Honorable Enemies. A Jake Masters Mystery
Written by Mike Resnick

When | got to the office, | found the message waiting for me. | clicked it on, and theimage of an
animated beachball popped into existence right in front of me.

"Jake, | think I'min alittle over my head," said the beachball, who happened to be my partner. He
sounded worried. Hell, he sounded more than worried; he sounded scared. "'I'm heading back to the
office. I'm going to need your help on thisone."

That wasit.

My ship had to avoid a meteor swarm once it braked to sublight speeds, so | arrived back home on
Odysseus dmost three hourslate. | landed at the spaceport just outside Homer, and then it took me
another twenty minutesto clear Customs and make it to the office. There was no sign of Max. (That isn't
hisname, but it'sas close as| can come to pronouncing it.)

| checked my messages. The power company wanted to be paid. The landlord wanted to be paid. The
laundry wanted to be paid. And then | found Max's first message.

"Hi, Jake," said hisholograph. "1 know you don't want me going out aone until |'ve had more experience,
but theré'saclient who'sin ahurry, and | have to come up with an immediate answer. And"'—hetried
not to look embarrassed—"1 know we're alittle short of money thisweek.”

"And this month, and this year, and this decade,” | muttered.

"Itsagmpletail job," continued Max. "l just have to follow someone and report back. It seems pretty
basic, so I've decided to takeit. | should be back in the office well before you return to Odysseus.”

Sure, | thought. There probably aren't four beachballs from Alpha Gillespiein thewhole Iliad system, and
you think you're going to tail someone without being spotted in the first ten seconds.

Max'simage vanished, and | looked through al the dunning messages from creditorsto seeif held left
any others. He hadn't.

| decided there was nothing to do but sit and wait for him, and hope whoever he was following didn't
have much of atemper. It was alittle past midnight, and according to the message machine held cdled in
five and two hours ago. | took a hit from the office bottle (well, the office canister), spent another hour
counting the cracksin thewall and waiting for Max to show up, and then started checking al the
hospitas.

It wasjust before | tried to contact the fourth that the call camein from Lieutenant Selina Hernandez.
Even the police uniform couldn't hide her curves. Shedidn't look happy.

"Hi, Jake," she said.
"Hi, Sdina" | replied. "How are things down at headquarters?!

"About the same," she said. "Nothing much ever changes around here." She paused uncomfortably. "I've
got to ask you, Jake: you've got anew partner, right?"

"Yeah," | answered. "'l hired him after that mess on Graydawn.* He's been with me about two months.”

"Kind of blue, lookslike ahuge baloon?’



"Like abeachball with limbs, right. Why?' Useless question; | could see the answer on her face.
"I've got some bad newsfor you, Jake," she said dowly.

"Deed or wounded?'

"Dead.”

"Damn!" | said. "He should never have gone out done. He knew that!"

"Why did he?"

"He probably wanted to prove himsdlf to me." And he knew | needed the money.

"Why didn't you stop him?" she asked.

"I was hunting down arunaway kid out in the Albion Cluster,” | said. "l just got back an hour ago.”

"I'm sorry, Jake," said Sdlina. "'Y ou want to come down and identify him? Not that there's any doulot.
Weve got his1D, and how many blue beachballs can there be on Odysseus? If you'd rather get some
deep, you can come by tomorrow."

"No, I'll doit now," | said. "Whereve you got him?
"He'sin aholding areadown in our basement,” she replied.
"Y ou don't take 'em to the morgue anymore?"

"They don't leave here until Forensicsis done with them, and they were starting to pile up. We didn't
want them where anyone walking into headquarters could stumble over them, so we took over hdf the
basement.” She paused. "Thelab's done with him. WEIl move him to the morgue after you make the
identification. Do you know if he has any family on Alpha Gillespie, anyone who will want to take charge
of the funeral once we ship him home?”’

"Héll, | don't even know if beachbdlls have funerds” | said. "He never mentioned parentsor siblingsor a
life partner. I'll need acouple of daysto check that out.”

"No problem," she said. "We can hold him indefinitely if need be. Forensicsisgoing to haveto do an
autopsy before we release him anyway."

"All right,” I said. "I'm on my way. I'll betherein five minutes™
"Thanks, Jake," she said. "I'm sorry this had to be waiting for you when you got back.”
"Not as sorry as someone elseisgoing to be," | promised.

* % %

Police headquarters was a nondescript building, maybe twenty years old, all squares and rectangles
where most of the newer buildings were curves and angles. It was stone and concrete where they were
glass and glittering trand ucent alloys. The windowswere just dits, but even so, afew had bars over them,
and dl of them were surrounded by crackling forcefidds.

Sdlinamet me at the door and escorted me down to the basement.

"You want acoat?' she asked aswe reached the holding room. "We keep it pretty chilly.”



| shook my head. "I'm not going to be here that long.”
She shrugged, uttered the proper code, and the door irised to let us through.

She wasright. It was adamned cold room. There were six tables. Two held dead men, one held a dead
woman with her throat dit, one held a dead Canphorite, one was empty—and Max was laid out on the
gxth table. There was a spotlight over each table, but the room felt dark anyway.

| walked over to Max. He didn't look any more dignified in death than he had in life, but he'd put that life
on the line for me back on Graydawn, and people who did that were few and far between.

| didn't need the light to know what had killed him. | could see that his skull had been crushed the second
| entered the room.

"Did hedieright awvay?' | asked.

"The pathologist says desth wasingantaneous,” she said. "At least he didn't suffer.”
"Y ou got the killer in custody?"

She shook her head. "No."

"But at least you know who it is?' | perssted.

"No, Jake, we don't."

"Comeon," | sadirritably. "Ninety-nine out of ahundred cases, your forensicsteam identifiesthe killer
within an hour. Thenit'sjust amatter of tracking him down.”

"Not thistime, Jake. It was aprofessiond job. Thisguy knew his suff.”

Professond jobs have changed over the millennia. Once it was Smply the work of a hired gunman. Then
it was amurder committed with an unregistered weapon, usually by akiller from out of the area—and till
later, from out of the planetary system. But asforensic science got more and more precise, any wegpon
could be traced and identified.

"Blunt object?" | said.

"A rock," shereplied. "It'sin the lab, but they've come up empty. No DNA except for your partner's, no
trace evidence, nothing."

"Thekiller wore chamichagloves," | said. It wasn't aquestion: chamichagloves cost abundle, but they
never |eft atrace, and were the choice of most professiond hit men who worked in close with knives or
blunt objects.

"Likel said, aprofessona job." Sdinagrimaced. "Kill someonewith aclub or abig rock. It'saways
been the hardest murder to solve." She turned away from Max's body and stared at me. "What was he
working on, Jake?"

"I don't know," | said. "He left amessage that he was hired to tail someone. .. "
"And he thought they wouldn't spot him?* she said dishdievingly.

"He was new to the business," | said. "He left a second message saying that he wasin too deep, and was
cdling it off. That'sthelast | heard from him."



"Who was he working for?"
"l don't know."
"So you don't know who hewastailing either?’ she said.

"Not yet," | said. "But | will. I'm the guy who talked him into quitting the force on Alpha Gillespie 11 and
joining mein the detective business. I'm not going to say some damnfool thing likeit's my fault he's
dead—™but I'm sure as hdll going to make sure the guy whose fault it is paysthe pricefor it."

"Well be happy to work hand-in-glove with you, Jake," said Sdlina. "Any murder on Odysseusis bad for
business—your businessand ours.”

"I have no problem with that," | told her. "Y ou give me whatever you've got, and I'll keep you up to date
on any progress| make."

"Why not work on it in tandem?" she said. "Y ou gtill owe me adinner from that mess by the stadium.** If
we work together, maybe| could finaly get you to pay it off."

| shook my heed. "The police department has got hundreds of cases. Until | nail Max'skiller, I've got
only one. Or were you thinking of putting ateam on it full-time?’

"Comeon, Jake," she said. "Y ou know we're short-handed, and besides, he'san dien. Thisisahuman
world; human murders take precedence.”

"Not withme," | said. "Not thistime.”

"WEélIl work onit," she promised. "Just not exclusvely.”

"l know. That'swhy we'regoingto doit theway | said.”

"A full exchange of informetion, right?' she said.

"Right."

"I'll be the conduit for the department. How often should we talk?"

"Every two daysfor now. More or less often asthetrail gets hotter or colder.”
"Ded "

Suddenly | started shivering.

"Timeto leave the room?"' she asked.

"Yeah, | think so. I've ID'd him. I'm not going to learn anything e se from staring a him."

We l€eft the room. The basement didn't have much air circulation, and there was an occasiona water stain
where the composite wal joined the floor, but it was still consderably warmer than the room that held the

COrpses.
"Wheredid you find him?" | asked.

"Y ou know aplace called the Spacers Rest, down on Pericles Street?"

"Y eah, I've been there once or twice. That's where he got it?"



She shook her head. "No. That's where we found him. But he was killed somewhere else and dumped
there”

"How do you know?'

"Foreng cs puts the time of degth at two hours before midnight,” said Sdlina. "l asked what the margin of
error was. They said four minutes either way."

ll&?l

"So therewas astreet carniva in front of the Spacers Rest until half an hour before midnight. If he'd been
killed there, dozens of people would have seen him."

"Any shedding of skin cells, marks on the body, anything to show he'd been dragged?' | asked, but |
knew it was adumb question. Y ou want to stand out like a sore thumb? Drag a dead beachba| through
the Streets at night.

"No," said Sdina. "And he wasn't carried, either. Thereld be traces of skin, of fabric, of something, if he
had been. It figuresthat he waskilled, tossed in some kind of vehicle, and dumped.” Shefrowned. "I
wonder: why there?

| thought | knew, but since it was just an educated guessit didn't qualify asinformation, so | kept it to
mysdif.

"Did they find anything on Max?'

She shook her head. "Just his passport and some cash,” she answered. "I think we're done with them.
Y ou can pick them up on the way out."

"So whoever killed him didn't even bother to make it ook like arobbery,” | said.
"Maybehewasinahurry."

"Maybe" | said without much conviction.

"And he didn't give you any hint about who had hired him or who hewastailing?' she asked again.
"No."

"Did he say whether either of them was human?”'

"Not aword."

"Y ou've got your work cut out for you," said Selina.

| noticed that the less we knew about the case, the more it was my work rather than our work. It didn't
even bother me. Max had been my partner, not theirs.

"There's nothing more for meto see here” | said. "I think I'll go back to the office. I'll check in tomorrow
morning to seeif the lab has come up with anything.”

But | knew they wouldn't. Those guysdon't missathing. If they haven't found it in the first hour or two,
there's nothing to find.

"All right, Jake," shesaid. "Try to get some deep.”



"Ther€ll be plenty of timefor deep after | caich the bastard who killed Max."

"I didn't know you were that fond of him."

"Hewas my partner,” | said.

And he trusted me. He | eft everything he knew behind because | promised him anew life as adetective.
| never promised him it would be over in just two months.

| knew it wasn't my fault. But it would be along time before | could convince my gut. | couldn't even Start
until | nailed hiskiller.

