get back to the embassy for a change the next time, although | doubted | would need the
miniature weapon at dinner.

Then | knocked on the door of her bathroom. “ Johan?”
“Cestmoi..."” | dippedinddeinto the geamy air. “

Thethestre, it was cold. My teeth they chattered, and Terese'sfingers, they were frozen. So ahot bath |
am having.”

“I noticed.” | leered dightly. “

Johan. .. j'ai froid. Later, mon cher.”

That was more than enough for me. “How wasthe piano?” “

It isvery good, and it wastuned.”

“How did the rehearsds go?’

“Commesi, comme¢a. . . still weareboth tired, and could use more deep.”
| nodded. *

Sleep | am not getting?’ Llysette raised her eyebrows.

“Weve been invited out to dinner tonight. Formal wear. We till have to eat somewhere, and I'm not sure
that you want to spend every med in the dining areahere.”

“To where must we go?’ Her voicewaswary. “



The Imperia Yacht Club. The number-two man at PetroRus has asked us. His daughter isafan of your
snging, and soishiswife, and afriend.”

“Thiswill not be late?’

“No. You'rethediva. When you're tired, we beg to depart. But well probably get better food than
anywhere | know to go.”

“Plusqueca, jecrois.”

“Probably, but it can't hurt to have supporters among the extended Romanov family.”
She raised her eyebrows.

“It can't,” | repeated. “Have you seen any of the others on the concert?’

“Robert Thies. He arrived this morning. He cameto practice aswe were finishing.”
“What'shelike?’

“Heisshy. Mogt quiet. He playswell.”

“Good.” At that moment, | heard achiming in the bedroom. | dipped out of the bathroom and |ooked
around. It repeated itself. | redlized it must be a door chime, necessary because of the size of the suite,
and | hurried through the salon to the door of the guest quarters. | peered through the peephole.
Commander Madley was standing there.

When | opened the door, he stepped into the foyer. “

I'm sorry for theintrusion, sir, but you and Miss duBoise are going to the Imperia Y acht Club tonight, Sr.
Itsawaysformal.”

“| understood that. | have black-and-white wear.”

“Y ou need your medals,” Madley pointed out. He held up aset of miniatures designed to go on aformal
uniform. “Y ou'll aso need them for the concert on Thursday.”

| recognized dl but two of them. “Medds?I'm acivilian these days.”

“Ah...dr, that distinction doesn't exist for the Russians, not in the upper civil serviceranks. | had
looked into it before we left Columbiaand had this set put together. I'm sorry | forgot to give them to you
earlier. If you show up with no decorations, people may talk to you, but it will be much harder, and
among some of those you might face acertain disdain. Therank order isroughly equivalent to theirs. The
red medd with the blue border meansthat you're asecond leve civil servant, the same as Deputy
Minister Kent, and the green one with the four stars sgnifiestwenty years of service—that seemed to be
right from what we could figure.”

“That's about right. Military and civil servicetotalled twenty-four.”
“The others are your military medass, and you know what each of those mean.”

It made sense. The Russian aristocracy had dways moved in and out of the military and the civil service.
“Thank you. That's something | redly hadn't thought about.”

“Y ou seem to have anumber of matters somewhat more pressing. Christian told me about this afternoon.



Minister Holmbek suggested something might occur. Isthere anything | can do?”

“For the moment, keep it between the three of us. If any thing should happen to me, let Minister
Holmbek know, but not anyone here until you've reported to him.”

“I thought as much, sir.” Helooked very young, suddenly, and about ready to salute.

Recalling how long ago it had been since I'd been alieutenant commander, | felt very old. “We've got
another gppointment in the morning, at eeven, with a Colondl Generd Kasdlov, who happensto bethe
head of canals and waterway engineering for the Imperia Army.”

“Yes gr.”
“I'll see you and Chrigtian at ten, in the second floor embassy office foyer.”
“WEell bethere. Good luck tonight, Sir. They say thefood thereis excdlent. | envy you the dinner.”

After | closed the door, and bolted it, | carried the miniatures back to the bedroom before dipping back
into the bathroom, where Llysette il luxuriated in the Seamy warmth.

“That waswho?”

“Commander Madley. He brought me aset of miniature medasto wear. I'd forgotten that people till
wear medas everywhere around here. At least to forma dinners.”

Llysette smiled. “1 have never seen your medas.”
“Youwill.”

Wefinished with bathing and showering and afew other matters and till were down in the doorsto the
inner courtyard at twenty-five before eight. LIysette was wearing the same formal gown she had worn to
the president's arts dinner, the black and green one. | felt overdone with the medals on my che<t, and
grateful to put my heavy black wool overcoat over the formal wesr.

Olaf bounded out of the Volga and opened the door for Llysette. “Mademoisdle. . .”
“Thank you.” LIlysette bestowed adazzling smile.

Olaf returned the smile with ahalf-bow, then returned to the chauffeur's position and drove out through
the open iron gates of the courtyard.

From what I'd dug up, the Imperia Y acht Club was ardatively new structure on the Neva north of the
French Embankment, not dl that far from the PetroRus building. The older building had caught fire and
been gutted during the confusion of the Winter War of 1936 when the young Tzar Vladimir | had been
stupid enough to respond to the Austro-Hungarian gambits over the Polish raids; and by spring, when the
snow melted, Audtrians held the western half of Poland, and Finland was independent, if only technicaly,
and a protectorate in fact of the Swedish confederacy. So far as| could tell, it was the only winter
conflict the Russians had ever lost, and probably because Genera Schiffen had been smart enough never
to invade what might have been called “old Russid’ and because the Finns were even better at
cold-wesather guerillawarfare than the Russians. In any case, that had been the last mgjor war the

Russ ans had fought. No one was counting al the minor insurrections fought in the Caucasus or the
border skirmisheswith Chung Kuo.

Aswe turned off whatever embankment we weretraversing, | caught aglimpse of afigurein white, or |



thought it was, amid the now lightly falling snow—aghost in another kind of white night?

It was less than ten minuteslater that Olaf guided the V olga off the avenue and under a gilded covered
archway. The areaunder the archway was brightly lighted.

“I will wait here,” Olaf said as the doorman in crimson and gray stepped forward and opened the door
for me and for LIysette to get out.

“You could get somethingtoeet . . .”
“No. | will be here”
HTl,mk yOU.”

Aswe stepped toward the doors, heavy cherry with etched and gilded glass windows set in them,
another doorman opened them for us, ushering usinto a modest coat foyer, where ayoung lady in the
feminine version of the gray and crimson uniform took our coats. Then we stepped though the second
door, opened by yet another doorman in gray, into what was the main entry foyer. No sooner had we
stepped into that foyer than Kyril Kulikovsky came forward to greet us.

“Minister Eschbach . . . MademoisdleduBoise. . .”

There were bows dl around. The man with Kulikovsky was aso tdl, both of them dightly taller than |
was, if somewhat more dender. | could never be called dender, even with dl the exercising and running.
As Commander Madley had predicted, they were wearing medas, but only three, the first two amost
identical matches to those Madley had added to my array.

“Serge Y usupov and Adyna Y usupov,” Kulikovsky announced. “Thisismy wife, Elisabet.”

Y usupov took aquick but amost furtive inventory of the stuff on my chest.

“Llysette duBoise, who isthe singer, and incidentaly, my wife,” | returned.

“Heisthe diginguished visting minister from Columbia”

“Modg diginguished, | fear,” | said lightly, “for my tastein finding and luck in marrying Llysette.”
“You are gdlant aswell ashandsome.” The dark-haired Adyna Y usupov smiled.

So did Elisabet Kulikovsky, but she did not speak.

| finally managed to finish studying the entry foyer of the Imperia Y acht Club, from the polished warm
cherry-paneled walls to the replica shimmering bronze sconces that held el ectric candles to the custom
woven hexagond carpet laid over the pae green marbletiles, each edged in bronze. The single portrait,
set in arecessed section of wall, was that of ayoung-faced tzar on horseback. It wasn't Peter the Greet,
and while | couldn't see the rectangular plate at the bottom of the gilt frame, it was probably Mikhalil 1. It
couldn't have been anyone else at the Imperia Y acht Club.

“Shall we?” asked Kulikovsky, gesturing toward the carved cherry archway, attended by amaitre
d'hotd, or the Russian equivaent, dressed in black, but with white trousers.

The dining room was large, and the tables were set much farther gpart than in even the best of Columbian
top-leve restaurants. In the far left corner was araised dais, and upon it sat a string quartet, playing
something that sounded like Mozart. We found oursalves at acircular table in the far right corner.



The menuswerein Russian and French, and the cuisine seemed to be mainly French.
“Isthere anything that the chef ismaost known for?” | asked.
“Here, itisal good,” Kulikovsky sad. “1 often havethe ved impérial.”

That was something I'd never heard of, which probably underscored my unfamiliarity with the most dite
of restaurants, but, then, retired government spies and university professors are not endowed with the
kind of resourcesto frequent such often.

Llysette had the vedl oscar, and | opted for the impérial.

Kulikovsky ordered the wine, and | wasn't surprised that it was a chardonnay, although the vintage was
onel hadn't ever seen—Red Opa—from Australia

“Toour lovely guest,” offered Serge Y usupov.

The wine was agood chardonnay, if not so good as the best from Sebastopol, and went well with the
paté, afar lighter typethan I'd ever tasted.

“Kyril .. . did he mention that our daughter studied voice. . . a the Conservatory?. . .” Elisabet's English
was ddliberate, but not that strongly accented.

| wondered how many Columbian petroleum executives could have seated themselves and their spouses
at dinner with aRussian diplomat and carried the conversation in Russian. | knew the answer, andina
way, it was most depressing. | had to console mysdif that | could have doneit in French or German.

“Doesshesing now?’ Llysette asked.

“Not now. She sang in the chorus with the opera, but the children aresmdll, and . . . her hushand isa
magjor with the Blue Cuirassiers. . .”

So sheredly shouldn't have lowered herself to Snging at all—but | kept that thought to myself and merely
nodded. So did Llysette,

“Canyou tell uswhat you will besinging?’ asked Adyna. “ At the concert?’

Llysette offered an embarrassed and rueful laugh. “ The Russian songs and arias, mostly. From
Rimsky-Korsakov, Tchaikovsky, and Rachmaninov. Others aswell, perhaps.”

“Thetzar will likethat.”

Kulikovsky nodded somberly. The women smiled. | watched, and that was the way it went all through
dinner, and dessert.

| had a .an Russe to finish the medl, and shouldn't have, but flan has dways been aweakness of mine. |
was debating whether to take another mouthful when Adyna 'Y usupov turned to Llysette.

“Y ou must see the Pavlovaporcelains. . . you must. They only make one hundred of each, and eachis
promised yearsin advance. Even the tzar getsonly one.” The dark-haired Adynasmiled cheerfully. “You
cannot cometo St. Petersburg and not see them. The yacht club is one of the few placeswherethereisa
complete set on display. Oneis even modeled after the great Kshesinskaya. Shewas abalerina, not a
singer.” She shrugged. “Perhaps someday . . .

| wondered what that meant.



Llysette gave me aquick glance that told me she understood what was happening, and that shewas
leaving to see the porcelains only for my benefit.

“Y ou might stop and look at them on the way out, Minister Eschbach,” Kulikovsky said. “Not that
roubles are everything, but one could sdll the least valued of those porcelains for enough to purchase the
most luxurious Volga, or three of your most expensive Stanleys.”

“They must be superb,” | said. More than fifty thousand dollarsfor aporcelain doll?
“They are,” Y usupov agreed.

“Y ou are an interesting man, Minister Eschbach,” offered Kulikovsky once the women were out of
earshot. “Thisis our second meseting, and you have asked nothing. Y ou have hinted that you might be
hel pful in some fashion. Y our embassy does not know why you are here, but has been asked to do your
bidding. Would you care to speculate on how you might be helpful ?”

“Good environmenta information isalways hdpful,” | said with alaugh. “Especidly if it'sused in theright
placeandtime.” | fingered my chin. “Let'sjust take ahypothetica example. Say there are two nations.
They both produce petroleum. One prefers to produce more than it needs, in order to finance other
requirements. The other tends to use more than it produces, and, as aresult, has always been spending
money on research. There is research on how to produce petroleum better in cold weather, research on
how not to waste petroleum in transport, research even on cleaning up riversthat have been
contaminated by petroleum and petrochemicals. All of this research is necessary, because the second
nation never seemsto have quite enough petroleum. Does thefirst nation need thisresearch?’ | shrugged.
“Probably not. Or not until the first nation cannot produce as much petroleum asit would prefer. Even
then, somein the first nation might not be interested. Even if they were, it could be hard to determine
what such research might be worth.”

Y usupov nodded. “1 can seewhere, in your hypothetical case, of course, determining interest might be
rather hard. For example, what if, and we are being very hypothetical, the research were suited to one
climate and not another? Or, if for tactica reasons, thefirst nation could not afford to admit publicly any
necessity for such research, and yet al paymentsfor services are reviewed and made public?’

| smiled. “Y ou describe the problem very well. | suppose there are ways around that. Intelligent people
often can work out such.”

“Hypotheticaly, you understand, how would one go about that?’

“Wdl ...” | drew out theword. Here | was going to have to be careful, not to give away the details
while outlining the principle. “It would seem to me that the answer, theoreticaly, you understand, would
be for each party to understand the needs of the other. The second nation needs an additional and more
reliable source of petroleum. Thefirst nation needs to expand its production without seeming to do o
and while gill appearing to dictate the situation.” | spread my hands. “ Surely, there would haveto be a
way for such conditionsto be met?’

“Aninteresting, if theoretical, proposition.”

“Atthispoint, it istheoretica,” | conceded, “but al such propositions start in theory. Then, someone has
to make them practical.”

“You Columbians. . . you are o amusing. Some even find you naive, itissad.”

“In many ways, we areindeed naive,” | agreed. “We are ayoung nation. Still . . . sometimes, if one looks



on aproblem with atouch of naiveté, solutionsthat are difficult for the cynical can become possible.
Someonein my country made acomment along the linesthat solutions are dways possibleif you are
willing to let someone else take the credit.” | grinned. “I am aretired minister. Y ou both know that. | am
here because of my wife. | havelittle need of publicity, except for her, and lessfor credit.”

“Such dtruism. ..” The cynicism was most evident.

“Hardly.” | laughed. “Hardly. LIysette obtains greater recognition. She gets more concerts, and sheis
happy. I'm happy because sheis getting what was withheld. I'm aso happy because. .. wdl . . .if my
naive gpproach works, then | know that | wasright, and everyone benefits.” | let my voice harden.
“Except Ferdinand.” Then | smiled. “Altruistic? Naive? | think not.”

The two exchanged glances.

“An interesting gpproach . . . it might even bear consdering. Theoreticaly, of course. Wewill haveto
think about that.” There was a shrug from Y usupov. “ Turning theoriesinto practice is often much harder
than spinning the theory.”

“True—but that's what makes life interesting and rewarding.” | paused. “ Just suppose, only suppose, that
you obtained technica information on technologies for enhanced oil recovery methods suited to your
needs. And suppose, just suppose, that you could also act as the provider of certain environmental
technologies designed to clean up rivers, such as, say, the Dnepyr.” | shrugged. “ And suppose, again just
theoreticaly, you could recommend granting a concession that would aso return hard currency to the
Imperid Treasury or to PetroRus for production in alocae that would be exceedingly costly for you to
develop, but whose concess onary income would be sgnificant.” | smiled politely. “Just naive

supposition.”
“Mogt naive. ..” murmured Y usupov. “Y et intriguing.”

“That's Columbia, naive and intriguing.” | thought they were very interested, but interest didn't trandate
into results, and | wouldn't exactly hold my breeth. So | took asip of wine, avery smdl one.

“All of thisisfascinating, but how does one turn theory into practice?” Kulikovsky grinned and added,
“Theoreticaly, of course”

“Onetdks, to start with,” | suggested. “If such a concession existed, theoreticaly, then thosein Russa
with the power to grant it would talk with those involved from . . . say, Columbia. If the talks appear to
progress, then it would obvioudy bein the practicd interests of those in Columbiato ensure that
information on certain recovery technol ogies and perhaps even on some equipment became available.
Each sde offers more as matters progress.”

“Could not one side just, as you Columbians puit it, lay the cards upon the table?’

“That's certainly possible,” | admitted. “Except, if, say, | held such cards and laid them on thistable, you
might be inclined to take them and not encourage further progress, or others might suggest the sameto
you. That also assumesthat, if someone like me did so, people would value what waslaid down.”

“Naive, but not stupid . . .” murmured Y usupov.

“Willing to trust, in hopes of both benefiting, I'd say.” “ And what if more than one Columbian party
wished the concesson?’

I'd wondered that from the beginning, and | was glad I'd asked Harlaan. “That would go down to
practicality, | would say. Were that the case, | would suggest granting the concession to the party that



had the greatest resources, and the greatest experience in cold-wesather extraction, and the greatest
ability to come up with immediate hard currency.”

“Y ou put matters so succinctly, Minister Eschbach. Y et there could be other consderations. . .”

| offered yet another laugh. “ There always are. Someone offers aside concession, or apolitica interest,
or apossible military consderations.. . .” | shrugged, seeing adight tensonin Y usupov. “But your
businessis petroleum. Y ou have to operate where you know what you do. If you don't, well, then,
everyone el se determines your business, and it won't be petroleum, and, at least in Columbia, you won't
be running the business much longer.” | thought | caught the quick flash of 1ooks between the two and
quickly added, “The other consideration is aways nationd interest. When | was more activein
government, there was aways some ministry that had its own agenda, but usually that agendawas more
inthe interest of the minister than of Columbia.” | offered awry smile. “I'm sure that doesn't happen
here”

“Of coursenot,” replied Y usupov dryly.

Kulikovsky glanced up. “1 believe theladieswill be returning in amoment. Still . . . you present an
interesting, | believeyou cdl it ascenario.”

| just nodded. Saying any more wouldn't do anything. Thereisadways atimeto stop, and | hoped |
hadn't already passed that point.

At that moment, the three ladies did in fact regppear, but the conversation was limited to afew minutes of
small talk, centering mainly on what we should see, if we had time, and then we were dl bowing and
being most polite in our departures.

| glanced at the Pavlova porceains asweleft, and they were indeed exquisite, more like fine porcelain
jewdry, or the equivaent of a Faberge egg, but | wasn't sure I'd ever be an enthusiast of porcelain dolls.

Olaf was waiting outside the club and offered another broad smile as LIysette appeared, wrapped most
securely in her heavy coat, against snow that had become harder and finer, and awind that was gusting
more srongly.

Oncewewereinsdethe Volga, | turned to her, and, with a smile, asked, “How were the porcelans?’
“Johan ...

| grinned. “Y ou're cute when you do that.”

“Baby ducks, they are cute.” But her pout was a put-on, and we both knew it.

Olaf did get us back to the embassy, and it was only eleven when we climbed into the massive bed, both
exhausted, if for very different reasons. | was sotired thet | fell adeep trying to put together the jumble of
the day's events, even asmy mind insisted that | needed to think thingsout. | put an arm around Llysette
and told my subconscious to work on the problems. My conscious mind wasn't going to be conscious
that much longer.
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Iwas up very early the next morning, letting L1ysette deep, while | went back over the briefing materias
Harlaan had sent through Commander Madley. I'd hoped that there might be more background materia
on Serge Y usupov.

Therewas. Not agrest deal, but the picture matched the man I'd met the night before. Y usupov wasin
effect the director of operations for PetroRus, athough his position was somewhere between an
independent director and specid assistant to Pyotr Romanov. The anadysis suggested that Pyotr
Romanov listened to Y usupov. That wasfine, if Y usupov had liked what 1'd said.

Next | checked over the materials on Colonel Generd Vasily-Kasdov. There wasn't much, not even a
picture, just basically aposition description. | set down the folders and tried to think, Sipping the bitter tea
I'd fixed.

What was beginning to bother me was that dmost any diplomat should have been able to do what I'd
done so far, and probably better. That meant that either | was deluding myself, that our diplomats weren't
that good at their jobs, that the real problems were ahead, or that Harlaan had mein St. Petersburg for
another reason entirely, and that | was expected to work out the petroleum negotiations as cover for
something elsethat | had yet to discover.

| was doubtless missing things, but | couldn't figure out what in any specific terms. So | went and
retrieved the news summaries and the paper. The summaries were as expected, except | didn't redize
what was missing from them until | saw atiny articlein the Times of London.

Federd Didtrict (WNS). “Treason at worst, misfeasance at the very least!” That was how Congressady
Patrice Alexander (L-MI) charged Rocketrol—the chemica division of AmeriSun. According to
Alexander, the second largest Columbian petroleum firm had leaked the components of a prototype solid
rocket propulsion fuel being developed for the Columbian Ministry of Defenseto its Russian
subsidiary—the former Putilov cartel. Neither the Colombian Ministry of Defense nor AmeriSun had any
comment.

| looked blankly into the darkness outside the window of the small kitchen. Definitely interesting—and
getting murkier dl thetime.

| was in the second-floor office foyer of the embassy early, even before ten o'clock, because Llysette
and Terese had wrangled more practice time at the Mariinsky Theatre—at nine-thirty—and they were off
in the sedan assigned to her. | hardly had a chance to look around before Piet Darwaard appeared.

“If I might have amoment of your time, Minister Eschbach.”
| followed him into his office and et him close the door behind me. | didn't wait to beinvited to St down.

“I understand that you've been approached severa times, by variousindividuals,” Darwaard said
smoathly.

“It depends on what you mean. I've had sightseeing tips. I've had people draw me aside and ask why |
might be offering detailed technical assstance and question itsvaueif itisbeing given for virtualy

nothing—"
“If I might ask, since the ambassador will certainly want to know, what did you tell them?” Darwaard's

smile was close to patronizing, but it was the professiondly patronizing expression adopted by too many
second-level bureaucrats.



The details of my work were none of his business, but there wasn't any point in picking afight . . . yet. “I
told them that it wasn't for nothing; that if it keeps more Russian territory in Russian hands, that helps
Columbia”

“I don't think you understand how dangerous St. Petersburg is, Minister Eschbach. Everything appears
so quiet and civilized, but nothing isasit seems. A sghtseeing tip might be from a Septembrist who would
like nothing more than to get you in an unprotected situation so that he could create an incident to
destabilizethe tzar. Infact, I'm led to believe that you bardly escaped something like that.”

“That's possible, Darwaard.” | used hislast nameto remind him, not quite gently, who was who.
“Everything isarisk. But the biggest risk a the moment is doing nothing.”

His eyebrows lifted, and the pleasant look vanished from hisface. “It's not in the news, but it's
everywhere ese. Anyone who isanyonein St. Petersburg knows that the embassy car assigned to you
was parked on the edge of the Senate Square yesterday, and it drove away just after abomb exploded
inthe square.”

“Wedid hear an explosion,” | admitted. “ Do you happen to know what it was?’

“It was abomb, and | wasinformed this morning that it appears the man who was carrying it was a
Septembrigt.”

“Septembrigt?”’

“A member of the most radical revolutionary group. They fed that Russabelongsto Russans, and that
thetzar isbut a creature of the west.”

“Interesting. | gather that the theory isthat I'm here pushing someradica commercid or environmenta
ideathat will further subjugate Russiato the degenerate west”?’

