Archform: Beauty

By

L. E. Modesitt Jr.

Color-- -1- -2- -3- -4- -5- -6- -7- -8- -O-

Text Size- 10-- 11-- 12-- 13-~ 14-- 15-- 16-- 17-- 18-~ 19-- 20-- 21-- 22-- 23~ 24

Contents

Chepter | Vienna
Chapter 2 Cornea
Chapter 3 Chiang
Chapter 4 Munich
Chapter 5 Parsfal
Chapter 6 Cannon
Chapter 7 Lanta
Chapter 8 Kema
Chapter 9 Cornea
Chapter 10 Kemal
Chapter 11 Chiang
Chapter 12
Chapter 13 Parsfa
Chapter 14 Cornea
Chapter 15 Chiang
Chapter 16 Cannon
Chapter 17 Parsta
Chapter 18 Kemal
Chapter 19 Cannon
Chapter 20
Chapter 21 Cornett
Chapter 22 Kemal
Chapter 23 Chiang
Chapter 24 Cannon
Chapter 25 Parsfd
Chapter 26 Kemal
Chapter 27 Chiang
Chapter 28 Cornett
Chapter 29 Cannon
Chapter 30 Chiang
Chapter 31 Parsfd
Chapter 32 Kemd



javascript:BGColor('white')
javascript:BGColor('lightgrey')
javascript:BGColor('silver')
javascript:BGColor('beige')
javascript:BGColor('antiquewhite')
javascript:BGColor('navajowhite')
javascript:BGColor('wheat')
javascript:BGColor('burlywood')
javascript:BGColor('tan')
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

Chapter 33 Cannon
Chapter 34 Chiang
Chapter 35 Cannon
Chapter 36 Kemad
Chapter 37 Cornea
Chapter 38 Parsfd
Chapter 39 Chiang
Chapter 40 Cornett
Chapter 41 Chiang
Chapter 42 Parsfd
Chapter 43 Cannon
Chapter 44 Chiang
Chapter 45 Parsfd
Chapter 46 Cornett
Chapter 47 Kemd
Chapter 48
Chapter 49 Kemal
Chapter 50 Chiang
Chapter 51 Cannon
Chapter 52 Cornett
Chapter 53 Parsfd

Chapter | Vienna, 1824

Asthelast notes of the orchestrafade into oblivion, the audience surgesto itsfeet, the gpplause
thundering acrossthe hall.

The tottering, wild-haired conductor remains facing the orchestra, asif afraid to turn, until the concert
master, tears streaming down his cheeks, steps forward and takes the conductor's arm, guiding him to
face the audience. The conductor finally smiles as he takes in the ovation he can see, but not heear.

But the smile that crosses the creased and pallid face is part joy, part wonder—and part horror that none
recognize or sense but the conductor, who is aso the composer. Both horror and wonder arelost in the
applause that storms across the city, an applause that is darker than the night outside, an applause for
music that casts a shadow far wider than any know and for far more years than any could guess.

Chapter 2 Cornea

Synsi| looked a me over the music stand that she always set too high, every Tuesday, asif to erect a
barrier between us. Her singlesuit had a pattern of angled stripes of cream and blue that made her ook
thinner than she dready was. Her eyeswere dark brown, like acow's, dmost ready to fill with the tears
that her pride and family background wouldn't let her shed. After only a semester of teaching her, | was
more than alittletired of her need to dways save face. She shook her head dightly, and her bobbed
black hair shivered.
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"Syndll," | began dowly, standing up from the piano bench and moving away from the antique Stein way,
"you have agood instrument, but Singing is not just talent. If you want to be good, you have to practice
more. Y ou have to practice the way I've shown you." It was dmost hopelesstelling Synsil that, but | had
totry.

"Professor Cornett... | dotry. It'sjust not fun.” She rushed on before | could say aword. "I used to look
forward to Singing a the Academy. Now, it'sjust work.”

"Anything you want to be good at takeswork," | pointed out. "Singing's no different.”

Shelooked a me, with that stubborn expression I'd come to know too well, and said, "If Snging isn't fun,
maybe | shouldn't keep taking lessons. It's not asthough | could really makealiving &t it.”

| madealiving at it, and s0 did others. That kind of aliving was alot better than settling in as a corporate
sariman, no matter how high the pay and benefits were for multilateral servitude. "I do, but if that'sthe
way you fedl, maybe you shouldn't.”

"Y ou do rezads. That's not the same.”

"Itisthesame.” | wastrying hard to be patient when | redly wanted to strangle her. "1 couldn't get work
if I couldn't do exactly what the studio wantsvocally. | only get afew minutesto study the music before
each sesson. Y ou can't do that unless you understand music and your voice.” When shedidn't say
anything, | added, "l dso get gigsasaclassca snger.” Thosewereadmost dl art song recitasfor one
filch or another in southside. Those recitals were amatter of prestige for the filch, because you can't rez
art song. But it paid, and paid well, if infrequently, and those were the nights | really enjoyed, because |
could make beautiful music. | wasn't going to try to explain that. Y ou can't explain beauty to people who
don'tfed it.

"My father saysthat old-style singing will be gone soon.”

"People have been saying that for amost three centuries, ever since the electronic age began. Almost
three thousand years ago, Aristotle wanted to get rid of the singers and poets.” | amiled. "Were ill
here.” Still trying to bring beauty into aworld that seemed to want lessand less of it.

"Y ou should talk to my father.”

That wasthe last thing | wanted to do. "Y ou need to decide what's best for your future, Synsil. Y our
parents can't live your lifefor you. What do you want?'

"I awaysthought | wanted to be arezpop singer. Or maybe rezrom.”

"Doyou like Elymai?' | asked. Most of the younger students soaked in and praised the romantic
resonance dop that Elymai put out—I had ahard time caling it Snging.

"She'sgood.”
Synsl waswary. That | could tell.

"She has the same kind of background | do. It's hard to get where sheis without a good education and
training. If you want to be that good, you need to practice. Y ou need to practice the way 1've shown
you.” | paused, then added, "It'sup to you.” | kept my eyes fixed on her. She needed to know | was
serious.

After amoment, she looked down. "I suppose | should practice more.”



"If you don't, you won't have a chance to find out if that'swhat you want to do.” She might not anyway,
but now wasn't the time to get into that. She had to get serious about something.

My words brought the hint of athoughtful expresson, but al she said was, "I'll see you next week.”

| looked at the back of the door after sheleft. Then | took a deep breath. | wondered why | bothered. |
knew why. If I didn't, who would? Y et, did it matter whether classica singing remained divein aculture
where music had become ever more amplified, modified, synthesized, and smplified? Where it was on
the brink of being able to mold emotions, whether or not the listener wanted to be molded? It mattered, |
told mysdlf—for about thefiftieth time snce Monday.

Then, my internd linkstold methat | had five minutesto get to my class. | dipped on my blue jacket and
picked up the datacase in one hand and my notesin the other. | closed the door to my office, such asit
was, and walked down the corridor. | kept adight distance from the students as | dipped past the chora
room where Jorje's Modern Choir was il practicing. Thankfully, when | went by, they weredoing a
Vaughn Williams piece—traditionaly. | had to grit my teeth when they did Bach with resonance, and that
was minimd rez. But the audiencesloved it.

Tuesdays and Thursdays were my longest teaching days. Each had two student lessons, and an hour and
ahalf section of Music 101B—The Understanding and Appreciation of Music.

| dowed behind two tall figures, listening.

"... Nayad said she singsrezads for her cake...”

"... Chorimawas going to take lessons from her, till she found out she doesn't teach rez Suff...”
"... dill not understand why they make us take the course. Mot of it'sboring...”
"...nooneligenstoit... except the last weeks. Actudly talks about rez music...”

"... bet she doesn't know dl that much...”

"... Chorimasaid shedoes...”

| kept asmileto mysdf as| followed them into the lecture hal. | remembered Chorima—atalish Asian
girl. Sheld actudly donewdl in the 101 class the semester before,

Ashetook asedt in thelower tier, the dark-skinned and more angular student—Ibrahim
D'Houd—glanced back asheredized | might have heard hiswords. He smiled nervoudly.

| returned the smile, then stepped behind the podium console. | laid my notes on the top, open to the first
page, and dipped the databloc into the dot. If I'd wanted to, | could have programmed it to play from my
office console, but that was wasted time, so far as| was concerned. The university didn't pay me enough

for that extratime.

| just stood there until quiet settled over the lecture hall. It didn't take long.

"Theresults of your testsare in your persond files, in case you haven't checked. Most of you did well. A
few of you till don't seem to understand that you need to study.” | scanned the facesin the tiered seats
of the hal. With more than ahundred studentsthere, | still didn't know al the faces. | shuddered to think
what it would belikeif | had the two hundred the hal could hold. "Do any of you have questions about
the tes?'



There weren't any, but there usua ly weren't. Those who had questions either saw me after class or asked
them over thelink.

"We're going to be hearing and seeing a symphony from one of the great composers who bridged the
Classic and Romantic Periods with hismusic. Just as Bach might be considered the father of the fugue,
this composer might be considered the father of the modern symphony. The symphony were going to
hear is generaly consdered a Classic symphony, dthough the third movement is scherzo form, rather
than minuet, and foreshadows the changes in the symphoniesto come...” | could tell I'd lost them and
glanced around, picking a deepy-looking face in the fourth ron—one | knew. "Daffyd? Do you know
who the composer is?'

"Beethoven,” hereplied.

"That'sright. Well hear parts of his Ninth Symphony next week, and you'll be able to hear the difference.
Now... lisgen.”

The databloc held videos of the Nyork Phil performing Beethoven's Fifth. Even though the holoviews
aternated between players and pan shots of the entire orchestra, which just showed instrumentalists
playing, I'd found that the students didn't listen aswell or hear asmuch if | only played astraight audio.
They had to watch something to get their earsworking. Music by itself meant nothing to most of them.

After the selection ended, | waited amoment before | began to speak. "Thefirst four notes of what you
heard—da-da-da-dah—in away they were used as an early form of resonance music. Not when they
were composed, but later.” That got afew puzzled expressions. | waited before | asked, "Does anyone
know when??'

"Weren't they some form of code in the First World War? At the beginning of the InfoRev?"

"Not exactly. They did have something to do with war and symbolism. Can anyone dsetell me when and
how?'

The vacant faces showed that they weren't about to provide an answer.

"During the Second World War, the British Broadcasting Corporation prefaced al itsforeign language
old-time radio broadcasts with those four notes, as a symbol of victory. Those four notes al so represent
theletter 'V in Morse code. So that the physical impact, aswell asthe meaning, makethe'V for Victory'
notes one of the first documented uses of resonance. A limited form, certainly, but...”

So far, so good. No one had fallen adeep. Not yet, anyway. | hated to think about their reactionswhen |
got to the later composers—like Barak and the five-part archform structure heldd invented and used for
his Concerto for Orchestra.

"... next week, well get to another composer whose music was a so used asthe basisfor early
resonance motivation... For now, well look into the structure of the late Classic symphony, the way it
evolved from Mozart onward...”

| flipped my hair back from my face, and from there I went into examples of development, with short
excerpts from various works, mostly Mozart, since he was the most regular.

All thetime, | kept thinking about Synsil, and her comments about making aliving asasinger, because |
hadn't been totally honest. She had been partly right about it. Except for the handful of high operasingers
kept by the old Met, the Kirov, and the Roya Opera, most of us had to use our abilitiesin a scattering of
fiddds—from rezads to the occasiona art song gigsto teaching. And the teaching positions got fewer and



fewer every year. | waslucky to have gotten even asolid adjunct position at UDenv. But it did allow me
to kegp Singing. .. and making beautiful music.

| smiled and said, "The next excerpt isfrom Mozart's Haffner Symphony. He wrote this symphony in less
than two weeksin 1782, yet some scholarsthink that it istechnically one of hisbest...”

As| activated the databloc, | couldn't help thinking that Mozart hadn't had it al that bad. He didn't have
to have his compositions tweaked dectronicadly for cheap emotiona effects. Also, heldd only had to
please one patron.

Chapter 3 Chiang

| stepped into the Department foyer off the underground garage. Like everything in DPS, the foyer was
donein muted gray and forest-green. Smelled like pine, roses, with an overtone of oil. | released the hold
on the gate-keeper, could fed the rush of data pouring into me, then the priority override.

Lieutenant Chiang! Captain Cannizaro wants you soon as you're on duty.
Even onlink, | recognized Sarao's voice and back-linked. On my way.

| took the ramps briskly, didn't run. Stopped running through the Department years ago. Didn't seemto
matter. Street's the only placeto run, and only thereif you've frigged up bad.

Never open your linksto your work until you're there. Y ou do, and you work al thetime. Learned that
onethe hard way along time back. One day, linked into main ops, and caught an dlpersdert. That was
the beginning of the Tularo Trouble. Before | could unlink, Cannizaro caught me on-net, called mein.
When | got back home aweek later, Catalya was gone with the twins. Might have been better if 1'd been
like Ahmed. He spent a month in rehab. Family clustered dl around, worrying. Me, | came hometired to
empty rooms.

Catalya had gone back to Porlan, Ieft anote. Said when | wanted to give up the Department she'd be
there.

VRed her, and we had talked. She wouldn't budge. | don't like ultimatums. Never did. Figured that if |
gaveinonthat, I'd be giving in on anything. VRed the twins every night till they grew up and went off on
their own. Estafen's till in Porlan, but Erek moved back to the east coast. Still VR them, more like once
aweek, now. Think they're beginning to understand, but you never know.

After that, Cannizaro inssted | go trendside. Sheld just made lieutenant, then, insisted she needed
someone like me. Guess she wasright. | made sergeant along the way, then lieutenant four years ago,
when she took over the Department, and | got her old job.

Someone had to put the trends together, study al the facets, try to figure out what was going to happen
before it becametoo big. That lesson, we learned from Tularo. In Denv, that was me. Lieutenant Eugene

Tang Chiang.

Officid titlewas Trends Andlysis Coordinator. Had just Six people under me, but the job wasa
lieutenant's because the trends head has to have had street time and credibility. Need that to brief the
Didgtrict Coordinator and his staff, work with the SocServ types, and hold theright kind of chill in dedling
with the medianetses.



Didn't take melong to get to the captain's office. It was on the third level, overlooking the square, with
the old state capital to the east and the dozen remaining dinosaur towersto thewest, al set inthe middle
of the Park. Lots of trees and green grass. Grass was green, even in winter.

| stepped into the office. Captain had doneit in light blue, with darker blue trim. Very restful. Sheld paid
for it from her own pocket Most of the other offices, mineincluded, were off-white.

"Close the door.” Those were Cannizaro's first words.

| dropped into the ergochair at the corner of her desk console. Captains and lieutenants were the only
oneswho rated desks. Couldn't have been more than ahalf dozen in the building. Then, outside of the
dispatchers, there weren't much more than adozen bodies there at most times. Patrollers and dets don't
do much good if they're not out on the street. The netops people were al in the annex, on the other side
of the garage. | couldn't take that, patrolling the net for scams, larceny, and generd misreps. Did itin
training, long years back. Understood the need, but hated the job. Even hated analyzing their weekly
reports. Didn't missaword, though. Couldn't afford to.

| looked at the captain.

Shedidn't look like a Cannizaro. Except in her eyes, apenetrating black. Thin long face, squarish body,
short blond hair, worry lines running from the eyes that had seen too much. "Chiang...”

When she used my name like that, it wasn't good. Meant troublein Denv. | waited.
"Y our weekly report...” That wasal she needed to say.

"Something's going to happen.” | shrugged. "Can't say what. Start getting upticksin thelittle stuff... ODs,
car delinks, TIDs... aways happens before something breaks. Lot of upticks, too many for
coincidence.”

"Digtrict Coordinator Dewey isup for regection. He's got an opponent with creds. Unlimited creds.”
Cannizaro'svoice wasflat.

Dewey had aways supported the Department, even when no one else had, even asfar back as Tularo.

"He's being opposed by Jared Alredd. Son of Aylwin Alredd. The younger Alredd claimsthe
Department lets matters get out of hand before acting. Old broken windows school.”

"Can't tell you what's coming down, Captain. Only that it is.”

"Assoon asyou know... ?'

"Youll know.” I'd aways et her know. Firg.

| got anod and afaint smile, asmuch as| ever got, before | stood.
"Even when I'm off,” she added. "Use TP code.”

"Stet, Captain.” Then | headed down to my second-floor corner office.

Stopped outside in front of the consoles. Duty coordinator was Sarao—brunette, intense. Her name
sounded like "sorrow.” It fit. Sometimes gave me grief. Practiced antique combat with sword and board.
Married old-style to a body-sculptor, but refused to let him sculpt her. Good choice, | thought.

"Resheed'sreport isin your linkfile.” Shelooked a me, but she was till monitoring theinlinks.



"Thanks.” 1t dwayswas. Resheed was dependable. Then, al of trendside was. " Thoughts?*
"Likeyou said yesterday, something's coming down.”
"Captain'sworried.”

Sarao nodded, her attention really on the feeds she was getting. Then she blinked and looked at me.
"Happy faces all over the place—at the Pavilion, on the shuttles. Face scans show a good ten percent
increase in soop use—or something likeit.”

More soop use meant that people weren't happy, turned to the designer exhilarant. But they couldn't stay
sooped forever. Lot of jobs required a nanite cleanjob before taking over aconsole or asystem. Then,
most folks on soop were either sudents or servies, sometimes pennies. Wondered at timesif soop could
make life better for apermie. Then, should it be? People didn't get permanent nanite behavior mods
unlessthey'd been convicted of two violent offenses or three sgnificant offenses.

"Any locdizaion?'
"Everywhere but southside and the towers.” Sarao'svoice wasdry.

We both laughed. Hard laughs. Southside and the towers were gate-private. Nothing happened therein
public. Rumors about the filch orgies came up, but private was private so long as no one got hurt.
Wondered about that, too, after the Halburt clone scandal. How many others had been offed silently and
replaced with more tractable clones? Had any? Who could tel?

Trendside you learn early that you don't guess. Not about the filch. Hard evidence, that's fine. But you
don't fish there. Not without the captain's backing and full milspec nanite armor.

"I'l reed it.”

| walked through the door. It opened to my aura, then closed. My office was small, athird the size of the
captain's. Just enough room for the desk and the console and two ergochairsin front of the desk. Leaning
forward, | could see sunlight glittering the gold-leaf dome of the antique state capita—back when agtate
meant something. Now it was amuseum. Couldn't see the Continenta Complex, down south beyond
southsde. Could dmost fed it, though, at times.

Cdled up Resheed'sdaily update, direct-link to my implant. Didn't tell me that much. ODs up, nothing to
flag any group. Except age—all were under twenty-five. Then, more than eighty percent dwayswere. A
handful of vehicle delinks, including one eectrolorry. The netops reported a new scam targeted et the
netless, offering them "free" access. Wasn't, of course. Areacomm section had taken over on that.

Dataand more data. There's more to public safety than data. Data doesn't fedl. Crime happens because
peoplefed. You fedl what they do, the data makes sense.

| tried NetPrime News—the locdl reports. Best of the worst. Again, direct-feed. Just closed my eyes
and let the words and images appear. Didn't care much for holo projections off the net. Crap blown
larger remained crap.

Most newsworthy item was a bit about the west-coast wygs were modifying scanner glasses. Mods let
the perps see who had nanite body shields, makeit easier to pick victims. Just what we needed. Another
gadget to make public safety tougher. Wish someone had told the Department. If the street hadn't been
quiet, probably wouldn't have been on news at dl. | flashed amemo to the captain, suggested it be
disseminated Department-wide.



After that, checked al theincomings. Mostly routine. Only things new were arash of phony soop sprays
that were only glucose with a boost and the theft of lorries for house smash-ins. Mass overwhelmed most
house shields. Also, anotice of higher DPS deductions for health care. That was because of improved
interna nanite diagnogtics. Took more equipment to read and repair.

Higher hedlth care, water surcharges—not one thing it was another.
Almost two hours later before | stretched and walked back out to the consoles.
"Going to run the towers? Or westside?" asked Sarao.

"Westside. Can't get into anything in the towers. Not without appointments or a cause warrant. See me
going to the regiona advocate asking for onejust to prowl because | fed something's coming down?’

"Too bad they don't let us do more of that.”
"Never have. Never will.”
"How long?" Sarao looked at me.

"Long asit takes. I'll beonlink if you need me.” Didn't need to say that, but it made people happier to
hear it. Even Sarao, and she knew better.

Askwhy | go out? Why | don't link? People don't talk. They don't talk in person sometimes, either. But
the way they don't talk tells sories, too.

Went back down to the garage. To transport. Entered my codes through GIL link. Linking ID to gene
codes—genetic identity link—made alot of the old-style crimes dmost impossible. Almost. Next came
the code for re-con. System paused, like aways. Recon was aspecia code. Only trendside could useit.
| got awhite eectral. Nothing specia except a beefed-up comm unit and military-level defscreens.

Electral wasrecoded just for me by thetime | crossed the garage. Door till squeaked. Alwayswould.
Smelled like plagticsinsgde. That wouldn't change. Touched my handsto the stickwhed!.

Cleared for recon. Estimate return.
"Fourteen hundred.” | dways spoke, but linked when | said it.

The gatesirised wide. Took the west tube and came out beyond the Park and towers. Westside's on the
other sde of theriver, if you can call the Platte ariver. The metroplex quartersfan out from the Park.
Northsde's production; eastside's trangport and sariman housing; southside isfilch, wish-filch, and upper
sariman. Then, there's westside—trades, servies on the way up, servies on the way down, and a
scattering of netless blocks—the downs. DPS links worked there, but not much else. Could have taken
the express tube, but you don't learn much underground. Instead, | went over the Elletch Bridge. Saw all
the serviesin their old scooters or on the shuttle glideway headed to southside or northside.

Off the bridge, | turned north on the Bryant Guideway, then west past the Westside Fields.

Firgt ssop was Morsss Galleria. Fancy name for an old-style pooal joint with acouple of formulators that
served food at four times the cost of home units. Mornings were dow. Only a Side table was used. Two
old ex-servies. They leaned on their cues as much as used them. Both watched when | walked in. Was
wearing adark blue singlesuit—sariman business style. They till watched.

Morss moved to me quickly, then stopped. "It was looking to be abeautiful day. Been awhile,



Lieutenant.”
Morss dways said that. Could have been talking to him the day before. Still tell meit had been awhile.

"Littlestuff. Lotsof it.” Didn't look at him, exactly. Not with the scar running from the corner of his mouth
to hisear. Just waited, my eyes mostly on the strest.

"Y ou dways had a sense 'bout that. Remember the time you walked to Gian's, then walked away? Y ou
couldn't a been ten. Chou and his boys goin' over Gian.”

"Giandidnt forget.”

"Suredidn't.” Morss shook hishead. "Today... thisweek... nothin' | know about.” He frowned. "Was
Lukeskid Al. Disconnected the overrides and safeties on hisdad's lorry. Ran it off the guideways and
into Clear Creek.”

Didn't sound likewhat | needed. "Know why?'

"No one does. He didn't tell no one. Not even his girl. She been crying nonstop, they say. Young Al, he
was aquiet kid, mostly. Been to FlameTop concert last night. Found him early this morning. Luke was
real broke up. Hisboy wasagood kid.”

"Sorry for them both. And the girl.”

"Y ou might know her, Lieutenant. TashalLe.”

"Zhou Le's daughter?'

"His youngest. Zhou wasn't too happy about the two of them. Never said much, but | could tell.”
"You think it was ascreen?"

Morss shook his head. "Naw. Zhou figured it wouldn't last. Al never stayed with agirl more than afew
months”

Made amenta noteto my linkfileto check out the accident. " Anything else?"
"Remember old Arturo Kema ?'
"Went with his daughter once.”

"Say he's about to die. Hanging on for now. Only ninety. Drank too much. Nanites can't beet that. And
last week, maybe the week before, his grandniece Antoniadied. Rock climbing up north somewhere.
Old Arturo was all broke up.”

"He doeslove hisfamily.” That wasabout dl | could say for him. "Hasn't Chris been running the ouitfit,
anyway?"

"Hasfor years. You're not hisfavorite, Lieutenant.” | laughed. "Never was. Not after hissiter. He il
got Grayser on the heavy equipment?’

"Far as| know.” Morss stopped. "Boystdl me Chrisisworking to makeit al legit. Put stuff in place
once hetakes over officid-like. He claims he owesit to hiskids. Got alot of creds from someplace—all
legal Bulsor says. Chris has someidea about spinning the heavy stuff off to someone no one heard of .
Guy's an ex-wyg that came out of the Ellay desert.”



| laughed. Kemd going legit? Even with their big company, and dl ther credits, the family couldn't walk
sraight with alaser guide. Been true of Kryn, too.

Wetdked for another half hour. Didn't offer me any moreinsights.

When | |eft, the ex-servies stopped their game and watched. So did Morss. He was still watching when |
eased the electral back toward Bryant.

Second stop was Westside Physical Systems, only about a klick southwest of Morsss place. Small
office building with aformulation shop behind it. No other dectrds around. So | parked right in front of
the door.

Likeal DPSdectras, the white one salf-locked the moment | stepped away.

Insde, there was afoyer, acounter, and a permie a a console behind the counter. Walls, floor tiles,
counter-top—a | were maroon, al spotless.

The permie looked up from the console. "Yes, ser?’

"Lieutenant Chiang, Department of Public Safety. Hereto see Kama.” Hisfull name was Kamehameha
ODoull. I'd never used it. Hadn't asked how the Hawaiian in his past met the Irish in NorAm, either.
Kamawas more than two meterstall and well over 120 kilos.

"I'll tell him, ser.” The serviewent link, hiseyesblank. Then he said, "Hell beright here, ser.”

Kamadipped out of the back room. Hard to believe he was so big. No fat, and he moved like a dancer.
He wore a spotlesswhite coverall. The shiny boots were black.

"Trouble, | see” Kamagrinned.
| grinned back, then shrugged hel plesdy. "How's business?'

"Fine. People still need plumbing and pipes dong with their nanite-based house systems. Y ou're lucky
you caught mein.” The grin vanished. "Y ou sill owe meagame of chess”

Owed him that game of chessfor more than twenty years. "1 know. Y ou'd beat me. You awaysdid.”
"That's not the point. It'sagame of beauty.”

"If you say s0.” | wasn't sure that wasthe point. If we both linked, usualy got adraw, based on old
grandmaster games. If not, Kamawon in twenty moves, maybe thirty. That was beauty? " Just asking.
Got afeding something might be happening.”

The contractor's eyes narrowed. "I've never Liked your fedings, Eugene. Isit anything | should worry
about?'

| shrugged. "Couldn't say. That'swhy it'safeding. Minor offenses up. Polsworried. No one says much.”
"Y ou could bewrong.”
"Been wrong before. Be happy if | am. Anyone building afortress?’

"I wish someone would. Businessisalittle dow, except repairsherein westsde.” He laughed.
"Something always goes wrong here. Y ou have to make dozens of little service calsto make ends meet.”



"Too bad you can't do service southside.”

"Mogt of thefilch mansions have self-repair systems. Here, who can afford them? Only business| get
thereisether new systems, totd disasters, or upgrading whole systems.”

"Getting any of that?'

"Maybe one every other week, about the same as dways.”

"Each one more el aborate?"

"Why else would they upgrade?' Kamasmiled more broadly.

"So it would take acargo lorry loaded with lead at full velocity to break into one of those filch palaces?”

"For most. Some would take more. One place has afud cell power room that would run haf of
westside.”

"That hasto be Alembart.”
"Y ou can guessdl you want, Eugene.”
"What about the McCdl thing? That your system? Pretty horrible.”

Kama shook his head. "Brazelton's. He's a hundred times our size. HE's got system techs. They do it by
thelink manudl. | do dl that mysdif. | couldn't afford atech.”

"Bet your system designs are better.”

Kamasmiled. "Probably, but fromwhat | can tell, it wouldn't matter. McCall reengineered it. That's what
your DPStechiesclam.”

"What do you think?'

Kama frowned.

| waited.

"McCdl isasolicitor. What solicitor knows nanite systems that well ?*

| nodded. "He used to work for O'Bannon and Reyes. O'Bannon was pretty close to Chris Kemal.”
"Do you know something?' Kamaraised his eyebrows.

"With privacy laws, who could know?" | offered agrin. "ChrisKemd... heard anything?’

"Weé're not exactly friends. Hiscircleis higher than mine, Eugene. It's much higher. Y ou've been closer to
himthan| have”

| waited.

"I haven't heard anything. They say Kemd's hurting. Dewey doesn't like him, and neither does Senator
Cannon. Kema's been seen with Heber Smith lately.”

"Heber Smith?" | hadn't heard that name.



"He's the campaign manager for Alredd. They don't call him that. He says he's abusiness consultant, but
it'sno secret that Alredd's going to take on Dewey in the summer eection. Alredd's aso backing Hansen
againg Cannoninthefdl.”

"Because Cannon mandated the guideway study and the changes in the maintenance requirements?”
"Something likethat,” Kamasaid.

"Kemd wants the guideway repair business back?"

"He never had it. Brazelton did.”

| snorted. "Brazelton had the business, before it went to GSY . Creds behind it were Kemal's. He wants a
return on those creds.”

"I'd guess s0. Wouldn't you?'

I'd have guessed alot more. So would Kama. "Heard Arturo's hanging on. Might die.”
"He dready died whereit countsalong time ago.”

| sighed. Loudly. "I may be back.”

"Youreworried.”

"Goeswith thejob.”

"Remember... you owe methat chess game.”

"How could | forget?' How could I”? Owed him since before I'd gone to the DPS Academy. Kamanever
forgot anything. Never would. Might not tell, but wouldn't forget.

| walked out to the electral, standing by itself out front. Kamawatched me from the door. Sometimes felt
that everyone watched me.

Had bardly pulled away when Sarao linked me. Lieutenant... Captain wants to know if you've found
anything.

Nothing. Might help if | knew what | was looking for.
She asked to be linked if you came up with anything.
I'll doit.

That wasthe way it went al day. Knew | was on the edge of something. Just didn't know what. Couldn't
even figure out where to ask. Or what.

Got back to the garage at fourteen-forty. Took afew minutesto satisfy the transport system. Needed a
statement if | was back more than fifteen minutes past the estimate.

Stopped by the captain's office before going to mine. She looked worried. Worried and tired.
"You didn't find anything, did you?'

"Nope,” | admitted. "Something's coming. Street'stoo quiet. Too... normal.”



"Not al the problems are on the street.” Cannizaro leaned back in her ergochair and smiled faintly. "They
never have been.”

"No. But the dick problems cause street problems, and big dick problems cause big street problems.”
"You think it'sadick problem or afilch one?’

"l don't know. Let mework onit.”

"You'rethelast of the street cops, Chiang. After you, thingswill change.”

Shook my head. " Always be street cops, Captain. Just fewer. Two kinds of perps—the sariman and filch
dicks, and the twisted servies. Need people who know both.” | knew servies and pennies and the
netless. Didn't know the dicks. They were for the netopstypes. Even as| thought that, knew 1'd have to
look deeper into the netops reports.

"Let meknow.” That wasdl the captain said.

"Soon as| do.” | walked out of her office and down the ramp to mine.
Sarao raised both eyebrows as | neared the consoles.

"Just more fedings. Need to look into some things.”

"Anything | can check on? Screens are dow now.”

"Not yet. Don't know where to point you.”

"Whenever.”

| smiled.

Back in my corner office, | called up lorry accidents. Three flashed into my mentd screen. Second one
wasin Clear Creek. Medical had added info since the morning. Y oung Al had been drinking. Alkie levels
just below impairment. No other drugs. Baseline nanite body protectors way down. No infection, and no
sign of past injury before the crash. Probably L uke had been short of creds, put off his son's annua
medcheck. Bad idea, but hadn't killed Al. Crash had.

Still bothered me. Couldn't say why. But had more incomings to check on, and my own report to the
captain. No hurry to get home. Nothing to get homefor.

Linked to the system again. Could always check on Heber Smith, and some of Kemal's other associates.
Maybe... sometiewith McCall... maybe there was something... somewhere... that would tell memy
fedingswereright.

Chapter 4 Munich, 1941

Torchesblaze around the rear of the hall, lighting the red, black, and white banners topped with bronze
standards.

"Wie zuerst ich dich fund



Alsfeurige Gluth,

Wie dann einst du mir schwandest
Als schweifende Lohe:

Wieich dich band,

Bonn' ich dich heut'!"

The massed voices blend into an echo that reverberates up into the darkness of the Kongressaal. The
outspread arms of the copper eagle stretch above the hooked cross and the brass bowl where red flames
lick at the gathering darkness.

Thelower notes echo from the pipe organ, the tones resonating through the vast hal under the Deutsches
Museum, rippling the crimson banners that seem to drip blood upon the black-clad honor guard below.

"... Wieich dich band,

Bann' ich dich heut'! .

Asthe music fades, indrawn breaths punctuate the silence of the dark. Presently, the words begin, dmost
asif acontinuation of the Wagnerian resonances.

"... aheritage beyond price, an honor beyond honor... those who gave their soulsfor the freedom and
future of our people and for the eternal greatness of the Greater German Reich. Germany, seg hell!”

"Seg heil! Seg heil! Seg heil!1”

The refrain echoes like thunder into the upper reaches of the Kongressaal, shaking the Deutsches
Museum from benegath, shaking the ground around, and rippling into the darkness far beyond Munich.

Chapter 5 Parsfal

| was buried in the southwest corner of the lowest leved of the university library. My eyes burned as|
flicked past image after image in the reader, hurrying through decades of information quickly, trying to
locate old photos and stories not in the link archives—or even fragments of stories that could be twisted
as needed. | dready had some possiblesthat 1'd scanned into my office archives, two about Walter
Cheesman, one about Moffatt, and a couple about territoria Governor John Evans, and some from later
governors of the former state of Colorado. | got tied up with some articles about apolitical organizer
named Robert E. Lee, who was sometimes called "the genera,” but who wasn't one. That wasthe
trouble with liking your work. Besides being single, thet is. | had to fight to stay on the subject at hand.
NetPrime wasn't paying me for psychspinning, or straight historical research, but for usable dantsfor
PrimeNews.

Parsfal! Where are you?

| winced at the volume on the link. Bimstein ways overboosted. In an earlier age, he would have yelled,



like Y eatss rough beast douching toward Bethlehem, except that Y eats never envisoned hisbeast yelling
asthe center fell gpart. And Bimstein wouldn't have understood a gong-tormented sea, or even awine
dark one. He would have made some caustic remark and told me to get back to work.

Where| said I'd be—in the old university library. You wanted background on the southern water
diversion.

Why did you have to go there?

Because the old newspaper stories were microfilmed or fiched or whatever, and it would have cost
too much to convert themto electronic storage. So no one did.

What will that give us?

The same as always—the impression that we look into things much deeper. That we, above all
other newsies, understand the depth of the stories we cover, and provide a beauty of coverage
that no others can emulate. | paused. While providing color and other titillations from those safely
dead and beyond the shelter of the libel laws.

| could sense Bimgtein's snort over thelink. Don't be too long. Kerras says he's going to need your
touch on something else. It must be big. He won't say what.

Kerras never said what he was working on, not unless Kountze landed dl over him. And whatever he
was working on was big, whether it was athree-cred miscredit in the local housing assistance office or a
rash of detentions of invisibles or amassive kickback from the Martian Republic to MM Systems for
leaking the design of the latest asteroid tug's debris screens. It hadn't been called a kickback, of course,
The Republic had just paid what it called an early ddlivery fee for some standard power modules. With
Kerras, the current story was aways big, and he was dways upset if he didn't get the big ones, like the
PDF agteroid stories that Kountze had given Brianne deV eau two years ago, after the Belters had
"miscaculated” and sent all sorts of rock heading earthward. Water asteroids were easy to destroy or
divert, compared to mining debris, and Kerras had wanted that one, but Kerras hated al Belters, and
didn't care that much more for the Martian Republic.

Parsfal?
Just finishing up. Be back in less than an hour.

Bimgtein didn't answer, and | just got hissmmie. So | broke off even before the smmie could offer to
take amessage.

The regiona water diversion was coming up before the NorAm Senate, and the debate would be heated
because of the continuing drought, and the low flowsin both the Rio Grande and the Colorado. Phenix
had put population capsin place, and wanted Denv to do the same—or send more water south. That
was aready getting big play in the Denv Didtrict Coordinator's election, and | wanted some deep
background quotes, historical quotes, or statements that sounded real and that no one could dispute.
Then, who was going to dispute pre-Collapse quotes, anyway? Kerras needed stuff that would show the
issue was more than words, that it went back along time.

What | was doing would take more work once | got back to the office, because I'd have to refine the
personae that resembled the historical figures, and then spend an extra hour—or more—getting the
detailsright. But it worked. The segmentsfor which I'd done the research and crestive re-creations had
the highest ratings of any local news provider. They awaysdid.



| shut down the reader, and closed my portable scanner, then walked over to the records custodian—a
permie who'd been watching me for dmost two hours, since there was no one el'se down in the archives.
| extended the case that held the old records. "Thank you.”

"Glad to be of service, ser.” Hisface wasn't quite blank, but he wasn't smiling, ether.

With anod at the poor man, even if he had deserved permanent nanite reprogramming, and was bound
totdl thetruth at al times, | took the ancient circular stedl sairsthat must have been two hundred years
old and hurried up to the main level and then out into an overcast late March day that was as cold as
early February, without the snow, aday that dl the instruments would agree was adark cold day, even if
it weren't in January.

I'd debated calling an electrocab, but Bimstein wouldn't have alowed it as an expense, and | didn't want
to eat the fare. Instead, | walked across the gardens east of the library and then south aong the ancient
boulevard, hurrying most of the way, until | reached theloca shuttle station. There were agood fifteen
people waiting aready, and that meant a shuttle was likely to be arriving soon. | could have linked and
caled up aschedule, but what good would that have done? The shuttle wouldn't arrive any sooner.

Most of those on the platform were students. They were the onesin multicolored singlesuits, without
jackets, or with deeveless vests, or, occasionadlly, with ajacket, but one left open. They clustered mostly
in groups, looking as though they didn't want to be there, asif taking a shuttle were somehow beneath
them. Then there were the junior faculty types, looking not al that much older than the older students, but
then with nanomeds, no one looked much older than grad students, except in the eyes, until the last
decade of life, when even nanomeds didn't help. The faculty typeswore either solid-colored singlesuits
with jackets over them, or tunics and trousers and jackets.

| usudly wore asinglesuit with ajacket over it, but that was more for convenience, with the moving
around that could come at any time in digging up stuff for NetPrime. Thetunic, trousers, and jacket were
what | preferred, but | never got to wear them enough.

Onceontheshuittle, | listened. It was useful and sometimes even interesting.
"... ometimes... rather beaninvisble...”

"... nah... they get caught...”

"... Dagmar... got accepted by A-Squarefor pilot training...”

"... wouldn't catch medriving asted closet through the Bdlt...”

.. lotsof creds...”

.. seethose meteorslagt night...”

.. icechunks... doppy mining...”

.. dlamthat Elyma and Aristo areclones... link-programmed to sing...
... eyesdon't look that way...”

"... cleanup programming take care of that...”

"... think about that filch McCal?'

"...didit,if youask me...”



| got off at the OldTech station on the low ridge that split the true filch part of southside from the part
where the less affluent filch and high sariman types lived. | couldn't see that much difference, especidly
not compared to my tiny quarters. At least | had astand-aone housein the smal hitoric district, even if
the walls did date back more than three centuries and the covenants required that | not change the
exterior. It wasthe only thing 1'd gotten from my grandmother. Worth about half asmdl filch mansion,
but you couldn't buy haf of one, and | couldn't afford the other haf. Damned if | would live in eastside or
east southside with the sariman types, either. | supposed that made me a snob of sorts.

The OldTech station wasn't much more than an antique brick platform, with adatetile roof and
nano-screensto break the wind. Only two of us got off. The other was awoman in the singlesuit of a
Comm-Inspector. | just hoped she wasn't headed for NetPrime, but she walked eastward. Could be
headed for either NorNet or one of theindies.

Thewind had turned warm by thetime | |eft the station, aspring chinook that appeared from nowhere
and had me opening my jacket before I'd walked a hundred meters. Another two hundred brought meto
NetPrime—alow pae green marble structure with clean lines that rose out of grassthat was green even
under the snow in full winter.

The building was nestled into the ridge, with four levels below ground, and three above, mesting the
environmenta requirements for non-obtrusiveness. The tech areas were mainly on the third and fourth
levels down, but | was lucky. 1ssues research was semi-tech, and that put me on thefirst level down, and
off the main garden courtyard. So | had natura light through the courtyard skylight. What | didn't have
was much space. My cubewas dl of two and ahaf meters square, and most of it was taken up with
shelves—filled either with datablocs or severad dozen hard-copy, old-style books that had never been
converted to e ectronic storage, not that 1'd been able to find. One was agem—Statistics from
Colonial Timesto the Present. Of course, the"present” had been almost two hundred years before, but
the numbers were fascinating. M ore than three hundred million people just in the old USA section of
NorAm? Unbdievable. | had bardly passed through the archway that held the concealed security
scanners when my link buzzed.

Parsfal? You back yet? Kerras came across the links as thin and whiny, for al that his voice was
mellifluousin person and over the net. Mdlifluous—beautiful word, evenif | did haveto keep it for

mysdf.

Just heading down to my place. Got a couple of sweet hist-slots for the diversion piece. You'll love
them. | might. How long? How much time do | have?

NorNews doesn't run national for almost another hour. Need to jump them. Bimstein says you've
got thirty, pushing it. You'll have something. Thanks.

How good it would be was another question. 1'd hoped for an hour, athough I'd dready linked the scans
of the old photos I'd taken in the university library to the smmie-building program with commandsto
construct, but the tweaking required to make the images|ook real on aholo projection could take the
hours| didn't have.

Hurrying down the ramps, | barely avoided ramming into Eldiego—the RomNews anchor. His
late-afternoon dot had a nine percent share of the total sectoral news market—close to phenomenal ina
fragmented fullnet system where atwo percent share for asingle dot was consdered respectable.
Eldiego smiled, and | grinned back sheepishly. The man never seemed upset.

Parsfal ? Kerras, again.

I'mworking on it. That was amost accurate, even if | weren't quite to my cube.



WEe've got some advance stuff on the McCall murder.

Murder? Thought she was trapped in her electral when it caught fire and the nanite system
expanded to contain the blaze. Programmed wrong.

SashBurnNews already out with a story that the regional advocate's office is going to indict.
Claimthat her husband reprogrammed the system against her electral. So we're behind. Need an
angle. When you get the hist-slots done, need background on him, and on elaborate murders of
the filch. You know...

| know. Later ... or you won't get these.

Hewas gone, and | was brushing past Istancya as she left her cube and | dipped into mine, linking into
the system to check how the constructor had rebuilt the simmie of the long-departed Colorado State
Governor Evans. The problem was that there weren't many photos from when held been governor, and
most were from hislater years. So | needed some regression there, trimming and darkening the beard,
adjusting the skin tone and tenson.... alot to do in not that much time.

Before | knew it, thelink was buzzing again.
Only got ten minutes for the hour-top s ot.

Done. Feeding to Metesta now. Bimstein got on my nerves, but there wasn't any help for it. He might
lizard me endlesdy, but he let me work my own way.

Thanks. Try not to push it so close. Sometime this afternoon, in between, while you're looking into
the McCall stuff... also need a few facts on the Legislature's funding for local education and
something on the nanomed support level for immigrants.

Wetry... but digging up the old stuff and verifying the new takes time.
Again, hewasgone, and | had to cut off hissmmie. Hewaslike that.

Before | went to work on the McCall murder stuff, | wanted to see how much Metesta used in the final
cut for Kerrasswater piece. | called up the running cut for the news, watching on the screen, rather than
having the holo fidd fill my cube. Thefirst image and voiceover | got was an image of astarburd,
followed by an intense point of light, and trails of light flying in al directions before fading.

"That was the PDF successfully destroying an errant water asteroid headed toward Earth. Well be back
inamoment with the details..." | skipped ahead to Kerrass piece, which ran later in the nationa news
roundup.

"Here with Senator Cannon just outside the Senate chambersisLesKerras” Thefield cut to thetall
senator with the deep blue eyes and striking white-blond hair. Cannon offered the viewers an engaging
and warm smile, projecting a pal pable warmth and concern.

"Senator Cannon, you've opposed the Southern Diversion ever since you were first elected to the
Continental Senate. Why?"

"The Southern Diversion is nothing more than filch-food. Filch-food for the southwest. Eastdope needs
itswater. Formulators don't make water. Every liter that goes south raises the cost for the people of
Deseret that | represent. It'sthat smple. Diverson means higher prices. Diverson'stheft with fancy
words.” A wider smilefollowed. "It's dso theft from the people of Denv. Theft that could lead to



population caps here.”

| had to smile. Every sentence was short, and there were plenty of five-second cutsfor the instanews
types. No one was going to outssmplify Cannon. And he'd dso placed himsdlf in favor of protecting both
the people of the NorAm capital and his own digtrict. He didn't miss many angles.

Kerrasvoiced over. "That was Senator Cannon, about water diversion. Diversion rights go back along
way. Back to the first territoria governors. Heré's what they had to say.”

The smmie of Governor John Evanswas almost perfect, with the well-trimmed dark beard, the vest, and
the wide lapdls of the frock coat, and the deep resonant voice. "Besides the Denver Pacific Railroad, the
Denver Union Water Company was what made Denver into the state capital and the only tolerable place
in the western wilderness... Take away the water, and you would have nothing but the savages of Sand
Creek.”

Then came the smmie of Governor John Vanderhoof. "'l stand on the principle that you shouldn't build
damsthat take water and provide nothing in return. Diversion istheft, nothing more.”

| was pleased with the hard-eyed look that I'd managed to inject into that Smmie. Of course, they hadn't
quite said what 1'd had them say, but it was close enough, and certainly accurate in an overal historic
sense.

Kerrassvoice-over followed. "There you have it. For over three hundred years, the people of Denv
have had to fight for their water. Senators Elden Cannon and Kristine Patroclas are carrying on that fight
againg thefilch interests of the Southwest.”

Kerras had provided the senator with coverage amost as good as arezad, one of the new ones, for free,
and I'd helped, asusud, even if | didn't care much for Cannon. Then, | didn't care much for paliticians of
any kind. Patroclas was a pleasant cipher, and that was why Kerras had used Cannon.

| couldn't rest on salf-satisfaction, though. | had to get back to digging up numbers and examplesfor
Kerrasthat would fit the McCal case. After dl, PrimeNewswas "newswith adifference” the difference
being the dight gloss we added with hist-dots and numbers, or with any other dant we could find, and it
wasmy job to find the dant.

After wandering out to the break room and getting a beaker of orange juice from the
formulator—charged to my account, of course—I went back to my cube to start on the background to
the McCall murder case.

My first cut a statistics didn't do much good. As 1'd suspected, while there were NorAm enumeration
blocs that were categorized by income levels, the blocs were regular squares and didn't fit the actua
Denv quadrants. Nor did the overall tats help much. Less than two percent of NorAm population was
filch, but the filch weren't distributed equally. Most were in centers—probably ten percent of the Denv
area population was filch—or in secluded |ocales where they had private retreats. Springs was about
average, while places like Pueblo and Collins had nearly no filch. Durngo and Aspen were each nearly
seventy percent filch, and had been for centuries, but two areas of lessthan athousand people didn't
affect the area percentages much.

| tried an overlay of filch housing patterns on the census blocs, and geographicdly, it came out that Sixty



percent of the land in southside wasfilch estates, but southside as awhole, even with the near filch and
the high sariman, only held about ten percent of the Denv area population. That was rough, very rough.
Andif | cametoo close, then the District Advocate might come down on PrimeNews for privacy
violations.

There might be away, but that would take time, which was short. | ran afull archive search—both of
the news-to-print files and the holocast files—just using the terms"'filch" and "murder.” Lessthan fifty
matchesin the past ten years.

That seemed odd, far too low. So | expanded the time frame to fifty years. That showed up with 270,
also seeming low, but enough to work with for refined scans. | definitely had some work ahead of me. |
aso had to dig up some of the education and immigrant support figures—if | could find them. Then, | had
to offer the PrimeNews dant.

Chapter 6 Cannon

"Good morning, Chairman Cannon.” Halberstem greeted me as| walked up to the GIL verifier at the
members door to the Economics and Commerce Committee hearing chamber.

"Good morning.” | offered asmile. "How's Andrea?' Andreawas his daughter. Sheld just gotten her law
degree and certification asa solicitor in the Deseret Didtrict bar. Lovely girl, and bright. Too bad she

hadn't found the right man yet. But she had time. The verifier light flashed green. It dways did. We hadn't
had someone try to impersonate a senator in more than twenty years, not at the capitol in Denv, anyway.

"She'sfine. Shell be starting with Higgins, Scolino, and Knaak next week. She's excited.” Halberstem
smiled. "Sheredlly appreciated the leather case, Senator.”

"It was my pleasure.” And areminder to Halberstem that | rewarded familiesaswell for their
father's—or mother's—loydty. "Give her my best.”

| was among thefirst in the members chamber behind the dais. It was a severe long room with severa
consoles againgt onewall and two small oblong conference tables with straight-backed chairs around
them.

"How long will thisbe?' asked Owen Ridings, the newly dected senator from the Piedmont. Hislong red
hair was tied back in the rediscovered colonid fashion, except Owen was anything but colonia in
outlook.

"Too long, Owen.” | grinned. "It'sasmpletechnical bill, and most of the members understand it.” The
hearing was amarkup session on legidation to streamline the functions of NASR—the NorAm Securities
Registry. He groaned.

With anod, | dipped through the door to the main hearing room and took my place in the chairman's seat
in the middle of the curved and raised wooden desk-dais—red o0ak, and dating back more than a
century. The hearing room was less than half full, and most of those that were there were either securities
solicitors or their pardegd saffers.

Owen followed mein and took his seet at the left end. | sat there for four minutes, until ten o'clock sharp.
"This committee will cometo order. The business at hand is consideration of S. 127, legidation to
provide technica improvementsin the organization of the NorAm Securities Registry.” | glanced around.



"Mr. Chairman,” announced Senator Peres, Sitting at thefar |eft Sde of thedais, "I have an amendment at
the desk.”

"The clerk will read the amendment,” | began. "I ask consent that the reading be dispensed with, Mr.
Chairman. Each senator has ahard copy and alinkfile”

"So ordered.”

"Thisamendment,” Peres continued in her growling low voice, "isdesigned to clarify reporting
requirements for significant shareholders. Under the current requirements, for example, trusts held by
non-immediate family members are not considered under the control of asingle entity. Nor are
irrevocable trusts to minors, even when the trustee has orders from a guardian who may also hold a
sgnificant bloc of such securities. Thisamendment requires reporting of such circumstances and makes
failure to report such holdings a class one adminigrative felony, the same asfailureto report significant
holdings under current law. A fuller description is on each committee member'slink.”

"A moment for objection, Mr. Chairman?' That was Teddy Ohlsenn, a predictably conservative senator,
which was good because he hadn't been the most predictable or the brightest of securities solicitors
before he had been dlected senator from the High Plains Digtrict.

"Two minutes.”

"The senator's amendment will do nothing but reduce the protections of the privacy laws, without
providing any redl protection for either investors or for the ingtitutions whose sharetrading isbeing
regulated by NASR. More importantly, it will increase the work hours of both the NASR registry section
and of every indtitution traded on any level one exchange. In effect, the amendment will add nearly two
percent to operating costs. I've sent acost anadysisto each of your committee-links. If you would just
look at the figures, you'll seewhat | mean.”

| smiled. It was anice speech, and the factswere in the links, just as Teddy had said, neetly prepared by
CASD. It didn't matter. The speech and facts were for the record. CASD dready had the votesto
defeat the amendment.

"Arethere any other points?" | asked.

"A point of information, Mr. Chairman,” Peresrequested. "A question for the distinguished senator from
theHigh Plains”

"A question for information purposesonly.” | knew what was coming. So did Ohlsenn.
"Were the figures you provided developed by the Continental Association of Securities Deders?”

"Asthe senator from Bgja has surmised, CASD did provide the figures. They are the only organization
outsde NASR with the expertise and datato do s0.”

"Let that be noted,” replied Peres.

"So noted.” | nodded. "The vote is on the amendment Please Sgnify yesor no.”

The lights before each member lit. Eight red, three green, and the amendment was defegated.
"The next amendment before the committee...”

The markup lasted dl morning, until after one o'clock, when the committee voted to send the bill to the



full Senate, by the vote margin that had characterized most of the amendments—nineto two.

After graveling the markup to aclose, | ducked back to the members room. There were sandwiches on
one of the conference tables. Whenever a committee meeting went past noon, Halberstem had them on a
tray there, under my standing ingtructions, aong with various beverages. 1'd found that even that smple
gesture made the other committee memberslessfractiousinlong meetings.

| took aturkey and bacon sandwich—formulated, but from one of the regal units, so that it was dmost as
good asthered thing. Hungry as| was, | finished it in minutes.

As| took acup of water, Jo Jaffrey looked up from the end of the table where she was nibbling on one
of the vegetable sandwiches—cucumbers, | thought. She swallowed and said, "We need to talk, Elden. |
have the figures you asked for on the coastd reclamation legidation.”

"Next week? It won't come up for at least amonth.”

She amiled. "1 won't forget.” She had silvery hair, probably natural, one of those genetic throwbacks that
nanites didn't correct. She could have colored it, but she wasn't that type.

"I know.” | laughed. "I do know.”
"Until then. I'l call you.”

| nodded and finished the second sandwich before dipping out and walking the back corridorsto my
office

There, Cidlawaswaiting. "All of your appointments are on your linklist, Senator.” Shetried to concea a
frown. She had nicelong legs and agood smile, even if she wasn't amiling at the moment. Therest of the
package was just as good.

"Thank you.” I'd known they were, because she was good and always had them listed, but | enjoyed
looking at her. I'd have enjoyed more, but that wasn't in her job classification, and it wouldn't have gone
over well with voters, especialy women. Or with Elise. | wasn't the kind that could get away with that. A
man hasto know hislimits, especidly in palitics. "I may haveto change some of them, once | meet with
Canthrop. I'll let you know. I'll also let you know when | want to leave for St. George on Friday.”

"Yes, Senator. Isthat dl?

"For now, Cidla Thank you.” | gave her awarm smile, the paternal and friendly one, before | walked
into my office. There, | went to the window and looked out on the hillsto the south and west. After the
cold and overcast of the past week, the sunlight was welcome, and it would make what | had to do less
difficult. People are lways easer to persuade when they fed cheerful.

Denv was afar better place for acontinental capital than any of the old nationd capitals. Anyway, al of
the magjor ones, except MexCity, were underwater or uninhabitable, and Denv was close enough to
Deseret Digtrict to makethe travel easy.

Thirteen forty-two... you have eighteen minutes before the Canthrop appointment.

| clicked off the link reminder and seated myself behind the desk. Then | studied the holo projection that
| caled upin front of the desk. Thefirgt briefing item Ted had provided was the NorAm contribution to
the World Peatrol. Below that were the amendments that had been announced as being offered.
D'Amico'swasn't there. He dwayswaited until just before the debate deadline.



Ted, add in an amendment from Senator D'Amico that proposes a twelve point five percent
increase in the WP contribution...

Is that on the WP funding resolution?
None other.

How... | mean, it wasn't listed... | know. But D'Amico will offer it. Do the same kind of analysis on
that one and add it in. | cut off thelink so he could work onit.

The second legidative item was the contribution to the Planetary Defense Force.
How much of the PDF contribution goes to the asteroid watch and protection program?
There was a pause. Twenty-nine point seven percent, ser, | mean, Sir.

Thank you. | smiled. Ted Haradsen was a good young man, aready married, but he needed to get
away from the unisex sdutations. Men and women might be legaly equd, but they were different, and the
Senate wasn't the NorAm Guard or the WP or PDF. Held learn.

| needed to get through the legidative items before Canthrop arrived. Thered be dl too many thingsto
handle afterward.

Thefourth item bothered me. Always had. It was funding for basdline nanite and link enhancement for
immigrants. The only immigrants NorAm got in large numbers were from Afrique, and those were
required under the 2310 Protocol. We never should have agreed to that, but no one had anticipated that
so many immigrants would be pouring out of Afrique more than haf acentury later. What was done was
done, and we had to look to the future and set—or reset—the right precedents.

Ted?

Yes, Sir?

The enhancement funding...

Do you want to offer your amendment from last session?

No. I'd thought about it. Not exactly. Let's trimit to ten percent of the total cost and have that
repaid at one percent per year for ten years, and give a three-year grace period before it starts.
That's only asking them to repay ten percent. Have each immigrant pay it through an income tax
surcharge. You can work out the details.

Yes, sr. Even through the link, Ted sounded puzzled.

Don't worry about it. And draft me a short statement that explains that my interest is twofold. |
believe we must always retain the principles that government works for everyone and that
prosperity must go to all people, and must be paid for by all people. And | believe that this
principle appliesto high and low alike. Intimate that I'll be looking into filch abuses of this
principle as the session continues.

Yes, Sir.

Sometimes, palitics was beautiful. The amendment would serve more than afew purposes, especialy in
dedling with Hansen in the campaign, but he wouldn't even seeit coming until it wastoo late, if | handled
it right. Who looked at amendments to minor lineitems? Until they made the news, no onedid.



| leaned back in the big black leather chair and smiled, letting mysdlf think about the beauty of it dl for a
minute, but only for aminute. There were twelve other items to read through and consider.

Beforel knew it, thelink chimed. Dr. Canthrop's here, Senator . | recognized Ciellas words even on
link. Lovey girl.

Send himin. | cut the holo display and waited.

Canthrop had been a graduate economist who'd gone back and gotten hislegal degree and then been a
clerk assistant to the NorAm Advocate General before serving as the Advocate Counsdl to the Public
Affairs Committee. After ten yearsthere, hed opened his own firm. I'd been one of thefirst to retain him.
| knew talent—and rewarded it.

Canthrop sank into the black leather armchair opposite the desk, brushing back hiswispy blond hair. He
had circles under hiseyes, and | hadn't seen that before.

"Looks like you've had somelong nights, Bill.”
The consultant nodded. "Y ou would, too.”
"What's Hansen up to?"

"That'd be the last of your worries, Senator.” Canthrop was good, but sometimes you had to humor him,
and it was one of those times. "What should be my worries?’

"RobertaMenstyr.”
"Never heard of her. Should 1? Freelance advocate? Representative government agitator?”

"You and | both wish that. Y ou're going to be seeing alot of new rezadsin the next few months. By the
way, your family's basicaly Mormon, right? English sock?' | wasn't sure what hewas getting at. So | let
atouch of afrown show. "Y ou know that. Why?'

"What netsys does your family usudly track?"

"Isthis—" | decided to play it straight. "'l forgot. Y ou don't joke. All right. I'll link. NorNet—you know,
NorNews, the...”

"I know. Its coverage has gone from over fifteen percent to ninety percent of al English-stock NorAms
for market share. That was another of her tests.” Canthrop rubbed his forehead. It didn't do much for his
thin hair. | dwayswondered why he hadn't done something about it. "Mogt of that'sin the last three
months. Not al that obvious, of course, because genotypica English ssock—enough for rhythmitonal
resonance to work—only comprises around seventeen percent of the current NorAm population. But
others are catching on.”

"Bill...” I said knowingly. "lsn't this at the edge of privacy materid ?"
"It probably is.” Hisvoice wastired. "That'sthe least of my problems. Or yours.”

"It works, then?' | couldn't believe that. People had been trying to use resonance as a persuasion tool
and worrying about it for half a century. Most holonet ads aready used rez as abas's, even without
whatever Canthrop wastaking about. "1 thought it was only good for getting the younger folksinto
musc.” | grinned humoroudly.

"Her verson works. It really works. It hasfor along timein theright conditions. There are records.



Beethoven gtarted it. Wagner gaveit apush, and Goebbels and Speer orchestrated it for Hitler. Menstyr
actually figured out the genetic basis and the mathematica resonances. At least five other firms besides
Taemen Associates are working on ad campaigns based on the new developments, but Menstyr got
hersdf apatent on someof it, | think. Shelll probably get pretty wedthy... if she can live with hersdlf
nights”

"People have been playing around with resonance effects for dmogt fifty years. All the popular music
usesitin someway or another. But so far no one's been able to put the overtonesinto the
net—bandwidth problem, as| understand it. Why will thistechnology or whatever it iswork when earlier
versonsdidn't?’

"Senator... it works. Does it matter exactly how?"

| supposed it didn't. Not that | wasdl that clear on rhythmitonal resonance, except for how it generdly
worked, and that it did with music, especialy on the emtwos, but | wasn't about to admit that. "It matters
enough that I'll fed more comfortableif you'l tell me more.”” Moreimportant, | might not know the
technology, but I knew people, and theway he explained it would tell me more than the technology
behindit.

Canthrop conceadled asigh, or tried to. Then he squared his shoulders and pulled out athin bound folder.
He extended it toward me.

"Hard copy?' | raised my eyebrows. "We are skirting privacy.”

The consultant rubbed hisforehead. "Could be, Senator. I'm not about to put this through any link. Y ou
want to reed it... read it now.”

