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PART ONE

Obsession

At firg LifeScan had been a chdlenge, luring her with the promise of freedom and power. Ten years
later it had become an obsession, ruling her days, haunting her nights. When she lay in bed aone,
restlesdy seeking deep, her mind Hill fretted at unsolved problems: how to obtain materids for the next
phase of development, how to hide purchase orders, how to lay fdse trails and store fake data. The
project had long since vio-lated ethica guiddines and federd law; if they were found out now, it would
ruin their careers. But even the prospect of prison sentences seemed trivid compared with their biggest
fear—that LifeScan would be dismantled and their work would be logt.

Each morning, muzzy from too little deep and too many pills, she ate a breakfast of indant eggs and
0y toadt, thinking about it dill: how to filter out noise that was corrupting the data, how to suppress
vibration from the refrigeration unit, how to refine the scanning resolution of the probes. The project was
like a metronome setting the rhythm of her life

Her name was Rosdind French and she worked at North Industries, a defense contractor just off the
Long Beach free-way. Her |aboratory was a big, bare, high+cailinged room with beige wals and a black
plagtic floor, barred windows looking onto a courtyard of eucayptus trees. It was cluttered with
monitoring and diagnogtic gear in gray duminum cabinets, meta-working tools, a scanning-tunneling
electron micro-scope, tissue samples in a large freezer, sheets of sted and bar stock, keyboards and
flat-pand data displays. At the center of the space, ringed by the other equipment, a Cray-12 computer
stood like asmdl black tombstone beside a cylindricd stain-less-sted tank the Sze of a baby's crib.

Tonight, like mogt nights, two other scientists shared the lab with her: Michad Butterworth, a tal,
skinny neurophysiologist who looked down on the world around him with an enigmatic air of detachment,
and Hans Voss, a Polish-born engineer and craftsman of the old school. Butterworth was something of a
mydic, a dreamer who once told her hed chosen his vocation after a two-hour dint of meditation
followed by a sesson with the | Ching. By contrast, Voss was a little old man with a pink bad head
rimmed by wisps of white hair. He was shy and unimposing, yet he had a specid rapport with machinery.
To Rosdind it dmog seemed as if systems sensed his authority and surrendered to his specid, gentle
touch.

This of course, was irrationd nonsense. But the more time she spent in the lab, the more each piece
of equipment seemed to acquire a persondity filling the void that friends had once occupied in her life
Sometimes she even found hersdf talking to the hardware—praisng it for performing correctly, scolding
it for defying her.

Strange behavior for someone who bedieved in the scientific method, and yet as the months passed
she was growing more and more superdtitious. If she sensed there were bad omens—if the mix of people



and equipment wasn't propitious in some mysticad way she couldn't even explain—shed cance atest run
without hesitation. Her burden of respongbility had grown so heavy, the only way she could ded with it
was by going with her gut fedings.

Tonight—a warm spring Cdifornia night—the setup did fed propitious. She waited beside the
danless-ged tank, atdl woman in her early thirties with dert gray eyes, black hair pulled severely back.
He <df-control and her formd posture— the product of a venerable East Coast finishing
school—allowed no clue to her inner anxieties.

She waited, and Hans Voss waited with her. Butterworth got ready for the run, sdttling into his seat
a the contral desk, his head hidden beneath the black hemisphere of the viewing hood, his hands groping
indde waldoes—meta gauntlets lined with pressure and mation sensors.

"Reedy," he sad findly.
Rosdind pressed the on-button of her log unit. It functioned like an airplane's flight recorder, tracking
the red-time status of more than two hundred key components. Company policy specified that archival

fadlitiesin the basement were the cor-rect place to store this kind of data, but LifeScan's experi-menta
results had long since been taken off the officd record.

"Looks okay," said Butterworth. "I'm garting the ped.”

Rosdind stared through the observation pand in the Sde of the tank. It was cold in there—minus 170
degrees Cdsus—and there were tiny ice crysas on the indde of the glass. Metd clamps were holding a
gray lump of tissue the Sze of a child's fig, gligening in the light from two haogen lamps. The razor-thin
red beam of a laser scapd flicked into life Hundreds of gossamer-thin, gleaming probes swung down,
moving o dowly they seemed to be drifting through oil. Ddlicatdly, they touched the dick gray surface of
the tissue sample, conforming to it, preparing to tease secrets fromits cels,

The laser edged forward, mimicking Butterworth's hand movements on a microscopic scale.
Caefully, it began peding alayer of cdls like skin from a plum—skin so thin, it was trans-parent. Metd
dips like tiny clothespins lifted the pedl, and a second set of probes started exploring its underside,
digitizing the information and tranamitting it from the tank aong a wrigt-thick cable to the Cray dongsde.

Rosdind had long ago learned to suppress her expectations. This was just another test run, and it
could founder like those before it. But tonight—tonight it redly did fed propitious. She stood peering
intently into the tank like a stern mother observ-ing her child's attempts to walk.

The laser completed its pass. Voss, beside her, gave alittle grunt of satisfection. "Good,” he said. But
she hardly heard him; she was aware of nothing but the gleaming red line of the laser and the clugters of
whiskery probes peforming arabesques around it. The muscles in her neck and back were rigid with
tenson.

"Therés some midracking." Butterworth's voice was muf-fled by the viewing hood, but the words
were clear enough. Rosalind glanced quickly at a display depicting the operation in fase colors at high
magnification. It showed the surface of the tissue as a landscape of lumpy, raling hills, probes dancing
over the terrain in a complex ballet. But one of them had fdlen behind, out of step with its neighbors. It
was searching dumbly from side to side like a blind man's cane.

She let out her pent-up breath in a groan of frudration. She hit the off-button of her log unit. "Damn
it, Mikel"

The laser winked out and the probes dowly retracted. But-terworth pulled back from the hood and
withdrew hiswrigts from the gauntlets. He sat there for a moment, restlesdy flexing his fingers like a synth
musdan whose solo performance had been aborted by a loose connector. He gave Rosdind a fart,
ironic smile "Too bad,” he said.

"There has to be some dumb little thing that we missed.” The night wasn't propitious anymore; that
had been anilluson, a deception, and she fdt betrayed, determined to find out how or why the hardware
hed conspired againg her. She turned to Voss. "Hans—"



"Is not the stepping motors.” He hunched his shoulders asif bracing himsdf for bad wesather. "Please,
we don't strip them again, okay?' Even though he was twice her age, he looked like a kid facing a school
principd.

She studied hm with her steedy gray eyes. "You're redly certan?'

"I think Hans hasiit right,”" said Butterworth, pushing back from the control desk and getting camly to
his feet, ssemingly unaffected by the tenson between Rosdlind and Voss. He was a Zen Buddhi<t, and he
preached fatdiam, yet in his own quiet way, Rosdind sensed he was as tenacious and ambitious as she
was hersdf. She wished he kept less hidden; it meant he was that much outside her control.

"So what's the problem?’ she said. "Weve wasted three weeks trying to find the source of this
mafunction. | want to know what's wrong."

He shrugged, turning away from her. ™Y ou want to drip it down agan, go right ahead.”

It was that time of night, Rosdind redlized, when it was easier to snap a each other than cooperate.
Shetried to contral her irritation. "Am | right in thinking that both of you dill believe there's a bug in the
terrain-tracking software?'

Butterworth nodded. "Yep."

"Jeremy has checked that software, line by line. He's done smulaions, he's run it unde—" She
paused, sendang his adamancy. "All right. Maybe you should go upgars and tdl Jeremy to check it
agan.”

Butterworth shook his head. "It's getting kind of late."

Rosdind knew from experience that he tended to dig in his heds if she was too aggressive.
"Michad." She switched to her softer, be-reasonable voice. "With dl that we have a stake here . . ."

Butterworth wandered over to the Cray. He methodicdly erased the perastent RAM, then started
powering the sysem doan

"Hestired,” said Voss. "It isa drain, you know, working the wadoes. We dl need some rest. Even
you, perhaps.”

His tact was dmogt more irritating than Butterworth's de-tachment. Nothing could redly please her,
right now, short of the equipment magicdly fixing itself. She fdt like screaming, Why doesn't it work?

Butterworth finished with the Cray, picked his way across the tangle of power cables, and started
shutting off servo sys-tems under the tank. The fant whine of motors gradudly died away. A vacuum
pump chugged briefly, then fdl slent. "You know, it's just a matter of days," he sad laconicdly. "Weve
done some excdlent animd scans, we've verified our moded, we know it works. All we have to do is
shake out the lagt couple of bugs, and then—" His eyes had a digant ook, as if he could aready see the
world that LifeScan promised to open up.

Rosalind succeeded in repressing her anger. "All right, Il go upstairs and tdl Jeremy you think it's the
software.” She un-plugged her log unit and did it into the pocket of her lab coat. "Il see you both
tomorrow.” She flashed them a brief, giff amile. "Good night.”

Codeworld

The building was glent, this late. Sometimes she would en-counter a security guard checking each
office and laboratory through the wire-glass windows in the gray sted doors, but tonight she had the
hdlways to hersdlf. The quick tap-tap of her footsteps sounded loud in the tillness

She garted up a flight of dtairs to the second floor—and stopped, gripping the handrail, gasping
involuntarily as pain gripped her legs and radiated from her hips up her back. She propped hersdf against
thewdl and closed her eyes. The pain was so intense, it made thought dmaost impossible.

The condition had a name—systemic lupus erythematosus— bt its origins were dill not understood.



It was an autoimmune disorder, usudly ending in rend falure. Along the way, it could cause severe
arthritis. It had been diagnosed in her just over ten years ago, which was when they had told her that ten
years was the median life expectancy after diagnosis. She tried as much as she could to forget that fact;
but the bouts of crip-pling pain were getting more frequent and more severe, and sometimes, when she
was tired, she feared that her muzzy-headedness might be the first Sgn of kidney dysfunction.

Jugt afew more weeks, she thought to hersdlf, asif begging one last favor from her body. After that,
it won't matter. After that, do anything you want.

She stood waiting for the stabbing sensations to diminish. She imagined how it would be to live
without pain, in a future where dl physica alments were diminated and the spirit was free. The fantasy
frightened her. She wanted it too much.

When she was adle to, she went on up the stairs moving dowly, tentatively, afraid of doing anything
that would trigger another attack.

Findly she reached the next floor and made her way to Jer-emy Porter's office.

It was a little windowless cubicle, and since Porter had re-moved the fluorescent tubes from the
cdling pand, the only light came from a low-wattage bulb in a battered metd desk lamp that hed
scrounged from athrift shop. Beyond its dim circle of radiance the room was logt in shadows.

Cardboard boxes of hardcopy and stacks of technica maga-zines were scattered across the floor
like a minefidd to trip intruders. The plan beige wals had been papered with a mo-saic of charts liging
specifications of computer components. Company-issue bookshelves had been engulfed with heaps of
loose-leaf reference manuds. Once the cubicle had been no different from dl the others on this floor; but
now it was Porter-ized.

He was afat man with unkempt frizzy hair and a black, bushy beard. He wore white shirts that were
rumpled and stained with coffee, corduroy pants that were baggy at the seat, and he peered out at the
world through antique wire-framed glasses whose lenses were never clean. When Rosdind had firgt
started working with him she'd been exasperated to see him squinting at his computer screen through a
patina of grease, and sheld gotten into the habit of wiping his glasses for him. Bit by hit, shed found
hersdf taking on other chores he never seemed to notice were necessary: cooking him red meds once in
awhile buying hm a new pair of socks, even trimming his beard. He'd received her favors with shy,
confused gratitude. Though the two of them had absolutely nothing in common beyond their dedication to
LifeScan, a bond had been created. When Porter's landlady filed plans to turn his building into condos,
Rosdind offered to let him stay temporarily in the spare room at her home. Her hushand had Ieft her the
year before, and she fdt she needed some company. Of course, Por-ter was no company at al; he
seemed to have trouble remem-bering that she existed. Yet she liked having him there, and held stayed
ever snce.

She waited in the doorway of his cubicle. He was douched in his chair garing a a screen full of
program code. His fingers rattled briefly on the keyboard, and he addressed a couple of muttered
commeands to the sysem. Findly he squirmed around in his chair, blinking in the fight from the halway.
"Uh, Rosalind." He did hisfingers under his glasses and rubbed his eyes. "Y ou were going to do another
run, is that right? How'd it turn out?'

She waked in, pushed a couple of dirty coffee cups out of the way, and perched on the corner of his
desk. It was heaped with scribbled notes, crumpled sheets, documentation, RAMcards, and unanswered
memos.

"One of the probes logt acquigition again. Mike and Hans are more convinced than ever that it has to
be a software problem. They swear they've diminated everything dse."

Porter didn't say anything. He continued staring up a her. He spent mogt of hislife living insde the
programs he wrote. Codeworld, she cdled it. Once, with an embarrassed smile, held told her he even
hed dreams in program language. The red world was of secondary importance; he put it on hold, in some
sort of mentd input buffer, till his brain found time to process the interruptions.



Porter blinked, which was generdly a sgn he was coming back online. "So what exactly—"

"Maybe you should review the event sequence.” Didantly, she was aware of sounding severe and
impatient. The pain that she often fdt made it hard to project humen warmth. But she assumed Jeremy
knew her well enough to ignore her manner.

She handed him her log unit, and he took it from her with obvious reluctance. The lagt thing he
wanted was to go back to a problem that he had solved, so far as he knew, sx months ago. He
rummaged in the papers on his desk, found the wire he was looking for, and attached it to the unit. He
turned toward his console. "System, externd device, port five, upload data, encrypt, store in RAMcard,
aphatest folder, filename May 12, 2030." He waited a few seconds for the acknowledgment, then
returned the log unit to her.

"Thanks" she said. She cleared its memory and put it back in her coat. "You know, apart from that
one probe midracking, it was . . . redly a promisng run.”