“Something dong thoselines.” Darwaard paused for amoment. “If the ambassador should ask . . . or if
the spesker should inquire. . .”

| wanted to tell dear Darwaard that 1'd be happy to answer to either personaly, but decided against that.
| smiled. “ Actudly, we had afew minutes, and I'd read dl about the Bronze Horseman. So we went and
saw it. It wasn't planned, and it was a spur of the moment decision. Those, I've found, are usudly safer.”

“That wasthefirst bomb in a public place in months. The Okhrana has doubled their street pairolsthis
morning.”

“Wasanyonekilled?’ | didn't point out that Olaf had indicated there seemed to be bombs going off more
often.

“Only the one person was killed, and he was one of the Septembrists,” admitted the first secretary.

“The bomb must have malfunctioned, then. Most convenient for the Okhrana, then.” | smiled. “While I'm
here, do you have any additiona appointments | should make?’

“I'm afraid not, Minister Eschbach. The embassy has opened what doorsit can.” Hissmilewas
bureaucratically correct and followed by a shrug.

“I understand. Y ou've been most helpful.” | stood. “ As matters develop, I'll let you know.”

Chrigtian was standing outside the office door when | emerged. | checked my watch. “How long does it



take to get to Colond General Kaselov's?’
“Hésin the generd staff offices. No more than fifteen minutes, sir.”

“Good.” | beckoned for him to follow me. Once we were out in the corridor away from the clerks, and
Darwaard, | said what | had in mind. “Piet hasindicated that he has reached the limit of what he can do
in opening doors. I'm on my own from here on out. | don't want to cover ground that's already been gone
over. Isthere any place in the embassy records that lists meetings that have been set up or even
requested?’

“Yes, Gr...but...”

“I understand that the meetings are often confidential. | wouldn't want the records. 1'd just like to know
what Russian government and nongovernmenta organi zations have met with or requested help in matters
involving the environment and energy—just in the last two months or so. The organizations and akey
name. That way I'll have someidea.”

“Ah...

“Weve got amost an hour. I'll meet you herein fifty minutes, and well go over what you've got. | need
to go over some matters with Commander Madley.”

“| think he'sin with Colond Sudwerth, sir.”
“Hewon't belong. I'll wait for him here. Y ou see what you can find.”
As| had predicted, Lieutenant Commander Madley appeared within five minutes after Christian left.

“Minigter Eschbach, were you looking for me? | thought you weren't due to meet Genera Kasdlov until
deven”

“I'm not. | wanted your thoughts on the reason for the meeting before | stepped intoit.” | gestured. “We
can go downstairsand sit in acorner of the dining room. There's no need to stand in the corridors.”

Madley nodded.

| began to retrace my stepsto the sairs. There was no sense in taking an elevator for onefloor. “How is
the good colond thismorning?’

“He seemed the same asdways.”

Madley was abit too straightforward to liewell, but | let it passfor atime before making another
comment. “I imagine he hasalot on his hands with the current Situation.”

“He'shad alarge stack of papers on his desk every time I've been in his office, and they're never the
same ones.” The commander shook his head.

The dining room door was shut but not locked. No one was in the room, and we st at the nearest table.
“Isthere anything | should know about?’ | asked.
“Nothing that isn't in the news. Y ou're getting the summaries, aren't you?’

| nodded. “What | don't quite understand is why there's not more maneuvering over energy supplies. The
Russians have rdied on their Caspian fidlds for hard currency for years, and the combination of increased



demand and decreasing production have to be squeezing something.”

“What'sto maneuver, Sr? The military gets whatever they need; heavy industry getsthe next priority; the
wdll-off haveto pay exorbitant prices; and that |eaves some for export.”

The answer wastoo pat, like alot of those | was getting, but in an autocracy, it might just be correct, and
that was aso depressing.

“How did your dinner go?’ Madley asked.

“It wasamarvelous formal dinner. Everyone wanted to talk to Llysette. The food was excellent, and
Kulikovsky and hiswife were charming. Their daughter studied voice at the Conservatory. They'll
probably be at the concert on Thursday. Asfor anything ese. ..” | shrugged.

The commander and | went back upstairs at ten-thirty, and Christian was pacing back and forth. So |
didn't let him wait.

“What did you find, Chrigtian?’

“There have only been afew. There were meetings with Putilov—"
“I thought they were amunitions outfit,” | said mideadingly.
“They're ds0 the Russan branch of AmeriSun, sir.”

“Ah,” | nodded. “I'm sorry. Go ahead.”

“The others were Colombian Dutch Petroleum—they met with both the first secretary and the
ambassador—and AAVO.”

| didn't haveto try to look blank at the second name, athough it sounded familiar.

“That's the Swedish firm that holds most of the North Seadil. They met with thefirst secretary, and the
Swedish ambassador met with Ambassador Hagel.”

“What about SAAB?’ | asked, just to seeif | got areaction.
“No, gr.”
“Why do you think they'd be interested, Sir?’ asked Madley.

“I'm not sure. | was thinking that military turbofighters burn alot of fuel, but | suppose they leave those
consderations to the Swedish embassy.” | paused. “But you'd said on the flight in that we had to avoid
Swedish territory. Are things that tense between Russaand Sweden?”’

“Oh, no. The Swedes used to do joint exercises with the Russians, but they didn't work too well,”
Madley sad. “They both worry about the Austrians, but they couldn't trust each other. The joint
exercissswere the tzarindsidea.”

“She's Swedigh, isn't she?”’
“Thesger of theking,” Christian replied.

“With adirect wirdlinelikethat . . .” | laughed. “ So the airspace problem is because they're both so
worried about the Austrians that they have atendency to shoot first?’



“It's not that bad yet, but Minister Holmbek didn't want usto be the first bystander casualty.”
“Makes sense.”

So we headed back down the stepsto find Olaf and the Volga, but he was waiting in the rear courtyard
under the cloudy sky.

| gave Olaf the address. He nodded, and we were off. “That's not in the main building of the General
Staff complex,” Madley observed.

“I'd be surprised if it were,” | replied. “He's an engineer in charge of canals and keeping rivers clear of
obstacles. The combat types wouldn't consder him that necessary. Y ou should see where our engineers
have their headquarters.”

The Russian headquarters annex building was tucked away a good two blocks farther east of theriver
from the main buildings of the generd staff complex. The structure was of stone, but unlike the Winter
Palace, the Admiralty, and the other mgjor structures, it was just solid gray stone, with no pastel sections
to relieve the monotony.

Theinquiry by the clerk was amost routine, and there was but asingle guard in the dingy and cold stone
lobby. Wewalked up two floors without an escort. The elevator wasn't working.

The colond genera didn't keep uswaiting, either, and thistime, | took my entourage in with me, not that
it was a problem because Kasglov had an aide-interpreter aswell. Hisaide was amilitary officer ina
formal gray and blue uniform, but | couldn't read the rank symbols. That meant five of uswere
sandwiched into an office space barely ten feet by fifteen, with adesk for Colonel General Kasdlov, a
sraight-back wooden chair that might have dated to the Winter War beside his desk for his
alde-interpreter, and three other uncomfortable wooden chairsfor us.

Kasdov said afew wordsin Russian, no more than a handful.

The aide began in English. “The generd has heard that you may bein possession or be ableto bein
possession of technical information that could be used to devel op technol ogies to clean up contaminants
fromrivers”

“I am here on an environmental mission,” | admitted, waiting for Christian to trand ate before continuing.
“Such technologies do exigt.”

Kasdov replied briefly, and the aide spun out the reply. “ The generd is responsible for the maintenance
of open traffic on the waterways. He is concerned to know if using any of these technologieswould affect
river traffic.”

“There are technologies that have been used in the past that would do so. They were not terribly effective
and often created worse environmenta problems. We would not recommend any of those.”

A broad but somehow wry smile crossed Kasdlov's narrow face as his aide trand ated.
“What benefit would such technologies provide?’

“I canthink of severd. Firg, it would remove the Austrians grounds for provoking an incident. Second, it
would improve Russian fisheries, which would make food in the areas both better and less expengive.
Third, it would save you the expense of developing thetechnologies. . .” | shrugged. “I'm sure | could
come up with more benefits.”



The officer only offered a sentence.

Christian looked at me. | nodded. Christian then added several sentencesin Russian.
Kasdov inclined his head, not quite dismissvely, nor peremptorily, before replying.
The Russian aide |ooked to Christian, who trand ated the response.

“It'syour businessto offer the benefits; it's mineto seeif they redly benefit us”
“That'sfinewith Columbia,” | replied. “ Y ou'll find that they are worth agreeat ded.”

“That may be. Wewill have to see. Both the Minisiry of Interior and the Ministry of War work together
on such matters.”

“Asthey should. When the Interior Ministry pursues the matter, | presume you will be the one to whom
copies of the materias should be sent?’

| understood the single emphétic syllable.

There were afew more polite sentences, and then the generd stood, offered thanks through the
interpreter, and we were soon headed down the airs.

Again, no one said anything until we were back in the Volga.
“Histrandator wasfrom army intelligence,” Madley sad.

“Why did he even want to meet me?’ | asked. “Just s0 that he could say held looked into the Situation?
Or to give theintelligence officer alook a me?’

“Both, I'd guess, gr.”

“What next, Sir?” asked Chridtian.

| wished | knew. “We go back to the embassy, but the long way.”
“Thelong way?’

“Oldf, I'd liketo drive past the university.”

“That's on the other side of theriver.”

“That'sfine. We have sometime.”

Chrigtian and the commander exchanged glances, and Olaf pulled away from the dingy annex building
and immediately turned westward, toward the Neva, and whatever bridge would take us over theriver
and onto Vaslevsky 1dand.

Thetrip didn't take that long, less than fifteen minutes.

The university campus did not ook that different from the rest of St. Petersburg—qray buildings, snow,
swept gray sonewalks. Infact, it didn't look al that different from sections of the University of Assenin
winter, except that St. Petersburg University seemed deserted.

“Stop the car, please,” | said abruptly. “ Just somewhere dong here.”



Olaf did so, but | could sense his puzzlement.
“I need to get out for amoment.”
Thistime another set of quizzica looks passed between Christian and Commander Madley.

| stepped out of the Volga, under the gray skies. Commander Madley followed me, a step or two back,
clearly nervous.

As| walked, dowly, ddiberately, | glanced in the direction of the Neva, dthough | couldn't seeit, then
back toward the building that looked morelike apalace. As| recaled, there was a paace adjoining the
university area, but | couldn't remember whose it was or had been. The street was nearly deserted, and
only afew sedans rumbled past on the stone paving blocks.

L ooking back up at the long building that could have been classrooms or dormitories or both, 1 noticed
that al the windows were shut, and all looked the same from the outside—on al floors except the ground
floor, where the windows were longer.

Except for the passing cars, the areawas silent, as| supposed it would be with the colleges of the
university closed until after the beginning of the next year.

| strolled farther, listening and just trying to absorb the fed of the area, until the absolute quiet on dl levels
got to me, and | turned and walked briskly back to the Volga

Because | couldn't have explained what 1'd learned, even to mysdlf, | didn't try, just sat back and tried to
think on the way back to the embassy.

The chanceto retreat and ponder didn't offer itself. Assoon as| stepped out of the VVolgain the embassy
courtyard, under asky that was hard and bright blue, with achill wind that cut right through my heavy
black wool overcoat, aclerk | didn't know was running up to me. He had to have been freezing, because
he was only wearing atopcoat, not even avest.

“The ambassador was|ooking for you, Minister Eschbach.”

“I'll beright up. Hisofficeis on the second floor at the end, isn't it?’

“Yes gr.”

Asthe young clerk scurried away, both Commander Madley and Christian looked at me.
“I haven't any idea.”

“Ah...dr...” Chrigian ventured. “ This afternoon?’

“Unless someone € se wants to meet with us, I'm going to go with my wife and listen to her rehearsdl.
Thenwell have dinner somewhere.”

“Yes, dr,” Christian replied.

“If you want to go to the rehearsd, either of you, it's at three at the Mariinsky.” | smiled and turned out of
the teeth of the wind and toward the doors to the private side of the embassy.

The honorable Charles Hagel was waiting for me, or presenting a reasonable facade of doing so when |
stepped into his spacious office. His wide windows afforded afront view, more down the street toward
the Nevsky Prospekt. He looked at me, dmost quizzically, then gestured toward a black |eather



upholstered and comfortable chair across the desk from him.

| sat down and waited, absently noting the chill from the closed windows behind him. Winter was
definitely headed to St. Petersourg.

“It gppears as though you're making progress, Minister Eschbach, but I'd appreciate alittle information.”
Hagd offered one of those warm, charming, sincere, and utterly false political smiles, the kind that makes
most people fed like the center of the universe. It just made me uneasy. “Walt said you had a unique
syle, and it's pretty clear you do.” Helaughed. “Buit it does put mein an awkward postion if | can't
report something to Minister Vandiver and the Speaker.” The smile vanished. “It israther difficult to
explain the proximity of asenior Columbian minister to aterrorist bombing.”

| shrugged. “First Secretary Darwaard warned me about Sghtseeing. Apparently, | didn't take him
serioudy enough. Y ou can check with Christian De Witte. We were Sghtseeing. Onefdlow wasfriendly,
and heléft, and then | saw a suspicious-looking fellow. | did exactly what | would have donein

Philadel phiaor Asten or the federal didtrict. | got out of there as quickly as| could. | never even got a
good look at theman.” All of that wastrue.

Another charming smile followed the nod. “ Y ou were fortunate.”
“I dill runagreet dedl. It helped.”
Hagd ignored that. “Do you have any more plans or meetings?’

“Thebal'sin their hoop now. | thought | might take in LIysette'srehearsal at the Mariinsky this
afternoon.”

“I just got awirecdl from Elston Hayworth. He's the negotiator for the Ministry of State's Alaskan
Petroleum concession. He's been invited to preliminary talks with PetroRus and arepresentative of the
Russan Minigter of Interior. He said you did something.”

“I've had amesting or two with Kyril Kulikovsky,” | admitted. “1 just emphasized that in an uncertain
world cooperation for mutua practica benefit has many advantages. He said he'd consider what |
offered. I've dso met with the generd in charge of rivers and waterways, and with arepresentative of the
Minigtry of Interior.”

“| see. For lessthan two daysin St. Petersburg, you appear to have been very busy.”

“Busy . .. but wewill haveto see” | didn't think my official schedule was nearly so busy asit should
have been, for reasons about which | was getting more and more concerned, even if | had little enough
proof. Fromwhat I'd heard so far, | wasn't about to claim more or to hand over anything of substanceto
the Russans until much greater interest manifested itself. Much greeter interest.

“That wewill.” Y et another smile followed. “I don't want to keep you, Minister Eschbach, but | trust you
understand my position.”

| stood before he could. “1 certainly do. I'll Iet you know if anything develops.”
| had walked less than a dozen paces from the ambassador's office when Colonel Sudwerth appeared.

“Minigter Eschbach, the man I've been looking for. Might you have amoment, sir?” asked Sudwerthin
his hearty and polite voice.

“A few minutes, but I'm going to try to listen to LIysette's rehearsd this afternoon, and I'll have to get



something to eat before that.”
“Thiswon't takelong.”

| followed him to his office, smaler and far more spare than the first secretary's, and with the only view
that of the rear courtyard.

Sudwerth closed the door but didn't Sit down, asif to underscore that he intended to be brief. “1 just
wanted to know how your meetings were going and whether | might be able to offer any assistance.”

“I've met with the people who were interested, and now welll have to see.”
“| understand you saw Colond Generd Kasdov.”

“That was this morning. He was concerned that any environmenta technology might have an adverse
impact on the usability of canals and riversfor transportation. | think | was able to reassure him on that
score. What do you know about him?’

“He seemsto bewhat heis.”
“Unlike many of thar military?’

“Russaisan autocracy, Minister Eschbach, and they have a secret police that is very thorough and
effective. The Ohkranahas no fear of dedling with military officers. Anything that supportsthe tzar and
the motherland is considered acceptable in some circles.”

“That'sscarcely anew ideg,” | temporized. “ Besides, I'm just offering environmenta expertise that will
result inimproved energy recovery techniques and riverine cleanups. | doubt that they have much
problem with saving roubles, not with Ferdinand knocking on the south door.”

“The Russians great strength isthat they will take any losses necessary to destroy an invader. That hasn't
changed since Napoleon.”

“The Russans haven't changed, but the Austrians have,” | said mildly. * Except in the case of the March
to the Seaand the fall of the Low Countries, they're content to take little bites, to provoke the other land,
and then to chop up attacking forces. That'swhy they effectively hold al of continental Europe, except
Sweden and Russia” | watched Sudwerth closely as| added the next sentence. “Unless Russia has
something newer and more powerful than anyone has been able to discover, the Austrians will do the
same thing they've been doing—most successfully. They'll just nibble away at Russiathe way the Poles
did in the tenth century or whenever it was, or perhapsthey'll nibble up enough of the Ottomansto
control the Bosphorus directly, and then turn their energiesto Russia”

“Y ou may beright, Minister Eschbach, but I'd advise against saying so loudly outside the embassy.”
“I may bewrong, Colonel. | often have been. So I'm most unlikely to venture a public opinion.”
Sudwerth laughed. “1've probably kept you . . .”

“No problem. But | do need to find my wife.” | offered alast smile and dipped out his office door,
keeping the expression in place until | waswell away.

| needed to know more, but that was getting more and more difficult, largely because | didn't spesk
Russian, and | wondered, not for thefirst time, why Harlaan had redlly wanted mein St. Petersburg, as
opposed to someone who did know the language and the culture far better.



THE MARIINSKY THEATRE looked like acircular stone arenarising out of ornately rectangular
buildings added on at irregular intervas, except it wastal, agood five or six stories. At afirst impresson,
it didn't look asif any part of the theatre had more than afew yards of surface that were not broken by a
projection, a pediment, afaux column, or stone casements, but al were tied together by the pastel
bluegreen painted over theflat sections of gray stone. | could honestly say its exterior was like no other
theatre or operahouse I'd ever seen.

Llysette's driver from the embassy pulled up on one side of the theatre, and we got out, into a steady
wind that had dropped the temperature to well below freezing. | held the case with Llysettes music,
athough sheld never even carry it onstage, and followed her and Terese through aside door. A thin man
inagray jacket led the way. Eventualy, we ended up in the wings of the thegtre, stage right.

Aswe stood there, | could hear the piano. In the center of the stage, lit by asingle spotlight, ayoung man
was obviousy concluding a section of apiano concerto, playing with what seemed to me to be both greeat
energy and talent.

“Beautiful,” murmured Terese asthe other pianist finished. “1'm looking forward to hearing the entire
concerto tomorrow.”

The pianist—Robert Thies—stood, then bowed, asif he had an audience, and walked toward us.
“How isthe piano?’ Terese asked as Thies approached.

“Itsdill alittle stiff on the bass.” Thies had awarm and somewhat shy smile. “It's not as cold in there
today.” Helooked at me. “Y ou must be Minister Eschbach.”

“I only heard thelast of your playing, but it sounded magnificent.”
“That it did,” Llysette added.

“I'm glad you didn't hear thefirst part.”

“We did the other day, and it was good,” Terese said.

Thiessmiled apologeticaly. “I've doneit better, and | will tomorrow.”

Llysette dipped out of her heavy coat and gloves and looked at me. | took both. Terese had laid her coat
and gloves over achair and was already headed out onto the stage, where the piano was still spotlighted.
| added Llysette's coat to the pile and watched.

“Y our wifeis quite something,” Thies murmured as he sood beside me.
“Sheis.” Morethan he would ever know—or should.

As L lysette neared the piano, the spots vanished, and the full stage lighting came up. The theatre was
dark, except for the stage, and | couldn't see any way to get out front, at least not without tripping over
something in the dark. So | just eased back dightly aong the wings and stood beside one of the dark
velvet curtains and listened.



After afew minutes of warm-ups, LIysette and Terese began on the Rimsky-Korsakov piece, which was
based, | understood, on a Pushkin poem—or maybe it was the Tchaikovsky “Nightingale’ that was
basad on Pushkin. Either way, even though | didn't understand the Russian, | thought she was wonderful,
but after she finished, she turned to Terese and murmured something. Then they did it again. What they'd
fixed | didn't know, but it was somehow subtly different and better.

Next came thefirst Tchaikovsky piece, the one set to the Goethe poem, except that Llysette was doing it
in French. She'd learned it in both French and German, but French was far more appropriate than
Germanin . Petersburg. That went smoothly, and they went on to the next Tchaikovsky piece—"Last
Night.”

In the end, they spent their entire alotted hour on the stage, and the Black Mesa Chamber Quartet was
waiting to step onstage when Llysette and Terese walked out.

| gave my divaawarm smile as she approached. | held her coat but didn't offer it yet because shewas
hot from the exercise of rehearsng. Most non-singers don't redlize how athletic singing redly is.

Llysette didn't spesk to me, but that was normal. She was il in her own world, going over the rehearsdl,
and | didn't try to break in as we made our way down aset of stairsinto alower backstage area.

There were severd young women waiting down below, some younger than LIysette's students at
Vanderbraak State, but they looked like singers, rather than having the dmost emaciated |ook of
dancers, dthough the Mariinsky was home to both the Ballet Russes and the Imperia Opera. The
youngest-looking stepped forward, probably urged on by the older sudents. She didn't look at LIysette
directly, but held forward what looked to be aglossy flyer with LIysette's picture—and a pen.

“What isyour name?’ LIlysette asked as she took flyer and pen.
The girl looked blank.
“ Que vous appelez-vous?” Llysette asked.

When the girl didn't respond, | almost repeated the question in German but decided against it. The
Austrians and Germans weren't exactly beloved in Russia. “To asinger to be” | suggested, “or
something likethat.”

Shewrote something like “ Pour la chanteuse des années d'arriver.” Thegirl might not have
understood spoken French, but she beamed as she read the words.

A tall white-haired woman appeared, standing back as L1ysette sgned severad moreflyers. The older
woman smiled as each of the girls stepped away, then said something in Russian. The young singersal
turned and bowed to Llysette.

“l'amlrina. .. Arkhipova” said the woman.

“Y ou sang at the Badtille Opera,” Llysette replied.

“Many yearsago.” The older woman laughed. “Many years ago. Before you were astudent.”
“Just after | was astudent, alas.”

Both singerslaughed.

“I am glad you are here. My students heard you sing, and now they will not think that only Makarinaor



Gorchakova can sing the Russian songs.”

“And o they will try the French melodie, the English art songs?’
“Onehopes,” replied Arkhipova.

Llysette smiled. “ One never knows.”

“No. That istrue.” They both smiled, wistfully and ruefully. | knew why.
Llysette stepped away, back toward Terese and me.

“I thought the three of us could go out to dinner somewhere now,” | suggested. “It can't betoo late, but if
we go back to our roomstoo early . . .”

“I will worry.”
“Food would be good,” Terese agreed.

Robert Thies gpparently was waiting for us, because he stepped forward. Farther back, hafway up a
flight of stairs, on alanding, Irina Arkhipova had stopped to talk to one of the Russan singers.

“Wed thought about going out to get something to eat,” | said to Thies.
“I could useit.” Hegrinned quizzicaly. “Where?’

| looked back. Arkhipovawas gtill talking to the student. L et me ask her. She might have some
suggestions. Who knows, maybe | can get her to comewith us.”

“That would be good,” suggested L lysette.

So | walked up the steps and edged toward the white-haired singer, waiting for her to finish her
conversation.

Abruptly, both stopped talking and looked at me.
1] YS?!

“I beg your pardon,” | said. “I didn't mean to interrupt you, but | was wondering if you could recommend
somewhereto eat nearby.”