* % %

| figured the first order of business was to toss the office and see if Max had |eft any hint of who had
hired him.

For some offices, that would have been an dl-day job. For my little holein the wall, it took about fifteen
minutes. There was no trace of our client. | figured | could probably send a couple of the chairs down to
foreng cs and have them go over them with dl their high-powered equipment, but what the hell would |
do when they told me our most recent visitor was wearing brown, or blue, or black? Besides, that
presupposed he sat down, and Max had made it sound like such an urgent job that for al | knew he
walked in, made his offer, and lft thirty seconds later.

Max didn't have adesk of his own, because the chair hadn't been invented that could accommodate him.
When he sat down, he sat on the floor and couldn't have been seen (or seen anyone) from behind a desk.
| checked dl my own desk drawers, but there was nothing to show who had hired him.

| was stymied. Findly | contacted Sdlinaagain.

"Yes, Jake?' she said as her image appeared before me. "I hadn't expected to hear from you before
morning. Have you found anything?'

"Not athing,” | answered. "Can you check and see how many bludgeon murders have been committed in
town thismonth?"

"I'm ahead of you," shesaid. "Three. But two of them werewhat I'd call amateur. A woman smashed her
husband's head open with alamp, and a couple of drunks got into it down by the spaceport and one of
them opened the other's skull with a bottle of Cygnian cognec.”

"Waste of good drinkin' stuff,” | commented. "What about the third?"
"That was your partner.”
"Okay, thanks," | said. "l shouldn't have bothered you. It's alittle early to be grasping at straws.”

| broke the connection, took a hit from the canister | keep in my desk drawer, and decided | might as
well gart gathering Max's effects so | could ship them back to Alpha Gillespie.

| had turned one drawer of the desk over to him. There wasn't much init: acitation his department had
awarded him afew years ago back on Alpha Gillespie, alaser pistol I'd given him that he never took out
of the office, an dientool he used to clip hisfast-growing claws, acouple of other things.

| took them all out of the drawer and laid them neatly on the desktop. Then | pulled out hisID and the



cash I'd picked up at headquarters and placed them on the desk aswell.

Andthen | saw it. | should have spotted it down at the Station, but I'd beenin ahurry to get back to the
office.

Max had twenty Democracy credits, and afew Maria Theresadollars, but stuck in there werefive hills,
each for one hundred New Warsaw drachmas. | hadn't seen any New Warsaw currency in maybe fifteen
years. It was probably legal somewhere, maybe even here, but it was asrare as human currency got.

"Computer—activate," | sad.
"Activated," replied my desktop machine.
"Givemealist of the currenciesthat arelegal tender on Odysseus.”

"Democracy credits. Far London pounds. Kilimanjaro shillings. Maria Theresa dollars. Rabolian quinxes.
New Stdin rubles.”

The computer fel Slent.

"That'sdl?"

"Thatisdl."

"What about New Warsaw drachmas?’

"They are not alegd currency on Odysseus.”
"Arethey legd inthe Alpha Gillespie sysem?”
"Checking . .. no."

So he hadn't brought them with him from home.
"Will the currency exchange at the spaceport honor New Warsaw drachmas?”’
"Checking. .. no."

"Thanks. Deectivate.”

Sonow | had alead. It wasn't much of one, but it was the only one I'd come up with. | contacted Selina
Hernandez again.

"What's up, Jake?' she said.

"I've got some New Warsaw drachmasto spend,” | said.
"Not on Odysseus, you don't,” replied Sdlina.

"Yes, | do. Who'slikely to accept them?”

"l have no idea, Jake."

"Canyoufind out?

"Probably, but it'll take awhile,” she said. "I'm acop. | can't just walk up to the people who trade in them



and ask. Well have to go through our usua unreliable sources.”

"If you'd start right away, I'd appreciateit.”

"Jake, it'sthe middle of the night.”

"Who pushesillegd currency inthe daylight?' | said with asmile.

"All right, dl right," she said. "I'll passthe word to our people, and they can pass the word to theirs."
"Thanks, Sdina"

"Thanks be damned. That'll cost you adinner when we nail thekiller." She paused. "Wait. Y ou dready
owe me one. Okay, one dinner, two desserts.”

"Sure" | said. "Your place or mine?"
She muttered an obscenity and broke the connection.

| knew | wasn't going to St around the office until she contacted me with the information. It could take
days, and since it would be coming from criminas who were cadging favor with the cops there was no
reason to bank on itsaccuracy. | had my own sources. and | had alot morefaith in their information.

| started considering the problem aslogicaly as| could. Obviousdy Max had been paid with New
Warsaw drachmas. Max was an unsophisticated little alien who'd only been on threeworldsin his
life—and that included two months on Odysseus and three days on Graydawn. He had no ideawhat
currency was lega and what wasn't, so he had no problem accepting it.

But the guy who passed the currency had to know. It may have been worthless on Odysseus, but it was
worth something on any planet that traded in it, SO he wasn't just paying Max with play money. Now, |
could run a check and see how many worlds accepted New Warsaw drachmas, but it could be
hundreds, maybe thousands, and that didn't even count the worlds of the Inner Frontier, which accepted
damned near everything.

So since | couldn't work onits source, I'd work at the other end. Clearly he was willing to spend his
drachmas here. Okay. Who besides a clueless little alien would accept them?

Men knew better. The very best that might happen if they were caught trading inillegd currency isthat it
would be confiscated. Theworst isthat they would be confiscated for afew years of hard time.

But the Alien Quarter was just beyond the spaceport. Most of the diens on Odysseus lived and worked
there, spent and earned their money there, and probably had no compunction about accepting New
Warsaw drachmas. After dl, it was ahuman currency, and they were paid in So many human currencies,
what was one more?

Also, they were near the spaceport, so if they had to unload the money in ahurry, or if they wereleaving
themsalves, they could get it off the planet before the authorities knew they had it.

Findly, Max was abeginner, but he was no fool. He had to figure the one place he might not be spotted
was the Quarter.

It may have been thin, it may have been tenuous, but it ft right, and it was still the only lead | had. |
pulled the New Warsaw drachmas out of the negt pile I'd made on the desk, stuck them in my pocket,
activated the security system, told it that Max was no longer part of the company and to wipe his



retinagram and bonescan from its memory, and headed off to the Alien Quarter.

| arrived there ten minutes later, ill with no ideawhat to do if someone took the cash when | offered it.
Rough him up?What if it turned out that twenty aiens of different specieswould take the cash? Where
would that leave me?

Y ou can think about consequences and permutations just so long in my business. Then you either act, or
you get acted upon.

| decided to act.

* % %

Odysseus doesn't have any waterfront dives, because it doesn't have any shipping or fishing industry. But
the Alien Quarter makes a pretty good substitute. The cops don't like to enter it, and the resdents do
what they can to encourage that attitude.

It's the only place on the whole damned planet that's open 24 hoursaday (well, 22, actudly; we don't
have 24 hours on Odysseus). The only illumination on the streets comes from the interiors of the bars,
drug dens, and aien whorehouses—and you don't want to get too far from them at night, because there
arealot of dienslurking in the shadows, and most of them can seeahell of alot better in the dark than a
Man can.

The few legitimate stores probably spend haf their profits on security—force fields, stun gates, shock
windows, even the occasiond dien watch-creature. Men can wak through most of the Alien Quarter
with impunity by day, but they'd better have a damned good reason for being there after dark—and even
then they'd better be pretty good at taking care of themselves.

Thefirgt thing | did was hunt up Baro the Grub. | don't know what planet he comesfrom, but hisskinis
smooth and aily like aworm, and his body is maybe eight feet tal and cylindrical, with atorso that takes
up closeto three-quarters of it. The Grub knew just about everything that went on in the Quarter, and he
was happy to spill it if the price wasright.

| don't know what motivated him. He never drank or drugged. There were afew lady grubsin the
Quarter, but the word on the street was that he had nothing to do with them. | don't know; maybe he just
felt aneed to be part of the economic life of the city. Maybe he went home, wherever home was, and
enjoyed stacking hismoney in neat piles. Made no difference. He was as good asource as I'd ever come
across.

| found him at his business office—alittle dleyway between two derdlict buildings.
"Hi, Grub," | sad.

"I've been expecting you, Jake," he hissed in hissibilant voice. "Ever sincel heard your partner was
killed."

"Y ou knew about that aready."
"I'm Baro the Grub," he said, asif that explained everything.

| pulled out a hundred-credit note and one of the New Warsaw bills. "Thisisfor you to keep," | said,
handing him the former. "And thisisfor you to look at."

Heglanced at it briefly, then handed it back.



"Who tradesin this currency?"

"Y ou want The Purple God."

"Isthat an alien or alocation?' | asked.

"A bar, three blocks down this street, on theright.”
"Thanks, Grub."

"Undergand,” he said, "I am not saying you will find the being who passed this money, merdly that you
yoursdlf will find beings therewho will accept it.”

| thanked him again and headed off. | walked down the damp pavement—it hadn't rained, but for some
reason the pavement was dways damp in the Alien Quarter. | kept listening to the sound of my own
footsteps and wondering how many others were listening to them too. It gets on your nerves after awhile
—like, say, 30 seconds. Y ou can seeinto al the tawdry jointsthat line the street, but when you look
straight ahead or into an dley you can't see adamned thing.

| spotted two L odinites approaching the spot where the Grub had said The Purple God was. | couldn't
read the alien sign, but it wasthe only bar on the block. As| was walking toward it a huge 500-pound
Torqua staggered out, covered with afoul-smelling mixture | took to be vomit and something even
nastier, and collapsad not five feet from the entrance. A pair of three-legged Molarians, spinning down
the street with that graceful walk of theirs, pivoted around the body and pirouetted into the bar.

| got there amoment later. | looked down at the Torqual, and couldn't tell if he was dead or dive. | made
amental noteto call the copsif he was till there when | came out, then scratched the note out; the cops
weren't going to come down here in the middle of the night, just to cart adead dien off to the morgue.

Findly I got tired of staring at the Torqual and entered thejoint. | won't say that everyone stopped talking
and stared at me as | walked up to the bar, but it sure as hell felt likeit. It was so rareto seealone Man
down here after dark that they were too startled to block my way.

Thefirst thing | noticed was atable suspended from the ceiling where acouple of levitators were
drinking. The walls had holos of alien scenes that made no senseto me, but right behind the bar there
was one holo | recognized: aportrait of Conrad Bland, the greatest killer in the history of the human
race.

Some of the customers were meticuloudy neat. Otherslittered the floor with drinks and containers. The
drinks on the tables were of every color and odor imaginable. There was food on the tables, some
vegetable, some animd, some dive and squeding in terror.

| made my way to the bar, and the bartender, afurry Lodinite, walked over and said somethingin
gibberish.

"Put on your t-pack,” | said, indicating the trandating device | saw lying on ashdf next to haf adozen
oddly-shaped containers of some smoky blue liquid.

"That won't be necessary,” he said in heavily-accented Terran. "I just wanted to seeif you had bothered
to learn my language.”