That was going to shoot the afternoon's schedule, but Canthrop usually had a point. And he looked
worried. More worried than I'd seen him. | took the thin report. The cover was blank. So wasthe
second page. Thethird page started talking about the history of the studies of resonance. | knew that. By
the fourth page, | wasreading intently.

... PET-monitored brain scansindicate a Sgnificant differentiation between the metabolites of
neurotransmitters of those subjectsidentified as carriers of RTR-1, the segment studied for susceptibility
to rhythmitona resonancereaction...

The cong stent and well-replicated finding that RTR-1 carriers demonstrate neuromotor and associ ated
cortical resonance reactionsto class one rhythmitonality patterns also indirectly supportsa
neurobiologica hypothessthat rhythmitona susceptibility isgenotypically imprinted. ..

Resultsin line with the supportive CBF findings were recently reported in astudy usng BEAM
technology for computer averaging of EEG tasks during cognitive tasks involving decision making
(Elyysiet, 2358). More specificaly, increased patterns of reactivity werefound in the frontal areas of the
subjects, relaive to controls. Despite their gpparent support for rhythmitona susceptibility, these sorts of
investigationswill require careful replication before much confidence can be placed in their conclusons’

Results are d so needed on subjects who have clear psychopathologic disordersin order to determine the
Specificity of the preliminary findings concerning RTR-1 susceptibility to culturaly attuned rhythmitona
resonances’

Culturdly attuned rhythmitonal resonances? | nodded dowly. "Does Hansen know anything about this?*

Canthrop shrugged. "1 couldn't say.”



"Hadn't we better design the campaign around this? Or have it as a strong component?’
Canthrop managed to close his mouth. "Are you suggesting...”

"Bill... rezads have been legd for closeto thirty years, or longer. Thisisan applied and scientific form of
rezad. Neither the Senate nor the Supreme Justiciary isgoing to declare thisversonillegd, and certainly
not before the next election. So we useit first and better or we place second in the election. Second, as
yourecdl, islosing.”

| waited amoment, then smiled warmly, and began to explain, gently. "Y ou'reworried, and | can see
why. If an unscrupulous candidate started to use this... well, it wouldn't be good. That's why we haveto
useit firgt, and in apositive way, reinforcing al the good things we've done, why weve done them, and
why they've been good for the people, especidly the everyday people.” | paused, mostly for effect. "I'd
bet we could even develop a message that would create a certain skepticism about negative rezads,
couldn't we?'

Canthrop nodded dowly. "1 suppose so, but | wouldn't know. We'd have to go through Taemen. Or pay
them some sort of royalty.”

"Whatever it takes. We do want thisto be a positive campaign, Bill. I'm sure you can seewhy it's
important to get out front with avery postive effort.”

"Ah... it'sjust that I'm abit surprised, Senator.”

"Y ou wouldn't want me to wait and then have to fight anegeative campaign?' | offered another smile. "'l
read about one of the old machine paliticians, years ago, and | still remember what he said. Y ou haveto
give people areason to vote for you. If you do that firgt, you makeit twice as hard for your opponent,
because he hasto give them reasons why not to vote for you, and then why they should votefor him.”

"l suppose s0.” Canthrop was still puzzled by why 1'd decided to act so suddenly, but | could see where
this could go, and that was why it was important we got the jump on Hansen. He didn't have the kind of
resources we did, and by the time he raised enough he'd have to campaign on our ground—if |
understood the implication, and | was pretty surethat | did. That was one of my talents, seeing things
ealy.

Bill would understand once we got working onit. He was agood man at heart.

Chapter 7 Lanta, 2367

The deepy-eyed sariman staggers down the hard but warm ceramic tile of the wide halway. Even the
replicated mosaic seemsto pulse with the rhythmic beats that vibrate the closed door of the end
bedroom. He stops before the door and knocks on it. There is no answer. He knocks a second time,
harder.

Frowning, he overrides the lock through hislink, then stands back as the door opens.

The blond-haired child watches the holo projection, listening. .. transfixed.

"For the fun and sun, to play dl day...



dtay with NorPlay... stay with NorPlay...”

The words resonate into the bedroom. The child watches the pair of blond children his own apparent age
frolicking acrossthe crisp green grass.

"What are you watching?' The man rubs his stubbly jaw, letting his eyes and earstrack toward the
projected image. He pauses, then watches as the commercia finishes to the distorted strains of a Strauss
wadltz.

"NorPlay... that'swherel'll stay...” Theboy's voice unconscioudy mimicswhat he hasjust heard.
"Jared?'

"Yes, Dad?' Thetowhead looks up at hisfather.

"NorPlay's more fun than the others. That'sal right, isn't it?"

The sariman shakes his head, findly looking at his son as the three-dimensioned cartoon figures replace
the pair of children and resumetheir high-pitched antics. "I don't know.” He purseshislips. "'l guessso.”
His eyes blink momentarily in an echo of the resonances of the modified waltz. "I guess s0.”

Chapter 8 Kemal

The morning light poured through the skylight, and | glanced at the ancient wristwatch. It had been my
great-great-great-grandfather's when he had come from the old Turkey to NorAm. Thetimewas nine
thirty-five. That left dmost an hour and ahdf before the memoriad service started.

"Areyou dl right?' Marissalooked at me. She was standing in front of the mirror on her sde of the
bathroom. She blotted away the tears. She'd aways liked my father. She said he was cute. Hed dways
played to the women, even when he could hardly speak at the end. His eyes would twinkle, and he'd
grumble something. They loved it.

"I'll befine. It wasn't exactly ashock.” | straightened the suit coat and checked thetiein the mirror. It
was hand-knotted, in the half Windsor 1'd picked up from Damien years ago. The suit wasaBdllini,
hand-tailored, double-breasted, navy-blue, with the faintest pinstripe. | never wore black.

"Hewasyour father,” shesaid.

"I loved him.” | had loved him. | had respected him more before he turned to drinking. | preferred to
remember him as he had been—strong and decisive, aleader among men. "The last years have been
hard.”

She stepped away from the mirror and touched my cheek. "I know.” Her eyeswere still bright, and she
looked away for amoment.

| couldn't help afaint smile. Even upset, she was beautiful. Sheld aways supported me. I'd never
understood men who had beauty and grace in the women they married and then went out and played
around with lesser women.

"Thank you.” | put my arms around her and bent down. | kissed her neck gently, careful not to



disarrange her hair and jacket.
We |eft the bedroom together.

Alyssaand Roderik were waiting in the open foyer at the top of the staircase. They'd comein the night
before. Roderik had come from Southern University in Cedacity. He was getting amastersin finance.
Alyssahad flown from her job a TriCon in Portlan, but she planned to spend afew days after the service
at the family compound at Aspen. Mother was with them. Shewasdl in black. Roderik wore a deep
gray pingripe. Hissster wasin ablack suit with awhite blouse.

"We'reready, Father,” Roderik announced.
| looked at him. There was never much sense in saying the obvious. It made you ook weak. Or stupid.
Marissatouched my arm. "Chris” she said softly.

"Weshould go.” | let the others go first Marissaand | followed them down and through the front entry. |
could fed thetingle of the defense screens as we stepped out into the cool air.

Armand stood in the access booth above the portico. He was in charge of maintenance at the house. In
fact, he oversaw the systems of more than half the family. Everyone agreed that we needed someone we
could trust. | nodded to him.

Hereturned the nod gtiffly.

The dark green electral was waiting under the portico. Nathan had the doors open.
"We should be back in about two hours.”

"Yes s

| checked the electral's defense screens before we pulled out of the lane and through the property gates.
The screenswere fully powered and in the green. It wasless than aklick to the main guideway east. Two
minutes later, | turned onto the guideway and locked in the system. | programmed the eectra to make
the turn when we reached the Southside Parkway.

"Don't go too fast, Christopher.” Mother leaned forward.
"The system setsthe speed,” | pointed out with alaugh.
Marissalooked at me again. Shewasright.

"l can request aslower speed, if you'd like,” | added.

"No. That'sfine. | didn't want you driving too fast at atime likethis. Y ou shouldn't drive fast when you're
upset. Y ou have enemies who would use that.”

She was right about that, and | lowered the programmed speed.

Even using the bridges and guideways, it was more than a haf hour before we pulled into the reserved
space in the garage below the KC headquartersin southside. Father had questioned the building when I'd
first suggested it. It had become a mark of where we as afamily were headed. Even hed admitted that
years ago.

Fred and Morrie were waiting for us. Fred got the door for Marissa, and Morrie opened the one for



Mother.

"Everything's set, Mr. Kemal,” Fred said. " Just the way you ordered.”

"Thank you.”

Fred led the way to the private insde ramps. That way, we could reach the auditorium quietly.

I'd picked the auditorium in the KC headquarters for the memoria service. Most companies didn't have
auditoriums or real mestings. They didit al VR. It's not the same. People who work for you need to see
you. They have to know what you're made of. The other thing isthat having people come to meet with
you reinforcesthe feding that they work for you. Y ou let them use VR presence, and they fed too
independent. Those were things1'd learned from my father early.

That's why the company had an auditorium and alarge conference room between the chairman's office
and the presdent's office. I'd dready moved from the president's office to the chairman's office the night
before. Tomorrow, matters would be clear to those who didn't aready understand. In afamily-held
organization like KC, there couldn't ever be any doubt.

Morrie escorted Marissa, Mother, Roderik, and Alyssato their seatsin the front row. Fred stayed with
me, inthe wings offstage.

The service was scheduled to begin at even. While we waited, | used the monitors Fred had arranged
to sudy the audience. More than half of those in the hall were family. The others were K C executives
and senior peoplein the various subsidiaries. Some had brought family, like Josef Domingo, who headed
CerraCraft. Most hadn't.

My nephew Stefan was ditting in the second row. He was wearing a beige singlesuit. It was open at the
neck. Hewore agold collar chain, and held thrown on a black jacket over everything—for my father's
memoria service. Supid little fop. He was grinning as he talked to the girl beside him. | hadn't seen her
before. That wasn't surprising. Stefan spent credits as though they fell on him like sunshine. That was
something ese I'd have to face more directly now, with the KCF trusts.

Alyssaturned in her seat and looked at Stefan. His grin disappeared. | smiled. She'd doneit without a
word.

Stefan's younger brother Ivan just looked straight ahead.
| scanned the rest of the audience. There were about four hundred in the hall.

How many? | sent the question on link to Paulina. She was watching on monitors from my office on the
top floor.

Three hundred sixty-seven. James O'Bannon just arrived below with his wife. Jose Reyesis behind
him. Evan McCall came early. He's in the fourth row.

Thank you, Paulina.

The solicitors should have been there, after everything, and al the business KC had provided for them.
Especidly McCall. He was smart about |aw, but he'd let hiswife sway him too much. That was another
thing about Marissa. She left busnessto me.

Senator and Mrs. Lottler have also just arrived, and so has District Coordinator Dewey.



Lottler wasn't asurprise, not after al the support the family had given him. Dewey, that | couldn't figure,
unless he was honestly paying his respects. He had nerve, though.

The service began with amarch, from one of the ancient operas—Aida. That had been one of Father's
requests. HE'd aways liked to hear it. At the end, I'd had to turn up the volume so high that it shook the
walls of hisbedroom. But hed smiled.

When the last notes died away, Padre Borges stepped from the other wing. It had aways seemed
strange that my father had been one of the few remaining Catholics. It had been his choice. The Kemals
had been Mudlims, generations back, and then modernists, but Mother had been a Catholic, and Father
had loved her. He'd a so become afriend of the Padre.

So there | was, watching a Catholic priest offer a benediction to an agnostic descendant of Idam. |
couldn't deny that Borges had been acomfort to Father. So had the bottle.

Then, Ricardo Spiropoulos came to the podium. He'd retired as senior vice president of KC ayear
earlier. HEd been with my fattier for thirty years, and I'd promised to let him stay aslong as he wanted.
In the end, he'd decided on a handsome retirement, and he'd | eft happy, which was what both Father and
| wanted. That was the way it had to be.

| wondered what he'd say.

Ricardo coughed. He cleared histhroat. Findly, he started. "I knew Arturo for more than forty years...
Arturo had adream. | wasn't adreamer. But he said that he'd dream, and I'd help him makeit real. But it
wasnt just us. There were lots of good people, and there il are... Arturo had away of making
everyone laugh, even at the most serioustimes. He wanted people to be happy..."

We both knew there were people who would never be happy. We'd talked about it.
"... hewanted everyoneto fed they contributed and that they were apart of afamily...”

That wastrue. In what we did, people had to fed that they were apart. They had to share the
respongbility, the liabilities, aswell asthe rewards. That went for solicitors, too.

"... most peopledid... Hebuilt an organization and alegacy, and not many men can clam that in thisday
and age. And, most of dl, to hislast breath, he was my friend. He remembered after | retired. He called.
He sent notes. How many business leaders are remembered for that?...” Ricardo choked up on the last
words. | couldn't make them out. Some of those in the audience were weeping, too.

Then it was my turn. | stepped from the wings and walked to the podium in the center of the stage.

The podium had its own defense screens. There was no sensein being foolish. | tried to keep alow
profile, but no multilateral president iswithout enemies. KC wasn't alarge multi, but it wasn't smdl, and
we were definitely growing quickly. Far more quickly than NASR would haveliked, if they had known.

| looked out across the audience. Then | waited. Y ou haveto let people becomejust alittle nervous.

"My father was afamily man. Heloved hisfamily. He would have given everything to us. But hewasa
good father, and he knew that giving everything would have | eft us even poorer in spirit.” | offered asad
gmile. "So hewas awise father, aswell. Likedl children, | didn't understand him until | was afather”

"He a so loved the people of KC because they were family, too. He knew that without that kind of
feding an organization isonly an empty bureaucracy...”



Even though I'd planned it all, and had the words feeding to me through the link, there were timeswhen |
had to stop and collect myself. But aman can be upset at his father'smemoria service.

"... Weredl gtting in agreat building. Some have said that it will be amonument to my father, a
testament to hisvision. | hope not. | hopethat histestament will be in the words he said that others
remember. In the smadl kindnesses he did for others. In the memory of hislaughter, and hisjoy inlife...”

| managed to get out the last words, and then stood there as the closing dirge played.
| didn't know what it was. Mother and Padre Borges had picked it.

Fred was waiting for me in thewing. Morrie escorted Marissa, Mother, Alyssa, and Roderik back to the
wing. Mother's eyes were even redder than before the service, and Marissa had been blotting away
tears.

Alyssalooked at me and mouthed, "Stefan.” She gave the faintest headshake.
| nodded, just dightly.
We walked to the inner ramp and back down to the garage.

Fred and Morrie made certain we were safely in the electral. They watched as | eased the eectral out of
the KC garage, past security and through the screens.

Once we were clear of the screens, Marissaleaned toward me. Her voice was low. "That was touching,
dear. He would have been proud of you. He dwayswas.”

No one said anything until we were on the Parkway headed back north. We needed to get to the house
before the rest of the family arrived for the wake. My sister Barbra was particularly punctua. Kryn
would take her time.

Then Mother leaned forward. " Christopher, you must be careful. There are many who choose to believe
that you were only acting for your father.” Mother had waysworried.

Then, my father had always been a careful man, except when he drank. After Leon's death, he'd drunk
al thetime, even after weld taken care of Giettain away that made sure no one would take uslightly.
Even 0, Father had kept drinking. That had been for ten years. Except for his public appearances, when
he pulled it together, he'd been asilent and quiet drunk, except around Mother, Marissa, and the other
women in the family. They'd made him ahappy drunk.

"I'll be careful.” That was an easy promise to keep.

"The rest of you,” Mother went on, "you must also be careful. Y ou must take care of your health and
your families” She haf smiled as shelooked a Roderik and Alyssa. "When you have them, that is.”

Marissareached out and squeezed my hand. | still marveled a my fortunein her.

Chapter 9 Cornea

The antique Stein way dominated my office, if you could cdl the space that. Redly, it wasjust apractice
room with atiny corner console and two chairs—nanite synthwood, supposedly mahogany. Oh, yes,



there was the single music stland, a so synth-mahogany. I'd had to put up the corner shelves over the
console, three sets, and they were al overflowing with sheet music and afew of my reference books.

| guess | was old-fashioned in more ways than one, but you can't learn art song, or any music, from a
console. Some of the rezrap and rezpop singers haveit linked right into their heads. Most of them sound
likethey were reading it, rather than Snging it. Singing isn't just hitting the notes with the right words. The
old composers had styles, and you have to know the style to make the song sound right. And you have
to practice. | tried to work in at least an hour aday, but that was sometimes a problem, because
practicing is something you have to do before you get too tired or frazzled, or it does more harm than
good. That means practicing early in the day. That has aways been hard for me because I'm not a
morning person, and because my teaching at the university wasin the morning and early afternoon.

Today, the rezrappers and poppers don't practice. They just spew it out. The systems reformulate the
sound as they attempt to sing, add in the rhythmitonal resonances based on the audience profile, and
everyonethinksit'swonderful.

Whatever itis, itisn't music, and it isn't artistry. The problem isn't new. There's dways been a conflict
between excedlence and popularity. It'sjust that the more technology getsinto the act, themorelikdy itis
that special effects overshadow excellence, and artistry's lost.

Reflecting upon that once more, | took the 26 Italian Songs and Arias from the music stand to put it
back on the shdf after Michelle had left. She was my only student on Wednesdays. | had six private
students through the university. Besides Michelle, I had one on Mondays, and two each on Tuesdays and
Thursdays. Those six were in addition to the section of music gppreciation | taught on Tuesdays and
Thursdays.

After shelving the music, | took my jacket off the hook behind the door, getting ready to leave for home
and aquick lunch. | certainly couldn't afford to eat at auniquery, not on my income, and | ate at the
student center far too much anyway. After lunch, I'd have to head out to OldTech for arezad session
with Mahmed. Therewas asingle rap on the door. "Luara?' | recognized Jorje's voice and sent alink
pulse to the door, which opened to admit him.

Hisdark eyesradiated concern as he hurried in. Y ou were leaving? Thiswill only take a moment, but
you should know.”

"Know what?'

"| just got the preliminary Arts College budget...” "Music got cut again,” | suggested. "Another twenty
percent. The trustees have approved a cut in the in-person credit hour requirements, and raised the
alowable link and sdf-taught hours. The dean wants to cut the service program. We're carrying three
sections of appreciation. He says the numbers only support two. We have to consolidate into two larger
classes. That's more cogt-effective. We a so. need to offer courses that are more relevant.”

Jorje and | were both the vocal and music service program, but | was the adjunct, and hewason a
multi-year firm contract.

"Larger classeswill show that we're keeping in-person classes cogt-effective?’ | hated the whole idea of
cogt-effectiveness in education, but teachers had been attacked for not being cost-effective from since
thetime of Socrates, if not before. "I know how you fed,” he temporized. "Do you?' | could fed my
voicerisng. He didn't have aclueto how | felt. That wasfor the best. Jorje was a nice man, but like the
word "nice" itsdf, he was somewhere between totaly sdf-serving and sweetly ineffectud. That was
probably why the dean kept him around. "Isthere any chance... 7'



He shook hishead. "I can offer you the new class on rez-prep. It's three credits. Y ou've got the degrees
and experience. | know you dont likeit, but it'sall thereis.”

"I'll takeit.” What other choicedid | have?"But I'm aso going to see the dean.”

"I can understand that.” He nodded. "1 did want to tell you before you heard it e sewhere.”
"I'veheardit.”

"Well... that was all.” He bobbed his head, then turned.

Still holding my jacket, | watched him leave. Automaticaly, | put it on and then gathered the music |
wanted to look over that night.

Another cut inthe arts, dl in the name of economy. As| stepped through the door, letting it close behind
me, | wondered why | was even at the university. My brother Raymon thought | was crazy. So had my
ex-husband Michad!.

Before held totaly given up on me and on artistry, Michael had been very vocal about it. " The tests show
it, Luara. Y ou could be atop NorAm administrator, or amanager in any one of adozen fields. You
could befilch. Y ou're wasting your time at the university. Thereés no money in old-style music. No money
and no future.”

| certainly wasn't looking a much of afuture. But how could | give up the beauty of making music—or
teaching? Without the university contacts, | wouldn't be getting the gigsthat | was. Or even the rezad
work.

Raymon understood my love for music, inaway. He shared our father's views. Both had suggested, if |
wanted to make music acareer, that | go into rezpop. Rezpop wasn't music. Entertainment, high-paying
entertainment, but not music.

| walked dowly past the chord room—and Jorj€'s rehearsa—and then out of the Fine Arts building.
Along the lower garden corridor, shielded by nanoscreens, and in the spring sunlight, the year-around
yellow roses offered afragrance that was dmost overpowering. Ahead was the univerdity screen gate,
and beyond it, the maglev station that served the south end of the university.

Before | eft the protections of the univeraity, | ran asdf-check. My interna nanites said | wasfine. Then
| touched the heavy slvery bracelet on my right wrist. The nanoshield was on standby. 1'd never needed
it, but my father had given it to me three years earlier after a student had been frozen and stripped at
UBoulder.

It had been triggered only once. That had been ayear ago, when a student high on soop had mistaken
me for hisgirl and tried to hug me from behind. The screen had thrown him almost into the maglev car I'd
been about to board. He'd just picked himsalf up, like dl the soopers, and grinned.

The screens brushed over me as| stepped between the stone pillars and onto the hard granite stones
comprising thewalk that led to the station. There were only two others on the platform, under the arched
canopy. Both were students, a couple, and they were engrossed in each other, their voicesintense, but
50 low | couldn't make out aword.

Lessthan five minutes later, the eastbound shuitle arrived. The couple hurried through the forward door. |
took the rear and dipped inside the shuttle car just before the doors swished shut. | turned back to look
out through the armaglass.



Asthe maglev pulled away from the platform, a dark-skinned, bearded student panted up onto the
platform. He looked blankly at the departing shuttle, then started to shiver al over. Hisface was flushed.
| took another look and swallowed. His face was covered with abloody swesat. He raised a hand and
then pitched forward onto the hard stone pavement. Without real thought, | pulsed alink to the DPS.
Sudent collapsed on the university transit platform, south station. Bloody sweat, and possible
seizure. Needs medical attention.

Your report has been received. A medvan is on the way. Thank you.

| hated the metallic fed of an autosponder, but I'd made the report. That wasdl | could do. | couldn't
even see the ation by the time I'd finished. What had happened to him? Some sort of disease?1'd never
seen that sort of abloody sweat. What could it have been?| would have said it was a seizure, but after
thinking it over, it wasn't like any seizure I'd read about. Then, I'd never seen asaizure.

Findly, | tried to think about the afternoon, wondering exactly what the rezad would be pitching.
High-end dectras? Formulator insertsfor specia menus?

My stop was the fourth one, on the inner edge of eastside, bordering one of the historical districts that

had escaped the devastation of 2131. | liked looking at the mix of architecture asthe maglev shuttle
neared my station. There were gray-tile-roofed bungaows of atype I'd never seen anywhere but Denv, a
geodesic dome comprised of an early composite that shimmered with alight of its own, asmall-scae
replicaof an antebellum plantation house, a centuries old art deco brick house with half itswindows
made of glassbricks.

| got off done, as| usudly did in midday. Therewasafaint hum as| passed through the platform
scanners. | wondered if they needed some maintenance.

The walk home was pleasant, because | awaystook the path that bordered Park East. The green of the
grassjarred dightly with the bare-limbed e ms and the bare flower beds. Only universitiesand thefilch
had year-round flowers outside. I'd given up on trying to grow them in the conapt. Somehow, | either
watered thingstoo little or too much.

| reached the lane. Then | had to look at the boringly clean lines of the conapts that formed Eastside
Courts. The conapt wasn't what 1'd have chosen, if 1'd had achoice. | hadn't had one. It had taken every
demicred I'd had just for the option, and dmost al of my pay as an adjunct instructor of voice went to
the monthly fee. I might actualy own it in Sxteen years and ten months.

The door waited until | pulsed it to open, and the interior link system reported, Interior is empty.
Balcony scanner isinoperative. The scanner on the upstairs balcony off my bedroom had been
inoperative for dmost ayear. Someday, | might actudly have enough spare creditsto have it repaired or
replaced. You have three messages.

From whom? | pulsed the door closed and surveyed the small front foyer. There was dust on the replica
antique marble-topped plant stand. Another Sgn that the nanetic cleaning system needed refurbishing, as
if | had credsfor that also.

Mahmed Solyman, Raymon Cornett, and Aleysha Bunarev.
Mahmed. | ordered. Project.

Theimage of the dark-haired and dark-skinned production manager appeared, bowing dightly. "Luara.
Y ou're scheduled at fourteen hundred. I'd like you to do two, instead of one this afternoon. Full pay for
both, but I'll need you at thirteen-thirty. Let me know.”



Full pay for two rezads. That wasthefirst good newsin weeks, snce theinvitation to sing at the Clayton
soiree, but the soiree wasn't for another week. | wouldn't see the credits until after that Mahmed flashed
the creds to my account within hours after we wrapped.

Because | could actudly sing, I'd managed a side business moonlighting as abacksinger for rez-based net
commercias. They didn't have to spend the time correcting my voice, and the manipulations were
sampler. | was cost-effective. That left me with very mixed fedings—pride over my competence and
didike of thewhole idea of cogt-effectiveness. The credits were more than necessary. A few more
sessions, and | might actudly be able to pay for the deferred maintenance on the cleaning and house
defense nanite system. | didn't want to think about the scanner.

| linked to Mahmed—and got hissmmie. Thisis Mahmed Solyman of Crescent Productions. If you
would leave...

Mahmed, thisis Luara. I'll be there just before thirteen-thirty to do two rezads. See you then.

Raymon had just been calling, in histwice-weekly brotherly fashion. Nothing specid. I'd get back to him
when | came home &fter the session at Crescent. Aleyshawas my neighbor and wanted to know if I'd
seen Solomon, her cat, an animal who did nothing to deserve the name. | hadn't, and |eft a message that
said so.

Within the kitchen formulator, the magic nanites hummed and hissed, and after saveral minutes the ancient
appliance groaned and finally produced an edible pasta primavera. | was so hungry | atedl of it. | wasn't
about to ask the formulator for wine. The last time I'd been tempted and tried that, I'd gotten something
that verged on vinegar. Even the best formulators didn't do wine and subtle flavors well.

Beforel knew it, | was walking back to the shuttle station. | glanced up at a sky that was showing more
and more cloudsto the west over the Rockies. With my luck, it would be pouring by thetime | finished
the rezad recording sessons.

The shuttle was mostly empty, again, but it would be crowded by thetime | finished at Crescent.
Mahmed's smdll production outfit wasin the lower level of one of the older buildingsin OldTech. That
meant transferring to a South Ridge shuttle. Even so, it was a solid fifteen-minute walk from the OldTech
gtation on the path beside the winding lane barely big enough for asingle electral.

When | got to the building, | had to dig in my linkfile for the passcode. The gate took forever, or so it
seemed, before it pulsed, You may enter. You are cleared to the lower level by the left ramp.

After | passed the gate, | walked dowly, trying to catch my breath, because I'd hurried from the station.

Mahmed was waiting in the foyer outside the square box they caled the studio. "I got your message. I'm
glad you could doit.” He handed me afolder. "Thisone'sfor Beauville. Y ou've heard of them—upscae
mostly hand-finished interior furniture, the stuff you can't just pop out of an industria formulator.”

The words—I couldn't call them lyrics—were somewhere between mediocre and not-quite awful, and
the mel ody was reminiscent of early twentieth-century English art song, asif they'd taken something and
shifted it, and | couldn't quite pin down what it might have been. That could have been because they
didn't really understand the moda basis of some of those songs.

In the end, after 1'd spent some time going through the music, | just walked into the studio and stood on
thebig"X.” | used a headset for the music feed, because music has to be auditory and not link-channel,
and sang thelyrics.



Wefollowed the usual pattern, which meant that the first run-through was exactly aswritten. The second
was the way | thought it should be, and the third was the way Mahmed interpreted it.

Mahmed was smiling when | finished the third take. ™Y ou can make anything sound good.”

| wasn't sure about that, but he was thoughtful to say it. "Thank you.” After amoment, | added, "The
second st 7'

"The music and words are outside. Do you want a break?'

"I'd like some water, and some time to look them over.” | took off the headset and brushed back my
hair. No matter how | fixed it, it was so fine that some of it kept drifting across my forehead.

He nodded, and we walked out into the office area. " Are you doing any real singing? Anywhere where |
could hear you?'

"I'll be doing an art song recitd at the university inthefal. I'm singing a soiree performance in aweek or
0.

"Filch show? To prove their superiority in taste?

"They pay,” | pointed out wryly. "Not too many people want to hear unaugmented vocal music these
days”

"I'll betherefor your recital.” He handed me the second folder.

Hewould be. HEd been there for my last. HeE'd been there for my first, and that was how I'd gotten into
doing rezads. He wanted to help me so that 1'd be around to sing art song, and | helped him by giving him
clean linesto work with, which kept his costs down.

It till bothered me at times, but working singersin our world—those who don't want their voices twisted
and turned by technology, those who want to preserve the inherent beauty of voice and song—we don't
have much choice. We probably never have had.

Mus c—and its beauty—was continualy getting shortchanged. That was one reason why | was going to
seethe dean, even if it did no good. That was more than likely to be the case.

Chapter 10 Kemal

By Tueday, | was officialy the chairman of KC Congructors, rather than the unofficial chairman. It
didn't change anything. 1'd been the executive officer for dmost ten years.

There was dways something. | needed to talk to Heber Smith about the elections. Dewey was getting to
be more and more trouble, and I'd never liked Cannon. Cannon was too sanctimonious. He kept asking
questions about CerraCraft. There weren't any problems with CerraCraft, but he thought there were.
Dewey wasworse. He'd wanted to help his cousins, and he'd gone out of hisway to get Cannon to
sponsor and pass the guideway divestiture laws. That wasright after wed invested in Brazelton and
expanded operations into most of the NorAm Didtricts. | could do without both Dewey and Cannon.

Heber was out. He'd call back. | started to review the plansfor expanding the club businessin Lantaand
Porlan, and then into smaller cities. That would help the alkie formulation leases, too. The more diverse



sources of direct credits, the better—especialy with the Republic deal working out asit had. People
were lesslikely to question where KC and K CF were getting creditsif they thought we were pulling in
millions from the clubs and akie business. The new rezrap helped, too, alot, because it boosted dkie
consumption. Too bad afew kids were oversengtive, but there wasn't anything that didn't have side
effects for someone. | had to avoid shdllfish—unless | wanted awhole raft of nanomods. Marissahad a
problem with red wine—the red stuff, not the formulated kind. That waslife.

Mr. McCall is here for hisone o'clock. Mr. Kemal. Thank you. Paulina. Have him come in. Evan
McCall looked more like an accountant than asolicitor. He had a thin face and deep-set eyes. Hisright
eyetwitched. That was something new.

The door closed, and | could sense the privacy screens. Most people didn't notice, but the screenswere
automatic in my office. That made matterssmpler. | didn't record anything insde the screens, either. That
was asking for trouble. Most people in charge of things never understood that. Put what had to be done
legdly in recorded form, and nothing ese.

| got up from the desk and walked over to the bar in the corner. | poured out an orangejuice. It was
red, not formulated. Then | offered him the glass. "Y ou look like you need this”

Hetook the glass. His smile was both wry and nervous. "I could. The DPSis hounding me again. About
Nanette's accident.”

"Sit down.” | took one of the seets at the conference table.

McCall took the other. He took along, dow swallow of the juice. ™Y ou know that | can't even reset my
own desk console and gatekeeper without a prompting program. The DPS keeps badgering me about
Nanette's death. | don't understand how it happened.” Hisvoice quivered, just atouch. That was very
unlike the controlled solicitor. " They've been asking me about marital problems. About quarrels. They
don't believeme”

"l believeyou.” | knew he hadn't had anything to do with it. It was too bad things had turned out asthey
had, but it wasinevitable with awifelike his. Family isimportant, but women have to know who makes
the decisons.

"You'retheonly one.” He shook hishead. "I just don't understand why. It had to be an accident. Nanette
didn't have any enemies. Not aone.”

Asfar as her psychology practice went, he was probably right about that. She should have stayed with
psychology, but she'd been about to push him too far. The linkbugs had shown that, and KC didn't need
NASR or other regulators looking into KC and the rezrap-akie link. Later, it wouldn't have made any
difference, but she wouldn't have waited. | knew the type. "It's tough when the government doesn't
bdieveyou.”

Hetook another sip of thejuice. He set down the glass and handed me athin folder. "That'swhy I'm
here. | wanted to let you know that everything isin process on the estate. It'sonly aformality, but it'sal
under control. Thefile explainsit dl, the timetable, and the process. If I'm not available, Marc Oler
knows the basics, but not the details. He doesn't need to know those.”

"Good.” It had taken yearsto work it out so that it would be only aformality. What would go through
probate was only afew hundred million, dl to Mother.

There were dso afew specia bequests and donations. The visible estate was large enough so that no
onewould look deeper. Even if they did, there was nothing that any prudent filch family would not have



done. Setting up the transfers and trusts had been far from smple, and had taken years. Now, | only had
to worry about insubordinate nephews. ™Y ou do good work, Evan. Y ou dways have.” | stood. "Good
luck withthe DPS.” "I'll need it.” He stood dowly. | haf clasped him on the back. "Just hang in there.
Everything will turn out for the best.” "Thanks, Chris”

After McCal l€ft, | linked to Paulina. See if you can get Emile Brazelton here after my meeting with
O'Bannon. Put it on the schedule as guideway progress. | dways gave Paulinaa subject for each
meeting. Yes, ser.

The next problem wasfar smpler. | put through aholo call to Mother. She was where she dwayswas
after lunch. Shewasin her study writing letters the ol d-fashioned way. She wore another black dress.
Outside of thefine linesaround her eyes, she could have passed for one of my ssters. "How are you

feding?'
"Aswell asever, Christopher. Y ou don't have to check on me every day.”
"I can't call my own mother?' | laughed. It wasarunning joke.

"You'regoodto call. | dmost never hear from Kryn, but you and Barbra are dways so good. Did you
know that she sent over some hand-baked cookies she made? Italian sugar cookies, no less...”

We talked about cookies, and the children, and about how so many families had no sense of loyalty.
After twenty minutes, | said good-bye.

That gave metimeto check the third quarter financia reports on the KC subsidiaries. That was
supposedly Poul Therault'sjob, but | couldn't ask the Vice President of Finance intelligent questionsiif |
hadn't studied his reports.

Mr. O'Bannonis here, Mr. Kemal.
Have him comein.
| stood.

O'Bannon walked into the office and settled into the chair across from the desk. He gave me alazy smile.
He was abig man with perfect white teeth, set off by hisdark skin and short black hair. "Nice office
here”

"It'snot that much bigger than the old one.” | sat down. "How isthe Burling project going?'

"Weve managed to acquire the rights to the last three sections. Another week, and everything will be
registered.”

"Under the K2 subsidiary.” | didn't want any confusion about that. K2 handled only red estate.
Everything there could have been handed to Digtrict Coordinator Dewey, and he couldn't have found a
single misplaced comma or aquarter credit unaccounted for. He still would have tried to find something
and then complained publicly that we were hidingit.

"I'm assuming,” O'Bannon said easily, "that there will be a sde at some future date.”

"Assume al you want, James.” | laughed. "At some point, you'll beright. K2 isaproperty deder, and we
can't make credits there without selling.”

| knew what he was thinking. He had to wonder why | wanted farmed-out and reclaimed land in the



eastern part of the Denv Didtrict. It couldn't be used for agriculture. Development was limited to lessthan
one percent of thetota land area. With enough land, one percent was more than enough for a privately
owned and operated orbiter base and terminal, and neither the PD or the PDF would be ableto do a
thing about it.

"The rumor isthat McCall isgoing to be indicted for murder.” O'Bannon looked squarely a me.

"If the DPS or the Digtrict Advocate thinks he killed hiswife, then he will be. | don't speculate on the law,
Counsdlor. That's your expertise.”

O'Bannon nodded dowly.
"How ishetakingit?'

"He's very upset. Hewon't talk to me or to Jose. Y ou know he took Marc Oler and Caron Hildeo with
him”

"Will that pose aproblem?”

OBannon tilted hishead. "Until thisbusinesswith hiswife, | wouldn't have said so. Evan has dways been
extremely professiond. | don't even know the details of what he set up for you. As his senior partner, |
could have asked, but | felt you preferred mattersto be kept... compartmentaized.”

"It works better that way. Most times.” | shook my head. "Poor bastard. He's lost. He doesn't know
what hit him.” He didn', yet, and it was better that way.

"It'stoo bad. He'sthe best privacy solicitor in NorAm.”

| nodded. Even the best had their limits. Part of my job wasto recognize those limits and deal with them.
"What about the co-op agreement with Tdemen?'

"They'rewilling to sub-license and to ignore any previousinfringements.” O'Bannon laughed. "Nether of
usiscdlingit that. They get theroyatieson dl VR and home entertainment sets. They have exclusive
rightsin VR production. We have the rights to use the technology in clubs and live performance spaces.
They can licenseit to clubs, but we get the roydlties, less aten percent placement fee.”

"WEell sgnit, if that'swhat it says.” Most times, | would have pushed for more. At the moment, we'd
take what came easy, and look to expand later.

O'Bannon nodded. "That's what 1'd recommend.”
"Isthere anything ese | should know about?*

Hefrowned. "I can't think of anything.” After amoment, helooked at me. "Isthere anything e'se? | don't
want to waste your time.”

"For now, that'sit.”
We both stood, and | walked around the wide cherry desk. We shook hands, and O'Bannon | eft.

Most business|eaders wouldn't have seen peoplein person. Too many relied on link or holo meetings.
There's no substitute for Sitting across from someone. | caught feelings and hints | couldn't have, even
withfull VR.

Beforelong, Paulinalinked in again. Sefan Saul is here.



I'll come out and get himin a minute.

| let him wait ten minuteswhile | checked the legidative status flags. There was nothing we hadn't
anticipated. Then | went out to the outer office.

Stefan was standing, looking out the window toward the Rockies. He wore adark green singlesuit, and a
conservetive light green wool jacket. Both were new. He was also without the gold neck chains. My
sster Barbrawasn't stupid. Sheld clearly seen thelook Alyssahad given Stefan at the memoria service.

"Comein, Stefan.” | smiled and stepped back into the office.
"Yes, ser.” Stefan was a centimeter or two taler than | was. The way he douched, he looked shorter.

After | pulsed the door closed, he started to sit down, almost carelesdy. Then he stopped and looked at
me

"Go ahead.”

He sat on the dark green leather armchair that was set opposite the far corner of the desk. He didn't look
at me, not directly. "Y ou asked to see me, ser.”

| settled behind the uncluttered desk and waited for aminute, still smiling, before| began. ™Y our
grandfather was very fond of your mother. I'm sure you know that.”

"I've heard that, Uncle Chris.” Stefan's face said he didn't believe aword.

"He wanted her, and you and your ssters, not to have to worry financidly. That'swhy he set up the
trusts. He dso didn't want you to rely on that income for anything more than agenerous basic income.
That means onething. If you want amore luxurious way of life, you can't rely on your trust.”

"Uncle Chris, | just asked about what wasinit. Isthat acrime?’
"l understand you also asked if you could sdll any of the securities.”
"l just wanted to know how it worked, ser.”

| didn't believe that for aminute. "l understand.” | smiled again. "It'sredly very smple. There aretwo
kinds of securitiesin dl the KCF trusts. Some provide annual income. Some produce longer-term capital
growth. It'sabaance. The trustee could invest more credits in income-producing securities, but in years
to come, you'd have less and lessincome. Or he could invest in those providing capital appreciation. That
way, the vaue of your trust would be much greeter over time, but you'd have very littleto live on now.”

"Ser... with dl due respect... the amount that my mother and my sistersand | are receiving amountsto
much less than one percent of the value of thetrust.”

"That's not surprising, Stefan. Only about ten percent of the holdings are invested in income-producing
securities. The mgority isinvested for longer-term growth. That's so that the capital will be there for your
children and your children's children.”

"So we scrape by so that you—" He stopped abruptly. "I'm sorry, ser.”

| looked hard at him. "'l scarcdly think that an annual income of over two million creditsis scraping by,
Stefan. There arefilch in southside who don't have incomesthat substantial.”

"Things are more expens ve than when you were young, Uncle Chris. I've tried to be careful, but there's



not enough there.”

Careful? Not enough there? 1'd called up his expenditures. He'd purchased two eectras, just in the past
year, and a second house in the Redford Preserve. The house had been twenty million by itsef. KCF's
genera trust had taken the mortgage privately, collateralized against his own trust assets, because | hadn't
wanted the transaction made public. Stefan didn't know that. Hed just happily signed the papers. He
wasn't so happy about the one hundred twenty thousand credits amonth coming from his account to

repay the mortgage.

"What do you want from me?" | asked politely. "I'm not the trustee. The trusts are irrevocable. | can't
changetheterms.”

"Y ou mean you won't.” He got a pouty |ook.
"| can't. Tk to your solicitor.”

"Y ou picked the family solicitors. Y ou won't give the detail sto any other solicitors, and the onesyou
picked won't let me do anything you don't want.”

| certainly hoped not. That was the wholeidea. "They'll tell you exactly what the terms of the trust are. It
wouldn't matter what solicitor you talked to. It wouldn't change theterms.” That much was certainly true.

Stefan didn't say anything. He was trying not to show anger. He was doing a poor job.

"I don't think welll ever agree on this, Stefan. It doesn't matter. | can't change the payouts on the trust.
Youll just haveto figure out how to dedl withit.” | stood up.

He sat in the leather chair for amoment, then abruptly jJumped up. "Yes, ser. | will.”

He was a so going to complain to Barbra about how stingy | was. He wasn't about to understand.
Nothing | could do would change that.

Emile Brazelton iswaiting, Mr. Kemal.

Tell him I'll be right with him. I'm almost done here. "If you'll excuse me, Stefan. | have another
meseting.”

"Yes s
| followed Stefan out. "Give my best to your mother.”
Hedidn't answer. | didn't think he would. He wasn't smart enough.

| motioned for Brazelton to come in. He looked like an average sariman. Brown hair, brown eyes. Not
big, and not amdll.

"That was your nephew, wasn't it?" he asked as the door closed behind him.
"One of them. That was Stefan.” | didn't bother to sit down.
"Y ou asked for me?'

"I need another job taken care of. The one we talked about before. He knows enough to figure it out. He
isn't sharp enough to know he knows. If he getsinto DPS custody, Kirchner could figureit out.”



"Kirchner won't maketrouble.”
"Y ou know that. So do |. But Cannizaro could. She's got Chiang, too.”
"You dont like Chiang.”

"He dated Kryn once, when we were in school and il living in Old Westside. He looked at Father, and
he looked at me. He took Kryn out. He was a perfect gentleman. He showed her awonderful evening.
He sent her an old-fashioned note thanking her, and then said that he'd never bein her class. Kryn
wouldn't spesk to mefor amonth.”

"Smart men.”
"Too smart. Especialy now. Cannizaro's put him where he has access to everything.”
Brazelton frowned and fingered hischin.

"McCdl'sdigraught,” | said. "He'svery upset. If the DPS or the Didtrict Solicitor charge him with the
murder of hiswife, he could do anything. We need quiet right now. He's tough about the law, but he's not
tough in any other way.”

"Y ou think he might commit suicide?"

| shrugged. "Who knows? He loved her alot. | understand that. Most people would, | think.” | paused.
"We're dso working on some angles to straighten out the guideway problem. Y ou may haveto give usa
hand there.” Brazelton nodded. He wasn't happy, but what choice did he have? Without the buyout of his
company, he would have been a permie pushing abroom in northside. The Justiciary doesn't like massive
embezzlement and fraud. Now, he made more credits, and his company was prospering, and we kept
him on the personal straight and narrow. It was agood dedl for everyone.

"Y ou understand.”

He nodded again.

"Let meknow.”

| watched as the door opened and he walked toward it.

| tried to make deals that benefited everyone. That was the beauty of what | did. I'd learned along time
ago that you can't keep afamily or abusiness going if you're not giving aswell as getting.

It was apity Stefan hadn't figured that out. | had hoped he would.

Chapter 11 Chiang

Wednesday came. Open file search showed nothing on McCall. Case bothered me. Indictment had been
announced, but no details. Homicide wasn't saying anything, except what they had to. McCal even came
up cleanintheinternad DPSfile. Nothing. Not an overdue dectra regigtration, anillega turn, not even an
emissionstax penaty for hishouse. Only public datawere scholarly articles on things like the extended
right to privacy. Was listed as a spesker a anumber of solicitors professona meetings. Same smiling
faceevery time.



Checked accidental deaths reported in Denv over the past five years. DPS didn't get al of them. Not one
filch.

Didn't surprise me. True accident, and the filch had doctors and solicitors to take care of the formal stuff.
Accident like McCall'swife, same thing happened. So... no report in the DPSfiles. Serviesand
pennies—they reported accidents, and most of them were. Thefilch... | wondered.

More | saw and read, the more McCall bothered me. But | didn't think it was wiseto lean on anyonein
DPS. Not on afedling.

Looked out my window at the Park. Another sunny day. Been acloudy winter, and the sun was
welcome.

Direct-linked Resheed's report. ODs remained the same, roughly, up from the year before, but no longer
risng. The netless scam numbers were down. Probably would be until the scammers came up with anew
angle—in another week or two. The netops section reported the latest ID theft techniques. Read through
it, then decided to go over to the other side and talk. | always learned more face-to-face.

| started to get up from behind the desk. A flash link blazed in from CDC in Lanta. Read throughiit.
Phrases leaped out at me, the kind | didn't want to see.

Ebol4 strain has appeared in Nyork and Nengland digtricts... aswith ebol3, apairing of SAD nanites
with amodified ebolavirus... longer incubation and contagion period. .. grester risk of Soread,
particularly among netless or those with only baseline nanomeds. .. cold westher version thought to have
been engineered by Agkhanate Tdibanate for use against Russe Hegemony.... extraordinarily infectious
and will provoke ahigh fever and occasiona convulsions even among populations with full-spectrum
nanomeds. .. greater risk to public safety personnd... recommend additional nano-med boostersfor
those in close contact with vulnerable populations. ..

Another bioweapon coming out of the undeclared West Asian conflicts. All we needed. World Patrol
kept the lid on heavy weapons. Recsat systems were good for that. Didn't do null for bioweps.

Linked with Saran. CDC flash. Make sureit's an allpers. Patrollers need to take care with
low-level invisibles.

Oh?

Set. Didn't explain why, but didn't haveto. Y et. Two kinds of invisibles—those removed from the
NorAm databaseillegdly, like by Kemal's operation, and those imported from West Asian areas. No
point in admitting they existed. Not when DPS couldn't do anything except with the ones we caught.

L ooked back out to the Park, waiting. Still sunny and green. Not so bad when the snow covered the
grass, but felt wrong in late winter and early spring when the trees hadn't leaved out.

Done, Lieutenant, Sarao linked back.
Thanks. | stood and walked out of the office.
Sarao looked up from the consoles. Still needed screens to handle more than one visual inpt.

"Going to the other side. Had some questions about the netops report.”



She nodded.

The ramps were empty. They should have been. So was the lower |obby off the garage. Could smell a
hint of ozone—restraint loops. Always smelled that way when someone was carted in under restraint.

Passed Sorgio on the way up. Nodded at each other.

Netops was quiet. Sergeant Darcy was by the consoles.

"Lieutenant.”

"Sergeant. | was going through your latest report. Someone el se counterfeiting GILS?!

She offered a professiona smile. "It's more el aorate than we'd have suspected. They take a T-samp
from the victim, then implant the phony GIL in place of ared one, surrounded by an Isup barrier. The
GIL reads positive, and so long as no one takesasamp... it works.”

"What about thevictim?'

"Disabled, usudly, in some sort of accident. Badly mugged, in some cases. Usudly high sariman, or
independent professiond.”

"Where no one else watches the persona or business accounts closdly.”
"Set.”
"Why not dead?" | asked.

"Then the worldnet closes down that GIL, and the feits can't get at the victim's assets. Usudly, it's
someone well off and single, but not filch. Filch have barriers, and advocates. And familieswho get upset
at disappearing assets.”

"How long will thislagt?'

"Month... two. Netpros adready flooding the nets with the scam stories, and offering servicesto protect
assets. Be too much trouble, and too low areturn beforelong.”

| nodded dowly, before asking, "Y ou ded with the McCal thing?*
Her eyes and voice were cold. "That's not atrend, Lieutenant.”

Gave her asmile. "Not yet. Like to seethat it doesn't become one. May be more of one than anyone
redizes”

Her eyes softened. Not much. "How do you think so?"

"Privacy barriers. Not that many filch. Can't get death breakdowns. So you can't spot any trends there.
Werrelookingintoit.” | smiled.

"Y ou think the filch have more accidents?"
| shrugged. " Shouldn't have. They have more safeguards.”
"M ore gadgets means more to go wrong.”

"Could be”



"No one bets againgt you, Lieutenant...” Sheleft theimplicationsthere.

Understood what she meant. I'd better have more than afeding if | wanted to push into filch territory.
"Just looking at what everyone can see”

Darcy nodded.

| walked back down the ramps to the garage-level foyer. Then walked back up the rampsto my corner
office. Waked dowly, thinking.

Chapter 12

Words evolve, perhgps more rapidly and telingly than do their users, and the change in meanings reflects
asociety often more accurately than do the works of many historians. In the years preceding the first
collapse of NorAm, the change in the meaning of one word predicted the failure of that society more
immediately and accurately than did dl the analysts, socid scientists, and historians. Thet critical word?
"Discrimination.” We know it now as aterm meaning "unfounded bias againgt a person, group, or culture
on the basis of racid, gender, or ethnic background.” Prgjudice, if you will.

The previous meaning of the word was:. "to draw aclear distinction between good and evil, to
differentiate, to recognize as different.” Moreover, the connotations once associated with discrimination
were favorable. A person of discrimination was one of taste and good judgment. With the change of the
meaning into anegeative term of bias, the English language was | eft without a single-word term for the act
of choosing between dternatives wisely, and more importantly, left with a subterranean negative
connotation for those who attempted to make such choices.

In hindsight, the change in meaning clearly reflected and foreshadowed the disaster to come. Individuals
and ingtitutions abhorred making real choices. At one point more than three-quarters of the youthful
population entered ingtitutions of higher leve learning. Credentid's, often paper ones, replaced meaningful
judgment and choices... Popularity replaced excellence... The number of disastrous cultura and political
decisions foreshadowed by the change in meaning of oneword istruly endless...

Was that merely an aberration of history? Hardly, for the same changesin language today reflect our own
future. Take theword "filch,” now applied to the wedlthiest of the wedthy. The origind meaning was "to
ged dyly insmdl amounts, to pilfer.” When thelonger term ("filthy rich™) previoudy used was
resurrected after the second collapse, the contraction and the theft "overtones' of the original meaning of
"filch" fit admirably the socid needs of thetime. The growing application of thisterm to thosewho are
more than moderately successful clearly reflects awidespread socia unrest and dissatisfaction with those
who control the wealth and power of our present-day society ...

T. Eliot Stearns Historical Etymology Lanta, a. d. 2241

Chapter 13 Parsfal

| camein early on Wednesday to make some time to chase filch murder and death stats, before Bimstein
garted Unking every ten minutes. It didn't matter. I'd barely gotten into the background when the link
buzzed.



Parsfal? Take a few minutes this morning or early this afternoon and get me some updated stuff
on hurricanes and recent and historic shifts in the Gulf Sream. Paula Lopesis doing a piece
tomorrow on the impacts on the Caribbean and on why the last five years have seen arctic
wintersin the British Idles.

Who gets the feed?

Kirenga. Also, seeif you can run a twenty-second comparison/contrast between Cannon and that
old historic governor—Vander hoff, was it?—on the Southern Diversion, something with a twist.
Work in Patroclasif you can. Have to run.

| knew what he wanted on the comparison—either paint Cannon as a principled man in line with the past
or aschemer betraying the past—and Patroclas as well-meaning, but ineffectud. That meant more work
on Cannon and Patroclas, to see where their voteslay on diversion and environmenta issues. | added the
water and weather assgnmentsto my "to-do" list, and went back to where I'd been.

All I'd come up with the night before on the M cCall background was pretty typicd. A former associate
with O'Bannon and Reyes, an honors graduate of UDenv Law, with two grown children, he had just
gtarted his own office as asolicitor. Handsome and gpparently personable, at least from the
comparatively few bytes available on him. He'd been afeatured speaker a anumber of solicitors
conferences, and he made ahabit of publishing articles on his speciaty, which was privecy law. | read
one of them. He could write, assuming he was the one who wrote it. And he was careful. Solicitors had
to be, reportedly, but every word was used and chosen with care. Not a poet with words—more like an
accountant. Not so much beauty there as economy and precision. Certainly nothing like Y eats or Keats
or even Exton... it reminded me of an old poem...

Was he free? Was he happy? The question is absurd.

Had anything been wrong, we should certainly have heard.

Except Evan McCal hadn't been happy about his wife, apparently, and perhaps more. Yet, intheend...
| had nothing. There wasn't even anything specific about his children or their namesin anything. I'd
wanted to have something on the follow-up with the indictment. It was ajuicy sort of case. Everyone
loved to watch afilch get it—or escapeit, if he did so with style. McCadll and hiswife had been the
vid-perfect couple, and there hadn't been asign of trouble. All that meant was that Evan McCal was not
only personable, but very bright, even beyond the letter of the law.

| tried his office, but only got asmmie, and avery smple message. "The offices are closed until further
notice. If you have an urgent legal problem, you may reach Marc Oler...”

| tried that link code, but just got Oler'ssmmie, promising to return any cals. | asked him to contact me.

After that, | did call up the death stats, and even cross-indexed them by income and cause. For most of
the population, the numbers were just as1'd have expected. Except that in the higher income categories,
there were no breakdowns by income and cause—just a notation—

"privacy protected.” There were so few filch deaths that any datawould reved the families? Unless|
could find an angle, it looked like I'd have to drop that for atime.

Unless... maybe that could be asidebar story, something about the fact that, in just another way, thefilch
were different. Our lives are open screens. All we see of thefilch are beautifully decorated covers, like



the covers of old-style books. They're shielded by the privacy laws, even atigticdly, by their
nanite-protected houses, by their credits, and by other filch—like McCal himself.

| hated the direct route, but there was no help for it. So | had to try McCal's old firm. | put through the
link, full VR, if edited to show mein atidy office with bookcases behind me.

"O'Bannon and Reyes, may we help you?' The dark-haired and dark-eyed woman answering the VR
link was ared person, not asmmie. That initsaf wasimpressive, and doubtless meant to be,

"ThisisJude Parsfdl, from NetPrime. IsMr. O'Bannon available?"

"Just amoment, Mr. Parsfal.” The holo image blanked and then resppeared, images of amodernistic
building, alarge dwdling, filch style, asmall dwelling, and what looked to be an antique machine shop.

"Whatever your legd needs, O'Bannon and Reyesis hereto help you...”

The staid old-style commercia blanked off, to be replaced by a dark-skinned and distinguished-looking
man of considerable size. "James O'Bannon, Mr. Parsfal.” After the briefest of pauses, he added, "I've
already talked with LesKerras. | don't know that theré's much more that | can add, Mr. Parsfal. Or
should. Mr. McCall's case rests with the Jugticiary.”

"Lesisthe onewho gets the on-net images. I'm the one who gets backgrounds and facts, that sort of
thing. I've read through some of Evan McCal's articles and presentations. He seemsto be regarded as
an expert inthefield of privacy law.”

O'Bannon laughed. "If there are any aspectsto privacy law Evan does know, I'd be very surprised. Heis
very good.”

"He set up an independent practice. Isn't that alittle odd, given how al aspects of law tend to intermesh?”

"Hardly. Privacy law is one of the handful of areaswhere it makes sense. Clientswho fed they havea
need for privacy will fed more comfortablein dealing with asingle solicitor. Also, privacy issuescan
usualy be handled discretely from other legal issues. Evan does have two junior associates, for areas that
might berelated.”

"Reated?'

"Intellectua property, and disposa or direction of property—wills, bequests, gifts, powers of attorney,
that sort of matter.”

"Mr. McCall seems extraordinarily personable. Isthat an asset for privacy solicitors?”
"That's an asset for anyone, don't you think?"
"Does he have any hobbies or interests besides law?!

"Asamost anyone could tell you, Evanisvery focused. | wish you well with your inquiries.” He smiled,
and | waslooking at thewall of my cube.

About the only thing I'd gotten was what | aready knew—that Evan McCal's practice dealt with people
who didn't want anything known about them. And that he specidized in the kinds of law that dedlt with
things people wanted kept quiet.

Therule of thumb isthat no one is more than six people removed from anyone else. So who did | know
that might get me closer?



The first name that came to mind—that would do any good—was John Ashbaugh. Wed gone to school
together, and held gone on to become a securities solicitor.

| was lucky because hewasin.
"l can't help you much, Jude.”
"Professond ethics?’

"l don't know enough about Evan McCall to worry about professional ethics. | just know what everyone
knows. Heisthe best privacy solicitor in Denv, and he's spent nearly dl his career with O'Bannon and
Reyes. He was the one who handled their top clients like Kemal, Ching, and Sandoval. Hedso hasa
sddight inintellectud property. He mixeswell with everyone, even some smdler fabricatorslike
Brazelton, although Brazelton has expanded enormoudy since it was acquired by KC.” John smiled and
shrugged.

"Isthere anyone you could suggest who might be ableto tell me more?”

He frowned. "I can't think of anyone, except Maeda Forsala, but she still would be bound by
solicitor-client privilege—"

"She an associate of his?!
"The word isthat she was retained by Nanette McCall. That was common knowledge.”
| should have seen that coming. Three would get me five that Forsdlawas a domestic relations solicitor.

"Y ou might be able to find out something from Dean Smythers. He was & UDenv when McCall was on
the Review there. The dean might be ableto fill in something about his school years. And hisregular
tennis partner isWalt Kerrigan.” John shrugged once more. "That's about al | know.”

And al hewas about to say. "Thanks. | gppreciateit.”

The holo image vanished, and | mulled over what John had told me while ingsting he hadn't told me
anything—and how it fit the pattern with Kemal.

Kemal wasthe head of KC Constructors, and KC had been the target of the guideway legidation that
Cannon had rammed through. Kema reportedly underbid the design, engineering, and construction, and
got the maintenance contractsin return. It hadn't been that smple, of course, because certain of the guide
assemblies had been proprietary, and Kema wouldn't sell them to other contractors except at a price
high enough to ensure they couldn't underbid him on maintenance. John had explained that to me, once,
aswdl, and my understanding was smpler than the redlity, but, essentidly, that waswhat it had
amounted to. Cannon's bill had required open architecture and applied the proprietary design lawsto
both NorAm and didtrict public works and infrastructure projects.

According to everyone, Kemal and hisfamily had ashady background, but nothing had ever been
proved. The more recent rumors were that Kema had been expanding into everything, that he actudly
was the mgjority owner or silent partner in firms like Sandoval's and Brazelton's, and a good twenty
others across NorAm. But so long as he had registered ownership of less than ten percent—or fivein the
case of military or PDF suppliers, privacy law shielded disclosure in the media, dthough the appropriate
legidative committees had access, and so did the NorAm Advocate Generd. | shook my head. Kemal
wasn't my problem a the moment.

John had as much astold me that McCall's wife was about to Sart adivorce or separation, and that



wasn't common knowledge, which meant | couldn't useit, because there was no way to proveit. He
also was pointing out that McCall had some clients who were less than savory.

Walt Kerrigan was an advocate who had once been an aide to former Senator Owen of Deseret. All |
knew about Brazelton was that he was the head of afirm that specidized in nanite control systems and
designs.

Back to thefiles.

Par sfal ? Bimsatein blasted through the link.

Yes?

Got anything on McCall?

Some... tracking down some other leads right now.

Put it aside. It'll hold. Start your routines looking up stuff on Super-C.
SQuper-C?1 didn't know what he was talking about.

Old term. Supercavitation. Someone just blew a Russe maglev orbiter down... somewhere over
the Pacific. Used an old-style Super-C torp-missile. Could have been anyone. Fingers are pointing
at the Agkhanate.

Who was on the orbiter?

Just the Foreign Secretary of the Martian Republic, the ExSec of the Duma, and a dozen others
equally exalted. Rehmis handling the people facts. Want some background on how and why
someone could have gotten one of those old torp-missiles, how come it was still working, how they
work... all the tech stuff you do so well. Half hour.

| gulped.

Doit! | winced at the volume. Then you've got another half hour on McCall, and not a minute
mor e, before you get back on the orbiter story.

I'mon it. But Bimstein was gone, understandably.

Finding the background on supercavitation was easy. It had been first devel oped more than three
centuries earlier by the old USSR before its collapse. Prototype rocket-propelled ocean torpedoes had
been sold to whoever would buy them. The problem hadn't been speed; they'd been ten times faster than
the old-style torpedoes. The guidance systems had been poor, and the range limited by the wire control
system. The next breakthrough had been nanitic deformulation of water, adapted by Russian scientists.
That alowed an easier bubble formation, but that development had apparently been abandoned with the
development of maglev propulsion and the satellite surveillance and patrol system adopted under the
PDF compact. Except it hadn't, not if someone had used the technology. But who?

| shook my heed. That wasn't my problem. Bimstein wanted more tech facts.
| got to work. | was amost finished when he was blasting through my skull with his overboosted linking.
Parsfal?