Porter rooted around some more, pulled out a Sngle white sheet, and handed it to her. "Thisisnt so
promising.”

She saw that it was amemo from the State of Cdifornia, Office of Science and Technology, Military
Research Divison, Depatment of Finance, Board of Audit and Review—part of the bureaucratic
infragtructure that had been imposed on North Industries since it had been teken over by the
govern-ment in 2019. Shorn of the bureaucraic vocabulay the memo's message was dmple
management wanted to know what, if any-thing, the LifeScan program was good for. Porter had been
concocting fase test data for years—results that dways |ooked vagudy promising but never amounted to
anything definite. In the past, this had been enough. But now, someone in govern-ment was getting
impatient.

She dtared at the paper, not redly seeing it. "When did you get this?'

"Um, this morning. Horton brought it in. He said he doesn't think there's much he can do thistime. It's
gone too high up. Theré's no way to avoid the funding review." Porter paused as if replaying the mesting
in his head, making sure he hadn't logt any of the data. "He was aso pretty pissed about the memory
modules. Y ou know, the ones that, ah, disappeared.”

She closed her eyes for amoment. Just a few more weeks, she thought to hersdf.

Porter fidgeted. He pushed his glasses up his nose. "What do you think?*

"I'm too tired to think." She dropped the paper back on his desk. "Let's go home. We can tak more
conveniently on the way." She meant, more safdly. They swept his office regulaly for bugs, but
survellance was dways a posshility. North In-dustries fdt no great need to spy on personnd, but the
state bureaucracy was notorioudy suspicious of scientists involved in classified research.

"Can you work on the software a home?' Rosdind asked.

Porter looked disoriented. " Software?'

"The terrain-tracking software that controls the tissue probes. Don't you want to compare it with the
event sequence you uploaded from my log unit?"

"Oh. Yes. | can do that." He was back in Codeworld, she redized. His eyes had strayed toward the
monitor screen asit caled to himin alanguage that only he could understand.

"Timeto power down, Jeremy." She said it with a gmile.

He grunted. Findly, he forced a gmile in return. He issued a shut-down command, took the
RAMcard out of its dot, and flipped the switch. She noticed that there was a dight tremor in his fingers.
It wasn't just her, she redlized; the tensgon was getting to dl of them.

Human Error



She drove dong back streets, following one of severd zigzag routes that they'd established years
ago. Freeways were out of the question; the traffic dengity made her too nervous. Another vehicdle could
be fallowing behind, or even dongside, without her redizing it. From nearby it would be easy to detect
thar conversation; a laser scan of the vibrations of the car windows would be sufficent. She was, of
course, paranoid to think that anyone would take so much trouble, but it was better to be paranoid than
risk getting caught.

"You know, maybe we should show them some of our red data," Porter said as the little car moved
dong aresdentid back street. "If we told them even alittle bit of what we can redly do, they'd give us dl
the money we want."

Sometimes, he could be touchingly naive. "No, Jeremy,” she said.

The car's motor whined, and the tires thumped over potholes in the highway. The gutters were
littered with garbage and old leaves, and hdf the Sredtlights were dead. It was a run-down low-rent
neighborhood, but it was close to the lab and the rent was cheap. The less they had to pay in everyday
expenses, the more they could spend on equipment for their after-hours ac-tivities.

"We could show them some guff from a year ago,” Jeremy persisted. "l can fake a fault to explan
why they never saw it origindly.”

"No," she said again. "That might fool Horton, but not the board inspectors. And besides, if we let
out even a hint of what LifeScan can redly do, wed have management breething down our necks, and
wed have extra personnd assgned to the proj-ect. We'd never have a chance to—to do wha we want
to do."”

She turned onto the street where they lived. Behind security fences, the barred windows of amdl
suburban homes glowed ydlow in the darkness. "You know," she went on, "maybe Hor-ton was trying
to tdl us something by passng the memo to you a the same time he complained about the missng
memory modules. We've stolen so much equipment, the disappearances must make him look bad. If we
could 'find' those modules for him, he might try alittle harder on our behaf.”

Porter moved uncomfortably in his seat. He looked unhagppy. "We can't give them back. They're
essentid.”

Rosdind parked beside her house and pulled her key card out of the ignition. "I can go to Little Asa
and trade for some new modules. Ka could get them for us”

He looked at her doubtfully. "I don't like the risk that en-tails.”

She shrugged. "Neither do I." She paused, brooding. "So let's leave it for now. Hold it in reserve as
an option.”

Later, they ate microwaved soy steaks while Rosdind took the mal out of the fax and Jeremy
scanned program code on a portable editor. They bardy noticed ther surroundings, spartanly furnished
with thrift-shop chairs and drapes, as neu-trd and characterless as a motd room. In the kitchen, the
danless-gsted snk was dry and dusty, and there were bags of TV-dinner dishes waiting to be taken to
the recyding center.

Rosdind came here only to eat and deep, and Porter used the place even less than she did. Often he
spent the night in a private lab that they maintained in a safe house in San Pedro, working through till
dawn, ngpping intermittently on an air mattressin the glow from his computer screen.

"I see apossible error,” he said, after awhile "'l did a patch, then a second patch when we enhanced
the equipment after the lagt animd scan. There's a shared varigble—"

Rosdind looked up from the text in front of her. Sowly, she put the page down. "But Jeremy, you
absolutely swore to me—"

"Wdl, I'm dill not entirdly sure. The code is extremey com-plex. But an error does seem possible”
He fidgeted, looking embarrassed, avoiding her eyes.

"So we wasted three weeks gripping and rebuilding the hardware." She sounded more weary than



angry. It was hard to get mad a him, perhaps because he seemed so vulnerable. In any case, scolding
him was pointless. It would be more likdly to pardyze him than galvanize him.

"Sorry," he said. His expression was hidden behind his beard.

She waked over and put her arm around his shoulders. "All that matters is finding what's wrong and
fixingit," she sad quietly.

"Right." He nodded to himsdlf. "I'd better get over to San Pedro and do a full amulaion. Is the other
car recharged?’

"I think s0." She handed him the key. Their second vehicdle was reserved for specid trips only. It was
protected with the best antisurvelllance equipment they knew how to devise. "Be careful, Jeremy. We
can wait an extra eight hours, if you need the deep.”

"No, I'mfine" He paused asif doing a quick sdf-test. He amiled. "Fine" he confirmed.
Human Needs

Alonein her bedroom, she lay ligening to intermittent traffic humming past dong the street. A warm
wind bent the branches of the tree outsde her window, and leaves rustled againg the glass. The trees
should have been cut back, she redlized. An-other entire year had gone by—a year under the flat glare of
the fluorescents at the lab, working againgt time. On rare occasions when she stepped back and looked
a her lifeit seemed empty and joyless, an endless series of salf-imposed deadlines and obli-gations.

Y et that was just an emationd response. Other peopl€'s lives were far emptier. In fact, to her, most
humans seemed little better than cells under a microscope, jostling one another in random motion, pairing,
procresting, because that was what ther DNA told them to do.

Procrestion, to Rosdind, was merdy a function of biology, a digtraction from priorities that were
infinitdy more important. Sex, likewise, seemed an animd ritud. And yet, trapped in her flesh, there was
no way she could completely suppress her needs.

She ran her hands over her body, feding its contours. She touched hersdf, madturbating gently at
firg, imagining a ba-roque palace—maybe a Greek temple—in a land where the ar was clean and the
water was cear and platers were piled with fresh meats and fruits and there were
dozens—hundreds?—of servants, dl men, half-naked, clustered around her where she sat in her chair.
Or was it a throne? Yes, she was their monarch; they worshipped her. Her life was pure sensud
indulgence and it would last forever.

She came, then lay there in the darkness feding embarrassed by her own fantasy. How would it fed
if there were no mentd privacy and other people could monitor her thoughts as reedily as computer data?
Thiswas a concept that made her extremey uneasy. Better not to think about it; and so, in the afterglow
of her orgasm, she drifted into deep.

Weapons

The sky was the washed-out color of a concrete highway, brown around the edges. The sun was
near the zenith, pale and hazy, glaiing down, making James Bayley swest under his headware and body
armor. He glanced at the time displayed in sharp green numerds beside one of the microscreens ingde
his mask. Not yet noon; dill a couple of hours for the heat to grow more intense, reverberating between



the old brick buildings. Here in Little Ada, just a few blocks from downtown, the arr dways seemed
heavy and rank, pollution overlad with odors of greasy food and dignfectant. The tiny streets were
packed with people: illegd immigrants, beggars, hookers, traders, tourigts, husilers, and busnessmen clad
in robes and privacy masks like hisown. Not that Bayley himsdf was a busnessman; he worked for the
government, and his mask was merdy a means to an end.

He paced the sained sdewak, monitoring the view on his fore and aft microscreens. the shifting
crowds of people, three-story buildings hidden behind a mosaic of posters and neon, wallscreens blaring
sdes messages in Japanese, English, Ko-rean, and Chinese. In the street itsdf teenagers were hawking
tech toys, imaging systems, sense-players, and microcompo-nents off market sdls improvised from
planks lad across ail drums. Loud music from cheap radios in bars and tea houses mingled with the
shouts of the traders.

Bayley paused and checked his reflection in the duminized armor-glass windows of the Chinju
Merchant Bank. In his headware and flowing black robe he looked like Doctor Degth. He flexed the
musdles of hisface. Gray plagtic grinned back at him.

The bank’s greeter, a doll-faced Korean, clasped her hands and bowed. "Good morning, sr. Nice
day! Open new account, Sir? Safe-deposit box? No name, no ID number, sr, very pri-vate."

And probably a violation of federa law, Bayley thought to himsdf. But here in Little Asa a lot of
laws were taditly ig-nored. Gray-legd import-export companies did business side-by-side with pachinko
parlors, tattoo emporiums, drug houses, and psychic heders. The Los Angeles Federa Center was less
then hdf amile awvay, just the other Sde of the freeway, and Bayley's own office was in one of those tdl
glass towers. Yet Little ASa was permitted to survive in dl its quas-legd squdor for the same reason
that Hong Kong had once been tolerated by communig China It helped to vitdize the nation's
centraized, planned economy.

A fat woman tried to sdl Bayley barbecued soy steak off an duminum handcart. A teenage mulatto
gr started tugging &t his arm, offering sex disks. He studied her face for a moment, wondering about her
life—where she'd been born, who she worked for, how she would survive as she aged.

But the address he was looking for lay just ahead, a tenement whose windows were covered with
ged shutters, themsdves obscured under layers of spray-paint graffiti. Green neon dis-played a business
namein Kanji script, an English trandation below: Kai's Persond Defense Mart.

Bayley checked his aft video. So far as he could tel, he wasn't being followed. He did his hand
around under his robe and loosened the 9mm automatic that he carried in a shoulder holster. Againg the
ingde of hisleft leg, just above his ankle, was a second weapon: a miniaure pistol less than a centimeter
thick, containing just a angle round of plastic ammunition. It was fabricated from carbon fiber to be as
difficult as possible to detect, and was intended drictly for emergencies. Bayley car-ried it not because he
expected to use it, but merdy because it fdt good, like a rabbit's foot or alucky penny.

He went over to the tenement's door. The wooden panels, long ago painted red, had been reinforced
with steel rods embedded in transparent resin. He thumbed an old-fashioned plastic bell push and waited.

A ged disc did aside, alens looked down at him, and a synth voice told him to state his business.
"I'm here to see Mr. Kai. I'm Frank Mordlo. I'm afriend of Terumi Kobayashi."

Bolts shunted aside and the red door swung inward, powered by a motor that made a low growling
noise. Bayley stepped in feding a little surge of adrendine, not so much from nervous-ness as from
anticipation. He upped the sengtivity of his mask's optic amplifiersto compensate for the gloom and saw
anarrow hdlway, dusty gray floorboards, wallpaper mottled with mold. Immediately to his right was a
door faced with riveted sted plate, a reinforced window in the center reveding a room be-yond, yelow
paint lit by naked fluorescent tubes.

The street door shut itsdf behind him and he waited pas-Svely, his ams by his sides, his pulse and
his breathing sound-ing loud indde his headware. Findly, the second door opened, and he moved
forward across the threshold.



His microscreens showed glass-fronted display cases stacked to the celling, crammed with weapons.
The opposite end of the room was blocked off by a massve wooden counter and a wal-to-wal dab of
milky Lucite layered with wire mesh. A wrin-kled, slver-haired Japanese man was Stting on a stool
behind the barrier, peering a Bayley. He gave a perfunctory little bow. "Good morning, gr." His voice
was amplified through a cheap loudspesker.

"Youre Mr. Ka," sad Bayley.

"l an Mr. Ka, yes" He grinned, showing nicotine-gained teeth. "And you are Mr. Morello. You are
referred by Miss Kobayashi."

Bayley glanced again at the cases full of equipment. Hand-guns, rifles, and grenade launchers; hilly
clubs, nunchucks, and samurai swords; gas guns, bolos, time bombs, and ceremonid daggers—the place
was a weapon freak's wet dream. "That's right, I'm Mordlo," he said, pacing himsdf, deliberately taking
histime. "Terumi said you could help me out." His voice sounded adien, modified by his mask's scrambler.

"Ah" The Japanese paused. His smile became diff, as if the subject embarrassed him. "You are
aware, of course, of her untimdy deeth.”

Bayley blinked. For a moment time seemed to gd around him. " She's dead?"

"You are not awvare?'

"No." He tried to keep hisvoice levd. "Ah, how long ago did it hgppen?’

"Sx months™ The little man removed his glasses and pol-ished them on his tie. "Two reports appear
inthe newsfax. And her family natify dl close friends. How strange, you do not know."

Bayley decided to take the risk. He forced alaugh. "Come on, Kai. | saw Terumi just last week."