"If | ever vigt Lodin X1, | will," | said.

"l do not believeyou.”



| shrugged. "That'syour privilege."

"What are you doing here?' demanded the bartender. "Thisisthe Alien Quarter. Y our metabolism cannot
handle anything we serve.”

"You'd be surprised what | can handle," | said. | pointed to the bottles with the blue fluid. "I'll have one of
those"

Oncethe crowd saw that | was ordering adrink, and not here to daughter one or more of them, they lost
interest in me. The Lodinite stared expressonlesdy at mefor along moment, then got a bottle and
brought it over.

"How much?"' | asked.

"Thirty credits" he said. "Or eighteen Maria Theresadollars.”

| shook my heed. "All I'vegot isthis" | said, pulling out one of the New Warsaw hills.
"Wheredid you get that?"

"l get around.”

"Itisillegal to possess New Warsaw drachmas," said the Lodinite.

"No," I corrected him. "It'sillegd to exchange them.”

"What'sthe difference?’

| pulled out atwenty-credit note. "Thisisthe difference.”

"l don't understand,” he said.

"Y ou tell me who spends or accepts New Warsaw drachmas, and you get to keep it."
"My lifeisworth more than twenty credits" he replied.

Which meant he knew someone who dedlt in drachmas. Someone who was perfectly willing to kill him if
he started naming names.

"Your loss," | said. | turned my back to the bar and faced the hundred or so alienswho had crowded
into the tavern, trying to think of what to do next. If the bartender thought he was likely to get killed for
telling mewhat | wanted to know, it didn't seem likely that anyone else was going to volunteer the
information. Still, I hadn't come down here just to quit and go home.

| clapped my handstogether. It wasn't asound most of them could make, and it got their immediate
attention.

"I need your help," | said, then waited for the hoots, growls and squawks of derision and laughter to die
down.

"My nameis Jake Magters,” | said. "I'm adetective. My partner isamember of the Broskog race from
AlphaGillespielll." That at least got them to quiet down. They'd probably never encountered aMan
who had an dien partner. "He was murdered earlier tonight. I'm after hiskiller.”

"Why do you care?' demanded a Canphorite.



"Because he was my partner,” | said. "And more than that—he was my friend.”
"Men don't have dienfriendd" yeled aburly Atrian.

"Thismandoes” | sad. "I'll tell you something else. I'm going to find hiskiller with or without your help,
but it'sin your best interest to help me.”

"Hal" said the Atrian.
"Why should we hdp you?' said aMollute.

"Because the killer had no compunction about killing one alien. Are you content to wait around until he
killsanother?' | could see | had afew of them thinking, so | followed up onit. ™Y ou know and | know
that the police aren't going to pay much attention to adead dien, so if | don't do it and you don't help me,
then my friend isjust going to be one more gatistic that no one pays any attention to.”

A tall, well-muscled Patrukan pushed hisway through the crowd and wound up standing just a couple of
feet from me. Liked| hisrace, he had ditsfor nostrils and ears, amassive chest, and was covered with
coarse brown hair, not quite thick enough to be called fur. For amoment | thought he was going to take
apunch at me, but then he turned to face the rest of the room.

"I believe him, and | will help him," he said.
"HeisaMan," said aCanphorite. "That meansheislying.”

"If heislying, wewill find it out and decide what to do," said the Patrukan. "But his argument makes
sense”

"I will not help any Man!" thundered the Canphorite.
"No one saysyou haveto," replied the Patrukan. "But | will."

"Thanks," | said. "Now that we've got through that, | hope you can helpme.” | pulled abill out of my
pocket. "Thisis abanknote for 100 New Warsaw drachmas. My partner was hired to follow
someone—aman or an dien, | don't know which—while | was off-planet on another case. The only
thing | know isthat he was paid with this, which is not a negotiable currency in the lliad system.”

"Why did he accept it, then?' asked the Patrukan.

"He'd spent al but acouple of months of hislife on Alpha Gillespie 1. He wouldn't have known what
currencieswerelegd or illega on Odysseus.”

"If hewas such abrilliant detective that you took him on asapartner .. ."

"Hewasn't any kind of detective," | said. "Hewas avery minor police officer on aplanet that had amost
nocrime.

"Then why—?"
"Because hewaswilling torisk hislifefor ming," | said.
"That isthe only reason?"

"Can you think of abetter one?" | replied.



The Patrukan extended a hairy, seven-fingered hand. "'l think we are going to become friends, Jake
Magters."

| took hishand. "Good," | said. "l can usedl thefriends| can get."
"My nameis Gorigyxsol," hesaid.

| tried pronouncing it acouple of times, and got hoots of derision from those who were close enough to
hear me.

"How about if | just call you George?' | asked at last.

"I can answer to George," hereplied.

"Good," | said. "Can you dso tell me who dedlsin New Warsaw drachmas?"
"No, | have never encountered this currency before. But | can help you find out.”
"| gppreciatethat,” | said. "l can't afford to pay you much, but—"

"l have not asked for money."

"Then what do you want?'

"Y ou seem an honorable being. | am an honorable being. Thereisakiller on the planet, akiller who has
murdered amember of aracethat isneither mine nor yours. Should not honorable beingsjoin forcesto
bring such akiller tojustice?!

"Makessenseto me” | said, "especialy on aworld where honorable beings of any race arein short

supply.”

George turned and faced the crowd. "From this moment forward, Jake Mastersis under my protection.
If you harm or hinder him, you have harmed or hindered me. Isthat understood?’

There was asullen muttering of acknowledgment and agreement.
"I think it istimeto go looking for the being who gave your partner this currency,” George said to me.
"Fineby me" | said. "Let'sgo.”

He began walking toward the door, and the crowd, which was il clearly hogtile to me, suddenly parted
like the Red Sea before Moses.

Just who the hell areyou, | thought, and what am | getting mysdlf into?
We walked down acouple of crazily-twisting streets, then stopped in front of asmdl, dimly-lit dive.
"Wecantak in here" said George. "It'svery quiet.”

We entered the place. There were maybe a dozen tables, but the interesting thing was that the table-tops
ranged in height from about two feet above the ground to maybe eight feet. A couple of the smaller chairs
looked like they were for toys or dolls; the bigger ones could have accommodated creatures that
dwarfed a Torqua. There were no patrons.



Two Patrukans were standing by the door. They came to attention when we walked in, and one of them
indicated atable in the corner. We went over to it and sat down.

"Do you come here often?' | asked.

That seemed to amuse the Patrukan who had led usto the table, and he uttered a hoarse alien laugh.
"Fromtimeto time," answered George. "What will you be drinking?'

"This place doesn't look likeit catersto Men,” | said. "1 don't think they'll have anything for me.”

"I happen to know they'velaid in astock of Antarean brandy."”

"Then I'll have some,” | replied.

He caught one of the Patrukan's eye and made a quick gesture with his hand, and the Patrukan sealed the
door.

"Wewon't be bothered now," he said.
"They locked the place?’

"Wes"

"Just on your say-s0?"

"Thet'sright."

"Youownit," | said. It wasn't aquestion.

"Yes." Helooked up asarobot came over, carrying two glasses on atray. It gave me the brandy, and
George got something green with smoke rising from it. He uttered a sentence or two in Patrukan and the
robot replied in kind.

"What did you say?"' | asked.

"| thanked it for bringing our drinks."

"It'sjust arobot.”

"Good manners are good manners,” replied George. "Now, tell me about your partner.”
"Likel said at The Purple God, he'saBroskog from Alpha Gillespielll."

"I've only seen one Broskog."

"They're pretty rarein these parts,” | said. "He'd only been here acouple of weeks. | told him not to
accept any jobswhile | was off-planet, but he thought this would be an easy one."

"And you have no ideawho paid him?'

"No," | said. "My guessisthat it was an dien. A Man would know how dangerous it was to pass that
currency. I've got the police working onit."

"Five minutes aday, or ten?" asked George.



| smiled ruefully. "That'swhy | need dl thehelp | can get.”

"| assume you searched your office for any trace of your client?"

"Of course.”

"Possibly | can help there."

"| was pretty thorough,” | said. "Y ou're welcome to take alook, but | don't think you'll find anything.”
"I'm sure | won't. But | have afriend who might."

"o

"A Cabroni."

"Okay, | give up. What's a Cabroni?'

"A native of Sybrenius|I. Cabronis have an extraordinarily well-devel oped sense of smell. He might be
ableto identify your client, at least by race and species.”

"It couldn't hurt to try," | said. Then: "What's he going to cost me?"
"Nothing," said George. "H€ell do it because | ask himto."
"Another honorable being?' | asked.

"A reasonable one, anyway."

"You know," | said, "if he's as good as you say, maybe he won't have to go to my office. Maybe he can
get the scent right off the money. Max didn't haveit very long."

"Let'sfind out." George uttered acommand to one of the Patrukans. | want to say he barked it out, but
he didn't; he never raised hisvoice, yet the two practicaly fell over each other getting to the door and
unsedling it. One raced out into the night, the other re-sealed the door and took up his position next toit.

"l assumeyou just sent for the Cabroni?' | said.
"Y es. He should be herein afew minutes." He paused thoughtfully. "Was your partner intelligent?"
"Max?' | said. "Yeah, I'd say s0. Inexperienced, but not dumb.”

"Then we can assume he took the job primarily because he knew it would take him to the Alien Quarter,
where hed be lesslikdly to draw attention.”

"Probably," | said. "He didn't redlize how much held stand out even down here. Like | said,
inexperienced. He was new to Odysseus, and couldn't have known there were only three or four
Broskogs on the whole planet.” | paused. "Still, our client wasn't alot brighter. He paid Max inillega
money. If Max died, wed find it; and if he didn't die, sooner or later held spend it. So either way, there
was a pretty fair chance that the money was going to get traced back to the source.”

"Whét if thekiller took it?"

"I wish he had," | said. "It would make him that much easier to find." | paused amoment. "The morel
think about it, the more | keep coming back to the fact that Max knew something was wrong. He had
timeto leave me amessage saying hewasin over hishead and was pulling out.”



"You think thekiller'still on the planet?”

"l hope 0. It dl depends on whether he got paid in drachmas or not. If he did, he's gone—but there
aren't alot of worldsin this sector where they're legd tender, so my guessishe got paid in credits or
Maria Theresadollars, and that means he has no reason to leave. He's|oaded with money, hekilled an
alien no one except me cares about, and Forensics hasn't been able to come up with adamned thing.
Why the hdl would he go? He's sefe right here.™

There was a sudden high-pitched whine, and the remaining Petrukan unsealed the door. His partner
entered with the first Cabroni 1'd ever seen. He looked like afive-foot-tall rodent with palsy, every limb
shaking, hislong black nose twitching congtantly. At first | thought he didn't have any eyes; then | saw
that they were obscured by thelong, thick hair on hisface.

The Cabroni |eft the Patrukans at the door and walked directly to the table. George greeted himin a
tongue I'd never heard before, al grunts, coughs and clicks, and then the Cabroni activated hist-pack.