The older singer tilted her head. “Thereare severd . . .~
“Would you liketojoin us?’ | asked Arkhipova. “Wed like to have you, as our guest.”
“lcouldnot...”

“Please do. | hope I'm not imposing, but we would fed better if you came.” | grinned. “We aso wouldn't
getlogt.”

The young student singer said something, in Russian, and Arkhipovalaughed and said something in
return, amost gently.

“Youare...” Thestudent pointed to LIysette.

“I'm her husband,” | said. “I'm the only onewho isn't amusician.”



Arkhipovanodded. “I will go.”

| still wondered about the conversation between the two as we walked toward the others, “Miss
Arkhipovahas agreed to join us and guide us.”

Llysette smiled broadly at Irina “I am glad you will come.”

“My student said that | would have more storiesto tell if | come.”
“Jecroisquenon...” Llysete murmured.

“Wherearewe going?’ asked Robert Thies.

“If we. ..arewelcome. . . the Winter Swan isgood.”

| liked the name, and so did the others, because they nodded.

Arkhipova guided us back out through another convoluted set of steps, and we found ourselves out on
the cold street. As she and Terese led the way toward the embassy car, Llysette bent her head toward
me.

“So charming you were, Johan.” LIysette gave me awicked smile. “How could any woman refuse?’

“Asl recdl, you did for quite sometime.” “That, | did not.” She elbowed me gently. “Never did you

“Yes, my dear diva”
“Johan..."

| didn't say more as Arkhipovagave more directions to the embassy driver, most of which | couldn't
catch or make sense of .

“...across Voznesensky Prospekt . . . Ekaterina. . . left . . .”

Wheatever | thought, the driver understood, and, as soon as we crowded into the VVolga, we were off,
through streets moderately crowded, under adark purpled sky, with bright stars and a cold wind that
seeped into the embassy vehicle. Lessthan ten minutes later, we were climbing out of the VVolgabeside
yet another gray stone building, back into the chill and biting wind.

From outside, the Winter Swan's windows were bright, welcoming against the cold and windy evening
and the gray buildingslooming seemingly in every direction.

| wouldn't have caled the Winter Swan either arestaurant or acafé. . . more like the Russian version of
abigro. . . with tablesamost too small for the number of people—but with linen tablecloths, and
cutlery—especidly with the five of us crowded around atable designed for four. The driver had decided
not to join us but to come back in two hours. | had the feding he didn't want to dedl with another two
hours of conversation about music.

Llysetteand | let Irinaorder for us. Robert Thies apologeticaly asked her questions about half of what
was cha ked on the menu board, and Terese asked Arkhipovato order her whatever was the best fish
dish, and | vaguely remembered that she preferred vegetarian or fish dishes, something | should have
asked before | fixed that first dinner for her.

Then the conversation got around to music, while Llysette and | Spped Russian tea, and the others more



acohoalic beverages—Arkhipovaared wine, Thies and Terese white wines.
“ Lady Mac Beth of the Mtsensk District . . . you sang Katering, non?”
“Not often . . . thetzar'sfather . . . not fond of Shostakovich. . .”

“...liked his Symphony for &. Petersburg .. .”

“. .. wrote that when he thought how close the Finns cameto taking the city in the Winter War .. .”

“...wasnt that hiseighth?’

“I would like to have heard Chdiapin as Holofernes,” Arkhipovasaid, her voice dightly louder.
“Everyone. . . they dl think of him as Boris Godunov. My great-aunt said he was magnificent asthe
Assyrian. That was how Golovin painted him.”

| had to nod to that, because, dthough she had spoken in English, the only wordsthat were redly familiar
to me were the name Boris Godunov, the upstart tzar, and the name of the opera by Mussorgsky. I'd
never heard or seen the operaitself.

| ended up eating what | thought might be the Russian equivaent of amest pie, but for al | knew it could
have been Ukrainian, Tatar, or something else. Whatever it was, it was good.

“. .. claim operas do not represent the people.. . .” “Music must lead people, don't you think?” asked
Thies. “If it followswhatever the popular taste happens to be, then what'sits value?’

“That'sthe argument about elites” | pointed out. “ Intellectua noblesse oblige.” | grinned. “The problem
in any society isthat, if the eites don't lead, who does? And what happens?’

Arkhipovalifted her eyebrows. “But . . . whoisdite? Doeshbirth . . . tdl . . . who isthisdite? If the dite
are...” shepaused, asif trying to remember aword, “able, who sayswhat is able?’

And that had aways been the problem, and probably was even more so in Russian, although some of the
New Bruges old Dutch patroons weren't much better than the extended Romanov clan, | suspected.

There was amomentary silence, into which | plunged. “Has anyone written an opera about the ghosts of
the white nights?’

“No,” replied Arkhipovabluntly.
I'm surprised that no one has written an opera about them.”

“Operas are about heroes and leaders. The ghosts are not tzars. They are not living heroes. Some say
that the ghosts saved Tzar Alexander 11, but thereis aready one opera about a peasant hero who saves
thetzar.”

| looked blank.
“Itis A Life for the Tzar. Glinka. It isnot performed often in thesetimes.” Arkhipovasmiled knowingly.

“I just wondered,” | offered. “1 was sightseeing the other day, and | saw the Bronze Horseman just after
sunset, and there were ghosts there.”

“St. Petersburg has many ghogts. It isacity built on ghosts. But few wish to dwell on them. Many would
have them vanish, because they remind us of that which wasless than good. Isthat not so in your land?’



For some reason, her words—"many would have them vanish”—struck a chord, but again, | just nodded
and spped the last of thetea, and tried to listen and follow the conversations that swirled around me.

“ ... Rimsky-Korsakov . . . he should not have tried to rewrite Boris Godunov . . . Mussorgsky
understood Russia. . . oh, he understood Russa. . .”

In one sense, as| listened, | was beginning to understand, not Russia, but Columbia, asfar more
Byzantine than Imperia Russia, even though Russia retained the Byzantine aspects fostered by the
Eagtern Orthodox Church, even though al in Columbia doubtless thought Russiathe more crue and
Byzantine than Columbia.

| knew better.

| DIDN'T EXPECT anything to happen on Wednesday morning, and it didn't. There were no messages,
direct or indirect. No requests for meetings. No inquiries. Even the news summaries showed nothing
new, just rehashes of the exigting international questions and tensons.

The embassy appeared happy to ignore me, and LIlysette was busy in the salon room of our quarters,
practicing with Terese.

Thewind had died away, but the sky remained a clear and cold blue, unusud, | understood, for
December. So | went for awalk, accompanied by Chrigtian. First, we walked up to the French
Embankment, even though there was no longer a France to nameit after.

“That used to be the French Embassy.” Christian pointed to the building across from the one on the
corner that borethe Audtrian flag. “| supposeit ill is. It's empty now.”

Wewaited for abreak in the traffic and then crossed the embankment road. Maybe the enbankment and
the road were both the French Embankment, but, in any case, we turned westward along the Neva. As
the poets and the novelists had written, the waters of the river were astedly gray.

“If thisweather continues, it will freeze before Chrismas. Chrismasis|later here. Eleven days, | think,”
Chrigian said.

“The Eastern Orthodox Church never changed the holy calendar?’ | asked.
Chrigtian shrugged.

We continued walking toward the Troitsky Bridge, named for an obscure reformer, and | kept surveying
the traffic and the few otherswalking. So far as| could tell, no one wastailing us, at least not closdly.

The large and ancient structure on the north side of the Neva became clearer and clearer, especidly after
we passed the bridge. The tower of the cathedral stood out against the blue sky.

“Isthere anyonein the Peter and Paul prison?’ | asked.
“Peopletak about it. It's where they dump the student dissidents.”



“The onesthat caused the uprising at the university last month?”
“If they imprisoned any, that's where they'd be.”

“They must have imprisoned some of them,” | pointed out. “ They claim that they didn't kill morethan a
handful. There aren't hundreds of ghosts around the university. In fact, we didn't see or sense any, and
there aren't any students.”

“They dosed the university until January.”
“| wasn't aware they dlowed disagreements, but | suppose that's one way.”

“It's getting harder to control them. Difference engines are getting smaller and cheaper, even here. The
Ohkranaraided a stationery supply warehouse last month. They claimed the business was afront for an
Austrian plot to distribute difference engines and printersto the Septembrigts.”

“Wasit?’
“How would we know?’

That was avery good question. | could certainly see the Austrians supporting any group that had agood
chance of creating acivil war in Russia, but | could aso see the Ohkranaand the tzar creating a plot
where none existed to focus discontent away from St. Petersburg, and the Romanov autocracy.

We were walking into the embassy past the guards and through the private courtyard, and | wasthinking
about catching Llysette so that we could have something to eat together, when Commander Madley
caught usjust inside the doors.

“Sir, thiscamefor you just after you left.” He extended an envelope, aheavy parchment envelope with
the PetroRus seal embossed in gold and my name written in elaborate script.

| turned it over, then opened it. There was a single sheet of PetroRus stationery with a short message.

If you are available at two this afternoon, perhaps we could meet again at my office.

The note was Signed, and underneath the Russian signature was the script-printed name: Kyril
Kulikovsky.

“PetroRus wants to talk some more. | have another meeting with them at two.” | looked to Chrigtian.
“The embassy has some duplicators, | assume.”

“Y%, s'r.n

“We need to duplicate a chapter or two from atechnical manud. I'll meet you both in the office sectionin
ten minutes.”

The two of them were gtill looking at each other when | walked away and toward the elevator. No one
elsewasonit, nor in the corridor to our rooms. | did hear Terese playing something through her door as
| passed, but | couldn't say what the piece was.

Llysette was stretched out on the chaise longue in the bedchamber. She had a sheaf of sheet musicin her
hand, but her eyeswere closed. She bolted upright as| waked in. “Johan . . . you surprise me.”



“| didn't meanto.”

“TheRussan. . .| know it, but | do not.”

“Y ou don't fed as comfortable with it aswith French or English?’
“Or even German.”

There wasn't much | could do about that, since my knowledge of Russian was nonexigtent. “Could |
interest you in something to eat in about ahdf an hour?’

“Haf an hour?’ Shelooked down at the music. “ That would be good. We rehearse at three.”

“No dressrehearsd tonight?’ I'd just assumed there would be adress rehearsal for something like the
cultural exchange concert, and dressrehearsa were usudly the night before at the expected performance
time

“The Balet Russes, it is performing tonight.” She shrugged. “ That, they will not cancel for usto rehearse.
Werehearse at three.”

“I'm sorry.”
“It isnothing. For what they pay, we rehearse when we rehearse.”

Even with the power of agovernment behind her, LIysette was running into the same kinds of space
conflicts she faced at Vanderbraak State. The problems were the same, but the conflicting parties were
just more prestigious.

“I'm still sorry.” | dipped my briefcase from under the small desk and opened it. It didn't seem to have
been tampered with again, and | pulled out the two manuasthat 1'd been sent by the Columbian Ministry
of Interior.

“You?Y ou have another meeting?’
“PetroRus wants to talk some more.”
“Tak, itischeap.”

“I know, but well provide alittle bait today. We don't meet until two. I'm going downstairs to make
copies of what | need, and then I'll be back.”

“I will be hungry then. But these | want to look over once more.” She held up the music.

| was dready hungry when | headed back down to the office section, the pair of manuasin the case |
carried.

“What are we copying, Sr?” asked thewaiting Chrigtian.
“Sectionstwo and five,” | said.
Chrigtian frowned, but it was a questioning frown.

While didn't have to explain, someone needs to educate the young public servants, preferably before
they become older public servants. * Section two lays out al the technologies. | don't want to tell them
how many there are. Section five clearly impliesthat there have to be five, but the ending leavesthe



impression of more—it says something like ‘ the next technology isavariation on this, while those that
follow offer totally different gpproaches.” ” | handed him the Russian version. “Y ou copy these, and then
welll cross-check.” Then | looked at the commander. “ There's no need for you to hang around following
me until around one-thirty. After we get this copied, I'm going to have something to est, probably in the
dining room, with Llysette. So | won't be leaving the embassy again until we leave for PetroRus. Y ou
probably ought to get something to egt.”

“Yes, sr.” Commander Madley looked as though he wanted to say something.

“Chrigian . . . where are the duplicators?’

“That room there.”

| handed him the Russian version. “ Start copying section two. I'll be therein aminute.”

Once Chrigtian had hurried away, | asked Madley, “What did you have in mind, Commander?’

“I haveto say, g, that | worry about your safety. Y ou took that walk this morning, without any armed
escort, and . . . then you went off to dinner last night, and . . . well, no one knew even where you were.”

“| appreciate your concern. I'll try to do better. That'swhy | wanted you to know about this afternoon.” |
didn't say that I'd probably been safer a dinner at the Winter Swan than at any other time since I'd been
in St. Petersburg. “1 promise | won't leave the embassy until we go to PetroRus.” | paused. “Isthis
something that Colond Sudwerth mentioned?’

“Ya S'r..n

“I seehe'slooking after us.” | smiled. “ That's good. I'm going to check the copying first, then have lunch.
You canwatch or join uslater.” After the briefest of pauses, | said, “Then, again, maybe it might be best
if you asked Colond Sudwerth if he has any specifics on what we should be aware of or any placeswe
should avoid. Could you do that?’

“Oh, yes, Sr.”

Christian aready had the first section copied by thetime | got into the hot copy room. After the second
was done, | had Chrigtian read the first part of the Russian version of each section aloud while | scanned
the English version just to make sure the sections were the same. They were. They aso came

to more than sixty pages, which | replaced in my briefcase dong with the originals.
“Who do | charge them to?” asked Chrigtian.

“If therés an account for me, usethat. If not, wherever you think best, and blame it on me after | leave.”
| grinned. “Now . . . if you'll excuse me, | have adate for lunch with abeautiful diva.”

“Ah...yes gr.”

Chrigtian wasfiguratively scratching his head as| |eft the copy room to go back up to the fourth floor,
lugging both my originals and the copies.

Llysette was dmost ready, and, after | took the originals from my briefcase and returned them to the
traveling case, we walked down to the embassy dining room. There were just two choicesfor lunch—a
baked unspecified white fish and a club sandwich. Both seemed rather unsuited to the e egant imperia
decor of the embassy dining room, but unspecified anything, especidly fish, left me uneasy. We had the



club sandwiches with the tomato soup, and | managed to prevail upon the waiter to bring me chocolate.
Llysette had tea. My chocolate was bitter, and even four spoonfuls of sugar didn't remove the edge.

“Thismesting, will it hdp?’ she asked after nibbling at awilted sdad.

“It should help, but whether it will help enough, who knows? | don't think the Russians redlly understand
the huge long-term diseconomies of environmental degradation, or the costsinvolved. They'rejust
interested in picking up technology they don't have to spend capitd to develop and test.”

“They should develop it if they can get it from you?’
She had apoint there.

“The problem isthat they may not know what it'sworth. They probably don't care.” What | was certain
Kulikovsky and Y usupov cared about was the promise of large and immediate cash payments by
Columbian Dutch Petro. Vlasovich might care greetly, but how much pressure he and his minister might
bring wasfar less than what other ministries might have to weigh against them.

“Y ou must make them care.”
I'd have to think about how | could pin their survival on supporting the agreement.

Unhappily, lunch and even the dry club sandwiches were over too quickly, and | was back in the
embassy car, being driven back to the PetroRus building with both Christian and the commander.

Thistime, there was even less of adelay. We were waved upstairs, with aguard, but the guard was
amiling, and al he did was turn the key and punch the buttons on the elevator. When we stepped out on
the sixth floor, the charming Elenyawas standing by the el evator—and so was Executive Director
Kulikovsky.

“Y ou are dways prompt, Minister Eschbach. Y ou do not make time a game of position.”

“Oh, but | do. My timeisimportant. So isyours. When | waste neither, you find yourself indebted to
me.” | offered adightly crooked smile, hoping held smile or laugh.

Helaughed.

Behind us, as Kulikovsky escorted me down acorridor, | heard Elenya saying, “I have some Russian
cakesfor you two.”

Wewalked past Kulikovsky's office and into one furnished morein what | would have called Russian
traditional, with more ornately carved and darker furniture, the upholstery in dark green velvet, set off by
slver piping. Behind the desk sat Serge Y usupov. He stood and gestured toward the chairs. * Greetings,
Minister Eschbach.”

| sat down and set my briefcase by my knee.
Kulikovsky bowed and |eft, closing the door behind us.

Y usupov tilted his head dightly to theleft. “Y ou have suggested afew possihilities, but we have not
gotten into specifics.”

“No, we havent.” | opened my case and handed across the first section—some twenty-eight pages, at
least in English. | hadn't counted the Russian pages, but | thought the trand ation was shorter. | closed the
case, leaving the second section inside.



Y usupov took the section and began to read. After perhaps three pages, he stopped, then flipped to the
back and read more before looking up. “Very interesting. In Russian, and on white paper. How

thoughtful.”

“It might make matters somewhat eesier.”
“You are not concerned that . . . Thereisthe matter of, shall we say, credit?’

“If you intend to stedl it, removing identification markings would be easy enough. Besides, Columbia, as
we discussed earlier, isinterested in other matters. Thisway, PetroRus could take a greater shareof . . .
credit . . . for your ingenuity, at least.”

“In some ways, Minister Eschbach, you are apleasure to deal with.”
“Obvioudy, someoneisn't pleased,” | said with alaugh.

For amoment, Y usupov frowned. “ That istrue. | do not think Marsha Putin is pleased with your
appearance, but we are.”

“Putin?| don't recall hisname. Is hewith the Air Corps?’
“ Nyet . . . the Imperia Rocket Corps.”
“Ah. .. presume, because of the Putilov connection?’

A look of something—not quite surprise—flickered across his face before he spoke. “1 would not
speculate. Prince Romanov might, but | would not.”

“When oneislessdirectly related to the tzar, one must be more circumspect?’ | suggested.

“One must dways be circumspect in St. Petersburg. Sometimes one must be even more circumspect.”
He cleared histhroat, then lifted the section. “ Thisis most useful . . . yet how would one know that there
might be more, that thisisnot . . .”

“A bluff . .. ateaser?’ | shrugged. “That would bein bad faith. If we acted so poorly, | don't doubt you
could come up with reasonsto void any agreement. That wouldn't bein our interests.”

“I know that. But . . . | do not make the decision. | recommend.” Thistime, he shrugged.

| gaveadramatic Sigh.

He knew it was dramatic but managed to keep a straight face.

| bent down and extracted the second section—thirty-three pages—and extended it. “ Thismight help.”

Heread some of it, checked the pages, and read the last section, then grinned. “Y ou knew | would

“I thought you might.”
“And if | wanted more proof?’
| held up the empty case, open so that he could see it was empty. “It's your turn.”

“Itis” He stood. “We have enough to consider. | appreciate dl you have done.”



“I trust we can work something out,” | said as | rose from the green velvet-uphol stered chair. “It'sto
your benefit, and to that of PetroRus and Russig, aswell asto us.”

“There are things we must congder, but we will.”

The door opened, and Kyril Kulikovsky was waiting to escort me ouit.

Y usupov smiled, and so did I.

Aswe walked back aong the corridor, | turned to Kulikovsky. “What is histitle or position?’
Kulikovsky laughed humoroudy. “He has nottitle. He doesn't need one. He saysit would hinder him.”
So much for that.

“Besides Prince Romanov, you could talk to no one better, but | would not mention such in your
embassy. Not until the matter isdecided.”

“| appreciate the advice.”

“Advice, | can dwaysgive.” Helaughed again aswe entered the foyer, where Christian and Commander
Madley weretaking with Elenya, in Russan.

Everyone bowed or the equivalent, and we took the el evator down to the main floor, where the clerk a
the desk smiled and inclined his head, and the eyes of the guards followed us, more with speculation, |
thought, than out-and-out distrust.

“Did you learn anything thistime?’ | asked once we were in the car and headed back to the Columbian
embassy.

“Not too much,” Christian conceded.

“Shedid hint that everyone knows who you are,” Madley said. “ She wanted us to know that.”
Christian looked surprised.

“Did shesay that?’ | directed the question to Christian.

“Not that way . . . itwasmorelike. . . you must be very honored to be working with such a
distinguished minigter . . . isit true he was a hero and ahigh government minister? And then she said
something like. . .” Christian glanced to the commander and swallowed before going on. “It isn't often
that a hero and the world's greatest singer are married and cometo St. Petersburg . . .”

“| did take the liberty of telling her just how few Republic Air Crosses have ever been awarded,” the
commander added.

“Besdesthat, we talked more about food,” Christian said.

“Did she suggest any good placesto eat?’ | asked.

“The Parizhmuzyka. . . thefirst secretary atethere once, | think . . . and LaMetropole. . .”
“Wasthere anything e s2?’

“I cant think of anything.” Chrigtian glanced at Madley. “Can you, Commander?’



The aviator shook his head.

Therest of the short return drive was silent, as| tried to sort out what had been said, what had been
meant, and what had been implied—and what had not.

The saying was that you never saw one ghost, but a plethora, or it never rained, but it poured. Either

way, it works out the same, and thistime, as| had left the Volga on my way into the embassy, there was
another diplomat, ashorter and wiry man, with adarker complexion. It took me a moment to pick out his
name from my memory—Hamilton Tavoian, the second secretary.

“Minister Eschbach . . . there's someone to see you.”
“I'd be happy to seethem.” | glanced around. “| don't havean of. ce...”

“Ah. .. Firg Secretary Darwaard is meeting with the ambassador, but he said earlier in the week that
you could use the conference room next to his officeif you needed it.”

“I guess| needit.” | paused. “Who wants to see me?’

“The AmeriSun representative in St. Petersburg. His nameis Clinton Mills”
That surprised me—and it didn't.

“I ... took the liberty of having him wait in the conference room.”

“That'sfine” | didn't Sigh. | just turned to Christian and Commander Madley. “1 won't be needing you
two for awhile”

“I can catch up on exit visas,” Chrigtian said cheerfully.
“I'll seeif Commander Sudwerth has anything new,” added Madley.

Weadl followed Tavoian up the stairs, and then my de facto aides went different ways, and | went to the
conference room. The only thing cheerful in the entire room was the large cherry conferencetable. The
chairs were upholstered in green leather so dark it was amost black, and the only wall decorations were
faded etchings of scenes of the federa didtrict.

The man who was waiting for me was agood half foot taler than | was, with the broad and cheerful smile
of aprofessona |obbyist, which was certainly what he was. He stepped forward and extended his hand,
even before Tavoian had closed the door behind him, leaving the two of us donein the conference

room.

“Clinton Mills, Minister Eschbach. | do appreciate your taking thetimeto seeme.”

“I'm happy to seeyou, but | can't imagine what | can do for you, Mister Mills” | dropped into one of the
chairs and gestured for him to it down.

Hedid, but easily, with the grace of an athlete who knew that he was too big to sit quickly or heavily.
“What did you havein mind?’ | asked.

“I just wanted to give you some background. | don't know if anyone at the embassy explained my
concerns. I'm from the corporate headquarters of AmeriSun in Philadephia” He smiled winningly.
“Actudly, my assgnment isherein . Petersburg, but | report directly to McCoy Johnson. Hesthe
president of AmeriSun.”



“What isyour assgnment?’ | managed to keep smiling.

“Liaison, mogtly. I'm sure you know that Putilov isawholly owned subsidiary of AmeriSun. Under
Columbian and Russian law, for very different reasons, the president of Putilov must have the freedom to
determine the company's goas and objectives.”

“So AmeriSun can fire the president, but not direct his actions?’