The Japanese put his glasses back on and clasped his hands. Suddenly he laughed and indlined his
head asif conceding the loss of a couple of stones in a game of Go. "Please excuse, Mr. Mordlo. My,

litle story. | must make sure my dients are . . . Sncere. So, you a genuine friend of Miss Kobayashi.
What can | do for you?"

Bayley redized held been holding his bresth. He let it out, angry at Ka for inflicting the little initiation
but pleased with himsdf for not having fdlen for it. "I hear you've got some-thing new,” he said. "Some
kind of dectronic handgun—"

"Sunner in display case, there? Very popular item."

Bayley turned and ingpected it, then shook his head. "The thing I'm talking about is a lethd weapon. |
understand it matches phase somehow with brain activity, and blanksit."

"Ah" Mr. Ka paused carefully. "Of course, if such device exidts, it isillegd. Not for sde even in
Litle Asa"

"Of course" Bayley reached under his robe and pulled out a stack of metd disks rolled in oiled
brown paper. He held them up so that Kai could see them through the Lucite barrier. "1 do have hard
currency.”

Mr. Ka eyed the disks. "One kilo platinum?"

"Right."

Ka seemed to reach a decision. "Please put there” He pointed to a little turntable set in the surface
of the counter, subdivided so that the ingde haf was accessible to him, the outside to his customers.

Bayley set down the coins and waited.

Ka reached under the counter, took out asmdl pistol, and placed it on the inner hdf of the turntable.
He soun it, and the weagpon and the coins switched places.

Bayley picked up the gun. It was fashioned from Stainless-sted plate bent into a box shape, a length
of tube serving as a hand grip. The desgn was crude but the workmanship was good—surprisingly good.
"What's the range?"

"Hve, Sx meters. Please observe, grounded metd-mesh screen is complete protection to your



target.”

"Isit directiond ?"

"Highly directiond.” Ka had placed one of the coins in a andl weighing-andyss unit and was
spesking abstractedly, watching the readout. The unit made a soft musicd chime, and he nodded to
himsdlf, satified.

Bayley did the gun under his robe. "How many hitsisit good for?'

"Only one, Mr. Morélo, and not rechargable.”

"Butif I want more of these, | can come back to you?"

Ka amiled happily. "1 am sole source of supply.”

"You got any more right now?"

The amile reversed itdf. "Very sorry, Mr. Mordlo. As it happens, is last one. Bt it is fortunate,
today | expect new shipment quite imminently.”

Which meant . . . what? "l could come back this afternoon and buy another?"

"Itispossble, | think."

Bayley consdered his options. He could complete his assgn-ment right now—identify himsdf as an
FBI agent working in the Department of Technology-Rdated Crime, notify Kal of hisrights, and take him
in. The entire transaction had been moni-tored on the systems in Bayley's headware, and the recordings
would be admissible as evidence.

But something about the gun was—wrong. It wasn't a street item. The technology was too dick. It
hed a pedigree. He sensed a mygtery behind it, and that aone was enough to sway his judgment.

"Maybe I'll come back later,” he said. "Thank you, Mr. Ka." He turned toward the stedl exit door.
"Thank you, Mr. Mordlo."

Modules

Bayley waked back into the noise, the color, the smdls of the street. He pushed through a group of
tourigts, ducked into a tea house directly opposite, and climbed cresking wooden gairs to the upper
floor. A red code sarted blinking in his mask's data display as sensors detected narcotics
nearby—opium smoke, probably, from private rooms on the top floor. He killed the tdltde; in this part
of town, the bureau had no interest in casua drug use.

He sat a a smdl table by the window, ordered a pot of peppermint tea, and looked through grimy
glass a the street below. The permissive atmosphere in Little Asa was deceptive; there were limits that
dl the traders understood. Recombinant DNA or radioactive isotopes were forbidden. So were lethd
weapons such as the one held just purchased.

He upped the magnification of his headware so that the en-trance to Kai's Mart filled one of the
microscreens, then sat quietly, Spping his tea through a straw that fit the mouth dot in his mask. The room
was quiet, dmogt empty. Two preteens in motorcycle jackets were drinking beer laced with vodka at a
table by the door, and a geisha sat watching a vidbook, glanc-ing up occasondly, maybe walting for her
pimp. In Little ASa early afternoon was dways a dow time.

Bayley told his headware to connect him with his home. The system at his gpartment recognized the
originaion code and picked up. "One message for you, IJm," it said, "from Sharon."

His wife's face appeared in one of the microscreens. "Hi, honey.” She amiled, meking dimples. She
wasn't conventiondly beautiful—her face was a little too round, her features not quite symmetrica—but
there was an dive, enticing qudity about her. She had bright eyes, a wide, expressive mouth, black har in
apageboy haircut. "I'm a work. | just had my meseting. Looks like there's some good news. I'll tdl you



when you get home. Don't be late! | love you!" And the screen blanked.

Bayley replayed the message, then erased it. She worked in the news department a& KUSA, the
government-owned chan-nd, and she'd been hoping for a promotion for months now. He wondered if
sheld findly got it. It was like her to tease him allittle, make him wait for the factstill he got home.

He thought of their gpartment building in Granada Hills beige stucco wadls shaded by dms and
jacaranda trees, flower-ing cactus in the courtyard, new cars in the basement garage. Compared with the
gime and deaze of Little ASa it seemed impossbly remote, a middle-class fantasy.

A kid in gangland colors paused in the street, looked each way, then pressed Kai's bdl and
disappeared indde. Bayley decided that the kid was of no interest to him. He took another Sp of his tea,
and he waited.

An hour passed. More customers arived in the tea room. He ordered sushi sandwiches: thin-diced
tuna subgtitute on nutty brown bread. He widened the mouth dot to feed himsdf and waited some more.

Fndly he spotted a prospect, a dim figure griding through the crowds, moving purposefully, lugging
ablack Fiberglas suitcase with dented corners and scuff marks down the sides. The man was wearing a
blue robe, his face concedled by a mask like the one that Bayley wore.

Bayley jumped up, hurried down the Sairs to the street, then paused by a market gdl as his suspect
was admitted through Kai's grimy red door. Time passed: one minute, two.

The caped figure findly reemerged, Hill toting the suitcase. But he walked with a Straighter posture,
as if the case was no longer so heavy. Bayley started waking quickly, threading his way through the
crowdstill he was a couple of paces ahead of his target.

He watched the &t screen to judge the moment precisdy, then turned without warning. His shoulder
caught the man high in the chest, just under his jaw. He made a muffled sound of surprise, staggering
backward, tripping over Bayley's foot. He fdl heavily onto the sdewak and his suitcase tumbled free,
burging open asiit hit the ground.

Bayley bent down, quickly maneuvering his mask to face his adversary. "Sorry. My fault. You
okay?" As he spoke, he acti-vated camera systems huilt into the headware. "Here, let me get your case.”

"No." The man scrambled up.

But Bayley was aready bending over the suitcase. HE'd expected it to be empty or maybe to contain
some cash; but in-stead he found ten little eectronic modules packed in antigetic bligters. He glanced a
them long enough to vid thair serid numbers. "Hope | didn't break anything,” he said.

The other man saized the suitcase and snapped it shut. For a moment he confronted Bayley,
mask-to-mask in the crowded dley under the fierce sun. Then he strode away down the sde-walk
without looking back.

Bayley followed at a dower pace. He saw the blue cape turn the next corner, onto a man street. By

the time he caught up the man was getting into a car parked in a loading zone. Bayley zoomed in on the
license plate, and then the vehide was gone, receding into the mass of traffic.

Mysteries

Much later, when the day had spent itsdf and the land was softened with long purple shadows,
Bayley drove north on the San Diego freeway, a draggler in the great commuter convoy heading home.

For eight years now, ever since hed finished college, hed maintained a basicdly nine-to-five routine.
But it dill fdt just alittle strange. No matter how he tried to adapt himsdlf to it, it never quite fit him.

As far back as he could remember, held had trouble blending in. Growing up in a amdl town in
northern Cdifornia hed been a shy, quiet kid who was dways dow to understand the socid rituds that
everyone else seemed to understand indinc-tively. He didn't date many girls, and he never made it onto
the footbdl team. He didn't even do wel academicaly; he was too much of a dreamer, Saring out of the



window, wondering how insects communicated with each other, or what made the sky blue, or how
much you'd wegh if you were in the center of the earth, when he should have been learning the names of
U.S. presdents or how to say "Good morning' in Japanese. His teachers complained he had a short
atention span, but what they meant was that he kept asking strange, difficult questions instead of Stting
quietly and viewing his lesson programs.

At the age of eight he'd found an antique darm clock in a neighbor's trash. He'd cleaned it and taken
it apart, just for the pleasure of discovering what was indde. He had no interest in putting it back
together; ingtead, without redly knowing why, he sorted the gearwhedls, the levers, and the tiny machine
screws, bagged them, and then labeled each bag.

Almog twenty-five years later he was ill asking questions and teking things apart. The difference
was that now he was getting paid for it. Unraveing mysteries, learning how the world worked, that was
his mativation, his greatest pleasure. Catching fdons and putting them in jal was a secondary prior-ity as
far as he was concerned.

He took the Granada Hills exit and drove past nedt little houses nestled amid lush vegetation. He
could have lived closer to downtown, but government aid had enabled this suburb to survive better than
mogt, and he liked the comfortable rituds evenings spent reading or talking or watching interactive video,
Saturdays at the supermarket or the shopping mdl, Sundays lying in bed with the fax-Times. 1t dmost
made him fed, some-times, that he had found a place where he truly belonged.

His gpartment building came into view, and he pressed a button on the dashboard to gain access to
the basement garage. The gate did aside, rusty wheds squeding, and he reminded himsdf to do some
maintenance on it. It wasn't his responsbil-ity, but he was the kind of man who generdly believed the job
would be done better if he did it himsdif.

He parked his car and dimbed the two flights of stairs to his gpartment, feding pleasantly unfettered
without the burden of the headware and body armor he wore during fidd work. The security system
recognized him, the door opened, and he heard loud musc—some sort of nursery rhyme played on a
synth— blaring out of the new DVI system he'd bought a couple of weeks ago.

"Daddee!” Damon, his four-year-old, came running across the carpet. Bayley lifted hm up and
hugged him. "All Macdon-ad,” Damon said, wriggling in Bayley's ams. "Mommy bought me All
Macdonad. Look!"

Now Bayley recognized the musc. "You mean Old Macdondd.” He set Damon down, stepped in
front of the wallscreen, and found himsdf surrounded by cows and chickens, a bright red barn in the
background, puffy white clouds parading across an impossibly blue sky.

Damon picked up the remote. "That's what | said: All McDondd. Let's go see the pigd"” He pressed
buttons, the view-point tracked forward, the music recycled, and the animds started grunting and mooing
on cue, taking turns to sng aong.

Bayley winced. He retreated into the kitchen and found Sharon danding a the sink, chopping
vegetables. She lifted one wet hand, wiped her bangs away from her forehead with the back of her wrig,
and gave im aguilty grin. "He redly wanted it, and | didn't have the heart to say no. Can you stand the
noise?'

"Bardy." He hugged and kissed her. Little Asa was Hill haunting him somewhere in the back of his
mind, but less, now, as he keyed into the familiarity of home.

"I got off early,” she explained. "So | let Mrs. Lopez go home, and | took Damon shopping.”

He nodded, saying nathing. It was part of their game that if she was keeping a secret, he wouldn't
come right out and ask whét it was.

She hit her lip. Her cheeks were a little flushed; she was excited. "l got the promotion,” she said,
findly. "They liked my test video. | won't be editing, wire copy anymore. I'm going to be covering city
hdl."



He raised his eyebrows. "For red?"
She nodded. Her smile widened. "Y our wifés going to be a TV persondity.”

He laughed and hugged her again. He looked at the apart-ment, the life they'd been gradudly
establishing. Sometimesiit dl seemed too good to be true—like a trick, or a trap, as if he was being st
up. Holding Sharon, he fet himsdf holding onto dl his good fortune, so tightly thet it could never be taken

anay.
Identification

Later, while Sharon was putting Damon to bed, he sat on the couch with his briefcase on his knees
and took out the wegpon that held bought at Ka's Mart. He turned it, sudying it, taking care not to
touch the power switch. The stainless sted was neatly welded. There was no way to open the piece,
short of cutting it apart, which he guessed might initiate some internd destruct mechanism.

Gingaly, he placed the gun on the coffee table. Even though he was no dranger to firearms,
something about it made him unessy.

Sharon came in, sat down beside him, and saw what held brought home. "I guess this means you
found the source. Wasitin Little Asa? The way you figured?'

He nodded. "The tip turned out to be good."

She peered a the gun but didn't touch it. "It looks like atoy.”

"It kills people. Ingant loss of brain function. No noise, no evidence, no apparent cause of death.”
She pulled back and gave him a doubting look. "Were you authorized to bring it home?'

He shrugged. "No. But | didn't want to log it. Not yet. I'm . . . dill folowing my own track.”

She leaned againg the cushions at the end of the couch, kicked her shoes off, drew her knees up,
and did her feet under the Sde of his leg. She watched him earnestly, her eyes dert. "Going to tdl me
about it?"

"Of course.”

Most agents at the bureau didn't take therr work home with them or discuss it with their wives. But
Bayley wasn't like most agents, and Sharon wasn't like most wives. Her journdistic perspective, her
adility to andyze and criticize, were vduable to him.

She ligtened while he described the dley in Little Asa, the ulterior of the Personal Defense Mart, his
decison to conduct surveillance from across the street.

"Wouldn' it have been easier to plant abug?' she inter-rupted.
"Yes, but Ka could have had detection gear, and | didn't want to risk my cover."

"But you didn't know he was tdling the truth when he said he was expecting a new shipment. You
could have sat there dl day, watching and waiting for something to happen.”