"Greetings, Friend Magters," he said, the words coming out in amechanical monotone. "'l am pleased to
mest you. My nameisWyllgerix."

"May | cal you Will?" | asked.
"If it pleasesyou," hereplied. "May | examine the money, please?’

| pulled out dl five bills and handed them over. He held them to his nose and inhaed, then stood
motionlessfor dmogt haf aminute.

"These bills have passed through many hands," announced Will. "Prior to you, they were briefly in the
possession of amale Broskog. Prior to that, afemae human. Priortothat . . . "

"Just aminute,” | said. ™Y ou're sure that the person who touched the money prior to the Broskog was a
human femae?"

"Yes," said the Cabroni. "The money wasin her possessonfor . .. " It paused, asif consdering. "For
between three and four Standard weeks."

"Thanks," | said, gently removing the money from his hand and stuffing it back into a pocket. "Can | buy
you adrink?'

"I have no usefor liquids,” replied Will. "I am happy to have done a service for my friend Gorigyxsol."
"Will you need help getting home?' asked George as the Cabroni approached the door.

"Do | ever?' hereplied. Then he deactivated hist-pack, waited for the door to let him through, and he
was gone.

"Max never named our client'srace or gender,” | said. "That narrowsit down."
"To hdf the planet.”

"No, the Cabroni gave us more than that. The woman had been in possession of the money three to four
weeks. |'ve got afriend down at headquarters who can check the spaceport's Customs and Immigration
records for me. Well start with the assumption that she was given the money off-planet and brought it
with her. That meanswell check every woman who's arrived on Odysseusin the past four weeks."

"That could be thousands."



"Hundreds, morelikely,” | said. "Well start with those who have criminal records. Y ou and | can't access
the records to check them al out, but the cops can.”

"They won't," said George. "When did they ever care about a dead non-human, especidly arotund blue
being that bears no resemblanceto aMan?’

"Not often,” | admitted. "But they'll care about alive human who'sbringingillega currency onto the
planet.”

"Yes" hesad, nodding thoughtfully. "1 suppose they will." Then: "What's your next sep?’
"I suppose when it'sdaylight | should take agood look at the spot Max waskilled.”

"| thought his body was dumped far away from the scene of the murder.”

"Y eah, but you can lead meto it.”

"l beg your pardon.”

"| thought you were an honorable being, George," | said. "'Y ou've been holding out on me."
"Why should you think so?'

"Comeon, George," | said. "All you've been interested from the start isthe identity of my client, the
woman who paid Max with the drachmas. Y ou haven't asked a single question about who Max was
following. Not one." | smiled atight smile. "That's because you don't haveto. Y ou already knew who he
wasfollowing, George. It wasyou. So it figures you know where he waskilled." He Smply stared at me,
and | continued: "When we sat down, you told me you'd only seen one Broskog in your life. But just a
minute ago, you knew what Max looked like. He was the Broskog you'd seen.”

George smiled that alien smile of his. "I'd heard you were good at your job, Jake. | wanted to seefor
mysdf.”

"It wasyou," | repested.
"Yes, it wasmehewasfollowing,” he confirmed. "But | didnt kill him."
"Why should | believe you?'

"Honorable beings do not lie to each other, Jake. | may not have told you that your partner was following
me, but | have not lied to you."

"Big difference,” | snorted. "How honorable can you be? Every thief and killer in the Quarter genuflects
to you like you're agod, someone outside the Quarter hired my partner to follow you, you say one word
and people jump to do your bidding. Who the hell are you, George?

"I'm just an opportunist who triesto make the most of his opportunities,” said George. "And | assure you
that | want your partner'skiller found as much asyou do."

"If you mean it, then it'stime to put your cards on thetable.”
"l don't understand.”

"It'stimeto stop withholding information and tell me what you know."



"All right, Jake," he said. "But before | confided in you, | had to make sure you were as good as your
reputation. | trust you to usewhat | tell you only in our effortsto find your partner'skiller, and not to
shareit with the police.”

"Youtak, and I'll decide.”
"I'm sure you are an honorable Man,” said George. "I couldn't ask for any more.”
"Forget the honorable crap and sart talking,” | said irritably.

He held up ahand, and | noticed that the two Patrukans at the door had taken a couple of menacing
steps toward the table when they heard my tone, then froze when they saw hishand.

"Please moderate your language, Jake," said George. "Not everyone knows that we are good friends
who are soon to become partners.”

"Including me" | said.

"But youwill."

"Not if you don't sart telling mewhat | want to know."

"All right," he said. "Asyou have noticed, | am not without a certain cachet in the Quarter.”
"An understatement,” | said. "Asfar as| can tell, you run the damned place.”

"Not without help,” he said, not bothering to deny it. "I view myself asthe guardian of the Quarter's

"That means you take arake-off on every transaction,” | suggested.

"Mease, Jake" hesaid. "l am explaining my position to you. Thereisno need for rude accusations.” He
paused. "Without me, without the organization | have put together, anarchy would reignin the Alien
Quarter. There would be gang warfare, there would be wholesale daughter dmost every night, and we
both know that the police force would do nothing to stop it.”

"No, they probably wouldn't,” | admitted.

"They would cheer dl the murderers on, because each killing would mean one less unwanted dien to
share Odysseuswith," continued George. "And indeed that was the Stuation until five years ago. That
waswhen | arrived here. The Quarter had been run by six crimina kingpins who were congtantly at war
with one another, chaos was endemic, and most of the money went into the pockets of Men who never
even entered the Quarter. | decided to structure our economy along the lines of amulti-planetary
conglomerate, and | think it isnot unfair to say we have prospered ever since | began to apply my
methods. There are no gang wars, and aimogt al of the money staysright here.”

"How many Men and diens did you haveto kill dong theway?' | said. "Or isthat an indiscreet
question?'

"Under other circumstances, it could even be adeadly one," answered George. "But | know that you
would never use anything | told you to harm me." He paused and flashed me ahumorless smile. "Still, |
would like to hear you say so before | continue.”

"George, dl | want to do is nail the son of abitch who killed my partner. I'm not acop. | don't care what
laws you've broken. No one's paying me to get the goods on you. Aslong as our interests coincide, |



have no problem working with you, and | promise you that anything you tell me while were working
together will go no farther.”

"| accept that answer," hesaid. "'l will put my trust inyou."

And doubtless keep me under close watch day and night.

"Good," | said doud. "Why don't you start by telling me who hired Max to follow you?!
"I don't know," answered George. "If | did, she'd be dead by now."

"Okay," | said, "you don't know who she was. Do you know why she had you tailed?
"Certainly," said George. "She wanted to kill me."

"With Max?" | sad disbdlievingly. "Thelittle bastard couldn't hurt afly.”

"Whatever afly may be," said George. "No. She just wanted to know where | would be so she could
have me assassinated.”

"Why does she want you dead?’

"Jake, do you know the size of the underground economy | control ?*

"I'm sureit'shig. | don't play guessing games.”

"We are, after the central government, the second largest financia entity on Odysseus.”
"And you don't pay taxes, either," | said.

"Why should we? The government supplies no servicesto the Alien Quarter. But | am getting off the
subject. In the past month, three of my corporate directors—you would call them my lieutenants, or
perhaps my henchmen—have been murdered. One could be an act of anger or passion. Two could bea
coincidence. But three? Someone istrying to take over my holding company, and the quickest way to do
that isto diminate the Board of Directors and especidly the CEO."

"Areyou sureyou're not aMan in disguise?' | said. "Y ou sure as hell sound like a corporate CEO."
"There are those who distrust businessmen,” said George. "But | choose to accept that as a compliment.”
"So you think this woman's planning to take over the Quarter's business, or at least your end of it?"

"I havenoideg," answered George. " She could smply be a surrogate for the Man or aien who wantsto
upplant me.”

"Makessense" | agreed. "It could even be that the real brain behind what you would call ahostile
takeover chose her because she was dumb enough to pass the drachmas he gave her afew weeks ago.
Thenif the cops actually bothered looking into the murder of an aien crimina kingpin, eventudly the
money would lead them to her—and if she'sjust abag woman, you can bet her boss will get to her
before the cops do.”

"Y ou've had more experience hunting down criminasthan | have," began George. | doubted it like dl
hell, but kept my mouth shut. "What is our next stlep? My entire organization is at your disposa.”

"That'scomforting,” | said. "Maybein the next day or two I'll think of something for them to do.”



"Think quickly," said George. "Thereis apowerful organization at work here, quite possibly as powerful
asmy own. Oncethey redlize that you are looking into your partner's deeth, and that you have dlied
yoursalf withme, | will no longer betheir primary target, Jake. Y ou will be"

"The thought had crossed my mind,” | said dryly.

"l am glad to have you on our Side. It isawar we must win."

"I'm not fighting awar,” | said. "I'm avenging afriend's death. Onceit's done, I'm done.”
"| thought we were going to be friends," said George.

"Perhaps someday we will be" | replied. "But for the moment, we are honorable enemies who have
declared atruce."

* * %

Wewaited until sunrise, and then George led me through winding streetsto afilthy, cluttered dley, filled
with acoves and cubbyholes. We walked down it for about 50 feet, and then he stopped.

"Thisiswherehegot it?' | asked.

"l assume s0."

"You assume s0?'

"l didn't seehimkilled," said George. "Thisiswhere | found the body."
"Why did you comelooking for it?"

"I had some of my bodyguards with me when | came back. | was curious to see why he wasn't il
falowingme"

"Grest," | said. "So the grestest crimind kingpin of Odysseus didn't see anything, didn't hear anything,
and doesn't know anything.”

"Don't beinsulting, Jake," he said. "Y ou now know where your partner was killed. That's something you
didn't know one minute ago."

"All right, | gpologize” | sad. "I'm just alittle tenseright now." | looked around. "Hell, well need the
Forenscsteam down here. Thekiller could have hidden in half adozen places up and down thisdley.”

"At leadt," agreed George.

And then it hit me,

"Why wasthekiller hidinginthedley inthefirst place?' | asked.
"So that your partner wouldn't see him," said George.

| shook my head impatiently. "That'swhy hewas hiding. But why here? Why not in the next aley or the
next block?'

George stared at me for along moment. "1 don't know," he said in troubled tones.

"Yesyou do," | said. "l can seeitinyour face. You just don't like what you know. If the killer was after



Max and nothing el se, he couldn't know where Max would be—but he knew the route you would take if
you knew you were being followed. That'swhy hewas hiding in thisaley and not someplace else.

Y ou've got someone on your team who knows you inside out, who knew that you'd be able to spot Max
and knew exactly where you'd go to lose him or pounce on him."

"It doesn't make sense, Jake," said George. "If he's one of mine, why hasn't he come forward and told
mewhat he did? He couldn't know | wasn't in any danger. He had to figure theréd be a handsome bonus
for anyonewho saved my life"

"That'swhat we haveto figure out, isnt it?' | said.

"I'll say it again, it doesn't make any sense. If he worksfor me, why kill your partner and keepiit a
secret?’

"l can think of half adozen reasonsfor him to have doneit.”

"L et me hear them,” said George.