“Exactly.” Mills spread his hands. “ That'swhere | comein. Fyodor 1lyinsky certainly doesn't want to
undertake initiativesthat will beviewed . . .”

“Unfavorably in Philadelphia?’ | suggested.
“Y ou might say that I'm here to make sure that there are no surprises on either sde.”

Liketoo many professiond politicians, Clinton Mills had the kind of personality that focused on the
person he addressed, so much that dmost everyone felt specid. Aswith the politicians, | just felt uneasy.
“That explainswhat you do, and why it's necessary. I'm still abit puzzled asto why you wanted to see
rre”

He offered that warm smile. “Theword isthat you're trying to broker some sort of deal between
PetroRus and Columbian Dutch Petro.” He held up hishand. “1'm not saying it'strue. Rumors have a
way of taking on alife of their own. | hopeit's not true, especialy because, well . . . that could put our
government in adelicate situation, and you've had amogt distinguished and admirable career.”

| laughed. “Far less noted and digtinguished than you'reimplying.”

“All theworld knows of you, Sr.” That statement arrived with an honest and open ook of deep
sncerity.

“| do doubt that, but . . . go on. Y ou were about to discuss the delicacy of a Situation about which I'm
clearly totaly unaware. What isthis Stuation?’

“Asyou may not know, g, through its Putilov venture and its connections, AmeriSun has been working
to build a closer relationship commercidly between Columbian business and Russan interests. Thishas
taken a considerable investment of time and capital over anumber of years, and it has been agradua
process, of necessity . ..” Another smile followed hiswords, this one half apologetic. “If political

cons derations were to supersede agreements being devel oped through mutua understanding and
commercia benefit . . .”

| wanted to laugh. Since when hadn't both politicians and business types incessantly meddled in each
others affairs? But | didn't betray any humor or disgust. | just nodded soberly. “I think you may have
misunderstood why | am here. My background is environmentd. | am indeed trying to work out
something, but . . .” | paused. “Y ou may have heard that Ferdinand has objected to the level of pollutants
and the effluent characteristics of the Dnepyr River? That he has complained of the impact on the
Romanian fisheries?’

Thefaintest touch of afrown crossed Millssface before the smile regppeared. “1 had heard words to
that effect, but . . . | was under the impression that was more pretext than anything ese.”

| nodded again. “Indeed the complaint may be a pretext, but with the unstable state of the world today,
isn't it worth denying Ferdinand any pretexts? One sends aretired minister, afew environmenta
references and methodologies. . . it cogtslittle enough.” | shrugged.



Mills presented yet another of hisarray of smiles—thisthe one of honest relief. “ That makes agreet dedl
of sense” He paused, and alook of reflection followed the smile. “Y ou do have contacts, Minister
Eschbach, and | would offer my own personal observationsthat perhaps it might be to the Speaker's
advantage if you were to convey our concerns. In your case, we obviousy misunderstood, but the
existence of such persgstent rumors might lead many to believethat if an effort to assure an Alaskaail
concession to Columbian Dutch isnot in progress, it might well be soon. Our years of experience here
would lead usto believe that would not be wise. Russia can be avery dangerous place when rumors take
onalifeof their own.”

“I think that's true anywhere, Mister Mills. Still, | do appreciate your sharing that experience. | can't
promise that anyone listensto aretired minister of the opposing party, but | will convey your words and
concerns.” And that, | fully intended to do.

After hedd taken in thewords, | stood. “1 do appreciate your taking the time to stop by, and your
courtesy in sharing your insght and experience.”

“I hope I've been of some small assistance, Minister Eschbach.”
“Y ou've been of very great assstance, Migter Mills. | can't tell you how helpful your words have been.”

| waited for atime after he left the conference room before heading back to our rooms on the fourth floor
of theresdencewing. | knew LIysette wouldn't be back for atime, and | had more than alittle thinking to
do.

30

W ITH NO MEETINGS scheduled for me on Thursday, and Lysette's performance coming that night,
we dept in later than usud. The sky was actudly getting light by thetime | struggled into my shower.
When | dressed, | did take the precaution of dipping the bullet-resstant vest liner into place. The
Stuation was dready interesting and unfortunately promised to get more so.

The news summaries| retrieved from the box outside our door and read while Llysette was dressing
didn't help much, either.

Audriadetonates“massive’ nuclear fuson device a Bird Aswad in North Africa. . . device estimated to
be 250 times more powerful than previous weapons tested by Austro-Hungary . . .

... DeGaulle clams sightings of more Austrian submersiblesin Caribbean . . . denied by VonBraun. . .
Holmbek only confirmsthat a submersible that was not Columbian or New French was sighted
“somewhere north of Antigud’ . . .

Third and Fifth Ottoman Janissaries posted to Siven on the northwest border of the Bulgar province of
theempire. ..

That wasn't good. In thirty yearsin the military and public service, | couldn't recall the Turks moving
additiond troops north and west of 1stanbul—away from Russiaand more directly againgt
Austro-Hungary.



Unidentified sources indicated thet afire in the Sazburg Neurologica Indtitute that had been explained as
an eectrical firewasin fact ddiberate arson. Dr. Joachim Heider, recently appointed director of the
indtitute, denied the speculation. . .

Heider—the head ghost technology researcher for Ferdinand—had anew position? That made me
uneasy, but since Heider had created many of LIysette's troubles, anything about the man tended to make

me uneasy.

Audtrian foreign minister asksfor neutra ingpection of Perun rocket ingtallationsto verify “scientific’
purposes of therocket . . . denied astotally unreasonable by Russian Communications Minister Lamanov

| shifted to the Times of London, but the lead story was the Austrian fusion device. The only new aspect
of the story was the claim by British “experts’ that it would take severd yearsfor the Audtriansto
streamline and reduce the device into a ddliverable wespons system.

There was no mention anywhere of the cultura exchange concert.

| didn't mention that to LIysette as she entered the salon. “ Are you ready to find some sustenance?”’
“I could use more than bitter tea, Johan.”

“Socouldl.”

The staff was about to close the dining areawhen we arrived, but L1ysette smiled, and they didn't say
anything. We did get served very quickly, and the toast was underdone, rather than burned. | didn't say
much until she had more than afew bites and the color had returned to her face.

“How do you fed?’ | findly asked.

“It will beagood concert.” She offered alittle frown. “ The Russan worriesme. To learn it from
recordings and the IPA, it is not the same.”

“You'll be better than good, much better.” | grinned.

“Y ou say that because you love me.”

“I loveyou, but | say that because you are agreat sSinger.”

“Non . . . onejudges not before the performance. Not in aforeign land with aforeign tongue.”
| decided to get off that track, and quickly. “What do you fed about Russa?’

Llysette took another sip of tea, then tilted her head, thinking for some time before responding. “1 do not
know.”

Waiting, | took another sip of tea. | hadn't been able to get chocolate, despite having it on other
mornings.

“The Russans, they have deep fedlings. These fedings are strong. But fedlings, they are poor self-control.
One must think, and balance what one fedls. Never to ignore thefedlings. . .” She shook her head and



then shrugged. “1 do not know, Johan. Thereisonly what | fedl.”

“Maybe that'swhy there are so many ghosts, and why everyone talks about them. People who die with
grong fedings are more likely to be ghosts”

“ Peut-étre. . .”

| laughed. Her “perhaps’ was more than dubious, but she kept me from going too far into theorization,
which isaways adanger for aprofessorid type.

When Llysette finished the last of her tea, we stood and departed, probably to the relief of the embassy
staff, and walked back to the eevator, and then to our spacious quarters. My eyes strayed to the blank
stretch of wall, behind which was reputedly the ghost of the lover of one of the daughters of Tzar Mikhail
.

While Christian or Commander Madley might appear at my door, there was no guarantee that messages
would get to me. So, after escorting Llysette back to our quarters, where she planned to rest and warm
up dowly, and after promising to reclaim her for alate lunch, | girded myself and headed off to the
second-floor office section of the embassy.

Thefirgt familiar face was that of the good Colone Sudwerth.
“How arethings going, Minister Eschbach?’ asked Sudwerth.

“It'sfar too soon to say. Some of thismay not play out until well after we've returned to Columbia.” |
smiled. “ Environmental negotiations and technologies are both complex, and the Russians don't have that
much experience in more advanced technologies of this nature. As we both know, their emphasis has
aways been military and indudtrid.”

“With their neighbors, how could it be otherwise?” Sudwerth said jovidly.
“That's an interesting question. They're dso neighbors.”
“In Alaska? That border's never been aproblem to us.”

| shook my head. “1 meant that the Russians are neighbors to the Austrians, the Ottomans, the Chinese,
and the Swedes, and they weren't exactly peaceful in years past in lopping off Turkish territory, or in
taking chunks of Poland before the Augtrians grabbed it in turn.” 1 gave arueful smile. “Y ou could dso
ask the question the other way. With the Russians as neighbors, how could anyone on their borders be
otherwise?’

“You arent justifying the Audtrians, | trust?” Sudwerth's laugh was dightly strained.

“Me? Hardly. | have far more reasons than you'll ever know, Colond, to detest the Austrians. | haveto
say, that were | in their position, I'd certainly be wary of the Russians, and the current Situation isn't based
on what wethink it ought to be, but on what they think about each other.” | grinned. “ That's easy enough
to say, and harder to do anything about, don't you think?’

“True enough, Minister Eschbach.” He paused. “ Do you have any more meetings?’
“Not today. Not unless something has happened in the last few minutes. But . . . one never knows.”
“One never does.” Heinclined hishead. 1 trust you will have agood day.”

“Thank you.” | smiled and continued toward the smal cubicle that was Christian's,



Helooked up from apile of papersas| peeredinsde. “Yes, Sr?’
“Any messages? Anyone else who wantsto hear my environmenta spiel?’
“Ah...no, dr. Not that I've heard. Thefirgt secretary hasn't said anything either.”

| nodded sagely, athough | felt anything but sage. Russiawasn't where I'd been trained to be, even by
the Spazi, and | knew &l too well that had | known a fraction as much about Russia as about Austriall
could have done a great deal more. That also meant someone didn't want meto do agreat dedl
more—but only what I'd been sent to do. The problem was, as usud, that to accomplish the misson
aways meant doing more than anyone had anticipated. But try telling that to skittish paliticians.

“Sr?’ Chrigtian's polite question interrupted my brief reverie.

“We should take adrive around St. Petersburg while we have thetime.” That would give me
something—a better fed of things—and keep me from pacing around and disturbing Llysette, who didn't
care much for nervous hushbands hovering around before she performed.

“Sr?’

“Olaf and you are going to give me atour between now and lunch. That will help me, and you'l still have
the afternoon to go over those papers.”

“Yes, gr.” Histonewas chearful. Forced, but cheerful.

| hoped the drive would show or tell me something.

31

T HE DRIVE AROUND St Petersburg, despite Olaf's careful descriptions, didn't tell me much, except
that there were anumber of very wedthy Russians, and ahuge number of not very well-off workers
crammed into seemingly endless buildings, long and indtitutiond structures of gray sone or red brick. The
worker housing surrounded the wealthier areas of the centra part of St. Petersburg like an enormous
ragged cloak cast over aglittering uniform. The wide streets and the gray stone, and the snow—they dll
somehow emphasized the enormous difference between the well-off and the clearly not so well-off. As
usua, for dl that, it waswhat | wasn't seeing that probably held the keysto my understanding what was
happening around me.

After | returned, | just ran errands for LIysette and kept my mouth shut, at least as much as | could.

Llysette and Terese and the other performers | eft the embassy at around six-fifteen. | would have
preferred to go with her, but the ambassador and Deputy Minister Kent had requested that | accompany
them. At six forty-five | wastrying not to pace around the small foyer leading to the rear court yard of the
embassy, waiting for those two worthies, when Colonel Sudwerth appeared, in hisforma blacks, under a
military dress coat. Because | was till ingde the embassy, | hadn't fastened my wool overcoat.

Sudwerth smiled as he glanced a the miniature meddsthat 1'd reluctantly affixed to the breast of my
black forma jacket. “ Good. | see you're wearing your medas. One of thetrids of functionsin S.
Petersburg. The ambassador asked me to remind you that there will be areception at the theatre



afterward, not that | imagine you would be one to forget. Deputy Minister Kent has reserved areceiving
room. We don't know if the tzar and tzarinawill be there, and, if they are, they may chooseto receive
peoplein their box. It'sjust down the corridor from the room. Commander Madley and |, and Hamilton,
will befollowing you four to the Mariinsky Thegtrein the military car.”

“Will you bein the box with us?’

“In the back row, where we can't be seen.” Sudwerth shook his head. “Y ou dignitaries are who the
people want to see.”

“Miniser Eschbach?’

| turned to see the ambassador and hiswife, followed by Drummond Kent and Hamilton Tavoian.
Annette Hagel wore adeep and brilliant blue gown that swirled out from underneath the near full-length
ermine coat, a coat which emphasized that Ambassador Hagdl or his spouse had means far beyond those
of an ambassador'sincome.

“Greetings,” | offered with smile.

“And to you, Minister Eschbach,” returned Annette. “1'm very much looking forward to hearing your
wife”

“She'slooking forward to performing. She always does.” That was an inane comment, but any response
would have been, if considered fully.

When we stepped into the courtyard, there were two vehicles waiting—the embassy limousine, with the
Columbian flag on the short staff on the front left fender, and another black Volga | gestured for the
ambassador and hiswife to enter firg, letting them have the forward-facing seats, while Deputy Minister
Kent and | took the rear-facing ones.

Aswe cleared the open iron gates of the courtyard, Annette Hagel smiled at me. “This must be routine
for you.”

“Watching Llysette perform is never routine. Anything can happen in live performing. Onetime abat
swept into the hall where shewas singing, and it started to swoop lower and lower.” | laughed. “ She
finished the song—something by Debussy, as| recal—and the bat flew out.”

“Wasn't your wife kidnapped right after the Salt Palace performance?’ asked the dark-haired woman.
Drummond Kent tiffened, but said nothing.

“Yes. .. but that wasamistake. They weren't after her.”

“You?’

“I'm afraid so. They thought | knew morethan | did. Very unfortunate circumstances. With the help of
the Columbian embassy and the Saint head of security, we managed to right the whole mess, and they
returned LIysette unharmed.” | hoped she'd stop there.

“Waan't there something about you offering yoursdf . . .”

| repressed asigh. “I did work out atrade. It wasthe only way to persuade them that | couldn't do for
them what they wanted.”

“Whichwas?’



“They wanted to overthrow the government of Deseret.” | offered arueful laugh. “ That was well beyond
my capabilities. | managed to stdl matters until the Saints could bring in reinforcements, so to speak, and
then escaped in the confusion.”

“Therésmore of astory there, but it'soneI'm not likely to get.” She grinned a me, dmogt like Llysette
did, and the expression made me like her agreat deadl morethan | did her husband.

“There are ways stories.. . . and some are better not told in depth. Then, dl the mystery and glamour
vanishes”

I'd barely stopped talking when the limousine eased to astop under a series of lights before the
Mariinsky Thestre. Outside the thegtre, there was aline of people queued up, ardatively long line,
probably two hundred people.

“WEell have some crowd,” | observed, as | dipped out to hold the door for the ambassador and hiswife.

Drummond Kent stepped out beside me. “Hamilton told me that there were very few sests left, and that
was at hoon.”

“How much arethetickets?’ | asked.

“That wasatricky business.” The ambassador laughed as he helped hiswife from thelimousine. “We
didn't want to make a profit on the concert, and the Mariinsky people didn't want us undercutting their
normal schedule. So the priceiswhat they normaly charge, but al the profits after the theatreé's costs are
going to the tzarinas favorite charity—that's a hospital and home for disabled children.”

| looked at the line again. Paying customers were dways agood sign. | could remember when I'd first
met Llysette, and sheld been lucky to get two hundred people for afreerecitd in Vanderbraak Centre.
But that had been before Carolynne. . . and before she'd been rediscovered.

By now, those in the second car had joined us, and Second Secretary Tavoian was leading us to one of
the doors beside the main door, where he flourished something and waved us al through.

The staircases were covered with heavy carpet, and we must have climbed at least three levels before

Tavoian held open adoor to abox. From what 1'd read, when the theatre had last been remodeled, the
tzar's box had been moved more toward the center, and expanded so that it was twice the size of those
on each side. The box offered to Ambassador Hagel apparently belonged to one of the Romanovs, but
whoever it was, and | supposeit could even have been Pyotr, was either in the tzar's box or elsewhere.

“Y ou and Deputy Minister Kent have the two center seats on the lower level,” murmured Hamilton
Tavoian aswe entered the box, with its gilt and green walls and the two stepped rows of green velvet
armchairs. “'Y ou both outrank the ambassador.”

After hanging my coat on the rack in the back corner, | sat down. The areabelow was aready half full,
and the boxes | could see dl had people in them. The Mariinsky Theatre wasn't as big asthe Salt Palace
in Deseret, supposedly holding alittle more than half the audience, but that was till more than 1,500
segts, and with the gilded tiers that seemed to rise forever above the mezzanine, it seemed larger and far
more subgtantia.

“Y ou don't see theatreslikethisin Columbia,” Drummond Kent said quietly.

“No onewantsto pay for them,” | pointed out. “ They have to make a profit, or at least an attempt at it
S0 that whoever makes up the difference doesn't fed like they're subsidizing opulence and waste. The
problem isthat one person's elegance is another's waste.”



Kent frowned but didn't say anything.

| glanced down the program—or rather at the trand ated version that the embassy had supplied and
which I'd put in Sdethe officid Russian verson that had been left on the holder before my seet—just at
the section for Llysette.

The Nightingale
Nikolay Rimsky-Korsakov (1844-1908)

Opus 6, No. 6
“None But the Lonely Heart”
Pyotr II'yich Tchaikovsky (1840-1893)

Opus 60, No. 1
“Last Night”
Pyotr II'yich Tchaikovsky (1840-1893)

Opus 16, No. 1
“The Cradle Song”
Pyotr 1l'yich Tchaikovsky (1840-1893)

Opus 21, No. 5
“TheLilacs’
Sergel Rachmaninov (1873-1939)

“Air deLid’
from L'Enfant Prodique
Claude Debussy (1862-1918)

Vocalise
Sergel Rachmaninov (1873-1939)

Mme. Llysette duBoise, Soprano
Mme. Terese Stewart, Piano

The Black Mesa Quartet was first, and they led off with Quartetto |, alater composition from Jand cek,
the Czechod ovakian composer who fled to Britain around the turn of the century when it had become al
too clear that Czech nationdidts, particularly artistic ones, were going to be thefirst to be wiped out
under theincreasingly more stringent Austrian control over its provinces, acontrol that had later turned
into atota politica assmilation of Czechodovakia.

Their second, and fina number, was a Beethoven string quartet, the onein F Minor.



The crowd obvioudy preferred the Jana cek to the more traditiona Beethoven piece, asdid |, dthough |
suspected Columbian audiences would have preferred Beethoven.

During the brief intermission, while they changed the stage and rolled out the piano, the hum and buzz of
conversation drifted through the theatre. Unlikein theatresin either Deseret or Columbia, or evenin
Quebec, New France, or Austria, | hadn't the faintest idea of what that humming buzz might represent.

“The ambassador tells me that you've been quite busy,” offered Drummond Kent.

“Somewnhat busy. Inthisbusiness, it'shard to tdll if you've made any progressat dl. Environmental
techniques and technologies aren't exactly on the topof anyone's priority list, unlesstheresan
environmentd disaster at hand.”

“Thereisthat.” Kent stretched dightly, his eyesflicking to the back of the box, but both Commander
Madley and Colond Sudwerth had dipped away at the beginning of theintermisson. “Then, thereisthe
matter of your pagt affiliations. That lendsacertain air of mystery to your presence. I'm not entirely
unperceptive, and it gppears as though Colonel Sud werth has shown agresat interest in you, as opposed
to your beautiful and most talented wife.”

| nodded. “1'm sure that's because he can't figure out how aformer military pilot ended up a spokesman
for the environment. The colonel would be happy to pulverize the environment on behdf of Columbia, but
I'm not sure he has quite grasped the idea that cleaning up polluted rivers can sometimes avoid conflictsin
places where wed rather not fight—or have othersfighting.”

“The Dnepyr Stuation?’
“Something likethat.”
“Will it work?’

| laughed. “It'sworth trying. If it doesn't, I'm sure someone will think about returning to military
pulverization techniques”

The lightsflickered, twice, and the door at the back of the box opened. Hamilton Tavoian, Colonel
Sudwerth, and Commander Madley returned. | had to wonder why Piet Darwaard wasn't there, unless
there was apolicy that one senior staff member had to remain in the embassy.

When Robert Thies gppeared on the stage below, severd minutes|ater, he smiled his shy boyish smile,
and then went to work.

Like Llysette, hed clearly tailored his program to the audience, beginning with Prokofiev's Sonata No. 3
in A Minor. The Russians recognized it and clapped heartily when hefinished. He concluded with
Rachmaninov's Three Preludes . . . and got an even heartier round of applause that took along time

dying away.

Then there was another intermission, and about that time, my palms began to get sweaty. | tried not to
fidget in the chair, while kegping a polite smile on my face.

Llysette swept into the middle of stage, wearing along shimmering gown, the bodice and skirt asivered
green, topped by a short black and silver sequinned jacket. She'd decided on that when she had learned
just how cold that tall stage was, even despite the heset of the lights. Terese wore black and quietly seated
hersdf at the piano.

The Rimsky-Korsakov Nightingale wasthefirst song, and Llysettedid it in Russan. | thought shewas



wonderful. There wasthe sort of silence that was between surprise and awe for amoment after she
finished, before the applause came, then died away, dmost asif they al wanted to hear more.

Tchakovsky's “None But the Lonely Heart” was one she'd learned in France, and shedid it in French,
but the next one, “Last Night,” another Tchaikovsky song, wasin Russian, and the applause showed that
the Russians did like that touch. “ The Cradle Song” wasin French, followed by Rachmaninov's“Lilacs’
in Russian, and then the Debussy ariain French.

With each song, the applause built, until, after the Rachmaninov Vocalise, the crowd started to stand.
Thewhole effect, with al thetiers of the theetre, was deafening, and it didn't fade away until Llysette
gestured to Terese for an encore.

The encore was a Columbian piece, Gershwin's“ Summertime.” But they even clapped and stamped
their feet for that.

Asthe stage darkened, and the clapping finaly died away, Drummond Kent looked at me. “1'd heard. |
had no idea.”

“Therésno onelike her,” | said. But then, even asmy eyes burned in gladnessfor her, | could never say
why. “No one”

Findly, | stood and followed Kent out of the box and down a corridor that had apparently already
emptied.

Colone Sudwerth and Commander Madley flanked the doors to the reception room, along with
Tavoian, effectively acting as door keepers.

Onceingde, | looked around the reception room, but | didn't see Llysette. In fact, asfunctionariesin
black and white and in forma uniforms of various colors and cuts and women in € aborate dresses began
to drift into the room, the only performer | saw was Robert Thies.

“I really enjoyed your pieces,” | told Thies, “especidly the last prelude.”

“I'm glad | played before her.” He shook his head. “No one could have followed her. I'd heard she was
wonderful, but . . .

“Words don't describeit,” | finished.
“Theresheis,” hesad.

Asl| turned, | could fed an enormous smile cross my face and fill meas| looked at her, and for a
moment, we were the only two peoplein theincreasingly crowded room. Her smile answered mine, and
| stepped forward and hugged her. “ There aren't words. Y ou were wonderful, and more.”