Where do you want it fed?



Kirenga's handling it. How much?

Four minutesin thirty-second chunks.

Any good?

Fair. | had to be honest. There hadn't been time to do better.
Try to do better for the follow cast.

You want me to drop McCall for now?

No. Still hot locally. No more than a half hour, and feed it to Metesta. Then dig up more tech stuff
on terrorists and what the Agkhanate has done. Keep it on the tech side. Rehm's handling the
people and palitics.

Stet.

After that... there's something about another biowep that CDC says s hitting Nor Am... ebol4...
See what you can find on that.

Another backgrounder was all | needed.

After trying to sort out what | could find on Walt Kerrigan and Emile Brazelton, which wasn't much, | did
take afew minutes off and watched the holo image of the orbiter story asit went off live. | deserved that
for al the swest, before | got back to the McCall backgrounding.

"Tragedy over the Pacific—and ahigh officia of the Martian Republicis dead.”
Theimage showed anight sky that could have been anywhere, followed by ablinding flare.

"ThisisLesKerras. A little more than an hour ago, an official Russean maglev orbiter was destroyed by
an antique nuclear missile. The attack occurred as the orbiter returned from the geostat station above the
Pecific. What you just saw was the re-creation of that destruction. Recsat surveillance confirmsthat the
missile was launched from somewhere under the Pacific Ocean...

"Early indications are that part of the design of the missile used dates from before the Collapse. The
wegpon used atechnology known as supercavitation to travel a considerable distance underwater at high
speeds before breaking the surface and accelerating to take out the orbiter. The accel eration was great
enough to have required a custom-formul ated monomolecular and multioxygenated metdlic solid fud...”

| was proud to have dug up that one.

Parsfal! Bimgtein'slink wastight, not loud.

| froze, rather than sighed. Thetiming wasn't exactly wonderful.
I'mhere.

I'm putting through a Commander Resoro of the PDF.

Maybe I'd been too resourceful.



Mr. Parsfal ? There was no image, just achill voice,
Jude Parsfal. | acknowledged. What can | do for you?

We'd be interested in knowing how you determined the fuel of the device that attacked the
Russean orbiter.

That was simple enough. The range of orbiter speedsisin a number of netfiles and research
sources. | went to the OTA files. Then | used a nav program to determine the velocity required to
intercept from a mid-Pacific location, and then | fudged around with the weights of old nukes,
figured some moder nization, and with that mass came up with the necessary ejv. Good old basic
math indicated it had to be an exotic fuel, and one that probably had to have been formulated
with an industrial formulator. That pretty much limited—

You didn't talk to anyone before you looked into this?

Bimstein gave me a half hour to put some background facts together, Commander. I'd have been
lucky to have even found one person who could have told me anything in that time.

You may be hearing from someone.

Once again, | wasleft done at my console. And | was still supposed to come up with morefor the
McCal piece, and then get back to digging up more on the orbiter incident—and then the bioweapon
thing. Whoever Marc Oler was, he hadn't gotten back to me. | had the feeling he wouldn't, and it would
be awhile before | could devote the time to chasing him down.

Chapter 14 Cornea

Wednesday morning was usualy an easy morning, but since | had my appointment with the dean at
ten-fifteen, | had to get up earlier to fit in everything. For some reason, the formulator wouldn't accept
any of the breakfast menu codes. I'm anything but amorning person. | don't even watch the news. |
couldn't ever eat aheavy med firgt thing in the morning. | ended up with tasteless cheese, and some
crackers, washed down with water. | couldn't even have made an omelet or something from scratch, or
boiled water for coffee or tea, because my larder was bare. Organic ingredients weren't exactly cheap.

The only good thing wasthat | till managed agood hour of practice on the first part of what 1'd be
singing a the Clayton soiree. My cordswere clear. | felt that I'd redly managed to work the songsinto
my voice. The practice was good, so good that | ended up running late.

The maglev shuttle was off schedule, which never happened, except when | was behind schedule. | was
going to haveto hurry when | got to the university, in order not to be late for my appointment with Dean
Dondd.

As| stepped off the shuttle, the piercing ululations of an emergency medvan echoed acrossthe university
grounds. All of us on the platform looked around. | couldn't see the medvan, and | was running too close
to being late to spend time searching.

| heard asecond siren as | entered the Administration building, a four-hundred-year-old brownstone that
had been a copy of an even older structure. The sound died away as | took the stairs up to the second
floor. The Arts and Humanities section was in the back—the smallest and most crowded of the various



university offices.
Malendalooked up from her console as| entered. "Good morning, Professor Cornett.”

"Good morning.” | glanced from her to the open door to Dean Donadd's office. It was an old-style
sx-pand oak door, with brass knobs. It wasn't automatic or hooked into the link system. The dean was
ganding there, waiting.

Wharton Donald was a head taler than | was, but probably not more than ten kilos heavier, and | was
scarcely that heavy anymore. How could | be when | couldn't even get a decent breakfast out of my
formulator? He smiled dl thetime. He was smiling as he waited in the oak-framed doorway of hisoffice,
bobbing his head.

"Luara... do comein. Do comein. Professor Ibanez had told me you might wish to speak to me.” He
stepped back into his office, and | followed.

"l did. That'swhy | made the appointment.” Of course, Jorje would have warned the dean. Jorje was
looking out for Jorje. "I told him that | wanted to talk to you. He didn't seem to have any objections.”

"l am dways hereto tak to faculty. How can we maintain a smoothly functioning university without open
communication? Please st down and tell mewhat is on your mind.” He closed the door and motioned to
one of the synthleather chairs—red, trimmed with black—in front of his desk.

Smiling benignly, he walked past me and seated himself. Then, he leaned back in the reclining leather
desk chair that dmost swalowed him. "Y ou have added such a dimension to our music program. And
Professor 1banez has told me about how uniquely qudified you are to teach the new rez-prep course.

Y ou know, these are difficult times for higher education. Student numbers are no longer increasing, and
we need to provide those courses which the students fedl will best prepare them for the jobsthat are

open...”
"Therésaproblemwith that,” | blurted. There are severd.”

He frowned.

"Students don't know enough to know what they need. Also, they don't know what courses will provide
lifetime preparation, and which are just short-term vocational prep courses. Y ou aren't doing them any
favors by catering to their present whims.”

"Whims? Luara, dear... we have some of the brightest studentsin NorAm. Surely, you wouldn't consider
their career plans as mere whims? Don't you think that you're selling them short?

| forced mysdlf to smile. It was hard. "'l think we have alot of bright students, Dean Donald. But
intelligenceis not the same as experience. Welivein atechnologica age, where heavy industry has been
replaced by formulation. Don't you think that career patterns and industry can change quickly? Asyou
sad at the last convocation, the most important role auniversity can play isto teach its sudentsto think.”

"Ah, yes. That isindeed what we must do.” He smiled again. "I don't believe you told me why you
wanted to seeme.”

ThereI'd gone again, tossing aside my carefully thought-out opening. | returned hissmile. Minewasfase.
| wasn't sure hiswas. "Professor 1banez had mentioned that you were considering reducing the number of
musi ¢ appreciation sections from three to two.”

"Efficiencies of scae, Professor. In thistime of tightened educationd funding, we are forced to seek such



effidencies”

| managed to twist what I'd thought about earlier in response. "Efficiency isn't the same as education. The
musi ¢ gppreciation section I'm teaching now dready has more than eighty sudentsinit. Evenwitha
carefully prepared nanetic background on each student's face and name, it's difficult to make sure that
they're al getting the materia. No teacher can scan aclass any larger. Once you lose the ability to assess
their comprehension, it might aswell become alink class. It'sno longer education. It'sjust an assmilation
of alot of facts and names and afew partiad melodies. | believe, and | hope you do, that education isthe
process of learning to think across a broad spectrum of academic disciplines. Music has been a critical
discipline. Current studies and some even vadidated centuries ago prove that the study of music improves
mathematical and critical thinking. Link classes don't. There's no way they can convey theintricacy or the

beauty of musc.”

The dean spread his hands. "1 wish | had been able to bring you to the hearing before the trustees. But
theréslittlethat | can do now. There's only so much money for traditiona studies. We received the
rez-prep funding as an outside grant, and that's on a year-by-year basis. | had so hoped that you would
be able to useit to generate greater in-person numbers...”

"| certainly plan to, but it's not the same as basic musica understanding. It will help afew in getting ajob.
It won't generate more critica thought.” Especidly when students didn't care much for thinking. |
suspected they never had, but once, | hoped, faculty had had more power in ensuring that students had
to think in order to get through the courses. Then, maybe that was unfounded nostalgiaon my part.

"The trustees |ook so carefully at our numbers...” The dean shrugged again.
"My numbersare up,” | pointed out.
"I'm certain you'll show the same successin the rez-prep class.” He smiled broadly.

Did | redly want to point out that the falling numbersin the appreciation classes were due to the fact that
Jorje taught two sections—lackadaisically—and | taught only one? He had along-term contract. Mine
was year-to-year.

"I know you've done the best you can, Dean Donad,” | lied. "l redly felt that you should know that I'm
deeply concerned about this. I'll continue to do my best, but when | have only been teaching athird of the
sections, obvioudy | cannot generate numbers al by mysdlf. | fed deeply that the students are the ones
being shortchanged by thisdecison.”

"Y our concern for the students does you greet credit.” He leaned forward in the chair. 'l do so
appreciate your coming to see me. | can certainly see why you're so effective as ateacher. Y ou have
great passion for your subject.”

In short, I'd been too passionate. Again.
He amiled yet again and stood.

| wasn't redlly through, but what else was there to say? 1'd been hit with another decision made by
politicians and bureaucrats who understood nothing except numbers and votes cast by a spoiled
population. So | eased mysdlf out of the chair and murmured, "Artists are passionate. That's what makes
usartigs”

"Indeed, indeed.”

That was my appointment with Dean Wharton Donald, tool and spineless bureaucrat.



Instead of cooling off as| walked down the stairs, | just found mysdlf getting angrier and angrier. Not
only had it been decided before anyone had talked to either Jorje or me, but the people who had
decided it knew nothing about education or what went on in aclassroom or alesson. They weren't
interested in having studentslearn to think, no matter what they said publicly. They just wanted the
impressions. Just as Wharton Donad wanted to create the impression of being acaring dean.

There was another series of srensthat accompanied my angry walk across the campusto the Fine Arts
Center. Had there been some sort of accident? | just wished one had happened to Wharton Donald, the
spindess mouse. He didn't even have enough backbone to make agood rat.

A group of studentswas milling outside the lecture hdl, which doubled as the chord room, waiting for
Jorje's appreciation classto get out.

"... let them launch it underwater along ways from anywhere. Who could tell?
"... say the Martians pressuring the PDF...”
| wondered what they were talking about. Had the sirens had something to do with it?

"Professor Cornett, what do you think about it?" The questioner was the roommeate of Rachelle, who I'd
haveto facein alesson on Thursday. | didn't recal the girl's name, just her face.

"Areyou taking about al the srens?| don't know. It's been along morning aready.”

"Y ou haven't heard? Someone used an old-style nuke on an orbiter that was carrying the Foreign
Secretary of Mars. It was a Russe shuttle.”

| stopped. | must have looked stunned. | felt stunned. A nuclear missile? "When?'
"Just about an hour ago.”

Why would anyone risk something like that? Was any politica belief worth that kind of destruction?
"It's... insanity.” | was having trouble grasping the fact.

"The new ebol4 bug... that'slikely to kill more people.” Someone back in the group offered that.

What ebol4 bug?"They're both insane.” | fdlt like | was repeating mysdlf. I've never been very good at
making brilliant coherent statements when I'm caught off guard. | shook my head, and was saved when
the door to the lecture hall opened and disgorged scores of students fleeing Jorje's class.

Ebol4 bug? Was that what had happened to the student on the shuttle platform? | shuddered at the
thought of how few seconds had separated us.

After amoment of hesitation, | made my way down the corridor to my own office. Surprisingly,
Mershelle wasn't sanding outside, waiting, athough | was there only a minute before the hour. Shewas
amost dwaysearly. | pulsed the door. It opened, and the lights went on.

You have one message, the office link announced. | could have set it up to link to my home system, but
if I had, I'd have been at everyone's mercy dl the time. The people | wanted to hear from knew my home
codes. So did those who had to reach me, like Mahmed. Inthe mood | wasin, | never wanted to hear
from the dean or Jorje.

| went to the gatekeeper. Message.

Raymon'simage appeared. He wasin his office, wearing what | called his doctor's uniform—the white



tuniclike shirt and the dark trousers. Hope you're somewher e where you can backlink. It's urgent.

I'd been expecting a message from Mershelle, not my brother. Raymon amost never bothered me at the
university. | hated linking when | didn't haveto, and | caled up aholo projection. It wasn't that big, less
than haf size because that was the limit on the office console.

"Office of Dr. Cornett. May we help you?' asked the Smmie receptionist.

"ThisisLuara, hissger. I'mreturning hiscal.”

Within aminute, hisimage appeared. He looked just as he had in the message. "Haven't you heard?"
"About the nuclear attack on the Russe shuttle?| just found out.”

"Y ou haven't heard about Michag ?'

"l never hear from him.” My stomach till clenched a Raymon'stone of voice. While it hadn't worked out
with Michael, and things had been bitter at theend, | certainly didn't wish himill.

"He's dead. This new ebol4 biowep.”

"Michad'sdead?" | just looked at the holo image of Raymon. Michadl ... dead? The sociad reformer and
activist? The man who never said no to anyone? The man who wanted to rebuild society whether it
wanted rebuilding or not?

"l found out thismorning.”
"When... how... How did he get it?" | findly asked.

Raymon offered asad and sympathetic smile. "With al the people that come to him?Who could tell?
Does how redlly matter? When are you free?”’

"After my next lesson. Why?' | could tdll that | wasjust reacting. Sometimes, | hated mysdif for that.
After each timeit happened, 1'd ask why | didn't think things through more.

"I want you to cometo the office. Take acab, not the shuttle. I'll pay you back.”
"Would you mind telling me why? What's so urgent?"
"Ebol4's nasty. Y ou need upgraded meds.”

"Raymon... I'masinger... | can't afford... And what doesit matter, with orbiters being destroyed with
nuclear wegpons?”'

"WeéIl muddle through that. The Republic still needs too much from Earth to launch an attack. Besides, |
can't do anything about that. I've only got one sister, and | can do something about that. I'm paying. I'll
seeyou a my office as soon as you can get here. Clarice will belooking for you. And stay away from
people you don't know. Or those you do.” Hisface was tight—strained.

"I have onelesson. I'll comeright after that.”
"Promise?’ Hisvoicewasintense.

"l promise.” Absently, | flipped back my hair.
"Good.”



After | brokethelink, | just looked blankly at the Stein way. How long, | wasn't sure. Then | got up and
checked the music that Mershelle was supposed to be working on and put it on the music rack of the
piano. | still had to teach, even if the world was going crazy around me.

But it was hard to concentrate on music—and its beauty—under such circumstances. Michadl ... dead?
We seldom talked, but he had been abig part of my life for atime, and | had been drawn to hisidedism.
The problem wasthat hisidedism was even more al-consuming than my passion for music—and that
very little e se had worked past the initia attraction.

| shook my head. I'd been so angry with the dean. In some ways, it all seemed so small, at least
compared to biowegpons and a nuclear weapon. But... maybe they were al part of the same problem.
Maybe, people weren't thinking. Or thinking about matterstoo small, instead of seeking thought and
beauty. Then, maybe | wasjust looking for ajustification for my anger.

After another ten minutes, it was clear that | had no lesson to teach. Mershelle never showed up, and she
hadn't |eft amessage. So, fifteen minutes later, | left and headed out to Raymon's office. On the one
hand, my ingtincts were that | doubted that 1'd be exposed to the new virus. On the other, my more
rationa side pointed out that students got exposed to everything. They aways showed up to tell methey
were Sck, asif to proveit, rather than leaving a message. Then, there had been the young man on the
platform. Raymon was right, but | didn't haveto likeit Still, | closed the office and walked toward the
dation.

| didn't hear any more Sirenswhile | waited for the maglev, but none of us on the platform got very close
to each other.

Chapter 15 Chiang

| had to take Wednesday morning for my annua DPS physical. Physical and tests took |ess than an hour.
Waiting between tests took the morning and lunch. Did give me nanomeds against the ebol. Saw about
thirty other DPS types getting them aswdll. Got to my office at thirteen-thirty.

Sarao looked up from the consoles. Her short brown hair was shorter than usud. "Captain called. | told
her you were getting your annual. She said not to bother you.”

"She say what she wanted?”
Sarao shook her head. "Very polite. Cam.”
"What'snew?'

"Backstreet bodyshop ops are up. Couple more disappearances from northside.” She offered acynica
amile

We both knew the two were re ated.

"What else?’ | looked at her. "We got ebol4 jumping from continent to continent. Filch don't get hit
unlessthey're cardess. Those that do, they get full nanetic therapy and salf-clone replacements. Poor
sariman, if he gets hit with ebol4, choice to watch himself die or get a hack-smith washjob organs, and
hasto live from saldrop to saldrop paying for isup. Serviesand penniesjust die.” | glanced toward the
consoles. "Desth rates?’



"Not atrend yet. Up five percent from the beginning of the week. Disappearanceswill rise, mostly in
pennies from northside, some from westside.” Sarao's voice wasflat.

Statslikethat have aterrible and inevitable beauty. ™Y ou put out an alpers on bodyshops?'
"It'sready to go. Wanted your gpprova. It'sin your pending links.”

"Good. What else?'

"More ODslagt night.”

"Onwha?'

Sarao shrugged. "Soop in their systems, but how can anyone OD on soop?"

Winced at that. Soop was an exhilarant, but the docs claimed no long-term effects. Except too much
could set aheart racing. Not fatally. "Overdosing on soop? Can't be done.”

"Some dkiethere, at least in one, but doesn't make for an OD,” Sarao confirmed. ™Y ou might see
something | didn't.”

Alcohol mixed with soop? Kids used soop, mostly. Most adults used alkie. Some crossover. "That it?"
"Besdesthe usuad? | didn't see anything dse”

"Thanks. I'll check thedlpersfirgt.” | walked into the office, glanced out at another sunny and cold early
gpring afternoon, and then pushed alink to the captain. Got her smmie.

Captain, Lieutenant Chiang, returning your link. Shewasntin.

Then | went to the daily trend report. Sarao was right. Showed ODs up again. Went through them case
by case. All young, al under thirty chronologica, most under twenty-five, and three underage. All had the
kind of heart stoppage associated with pharmacological effects. Only two drugsidentified were soop and
akie, and no trace of anything else foreign. Soop had no known toxic effects, and the akie levels weren't
that high. The death certsdl gave heart falure, cause unknown.

Put in asearch request on the effects of combining alkie and soop. Got an answer dmost immediately.
Negative. Twenty years of studies said no cross-toxic or negative hedth effects existed.

Went back and studied the blood tests on the three that had in-depth studies. Not one had any other
foreign substance in the blood. Still bothered me. Went back through dl the reports for the day, but
couldn't find anything.

Sat there for atime, then sent asearch through the files, checking all suicides. Found five like Elcado,
garting four months earlier. The earliest one caught my attention. Erneld Cewrigh. Drove parents dectra
into the CeCe Reservoir. Even redirected the aircushion feature to boost it over the restraining field at the
boat ramp. Very ingenious. No drugs except akie, and not much of that. None before that.

Thelink pulsed, and | acknowledged.
Chiang... Kirchner here. Kirchner wasthe lieutenant heading homicide.
Yes.

Thought you ought to know... McCall committed suicide.



Why should Kirchner careif | knew? How did that happen? When?

Half hour ago. He was under nanite home restraint, surveillance, everything. He turned off all the
safeties in the house and jumped onto a flagstone courtyard. | thought you'd be interested.

Afall killed him, with a filch'sinternal nanites?
Froma six-story tower? A tall six-story tower . Even on link, Kirchner'sirony came through.
TheMcCal thing wasredly beginning to stink. Anyone el se around? Recsat surveillance?

Funny thing. Area went blank just before he jumped, maybe five minutes. Got the jump. No one
near. We're waiting on an autopsy. Let you know if anything turns up.

Thanks.

Just sat there, wondering. How had Kirchner known? Only ones I'd talked to were Darcy and Sarao. |
pushed thelink. Sarao?

Yes, Lieutenant?
You talk to Lieutenant Kirchner about the McCall case?
No, ser. Not to anyone.

Thanks. Meant Kirchner hadn't known, but had wanted me to know. As much as saying that the case
stunk, and that someone had restraint loopsall over him... and over homicide.

Stood, walked to the window. | looked out. McCall had known something. Something deadly to
someone. But hewas aprivacy specidigt, the last guy about to spill anything. Meant that histria for his
wifée's death would reveal whatever it was. Reveation needed McCall dive, and it had to be lesslikely to
be revealed with him dead. Have to think about that. And talk to someone.

Finaly waked out front.
"| thought you'd be leaving soon,” Sarao said.
"Y ou know metoo well.”

She shrugged. "'l know you don't like loose ends. Neither does Captain Cannizaro. That'swhy you'rein
charge of trendside.”

"Maybe. Be going out to westside first. Don't know where after that. Be on link if the captain wants me.”
"WEell find you.”
Didn't want to be found. Not yet.

Got the green ectra from transport and headed west. First stop was Westside Physica Systems. Kama
might know something.

Same permie aslast time was at the console behind the spotless maroon counter.
Helooked up a me. "He's not here, Lieutenant.”

"Know where heis?



"He'son ajob, ser.”

"Supposeit's an important one?"

"He saysdl jobs are important.”

"Do you know where| could find him?"
"Hedidn't say, ser.”

That had to be true. Nanite permie treatment forbade lies. Kamaknew that. Meant he didn't want it
known where he was. Could have been lots of reasons.

"Isheonlink?'

"No, ser. Not now.”

"Tdl him | waslooking for him.”
"Yes s

Walked back out to the green electrocar. Never cared much for green in vehicles. Finefor grassand
trees. | linked to Sarao. Need a trace on an electrovan. Aldus four-six. Probably in southside.
Registered to either Kamehameha O'Doull or Westside Physical Systems.

Reasons?

Need to find the driver. Possible witness, but not material. Make it look good.
You don't ask for much, Lieutenant.

| never do. See what you can do.

Detrus owes me. We Il see.

Thanks.

Decided againgt dropping in on Morss. Instead, | decided to find Luke Elcado. Again, couldn't have
proved athing, but had the feding Al's death and the other suicides were somehow tied into. ..
something. Hoped | could find out what before Cannizaro asked me.

Luke ran what some called a portable uniquery. Provided and delivered stuff that couldn't be
nanite-formulated—mostly exotic foods. Most customers were sariman, with enough credsfor small
luxuries, not enough credsto have staff to provide them dl the time the way thefilch did. Except some
filch il used Elcado's Specidties and had stuff home-ddivered. That's how good Luke was.

Hisbusiness was at the east end of westside, not three hundred meters from the Platte Greenway. Close
to the tubes and bridges so his e ectrolorries could get to east-side or southside quickly.

Luke never believed in unnecessaries. Customer areawas gray-walled, five meters by five, haf of it
behind a counter. Counter held defense screens. Behind that was where Danyse usudly sat. Shewas his
daughter, doubled as bookkeeper, order-taker, and receptionist. She wasn't there.

Black-haired, hard-faced older woman looked at me. "Y es, ser?"

"Lieutenant Chiang to see Luke.”



Looked like she thought about asking for 1D, then her face blanked as she linked. A moment later, her
eyesrefocused. "Hell beright here, Lieutenant.”

"Thank you.”

Her face blanked again as she took an Mink from somewhere, possibly an order.

| walked to the end of the counter, then back. Always been hard for me to stand till.
The door at the end of the counter opened, and L uke looked out. He motioned.

| followed him through the door, down a short hall, and into his office. It was gray. No decorations.
Besides the chairs, console, and flat table desk, the only other item was a fullphase holo projector.

"Gene—I mean, Lieutenant. Ah... what...”
"Sorry to hear about Al. Hewasagood kid.”

Lukelooked down. "Thanksfor the flowers. And the note. Katya thought they were nice.” He didn't
meet my eyes. "What do you want?'

"Totalk. No trouble. Information. Had a couple of caseslike Al's, just in the last few weeks. Wanted to
talk to you about Al because he was agood kid.”

Luke frowned.

"It'ssmple. Some of these kids... they've been in so much troubleit would take weeks to unscramble
everything involved.”

"Lieutenant... he... hekilled himsdf. Why he did, that's a DPS matter?"
"It might be. Can't say more. Not yet. But theres no trouble for you or Al. Won't be.”
"With ebol4 and nuclear terrorists, you worry about why my son—"

"Luke.” Made my voice hard and very cold. "DPS can't stop the Tdlibanate or Russe terrorists. And
we're not CDC. When agood kid delinks alorry and drivesit into ariver for no reason, and when he's
not thefirgt... maybe we can do something.”

"Tasha... did she put you up to this?'
"No one at DPS hastaked to her. Y ou don't carefor her, do you?"
"| don't care one way or another... now.”

| Sghed. Don't usudly. Sometimesit helps. "We dl need help one day. Today, | need help. Y ou might
need it tomorrow.”

Hewasthe oneto sgh. "All right. What do you want to know?"
"What Al did the night before. Anything you can remember.”
"He asked to get off work early. An hour early so he could take her to dinner. At auniquery.”

"Must have cost himalot.”



Luke smiled, afaint sad smile. Shook his head. "We supply about four places. We get dinner passes.
Gildaand | never usethem al. Al wanted one for The Right Bank—Wilm Bruff's place. He wanted to
impress her.”

Bruff's place was where the young filch and the high sariman went. Cost abundle of creds. "I'm sure he
did.”

"He dways wanted to impress her.”

"Thenwhat?'

"He said they were going to a FlameTop concert. The rezpopper. He'slocal, sngs at the Moulin Noir.”
"Anything specid about the concert?’

"Al said FlameTop had anew reztwist. She told him that. Something that would make him abig rez star
beforelong.” Luke shook his head again. "Never did understand that rez stuff. Then, | couldn't keep time
if I had apro dancer on each elbow.”

"Do you know whét thistwist was?"'

"l don't know what it was. Al didn't say.”

Asked him afew more questions, but it was clear he'd told me what he knew.
"Know where| could find Tasha? She till live at home?!

"No. Al said she had her own place, with another girl. It's not listed. She works for one of those comm
outfits—the ones that you call up when theré's an ad on the net. AnswerQuik, | think.”

"Thanks, Luke.” | stood up.

"Y ou think thiswill help someone?'

"Hope so0. Redlly do.”

He nodded, and | |eft. Poor bastard.

Oncel gotinthe€eectra, | consdered, then linked to the office.
Sarao? Any luck with the trace?

Detrusis out on some assignment. She'll be back in a half hour. So they say. You want meto try

Sansky?
No. Sansky went by the screen, and then some. Going to track down another mystery of sorts.
Oh?

The suicides. Till later. | brokethe link. AnswerQuik wasin eastside. A link pulse got measmmie. |
asked for TashaLe.

She's on duty. Might | take a message?

No. I'll try her later.



If shewas on asandard shift, sheld ill bethere. Wished | knew what | chased.

Took me nearly an hour. Two medvans blocked the ramp to the Elletch Bridge. Checked the DPS net,
discovered adriver with ebol4 had passed out. Electral stopped safely, but when DPS patroller saw the
blood everywhere, called in meds and decontamination. Snarled things for atime. Shuttle would have
been faster, but | couldn't abandon the DPS electra. Might need it later, too.

Detrus hadn't come back, either. Nothing was going well.

AnswerQuik wasin along building in the complex just bardly in eastsde, four klicks north of OldTech.
Had ared guard, behind a double screen. Good two meters of muscle. Some of it between the ears.

"Looking for TashaL&.”
"No vidtors, ser.”

"Lieutenant Chiang, DPS. | just need to talk to her for afew minutes.” Pulsed the officid ID and backed
it with the DPS/GIL counter.

"Ah... just amoment, ser. I'll have to check with the supervisor.”
| stood there, waiting.

In less than two minutes, athin-faced woman—dark-haired, Korean gene-back—appeared behind the
screen. Didn't look at me, studied the ID and codes. Findly, she looked up.

| smiled. Couldn't hurt.
"Lieutenant... might | ask what interest you havein Tasha?'
She could ask. | didn't have to answer, but there was no reason not to.

"She'sinno trouble.” Not yet, anyway. " She might have been awitness to something. DPS wantsto
know if what she saw... if she saw anything.”

"That'swhat you dl say.”

| smiled again. "I'd il liketo talk to her.”

"We can't Sop you, Lieutenant. | hope you'll be kind. It's been hard on her.”
"Undergtand.”

"l hope s0. Y ou can use thejob interview room. It's the door on the left there. Shelll beout ina

Waked over and opened the door. The room wasn't more than three meters square with three chairs
and asdetable next to thewall. Didn't sit down.

A woman waked in—black hair, piercing green eyes with the dightest tilt to them, atouch of dark
bronze to her skin. Small, but very dive. Could see why young Al had been hooked. Couldn't see why
Lukedidnt like her.

"Lieutenant? I'm TashalL&.”

"I know your father.” Gestured to the chairs.



"l am certain you do.” She sat down. "Genyse said you needed to talk to me.”
"About Al Elcado.” | paused. "Why hedied... theresamydery there”

"He drove an dectrolorry into Clear Creek. He didn't have the high-level nanomeds that would have
saved him.” She swallowed.

"It happened to severa othersin the past few months. Records don't show a pattern of deaths like that
before. Hoped you could answer afew questions.”

"Could you just ask them... please?’ Tears hovered in her eyes.
"Y ou went out with him the night before.”

"V es”

"Understand he took you to The Right Bank.”

"Oh, Lieutenant. He wanted to impress me. | wouldn't have even agreed to that if it had come out of his
pocket, but hisfamily gets passes. It wasimportant to Al that he could take me someplace like that.”

"Y ou went to dinner aone, the two of you?'

"V es”

"Did he eat anything strange? Different?”

Shefrowned, trying to remember. "No. He had tournedos with bearnaise sdsa”
"Drink?"

"No, not at dinner.”

"Did anyone gpproach you two?"

"No one except Wilm. He just offered hisregardsto Al and asked him to give hisgreetingsto Al's
father.”

"Y ou went from dinner to the concert? Wherewasit?"

"Yes AttheMoulin Noir.”

"Tell me about the concert.”

"Just a concert at the Moulin Noir. We had seats halfway back, near the middle.”
"How many people were there?'

"Five hundred, maybe. It wasfull, but it's not that big.”

"Who wassnging?'

"FlameTop. HE'son theway.”

"Y ou been to hear him before?!

"I'd heard him once before in February, with Elyna”



llEyrH?l
"My roommate. We rent aconapt not far from here.”

"Wasit the same concert?'

She shook her head. "He's better now. Hell be doing the big houses and tours before long. The first time
| heard him, hewas till... hewasn't asgood.”

"What was the difference?'

"Therez—hesredly got it integrated into the song and the music now.”

"You told Al that FHameTop had anew twist. What was that?*

Shetilted her head, impatiently. "I just told you—the way he integrated therez.”
"Does anyone dsedo it that way?"'

"l don't know—wheat does this have to do with Al?"

"I'mtrying to find out.” | offered a smile. Hoped it was sympathetic. " Just aquestion or two more. Did
you have drinks—alkie—at the concert?’

"Al had afew drinks, akie, | mean, but only two or three. He didn't have any at dinner. He said three
washislimit.”

" After the concert?"

"Hetook me home. He didn't stay long. | never saw him again.” Her eyeswere bright. Tearswould
come.

"Did you have anything to drink?’

"I'm old-fashioned, Lieutenant.” A crooked smile crossed her face. A tear oozed from the corner of her
left eye” 'Sides, | can't drink.”

"Can't?' Wondered at that response.

"I'm dlergic to akie. Could befixed with heavy nanomeds, but... where would | get the credsfor those?
Andwhy?'

| nodded.
"If you think of anything else that might be strange, please let me know.”
She nodded. Wasn't agreeing.

"Thank you. | can't think of any other questions. | might have to get back to you, but it would only be for
one or two questions.” | stood, then bowed dightly.

She nodded and dipped out the back door.
Thebig servieguard didn't even look at me as| |eft.

Still couldn't seewhy Luke didiked her.



Needed to talk to HameTop—if | could run him down. And his band, whatever the instrumentalists were
caled. Also needed to talk to Kama, to find out more about the ODs, and what €l se had happened while
I'd been out. Hoped that the DPS medics had a handle on the ebol4. Feared that they didn't.

Chapter 16 Cannon

In someways, it had been atrying day from the very beginning. More than adozen newsies had
contacted me about the orbiter attack, but Ted had anticipated everything. He'd had a draft statement
ready within minutes. Hed gotten dmost everything right, beginning with the condemnation about such a
terrible act to my regretsto the families and friends of those so crudly ripped from Me and my bdlief that
the PDF would find those responsible. We had to take out the part about them being punished, because
that was unlikely to happen. If | did say something like that, Hansen would be trumpeting my failureto
keep apromise and my ineffectivenessin every ad and solicitation—beginning in two weeks and lasting
through the eection.

Then, asaresult of the events with the Russe shuittle, al debate on the pending appropriations measures
had been suspended. That would mean longer days in the weeks ahead. Because of the orbiter disaster,
no one contacted me about the ebol4 situation, but | had Ted working on that, too. The disease was
going to be afar bigger issue over the weeks ahead. Mogt people didn't have that much sympathy for
either Russe or the Martian Republic. The Republic was gouging us on space-ddlivered raw materials,
and people still remembered that the second Collapse had been triggered by the Russe default on the
environmental cleanup debts they'd incurred. The voters of NorAm would screen out the Martians and
Russeans, but they weren't going to forget deaths closer to home. Those deaths would keep occurring.
Even the newest drug treatments were largely useless, and only stepped-up nanomeds worked. Most
sarvies couldn't afford them, and neither could the government, not for millions of people. The viruswas
virulent enough that it could be contained, but the early estimates were as many asamillion serviesand
pennies could die. That wasif nanocontainment worked at al the medica facilitiesand if the disease
didn't mutate into something worse. Even under the best of circumstances, too many people would die. |
didn't have that much sympathy for the pennies—they'd chosen their lot—Dbut most of the servieswere
hardworking people.

Therewasn't any point in announcing how bad it would be. If we did, there would be panic, and more
peoplewould die. So we all talked about the problem of the disease, and made sounds asiif the current
effortswould limit it—which they would. Just not enough.

Ontop of that, Alberico was till trying to add the Southern Diversion to every hill that he could, and |
had to spend over an hour on aVRIink with the Continental Water Administrator explaining why it wasa
bad idea. We didn't need population capsin both Denv and Phenix, and especidly not in St. George.
Ted's briefing points had been right on target, but 1'd have to repeset the effort with more than afew
decison makersin the Executory.

Even Cidllahadn't felt well, for some reason, and I'd insisted that George send her home early. Sheld be
grateful for my insstence, and there were times when you couldn't buy gratitude. So it wasagood ideato
stockpileit when you could. Especialy among the people who worked for you.

All indl, | was happy to leave the office.

Elisewasin thefoyer when | walked in. She was leaving the forma living area.



"Elden... | didn't expect you so early, with al that's happened today.”
"Did you get your nanomed boost?"

"You just walk in the door, and that's what you ask? With the possibility that the Republicisgoing to
gtart throwing asteroids and everything else at us? My, aren't you the concerned representative of the
people?’ Her dark eyebrows arched perfectly.

| stepped forward and hugged her. "1've made statements and reassured people, and that is about al |
can do about terrorists or the Agkhanate or whatever African warlord it might be. | loveyou, and | care.
| can do something to make sure you're safe from this new strain of ebal. It'svicious. And, no, | can't say
that in public, ether.”

Elise actually hugged me back for amoment before stepping away. " Terrorists blowing orbiters out of the
sky. Another bioweapon gone mad.” She shook her head. "Why? Where will it al end?'

"Theorbiter business... | think there will be astatement from the Agkhanatein aday or so. The
Tdibanate leadership will announce that they have discovered the group that did it, and have confiscated
the materials and the bases. They'll say that the guilty will be punished, and that it wastruly regrettable.
Then, they'll add wordsto the effect that given the continuing Russe irresponsibility both in terms of
ecologic cleanups and intransigence in dedling fairly with Idamic populationsin southern Russe thet the
world could expect no less, and that until those issues are addressed, thereis dways the possibility that
extremigts will take mattersinto their own hands...” | shrugged.

"Elden... | seethat the day hasn't improved your mood.”
"No. That's the best possibility. | dways hopefor the best.”

"I don't think I wish to hear theworst.” She raised the antique porcelain watering jug she had been
carrying and glanced toward my study. " realized that your cacti needed water. Y ou never do.”

"If | do, | overwater them.” | followed her into the cherry-paneled study. "The ebol4 could be an
accident, or it could be an indirect attack on the EC or us. Y ou wipe out a chunk of the servie and
permie population, and people suffer, and they get upset. It strainsthe medical systems, and that
increases costs and hurts the availability of other trestments. That hurts more people. After that, it redlly
hits the service industries. Fewer servies meansthey can bargain for higher wages. Costs go up, and we
al pay asecond or third time.”

"Who would do that?' She dribbled water over the miniature barre cactus and then over the bonsai
Joshuatree. "Would they be that cold-blooded?"

"About haf the world, and they would be. There's not too much the Legidature can do.” | paused, then
added, "Bill'sworked out anew approach for the campaign.” Eliseraised her dark eyebrows, in that
way that meant she didn't exactly approve of my dealing with acampaign now. But then, she didn't
approve of alot. Why was she till with me? Because the dternatives were worse.

Shefindly spoke. "Which campaign?"
"The one againgt Hansen. Mine. It'slikely to be most effective on theemtwo leve.”
"| hate that term.”

"I didn't coinit. Some writer did centuries ago. Kornbluth, | think.”



"It's il aeuphemism, and one that dehumanizes people.”

"l sometimes wonder if they are human,” | mused, knowing that would get her going, and that she
wouldn't think so carefully before she thought.

"Marching morons—that'swhat it means. Isthat how you think of your dear, dear constituents?"

"Some of them are. Some of them arefar brighter than | am. It takes all kinds, asyour brother Ericis
adwayssaying.”

"It's expressed in scientific terms—em squared. And don't we owe everything to science?' Elisg'svoice
could get bitter enough to cut down redwoods, not that anyone would alow that these days. Such a
contrast between her voice and her beauty. She was more regal-looking than an ancient princess. It
served her well in her position as atalent assessor for NorNet.

| laughed. "You put it sowdl.”

"So just what are you and Bill going to do?' she prompted, which | knew she would, given the choice
between discussing the day's disasters, the emtwos, and a campaign strategy. Of course, she could have
walked into the living room, with its view of the Rockies, but | would have followed her.

"It's based on resonance advertisng and...”

"They tried that thirty years ago, and it was aflop, Elden. You're letting Bill usethat?' She laughed.
"Therésanew twig toit.”

"With you there's ways a new twist, except the ones offering it are usudly redheads—"

"Elise... youknow...”

Shesghed tiredly. "I know you never do anything. Y ou're so afraid you might get caught that the only
thing you screw isthe public.” She offered that brittle smile. ™Y ou were going to tell me about the new
campaign.”

"For onething, we're going to kick it off early, and we're going to make it very pogtive”
"That'sanew twist.”

| ignored that jab. "We can reinforce the positive agpect with the new rezads. The same message with
different background and music for each demographic group and net outlet.”

"Won' that be too expensive?' | shook my head. "No. We can use the same holo imagesin al markets,
if we're careful. The rez and music parts are different, but they'rethe least expensive. Bill'slined up a
production outfit that specidizesin that. Very reasonable.”

"Y ou dways want everything to be reasonable, Elden. It'stoo bad that the world isn't more obliging.”
"I've never expected that.”

"By the way, speaking of Eric, helinked earlier. He wantsto seeyou.” Elise streiched, catlike, smiling.
"Hell be herein about fifteen minutes. Would you like something to eat?

"I would, and | appreciate the offer.” | grinned. "It'sready, | think. The menu code for the formulator was
as complex as I've seen. It took half a databloc, but it's supposed to be good. | thought we could et on



the balcony.” "What isit?'

"A peanut chicken dish that was very popular three centuries ago. The Soaring Sophi sticate re-created it
from old files discovered in the ruins of Ellay.”

While | wasn't thrilled about formulator-created chicken or peanuts, Elise seemed interested and
intrigued, and she was intelligent and most beautiful. "Let'stry it.”

She amiled. "Despite everything, Elden, you do try. It's one of your most endearing traits.” So we sat on
the bal cony, where the screens blocked the wind, but not the late day sunlight, and ate. Elise wasright.
The chicken was actualy good, especidly for achange. | told her so.

"Thank you.” She amiled, warmly, and not cuttingly. "By theway, | did see the doctor this afternoon,
right after you linked. Did you?"

"I have an gppointment at eight tomorrow. Earliest they could fit mein.”

"Good. Y ou may be one of the more powerful men in the NorAm Senate, dear, but you see too many
people to take chances.”

She wasright about that. Then, for awoman, especidly, she was right about many things. I'd learned that
over theyears. | did listen and learn.

"How do you fed about the Russean orbiter?' | asked.
"Tedting the pulse of the people?’ Her question was gentle, not biting.
"Wondering.”

"| hate to see people die for posturing and gestures.” She shrugged. "'l know it happens. It dways has.
The Russean people keegp making messes of their country. They havefor centuries, and thisis another
example. | guesswhat will happen will happen. | worry more about things like the ebol virus and the PDF
agteroid patrol not catching that mining debris.”

| didn't get a chance to comment because the system announced, Eric Christensen is here.
Tel himwell beright there.

We stood and carted the dishesinto the kitchen, and then walked to the front foyer, where | pulsed the
door tolet Ericin.

Eric had Elisg's dark brown hair and the same large brown eyes. Somehow, they were luminous on her,
and dmost protruding on him. He nodded as the door closed behind him. ™Y ou're looking good, Elden.
Y ou, too, Elise”

"Soareyou,” | replied.
I'll leave you two.” Elise smiled brightly and stepped down the halway to her private study.

Ericand | followed her, but only to thefirst open door, the oneto my study. | went infirst. | pulse-linked,
and the study door shut after Eric followed meinsde. The nanite-based privacy screenswent on aswell.
| sat down behind the desk and motioned for him to Sit wherever he wanted. He took the replica cherry
captain's chair.

"What do you want?" | figured it was easier, and quicker, to ask. Otherwise, after ahaf hour of wasted



amadl tak, Eric would dide into whatever he had in mind.
"What do you think about the ebol4 thing?"

"You know what | think. It'samess. It's probably a bioattack from either West Asaor Afrique, and no
one can afford to make that accusation because there's no way to prove it—or even come close.”

Before| could say more, Eric added, "Y ou know that Alberto Martini died last December. Someone has
been buying blocks of MM Systems from the family. Y our investigation of the fusion tug and power
module business made the stock ared steal. Too bad you couldn't cashinonit.” "Did you?'

Eric laughed. "Conflict of interest on two fronts. CWC is acompetitor of MM Systems in some markets,
and I'm your brother-in-law. Mikhail would have dismissed me on the spot.”

"What about MM Systems?" Eric wouldn't have mentioned it without reason. He never did.

"Whoever controlsit has a handle on the future. They control the fusion tug business, and deep-space
power cells, and those mean leverage over dl deep-gpace industries.”

"That's been obviousfor years.” | till didn't see exactly where Eric was going, but even the generd
direction was disturbing. "And the family wantsto sdl ?*

"Let'sjust say wethink there are... shdl we say, extenuating circumstances.”
"What sort of mess hasyoung Martini gotten himsdlf into?"

Eric shrugged. "We don't know, but we think he's the one sdling. Mikhail thought you might know or be
abletofind out.”

It might be worth it, but I'd have to be very careful. "I assume that's not the only reason why you're here.”

"Not totally. But | did want to hear what you were saying. Or not saying.” He cleared histhroat. "There
arealot of contracts at stake in the Southern Diversion. Word isthat Kema will be coming after you.”

"I couldn't expect anything ese.” | paused. "There aren't that many contracts. It's not as big athing asthe
fuson tug investigation. Why are you concerned?’

"Y ou mean you don't want Kema to turn al of Phenix into westsde?" Eric grinned and gestured toward
the wide window, toward the mountains and the warrens of Denv'swestside.

That threw me, but only for amoment. | decided to play dong, to see what else Eric would say. "What
am | supposed to do? Both the Capital Didtrict and Deseret Didtrict get hurt by it. Thedrop lineisthe
same. Lesswater means alower effective population cap and greater dengty for Denv, and haf the
townsin Deseret. Formulators don't make water, not cost-effectively, and people hate population caps.”
| glanced at the amused smile on Eric'sface. "Y ou didn't come here to get me to spout forth on the
diversonissue. You know where| stand, and it's where the retained solicitor for CWC would want me
to stand.”

"Actudly, itis. Mikhail worries about anything that might hurt hislegacy. He dwaystaks about the
Cewitto foresight.”

"Mikhail Cewitto, the prognosticator?' | laughed warmly. "Or Mikhail Cewitto, head of CWC?"

"He's been right about most things,” Eric pointed out.



"Mikhail's especidly worried about where this might lead. Kemal's backing Alredd, and Heber Smithis
working for Hansen.”

"I though the changesto the guideway law were what Kema wanted.”

"He does. He especidly wants a change in guideway maintenance requirements. The Capital Didrict
Coordinator's eection isin less than three months. Alredd's going after Dewey. With Kema'smoney ...
and lessthan vigble resources...”

"Alredd can't beaet Dewey. Even with Kema behind him.”

"No. But what if he makesthe diverson an issuein the coordinator's dection? That alows him two
campaigns, both in Denv and in your district.”

"Weve dready got something in the works.”

Eric smiled—a polite unconvincing expression. "McCall used to work for O'Bannon and Reyes.”
"They're Kemd'sretained solicitors.”

"McCdl wasjugt indicted for murder, you may recdl.”

"| heard that." He committed suicide this afternoon.”

"How?' | didn't liketheway Eric said it. "Heturned off his screens and jumped off asixth-floor balcony.”
"Interesting.” It was more than interesting. Morelike chilling. "Y oure telling me it was murder. Again.”

"The verdict will besuicide.” Eric stood. "Like | sad, Mikhail'sworried. Hed like to offer any help he
w].n

"| appreciatethat, Eric. | redly do.”
"Well do what we can, and anything el se that we can work out.” He stood up. "Think about it.”

How could | not think about it? Then, | wasn't Evan McCal—thankfully. There was certainly no doubt
that Hansen would be getting more than afew million creds—or the equivaent in some untracesble
way—in support from Kemd. That wouldn't be obvious until after Alredd lost to Dewey inthe
coordinator's election. Even with Kema's billions, Alredd couldn't beat Dewey, but that eection could
make minetougher. A greet ded tougher.

Maybe Bill and | would have to supplement the positive rezads with some targeted ones, not exactly
negetive, but raising questions about Hansen's mativations. That might work, but wed haveto redly lay
on the positive stuff firdt, so that we had afoundation. We'd have to be careful, very careful.

| also needed to find away to find out what was happening with MM Systems. That wasn't exactly in my
personal interest, but it could backfire dl over meif | didn't know what was going on there.

| nodded. Politicswasintricate... and beautiful in its own strange and deadly way.

Chapter 17 Parsfal



By Wednesday afternoon, | hadn't gotten much farther on McCdll. | had found and modified the Satistics
on hurricane frequency and the shiftsin the Gulf Stream for Bimstein, and provided some graphics. I'd
also run avote survey on Cannon, but hadn't figured out how to dant the comparison piece between
Cannon and Vanderhoof, or how to include Patroclas. Then, after I'd finished with the PDF commander,
I'd findly managed to dig up some facts on the previous ebol strains, and then repackage the warning
symptoms put out by CDC into something smpler. | couldn't have doneit if Isancyahadn't given mea
hand with some of the digging.

Kountze told Bimstein to assign Paula Lopes to handle the ebol4 story, and he did. She had a soothing
manner, and what else could we do? Every other year, it seemed, there was another bioweapon that got
loose. The post-Collgpse lines of Drew came to mind.

The white death came, and then it left,

itsscalpel neither swift nor deft. ..

For amoment, | just sat there. When | finally got back to the McCall suff, I'd tried a search on Nanette
McCdl and came up with afew references, but not many. She had been aphysiologica child
psychologist, well respected, who had published severd articles on aspects of post-puberty psychology
as affected by physiology. Again, there was nothing to indicate friction between the McCals, except
perhaps that she was always referred to as Nanette Iveson.

Walter Kerrigan had been asenatorial aide for years, before starting his own consulting firm, which
specidized inimaging, not surprisingly, since Kerrigan had been a speechwriter and generd newsie-flak
for Senator Fontana. He was about five years older than McCall. | made afew links on Kerrigan and
discovered he had an impressivelist of clients, and few of them were politicians. Kema was reputedly
one of them, but none of my contacts could confirm that. They'd dl heard it, but that didn't make it true.

| wondered about link-calling Maeda Forsala and was about to swallow the screen and doit.
Parsfal ? Bimstein was louder than ever, link limits or not.

I'm here.

What else do you have on McCall?

Not much. | just got back to that one. First, you had me on Super-C. Then, you wanted storm
stuff in the Caribbean, remember? Because that hurricane was the earliest on record. And then
the ebol4 material. And the water comparison for the Southern Diversion, because of the historic
low flows in the Colorado. Why do you need more on McCall?

You haven't heard? He jumped off a tower. Onto a stone courtyard. Squashed flatter than flat. So
what do you have?

You've got what | have.
The damned filch committed suicide, and you tell me you can't find anything more on him?

| winced at the violence of Bimstein'slink, and | had to wait amoment before replying. You had me
working on all the other stuff, and there's not much there. | can't even speculate without
something, but | do have an idea.



An idea? Better be good.

Thefilch are different. We're all open screens... seetheir images, and that's all you see. McCall is
a perfect example... vid-perfect solicitor. Yet he's been indicted for murder. How much of the filch
don't we see? What really goes on behind those nanite screens? | checked on hiswife, and his
closer acquaintances. It's the same thing there.

Hmmm... have to think about that. I'll get back to you.

| dmost laughed. What he meant was that he was going to seeif anyone ese could find anything on
McCadl, and if no one came up with anything, then.... then he might buy my approach.

| swallowed hard and tried the link to Maeda Forsalas office. | was scarcely surprised when | got a
smmie, dressed in adark suit with a pale mauve blouse.

"ThisisMaeda Forsala. Please leave alink code and amessage.”

Since her greeting was spoken, old style, | activated the speaker and projection and spoke my reply.
"Ah... thisis Jude Parsfd of NetPrime. I'm trying to track down some informetion...”

The smmie projection wavered and was replaced with a second image. This one aso wore adark suit,
but the blouse was cream, and the dark hair waslonger and swept back. "Mr. Parsfd... how might |
helpyou, if | can?"

"I'm aresearcher with NetPrime, ser. I'm trying to find out more information about Evan and Nanette
McCdl...”

"Someone told you that she had retained me, I'm certain.”

Her response surprised me, but | just answered, "That's what 1'd been told, but it didn't seem to track...”
| was gambling with that, hoping I'd read it right.

"Bravo, Mr. Parsfd. Y ou'rethefirst of several who seemsto have done the background work. For that,
you can havetheinformation.” She smiled, and her teeth gleamed like ashark’s. "It's not aviolation of
privacy. Nanette was not a client of mine. She never contacted me, and you may quote me on that. So
far as1 know, she was happily married to Evan.”

"Isit possible she might have contacted another domestic relations solicitor or advocate?!
"Possible, but highly unlikely. Weld known each other persondly for years.”

L eft unspoken was the fact that Forsala had the reputation for being the best at that sort of thing. "Why
do you think this rumor isbeing circulated, then?"

"| cannot speculate on that. That's your job, Mr. Parsfal.”
"Mrs. McCal—"

"She went by Nanette Iveson, except on socid occasions, or when the children were involved when she
was younger.”

"Nanette Iveson waswell known asaphysiologica child psychologist.”

"She was indeed. She was not as social as Evan, and she was far more perceptive.”



"l see” | thought | did, but how could | ask the right questions?"Had you heard that Evan jumped from
the tower at hishome and died early this afternoon?’

The gtartled expression on her face was a clear answer that she had not. "No. | hadn't.” After amoment,
she added, "I had never thought of Evan asthat decisive. But one never knows.” She paused, but not
long enough to let me ask another question. "I don't think | can add anything else, Mr. Parsfal. Good

ey

| was looking at nothing and collapsed the blank holo projection. I'd been as much astold that the rumor
wasfadse, and that McCall didn't have the gutsto commit suicide. That was just wonderful. | had less
than nothing of substance there—except that Nanette Iveson had not been seeking adivorce.

| managed to find Kerrigan's firm'slink codes and tapped them in, only to discover he dso required a
holo projection link.

"ThisisJude Parsfd of NetPrime—"

The smmievanished. A dark-haired and rugged-looking man of that indeterminate age that was o
common gppeared. "What do you want?' He sounded annoyed.

"Ah... any information you can provide on Evan McCal. Y ou were his closest friend.”

Kerrigan laughed, bitterly. "So you can twist things yet another way?' He paused, and his face smoothed.
"| gpologize, Mr. Parsfal. Since we've never talked before, | may be assuming what might not be true.”

"I'm sorry. I've been given the job of finding background. Frankly, theres very little there, and haf of
what is supposedly common knowledge isn't even true.” That was stretching it dightly, but it wouldn't
hurt. "1 hate to bother you now, after the latest...”

Kerrigan straightened up. "The latest? He was indicted for murder. That was crazy enough, but... there's
more?'

"He committed suicide by jumping from atower alittle while ago.”
Kerrigan looked totally stunned. "I can't believe that.”

"The recsat system hasit on databloc.”

Kerrigan shook hishead. "I wouldnt... | don't see how...”

"I'd heard that you were often histennis partner. Y ou knew him fairly well?'
"Aswdl asanyone... Areyou sure about the suicide?!

"That's the DPS report.”

"l can't believeit. Hewasfriendly to everyone. This hasbeen so unfair.”
"Some have said you only knew him through tennis...”

"We saw each other socidly sometimes, but usualy. .. on the tennis court. We played most Saturdays.
Evan was agood player, not great, but good. He didn't talk much. He never did.”

"| understand that he and hiswife were very close.”



"Y ou wouldn't know it from theway DPS has handled it.” He offered another bitter laugh. "Y es, they
were. Evan couldn't have laid ahand on Nanette. First, he loved her too much. It was evident in
everything he said or did. Second, hewas atechnical idiot. He was dways having to have his staff
readjust hisholo projection or hislink settings.”

"Why do you think the DPS charged him, then?"

Kerrigan shrugged. That would be the kind of speculation that 1'd rather not engagein. 1'd guess that
they were mided, but that would be aguess, and it's not for attribution.”

"Would you object to areport that said sources close to the family believe DPS was mided?’
"If you think that might bethe case... | don't know. It'sonly aguess”

"Can you think of anyone who might want to see McCall dead?"

"Are you thinking he was murdered?’

"I don't know what to think.” That was definitdly true.

"Evan?' Kerrigan frowned. "No one persondly, that's certain. Everyone | know who knew him liked him.
| don't know anything abouit his practice. He was a privacy solicitor, and he never said aword about a
clientinthewholetimel knew him. I wouldn't know one of hisdlientsif they walked up to meor if
someone handed mealist.”

"Do you know anyonewho might?"

"Only hisjunior associates. Knowing the way Evan was, I'm certain they wouldn't say anything to the
media They might have said something to DPS.”

| offered afew more questions, but Kerrigan had said what he was going to say, and it hadn't been much.
Then | put in another cal to Marc Oler, but only got the smmie.

| went through the thin file on Emile Brazelton. It was suggestive. Brazelton was the head of the
nanite-based fabricating firm that KC Constructors had hired for the control systems of the shuttle
guideway system. KC was Kema's firm. According to John Ashbaugh, Brazelton had been aclient of
McCadl's. But so had KC Congtructors. | was debating how to approach that when Bimstein's
overboogted link seared through my skull.

Parsfal? What have you got on McCall? Now!

Everyone liked him. He was deeply in love with hiswife. He never ever talked business even with
his closest friends. Someone put out a rumor that the McCalls had been having trouble and that
she had retained a solicitor for a separation or divorce. It isn't true.

You sure of that?

| got a confirmation and an allowed quote from the solicitor. Also got another source that won't
be quoted directly but will allow a quote as a source close to the family. The source claims that
DPSwas misled, that Evan McCall wouldn't and couldn't have laid a hand on his wife.

Hmmm... guesswe'll play it the other way.

The other way?



McCall was truly in love with his wife. He was so distraught by her accidental death and the
charges that he'd murdered her that he couldn't take it and jumped.

Do we know that? | asked.

We know that they were in love. Got some other confirmations on that from Rehm. We know they
didn't have problems. The DPS has just apol ogized for its hasty action and said that Nanette
McCall's death could easily have been caused by an inadvertent misadjustment in the nanite field
parameters. They've confirmed that McCall couldn't have readjusted the system.

That was even stranger.

You can wrap that up. Send what you've got to Metesta. Then, get back on the ebol background.
Five deaths in Denv yesterday, and ten so far today. And | still don't have the last water diversion
piece | asked for.

After Bimstein brokethelink, | put together the "source” quotes on McCall and fired them off to
Metesta. Then, | just sat in front of my console. That was the news business. McCall had been hot, and
now Kerras or someone was doing awrap-up on the story, probably with atragic overtone, lamenting
the situation, with at least asdeways dam at DPS. And | was supposed to forget it and concentrate on
ebol4 and the horror it waslikely to bring to Denv and NorAm.

| shook my head, and the old lines crept into my mind.

Theworld isweary of the past

Oh, might it dieor rest at ladt...

Sometimes, | felt that way. Sometimes, there was too much to be weary of, and too little of beauty and
grace.

And | had the feding that the McCall case was atiny diver of something far, far larger, something |
couldn't even imagine—or havethetimeto pursue. | decided to finish up the latest diversion segment so
Bimstein couldn't hold that over my head. Hed hold something else.

Chapter 18 Kemal

After | stopped by the KC MedCenter for the nanomeds to deal with the ebol4 outbreak, my first
gppointment on Thursday was with Heber Smith. The meeting would be short. After | met with Heber, |
had to talk to O'Bannon about the impact of the orbiter attack. The attack hadn't helped anything.
Because of the new fusion tug technology, it might attract attention to the upcoming corporate meeting of
MM Systems. It would increase tensions between the Martian Republic and Earth. Increased tensions
sometimes led to bad government decisions and greater scrutiny. KC didn't need any of those.

The ebol4 outbreak was going to make matters bad enough. 1'd dready made sure Marissa, the children,
and the rest of the family got their upgradesright after | did. If | didn't take care of family, who would?

| put those thoughts aside and went out to greet Heber Smith. HEd taken the company flitter from St.



George the night before.

He looked rested when he walked in. " Somehow, the office fits you, Chris.” He grinned. "It's good to see
yw.”

"It'sgood to seeyou. It looks like you dept well.”
"l did. I had dinner with my daughter and her family last night. Weve got another grandson.”
"Family'simportant.” | gestured to the conference table.

We both sat down, our backsto the view. There wasn't much, since it was cloudy, and even Mount
Evans was obscured.

"Y ou've got aproblem with District Coordinator Dewey,” Heber began.

"Weve dways had problems with Dewey. Everyone thinks he's so clean, and that we're so crooked.
We're honest. We've told the world that we oppose him. He runs on the idea that we're corrupt thugs.” |
snorted. "His cousins run GSY . He gets Cannon to put through that divestiture legidation. They benefit,
and he's honest? We built the new shuttle system, but because we built it, we can't maintain it. We can do
it better and cheagper, but we're not alowed to. They get most of the profits, but it's clean? The Judticiary
bought that crap, too. So we can build systems, but we can't get the maintenance contracts. Or we can
let someone else build crap, and take aloss for two years upgrading it through maintenance. That's good
government?" "It'sgood poalitics,” Heber pointed out. | had to laugh. "Y ou'reright. Well haveto do
something.”

"You il have another problem with Dewey.” "What?'

"He's working with the NorAm Economics and Commerce Committee to draft another piece of
legidation.” After amoment, Heber went on, "He wantsto limit the royaty markup on proprietary
technology to one hundred percent of production costs. That's for public works projects. It wouldn't
apply to contracts between private parties. Our counts show that it might pass.”

"What els=?'

"He'staking about hiring aforensic accounting team. It won't be caled that, but that's what it amountsto.
He wantsto show that—"

"GSY can do acheaper job on mgjor projects once they can steal our technology. Politicianslike Dewey
need to be shot. Or drawn and quartered. They have no idea of the years we've spent in upgrading
Brazelton's operations, the engineers we've supported, the design and devel opment codsts. All they look
at isthe markup over the direct production costs. So we need to make sure Alredd wins the election.”

"We cant. It's not possible, Chris. Dewey's got such a base among the servies, close to seventy percent.
He's got sixty percent of the sariman, and forty percent of thefilch.”

| understood the numbers. What | didn't understand was the forty percent of the filch. Dewey wasa
populist demagogue. Hed drain every filch he could. And forty percent would vote for him. "Y ou're sure
of that?"