He shifted uneaglly. "I know." It bothered him when he didn't have a logica explanation. "l just had a
feding thet it was the right thing to do.”

She laughed softly. "Mae intuition?' She dumped down in the deep cushions, meking hersdf more
comfortable. "' So, you watched and waited. Then what?"

He told her about his encounter with the masked, robed fig-ure.

Sharon shook her head in mock disspprova. "Are you tdl-ing me that your suspect voluntarily
waived his conditutiond rights againgt unreasonable search and saizure?"

"I didn't search him. We just happened to bump into each other,” Bayley said, straight-faced.
"Sure, Sherlock. So, you managed to sneak a peek into the case. What did you find?'
"Electronic components. Computer memory modules of a type I've never seen before. Looked to me



asif hed ddivered the gunsto Kai and picked up the modules as payment.”

"That's a big supposition, isnt it?" She fixed him with her sharp, bright eyes. "He could have been
trying to sl the mem-ory modules. Or he could have left something dse with Kai. Some other land of
gun. Maybe even something legd "

"It's a possibility. Want to bet on it?"

She wrinkled her nose. "Hdl, no. You're probably right. As usud.” She paused, verifying everything
they'd discussed o far. It was aritud that they both enjoyed. "Okay, what hap-pened then?'

"I followed the suspect to his car and got a picture of the license plate as he drove away. | didnt
have a chance to plant a trace on the vehide, and when | went back to the office | found that the plate
wasnt lised."

"So that's a dead end. What about the modules in the suit-case?!

"From ther serid numbers | traced them to a shipment that went missing a couple weeks ago.
State-of-the-art, very exatic, very expensive. You'd have to be doing dassfied research to have any use
for them."

"Redly.” She paused, thinking. "It's strange, isnt it? | mean, this doesn't seem like some kid sdling
homemade guns to support a drug habit.”

"Exactly. And that's what interests me about it."

She thought some more. "But it seems to me you've reached a block. Ka probably doesn't know
who his supplier redly is, and even if he did, he wouldn't tdl you."

Bayley shook his head. This was the part he enjoyed mog. It was his turn, now," to have a secret.
"I've dready identified the supplier.”

She looked puzzled. "How? Y ou said he was masked.”

"I shot a couple of pictures, one infrared, one scan-focused ultrasonic. It's a new technique. We put
the two together, with image enhancement, and reconstruct the primary fecid features under the mask.
When | did that, the firg thing | found was that the guy wasn't a guy at dl; he was a woman. | uploaded
her picture to the Depatment of Motor Vehicles, they pattern-matched it with driving license
photographs on file, and | got back three possible hits. Two of them | could rule out right away because
the other physca sats didnt fit. The third was the right height and weight. Her nameé's Rosdind French,
she's a biochemigt, and she works for North Industries, which is an aerospace lab in Long Beach. She's
doing some kind of military research.”

"My god." Sharon looked shocked. "She's a scientist with a security clearance, and she's deding
homemade handguns?*

"It doesn't make sense, does it?' Bayley stared across the room, considering the deeper mystery that
held sumbled upon. "It makes you wonder why a person with so much to lose would get involved in
Street crime.”

"But you plan to find out?"

"Oh, yes" His eyes narrowed as he contemplated the path ahead. "I'll find out.”

Homecoming

Shefdt a sense of dread as she entered the Federa Airlines Building. So many bad memories here
amid the rows of chairs, the gift shops, the flight announcements, and the Muzak. As a teenager she'd
shuttled back and forth between one parent and the other, one house and the other, nather of them a
home. She couldnt count how many times her father had met her here in Los Angdes doof,
preoccupied, hugging her but never kissing her, avoiding her eyes.

Yum saw him as soon as she was through the arrivd gate. There at the back of the crowd, the



eminent man of science, tdl and thin, with a deeply lined face and long, thick, bushy white har. He
looked just as she remembered him, despite the pas-sage of time—sx years? seven?

He hadn't yet noticed her, and she hesitated, dutching her flight bag and wondering if there was il
time to change her mind. Maybe there was a seat on the next flight back to Hawaii. Suddenly she knew
she should never have come here. There would be nothing for her but pain.

But then he saw her and waved. It was a giff, awkward gesture; he wasn't a graceful man. Once a
computer nerd, al-ways a computer nerd, she thought. They never change. They never learn how to be
humen.

She walked over to him, weary and fatdigtic now, ashamed of hersdf for not having the nerve to turn
and leave. He put his arm around her shoulders and gave her a dumsy squeeze. "Yumi. Thanks so much
for coming."

"How are you?' she asked in asmdl voice.

"Hne And you?'

"Okay."

He started waking, teking long strides that meant she had to hurry to keep up. All around them
friends and relatives were medting and being met, laughing, embracing each other. She looked gSraight
ahead, demure and composed, her face showing nothing.

"Thistermind certainly hasn't improved over the years" He was frowning at the decor: grimy carpet,
daned caling tiles, pdm trees dying in ther tubs. "You know, | can remember when it was dill Pan
Am—no, TWA. The government never had a dlue about how to run the arline industry." He stopped
and turned to her, noticing that she was lagging behind. "Shdl | carry that?' He gestured & her canvas
bag.

"No thanks." She tightened her grip as if she hdf expected him to take it awvay from her. "It's not
heavy. And | don't think chivary makes much sense at this point, do you?'

He looked disconcerted. "What do you mean?"

"You are fifty years older than | am.”

He drew back a fraction, and she redlized she had probably hurt his fedings. That gave her a little
twig of maicious satis-faction, and yet surdly there ought to be a better way to cope with him than this,
regecting him because he made her fed regjected.

"Do you have any checked baggage?' he asked diffly when they were dmog at the exit.

"No. | dwaystravd light, remember?’

"Yes, of course | remember.” He sounded testy, now. "l just thought it was conceivable, Yumi, as
you enter your—middle years?2—you might have become a little less bohemian.”

They were back in their old roles, asif they'd never been apart. But he was aways better at it than
she was. He hit harder, because he cared less.

"I'm sorry to be a disgppointment,” she said, "but I'm just as bohemian as before. How about you?
Have you changed a dl, Father?

He was dlent for amoment. "Yes" he said findly. "There have been some dgnificant changes. That's
why | needed to see you."

Outside in the parking lot she waited while he unplugged his car from the charging outlet and put her
bag in the trunk. His movements were alittle dower and siffer than she remem-bered, but he ill seemed
in remarkably good shape for a man of eighty-one. Of course, hed had access to the best possible
medicd care, and held dways exercised even though he didn't enjoy it. He treated his body like a piece
of machinery that he was obliged to maintain so that his mind could survive.

Nether of them spoke as he drove out of the lot, displayed his credit disk to the reader at the exit,
and joined the traffic heading toward the freeway. Soon they were traveling north on the upper leve, his



little car among dl the other little cars, ariver of sted flowing over a bed of patched concrete. To the l€ft,
as the highway climbed, she could see as far as the ocean, or at least to the Santa Monica sea wall. New
condruction seemed to be in progress on the barrier, keeping pace with the steedily risng water levd.

She turned her attention back to the highway. He was an impatient driver, aways switching lanes,
and it made her ner-vous. "You were so myderious when you cdled and asked me to come here" she
sad, taking to distract hersdlf. Y ou made it sound asif something serious had happened.”

He didn't answer right away. The slence lasted so long, she started wondering if hed heard her.
"You know, you and | have never been very close" he sad findly. "I've had a lot of time to think about
it, and I've come to the concluson that it's largely my fault”

She opened her mouth to answer, then redized she didn't know what to say. He had dways avoided
discussng ther dif-ferences directly. It was more his dyle to circle around the gap between them,
sparring with her.

"Your mother wanted children,” he went on. He was speak-ing rapidly, now, as if he wanted to get
the words out and over with. "Kazuko was dways a very determined woman. It was difficult to deny her
anything, and | believed | could be compe-tent as a father, so | agreed to her demands” He shook his
head, pressng his thin lips tightly together. "I should have had this talk with you long ago, Yumi, and |
regret that | didn't.”

She fdt confused. Without her permission, without any prelliminaries, he was changing the most
fundamentd rules that they had dways played by.

"I redlized, recently, that | wanted to reach some kind of understanding with you," he went on. "And
if | kept putting it off, it might be ... too late

"I seg" she said, not sure whether to trust what he was saying. "But you make it sound as if—I
mean, are you okay?'

Ancther long slence. "No, I'm not. They've diagnosed a cerebral tumor. Even now, with dl the
techniques available, it's inoperable.” He held up his hand. "Please, we will not discuss possible modes of
treetment and therapy. And in particular, don't lecture me about dternative medicine. 1've reconciled
mysdf, Yumi, and dl | want now isto put thingsin some kind of order before | die. Can you help me to
do that?'

"Of course." The words came out automaticaly. She didn't know what to think, so how could she
know what to say?"I'm sorry," she said. "I know that that doesn't sound like much. But | redly am.”

He glanced at her for a moment, and she looked up into his face. Even now he was an enigma. He
hed described his im-pending degth in a matter-of-fact way, as if he was taking about an annoying
mechanica mdfunction. He was exposing himsdf to her as he never had before; yet dill she saw the
digancein his eyes.

Idyll

Severd hours later he turned off the coast road and took a deeply rutted dirt track up a forested
hillsde She heard bird-song and smdled wood smoke. As they gained dtitude the track divided and
amdl homemade cabins came into view, scat-tered among the trees. Most of the people here were
descended from back-to-the-roots hippies who'd sttled the land dmost saventy years ago, back in the
1960s.

The little car rounded a series of tight bends. Stones and dirt scraped under the floor. A line of
mailboxes came into view, and she saw her father's name on the last one in amdl, nest black lettering:
Leo Gottbaum, private and unobtrusive, show-ing no awareness of syle, no interest in presenting an
image to the outside world.

The car's power cdl was dmost completely discharged, and it dlimbed the last, steep section of the



track dowly. Findly they emerged from among the trees and passed between two concrete posts,
entering a deforested area of tal grass. A sted-framed geodesic dome lay directly ahead like a blister on
the rounded summit of the hill, glass facets glowing red and orange in the light of the setting sun. Two
ded towers stood nearby, one of them festooned with sadlite and microwave dishes, the other
supporting a huge three-bladed windmill, its blades dowly scything the air.

He stopped the car beside a couple other dectric vehides and an old gasoline-burning Jeep. Yumi
got out, grateful for the freedom to move. Ralling, tree-covered hills stretched away below and ather
sde, and in the far distance, benegth gilt-edged clouds, the ocean was the color of copper. It was idyllic,
and yet she could never forgive the blemishes. The blades of the windmill made an inggtent whush,
whush sound. There was afant buzzing from the power lines that led to the dome. No maiter which way
she looked, technology intruded.

"Coming in?' he asked her.
She hesitated. "Is my garden—"
"It's probably 4ill there.”

"Il just take alook." She walked away down the south sde of the hillsde, past a concreted area
where a fidd of black solar pandls tracked the sun. Long ago, a the edge of her father's land, she had
edtablished alittle plot of her own—an organic vegetable garden—its edges marked with round white
stones.

It was dmogt logt, now, under tal grass and brambles. She squatted down, Saring at it, imagining
herdf as a shy little ten-year-old trying to find some sense of identity, digging with her hands in the
powdery soil. She Sghed. Even now, in her thirty-first year, her father dill made her fed like a child.

A fant mechanicd dick intruded on her thoughts. The sound seemed to come from the edge of the
forest judt ten feet away. She stood up and peered into the shadows. She heard it again, and thistime she
located its source. A fa concrete pillar five feet high had been erected among the trees, painted
olive-drab to blend with its surroundings. Recessed in a dot she could see something round and black,
like the muzze of a gun. And mounted on top of the pillar was a camera in a heavy sted housing, its lens
geaming as it panned dowly from sSde to Sde.

Darkness

Theliving area occupied hdf the dome. It was a huge space littered with computer hardware, spare
keyboards, printers, monitors, RAMcards, old-fashioned CD-ROMs, a huge flat-pand TV,
virtud-redity rigs, a surround-sound stereo, stacks of magazines and technicd papers, scribbled notes,
unopened correspondence. She stood in the doorway surveying the space and saw that nothing much
had changed. There was some new equipment, more gadgets than she remembered. That was the only
difference.

Her father was gtting in front of one of the computer systems, taking on the phone. "Excdlent,
Jeremy," he was saying. "No loss of function a al? That's actudly better than 1'd hoped. Yes. Yes, of
course. | just wish you could dl receive the credit you deserve.”

There was warmth in his voice—admiration, even—which struck her as unusud.

"Definitdy, Emall me the transcripts” he went on. "But |et's use the revised encryption protocol, yes?
Don't want to dip up at this stage in the game."

Leo Gottbaum had stopped doing research ten years ago when they'd made him retire from the lab at
Long Beach. But inevitably he'd gone on working at the dome, playing with his toys, his hardware and his
hardcopy. Even now, he was so engrossed in his tech-talk that he hadn't noticed her ganding there.

"So youre dl s&t. Yes, yes. Me too. And thanks again for your efforts” He hung up the phone,
turned, and saw her watching him. "Yumi." There was a momentary hesitation be-fore he spoke. "That



was Jeremy Porter. Perhaps you remem-ber him.”

"Thefa one with the frizzy black beard,” she said.

"You could characterize him that way, | suppose. Or you could refer to him as one of the most gifted
computer scientigts dive, depending on your system of priorities.”

She told hersdf not to be baited, not to start arguing with him. "I was down by the forest," she said,
changing the subject. "l saw your—your new defense system, if that's what it is”

Agan, adight hegtation. "Yes. | suppose | should have warned you about it."

She looked a himin bafflement. "Are you afraid that some-one's going to come dl the way up here
and gted your com-puters, or what?'