“It was good.”

The very understatement of her words emphasized just how good she had been.

Thies bowed. “I've never heard better. Not anywhere.”

“You aremogt kind.”

“I'm not kind. I'm truthful. | can't tell you how glad | am that | played before you sang.”

At that point, Ambassador Hagel and his wife moved through the crowd toward us. “Magnificent. Just



magnificent.” He was beaming from ear to ear, aswdll he might, since the concert would certainly reflect
wel on him.

Drummond Kent was dso beaming, and while they congratulated LIysette, | dipped away to get her a
glass of wine, and edged through the crowd to bring it back to her.

“Merci, mon cher,” she murmured between thanking and responding to well-wishers.

Something caught my eye, and | turned. Despite the formal black and white, and the red decoration with
the slver starburt, | recognized the man who stood at the end of the table that held various gourmet
items neither LIysette nor | had had time to sample.

He nodded.

| returned the nod, but had to wait for amost ten minutes while Llysette dedt with well-wishers. Inthe
meantime, Terese had drifted into sight from somewhere, and she and Robert Thiesweretaking
animatedly. | hadn't seen the Black Mesa Quartet.

When therewas abresk, | touched her arm. *Llysette, I'd like you to meet someone.”
“Mais oui, mon cher.” Sheturned.
| bowed to the man, smiling broadly. “I'm Johan Eschbach, and thisismy wife, Llysette.”

“Dietre Fontaine, at your service.” He bowed to me, and then more deeply to Llysette. “Y our Singing
continues to enchant the world, mademoisdle”

Thelast name Dietre was using was different, but that wasn't a problem. “ Dietre and | have run across
each other anumber of times over the past years. He dways shows up in surprising places.” | turned to
Dietre. “What are you doing these days?’

“I've been detailed to the New French embassy to offer my expertisein energy matters. . . and others.”
“I haveto offer my thanksfor your last venturein that area.”

“I am glad dl turned out well.” He nodded to Llysette. “Y our singing was without peer, and | am most
glad to have been able to hear you once more in person. Y ou are far better than the disk from the Salt
Palace would indicate, and now the Russanswill know that.”

“We sang what we hoped they would like.”

“They did—most clearly. It isapity that you were required to leave France and go to Columbia. Some
of us had so hoped you could have gone to New France.” Dietre smiled. “ As Johan knows, | am an
ditist at heart.”

Another man in forma dress—with ablue ribbon and sunburst of some sort—appeared beside Dietre.
“ThisisMarshd Gorofsky,” Dietre offered. “ Of the Russian Imperia Air Corps.”

“For now, at long last, you are popular in Columbia, mademoiselle. Y ou would dways have been
acclamed and rewarded in Russia” Gorofsky said after bowing.

| raised my eyebrows. Gorofsky had something in mind.

“You aremost kind,” Llysette replied.



“The great problem that the arts have dways faced in countries where the populace hastoo great asay in
their funding isthat what is funded must reflect popular taste, and, aswein Russaknow al too well,
popular taste is sldom excellent. Here, we show them what is excdllent, and they are grateful .”

That waswell said, and mostly true, even if aristocratically pompous. “Do you think that istrue only in the
arts, Marshd?’

“Itismore obviousin arts, | submit, Minister Eschbach. Popularity isan eement in any system, eventhe
most autocratic and regimented, because it is So much easier to count heads or hands than to evaluate
excdlence”

“Perhaps we should have some tea or adrink someday and discuss that and solve the problems of the
world.”

“It has many. Where does one begin?’ Gorofsky laughed. “ Perhaps we should, when we have along
afternoon.” He bowed to Llysette. “Y ou were magnificent. | hope you will return, perhapsin the time of
the white nights, so that you may see Russia at its brightest aswell, and so that we may hear you once
more.”

Llysetteinclined her head.
“And you, Minister Eschbach, | understand you now teach.”
“The economics, technica basis, and palitics of the environmental and natural resources,” | admitted.

“Ah . . .you have considerable expertise there. But it isapity you could not aso teach the same with
regard to military science. Y ou were amost distinguished pilot, and someone should teach those who will
lead that excellence in the military cannot be based on technology aone, no matter how advanced and
how fantagtic. Nor can it be based merely on economics or body counts.” He laughed. “1 wander.
Perhaps we should have that drink or tea someday and compare stories.”

“I'd look forward to that.”
The marshal dipped away, past two men in formal dress 1'd never seen before.

“Until later, Johan.” Dietre offered aFrench hug. | amost didn't fed the envelope dipped inside my
jacket until after he had stepped away. “ Take care of your wife. None of uswould wish to lose her.”

“Thank you. | will.”

With abrisk nod, he stepped away, and | turned toward LIysette. “Heisvery taken with your singing.
Hewas also at the Salt Palace concert.”

Colonel Sudwerth, carrying aclear drink of some sort, untouched, appeared, with hisjovia smilein
place. “Y ou movein interesting circles, Minister Eschbach. Did you know that man—he cals himsalf
Fontaine now—is the head of New French espionage in St. Petersburg?’

Behind him, Commander Madley watched, holding adrink of hisown, also untouched.

“| can't say that | did.” That wastrue enough. | laughed. “We only talked about the concert, but |
gppreciate the warning, and I'll certainly be on my guard if | run acrosshim again.”

“Try to be on your guard before you run into him. He's an especidly nasty type, I've been told.”
| knew that aready, but | just smiled. “I'll be very careful.”



Sudwerth gave me a perfunctory nod and headed toward someonein a Russian uniform. | don't think I'd
ever seen aplace where so many men wore uniforms.

Abruptly, Drummond Kent appeared at my ebow, accompanied by Hamilton Tavoian.
“Y ou are both invited to meet the tzar and tzarina. . . they will seeyou in their box.”

So we followed Deputy Minister Kent and apair of tall guardsin uniformsto the doorway to the imperia
box, guarded by yet another set of guards.

Tzar Alexander 1V wastall, agood two or threeinchestaller than | was, but balding. He stood on one
side of the box, flanked by theicy-blondetzarina. “Please. . .” He gestured, and we stepped forward,
but | lagged a bit so that LIysette was the one in front. It was her night and her concert.

“Y ou are not Russian, but you sang those songs like a Russian and an angel, and that iswhy al inthe
theatre wept.” Thetzar offered LIysette awarm smile. “ Always, you will be welcomein St. Petersourg
and Russa”

Llysette bowed. “ Merci, votre majesté.”

“No. . .weoweyou thanks, and we dwayswill.” He looked a me and smiled, an expression
somewhere between bemusement and courtesy. “Y our wife singslike an angd, but | understand you're
like the seraph who protects her.”

“I dowhat | can, your majesty.” | suspected he deserved some more exalted title, but snce no one had
briefed me on that, | couldn't offer it. | doubt anyone realy expected we would meet the tzar personally,
or, if they did, they wanted me to botch it. “Wouldn't any loving and devoted husband?’

Helaughed. “Minister Eschbach, you amuse me. Would that you were Russian, but we can do little
enough of that in these days.”

“I'm glad to have brought you that amusement, your magjesty.” | inclined my head dightly, ahead upon
which he wished to bestow some honor or which he wished to remove, or both.

“In these days, the profession of autocracy is fraught with danger. We can, of course, be more
forthcoming in culture than in commerce and government.” He turned and murmured afew wordsto the
icy figure of thetzarina

She amiled, and the momentary warmth was dmost like frost shettering off astatuein brilliant sunlight.

The effect vanished dmost immediately when the tzar returned his gaze to LIysette and asked, “Y ou will
be here severd more days, will you not, Mademoisdlle duBoise?’

“ Oui, votre majesté.”

“Would you consider giving ashort private concert for our family, some closefriends, and rdatives, in the
concert hall inthe Winter Palace. . . perhaps, this Saturday night?’

“Delighted, wewould be.” Llysette bowed her head just dightly.

“Excdlent! The children and many otherswill hear what they should have heard tonight.” The tzar smiled
patronizingly. “I understand that you cannot do an entirely new program, but if you could add one or two
songswedid not hear ...

“Wewill dowhat we can.” Llysette offered atrue diva's curtsy, mixed with awarm smile.



“Then wewill see you on Saturday night. | will send anote.”

There must be something about royalty and tzars and the like, because we could sense, without aword,
that the audience was over.

We followed Minister Kent back to the reception area, but it was dready amost empty except for
embassy people. After reclaming our heavy coats, we waked back down the stairs and out to the
limousine. | gathered that the other performers had dready |eft.

Perhaps fifteen sudents had waited outside, huddled inside coats, under aclear sky, with abiting wind
out of the north. Asthey saw Llysette, they inched forward, and one called something.

“They'd like your autograph,” Commander Madley trand ated.
“I will 9gn.”

Soweadl stood in acircle behind her.

“If youwould tell metheir names. ..” Llysette smiled.

Although she was shivering under the heavy coat in the night chill, LIysette patiently wrote down the
tranditerated names and signed programsfor close to twenty young people.

When she was done, as we turned toward the limousine, | saw a patch of faint white by one of the stage
doors. Severa of the departing students stopped and pointed as well.

“Can you hear what they said?’ | asked the commander.
“I couldn't hear it dll, sir. Something about the ghost of asinger.”

“ Pauvre femme,” Llysette said in alow voice before we climbed into the limousine for aquiet tripback
to our quartersin the embassy.

| didn't even put ahand near the pocket where Dietre's envelope rested, not until we were back in our
quarters, and | took off my jacket and laid everything in it on the highboy. After hanging the jacket upl
unsesled the envelope.

There were only three sheets of paper there.

Thefirgt wasadightly yellowed newspaper clipping—from the Times of London, dated January 17,
1994—nearly two years ago.

S. Petersburg (BNI). “Heavy bomberswill be dinosaurs” claimed the Russan Minister of War Putyatin
last week. Putyatin also stated that Russia could not afford to build usaless heavy bombers that would
soon be* obsolete,” but would concentrate on “the weapons of the future.” Many interpreted that to
mean that the Perun rocket was being devel oped as a prototype of amultiple warhead ddlivery system. .

Thismorning it was reveded that Putyatin had died suddenly of an undisclosed illnessin St. Petersburg.
Detallswerenot avalable. . . .

Thisisnot thefirgt timethat ahigh minister has died unexpectedly after reveding information that might be
consdered harmful to Russan interests. . . .



The Russians contend that, as a prototype, the Perun is not yet awegpons system and does not fall under
the provisions of the High Frontier Treaty.

The second clipping was aso from the Times and dated May 23, 1995, more than ayear later.

. Petersburg (BNI). Refuting Audtrian clamsthat Russawas systematicaly flouting the High Frontier
Treaty, Minister of Communications Lamanov stated, “ The Perun is being developed strictly for research

purposes.”

“Researchisaconvenient fiction,” retorted Austrian Foreign Minister VonBraun. “Last year it wasa
wegpons system of the future. Now itisaresearchtoal. .. .”

Thethird item in the envel ope was a single sheet of paper, on the topof which had been typed asingle
line “Thismight be of interest.” 1t might have been except it was dl in Russan. Then | looked again. A
sngletable had been circled inred, and | didn't need to read Russian to understand it. It was a plot of
frequencies, and | knew them al too well.

At that moment, | did swallow. Hard. I'd been wondering why Dietre had sought me out, but | wasn't
wondering any longer. Now, | wasjust scared.

| amost missed the two names at the bottom of the page—also typed in manualy. The onel didn't know
wasYdensov.

We only had another week in . Petersburg, and | hadn't the faintest idea of how to deal with what
gared mein the face, only that | needed to do something—and till get an oil agreement signed.

“Johan . .. areyou dl right?’

“No. I'mnot.” | handed her the items in the newspaper and watched while she read through them.
Findly, shelooked up. “All this, | understand but the chart.”

| bent forward and whispered in her ear, “Ghost formation energy frequencies.”

Sheturned dmost aspaeas| fdlt.

“What will you do?’

“I don't know . . . yet.”

Neither of us said morefor several minutes, and | felt absolutdly rotten for dropping the Arctic Ocean on
her after such aglorious concert, and she didn't know theworst of it.

“Donet . .." shemurmured, kissing my cheek. “It was not you.”

Maybe not, but | fdt like | had been the one who'd spoiled the euphoria of her concert.

32



A FTER ALL THE excitement, despite my tiredness, | didn't deepwell, and | had to do my best not to
toss and turn. The size of the bed helped keep me from disturbing Llysette too much, but | was upwell
before it even sarted to get light on Friday morning.

The news summaries did contain abrief mention of the concert; a the end of the summaries were two
typed sheets with what were trandations of what had appeared in the St. Petersburg papers. | skipped
over the comments about the quartet and Thies, except for noting the quartet got polite mentions and
Thieswaswdl-received.

Many foreign sopranos have been disappointing when they have performed at the Mariinsky. Last night
was no disappointment. It was atriumph for the French-born Columbian soprano LIysette duBoise.
Unlike some, she understood she wasin Russia, and al but one of the works on her program were by
Russian composers, dthough she sang severd in French. Even so, her Russian was closeto flawless. . .

| shook my heed. Llysette would agonize over the phrase “closeto flawless”

... and her délivery, soul, and musicianshipbeyond compare. Those at her performance | eft the concert
wishing shewere Russian. So did thislistener. The great Russian soprano Arkhipova claimed that the
Mariinsky would not see the equal of duBoise for decades, if not generations. From what was heard last
night, she may beright.

That brought asmile. Of course, Arkhipovawas right. How often was there asinger who wasadiva
from two generations with the soul of two great Singers?

The second review was similar, except it noted that her encore performance of the Gershwin piece was
aso atresat.

After that, | dmost didn't frown at the headlinein the Times of London: austriacloses persian gulf. The
story was straightforward enough. Ferdinand was claiming that New France and Columbia had closed
the Caribbean to internationa shipping to protect their energy supplies, and Austriawas forced to do the
same,

| sighed and looked into the darkness outside the window that was fading into gray.

AsLlysette peered into the tiny kitchen, | couldn't help smiling. | stood and thrust the trand ated reviews
at her. “They thought that it would be generations before another singer like you cameto the Mariinsky.”

“Johan. . . itisearly. That good, they could not be”

| poured acup of teafor her as she read through the reviews.

“My Russan. ..l toldyou. .. it wasnot good enough.”

“ ‘Closeto flawless' isoutstanding for lessthan six weeks of preparation in aforeign language.”

“You arekind.” She sat down at the small table and sipped the tea. “Irina said she would comethis
afternoon to work on the Russian phrasing with us. | will be better tomorrow night. Terese hasasmal



recorder, and we will record. That way, | can recall the phrasing when we return to Columbia.”
“Youll ang them agan?’
“Maisoui.”

“Just remember,” | said gently, “my beautiful and talented diva, that you have conquered two nationa
capitals”

“Not yet,” shereplied with asmile. “After Saturday . . . we shall see.”

“You areaskeptic.”

“I am hungry.”

So we cleaned up, dressed quickly, and went down and caught the last of breakfast.

After that, we went back to our quarters, but | was there only long enough to gather my overcoat and
gloves. | had some more sightseeing in mind, if of aparticular nature, but | needed to check afew more
items. Thelast thing | did was make sure | had fresh batteriesin the calculator that was more than a
caculator, before | dipped it into my side coat pocket. The projector pens went into my shirt pocket,
besi de the more bulbous specia pen, and a couple of spare batteries.

Then, overcoat folded on my arm, | went to find Commander Madley. He was in the conference room,
reading asheaf of papers. After derting him, we went to Chrigtian's office. The younger man was looking
over exit visas at his desk.

“Yes, 9r?" asked Chrigtian.

“I have arequest of you two. | need to seeif either of you can find out anything about aman named
Viktor Ydensov.”

Madley stiffened.
“I seeyou know of him.”

“If ... if heésthe same man, thereisaViktor Y densov who is consdered one of the. . . he'svery
involved in the rocketry projects.”

“The Perun work?’
“I can't sy, air.”
Madley had dready said enough.

“He'sapayload or warhead specidist then. Otherwise, you could have said more, because they used dll
the Goddard work for propulsion systems.”

“Sr. ..l redly can't say.” Madley screwed uphis mouth. “His degrees are in physics, and he'swritten
papersthat have been published on e ectricd wave theories and ELF propagation propensities.”

| managed to keepmy reaction to anod. “ Outsde my field, clearly. Y ou can comment on that, can't
you?’

“Asfar as| know, gr, Viktor Y eensov has nothing to do with either energy or environmental efforts.”



“That'sal | need to know.” | pursed my lips. “1 till haveto wonder . ..” Then | shook my head.
“Chrigtian .. . . could you check and seeif theres anything in the past news clips or summaries about him,
particularly about energy-related matters. There may not be, but | need to know that.”

Madley frowned but didn't offer anything ese.
“While you're checking that out, | need amoment with Colonel Sudwerth.”

Madley didn't relax amoment with that, and I'd thought he would. All he said, amogt giffly, was, “I'll see
if I can hepChridtian, ar.”

“I won't bevery long, I'm sure. That'sif the colond's even around.”
Colond Sudwerth was standing in the doorway of hissmal office.

Thelast thing | wanted was to be behind closed doors with the colonel at the moment. So | stopped and
asked, asinnocently as| could, “ Colond, you have some understanding of the situation inwhich | find
mysdlf, | trust? After aweek, | dill find very little happening.”

“Minister Eschbach, attempting to work out anything quickly in Russaistime-consuming and
frudrating.”

“It dso leads one into strange places,” | mused.

“The ambassador has noticed that,” said Sudwerth. “ He mentioned that there was an explosion right after
you left the Senate Square, where | understood you were sightseeing.”

“I'd dways wanted to see the Bronze Horseman, and we had afew minutes between appointments. |
understand there was a Septembrist there. | gather we were both lucky and unlucky.”

“A few minuteslater, and you might have been another of the ghosts of St. Petersburg, Minister

“Lucky, as| said.” | looked at Sudwerth. “Have you ever heard the name Viktor Y densov?’
“It's not the most common of names.”

| could tell. HEd heard the name. “1'd asked Christian and Commander Madley to seeif they could find
out anything about him, but they couldn't find anyone like that in the environmentd area. Or in deding
with energy. His name was passed to me, but | don't know why. It's certainly not aname I've run across,
and it wasn't in my briefing materials. Someone suggested | even should meet the man, but | don't have

any ideawhy.”

“That name didn't come upas any of those Darwaard asked me to check out,” mused Sudwerth. “1 can
look and let you know. If | find him, would you like ameeting?’

“| suppose so. | would hate to tell the Speaker that | had overlooked anything.”
“I'll seewhat | can do.”
“Thank you very much, Colond.”

| hadn't retraced my route back toward Christian's office more than ahalf dozen stepswhen | saw him
turn the corner and walk toward me, followed by an embassy guard with afolded sheet of paper.



“Sir, theré's agentleman here, waiting outside. He asked meto give thisto you.”
| looked at the paper and read it quickly.

“Was nearby. Do you have timefor tea at the café in the next block?’
Therewasasignature, and a“ G” after it.

“Chrigian.. . . if you'd keeplooking for Y elensov. I'll be back inan hour or s0.”
“Sr?’

“Anoldfriend. | didn't expect to see him, and thisisthe only time we can talk. I'll be back. Don't
worry.”

| 1eft him standing there. The story wouldn't hold uplonger than afew minutes, but that didn't matter, so
long as| got out of the embassy quickly.

After trotting down the steps from the second floor, | walked out the business door of the embassy, into
the wind, and fastened my coat, then pulled on my gloves. Under agray sky that seemed to be lowering,
it was colder out than it had looked. | patted my side pocket in apassing way, ensuring the calculator
was il there.

| was headed toward the Nevsky Prospekt when Gorofsky walked upbeside me. He wore aplain black
overcoat, athough he had a uniform on benegth.

“So good to see you, Minister Eschbach. Y ou will not be here that much longer in St. Petersburg, and |
did want to have that talk about evaluating excellence. It isa problem here, but one that cannot be
discussed among peers.”

“| can seethat. It gppearsthat dl too many of those in the upper ranks of the imperia government have,
shall we say, tiesto thetzar.”

“It has been that way for four centuries, starting with the Tolstois and the Milodavskys. One must work
with it, asone can.” He pointed to a glass-fronted door and a narrow glass window. “| said it was not
far.”

| entered first, with acertain trepidation. The café was small—only six or seven tables—and barely ten
feet wide and twenty deep. The tableswere of polished wood, without any coverings, and the chairs
were the solid straight-backed armless wooden kind—battered and nicked. There were two
white-bearded men in heavy gray overcoats—military gresatcoats stripped of braid and insgnia. They sat
at one corner table, hunched over steaming cups.

Gorofsky led meto the other corner table, gestured to the man standing in front of a curtained arch, and
said something in Russan. The man vanished. “I ordered tea. Y ou do not mind?’

“Teaisfine”
“Before he died, my father used to come here.”
“Was heamilitary man?’

“Many of us have been. Thefirst Genera Brusilov was my great-great-uncle, and he understood men
and how to use them. He told my father that the most important thing was to show strength of will, not
when matters were going well, but when they were going badly.” Gorofsky took a sipof thetea. “ Matters



are going badly, and few will admit it. Matters are not going well in Columbia, and few there will admit it
gther, | hear.”

“That could be.” | laughed gently. “1n ademocracy, one must not darm the people unduly, because they
immediately blame those who sound the darms. | suspect that in atzardom, the sameistrue, except one
must worry not about the people, but the tzar.”

“Thereisaways someone.” Gorofsky shook his long-faced head morosdly, then smiled asthe waiter set
two huge mugs of teaon thetable. “But you are here.”

| took asipof the tea, welcome after even onelong block of walking through achill wind. I glanced out
through the window, noticing that the day had darkened and that fine white flakes of snow had begun to
drift down.

“Y our wife, sheismagnificent.”
“Sheis”

“Itisapity that shewould not have come here, were not matters so . . . unsettled.” He laughed. “We
understand the politics of Columbia. A man like you, who knows what must be done, heis never sent
unlessthey see no other way.”

“Doesdl of St. Petersburg know that?’

He shook hishead. “ A few. Pyotr Romanov suspects. Colonel Genera Kasalov knows, but can do
nothing and will say less. Director Y eensov thinks you are a politician and beneath notice.”

| wanted to ask about Y ensov, but decided to let Gorofsky tell it his way—with alittle prompting.
“Y ou seemed to indicate that too much technology, especialy fantastic technology, might be more of a
cursethan ablessng.”

“That iswhen it isused wrongly.” He cocked his head. “I am getting to be an old military man, and once
| wasayoung pilot. Y ou are a senior minister, and once you were ayoung pilot and ahero.” He waved
off my disclamer before | could makeit. “1 think we might see mattersin the sameway. It isan ill-kept
secret that the Austrians have adevice that turns soldiersinto zombies. Itisadightly better kept secret
that we have the basics of that technology. Y ou know both, or we would not be having teatogether.
Someone got the idea of trying to devel opthat device in an untried way aong with two other unperfected
technologica innovations. Thereisagreat ded of the War Ministry's funding that will go into building
something.” The marsha snorted. “If it works, it will not reach most of the Austrian troops, and it will
give the Augtrians the provocation to launch heavy bombersthat we do not have enough interceptorsto
stop. If it does not work, then roubles that could have been spent on working technology will be wasted,
and Russawill be wesker.”

“| assume that the director was that someone. That could be a problem. Can you do anything about it?’

Gorofsky shrugged. “If the project director were removed, discredited, amost anything, something might
be possible. If anyonein the Air Corps acted first, then it would be perceived as professiond jealousy
and spite. Thetzar discourages in-fighting, often with exile, sometimes with executions.”