"Absolutely.”

"How much more can we giveto Alredd?’



"Even through dl the avenues you've gat, less than threemillion.”

"Find out how much. Tak to O'Bannon, and make sure every single credit isabsolutely legd. Then tell
me what checksto write.”

"Y ou'rethrowing the credits away.”

"No. | want every single credit we send from now on targeted against Dewey's support of whatever
Alredd can cdl filch projects. The guideway legidation, the Southern Diversion, and anything ese. Talk
to O'Bannon. Seeif therésaway those ads can be run into Deseret Didtrict. If not, have Hansen use the
same stuff, pointing out that the Dewey-Cannon conspiracy—call it that—is designed to take Deseret
credits and pour them into the Capitol Digtrict.”

"Cannon will dill win. Hansen's facing more than an uphill battle”

"Thistime. We have to think more for thelong term, my friend. Senators come and go. Well help
Cannon go."

"Cannon's one you don't want to tangle with, Chris. Hell let alot dide, but if you attack him, or threaten
him, he gets his back up.”

"Then we don't apply force to him. We apply it to the things and people he cares about.”
"Y ou don't want to make an enemy of the man, Chris.”

"Heber... he'saready an enemy. The question iswhat we do about it. And about Dewey.”
"I don't know that you can do much about Dewey.”

"I'll have my mother pray for amiracle,” | suggested. "We could useit.”

"l hope she prayswell.” Heber smiled. "Some of her prayers have been answered.” Then, we both knew
that we couldn't count on divineintervention. Not without help. "Y ou're staying for the weekend?"

"No. I'll leave tomorrow. Ruth's Sster is hosting afamily get-together tomorrow night.”
"Haveagood time.”

After Heber left, | had some thinking to do. Dewey would ruin KC, just on principle, because he didn't
understand economics or business. Some of what he had in mind would undermine the arrangement with
the Republic. | had someidess, but, again, | didn't get far. Mr. O'Bannon is waiting, Mr. Kemal. Send
himin.

OBannon did into the office and eased into the chair he dwaystook at the conference table. He waslike
ablack tiger.

| sat down across from him. "What's the word?' "Y our friends are upset. Asyou instructed me, | told
them that the attack was carried out with obsolete technology. | aso pointed out that NorAm orbiter
wouldn't have been as vulnerable—"

"The vulnerability was mostly because the Russeans don't like to cross anyone elsesairspace. The
Agkhanate had to know that. The Russeans aso couldn't track the attackers. They can't retdiate.”

"Canyou?'



"Why would | want to, James? The attack just shows the problems of dedling with the Russeans.”
"The Republic might want to.” "They'd get better terms on paper. Not in practice.

They know that. Their hands aretied. They have to ded with EurCom or NorAm, and they haveto let
this attack pass. Oh, they could line up ametallic asteroid and accelerateit at Earth. They could build up
enough velocity to make its deflection impossible, but they couldn't aim it well enough to hit Kabul. They
could destroy civilization and possibly humanity on Earth. That destroys the source of their technology
and al their markets. So it's an empty threat. That'swhy they're helping us. A direct takeover would be
viewed asfar too unfriendly, but they want MM Systemsin more friendly hands.”

"Hands they can control by threatening exposure,” O'Bannon said.
"It'snot in thelr intereststo expose me, and it's not in mine. Besides, what were doing is perfectly legd.”
"Until the NorAm Senate finds out.”

"Evenin cases of continental emergency, ex post facto legidation isbanned. That'swhat my distinguished
solicitorstold me. Now... what ese did they say?'

"They understand that you are not in a position to do anything about the disaster, but they would like to
make the point that once can be accepted, as a necessary evil. Twicewill require action.”

| snorted. "What action? Any direct action hurts the Republic more. They're not stupid.”
"| agree. That is, however, what they said.” O'Bannon smiled. "What do you want meto tell them?”

"Everything isunder control. They'll have more favorable directorsin amonth, and acompletely
favorable board and executive officer in fourteen months. Suggest to them that they take amore
aggrieved position and aless combetive one. Something along the lines of how they'rerisking their
talented people to supply Earth's raw materias needs and that they shouldn't dso have their diplomats
being killed aswell.”

"You have araiondefor that? They'll want to know.”

"They can't keep their plans secret forever. Everyone knows that they could devastate Earth. The only
reason they don't isthat it would also destroy them. That will change. The more they build areputation
for forbearance, the less the continental legidatures will be forced to posture and threaten.”

"Makes senseto me. You think they'll buy into it?"

"They should.”

"Y ouwant metotell them that?'

| shook my head. " Suggestions are one thing. Demands are another. Always suggest.”
"Andif they don't buy it?'

| laughed. "What have we lost? They're the oneswho lose. | can dways sell back what weve
bought—over time. Or | can offer it to the highest bidder.”

"Y ou plan to make a profit, | assume?’

"Don't | aways?' | paused. "What about the MagSys take-over?”



"Y ou have to go dow there, Chris. It's going to take another year to get aplurdity, and that'sa small
minority plurdity. It might be worth two seats on the board, if that.”

"Keepatit.” | hadn't expected any more.
O'Bannon cleared histhroat. "What about McCall?!

"What about him? He's been charged with murder. We've talked about it. What can | add? | don't
believe hedid it, but you never know about people. That'swhy | try never to push people into acorner.
Cornered cats, rats, dogs, and people all bite.” | didn't corner people when | could avoid it. | dedlt with
them before they felt cornered. At least, when | could. I'd waited too long with McCall. That was
because | had needed him to finish matters.

"You think hell reved anything?'
"Y ou never know, but | don't think s0.”

After OBannon l€ft, | had afew minutes before lunch to go over the Dewey problem. That wasonel'd
have to resolve quickly. There's nothing more dangerous than a public crook who thinks he's honest. |
had some of the details worked out. In my head. Plans were safer there.

Then Paulinalinked in.
Ashtay Massin is here. He says he doesn't have an appointment, but he won't take long.
Send himin. | pulsed the door open. Ashtay never wasted my time.

Ashtay Massin walked into the office. He was the trustee of the KCF trusts. He was built like an ancient
weight lifter. He had wavy brown hair and green eyes. He didn't ook like an accountant or asolicitor. He
was both.

"What's the problem?’ | closed the door, then motioned to the conference table.

He sat down first, knowing that was my preference. ™Y ou know metoo well, Mr. Kemad.” Ashtay would
never call me Chris. | liked that.

"Y our nephew Stefan. He came to see me early this morning. He's aready pledged hisinterest in histrust
ascollateral for aloan from Mountain Asset Management. He gave me the papers, so that I'd know.”

| forced asmile, then shook my head. "Y ou know the young ones. I'll haveto talk to him. How muchis
theloan?'

"Ten million credits”
"He can't pay that. They haveto know that. HEll bein default in three months.”

Aghtay nodded. "If he defaults, well haveto pay it. If they contend the application was fraudulent, then
we may haveto divulge the assets”

"Unlesswe pay it off before that happens.” What Stefan had done was blackmail, pure and smple. He
knew | didn't like publicity, and a Kema defaulting on a secured |oan was the last thing that needed to be
news.

"I don't have that authority,” he pointed out. "All | can do is obligate the interest and income, and put out
acredit block on Stefan. That'swhy | thought you should know.”



"I'll haveto talk to him. Well make sure it doesn't go to default.” 1 sighed. " The young ones. Some of
them take awhile to understand.”

Ashtay nodded sympatheticaly.
"Sinceyoure here” | went on, "are we set for the MM Systems annual meeting?’

"I'll havethe date of officersfor you to look at by the end of next week. Well leave young Martini as
president for ayear. Well aso leave Bunanev, St. Pierre, and Emin on the board. That's what you
wanted, wasn't it?'

"WEell haveto handleit that way. The board'sterms are staggered. Y ou're sure Martini will propose the
dae?’

"Does he have any choice?' Ashtay's smilewas grim. He didn't approve of how I'd set Rafagl Martini up.

"No. That was hischoice.” Business was business, and the young fool should have known better than to
try to play around. Hiswifésfamily was old-line, very wedthy and very powerful, with their controlling
interest in InterCred. The Fontaines had their own ways of expressing disgpprova, and Rafael needed
the credit they could provide. Badly.

Adhtay waited before asking, "Isthere anything dse, Mr. Kemd?'

"Not right now.” 1 smiled. "Thank you for letting me know about Stefan. I'll be talking to him this
afternoon. Well work something out.”

After Ashtay left, | headed down to Poul Therault's office to have aluncheon mesting.

We discussed the financid picture for the coming year, and al the contingencies that we needed to
congder. | didn't eat that much.

By one, | was back in my office, working out the details of the Dewey plan.

Mr. O'Bannon for you, on holo, Mr. Kemal.

I'll takeit.

O'Bannon'simage was as big as he was. He had a somber look. "Have you heard, Chris?"
"Havel heard what?"'

"About Evan McCall.”

"I haven't heard anything new. Not since the indictment.”

"Hejust committed suicide.”

"What?' | shook my head. "That'shard to believe.” That certainly was true enough, and ameasure of
Emilesability. "How? Why? Does anyone know?"

"The DPSisn't saying anything. The orbiter mess and the ebol4 outbreak have kept it quieter than it could
have been.”

"Poor bastard.” | felt sorry for McCall. He'd never quite understood—except the law. Hiswife had been
the practica one, until the Cewrigh woman had gotten to her, and that hadn't left me much choice. "L et



me know if anything dseturnsup.”

"I will.” O'Bannon paused. "What are you going to do about privacy matters?’

"I don't know.” | gave arueful smile. ™Y ou're my oldest solicitor. If you have asuggestion, let me know.”
"We might be able to work out something with Caron Hildeo. She understands.”

O'Bannon wastdling me that Marc Oler didn't. " See what you can do.”

He nodded. "Until |ater, Chris”

| looked out the window. Nothing was smple. It never was.

Paulina... would you please seeif you can find my nephew Stefan?

Yes. Mr. Kemal.

| leaned back in the ergorecliner, thinking. There might be away to solve severd of my problems at
once.

| have Sefan for you. Mr. Kemal.

Thank you, Paulina. | called up the holo display. Stefan was back into a beige singlesuit, with the gold
chans
"Stefan, you're concerned about money?!

"| told you | was.”

"Youdid.” | nodded understandingly. "Do you have the morning free on Monday? I'm playing golf with
Emile Brazelton, but let me stop by before that. We can take adrive. Maybe you can join us. We can
work out something. I've thought about it. It could be you're right. Houses and el ectras are more
expensve than when | was your age. Thirty percent more expensive, Poul tellsme.”

Helooked dubious.

"Look, Stefan. When you collaterdized that loan, Ashtay notified me. There are better waysto handle
that. If you fed that desperate, we need to talk, and to work out something. Y ou can't handle that kind of
repayment for very long. Thetrust isalifetime trust. There's nothing either of us can do about that. | hope
you know whét that means.”

Hetried to hide alook of defiance.

"Think about it. Thisisgoing to cause your mother agreat ded of concern. I'd rather work with you to
find away towork thisout.” | smiled. "Have | ever not done what was best for the family?"

"No.”

"I'll pick you up at quarter to nine on Monday morning.”

He looked like he might refuse, but thought the better of it. "All right.”

"Quarter to nineon Monday,” | said it again. "Well figure out something.” | broke the connection.

Now, al | had to do was work out the details with Brazelton. | also had to make sure that the Smythers



bus ness was under control.

Chapter 19 Cannon

Canthrop's office was in the complex to the east of the government center, acorner suite on the
northwest. It was just before eight forty-five on Friday when | arrived outside hisdoor. | was early, but
he'd see me, and that meant less wasted time for both of us.

When | stepped indde, Canthrop's receptionist looked up with asmile. " Senator Cannon. I'll tell him
you're here.”

"Thank you.”

Her face blanked as she linked, and | studied the office, athough I'd certainly been there often enough.
All the furniture was neo-Queen Anne, dightly more ornate than | would have chosen, but not
overpowering.

The receptionist was statuesque, redheaded, with asmall straight nose, pale blue eyes, and flawless
complexion—at firgt glance, awoman you'd want to get very closeto. But she was amost an emtwo. |
could see that from the eyes, the very vacant eyes. They were the kind of eyesthat followed everything
and reported everything, and understood only the most basic of implications of those actions. That she
was his receptionist said something about Canthrop aswell, but I'd known that about Bill for along time.

She looked a me again with those not-quite-vacant eyes. "He said for youtogoonin.”

| nodded and stepped toward the ol d-fashioned door that | had to open with the bronze lever handle.
Canthrop was standing beside his desk, looking westward at the mountains, still snow-covered at the
top. "You'reearly,” hesaid as heturned.

"l don't have much choice. It'sgoing to bealong day. They dl will befor the next few weeks. Between
the orbiter mess and the ebol4 disaster, not to mention the budget appropriations, the increased strain on
the PDF because of the carel essness of the Mars Belters two years ago, and, of course, the Southern
Diverson...” | laughed. "What do you have?'

Canthrop gestured toward the folder on the corner of the desk. "Thereit is. Thisisthe voice-over. Well
use your voice, with rez overtones, but everyone will hear it asyour voice. | wanted you to look at it. If
you likeit, we can go right over and record it. If not, welll make the changes, and well record whenever
you can.”

| picked up the folder and opened it, then began to study the script.

...I'm Senator Cannon. I'm your senator.
Every day I'm working to creste a better life for you.
Y ou have dreamsfor your future, for your family, for your children.

Those dreamsaremy goals...



Initsown way, it was classic. Simple and spare, and adirect but positive apped, with the implications
that failure to vote for me would be avictory for the filch and for the greedy who would rob the
hardworking people of Deseret of their last credit and laugh whiledoingit.

"What do you think?' Canthrop pushed back awigp of histhin blond hair.

"I'd like to add a phrase a the end. Something like, "When we share dreams, there's nothing we can't
accomplish together.’ | smiled. "We can just add that and record it thismorning.”

Canthrop frowned, then murmured thewords. "... When we share dreams...” Abruptly, he nodded.
"Good sentiment, good words, and they'll fit.”

"Fit? Of coursethey'll fit.”

"I meant with therez tags. It's better that they're your words.”

"Y ou mean my words have to fit with this resonance?"

"Wel... if wewant thefull effect,” Canthrop admitted. "We're pretty congtrained in some ways.”
"Just S0 you're not twisting my words into something that's not what | said.”

"You'll approve every word, like always.”

"Good.”

He frowned, then smiled. "Took a minute to find the cue. Here's one of the musical motifswell be using
asatag.”

Asthemusic filled the office, we listened. There was something about the short melody, even though it
seemed to ramble, in away. It waslessdirect than | would have liked, but Canthrop wasright. There
was an gppedling fed toit. After hearing it, | would have voted for me. Then, that bothered me, because
only about haf the people in Deseret Digtrict were from the same background as| was.

"What do you think?"
"It appealsto me. But what about those who aren't like me?"

Canthrop's smile got wider. "That's the beauty of this gpproach. Heré's the motif for those of the
L atin-Higpanic background.”

The second sdlection struck me as more emotional, more... overt... but wastoo direct for me. That was
probably a good thing, according to what 1'd read up on about rezads.

"Now... you understand, Senator, that while the words will be the same, the graphics, the music, and the
background and resonance will change to match each netband and soshgroup. ..”

"That'swhat the campaign is paying you for, Bill.” | grinned back at him. " Spesking of paying... isthis
going to break us?

He shook his head. "Nope. The production costs are low because were just using you, the singer, some
pretty fundamenta graphics, and the tech people—"

"Tech people? That was pretty costly thelast time.”



"Different technology, different company. We're using Crescent Productions. Almost a one-person
operation, but good technology and a better price. They've been doing some high-end stuff commerciadly,
and it'splush a aservie price. The biggest cost will till be the net time.”

"That doesn't change.” | understood that. Getting access was alway's the most expensive part of anything
in amodern society. That was one of the advantages of incumbency.

"Do you have another hour?' Canthrop asked. "If you do, we can wrap thisal up thismorning.”

An hour. That would betight. Especialy with my having to go to &t. George at Sx in the afternoon. But
time would get even tighter in the days ahead. Ebol4 would get worse before it got better, and the same
was true of the maneuvering and debates on the pending appropriations—and anything could happen
with the outfal of the Russe orbiter mess. And | still wondered what might come from the McCall mess.
I'd met McCall just once, at afund-raiser, but he hadn't struck me as the kind of man who would either
murder hiswife or commit suicide. Some people are professionals at numbers, like Canthrop, and others
excd in other things. Politicians are professionas at knowing people, and dl my yearsin degling with
people told me that McCall hadn't committed suicide. Which meant that Kema was somehow behind i,
and that 1'd best be very careful.

It could well affect my campaign beforeit wasdl over.
"Senator?' Canthrop prodded.

"l wasthinking. | canwork itin.” | smiled. "Let'sgo.”
"It'sonly up in OldTech,” Canthrop said apologeticaly.

"We can take my eectra, then, and I'll drop you back here on my way to the Legisbuilding.” Maybe we
wouldn't betoo late, and I'd been careful to be a most committee meetings on time. Face-time and
gratitude—you could never stockpile enough of ether. Not in politics.

Chapter 20

The ancient Romans understood the danger beauty posed. The word "beauty” comes from Old French
(beaute), which in turn derived from the Latin word " bellus,” meaning handsome, fine, or pretty. Y et the
Latinword for "war" is" bellum* —adifference of oneletter, and at the end of the word, indistinguishable
from the neuter form of the adjective (aso " bellum'). The Roman goddess of war was Bellona.

The Romans believed that war had beauty, perhaps aterrible beauty, but abeauty al the same. Why dse
did Caesar write so movingly about war? And why did the Romans make dying in the service of the
Mars afar more honorable and glorious death than did the earlier Greeks, from whom they stole so
much?

Interestingly enough, while Venus was the Roman goddess of love and beauty, studies show that she
evolved from acomparatively weak and generally benign goddessin the Greek Iliad to a goddess of
both compelling beauty and treachery in later Greek and Roman poems.

Even theterm "belladonna’ isItdian for "beautiful lady,” but it refersto the herb from which the poison
atropine was extracted. Throughout human history, beauty has been and continues to be regarded with
great suspicion. Those who would define it are often caled to task, and their efforts dismissed with the



old clichethat beauty isin the eye of the beholder.

Yet... individuals have attempted to describe and define deities. Cultures have striven to create art of
great beauty, whether in hard and tangible stone, or in the intangible and fleeting creations of music and
song. Beauty is accepted as an atribute of creations or of individuas, but never as an absolute. Religions
and cultures have attempted to define other so-called abstractsin hard terms, abstracts such asjustice,
mercy, compasson. Y et any serious scholar who attempts to define beauty in the same termsrunsthe
risk of ridicule or ogtracism...

Why do people so fear theidedl of beauty that stands by itself, unlinked from creations or individuas? s
it because so few can gppreciate it? Understand it? Or because beauty is transcendent, and those who
can defineit within themsalves have climbed an intangible step above the masseswho, like the ancient
Romans, find their beauty in destruction?

Exton Land "Paradoxes of Beauty" Etymology Quarterly March, A. D. 2365

Chapter 21 Cor nett

I'd dmost not checked the news over the weekend. Curiosity had gotten the better of me by Sunday
evening. Besides, I'd have to emerge from the cocoon of my con-apt on Monday morning. | had to face
both the university and the rest of the world—unless there happened to be agood reason. | was|ooking
for such areason, but didn't find it.

Ebol4 cases were increasing, but they remained scattered. The DPS was urging people to take extreme
care. They aso asked everyone to report anyone with the warning symptoms, but not to touch them. |
certainly hadn't gotten that close to the unknown man on the shuttle platform, even if 1'd had no choice. |
still wondered if held survived. Mogt with the bloody sweating faces hadn't from what | heard on the
netnews.

Nothing else had happened so far with the Russe orbiter. Drug overdoses from some unknown cause
were up dightly in Denv, but no one had any ideas why. The PDF announced that they would be able to
contain the debris from the mishandled asteroid mining by the Mars Belters. So there was nothing to do
but go on with life. Such asit happened to be.

Except for music, lifewasn't much a that moment. 1t wasn't the first time music had been the only good
thing in life. After Michad, there had been Gordon. Gordon had drifted away. Maybel'd given him a
push, once held discovered | wasn't asinging doll, but actualy had opinions about things. | hadn't met
anyone e'se who seemed to care about music, or any kind of artistic beauty. But then, | had met very few
men—or women—who did.

So Monday found me at the university. There | swallowed my pride once more, and sgned my
agreement to teach rez-prep both for the summer interterm and for the fal term. After that, | taught my
single Monday lesson to Abdullah, the only man | was currently teaching. He was aquick study, and
awayslearned hismusic. He a so made no secret that he was taking |essons from me because he wanted
to become arezpopper. Even o, teaching himwas ajoy, and | looked forward to that part of Mondays.

More than once he'd told me, "Professor Cornett... | watch you. Y ou can sing anything. | even hear your
voice on the rezads sometimes. If | can Sing anything, then, even if | do not become rich and famous, |
will mekealiving from snging.”



Heworked hard, and he had a good voice. Most of the time, those two weren't enough, but | wasn't
about to put it that bluntly. | just suggested that successin the arts depended partly on luck, aswell ason
taent, skill, and determination.

When | said that, he dways gave me abroad smile. And the next lesson he was even more prepared. |
wished more were like him and like Amina, who | taught on Thursdays.

After teaching Abdullah, and after working in another half hour of practice for the Clayton soiree—mainly
"Frauen liebe and Leben"—I caught a shuttle north from the University station. | wasn't surel should, but
| knew I'd regret it if | didn't go to Michadl's memorid service. After that, I'd have to hurry back south,
to Crescent, for another recording session with Mahmed.

There were only about half as many people on the shuttle as usua. Once again, everyone stayed
separated. No one said much. My destination was outer northside, the fourth stop. From there | had to
walk to the Community Center. The grasswas as green in the park that flanked the walkway asit wasin
eastside, but the trees seemed lower, amost stunted. The buildings to the north of the park were setin
plain greenery, with little landscaping. The grasslooked like a carpet that had been painted green and
rolled out around the buildings. M ost were fabricating formulation centers, from their window-less
appearance.

At the north end of the park was the Community Center where they were holding the memorid. Inthe
synthstone-floored lobby was asmple sign on apedesta: Michagl morris memorid service, main
conference room. | followed the arrow. Footsteps followed me as others drifted into the Center.

The conference room was just along hall with antique block walls. There were no decorations, paintings,
or hangings. The walls were coated with the white synth-plaster used in every permie dweling in NorAm.
| looked over the hundred or so chairs. About half werefilled. | sat down in the back. | wasn't surel
should have come, but Michael had been apart of my life for ten years. Asmuch as| hoped for asense
of closure, | knew | wouldn't get it. But I'd till had to come.

It wasto be amemorid service—with no ashes or remainsin any form. The Department of Public Safety
hed ingsted on immediate and tota cremation of al ebol4 victims, but a holo projection of Michad filled
the space to the right of the old-fashioned oak podium. The figure was amost of astranger. He didn't
look familiar. When we'd been married, hed worn a beard, short and square-trimmed, but the man

besi de the podium was younger-looking, clean-shaven, wearing a maroon tunic over white trousers and
shimmering white boots. He was theimage of youthful idealism. That wasn't surprising, Since poor
Michael had never grown up.

| sat there numbly, watching as more people filed into the room. His brother and his mother camein, and
aman in ablack singlesuit seated them in the front row. A thin brunette sat next to them. | didn't know
her. That wasn't surprising. Our parting had been bitter.

Another man in ablack singlesuit appeared and stood at the podium. He just began to speak. Therewas
no introduction, no preamble.

"Michadl Morriswasthe director of the Community Center for fifteen years. He never turned away from
aproblem or someonein need...”

That had been the difficulty. For Michadl, dl problemswere equally important. 1'd never been an admirer
of thefilch and gtill wasn't, but they weren't the cause of society's miseries. They were the symptom.
When creditsare dl that count, everything except the pursuit of those creditsis debased. Poor Michadl,
the professional server of the pennies and the servies, could never quite grasp that. He might have given it
lip service, but he was always convinced that if he could just get more credits from the government, the



filch, and the foundations, he could rebuild society.

"... when he came to northside, the Community Center was two roomsin the back of Genera
Formulating. Today, we have an employment and counseling program that served five thousand people
last year alone. We have afull youth program, and acomplete youth athletic center...”

| smiled, if sadly. In hisown way, Michadl had done alot, and people would remember.

"... dl this because of the energy and dedication of one man. Michael Morriswas not asaint. Weall
know how angry he could get, but he channdled that anger...”

Michadl's anger wasn't something | wanted to remember. It hadn't been channeled in any constructive
way with me. Hed wanted me to go into business where my abilities and presumably my creditswould
help him with fund-raising and politica activity that would change society, or at least Denv. Hed helped
the poorest servies and the pennies of northside. | hadn't seen any change beyond that. He'd never
listened to my thoughts on it. Or why | thought music and beauty were every bit asimportant asjobs and
credits. | thought that they were more important, but 1'd never dared to say that. In the end, there had
been too much I'd never dared to say.

" ... northsdewill never see another Michad Morris...”

By then, | was having trouble reconciling the image of the man they dl knew and loved with that of the
man | had onceloved. | sat through the rest of the memorial, and then dipped out right after it was over.

As| waked back to the shuttle sation, | thought. | felt sorry for Michael, and for hisfamily, and for the
woman who had loved him—she'd sobbed silently through the entire memoria. | was sorry, too, that
Michael hadn't lived to finish what he started. Y et | had to wonder. Nothing had ever been enough for
Michadl. Would another twenty years have meant more? Another fifty or ahundred? Or would he have
become ever more bitter? Or had he mellowed? | didn't know. | never would, not really.

All that was certain was that we'd had very different views on what mattered in improving peopleslives.
Michael had felt that the answer wasin the materid, and I'd had to question that. Asawhole, our society
was richer than any beforeit, and yet there were till bio-weapons and terrorism across the entire globe,
and tensions between Earth and Mars despite more and more materia affluence. There were till students
glassy-eyed on soop, murders despite ever more redtrictive surveillance and improved nanite shields, and
aquiet dissatisfaction that verged on desperation.

Or wasthat dissatisfaction merely my own projection?
| didn't know that, either.

| made the OldTech gtation with time to spare, and could take aleisurely walk to the building housing
Mahmed's smal production company. The old and dow entry system checked my codes, in the same
plodding routine, and finaly cleared me. | went down the ramps.

Mahmed was waiting, as usua, just indgde the door that bore the golden crescent moon, and the words
"Crescent Productions.”

"Y ou may not want to do thisone, Luara” Mahmed looked embarrassed. "It's political.”
"If I can I furniture, why not politicians?”

"Even for Senator Cannon?'



| knew Cannon was a senator, and I'd heard his name on the news. When the political news cameon, |
usually turned somewhere else or just tuned it out. What had the politicians ever done for beauty and the
arts? Not much since the Emperor Joseph, | suspected. "Let'sseeit.”

"Herdsthemusic and text.” Mahmed extended the music, crisp, and obvioudy freshly printed.

In the space outside the recording area, | looked over the words, and then the music. The words were
more obscure than usud, at least for arezad, where the punch was usualy direct and short.

And he cast hisvote, strong, for you, for me, over the filch, standing there where he should be...

After humming the melody, | redlized | knew it, or aversion of it. But from where? | couldn't placeit, but
| knew it from somewhere. That would probably make singing it harder, but not impossible.

"What do you think?" asked Mahmed, anxioudly.
"I can doiit. It's no worse than upscale furnishings.” No better, but no worse.
"I'll need more takesfor this,” Mahmed pointed out.

"That'sfine.” | couldn't complain. He paid well and on time. Besides, | wasn't al that eager to head back
to my conagpt and think about the day.

We went into the studio and did run-throughs, eight in all.

Only when | came out of the studio did | redlize what 1'd sung. It was an adapted version of asong by
Rdph Vaughn Williams—"The New Ghog.”

And he cast it down, down, on the green grass, Over the young crocuses, where the dew was. ..

| had to wonder why Senator Cannon was setting political adsto English art song, but | knew nothing
about campaign ads, except that | detested them.

"Y ou up for another?' asked Mahmed. " Standard rate.”

Of course | was. Thanksto the rezads, | actually looked to have more creds than pending expenses. |
also wanted to stay in Mahmed's good graces, because what | saw coming at the university wasnt
promisng.

The second ad was another one for Cannon, with amoreflorid text. The music, when | hummed it, was
only vaguedly familiar. After amoment, | redlized that it reminded me of asong I'd done by Granados.

That probably meant that the origina song or music had been done by Granados, or at least by someone
of the same school.

That only involved four takes. After wefinished, | turned to Mahmed. "What are you doing with this?' |
had to ask.

Mahmed looked embarrassed. "It'sfor his campaign. They pay well... you understand that.”
| did, indeed.



"I've been trying to get into the new rezad business, but you have to pay Talemen Associates. All of the
additiona equipment ismine, but | have to pay them aroyalty. It'sthe new twist on rezads, and it's
technically better. They sent over a set of parameters. Had to add another board. Looks alot like the
custom work my brother did for some rezpopper.”

"What rezpopper?' | didn't care, but it was amost asif he wanted meto ask.

"Cold Ice” Mahmed laughed. "Said he got the idea from a competitor. Stoleit, that's more likeit. But the
setup'slega, solong asyou pay Taemen.”

Rezads that were technically better? Better at what? Persuading people? | shivered.
"Areyou dl right?* Mahmed wasimmediately solicitous.

"I'mfine”

"Areyou sure?!

"V es”

"Good.” Mahmed smiled.

"Another?' | asked.

"If youreupforit.”

"If you're paying,” | countered.

"Senator Cannon is paying, but with you, were giving him aredl bargain.”

Mahmed wasn't being hurt by it, either, | knew. All indl, | did four separate rezads for the good—or
not-so-good—senator. | might even have banked enough creditsto pay for the overdue repairsto the

conapt.

Chapter 22 Kemal

| left the house alittle after elght-fifteen on Monday morning. That was because the club wasin southside.
Stefan lived there aswell. He had been thefirst of the family to move there from the northwest. His place
was about two miles from where Marissaand | were building the new house. For me, the move made
sense. The new house would be | ess than ten minutes from the KC headquarters. For Stefan, the move
was gtrictly for the address. He had no job, just histrust income. His place was agood half mile east of
the Southside Parkway, dmost in the southern part of eastside. It was an imitation Renaissance villa, and
small. Around five hundred square meters, with three garage bays. He had no children. His girlfriends
came and went. He didn't think much about family.

As| entered the ova drive, | could see Stefan waiting under the small portico. He was wearing abeige
sngle-auit. | dowed and linked to Emile. Beige—the second shade on the chart.

Beige, second shade. | haveit.

Good. Seeyou later. If Emile hadn't had the proper shade, then | would have had Stefan put on the one
in the backseat, but the less | asked of Stefan the better.



"You'reearly, Uncle Chris” Stefan dipped into the front sest.

| pulled out of the drive and turned south, toward the club.

| didn't say anything.

"If 1 could ak,” Stefan findly said, "what do you havein mind?"
"Y ou need more credits. | need afavor. It'sthat smple.”
"Uncle Chris... | don't know about that kind of favor.”

| laughed. "It's not that kind of favor. Y ou know who Emile Brazdton is, don't you? He wasin the office
when you were there a couple of weeks ago.”

"Yes..."
Stefan was definitey wary.

"Y ou know he had problems, and we bailed him out. He's excellent at managing and developing
technology. He just didn't have the capital. Or the contacts. He's also agood man at heart, but he had
persona problems. They got intheway. Well... hisfirs wifeisvindictive. Hes not dlowed to see his
son, but his son wantsto see him. Theré's a Justiciary order out. That meansthey can use the footage
from the recsats.”

Stefan looked puzzled. That was good.

"Y ou can help him see the boy for a couple of hours. There are two singlesuitsin the back. Y ou put on
the maintenance suit over your own. I'll drop you off under the trees at the club, just inddethe gates. You
walk to the shelter at number three carrying the tool kit that's on the floor. Y ou wait there. When we get
there, you ped off the maintenance suit and put on Emile's swester.

It'sloud and striped. Y ou play fourteen holes with me, and then on seventeen we meet Emile, and you
switch a therain shelter there”

"That'sit? How do | get back?'

"That'sit. Asfor getting back, you walk back to the treeswhere| let you off and you take off the suit
under the trees when no one's looking, fold it up so the logo doesn't show, and put it under your arm.
Then you walk to the club and ask mefor aride. Don't explain. Just say that you saw me and thought
you could save yoursdf sometime.”

He nodded.

"Thiswill dlow Emileto see hisson. That means helll be feding better. HEl be thinking about the job,
and not about the unfairness of not seeing hisboy. Y ou've done him afavor, and you've done me afavor.
Y ou know that | aways pay off favors.”

Stefan looked doubtful, but not that doubtful.

"If it were your mother... and some judge had ruled she couldn't see you, wouldn't you want to see her
every so often?’ | laughed. "It'sin the middle of the morning.”

"Thet'sit?'



"That... and you don't tell anyone, becauseit could get Emilein trouble.”

| could see Stefan figuring that he could leverage that into more credits. But hed wait to try that. By then,
it wouldn't matter.

"Y ou do thisright, and welll take care of your loan—the way it should have been handled.”
"How isthat?' Stefan was more curious than snotty.

"I buy the note. It becomes anoteto me, and | immediately forgive hdf of it, and give you thefirst year
interest-free. Then, well see how you're doing.”

He wanted more than that, but he dso wouldn't have believed it if I'd given more. Thisway, he had the
credits, and ayear to spend them before trying to get more out of me. He'd take that.

"| appreciate that, Uncle Chris.”

| laughed. ™Y ou need to get into that suit.” | pulled the electral over to the sde of the road, under some
overhanging ems, aready leafing out, so that he could climb in back. Once hewasin the back, | pulled

out again.

"Y ou could have had Armand do this,” Stefan ventured as he struggled into the maintenance suit. "Why
me?'

"He'sapermie. What would happen if he ran into someone? Or if someone asked him what he was
doing?'
"That'strue”

"Family'sawaysthebest,” | pointed out. "I want to help you, but | don't want you to think | don't want
at leest agesturein return.”

Stefan said nothing for the few minutesit took to reach the club. The scanners checked the pass, and the
gates opened.

| drove another fifty yards before pulling over and letting Stefan out under the ancient éms.

Stefan walked away through the trees, and then out dong the side of the empty tennis courts. | could see
the club logo on his back.

The club was empty—or closeto it—on Mondaysin early April. That wastheway I'd plannediit. |
changed into my golf shoesin thelocker room.

Emilewaswaiting for mein the golf shop, wearing abeige golf singlesuit, and awhite cardigan with wide
and bright green dtripes. "You'relae.”

"I had to stop and have some words with Stefan. | dropped him off and et him walk back to his house.”

We bought some balls. There was no one there, except the smmie of the pro. The transactions and
images would be on databloc. Then we checked out the cart—also through asimmie. | guided the cart
down the path to the first tee. There was no one on the course at ten past nine, except for atwosome
two holes ahead. They were leaving the third green. | could see Stefan working his way toward the
shelter, but taking histime.

The wind was coming out of the west. It was warm, not quite a chinook.



"Ten creditsfor thefirst hole?' | grinned & Emile.
"Why not?1 liketaking your credits.” He gestured to the tee. "I'll give you the honors.”

My drive on number onewasadice, but it was only off the fairway on the right side by about twenty
meters. Emile was straight down the fairway, but about twenty meters behind me. My second shot
landed in the bunker to the left of the green. Hiswas on the apron. | blasted out of the trap, but came up
twenty feet short of the cup, and two-putted. Emile chipped to within three meters of the cup and sank
his putt for apar.

He grinned as he pulled out hisbal. "Ten credits.”
"Another ten on two?'

"Y ou don't want to double?'

"With my dice?" | laughed.

Emile bogeyed number two, and | parred, and we both parred number three. That left us even after
three.

Then | drovethe cart over to the rain shelter between the number three green and the number four tee.

Stefan was dready pedling off the maintenance singlesuit. "That got hot after awhile.” He looked a me.
"That was alucky putt on three.”

"It wasagood puitt. Y ou'll see on the next few holes.”

Emile took off the green striped sweater and handed it to Stefan. Then he began to pull on the
maintenance Snglesuit.

"The swesater'sawfully hot...” Stefan murmured.
"Just wear it for the next hole,” | suggested. " After that you can drapeit across the cart seat.”

"Thanks very much, Stefan,” Emile said. He nodded and picked up the tool kit. He walked back toward
the maintenance yard off number saven, where avan with the GSY logo waswaiting.

Stefan took out Emilésdriver. "Good clubs.” Then helooked a me. "We haven't played in awhile.
Twenty creditsahole?!

"If youreup for losngit.”
Helaughed, and so did I.

Wetaked. Not about money. Mostly about golf, and alittle about his new Tijadectral and how much
power it had.

"Y ou need to be careful withit,” | pointed out. "It's high-powered and light, and that meansit can rall
over more eadly than other dectrals”

"Y ou and Mother!" Stefan laughed. "I know how to drive, Uncle Chris”

"l supposeyou do.” I'd certainly been young once, but not that young at twenty-five. "Isthe girl who was
with you a the memorid service... 7'



"Cheryn? Shesmore of afriend...”

Stefan was agood golfer. He was better than | was, but not that much better than Emile. By thetimewe
got to the seventeenth tee, he was up two holes, and because I'd pressed and lost afew times, he was up
ahundred credits aswell. It was good he was winning, but not an accident.

Emile waswaiting, athough hisface was damp, asif heldd hurried. He took off the maintenance singlesuit
and held it up. Hed | eft the toal kit behind where it would be added to the club's equipment. He hadn't
used it. He'd used the GSY equipment.

Stefan took the singlesuit from Emile and dipped it on.
"| gppreciatethis, Stefan,” Emile said. He meant it.
"Sodol,” | added.

Stefan gavemeafant smile,

"Thank you, Stefan,” | added. "I'll start the loan transfer process as soon as| get to the office this
afternoon. It will probably take about aweek with dl the legdities. I'll have to have the solicitors look at
it”

"| gppreciate your being so understanding, Uncle Chris.”

"Family iswhat'simportant, Stefan.” | grinned. "And the hundred creditswill bein your account this
afternoon. Seeyouin abit.”

Emile and | watched as Stefan walked eastward aong the creek.
"You think hell say anything,” murmured Emile.

"Not for afew days. Not until he's sure that the paperwork isal done, and he can count the credits as
his. What will be, will be.” | shrugged. "How about the other?"

"It'staken care of. A few days, no more.”

Once Smythers and Dewey were dedlt with, there wouldn't be any loose ends. | smiled. "Fifty creditsfor
thishole?'

“Fifty?

"l lost ahundred to Stefan. If I'm good and lucky for two holes, I'll break even. If I'm not, you get some
pocket money.”

"You'l losetwo hundred.”
"Well see” 1'd have lost ten times that to make things work.
Emilelaughed. "We certainly will.”

My first drive went in the creek, and the second one landed in degp rough. Emile wasin the fairway.
Some days went like that.

Chapter 23 Chiang



Tuesday came, and | went straight to westside. Had intended to do that earlier. Couldn't. Was DPS duty
supervisor Sunday. Monday had been a mess. Newsies had latched on to the ODs of unknown cause. |
couldn't explainit. Medica couldn't. Everyone pointed fingers everywhere else.

Late Monday, found out that FlameT op would be rehearsing Tuesday morning. Not early, except ten
hundred was early for a performer. He usudly didn't rehearse that early. Could have gotten him after a
night performance. Not agood idea. Performers aretired and on an adrenaline high. Bad combination.

| still wanted to track behind the McCdll thing. Couldn't believe homicide had been wrong. Apologizing
afterward? The apology didn't make sense. But McCadl was dead, and I'd have to move carefully.

Going to see FlameTop was because | owed it to Luke, in away, to find out about Al. Also knew if |
didn't, I'd be swamped by other stuff Cannizaro thought was important. Like the ODs and the bodyshop
opsthat were going up with the ebol4. Knew 1'd have to get on those as soon as| got back.

FHameTop was till a the Moulin Noir. Parking stack was dmost empty. Maybe five other electras. Two
guards outsde the thester club, both a head taler than me. Didn't fed like arguing. Just showed the
credentias. Still took them five minutes. Findly, one's face blanked, and then unblanked. He looked at
me. "Y ou can go in, Lieutenant. HEIl meet you on the stage.”

"Thank you.” Wondered if FlameTop had been using something to get started in the morning. That wasn't
what | wastherefor. Inside was a combination second-rate uniquery and theater. Tables set in tiersthat
arced around and looked down on the stage area.

Walked down the dark center aide between thetiers. Only light was on the stage. Little enough of that.
Singlefigure wandered into the puddle of light just before | climbed onto the stage.

The name FlameTop fitted. Tall cone of flame-blond hair shaped into flame shape, probably a nanite field
of some sort. "Y ou the DPS type?’

"Lieutenant Chiang, DPS.” | showed the credentias again.
Hedidn't look at them. "What can we do for you?' Every word was close to contemptuous.
"Everyone says you have anew twist on rezpop.”

"That'swhat they say, Lieutenant.” A cocky grin turned the dit in hisface into amouth. White teeth
sparkled. "'l can't believe you came here to ask me that. Unless you're afan of new rezpop.”

"Mind telling mewhat kind of twist?"
"So you can giveit to someone dse?

"l wouldn't know arezpopper from an ebol4 victim.” Hate the cockiness some people have. Usualy
people who've got more than they deserve and think it'stheir due. "Don't want the tech details.” Not
then, | didn't. "Just anidea”

"l doit different. That'stheidea”
"Louder? Or with different resonances?"

"Any punk can makeit louder. Let'ssay... | just match mood and music to therez. Y ou'd have to be



here”

"I understand that. But you're doing something new and different with the rez effects, right?”
Hefrowned, amost asulking expression.

| waited.

"Something like thet, Lieutenant. Something like that.”

"| take it that whatever it isthat you do gets some of your fans excited.” Tried to keep the dryness and
irony out of my voice.

"More excited than other rezpoppers. They wouldn't be coming back night after night, would they? Likel
say, you haveto bethere”

Wasn't sure | could have stood that. | walked over to the shimmering black column that was at the edge
of the lighted part of the stage. Studied the column, glanced to the far Side, where there was another.
Looked up. Triangular pyramid in the ceiling with the blunt end toward the audience. Looked like the
same shimmering stuff. Looked new, too.

"These what project your twist?'

"For here. Y ou need an adaptor for ahome unit. Otherwise, you don't get the same effect.”
"But I'd get some of it?"

"Y ou got abloc of your new twist music? And one of those adaptors?*

"Thisashakedown, Lieutenant?'

"I'll buy it for whatever you charge your fans.”

"Thirty creds.” He gave me that contemptuous smile. "Lori'll have one waiting outsde. She has adaptors,
too. They're two hundred.”

Tried more questions. Didn't get far. FlameTop didn't know much more. Could have waited for histech
type, but that could have been dl day. Could aways come back.

Hated shuffling out nearly three hundred creds with tax, but if the bloc and adaptor were harmless, |
could always give them to one of my nephews or nieces. Helen'skids were into that garbage.

Since | wasout there, | tried Westside Physical Systems next. Sarao hadn't gotten atrace on Kama's
lorry. Detrus was out—permanently. Ebol4 got her before she'd been scheduled for nanomeds. About
half DPS had the new meds so far, mainly those on the Street. Said all DPS would have them in another
week. 1'd bet two. Could only do so much so fast. Medica system was swamped.

As| waked into Kama's place, the permie behind the console looked up and told me, "He'sin,
Lieutenant.” Didn't even wait for meto ask.

Thistime, we went back to his office—also spotless and stark white and purple.

Kama closed the door. "I heard you were looking for me, Eugene. That's not good for business, if it gets



"Heard anything about Kemd ?"
"No. Haveyou?'

"Rumor isthat he got alot more creds from some-where legal. Also heard he's going to get deep into
politics”

"Both could be. He expanded the main formulation plant. Twicein three years. HE's brought in top
designersfor Brazelton's outfit, and he's building abig place in southside. Brazelton's doing the screens.
They'd stop an asteroid.”

"Friend told me Kema was going legit.”

Kamalaughed. "Ninety-nine percent of what he doesistechnically legd. He could give dl the dirty stuff
to Grayser and his new Ellay wyg, and never break alaw, and he'd still be as crooked as a Belter's
orbit.”

"McCall. Heard anything?'

The contractor shrugged. "'l haven't figured out how you could turn off a system's safeties from on top of
atower. Mine... you have to have the windows and doors shut, and they won't accept commands from
the balconies. That's standard, especidly if you've got children, grandchildren, or elderly parents.”

Ancther reason the McCall thing stank. "Anything ese?

Kamafrowned.

"What about overrides? Could you override the system, one of yours, snce you built it?'
He shook his head.

"Could you design one with overrides? Overrides the owner wouldn't know about?'

"I wouldn't. If that ever got out, I'd never get another job. That's abad idea, and it defeats the whole idea
of safeties”

"S0... held have to have cut the power down at the main cutoffs, and then climb back up six flights? If
you'd built the sysem?”

"If | had.”

| nodded. That wasall | was probably going to get there. Now. "Heard anything €l se?"
"No.”

"What do you think about this new rezrap?'

"Didn't know you wereinto that, Eugene.”

"I'mnot.”

"Neither am I. I've had to redo the stage protection screens at the Moulin Noir threetimesin the last
week. He also had me beef the door screensto detect ebol4.” Kama frowned. "I'm supposed to do the
Red Moon tomorrow. Hassan told me that helll pay for the screens. Something in the new rez makes



them want more akie. Not drop-dead flattened, but his akie receipts are up about twenty percent. He's
looking for someoneto follow FlameTop. Maybe Cool Ice or whatever hisnameis, or someone else
with the new reztwist.” He shook hishead. "Kids...”

"How good are the ebol4 screens at the door?”

"Four ninesfor someonewho'sredly infectious. Lessthan fifty percent in thefirst day.”
"Hassan freezes them on the spot and callsfor amedvan?!

"He has one rented and waiting. No sirensthat way. Says he's only had two cases.”
Wondered about that.

| decided to stop by the Galleria, but Morss must have seen me coming. He wasn't there.
Finaly got back to DPS at ten past noon.

First thing | did was hand the databloc and rez adaptor to Sarao. "Want these analyzed. New rezrap or
rezpop. Want to know how it'sdifferent, if it has different physica impact, emotiona impact... whatever.
Seeif they can find aphysiological effect. Oh... seemsto boost desire for akie—tdl the techsthat.”

"Likel sad, youwant alot.”
"May not be enough.”

Gut told me there was alink between the music and the suicides, maybe the ODs. Probably couldn't
prove anything, but worth atry. Might even be more there.

Didn't even get my office door shut.

Chiang? You in DPS?

| recognized Cannizaro's tone after the first word. Yes, Captain.
If you've got a moment, 1'd like you to come up.

I'll be right there. Had to be. Cannizaro never asked for me to come to see her unlessthere was
trouble.

She flicked on the privacy screen as soon as the door was shut. Looked at me. Had circles under her
eyes, circlesthat nanites weren't stopping. "Two things, Chiang. First... Dewey's dead.”

"How?"
"Hisofficid eectrd went off the Elletch Bridge. The techsare iill looking into it.”

"Some sort of mafunction,” | suggested. " Convenient for Alredd.”

"That may be, but well have to be very careful ”

Understood that. Alredd would likely be the next District Coordinator. The techswouldn't find anything.
"Y ou don't seem surprised, Lieutenant. Did you have some idea something like this would happen?”

"No, ser. It'sclear afterward, but not before.” | said nothing more, just nodded.



Cannizaro said nothing either.
"Dont like any kind of murder,” | findly said.
"Neither do I, Chiang. What were you looking for in westside?"

"Reason for the spike in the suicides. Demographics didn't, match. Also had some soop ODs. Not
supposed to happen.”

Thistime, the captain nodded. "That | can buy. We don't need to get hit with another round of thingswe
haven't seen. What did you find?"

"I'm not sure. I'm having some analysisdone.”
"Very careful wording.”

"Could be very strange, Captain. Don't want to say much. | could be wrong. Doesn't fedl right, and the
forengcsdont fit.” | tried not to Sgh. "Anything more about Dewey?"

"No.” Cannizaro didn't meet my eyes, not quite. That meant trouble. Moretrouble. "DPShasa
problem.” We had many. | waited, findly asked, "Which one?"

"The McCdll case. Welook bad, very bad. I've just been contacted by a Hans Kugeler. He's a solicitor
representing the McCall children. They want afurther investigation of their parents deaths. They dso
don't want it done by Kirchner and his people. They'd pushed for an outside group. | offered you. They
considered, and Mr. Kugeler accepted.”

Didn't likethat, but | nodded. "What'sthe twist?' "Y ou have three weeks to provide areport acceptable
to both DPS and the solicitor.”

"Should | put infor early retirement now, Captain?' Cannizaro raised her eyebrows. "Y ou think it's that
bad?"

"Worse, from what I've seen.”
"Tdlme”

"Taked to ananite safety systems engineer. Filch systems are designed so they can't be shut off from
open baconies. McCal would have had to have gone down to the power cutoffs and cut them manualy.
Then climbed back up six flights of sairs. Also, aspysat analysistold me that the area went blank for five
minutes before McCall jumped. Came back on to catch hisuntimely death.”

"I didn't know you were on the case, Lieutenant.”

"Captain, ser... you oncetold me my job wasto look at al cases and keep bad things from happening to
DPS. Solong as| kept it quiet and let you know. McCall case stinks, but | kept quiet, and I'm telling
you. A lot morethere | don't know.”

Cannizaro smiled. Cold amile. "Good thing you're not in homicide.”
"What do you want, Captain?'

"l want the truth. But...” She gave avery long pause. "Only the truth you can prove with absolute
evidence. | don't want to fight Alredd and his backers.”



That meant Kemd. Had hisfingersinto everything in Denv and across about half of NorAm. And he
wanted more.

"If | canlt...”

"We gpologize... agan... We even confess poor handling of the case.”
"Three weeks?'

She nodded.

What she wasn't saying, and we both knew, wasthat if | couldn't unrave it al and proveit, with Alredd
in his pocket, Kema would practically own Denv in lessthan ayear. Didn't want to think about how
much of therest of NorAm. "When do | meet Kugeler?'

"Hell be down at your officein lessthan an hour. I've told Kirchner to send you everything homicide has.
Everything. Hewill.”

Knowing Kirchner, he would. HEd be glad to dump it on me. HEd even amiile. "That al, Captain?"
"lan't that enough, Lieutenant?'
It wes.

Cannizaro had to have told Kirchner before | met with her, because Sarao was waiting. She had an
amused smile. "Lieutenant Kirchner brought by some files and some datablocs. Y our desk is under
them.”

Shewasright. A pileof files, and alarge stack of datablocs. Probably wasn't much on each bloc, but that
meant they came from different sources. | started to sft through them. | had an hour. Forty minutes later,

| was more worried. Homicide had been thorough. They'd gotten permission to search al of McCdl's
files. Ostengbly for suicide indicators. Nothing. Except the tech suspected that certain of his officefiles
had been recently blanked. But selectively. Therewerefileson dl clients. Therewasalist of
clients—marked "privacy protected.” KC Congtructors was listed, as was Brazelton, and a number of
other individuas and firms. Some I'd heard of. Most | hadn't. Nothing was missing, according to the
statements by Hildeo and Oler, his associates. No way to tell to what client the missing files had been
attached.

All the statements. ... al the recsat shots... everything indicated to me that McCall and hiswife had been
murdered. Not one bit, not one statement, could point toward anyone. Had a decent case for murder.
But unless| could find a suspect, the whole thing would go as either suicide or unsolved. Could probably
push for unsolved murder, but that would hurt DPS and upset Cannizaro, and probably give Alredd a
club of some sort.

The key was nanites. Dewey, McCadl, and McCdl'swife dl had nanite system mafunctions or
manipulationsinvolved. Would have bet that Brazelton's hand wasin it, pushed there by Kemal. Finding
proof was another matter.

Lieutenant... there'sa Mr. Kugeler here to see you. Sarao'slink broke through my speculations.
Thanks. | went out.

Kugeler was asmal and very dapper solicitor. Had anarrow face, dreamy eyes, kind that would have
hidden behind spectacles centuries earlier.



"l am Hans Kugder, Lieutenant Chiang. Captain Cannizaro hasindicated that you have been assigned to
provide afull report on the unfortunate deaths of Evan McCall and Nanette Iveson. Isthat your
undergtanding?’

| nodded, gestured for him to enter the office. Pulsed the door shut and triggered the privacy locks, and
the scramblers. Nothing would record around us. Not within the misty gray wall.

His eyebrows lifted. The dreamy eyes hardened, but he didn't speak. Just settled onto the front edge of
the ergochair.

| sat inmy chair. ™Y ou've been retained by their children. Hope you can provide insgght and some hard
evidenceaswdll.”

"Evidence appearsrather difficult to discover.”
"Hard evidence, yes. We don't have much time.”
"Y ou don't have much time, Lieutenant.”

Looked straight at him. "We want the same thing. Y ou don't have any moretimethan | do. If | can't
proveit was murder, with hard evidence, no one dse will, either.”

Kugder laughed softly. Y ou think it was murder?"
"Know it was murder, both of them. Proving it issomething ese”
"Would you mind tdling me why you think that is so0?"

Leaned forward. "McCal loved hiswife. Too much evidence of that. Someone planted a divorce story,
in advance. McCal was atechnicad idiot...” Went onto explain al | knew and why and how McCal
couldn't have committed either the murder of hiswife and then killed himsdlf. ... but dmost none of that
ishard evidence.”

"If you can't discover this'hard' evidence, what will you do, Lieutenant?"

"We havethreeweeks.” | amiled. "If | dont... well see, then.”

Kugeer nodded. "Y ou have areputation for honesty and tenacity. We will hopeit is sufficient.”
Hoped | had survivability on my sdedso. "Sodol.”

"What do you want from me?"

"Firg, you tel no onewhat I'vejust said. Not even the McCdll children. I'll deny it. Second, need to go
over the McCall house again, for starters.” | gestured to the pile of datablocs. "Also need to go over
these. Could we do the house in the morning? By then, I'll know what else | might need from you.”

"I would assume that the children would agree.”
"And you?'

"l will say nothing until three weeksis up—and nothing after that if | am satisfied that your report is
accurate and as complete as possible.”

"Eleven hundred tomorrow morning?”



He nodded once more.
| stood. So did he.

After Kugeler left, just stared at everything for afew minutes. Still had to run trendside, and till had
questions about the suicides and ODS. Just hoped nothing else came up in the next few days. Especidly
not something esewith afilch dick angle.

Chapter 24 Cannon

By Tuesday noon, right after lunch, | still hadn't gotten anything back from the feders|'d put out about
MM Systems. | had the committee staff asking al the space contractors for information on PDF-related
contracts funded by the Legidature, and I'd had afew friends making inquiries. The fact that | hadn't
heard anything was unsettling. People aways wanted to hand over dirt about competitorsor big
government contracts—unless someone had alaser focused at their head.

Other matters were going far more smoothly. The gppropriations bills were moving, and thered only
been token opposition to my immigrant repayment amendment. A few of the more isolationistic types
were shocked, but 1'd just smiled. Once the precedent was set, later, ayear or two, we could see about
ratcheting up the repayment rates for future immigrants. Wed get there, just abit more dowly. That was
another beautiful aspect of politics—there was dways another way to get there.

Cidlalinkedin. Senator, Mr. Christensen is here. He says he doesn't have an appointment, but he'll
only be a minute.

Tell himthat's about what he'll get. I've got to go to committee. But send himin.
Yes, Sir.

| was glad Ciellawas back. I'd been worried that she might have been one of those affected by the ebol4
virus, but she'd said it had been areaction to the nanomeds she'd gotten. It would have been ashameto
havelogt her. Shewas atruly beautiful girl.

Eric walked into the office, and | pulsed the door shut behind him. His face wastight. HEd never have
madeit in politics. | could read him like a blown-up holo screen, and so could any good palitician.

"| seeyou've got more good news.” | offered asmile, theironic one,

Eric looked around. | understood what he wanted, and punched the hidden stud for the privacy cone
projector. We were surrounded by acone of slence, and agray misty fidld. Nothing short of military
equipment mounted just outside it could have made out what we said. There were some aspects of
technology where | kept very current.

He sat down in the black leather chair across the desk from me. "Have you heard? Dewey died in an
accident. It wasn't an accident.”

| hadn't heard, but 1'd been in committee meetings al morning. "How? Where?"'

Eric snorted. "On the Elletch Bridge. His eectral swerved through the guideway and rall. That's
impossible, and we both know it. The dectra hit one of the retaining walls below, and the fudl cdlls
ignited. Not much left. Especidly of the control systems.”



"Those digtrict cars have restraint systems and redundant safety systems. That does lend some credence
to your observation.”

Eric nodded. "By tomorrow, KC Congtructors will be complaining that you killed him. The charge will be
that you used palitics to take the maintenance away from the company that built the system, and poor
Coordinator Dewey died.”

"Aninvestigation will beinconclusive, I'm sure.” | could hear the drynessin my voice. | doubted that it
would be asdirect as Eric predicted. Directness contains the danger of backfiring. Subtlety doesn't.

"No. It will show that the maintenance on the eectral was poor. That won't be laid to you, but used in
Alredd's campaign to point out the need for change in the coordinator's office. Also, someone high inthe
DPSmight beinonthis. Or a least the commissioner.”

"Why do you think that?"

"The DPS gpologized for the handling of the McCall case, and some of the nets are suggesting now that
McCal committed suicide because of hiswife's accident and because he was distraught over the
unfounded charges.”

| thought about that. " Someone doesn't want McCall's degth investigated too closdly.”

"Hasto be Kemd,” Eric suggested.

"Kema'stoo smart for that. There won't be atrack to him.”

"No,” Eric agreed, "but there might be to someone who knew, someone like Brazelton or Sandova.”

"Two or three steps removed. It's suggestive, and you're probably right, but if anyone made the charge
without proof, and there won't be any, Kema would gut their assets under the protections of the privacy
laws, and any DPS officer who pushed it would be suspended or involuntarily retired.” | found mysalf
pulling at my chin. "Have you found out any more about the MM Systems takeover?”

"Youthink it'srdlated?’

"It could be. Or it could be coincidence.” | frowned. "I've got some inquiries out, but no answers. | don't
likeit when | don't get answers.”

"Most senatorsdon't,” Eric pointed out.

"That's not what | meant. When | don't get answers, it'strouble. If they don't want to tell me, | get
well-formulated nonsense and placating platitudes. If it'sapain in the ass, but not areal problem, | get
more detail than anyone could ever want. If it's something | have theright to know, but is classified for
security reasons, | get an invitation to a briefing and more cautions about the sendtive nature of the
information than you could imagine. Here... therésnothing.”

Eric looked skeptical.

"l know. Y ou have your doubts. But I'm getting answerson al my other inquiries. If I'd lost my office or
my authority, 1'd be sonewalled on everything. Everyone would decide I'm not aplayer. What dl this
meansis something is about to happen, and no one wants to jump off the fencein either direction until
they know which sideto jJump to.”

"Y ou think it'sthe MM Systems business?!



"It hasto be, but you have to know something to ask the right questions or look for theright signs. Or
bluff.” 1t was till too early to bluff. That | could sense, and I've dways been good at knowing that.

"Why don't you just cdl Rafael Martini and fed him out?' suggested Eric.

| laughed. There was no point in telling Eric I'd already decided to do that. Let him think it was hisidea
"Thereisacertain beauty to the direct gpproach. He won't tell me anything, not directly.” When | did call
Martini, I'd have to handleit right, so that he'd reved something by any reaction, or at least that he was
hiding something.

"Youll find out,” Eric sad.
"If hell tak tome.”
"Hewill, if only to find out why you're cdling.”

"Could be. I'll think about it. In the meantime, I've got acommittee meeting.” | stood and flicked off the
privacy screen.

With the smile of aman who knew something othersdidn't, Ericinclined hishead, then turned and | eft.

Oncethe door shut, | linked. Ciella... put through a call to a Mr. Rafael Martini, the chairman and
president of MMSystems. Tell Mr. Martini—or his simmie or secretary—that Senator Cannon will
be calling shortly on a secure connection. Then tell me what the responseis.

Yes, Sir.

Then | pushed alink through to Steven Pagel, my committee counsdl. Senator Cannon here. I'm going
to be a little late. Would you give my office a link if a vote or an amendment I'minterested inis
coming up?

I'd be happy to do that, Senator.

In the past people had speculated that legidative voting would be done remotely, with VR conferencing
or multi-holo projections. It didn't work out that way because the projections were too good and any
remote access system could be counterfeited or overridden. The only way to be certain someone was
redlly that person was to have that person show up and passaGIL scan on the way into the committee
room or the Senate floor. Anything else could be and had been feited.

Senator . Cidlalinked through, Mr. Martini will be available for your call in fifteen minutes. He'sin
trangit.

Thank you.

Transit? | had my doubts. He probably wanted to record every word and gesture. That wasfine. | was
more than used to that.

Sincetherewaslittle sensein leaving the office—it would take nearly five minutesto get to the committee
room—I| spent the time going through some of the briefing backgrounders Ted had prepared.