"Widl, you know, the fact is, | suppose | don't redly need a defense sysem dfter dl, the way things
have turned out." He gave her an ironic amile

She redized he was referring to his illness His impending death. How long did he have, anyway?
And would it be very panful? She wanted to ask, but a the same time, she was afraid to tak about it.
"Maybe | should cook dinner," she said, avert-ing her eyes.

"That would be nice" He made it sound as if the idea of someone cooking something was an
unexpected novelty. "You're dill a vegetarian, | suppose? We have some soy patties, | think, and there
are some vegetables, though they're probably irrediated and | doubt they're organicdly grown." — She
sensed he was mocking her, but she couldn't be sure and it was easier not to think about it. "Fine" she
sad, retregting to the kitchen.

A little later she set out paper plates on the table by the window. The pottery that sheld made, long
ago, wasn't where sheld Ift it. Maybe it had been broken, or maybe hed thrown it awvay. He had no
interest in domesticity.

Gottbaum rummeged in a cupboard and found a dusty bottle of red wine. "Perhaps we should
celebrate,” he said. He gpplied an old-fashioned corkscrew with methodica precision asif he were ill in
alaboratory, cdibrating a piece of equipment.

"Wha are we ceebrating?"

"Your being here" He poured the wine into a couple of disposable acrylic glasses. "And, to be
honest, I'm happy about Jeremy's news. All this time, he's been working on my old LifeScan project.
He'sfindly validated some ideas that | put forward thirty years ago.”

"That must make you happy,” she sad, dthough she couldn't understand why he should care
anymore. She watched him take a big swalow of wine, then dig into his food. She didn't like the way he
ate. He shoveed the food in quick me-chanicd movements, efficient, insengtive.

She glanced up as the lights switched themsdlves on, re-sponding to the onset of darkness outside.
The dome seemed unusudly quiet, and suddenly she redized why. "Where's Sam?' she asked.

"Ah, Sam." He chewed and swalowed, then set down his fork, avoiding her eyes. "Sam died, I'm
sorry to say, awhile ago.”

"Oh." Shefdt awave of sadness. "That's a shame. He was anice dog. | aways liked hm."

"Wil, you know, he was getting very old." Gottbaum ges-tured vagudly. "His teeth were going, he
hed kidney trouble.”

Her eyes narrowed. "Y ou mean you had him put to deep?’
"W, it was for the best. He was incontinent. It redly wasn't very practicd.”

There was something in his voice that made her skin prickle cdlousness, contempt, even. Shed
aways suspected he hadn't kept the dog as a pet in the usud sense—more as a pecimen, a
semi-intdligent organism whose behavior was of interest to him.

"Thereredly isn't anything to get upset about, Yumi,” he went on. "It was a painless death, and hell
be alat happier up there in doggie heaven.”



"You think so, Father?' She fdt her anger rise up too quickly for her to contral it. "Well, before too
long, youll have a chance to—to verify that hypothesis for yoursaf.”

There was a moment's slence. She sddom spoke out againg him, and he looked mildy surprised.
"You mean—I'll be up there with him?" Unexpectedly, he laughed. It was a loud, frac-tured sound.

Her anger died, and she fdt ashamed. "'l shouldn't have said that. I'm sorry.”

"No, no, don't gpologize. Y ou're absolutdy right." He was watching her shrewdly. "Sam has died, |
will die, and for that matter, one day, so will you. That's a fact, plan and smple. Should we redly dlow
oursalves to get upset over facts?'

Field Trip

Moments like this, Bayley thought to himsdf, were so ordi-nary yet so specid. He lay in bed, his
eyes haf-closed, watching hiswifein dim morning light filtering through the red drapes. She buttoned her
blouse, peered a her reflection in the mirror, brushed her har with the pam of her hand, then stepped
into her pants and her shoes. He loved the way she moved, quick and precise. He loved the curve of her
jaw, her mouth, her breasts.

She waked across to the bed and kissed him on the forehead. Her hair brushed his face and he
amdled her perfume.

He lifted hisarms and pulled her close. "Good morning,” he sad

She drew back so that she could focus on him and narrowed her eyes, mock-serious. "Hey, were
you dready awake?'

"l can't deny it."

"Were you watching me?* She tilted her head to one sde, a dimple forming a the corner of her
mouth. "Keeping me under survelllance, Agent Bayley?'

"Obsarving your movements.” He kissed her again.

She laughed and stroked his stubbly cheek. "Well, Sherlock, it's past eight, and | have to interview a
coundlman at aty hdl. How about you?'

"I figure on making another fidd trip today," he said.

"To check up on your scientist-suspect? What was her name, Rosemary somebody?"

"Rosdind French." He swung hislegs out of bed.

"I thought you once told me that aerospace companies have their own law-enforcement agency.”

"The Defense Investigetive Service. Yes, we could see aturf baitle with them over this one. | dready
hed to get rid of the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms, because there are guns involved. That's
why it'sredly awhole lot easier if | just keep alow profile, and—"

"Follow your own track?'

"Yes, falow my own track. How'd you know | was going to say that?' He waked into the adjoining
bathroom and turned on the shower.

"Mom?" A and| voice caled from the living room. "Mom, Mrs. Lopez is here.”
Sharon dghed. "Damn, | ill haven't paid her for baby-gtting last week.”

"Il ded withit," he cdled above the sound of running water.

"Thanks. Ligten, Jm? Can you hear me?'

"I can't hear you. The shower's running.”

"Be careful!” she shouted.

A hdf hour later, after Sharon had left, he was holding a glass of ingant breakfast in one hand, typing
on his home ter-mind with the other, while the DVI system in the living room played Old Macdonald



agan, and again, and again, and Damon shouted above the noise, tdling Mrs. Lopez the names of all the
animas. Ancther typica working day, Bayley thought to himsdf as he downloaded names and numbers
of personne at North Indudtries from the termind to his compad, then dipped it into his briefcase.

Idedlly he should call ahead to set up his vigt right now. But life was less than ided. The screams of
protest he would cause by switching off Old Macdonald would be even louder than the video itsdf. So,
hed have to make the cdls while he was on the road. His car was one place—maybe the only
place—where he could be sure of getting some peace and quiet.

Heleft a"love you' memo for Sharon on the message base and went into the living room.

"Daddee!"” Damon turned away from the DVI and came thumping across the rug, dutching a teddy
bear. "Fx it, Dad-dee! Fix it!"

Bayley swalowed the last of his indant breskfast, set the glass on the dining table, and kneded
beside his son. "What's the problem?"

"Tdking Teddy won't talk anymore." Damon dumped the bear on the floor.

Bayley picked it up and squeezed it. It made a scratchy, grumbling noise. "Maybe he just needs a

recharge.” He thought, It shouldn't need to be charged so often. And it's supposed to say "Flug me in,
pleasa!” when its power pack ran low.

"Can you fix it?' Damon looked up at him.

Bayley nodded. "Later."

"Tonight?'

"That's right, tonight. Look, | have to go. Give me ahug.”

Obligingly, Damon wrapped his arms around his father's neck. Bayley disentangled himsdf after a
moment and headed for the door. "Good-bye, Mrs. Lopez. | won't be a my office number this morning,
but you can get me on my pocket phoneif there's any problem.”

She nodded and smiled, a planly dressed lady in her fifties with a dignified, honest face. "Good-bye,
Mr. Bayley."

"Bye, Daddee!"

As the gpartment door closed behind him and Bayley ran down to the basement garage, the sounds
of Old Macdonald findly receded into the distance.

Sdtting up hisvist to North Industries occupied most of his ninety-minute drive to the ingdlation. He
hated the ritud of verifying his identity, asking for someone in authority, and per-suading them to ded
with him. There were too many echoes of his childhood, when held fdt excluded from dl the diques and
clubs that the other kids set up. As a loner, he had ultimady learned tha the only comfortable way he
could ded with indii-tutions was from a position of power.

Hefindly got through to the assstant manager of investiga-tions at the plant, only to be told that for
such an impromptu vist, higher authorization was necessary. Colond Hlis Horton, chief scientist, was the
men to ask.

Fortunatdly, Horton started work at eght and was dready a his desk. Unfortunately, he was an
old-fashioned bureaucrat who distrusted fax—even encoded fax—and wanted dgned documents
delivered by bonded courier. In exasperation, Bayley persuaded Horton's secretary to cdl the Los
Angdes FBI office, who verified his identity by tranamitting his employment higtory to her termind. At
which point the chief scientist agreed to donate a hdf hour of histime.

Irregularities

The research fadlity was a sorawl of boxy brown two-story buildings surrounded by grassy knolls
and cdugers of trees that looked spare and undernourished. The perimeter was marked by a ten-foot



chantink fence topped with razor wire, with observation towers and large red sgns waning intruders to
beware of security robots. Overdl, it reminded Bayley of a prison camp that had been face-lifted by a
landscape architect.

He had to show his FBI shidd at the main gate, and he had to give his fingerprints and have his
photograph taken before they would grant him a visitor's badge. Only then was he a-lowed indgde.

An armed guard led him dong austere beige corridors to a bare little wating area where a mde
receptionist was working a text scanner. After checking via an intercom, the receptionist ushered Bayley
into Ellis Horton's office.

Augerity ended here. The room was pandled in dark oak, and there was an orientd rug on the floor.
Two leather arm-chairs faced a massve mahogany desk. An American flag stood in one corner, a rubber
plant in another. On the walls were framed pictures. Horton shaking hands with generds and sena-tors,
Horton cutting a ribbon on aremotely piloted-vehicle as-sembly line, Horton with his hand resting on one
wing of a cruise missle The decor was Aerospace Traditiond, Bayley thought to himsdf. So traditiond,
it looked like a museum.

Horton was in his Sixties, abig man, tdl and dightly stooped, with a jowly face and a large head that
was totaly bald. He had a powerful presence, sanding with his feet placed wel apart, asif the office was
a square of territory that he had persondly commandeered. He clamped Bayley's hand in his and gave
him a penetrating look, "Good morning,” he said, in a tone that suggested he was quite prepared to make

it a good morning, if necessary. "Take a sedt.”

He walked back behind his desk, lowered his pin-striped suit into an antique leather-upholstered
swive chair, and sdected a briar pipe from a rack beside an antique blotter. "Dont mind tdling you, we
normally appreciate some advance warning for this kind of thing," he said, filling the pipe methodicaly.

"That would have been my choice, too, Colond," Bayley said, trying to sound polite because he
knew an old Air Force man like Horton would expect some courtesy. At the same time, he didn't want to
sound gpologetic in case that was inter-preted as a Sgn of weakness. He hated deding with military
people; there was too much jockeying for position, too many unwritten codes of conduct. He told himsdf
to fed hisway carefully, neither hurrying nor dlowing himsdf to be hurried.

Horton set about lighting his pipe. It was a lengthy operation usng a series of wooden matches. "So
what's thisdl about?' he asked.

Bayley leaned forward, maintaning eye contact. "Briefly, Colond, my department has obtained
drcumdtantid evidence suggedting that one of your employees, Rosdind French, may be involved in
something that would jeopardize her security clearance.”

"French?' Horton looked asiif the accusation offended him. "1've dways considered her a woman of
extremdy high integ-rity."

The pompous tone, the affectations of dignity, irritated Bayley. Chief scientist was a mideading title;
the man probably knew next to nothing about science and spent most of his time negotiaing
appropriations from the Pentagon. That was hisred function: begging favors, winning contracts.

"Thisisonly a preiminary inquiry, Colond," he said, re-laxed but deliberate. "No formd charges are
baing made. At this point, | wouldn't want it to impact on Dr. French in any way." He paused. "I certainly
wouldn't want her to know any-thing about it."

Horton nodded. "Understood.”

"We do have to pursue it, though.”

Horton puffed on his pipe, then et it aside. He leaned for-ward and clasped his hands on the blotter.
"Wdl, were dways willing to cooperate with you people. Goes without saying, our concern for security
isjust as great as yours" He sounded genuindy, tiresomely sincere. "But what exactly do you want?"

Tha sounded alittle more promising. Bayley decided to spdl it out. "To begin with, I'd like to know
if Dr. French was here a her job yesterday between noon and two p.m. I'd aso like to know if she or



her team have been involved in any sgnificant irregularities. Anything at dl."

Horton's eyes narrowed as if he was trying to decide how much to say. "She wasn't here yesterday,”
he said grudgingly, obvioudy wondering what, if anything, he was giving away. "When | tried to reach
her, they said she was out Sick." He paused and rubbed his jaw. "As for irregularities, | suppose there's
one thing has to be mentioned." He didn't look very happy about mentioning it. "Theréve been some
equipment losses in her lab during the past year. In fact our security peo-ple wanted to run a fadlities
audit. You know, numbered tags on the equipment, requisitions double-checked, the usud thing. | told
'em we didn't have time for that nonsense.” He moved one fat hand asif waving away afly.

Bayley nodded as if he sympathized. He said nothing. Best to let the man run on, now that he had
started to open up.

"Asfar as I'm concerned, the losses are trivid. They may not even be losses. Scientists get involved
with a project, they get alittle doppy sometimes, the Suff gets misplaced. A few months later, they find it
agan." He leaned back in his chair. "But you asked, so I've told you."

Bayley thought to himsdf that a fadilities audit obvioudy should have been done. Horton was wrong;
thiswasn't just a case of an absent-minded professor forgetting where sheld put a handful of components.
"I'd like a chance to meet Dr. French, and her team, just to get some persona impressions. But you do
understand, it mustn't look asiif there's an invedtigation in progress.”

Horton grimaced. "Y es, you've made that clear. But . . . what are you redly after?’

Bayley didn't much enjoy the man's steady stare, but he forced himsdf to return it. "Dr. French was
observed in a— possbly illegd act. That's about dl | can say right now."

Horton drummed his fingers on the desk. "Wdl, | suppose. . . how about if we tdl her you're here
from our head office in San Diego. Say you're an auditor, verifying compliance with company regulations.
Time cards, sales order numbers, that kind of thing. Good enough?'