“And the arguments you've just presented would be regarded as excuses? That is, if you acted firs?’
“That istrue”

“Hmmm . ..” | took another smal swallow of thetea, actudly finding it not too bad, despiteits strength



and thelack of sugar. “I can see your problem. It would also seem that, theoretically, you understand,
that should anything happen to this director, not much would change. He hasateam. . . .”

Gorofsky snorted again. “He has ateam. They arelackeys, and he has not shared the information with
anyone. They say he has not written any of it down so that no one will dare remove him.”

Perhaps occupational paranociamight actualy be helpful. | took another sipof tea. “The man who
introduced us. . . hetold you?’

“Only what the device was. | had to find out therest.”

| nodded. “All | can say isthat | will look into the matter.” | wasn't about to promise anything in public
with aman I'd never met before the previous evening.

“I' will dowhat | can. . . but it would be better . . . if thefirst action were taken by others. . . second
steps are also necessary.”

| understood that, aswell. | just didn't know if Gorofsky happened to be mostly trustworthy, partly
trustworthy, or totaly untrustworthy. “1 can tell it'simportant, and | will look intoit.”

“Thatisdl | can ask of you.” Hetook along swallow and finished histes, setting abill onthetable. “The
teaismine.” Then he stood.

“Thank you. Will | seeyou at the Winter Place?’ | stood.

“No.” Helaughed. “I am not family. Do tell your wifethat | hope she can return and sing for dl of us
again.”

“I will.”

Outside, he walked south and then west, and | headed back to the embassy, thinking . . . and worrying a
great dedl, especialy about just how many playersthere were. So far, without digging that deeply, I'd
discovered at least five.

33

W ALKING BACK TO the embassy through the wind that remained gusty and chill, with thefine-faling
snow that feethered away from my bootswith every step, | was definitely grateful for my heavy overcoat
and the lined black leather gloves. It was only abit after eeven, which surprised me, when | walked into
the rear courtyard of the embassy.

| needed to do alittle reconnaissance of my own—across the Nevato take another ook at the
Universty of St. Petersburg. | redly wanted to confirm something, because | was operating far too much
on fed and intuition. So | began to look for Ol&f.

| didn't get very far when amarine appeared in aheavy winter greatcoat. “Sir . . . your driver didn't show
upthis morning, and Colond Sudwerth asked metofill in, Sr. We'reabit short on drivers. Also, S, he
|eft thiswith me for you.” The marine handed me aseded envelope.

| opened it and read.



V. Yelensov has agreed to a meeting with you at eleven. I'm meeting with the ambassador, but will
try to join you.

Therewas no signature, just ascrawled initia that looked likean S’ and an address below, on the
Tolstoi Prospekt.

“Do you know thisaddress?’ | offered the note to the marine.
“Yes, gr.”

| glanced upat the courtyard, then took a deepbreath, knowing the next few hours were going to be very
dicey. But if | didn't play it out, | had thisfeding that much of Europe would be zombies and black glass.
| turned and smiled ruefully at the driver. “Wed better be going. Which car?”’

“TheVolgaat theend, sr.”
| climbed in, and the driver guided the car through the iron gates, nodding at the sentry as we passed.

From what | could tell from the maps I'd studied, and from what Olaf had said in carting me around the
city, we were nowhere near the headquarters of the Imperial Rocket Corps, or anything else, but then I'd
figured that waslikely. I'd dready dipped the caculator out of my pocket and had the projector pensin
hand.

Abruptly the Volgaturned down anarrow lane, then started to Sow.

| did to the curb side of the car, opened the door, and stumbled out onto snow-dlippery stones before
the embassy Volgatotaly stopped.

Three figuresin black coats appeared, al with rather long knives, but | was agood twenty feet from
where they had obvioudy expected me.

Before they took three steps, 1'd dready inserted the pensin the calculator and pressed the del ete key.

Two went down like undercut trees, but the third shook his head. He was either ghost-zombie resistant
or | was out of power. The calculator went on the top of asmal heap of snow as| kept moving.

| till had muscle power, and before the third thug recovered fully | stepped inside the knife hand and put
an elbow through hislarynx, and aknee somewhat lower. He was trying to retch and turning purple.

Then | turned and yanked the bulbous pen from my breast pocket.

The hard-faced Republic marine was lifting the forty-five when the zombie beam hit him. | wastoo far
away, which was probably a blessing, because, like the third thug, he just staggered.

| wasn't astough on him, but | wasn't gentle, either. | snapped his knee with asde kick and then broke
his gun wrist. The semi-blanknessin his eyes meant he probably wouldn't be too coherent about what
had happened, and that wasjust fine.

| borrowed hisforty-five and used it on dl three of the toughs. Since two of them hadn't any minds eft, |
wasn't doing any more than 1'd adready done—just changing the appearance of their virtua deathsinto
physicd degths.



Then | emptied the wegpon and |eft it several feet from the dazed marine. Moving quickly, | scooped up
the calculator and the pen antennas—one had jarred loose and | had to dig through the loose snow to get
it.

| walked briskly out of the narrow lane, hoping | could reorient myself and get to where | needed to be.

Behind me, | could hear windows opening, and voices, in delayed reaction to the shots, | wassure. In an
autocratic police Sate, especialy in winter weether, people are inclined to wait abit before investigating
gunshots.

There are 0 certain advantages to being graying and older. People don't think of graying men with lined
faces as able to act quickly. Someday | wouldn't be able to, and that day was probably closer than |
wanted to admit. Theway | was panting was more than enough indication of that.

It was a long walk through the cold wind and snow, past what seemed too many canas and innumerable
gray stone buildings, only afew of which were lightened with the pastel s one saw in the tourist guides. It
was close to two o'clock when | trudged into the lobby of the glass and dab-sided PetroRus building.
The granite that had been reddish in the sunlight when I'd come before just appeared dull now.

The clerk at the desk in the lobby looked at me blankly.
“Minigter Eschbach for Director Y usupov.”

The clerk didn't understand, or pretended he didn't. | pretended not to understand him, which wasn't that
hard, sncel didn't, except in general terms. He said something, and | repeated who | was and who |
wanted to see, and he shook his head. | stood there and repested what | had to say.

Findly, he picked up the wireset, then smiled wanly at me and pointed toit.

| nodded and pointed upstairs.

He shrugged.

Shortly, some young and junior type emerged from the elevator and waked toward me.
“There seemsto be amisunderstanding here,” he began.

“I'm surewe canwork it out,” | said firmly. “I'm Minister Johan Eschbach of Columbia I've had severa
mestings, the last one with Director Y usupov. | have some urgent information for him. Persondly. | think
he'd like to hear it. At the very least, he should hear that | am here.”

“Youare. . . the husband of thediva?’ He amiled. “ She was magnificent!” Hisfacefel. “But Director
Y usupov isnot here.”

“Then | suggest you inform either Director Kulikovsky or Prince Romanov.”
He frowned.

“Just ask,” | suggested.

Findly, he nodded and vanished back into the elevator.

| stood there stoically, in asemblance of amilitary paraderest. | redly wanted to pace back and forth,
but that would have given away too much.



Lessthan ten minutes later, the young executive or clerk reappeared, looking more than alittle puzzled.
“Prince Romanov has requested to seeyou.”

Thistime, the devator went al the way to the top. By then, the tips of my ears had findly thawed out. A
young woman, blonde and poised, met the elevator.

“Minister Eschbach?’
“Johan Eschbach,” | confirmed.
“Prince Romanov ismost interested in seeing you. Might | take your coat?’

“Oh...yes. A moment.” | dipped the discharged calculator into my suit coat pocket, and put the pens
in my breast pocket. “I hope | don't need these.”

She smiled tolerantly and took the coat and the gloves I'd put in the pocket.

Pyotr Romanov's office was on the northwest corner of the PetroRus building. The prince was standing
beside amost traditiona and ornate Russian desk that was agood two
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ancient wooden bookcase that towered floor to celling, filled with leatherbound volumes, books of
different ages, sizes, and shapes, not designer ones.

Through the broad green glass windows behind him, | could see the spire of the cathedra in the middle of
the Peter and Paul Prison and, aso, that the edges of the Nevawere beginning to freeze.

“Prince Romanov, Johan Eschbach,” | offered quietly.

A broad smile appeared on Romanov's angular face as | stepped forward. “Please be seated.”
Impossible asit seemed, his smile broadened. “Y ou are an interesting man, Minister Eschbach. Y ou
arrive without a car and without an escort. That isthe sign of amost confident man—or amost desperate
one”

| laughed. “ Some of each, | think. I'm very confident that we can put together something that will benefit
both our countries, and strengthen Russiain dealing with Ferdinand.”

“We do not need hep—’

| brushed off the disclaimer. “ The Russian winter and the endless number of Russian peasants are useful
only againgt massive attacks degpinto Russia. Ferdinand will never attack Russiain that way. He will
nibble your borders away, and let you attack him, and that will allow him to use dl of hiswegponsin
self-defense. And when your armies are gone, destroyed to the last man, he will advance, perhapsa
hundred versts, perhaps two hundred, and he will consolidate his gains, and then, in ageneration, his
successor will use similar tactics, just as Ferdinand's father did.”

“The Imperia Rocket Corps?’

“Evenif you had awarhead as deadly as Ferdinand's nuclear devices, right now you don't have the
roubles and the production capacity to produce enough of the Perun or what ever its successor may be.
The arrangement | suggested will buy you time and provide hard currency from Columbia. Very hard
currency that does not depend on poalitics. That currency can be used to strengthen whatever branch of
the military the tzar wishes.”

“And you can ddiver this?’

“I wouldn't be hereif | couldn't.” And I'd make sure that Columbian Dutch Petro didn't welsh on their
end of thededl, even if it meant using every politica card and dirty trick | knew.

“A mogt confident man.”

“A man sent to put together aded, not to make palitical points, or make large organizations happy.”
“You arenot giving thisaway.”

“Absolutely not. | want threethings.”

Pyotr Romanov raised his bushy eyebrows, so at variance with hisangular and dmost reptilian face,
“Y ou want? What isto prevent us from taking what you offer?’

“Y ou might get the raw technical data, but you won't get the support that will make it easier, and you
can't get the hard currency rolling in year after year without giving.” | smiled. “1 can ddiver the raw
technical datawithin days. That's the token of good faith. That's what you show the tzar or whoever to
proveyou're getting.”



“Not dl that datawill cometo PetroRus.”

“No. The environmental technology data goesto the Ministry of Interior and Director Vlasovich. You get
the enhanced technol ogy recovery equipment data—and whatever technical advice you need to make
senseof it.”

He nodded dowly. It wasn't anod of agreement. “What are your three things?’

“A dgned agreement granting the Alaskan north-dope oil concession to Columbian Dutch Petroleum,
along with an easement and the right to build a pipdineto our Northlands. That'sthefirst. The second is
evensmpler. | want Viktor Y elensov—the director in the Imperia Rocket Corps—to be &t the private
concert where my wifeis singing a the Winter Palace tomorrow, and | want afew minutesto talk to him
aonethere after the concert.”

That definitely got afrown, as much of puzzlement asanything ese.
“And thethird thing?’ he asked.

“Y our word of honor that you will support the concession agreement so long asroyalties are paid to
PetroRus or whatever Russian entity isto receive them.”

Romanov laughed. “Y our third condition . . . iswhat Kulikovsky would call naive.”

| laughed for amoment, then fixed my eyes on Romanov. “1 don't think so. Y ou're part of the longest
exiging roya lineagein theworld, at least the longest with red power. If you chooseto offer your word
of honor, you and | both know that if you break it, you'll be the oneto livewithit. I'm not asking
PetroRus. I'm asking you.”

Romanov's next laugh was rueful. *Y ou know the Russian code?’
“l do.”

“Y ou are ten years older, perhaps more.”

| smiled, and waited. Hed agree. He couldn't afford not to.
“Youredizel will haveto escort Y densov mysdf.”

“I thought that was possible.”

“Marshd Putin will not be pleased, nor will my cousin.”

“The marsha would not risk angering the tzar for such asmple request. A concert and areception in the
Winter Palace for one of his more promising scientists and project leaders. And surely the tzar would not
begrudge afew minutes.”

“The marshd will complain later. Sowill my cousin.”

“A meseting will cost neither you nor the tzar roubles. That part of the priceis chegp. The marshd may
complain, if he doesnot think it through. He aso could use the increased revenuesto the military.”

“Why do you wish to talk to this Y elensov?’

“Let usjust say | need to see him in person, and let us say that he probably doesn't want to see me.”



Romanov nodded. “Pardon me. . . but you know you cannot carry weapons into the Winter Palace?’

“I brought no side arms, no wegpons, even to Russia, and | won't have any on me tomorrow night. That
would be stupid and more than foolish.”

“That it would, and I do not think you are afoolish man, Minister Eschbach.” He smiled. “I will bring this
... Yéeensov to the concert for your meeting. That ismy gesture of good faith, and you will bring the
entire package of technica datato me on Monday.”

“Agreed.”

He stood, then smiled again. “It is till snowing. Would you be offended if | offered to have my limousine
return you to your embassy?’

| laughed as| dso stood. “ Scarcely. My driver seemed to have forgotten me. Y ou are most gracious.”
“Itismy plessure.”

He must have pressed a button, because the door opened, and the blonde young woman was there, with
my coat, to escort me out and down to the garage.

Romanov's limousine might have been aVolga, but it was twice the S ze of the embassy limousine—it
seemed that way to me. It flew aflag on ajack staff set on each front fender—one flag being the Russian
flag and the other the PetroRusflag, | thought.

Riding back felt better than walking through cold streetsin acity | barely knew, although | &t least knew |
could find my way back to the embassy.

The driver stopped in front of the main embassy door and then came around and opened it for me,
bowing.

“Thank you very much.”
His*Y ou are welcome’ was heavily accented, but far better than | could have donein Russian.

Sudwerth practicaly came running after me as | waked through the business section of the embassy
toward the guards that blocked the way to the rest of the embassy. | was ready to present my passport
when he charged up.

“Minister Eschbach! | didn't see the embassy car.”

| turned and smiled ruefully. “ Y our driver didn't have avery good sense of direction. Helet me off in
some forsaken section of St. Petersburg, and then drove off. | haven't seen him since. Next time, | think
I'll wait for Olaf—or for you.”

“Wed better go upstairs,” he said politely.

| shrugged.

Neither of us said anything until we were on the second floor.
“My officeishere” He gestured.

| entered, then turned. “Y ou seem upset. What's the problem?”’



“The driver hasn't returned, and that was more than four hours ago.”

“That'shisproblem,” | said tiredly. “I wasn't exactly pleased with him. | never could find either the
address or Y elensov, and | ended up walking to my second appointment.”

“Y our second appointment?’
“I finally got amesting with Pyotr Romanov, the head of PetroRus.”
Sudwerth's mouth amost opened, but he managed to keep a professional demeanor. “ Congratulaions.”

“Not yet. It'slooking favorable, but you can't count on things until they're actualy completed.” |
shrugged. “1 should know in afew days.” | paused. “At least, | hope | will.”

“About the driver?’” Sudwerth said. “Where did he take you?’

“I havenoidea It didn't look likewhat | thought Tolstoi Prospekt should ook, but | don't read Cyrillic.
He pointed to a building and said it was the place. | got out, and he was gone. So | went upand inside. It
was an office of some sort. There was a clerk who wanted to know if | was there about bills of lading. |
asked for aMigter Y elensov, and everyone just shook their head. One of them said | wasin the wrong
part of town and gave another address. | wasn't about to try to find it, not with another meeting. So |
walked until | found acand and followed it and findly got to the PetroRus building.”

“And you had your meeting and walked back, | suppose?’

“No. I had my meeting, and Prince Romanov loaned me the use of hislimousine to bring me back, snce
my driver had obvioudy gotten lost. So | had to apologize for the embassy'sincompetence.” | looked
hard at Sudwerth. “1 don't like gpologizing for incompetence, Colond.”

“Perhapsif Commander Madley .. ."

| just looked at him. “It's been along day, and it would have been awaste if I'd had to rely on your man.
I'm going to have dinner with my wife. Good evening, Colone.”

| smiled and walked out.

Behind his hdf-amile hewasfuming.

Then | walked over to the ambassador's office. “Ishein?’
“Ah...sr”

“I'll bejust aminute.” | walked to the door and opened it.

Both Darwaard and Hagel 1ooked up—amost guiltily—from where they sat on opposite sides of the
ambassador's desk.

| closed the door behind me. “ Gentlemen. | have adight problem. Or rather, you do. Thismorning, |
asked Colond Sudwerth to see what he could find out about someone whose name was passed to me.
When | returned from avisit with an old friend, who | thought might help, the colondl had |eft anote and
adriver.” | extended the crumpled note, first to Hagel and then to hisfirst secretary, but didn't let them
haveit. “ The driver abandoned mein the middle of St. Petersburg, and | had to walk to my appointment
with Pyotr Romanov. Scarcely agood sign, and athough Prince Romanov was gracious enough to send
me back in hislimousine, that was not good, either. | no sooner walk into the embassy than Colone
Sudwerth iscomplaining that hisdriver ismissing, asif | had anything to do with it.”



| looked from one to the other.

“Sir, Minigter Eschbach.. . . that note . . .” Darwaard said. “ That's not the colond'swriting. | get al his
reports.”

“Then,” | said dowly, “1 think you al have amuch, much bigger problem. And | do not think the Speaker
will be pleased.”

Hagel looked like he'd been gut-punched. Darwaard appeared mildly concerned.

| smiled. “It's not my problem, except that whatever it ismade it abit harder to deal with Pyotr
Romanov. What | was asked to do is hard enough without this sort of blunder. But | am most certain that
you two and the colone will find away to resolveit.” | paused, before adding, “I am most certain you
will.”

“Ah...yes Miniser Eschbach,” Hagd said dowly.

Neither said another word as | |eft, but after | heard the door close, before | stepped away, | could hear
the ambassador's voice, and it wasn't gentle, athough | couldn't make out the specific words.

Colond Sudwerth stood by the desk of the ambassador's secretary.
“I'd wait afew minutesif | wereyou, Colond,” | suggested.

“| gppreciate the advice, Minister Eschbach.” Beneath the polite tone, there was a chill colder than dl the
show dill faling outsde.

| kept smiling as| walked toward the elevator that would take me upgtairs.

A

L LYSETTE AND | had dinner in the embassy dining area—early and done a one of the smaller
tables—and | told her exactly what 1'd told the colonel and the ambassador. From my expressions and
gestures, she understood that there was much more, and that there wasn't anything to be said where we
were. Shewas aso worried.

Sowasl|, but | had avery good idea that nothing would happen—not until after Saturday night, when al
bets were off.

Evenwith dl thetension, | did fal adeepfairly soon. That was what walking around . Petersburg in the
cold had donefor me. | just didn't deepthat |ate.

Llysettedid. So | wasin the smal kitchen alittle after sunrise the next morning, suffering through tea that
was too strong and too bitter . . . and going through the news summaries, and the Times of London. The
Speaker had issued a satement saying that the Caribbean was open to al merchant shipping of any
registry and invited Emperor Ferdinand to follow hislead. There had been no response from Vienna, and
probably wouldn't be. Complaining about the Caribbean had just been an excuse for Ferdinand to extend
Austrian control over another area of the globe, and little short of war would see an Austrian back-down
there.



The quartersbell chimed. Even as| roseto get it beforeit rang again, | wondered who it could be so
early on a Saturday morning.

Both Colone Sudwerth and Commander Madley were standing outside in working undress blues. They
looked most unhappy.

| opened the door.

“Colonel, Commander . .." | just looked from oneto the other.

“Might we comein, Minister?’ asked Madley.

“Certainly, but I'd ask you to speak quietly. Llysetteis still deeping, and she hasto perform tonight.”
“Of course.” That was the commande.

Sudwerth just nodded.

We sat on three adjoining chairsin the salon, and | waited for one of them to speak.

Findly, Sudwerth cleared histhroat. “Your driver?. . .”

“Olaf?’ | didn't haveto act puzzled on that.

“No. .. Corpora Bromwood.”

“Colond ... if you're talking about the man who drove meto the wrong place yesterday, he wasn't my
driver. Hewas your driver. Now . . . what's the problem?’

“The Russans are charging the driver with murder.”

“Murder? What did he do? Go off and try aburglary or break into some woman's house?’

“No.”

| sighed. “Why don't you tell me what happened? | told you about my problemswith the corpord.”
“The embassy car was found on aside street in abad digtrict in St. Petersburg yesterday around noon.”
“And you didn't find out about it until now?” | let my voice rise and sound haf incredulous, haf annoyed.

“Wedidn't find that out until after eight o'clock last night. The embassy got acall saying that one of our
soldiers had been injured and wasin the St. Petersburg hospital in serious condition. Captain Austin went
to the hospital. He found a guard posted at the door to Bromwood's room, but no one would tell him

why.”
| waited.

“Thismorning,” Sudwerth continued, “just about a half hour ago, we received avisitor from the Ohkrana
He informed me that Bromwood had murdered three Russians. They said the ballistics tests say that his
forty-five killed the three men.” Sudwerth snorted. “ There's a problem with that. HE's got a shattered
knee and a broken wrist. HE's il in shock and can't remember anything. If he killed the three, how
could he have doneit in that condition?’

“They attacked him, and he probably fired at them after he realized they were serious.” | frowned. “It
could be that there were several more attackers, and they got to him before he could shoot any more of



them. It could be any number of things,” | pointed ouit.

“One of hisattackers had a crushed throat. He probably would have died of suffocation if he hadn't been
shot.”

“And?’ | asked.

“Y ou were the last person we know that saw Bromwood.” Sudwerth was sounding far less deferential.
Far less.

| nodded. “I'vetold you what | know. Bromwood left me somewhere | couldn't possibly recognize and
then drove off. All the sgnswerein Cyrillic, and, from what | could tell, it wasn't anywhere near wherel
was supposed to be. I'm stand ing in the snow, in the middle of St. Petersburg, wondering wherel am
and where you are, and where your driver's gone. Whatever it is, I'm sorry the driver got mixed upinit,
but...” | spread my hands helplessy. “1 haven't any ideaof what | can add to thismess. Y our driver
made amess of my day, and put mein not the best of lights with PetroRus, and now he's getting the
embassy into trouble a atime when what I'm trying to work out isat amost delicate stage.”

“I'mtrying to find out what happened, Minister Eschbach.”

| sighed loudly. “Colonel. | have told you three times what happened. Your driver left meinthelurch. |
couldn't find the address, and | had to walk to my second appointment. Prince Romanov waswell avare
that | walked to hisoffice. | wouldn't have wished this on anyone, but | haveto tell you that | wasn't
exactly pleased, and if the way he handled mewas any indication, | redlly can't say I'm surprised.”

“Y ou don't sound terribly sympathetic.”

| took along deepbreath. “Y our driver left me in adesolate part of St. Petersburg, where | was
supposed to meet you. Y ou didn't show up, and the driver left meto fend for myself. Now you're acting
asthough it's my fault that the man didn't do hisjob and got into trouble. I'm sorry he'sin trouble with the
Russians. | wouldn't wish that on any innocent person, but if hed escorted meto theright place, it's clear
none of thiswould have happened.” | fixed very cold eyes on Sudwerth. “If you'd been there, this
wouldn't have happened. | didn't create this mess. If anyone's responsiblefor it, you are.”

He stepped back.