Exactly sixteen minutes|ater, | pushed through the holo cal to MM Systems.

The holo image of Martini showed a dark-haired man with deep blue eyes and fair skin, who till looked
infirst youth, as opposed to nanite-prolonged youth. He smiled, but didn't speak.



"Mr. Martini,” | offered.
"Senator Cannon. What can | do for you?"

"Perhaps | can do something for you, Mr. Martini.” | smiled warmly, paternaly. "Y ou may know, or
perhaps you don't, that | was agreat admirer of your father, and what he had managed to accomplish
with MM Systems.”

"Hedid agreat ded, but | have my doubts that admiration prompted your call.”

"Oh, but it does, Mr. Martini. It does. | was distressed at the reports about the dedlings with the Martian
Republic.” Another smile, this one understanding. "But even in the best of organizations, especidly in
trangition, such things can occur. We al understand that.” | could tell he knew | was about to drop
something on him, and that meant there was something to drop.

"Asl| recdl, the Executory'sinvestigation cleared the company of any illegdity.” Martini tried hisown
smile. It wasn't bad. "But | do appreciate your concerns.”

"Part of that might well be attributed to, shall we say, good will? And to your father's reputation. If
anything else were to occur, not that I'm suggesting it will in any way, it might well be handled with...” |
paused just briefly, "lessddicacy.”

"Senator, | do gppreciate your courtesy, but someone must have misinformed you, and | would hate to
have you spend your vauabletimein an dection year with concerns over such misinformation.”

"Wel... if that'sthe case, | certainly won't giveit another thought.” | smiled again, thistimefdsdy, fasdy
enough that he could seeit. "And | wish you the very best in continuing the family traditions. I'm most
sorry to have bothered you.”

"Senator, we dl appreciate your concern for both NorAm and your congtituents, and no one would ever
congder acdl fromyou abother.”

"Thank you very much, Mr. Martini.” Still smiling, | broke the connection.

| couldn't proveit in the conventiona way, but Martini was up to something, and | had the fedling that
Eric had been right and that Martini was sdlling. The odds were that, somehow, either Kemd, or
someone like him, was doing the buying, because MM Systems capitalization was so large that it had to
be someone who could marshd the credits without selling stock or other assets, and there were only a
handful of peoplein NorAm who could do that. It wouldn't hurt to check, if | could figure out away that
wouldn't bresk the privacy restrictions.

Ted?
Yes, Sr?

Have Alicia do some research. We need to know if anyone has been selling large positionsin any
equities over the past three months. Just have her run a search program on bloc equity volumes,
say one percent or more of any major cap issues.

Yes, Sir.
Either way, the results would tell me something.

| got up and Straightened my coat. | was aready late for the committee meeting, but Pagel would have



linked if there had been avote coming up. Later, I'd haveto talk with Gilligan and Canthrop about the
campaign. While they didn't need to know the in-depth background, we'd need to think about
anticipating the attack ads that would be coming from both Hansen and Alredd.

Chapter 25 Par sfal

By Tuesday morning, | wastired of finding angles on another tragic ebol4 degath, or spinning out the stats
to show that the epidemic was nowhere near as bad as the CDC had predicted, because only two
hundred thousand had died in NorAm, and merely twice that in EurCom, while deathsweretrailing off as
containment and nanomeds took effect. Donne may have told death not to be proud, but so far as| was
concerned death had done himsdlf proud enough, and that didn't include the continuing and rising death
toll in Afrique and SudAm.

Nor did it include the continuing deaths in Denv from the mysterious ODs.

Then, while | had finished another weether piece and more on the Southern Diversion, | was il dithering
around with stuff on McCall, and getting nowhere. | should let go of old stories, but old stories didn't
awayslet go of me. I'd put in another link to Marc Oler and gotten the same Ssmmie message. I'd dso
left amessage with Kerras, asking for contact suggestions, but he was link-blocked.

So | called John Ashbaugh. He wasn't in either.

With that, | prepared another stat update on ebol4 and fed it to Metesta, and then started on some
temperature and weather tats as afavor to Istancyato repay her for helping dig me out when 1'd been
buried in the flurry around the ebol4 outbreak and the Russean orbiter destruction, now largely forgotten
little more than aweek later. The silence wastruly amazing. Nothing had emerged. Nothing at dl, unless
you bought the Talibanate's story that despite the components being traced to the Agkhanate, no one
there had anything to do withit.

Parsfal ?Bimgtein again.

I'm here. What do you need?

Some quick numbersto go with the Dewey death piece...
Dewey? The District Coordinator? When did that happen?
Where have you been? Less than a half hour ago...

Doing weather and temp stats. ..

Drop those... Dewey's electral went off the Elletch Bridge... get something quick on electral
fatalities, and also anything you can on the costs of guideway maintenance in the Denv District...
and anything else linked to that. Rehm's doing the personal background. Need that in a half hour.

I'll dowhat | can.

Once you feed that to Metesta, need some more backup on those education and nanomed stats.
On the African immigrants.

How much do you need?



Go over it with Brianne. She's got the story. Something Cannon's done in the Senate.

He's always doing something. Thelast thing | wanted to dig up was statistics on the medical costs of
treating immigrants. If they werefor Kerras, hed want something to imply the taxpayers would never get
their credits worth, and Brianne would want something to show that both the nanomeds and the
education were grest. | had problems with both, when 1'd seen too many kids from westside and
northside who couldn't afford any red hedlth care.

Get on the Dewey stuff!

Bimstein was gone, and | had to start scrambling. The electrd stats were easy enough. NorAm Transport
Department had those. Only 973 fatditiesin dl NorAm in the previous year. | threw in acomparison to
higtoricd times, when more people died annudly in internal combustion engine vehicle accidentsthanin
somewars.

The guideway maintenance was harder. | couldn't really do that, so | fudged around it, by using the
overal maintenance budget and the past year's admin and overhead costs, and standard contracting-out
percentages, and then qudified the whole mess by noting that the figures were preiminary estimates
based on existing public data. What else could | do?

Once | finished off the Dewey stuff and whipped it to Metesta, | took a deep breath, before starting in on
the medical and educational stuff for whatever Cannon was up to. But my mind was till on the McCall
story. It nagged at me, but | pushed it asde and linked to Brianne. There was no sensein giving her the
wrong dant.

Brianne? Ah... thisis Jude. What do you want on the immigrant stuff?

Jude... Therewas an impression of asigh. You know what | want. Everyone's treating these poor
people like it was their fault that they had to leave Afrique. They're people, not numbers. Senator
Cannon has this bill—it's an amendment he got attached to the health appropriations that will
make them repay part of their nanomed and medical upgrades. Unless there's an outcry, it's going
to become law, and that will establish a precedent...

That people ought to pay for improved health?
Jude! Those people don't have our advantages.

| decided againgt arguing. You want number s and vignettes about what a contribution they make
and how they've struggled to get here, and how the children of immigrants make a
disproportionate contribution so that we get it all back and then some over the years?

Don't be so sarcastic.

| wasn't. Is that the line you want?

Without the sarcasm, thank you.

How soon?

Five tonight. Feed it to Kirenga.

You'll have what | can get. I'm sorry. | didn't mean... I've been swamped.

That's all right. I understand. Bimstein's getting on everyone. There was alaugh.



Thanks.

After that, | worked for nearly two hours on the immigrant numbers without Bimstein blasting through the
link, and | guessed that he'd been satisfied with the Dewey stuff.

Parsfal? Les Kerras here. What did you want?
The McCall thing.
It's dead.

| know. It shouldn't be. Someone circulated a rumor that Nanette McCall was filing for divorce. It
was wrong. Also, they didn't know her. She always went by Nanette Iveson. I've talked to a lot of
people about Evan McCall. First, he was deeply in love with her. Second everyone agrees the man
was a legal genius and a complete technical idiot. He couldn't turn off a nanite screen without
written step-by-step instructions. Third, he used to be with O'Bannon and Reyes, and he had
dealings with Chris Kemal...

Lots of people have to deal with Kemal...
It stinks, Les...
There was along silence, and | wondered if held broken thelink.

| might... might... be able to work it into a cast if you can get me something more, something
solid.

How would | get that? | don't have any contacts with DPS, not in homicide.

You don't want to go to homicide. Go to DPStrends. Lieutenant Chiang. Eugene Tang Chiang.
Solid westside boy. Don't use dazzle. Be direct and honest. Only thing he respects.

Lieutenant Chiang.
You got it. And if he'll give you something, then we'll see.

| nodded. Kerras didn't feel any better about it than | did, and he'd been told not to pursue it. He hadn't
been told not to have me pursueit. 1'd been right about it, but that didn't make me fee good at al.

| tried Chiang at DPS, but only got hissmmie. | Ieft alink-message.

Thisis Jude Parsfal at NetPrime. | was hoping you could help me with some trend information. |
had decided to use the mysterious OD stuff asthe entry. That was alegit question no matter what.

Then | went back to the immigration numbers. | did manage to unearth astudy that showed that the
children of immigrants made more credits than the average NorAm citizen, and using the basdine
numbers, and ca culating the numbers of immigrants, | could make a case that the children's taxes more
than paid for their parents medical costs, even with time-discounting. | knew Brianne would love that,
and | was pleased that | didn't have to do too many dtatistical contortions to come up with that.

A holo image popped up in front of me. "Chiang here. Y ou cdled?' The man in the holo imageworea
dark blue singlesuit that was close to the street uniform of the DPS—but wasn't. He was lightly bronzed
with short black hair and a square face, and well muscled. He had the wary and polite look that al senior
DPS types seemed to wear with or without their uniforms.



"Ah... yes, | did. LesKerras said you might be able to help me on a couple of things. First, weve been
hearing that ODs are up and that the DPS hasn't been able to find the drug causing the problem. Weve
reported it, but | waslooking for more background, if you had it.”

Chiang laughed, not mockingly, but ruefully. "Background only. Have been some deathswith OD
symptoms. Moderate levels of soop, sometimes akie, but always soop in their blood. No foreign
substancesin their blood. None. Contacted CDC. Twenty years of studies. No negative effects from
those levels of akie and no negative effects from soop. None.”

"None? But people are dying, mostly young ones.”

"Background only,” Chiang reiterated. " All are young people. Weve asked CDC to look into it. Hasto
be acity thing. So far, only showed up in Denv, Lanta, and Porlan and one or two other places. All
population centers. Absolute numbers till low.”

"Something that targets the young. .. hmmm. Can you suggest anyone else who might know something?!
"Could try CDC.” Chiang's expression told me that they didn't know or weren't likely to tell me.
"I had another question. | did the background research for the McCall case—"

"Mr. Parsfd. That's aclosed investigation. He committed suicide. The Department made a serious error.
We admitted it.”

| paused. There was something there. | knew therewas. "1 see. Wdll... LesKerras said you'd set me
sraight.” | paused. "Maybe | could stop by and chat with you about the ground rules of what | should
ask and what | shouldn't. It could save us both timein the future.”

"Could.”

"What about tomorrow?"

"Nine hundred. Have to be short.”
"Ninehundreditis”

There was something there. Chiang wouldn't have agreed so easlly if there weren't. He dso didn't want it
0N an open transmission.

| finished up the numbersfor Brianne and fed the package to Kirenga, complete with fancy holo graphs
and even an animated segment.

After that, | decided to look into the OD business more. Firgt, | combed the nets. The numberswere
there, but not the names, for the most part. By checking obits, newson al the nets, | managed to come
up with six names. Six out of more than four times that number over the past week and a half.

With the privacy regtraints, | could only find three names of otherswho might be family. | took adeep
breath and made the first link, to aDonal Samelo.

All | got was avoice-over, not even asmmie. So | left amessage.

"Thisis Jude Parsfal. I'm aresearcher, and | was wondering if you could help me with some background
informetion...”

No onecut in, and | went to the second name. Thistime | got asmmie, and atired-looking woman



gppeared halfway through my spid.
"What do you redly want?Y ou sdlling something?'

"No. I'm aresearcher, and I'm looking into the causes of ODs...”
"Y ou people never stop!™
| just waited.

"Y ou want to blame everyone! Frederico was agood boy. He never even tried any drugs. The DPS said
0.”

"That'swhy I'mlooking into this,” | interjected. "We're looking into the possibility that it wasn't an
OD...” | don't know why, exactly, | said that, but at times your ingtincts are better than your rationdity.

She stopped and looked a me, asif | might actualy be human.

Before she could say anything more, | spoke. "All I'd like to know iswhat Frederico did that night,
anything different he might have eaten or done. Nothing more.”

"He just went to the Red Moon, like | told the DPS. He and Carmencita had dinner here. We had
carnitos and beans—"

"Hour or corntortillas?'

"Cornflour.”

"Any new or different sdlsa?"

"No. Sameas| aways make. Everything wasthe same.”
"Do you know what he did at the Red Moon?"

"Carmencita said they just listened to this new rezrapper. Hot Ice or Cold something. They had drinks,
non-alkie. Frederico couldn't afford any more.”

"Did he have any soop before he left?"
"Hehad jugt alittlejolt. Just enough to fed good for the music, hesaid.”
"Did Carmencita?'

"They both did... but it was so little. The DPS said that couldn't do it. People been taking soop for
years”

"How did they get there?'

"Took the shuttle and walked.”

"Can you think of anything different? Anything at al?"
She shook her head.

| wished | could have thought of something more. Instead, | just thanked her.



Thelast name got me a high-class smmie, and no response to my message. After that, | sat back inmy
cubicle. There was something there, and | couldn't put my mind onit.

Findly, | put through a search on resonance advertising. | got thousands of references. | tried again,
limiting it to recent scholarly articles. There was one, in the latest edition of Physiological Psychology,
entitled "Culturdly Attuned Rhythmitona Resonance—Myth or Fact?' It wasn't what | recalled, but it
would do, and | had the system print out two hard copiesfor me. It wouldn't hurt to see Chiang bearing

gifts, so to spesk.

You have an incoming from John Ashbaugh, the gatekeeper announced.
Accept. | flicked up the holo display.

"Jude, you left amessage.”

"I've been trying to reach Marc Oler for days. Y ou know any way to get to him?"
John looked mildly surprised. "It's hard to reach someone who's dead.”

"Dead?"

"Hewas one of thefirst victims of thisebol4 strain. | thought...” He shook his head. "Theres no way you
would have known.”

"Who was McCdl's other junior associate?"

"That's Caron Hildeo. She just accepted a position back at O'Bannon and Reyes, but asa senior
associate. James was most solicitous, under the circumstances, even promoting her.”

"It soundsthat way.” | shook my head. "It's still hard to believe that McCall jumped off atower... sucha
bright man, and...”

"You'retrolling, Jude”
| grinned. "How about biting then, John?"

"How could | do anything there? That's amurder that turned into asuicide, and I'm but a poor securities
solicitor.”

"So tell me something about securities” | grinned and tried to think of the most outlandish thing thet |
could, involving Kemd, because | wondered if he were somehow involved in the McCall thing. | figured
that John might give me something else. It wasworth atry. "Tdl methat Kemd'soutfitisinvolved in
complex securities manipulations verging on theillegd and unethicd.”

John couldn't quite hide thejolt, and | pounced. “So what is he up to?"

"That'sagang—"

"He's not your client. Y ou told me that years ago. Rumors aren't covered by solicitor-client privacy.”
John sghed.

| stared.

"Rumor... and for background only, and if one word comes back about me, I'll never talk to you again.



About anything. Ever.”

"Agreed.”

"Rumor isthat he's using laundered fundsto buy hisway into legitimate space industry formulation.”
"Speculation only... but would McCal have known that?"

John frowned. "He might have. He was Kemadl's privacy solicitor. But Kema used O'Bannon and Reyes,
and even Hemmerfeld, Hayes, and D'Aboul.”

"What sort of space industry formulation?
"Something big. Maybe the biggest. | can't say more.” Hislipstightened. "I redly can't.”

"All right. | won't press. But... if something comes up, and more than afew people know about it...
would you let me know?'

He nodded.
"Thanks, John. I'll let you know if | find anything else.”
| was suddenly looking at ablank holo display, and | collapsed it.

| hoped I'd handled it right. There's afine line between squeezing as much as you can and stopping short
so that you can go back later.

The weather stuff | owed Istancyawas still waiting, and | settled back at my console. | had abit more
research to do on the rezrap angle—where the "new" rezrappers were playing. | needed that because it
wasmy angle with Chiang. All because the McCal story wouldn't go away. | wished | understood
why. Or maybe, it was as the Irishman had put it,

But somethingisrecadled,

My conscience or my vanity appdled.

There were times, so many times, when the beauty of the words contrasted with the utility of what | did.
Yet... didn't seeking and revedling truth have a beauty?

Didntit?

Chapter 26 Kemal

There are advantages to having assets. One of them was the large indoor pool at the house. | swam a
klick every morning before breskfast, moreif | had time.

After | swam on Wednesday morning, | pulled mysdf out, then sat at my table. The smell of the orange
trees and the humidity was welcome. So was the aroma of the coffee with the waiting breakfast.
Breakfast was smple. Fruit, scrambled egg, dry toast, and juice. The fruit was a Vadenciaorange from
one of thetreesin the pool room.



| linked to the house net. Armand? I'd like you to come to the pool .
Yes, s=r.

Armand had been a systems tech before he'd lost his temper and maimed a coworker, and then assaulted
aDPS det. HE'd been very good in the martia arts. Now, he was a permie, and in charge of maintenance
for the house, and most of the family.

Armand was avery specid permie. Hed cost me agreat ded. He was like every other permie, except in
two respects. His nanites were programmed o that he could not tell anyone what he talked over with
me. Second, and most important, any instructions| gave him overrode the permie conditioning. They had
to be from me in person and by voice. Other than that, he was apermie. He told the truth about
everything—except he couldn't say anything about anything concerning me, and he couldn't say anything
about anything | told him not to speak about. All he could say was, "I don't know.”

Armand was perfectly happy with the arrangement. The nanites saw to that aswell.

I'd finished the orange and half the egg and toast when Armand appeared. He was three centimeters
shorter than | was, but with wider shoulders and black hair.

"Mr. Kemd.”

"Please St down, Armand.” | turned on the privacy shield that screened the table—only my table.
Armand sat across from me.

"My nephew Stefan has become very cardess, Armand.”

"Yes, s

"He has abrand-new Tijadectrd. Thekind with two fuel cells. Areyou familiar with the sysem?”
"Yes, ser.” Armand'svoice wasflat. Not so flat asthat of many pennies, but flat.

"Stefan has become very dangerousto the safety of the family. I'd like you to take care of it. The Tijas
can become very ungtable at high speeds. Could you make the Tija even more unstable?

"l could, ser”

"And could you make sure that the fuel cells exploded when the Tijarolled? And that no one could
escape? Without leaving any evidence?'

Armand frowned. He thought for amoment. "Yes, ser.”

"I'm telling you to do that when you check the systems at his house today. If you leave immediately, helll
dill bedeeping.”

"Yes s

"Let meknow if you have any trouble.”
"Yes s

"Thank you, Armand. Y ou may go.”

"Y%, y.n



| released the privacy screen as heleft.

Marissa crossed the pool deck from the exercise room. She was wearing pale green shortsand a
matching deevelesstop. She carried her own breakfast—fruit, yogurt, dry toast, and alarge mug of
coffee. She sat down to my right.

"What were you talking to Armand about, dear?' asked Marissa.

"Some maintenance tasks. | want him to be extra careful in ingpecting things.”

"Youreworried, aren't you?'

"l am. KC isbecoming big enough to have enemies outside of Denv, even outside of NorAm.”

"Y ou've been big enough to have enemies across NorAm for dmost ten years,” she pointed out.
"Senator Cannon has been after you for five years.”

"He doesn't understand business. Somehow, he thought it was mord if Dewey rewarded his cousins at
GSY, but immora if we made money and cost the taxpayersless. It'sdl right to reward relaivesif two
companiesareinvolved, but wrong if only oneis.” | laughed. "Politiciand"

"Coordinator Dewey seemed sincere,” Marissa pointed out. "It was a shamethat he died in that accident
yesterday.”

"Poetic justice, but | can't point that out. He wanted divestiture. That meant worse maintenance. He died
because the maintenance was bad. Can you imagine what would happen if | said anything right now?"

Marissaspped her coffee. "They'd say you were slf-serving. They will anyway.”
She wasright about that.
"Barbraand | talked yesterday. She mentioned that you'd had atalk with Stefan about finances.”

"l did. He went to Mountain Asset Management and got aloan collateraized againgt his KCF trust. He
can't possibly pay theinterest for long. Well have to restructure it into something he can handle.” |
snorted. "It'salmost blackmail, but I'll haveto doit.”

"Alyssas good at reading people. She doesn't trust Stefan.”

"I don't either, but heisfamily. That'swhy thetrust isirrevocable and lifetime. It'saso why | haveto put
astop to his borrowing. Ashtay talked to me about a credit block on Stefan. I'd hate to go that far, but if
this restructuring doesn't work, we may haveto. Well have to do something.” That wasjust the way it
was.

"Barbrawouldn't like that, dear. She's very protective of Stefan.”

| Sghed. "That's part of the problem. She's spoiled him.” | refilled my cup. "Would you like some more?”
"Please, thank you.”

We both sipped coffee for several minutes.

"Chris... youreworried, aren't you?"

"When am | not worried? I've got politicians who don't understand business, and suppliers who don't



understand poalitics. I've got nephews who think that credits are free. I've got ason who's at the age
where hethinksthat | don't understand anything. Y ou know what'sworst of adl?" | laughed ruefully.

Marissawaited. She'd heard it before.

"I've got it better than most people.” | took alast Sip of the coffee. "And | need to get dressed and on my
way.” | got up, then walked behind her chair. | bent down and kissed her neck. She dways smelled
wonderful. " See you tonight.”

"We're having the D'Aboulsfor dinner, remember?”

"I won't belate.” | hoped | wouldn't be. Family was important, and Marissa always had wonderful
dinners.

Chapter 27 Chiang

| got into DPS on Wednesday before zero seven hundred. Early for me. Worried about the newsie | had
to meet. And about the McCall mess. Sarap was waiting. She had that |ook.

"Now what?" | asked.

"Techslooked at your rez toys. They use more and different rez frequencies/overtones, whatever, and
probably destroy hearing twice asfast as Sandard rezsong. Thereé'sapossibility of some metabolic
effects, but...”

"They can't say anything more?”
llRin.”

"Send them to CDC with arequest for everything. Ask if exposure will enhance effects of soop or
acohol or modify it.”

"CDC? They've got to be buried with the ebol4 mess.”

Shook my head. "Thevira types are. Sound and € ectronic exposure types won't be.”

"It'syour budget, Lieutenant.”

"If I'mright, save us gri€f. If I'm wrong, Cannizaro will tell me | wasted my lab and consulting budget.”

"You'rehereearly. The McCall case?' . Shewasthere early aswell, anticipating why | was. I'd never
told her. "That. Other stuff, t0o.”

Wanted to study Resheed's summary report. Also wanted to look into the Dewey report. If | could get it
out from under seal. Cannizaro hadn't said much about that. And the ODs and suicides. Even before that,
needed to lean on Kama.

"Wouldn't want to be at your console, Lieutenant.”
Timeslikethese, | didn't either. | smiled and went into my office. Still gray outside.

Firg off, putinacal to Kama Got hissmmie. Strongly suggested he get back to me.



Then | read through the daily summary. More of the ODs without drug traces, but they were down.
They'd been declining since the weekend. All involved soop at moderate or low levels. No hew suicides.

Went back through the McCall stuff. Like an unpreserved corpse, smelled even worse.
Kamagot back to me. Could sense anger and then some.
Eugene... you may be a friend from school ...

But you don't like your old friend leaning on you. Wouldn't do it, except there's too much here not
to. | need some special technical advice.

You didn't need to threaten me if | didn't get back to you.

Thelast time | was polite... went to your office... nicely... took three days to run you down. Don't
have three days.

What do you want?

Want to send two techs to you—in the next hour. Remember we talked about hiding overridesin
nanite control systems? You tell my techs what to look for and how to find it. Then you're out of it.
Otherwise, | get the advocate's office to have you appear as an expert witness at an indictment...

Eugene... | offer you help, and thisis how you repay me?
You help me, and you won't be hurting.

That's what you say.

Have | been wrong? Since our last chess game?

I'm doing a new place in southside. Could they meet me there? In an unmarked lorry, or DPS
building inspector's car?

Can do.
Understood what he wanted. That | could do, and did.

Got the address, out on Old Carriage Lane. Good thing Cannizaro had given me authority to draft any
DPS experts | needed. The techs weren't happy, either, but they took one of the unmarked lorries.

After they left, | went back through the McCall docket that Kirchner had dumped on me. Then went
through it again. Caught afew moreitems| could use—maybe.

Brazelton had offered a deposition on Nanette Iveson's death. Notarized and authenticated document,
saying that he had installed a standard system and that it had passed all tests. Nodded to mysdlf. Might
have something there.

There's a newsie here to see you, Lieutenant. Says he's Jude Parsfal. Claims he has an
appointment.

| checked the time—zero eight five-five. I'd lost track of thetime. He does. Forgot to tell you. | got up,
stepped out to meet him.

Parsfa was short, muscular. Would have been heavy-set centuries earlier. Didn't ook like anet



researcher. Carried a thin manila envelope. Hadn't seen one of thosein years.
"Ah... I'm Jude Parsfd, Lieutenant. | gppreciate your teking thetime.”

Motioned him in. When | pulsed the door shut, | aso triggered the privacy screen. New style. Silent. He
stood until I motioned to the other ergochair. "We're screened.”

"| canfed that.” He smiled, cleared histhroat. "Lieutenant. Y esterday, we talked about two things. One
was the rising number of ODs that seemed to have no cause. Y ou had said that al of the cases had soop
intheir systems. | did afew interviews and alittle searching. | can't prove anything, but I'll offer you a

possbility.”
Nodded for him to go ahead. News types get around. Might actually have something.

"All those whose families | could talk to indicated that they had been to see one of the new rezrappers
right before they died. They'd a so had some dosage of soop.

| have to wonder if somehow this new type of rezrap interacts with soop—at least for some people.” He
shrugged. "Just athought.” | found mysdf frowning.

"The new rezads have a greater effectiveness,” he added, "and some people are claiming that it's because
they create aphysiologica effect, not just amenta one. Thereseven astudy out onit. But itseffect is
determined on achromosomd bass”

"Y ou're stretching, Parsfd. Like to solve this as much as anyone, but...”

"I don't think s0.” He pulled out severd sheetsfrom the thin flat envelope he carried and extended them
to me. "Thisisthe hard copy from the March issue of Physiological Psychology. It'scdled 'Culturdly
Attuned Rhythmitona Resonance—Myth or Fact? And it'sal about how the new rez affects both
physiology and psychology. If it can do thet...” He smiled politely.

"Stll think you're stretching.”

"It could be. Y ou told me yesterday that this OD phenomenawas largely restricted to denser population
aress, like Denv, Porlan. I'll bet there have been somein Lantaand Fitt, too, and very few anywhere
else. | did asearch lagt night of the performances of the 'new’ rezrappers. So far, there are only ahandful,
and at least the publicized performances have been in those four cities. Y ou could check, I'm sure.”

Had to admit Parsfal had the makings of agood trendie. Problem was that he might be right. Also, he
was offering because he wanted something e se. "Thank you. | will. Y ou might be onto something.”
Smiled politdly a him.

"There's another matter. .. the McCall case.”
"It'sofficidly closed,” | pointed out.

Hetook along breath. Deliberate breath.

| waited.

"It has an odor, Lieutenant. A very strong odor. To adisinterested observer, it might even appear as
though everyone wanted it to go away quietly. Les Kerras said to be straight with you. | will be. Firs,
Evan McCdl was deeply inlove with hiswife. Second, after her desth someone circulated arumor that
they were having marital problems. | checked it out. It wastotaly fase, evento dl the details. Third,



Nanette Iveson was killed by amalfunctioning nanite protective screen that trapped her in her classic
vintage eectral when it caught firein her own garage. Those screens are supposedly impossible to adjust
that way, unlessyou're an expert. Evan McCall wasalegal geniusand atechnica idiot who couldn't
program his own holoscreen to receive a standard image. Fourth, McCall had been and presumably till
wasthe privacy solicitor for Chris Kemd, but he had just left O'Bannon and Reyes to start anew firm.
Interestingly enough, one of histwo associates reportedly just died of ebol4, and the other immediately
rgjoined O'Bannon and Reyes. Fifth, Kemd is up to something very big, enough to make some very
important filch most uneasy. Sixth, Kemal has been unhappy about the way Digtrict Coordinator Dewey
interpreted the new guideway maintenance laws passed |ast year by the Legidature, and now
Coordinator Dewey hasjugt died in an accident—al so involving mafunctioning nanites.” Parsfa smiled
politely. "Doesn't that suggest a bit more than coincidence, Lieutenant?”

It did. Meant | had even lesstime than Cannizaro had given me. " Seen some amazing coincidences over
theyears, Mr. Parsfal. Certain you have aswell.” | paused. Parsfal didn't jump. Just waited. Not good.
Heknew what he had. "I trust LesKerras. | don't know you. Trust is hard to come by.”

He nodded. 1 understand. If you want to give anything to Les, | certainly understand. That's no
problem.”

That was worse. Meant they both knew. Or—even worse—that Kerras had been leaned on and was
using Parsfa. Had to play it aswdll as| could. "Mr. Parsfd. | will give you one bit of information. Only
on background, and only on the condition it not appear in the news anywhere.”

"I can only promise I'll tell no one, not even Les. | can't stop someone ese from finding out whatever this

IS

"Doesn't matter. If nothing appears, then | may have more for you. DPSisreviewing the McCal casefor
many of the reasons you have cited. We're early in the review. Can't say more now. I've told no one
d$.”

Pardfd nodded. "Neither will 1. Not until you tell me, or until another net announcesthereview.”

That wasfair. Didn't likeit, but fair. " ou keep your word, and you get the story from me before anyone
else. You don't, and I'll never talk to you or Lesagain.”

Henodded. "Fair isfair. Isthat dl?"

| liked that. He heard and didn't push. Could be I'd need him as much as held need meif the McCal
case went where we both had it pegged. "That's dl for now. Can't say now when I'll know what.” True
enough, but I'd better know more before long. | stood.

So did Pargfd. "Thank you. | hope the research article will help on the other.”
"Sodol.” | released the screens.

After heleft, | sat back for aminute. Parsfal was research, not T-head like Kerras. He didn't smell likea
setup. Good setups never do.

Somethings | could check mysdlf. The suggestion that something was up with the rezrappers and the
ODs. Cdled up the death reports, those we had. Parsfal's hunch had been right. The info wasn't there on
all the OD reports. On the sixty percent that it was, al had been at arezrap show within an hour of their
desths. Proof? It wasn't proof, but the correlation couldn't be less than sixty percent. Too high for
coincidence. Checked the request that Sarao had sent out to CDC, then sent afollow-up noting the high



correlation, and sending a copy of the study Parsfal had |eft.

Looked into another angle on the McCall case, Marc Oler. No real death report. Cremated at eastside
Pinery Hospital. Smdl filch hospital. Cause of death: ebol4. Had to wonder if Parsfa knew, who else
did? McCal left O'Bannon and Reyes. He was dead. So was hiswife. So was his number one associate.
Reported as ebol4, but cremated with no way to prove it. Number two associate, dive and well, and
back inthefold.

Again. No proof, but agood pointer that McCall had known something. But what? The big dedl that
Parsfd hinted at? Could any deal be that important?

Laughed. I'd seen kids killed over ajacket or aten-cred chit.

Trouble, Lieutenant? Sarao camein on thelink. Not yet ... | laughed. Not any more than already,
and that's too much.

At ten hundred, | checked out the white electral and started out for McCall's. The two techs met me on
the Southside Parkway. Wetalked. They had met with Kama. They told me they could find what | was
looking for—if it happened to be there. Then they followed me the rest of the way.

McCal's place had a ten-meter-high green synthstone wall. Lane off Southside Parkway led to a
gatehouse. Two guards there. One looked at me.

"Lieutenant Chiang, DPS.” | gestured to the lorry behind me. "DPS techs.”
Still got the cold stare. Rather than argue, | passed over the remote GIL that would authenticate me.
Three minutes | ater, the massive iron gate opened. Guard hadn't said aword.

McCal's place was strange—haf pseudo-early twentieth-century art deco and half ancient Tibetan.
More like an ancient Tibetan monastery. Set below and east of an artificial mountain close to ahundred
meters high and nearly half aklick across. Mountain was dark gray rock sculpted in the shape of
miniature Himaayan peaks. Couldn't even see thereal Rockiesfor the pseudo Himaayas. All the outside
wallswere pale green synthstone, smooth as glass.

Kugder and awoman were standing under the flat-roofed portico in the entry circle. They didn't move
when | got out of the electral. The woman was blonde. Looked like the vids of McCall.

| bowed to her. "Eugene Chiang, DPS.”

"Irene Iveson,” shereplied.

Shed taken her mother's name. Another reason why | hadn't been ableto track her.
"Can you tell mewhat you're looking for?' asked Kugeler.

"Evidence.” | gestured to thelorry. "I'd like the techs to go over the house systems and those in the
garage area, while you and Ms. Iveson take me through the tower part of the house.”

"The DPS has been over the systems at least twice,” Kugeler said mildly.
"These techs have specid training.” Hoped they did, and what Kama had given them was enough.

"| tekeit that you'relooking for something definite?'



"Severa things.” No point in not admitting that much.
"What, if wemight ask?' Kugeler persisted.

| offered a polite smile. "Rather not say, yet. Could be wrong. If you would show usto the control
center?'

Control center was on the lowest level in the center of the house. Foyer led to an indoor pool and
solarium on one side, corridor leading to the garage on the other, and control room right off the foyer.

Left Moorty and Alfonso there, and followed Iveson up acircular ramp. Walked past haf adozen
sculptures set on pedestalsin wall alcoves. Had no ideawhether they were origind or formulated
duplicates. Made no difference. For stone, neither was cheap. Air smelled like expensive and redl
flowers. Probably grown in the solarium.

Iveson turned into another corridor with woven hangings—all in geometric patterns and bright colors.
Double doors opened at the end, closed after we stepped into another foyer. Stark. No hangings, no
paintings, no windows, just polished green stone floors, and aramp that curved upward, through the
open center of the tower.

Iveson stopped, looked a me. "Thisisthe lowest level of the palatium—that'swhat Father called it. It's
old Latinfor pdace”

That fit McCdl. Didn't say so, though.

"Theresalift on oneside,” Kugeer suggested.

"I'd rather walk, if you don't mind. After welook at theroomson thisleve.”
"Yourethe detective.”

Firg level had alarge exercise room, attached steam room and sauna. Nothing extraordinary, except for
the qudlity of thefixtures.

"There's another steam room and sauna off the pool,” Iveson offered.
| nodded.

Second level had two guest suites. Luxurious guest suites with double baths and freshers attached to
each. Furniture was hand-turned neo-Anne. Polished, but with afew scrapes. Rooms had been used.
Not just for show.

Third level had a series of rooms. One seemed to be an art studio—on the north side. Another had
endlessfloor-to-cealling casesfilled with small drawers.

"For Dad's stamps,” explained Iveson.

Then there was a casud sitting room. Nothing special. Just acomfortable room with old-style acoustical
sound reproduction equipment. New and expensive old-style acoustica reproduction equipment.

Fourth level had two offices on the west sde, awood-paneled library on the east.
"The one done in white and peach—that was Mother's” lveson said.

"Y ou've gonethrough al the files and datablocs, | assume?*' Looked more at Kugeler.



"That wasthefirgt thing we did—after the DPSeft,” replied Irene Iveson. " There was nothing there.”
"Y ou were looking for something?”

" il think my parents were murdered, Lieutenant. | waslooking for any possible reason.”

"Did you find one?"

She shook her head. "That doesn't mean they weren't.”

Shewasright. | just nodded, and we walked up another level.

Top two levelswerefor entertaining. Fifth level had both culinary formulators, the kind used in uniqueries,
and a complete kitchen with gas soves and walk-in refrigerator. There was alarge back staircase from
the kitchen to the upper level. On the west Sde was adining area off the ba cony, with an elegant
neo-Anne cherry table that Stretched ten meters. Didn't even come closeto filling the room. Nor did the
matched sideboards. Any one of the wooden straight-backed chairs at the dining table cost more than all
the furnishingsin my small grest room.

Top level was glasswalled al theway around, selective polarization for the glass. On the balcony, could
seeingde, more than ten meters away, glass|ooked greenish silver. Decor was aso neo-Anne, with
matched couches, end and side tables, armchairs, upholstered cherry side chairs. The whole interior
gpace was unwal led—except for the centrd lift. Just a mid-chest-high wall around the access ramp.
Could sensethe safety field around that | inner wall, though.

The upper four levelsall had balconies.

Onething | noticed. There was no rez equipment. | kept looking. Neither Kugeer nor Iveson said

anything.
Findly, looked at the daughter. "Did your parents have any rez equipment?'
Shefrowned. "Dad used to, in the listening room on the third level.”

We went back to the comfortable room on the third level. As1'd noted the first time through, only
old-style straight sound projection. Beautiful and expensve—precise—but not rez. That bothered me.
Iveson looked a me. "Thereused to be...”

"When wasthelast time you know it was here?"

"A year ago, when they had a party for Marcya. I've been here dozens of times since then, but | never
really looked. It'snot...” She paused. "Isthat important?’

"Not directly.” Like everything else. "We can go back down.” Nodded at Kugeler. We walked down the
ramp. | thought. The other thing wasthat it would have been easier for McCall to have jumped off the
sde of theinner ramp. Still dmost asix-gory fall onto hard stone. Except no recsat would have picked it
up inddethe tower.

The techswere waiting in the control area. | closed the door—manually—behind me, leaving Kugeler
and Ms. Iveson in the foyer. Lead tech was Moorty. | looked a him. "What did you find?"

"We used a scope screener on the manua power cutoffs. Very, very interesting, Lieutenant. Not asingle
fingerprint anywhere. Not on the covers, not on the sides.” That didn't surprise me. My guts got tighter.
"What about the system programming?”’



"It'slike you suspected, Lieutenant. Remote overrides. Could be triggered from outside the property. Or
anywhereinsde”

Looked at the second tech—Alfonso. "Y ou agree?’
"Yes, s
"Ser?' offered Moorty. | waited.

"We can't put thisin the report, but someone inserted what I'd call tapsin the system, then removed
them. Therewas dso asmall unit mounted back here. Adhesive traces on the metal .”

That figured, too. "I'll need areport. What you can report. Schematics or whatever. Two copies. Oneto
Captain Cannizaro, oneto me. And well need to sed theroom and put it under constant remote.”

They both nodded.

Cannizaro knew something was wrong. Had to have known from the start. Needed someoneto prove
it—or someoneto get killed to blow it open. | didn't like either option. Didn't want it to go that far. If |
couldn't find more proof, question might be how much | let Parsfal know—and when. Problem was tht,
like the comm types said, you can't send half a quark.

| smiled and opened the door.
"Wheat did you find?' demanded Kugeler.

"'Some more suggestions that your suspicions might have merit, Ms. Iveson.” Admitted that becausel
didn't want them immediately bashing Cannizaro. "We need to see where they take us.” Paused, then
added, "We're going to sed and monitor the control room.”

"Y ou're admitting that there was a possibility of murder?' Kugeler persisted.

| looked at him. Hard. "Mr. Kugder. | can't speculate publicly. There are some suggestive and
unresolved matters here. There are severd possibilities. Firgt, unlikely asit seems, Nanette lveson died in
an accident, and Evan McCal committed suicidein grief. Second, a series of coincidenta events, not
murder, but not suicide, killed both. It has happened. Third, someone set up both deaths to appear as
accident and suicide. Right now, there are problems with each of those possibilities. Nonefits negtly.
What | fed, what you fee—they don't matter in resolving this. What mattersis what DPS can prove.”

Kugeler nodded.
Irene Iveson glared. "Y ou aren't saying—"

"Irene,” Kugeer interposed quickly, "the lieutenant is being more than fair. We asked for an investigation.
He haslisted the possibilities, and heisinvestigating. He has only been looking into thisfor alittle more
than aday. He has already found more than his peers have. | think that, for the moment, heisbeing very
openandfair.”

| had to correct onething. "Didn't find more overall. They found agreat dedl. | happened to find severa
additiond pieces of evidence that may make more sense of what they found.”

Kugder amiled. He understood. "Y ou will keep usinformed, Lieutenant.”

"Yes. | will.” Didn't have much choice on that.



Chapter 28 Cor nett

Early on Thursday evening, | was standing just inside the foyer of the conapt, checking thetime. | was
waiting for Marco. He had an dectra that waslicensed for usein Denv, and he was the only full-acougtic
accompanist | knew who did. | certainly couldn't afford the license. That was why Dad's '54 Altimus was
garaged at Raymon's.

Had it been agood ideato accept the gig? Did an adjunct professor of voice at UDenv have a choice?
The gig paid, and not much non-rez singing did anymore. Even if the Claytons had inssted they wanted
someone who could sing both Golden Age and art song, | had to wonder. | pushed aside the doulbts. |
didn't need those before performing, and | was getting paid.

| found mysdlf looking out at the drive. Marco was late. Not late, | corrected myself. Not so early as
youd like, Luara. | glanced out, catching aglimpse of my own reflection in the armaglass doors of the
foyer. The blue gown had been acompromise, not a performing gown, exactly, nor an evening formd,
but what did one wear to an old-fashioned soiree held by one of the wedthiest filch in Denv? The cut
flattered my figure. It was comfortable, and it did set off my hair.

I'd aready warmed up in the conapt, dowly, because | had afairly demanding performance aheed, in
more ways than one.

When | saw Marco's battered Vierapull up in the cul-de-sac that served al the conapts on the south
sde, | stepped outside. | made sure the door shut, and the systems were armed. Then | turned. The sky
was changing from apae bright blue into that deep shade that came with first twilight. A beautiful shade,
but | shivered as| looked up, wondering if we would see streaeks of fire before long.

The Martians hadn't said anything, not redlly, about the destruction of the Russean orbiter or about the
death of their foreign secretary. The PDF kept saying they had the asteroid debris under control, but if
they did, why did they keep talking about it?

| was il alittle numbed by Michadl's sudden death, and by Mershelles. I'd gotten alink message from
Student Affairs. Like Michael, shed been avictim of ebol4. She'd been ahardworking student, and like
that, she was gone. Even in amodern world, life was fragile, and death could still be sudden. Too often it
was dill the good who died young.

Marco was holding the door to the Vierafor me. He wore asimple black dinner jacket with the bow tie
and black trousers that had marked mae concert attire for centuries.

"Thank you.”
"I even cleaned the seats,” he said before closing the door.
| couldn't help but smile.

Marco threw himsdlf into the driver's seat and continued, asif there had been no hesitation while he
walked around the dectrd, "And | went through the Schumann a couple moretimes. It redly getsto you
after awhile”

Almogt dl of Schumann's songs did. More than once I'd wished | could sing Dichterliebe—but he'd
written it for the male voice, and it didn't transpose, not well.



"The Moore pieces... they'renot al that special, except when you sing them, Luara. Klaus kept
wondering why | was practicing them...”

| let Marco talk as he drove out the Connector, and then took Southside Parkway. We passed ahuge
place with golden walls. That was the Kuhrs mansion. I'd sung there two years earlier, a their youngest
daughter'swedding. Farmer south was an even larger mansion with greenish wallsand aminiature
mountain to the wes.

The Clayton estate had no walls, just hectares of park-like green grass and trees and hills. Thelane
wound through the grounds until we reached the houseitself, set on arise overlooking alake. The house
was of rose marble and sprawled acrosstherise. In the center was a shimmering crystal dome @t least a
good fifty meters across.

"That'sredly quite something.” For thefirst time, Marco stopped chattering.

He eased the Vieraunder the towering covered and columned entry portico at exactly five forty-five,
forty-five minutes before the soiree was to begin. That was so we could have afew minutes of practicein
the actua space, and so that he could accustom himsdlf to the piano. He'd have more time than | would.
He had to play background music for ahalf hour before | sang, and for the time between my two sets.

The Claytons had a doorman, tall and dark and impressivein agold and black uniform. The uniform
could have been military two centuries eaxlier, withits high stiff collar.

"Might I announce you?" The doorman smiled politely as he opened the door.
"LuaraCornett. I'm sSinging tonight. Thisis my accompanist, Marco DiMicdli.”

His eyes blanked for amoment, the way that happens when a permie linksto a system. | wondered what
he'd done to merit readjustment. They claimed that it took three crimes or two violent ones, but |
wondered.

"Yes, Ms. Cornett. They're expecting you... and Mr. DiMicdli.”

Another permie appeared to open Marco'sdoor. "I'll park it for you.” He pressed alocator tag upon
Marco.

The entry portico was floored in more of the rose marble. When we walked through the arches and open
double doors, atal and dender blond woman, wearing aswirled green Grecian chiffon that uncovered
her |eft shoulder, met us.

"Y ou must be the singer. I'm Alcesta Clayton—Roberta's mother. Roberta wanted an old-fashioned
soiree, and her father ingsted that there was nothing to do but have an acoustic chamber concert—the
kind that they had before resonance.”

When music was gtill music, | reflected. | was surprised that the daughter was agreeing to unmodified
vocal music. I've aways didiked singing for the post-ed group. They're too young to really understand,
and old enough to think they're experts at everything. To them, musicisgood if they likeit, and bad if
they don't, and they usetheir consderable verba skillsto justify then-unsupported opinions.

"Y ou arethat kind of snger, aren't you? | mean, you don't use dl that equipment?
"Jugt the piano, and my voice.” | haf turned. "Thisis my accompanist, Marco DiMicdlli.”

Marco bowed, smiling politely.



"Dornwill be so happy you're here. And so will Roberta” With another smile, she glanced back over her
shoulder. "Here she comes. Wdll... I'll leave you two in her capable hands. It is her soiree.”

"Very niceto meet you.” | inclined my head.

So did Marco. He barely had recovered when the other tall woman reached us. She waswearing a
black and red dress that was sheathlike, but not quite that clinging.

"Professor Cornett, I'm Roberta Clayton.” Shewastal, like her mother, but with jet-black hair and
broader shoulders. Her eyes and smile were warm, but with the kind of warmth | associated with
politicians, like Dr. Hinckle, the university president. "I'm so glad that you're here.”

She offered another smile, this one confidential. "'Father said that you'd be doing some Golden Age
vocals, aswedl asthe more classical pieces. Isthere any chance that you will be singing 'My Funny
Vdentineg?It's Father'sfavorite.”

"Actualy, thereis” | wassinging it. It had been on the request sheet. | hadn't been about to ignore that.

"Good.” She amiled athird smile. "L et me show you to the piano and the Crystal Room.” She turned and
led us dong a marble-walled corridor to a green-carpeted ramp that circled downward.

The Crystal Room was the huge expanse under the rose crystal dome. It was part solarium, part garden,
and partly an indoor forma courtyard. There were smdl tables set in an arc around afountain. In front of
the fountain, athree-meter-high white-bronze sculpture of a unicorn bowing his head to amaiden, there
was adais raised about five decimeters above the polished rose marble of the courtyard. On the dais
was athree-meter concert Stein way, shimmering black, and seemingly untouched.

"It was tuned this afternoon,” Robertasaid.
Marco nodded acknowledgment.

"If you don't mind, I'll leave you two to do what you need to do. After you're ready, pleasefed freeto
et or have something to drink. Everyone will eat asthey please.” Robertagestured toward along buffet
table, covered with paeroselinen.

"Generdly, | don't eat until after | Sng,” | explained.

"That'sfine, too.” With alast flashing smile, she was gone.

Marco just stared for amoment.

| smiled. Roberta Clayton had put on quite a performance, and the soiree hadn't even begun.

"It looks dmost new,” murmured Marco as he stepped up to the Stein way. "I hopeit's not too siff.” He
sat at the piano and ran his fingers across the keys. "Good sound. Not too stiff.” He looked up. "Could
we do just abit of the Schubert? And then the second Poulenc piece?’

| stepped up on the dais.
We practiced for only about ten minutes. | had a hefty amount to sing later.

Marco and | got something to drink from one of the bars set up around the Crystal Room. Actudly, |
had plain soda. He had ared wine of some sort. | wouldn't have anything until after | sang. The Claytons
had four real barswith red bartenders and red fermented liquors and wines, not imitation formul ated
akie. The bottles at each bar cost more than | made in ayear, perhaps two, or even three. Even though |



sang a soireesfivetotentimesayear, | dill felt dightly out of place. It was sobering to Sp aglass of
wine, good asit was, that cost morethan | madein afull day of teaching. So | didn't, until after | sang.

| laughed at mysdlf. | enjoyed good wine as much as anyone. | only had the sobering thoughts after | 1eft
the ball, without either glass dipper, and returned to my more than modest conapt.

So Marco and | sat and talked. We didn't talk about music, but about everything from the way the ebol4
epidemic had come and Started to go in less than two weeks to why Dr. Hinckle was close to usdess as
auniversity president, at least from the viewpoint of the faculty. Or the adjunct faculty, since both of us
were mere adjuncts. Aswe talked, more and more elegantly clad couples dipped down the ramp and
into the room. Marco dipped away to the Stein way and began to play. Even though there were more
than ahundred people there by six forty-five, not one had joined us. | wondered, not for thefirst time at
asoireg, if | worean invisble sgn that proclaimed: "Hired Singer.” | wasto do what amounted to two
sets. | would begin with a series of art songs. Then | wasto take a haf-hour break before doing the
Golden Age vocas. At seven o'clock, Marco nodded in my direction, and | walked to the dais and the
piano.

After beginning with the eeser Moore songs, | did a series of short Wolf pieces, followed by the
Poulenc, and then by Schubert's " Gretchen an spinnrade.” Along the way, | got some applause, and
aurprisingly, relative quiet. Then | did the Schumann "Frauen liebe und Leben,” before finishing up the first
haf with the Evans piece, "Lives of Quiet Desperation.”

| don't do many modern art songs for one reason. There aren't many. | had to search to find even the
Evanspiece.

We got more gpplause. | hoped it wasn't from relief. Marco announced that he would be playing for haf
an hour, and that | would be back singing Golden Age popular vocalsright after that.

| dipped back to the table in the corner, stopping by the nearest bar to get more plain soda, before
resegting mysdf.

A tall man agpproached and inclined his head. "Professor Cornett, I'm Dorn Clayton, Robertasfather. |
won't intrude much, because | know you have moreto sing, but | wanted to tell you how much | enjoyed
the art song.”

"Thank you.” | meant it. Usudly, | got polite thanks, and words about how important culture was.

"That was beautiful, especiadly the Schumann. I've dways felt that Schumann was as great acomposer as
Mozart or Beethoven, but because symphonies are more popular, the art song composers are
denigrated.”

| wasn't certain I'd go that far. So | answered, "I love his songs.”

Helaughed. "Perhaps | overstated my case.” He smiled. "I did prevail upon Roberta, and I'm very glad
that | did.”

"Sheislovdy.”

"Very lovely, very bright, and hasn't the faintest idea.of what istruly beautiful music. Like most of her
generation.”

What do you say to that? " She agreed to your choice. She must respect it.”

He laughed, self-deprecatingly. "That was her concession to me. She's very astute, and very good at



reading people.”
" She does seem very capable.”

"Oh, sheis. But, | must go and not tire you.” He paused. "Also, given recent events, | also liked the
Evanspiece.” He smiled and quoted:

"Most lead lives of quiet desperation,
S0 vanly seeking divineinspiration,
ignoring the smile of achild just kissed,
the scent of roses after gentle migt,

the robin's song acrossamorning lawn,

following the soft-blazing orange of dawn...”

"Thereisn't much modern art song,” | said.

"Thereisn't much modern art, Professor.” Heinclined his head. "I do look forward to hearing your
second set.”

As| spped the soda, | composed mysdlf, haf listening to Marco play. | wondered &t the difference
between father and daughter. Before | knew it, Marco had nodded at me, and | was walking back to the
dais.

| led off with ahumorous number, one lampooning, in away, classical song, something called "Art Is
Cdling to Me.” That got both laughs and applause. Then came a seriesthat led off with "What Good
Would the Moon Be?' from aWeill drama, then "The Twelfth of Never" and "We Kissin Shadow.”

Midway through, | did Dorn Clayton's supposed favorite—"My Funny Vaentine.” At theend, | launched
into one of the old musical numbers—"Climb Ev'ry Mountain"—which took alittle effort, and then " Send
inthe Clowns.”

| finished with arousing old spiritud, "Ride on, King Jesus.”

AsI'd expected, there was much more applause for the Golden Age vocasthan for the art songs. "I'm
starved,” Marco announced. "Then let'seat.” As| headed toward the buffet table, we eased past a
younger group. My ears are too keen, sometimes.

"No kick to themusic.”
"It'sonetrack. All the old tuff is”

"Rezrap has morejuice. Even rezpop does.” | kept walking, athough | would have liked to say
something. Hired help knowsits place, but | was seething. | piled more food than | should have on my
plate. As| turned away from the table, a man spoke. "Y ou're Professor Cornett? | expected... someone
different.”

Hewas older, that | could tel from hiseyes, but tal, with awarm smile and white-blond hair. He had the
build of someone who worked out because he had to, not because he enjoyediit. | felt | should recognize



him from somewhere.

"| teach at the univergty, but I'm only adjunct. Thetitle of professor isacourtesy.”
"| think I've heard you sing before,” he added, "but | couldn't say where.”

"I've sung afew recitalsthere.”

"| fear I've missed those.”

"What do you do?' | didn't want to ask his name. Since he seemed to think | should know, | wasn't
about to prove my ignorance.

"I'min politics” He smiled, asif amused. It wasarueful smile, and clearly not a condescending one.

"Y ou look more like adistinguished historian.” | didn't know exactly what to say. | didn't want to ask
another question that would reved | knew next to nothing about politicians. He was probably very
important, or he wouldn't have been at the Claytons soiree.

"| find that amusing. Historians are even less objective and more self-serving than paliticians, and we're
not known for being either objective or dtruigtic.”

Hewas apolitician. Hed say that. Just like Dean Dondd or Dr. Hinckle would offer amusing
self-deprecation, just before they capitulated and repudiated another aspect of thought and beauty.

"We do have afew virtues. For example, if we don't listen to our congtituents we don't stay in office.
How many people do you know who redly listen?’

"Not many,” | had to admit. "But just because that's what people want doesn't makeit right.”
"The Burke argument.” He nodded.
| hadn't the faintest ideawhat he meant. | wasn't sure | cared.

"Edmund Burke—eighteenth-century Irish politician and political theorist. He argued that apolitician
owed his congtituents his best judgment, not necessarily davish adherence to the will of the people.”

"You'd put your judgment first?"
"Not necessarily. | do listen and then decide.”
| must have looked skeptical.

"All right, Professor.” He smiled again. "I'm listening. Tell me what you think | should do.” Hehddup a
hand. "But make it something | can actudly do, and tell mewhy it'sagood idea.”

He was probably right about insisting that whatever brilliant ideal had should actudly be able to be done.
| had to think, and I'm never good at thinking when I'm put on aspot, particularly when it's by someone
powerful that | don't know.

"Support beauty inthearts” | findly said.
"How would you have me do that? And why?"

| hated being put on the defensive in Situations like that. "Because. .. because beauty, it's not the same
thing asbeing popular.” | felt like my tongue wastied.



Hewaited, ill looking at me. That embarrassed me, too.

"Art song, what | was singing, that has abeauty. In any time. Even most of the best Golden Agevocds
do, but they don't pay much now. | do rezads. | haveto, to makealiving, | mean.” | swalowed,
wondering why | was bothering. Held pretend to listen, and then do what everyone else wanted. But I'd
never have another chance. Certainly, no one at the university even pretended to listen. So | plunged on.
"When society, government, business... when they just give people what they want, it'snot art. It'snot
beauty. It'slike the ancient Romans and their bread and circuses. And things get worse, not better.
Therésmoreviolence... isn't that what happened with thefirst Collapse?’ | looked at him. "Go on...”

"I once had a professor who said that you can't improve people or society by pandering to them. You
have to challenge them, and give them examples of good singing, and good art, and excellence.”

"What if people don't want that?'

"Mogt people... evenme... were afraid of the unfamiliar. The good and the truly beautiful in music... if
people don't get to hear them in school and when they're young, then they'll never change. At the
university, they're cutting another course in music appreciation. That's becauseit's not popular, and the
politicians and the bureaucrats listen to the votes. People think music's not relevant. But it ought to be
required.” With al the effort of snging, my hair had drifted across my foreheed. | flipped it back.

"lsn't that dictatorship?' he asked with aquizzicd smile.

"We require students to be able to read, to understand economics, to learn about history. Music has
been a part of every culture since the Neandertals. Shouldn't they be required to be exposed to
something that's been a big part of human history since even before people could write? Shouldn't that be
part of higher education? Excellence in the artsisabig part of what makes a society greet. Can you name
aculture that was greet that didn't have great art?'

"lsn't greatness a subjective judgment?”

| could catch the hint of condescension in hisvoice. | hate people who condescend to me. "That's dways
what people say when they don't like something. Y ou'rein politics. I'm not. Wouldn't you say you know
more about politicsthan | do?"

"I'd hope s0,” he said with alaugh.

"So why does every politician and every administrator question our judgment as artists and scholars?
Why can a businessman or an economist use their knowledge and be respected, but why does every
parent and every politician and administrator seem to think they know more about our field than we do?"
| was steaming, and | could fed my voice risng and getting harder. | tried to calm down.

"That's agood question. Y ou've obvioudy thought about it. Why do you think so?"

| ignored the condescension. "Because everyone with any education at al thinksthat they can sing or
write. When the arts keep getting degraded by politicians who pander to the ignorant, and when the only
question is how much money a performer makes, and not how good they are, then the arts suffer. When
the arts suffer, we al suffer, because credits are used as the only measure of excellence. Credits don't
measure excellence. They only measure popularity, and they're not the same thing.” | had to take a deep
bresth. | was dmost panting.

"Y ou offer agood argument asto why | should do something.” He gave me that condescending smile
again. "What do you suggest?'



"Y ou're the politician. How about something that gives more funds, or grants, to programsin music, with
an emphasis on excedllence in performing? Maybe a grant program for artists performing the great works
of the past. And for seminarsthat explain that greatness.”

"The past? Why not the present?’

"No onéswriting great music today. Theré'sno money init. Y ou have to start with the past. Y ou Sart
with what's written now, and you reinforce mediocrity.”

"I can see that you're passionate about your music.” Passonate... and stupid. There wasn't any futurein
being passionate. Dean Donald had made that clear. It was clear once more from the reactions of the tall
politician.

"I did listen. And | will promiseto think about it.” He offered another smile, somehow different. "Y ou do
have beautiful eyes, Professor.” Then heinclined his head, not quite abow, and turned away.

"Lots of peoplewould have paid millions of creditsto spend that much time with Senator Cannon,”
Marco said, easing back up beside me.

"That was Senator Cannon? The Senator Cannon?' Somehow, I'd never quite connected the man who
had just talked to me with the net images of Senator Cannon. Maybe that was because I'd thought of
senators as aoof and unapproachable.

"Everyone was watching you, and listening,” Marco said. "1 wish | had your nerve.”

"My stupidity, you mean.” There were so many things| could have said. | could have been far more
reasonable, morerational. | could have cited figures, facts, the success that students who knew music
had... and it had dl gone out the window with my stupid passion.

And if hefound out that 1'd been singing his rezads? Would | lose those, too?

| swallowed. They were probably mostly done, and I'd been paid. But | could have used more creds. I'd
contracted with the Brazelton people to have the scanners fixed, and ordered anew formulator, and
those two purchases would be putting abig holein my account.

One of the younger men—with the fixed smile on hisface that indicated he was probably on
soop—brushed past me on hisway out. | couldn't help but overhear what he said to the woman with
him, since he clearly meant meto overhear. "Classical stuff, should have been buried with the

composes...”
| wished he'd been buried before hed been born.

Then | looked down at the plate hegped with delicacies. | didn't have any appetite.

| put on afixed smile as| saw Roberta Clayton approaching.

Chapter 29 Cannon

| wastired Friday morning when | got to my office a the Legidature. That might have been because | got
there by seven and because I'd stayed longer at the Claytons than I'd planned, but Dorn had aways
been astrong supporter, and you don't keep supporters by ducking out of their functions early, especialy



not when they insist on talking to you. With Dewey's desth, and Heber Smith masterminding Alredd's
campaign, and probably Hansen's, | was going to need every supporter that | could dig up—and every
angle| could turn to my advantage. Rather than look over what Ted had waiting for me, | called up a
holo display of the news. NorNews. | liked the tones of the NorNet, even if it had the lowest ratings on
the NorAm net. Michag Rasmussen was on the Capital News segment.

"D'Amico hasintroduced his bill which will restrict the use of rezadsto certain periods and certain
segments of the broadcast spectrum. .. gpplauded by the FamilyNow! lobby... bill described asa
charade by Jared Kirtley, speaking for the NorAm ComFed...

209

"Although the number of fatalitiesin NorAm from ebol4 islessthan origindly predicted, the disease
remainsathrest, particularly for children and those with circulatory problems. .. continuesto spread
worldwide...

"The Agkhanate has repeated its denid that any member of the Tdibanate was involved in the nuclear
attack on the Russe shuttle Perun...