Bayley nodded. It was more hdpful, in fact, than held ex-pected. "I assume you've had to ded with
gtudions like this before.

"Onceinawhile Not with French,” he added sharply.
"Do you have a name that youd like me to use?"

"Let's see, Richard Wilson. He's on the company payrall in San Diego, in their security department.
Never been herein Long Beach that | know of."

"Hne" He was a little surprised that Horton had capitulated so easlly. He guessed the man must be
worried enough about the losses—whatever they were—to want to cover his ass, but cofidat exough o
hsgf to bewiling to havethe FBI dheck them out. "One other thing, Colonel. Can | have some back-ground
on the research that French is doing for you?'

Horton gave a short bark of alaugh. "I thought you people were supposed to know everything about
evaything."

Bayley looked dutifully chagrined. "In this case," he said, "I'm afraid there wasn't time for me to
receive a comprehensve brigfing from my squad supervisor.”

"Wil, you have SCI clearance, don't you? Yes, it was on your profile. All right, | suppose | can fill
youin. And I'll have my assgtant tranamit a summary of the project to your office this afternoon, is thet
satisfactory? Good. Come with me”"

Deceptions

He led the way out of his office, across a glasswalled bridge, into a neghboring building. "All the
research is donein this section,” he said, over his shoulder. He took Bayley down a flight of stairs, dong
another corridor to a meta door identified soldy by a number. He punched a code on a combination
lock, pushed the door open, and switched on the light.



Bayley found himsdf in a windowless space about twenty feet square, with a floor of bare gray
concrete and cinderblock wals painted white. Crates and cartons were stacked on metal shelves up to
the cailing. The center of the room was cluttered with heavy equipment wrapped in plagtic. The place had
adry, dusty andl; it was like a high-tech mausoleum.

Horton carefully closed the door behind them, then walked over and started pulling the wraps off an
object the 9ze of arefrigerator. Its body was of black anodized duminum, taper-ing from four feet wide
a the base to two feet a the top, where video and audio scanners sprouted from a plastic dome.
Articu-lated arms were mounted on opposite sides, and the unit rested on four fat rubber tires. There
was a homemade look about it, obvioudy a prototype assembled in a hurry.

"The LifeScan program,” Horton began, "was initiated by Dr. Leo Gottbaum in 1999." He raised an
eyebrow. "Ever heard of him?"

Bayley hated it when people assumed he was technologicaly illiterate. " Gottbaum won a Nobel Prize
inthe late 1990s," he said, "for research into atificid intdligence”

"Quite correct." Horton looked irritated, asif Bayley had somehow trespassed on histurf. He cleared
his throat and raised his voice dightly. "Gottbaum did some work for us on imaging systems—target
acquigtion, terrain scanning, that kind of thing. But what he redly wanted to tackle was a
gen-eral-purpose Al that could display initidive and judgment.”

Bayley told himsdf to be patient. "Go on," he said.

"A lot of people were working on that problem. Stll are, for that matter. But Gottbaum figured heldd
take a short cut. In-stead of designing a system from scratch, hed sted the answer from Mother Nature
hersdf. The god of LifeScan was to copy an entire animd brain, neuron by neuron. Not a new ides, of
course; but he was the only one at that time with enough clout to persuade D.o.D. to fund it properly.”

Bayley frowned. "He redlly thought he could modd an entire brain? All the neurons, the ganglia, and
dl the dectrochemicd dtates?"

Horton dlowed himsdf a amug little amile as if the ambi-tiousness of the program appealed to his
can-do philasophy. "They began by usng chicken brains, dthough, of course, even a chicken has severd
million neurons. Take you the rest of your life just to draw a map of ‘em.”

"But thiswhedled vehicle, here, was that supposed to—"

"Ah, yes. ADVENT." Horton paused, taking pleasure in meking Bayley wait for an explanation of the
acronym. "Au-tonomous Demondration Vehicle with Experimentd Neural Topology. This was the
vehidle their synthetic brain was sup-posed to control. They built it back in '05, to show the top brass,
make it look asif the project was getting somewhere."

"But it wasnt?"

Horton turned back to the vehide and started carefully rewrgpping it in its plagtic shroud.
"Gottbaum's approach was fundamentaly sound. I've dways said so, and | stand by that.” He sounded
defendve, asif hed staked his reputation on this research a long time ago and couldn't afford the loss of
faceif it ever turned out to be a dead end. "The trouble was, people expected too much too soon. By the
time Gottbaum retired and Rosdind French took over from him, Congress was fed up with it. They cut
the budget just when it was beginning to show some results. Right now, there are only four full-time gaff.
They're making good progress, though. Brilliant people—al-though | must warn you, they might seem a
little noncon-formist. Come next door, I'll introduce you."

Bayley followed Horton out and waited while the chief scien-tist made a show of veifying that the
storeroom was securely locked. Then they went a little farther down the hdl, to an-other door. Bayley
experienced a good, tense feding of antici-pation, the way he dways did when he was progressing to the
next step in a case. Here, in this lab, was the woman held seen leaving Kai's. the woman who'd taken it
into her head to risk her work and her reputation—for what?

Horton opened the door into a high-cellinged room cluttered with equipment, metd cabinets gleaming



adully in gray light filtering through tal windows. Four people were working in the lab, and as they heard
the door open they dl stopped taking and looked up, sharp-eyed, like forest animas scenting an
in-truder. No one said anything. No one needed to.

Horton showed no sgn that he'd noticed the charged atmo-sphere. "Dr. French,” he caled to a tdl
womean sanding beside a cylindricd tank in the center of the lab. "Just a moment, if you please.”

She put aside a pocket computer and walked toward him. "Y es, Colond ?'

Bayley watched her. Five feet ten, maybe 140 pounds. With-out a doubt, the same build as the
robed figure in the street. And her festures matched the photocomposite So here they were,
face-to-face again. He fdt oddly vulnerable without his privacy mask, even though she could have no
possible idea of hisidentity. She gave him a careful, evauating look; he kept his expression neutrd.

It was hard for him to beieve she was redly the one. Her posture, her poise, gave her an ar of
dignity and breeding, even while she was wearing a white lab coat. She seemed very self-possessed, but
he noted a couple of rapid eye movements, some tenson in the little muscles around her mouth.
Something was making her nervous.

Horton gestured toward Bayley. "This is, ah, Mr. Richard Wilson, an auditor from head office. He's
vigting severd of the labs, just doing a floor check, making sure we're falowing regu-lations. Dr. French,
here, isin charge of our LifeScan pro-gram.”

Bayley saw her shoulders move dmost imperceptibly, re-laxing a fraction now that the intruder had
been identified. "Pleased to meet you, Mr. Wilson," she said. Her voice was degantly modulated, as if
sheld had speech training a some time in her life She shook his hand, brusque and busnesdike. She
turned to Horton. "Does this have anything to do with those memory modules?'

Horton looked disconcerted. He seemed cautious of her, maybe because she was tough, direct, and
femde, violaing his archaic ideas about chivdry. "Why, no," he said. "In fact, | hadnt specificdly
mentioned to Mr. Wilson—"

"You see, | just sent a memo up to you," she interrupted. "We found the modules this morning.
They're over there" She gestured to a workbench.

"Oh. Redly." Horton walked over to the bench, and Bayley followed him. Ten bliser packs were
lying on the white Formica. Bayley noted the serid numbers. They were identicd to the ones held seen in
the street. So there was no possible doubt: sheld traded for them yesterday, sheld brought them back
here, and she was lying.

"They'd dipped down behind the racks in the corner,” she went on, watching Horton steedily. "It
turns out there's a haf-inch gap between the racks and the wal."

"Isthat s0?' Horton nodded to himsdf. "Well, I'm glad you found them. Very glad" He turned to
Bayley. "You see, as | was saying earlier, theré's no red problem here. Maybe a bit of carelessness
about catdoging the inventory, that's dl."

"It's redly not a matter of cardessness,” she said, camly contradicting him. She didn't like the man,
Bayley redlized. In fact, she didn't like anyone who had the power to come in here and check up on her.
Her tone of voice and her body language suggested that she fdt she should be exempt from this kind of
petty annoyance. "Weve smply been very busy," she went on, "which leaves little time to take care of
minor details”" She gave the barest hint of a shrug.

Bayley was trying to place her accent. Boston, he decided. Cdifornia had softened it, but she had
that old-world, old-money twang, and she expected people to defer to her.

"If you don't mind," he said, polite but firm, "I'd ill like to have alook around.”

She waited to seeif Horton would object. When he didn't, she turned away. "Hep yoursdf. We are,
of course, quite busy.”

Bayley admired her act, for it was, indeed, an act. He won-dered what would happen if he pushed a
litle harder. "Perhaps you'd like to introduce me to your coworkers,” he said.



Her face showed afaint flicker of irritation. She gestured. "Hans Voss, Miched Butterworth, Jeremy
Porter."

"Pleased to meet you." Bayley waked over and shook tharr hands in turn. Voss said, "How do you
do,” but he didn't meet Bayley's eyes. Butterworth seemed remote, in some other space and time
atogether. Porter hunched his shoulders as if he fdt threatened, and he pulled his hand back as quickly as
he could.

"I understand you've dl been employed by the company for severa years,” Bayley sad.

"All of us were hired about a decade ago,” Rosdind French said from behind him. "I'm sure the
personnd department has the details if you're redly interested.” She stepped past, taking care not to
brush againg him. "I hope you won't mind if we continue cdibrating this equipment. We're a little behind
schedule”

"What'sin the tank?' said Bayley, amiable but persistent.

"A tissue sample.” She spoke without looking up.

"Brain tissue? Colond Horton told me—"

"It's a section of an animd brain, yes."

"S0 you're scanning it into the Cray, there?' He nodded toward the black dab standing nearby.

She gave him a sudden, sharp look. Her eyes moved quickly, as they had when she had firg been
introduced, and he redized she was reevduating him.

Bayley redized his dip. "I've worked with computers™ he explained, "back before | went into the
security divison." She was very dert; it would be a migtake to underestimate her. He turned to Voss,
then Butterworth, looking for an easier adver-sary. "One of you writes software?"

"Um, | do," sad Porter.

Bayley saized the opening. "So with your program indde that computer, you can actudly modd the
anmd brain?'

Porter coughed nervoudy. "It's not nearly so smple, I'm afraid. Even for a cubic millimeter of the
cortex, the Cray isn't adequate. We jugt use it as a halding area during the scan. It's fadt, but it doesn't
have the right architecture—"

"I doubt that Mr. Bayley isredly interested in the technica details” Rosdind cut in.

Porter stopped talking. There was an uncomfortable silence.

She redly seemed quite dangerous, like a mother lion defend-ing her cubs. "You're right,” he said,
deciding to back down gracefully. "I should be taking care of business. May | look at your time cards?'

Sheindined her head asif accepting his apology. "They're over there"

He took the long way around, skirting atank of liquid nitro-gen and squeezing past a bench covered
in offcuts of duminum and metd filings. He glanced a neat racks of tools and a miniature weding torch

lying beside a set of C-clamps. "You make your own equipment, here? Iant it rather unusud not to use
the company's machine shop?'
"We require specid indruments of great precison,” sad Hans Voss. He moved closer. This was

Vosssturf, evidently. To test the man's reactions, Bayley picked up a delicate ribbon file, like something
adentist or a surgeon might use.

"Please” Voss stepped up and lad his hand on hisarm. "I would prefer you not to touch my tools.”

"Sorry." Bayley surrendered it to him. At the same time, taking advantage of the digtraction, he
dropped his other hand over a scrap of dainless sted lying on the bench. He pdmed it and did it
discreetly into his pocket.

He continued around the lab till he came to the rack of time cards. He rifled through them, looking at
the neat notations, and raised his eyebrows. "Y ou're hilling the company for dl these hours?'

"By no means” sad Colond Horton. He was 4ill slanding by the door, looking ill a ease. "Dr.



French and her team have an unusud arrangement whereby they work additiond hours at their own
discretion. They fed this project means enough, they're willing to donate some of their tune.”

"Redly." Bayley nodded. "Wdl, the cards have certainly been completed conscientioudy.” He put
them back in ther rack, turned, and scanned the laboratory. "And | don't see any safety vidlations" He
headed back toward the door. "I'm sorry to have disturbed you dl,” he said.

"Quite dl right." Now that he was backing off, Rosdind French seemed to have less trouble being
palite to him. Maybe if someone capitulated to her on a habitud basis, Bayley thought, she could be
downright friendly.

He looked once more at the three men. Voss was dill stand-ing by his metal-working tools, guarding
them. Butterworth was nearby, ill looking distant, dthough that could be an act. Porter was peering
suspicioudy at Bayley from the dense cover of hishar and beard.

Horton opened the door and he and Bayley walked out.

"Satisfactory?' Horton asked, as they started back toward the airs.

"Yes, thank you," said Bayley. He drew a dow, measured " breath, methodicaly rdaxing the tenson
that had gathered in him while he was in the lab. "Of course, as | said before, we're dill in the prdiminary
dages.”

"Yes So isthere anything ese you want?'

Bayley paused. He shook his head. "No. Not at thistime”

"Wil, I'll wait for your report.” Horton seemed impetient to get rid of his vigtor now that the officd
business was over.

Bayley saw he could take advantage of the Stuation. "I can wak out directly to the parking lot from
this building, can't 17?7

"Yes Yes, you can just go down this corridor to the exit Sgn. It's a shortcut, in fact.”

"W, thank you, Colond, for your hep." He submitted once again to the severe handclasp and the
penetraing gaze. Then Horton nodded curtly and disappeared up the gairs.

Bayley waited till the footsteps were no longer audible, then turned and went back aong the corridor.
When he reached Rosdind French's laboratory he paused and glanced behind him. The corridor was
empty and Slent.