"Okay," | said. "There've got to be big-money hits out on you. Given the size of your empire—"
"Corporation,” he corrected me.

"Okay, given the size of your corporation, there are probably haf a dozen hits out on you. Maybe the
killer thought Max was afredance shooter, and he didn't want to lose or sharethe fee"

"That'sone."

"Y ou want another? Okay. Maybe the woman who hired Max moved too soon, disobeyed an order,
tried to steal amarch on her boss. This could have been awarning to her.”

"By one of my enforcers?' said George harshly. "My enforcers don't even step on an insect without my
orders

"It could be an enforcer, asecretary, an ambitious underling, even amidressif Patrukans have them,” |
said. "Thefact that he or she knows your habits and is on your payroll doesn't necessary mean he's
yours. You're not inwhat 1'd call an ethica business; there are quicker waysto make it to the top than
waiting for promotions.” | paused. "Y ou want meto spell out the rest of the possibilities, or will you take
my word for it?"

"No, | bdieveyou," said George. "I'm not surprised that | have atraitor in my organization. | probably
have quite afew. | wasjust mystified at the thought of one of them saving my life."

"Maybe he knew dl the time that you weren't in any danger from Max," | said. "I'm sure you've had Men
and dienskilled to send a message to others; that could be what happened to Max. Or maybe he was
justintheway."

"In the way?' George repested.
"Between thekiller and hisred target,” | said, pointing a him. "Wewon't know until wefind thekiller."
"So now | haveto decide who | can turn my back on.”

"Y ou want thetruth?' | said. "'I'm the only one you can trust, because I'm the only person you know who
doesn't want what you have. Now, why did you come down thisaley?



"I'vegot it rigged with forcefidldsand stun rays," hereplied. "Whenever | think I'min danger, | come
here. All the devices are programmed to recognize me and let me pass. Thefirst two will merely stun
anyone who follows me, but no one €' se can reach the end of the dley aive. | figured he'd be more
willing to talk to me after he'd been stunned.”

"Okay, that explains another mystery,” | said.
"What mystery?"

"The message Max |eft saying that hewasin too deep,” | said. "He couldn't have said it after spotting his
killer. HEd have been too busy running for hislife." | looked around, found asmall stone, and tossed it
far downthealey. It exploded when it hit one of the lethd forcefidds. "But if Max had seen some rodent
go up in smoke like that, he'd have known he couldn't follow you any farther, and that thejob was alot
more dangerous than he'd thought. The killer was watching him, and when he knew Max was quitting, he
came out of the shadows and crushed his skull. Maybe he was being paid to kill Max. Or maybe he was
after you, but was afraid Max had spotted him and decided not to leave any witnesses.”

George looked troubled. "1've probably got 40 subordinates who know I've set up thisroute.” Hislips
twisted dmost into an S, which was a Patrukan's equivaent of afrown. "We're right back where we
dtarted, aren't we?"'

"No," | said. "Two minutes ago we didn't know what scared Max off. Now we do. Five minutes ago the
killer could have been anyone. Now at least we know he works for you. Or worked for you and knew
your habits. Have you fired anyone who might hold a grudge?!

"In this business, no one getsfired and no oneretires. They serve until their contracts are terminated.”
Hedidn't leave any doubt that | could substitute "lives' for "contracts.”

Therewas nothing moreto seeinthedley.

"Can you deectivate the force fiel ds?'

"Of course.”

"Doit." Then it wastimeto contact Sdinaagain.

"What isit, Jake?' she said. "Night shift ended two hours ago, I've put in my three hours of overtimefor
you, and I'm going home to bed.”

"I need a Forensicsteam down in the Alien Quarter. I've found the dley where Max waskilled. I'll feed
the coordinates into your computer.”

"I'll send them as soon as we're through talking.”

"Fine. How long will it take you to run a check on every human woman to land on Odysseusin the past
30 days?'

"Goddammit, Jake!" she said, "1've been here ten hours already!™
"How long?'
"l don't know."

"Hdf an hour?'



"L e
"Ten minutes?'

"Oh, shut up!" she snapped. "Check back with mein five minutes.”
"Thanks," | said. "Now | owe you three desserts.”

She snarled at me and broke the connection.

"Will shedo it?" asked George.

"Yeah," | said. "Shed rather be a glamorous actress or an emperor's kept woman, but she's a damned
good cop.”

"Good enough to cause me problemsin the future?”
| stared at him for along moment. "George, she's under my protection.”
He stared back, then nodded. "Understood.”

Neither of us knew what to say next, so we just stood there awkwardly for a couple of minutes, and then
my communicator beeped and Selina's image popped into view. She'd looked deepy and annoyed afew
minutes ago; now she looked dert and excited.

"Y ou found something,” | said.

"You bet!" she said, unable to keep from amiling.

"Y ou gonnatdl me, or are you just gonnastand there looking smug?’

"Did you ever hear of aworld called New Warsaw, Jake?' she said, grinning from ear to ear.
"We couldn't be that lucky," | said.

"Well, if you're surewe couldnt, | guess| won't tell you."

"Don't make me beg,” | said. "What have you got?"

"I've got two women who came here from New Warsaw in the past month," she said. "Got your Capture
on?'

"Y eah, go ahead.”

"Thefirst oneisHeidi Rubinski, and I've just fed her holo, address and passport data into your compuiter.
The other is ElanaMador, but you probably won't be interested in her."

"Why not?'
"Firg of dl, shelsacop.”
"Y ou never heard of adirty cop?' | said.

"And second, she's stationed in Ajax, 300 miles east of here. | checked, and she was on duty
yesterday.”



"What time did she get off?"
1600 hours."

That's 4:00 PM on 24-hour worlds, but it was dinnertime on Odysseus. Still, she was one time zone
ahead of us, soif sheld caught aflight or the underground zoomway right after she clocked out, she might
have had timeto get here when Max | eft the message.

"How's her record?' | asked.

"Asacop? Exemplary.”

"Can you transmit everything you've got on both women to my computer?”*
She nodded weerily. "Yes."

"Okay, and thanks, Sdina," | said. "Go home and get your beauty deep. I'll start with Heidi Rubinski.
When you get back to work tonight, check and seeif the Mador woman has any pressing debts.”

"Will do. And Jeke?'

"Yesh?'

"I like chocolate," she said. "Redl chocolate. From Old Earth itsdlf.”
"Y ou know what that costs?' | said.

"Don't you think what | just gave you was worth it?"

She broke the connection.

"Don't look distressed, Jake," said George, who had been listening intently while standing out of camera
range. "I have two warehouses of human foodstuffs. | seem to remember that one of them hasimported
chocolate. Itisyours."

"| gppreciatethat,” | said. "The stuff costisafortune, and not al of usare billionaire crimina kingpins.”
"| offer you agift, and you cal meacrimind,” he said chidingly.

"It'smy manner,” | said. "l redlly am grateful.” | bit my lip before | could add that hereally wasacrimina
kingpin. "Weve seen everything thereisto see here, and welll just bein the Forensic team'sway. Weve
got acouple of leads. | think it'stime for usto split up and each follow one. Y ou can start by trying to
pinpoint the whereabouts of those forty underlings who know about the dley. I'll check on the ladiesfrom
New Warsaw."

"Agreed,” said George. "Oneway or another, | will extract the truth from them.”

Somehow the way he said the word "extract" made me very happy | was not one of the people he'd be
questioning.

* % %
| stopped by the office just long enough to check my messages—nothing from any potentid clients,

plenty from the landlord and the power company—and see what Selina had sent over from
headquarters.



| decided | might aswell interview the closer and more obvious suspect first. That was Heidi Rubinski.
According to what Selina had given me, shewas 37 years old, aretired schoolteacher, born on Spicall,
raised on Roosevelt |11, acurrent resdent of New Warsaw.

Little bells started ringing insde my head. 37 and retired? Not on aschoolteacher's pay. And asfar as
Sdlinahad been ableto tell, she didn't have any friends or family here. It didn't take much mental work to
turn that into the profile of an assassin.

Sdinahad also sent me her passport record. Onetrip to the McAllister system six months ago, nothing
elsein the past decade until sheld come here. Still, it didn't prove anything. There were half adozen
placesjust on Odysseuswhere | could get apassport claming that | was Julius Caesar and lived in
Rome, and each of them could stand up to dmost any small spaceport's scrutiny.

| checked her Odysseus address. It looked familiar, but it wasn't until | rode the didewalk therethat |
redlized it was the loca hospitd. | walked up to the front desk, waited until a couple of other people
were directed to their destinations, and then found mysalf face-to-face with arobot clerk.

"How may | help you, Sir?" it asked.

"Have you got a patient here named Heidi Rubinski?*

"Yes, Sr, wedo."

"What's wrong with her?'

"Y ou will haveto confer with her physician, or the nursing station on her floor."
"When did she check in?"

"Y ou will have to confer with her physician, or the nursing station on her floor."
"Fine. What floor isshe on?"'

"The seventh."

"| don't suppose you'd care to give me her room number?’

"You will have to confer with—"

"Forgetit," | said.

| walked over to the nearest airlift and rode up to the seventh floor on awarm cushion of air. There was
anursing station afew feet away and | approached it.

"Yes, 9r?' said atripoda Molarian nurse.

"I'm hereto see Heidi Rubinski," | said. "1 believe she'son thisfloor?!
"Yessheis, gr," sad thenurse. "May | ask your relationship to her?”
"Isthat required?’

"Toseeher?Yes, gr, itis”

"I'm her husband."



The Molarian glanced as a holo screen. " According to our records Heidi Rubinski is not married.”
"It was a secret ceremony,” | said. "Her parents don't like me.”
"Thisismog irregular,” said the Molarian. "'l shal have to summon my superior.”

He went off to find his boss, and | leaned over and |ooked at the screen. Nothing on it made any sense.
Then, onahunch, | said "Trandateinto Terran," and ingtantly everything became comprehensible. . . and

disgppointing.

Heidi Rubinski was suffering from eplasia, adisfiguring disease for which there was no known cure. The
hospital at New Warsaw was pretty basic, and they'd transferred her here when they heard that one of
the surgeons on Odysseus had been researching the disease for afew years.

"You are not allowed to read that screen!” said aharsh voice.

| turned and found myself facing the Molarian nurse and his boss, a toothpick-thin scay-skinned
Ramorianfemde.

"l just want some information.”
"Areyou related to the patient in question”?”

| resisted the urge to take aswing at both of them, and instead pulled out my 1D card. "I'm alicensed
detective, working in concert with the Homer policeforce" | said. " A lingerie shop was robbed last night,
and an eyewitnessidentified Heidi Rubinski. I'm checking on her whereabouts between sunset and
midnight.”

"That isthe mogt ridiculousthing I've ever heard!" sngpped the Ramorian. "Heidi Rubinski cannot even
stand on her own power, and has not been out of her room in more than two weeks."

Whichwas al | needed to know.