“Maybe you have a problem with your military personnel, Colonel. Maybe you should look into that
before arriving at my door ready to blame me.”

“Isthat dl you haveto say?” Hewas 4till clearly angry.

“No.” | stood upand glared at the colond. 1 have one other thing to say. When matters go wrong at the
bottom, there's usualy a problem at the top. | suggest you look into that most thoroughly before you
imply blame to someone who's been in Russiafor exactly four days.” | looked at Madley. “ Commander,
| need to talk to you.” Then | turned my eyes back on Sudwerth. “Good day, Colonel. | suggest you
look elsewherefor the cause of your problems.”

Sudwerth was furious, which was exactly theway | wanted him. He looked at Madley asif to say
something.

“Commander Madley was detailed by the Minister of Defense to work for me, Colond. | suggest you
remember that, aswell.” | gestured toward the foyer. “Good day, Colond.”

Madley stood there, haf dazed, if not in outright shock, long after the door had closed behind adeparting



Sudwerth. Acting the situation hadn't been that hard, because Sudwerth had been the reason for the
mess.

Madley wiped hisforehead. “Sir .. .”

“Y ou're wondering why | was so hard on the colonel and worried that I've put you in animpossible
position.” | laughed. “If | hadn't done that, you'd be in an even worse position.”

“I can't say | understand, Sir.”

“You will. Just think about this. Sudwerth arranged the meeting | was supposed to go to; hisdriver
relieved Olaf. If you look intoit, | suspect you'll find Olaf was detained or sent on an errand.”

| extended a piece of paper. “| was given this. Either Sudwerth wrote it or hisdriver forged it or
someone eseforged it who knew | wastracking Y elensov. At that moment, there were exactly three
peoplein the embassy besides me who knew—you, Chrigtian, and the colond. Did you tdl anyone?’

“No, gr.”
“Did Chrigian?’

“He couldn't have, not for awhile, because | helped him go through the records. We were together for at
least an hour.”

“That leaves the colonel, Commander, because | had that note less than an hour after | told you two.” |
paused. “Andysiswill show it's not my writing. If Sudwerth sent me on awild hare chase. . . that's not
exactly good. If he didnt, then it showsthat his detachment isn't what it should be. Either way . . .”

“That's apretty serious accusation, Sir.”

| sighed. “Commander . . . just ask yoursdf two questions. Why am | here, and why are you here?’
After aminute, hiseyesdropped. “Thisisn't agood situation.”

“If it were, would you have been detailed to answer to my orders?’

“Probably not, sir.”

“Theré's nothing you can do right now, Commander, except kegpan eye on the colonel and keegpan
accurate record of what happens.”

“Ya S'r..n

After heleft, and the door closed a second time, LIysette dipped out from the bedchamber into the salon.
Shelooked a me. “Y ou have troubles, mon cher.”

“Colond Sudwerth's driver—the one who left me on my own—has been charged with murder by the
Russians. The good colond thinks | had something to do with it. He doesn't seem to understand that he
and the driver caused the problems, not me.”

“Toujours, that istheway of those like him. They would blame everyone but themsdves.”
“He'smorethan alittle angry, and | worry about what he might do.”

“Y ou will do what is necessary, n'est-ce-pas?”



“We each have our jobsto do.” | smiled. “What will you wesar tonight?’

“The other recitd gown.”

“Y ou thought something like this might happen. Performing for thetzar, | mean.”
“Non. It could happen. That | knew, but to count on it, non.”

“After you get dressed, we need to eat.”

“After you offer metea, mon cher, | will dress.” She arched her eyebrows.

| laughed for amoment before | hugged her, trying not to think about what would happen after her
performance.

35

| WAS MORE than alittle nervous going to the Winter Palace on Saturday night. It had been made clear
that LIysette's performance was for theimperia family and friends, not for dignitaries. The ambassador
was not invited, nor was Deputy Minister Drummond Kent. There were only four of usin the embassy
limousine—Terese, Llysette, Commander Madley, and me. I'd insisted on the commander as both an
aidefor usand as atrandator, and the Russians had apparently agreed.

“Thisisrealy acommand performance,” Terese said. “1 wish | had a chanceto practice with the
instrument. | don't know how it will even fed. It's nerve-wracking enough to play for animperid tzar,
without even knowing the piano.”

“That'swhy the hugefees,” | said dryly. | shifted my weight. The pen projector with its new battery, and
the sparesinsde my jacket, felt huge, and yet smultaneoudly, | felt asthough | were about to walk into a
battle unarmed.

The driver turned off the Palace Embankment and eased the limousine through the left hand archway in
the lower level of the Winter Pdace, the only one whose iron gates were brightly lighted. Onceinsdethe
huge courtyard, the limousine pulled upunder acovered portico, where footmen uniformed in gray with
green piping opened the doors.

Onceinside, we walked through alarge mesh arch, adetector of some sort, and LIysette had to open her
metallic purse, apparently because the meta sequins blocked the scanners. LIysette |ooked disconcerted
when the attendant motioned for her to open the purse, but there wasn't much in the velvet-lined
purse—just acompact, alipstick, afolding brush, and smilar items.

Partway down the corridor were three women in identical dark blue velvet dresses. One stepped
forward and said something.

“Shewantsto take your coats,” explained the commander.

We surrendered our coats, and then another functionary, thisonein gray and gold, appeared to escort
us, taking us up a huge staircase and then back through what seemed endless halls, most of them with
parquet floors of intricate and origina designsthat changed from hal to hall.



The concert hall was on the second leve of the Winter Pdace, athough they called it the first floor in the
European tradition. | dso wouldn't have called the room a concert hall. There was asmal raised built-in
daisagaingt onewadl; it looked to be an eongated hexagon lifted only afoot above the mixed and
polished woods that comprised the el aborate parquet floor of the rest of the space. The wallswere
white, with intricate moldings, including what | would have cdled aledge molding al the way around the
hall about fifteen feet off the floor. The celling rose at least another ten feet above that. Etched glass
doors were st at intervals on two sides of the hall.

There were close to two hundred seats set out in an arc, and each seat was an armless upholstered
wooden chair— except for the larger throne-like uphol stered armchairs set apart from the othersjust in
front of the wal opposite the performing dais.

Somewhere around fifty people, dl informd attire, sood in the open spaces around the chairs, and the
low buzz of conversation ebbed and flowed.

| looked for the four chairsto the left and in front of the tzar's chair. That was where the four of uswere
togt.

Aswe sat down, more people appeared in the room, until it was almost full. Then, another set of doors
opened, and everyone stood. So did we. The tzar and the tzarina entered, preceded by three children, a
girl and two boys, al roughly between nine and twelve, | would have guessed.

When the tzar was seated, everyone else sat, and so did we.

Then afunctionary in agold and green uniform stepped out and |ooked toward us. Terese and Llysette
rose and stepped onto the low dais. Terese did take afew momentsto run through a scale or two and to
get afed for the piano.

Asat the cultura exchange concert, LIysette began with Rimsky-Korsakov's Nightingale, her voice
soaring and filling the hal, yet with awarmth and a delicacy that was more obviousin the smaler space.

That got sighs, before the gpplause. Next came the three Tchaikovsky pieces, with more nods, sighs, and
greater applause, especidly for the Russan verson of “Last Night.” Then shedid “The Lilacs™ before
going to her French heritage with Debussy's“ Air deLia”

That's where she added another French piece, “ Air desbijoux,” Marguerité's “jewel song” from
Gounod's Faust, before doing the Rachmaninov Vocalise. Even though it was avocalise, with no actua
words, with LIysette'sinterpretation and fedling it sounded angdlic, powerful, beautiful—and very
Russan.

There was arespectful moment of slence after the Vocalise, before enthusiastic applause.

Llysette gestured to Terese, conveying that there would be another song, and murmurs passed around
the room for amomen.

They finished with Mozart's“ Allluia,” which, of course, wasin Latin, and the gpplause was even greeter.
There were enough cries of something, which Commander Madley trandated as*“encore” for me, that
she sang the Gershwin “ Summertime’ as the encore. They wanted more, and after amoment, she and
Terese turned to each other and spoke. Then Llysette did the Adieu, foré&t” ariafrom Tchaikovsky's
Orleanskaya-Deva, which I'd been told meant “Maid of Orleans.” -The tzarinaliked that, and there was
more applause, but LIysette and Terese just smiled and bowed.

Beforethey could leave the dais, the tzar beckoned, and a functionary in agold and green uniform



stepped forward, carrying amoderately large black lacquered box and asmaller box.
The smaller box wastendered to Terese.

“Y ou are mogt skilled, madame, and dlowed atrue talent to flower for usdl.” Thetzar smiled. “ That too
istaent, and to be rewarded.”

Tereseinclined her head, but the tzar had dready turned to Llysette, asthe functionary extended the
larger lacquer box to her.

“Thiswas painted by the younger Golovin, years ago. He did not paint many. Our other giftsareinside.
For both of you.” Thetzar smiled, and so did the tzarina. “'Y ou were even more magnificent tonight than
the other night. Y our power is evident at the Mariinsky, but here your warmth is more obvious. The
children will remember thisfor many years.”

Even from where| sat, the nod made it clear that Llysette was dismissed. She curtsed, asdid Terese,
and then they bowed and moved sideways, off the dais and back before their seats next to me. There
wasthe faintest Sgh of relief from somewhere, as though someone had worried the two women might
turn their backs on the tzar.

Thetzar stood, as did the tzarina, and, after amoment, everyone ese, astheimmediate ruling family
stepped toward the doors through which they had entered.

Llysette eased to my shoulder.
“Minigter Eschbach?’ The angular face of Pyotr Romanov was above my shoulder.

“I'll only be afew minutes.” That waswhat | hoped, and what | told LIysette. “Y ou stay with the ladies,
Commander.”

Commander Madley frowned momentarily, then nodded.
“Yes, gr.”

| followed the prince—but not al that fa—only afew yards through afoyer and into another room. On
theway, | palmed the pen projector.

“Thisisthe Maachite Room,” explained the angular Romanov. “It used to be afavorite of the tzarinas,
years ago, but hasfallen into lessfavor as being too ornate.”

| glanced around, noting the el aborate opulence, with the carvings that festooned every molding, and
vases and paintings, and the malachite green that seemed everywhere. A thinshouldered but tall man rose
from one of the settees as we neared. His pale face showed every sign of hisnot wishing to be there, and
his eyes burned.

| just smiled.

“Viktor . . . thisisMinister Eschbach. He very much wanted afew words with you.” Pyotr Romanov
bowed. “I will rgoin you both in afew minutes.”

| knew Y elensov had to speak English, however badly, and it might make matters easier, but | didn't say
anything until the prince vanished. “Good evening, Director Y densov. | did want to meet you
face-to-face”

“You have. Now | will go.” His English was heavily accented but understandable.



“I don't think s0.”
“Thisisoutrageous. | have work to do.”

“I'm sure you do, but not on a Saturday night. How close are you to using afusion reaction to powering a
one-time zombification projection?’

Y densov stared a me. “ Prince Romanov said you were an environmenta minister.”

“What you're trying to do has environmental impacts, don't you think? People are part of the
environment.”

“Y ou Columbians. Why are you here?’

“lan't it obvious? Colond Sudwerth isworried you won't be able to complete the job. They're putting
pressure on him for results, and if anyonein Congressfindsout . . .” | shrugged.

“Youwont leave . Petersburg.” His voice amost hissed.
“Why don't we worry about that later?’
Y densov laughed, very softly, menacingly.

| was glad I'd already palmed the pen projector. | just hoped I'd read the man right. “ So you've actualy
tried combining de-ghosting boosted by an atomic device, and it didn't work. What makes you think it
ever will?’ | asked conversationaly.

Y e ensov's face narrowed.

“It'san interesting proposition,” | said carefully. “But concelving of it and putting it into practice are two
different maiters”

“Anything that can be conceived can be developed. Isthat not the god of science?’
Even through the heavy accent, | could hear the archness of histone of voice.

“And you and your team need to put science in the service of the motherland to keep Ferdinand at bay?’
| asked.

“| need no team.”

“Y ou need no team, for what, boosting the effect across twenty versts? When al you can do is twenty
yards?’

“Twenty verss?’

He till hadn't said anything. So | prodded again. “What good will that do with an impact of only twenty
versts across? Y ou couldn't build enough rockets, and Ferdinand has dl his headquarters shiel ded.
Anything that will block nuclear radiation will be more than enough to block your little gadget—if you can
evenbuildit.”

“Twenty versts? One can do that from atower. Why not two hundred versts?’ His hand dipped toward
the dit pocket in hisjacket and the bulge beneath.

Two hundred versts?| tried not to wince, even as | unpalmed the pen and triggered it.



Y densov just looked a me blankly as | rummaged through his coat pockets. | wasright, except his
gadget looked more like aminiature pistol with twin antennas. | pointed it at the floor and discharged
it—for along time—then bent one of the projection antennas.

“Hold this. . . it discharged accidentaly when you tried to point it at me.”

| put afresh battery in my own pen, thought about replacing it in my pocket, but instead dipped it up
indde my shirt cuff, where| could let it dideinto my hand quickly.

| backed away.

Of course, there were guards at the door to the Malachite Room, in the foyer between the room and the
concert hdl, which athough yards avay might aswell have been versts. Military guards, and they had
pistols pointed a me. Beside them was a broad-shouldered and smiling officer, wearing the insgnia of the
Imperial Rocket Corps.

“Y ou werewaiting for me, Mgor?’

“Colond . .. Colonel Kerachev .. ."

“I beg your pardon.” | turned over my open handsto suggest | wasn't carrying anything in them.
“It'samost apity you carry no weapons,” the colonel said. “ That would have madeit far easier.”

They'd obvioudy seen Y densov till standing when I'd opened the door, and hadn't drawn the right
conclusion—yet. But it might not be long.

“If I ran, it might be hard to explain shooting mein the back, especialy since | wasinvited to the Winter
Pdace, and especidly with the concert hal not thet far away.”

“Thosefew left would not dare moveif they heard shotsfrom here. Not with the tzar dready safein his
private quarters. Why, his private musicians are probably aready playing military marches, or heis
listening to adisk of them. Thetzar likeshismusic very loud.”

| wasfar from an expert on Russian physiognomy, but | didn't believe him. Not totally.
“Where arewe going?’

“Doesit matter?’

“I suppose your friends don't spesk English.”

“How perceptive of you.”

| triggered the pen, keeping it half palmed. His face blanked, and then he crumpled. | till didn't
understand why some people went down, and others just stood there blankly. Strength or weakness of
soul and spirit?

The soldierslooked at him, and | swept them with the last fragments of the charge.

They shook their heads, blinking, asif they couldn't see. | probably fumbled, but I managed to open the
pen and put in another battery before giving them another jolt. One stood, and one went down.

There | was, just outside the Ma achite Room, once afavorite of one of the earlier tzarinas, with three
bodies who would wake up zombies, and two standing around. | hoped | didn't have to explain too much



or too long, but even if | didn't make it out of the palace, I'd done Harlaan's dirty work and at least
delayed amilitary and ecologica nightmare.

| pointed to the door to the Malachite Room. The soldier began to walk.

Intheend, | |eft four zombiesin the Maachite Room and walked back through the foyer to the concert
hall, nodding at the guards by the door as | stepped back inside. | had one of the military sde armsin the
inside pocket of my formal vest. That was arisk, but not great compared to the ones I'd already taken.

The room was amost empty, athough Llysette was talking to agirl who appeared to be about ten.
Pyotr Romanov eased toward me. “ Are you satisfied?’

| motioned for him to follow me abit avay into acorner of the almost-deserted concert hal. “Yedensov is
azombie, a soulless man. He was carrying some sort of device. Some soldiers followed usinto the room.
Hetold meto get away. | did. He did something, and four of them are without spirits.”

Romanov sarted to flush. “You .. .”

| glared a him. “Y elensov was going to double-cross you. He wanted the oil concession to go to
AmeriSun. He was getting solid rocket propellant formulas from them through the Putilov connection.
They wanted the oil concession.” | held up ahand. “The Imperia Rocket Corps hasthose formulae
aready. What'sdoneisdone. You'll get the oil concession, and alot morein roydties from Columbian
Dutch. No onefrom Columbiawill say athing.”

The anger in hisface was dowly replaced by acombination of relief and amusement. “What wasthe
devicethat turned men into zombies?’

“I don't know how he got it.” That wastechnicaly true. | had my idess, but | didn't know. “1 do know
that Ferdinand is supposed to have something like that. It might have some military use, and I'd guess that
Y elensov's staff knows all about it, but you'd know how to handle that far better than 1. Y elensov was
dill halding it when | I€ft. | didn't want anything to do withiit.”

“I should explain this?’

“Don't explain anything. Say that Y eensov wanted to double-cross you, and that Russawould have
suffered because Ameri Sun can't pay the same amount of roydties” | smiled. “Unless|'ve read things
very wrong, you need both that technology and that hard currency far more than you need a
superwegpon that will only result in more disaster to Russathan anyone dse”

He started to protest, studied my face, and gave me aresigned look. “Y ou will ensure all goesasyou
sad.”
“I' will.”

“Y ou and your diva had best leave with your ambassador, now. | would a so recommend that you not
leave the embassy until your aircraft takes you back to Columbia”

As Prince Romanov and Commander Madley escorted us back to the courtyard and the waiting
embassy limousine, | knew 1'd be more than happy to get aboard the big Curtiss, but that wasn't until
Monday, at the earliest, or so I'd been told—if | could survive until Monday.

| watched closdly asthe driver guided the limousine back though theiron gates, but they didn't close, and
No one came running after us or started shooting. | took adow and silent deep breath.



After that, | didn't say al that much in the limousine, except to keep congratulating Terese and Llysette.

“Yousee. . . thetzar was pleased. Y ou could tell it from hisface, and even the tzarinasmiled.” | paused.
“Who wasthe girl you weretaking to?’

“She was the daughter of one of the grand dukes,” explained Commander Madley.

“She wanted to know if shewastoo old to begintosing.” Llysettelaughed. “I asked her if she could play
the piano.” She adjusted the metallic black purse that seemed heavier than it |looked.

“She sat down and played part of a concerto some of my college students have trouble with,” added
Terese.

“At her age, if shehasthevoice. . .” | began.
Llysette nodded. “ Mais, thevoice. . . who can tell?’

At that point, the limousine swung past the sentries and into the courtyard of the embassy. | struggled out
and held the door for the ladies.

“Will you be needing me moretonight, Sir?” asked the commander.
“Not that | know of.”
“Tomorrow?’

“I'd doubt it,” | answered. “I expect | won't hear from PetroRus or the Ministry of Interior until Monday.
If you're not tied up sightseeing, you might check tomorrow afternoon. | think Llysette and | will try to
unwind.”

At that point, | really wished we had a bottle of wine, and | know Llysette did, but | hadn't thought about
that. Again, I'd been too wrapped up in my project to think about her need to unwind. She'd had some
timeto do that at the reception after the concert, but the private recita at the Winter Palace had been
strange, to say the least. In away, I'd expected a reception—or something—but maybe there had been,
and we were the hired help and not invited into such exalted circles.

The commander did escort us all up to our rooms, then bowed and departed. | checked the quarters
quickly before heleft, but no one wasthere. Then Llysette and | stood by the piano where sheld set the
black lacquer box.

| wondered about opening the box, but somehow, with the exquisite scene upon it, and the tzar's
reference to Golovin, | doubted that it would be explosive. Still, sinceit had no lock, | found a coat
hanger and made a hook and padded it.

“Johan . . . this, it isnecessary?’

“Probably not . . .” | grunted as | eased up the cover, which was no chore, so easily did it open. The
gruntswere partly for effect, and partly because | wasdoing it in away so as not to scratch the finish.

Therewere two itemsin the box—an envelope and a narrow velvet box. Llysette opened the velvet box
firgt. It contained a heart-shaped emerad pendant on what seemed to be a platinum rope-style chain.
Theemerald was easily ten caratsin S ze.

We both swallowed, looking at ajewd that was probably worth more than al we owned and might ever
own.



Therewas a click from the foyer, and we both turned as Colonel Sudwerth appeared, wearing not his
undress uniform but ablack flight suit.

“Greetings, most honored Minister Eschbach.” Sudwerth's voice wasjovid as he waked through the
smdll entry foyer and into the salon. “Pardon my walking in, but | knocked, and the door was gar.”

It hadn't been.

At the sound of Sudwerth'svoice, Llysette set down the velvet jewd box on the Haaren and clutched the
black metdlic handbag that was both larger than the usua evening bag she carried for performances and
aso didn't quite match the black and silvered green performing gown.

“Good evening, Colond. How can we help you?’

“Youreabungling idiot, Eschbach.”

No fancy titles, now.

“Oh?’

“I could report you straight to the Okhrana. . . for murdering Y densov.”
“Murder?I'm not aware that | murdered anyone.”

“Y ou turned him into azombie—like you did Corpora Bromwood.”

“| don't recall seeing you at the Winter Palace, Colond.”

Hejust smirked before going on. “ All you think about is how pure you can make things and how you can
make money for the merchant bankers of Asten and New Amsterdam. Therest of us have more
important thingsto worry about. Thingslike the survival of Columbia. . . .”

“I worry about it, too, Colond,” | pointed out. “And like you, I've fought for her.”
“I don't understand you,” he said. “What did you do to Y elensov?’

“I didn't do anything. Or rather, | stopped him from doing something to me. He pulled out a gadget,
except | thought it wasagun. It went off, but it had antennas, and it stunned him. | decided to leave him
with the gadget and dip away. But it was redlly a setup, because there were some elite Rocket Corps
soldiers and a colond waiting for me. . . but, then, you knew al about it. Y ou helped set it up.”

“Why would | do anything like that?’
The question was a dead giveaway.

“Because you're the conduit between the Columbian Air Corps zombie project, or whatever they cdl it,
and the Imperial Rocket Corps.” | really didn't want to use the pen projector on Sudwerth. That would
have been extremely hard to explain, even if | could have gotten it out of my pocket without his noticing
it. Evenif | could have, it was discharged, and | had no more batteries nearby.

“You're both traitors.” The gun that appeared in his hand was on me, but his eyes darted back and forth
between LIysette and me.

“You're part of the congpiracy that turned zombification and de-ghosting technology over to the
Russians—not to mention the AmeriSun solid rocket fue—and were traitors? Could you explain that,



Colond?’

“We can't stop Ferdinand by oursalves, Eschbach. Look at the failures, year after year. Time after time.
Y oure here, practically begging the tzar for theright to purchase his oil. That's strength? That'saforeign

policy””

“And you wanted to give the Russians rocket technology and spur them into developing a
nuclear-powered zombiebomb? So that they could turn sections of Europe into lands populated only by
zombies? And what would Ferdinand do then? He'd send his heavy bombers eastward and turn all of
Russiaeast of the Urdsinto black glass. Isthat the world you want to livein? Or leave to your
children?’

“Better that than the world you'd leave, with everything under Ferdinand's thumb, with work camps
everywhere.”

My zombie pen was discharged and out of batteries, evenif | could have reached it, and the Russian side
amwasinsgdemy vest. Inshort . . . | wasout of luck. I'd anticipated that Sudwerth would do something
stupid, but | hadn't thought he'd actualy break into our quartersin the embassy right after Llysette's
performance in the Winter Palace. So he was smarter about that than | was, and | had just come up
againg the fact that | was getting too old for the gamein which I'd once excelled.

“Work camps. . .” Llysette swayed, and then crumpled.
| started toward her.