"Halvor Freeman, President of the Martian Republic, suggested that if the guilty were not found and
punished, the Republic would have to consider some form of economic sanctions againgt dl Earth, and
not just the Agkhanate...”

All'I needed with the campaign coming up was higher prices and shortages. CerraCraft depended heavily
on such imports. How Kemal had managed getting his hands on the company, | still didn't know. | shook

my head, but my concern there wasn't Kemal directly, but al the voters who worked there. When al was
said and done, credits didn't vote, people did. Too many politicians forgot that. | wasn't about to.

After hearing the news summary, | leaned back in the big black leather chair behind the desk. The snger
from Clayton's soirée had intrigued me, puzzled me aswell. | laughed to myself. I'd seen thelook on her
face when her accompanist had told her who | was. Still... her words had been unguarded, and worth
more than most of what people told me.

What if shewereright?1 frowned. Surely, we could work out asmal program. The FamilyNow! lobby
would like something that was traditional and non-rezbased. Educators dways liked targeted programs,
and | could use some support from the educators. At the very leadt, it would mute criticism from the
leftigts, and confuse Hansen totally.

Ted?
Yes, Sr?

Have a little assignment for you. See what you can find on funding for classical music studies and
performance demonstrations and lectures at the university level. Also, I'd like you to think about
how we could set up a small grant program to encourage it. It's the basis of all popular music,
even rez stuff, and if we don't preserve some studies of it... valuable heritage, you know, that sort
of thing...

Sr... how did you want to approach that? A standalone hill... ?

No... it's not that big an initiative. | was thinking twenty to fifty million a year for the program...



very limited, no more than twenty programs across all NorAm, and a pilot program here at
UDenv, not at Southern. That would be too obvious, but make sure Southern getsinto the later
list of twenty. We could just add that into the higher ed bill.

Ah...| see, sir.

| could tell hedidn't. Ted... thisisa little winner. Everyone's complaining about the dangerous
effect of rezrap and rezpop. We can claim an initiative for pure auditory music and for heritage
restoration, and family values. We start it, and have it ready... who will oppose it?

Thistime could sensethe amile. | wouldn't have thought of it that way.

Maybe you could even work something in about how sometimes the small programs are the
important ones, that the small thingsin life are so often lost beside the big issues... but the small
programs are often what shape people'slives...

Yes, sir. You'll want this by Monday, then?
Right.

| was smiling as | leaned back in the chair. The professor would be astounded, especidly oncel found a
way to put her in charge of the pilot program. Sheld find that honesty paid, if inadvertently.

She had been beautiful, too, in an intense and yet sub-dued and passionate way. | could dream, but that
was about all.

| snorted, got up, and walked to the window.

Les Kerrasfor you, Senator.

I'll takeit.

| needed to watch Les. So | sat back down at the desk and et him come across on the holo projection.

"Senator. How are you thismorning?' Leslooked as polished in the holo display ashe did on the
netcasts, with hisdightly wavy brown hair and the boyish amile.

"Just fine” | had alittle time, and decided to see what he had in mind, and force him to bring it up.
"Do you know Roberto Tazzi?"

Tazzi had been one of my larger supporters, dmost as much as Dorn Clayton. "'I'm familiar with him.
Why?'

"| thought you'd like to know. His son waskilled last night. One of those mysterious drug overdoses.
Y ou know, the ones where the DPS hasn't been able to discover any cause, except that the symptoms
are OD heart failure?'

"That'sterrible” | paused, reflecting amoment. "That's lways hard on parents. It's hard on the whole
family when something like that hgppensto a bright young person.”

"I understand you might have seen him last night, that you were at asoiree...”

"Actually, | did. I'd rather not have my personal lifein the nets, Les, but | did talk to him briefly. He
mentioned something about wanting to work in palitics. He wanted to talk about it there, but it wasa



socid occasion, and | told him to make an appointment here at the office, and that 1'd be happy to talk to
him.” That was amost exactly what 1'd said. The young fool had been on soop, and | hadn't been about
to discuss something like that in public, especially under those conditions, where anyone could hear, and |
didn't want to offend Roberto.

Lesnodded. "1 can understand that, especidly with arough campaign coming up.”
"All campaigns have their chalenges, Les. Y ou know that.”
"The rumor isthat Hansen will be mounting avery aggressive campagn.”

"He'savery capable opponent.” | smiled, then asked, "L et me ask you aquestion, Les.” | paused, then
went on, "Have you heard anything recently about ChrisKema?' | waiched closdly.

Kerrasfrowned, but it had taken him just amoment too long. He knew something.
"Therearedwaysrumors” hefindly admitted.

"l understand. Well... we might have someinteresting news next week, Les.”

"Let methink about that, Senator. If | can come up with something...”

"That'sfine. Just keep in touch. And... thank you for the news about the Tazzi boy. | gppreciate that.”
"You'rewelcome.”

After | collapsed the holo display, | pulled out the | eft-hand drawer that held the persona stationery, not
the office sationery, but the forma cardswith just my name on them, and dowly and carefully wrote out
amessage of condolence to Roberto and Clarice, usng the old-style fountain pen. Almost no one even
knew how to write by hand anymore. There were timeslike this when that anachronistic touch wasvitd,
because it showed more than specia care.

| sealed the envelope and wrote their names on the outside, then got up and walked out to the main
office

Cidlla, I've got a message that needs a hand courier. Charge it to my personal account, not the
office account, I'm bringing it out.

Yes, gir.

When | reached her console, Cidllalooked up with that smile. It might have been professond, but | ill
enjoyedit.

"Thisisaletter of condolence to Roberto and Clarice Tazzi. Their addressisin thefile. Their son was
killed last night. If you'd make surethisis hand-delivered today?"

"Yes, Senaor.”

| smiled the paternal smile, thenlet it dip into an expression of concern. "Thank you.”

Littlethings mean alot, particularly at timeswhen people are suffering.

Back inmy office, | stood by the window, looking westward.

There gtill hadn't been much feedback on Kemal and Alredd, and that was anything but good. Before



long, Alredd would have ads out indirectly attacking me. Two weeks to amonth after that Hansen would
jumpin.

Best that we redly pump up the positive rezads over the next week, even though they'd only redly begun
hitting the nets. The music education bit would help, but that one would have to wait until it was done.
That way, it wouldn't be avain promise, but something I'd dready done. That would take Hansen down
abit. Later on, we could hit him with charges that he promised, but | listened, and | delivered.

My smilefaded as| thought about Dewey—and Kemal. Dewey'd had his éection won, and if Eric were
right, Kemal had set someone up to kill him. We really needed to stop Kema—somehow.

Alicias research had supplied basic volumes on the space indugtries. Eric had been right, in that many
had been heavily traded. Over the past two years, the equivaent of close to seventy percent of

MM Systems had been traded, often in large lots, but not any over one percent. There was no way | had,
not without going for acommittee warrant or asubpoena, to discover the buyers. Going for either
required more evidence than | had.

| wondered if Les Kerras would come up with anything that might help. He knew practically everyone
and everything in Denv. Or.... if | could come up with something, and let Les run with it—that would be
even better. That way, we could keep running positive ads and let Les show the connection with Hansen.
Then, the nets could keep uncovering things day by day, week by week, that would unvell Hansen'sties
to Kemal, perhapstie him to the unsavory businesswith McCal and Alredd. | nodded.

Chapter 30 Chiang

Thursday hadn't been atotal waste. Hadn't been as productive as Wednesday. 1'd spent some time going
over the reports on Dewey's death. My hunches had been right. Someone had tampered with the safety
screens on that section of the bridge. Recsat records showed a GSY maintenance vehicle there. Only
problem wasthat GSY could account for al of itsrepair lorries. None of them had been there. The
"repairman” had worn aGSY singlesuit, but the investigation had cleared dll of the GSY techs. Recsat
records didn't show the face. Repairman had been average size. Nothing specid.

All of Brazelton'stechs had been checked. All had absolutely airtight dibis. Couldn't have been tighter if
they'd been planned. Brazelton himsalf had been playing the ancient game of golf with—guess
who—ChrisKemd. Just the two of them.

Again, highly suggestive. But they were on record on the club's systems, and had been seen by severa
people. Even the recsat confirmed that they both played dl eighteen holes. No way to prove anything,

exactly. No way to link the McCall and Dewey degths, either. Except for nanite system expertise. The
Judticiary wasn't exactly fond of circumstantial cases.

No word from CDC on my rezsong suppositions, ether.

Taked briefly to Caron Hildeo. She knew nothing, said agreat ded of less than nothing, and was
extraordinarily pleasant. She had avery plush office at O'Bannon and Reyes, and it wasn't holo-smmie
counterfeit, either.

Kugder didn't cal. Nor did Parsfal, and nothing appeared on PrimeNews. Thankful for that. That was
how Thursday ended.



Hoped Friday would be better when | hurried in at zero seven-thirty.

"Captain linked. On those ODs,” Sarao offered. "It's going to be one of those days.”
"o

"Ernesto Tazzi.”

"Son of Roberto Tazzi? The formulator filch?!

"Stet. Was a one of those filch affairs—soiree. Y ou know the kind, with every filch finger food costing
more than ahundred creds agram. Formal dress, very formal. They had an old-style singer with an
acoudtic piano and an accompanist. Y oung Tazzi walked out. He got in hiselectral and went out to the
Moulin Noir. Stayed two hours, and left. Made it agood klick before he went down, piled the eectra
into atree on the sde of the Bryant Guideway.”

Sarao had been right. One of those days. Checked my link messages.
When you get in, Chiang, come see me. It's about the ODs. The strange ones.

| took amoment to dig through Resheed's report. The odd-type ODswere up. If Parsfal wasright, that
figured. More new rezrap shows and larger crowds at the end of the week.

Rezrap? McCall had taken out al the rezrap equipment no more than ayear before. Rezrap also
increased adkie saes. Who benefited from higher dkie sales?

Sarao?
Yes, Lieutenant?

Have to go see the captain. Like you to see what you can find on something. First, who makes the
alkie formulators used in clubs, theaters, places like the Red Moon and Moulin Noir? Second, does
the manufacturer get a percentage of sales? Third, who owns the Red Moon and Moulin Noir?

Got it. This have to do with the OD stuff?
Don't know. That was the safest answer.

Had another thought, and linked back. Also, can you find out if Nanette Iveson or Evan McCall
knew the family of a suicide named Erneld Cewrigh? He'sin the suicide file that has Al Elcado in
it.

Then | hurried out and up the ramp to the captain's office. She waswaiting.

She closed the door and waited for meto sit.

"Sarao told you about Ernesto Tazzi. His father wants an answer. He wants to know why we haven't
done anything. | told him that the techs couldn't find any substances but soop in his son's system. He said
we'd better, and that it was adisgrace that DPS couldn't get to the bottom of this. Y ou'd mentioned that
you had an angle”

Wished | hadn't. But | told her.

Shedidn't laugh. "It'sjust crazy enough to be true. How soon do you think you'll hear from CDC?"



"We got an acknowledgment. That's al. Might take weeks for those kinds of tests. Or longer. If they
even do them.”

The captain snorted. "I'll get the acting coordinator to lean on them. It can't hurt.”
We both knew it might not help, ether.

"In the meantime, you get to contact some of the possible witnesses at this soiree. Tazzi gave me alist.”
She extended a copy.

"He ODed two hours later.”
Cannizaro nodded. "Politics. That'swhy you call. | dready talked to the Claytons and their daughter.”
Politics| didn't need. Neither did Cannizaro. But I'd go through the motions.

"By theway, | got acdl from HansKugder. Y ou impressed him.” Cannizaro looked at me. "What did
you say? He doesn't impress easily.”

"Told him there were three possibilities as to how the McCdls died—accident and suicide, coincidence,
or murder. Said that there were problems with each, and that I'd look into al three carefully.”

"Did you haveto offer murder?'

| looked at the captain, harder than she'd looked at me. "It was murder. Somehow Chris Kemal used
Brazelton to kill both McCall and Dewey. Nanette Iveson's death was an attempt to frame McCall.
When that didn't work, they killed him.” | went on to explain dmost everything, including the insde ramp,
and the override codes. | didn't mention the linkbugs that hadn't been there, although | was sure that they
had been and that Kemal had been monitoring the McCalls.

When | was done, | waited.
"Who haveyou told thisto?"

"No one but you.” | held up ahand. "I'm not the only one. At least two newsies know. They cameto me.
Asked them to hold off.”

"And they did?' Cannizaro raised her eyebrows.
"So far. Been three days.”

"What did you offer?"

"Firgt look at whatever we make public.”
Shewinced.

"What do you want me to do, Captain? No deal, and we have the nets claming were covering up a
murder.”

"What will you report?’
She didn't ask meto go oneway or another.

"Unless things change, we ether get enough evidence to indict someone, or we report that there's
evidence it was murder, but not enough to link it to any suspect.”



"Do you want to announce murder yet?'

"I'd wait. At least till next week. Weve aready fouled up twice. Then we announce we have done a
detailed review, and that we've discovered evidence of avery subtle and sophisticated plot, designed to
midead everyone. We claim delay and distraction because of the death of certain possible key witnesses,
suchasMarc Oler.”

"Can you pin anyone by next week?'

Had to be honest. "Probably not. Maybe never: Weve got hard evidence that someone tampered with
the systems, and that they were experts. We've got hard evidence that someone wiped dl printsal the
way down to mini-microscopic levels. Again, experts. Beyond that, it'sdl circumstantia. Don't even have
hard evidence of motive. Might be ableto find that.”

"WEell meet Monday morning. If this breaksin the nets before that, I'll announce that were winding up
the investigation, and you'l brief the nets Monday afternoon. Y ou can give your newsies an hour.”

"It keep.”
"It might.”
That was as close as Cannizaro was going to get to admitting | wasright.

So | went back down to my office. Took the hard-copy list of namesthat the older Tazzi had given
Cannizaro. Just wanted to get through the list so that | could say we'd covered those possibilities. Hated
the idea of talking to young filch snots.

Made seven cdls before something came up. From one of the snots. Mde, sdf-important.

"The singer. That professor. Ernesto hated what she sang. He wanted to talk to Senator Cannon about a
job on his staff, but the senator was talking to the professor. They talked along time, and then the
senator |eft. Helooked real thoughtful. She—the singer—she was upset. Had awhole plateful of stuff.
Shedidn't et any of it, just set it down and hurried out with her piano guy right after that. Ernesto left
right before that.”

"Did you hear what they were talking about?'

"Not redly. She was gesturing and talking fast. He smiled most of thetime. The kind of smile you wear
when you don't want to upset someone.”

The snot didn't have much eseto add. After | brokethelink, | wondered.

The singer? Didn't sound like she had anything to do with Ernesto. HEd gone to the Moulin Noir for
rezrap. But a professor talking to Cannon? Both of them upset? | probably couldn't reach Cannon. |
could reach her. She was on the list Cannizaro had given me. Probably ought to talk to her because Tazzi
would find out sooner or later, and the filch dways cast around for the hired help to blame. Ought to
know what her story was, in any case.

Also interested to talk to someone who'd argue with Cannon enough to make him think. Unusua for a
soiree where no one remembered anything. Except the older people bleed half of what she sang. The
younger ones didn't like anything.

| putinacdl to her. Wasn't a the univerdity. Tried home. Got asmmiethere aswell. Left amessage.
"Thisis Lieutenant Eugene Chiang of the DPS. | have afew questions about the soiree where you sang



last night. Thank you.”
Linked to Saran. Did you find out about the alkie stuff and the formulators?

Yes, Lieutenant. In your Mink. Also, FlameTop was performing last night at the Moulin Noir. |
haven't found out about the Iveson/McCall-Cewrigh connection—if there was one. Stet.

| checked through what she'd found. The akie formulators were manufactured by an ouitfit in Cedacy,
Deseret Digtrict—CerraCraft. CerraCraft was awholly owned subsidiary of CK Constructors. Had
been for about three years. More interestingly, CerraCraft had run most of its competition out of business
inthe last two years, by offering a cheap lease arrangement and percentage of akie sales. The Red

Moon and Moulin Noir were both privately owned. No information available. Had my suspicions, but
they'd stay suspicions.

Lieutenant, there's a professor on the incoming. Doesn't ook like a professor.
I'll take it. "Eugene Chiang, DPS.”

Sarao was right. Holo image showed a dender redhead, silver eyes, dight Mediterranean darknessto the
skin. Wore a green suit with matching trousers, and modest silver jewelry. Looked more filch than most
filch. "Thisis Luara Cornett. Y ou left messages for me here é the university.”

"Y es, Professor. Last night you were at afunction &t the Clayton home?"

"l wasn't there as aguest, Lieutenant. | was hired to sing. What would you like to know?" Her voice was
melodic, polite, wary.

"Y ou may have heard in the news. About ODs of amysterious nature. Y oung man who was & the
function died later that night. Looksto be the same.”

She frowned. "Outside of my accompanist, and the Claytons, | didn't know anyone there. | usualy dont.
They don't talk to the hired help, except to give directions or request that | Sing a particular song.”

"Have you heard the name Ernesto Tazzi ?*
"No.” She shook her head.
| keyed in an image of young Tazzi. "Heré'swhat he looked like.”

She studied theimage for amoment, then nodded. "1 did see him. He didn't like what | sang, and |eft
early, even beforewe did.”

"How did you know hedidn't like what you sang?'

"Most of the younger set don't like either classica voca or Golden Age vocd, but he made a point of
walking by me as heleft and making asneering remark to the woman with him about how the music of
classca composers should have been buried with them.”

"Didn't that make you angry?' She laughed. Rueful and sad. "1 teach here at UDenv. Sometimesit upsets
me, but most of the younger ones are like that. Y ou can't let it get to you. At least some of their parents
havetaste.”

Liked the professor. Couldn't say why. But wanted to know more. Especialy about Cannon. "Y ou said
you didn't know anyone at the party. But one of the people there said you had along conversation with
Senator Cannon.”



She flushed. "I'll never live that down. Hetook me off guard. | didn't know who he was, and he made
some comment about politicians being more honest than historians. Then, he was condescending to me,
and | told himthat... well... let'ssay | got very passionate about art and music and suggested it ought to
be taught in greater depth because no culture ever lasted long without great art. He wanted to know what
apalitician could redlly do, and | told him. | didn't even know who he was until after heleft, and my
accompanist told me.” She shook her head. "I get passionate about music, but I'm not very good when
I'm caught off guard. That was what the conversation was about. After that, | was so upset that | couldn't
even egt, and | made Marco take me home.”

"That upset you that much?'

"Lieutenant, | was hired help. | probably insulted one of the most powerful senatorsin NorAm, and if he
spreadsit around, | won't get hired for more soirees. Those gigs are probably a quarter of my income.
Wouldn't you be upset a yoursdf?'

"| thought you were a professor.”

"I'm adjunct faculty here. | carry about three-quarters of anormal load. | get paid lessthan half what a
full-time contract junior professor does. | take whatever outside singing jobsthat | can. Except
performing live rez Suff.”

Interesting, and all probably true. Didn't do much for what | needed. "Onelast question. Do you recall
anything about young Tazzi? The man who wanted to bury classical music? Anything at dl?'

Another frown, and along pause. "He had that fixed smile, you know, the one so many of them get when
they're dosed on soop. | can't think of anything else.”

Tried severad more questions, but she couldn't offer more. Almost hated to break the connection.
That was a professor ? Sarao inlinked.

Professor and classical singer.

My son gets someone like that when he gets to college and | think I'd worry.

Seemed like a nice lady.

You could use a nice lady, Lieutenant.

Nice, but not my type.

Learned that lesson along time ago.

Sat at my desk, looking out on agray noon. More confirmations of suspicions, but no new and hard
evidence. Wondered if that was the way both the McCall case and the ODswould end up. Holo
dramas—half of them ended when the villain was discovered. Too many didn't follow through on how
hard it was to prove what you knew.

Had to find more proof ... somehow. Someway.

Chapter 31 Par sfal



By late Friday morning, | still hadn't heard anything from Chiang, and | redly couldn't go back to Kerras,
not until 1 had something firm. | wasworking on a"success' story, a piece Brianne was putting together
on how aGIL counterfeiting operation had been shut down by the combined efforts of the netops
divison of DPS and the medical researchersa CMS. It had gotten nasty, with closeto thirty people
disabled or locked away whilethe TID larceny took place. Some of the victims would never bethe
same.

After that, | was supposed to devel op some more backstory stuff on a couple of pending appropriations
bills that would come up the next week.

Parsfal?

| hated it, but | couldn't help wincing whenever Bimstein blasted arink a me.

I'm here.

Rehm's off today, and besides, you did the stats on the mysterious ODs, right?

| also gave you a background source piece. It didn't hurt to remind the man of what 1'd done. No one
else would—that was for certain.

Even better. Last night Ernesto Tazz died in an electral crash. You know who he was? Someone
to do with the formulator family?

That's right. Son of Roberto Tazzi. He wasn't killed by the crash, but by one of those ODs. Got a
copy of the report. Don't ask me how, but I'm sending it to you. Also, some names who were at the
soiree he attended earlier in the evening, and the names of the people he was with when he was at
the Moulin Noir. See what you can find in the next hour or so.

You want me to put aside the GIL story?
Of course, good news can always wait.

Hewasright. The good news gave watchers the warm fuzzies and made them fedl good about
PrimeNews, but that wasn't why they watched.

| scanned what Bimstein sent. Ernesto Tazzi had probably been killed by arez-induced OD. Therewas
only one problem with that. We couldn't report it because we couldn't proveit. We couldn't even
Speculate on it without some scientific evidence. All we had were Chiang's observations, which | couldn't
quote, and my conclusions.

| went back to theincoming files and pulled up Bimstein'slit. | scanned it. One of the attendees was
Senator Elden Cannon. There was anote on that. "Don't contact Cannon on this. Don't mention him.”

That was odd, too. If Bimstein hadn't wanted me to contact the senator, al he would have had to do was
leave hisname off. | laughed to mysdlf. | wasn't thinking. If | contacted the others, someone might well
mention Cannon, and then | could have contacted him. He probably wouldn't have returned my call, but
that was another question. Wasit just that Cannon didn't want to be linked to aritzy filch soiree? Imagine
that—the man of the people, not wanting to be linked to the elite. That aso meant that Cannon had
contacted Kerras, or the other way around, because Cannon never talked to Bimstein. All of NetPrime
knew that story.

| started trying to call names on theligt, beginning with the Claytons. | got Smmiesfor thefirst ten, and
left messages. Not asingle person broke through the smmie to talk to me. Number eleven was Elfreda



Jensen. She actually answered. With the swirled hair that was as stiff as synthstone, she had to have been
one of Roberta Clayton's contemporaries.

"I'mJude Pardfd...” | got through the entire introduction and asfar as asking about young Tazzi.

"You redly don't care about him. Y ou just want astory. Thereisn't one. He never did any drugs, except
atouch of soop. Now, you al want to find something that's not there. It'sdisgusting.”

With that, | wasfacing ablank holo projection.
| dogged through twenty names, and that was the best that | got.

Findly, | looked at the two names at the bottom, the two names that weren't guests. One was Marco
DiMicdli, listed as accompanist, and the other was a Professor Luara Cornett, classical snger. | rana
quick net search on her. Shewas listed as adjunct faculty, voice and music appreciation, at UDenv.
There was adatabloc of art song listed as having been released severd years earlier, and therewas a
very short publicationslist, with severd articles. One was on Hugo Wolf, another on Francis Poulenc. I'd
never heard of either, but | didn't pretend to know much about music, especially older or classical music,
except that | liked what I'd heard, and | did have amodest collection of instrumenta works, most of
which were pieces composed centuries earlier.

The net search didn't show much else about her, except for older announcements of two art song recitds,
and one of another recital scheduled for the coming October.

| wondered if sheld have anything new to offer, but those few filch I'd reached hadn't had much to say. In
fact, they hadn't said anything. So | tried her link through the university.

"Professor Cornett? Ah... thisis Jude Parsfd. I'm aresearcher with NetPrime, and I'd like to talk with
you for amoment.” | waited, looking at the static holo display that showed exactly the same picture as
the UDenv cata ogue.

Then the image was replaced by that of Professor Cornett. These days, there are few ugly people, only
the poor, and those from devastated Afrique and ecologically ravaged Russe. When she gppeared in
midair, even the holo image was striking, and yet, as| looked at her, | couldn't say that therewasasingle
aspect that was unusua. Dark red hair, mahogany, if you will, with gray eyes, asilver gray. Medium
height, neither large nor small breasted, with legs that matched. The picture in the UDenv catalogue didn't
do her justice, but | wasn't certain any picture would.

Y et, there was something about her.
"Yes?' Her voicewas musical, asit somehow should have been.

"Asl told you, Professor, I'm Jude Parsfal with NetPrime. I'm aresearcher.” At her frown, | hurried on.
"I'm not a caster with PrimeNews, or aT-head. I'm just trying to find background information. |
understand you sang last night at asoirée a Dorn Clayton's.”

"Yes” Her voice waswary, but she didn't look at al surprised.

"Someone el se has dready talked to you about this?'

"No oneinthenets.” She paused, asif she were going to say more, but she didn't.
"The DPS?'



"Could | ask you what you'd like to know, Mr. Parsfa?' Her voice was polite, controlled, and yet
carried atone of exasperation. She moved her head in agraceful jerk that flipped a strand of that
mahogany hair off her foreheed.

"I'm sorry. Let meexplain. | don't know if you've heard, but there have been anumber of ODs recently.
L aboratory studies haven't found traces of any drugs that would cause an OD. Last night, ayoung man
who was at the soiree where you sang left, and severa hours later died from that OD. Becauise hewas
the son of awell-known man, I've been asked to find out what | can about what happened.”

A trace of asmile gppeared at the corner of her lips. "Thank you. | could play games with you, but |
won't. Was the young man Ernesto Tazzi?"

"Yes. Did you know him?"

She shook her head. "I've never met him, but a DPS officer called just alittle while ago and talked to me.
He showed me apicture, and | did see this Ernesto at the soiree, just as heleft, and just before | 1eft.”

"Did helook... impaired?'

"Beyond the norma for ayoung man who could have cared lessfor avoca concert?' Her tone wasn't
quite sarcastic, almost resigned or weary. "He looked like he'd been on soop. He had that smile that they
do. Hewasnt, asyou put it, any more impaired than he probably was most of thetime.”

| couldn't help fedling attracted to her, but | had ajob to do, with at least two others hanging behind this
one.

"Did you talk to him? Or did he say anything to you?'
"No. | didn't talk to him.” She paused again.
"He must have said or done something for you to remember him out of &l those people.”

She laughed, and it was like another kind of music, because there was, somehow, intelligence and beauty
in the sound. "He wasn't exactly complimentary to classical music—or even the Golden Age vocds. He
suggested that the works of all classica composers should have been buried with the composer.”

"Did he say anything els=?"
"If hedid, | didn't see or hear anything.”

"| assume that there were no drugs there, except for the alkie and whatever soop the younger people

Sheamiled. "I wouldn't call what they had at the bars akie. Everything was fully fermented or distilled the
longway.”

"The kind that would take amonth of my salary to buy one bottle?' | managed arueful twidt.
Shelaughed again.
"Wasthere anything ese unusud ?' | asked.

"There wasn't anything at dl unusual. Unless you count the fact that there were actudly afew people
there who gppreciated classicd voca music.”



"| take it you don't care for rezpop or rezrap.”

"For listening or entertainment? No. It makes me very uneasy, and to metherésvery littletruly musica
and artigtic about it.”

| asked more questions, more than | needed, but | liked looking at her and the sound of her voice, but
sheredly couldn't add more.

When | broke the connection, | thought of Shelley's lines about when soft voices die, music vibratesin
the memory. | frowned. Why had she made such an impression on me? She hadn't been flirting. She
hadn't been doing much of anything except cautioudy answvering my questions.

Wasit thefact that she had been answering, and not avoiding? That shedd actually been helpful ? Or
something more?

| didn't know, but I had too much moreto find out, and | wasn't accomplishing much. Bimstein wouldn't
be at al pleased. | needed to try the accompanist. Maybe he'd seen something and would talk.

And then, there was the McCall thing. | ill hadn't heard from Chiang, and | hadn't come up with
anything more. Not anything we could cast on the net.

Friday was definitdy looking very grim and unproductive.

Chapter 32 Kemal

Urgent! Urgent! Family urgent!

The emergency link jolted me awake. | bolted into asitting position. For amoment, | just sat there.
Urgent!

Query?Who would be cdling at three in the morning on Saturday? And why?

Barbra Saul.

Accept. | had asnking feding.

The holo image of Barbra appeared at the foot of the bed. It cast apearly light across the bedroom. She
wore athin white jacket over agreen singlesuit. Her hair was disheveled. Her face was blotchy red, and
tears oozed down her cheeks. "Chris... Chris...”

Marissaturned over, mumbling. "Who? Thishour...”

"Barbra. Something'swrong.” | raised my voice. "Barbra, I'm here. What isit? What's the matter?'
"It's Stefan... God! It's Stefan...”

"What about Stefan?" | asked. "What'swrong?"

Marissa sat up beside me, and we both looked at Barbra'simage.

"I didn't want him to get that Tija. | told him it was dangerous...” She stopped and sobbed. "He didn't



ligen...”

"What happened?’ | asked again. "Was he badly hurt? What can we do?’
"He'sdead, Chris... he'sdead!”

"Where are you? Well beright there.” | looked at Marissa.

Marissa nodded.

"At home,” Barbrastuttered. "l had... | couldn't tell... everything was burned... could barely recognize
thedectrd...”

"Well beright there,” | repeated, climbing out of the bed.

Barbrajust continued to sob. After aminute, shelooked up. "I'm not... going... anywhere.” Then the
image blanked.

Marissatriggered the lights. "How terrible.” She winced and shook her head. " She cared so much for
Sefan.”

| took adeep breath. "That was the problem. It'sterrible, and shell never forget. But. .. you know | met
with him. He bardly listened to me. He didn't listen to his mother. Now. .. everyone's hurt. His mother, his
gder... any girlfriend hewascloseto.”

"You can't say that to her, dear.” Marissa started for her bathroom.

"I know. That'swhy | said it to you. All we can do isbethere.” | shook my head. 'That won't be enough.
It neveris”

"Y ou were worried about Stefan, weren't you?' she asked.

"l was. He didn't redlly seem to understand how the world works. He amost humored me when | was
working to restructure that loan he took. Asif it happened to be my duty to provide him credits without
limit and without work.”

"Barbra said you had spent some timewith him last week.”

"Wetaked. We even talked about his electral, and | warned him that they could roll if he droveit too
fast and tried to corner it too tightly. He said | was just like his mother. | wonder if that's what happened.
Barbradidn't say.”

"It was some sort of accident with the Tija”
| took another deep breath. "We'd better get dressed and going.”
Marissa nodded sadly.

It was going to be along night—and morning.

Chapter 33 Cannon



The weekend and Monday passed, and nothing happened, except the education bill and our music
amendment went through. | even got some unsolicited support from the other side of theaide. | couldn't
say | was surprised. They knew agood thing when they saw it.

Outside of mat, and the normal routines, nothing happened, and no one told me anything new. Canthrop
didn't have the results from the opening rezads of the campaign. Les Kerras hadn't gotten back to me,
and none of my inquiries—officid and unofficia—seemed to have had any effect in finding out more
about how Kemal was trying to become amgor forcein NorAm business and palitics.

Right after the morning Economics and Commerce Committee meeting on Tuesday, | wasleaving the
daiswhen a dark-suited man who'd been watching the proceedings stood and stepped forward.

"Senator?'
llY@l
"I'd liketo talk with you. | have someinformation.”

"I'm aways open to information. Y ou can't get enough of it.” | smiled. He looked harmless enough, and
he couldn't have gotten through the screensin the committee room if he had been carrying aweapon.

"Y ou werelooking for thisinformation. About a certain contractor who's moving into mgor commerce.
Isthere somewhere we can talk?'

"My officeis as safe as anywhere.”

"If someone sees mewaking in there?!

"They won't,” | assured him. "There are back doorsto al senators offices, for obvious reasons.”
He nodded, dubioudy. "I'll follow you, if you don't mind.”

| understood that.

| walked, and hefollowed. That gave me an eerie fedling. Hejoined mewhen | went down the sde
corridor, and opened one of the liftsto the back hall above.

Oncewewerein my office, | linked. Ciella, I'm back. I'll bein conference for a bit. Don't disturb me
unlessit's urgent.

Yes, gir.

The unidentified man looked around the office nervoudy, his green eyesflitting from point to point. Hed
been in a senator's office before. Hed probably been in acommittee room before that morning as well.

| triggered the privacy screen, and we were surrounded by the misty gray shield.

"You never did say who you are.”

"I'd rather not. If you wanted, you could find out, but there's a certain amount of protection thisway.”
"I can seethat. Y ou said you had some information.”

"l do. Therds MM Systems stock changing hands, just under the reporting minimums, and it'sall going to
various trust accounts, with irrevocable trusts.”



"Irrevocable?’ That was definitely strange. "Who's the trustee?!
"KCF Management.”
I'd never heard of it. "Who controlsit?"

"KCF Management was et up years ago by afellow by the name of Arturo Kemd. Hewasin the
fabricating and construction business. For years, it was just a private holding company. The company
invested in gtrictly true blueindugtrid, infotech, and financid issues. It paysitstaxes, reportson time, and
operates gtrictly on thelevel. About two years ago, KCF began to invest more, in the millions, inthe
hundreds of millions, and thoseinvesmentswere al in what one might cal critica industria and
gpace-formulation industries. Less than six months ago, large blocs of stock in MM Systems appeared in
the portfolios. The closenessto reporting levelstriggered the NASR alerts, but since no trust was over
the threshold, nothing was done. It was unusua to have so many irrevocable trusts with so much capita
in the names of the members of onefamily, but not illega. Then yesterday, the paperwork came through
to change one of the trusts because the young man who was the beneficiary had died over the weekend.
What was strange about that was that he'd collateraized the stock in histrust to take out alarge loan.
Theloan was paid off, not by the trust, but by another entity, and the trust reassigned, with all the
necessary pendties, to another family member, ayoung girl who was only two.” He smiled. "Y ou can do
that. You just can't ever haveit revert to the giver.”

"If | understand what you're telling me,"—I frowned—"these irrevocabl e trusts hold the mgjority interest
inMMSysems.”

"Not quite. They hold something like forty-six percent. Chris Kemal's persond holding company openly
has about six percent.” He opened hisjacket, very carefully, asif to show methat he wasn't pulling a
wegpon, and extracted severa sheets of paper, which he extended. "The detalls are there.”

| took the sheets without looking at them. They were either what he said or they weren't, and looking at
them wouldn't change anything. "Why did you decideto tell me now?" | kept my voice pleasant,
reassuring.

"Rumor isout that you decided to look into MM Systems. | saw what happened when you looked into
XenoLift. The people who tried to hush things up were forced out of NASR.”

So... hewasin NASR, and that meant that someone there was being pressured not to act. That wasn't
surprising, but it was hardly reassuring. Sometimes, the privacy laws had become more of ashidd for
misdeeds than a protection from government or organizetiona intrusion.

"I'm more interested in what's happening outside the bureau,” | said. "But | won't forget. If you need me
to look a something, I'll be here.”

Hestood. "That'sdl | have.”
"Thank you.” | escorted him out to the back hall, and he took the lift and vanished.

Then | went back to the office and studied what he had given me. If al the information happened to be
correct, then Kemal was violating the spirit of the holdingslaws... but not necessarily the letter of the
law, unlesswe could dig up proof that he was coercing the various trusts to vote the stock hisway. I'd
have bet that there hadn't been any coercion in voting. Not yet.

| had proof of my suspicions, but not proof of wrongdoing. The other aspect of the problem was one of
public policy. Relations with the Martian Republic were strained enough, and NorAm—or all



Earth—didn't need acowboy gangster taking over MM Systems at such atime. Still, whatever happened,
I'd need to make copies of the evidence and make sure they were in places where others could get to

them if necessary.
Ciella, I'm done with the conference. Can you set up a call with Mr. Canthrop?

Within minutes, | had Bill on aholo projection. | liked seeing people. It wasn't as good as being therein
person, but alot better than just avoice or alink.

"Thefirg of the rezads hit the nets last week, but it'staken awhileto figure out the results. Theinitial
responseisgood, but it'stoo early to tell.” He paused. "Wed better hope they're good. Alredd isrunning
againg you, Senator.”

"| thought he was running for Digtrict Coordinator.” | knew what Bill meant, but 1'd thought I'd try for a
laugh or agmile.

"With Dewey's accident, there's no rea opposition, and he's picked up on the Southern Diversion. He's
claming that the environment won't hold al the people that the water will support, and that you just want
to overpopulate Denv to pad the pockets of your filch friends. Thetag lineisthat they need himto
protect Denv against you. It's not worded that way, but that's the message. And because it's national
news, the gories are running in Deseret aswell.”

"WEell have to step up the positive rezadsthen.” | smiled. "Bill, weve added an amendment to the
education bill. It's not abig thing, but it's something that people in Deseret Didtrict will back. Thewhole
country might back it aswell. It'sanother positive thing, and it's not huge. I'm having Ted send the

package to you.”

"What do you havein mind?'

"A couple of spin-off ads. Dedling with music, talking about how we have to preserve our heritage, and
that sometimes means going againgt what's currently popular. Also... with the Dewey and Hansen
campaigns, maybe you could twigt it alittle. Say that the best music shouldn't be restricted to thefilch, but
itsaheritage for everyone, and we want to make surethat it remains a heritage for everyone.”

"Hmmm... might work.”

"Wevedready got it inthehill, and it's on itsway to the Executive. She should be signing it withina
week.”

"What if someone on the other sde complainsthat it's a private project?’

| couldn't help smiling. "No one did, and they won't now. The pilot project's not in my district. That way,
| could fight for art, education, and al the servieswho've been deprived.”

Bill shook his head, but the expression was one of reluctant admiration.

"I'ddso liketo seeif you could use asinger. Luara Cornett, she'sauniversity professor at UDenv, |
think. She does classicd vocals and art song. Do aclip, and have her talk about it. Seeif you cando a
rez undertone to one of her art songs, whichever fitsthe Taemen needs...”

Canthrop's mouth dropped open, and then he began to laugh.

"It'snot that funny, | trust.”



He shook his head. "It's not that, Senator. Y ou have excellent taste. Do you know who sings about half
your commercials aready? It's Professor Cornett. That's how she makesaliving. She couldn't doit asa
professor.”

It was my turn to laugh. For awoman, the professor definitely had spunk—or guts and brains. She had
mentioned doing rezads, but | hadn't thought she/d be doing mine. "Maybe you could work that in... one
of the foremost classcal singersin Denv, and she hasto make aliving as a backrez snger?'

"I'll see what we can do once we get the package.” He paused. "Gilligan isn't going to complain about the
budget, ishe?"

"I'll make sure he doesn't.” | could do that. That was easy enough.
After Canthrop, | put in acdl to Les Kerras. He was on-screen or something.

So | took the sheets that the NASR junior bureaucrat had provided, made copies, and then began to
study them in the half hour before | was supposed to meet with Jo Jaffrey for lunch. She represented the
Nengland Didtrict and wanted something—yprobably more support for coastal reclamation.

The Kema businesswas looking more involved than | liked, and yet there wasn't even enough
information to call ahearing.

LesKerrasfor you, Senator.
Thank you. | set up the holo projection.
"Y ou cdlled, Senator?’

"l did, Les. | have someinteresting information that I'll be having ddlivered to you. There aretwo
packages. Oneis on an amendment we got attached to the education appropriations and passed as part
of the bill going to the Executive. It's about effectively preserving an aspect of our cultura heritage. The
other you'l dso find interesting.”

"I'msure | will, Senator, and | might have some interesting information for you in aday or two. | hope so,
anyway.” He paused. "Have you heard anything more about these non-drug overdoses?'

"l can't say | have, Les. | might if | were on the health committee, but staying current with al the
economic and commerce issues takes most of my time.”

"That, and getting redected.” He amiled.

"Y ou do what's best for your constituents, and that should take care of itself.” But it only took care of
itsdlf if you let them know what you were doing, and if you had the money to get the word to them.

"Best of luck, Senator.”
"Sametoyou, Les”

| collapsed the projection, wondering if Lesredly had something. Like most T-heads, he was hard to
read, especidly on aholo image.

| ftill had to hurry to make lunch with Jeffrey.

Chapter 34 Chiang



Met with the captain on Monday. Nothing new. No news breaks either. Parsfal called once. Told him |
had nothing new, but he'd be the first to know. He nodded. | hoped held stay patient. Tuesday, | camein
earlier. Wasthere at zero six-forty, before Sarao.

Looked out my window across the Park. Didn't see much except trees and grass. Another week had
gone by. Wasn't any further dong in finding answersto anything.

Read through Resheed's report. Weekend ODs had gone up—the mystery ODs. No surpriseto me. The
younger set attended more rezrap over the weekend. But guesses weren't evidence. Ebol4 deaths were
going down. Only ahundred more over the week in Denv, mostly northside pennies.

Another servie suicide. Y oung. Jumped off the Elletch Bridge after hed |eft the Red Moon. Alkielevels
moderate. No other drugs. Checked suicides againgt the trend. Up—but not to stat significance. Gang
riot in northside. Wasn't reported that way, just adisturbance in the park by the community center.
Cannizaro didn't like theword "gang.” We didn't useit. Smash and grabs had gone down. Made sense.
People worried about ebol4. Fewer out and about, |ess opportunity.

A handful of TIDs, some using the counterfeit GIL technique, some pickup kidnap-style, force the victim
to transfer fundsto an invisible account. Thisyear, most invisible accounts werein Afrique.

| hadn't heard anything from CDC on the rezrap angle. Still thought rezrap interacted with soop.
Wouldn't be something that CDC could prove quickly. If ever.

Lieutenant... I'm here. Sarao sounded cheerful on thelink.

Good.

| have a message here from Amanda Cewrigh. Get back to you.
Record it and let me know. Try to get her to open up.

Will do.

Sarao was probably better at getting women to talk. | set aside Resheed's report and leaned back in the
ergochair. Didn't help much. Had less than two weeks to finish off the McCal review, and | ill had
nothing that amounted to evidence. Kugeler had been patient. He wouldn't stay that way. Couldn't help
fedling that alot more was going on.

Something that Morss had said weeks ago popped into my head, something about Kemal getting awad
of legit credits. Why would anyoneinvest in Kema's enterprises? Kema asafront? Any super-filch had
to know what Kemal was. If they did, it meant they were even more powerful, and that Kema knew
they were. It didn't seem logica. Kema wouldn't subordinate himsdf. Few with that kind of wedlth
would trust him. Shook my head. | was missing something.

Stood and walked to the window, waiting for Sarao to finish with the Caewrigh woman. Clouds were
rolling in off the mountains. Late-afternoon rain, probably.

A good twenty minutes passed.

Lieutenant... you wereright. There was a connection. The recording's on your system.



Thanks, Sarao. Fdt mysdf smiling. Hadn't had much luck, but maybe thiswould help.

| sat back down in the ergochair and called up the recording, full-size, so that | could see Amanda
Cewrigh'sface. Then | watched and listened to the whole thing. Had to get afed.

Then | watched the holo display again. After that, | cut to the critica part.

Amanda Cewrigh wore ablue silksheen jacket and trousers with a pale off-white loose blouse.
Dark-haired, but her eyes matched the jacket. So did the glittered earrings.

"Were dill looking into the Iveson-McCall case,” Sarao said. " Someone had mentioned that you might
have known Nanette Iveson.”

"I'm glad someoneislooking into it. Evan just wasn't the type to commit suicide. He couldn't have killed
her, either. Poor man. He might have been alegd shark, but outside of his office, he couldn't harm afly.
Oh... yes, I've known Nanette for years. We went to Holyston together. She was such acomfort when
Ermned died.”

"She must have been,” Sarao said.
The Cewrigh woman shifted on the damask-upholstered chair. " She was a physiologica psychologist.”
"What did she say?" asked my sergeant.

Amanda Cewrigh frowned. "It's been so long ago. Months now... but she said something like Erneld
shouldn't have committed suicide. She wondered how anything could have driven him to that. She knew
Erneld, you know.”

"Do you have any ideawho might have had areason for the McCalsto die?!

Amanda Cewrigh shook her head. "Everyone loved them. And Evan, he was so professiona. So was
Nanette. That was why everyone trusted them. They never spoke about anything professional. Y ou could
count on that. All | ever knew wasthat he was a privacy solicitor. He wouldn't even tell ushisclients.
He'd say something like, ‘I wouldn't be much of a privacy solicitor if | told you, now, would 17

That wasit. Nanette |veson had said that the Cewrigh boy shouldn't have committed suicide. Went back
through my notes, and dug up the Cewrigh suicide. A little more than four months ago. Would have bet
that Nanette Iveson had pulled out the rez equipment then. No way to prove that, either... unless...

Sarao?
Yes, Lieutenant?

Sometimes, when filch get rid of stuff, they give it to charities... that sort of thing. Can you make
some calls? Seeif anyone remembers a load of high-end personal rez equipment that was donated
by either Evan McCall or Nanette Iveson... probably about three months ago? A long shot, but |
didn't havemuch dse.

McCall had been so tight-lipped that no one knew anything. So was hiswife. And both of them were
dead.

Decided to put inacdl to Kugeler. Didn't like the idea, but he deserved it.

Hewasin, Stting behind awide blond desk. He wore agray jacket over ashimmering gray shirt, witha
darker gray cravat. Still had the narrow face that demanded spectacles. His desk was empty. Not one



thing on it. He nodded to me. "Do you have anything to report? Or do you have aquestion?”

"Some of each.” | tried arueful smile. Probably didn't work. "We till have some leads that were
chasing. It'staking longer than I'd hoped. Wanted you to know were still working.”

"Good. Captain Cannizaro said you were tenacious.” His smile was worse than mine. "What is your
question?'

"Do you know, or could you ask the daughtersif there happened to be anyone that their father trusted?
Trusted enough to talk to about anything? Besides hiswife,” | added.

Kugder frowned. "I don't know anyone, but | didn't really know Evan that well. | can't see that asking
that would hurt. Might | ask why?"

"Because | wonder if Evan McCal knew too much.” With that sentence | was committing mysdlf at least
to adecision of reporting that his death was murder, evenif | couldn't identify the murderer.

"Y ou do think it was murder, then?"

"Y ou know I'm leaning that way, Mr. Kugder. Right now, | have limited hard evidence. Nothing that
pointsto anyone. Only that his death wasn't an accident. At the moment, if you announce it, well lose dl
chance of finding out whether we can discover more.”

He nodded dowly. "I will ask Ms. Iveson and her sster, and | will insst that they abide by your caution.
Isthat dl?'

"For now.”

| was looking at ablank projection. Collapsed it. | felt better. Still rather go with an unsolved murder than
anything else. Also fdt | might be safer. Kugeler wasn't the typeto let mattersrest if something happened
to me—or anyone else. Still... decided I'd better be careful when | was out.

Sat back behind the desk again, just trying to let my thoughts settle themsalves.

Rain began to beat on the outside windows, but it only lasted ten minutes. Fifteen at the most.
Lieutenant, you're getting good.

About what?

Mountain House—they're the charitable outfit that most of the filch give their discards to. Not
quite three months ago, they picked up some rez equipment from the McCalls. The dispatcher
remembered it because the staff went wild. Everyone wanted it. No one really wanted to put it out
for salein the thrift outlet. So they set a price on it, and let the staff bid on it, and donated the
money to the Mountain House fund.

Does anyone recall exactly what it was?

I've got a description. The dispatcher and the manager documented it. They were afraid not to
because it was so high end. Worth more than ten thousand creds new, they estimated.

Lock in the description and send someone out to VR it as a visual deposition for evidence.

Will do.



Just hoped no one would ask me how it fit. | knew. Explaining it would be tough, but | didn't want to let
that part dip.

Chapter 35 Cannon

Petience was usudly rewarded in politics. Few impatient politicians ever lasted, especidly inthe NorAm
Senate. So | sat tight and waited, and smiled, and went to committee meetings, and the Senate floor, and
voted, and sent back targeted link messages to congtituents, and talked with Canthrop about the next
round of rezads. | also waited for Hansen's next round of attack ads. They hadn't appeared, and that
bothered me. When someone changes their game plan, you'd better count on their knowing something
you don't. Unlessthey're running out of credits, and Gill had assured me that wasn't the case, that Heber
Smith had rounded up more than enough credits to run attack adsfor six months.

I'd also heard nothing from Kerras. Canthrop sent me adataclip to my officelink that showed the story
Kerras had run on the music education amendment. Nice story, but short. Canthrop had also sent it to
Gill, but Gill had sent back a message saying to hold off on using the story and the related rezads until the
bill went to the Executive and was signed into law. That wouldn't be for another few days, at least.

Kerras should have had some comment or reaction on the Kema data, but maybe he'd been tied up with
the stories on the Martian Republic's reaction to the latest fabrications coming out of the Agkhanate.

There were times to be patient, and times not to be. Thiswas atime not to be, and on Tuesday morning,
| headed over to Ransom Lottler's office. | didn't like doing it, but if you wanted to meet with the
chairman of the NorAm Defense Committee, that's where you went.

Almost as soon as | entered his office, ayoung blonde woman stepped forward. She was dmost as
beautiful as Ciella, but Lottler chose dl of hisjunior aides on looks. Ciella had been luck for me. She
actually just walked in, looking for ajob. I'd had Ciella checked out doubly, because| didn't believein
that kind of fortune. Politicians who don't examine gift horses don't last long in office, and | wasn't about
to be that kind.

"He's expecting you, Senator Cannon.”
"Thank you.” | offered the warm and paterna smile. Very paternd.
The door to Ransom's private office opened as | approached, and then closed behind me.

Ransom L ottler looked like an accountant, in histailored suits and striped shirts, the kind that had beenin
style on and off for centuries. He had awinning and salf-deprecating smile, the kind that announced to
everyonethat he wasjust agood fellow who'd been lucky enough to be el ected to the NorAm Senate.
He stood behind hisdesk as | entered, but didn't step forward to greet me.

"I hope you've had a good week, Ranse.”

"It'sjust started. I've had better. I've had worse, too. We dl have.” As he reseated himsalf behind the
desk, he activated the privacy cone. No one else would hear anything, but | had no doubts he'd record
whatever happened insde the cone.

| took the seat directly across from him.



"What's on your mind, Elden?" Although he had a soft voice, one that you dmost had to lean forward to
hear when he talked in private, his expression said that | needed to get to the point. "Weve got the PDF
commander in front of the committee this morning. Closed session about the problemswith the
Martians”

"The orbiter nuking or their so-called apology for failing to catch dl the debris from that meta asteroid
they fragmented two years ago and keep ignoring?"

"Both. We all know that they let some of that debris spird in toward Earth just to point out what they
could do. Now... you were about to say... 7' Histhin eyebrowslifted ininquiry.

"There's a problem with MM Systems, and some of the other vital space-related formulating industries
located in NorAm. Some of them arein your digtrict.”

"By theway, you handled that amendment to the education appropriationswith class. | dways have liked
the way you've shown expertise in both commerce and education. Too many younger memberstry to do
everything. They dl think they know about defense.”

| just smiled. He was only five years older than | was. "That'swhy I'm here. Y ou're the expert.”
"l know. Spare me theflattery. What problem?"

"MM Systemsis about to change ownership and control. With the ddlicacy of eventswith the Martian
Republic, | thought you ought to know.” Actudly, thefigures| had indicated Kema aready had control.
Hejust hadn't exercised it.

Lottler didn't bother to concea afrown. "How do you know this?'

"For now, let'sjust call it campaign research, Ranse. Under the privacy laws| can't even cal an
investigatory hearing.”

"Whereas | could inquire under continental security?
"That'syour choice,” | pointed out. "My hands aretied, practicaly and legally.”
"Not tied enough so that you could let me know.”

"You'vegot abig interest in the next level spacetug system.” | grinned. "But the designsaren't st in
stone. Not yet.”

"Areyou going to get to the point? What do you want?*

"| don't. Not unless the laws are being evaded.”

"That meansyou think they are”

"Itspossible” | admitted.

"Who's behind it? What doesit have to do with the committee?"

"If | said what | suspect, it would be considered aviolation of privacy,” | pointed out.

"Figured you'd make that point. Even under aprivacy cone, you never even come close to the edge of
thelaw.” Ransom scowled. "If | look into this... I'll understand what's going on”?"



| certainly hoped so. "I don't know.”
"Youwon't say.”
He was right about that.

"That meansthat whoever'sin this has the resources to bring a privacy injunction even againg asitting
senator—and probably hammer your campaign aswell.” He laughed. "Heard about your new positive
campaign. It'sbeginning to make sense.”

I'd hoped held seeit that way. Time for the hook. "The new ownership of MM Systems may not be
whom it seems. It looks to be afront, one, shall we say, outside the normal political system.” |
emphasized theword "outsde” just abit.

For along moment hewas slent... consdering. "Shit...” Ranse shook hishead. "If you'reright...”
"Thetiming's perfect for them,” | pointed out.
"That'd leave dl of Earth sucking sdt.”

Especidly hisdigtrict. | didn't say aword. Hed look into it. He wouldn't like Kemal owning MM Systems
any better than the Martian Republic.

He nodded again. "The front people arein your district?’

"At least one of their subsidiaries.” That was certainly true. CerraCraft was an open Kema subsidiary.
There were probably others| didn't know about. With the amount of cash that Kemal's black enterprises
were bringing in, I had no doubts that there were others. If Ranse brought dl that out, it just might put a
damper on Hansen's "indirect” fund-raising.

"They're supporting Hansen?"'

"That'saguess.” They weren't yet, according to Gill, but Ranse didn't need to know that. He needed to
think that | wasworried about the direct aspects of the campaign. | was, but not the obvious aspects. |
was aso worried about the continent. 1t's no great treat to be a senator when times are bad, and |
couldn't see any good coming out of Hansen, Alredd, and Kemal.

Ranselaughed. "Y oulll owe mefor thisone, Elden.”

Unlike some senators, who | eft the debts there, but unspoken, Ranse was the type to make the point.
"On the sameterms as your favor tome.” | smiled.

"Fair enough.” He frowned again. "It might take afew days.”

"I understand.” | just hoped whatever Kemal was into wouldn't blow open before that. Or that Lottler's
inquirieswouldn't be what created the explosion. But I'd rather have apolitical explosion early rather than
right before the eection when | couldn't recover as easly. Besides, if it got out in the open, it would make
it harder for peopleto target me persondly.

Ransom stood, gracefully, with his accountant's demeanor back in place, and turned off the privacy cone.
"| gppreciate the news, Elden. Give my best to that lovely wife of yours. | did so enjoy talking to her the
other night at the Claytons affair.” He grinned.

"The sameto Marge,” | answered. " She was most informative about the archaeologica excavationsin
Y ucatan. She was talking about the parallelsto NorAm. They might be there, you know?"



Helaughed, and his office door opened. "Shetdlsmethat dl thetime.”

| nodded and turned, heading back to my office. I'd stop there for amoment, before | went to the
hearings on Afrique-based credit falsfications and the impact on the NorAm economy.

Chapter 36 Kemal

Sunday and Monday had been hectic. I'd had to work with Paulinaand Barbra to set up the memorial
sarvicefor Stefan and take care of dl the loose ends left by his accident. Then I'd had to dedl with the
delicate Stuation with MM Systems, and the upcoming annua mesting.

Tuesday morning, Ashtay Massin wasin my office, and O'Bannon would be there shortly, with some
information | would find of interest. That was hisway of saying that | had troubles. | didn't need any more
troubles.

| concentrated on Ashtay. ™Y ou said you were getting pressure?”

Hisface was smooth and unworried. "Mr. Kemad, we've had severa inquiries and requests for support
for members of the existing MM Systems board. I've told them all that KCF Management has been
reviewing the performance of MM Systems and will be voting for what it believesto be the best interests
of the organization. I've dso said that we don't believe that radical change suits anyone.”

llArﬂ?l
"The price of the stock continuesto fall.”

"That'stheway itis.” | made anote for ChrisCo to buy some more. "Too bad we're not speculators. We
could suggest that we believe change is necessary. Then, in two days, we could pick up bargain-rate
shares”

"NASR would frown on that,” Ashtay pointed out. He could have been discussing the wesather.

| laughed. "I have no intention of doing that. Or of having you do that. We're not in thisfor short-term
gainsor to have NASR look at us any more closely than they aready are.” | frowned. "We're only
removing four members whose terms expire. We're supporting retention of three. And there are seven
members whose terms don't expire until next year. That certainly isn't radica.”

"That istrue, but they do not know that,” Ashtay pointed out.

"Y ou can get back to the mgjorson this. Tdl them that KCF will not do anything that will affect the
majority composition of the board. That's accurate enough, and it's not something that NASR could clam
would fuel gpeculation.”

"It'snot factudly true, Mr. Kemal.”

It wasn't technically true, but it was factually true. KCF's shares and mine could have restructured the
board. If | tried astunt like that, I'd be worrying about whether I'd find myself driven off abridge. "It is
truein spirit, Ashtay, and we both know it. How would you say it?"

"We could say that KCF would not engage in either micro-managing a successful company, or in
undertaking anything asradica asthe news reports suggest.”



"Just the second half. Forget about micro-managing. Y ou raise that, and it suggests that you can.”
He nodded. "That makes sense.”

"Anything ds=?"

"No, ser.”

When Ashtay |eft, | leaned back in my chair, thinking, looking out at the faint hazy clouds over the
Rockiesto the west.

After amost five years, | fill couldn't read Ashtay well. He was an excellent funds manager. He was
polite, intelligent, respectful, and effective. | couldn't have asked for more. He was dso clearly not a
Kema tool, and held earned that reputation. | needed that now. But | wondered. Once things were
under firmer control, he might be better suited as the number two man in one of the large operating
subsidiaries. | didn't want to lose histaent, but | couldn't control him aswell as1'd like. And he wasn't
family. Now, it had to betheway it was. Later... wed see.

Mr. O'Bannon ishere, Mr. Kemal.
Have him comein.

O'Bannon eased in and sat down. He was wearing amaroon coat and amatching tie, with black
trousers.

| waited.

"l just got acal early thismorning. The caller said that Cannon leaned on Lottler to make inquires about
large transactions of a certain nature that might have implicationsfor nationa security.” O'Bannon
laughed. "More directly, ajunior bureaucrat a NASR by the name of Jonathan Ramses visited Cannon.
Right after that, Cannon went to see Lattler. Lottler told our boy that Cannon had information that
control of MM Systems was going to change hands, and that Cannon hinted that the new ownership
wouldn't be Earthbound.”

"He said that? How would anyone at NASR know?"

"He doesn't know. He'sfishing,” O'Bannon said. "No one can know anything except for the securities
purchases. He's betting that no one Earthside would advance you credits of that magnitude. Cannon'sa
pain, but he's sharp.”

" Sharp enough to back off from a pointed message?"
O'Bannon thought. "Most people would. I don't know about Cannon.”
"A pointed message not directed at him?"

"That might work. If he getsthe ideathat alot of bodieswill pile up around him, he might figure that no
onewill want to help himin the future. Power is getting people to do what you want. If people think
doing what he wants gets them dead, he loses power. He might get that message.”

"WEell try that first.” 1 hoped | wouldn't haveto try anything else, but if | did, | did. "Anything else?"
"Nothing unexpected.”

"How's Hildeo working out?"



"She'svery grateful. She aso learned more than I'd thought from McCall. She should have everything
ready for you by next week.”

"Good.”

The moment O'Bannon was out of the office, | linked to Paulina 1'll be going up to the northside plant
in a few minutes. Please tell Mr. Grayser to expect me.

Yes, ser. How long should | plan for you to be out?

No more than two hours. | didn't like to meet with Grayser, but there were timeswhen it was
necessary. Wednesday afternoon was one of those times.

Fred and Morrie had the dark green electra ready by the door from the ramps to the garage by thetime
| got down there.

The drive took thirty minutes, about five minuteslonger than usua, because it wasraining, and the
North-side Parkway system dropped the speeds.

The plant waslike any other formulating plant in northsde—agrayish oblong with compositewalls. There
were armaglass windows in the front for the handful of officesthere. It used heavy-duty industria nanite
formulators. What we produced there were the complex sectionsfor guideway control units.

The gates recognized me. So did Elron, the armed guard just inside the gates.
"Good afternoon, Mr. Kemal.”

"Afternoon, Elron.”

"Mr. Grayser's expecting you, ser.”

Grayser was the plant's chief of security. His officewas at thefar |eft end of the corridor. Although the
formulators were supposed to be emission free, | dways smelled composite and metals at northside.

Grayser was standing in the doorway to his office. "'l got your message.” Grayser was an operative. Like
the good ones, nothing about him stood out. He was of average height and weight, with average brown
hair, not fine or thick or curly.

| nodded, but didn't say anything until he'd closed the door and we were within the privacy cone. | didn't
bother to sit down. My trousers just would have picked up the manufacturing dust that wasn't supposed
to be there.

"How's Delano settling in?' | asked.
"Hell dways be an Ellay wild young guy- But wygs have thelr uses. He's effective.”

"That'sgood. | need aremova job. Jonathan Ramses. Make it ook tike asmash and grab or an
accident. Ramsesworks as ajunior bureaucrat at NASR. Lives somewherein eastside.”