"Thanks," | said. "But if any sexy black undergarments turn up here, even on the nuraing staff, I'll be
back."

| took the airlift down to the main floor, walked out of the building, and headed to the underground
zoomway. It had replaced the ground-level monorail that had once connected Odysseuss maor cities,
and aslong asthere weren't any earthquakes, it wasfagt, efficient, and safe. | dwaysfet likel wasgoing
back into the womb when | rode the zoomway; it was dark and quiet, and | hardly felt the motion at all.
There were Sx groups going to Ajax, maybe eight Men and ten aliens, and the Six compartments we'd
leased linked up, took off down the long straight tunnel, and came to a stop maybe haf an hour later.

| took an airlift up to the surface, caught adidewalk that was heading to the heart of the city, and rode it
until 1 got off at the police station. Then | walked up to the front desk and asked to see Elana Mador.

"What's your businesswith her?" asked the human sergeant who was manning the desk.
"Private," | said, flashing my ID.

"Y ou'realong way from home, Detective Magters."

"With alittleluck I'll be homefor dinner,” | said.

He got the hint. " Second floor, fourth room on theright.”



| followed hisingtructions, and amoment later was standing in front of Sergeant Elana Mador's door. It
scanned my reting, couldn't match it, asked for my 1D, scanned my detective'slicense, and findly irised to
let methrough.

Elanawas a muscular-looking woman, nearing fifty. She didn't bother to dye the gray out of her hair or
surgically smooth out the jowls that were starting to appear. Her desk was neat, her uniform was nest,
her walls and floor and chair were neat. The only rumpled thing in the office was me.

"Good afternoon, Detective Magters,” she said.

"Cdl me Jake," | replied, walking farther into the room. "I'm sorry to intrude on you, but | need to ask
you afew questions.”

"Have aseat," she said, indicating achair made of some dien hardwood. "I have nothing to hide. Well,
nothing that you'd be asking about,”" she added with an embarrassing attempt to be cute and coy.

"Y ou recently returned from New Warsaw," | said. "May | ask why you were there?"

"l had an unclewho lived there," she said. "'l washisonly closerdative. He died last month, and | had to
go out there, arrange the funerd, and start putting his affairsin order. Why?!

"I'm just verifying what I'd dready beentold,” | said.

"And that'sal you want to know?"' she sad, frowning.

"Two more questions,” | said. "Did you bring any New Warsaw currency back with you?'
"es"

"You know it'sillegd?'

"It'snot illega to possessit, only to spend it,”" shereplied.

"Thenwhy bringitat al?'

"I didn't like the exchange rate on New Warsaw," said Elana. "I'll probably have to go back thereina
few months to digpose of the last of his possessions—| was on atight schedule last month, and | didn't
get everything done—so | thought I'd keep the money and take it back with me. Why pay to convert
creditsinto drachmas, and then pay to convert drachmas back into creditsafew dayslater?' She
frowned. "Although asit happens, it'samoot point.”

"Could you explain that, please?’ | said.
"I lost the money afew days after | got back home.”
"Youlogit?' | sad. "Gambling?'

"I never gamble," she replied heatedly. Then she seemed to calm down. "No, | misplaced it, | guess. My
roommate and | turned the apartment upside down, but it wasn't there. I'd say someone stoleit, but let's
be honest—who the hell would pick auniformed cop's pocket?"

"Do you know how much it was?"

"Eight hundred drachmas," she said. "L et me guess. it turned up in Homer."



| nodded my head. "Yes, it did."

"And you'retrying to trace it back."

"Right."

"Y ou said you had two more questions,” she said suddenly. "What was the other?"
"Where were you last night between sunset and midnight?

"Pulling adrunk out of theriver," shesaid. "And yes, | have witnesses."

"It took you that long?'

"It took acouple of hoursto pull him out and take him to the hospital. Then | came back hereto dictate
my report, and then | went home. Today is my roommate's day off. Y ou can check with her if you like."

"Wel," | said with ashrug, "aslong asI'm here."
"I'll let her know you're coming. Y ou doubtless have my address aready.”
"Yes, | do."

"Then | think that concludesthisinterview," she said, getting to her feet and extending a hand. "Good luck
finding whoever or whatever it isthat you're looking for."

She had to be the least curious person I'd ever met. | thanked her and took her extended hand. It was
even more powerful than it looked.

| 1eft the police station and reached her gpartment in five minutes. Her roommate, amousy little woman
named Violet (which they tell meisan Old Earth flower), let me in and showed me around. It wasn't
much of an apartment—a bedroom for each of them, a cozy parlor (but neat asapin, just like the office),
and a kitchen with room for asmall table. The bathrooms each had a chemshower, but the sinks boasted
rea water.

| looked around for afew minutes, but | knew it was usdess. Elanawas a cop; she knew how to tossa
room. If she hadn't found her money, it wasn't there to be found.

"Can | make you some coffee or tea, Mr. Masters?' asked Violet when I'd finished giving the place the
once-ove.

"Yeah," | said. "Coffee would be nice. It'salong trip back to Homer."

"Oh, not that long," she said from the kitchen. "1 made it in less than 30 minutes on the zoomway
yesterday."

"Y ou werein Homer yesterday?"

"My boss often sends me out of town on business,” she answered. "Weve got branchesin Homer, in
Achilles, in Hektor . . ."

"Did you get caught in therain last night?" | had no ideaiif it had rained. | thought it might be interesting to
seeif sheknew.

"It must have been whilel in trangt,” she answered. "I didn't get back until about an hour before



midnight.” Then: "Oh. Elanaasked meto tell you: she was home and in bed about forty minutes before
midnight."

"Thank you, Violet."

She brought the coffee, and we made smdll talk for the next ten minutes. Well, she madeit; | grunted
occasiondly to prove | waslistening.

She seemed pleasant enough. A little empty-headed perhaps, but hardly a hardened crimind. Still, the
worst killer | ever ran across was adevout churchgoing mother of five, and | was running out of leads, so
| figured it was now or never with her.

"I wonder if you can help me, Violet," | said, getting to my feet.
"I'll do my best," she said.

"| saw a present on the zoomway platform that | want to buy for my ladyfriend,” | said, trying to sound
embarrassed. "l tried to buy it when | arrived here, but it costsfifteen creditsand dl | have with meisa
200-credit note. The guy told me he couldn't break anything that big. Can you make change for me?”

"Probably," shesaid. "I'll haveto look and see.”

She waked over to adrawer and pulled out adainty little embroidered pouch, scarcely noticing that |
was right behind her. She opened it to seeif she had enough small hills, and that's when | saw them—the
rest of Elanas New Warsaw drachmeas. "Ah! Here are some twenties!" she exclaimed, pulling them out
and turning to me.

She jumped back when she found hersdf staring down the barrel of my burner.

"| offer to do you afavor and you point alaser pistol at me and rob me?' she said severdly. "What kind
of man areyou?"

"The kind who wants to know what you did with the other 500 drachmas,” | said.
She collgpsed on achair, asif dl the air had gone out of her.

"I thought | could passthe money here, but no onein Ajax would takeit, so | decided to seeif | could
get rid of it in Homer. | couldn't pretend to find it in the apartment after dl thistime. Elanawould know
I'd taken it." She stared at me the way awild animd stares at a hunter. "Areyou going to tell her?”

"Thet dl depends,” | said.
"Onwhat?"'

"Onwhat you tell me. | don't want to insult you, Violet, but unless you're the best damned actress|'ve
ever seen, you're not smart enough to pull off what happened in Homer."

"Y ou keep acivil tonguein your head!" she sngpped.

"Pay attention,” | said. "Y ou've dready committed at least two felonies, one by steding the drachmeas,
and another by passing them to my partner.”

"Magterd" she said suddenly. | thought she was going to dap hersdf on the forehead. "Now | remember
where | saw that name. It was on the office door!"



"Who told you to go there and hire my partner?' | asked.
"I hirelots of people,” she shot back.

"You don't hire lots of beachbdls, and you don't pay lots of people with New Warsaw drachmas. Who
toldyoutodoit?'

"Y ou know, he did look like abeachball at that,” said Violet.
"I'm running out of patience with you,” | said irritably. "Who told you to hire him?"
"No onetold meto hirehim,” shesaid sullenly. "It was my own idea.”

"Comeon, Violet, you haven't had an ideaiin years. Either you tell me, or | tell Elanawho stole her

"No!" sheydled suddenly. "Y ou can't tell her!"

"If she'syour friend, | hate to think of what you do to your enemies,” | said. "Now, I'm getting tired of
asking you—who told you to hire Max?'

"No onetold meto hire your partner,” she said. "l wasjust told to hire adetective.”

"And when you found out or guessed that he was new to the planet, you figured you could pass some of
the drachmas off on him and keep what your boss had given you to pay him with?"

She nodded. "Hewas atrusting little thing." She glared & me. "Not like some people.”

"Being atrugting littlething cost him hislife” | said.

"He's dead?" she repeated, and her shock wasredl.

"He'sdead,” | said. "And that means dong with being athief, you're aso complicit in amurder.”
"He'sredly dead?"

"He'sredly dead.”

"That'sit,”" shesad. "I'm not saying another word."

"Oh, you're going to say one morething, Violet," | told her."Y ou're going to say who told you to hire my
partner, becauseif you don't, I'm going to contact Elanabefore | leave this gpartment and give her the
privilege of arresting you."

"You can't do that!" she said desperatdy. "She's my only friend.”

"Thename, Violet."

Sheglared a me. If looks could kill, I'd have been dead mest. Findly she spoke. "' James Bryson."
"And hesintown?"

"es"

"| think you'd better tell mewherel can find him."



"Yousadl just had to tel you onething,” she protested.
"Y ou think you're the only onewho lies?" | shot back. "Now, whereis he?’

She dummied up for aminute, we went through the whole rigamarol e about my contacting Elanaagain,
and findly she gave me an address.

"Thank you, Violet," | said, putting my burner away and walking to the door. "Don't think of leaving
town. Y ou're not bright enough to stay hidden.”

"Promise you won' tell Bryson | gave you hisname!" she said, suddenly panic-stricken. "It'sthe best job
| ever hed."

"l promise”

"Areyou going to come back and arrest me?”

"I don't know. If thingswork out, the only thing you'll haveto do is pay Elanaback her money."
"But then shell know | goleit!” shesaid plaintively. "Besides, hdf of itisgone.”

| could have told her that she could buy some drachmas on the black market, but my partner was dead,
at least in part because of her, and | was alittle short on sympathy. | just walked out the door without
another word, and headed to James Bryson's office.

* % %

The building was big. The office was big. And James Bryson fit both. He stood six or seven inches above
six feet, he was broad-jawed and broad-shouldered and broad-hipped, adoor of aman. If hedidn't
have the most expensivetailor in Ajax, it was only because amore expens ve one had opened shop since
breakfast. His hair was too thick and too perfect to have been his own, not when he was clearly closing
inon sixty. He had piercing blue eyes, and he amost never blinked.

"Comein, Mr. Magters, comein!" he said in abooming voice. "Y ou said you had something of the
utmost importance to discuss with me. What possible interest can aformer police officer from Homer
haveinme?'

"Y ou know | used to be acop?’