“Don't move, Eschbach. It's better thisway. I'll get her next. Y ou don't think Y elensov was the only one
with a‘gadget,” did you. Poor woman, couldn't stand the shock of an Austrian nkilling her
husband.” Heraised the sde arm, and | realized that it wasn't any officid Columbian issue, but smaller.

That made sense, too.
| waited until he started to squeeze, then lurched Sdeways, to hisright.

| didn't hear thefirst report, but | felt like a dedgehammer had smashed into my chest. The second shot
ripped into my left arm, haf spinning me.

Therewas athird report, a sharper crack, followed by afourth and afifth, but they came nowhere near
me.

| blinked, finding myself haf on my knees, haf againg one of the salon chairs, trying to ignore the blazing
inmy left arm, and the dull aching from the impact of the first shot againgt the vest liner. | fumbled to pull
the Russian sidearm out from inside my vest. Sudwerth looked at the splotches of darkness on his chest
and, with shaking hands, dowly turned hisweapon toward Llysette, who had fired from the floor.

| findly fumbled out the Russian side arm, more quickly than it seemed, aimed it, and squeezed. It did go
off, and Sudwerth went down, and he wasn't going to get up. He might not have, anyway, from what
Llysette had done, but I'd wanted to be sure he didn't fire at her. That wasthe least | could do to atone

for my supidity.
| wasn't sure | was going to get up, ether, as stars flashed in front of my eyes.

| was only out for afew minutes, | thought. But | was stretched out on one of the love seets, Llysette
bending over me. Again, as once years before, she had bound my arm, and | could see Commander
Madley standing behind her.



“Greetings, Commander,” | croaked, haf wondering how held gotten there so quickly.
“Hush,” Llysette said. “ The embassy doctor, heiscoming.”

Madley looked a my arm. “He shot you. Sudwerth shot you.”

“Hetried. It can't be that bad, or | wouldn't be here.”

“You'velost some blood and then some,” Madley replied. “ Doctor Emsworth will beright here. He said
not to moveyou.” After amoment, he asked, “ Colond Sudwerth?’

“The good colond saved our lives, | think, by stepping in front of an Austrian assassin. The assassin
escaped—regrettably. | don't know that it should be made public, but we should report thefacts. . . and
let his superiors determine what kind of commendation he should receive.”

“The colond, hetried to kill Johan. Hewas atraitor,” Llysette said. “But . . . it would not be good to tell
the world. He said an assassin was here to kill us. The colonel—he stepped in front of the bulletsto save
rrE_”

Weak and dizzy as| was, | could see the cold strength in her eyes.
So did Madley. Hetook a step backward. “Theguns. . . they have prints. . .”

“They donot,” Llysette replied. “ The assassinswore gloves. They will find no prints.” She looked at me.
“Nor anything ese.”

| hadn't seen her wipe the guns, but | didn't doubt it. | also got the message about Sudwerth's “gadget.”

Llysette and Madley were both right about one thing. | did need help. There were starsflashing in front of
my eyes. Then | couldn't see anything.
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THEDOCTOR, LLY SETTE, and Commander Madley wouldn't let me meet with Pyotr Romanov until
Tuesday, more than two full days later, dthough they said he could have cometo see me.

What | had to say didn't belong inside the embassy, but | did ask for an armed guard from the embassy
to escort me to and from PetroRus, and Commander Madley carried the case with dl of the dataand
techniques I'd promised. The armed guard wouldn't have stopped the Imperial Rocket Corps, but it
would have been far too embarrassing for anyoneto try to overpower adetachment of Columbian
marines—and it would have raised questions | knew no one wanted reopened.

So, with my arm till inading, mainly because it was going to take awhile for tissue and musclesto hedl,
| walked into the PetroRus building, flanked by a Republic Nava Air Corps lieutenant commander and
four Republic marines.

Thistime no one asked any embarrassing questions, and Commander Madley and | were escorted to the
elevator and whisked to the top floor.



Pyotr Romanov and Serge Y usupov both were waiting in the foyer on the top floor.
Pyotr Romanov looked at the arm that wasin ading.

“I'll explain . . . inamoment. It'swhy I'maday late.” | turned to Madley. “ Commander, if you'd open the
case and give the documentsinside to Prince Romanov.”

Madley did.

Interestingly, Romanov didn't hand them to Y usupov, but held on to them and looked at me. “We need a
few minutes, do we not, Minister Eschbach?’

1] We dO,”
“Serge will provide some background to the commander whilewetak.”

So | followed the prince back to the ornate office that overlooked agray St. Petersburg, athough the
temperature had risen to around freezing.

After he closed the door and we sat down, he nodded toward my arm. Y ou were well when you left the
Winter Palace.”

“Iwas.” | gave arueful smile. “ The paace was safer than the embassy. It gppears as though an Austrian
agent, possibly an intermediary, penetrated our embassy. The agent was determined to stop the ail
agreement, because the Austrians see that as a Columbian move to strengthen Russia. He thought he
could do so by shooting me.”

“Itisan interesting story, Minister Eschbach.”

“It'snot only interesting, but the way it was reported.” | smiled. “I'm ready to have that agreement signed
tOdw,”

“Thesethingstaketime,” the prince temporized.

“I was shot. A senior colonel was shot protecting me. The colonel waskilled with either aluger or a
Russian Maxim belonging to a zombie who was once asenior project manager for amost dubious
adventure by the Imperia Rocket Corps.”

“Itissaid that such an *adventure’ would restore greatnessto Russia”

“Theres great doubt that it will ever work.” | laughed, bitterly, ignoring wheat that did to my chest, upper
arm, and shoulder. “Evenif it did work, it would guarantee that al inhabited areas of Russiaeast of the
Uraswould be turned into black glass by Ferdinand's heavy bombers. The Swedes would immediately
moveinto al areasthat weren't radioactive, and Russiawould be back in the tenth century so far as
sovereignty happened to be concerned.”

“Oh..”

“Prince Romanov . . . | don't play games. The Putilov people sold the Rocket Corps and the tzar abill of
phony goods. | don't deny that the basic de-ghosting technology exists. Ferdinand dready hasit, and, if
Russiausesit to build mobile defensive projectors, you can certainly ensure that you can't be
invaded—not without even greater costs than those created by the Russian winter.”

Hisface remained impassive.



“Now ..."” | emphasized. “Y ou—or Russia—have gotten some good defensive technology, and you got
it for next to nothing. Y ou've just gotten the basisfor oil recovery technology that cost others hundreds of
millions, if not billions. I've just saved you from aworldwide disaster, and it'stimefor agesturein

return.”

“Youthink | can provide such?’ The eyebrows waggled.

“Of course. Y ou had your doubts about Y elensov and his projects from the beginning. Y ou just didn't
have the clout or the position to stop him. Neither did the Imperid Air Corps. Otherwise, you wouldn't
have made sure that Y elensov came to the Winter Palace. If the tzar looked into that closely . . . at the
very least, you might not be quite so favored. He may even have had some doubts, but wanted someone
esetoact.” | smiled. “So you recommend the Columbian Dutch Petro concession and get it signed
because it offers more cash—hard dollars—and that will strengthen your position. And Russia”

“Putilov getsnothing?’

“They got the solid fud for your next-stage Perun, and Fyodor Ilyinsky getsto keep hisjob and his head.
That'sfair, | think.”

“Why should | give away Russan oil?’

| had the fedling we were backtracking, but you never know. “Look. You could do it asajoint venture,
but joint venture meansjoint investment of capital and equipment, which you don't have. Nor do you
have the shipping and other means to trangport anything you did produce. Y ou redly can't safely bringin
anyone besides Columbia, and, besides, only the Austrians have the capital to do it right, and Columbia
would have some strong concernsthere. | don't think the tzar would exactly want to cut aded with the
Austrians. So your options arefairly smple. Sit on it, and get no hard currency and no enhanced oil
recovery technology and no environmental assistance and technology. Give the concession to AmeriSun,
and get lessmoney, and no enhanced oil recovery technology and no environmenta technology. Believe
me, after dready finding out that the information was leaked to Putilov, the Columbian government will
block anything involving AmeriSun. So you give the concession to Columbian Dutch Petro and get
everything, plusahappier tzar and amuch happier Columbia.”

“Y ou do not mention Russan interests.”

“I just have. But if you're talking about the Imperial Rocket Corps, Marsha Putin is going to be much
happier if nothing gets mentioned, and it won't be by Columbiaif thisworks out. And Y eensov's Saff
can figure out how to build groundbased de-ghosting projectors and come out looking fine.” | frowned.
“| don't seethat you have aproblem . . . unless you make one.”

“Thetzar said he wished you were Russian. It is better you are not. No Russian would do as you have.”
Romanov shook his head. “Y ou will have your agreement.”

| wasn't sure. | felt like I'd renegotiated the agreement twice, if not more, and until the money wasin the
bank, or until the concession agreement was signed and publicized worldwide, | wouldn't count onit.
“This afternoon?’

“This afternoon. From what | have seen and heard of you, Minister Eschbach, you will not stop until you
complete your mission, or until you are dead. It would be most embarrassing to have you die, especidly
now, and . . . asyou have pointed out, it isamost beneficia agreement for both sdes.” The prince
offered asmilelessreptilian as he stood. “And your wifeisthe most outstanding diva of the generation.”

| rose aswell, dmost gracefully, and we walked back out to the foyer where the commander and Serge



Y usupov waited.

Oncel had asigned agreement, six volumes of environmenta technology—the onesin Russan—were
going directly to Director Vlasovich. If Vlasovich got a second set from PetroRus, he certainly wouldn't
mention that he'd already received a set. That way, | could be sure Vlasovich had a chance of cleaning
up the Dnepyr . . . aswell asmaking sure | kept my word.
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I N THE GRAY mid-morning on Wednesday, LIysette and | watched as two marines |oaded our
luggage into the embassy limousine. Commander Madley stood beside usin the rear courtyard of the
embassy that had once been aworldclass hotdl, and was yet haunted with ghosts. | was thankful Colondl
Sudwerth wasn't one of them. Perhaps that was because he'd been so arrogant he hadn't believed he was
dying, even ashewas.

“How do you fed about being detailed to replace Colond Sudwerth for awhile?’ | asked the
sober-faced officer.

“It wasn't something | planned, sir.” A crooked smile crossed Madley'sface. “It's probably better this
way. Also, everyone knows | worked with you, and that association doesn't hurt. Everyone knows that
you have away of getting things done.”

| wondered about that.
“Y ou were skeptica of the colond for awhile,” | said. “Y ou didn't do anything.”

Madley offered an embarrassed smile. “Minister Holmbek told me to stand back unlessyour lifewasin
danger, Sr. Hesaidyou had . . . aunique. . . way of operating.”

“| appreciate his confidence. Any more uniqueness, and |'d have been dead.” | glanced toward the
embassy, then lowered my voice. “Asfor thefirst secretary . . . you know what | think . . . I'm sure.”

“Yes, dr, and | wouldn't go againgt your judgments.”

| hoped Madley could do something about Darwaard, who might well have been more guilty than
Sudwerth, but there was no proof | knew of, and Darwaard had certainly been skillful enough to avoid
me for days without seeming to do so. Sometimes, the villains do get away with it—at least for atime.

The doorsto the private side of the embassy opened, and the ambassador stepped out and walked
toward us. Smiling broadly, Ambassador Hagel bowed to Llysette. “Y our concert was magnificent.
Annetteand | will remember it forever.”

Hissmilewas strained as he turned to me. “Minister Eschbach. . . | trust you will have a safe flight home
and that you'll be fully recovered before long.”

“Thank you, Ambassador,” | replied. “I'm sure that you'll have no trouble with the implementation of the
petroleum concession, now that the tzar, PetroRus, and the Interior Ministries have gpproved it, and I'm
certain that you'll seethat thefirst secretary agreesthat it'sagood idea.” | emphasized the last phrase



dightly.

“Thefirg secretary has aready agreed. There's aname circulating about you, I've heard.” The
ambassador tilted his head, then looked at Commander Madley.

“Oh?’ | looked &t the commander.
Madley looked back at the ambassador.

“A Marshd Gorofsky, | believe, wired Commander Madley to pass on amessage.” The ambassador
grinned. “He said that you were the latest incarnation of the ghosts of the white nights. Or wasit that you
were fortunate to escape being the latest ghost of the white nights?’

| laughed, ruefully and gently. “The latter, I'm sure.”

“Thereisalegend that Peter the Great declared that the ghosts of the white nights would dways save the
city, Madley said. “1t goes with the one about the Bronze Horseman.”

“St. Petershurg can havethe ghosts,” | said. The city needed them, and perhaps the tzar most of all, if he
would but look at them.

“They have more than enough,” announced Drummond Kent as he and Teresejoined us. “1 would like to
leave them behind, and | do believe we're dl here.”

The Black Mesa Quartet and Robert Thies had left on Monday, for Stockholm, where they were
appearing in separate concerts. | didn't envy them. The touring life wasn't what most people thought. The
few appearancesthat LIysette was making were wearing enough. | couldn't imagine doing it day after
day, week after week.

“Have asafetrip home,” the ambassador called cheerfully as Commander Madley and the four of us
climbed into the embassy limousine.

Once outside the iron gates of the embassy courtyard, the driver headed southward, eventualy aong the
Lvov Prospekt, toward the aerodrome.

Leaving Russawasfar easer than entering it, and Republic Air Corps 2 was even less crowded on the
return trip. Llysette and | had one of the table areas to oursalves. Terese and Commander Madley were
kind enough to take another to leave us some privacy. We didn't say much until we were airborne.

“Y ou're getting to be awedthy woman,” | teased her. “ Cheques from everywhere. Fifteen thousand from
the government, twenty thousand from the tzar, and an emerald. Such an emerad.” | grinned, knowing
shewaswearing it under her high-necked dress, because she said there was no other safe way to carry it
back.

“That | did not expect.” She shook her head. “Nor the cheque from thetzar. Terese. . . shewasaso
surprised at hers.”

Actualy they had been bank drafts of some sort, but imperia drafts, the kind we'd probably take a
photograph of, just to remind us that it had happened.

As| looked past Llysette and out the window of the turbo and down &t the lines of white and gray that
were St. Petersburg, and the areas of darker gray that were the Nevaand Lake Ladoga, both fringed
with white that showed they soon would be frozen, | had to wonder. Peter the Great had built St.
Petershurg as awindow to the west, and to the world, but what really was behind that window?



Although Llysette and | had seen very little, there wasfar, far more to the vast land than St. Petersburg.

In retrospect, what had happened was so obvious. The tzars had built a bureaucracy of highly educated
men, athin layer of expertise that had enabled the Romanovsto maintain order and control. The very
thinness of that veneer had allowed meto do as| had, but even though | had seen very little except for
that expertise, | had great doubts how much longer the Romanovs could maintain such absolute control.

The student revolutionaries—they had wanted real change or real ghoststo show the brutality of the
Ohkrana, but the de-ghosting technology had destroyed that. That destruction was also why the
university area had felt so dead when | had looked around it. No one would ever know, but my guess
wasthat hundreds, if not thousands, of students had died there, their ghosts removed, and the student
records obliterated, so that no one would ever know for certain. So, for the Ohkrana and the tzar, the
answer was Smple. No ghosts meant no unrest, and de-ghosting was yet another tool for maintaining the
autocracy.

Y et the intermittent Septembrist bombings continued, despite difference engines and the Ohkrana, and |
wondered if they were not asinspired by the ghosts of the white nights as discouraged by those restless
and endless spirits that infused the city of gray stone and skies.

Would the ghogts of the white nights again save the Romanovs, or would the coming new millennium see
the end of the dynasty—either through the advancing tanks of Ferdinand or through the dow erosion of
theimage of the tzar?

Ferdinand controlled a system and abureaucracy; | had the fedling that both controlled the tzar, much as
he denied and protested it. And | had no doubts that the de-ghosting technology would reappear in
Russia, and doubtless before long. | hoped that the Duma and those more perceptive than the tzar had a
chance, perhaps afew more years, to make changes before the tides of revolt again surged in—and a
chanceisal any of usget.

| couldn't see Marshal Putin making the de-ghosting technology widespread. It wastoo easy for rankers
and even peasants to abuse. But word would lesk out that Russia had the technology, and that would
cool Ferdinand's rhetoric and efforts, because, if it did come to awar, the Russans would use anything.

| shivered at that thought, because Pyotr Romanov had said that | had not acted as a Russian would. |
feared | had, because | had used just about anything aswell. Wasit wrong to do what | had? Or wasit a
case, as the near-forgotten Speaker Breckinridge had once said, where everyone was wrong.

“ Pauvre homme,” murmured LIysette, laying her head against my good shoulder. “Y ou worry much.”

| did have one question, one | hadn't been about to ask whilein Russia, and | laid my lipsagaingt her ear,
whispering, “How did theluger . ..”

“Inddethelining of the metd purse” She amiled. “ Thereislead in the sequins.”

How far we had come. She'd shot me, in the beginning, and now had used the same luger to save my
life
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B OTH LIYSETTE AND | were just happy to get back to Vanderbraak Centre, even if anortheastern
winter storm blanketed the town and most of New Bruges within hours of our return. We were happy to
be snowed in for the next day or so, and LIysette didn't complain about the cold. But, she didn't haveto.
| kept the woodstove in the parlor stoked, and there were plenty of stapleslaid aside inthe cellar, even if
little was fresh.

And that was that. The world teetered on. The doktor and the diva had done their bit, and no one said a
word, because saying something would have revealed just how close matters could have cometo
disagter, and because none of usinvolved could redlly have proved how dangerous the situation had
been. There were some indicationsin the weeks after we returned to New Bruges, if one knew whereto
look.

The head of the united Columbian defense saff died unexpectedly when hislimousine was hit by an
AmeriSun petro hauler that burst into flames, and four other senior generastook early retirement for
unspecified reasons. The clean-cut Verner Oss had vanished from my classes, probably headed off to
another assgnment, and | ill had no ideawhether held been detailed from Holmbek to protect me or
from the Air Corpsfor lessfriendly reasons, but his disappearance was agood Sign in most way's, except
| missed having him as abright student.

The chief executive of AmeriSun's Rocketrol chemicas division died from agunshot wound to the head,
but no suicide note was ever found, although the gun did bear his prints. Columbian Dutch Petro was
beginning to drill exploratory wellsin Russian Alaska, and building highways. The Northlands tar sands
petroleum conversion plants came on line and began to send kerosene south. | supposed all that showed
that representative governments, so long as they represent everyone, and neither just the elite nor just the
moab, can in fact muddle through.

Back in Russia, ionization and filtration equipment was being ingtalled on the Dnepyr, and hishigh
excellency Dimitri Vlasovich had become adeputy minister in charge of environmenta
improvement—that was what the short note I'd gotten from him indicated, along with thanksfor the
materials and contact lists. Ferdinand changed his tack and now was complaining that the change in the
water purity would disrupt the Romanian fisheries.

The Russians announced the Firebird, the successor to the Perun, and said that they were building it for
research purposes, but that it could be easily reconfigured to carry multiple warheads if necessary. They
didn't say what kind, but | had an ideathat they were *lessfantastic,” as Marshal Gorofsky would have
termed it, after Marshal Putin died when his transport crashed on takeoff from St. Petersburg. And |
never did find out if anything happened to Piet Darwaard, athough | doubted it. Histype was far too
careful.

LIysette's students began to do recita's, and she spent too many nights up at the music and thegtre
building. But . . . asaresult of the S. Petersburg concert, LIysette received another half dozen invitations
throughout Columbia—and two from abroad. One from Quebec and oneto performin Citie de
Tenochtitlan, sponsored by FrancoPetEx. | suspect Dietre had something to do with that, since hed been
in Deseret astheir “representative,” but | doubted that we'd ever know for certain, unless he showed up
at the concert—which wasn't beyond probability. He did get around, and he did love LIysette's singing.

Then, on thefirgt Saturday in March, three packages arrived &t the post centre. A smiling Maurice had a
padded registered |etter to me, registered from the Office of the Speaker. There was also another thin
|etter from Internationa Import Services, PLC, Columbia City, Federd Didtrict, and amuch larger
package from the Presidential Palace, addressed to Llysette.

I'd been going to go to McArdles and do the grocery shopping. Instead, | eased the Stanley through the



dush from Thursday's snow, back up Deacon's Lane.
Llysette was at the door.
“What . . . Issomething the matter?’

| couldn't help smiling as| carried the packages and envelopesinto the study. “1 don't think so. We
received some packages, of sorts.”

| opened the thin letter from Internationa Import Services, Harlaan's“consulting” front, wondering if the
envelope held the“feg” hed promised months ago, and if it did, whether it would actually amount to
something. | swalowed. There was no letter, just acheque, for fifty thousand dollars. | had to read the
numberstwice. Then | showed it to Llysette.

“Mon cher, you are the wedthy one now.”
“Only until your next two concerts,” | pointed out.

The padded | etter from the Speaker was next. There were two pieces of paper in the letter from the
Speaker. | read theforma letter first.

Dear Minister Eschbach:

On behalf of the government of Columbia, Iwould like to be the first to congratulate you on your
most successful efforts to facilitate the cleansing of the Dnepyr River and to provide
environmental expertise beyond anyone's expectations. . .

| would like to invite you and Mme. duBoise to attend the Speaker's Honors Dinner in June, where
Iwould like to present you personally with the Columbian Civilian Achievement Medal.

While Iwish the government could offer greater recognition of your services, |do wish to offer my
deepest thanks and appreciation.

The handwritten and unsigned note was briefer.

Our deepest thanks for what will never be known.

| wondered about both sentiments. Thanks of those in power are brief, and everything becomes known
intime. Sill, I'd at least delayed the development and deployment of the zombie bomb—assuming that
Y elensov had been right and it could be built &t all.

Llysette tapped me on the shoulder. | smiled and handed her both sheets of paper.
“Atlast . . . they recognize you.”

“Atlagt,” | agreed. “ David and the dean will enjoy telling the world about another distinguished faculty
achievement.”

“You are not pleased?’



“I am, and I'm not.”
Llysette nodded. She understood.

| looked to the second package. It was from the Presidential Palace, addressed to LIysette, and was
farly light, but not smdl. “Y ou open thisone.”

LIysette opened the first box carefully to find asecond ingde, bearing inscriptionsin Russan, German,
French, and English, and from the three that | could reed, they al meant the same thing—"Fragile” The
insde box aso bore the name “ Pavlova’ and an envelope fastened to it. She then opened the unseded
envelope to extract a card. The card was unsigned, but bore the words: “ This was sent to the president
for transmisson to you.”

“Ifitswhat | think itis” | said, “be very careful.”
Llysette raised her eyebrows, but she was careful.

| wasright. Ingde the box wasasmall display case, and in the case was an exquisite Pavlovaminiature
porcelain—that of adark-haired snger in ashimmering silver-green gown, with ashort black and silver
jacket. Thefigure waslessthan afoot tal, but small asit was, | could recognize Llysette's every feature
replicated there.

Fromwhat | could tell, she had been given the second of one hundred limited edition figures.
“Itismagnifique. . .”
“Youwere magnifique. .. ” l indsted.

“Not I,” she said gently, looking up from the porcelain, “you were the one who saved theworld . . . dl
would be zombies and ghosts. . .”

| wasn't surel'd donethat. | think LIysette had done that, for without her songs, no one would have
listened to me, and the memories of her songsin St. Petersburg would last far longer than the rumors of
what I'd done, and that was certainly for the best.

But . . . theworld goes on, lurching from danger to danger, as would any world, and the spiesare
forgotten far sooner than the great singers, and that, too, isasit should be.