In his lgpel was a microphone no larger than a pin head, linked with a tiny audio recorder in his
pocket. He pulled the microphone up, traling a gossamer wire, and quickly pressed it agang the glass
pane in the |aboratory door.

Seconds ticked by. He stood there feding unplessantly vul-nerable. 1t was one thing to demand
information, backed by the authority of the bureau. It was something else to conduct unau-thorized
survelllance indde a defense contractor's research fa-cility.

He heard someone coming and quickly moved away from the door, reding in the microphone. As a
figure appeared at the far end of the hdlway, heading toward him, Bayley made for the exit.

He fdt a sense of rdief as he emerged into the sunlight. He paused for a moment, reorienting himsdlf,
then headed for his car.

Held achieved mogt of hisinitid objectives. getting Horton to cooperate, meeting Rosdind French,
checking out the labo-ratory. And yet, there was dill a conspicuous lack of evidence. The most that
Rosdind French could be charged with at this point was driving a car with unregistered plates and
possession of solen goods—the memory modulesin the suitcase.

That done would probably end her career a North Indus-tries; but Bayley was beginning to suspect
it was jugt the tip of the iceberg. The dannish, paranoid mood in the lab, the bizarre work schedule, and
the history of missing inventory, dl implied something much bigger than street crime; and whatever it was,
Horton's bombastic incompetence would have enabled it to flourish unchecked.



Bayley's vist to the lab had actudly created more myseries than it had solved, and they tantdized
him. What had hap-pened to the modules that French damed to have "log" previ-oudy? Why had she
gone to the trouble and taken the risk of manufacturing high-tech handguns in order to get black-market
replacement modules from Little Asa? And what had happened to the other equipment that was missng?

Ladly, there was the matter of the research itsdf. Why were French and her team working so
obsessvely on a project that had begun thirty years ago and gill hadn't fulfilled any of its initid
objectives?. And what, exactly, were they kegping indde that sainless-sted tank?

Trust

Long sunbeams danted between the trees. The ar sameled of wildflowers and sap and dry dead
leaves, and the forest was dive with birdsong. Yumi walked dowly, pausng often, feding at peace for
the fird time since her arrival the previous day.

She shifted the bag of groceries from one arm to the other. Only hafway up the hill, and aready she
was out of breath. When sheld been a kid sheld run mogt of the way; but now she was past thirty she
didn't have that indantly avallable energy. Too many lazy days in Hawali, Stting at the beach, or gtting
watching TV, or gtting in her little workshop.

She heard an gpproaching vehicle. She stepped to one dde of the track and waited till it came
around the bend, bumping toward her, an ancient pickup streaked with rugt, its fenders dented, its
windshidd spattered with dirt. She shaded her eyes, trying to see who was driving, and suddenly she
amiled. "Jack!" she shouted, waving her arm. "Hey, Jack!"

The pickup stopped beside her and its bearded driver frowned a her from under a red gimme cap,
one hand resting on the whed, one elbow on the open window. "Gmorning,” he said, gruff and a little
suspicious, 9zing her up.

"You don't remember me, do you?' She laughed. "We were neighbors. I'm Yumi. Yumi Gottbaum."

"Widl, shit." He trod on the emergency brake, threw open the door, and stepped down, a big man in
alumberjack shirt, Levis, and work boots crusted with mud. He grabbed her and hugged her, and she
fdt hersdf being lifted off her feet. "Hdl, Yumi. Jesus Christ. What is it, five years?' He st her back
down and put his hands on his hips. "Whet the hdl happened to yer hair? Used to be hdfway down your
back. Wdll, I'll be." He laughed, took off his cap, dapped it againg histhigh. "Il be damned!"

"I cut my har when | relocated in Hawali," she said. "To be with my mother. It was seven years ago.”

"Seven years. Goddam. Hey, have you had bregkfast?'

"Not yet. | just went down to the store on the coast road to buy groceries. You know nmy father, he
never has anything ex-cept frozen gring beans and TV dinners. I'm on my way back up to the dome,
now." She hegitated. "Can you give me a ride?"

"Wdl, hdl, yes. Step in, princess.”

He drove dowly, taking his time, glancing a her once in a while, grinning. She gave him the bare
detalls of her life in Waikiki, her amdl business making jewery that she modly sold to tourigts. Sheld
lived with her mother till her mother died of a sudden heart attack; and then sheld sold the house and
moved to an gpartment of her own.

"You got a boyfriend?' he asked.

"Not right now." She shrugged. "Y ou know how it is with me and men. The ones | can have, | don't
want, and the ones | want, | can't have. I'm just a hopeless case, Jack. But what about you, are you ill
with Emily?'

"Oh, yeah. And three kids, now. Got a new one. Sdly. She's four dready.”

"What about the animals? Y ou Hill have them, too?!



"W, let's see” He scratched the side of his jaw. "We shot the goat, fed him to the pigs. Then we
ate the pigs. Hate to have to tdl you that, you being a vegetarian, but ever since they legdized marijuana,
it ant the cash crop it used to be." He grimaced and spat out the window. "But how come you're here in
Cdifornia? Thought you said you wasn't never coming back."

"My father. He's . . . got a brain tumor. He says he doesn't have long to live, and he wanted to see
me before he dies”

"Oh, jeez." Jack stopped the truck. He leaned on the whed and looked across a her. "That's red
bad." He gave her shoul-der a dumsy squeeze. "That's rough.”

Yum shrugged, hoping it might disodge his heavy hand. She knew he meant wdl, and he'd opened
his home to her over the years asif it were her own. But his awkward sympathy she could do without.

"I've been o cut off from him," she said, "it ... doesn't redly touch me very much.”

"You know, | hate to hear you tak like thet." He started the vehicle again and drove in slence for a
while As he rounded the find turn in the track and emerged onto the hilltop, he forced a laugh. "So here
you are. Dome sweet dome." He paused. "Looks just the same, | guess, even after dl the work."

"The work?" She gathered up her groceries.

"He had awholelot of hard hats up here. Putting in his damnfool defense system, and some kind of a
new power gener-ator, so they sad.”

"Redly? So now he can run his gadgets even when the mu-nicipd supply cuts out, the sun isnt
shining, and the wind isn't blowing.” Yumi smiled at Jack, then kissed him on one grimy cheek. "Thanks
for the ride." She opened the door.

"Come vist," he cdled after her. "Six can eat as chegp asfive, right?"

She waved. "Maybe tonight." She waited and watched while he turned his pickup and headed back
down the tral.

Indde the dome, Leo was waiting for her. She saw his face and knew immediatdy that shed done
something wrong. The knowledge gave her a tense, grabbing sensation in her ssomach. She ducked her
head and walked quickly into the kitchen, but he came &fter her.

"Where have you been?' His voice sounded matter-of-fact, but she could hear the underlying
irritation. She hadn't been where he expected her to be. For a couple of hours, she had been an dement
of his environment that had been out of his control.

"You seemed to be deeping, and | didnt want to disurb you, and | went shopping,” she sad,
unpacking the groceries and putting them away. "I thought you might like a proper break-fast.”

"Bregkfas." He waved hisarm. "I dready had breakfast. It's past ten o'clock, Yumi. If you had to go
to the store, why didn't you take one of the cars?

"I dill don't drive,” she said, in aamdl voice. "Cars make me nervous."

Gottbaum grunted in exasperation. "Come in the living room. | have a document to show you."

She started after him, then checked her automatic tendency to do whatever he wanted. "But | havent
hed bregkfast yet."

"Thiswill only take a moment. Redly. Think of it this way: in a few days time, youll be free to eat
breskfast whenever you want."

Bagtard, she thought to hersdlf, fallowing him.

"St down,” he told her, gesturing toward the table. Oblig-ingly, she took a seat. She looked out of
the window, trying to cam hersdlf, and saw that in the distance the sea was shrouded in migt. It looked
like a soft, white meadow benegth the vivid blue sky.

Gottbaum picked up some papers from his desk, then walked back and stood looking down at her.
"Enjoying the view?' He seemed dightly more cordia now that she was obeying him aggn

"It's pretty.”



"But | expect there are some bad associations here, aren't there?!

He was doing what held done yesterday, bringing up topics that they never normaly talked about.
Wasiit the prospect of his death that made him want to address the issues? "There are some unpleasant
memories here" she said, treading cautioudy, afraid of a trap. "Of you and Mom arguing dl the time, and
... therés alot of Suff that | try not to think about.”

He nodded. "So, | assume tha even though you are my sole heir, you have no interest in inheriting
thisland and the struc-tures on it."

Why couldn't he talk normadly? Why did he have to say "sructures’ when anyone else would say
"buildings'? And then she grasped the meaning of what held said. "You mean you're cutting me out of
your will”?" She amogt laughed. Was that what he was worrying about?

"I want to establish this dome as an educationd trud,” he said, dill very serious. "Therell be annud
awards to enable students to come here and pursue their work. A retreat, for serious sudy. Cdl it an old
man's vanity if you will, but | want to leave something that will be useful, with my name on it."

She nodded dowly. It made sense. "I can see you might like that," she said. "W, it's your dome.
You should do whatever you want with it. Frankly, it never even occurred to me that | should inherit
something from you."

"You will receive some cash,” he said. "But anyway, from what you say, | gather youll be willing to
dgn these" He placed the documents in front of her. "This is a walver, daing that you understand my
intentions, find them agreeable, have read my will, and won't contest it."

She looked at the printed pages. Then she looked up a him. The same impassive face as dways,
controlled and controlling. What was he thinking? What did his thoughts actudly sound like? She
imagined them dicking and beeping, like a computer in an old Hollywood movie "I wouldn't have
contested any-thing anyway," she said. "Why are you meking such a fuss about this?'

He pulled out a chair and sat down opposite her. He leaned forward as if trying to be more intimate,
"My dear, | don't have alot of money anymore. I've spent most of my savings. If there was a battle over
my estate it might cost so much in legd fees that the property would have to be sold to raise the extra
cash to pay the lawyers. Do you see?"

Y es, she saw. Even after he died, everything dill had to be the way he wanted it. Yumi clenched her
fig. It would be some sort of judtice, wouldnt it, if she defied his last dying wish— dthough just the
thought of that gave her the tense, grabbing sensation again.

He reached out and turned the pages. "Here, you see—fifty thousand new dollars, your share of the
cash and invesments. | have provided for you, Yumi. All | ask is that you leave me my home to dispose
of as| wish." He put a pen into her hand. "Sign at the bottom, there."

For amoment she did nathing. She imagined hersdf pushing her chair back and saying no. His face
would go pale, the way she remembered it. Even though he was over eghty he could 4ill fly into one of
his rages, she had no doubt of that. She closed her eyes, trying to suppress the adrendine that was
aurg-ing through her. Would it redly be worth it to refuse, just to get back a him? To endure the
subsequent arguments, threets, recriminations? She had her own life, now. The battles of the past were
over, and if she had any sense, sheld let them go.

She drew a deep breath, focused on the pagein front of her, and signed.

"This copy, d0," he said, giving her a duplicate.

She sgned that, too.

He took back the documents, and his pen. "Mrs. Wright will be here sometime today to do the
deaning, and I'll have her witness these" He gave Yumi one of hisrare smiles "Thank you."

Sheld pleased him, she redlized. Was that the redl reason she'd Sgned? No, that was too upstting to
think about. "Can | have breakfast now?" she asked, feding somehow drained.

"Of course, of course." He was waking away; she could do whatever she wanted, it was no longer



of any interest to him.
"Taking about your will, you . . . make it seem asif you're going to die tomorrow,” she said.

He opened hisfireproof safein a concrete stanchion in the north wal, put the documents insde, and
swung the door shut. "Not tomorrow.” He spun the did on the safe. "But very soon after that.”

Suddenly she fdt like crying. She ran into the kitchen, cursing the way her emotions duded her
control whenever she was around him. She took eggs from the refrigerator and broke two of them into a
bowl, sailling some of the white onto the counter. "I just do not understand you,” she said, saizing a fork
and beating the eggs. "There could be some new cancer treat-ment you've never heard of. Why do you
have to give up and assume it'sdl over?'

He came and stood in the doorway. "It seems to be upsetting you to tak about this"

"Of course it's upsetting me!” Yumi switched on the eectric stove, found a frying pan, and poured
the eggsinto it. "Y ou're planning your death as if—asiif it's a new piece of research, or something. How
can you talk about it like that?'

"Because" he amiled fantly, "I don't regard it as perma-nent. | dill have my contract with Cryonic
Life Systems. I'm in regular contact with my friends there. The techniques have advanced a lat in the last
two decades, and I'm confident | can be frozen with minimd tissue damage. In another fifty years or o,
with some further advances in nanotechnology, | believe it will be possible to cure my condition and
revive me"

Was that the red reason he wanted to leave his dome to a trust? So he could repossess it when he
"came back"? She shook the frying pan vidently. "I remember you used to tak about quff like
this—being frozen, cheeting death. | should have known you redly believed in it."

"Yes" he said. "You should."

She told hersdf to be calm. She looked out of the window at the trees. But she couldn't focus on
them. She turned and glared a him ingtead. "So what are you going to do, get your cryonics friends to
dump you in one of ther freezers while you're il dive?'

"Yumi, you know they can't do that." He paused. "The, ah, eggs are dticking to the pan.”

"Thanks" She switched off the stove with an abrupt maotion and pushed the pan aside.

"On Monday," he went on, "I will be admitted to a hospitd. | will refuse dl food and fluids. It will

take about four days for me to die in this way, from dehydration; not a pleasant process, but | will be
given morphine. As soon as there are no further vitd Sgns, the cryonics people will take over.”

"Monday? Y ou mean, the day after tomorrow?' She stepped back, indinctively touching her fingers
to her throat. "Thisis the mogt cold-blooded thing | have ever heard in my life”

He spread his hands. "Yumi, it's merdly rationd. There is very good reason to believe that I'll be able
to return, in the future, if | arrange my deeth properly now. Why, in another fifty years, we should have
immortdity.”