"That we can handle”

"The other istougher. We need to send Cannon amessage. He gill doesn't get it. He's got snoops
looking everywhere. Now, he'sgot L ottler in aposition where Lottler's going to have to make some
inquiries. If the answers get out, that could make matters more difficult than they need to be. The only
way to stop that isto get Cannon to forget it.”



"What about hitting Cannon?'

"It won't work. Y ou kill him, and the whole thing will blow. Lottler will squed like acrashed net. The
Dewey hit has everyone looking. Another accident or suicide of someone important, and you won't keep
Kerasquigt. If therésany evidence at dl DPSwill getinto it.”

"Kerras doesn't know that much. He guessesalot,” Grayser pointed out.
"He guesseswell. He aso knows more than enough, and he talks to Cannon.”
"We can handle him like Ramses.” Grayser smiled coldly.

"Lessdirectly. No one cares about an administrative clerk at NASR. They'll look deeper for a senator,
or for awel-known T-head. Y ou can push enough people not to root out evidence, but even Kirchner
won't ook the other way if the evidence hitshim in theface.”

Grayser tilted his head. He nodded. " Could be. Cannizaro would love to throw her trained dog at this...
what's his name? Chiang? That's it. The guy doesn't have much in the way of weak spots. No wife, no
lover, no family. Livesfor the DPS. Guy's arough-edged, old-fashioned saint.”

"So, if Chiang goes down, we have dl of DPS and every net in NorAm looking,” | replied. "It hasto be
something more subtle, something only Cannon will get. Something that shows that the next time will be

"So how do you do that?' Grayser's voice got hard.

"Firsgt, you send Cannon acouple of traditional messages. The girl type and a private note. He doesn't get
it, you send a second message. One that |eaves someone very dead.”

"Hiswife, you mean?"

"No. Hed probably love that. Give him alicenseto screw everything in sight. He plays at family being
important, but he doesn't redlly know what family is. No... more subtle. Some woman he's been making
eyes at. Check out those soirees he goesto, either in Denv or in St. George. Find out someone he's done
something for, someone he can't even acknowledge. Once you find her... that one you can use Brazelton
for. Get on it. Needs to be done in the next day or so.”

"Too subtle.” Grayser shook his head.

"No, it'snot Therésno trail. Cannon can't say anything. We can get tougher if we need to, but we won't
need to. That way, he cals off Lottler. That sort of thing happensdl thetimein politics”

"And Kerras?'

"He's been asking for it for along time. He's due for aheart attack.”
"We can take care of that.” Grayser smiled. "He's overdue.”

"Good.” | stood.

Grayser shut down the privacy screen, and | headed back to the electral.

Therewas gill one loose end, but Emile had indicated that was about to be resolved. Y ou couldn't have
loose endsin business. That wasjust the way it was.



Chapter 37 Cornea

The weekend had been quiet, leaving me time to practice—and to think.

The practice had been good, the thinking... Well, it hadn't resolved much of anything. 1'd thought greeat
thoughts and little thoughts. | still wondered why things happened the way they did. Or why agood
gudent like Mershdlle died and onelike Synsil, who amost actively fought learning, didn't. Or why the
young filch at the Claytons soiree had al seemed so bored.

Asdways, | asked mysdlf why creating beauty was so hard. All I'd ever redlly wanted to do wasto sing
beautiful music, and | got to do that so seldom. Then, | did get to sing for an audience sometimes, and
there were alot of people who never got any of their dreams.

So few people seemed to understand what beauty was. | kept wondering if it would have been better if
I'd been born in an earlier age, before the first Collapse, when music still meant something. None of that

solved anything.

The weekend news didn't help much, either. The Agkhanate was blaming the Russeans even more
directly for the orbiter bombing. The Tdibanate |leadership said that there was no way to reinin terrorists
when the Russeans had | eft technology and hidden stealth-protected bases scattered all over Asa. The
Martian Republic was consdering ametals embargo againg al of the nationsinvolved. The ebol4
epidemic was raging through the Amazon basin and southern Afrique. Degths there were gpproaching
five million. Over the weekend, another fifteen young adults had died in Denv from the mysterious drug
overdoses. At that point, I'd switched off the news and turned to my antique visuas of Carmen.

On Monday, I'd donewhat | could. | awvakened early and gotten in agood two hours of practice, plus
some exercise, and managed to get to the university agood twenty minutes before my lesson with
Abdullah. The lesson had been good.

I'd gone to the library to browse through the closed stacks and try to discover some more older sheet
music that had never been scanned into the system—in hopes of finding something unique. | didn't. Back
in November, | had found a"lost”" song cycle of atwentieth-century compaoser named Britten, called "On
Thisldand"—very haunting and beautiful. | wasn't that lucky on Monday.

Tuesday came and went, with the attendant lessons and class. | hurried hometo wait for the Brazelton
peopleto repair and upgrade the conapt's nanite systems, and the mafunctioning scanners. They were
punctud, and the bill wasn't totdly out of line. | did swallow, but only once.

On Wednesday, | was early in getting to my office, dthough | didn't have alesson with Mershdlle,
because | needed to be there anyway for a series of amost make-work choresfor Jorje, like signing
hard copies of course descriptions.

There was a message on the system. ... waiting. From Mahmed. Did | redly want to hear it? After
insulting the senator on Thursday night? Findly, | told it to play and stood next to the Stein way, watching
and ligening.

Mahmed had a broad smile. Even on the haf-size holo projection, that was clear. 'Y ou must have made
ared impression on Senator Cannon's people, Luara.”

| wasn't surel liked that.



"They asked for you. They want to feature you in aspecia rezad plugging the need for greater artsand
music education. It paystriple because you're faced off init.”

How could | refusethat? A rezad for music a triple pay? But | wondered. Wasit the beginning of a pass
of sorts? The senator had left me with that comment about my eyes.

| just stood there in the office, beside the ancient Stein way for amoment, then finaly pushed through the
reply. Mahmed was there.

"Luaral | hoped I'd get you before you started teaching.” He was still wearing thet idioticaly broad smile
spread across his dark face. "Y ou did get my message.”

"l did.”
"Y ou look dubious. Why?'

"I'm surprised, that's al. | met the senator at a soiree where | wasthe hired help. | didn't think I'd made
the best impression.”

"Y ou dways make agood impression. Then you'll do it?"

"I'll doit.” How could | refuse? Besides, I'd been chased around the piano before, and if that happened
to be what the senator had in mind, at least he was moving dowly.

"It'salittle odd. Do you have the music for a song by Moore that you did at that soiree? Or the
Schumann song?'

"l have both.” Thiswas getting Stranger and stranger. "'But neither is short The Schumann is more than ten
minutes”

"They want a short section, thirty secondsto aminute, of whatever you think isthe most beautiful asa
danddone”

"Out of context.”

Mahmed shrugged. "It isat least triple pay, and you get resdudsif they run it through more than one
cycle. Oh... and can you wear what you have on? That'swhat you teach in, isn't it?'

"Sometimes.”
"Don't forget themusic.”

"I'll bring both.” | wasn't happy about it, but | didn't feel | could turn the job down. How could | fairly
excerpt either work? All 1 could do was look over the music—after | proofed and signed the course
descriptions Jorje had left—and come up with something. And apologize silently to whichever composer
| chose.

"Could you makeit at noon?"

It was aready past eleven, and | needed to look at whatever Jorje had. | was also starving. "Could we
make it twelve-thirty? | can stay aslong as you need, but noon would be close...”

He nodded. "That shouldn't be a problem.”

Ashisimage faded, some of what I'd heard finally sank in. The senator wasusing my ideasina



commercid that he wanted me to sng? Why? He'd been interested, but not that interested. And they
wanted my image, dressed in theway | waswhen | taught?

By thetimeI'd finished with aformulated sandwich in the sudent center and waited for ashuttle, it was
amost deven-forty. | had a seat on the near-empty shuttle. | marked out three possble passagesin the
Schumann. | redly didn't want to do the Moore. Slightly after twelve, | left the OldTech station and
began the fifteen-minute walk adong the South Ridge pathway to the older building that housed Crescent
Productions.

Thistime, | remembered the passcode without having to mentaly rummage through my linkfile. My steps
dowed as | waked down the ramp to the lower levd.

Mahmed was pacing just insde the door to Crescent. His smilewas one of rdlief, even ashethrust a
sheaf of hard copy a me. "Y ou need to read thisfird. It's not a script.”

| must have frowned, because Mahmed went on immediately. "It'sreglly more of an interview, plusa
short take of asong... | told you about that.”

"That'salong rezad.” Aninterview? Of me?

"Weé're doing three versons. Long... medium... short. His campaign guy isgoing to placethelong one as
an infoshop with the educationd netdots. They'll aso be running it asaste-marker.”

| shook my head. | had to say something. "That's going to help your receipts.”
"Yours, too,” he pointed out. "Read through al this, and let me know when you're ready.”
| settled down in the worn gray synthleather armchair outside the studio box and read.

Thefirst part was the interview. They'd probably have some gorgeous male with a resonance-enhanced
voicein thefind verson, but Mahmed would just read the questions to me, and there were more than a
few.

"Why do you think classicd music education isimportant?
"Why isbeauty in the atsimportant?”

"What doesit redly offer sudents?'

"What would you do if you could...”

The scary thing was that while there were suggested responses, the responses were based amost
verbatim on what 1'd told the senator. He'd either recorded our conversation, or he had avery good
memory, and | couldn't have said which.

When | finaly finished reading, Mahmed had the studio set up, al in blue, so that they could put the final
againg any background.

We did the VRing backward. Mahmed had me sing all three sdlections, severa times each, but that didn't
take dl that long, about forty-five minutes, maybe less.

Shooting the rest of it was agonizing. Mahmed must have asked each question adozen times, if not more,
inggting that | give abetter or adightly different answer eech time.

It was nearly five o'clock before he nodded, then smiled. "Thisis going to be good.”



"Good" wasn't aword | would have used for apalitical rezad. | till had to wonder why the senator had
decided what | had to say would make agood campaign issue. | walked dowly out of the studio area
and gathered up the music, dipping it into the folder 1'd brought.

Mahmed followed me. ™Y ou really come across on this, Luara. Y ou should have been an actress.”
"l wasn't acting. Music'simportant. | couldn't do that if | didn't believeinit.”

Mahmed laughed. "That'swhy you're asinger. But you're partly an actress. Y ou couldn't Sing rezadsiif
you weren't.”

That was disturbing, too. Was| acting, selling myself, and my idedls, to survive? Of course| was. |
hadn't been given that much of achoice, not if | wanted to sing. | knew that. I'd known it for years. |
smiled politely and dipped the folder under my arm.

"Thedirect pay will bein your account by noon tomorrow.” He shrugged. "The resduaswon't Sart
showing up for at least amonth. It could belonger.”

"l understand.” | dso understood that I'd just made more credits in one afternoon than | had in the
previous four months of working for Mahmed. That meant that now I'd still have extra credits, even after
paying Brazdton for the repairs on the conapt's nanite systems.

"Therewill be another round of rezadsfor his campaign in about three weeks. It could be sooner. They
want you, but those will be like the onesyou did before.”

"That'sfine” At least, | thought it was. Certainly, the thought of being able to pay my billson timewas
fine

Even after I'd left Crescent, Mahmed's observation about my being an actress bothered me. It worried a
me all theway back to the OldTech station, and back to my conapt. So did the ideaof having my facein
apolitica rezad. There was a difference between singing background vocals and actualy being pictured.

| couldn't say why, but there was.

Chapter 38 Par sfal

Thursday's big story was that the PDF had found a section of the Super-C underwater base stage of the
torpedo-missile that had taken out the Russean shuttle. Bimstein wanted something new there, aswell,
even after my firgt crash effort. Before that, 1'd just finished another set of weather facts and graphicsto
help Istancya. Since | hadn't heard anything from Chiang—or anyone else—about the McCdl story, and
since I'd run out of obvious peopleto contact, | took a minuteto link in on the midday update Kerras
was doing—hbefore | went back to the orbiter story, while dso working my way through the daily news
confirmation shet.

"... quite confident that our technical expertswill be able to track the source of the components used in
the device”



Kerrassvoice camein over the clip of an officer in the blacks of the PDF, an officer with asubstantial
amount of gold braid on the epaulets of hisuniform.

"That was PDF Commander |brim Fortas. Fortas refused to speculate on atimetable for PDF action.

In arelated action, Ayatollah Karas of the Aganate denounced the secrecy behind the PDF's actions and
said that any attempt to implicate the Agkhanate would result in serious consequences. Karas refused to
explain what those consequences might be.

"The Martian Republic issued a communique which applauded the PDF effortsto track down the guilty
parties and stated that it would withhold immediate economic sanctions pending the results of the PDF
investigation...

"NorAm Executive Snowe applauded the restraint shown by the Republic and repested her pledge of
NorAm cooperation with the PDF probe...”

| clicked off the newslink and sat back in my cubicle. Outside of the reheated orbiter issue, the news
week had been dow.

The mysterious ODs were dill in the news, but just as baffling as ever. They were now occurring in other
large cities, but deaths seemed rare or nonexistent in lower population density areas. There could have
been more than afew reasonsfor that Cities would get anew undetectable drug—if that were what it
was—before other areas. Also, if the deaths were being caused by some sort of strange disease that only
hit asmall percentage of people, then the deaths would appear more in cities—and they'd be noticed
morethere. | sill thought the rezrap connection wasthe most likely.

My thoughts kept drifting back to Professor Cornett, and | wondered how old she might be. She wasn't
old. That was clear. She didn't have the stiff mannerisms, and she wasjunior faculty, and when I'd talked
to her accompanist, 1'd managed to find out that she'd been married once, but that she'd been divorced
for at least severd years.

| shook my head. A set of words drifted into my mind.
She smoothes her hair with automatic hand, And puts arecord on the gramophone. ..

| laughed. Luara Cornett would never be that absent-minded about music. | couldn't help but smile when
| recalled her story about insulting Senator Cannon. Passion showed al the way through the professor,
even through aholo projection. | could dmost see the quick jerk of the head that she used to flip her hair
back from her face.

Parsfal?
| managed not to jump out of my chair a the volume of Bimgtein'slink. I'm here.
Know anything about an Edward Smythers, used to be dean of the UDenv Law School ?

Smythers? Dean Smythers? | swallowed. I'd meant to follow up on that lead, but with everything dse, I'd
just plain forgotten. | know he was once dean there. That's about all. Why?

He had a small house in southside. Small for south-side, anyway. There was a fire and the fuel cell
room exploded. He was killed last night.



What do you want me to do?

Not a lot. Just pick up what DPSwill release and a short piece summarizing hislife. Try to keep it
around a minute.

How soon?

Won't run before early evening. Before four, if you can. Feed it to Kirenga. When you're done with
that, seeif you can put together a follow-piece on how what the PDF has found could lead to
whoever nuked the orbiter. Feed it to Metesta. With that, Bimstein was gone.

| should have followed up with Smythers, but that had been around the time of the nuking of the orbiter,
and the PDF had been harassing me, and... it happened. Except it shouldn't have. But | couldn't operate
on regrets.

A quick search of the net revealed that Smythers had lived donefor years. Or at least, therewas no
mention of acompanion or wife or children. Hed retired nearly ten years before. So | began the round of
contacts.

The current dean was Wedey Wilson. Hewas actudly in his office.

"Ah... Dean, thisis Jude Parsfd from NetPrime. I'm trying to find out background materid on aformer
dean—an Edward Smythers?'

"Dean Smythers. Hewas afine man. A fineman, and abrilliant mind... dl of us, thelega community,
both scholarly and practica, we will miss him greatly. Dean Smythers was eminently respected
throughout the legal and academic communities... renowned intellect... dwaysaccessible... acredit to
hisprofession...”

"Ah... what can you tell me about him persondly?’

"Edward was a genuinely good human being, and yet he was able to bring a sharpness of legd focusto
thelaw...”

"Did he have any closefriends?'
"Anyonewho truly knew Dean Smythers knew what afine human being hewas...”
| couldn't get him beyond platitudes.

The next three older members of the law faculty that | contacted were dl unavailable. Or that was what
their smmies proclamed.

A professor of indtitutiona law named Rgjiv Karamchand was somewhat more forthcoming.
Karamchand had along narrow face with smooth tan skin and black eyesthat seemed to smile even on
the holo display, even as he was talking about Dean Smytherssdeath. "I'm sorry to hear about it... |
can't say he was the most popular dean, but he was probably the most effective. Very polite, dways
courteous, but he didn't put up much with academic rhetoric. He tended to emphasize that litigation
should bethelast resort, because everyone loses...”

"He must have kept in touch with some of hisstudents,” | pointed out. "Do you have any ideawho |
could contact among them?"

"l would think...” Karamchand laughed ruefully, sadly. "Of course. He didn't have any family, and with



his desth in thefire, there wouldn't be any way anyone would know, would there?"
"I'm afraid not.”

"He could be quite forbidding, I'm sure you've heard. | know he kept in touch with Sunjay Mohandas
and Austin Ohiri and Pamina Sulla. He was probably closest to Evan McCadll, but that won't help you...”
Karamchand laughed regretfully.

"| takeit that McCdl was something of ascholar, then?”

"Very much so. He was at the top of his class, and his briefs on privacy are legend. Of course, that was
one of Dean Smytherss specid interests, aswell.”

"Were there other privacy solicitorsthe dean was close to?'

"Nonethat | know of. Not that many solicitors make it aspecidty.”

"Isthere anyone e se who you might suggest who could tell me more about the dean?!
"No. | wouldn't know whereto begin.”

So | thanked him and started in contacting the three solicitors he had mentioned. Over the next hour |
managed to get al of them. That was asurprise, but not agreat help, snce none of the three could redlly
add too much, but | took clips and wove them together, and sent the fifty-five-second shot to Kirenga.
And thet left mewith acold feding in my somach.

Findly, | cdled Chiang.
Hewasn't in, but | left amessage.
Then | went to work on the Super-C follow-up. | till had everything I'd worked on before.

My numbersweren't infallible, but backtracking from the point of impact, it was clear that the missile had
been launched into the descending orbiter from somewhere in the neighborhood of the Hawaiian Ides. I'd
have a 0 guessed that there was alarge private yacht, registered in the name of a dispatriate EurCom
filch through an Eastind subsidiary, with asingle torpedo tube below the waterline. There were dozens of
yachts continualy visiting Kauai during the late winter and early spring, and the Super-C technology
meant there was no way to determine which had launched the missile. Perfect cover, even from recsats.
Again, mostly suppositions, but I'd just package it and present as one possible scenario, and offer that as
an example of why the PDF investigation waslikely to take awhile.

Bimstein would likeit. It offered adig at thefilch, and indirectly a both EurCom and the Agkhanate.
Incoming from Lieutenant Eugene Tang Chiang.
Accept. | flipped on the holo screen.

Chiang looked astired as| felt, with circles under his eyes, and ashort lock of Mack hair faling acrossa
wrinkled forehead. "Mr. Parsfd, | don't have anything new.”

"I didn't think you did, Lieutenant, but | do. There was aretired law professor by the name of Edward
Smythers, the former dean of the UDenv Law School. He was killed when afire raged through his
conapt this morning. Apparently, he waswell regarded, and | was asked to put together a brief news
dot. | interviewed severd people. One thing that came up twice. His closest friend was Evan McCall,
and Dean Smythers was possibly the one man who McCal might have confided in.”



Chiang'sface stiffened. "When did you find this out?"

"Just before | caled you. | didn't want to leave amessage.” | decided to push just alittle, snce hed find
out anyway. "Hisfud cell room exploded. | can't help wondering if theré'sa smilarity there”

Chiang didn't change his expression. Hejust nodded. "l want to look into that as soon as| can. Thanks.
Be back to you. Our agreement still stands. Y ou get first notice.”

Then | waslooking a ablank screen. Bimstein would probably kill meif he knew | was sitting on what |
had. But he—and I—would be looking at astiff privacy lawsuit if we broadcast on what | had. And |
didn't fed like gambling that NetPrime would bail me ouit.

| had the fedling that there was definitely a connection between the desths of Smythers and Nanette
Iveson. Everyone who'd died besides McCall had one thing in common. They were people who might
have known whatever secret McCall had known as aresult of aclient.

| frowned. There was something. .. something.

It snapped into place. Caron Hildeo—the junior associate of McCall's. Sheld not only gone back to
O'Bannon and Reyes. She'd been promoted. So, it had been one of McCall's clients. It had to have been
Kemal. Kema had the connections, and McCal had known something that threstened Kemal.

| laughed to mysdif. Gredt. .. just grest. All speculations. Not one single shred of evidence, and not even
onething that could be used in a newscast.

It bothered me, and yet... what could | do? There wasn't much. So | jotted down two stanzas and
dropped them into my persond linkfile.

Wehave seenit dl, what will be,
Y et no onedsewill turnto see.
We havewritten out who will fal,

Yet noonedsewill careat dl.

We have no figures on the screen
no way to prove what we have seen
and so the earth will end its days

whileruled and rulers seek sdlf-praise.

With that, and asigh, | went back to Bimstein's assignment on Super-C. Sometimes, the beauty of truth
and research didn't make it to those who needed it.

| hoped Chiang could find more than | had.

Chapter 39 Chiang



By Thursday, | wasn't sure where the week had gone. ODs had gone down again during the week.
Nothing from CDC. Nothing morethat | could tieto the McCall case. Could fed that thingswere
happening, but no signs showed up in DPS.

Took the white electral. Made another sweep of west-side. Came up with nothing.

Came back and found Parsfa's message. Worried about returning the call. Wondered if he was going to
blow the story. Cdled him back anyway. He told me about Smythers's death and the McCall connection.
He had good ingtincts. Wished we'd known about the connection earlier. Sometimes luck doesn't come
to you.

Finished with Parsfd, and linked to the system. Searched for Smythers. Only aroutine report on thefire.
Wondered how much else Parsfa knew. Probably not alot. Newsieswould cast it if they knew anything
that a solicitor would back. Neither he nor Kerras were blabbing. Meant they might suspect, but knew
lessthan | did. None of us could prove squat.

Took adeep breath and linked to Kirchner. Kirchner... Chiang here. Hoped he'd answer. Be easier
that way.

What do you need, Chiang?
Quarantine and complete workup on a fire site. Smiythers... this morning.
There wasamoment of slence. Mind if | ask why?

Just appreciateif you'd do it. Once we get the results... let you know. Also, I'll be sending some
techsaswell, specialized.

You really think thisis linked to McCall?

| didn't answer.

Couldn't be anything else, could it?

Could be... might not be.

Your ass, Chiang.

Better mine than yours.

Kirchner laughed.

| didn't bother with alink on the next. Just rushed out past Sarao.

"On my way to tech. Probably to the captain's office after that.” | took the rampsfast. Not arun, but a
giff wak al theway to thetech sde.

Duty tech sergeant was Sorgio, not Darcy. Would be alittle easier.

"Is Tech Specidist Moorty availablefor arush job, Sergeant?'

Shefrowned, but her face blanked, checking the link. "He'sjust coming up from the garage, Lieutenant.”
"Good. I'll be needing him.”



"He's scheduled to—"

"Unlessit'sthe Smythers case, thisis priority. Y ou can check with the captain if you want.”
"That won't be necessary, ser. Were not that tight now. Will he need a partner?

"Yes. I'd prefer Alfonso, if you can spare him.”

Sorgio smiled. "They're together anyway.”

Moorty saw me as hewalked in. He grinned. "More of the same, Lieutenant?’

Alfonso frowned.

"Could be” | answered. "There was afire of suspicious origin this morning. Except it wasn't caught as
suspicious until afew minutes ago. Smythers. It's on the system.”

Moorty's face blanked as he linked. Then he refocused on me. "Y es, ser. Same drill?"
Alfonso came off the link afew seconds after Moorty, but he didn't say anything.

Waited until they both werelooking at me. "'l want every aspect of that system checked, even the
subnodes.

I'd bet that most of the main controls are so much dag or melted rubbish. Lieutenant Kirchner isalso
sending ateam.”

Sorgio's eyes flashed between Moorty and me.
"Y ouwant everything!" Moorty asked.

"Everything that will show whether there was something strange about the systems. Need to know if they
were sraight or if they were gimmicked. Anything that would show who built the systems; if they were
changed, and who changed them. If you can.”

Moorty looked at Alfonso. " Seems clear enough. Better get anew kit.” He looked a me.
"Trendsdewill pay,” | conceded.
Both techs and Sorgio smiled.

After Alfonso and Moorty left, | went back upstairs. The captain had left while | was sending out
Moorty, and she wasn't expected back that afternoon.

Left alink message. Captain, Lieutenant Chiang here. We may have mor e devel opments on the
McCall case. Won't know until tomorrow mor ning, when the lab and tech analyses are done. I'll
let you know.

Then | went down to my office. Sat and looked at the Park for afew minutes. Then linked Sarao. Can
you see if CDC has anything on that rez stuff we sent them?

| already checked. They've got something.
They do?

Sarao's laugh came across both the net and through the door. They aren't saying anything. They're



looking into it. | asked them when they started, and they said they've been working on it for a
while. They'll let us know.

Thanks.

| could figure out most of the murders. Couldn't prove it. Couldn't figure out why, either. Key was what
McCal had known. Kema was into securities manipulation, but CerraCraft wastoo small, and he
owned it already. He didn't need to manipulate al the stuff KC controlled, like CerraCraft or Brazelton.
It looked |egit, aslegitimate as anything Kema was into. Why the securities manipulation, whatever it
was? Kemal had more than enough credits to ease into most businesses. So it had to be bigger. A lot
bigger. The question was till why. And what. Somehow the Cewrigh anglefit, too. Just didn't know
how.

Spent the next hours reviewing everything. Didn't learn anything new.

It was sixteen-ten when Sarao linked in. Lieutenant, Moorty says you hit it. They're on their way
back. Estimate they'll be below in ten minutes.

I'm heading down.

Kirchner came down the ramp right behind me. We both stopped in the garage foyer.

Looked at him.

"Y ou were right. How did you know?"

"It had to be. McCdl was awaystaking to Smythers, but | didn't find that out until this afternoon.”

Moorty and Alfonso were thefirst in. Moorty grinned at me, then shook his head. | understood. 1'd been
right. Smythers wasn't an unfortunate deeth. Another murder.

The two homicide types followed them. For amoment, everyonejust stood there.
So | spoke. "Let's go to the level -one conference room.”
Weadl waked up. Techs carried their kits.

Room wasn't that big, not with the two techs and the two from homicide and Kirchner and me. Six of us
a around tablefor four. Kitsagaing thewall. Had to pull in two chairs from against thewall. Techs
amelled of fire. All of them had charcod and smudges on their snglesuits.

"Why don't you start?" | looked at the pair from homicide—Petty and Weems. Petty was atall and
sguare blonde woman. Weems was new, dark-haired, sallow, shy. Didn't look directly at either Kirchner
or me.

Petty glanced at Weems, cleared her throat. "It didn't look like arson to begin with, morelike a
malfunctioning fud cell. Thefire sarted around the fudl cell and spread from there. Weems caught it. He
found asection of the casing, and it was melted between the inner and outer casings.”

"Someone had filled the casngs with something?"

Weems nodded, then spoke. VVoice was so low | had to jack up my nanite enhancers. " The laboratory
should be ableto tell uswhat it was. Something tailor-made to look like insulation, | would guess, ser,
and probably corrosive. I'd guess it was designed to eat through inner jacket, and then react.”



"The other cells weretailored, too, but more to react to heat,” Petty added. "At least, that's what the
combustion patterns looked like.”

"They'd explode only when the one caught fire?"
Both Kirchner's techs nodded.
Looked to Moorty. "Wheat did you find?'

"The nanite systems were gimmicked, ser. The main box was destroyed, but the last command was
frozen in the subsidiary nodes. The defense screenswere at full.”

"Smythers couldn't get out?"

"The emergency overrides were disabled. Y ou couldn't have gotten through those screenswith an
orbiter—until the cells powering the screens went. By then, temperature was close to five hundred, even
in the coolest places.”

"S0 his house was designed with a separate system for the defense screens?”

Moorty shook hishead. "An auxiliary system. A lot of filch places haveit. Main system goes down, then
ahidden backup system takes over. Usudly only lastsfor an hour or so. That'sto prevent someone from
gimmicking the main power system and locting the place.”

"Anything dse?'
"It was very professona. No hack and splice job.”

| nodded dowly. "I'll need areport. Firgt thing in the morning. Trendside will pay the overtime. | want to
know everything you found out about the systems. Who built and ingtalled them, if possible, and when
they were last serviced, and by whom. That'sin addition to the normal arson requirements.” Turned to
Kirchner. "Can your people do the same sort of thing?"

He grinned. "With you footing the overtime, you'll haveit. More data than you ever wanted.”

He might have been right about that. Just hoped we could get something solid out of al the lab reports.
One other thing bothered me. Someone had gone to extremes to avoid the appearance of murder.
Almost asif they expected each one would be hushed up so long asit didn't happen to be an obvious

killing.
Kirchner didn't say aword until we were waking up the ramp. "This could get tough, Chiang.”

"It could.”

We both knew it might get worse than that. There were too many bodies and too much technology
involved for it to be smple.

Chapter 40 Cor nett

On Thursday morning, as| cleaned up after doing my exercises and practicing, | was still wondering
about the rezad interview I'd done for Senator Cannon the afternoon before. Why me? Was he just using
what I'd said as a campaign issue? Would | fed like I'd been taken off guard once more—and used?



That prompted meto link and check my account. | had to swallow. Mahmed had deposited what he'd
promised. The amount was more than significant. That did answer one of the questions. The senator was
serious, but now | had to wonder exactly what he was serious about. He'd never contacted me, but did
senators do things differently when they chased singers around the piano? Or had | misread him? Was he
actudly serious about doing something for music? Or serious only to the point of recognizing agood
campaign issue?

Whatever it might be, | pushed it aside and finished dressing. 1'd decided on apae green suit with a
cream blouse. Except when | was working on sets or something like that, | avoided singlesuits.

| had to hurry to make the shuttle. It was sunny and breezy, and my hair flew everywhere. The waks
were fill dmost empty. The shuttlewas il only half asfull asit usualy was, and everyone stayed away
from other people, except those who were already in couples.

Even the campus inside the screens seemed half empty, and the roses were drooping in the area dong the
walkway as| walked toward the Fine Arts building. It was quarter to eleven as| came down the
corridor past the lecture hal and to my office. | only saw two students. | didn't know either.

The officelooked asit dways did, smal and verging on dingy. The singlewindow just didn't provide the
light I liked. Even the Stein way seemed ancient, rather than just old, and the nicks on the black finish
stood out.

Surprisingly, there weren't any messages on the office system.

| glanced through Aminasfile, to check what she should have ready for me. As| recalled it wasthe
Schumann. Just before eleven, there was aknock on the door. It was Jorje. | put the file down.

"Comein.”

"I wastaking to the dean yesterday,” he began, even before the door closed behind him. "He'd asked
me to come over to discuss the scheduling for next year.”

From hisfirgt words, | could sense Jorje was up to something.

"He said held been talking to one of the Tazzis. The dean emphasized that the family was one of the
strongest supporters of the university, and that Roberto Tazzi was one of the more distinguished aumni.
That wasjust how he put it, and you know how important influential dumni are to the dean.”

| just kept ligtening.

"Therewas arumor that you were at afunction aweek ago where you had a, shal we say, heated
discussion with Senator Cannon...”

| laughed. "Cadll it apassonate discusson, Jorje. We were discussing the arts.”

"You can berather... strident, Luara, and with funding astight asit is... the dean was most concerned.”
| had to shake my head. "Jorje... don't worry about it.”

"The dean was very concerned, and soam |.”

| took adeep breath. "The senator was not unhappy. Whatever | did, it certainly didn't hurt. After that
discussion, "the senator's campaign hired me to do some singing for his campaign rezads, and then asked
me to do a short feature rezad on education.” | smiled. "They paid me very nicely. Now... do you think



that the senator would be doing that if | had upset him?'

For thefirst timein months, if not longer, Jorje was silent, apparently speechless. Findly, hesaid, "Youre
doing rezadsfor the senator, againgt education?”

"No. For education.” With the looming expenses I'd faced amonth before, | probably would have done
amost any rezad, but | hadn't been faced with that problem.

"Yourecatan?'

"Jorje. | know what | sang, and | know what | said. | don't know if they will run the ads, but either way,
they wouldn't have hired meif the senator had been displeased.”

Jorje looked almost disappointed.

| would haveliked to sirangle him, the little snake, but | just smiled. "Y ou can assure the dean that he
doesn't have to worry. Isthere anything €lse?"

There was another knock on the door—atimid one. | looked over Jorje's shoulder and toward the door,
then let the system project my voice out into the corridor. "I'll be just amoment, Amina.” | looked back
at Jorje. "Wasthere anything e se?'

"The dean and | may have to reconsider your position, Luara. We can only be sure of funding through the
fall semegter.”

| nodded serioudy, before replying, thankful that I'd thought about the possibility so many times before. "
understand. Funding isaways a problem.” | paused for asecond. "I'll be adding at |east one more
private student, according to the early registration numbers. Now, if your private student numbers drop
off, | can see where that might pose aproblem.” | shouldn't have said that, but he was the one with the
diminishing class sizes. He had dl the ingpiration of abadly formulated med.

"The dean will be the one deciding, Luara. It dl depends on the funding.”

| nodded once more. "'l understand perfectly, Jorje.” | certainly did. Neither Jorje nor the dean wanted
any surprises. They dso didn't want adjunct faculty thinking for themsalves, or suggesting thet either Jorje
or the dean was wrong.

"I'm glad you do, and I'll betelling the dean that there won't be any problems from the senator.” With a
amile, he bowed sghtly, and lft.

If there were any problems, 1'd definitely hear about them, and I'd probably be on the street for
unprofessiond behavior. Unprofessiona would be defined as conduct that harmed the university. That
was ajudgment cal. There wasn't any effective way to apped that, not unlessI'd brought in ahuge grant
or had a student winning some international award. Neither was very likdly at that moment.

Probably 1 should have been more conciliatory, but | was getting tired of being conciliatory.
| pulsed the door to keep it open after Jorje left. After amoment, Amina entered.
"Is anything wrong, Professor Cornett? Professor Ibanez... he looked upset.”

"Nothing beyond the normal. He'sworried about the music section's budget for next year.” | smiled. "Are
you warmed up?'

She nodded.



"Then gtart with the Schumann.” | settled at the keyboard.
Aminastood facing the Stein way as| played.

After thefirgt phrase, | could seethat her jaw was tensing up.

llaop! n

Shelooked puzzled. Aminahad awonderful voice—mogt of the time. With her height, her fair skin, her
jet-black hair, and a presence that lit up the stage when she appeared, she could go far—even in our
artigtically challenged times. Sometimes, though, shetried too hard.

"Fed your jaw. You're locking up. That keegps your mouth too closed.”
She nodded. She understood.
"Let'stry it again.” | began playing the Schumann.

The same thing happened again, and | stopped playing. Every so often she backdid. | couldn't figure out
exactly why, but it usualy happened if sheld missed alesson or if sheld gotten too tired. Or upset.

"What's the matter, Amina?'

She just looked down. "My brother. HE's with the ERC in the Amazon. We can't reach him on hislink,
and no one can reach his team. He was supposed to report back to the base on Tuesday for updated
nanomeds...” She burst into tears.

That wasthe end of the Singing part of the lesson. After that, | let her talk. With the amount of tensionin
her body, alesson wouldn't do any good for either of us. She'd keep tensing up, and reinforcing a bad
tendency. I'd end up tense aswell. The problem was smple. Almost every emotional and physica
problem can affect the voice, one way or another. | could certainly understand her tenseness. Her
brother was missing right in the middle of that part of the world where the ebol4 epidemic was the most
virulent.

She kept talking. When she left, she seemed less wound up, but she had every right to be worried, and
there wasn't anything | could do about that.

We hadn't taken afull hour. So | didn't have to rush to music appreciation.

While | went into the classless hurried than on many days, after an hour and ahaf of trying to explain the
importance of the Romantic Period and to get the classto show some understanding of the differences
between the outlook and structure of the Classic and Romantic Periods, | was exhausted.

| even managed to ignore the whispered comment: "What difference doesit make? They'redl dead.”

| just reflected that the young snot who made it would also be dead, in time. There wouldn't even be
music by which held be remembered. Even if the beauty of the classical works were remembered only by
ahandful of artists and musicians, that was enough.

| held to that thought. I'd been fortunate enough to understand the beauity of pure classic acoustic music,
and I'd even had the privilege and pleasure of performing it. Perhapsit wasasmdl candiein the
darkness, but it was my candle, and my light.

That thought was harder to hold through my two o'clock lesson with Rachelle. She was a blonde beauty
with agreat natura voice and adoting filch family ready to pay anything to make their daughter happy.



Unhappily, for reasons unable to be remedied by ether education or nanites, in learning voice, Rachelle
had the attention span of aflea. Y et she excdlled in pure scholagtic efforts.

"Open your mouth...” | don't know how many times| said that in the fifty minutes of that hour, but it felt
asthough | had every two minutes.

After Rachelleleft, | just sat in my office chair for agood fifteen minutes. | wastoo tired to do anything
ese | didn't fed like braving the old stacks of the library, either, seeking out forgotten music. | just
gathered mysdlf together and walked to the shuttle.

It was about two-thirdsfull, instead of being cramped. | actualy got a sedt.
When | got home, the system announced immediatdly, You have two messages.
Fromwhom?

Thefirst isfrom Brazelton Services. The subject is: About Your System. The second is from
Mahmed Solymon at Crescent Productions. There is no subject.

| frowned. Brazelton Services. They had repaired the scanners and done the maintenance on the conapt's
nanite systems just on Tuesday. What else? Accept Brazelton.

The image was agenerated one—a handsome man in arepair uniform.

"Please give usacal. We recently upgraded your system, and we have been informed that several of the
components have been reported to us as substandard. These could result in potentially dangerous
problems. Therewill be no chargeto you. Please call us—"

Just what | needed. | called.
"Thisis Luara Cornett—"

Theimage cut to ashort-haired man in amaintenance singlesuit. "Thank you for caling back. Would it be
al right if we sent out someone right now to replace the defective components?”’

"That would befine.” Of course, it wasdl right. | just wished they'd done it right to begin with. They
probably wished the same thing.

"Someone will be there within the hour, and thank you very much.”

| cut off theimage. Like everything e se, even repairing my systems was more complicated than it had to
be. | went to the next message. Accept Crescent.

Mahmed'simagefilled the foyer. "Luara... | thought you'd like to know. I've had two calls about you,
one from the Crayno Agency and one from an outfit I've never heard of—they're not even in the book.
They both areinterested in your doing rez work for them. Crayno wantsto test you for something with
high-end professiona services. They're very reputable. | did give them your name and link code. The
other outfit called itself Jaguar Promotions. | took their number, but said you'd get back to them. If you
want it, let me know. I've aso attached severa of the earlier rezads. Sincethey're being runin Deseret,
you probably wouldn't see them. | thought you'd like to see. | assume we're till on for Tuesday. See you
then.”



If I wanted the number? Mahmed knew | wasn't anywhere closeto filch. That meant he didn't trust the
Jaguar people. If hedidnt, | should find out why before following up. Since the Crayno people had to
contact me, | redly couldn't do anything about them but wait.

| debated about watching the rezads, but findly gavein.

Thefirst image was that of the name Cannon, againgt the red, white, and blue stripes of the old Republic.
| guessed he was wrapping himsdlf in the ancient flag. Then came a series of images showing the senator
invarious places and actions.

The voice-over resonated through me.

"Cannon for Deseret, Cannon for the people. For al the people, dl thetime...”

The rezad went on to suggest that Cannon was a peopl€'s senator. Absently, | wondered how much of a
peoplé€'s senator, but | got caught in the closing song and music.

The scary thing was that 1'd sung the words that had run behind hisimage. After hearing just onerezed, |
amost wanted to vote for him. And | didn't careall that much for him.

The second one was clearly for amore Hispanol audience, but that touched me some, aswell. Thethird
was close to rezrock, and left me cold.

Stll, theimpact of the first two bothered me. | still wasn't sure | liked the man, or what he stood for, but |
might have voted for him right after hearing the ads. With ashiver, | link-pulsed off the message link.

After Mahmed's rezads, | needed something to get my mind moving in another direction. | settled on
NorNews asthe least objectionable, while | set my new formulator on Jamaican Jerk Chicken.

"... headlinesfor the next hour. Fatalitiesin SudAm from the mutated ebol4 virus have now exceeded six
million. The Martian Republic gpologizes for asteroid debris, but suggestsit needs Earth technology to
ensure it doesn't happen again. More mysterious ODs last weekend, and no causein sight...”

| pulsed the sdlector to the weather, to anything less depressing, and hoped the chicken wouldn't be too
long. | so hoped that the Brazelton techs wouldn't be too | ate.

Chapter 41 Chiang

| didn't deep well Thursday night. Wasin the office by zero six-thirty on Friday. Went back over whet |
knew, what the files and evidence showed. Tried to figure out the missing connections. The Cewrigh thing
nagged at me. Nanette Iveson had said that Erneld Cewrigh shouldn't have committed suicide. | sat there
for amoment. That set of pieces snapped together. Not in away that | could prove, but it made sense, If
my suppositions about what resonance did were correct.

The captain didn't call me. Saw no reason to call her until 1 got the tech and homicide reports.



Instead, went back to the day-to-day business of trend-side. ODs wererising, including the mystery
ones. They would through the weekend. TID- and GIL-related frauds were declining. Assaults and
disturbances were still down. Made sense. Fewer people out because of the ebol4 scare, and people
stayed morein their own space.

Sarao showed at seven hundred. I'm here, Lieutenant. Any news?
Sill waiting for the reports.

Found a message from Cannizaro asking for aformal report of some sort on Ernesto Tazzi. Took mea
minute to recal. What the captain meant was that she needed something for political cover. More than
the facts. Started in on that. Took more than an hour before | had down al that | could prove. Added a
section that said CDC was looking into aspects of the OD problem. Decided againgt sending it. Hoped
we'd get an answer from CDC before the captain leaned on me.

Moorty's here, Lieutenant.
Have him come in. Checked thetime. It was zero eight-forty.

Moorty looked like hedd spent al night up. "Lieutenant.” He extended a databloc and a bound hard copy.
"| figured you'd need both.”

We both smiled.
"You'reright,” | told him. "Have to meet with the cagptain about it. Isthere anything elsein it?"

"That we didn't cover last night?' He frowned. " There were some of the same basic routine twistsin dl
thejobs.”

"Routinetwigts?"
"Just the way the circuits are put together, programmed. Looks like the same tech did them all.”
"Anything ds?'

"Lieutenant, you got Brazelton—the company, anyway. There were defective modules and deadly
program routines. Thefud cells had been tampered with, and there was circuitry there to make them
fuse. Circuitry evaporated, but"—Moorty smiled—"the heat etched some of the components on the
stone clear as a photo. The house was adegath trap if anything happened.” He gestured to the databloc |
held. "It'sdl there”

"Thanks. Appreciateit. Lots.”
"Just get them.”
Hoped | could.

Fifteen minutes later, my office door opened. Kirchner didn't announce himself. Just walked in. Looked
at me. He had a hard-copy report and a databloc as well. "Good thing for me you don't dice.”

"Murder by arson?'

"Cut and dried, once you look beneath the appearances. Smytherstried to ram a chair through the
window and broke the legs of the chair. That's a pretty good indication he was trapped, and that the
overrideswere disabled. The autopsy of what was |eft of lung tissue shows certain particles. Hetried to



put out the fire. There were buckets there. We found the melted remains. Thefire didn't burn thewhole
pl me.”

Frowned at that.

"Thekind of heat that would melt stuff should have burned more than it did. That meansit was set with a
high temperature substance in the walls of thosefud cells. But dl of theincendiary burned before the
backup power cdll for the defense screensfailed. High temperature, and then the temperature dropped.
Smythers asphyxiated, fell, and was burned. There should have been more carbonization of his body.
There werelots of little traces, but they weren't obvious unless someone looked closely.”

His grin was off-center. ™Y ou can have this one, Chiang. | wouldn't go into any dark hdlsfor awhile,
maybe along while”

| just looked a him.

"Y ou've known thisal along, haven't you?' he asked.
"Some of it. Had to proveit, though.”

He nodded and was gone.

Put in acal to the captain. She was il out, meeting with the acting Digtrict Coordinator. Asked to meet
with her as soon as she returned.

Then | read through both reports one more time. Evidence was clear in parts, not so clear in others.
Moorty and Alfonso had solid evidence that Brazelton had ingtalled " defective’ components that had
caused the death of Smythers. The earlier reports would support the same for McCall and I1veson, not
quite so strongly.

The reports on Dewey were weaker yet. Evidence for tampering with the guideway system that had
killed Dewey was suggestive, but not ironclad. | thought we could get Brazelton there on fraud or
negligence—substandard origind equipment.

Homicide had more evidence from the Smythersfire. Technical explanation wasinvolved, but solid. Lots
of details—particlesin Smythersslungs, compounds deposited and melted into the composite frame of
the house, restriction of oxygen flow. List waslong. Hoped it would be long enough.

Took the datablocs out to Sarao.

"Could you have two more hard copies made?’

She lifted her eyebrows.

"I want one. The captain needs one, and well probably have to provide oneto asolicitor.”
"You'rethat close?'

"I'mhoping.”

Back in my office, | tried to figure out why Kema wanted al the victims dead. It couldn't just bethe OD
and Cewrigh links. That would have been annoying, but not areason for murder. McCal had known
something else. Wondered if I'd ever know.

Chiang, thisis Captain Cannizaro.



Yes, Captain. Think we have a breakthrough on the murders of McCall, Iveson, Dewey, and

Smythers.

Smythers?

Need to come up and explain.

Give me five minutes.

Yes, ser.

Went out front to talk to Sarao.

"Sill nothing from CDC?"

"Not athing, Lieutenant. Do you still think there's something wrong with resonance music?"
"Something very wrong.” Wasn't about to say what. No pointiniit.
"Youthink CDC canfind it?'

"Hope someone can.” | shrugged. Timeto go seethe captain.”
"Good luck, Lieutenant.”

Need that and more. Walked up the ramp. Didn't hurry.

Cannizaro was waiting. Door was open. She looked tired, moretired than Moorty. She'd look worse
beforeit was over. Dark circles under the black eyes. Blonde hair was limp. Worry lineslooked etched
with black wire.

Door closed behind me. Privacy barrier blanketed us.

"Before you brief me, Chiang, did you get my message on the Tazzi case?’
"Yes, ser. Drafted areport. Like to wait to see if we get an answer from CDC.”
"CDC?

"We asked for some specia analysis. Don't know whether it will help.”

She nodded dowly. "I'd forgotten. We can use that. I'll tell Roberto that my people have even enlisted
the expertise of CDC. Either way, it can't hurt. It showswe'retrying everything. What about the
newses? Parsfd—wasit?'

"He's the reason we have a case. He called yesterday. Said Smythers had died in afire. Smytherswas
the former dean of UDenv Law School. Smythers was McCal's only confidant. Parsfal didn't think the
fire was an accident. It wasn't.” | handed her the two hard-copy reports. "Tech and prelim homicide
forensic reports.”

"Thisisgoing to provide some answers on the McCall case?'
"Y ou won' like them, Captain.”

Shesghed. "I never like anything you do on caseslike this. No one el se does, either. That meansyou do
agood job. Now tell me what | need to know.”



"Brazelton did the McCall protective system. Put in unauthorized codes, overrides. We have areport on
that. The same kind of work was done at Smythers's place. The techs found prints on the back of the
system box at Smythers's house. Fresh prints. Prints might be Brazelton's. Also anew control
submodule. New faulty module”

ll&?l

"Have to have specid equipment to insert submoduleslike that. Rest of the box wasfive yearsold. One
of the components wasn't manufactured until Sx months ago.

Same company that supplies Brazelton. The guideway components are used by both GSY and
Brazelton, but GSY doesn't use the same control system as Brazelton does for domestic systems.”

"That's not enough to proveit's murder,” Cannizaro pointed out.

"Could get Brazelton on one or two counts of negligent homicide... cost him hislicenses... and afew
other things”

Cannizaro looked directly a me. "Y ou could.”
"Could dso seeif hed drag in Kema onaplea”
"What good would that do?"

"Brazelton's guide systems were the onesthet failed in Dewey's deeth. .. and in Nanette lveson's death.
They weren't the originalsin ether case. Then the Smytherss case. At least three counts of being an
accessory to homicide. .. that's three separate and discrete violations. That's cause for permie treatment.
Ataminimum, it dlowsfor use of truth nanites even under privacy law.”

"For astreet lieutenant, you have anasty mind, Chiang.” For thefirgt time, she smiled. "Go try it.”
"Yes, ser.” Couldn't help smiling. Only one problem. Doing it was harder than telling the captain.

"Y ou can hold off on the Tazzi report until next week. And the McCall report.” Captain looked up a me
agan. "Get on with it. Keep meinformed.”

"YS, y.u

Waked down to trendside to start the legalitiesto call in Brazelton for questioning.

Chapter 42 Parsfal

By Friday morning, | was stewing. Almost aweek had passed, and I'd gotten nothing from Chiang.
Bimstein had been on me all week about one thing and another, and | was about ready to break the
McCall-rdated stuff, regardless of my promiseto Chiang.

| hadn't more than walked in the office when Istancya was standing there. Her face was frozen, asif shed
had bad news of some sort.

"Whet isit?"

"LesKerasdied last night.”



"What?'
"They think he had a heart attack.”
"People don't have heart attacks anymore. Not many do,” | added. "Where?"'

"Inhisoffice.” Shelooked down. "Bimstein just linked. He said Paula Lopeswould be taking over for
him for now.”

Parstal!
| winced. I'm here.

We need an analysis of the impact of the economic sanctions the Martian Republic just proposed.
I'm sending over the draft they sent to the Nor Am Executive. Need something within the hour.
Feed it to Metesta.

"Bimsgtein?"' Isancyawhispered.

| nodded.

I'll do what | can.

Do better than that. With thet, he was off-link.

"Bimgein,” | said dowly. "He wants an economic and tech analysis of the economic sanctionsbeing
threatened by the Martian Republic. He wants it now. He didn't say anything about Kerras.”

"Les doesn't matter, now.” Istancyagave asmall sad smile. "He was adisposable T-head. The news
must go on.”

| nodded. Then, | walked dowly into my cubicle and sat down in front of the console. LesKerras...
dead? A heart attack in his office? | had my doubts. Bimstein hadn't said aword about Kerras, asif he
were already forgotten and cremated.

Therewasaset of linesin my mind... not mine... but those of the Irish bard.

The years to come seemed waste of bregth,
A waste of bregth the years behind

To baancewith thislife, thisdesth. ..

No one even had amoment to spare to consder LesKerras. Or what hislife meant.

| sat therein front of my console, taking amoment before calling up whatever it was that Bimstein had
sent. | looked at the console. It had been moved. Not alot, but just alittle. | frowned and Started to sit
down. Then | looked again.

There was an envelope wedged under my console. | eased it out.
My name was written on it—Jude.

Findly, | openedit.



Jude—

If I'm still here, just keep thisfor reference. If I'm not, you know what to do. KCF Management = Asset
and control dump for trusts held by the children and grandchildren of Arturo Kemd. Irrevocablelife
truststo each child. Each trust holds 4. 5% of the stock in MM Systems. It's not that smple. Each trust
owns 55% of the stock in another holding company, and in some cases, two. There areten trustsin

K CF. Sketched out the pattern on the next sheet.

ChrisKema holds 5. 5% percent of the MM Systems stock outright. .. aso isthe executive officer of
KCF (akaKema Children's Fund) and of his own persona holding company (ChrisCo).

All the secondary holding companies are operated by Kemad family members or by trusted subordinates.

Irrevocable trusts not considered "controlled” by the giver or trustee under NorAm law. Privacy law
prevails.

McCall was the one to set this up, before he left O'Bannon and Reyes.

Also... found sizable transfers from the Nauruan National Bank to one of Kemal's holding
companies—ChrisCo. Sizable means nearly ahillion credits over ayear. NNB isthe bank that handles
the Earthsde funding for the Martian Republic. Couldn't confirm. That's because NNB isthe only large
financia indtitution that has refused transparency in the case of suspected crimina activities.

NASR ishiding things. Don't know what. No one there will talk. Not officidly. Cannon knows some of
this, but I don't know what helll do. If anything happens, let Chiang know. In person. | couldn't reach
him.

Clearly, Les had set out what hed known in ahurry. But why me?

| looked at the two thin sheets behind the scrawled letter. Then, | looked again.
"lstanyal”

She darted into the room.

"I need afavor. A big favor. Lesleft me something, and | have to go to DPS. Bimstein wants an
economic analysis of the economic sanctions threatened by the Martian Republic. | told you that—"

"I'm not an economist,” she protested.

"I know. | can rough out the numbers, and the sdient pointsin afew minutes. Could | beg you to polish
them and send them to Metesta?”’

"Y ou beg so well, Jude.” Shelaughed ruefully. "I'll dowhat | can.” She paused. "Iswhat Les|eft you
important?'



"Hethought it was. But | can't takeit to Bimstein without DPS clearance.”
"Y ou'd better get busy on the numbers. I'll watch and ask questions.”

She stood behind me as | worked and tried to explain what 1'd done and why. The numbers weren't my
best, but they werein theright digtrict, so to peak. The threatened sanctions would hit Afrique the
hardest, then EastAsia, and the SudAmM. That made sense, because those continents has | ess advanced
formulator technology.

| threw together two charts and a colored map, and then gave I stancyaa hug. "Thank you!"
"Youoweme.” Shesad it warmly.
After that, | went down the hal. Kerras's office was open.

Rehm was standing there. He looked at me. "All hisfiles are gone. Bimstein wanted meto check. There's
nothing there. Someone wiped them. Or maybe Bimgtein transferred them.”

"That'sstrange.” It wasnt, but it was better to say that it was. "Y ou'd better tell Bimstein.”
Rehm frowned. "Would you want to tel him?"

"No. But he asked you to look.” | offered asympathetic laugh. "Better you than me.” As| went back to
my cubicle, | had to laugh again, if quietly and ruefully.

Kerrass console and files had been carefully erased, of everything. No one even thought that there might
be something e se I ft.

"| thought you were going,” Istancyasad.

"Looseends. I'll beon my way inaminute.” Then | scanned the sheets Les had | eft into the system and
st it tofire off copies under certain circumstances. The addresseesincluded anumber of people,
including a couple of senators.

| did take an electrocab to get to DPS.

| got stopped in the DPS foyer by the automatic gates and asimmie that declared | wasn't cleared. So |
put through acdl from there to Chiang.

Of course, dl | got washissmmie.
"It'surgent.” That must have been a code word because a brown-haired sergeant appeared.
"Yes?May | helpyou?'

"Thisis Jude Pardfd, and I'm stopped down in the lobby. | need to see Lieutenant Chiang, and it'svery
urgent.”

"I'm sorry, Mr. Parstd, but he'stied up right now.”

"Thelast timel had to wait to get to him he was not happy, Sergeant. Tell him | have some information
that he needs urgently. I do mean urgently. About the McCall case”

"I'll ssewhat | cando.”

| stood there and watched the empty space where the holo projection had been.



The sergeant'simage regppeared.

"Hell link with you. He saysto keep it short.”

"Ishe herein the building? This shouldn't go too many places.”

Another pause and blankness before the sergeant resppeared. "Come up to the third level.”

| had barely reached the third level, where the sergeant whose image had instructed me sat behind an arc
of consoles.

Chiang appeared. He looked disgruntled.
"What do you have, Parsfal?"

" Some more information on why—"
"Thisway.” Heturned.

| followed him back into hissmall office. Before he could say anything, | handed him the hard copy.
"Kerrasdied last night. He lft this hidden for me. | don't think his desth was as natural as Bimstein does.
All of Kerrassfileswere wiped. McCall set up the holding companies that are buying MM Systems.
That's hard. Kerras dso got far enough to think that Kema was fronting for the Martian Republicin

buying MMSystems”

Chiang scanned the hard copy. A cold smile crossed hisface. "Thisisgood. Do you know where Kerras
got this?'

"Someone a NASR I'd guess, but | can't confirm that.”

"We're getting close.” He looked hard at me. "Not aword. Y ou say oneword, have you cited for every
minor offense you make for the rest of your life.”

| glared back a him. " Senator Cannon already knows some of this. If he goes public, we haveto. You
can't make my life much worse than Bimstein can if someone dse getsthis. I've played square with you
longer than any other researcher or T-head would. | can't it on al this much longer. Hours a the most.”

The lieutenant actudly sighed. "Figured as much. Hold off three hours, and I'll give you what we have. It's
more than you have.”

| thought. Three hours. It would take me an hour to put what | had in usable form. "I'll try for three. | can
giveyou two for sure”

"“Try hard, Parsfa.”
"I'll try, but that depends on Senator Cannon and the other nets, Lieutenant.”

"The longer you can hold, the more I'll be ableto give you.” Hefolded the two sheets. "If you want that
story, | need to be moving.” He just stood there looking at me.

"Thanks, Lieutenant. I'll giveyou asmuchtimeas| can.” | had the feding held give mealot—if | could
hold out. Whether | could was another question.

| walked out of DPS wondering whereit would dl lead.



Chapter 43 Cannon

When | got into the office at nine-thirty on Friday, with only ahaf hour before committee, therewasa
message on my private line. Theimage wasthat of Les Kerras. He was flushed, breathing hard, and he
looked awful.

"Senator... you might want to check my fund transfers from the Nauruan Nationa Bank to the various
Kemd holding companies, especidly ChrisCo. I'd guessthat the Martian Republic isfronting Kema to
take over MM Systems so that they can have greater control over the next generation fusion tug systems.

"If I'm not here, talk to Jude Parsfa, not Bimstein or another T-head. Parsfal knows plenty... maybe
morethan | do.”

That wasit. Kema fronting for the Republic? The man had neither ethics nor common sense. | didn't
expect ethicsfrom him, but how could he trust aworld who could throw asteroid fragments across the
entire Earth? Or who threatened economic reprisals whenever the dightest thing went wrong?

| tried to reach Kerras. All | got was hissmmie.
A haf hour passed, but he didn't get back to me. | didn't know Parsfal, and hesitated to call him yet.

How could | do anything? If | made a charge like that against Kemadl, 1'd be ligble for privacy suits,
damages... you nameit. That didn't take into account the boost it would give Hansen. He could charge
that | was seeing imaginary enemies everywhere, that | had gone paranoid, and was attacking the man
who had saved and expanded CerraCraft.

The hardest lesson in paliticsisto do nothing until you know whét to do. The second hardest isto figure
out what to do when you're slanding aone. I'd figure it out, and | wasn't about to go off half formulated.

With no answer from Kerras, | headed for committee. | was turning toward the members entrance when
ayoung news e accosted me. She was attractive—and aggressive. She charged past to Jaffrey, amost
into my face.

"Senator Cannon! Senator! It's been said that you believe women should remain in the home, or even if
they work that they should remain secondary to their spouses. How would you address that?*

Where had that come from?

| laughed. "Each person should run hisown life. | don't tell people how to run their lives. That'sthe great
thing about NorAm. We dlow peopleto be free. Each family should work out who is responsible for
what. Not the government.”

"But your wife's career has been secondary to yours. Isthat something you decided for her?"

| shook my head and offered asmile. A warm one. "No one decides for Elise. Sheisamost capable
woman. She chose to be ataent assessor. She could be a senator.” | paused, drawing out the silence for
amoment. "If she happened to be the fortunate one. If she happened to be the senator, then you'd be
asking her why my career was secondary.”



Severd of the other newsieslaughed.
"Now... if you'll excuse me. Thereisacommittee meeting.”
| dipped through the members entrance and into the back room.

Jo Jeffrey camein after me. "Have you been making speeches on the sanctity of the nuclear family again,
Elden?'

"l haven't said aword. Not one.” | laughed. "Not inyears.” I'd learned that lesson early. | didn't haveto
be taught twice.

"Then your opponent must have.” She smiled. It was an understanding expression.
"Y ou, too?"!

"Not thisyear. Two years ago, they caught me when | suggested that not al coastdl protections were
well thought out. | was charged with returning to the bad old days of coastal tourism and exploitation.”

We headed into the committee room. | still wondered. The newsie hadn't smdled like Hansen, and
Hansen wouldn't have raised that issue. He lived in Deseret Didtrict aswell. Of course, Kema could have
rased it for him.

The committee meeting was mercifully short. We had amarkup of the technica amendmentsthat would
conform product definitions for aseries of minor nanite formulator components to world standards. We
finished in less than an hour, and twenty minutes of that was because Silvio Berta had to question each
provison.

Just before | |eft the back room, a Senate messenger handed me an envelope. The outside bore the
imprint of Margot Halensek, the senator from Saskan. | took it, but didn't open it. That wasn't agood
ideain apublic venue.

The time was el even-fourteen when | stepped back into my office. | came in through the front. It was
easer that way, because everyone knew | was back in my office. | looked at Cidlafird.

"Ciella?Did | get acdl from LesKerras?'
"No, Senator. It's been quiet thismorning.”

"Thank you.” | linked Ted, because the door to his small office was closed. It usualy was. He liked
quiet. Ted, I'm back. Anything | should know?