He smiled, displaying amouthful of perfect teeth. "1 know amost as much about you as you do, Mr.
Magters," he said. "When you entered the building, our security system began checking you out. By the
time you arrived on thisfloor, | knew that you were a private detective who used to work for the police,
| knew your financial profile, | knew that you had visited alocal cop named ElanaMador, and | knew
you've been to her gpartment.” Another smile. "But | don't know what you drink."

"Just about anything that'swet," | said.

He snapped hisfingers, and arobot came out of somewhere carrying apair of glasses. "Neboolian
whiskey," he announced. "1 hopeyou likeit, Jake." Then: "Isit al rightif | call you Jeke?"

"It'smy name," | said, taking aglass from the robot. | took asip. "Not bad."

"All right, Jake," said Bryson. "Now weve met, we've had a drink, and we're just Jake and Jm. What do
you think you learned from thet idiot?"



"From Violet?' | sad.
"Have you had timeto talk to any other idiots today?"
"No," | said. "But the day'syoung yet."

"Before we go any farther, | want you to know | had nothing to do with your partner's death," said
Bryson.

"I'm sure you want meto know that,” | replied. "But | don't know it yet."

"It'sthetruth. But thereés agood chance that I'm going to be responsiblefor Violet Ashwing's, thet |
promiseyou."

"Let meask you aquestion, Mr. Bryson,” | said.
"Jm," he corrected me.

"Okay, Jm. Besides promising to kill people and denying that you kill people, what else do you do for a
living?"

"Pretty much the same thing as your friend Gorigyxsol."

"What do you know about George?' | said.

"Isthat what you call him?" asked Bryson.

"I'm asking the questions.”

"George consders himself afinancier and an executive. | consder mysdf an entrepreneur. When dl is
said and done, they'rethe same.”

"Y ou're saying that he runsthe Alien Quarter and you run Ajax."

"l runapart of Ajax," said Bryson, smiling again. "I'm only asmadl-time crimind megad omaniac.”
"Why did you have my partner killed?"

"| dready told you, Jake—I had nothing to do withit."

"Y ou sent Violet to Homer, she hired my partner, and now he's dead. Tell me how you had nothing to do
withit."

"Violet worksfor me," said Bryson. " She's got the brains of a potted plant, but she's reasonably
harmless.”

"Shesdso athief.”

"We can't dl be perfect,” he said. "She knows I've got security holos on her every minute she'sin the
building. I could carelessif she sedsfrom her girlfriend.”

"| dready know she worksfor you."

"I don't just have employees and competitors, Jake," he continued. "I've got apartner, and he'salot
smarter than Violet. | haven't been ableto proveit, but | think hes made adedl, or istrying to make a
ded, with your friend George."



"Whet kind of dedl ?'

"Thelikeliest isthat heturns over our Alien Quarter to George and his agents if George helps him dump
me and take over my organization." He paused while hefinished off hisdrink. "He'sin Homer right now.
I've got atail on him—hell, threetails, one who's obvious, and two hell never spot while he'slosing the
first. But to play it safe, | wanted atail on Georgetoo, just in case my partner lost al three of themen |
put on him."

"Andyou sent Violet."

"l couldn't go mysdlf," explained Bryson. "Hell, if I'm tailing my partner, he's probably tailing me. Why
give him or one of George's hitters afree shot at me? So | sent theidiot.”

"And she paid my partner off in New Warsaw drachmas.”
He dmost did adouble-take. "Y ou're kidding!"
"Thehdl | am," | said. "Why do you think I'm here?1 followed the drachmas back to Violet."

"WEel, | hopeto hell you don't think | killed your partner so | could steal some money that would land me
injal theminutel tried to spendit.”

"I don't know why you killed my partner,” | said. "That'swhat I'm trying to find out."
"Look, Jake" hesaid earnestly. "I had nothing to gain from killing him. | eventold her to cal him off."
It was my turn to look surprised. "Explain.”

" She checked in with me afew minutes after she hired him. The second she told me he was a Broskog, |
redlized that he'd be spotted in less than aminute. There can't be more than five or six of them within
twenty lightyears of the Iliad system. | wanted to know if my partner was meeting George, not to dert the
whole fucking Alien Quarter that I'd put atall on their boss.”

"Then what went wrong?' | asked.

"That'swhat we're going to find out." He touched aspot on hisdesk. "Bringin Violet Ashwing.”
"Right now?" said adisembodied voice.

"Right now."

"Y ou want her in your office?'

"No, take her down to the basement and hook her up to the Neverlie Machine."

"She'sa her gpartment?”’

He looked questioningly & me.

"She was twenty minutesago,” | said.

"Yes" sad Bryson. "Let me know when she gets here." He broke the connection. "This shouldn't take
long, and then welll solve the rest of the puzzle. Would you care for another drink, Jake?"

"Leter."



"You act like you don't trust me," he said, trying unsuccessfully to sound hurt. "1've shared my liquor with
you, |I've admitted that I'm aracketeer, I'm pulling in someone who can provide some answers about
your partner's murder. What more can | do to prove that | want to be your friend?"

| thought about it. "Not much,” | admitted.
"Did you drink with George lagt night?"
"Y%"

"If you can drink with him, you can drink with me." He snapped his fingers and the robot regppeared with
fresh glasses. | downed mine, and he looked gpprovingly a me. "Now we're friends."

"At least we're not shooting at each other,” | said, handing the glass back to the robot.
"Ancther?'

| shook my head. "I'd like to be sober enough to understand what Violet says."

"In retrospect, | don't know why | keep her around.”

"Probably because you had proof she was athief, and you promised to turn it over to her roomieif she
didn't do what you wanted."

"True," hesaid. "But | have the same hold over dozens of men and women, and more than afew aliensas
well. Thisone wasnt pretty, wasn't sexy, sure as hell wasn't bright. | never gave her anything important to
do." Hesighed. "I don't know why | didn't just shove her off arooftop.”

"Sheld probably have had to ask directions on the way down,” | said.

He threw back his head and laughed uproarioudy. "By God, | like you, Jake! | hope we never find
ourselves on opposite Sides.”

"Just keep out of Homer and maybe we won't.”

"I don't know if that's possible," said Bryson. "It al depends on my partner.”
"Y our partner isyour business,”" | said. " Someone's ill going to pay for mine."
"I'm sure someone will," hereplied.

We were sllent for acouple of minutes, and then he got word that Violet wasin what the voice at the
other end called the Interrogation Room.

"Y ou want to come along for this, Jake?" he asked.

"Haveyou redly got aNeverlie Machine, or are you just going to best the crap out of her?”
"Wevegot one" hesad. "Latest modd."

"Okay, I'm coming."

We got into his private airlift and descended to the lowest level in the building. Therewerefivemenand a
huge Torqual waiting for us, and we followed them to the Interrogation Room. The door irised and we
stepped through. It was a smalish room, maybe twelve feet on aside, and right inthe middle of it sat
Violet, hooked up to the machine, which was attached to her left arm, her rib cage, and both her temples.



Bryson sgnaed one man to stay and work the machine; the othersall left.
"Hi, Violet," said Bryson pleasantly. "Thanksfor coming in on your day off."
"Why is he here?" she demanded, jerking her head in my direction.

"He has some questions to ask you," said Bryson.

"| dready answered dl hisquestiond”

"He has some new ones. Just answer them truthfully and welll take you right back home, with anice cash
bonusfor your time."

Sheglared a mebaefully.

"| thought you were going to keep it secret,” she said accusingly.

"| said if you cooperated I'd keep it secret from Elana, and | will," | replied.
"Y ou weren't going to tell Mr. Bryson | gave you hisname!™ she snapped.
"l didnt," | said. "Hefigured it out dl by himsaf."

"Nobody's that smart,” muttered Violet.

"Now, Violet, | want you to understand,” said Bryson. "When you see that little light go on"—he pointed
to the machine—"the Neverlie Machine will be activated. Thefirgt lie you tell will send an exceptionally
painful jolt through your body. Each liewill give you astronger jolt. | don't think you could survive four
lies, certainly not five." Suddenly he smiled. "But why should you suffer a al? Just tell the truth, and you
can beout of herein five minutes." He turned to me. " Jake?"

| stepped forward. "I want to make sure I've got thisstraight,” | said. ™Y ou hired Max—that's my
partner—to tail the Patrukan known as Gorigyxsol, isthat correct?’

"Youknow itis"

"Then, after held lft the office and gone out on the job, you contacted Mr. Bryson here and told him
what you'd done."

"Yes"
"Including that you'd hired aBroskog?"

"Not right away. | just told him that 1'd done what he asked, and he asked who the detective was, and |
told him | couldn't pronounce his name. Then he asked meto describe him, and | did, and he told meto
cdl himoff."

"How did you cdl him off?"

"I couldn't contact him mysdlf,” she said. "He'd been gone fifteen or twenty minutes before | got through
to Mr. Bryson, and | knew I'd never find him. But | knew he had to be in the Alien Quarter, because he
was following this Patrukan who was supposed to be a big shot there."

"Okay, you couldn't contact him yoursdlf,” | said. "What did you do?'

"Well, | knew Mr. Perrin—that's Mr. Bryson's partner—was on Odysseus, so | contacted him and



asked him what | should do."

Bryson uttered a startled obscenity.

"And what did Mr. Perrin say?"

"He gave me the name of a Patrukan he said | could trust, and told me how to contact him, so | did.”
"And what did you say to him?"

"I told him that he should stop the Broskog who was following Gorigyxsal, that Goriglyxsol was hot to
be followed any longer. He asked me who gave me hisname and | told him, and that was dl | said. | was
home less than an hour |ater."

"Thank you, Violet," | sad. "You didfine"

"Can | gonow?'

"Just as soon as you tell me the Patrukan's name.”

"| dready told you—Goriglyxsol."

Can you really be thisdumb? 1 thought. Then | decided that she wasn't that good an actress.
"No, Violet. | meant the name of the one you contacted.”

"Oh, him—Djarabaxtol.”

The machine didn't shock her, so | knew she had to betelling the truth.

"Djarabaxtol ?' repeated Bryson. "And Herb Perrin told you to contact him?"

"Yes, Mr. Bryson."

"Okay," said Bryson to the man working the machine. "Unhook her, give her acouple of hundred credits,
and take her back to her place.”

Heand | left the room and went back up to his office.

"All right, Jake. Now you know who killed your partner. Y ou even know why: a stupid woman didn't
explain hersdf fully and he misunderstood her.” Hefrowned. "And | know my partner has been desling
with your friend George, or hedd never have a Patrukan from Homer's Alien Quarter working for him."

"And he hasto be working for your friend Perrin,” | said. "' Otherwise held wouldn't have killed Max
without an explicit order from George."

"| assume you're going back to Homer now?"
"Asfast asl can.”

He pulled awad of hillsout of his pocket and shoved them into my hand. ™Y ou helped me out, and Jm
Bryson remembers hisfriends.”

| put the money on hisdesk. "'l dready have aclient.”
"George?'



"My partner.”