The Education Department staff agreed to accept the wording on the Music Grant pilot program,
and to the pilot program at UDenv. They also accepted the conditions—that the administrator of
the program be a solo performer, currently employed there in either contract or adjunct status.
They even bought the regional centers—including the one at Cedacity. The bill and report are
scheduled to be signed on Monday.

Good. Thank you. I'll bein for a while.

Oncel got to the office | pulsed the door shut and opened the envelope. | couldn't imagine what
Haensek wanted. It had to be some sort of invitation or formality.

It was neither, and it clearly wasn't from Margot. Insde the envelope was a hard-copy story, with a
picture, and asmall square of paper folded shut. | read the story first.



Eagtside Denv resident killed in smash and run on East Ridge shuttle platform. Jonathan Ramses was the
assigtant to the Deputy Minigter for Information Services of the NorAm Securities Regidtry ...

The picture was that of the man who'd given me the information about Kemdl. | unfolded the paper. |
amost had to pry it apart. There wasn't much there, just afew words.

Y ou've been warned. It will get worseif you don't stop.

As| watched, the paper crumbled into dust. So did the picture, leaving only the hard copy of the news
dory.

| could fed my temperature risng. Kema! The audacity of the man.
Elden? Thelink was on my very privateline, the one only Elise had.
Accept. | wondered what the problem was.

"So | could be asenator?' Eliselaughed, not quite kindly, her image seemingly scanning my office. She
was calling from her home study. That was norma on Fridays, because she didn't go into the net offices
except on Tuesdays, Wednesdays, and Thursdays.

"You certainly havethebrainsfor it,” | said.

"l don't see her.”

"Seewho?"

"The sultry research clerk who linked here looking for you.”
| frozeinsde.

"S0... sheisthere.” Elisg'svoice turned hard.

| shook my head. "I got awarning just awhile ago. A note in an envelope. It scanned as clear, but it was
the kind that turnsto dust afew minutes after you open and read it. Someone wants me to stop asking
questions about something. The last line was something like, 'If you don't stop, thingswill get worse. ™

For along moment, Elise studied my face. | could fed it even through the holo link.

"I believe you. | actudly beieve you. Y ou have that stunned look. I've only seen that expresson a
ha f-dozen times since we were married—Ilike when you found out Emmawas agirl. Or when—"

"Hise...”

"Elden... just be careful.” Her voice actudly softened. "I'll see you tonight.”
Shewasworried, and Elise never worried.

Someone with a message from Jonathan Ramses.

| froze for amoment, then clicked on the recorder. I'll takeit.



I'd never seen the woman on the screen. 1'd have bet no one e se ever had, or ever would, that shewas a
specid smmie, athough her physica assetswere certainly astounding, and clearly available.

"Eldie, dear... you're spending way too much time worrying about things that don't matter to your
digtrict.

Why, if you didn't worry so much about those, you might have more timefor me.”
"Who areyou?' | might aswell ask.

"Eldie baby, you know...” The "know" was ddlivered with a practiced pout. "Y ou know what you need
todo.”

And shewas gone,

| sat down behind the desk. Kemal was worried. He wouldn't have gone to such lengths otherwise. What
else might the man do?

| putinaholo link to Gilligan on the direct private line, not the office linesthat were al monitored.
"Gill, Elden here.” | didn't know why | said that. He could see me.

"What now?" Gilligan was a square man, with asquare and honest face under short blond hair. Hewas
also the best palitical operative | knew. That was why he worked for me. | aways went for the best.

"What have you heard?'
"About what?'
| just looked a him.

"Heber Smith is getting lots of credits. Probably from Kemal. Some will go to Alredd. Morewill goto
Hansen.”

"What els=?"
"Theresarumor that you're looking where you shouldn't, Elden.”
"Would you mind teling me where you heard that?"

"I didn't. Someone whispered it to Allie just as she got on the shuttle herein &t. George. She didn't see
who.”

"I'm getting messages here, the blackmailing kind.”
"Blackmail ? Ian't that ol d-fashioned, Elden?'

"When sultry-looking women | don't know have my private home number and holo there, and holo my
office, asking for Elden...”

Gill winced.

"When | get questionsin the Senate corridor from anewse set up to pounce, suggesting that I'm an
ancient chauvinist who wants to keep women shodess and at home... when | get disintegrating notes
suggesting | backoff...”



"I'll ssewhat | can find out.”

"Good.”

Next came alink to Lottler. He wasn't in. Or he wasn't answering me. | suspected the latter.
| tried Canthrop. Hewasin.

"Senator. |'vejust seen that rezad on education—the one with the professor. Weran afew focustestson
acouple of salected markets. Y ou've got area smash there. | don't know why, but it is. I'd liketo drop
itintotherotation...”

"Ah... fine. Go ahead.” | forced asmile. "Have you picked up anything? Anything odd?'

Canthrop frowned. "Not that | can recdl. Crescent Productions did tell methat severa agencieswere
interested in Professor Cornett—both for her snging and as an upscaler.”

| frowned, because | was getting an override signd from Ciella.
Yes?

Senator ... we thought you ought to know. There was an announcement that Les Kerras died last
night, apparently from natural causes...

Thank you.

"All right, Bill. If you hear anything strange, let me know.”

Hewas il looking at me curioudy when | broke the connection.

| laughed. Sometimes the choices are made for you. Ted... would you and Sam come in?
Then | linked to Pagd.

Pagdl...

Yes, Mr. Chairman?

| want an immediate subpoena and information search warrant under committee seal, citing
€conomic security,

requesting the details of all fund transfers of greater than one million credits from the Nauruan
National Bank to all Nor Am banks and securities firms.

Senator —
Pagd ... it'sa matter of Nor Am security.
The courts...

WEe'll see what the Justiciary says... | didn't care what they said. Thisonewasawinner, and if it
weren't, then I'd be as dead as Kerras. | want that subpoena, and | want it out this afternoon. It's
that important.

Yessir. I'll... welll get it out. Asl talked, | dug out one of the packetsthat held the information Ramses
had given me.



By then Ted and Sam Wicker, my mediaaide, were standing on the other side of the desk.
"Stdown.”
They did, looking even more puzzled than Canthrop had.

"Ted... Sam... | need animmediate release, and | want it to go everywhere. Here are the guts. The
Martian Republic has been attempting to buy control of MM Systems through the front mechanism of
using aNorAm citizen and the holding companies and trusts of hisfamily.” | handed a copy of the packet
to Ted. "Those arethe details.”

| let them look over theinformation.
"Ah, gr... canwe confirm this?' Ted's voice was gpologetic.

"Y ou don't have to worry about that, Ted.” He didn't. It was my office, and my career, if it didn't work
out. I'd trade both for my life, if it cameto that, which it wouldn't if | were willing to make the trade. "We
aso need the following information intherelease.” | cleared my throat. "Within days of recaiving this
information, from two different sources, both sources died under suspicious circumstances. Because of
the seriousimplications of the information, under the emergency powers of the chairman of the Economic
and Commerce Committee, | have requested an economic security subpoenaof the relevant financia
records. Uncovering the sordid detailsisvital at thistime...” | let thewordstrail off.

Both looked stunned.

"Oh... thetwo sources are Les Kerras of PrimeNews and a Jonathan Ramses of NASR. They're both
dead, within hours of each other.”

Ted looked at Sam, and Sam looked back at him. Neither looked directly at me.

"Go on. You've got enough to finish it and polish it. | want to see something in no more than an hour.
Sooner, if you can. Go!"

They 4ill had that stunned expresson when they | ft.
Then | put through acall to Elise. She wasthere.
"What isit, Elden?Y ou have that grim look.”

"Elise, dear... thishasturned very nasty. For the next few hours, until | call you, you'd better stay home,
and make sure the defense screens are on full.”

"Y ou have done it now, have you?' Her smilewas rueful.

"I don't know. I'll let you know.”

"I hadn't planned to go anywhere, but I'll check the screens. Do take care, dear.”
" will.”

After we broke off, | got up and walked to the window. | wasn't about to |eave the office until the release
was everywhere. That was safest for me and for Elise. It might actualy be better for the continent.
Whether it was the end of my career was another question.

But that was the beauty of politics—the big gamble. Sometimes, it paid off.



Chapter 44 Chiang

I'd just sent the warrant for Brazelton's arrest and questioning down to Kirchner. Also requested a
forensic autopsy on LesKerras.

Kirchner didn't complain about Kerras. Brazelton, Chiang? He's a house cat among cougars.
Got evidence to prove he's more than that.

You really think he'll take a plea? They'll kill him.

He doesn't, and I've got enough to turn him permie.

| told you before—I'mglad it's you. You want a pickup to custody, right?

You got it. Make it quiet and quick.

We're on the way.

Sarao camein onthelink as| broke with Kirchner.

Lieutenant, there's a newsie here. He's the same one as before—Jude Parsfal. He says he has
something urgent for you.

Parsfd? I'll link and see what he has to say.

Sarao was back in lessthan aminute. He's here in the building, down in the foyer. He saysiit
shouldn't go on system.

In the building? Could have been agambit, like Kamas chesstricks. Parsfa didn't seem the type. Never
know, but | couldn't just throw him out. Send him up.

When he got to trendside, Parsfal was breathing hard. Looked worried.

"What do you have, Parsfa?"

"Some more information on why—"

"Thisway.” | waked back into the office, tripped the privacy screens. Turned and waited.

Parsfal handed me two sheets of copy. He went on to explain why he thought Kerras had been killed,
what the sheets meant, and how Kema wasinvolved.

Wewere close, but | needed time. Told him so. He wasn't happy. Promised me two hours, maybe three.

Pardfa left. | looked at the sheets. The credits made the guideway contractslook like crumbs. Hard to
believe what Parsfa had said about Kemd fronting for the Martian Republic. But Kema would do it—if
it meant credits. Hed gut hisown sister.

All I could figure was Nanette Iveson had discovered something. That had made McCall skittish. Maybe
enough that Kemd couldn't chance McCadl undermining his ded for MM Systems. Kemd got titular
control. Morss had been right. With that many credits, Kema could have gone straight. What | didn't
know was what Nanette Iveson had discovered. My bet was that it was some rez effect. Laughed to



mysalf. No proof there was such athing. Might never be. Didn't look like it mattered. If we got Brazelton
before Kema found out.

Kirchner'sdetsdid. Within the hour. 1'd gotten the rest of the legalitiesaslined up as| could. | was
waiting outsde the IR when they brought him in. He wasn't impressive-looking. Medium brown hair,
mediumsze

Brazelton looked at me. "Y ou're Chiang, aren't you?"
"Lieutenant Eugene Tang Chiang to you, Mr. Brazdlton.”
"I'll invoke my right to asolicitor. | have no intention of answering any questions without him.”

"That'syour right. Y ou will be held in maximum solitary restraint until he arrives.” | smiled. "For your own
protection, you understand.”

Hedidn't say aword. He did stiffen.

"Take him down to maxsec. He getsacomm to his solicitor. No one else.”
Kirchner smiled. "Our pleasure.”

After they left, | linked to Cannizaro.

Captain, we've got Brazelton. He's mute until his solicitor arrives.
Isthat a problem?

Might be. Have a tip that info on Kemal is about to break. Securities scheme to take over the
space-formulating outfit—MMSystems. As a front for the Martian Republic.

Don't tell me you dug that up, too, Lieutenant?

No, Captain. Rumor isthat NetPrime did. Might have cost Les Kerras his life. Requested a
forensic autopsy.

Chiang...
Yes. Captain?

I'll either be DPS commissioner, and you'll be a captain—or we'll both be reprimanded, demoted,
and retired. That's if we survive that long.

I'd aready figured the second half of that.
Let me know. Cannizaro broke the connection.

Brazelton's solicitor arrived in lessthan ahaf hour. Jakob FHemmerfeld. Head man in the top firm of
crimind solicitors. He waswaiting by the IR when | got there. Blond, hard blue eyes, and ano-nonsense
manner.

Brazelton hadn't been brought up from maxsec yet.
"Lieutenant, | must protest—"

"Counsdor... we are acting to preserve Mr. Brazelton's life and safety. He is being charged with severa



class-onefelonies. Heis aso an accessory to even greater crimina actions. Wed like to keep him safe.
Wouldnt you?'

"Areyou suggesting—"

"Suggesting nothing.” 1 nodded toward the four dets escorting Brazelton. Didn't samile. Kirchner had them
al infull nanite screens, overlapped to protect Brazelton.

"Rather dramatic, Lieutenant,” Flemmerfeld observed.
"Effective. Shdl we go?' Gestured to the open IR door.

Just thethree of usin the interrogation room. Me, Flemmerfeld, and Brazelton. | activated the privacy
cone,

"Might | ask the offenseswith which my client has been charged?' Hemmerfeld was most polite. That
kind was dangerous.

| handed him the hard copy.
Hemmerfeld looked over thelig. "I trust you have admissible evidence.”
"We wouldn't be having thislittle meeting, Counselor. Not without hard evidence.” | turned to Brazelton.

"Simple enough, Brazelton. We've got you. We can link you to Edward Smythers's desth. We've got
forensics on everything from your equipment to proprietary override codes. We've got replacement of
fud cdlswith defective units...”

Brazdton didn't say aword. Neither did hissolicitor.

"We don't have to prove intent. We've got three solid cases of homicide. Nanette [veson, Evan McCall,
and Edward Smythers.”

Neither one still spoke.

"Just afew of the counts. We can aso add unauthorized maintenance on the guideway that contributed to
Coordinator Dewey's desth. Both Alredd and Senator Cannon will be happy to use that. Don't forget
perjury... you offered aSigned deposition on the nanite system dedling with the desth of Nanette Iveson.
Either one, and that would make four.”

| handed the folder to the solicitor.
"All theory, Lieutenant.”

"Nope. We did it thorough, Counselor. Proprietary equipment. Faulty proprietary equipment. No one
esehasit.” | grinned. "If it'snot, then | can bring five counts of fraud.”

Brazelton didn't say anything. Didn't turn pae. Just stiffened.

| waited. "I'll get it one way or another, Brazelton. Once you become a permie, I'll ask you, and then,
after I've got the information, welll just release you onto the street.”

Brazdton looked at the solicitor. "Out.”

"Y ou're entitled to representation. ..”



"OLIt_”

| releasethe privacy cone. "l believe your client has asked you to leave for amoment, Counsdor.” That
told me who was paying for the solicitor. Also told me not to trust the legd ethics of Hemmerfeld, Hayes,
and D'Aboul. Already didn't trust O'Bannon and Reyes.

"What do you want?"' Brazelton findly asked once 1'd reactivated the privacy cone.
"Y ou know who | want.”
"You'reasking the tars.”

| just smiled. "Then you take thefal. Y ou lose everything. We dill get Kemd. It just takeslonger. You
think Kemal will let you walk around?’

"If | do... then what?"

"I'll push for two counts of negligent homicide, house restraint for one to two years, provided you agree
toresgnand sl dl interestsin the business”

Let him think for awhile. Just stood there.

"I have one condition of my own,” Brazdton finally said. "Y ou lock me up until Kemad'staken care of. I'll
take maxsec.”

Firgt time had someone who was filch or near filch wanting to be locked away. Understood why. We
could do that.

"l have acondition in return.”
Brazelton looked up.

"I want the name of every system repair job you've made since November, name and address, and |
want it now. Y our boys can link it through to the console outside.”

Brazelton shrugged. "Y ou can have them dl. Better have your friend Kamafix onein the next day or so,
though. Cornett, Luara, professor type.”

"Why her?'
Brazelton shrugged again. "Don't know. Orders.” He sighed.
Hedidn't look like he did know.

Wondered how much else weld never know. That could wait. | released the privacy code and linked to
Sarao.

Have an urgent job. You take a tech team to the house, conapt, whatever of Professor Luara
Cornett. Try and get her. Tell her not to enter the house. Get Kama. See if he'll make sure the
systemisdoneright. I'll pay—if | have to.

TM professor? What does Brazelton have against her?

He doesn't. Kemal does. We don't know what. Like to have the professor alive so we can figure
that out.



I'mon it, Lieutenant.
Then | stepped out into the corridor, leaving Brazelton insde.
"Thisisunusud,” Hemmerfdd said quietly.

"Counsdor, your client has agreed to provide certain information. In return for that information, onceitis
received and documented, DPS and the District Advocate's office will accept apleaof guilty to two
counts of negligence leading to death, and request divestiture of the business, and ahouse arrest of two
yws.”

Hemmerfeld didn't turn ahair. "I see. Then perhaps we should cal in the Digtrict Advocate and make
surethat thisis established legdly. | would adso beremissif | did not request what information you are
required to divulge.”

"Mogt of it'sin thefolder,” | pointed out.

"Two of those are weak cases.”

"They're strong enough that your client has no desireto seediemto afull trid,” | pointed out.
"Before we proceed, might | speak with him alone?”

Kirchner stepped forward. "Y ou have every right to that, Counsdor. Wewill ingst on afull body scan.”
He nodded, and one of the homicide dets appeared with a scanner.

There was amuted squawk.

"He has apenknife and two old-style pensin his pocket,” the tech announced.
Kirchner held out his hand.

Flemmerfeld surrendered both before he entered the IR.

He wasn't therelong. He came out with afase smile. Looked a me. "Y ou must have been most
persuasive, Lieutenant.”

"Just | et the facts speak, Counselor.”
"Y ou'll send the agreement to me before you present it to my client, | trust?”

"Of course.” Could seethat he hoped wed blow the procedures. "We intend to follow the DA's
requirementsto the letter.”

"Very good, Lieutenant. I'll be looking for the agreement.” He turned and walked toward the ramp down
to the garage.

Sarao... Then| redlized she was gone. Turned to Kirchner. "Could | impose on you to have someone
cal in someone from the Didtrict Advocate's office for an immediate sealed and authenticated deposition?
And for the plea agreement.”

"I'd be happy to have Jam'srequest that.” He looked in the direction of the departed solicitor. "Y ou trust
him asmuch as| do.” Hegrinned. ™Y ou couldn't trust him any less”

"Y ou think he's off to tdl Kemd?"



"No. Hell tdl O'Bannon. That's another form of insulation.” Kirchner tilted hishead. "Y ou aren't
authorized to offer aplea, you know?'

"I know. Y ou redlly think the Digtrict Advocateis going to do better?"
Kirchner laughed. "Y our ass”

| walked back into the IR.

Brazelton looked up.

"WEIl have someone from the Didtrict Advocate's office herein afew minutes. Draw up the plea
agreement. Means you have to make an authenticated deposition of what you did.”

"A confesson?"

"Cdl it lifeinsurance. If Hemmerfeld knows the information is authenticated, there'slessincentiveto try to
remove you. Becomes one more offense against Kemal. Possibly against Hemmerfeld.”

Brazelton looked doubtful.
"Not pressing. Y ou've got afew minutesto think about it.” Left him there, guarded by the four dets.

Headed up to my own cubicle. Needed to get to Parsfal before that blew. Seeif | could keep it under
control. Didn't get that far.

Kamacamein—onlink relay.
Eugene, I'm on my way to some professor's conapt. What exactly am| doing?

Saving her life from another nanite malfunction death. Why her? | don't know. Send the bill to
Brazelton's outfit. If they won't pay, | will.

| can do thisif they won't. But my price to you is that chess game.

| laughed. | can afford that.

Don't forget it.

After Kamabrokelink, | tried Parsfal. He was in. Even on holoscreen, he looked tired. Like me.
"Ah... thisisdude Parsfal.”

"Lieutenant Chiang, Parsfa. Heres what we have. We have someone charged with the murders of
Edward Smythers, Evan McCall, and Nanette Iveson. Can't tell you who for about an hour, maybe two,
until the DA's office completesthe legdities. | don't know how it will work out.”

"Work out?' Helooked puzzled.

"Therewill beaconviction. I'm not sure whether it will be murder, mandaughter, or homicide through
culpable negligence. We have evidence that establisheswho did it in dl three cases”

"What about Kemal?'

"The suspected perp islinked to Kemal. Y ou can have that on background. Don't have any problem with
your using what you showed me, but we can't comment on that. Y ou need to make that clear.”



"| can seethat, Lieutenant.” He stopped. "Ah... about the other nets?’

"What other nets?' Shrugged. "'If someone cdls me, then I'll have to answer. Have no interest in doing a
release until we know more.”

Parsfa smiled. "Thank you, Lieutenant.”

"I'll give you one other thing. Background only. Luara Cornett—professor at UDenv. Shewasaso
targeted. We don't know why, and the most well get thereisintent to harm. Do you know why she'sin
this?"

Helooked blank-faced. Theway | felt.

"That's off the record. But... you follow it up your way, and we won't pay any attention. Y ou might talk
to her.” Could see someinterest in hisface.

"Thank you.”
"Have to get back to work.” Broke the connection.

Cannizaro wouldn't be happy about NetPrime, but | could claim Parsfa dready had most of the story
and had done us afavor by sitting on it aweek. He deserved afew hours before the others got to it.
Deserved more, but afew hourswasdl | could give. Had to give that much or none of the netswould
cooperate the next time. If | madeit to anext time.

Wondered how he'd handle the story—and the professor.

Chapter 45 Par sfal

When | got back to NetPrime, | hurried up the ramp and back to Istancya.

"How did it go?' | asked. "Did Bimstein bitch?' She looked up from her console, and from what
appeared to be something on education. "I fed it through. | haven't heard anything.”

Parsfal? Where have you been?
| winced and mouthed to Istancya, "Bimgtein.”

She nodded as | walked back toward my cubicle. Following a story. Didn't you get the the sanction
stuff?

It was all right. Need a follow-up.
What sort?

Which multilaterals are going to be hit hardest? Regional impacts within Nor Am. Palitical fallout
herein Denv. That sort of thing. Set it for Paula and feed it through Metesta.

Time?

Whatever you can do in the next hour.



Again, | was holding adead link. | till didn't have afull story, or anything close, and | had Bimstein
wanting stats that weren't easy. | compromised and sketched out a story about Kemal based on what |
aready had. Took dmost ahdf hour.

Then | redlly started scrambling. 1t was more like an hour and a half before | fed the economic statsto
Metesta

| got maybe ten minutes back on the Kemal business before the link chimed, Incoming from DPS,
Lieutenant Eugene Tang Chiang.

Accept. | hoped Chiang had something | could use and not another request to hold off. | flipped on the
holo projection. "Ah... thisis Jude Parsfd.”

"Lieutenant Chiang, Parfal. Hereswhat we have...” He went on to tell methey had asuspect in three
murders, including those of McCall and hiswife, and that there was alink to Kemal, and that | could
release most of what held told me.

| couldn't quite believe | was getting a DPS go-ahead, even if informdly. | couldn't help smiling. It might
only befor afew hours, but we did have an exclusive. "Thank you, Lieutenant.”

"I'll give you one other thing. Background only. L uara Cornett—professor at UDenv. Shewasaso
targeted. We don't know why, and the most well get thereisintent to harm. Do you know why she'sin
this?"

"No.” | hadn't thefaintest idea. 1'd talked to her, been intrigued by her, but having an argument about art
with Senator Cannon didn't give areason for Kemal to want her dead—unless Kemad thought she was
the senator's lover—and he should have known better.

"That's off the record. But... you follow it up your way, and we won't pay any attention. Y ou might talk
to her.”

"Thank you.” | still wondered why Chiang had fed that to me. Guilt? Was he trying to give me something
extra?

"Haveto get back to work.”

With Chiang'slast words, | was looking at ablank projection. | collapsed it.
| started to work in the DPS angle.

Incoming document from the office of Senator Cannon.

Display, store, and print. | sat up with ajolt.

The Cannon release was similar to what Les Kerras had |eft for me, except there was more detail, and
more rhetoric. Cannon aso sent through a sound bite clip. | ran that up on the holo display.

"The Martian Republic has acted in bad faith. It has used aNorAm citizen to gain control of
MMSystems. MM Systemsis akey to thefuture of al Earth. Itisavital degp-gpaceindustry. Thisact is
deceptive and despicable.

"So arethe actions of Mr. ChrisKemd. By acting asafront for the Martian Republic, he has either
alowed himsdf to be used knowingly. Or he has been totaly incompetent. Either way, his actions have
endangered dl of Earth in the yearsto come.”



| couldn't believe what | was hearing—a Sitting senator denouncing the chairman of amgor NorAm
multilatera, and releasing numbersto proveit.

Bimstein! We've got a major story.
What? Better be good.

Two parts. First, story | was chasing. DPSis charging someone linked to Kemal with a string of
murders—Iveson, McCall, and Dean Smythers. Second, Senator Cannon is denouncing Kemal for
fronting for the Martian Republic in buying control of MMSystems—the deep-space tug
formulating and manufacturing outfit.

Who else has got it?
Everyone will have the Cannon statement. We've got the exclusive on the murder counts.
Who did they charge?

DPSwon't say. It's till in process. A high officer there confirmed that there was an arrest, and
they have a suspect in custody, and that suspect is linked to Chris Kemal.

Do what you can. Do it quick.

| putinacal to Chiang.

"Yes, Mr. Parsfd?" | could seethe strain on hisface.
"Can you tel mewho's been charged?"

Helooked at me, thought for amoment. "Emile Brazelton. It's public now, but no one ese knows. No
cdlsfrom other newsies. That'sall | can say now.” He paused. "There won't be anything new over the
weekend. Check with me midmorning on Monday.”

"Thank you.”

He broke the connection before | could. Bimstein... they haven't released it, but DPS confirmed
they've charged Emile Brazelton with three counts of murder .

Go with it. Get something to Paula in the next ten minutes.

| couldn't have thrown what | had together if | hadn't aready done most of it.
The feed had bardly run through Metestawhen Bimstein was on the link.
Parsfal! You got confirmations on this?

Cannon sent us the sound clip. Lieutenant Chiang gave the confirm on Brazelton, and on the
murder charges. Don't think we should name him. That'swhy | said a high official at DPS.

All right.
Good by you?
Fairly good.

Chiang said there wouldn't be anything new from DPStill Monday. I've got one more lead on the



story. Might be a follow-up. I'll be out for an hour or so.
Take a remote and stay on link.
Will do.

I'd spoken before I'd managed to seeif | could even locate Luara Cornett. She wasn't at the university,
but | waslucky. Unlike mogt filch, and in some ways she seemed filch, or maybe that was because she
had an air of unattainability, she had alisted addressin eastside. Actudly, it wasn't listed directly, but the
link codes from the university gave her home codes, and NetPrime's database revea ed the conapt block
for those codes, with an address. There were only ten conaptsin it, and | could knock on ten doors.

Should I go out there?

How could | not?

Chapter 46 Cor nett

Friday hadn't been agood day, from the beginning. I'd overdept. I'd had trouble getting time to practice
because Raymon had caled. He wanted me to come to dinner on Saturday night. Then held told me
about dl the problems he and Felyciawere having with Terese.

Sheld just turned thirteen and wanted to know why she couldn't do what she wanted.

The westbound shuttle was more crowded than in previous days. About athird of the people wore
masks, the kinds that had microbe blocks. There hadn't been any masks when the ebol4 epidemic firgt
hit. Now, it was over, and people were wearing masks. The masks should have been sent to SudAm or
Afrique. They might still have done some good there.

| barely madeit to the administration building & the university in time for my eeven-thirty appointment
with Dean Donald. | wasn't looking forward to it. It was the second meeting with the dean in something
like two weeks. Some years | hadn't met with him once. Deans usualy don't dedl with adjunct faculty.

Malenda glanced up as | entered the office. "Professor Cornett, he said for you to go in. The door's
open.”

| wakedin, very carefully.

"Would you please close the door, Luara?' Dean Donald looked up from his console and smiled. "The
adminigrivianever ends”

| wasn't surprised. He kept creating much of it, and most of it was unnecessary.

"Please 5t down.” He kept smiling. He waited until | sat in the center, black-trimmed, red synthleather
chair. "I've been talking over next year's budget with dmost every member of the Arts and Humanities
faculty. Asl am most certain Professor 1banez has discussed with you, the arts face truly parloustimes.
The trustees have required that we implement aten percent reduction in overal costs for the College of
Artsand Humanities.”

"Professor |banez stated that was the reason for reducing the number of sections of music appreciation.”
| had to wonder what the meeting was al about. I'd aready protested the cuts, without any effect. The



dean didn't even seem to remember our talk.

"Thisraisesthe question of whether we should continue private sudio voice lessons at the university.
Private voice lessons are just not cost-effective, Luara. The rez-prep classis, and the large sections of
music appreciaion are.”

"Do you intend to cut out voice training?'

"Oh... no. Not at thispoint, certainly. But... unless enrollmentsfor the courses of the College of Arts
and Humanitiesimprove, or we receive other funding sources, | cannot say how long we can provide a
dying discipline”

| forced myself not to snap back. | took asow and deep breath and flipped back my hair. "l see.” | did
see, dl too well. "It seemsto methat thisisa saf-fulfilling prophecy, Dean Dondd. The ats must be
experienced in person to be fully appreciated. The university requireslessin persona class experience,

and the gppreciation of the arts declines. The university then cuts persondly attended classesin the arts
more because enrollment declines”

"It isasad Stuation, Luara, and you have described it accurately, but that istheway it is, and theway it
will remain, | fear, unless matters change in away | must honestly say | do not foresee.”

"So why don't you Smply require more in-person courses, both in the artsand in other fields?!
"We cannot remain competitive if we do.”
"It's been my limited experience that qudity is dways competitive.”

"Only the quality that people want, Luara. Only what they arewilling to pay for.” The dean smiled,
condescendingly, and stood. "1 fear we will not resolve this debate at any time in the foreseesble future,
but | did want you to know the situation, and to understand that if changes must be made in the future,
they will bein noway persond.” He kept smiling.

| stood. | was so angry that al | could do was nod palitely. "Thank you, Dean Dondd.” It might not have
been persond to him, but it wasto me.

Hewasdill smilingwhen | |€ft.

| was steaming. | decided not to go back home, but to check my office. It was old-fashioned, but I'd
never linked the office and my conapt. | till felt that unlessthe university wanted to make mefull
contract, they didn't deserve ingtant, around-the-clock access. | redly felt that way at that moment.

The first message was from Mahmed. He was smiling, but it wasn't a condescending expression. "L uara,
| just wanted to confirm that we're on for three-thirty on Tuesday. If that's a problem, let me know. It will
be along session. Cannon has some new ads he wants to record. We may have to schedule another
session on Wednesday. | hope you can do that.”

| cdled him back, but only got hissmmie.
"Mahmed, three-thirty isfine. | can do Wednesday at three or later.”
The second message was from atal blonde woman.

"Thisis SuEllen Crayno of the Crayno Agency. Mahmed Solyman of Crescent Productions provided
your codes. We'd be very much interested in talking to you. If you're interested, please let me know.”



Was| interested? How could | not be interested, with Dean Donald suggesting that he was just dying to
throw me out once he could figure out away?

| called back, and got asmmie of SuEllen Crayno.

"ThisisLuara Cornett. I'd be interested in talking with you. Mahmed spoke very highly of your
agency...” | left my home codesaswell.

After that, | checked the systern for memos and documents. The only thing of interest was anote from
thelibrary to inform me that the section I'd been searching manudly was scheduled for purging in June.
Purging? Just becauise no one wanted to take the time to scan the information or read through it? There
wasno way | could searchit dl by June. How many other songs or song cycleswerethere, likethe
Britten cycle, that would be lost forever? There might not be any, but | had no way to know.

Stll, I had to try. So | went back to the stacks and spent three hours. | found nothing. Then, | got a
sandwich from the student center and ate it before | walked to the shuttle station to head home.

The shuttle was amost full. Except for the handful who still wore masks, it was asif people had forgotten
that two weeks before ebol4 had been raging across the continent. | didn't look at anyone. | till couldn't
believe what the dean had said. But | could. Beauty didn't matter. Education didn't matter. All that
mattered were little numbers on a screen that said the only way to be perceived as agood university was
to do what every other university did, but more cheaply. Or cogt-effectively. Or whatever.

When | got off the shuttle, | should have been calmer. | wasn't. | walked... sofast it wasamost arun...
to my conapt. When | reached the lane, and the pseudo antique sign on the brick wall that announced
"Eastsde Courts,” | dowed, then stopped short of the group just outside my door.

Two DPS techs were waiting for me, and a DPS officer of some sort, asmall and wiry woman. She
stepped forward. "I'm Sergeant Sarao, DPS.” She pronounced her name asiif it were spelled " sorrow.”
"Wed cdled you at the university, Professor. We're here because there may be some problems with the
nanite system in your conapt.”

"l just had it repaired. They've been here twice thisweek.”

"It wasn't repaired correctly, according to the man who did it,” the sergeant said. "It's very dangerous.
Wed like to request that you wait here with us. A master technician from Westside Physical Systemsis
ontheway.”

"What's wrong with the system? What did they do?"
"We don't know. Weve been told it's dangerous.”

That wasal | could get from the sergeant. So | stood in the afternoon spring sunlight, getting hotter inside
and out. | waited and watched, glad that | didn't have any appointments with Mahmed or the Crayno
people that afternoon and that | wasn't going to Raymon's until the following night.

An dectrolorry appeared and eased into the lane toward us. Just like the sergeant had said, it bore the
emblem and name of Westsde Physica Systems. I'd never heard of it. But if someone were out to get
me, they could have done it with alot less than three DPS officers and a contracting tech.

The man who got out wore a spotless white singlesuit, with glistening black boots. Hewastal, way over
two meters, with a Polynesian cast to his broad face. He stepped forward to the sergeant. He carried a
gmdl case.



"Kamehameha O'Doull, at your service—and Eugene's—Sergeant Sarao.” He turned to me, and smiled
broadly. It was afriendly smile, thefirst onel'd seen dl day. ™Y ou must be Professor Cornett. You
wouldn't know, but | heard the recital you gave two years ago. | camewith my niece, Anna Lilekaana.”

| didn't recall him, but Annahad been agood student. Sheld transferred to Southern University in
Cedacity, and she'd even sent me amessage or two. "How is she doing?'

"Shejust did her senior recitd. It was very good, and she thanked you in the program.” The big man's
smilefaded. "If you will show me your conapt, and the systems box, well see what we can do.”

"Ser...” interjected Sarao gently, but firmly, "well need to record and authenticate what you find.”
"| thought as much.”

| must have opened my mouth.

"Evidence,” Sarao said. "Wed like to make sure we have arecord of an attempt.”

She didn't say what kind of attempt, but my stomach clenched. I'd just assumed it had been doppy or
careless maintenance. Sarao's words suggested someone had been out to hurt or kill me. But who?|
doubted that it was Senator Cannon. Jorje had been mad at me, and the dean wasn't exactly pleased, |
was certain, but neither had the expertise to work on nanite systems. They aso wouldn't have spent the
creditsto have someonedsedoiit.

| found myself opening the door, and then standing back. "The system boxes are in the closet to the right
of thefoyer.”

Sarao stayed with me on the front porch of the conapt. The two techs took in recording equipment.
"Professor Cornett?”
| turned.

A man hurried toward me. He wasn't that much taller than me, but he was muscular and
broad-shouldered, and his eyes were gray-green. "Ah... Professor Cornett: I'm Jude Parsfal.” He
looked at the sergeant. "'I'm glad you're here. Did Lieutenant Chiang send you?'

Sarao nodded.

| looked from oneto the other. They both knew something | didn't. Jude Parsfal had interviewed me
about the soiree, but what was he doing at my conapt? "What do you want?"

"To make sure you were safe. | thought DPS would be here, but when | called your office, and you
weren't there, and when you didn't answer your home link, | thought I'd better come out.”

| just looked at him.

"Let meask you aquestion, if you wouldn't mind?" he asked, dmost gently.
"| can't op you from asking.”

"Did the Brazelton people fix your home nanite system?”

| couldn't believe what he was suggesting. "Did you know, and you didnt... ?'



He shook his head, violently. "No. It'snot that. | just heard from Lieutenant Chiang, and | hoped hetold
you, but | wanted to make sure. That'swhy | caled everywhere and came out here.”

"I'madl right.” | wasn't surethat | was, but | wasn't about to admit that to anear total stranger.
"I'm sorry. | didn't mean to upset you.”

| could seetherdlief on hisface. Inaway, it was touching. He'd really been worried about me. Someone
I'd only talked to once, but he had taken the time to make sure | wasal right.

| looked at the sergeant and then back at Jude Parsfd. "Could one of you two explain?'
Sarao spokefirgt. "'l think it would be better if Mr. Parsfd explained. He can say more.”

"Ah...” Jude Parsfd cleared histhroat. He looked down for amoment. "It'slikethis. | think itis. Mr.
Brazelton has been taken into DPS custody, and he has been charged with various crimes. | believe that
murder is one of the charges. The evidence which | know about suggests that he modified the nanite
defense systems of severd people so that their fuel cdlls caught fire and that the screens held them inside,
and they died of smokeinhalation or something like that.”

"How... horrible...” | shivered. "Buit... why... | don't even know the man. Or washejust... killing
people a random?"

"We don't know for certain,” the news researcher said. "It might be as smple asthe fact that you spent
sometime at a party with Sentator Cannon, and someone thought you might be closer to the senator than
you are. There's sometie-in with the senator. He's just issued a press release suggesting that Mr.
Brazdton'smultilatera superior has been involved in significant wrongdoing involving the Martian
Republic.”

From the sharp look on the sergeant'sface, | could tell that was new to her.
"Because | argued with a senator?"

Pardfd laughed. " Anyone who argues with aSitting senator is considered close enough to matter because
everyone el'seistoo busy currying favor.” He paused. "The senator listened, didn't he?!

"He seemed to,” | admitted. | didn't want to mention the rezads, but it might help. "I'd done afew rezads
for hiscampaign, but he didn't know that. Then, after that, | mean, after the argument, his campaign
asked me to do some more, and even a specia one about education.”

Jude Parsfal frowned. "That could be the Hansen tie-in.”
Both Sarap and | waited.

"Kema has been backing Senator Cannon's opponent. If you were making adifferencein theway his
adswereworking, | wouldn't put it past Kemal to have you removed. Kema doesn't hesitate to remove
obstacles, especidly if hethinks he can get away withiit.”

| had to admit | hadn't the faintest ideawho or what Kema was.
The big technician from Westside Physica Systemswalked out onto the front step.
Sarao turned to him.

"Eugenewasright. Therewas aproblem there,” he said. "Y our techs are finishing up documenting and



authenti cating the changesto the system. | need to get some replacement coversfor thefud cell.” He
looked a me. "Everything will bedl right. Once they'refinished, I'll make sureit's done the way it should
be”

"Thank you.” | dill didn't have any ideawhy someone would want to hurt me. The only person who'd
truly gotten furious with me had been Michael. That had been years earlier. Besides, he'd been dead
before the Brazelton people had worked on the system. Jude Parsfal's expl anation made as much sense
asanyone's, but that was scary initself. Being targeted to be killed because you hel ped someone win an
eection?

The Westside technician nodded, then turned and walked toward hislorry.

"l don't want to drag you into this'—Parsfa looked amost sheepish—"but I'd liketo mention thisasa
possibility—without using your name. Would you mind if | dipped something into the story about how it
appearsthat othersinvolved in Senator Cannon's campaign were apparently also targeted?”

"I don't know. | don't want people to know, or to think that | might be involved with the senator. | only
talked to him once, and that was because | wasthe hired help at asoiree.”

"I'monly asking,” he said quietly. "I wouldn't even put your name or your gender in the background
story—just a mention of akey technica and advertising support person who was aso targeted, but

| felt uneasy about that, but 1'd have felt uneasy about saying no, too. "Just so you keep my name and
direct background out of it.” | flipped back my hair, and then felt nervous about that aswell.

"l promise” He smiled, warmly, and it wasn't al professional. "If | don't get back to NetPrime, my boss
will have my skin.” Heinclined hishead. "It was good to meet you in person, Professor, and I'm very
glad that you're safe. Please take care.”

"l will.” What else could | say?

As Jude Parsfal walked away, Sarao grinned at me. "Helikes you. I've never seen anewsie bend over
that way to protect someone. He's sticking his neck out to keep you out of it.”

"I wouldn't know.” | didn't, but it did seem strange that anewsie I'd talked to once would double-check
on me while the people | worked with were trying to get rid of me and my job merely because I'd

spoken my mind.

Chapter 47 Kemal

Friday night, after dinner, | was standing on the bal cony of the family retreat in Aspen. | waslooking
toward the twilight-shrouded and early-leafing trees. On those dopes, centuries before, there had been
skierscarving their way downhill through amuch colder spring.

"What are you thinking, Chris?' Marissadipped up beside me.

"Oh... not much. It'sgood to get away from Denv at times.” There were SO many details, and so few
people who seemed to understand that multilaterals and families had few differences. Discipline and
love—those were what held both together.



"Y ou don't mind being here?'

"I'm happy to be here with you.” And | was. Marissawas more than any man deserved, and sheld
aways stood by me, and never tried to manage the business sde of things.

Thereisan urgent call from James O'Bannon.

Marissalooked at me. She could sense the link. "Do you have to teke it?"
“I'll be quick.”

Shekissed me on the cheek. "I'll wait here.”

| walked into the small study and flipped on the holo display. | wanted to say that it had better be
important. | didn't have to. O'Bannon knew better.

OBannon'simagefilled the smdl study. He wasn't laughing. "'l just got acdl from Jekob Flemmerfeld.
Brazdlton was arrested and put in custody by Lieutenant Chiang just afew hours ago.”

"Not nanite restraint? No house arrest?" That was bad. Very bad.

"Actualy, Brazelton is under maximum security. He's dso accepted a pleabargain, againg Flemmerfed's
advice”

"What are the terms of the pleabargain?'

"For him to reved what he knows about you. It's more e egant than that, but they're coming after you,
Chris”

"Start doing what you can.”
"Wedready have” Helooked hard a me. ™Y ou might think of taking atrip. Off Earth.”

"That would show guilt. What am | guilty of ? Building aheritage for my family? Trying to revitdize
businesses that were crashing? Creating jobs and better transport systems?”

O'Bannon nodded. "I'll keep close to the matter. Nothing will happen soon.”
| had my doubts about that. But | smiled. "That'stheway itis.” | shrugged.

After O'Bannon broke the connection, | glanced toward the door. Then | smiled. Marissawas waiting,
and there wasn't much else | could do. Not at the moment.

Everyone would be waiting, watching, hoping to push meinto doing something reactive and stupid. That
wasthelast thing | should be doing.

| opened the study door and walked toward the bal cony, Marissa, and the waiting evening.

Chapter 48

Logic and rationality are like three-edged blades, and two of the blades wound the user more than the
third wounds the enemy or benefits the user.



The so-cdled rationa anaytica gpproach embodies afundamentd flaw, aflaw that has consstently and
historicdly either beenignored by both rationaists and scholars or minimized. Thisflaw isthe assumption
that matters, fedlings, or occurrences that cannot be described rationaly or quantified objectively are of
such little significance that they will not affect the outcome of the andlysis. Further, such "non-rationd™
fedings or occurrences are dl too often termed "irrationd™ and thus dismissed as beneath consideration.

In atempting to evauate dl too many human stuations, in practicd terms, thereisindeed adifficulty.
How does one quantify love or hatred, exaltation or depression, patriotism, or beauty? How can one
present any of these "objectively"? How can one weigh the impact upon human conduct? Upon
economic or political behavior?

The problem is merely made worse by the rationaists who dismiss those who cannot present then-case
or argument objectively and rationaly. Failureto present acasein rationa terms does not mean thet the
case doesnot exis; it only meansthat elther the presenter cannot provide alogica format or that the case
isnot susceptible to logica presentation. By ingsting on an objectively rationd case, the rationaists
impose what can best be called "the tyranny of logic.”

Solicitors and attorneys a law have historicaly been the leading tyrants of logic. We have seen through
the ages how totally unjust, unmerciful, and irrationd laws and judicia decisions have been reached
through purelogic and retiondity.

Moreover, the tyrants of logic question the value of the so-cdled irrationd. Of what useis great art?
Beautiful music? Ingpiring architecture?

In point of fact, any decision—indeed, any organization or culture—which does not incorporate emotion,
passion, and other so-cdled irrationa factorswill in thelong run fail, because the absol ute reliance upon
quantified facts and pure logic reduces the intelligence of the decisons of that culture. The evidence of
history demonstrates that few strong societies have existed transgenerationdly without an internd culture
embodying irrationa eements such aslove, beauty, art, and music.

Y et, from the centuries preceding the first Collgpse through the present, supposedly intelligent men and
women have striven to ensure that the decisionsthat they make are grounded in absolutely quantified
factsand purerationd logic...

Exton Land From "The Importance of Irrationdity” Etymology Quarterly
June, a. d. 2364

Chapter 49 Kemal

Marissaand | woke around nine. We decided to eat breakfast on the enclosed sun porch. The morning
sun there warmed the room. The miniature |lemon trees along the east wall gave theroom amoist and
fragrant fed.

Marissaset down her coffee. "Y ou didn't deep that well. Areyou sureyouredl right?”
"There are someloose ends...”

"I heard about Entile Brazelton'sarrest. It'son al the news nets. Some of them are saying that it'stied to
your takeover of MM Systems.”



"I'm sureit is. They don't want meto have the company.” | laughed. "That's clear enough. They'd charge
me with anything from child abuse to murder if they thought it would keep me from taking over. That's
why O'Bannon caled last night. | told him to get ready for the worst.”

"| thought it might be something like that.” Her hand reached across the table and squeezed mine. "It's
going to bebad, isn't it?’

"Yes. | didn't want to bother you with it. | just wanted to enjoy the weekend.” | had wanted that, and I'd
enjoyed the evening with Marissa. We hadn't had too many evenings like that in the past months. There
would be few ahead either, | feared.

Marissaturned. Fred had knocked on the door frame.
"Mr. Kemd? TherésaMr. Massin for you. He said it was important.”
Marissaraised her eyebrows.

"I'll try to makethisquick.” I'd said that the night before, but nothing waslikely to be quick in the days
and weeks ahead.

| nodded to Fred. "Show him to the study.” Ashtay probably had bad news aswell, especidly if held
traveled from Denv to find me. | took alast Sp of coffee, then rose from the smdl table.

| smiled at Marissa. "Don't leave. I'll be back.”
"I'll be here, dear.”

I'd been so lucky with her. She was beauty itself, and I'd never forgotten that, not over dl the years. With
asmile, | walked to the study.

Ashtay was standing beside the bookcase that held the leather-bound pre-Collapse books that few knew
my father had collected over hislifetime.

"Good morning, Mr. Kemal.”

| closed the door, and then eased behind the desk, where the screens there would protect me from
anything short of ultra-ex. "Good morning, Ashtay. | imagine it must be important for you to comeadl this
way on aweekend. What isit?'

Aghtay turned. "Y ou should know. I'm not Ashtay. | talk like him. I ook like him. I'll register ashim.”

| studied the man who said he wasn't Ashtay. He registered as human, but he could have been aclone.
The scanners didn't show any weapons. "What do you want?"

"Totdl you that the gameis over. Therisk has become too high for the Republic. The agreement is
terminated. Y our family will be safe.”

"Wm—"

Blinding white flared from Ashtay. | tried to drop behind the desk, but the whiteness flared through the
screens. Then... blackness...

Chapter 50 Chiang



| had duty on Saturday. Used the monitors to check on Brazelton every hour. Sometimes more often. He
was safe, hedthy, bored. Scanned the news nets. Nothing more than what Parsfal had gathered on
Friday. Speculation, but no new facts. Agkhanate claimed that the Martian Republic had staged the
attack on the orbiter itself. The Republic denied it, claimed that the Agkhanate was trying to escapeits
ownquilt.

With aflash and an urgent warning, the advance summeary report arrived on my console at eleven
hundred. | read it twice. The important words were smple.

... explosion at private retreat of Christopher Kemdl... ultra-ex sugpected... Only casudlties... Kema
and unidentified mae... no GIL identification on record for unidentified male... preliminary gene screen
indicates probable clone...

| read through the report and checked afew more things. Then | got ready to link to the captain. She
wasn't going to be pleased.

On Friday night, we had a clear path to Kema. By Saturday, al we had was Brazelton. Brazelton didn't
know anything more than what hed done. Hed worked directly for Kemal. No other links. No proof,
and with the privacy lawswe had nothing.

| used the priority codeto link with Cannizaro.
Captain, thisis Lieutenant Chiang. Urgent override.
What isit?

Kemal's dead. Part of his Aspen place was blown up. He wasin that part. DPS checked out all
access to Aspen. Limited. Filch-expensive limited. DPSthere found two bodies in the debris.
Kemal's and an unidentified male with no GIL ID. Kemal's wife swears he was in his study. Upset
and then some, according to the report. Only craft that couldn't be tracked was a private orbital
shuttle—registered to EraseCo. Out of Nauru. Registration was false. No such craft, no such
registration.

We've got Brazelton, and nothing else, then?

That'sthe way | seeit. Clear that Kemal was fronting for the Martian Republic. They saw what
was coming and removed him. No ID on the killer. Bet it was a clone loaded with non-reflective
ultra-ex, but can't prove that, either. Privacy laws mean we can't trace back. So we can report
that Brazelton claims he was hired by someone else, but that someone is dead. Means that no one
will know the details. No hard proof.

That will satisfy Kugeler... mostly. His clients don't care so much about a Justiciary verdict asa
clearing of their parents. Even over the link, Cannizaro didn't sound displeased.

Doesn't bother you, Captain?

Not much. With the Russean arbiter mess, both the PDF and the Nor Am Senate will be happy that
the Martian Republic isn't dragged into the headlines again. Everyone knows Kemal was a bad
actor, and he's gone.

Oh... and one thing more. Les Kerras was murdered. Smple poison that mimics a heart attack.



Kirchner is, investigating how he ingested it, but we probably won't find out. | paused. Lot of
bodies for no real solutions, Captain.

But these actorswon't try it again. The Senate will be watching for another Martian takeover, and
Kemal's empire will fragment. We'll talk about it Monday. In a week, almost everyone will have
forgotten.

| wondered about that.

Those were my orders. | sat there and began to go through al the dispatches and records I'd neglected.
Just went through the motions—until | came to the CDC document. Not even aresponse to our request.
Just areport that had comein with al their other drek. Read over it. Bottom line was that the
combination of exposure to heavy amounts of resonance music and "soop” sdectively overstimulated the
heart musclein certain individua s with specific genetic profiles. Such overstimulation led to fibrillation and
then heart failure. Rezrap also could cause depression in certain genetically susceptible individuals and
was heightened by acohal.

Just areport. Slipped back to us.

Couldn't help mumbling. "Didn't even give us credit.” | wouldn't even get rembursed for the rez stuff I'd
bought and sent to CDC.

Wondered who'd actudly won in the whole mess. DPS escaped without a disaster, but wouldn't have
cdled it avictory. McCal'swife had probably been tipped off to the alkie-rezrap connection for suicides
by the Cewrigh woman. She'd told McCall. McCall had let that dip in someway, or even brought it up.
Kema had removed McCall'swife and tried to frame McCall, and then set up the suicide asadouble
insulation. Kema hadn't wanted anyone to look into his dealings. Not with the MM Systems dedl in the
works. So the McCalls had been expendable, and no one really cared except their children.

NorAm Senate avoided embarrassment. So did Kema'sfamily. The rezrap would go on. Therewould
be warnings, but kidswould till die. CDC would point out it was asmall percentage. Filch parents
would screen their kids. The others would take their chances. Kema's "heirs’ would keep making credits
on dkie and ignore the suicides and ODs. So would the soop makers, and trendside would keep score.

Sat there, thinking.

For amoment, had an image of the professor—true beauty. Laughed. I'd seen Parsfa's face. Never seen
anewsethat worried.

Latest crisswas over. I'd have to get back to everyday trends.

... and | till owed Kamathat game of chess.

Chapter 51 Cannon

At nine-forty on Monday morning, Ransom L oftier staked into my office, barely behind Cidlla's quick
link.

Senator Lottler—he looks stern.

| smiled aslong as the door was open. | didn't Sit in front of the desk, but settled behind it. Therewere



times to be a sheep, and times to be a bullheaded ram. | did activate the privacy screen.

He 4till wore the ancient-style pin-striped suit, but the mild accountant had vanished. The soft voice
hadn't.

"I had thought you had more sense, Elden. A subpoenafor economic security? Where did you come up
with that idea? The leadership...”

| just grinned. Therewasn't much elsel could do. Besides, | knew it would irritate him.

"Go ahead and grin... Never have | seen anything more high-handed. Y ou know that continental defense
security takes precedence over everything. Economic security... what's that?"

"Ranse... let'slook at thisrationaly. Y ou can either support me, or you can oppose me. If you oppose
me, I'll haveto point out that you knew this more than aweek ago and that you did nothing. I'll even go
under truth nanites.”

"Youwould... you actualy would, you goody-goody. What are you going to do when the Martian
Republic threstens that embargo?’

"They won'. Y ou can issue that subpoenafor dl the records of NNB and for the ownership of

MM Systems. It wouldn't be agood idea, | admit. Not now, but you could, and you could suggest that to
the Executive and to the gppropriate individuasin the Republic's government. | don't think they'd want
that information public.”

"Y ou have an answer for everything...”

"And,” | went on, "you can aso point out that the new fusion drive for the space tug still happensto
belong to MM Systems, which isaNorAm business. Y ou might suggest that were happy to cooperate,
and that in return well overlook their heavy-handed attemptsto sted Earth technology.”

Lottler laughed. ™Y ou're not going to do anything?"

"Not athing more.” I'd done what 1'd had to, and I'd been fortunate. Others hadn't been, and someday |
wouldn't be. But, for now, | had been.

Lottler'slaugh faded. ™Y ou won't dways be lucky.”
"None of usare.”

"Seeyou on the floor. By theway, Marge liked your amendment on music. | even voted for the bill when
it cameup.”

He probably had. | hadn't checked.
"Thisafternoon.” | did stand and see him out.
Then | went back to the office and checked over the committee business for the morning.

For al theinfighting, for al the thregts, velled and not so veiled, therewas fill abeauty in
politics—because it worked. It worked better than violence, and better than anarchy, evenif it did verge
at timeson chaos. And | wasgood at it.

Even the professor would see that.



Chapter 52 Cor nett

At dinner on Saturday night, Raymon had listened to my story about the conapt systems. | wasn't sure he
realy believed me, even after the news reports about Christopher Kema's death in an explosion. |
wouldn't have believed me. After al, why would someone that powerful want to kill an unknown music
professor?

By Monday, the whole business till seemed unreal. Whether it was unred or not, | fill had to make a
living, especidly whilel could. So | took the shuttle in and taught Abdullah. He had agood lesson, as
usud.

After heleft, | spent sometimein the office, reorganizing my sheet music. Then | went to thelibrary and
continued my amost-vain search for lost art songs. | didn't find anything new, but | did find an ancient
copy of "Silent Noon"—a Rossetti sonnet put to music by R. Vaughan Williams. | dready had amuch
newer copy, but finding that confirmed my desire to keep plowing through the materid the library was
going to discard.

| went home and ate. Tuesday, | was up early, practiced an hour, and madeit to the university by tento
get ready for Synsil'slesson and my music appreciation class. I'd barely draped my shawl over the coat
rack—it was still too cold not to wear something and too warm for a coat—when the system
announced, Incoming from Ted Haraldsen, office of Senator Elden Cannon.

What did he want? Would he have an explanation of what happened on Friday? Accept. | flicked on the
half-sized holo projection. Ted Haraldsen wastall and thin and blond, another version of the senator.

"Professor Cornett? Thisis Ted Haradsen from Senator Cannon's office. The senator asked meto give
youacdl.”

"Yes?' What did Senator Cannon want from me? | didn't fed like being chased around the piano, even
indirectly by one of hisaides.

"The Senate passed the education legidation last week and sent it to the Executive. Y esterday, the
Executive Sgned the bill. The new law will establish agrant program for music demondiration programs.
It dso establishes apilot program a UDenv.” The aide actualy grinned at me. "I'll be sending the details
to you, but you should know that the language effectively establishes you asthe administrator of a
two-million-credit pilot program.”

| couldn't help swdlowing. Me?

"Well dso be sending acopy of thisto the university. Isthere anyone who should get acopy besides
Presdent Hinckle?"

"Dean Wharton Dondd isthe dean of the College of Artsand Humanities.”
"Wharton Donad? I'll make sure he gets a copy, too. Do you have any questions?

Questions? | had more than afew, but not the kind | could ask. "Uh... | probably will, but thiswas a
urprisetome.”

"I understand. I'll leave my codesif you have questions.”



After hefinished, | just looked at the blank holo projection for agood three minutes before |
remembered to collapseit. Me? The head of agrant program with a bigger budget than the entire music
section of the college? Because I'd had the nerve to stand up to a senator?

| shivered. Standing up to him had amost gotten mekilled.

| printed out what the senator's office had sent and read through it. The language about the administrator
of theinitid pilot program at UDenv was very specific, yet in agenerd way. Theway it was written, there
wasn't anyone e se a the university who could be the adminigtrator, but it didn't actualy name me.

| read through it all asecond time. The words didn't change.
Incoming from Dean Wharton Donald.
| debated for amoment. Accept.

"Professor Cornett, | just heard about your successin landing amgjor grant program for the university.
Both Presdent Hinckle and | are so pleased, and | wanted to let you know that you will be receiving full
contract Satus, beginning immediately.”

Once more, | wasn't quite sure what to say. Why full contract? Then | understood. Program
adminigtrators had to be full-time contract professors or administrators, and the pilot program was a
five-year grant. I'd bet my contract would be for five years aswell. "Thank you, Dean Donald. | had
talked about the problem of needing more music demonstrations to Senator Cannon. | haveto say I'm
pleased that he listened.” Then | lied. "He said he wanted someone with my background to handle the
first pilot program, and I'm certainly looking forward to it.”

"Oh... soarewe. It's quite awell-funded program. Quite well funded.”

"I'm looking forward to working out the details with you, Dean Donald. The senator wanted thisto be a
very hands-on demonstration program.” | hoped my smile wasn't too forced. "His aff asked me who
besdesthe president should know, and | insisted that you should aso be notified.” 1 managed not to gag
at that. It wastrue.

"I am most gppreciative of your concern, Professor Cornett. Perhaps we could meet later in the week.”
"I'd be more than happy to meet. What about Friday morning?"

We agreed on eleven on Friday, and he offered three more congratul ations before saying good-bye. |
just sat there. | was certain that Dean Donad was intimating to the president, without actudly clamingit,
that the program had been the result of hiswisdom in retaining me at atime of financid shortfals.

He could have that.

With afull-time contract position, | might actualy be able to reclaim the Altimus from Raymon's garage
and useit at times. Then | wouldn't dways have to take the shuttle. | might be able to enjoy afew more
smdl luxuriesin life—like speaking out oncein awhile. | might even have time for some sort of asocid
life—if | could find anyone who still looked for beauty inthe arts.

Chapter 53 Par sfal



Monday came, and |'d done nothing about the professor. But | kept thinking about her. Findly, on
Tuesday afternoon, after writing out the lines 1'd agonized over dl morning on aplain white card, | took
persond time, and headed for her office. According to the university class schedule, shewasthere. |
hoped she was.

| made astop. The flowerswere roses, and real, and very expensive. | didn't care.

The university's gates accepted my NetPrime ID. | had to ask directionsto the Fine Arts building, but |
managed to find it.

When | got near her office, | could hear someone singing. Then the Singing stopped, and resumed, and
stopped again. | didn't know too much, but she was clearly giving alesson. So | found abench aways
down the hall and sat down. My palms were damp.

Weas| insane? No... lifewastoo short, and the beauty of words aone, even the words of the Irishman,
was not enough. Words needed song for full expression.

After about fifteen minutes, astudent emerged. Shewaked dowly.

| waited amoment, and then hurried to the door, keeping the flowers behind my back as| knocked.
"y e

"Ah... thisisdude Parfd. I... have something for you.”

After what seemed an endless moment, the office door opened. She stood there, her silver-gray eyes
somber, yet dancing. Then she twitched her head dightly, and flipped back afew errant strands of that

mahogany har deftly.

"Thesearefor you.” | handed her the bouquet of yellow roses. "They're real hothouse roses. Not
formulated.”

The professor's mouth opened. "Why... ?' Shelooked a me quizzically, perhaps even appdled.

"Ah... I'mnot... wel...” | handed her the card that went with the roses. | watched as she read the
words |'d written for her.

No wind whispers, disturbs your fingers,
perfect hands where perfection lingers.
Y our unsung song spinsin my mind

seeking words | gill cannot find.

| watched after others did you wrong,
and never heard your favored song,
yet scarce can find the strength to bring

strong warm words for you to sing.



So theseflowersdo | proffer

as but gesture, beginning offer.

Shelooked up, afaint smile on her face, asmile that could have meant anything.

"I know,” | said hurriedly. "It's not good poetry, and you don't even know me, except through afew
interviews. It'snot like Y eats and his gong-tormented sea. But... | wanted it to be about now and you,
and not the misty past. And... | didn't want to just let you sing for people who didn't care, except that
you were adecoration.” | paused. "We might have a chance to be more than hired help. Newsie
researchersare hired help, too.” | stopped. | wastalking far too much.

She amiled. It looked like more than a professiona expression. "I'm till hired help. | haveto do arezad
inless than an hour. Would you like to come with me? We could go somewhere afterward for something
to edt, if you wouldn't mind.”

Mind?"1'd be ddighted. Thank you.”

"Thank you. Let me get my shawl.” Somehow that was fitting—a singer with ashawl. | couldn't speak
poet'swords. All | could do was smile back. It was enough.