He extended a huge hand. "We did each other agood turn, Jake. Y ou showed me my partner istrying to
sdll meout, and | showed you who killed Max. We should keep in touch. I'm sure we can do each other
even more good in the future” Another one of histrademark smiles. "For example, | cantdll you when
and where the next shipment of aphanellaseedsisarriving in Homer"—a phanellawas the most
sought-after drug in the Democracy—"and you can introduce me to George."

"I'll think about it," 1 said. "In the meantime, what's going to become of Violet?'
"Do you care?'
"Jugt curious.”

"| thought I'd found ajob even she couldn't fuck up,” said Bryson. "'l suppose I'll ook for something even
sampler, or maybe pension her off."

"And Perrin?"

"That'savery persond question, Jake," he said. "If youreredlly curious, check the Ajax newscubes for
the next week or two."

| figured the conversation was ended, so | walked to the door.
"Remember, now—Kkeep in touch,” he said as| walked out into the corridor.

All theway down to the ground floor | kept thinking that | wouldn't want to be Perrin.

* % %

All theway back to Homer | kept trying to decide what my next step was. If | turned Djarabaxtol over
to the palice, there was agood chance he'd besat the rap. There were no witnesses, and he probably had
50 friends who would swear he was nowhere near thet dley al night. Besides, even if they found him
guilty, hewouldn't serve much time. The sentencefor killing an dienwasahdl of alot lessthan for killing
aMan, at least on primarily human worlds like Odysseus.

On the other hand, if | took my vengeance mysdlf, there was avery stupid woman in Ajax who could tie
me to Djarabaxtol and had every reason to hope I'd take afall before | could talk to her girlfriend again.
And then there was another consideration: nobody killed anybody in the Alien Quarter without George's
permisson. What if he wouldn't grant it? And what if | killed Djarabaxtol anyway?

Usudly | find the zoomway relaxing, but thistime | got off it even more tense than when I'd boarded it in
Ajax. I'd used my burner when | had to, when | had to defend mysdlf, but | wasn't a cold-blooded
executioner. Could | really walk up to a Patrukan who didn't even know who | was, stick the muzzle of
my pistol in hisear, and fire? And if not, what then? Was| going to cal him out like agunfighter of
Earth's Old West?

| didn't like any of the scenarios, and | knew | had to get Sraight in my head what | was and wasn't
willing to do before | confronted Djarabaxtol.

Finaly | redized that I'd been standing motionless on the zoomway platform, just staring blindly into
space. | shook my head in an attempt to clear it, then took an airlift to the surface. Instead of going to my
office or my apartment, | caught the didewalk that took meto the Alien Quarter. | wasgoingtorideit al
the way to The Purple God when | saw Baro the Grub standing between apair of buildings ablock



before reaching my destination. | hopped off and walked over to him.
"Hello, Jake," he said. "How was Ajax?"

"Y ou know I've been there?' | asked, surprised.

"Nothing escapes my watchful eye," said the Grub.

"I didn't know your watchful eye extended for 300 miles.

"It extendsin dl directions and dimensions, Jake," hereplied. "It even tellsme that acertain Mr. Perrin's
life expectancy can be measured in daysrather than weeks or years."

"Poor fellow," | said. "Whoever heis"

"Y ou have sought me out, Jake. How may | help you?"

"I'm looking for Gorigyxsol,” | said. "Ishea The Purple God or his own place?’
"He has seven places, Jake."

"I'm talking about the one he took meto last night. Don't pretend you don't know which oneit was.
You've got spiesal the hell over the Quarter.”

"Y ou have not yet crossed my pam with silver.”

"Read adifferent book, Grub," | said. ™Y ou don't have apam, and they haven't used silver for acouple
of thousand years."

"But it sounds evocative," said the Grub. "For 50 Far London pounds, al will be reveded.”

"Comeon, Grub,” | said irritably. "I'll give you ten credits. Otherwise, I'm just going to walk into The
Purple God, and if he'snot there, I'll ask where heis.”

"Y ou are abusing our friendship, Jake," said the Grub. "Even an informer hasto pay hishills.”
"Twenty credits”" | said. "Takeit or leaveit.”

He grabbed the money and put it into, well, not a pocket, because the Grub doesn't wear clothes, but a
ditin hisskin, near thetop of hisrib cage, that functioned like a pocket.

"The Roog."

"Wheresthat?'

"Y ou went there last night, after you left The Purple God."

"Eadest twenty credits you've made dl month,” | said, heading off for The Roost.

When | got to the door apair of Patrukans—not the same ones I'd seen the night before—checked me
out, frisked me, took my burner, and then let mein.

"Give him back hisweapon,” said George, who was sitting a the same table we'd been at maybe twelve
hours earlier. "Thisisan honorable Man. Hewill not useit on hisfriends.”

One of the Patrukans walked up to me, returned my burner without aword, and went back to his post



outsde the door.
"S0, Jake," said George. "Have you learned anything?'
| nodded my head. "Yeah," | said. "Areyou going to deal with Perrin?'

"No," answered George, who didn't look even alittle bit surprised at the question. "He isnot an
honorable Man."

"Just between you and me, he hasn't got much of alife expectancy either,” | said.
"What did you think of his partner?"

"Bryson?' | said. "Don't take offense, but he reminds me alot of you."

"If | enter into an arrangement with anyone, it will bewith him."

"Haveyou met him?"*

"No. But | am aware of hisreputation, and if aMan of your qualities saysthat he reminds you of me, then
heiscertainly preferableto Mr. Perrin.”

"l won't arguethat.”

"May | assume you learned more about Max's death?"

"l did"

"Thekiller works for me, doesn't he?'

"V egh”

"It figured," said George. "What do you propose to do about it?"
"I'mnot sure," | said. "That's what we have to talk about.”

"I'm ligtening," said George.

"I'd have no compunction about gunning him down if hewasin the act of killing Max," | began. "But |
don't know how I'd fed about tracking him down and killing him in cold blood.”

"That's because you are an ethical man, aswell as an honorable one," said George. "Of course, | abhor
bloodshed mysdif.”

| must have looked my disbelief.

"Perhaps | should qudify that," continued George. "I find murder distasteful, though occasionaly
necessary. That iswhy | have hirdlingsto do it for me." He paused. " So what are you going to do?"

"I don't know," | admitted. "Another consideration isthat he worksfor you. If he turns up dead, there's
not going to be much doubt in your mind about who killed him."

"Ah!" said George with an dien smile. "Now we cometo the crux of it. You gill have not told me his
name."

"I can bardly pronounceit,” | said.



llTry.ll
| nodded. " Djarabaxtol.”

Hewas sllent for amoment. "Jake," hesaid at lagt, "I think | shall give you another present. The
chocolate wasfor your friend. Djarabaxtol isyours."

"I don't know if | want him," | said.

"| thought you wanted to avenge your partner's murder.”
"I do."

"Wdl?'

"It'snot that ample, George,” | said. "If hetriesto sneak into my house or my office, I'll blow him away.
If he picksafight with me, I'll do my best to kill him." | paused. "But | just don't think | can just walk up
and shoot him, and I'll be damned if I'll turn him over to the police where agood lawyer can best therap
or get him out intwo years.”

"I can seetoit that he'sin adigtrict where the locd police owe me somevery largefavors,” offered
George. "They won't present any problem.”

"l wasn't worried about the police,” | said. "I'm worried about living with me.”

"Integrity can be such anuisance," said George. "'l assure you that Djarabaxtol wouldn't hesitate asingle
second to kill you if he thought he had a reason—and even fifty credits would be reason enough.” He
gmiled that dien smile of his. "That iswhy | would never sdll you out to him, while | have no compunction
about turning him over to you."

"Thanks. | think."

"I am sure your problemswill resolve themsalvesin the fullness of time," said George. "'In the meantime,
let usrdax, shareadrink, and talk of other things."

"What other things did you have in mind?’
"Tdl me about James Bryson.”

We spent the next couple of hourstalking, and then al the tenson and traveling caught up with me, and |
decided it was time to go home and get some shut-eye.

| gave Selina the chocolate the next day. She began asking me about my trip to Ajax. | shouldn't have
been surprised that she knew—after dl, the cops monitor the zoomway stations—but whilel told her
about meeting ElanaMador, | clammed up when she asked me what else I'd done there.

It didn't take her long to figure out I'd learned who killed Max. Since | still hadn't decided what to do
about it, | wouldn't tell her who the murderer was, and we had one of our monthly disagreements (well,
she cdlsthem disagreements; | cal them screaming matches), that ended only when she looked around
for something to throw at me, couldn't find anything but the chocolate, and decided to stalk off in
outraged dignity rather than part withit.

When | got back to my office, there was a message from the bank, hidden among al the threats from the
landlord and the power company. | checked it out, and found that there had been two different deposits
made to my account, one for ten thousand credits, one for six thousand Far London pounds.



A minute later George'simage popped into view just afew feet from my desk.

"Good afternoon, Jake," he said. "Areyou feding better today?"

"| ft fineyesterday,” | said.

"| think what | haveto tell you may make you fed even better," said George.

"I'mligening.”

"Thanksto you, | have anew business associate," continued George. "I believe you know him."
"That sureashdll didn't take very long."

"Y ou vouched for him. That was dl theinformation | required.”

"I didn't vouch for him," | replied. "I said he reminded me of you. That's not quite the same thing.”

"l admire your sense of humor, Jake," he said with aguttura dien laugh. "Would you like to know the
first piece of business we transacted?"

"Whatever makesyou happy,” | said with ashrug.

"l have sent Djarabaxtol to Ajax on business, and Mr. Bryson hastold Mr. Perrin to remain in Homer for
the foreseesble future.”

Son of abitch! | thought. Y ou're trading executions! Thelocal copswill never trace Perrin to you, and
the Ajax copswill never connect Djarabaxtol to Bryson.

"Have you no comment &t al, Jake?'

"l commend your organization for its resourcefulness” | said, aware that someone somewhere could
access arecord of our conversation.

"And you are no longer troubled by your recent problems?
"What problems?’ | said with ashrug.

"l am happy to have done you this small service, in exchange for the service you rendered to me
yesterday,” said George.

" Speaking of services, you wouldn't know who made the other deposit in my account, would you?" |
asked.

"l would be very surprised if it wasn't my new friend from Ajax."
Sowould |, I thought.

"Hell be arriving here in less than an hour to cement our relationship,” said George. "Why don't you come
down and have adrink with us?'

"That might not be the best ideain the world,” | said. "One of these weeks or months | may haveto
arrest the pair of you."

"And one of these weeks or months we may have to do to you what we will be doing to our two
asociates.” He smiled. "But in the meantime, 1've just laid in astock of Cygnian cognac.”



"Red Cygnian cognac?'
"Guaranteed.”
"I'monmy way," | sad.

Y ou know, sooner or later friends break their promises, rob you blind, steal your women, and stick you
with the tab.

But I'll say thisfor honorable enemies: they awaystell the truth, and their checks never bounce.
* -"A Locked-Planet Mystery” (Alien Crimes, Science Fiction Book Club, 2007)
** - "Guardian Angd" (Down These Dark Spaceways, Science Fiction Book Club, 2005)
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