"But garving yoursdlf—"

"If I do it any other way there will be an autopsy, which would damage my brain. The whole idea,
Yumi, isto act swiftly and in such away that no further brain damage occurs . . . from the tumor, or from
anything—or anyone—dse."

She dared a him. Sowly, she recovered hersdf. "You're right,” she said. "Of course, as dways,
you'e right. It's totaly logicd. Youll come back in fifty years and start dl over agan." She rolled her
eyes. "Excuse me. | have to go outsde.”

He watched her as she pushed past him, threw open the door, and walked out into the sunlight. Her
legs brushed through the tdl grass. She breathed deeply and tasted the clean air.

After sheld gone alittle way she sat down on the curve of the hill and stared into the distance.
From indde the dome, she heard a meodic tone. His phone was ringing. Not many people knew his



number here; if anyone cdled, it was dways something important. That meant he would answer it and
leave her in peace.

She lay on her back in the grass, feding the lumpy earth under her body, and looked up into the
featureless bowl of blue sky.

Fantly, she heard his voice. "Could be just a coincidence, Jeremy,” he was saying, "but | agree,
you'd better cross-check hisidentity with the records at San Diego. We shouldn't take any chances.”

Chance; that was what he abhorred mogt of dl. Uncertainty. Random factors. Human error. People
who acted without thinking. Emotional women. Aging pets. Y oung children,

She closed her eyes and rich red replaced deep blue. She crossed her arms over hersdlf, feding the
un press down on her. She redized, suddenly, thet it was quite possible that she'd dill be dive when her
father was revived from his deep freeze. She didn't know which disturbed her more: the certainty of his
imminent death, or the possibility that it might not be perma-nent.

Intruder

Rosdind drove into San Pedro past abandoned storefronts, derdict gas stations, apartment buildings
that had been looted and burned many years ago. With Porter Stting beside her, Voss and Butterworth in
the back, she made aright turn off Pacific Avenue and headed up into the hills overlooking the town.

A huge fence of rusty barbed wire came into view, twenty-foot concrete gate posts planted in the
sdewak. The gates themsdves had long since been removed, and the only red bar-rier that remained
was a tangled mass of vegetation that had engulfed the Street.

Thirty years ago, when the AIDS retrovirus had mutated and mass hysteria had precipitated drastic
measures, this whole area had been made into an internment camp. Those years were over and dmost
forgotten, but the neighborhood had never recovered from the sigma, and in an age when population
growth had turned negative, no one felt any need to live in houses haunted by the specter of a bygone
plague.

A handful of artigts, writers, and socid rgects had migrated to the fringes of this no-man's-land
where homes were free for the taking and government interference was virtudly, nil. Deeper into it,
though, thousands of houses dill lay empty, fractured by earthquake damage, weakened by termites and
rot, dowly collgpsing in on themsdves.

Rosdind drove the car dowly dong the overgrown street, bumping across vines, scraping through tal
grass and bram-bles, a cloud of insects rigng up dther side. After a couple of blocks she dowed and
checked the rearview mirror. As dways, the neighborhood seemed devoid of humen life She svung the
car around, turned into the overgrown driveway of a house that looked as derelict as its neighbors, and
parked out of Sght under the drooping branches of afig tree that had run wild. "You know," she sad, "l
can't remember the last time we ar-rived herein daylight.”

Behind her, Voss chuckled. ™Y ou want that we should work some more. Y ou think we are getting off
too lightly, leaving the lab before midnight.”

She amiled. "No, Hans, that is not what | think." She opened the car door. The ar smdled of lush
foliage and wild blossoms. Birds sang; atight breeze stirred the kudzu that had engulfed the front lawn. In
the distance, Catdina Idand was a hazy gray shape in the sweep of the ocean. "l think we dl deserve
some time off,” she said. "My only trouble is that | seem to have forgotten how to take it. | mean, after
ten years, it's like—like moving into a psychologica vacuum. Not empty space, but empty time”

"In zen, theré's a date of being cdled dyana,” sad But-terworth, unfolding his lanky frame from the
rear of the car.

"Redly?' She looked at him, deadpan. "Are you going to spdl that for us, Michad?'

"Sodl it?" He treated her to his fant, ironic smile "I could tdl you how to &tain it. Although, you



might not like it much. It'd make you kind of mdlow.”

Vass grinned. He looked from one of them to the other. "It is pleasing,” he said, "to see you two
pretending to be human

Rosdind laughed. It fdt good, and she redized how long it had been since shed been untroubled
enough to let go and spend some time—even just a few minutes—trading jokes, re-leasing tenson.
"Hans, are you implying that 1've been inhu-man?'

He became mock-serious. "Rasdind, is not my place or my nature to imply.”

She got out of the car and went over to Porter, who was opening the trunk. "Jeremy. Give us an
objective assessment. Have | been an inhuman team leader?”

He heaved out an duminum suitcase, set it down in the long grass, and paused, giving the question his
usud thorough examination. "l would say you have been somewhat difficult,” he said. "The only times you
have been actudly inhuman were when you had to ded with outsiders.”

"Yegh, like with Horton," said Butterworth. "Or that guy he brought into the lab today. The auditor.”

"You mean Richard Wilson?' Rosdind waded through the vines and grass to the front door of the
house, unlocked it, and disabled the two darm systems. Out of long habit she glanced quickly behind her
before waking in. But the neighborhood was dill Slent: no traffic, no one on foot to notice or observe
them. "I suppose | was abit rude to him," she said as the others followed her into the ruined front hall, its
carpet matted with dirt, its walls stained brown with water damage. "And he didn't redly deserve it. |
mean, he wasn't as bad as most audi-tors. | just didn't want him around, leest of dl today."

Voss was, lagt into the house. He shut the front door and secured it. Rosalind unlocked a fireproof
ded hatch, turned on the lights, and went down concrete steps to the basement. The origind owner of
the house had evidently had a security fetish: the basement was a bomb shelter with walls, floor, and
caling of reinforced concrete, its own emergency generators, a filtered ar supply, a freshwater well, and
arecyding sanitation system.

Now it was filled with eectronic hardware. This was where Porter came when he worked through
the night. Voss and But-terworth had accumulated equipment here, dso: a magnetic resonance
neuroimeaging system, an ultrasound scanner, cus-tomized focused-field sensors to monitor brain function,
and an assortment of basic medicd supplies. Some of the materids had been bought, some stolen, some
homemade, some obtained through sources in Litle Asa All of it was pushing the limits of current
technology.

Porter laid his duminum case on a stool, opened it, donned antidatic gloves, and started carefully
removing circuit boards. Butterworth went to the neurosensng gear and started switch-ing it on. "You
know, you're right," he said, picking up Rosdind's comment as if, in his head, no time had passed. "That
ouy, today, wasn't as bad as most auditors. In fact, when you think about it, he hardly acted like an
auditor a dl."

She nodded absently as she linked her log unit with Porter's database and started uploading the
morning's figures. Then, as she waited for the transfer to complete, she redized But-terworth's
implication. "He was an auditor, though,” she said. "Jeremy checked him after he left. Didnt you,
Jeremy?'

Porter nodded. "I cdled Leo, asyou said. Leo told me we shouldn't take any chances, and | should
verify that there was a Richard Wilson in the San Diego office. | accessed ther person-nel directory and
he was liged, current.” He paused as if mentdly reviewing the sequence of events. "Yes'" he sad.
"That's what happened.”

"I dready know that," Butterworth said, dill camly going about his business. "I don't question that
theré's someone named Richard Wilson in San Diego, employed by North In-dustries, who has a
postion as an auditor. What I'm question-ing is whether Richard Wilson was the guy who came and
vigted us today."



There was slence in the basement broken only by the humrming and dicking of equipment, the
whisper of filtered ar through the vents. Findly, Rosdind laughed. 1t wasn't the same laugh that sheld
enjoyed outsdein the front yard. It sounded forced. "Y ou're being very paranoid, Michadl."

"But Michad is correct,” said Voss. "We have been less thor-ough then usud with this vigtor, this
Richard Wilson, because we are so happy to be nearing the end of our work. But thisis no time to be
careless. We 4ill cannot afford to take anything for granted.”

Rosdind waked over to Porter. "Jeremy, please get online with the Long Beach fadlity right away.
Check ther vigtor log for this morning. That's the firg thing we should have done. | blame mysdf for not
thinking of it" She glanced over her shoulder. "Thank you, Michad, for reminding us of our
re-spongbilities”

"Hey, look, it's probably nothing." Butterworth broke open a pack of vapor syringes and started idly
gowing them in adrug cabinet. "It just seems to me we ought to make sure, you know?'

Porter dided through and started typing passwords and ac-cess codes, entering security records via
a back door that hed long since inddled in the computers maintained by the defense contractor.
Rosdind looked over his shoulder as the screen filled with alig of names. "'l don't see a Richard Wilson
there" she said. There was tenson growing in her voice. Get a grip, she told herself. Check it again.

"Il sort thelid," said Porter. He typed a code, and the names rearranged themsdves dphabetically.
"No. No, there's no Richard Wilson."

Rosdind made hersdf take a dow, deep breath. "Let me make sure there's no misunderstanding.
You are certain tha thisis the complete lig of dl today's vistors to the plant. In-duding people who may
be employed by North Indudtries at their other fadlities”

"That's correct,” sad Porter. His fingers fidgeted on the key-board. He blinked up a Rosdind
through his thick-lensed glasses. "What do you want me to do?'

There was a moment of unessy slence "Access thar afiliations” she said. "Find out who they
represent or work for."

He thought for a moment. "All right, 1 can do that. They have to give that information at the front
gate" He typed more commands. The screen cleared, then filled again.

"Hold it" Rosdind pointed. "Look there. Federa Bureau of Invedtigation, Department of
Technology-Related Crime. Name: James Bayley."

Butterworth carefully set down the syringes held been hold-ing. He turned toward Rosdind. "You're
kidding."

"But it is maybe just a coincidence, nothing to do with us”" sidVoss

"Well find out." Rosalind turned back to Jeremy. "Is there some way to get a picture of this Bayley?
Dont they vid them on the way in?'

"Yes but they dont file that data centrdly,” said Porter. "Therés no need to. They just put a
RAMcard in a cabinet somewhere."

"All right. Let's see; would there be telephone records that would show if Bayley cdled the plant
recently?"

Porter stared above the screen at the blank concrete wal. Rosdind knew he had heard her; it was
just amatter of waiting for his response. Even s0, as the seconds dragged by, it was hard to be patient.

"The only communications that would be stored accessibly to me would be those that were faxed, of
asendtive nature” Porter said findly. "Anything encrypted.”

“If North Indudtries has been deding with the FBI," sad Rosdind, "that's probably the kind of
communication were after.”

"Il see what | can do." He sounded doubtful. "I did some snooping a few years ago in the generd
archives. | think | remember how to get in there from a remote termind. But there are a lot of different



fax encryption systems, and data in bulk storage isnt indexed. There's judt this one big holding area, like
adumpster, where they put suff that's not important enough to be cataloged.”

"Wdl, giveit atry," she sad. She put her hands on his shoulders and gave a little squeeze. "Begin
with this morning and work backward.”

Porter didn't answer. He amply started typing. First he went through his own files retrieving
code-bregking programs that hed accumulated over the years. Then he downloaded a bunch of data
from the North Indudtries archives and went to work cracking the codes. It was a time-consuming
process; a hdf hour dowly passed while the other members of the team watched and waited.

"Here" he sad, findly. "Bayley's office mugst have been asked to verify his identity this morning,
before he arrived. It looks asiif they tranamitted his entire employment history.”

Rosdind, Voss, and Butterworth clustered around him, peer-ing a the screen. "My god," sad
Rosdind, "they sent just about everything, didn't they?' She scanned the text. "There. Look there. The
physca description.”

"Identicd to the man who vidted us" Voss said softly.

Rosdind nodded. "There's no possible doubt.”

"Here's his mogt recent assgnment,” said Porter, screening the last page of data. "Invedtigate
digribution and source of eectronic handguns employed in homicidesin Los Angeles, Cdifornia, and Las
Vegas, Nevada."

Voss swore Softly.

"But there's no way they could have traced the weapons back to us" sad Rosdind. "We were
adways s0 careful. Even Kai, in Little Asia, never knew my identity.”

"Maybe Bayley saw you going into Kai's store yesterday," said Butterworth, "when you took him the
new batch of gunsto get the replacement memory modules, so Horton would stop hasding us"”

"No." She shook her head. "He couldn't have identified me. | was masked. Completely concedled.”

"Maybe they've developed away to penetrate that."

Rosdind fdl slent. She remembered bumping into the other masked figure, dropping her suitcase,
seaing it fdl open on the Sdewdk.

"We should be thankful," said Voss, "this man is interested only in some illegd handguns. He knows
nothing about our red purpose.”

Rosdind stood up. She paced to the other end of the base-ment and back again. "But he was very
inquigtive. HE's not a pompous ass like Horton. The way he looked around, he may have guessed there
was something bigger involved. Otherwise, why would people in our position take the risk of deding in
street wegpons? But aether way, if he starts an investigation, they'll revoke our passes. Well be locked
out of our own labo-ratory.” She turned back to Porter. "We need to know how much Bayley has
deduced. Isthere away to get into the FBI database and seeif he'sfiled a report?’

Porter stared at her asif trying to understand what she had just said. "What?"

Her face was pae. Her thoughts seemed to be chattering uncontrollably in her head. 1t was dmost
impossble to keep her emations under control; and yet she had to. She had dways been the source of
dability for the team. They oriented them-sdlves around her, whether they redlized it or not. "Jeremy,
please pay atention, thisis very important. We have to get into the FBI records.”

He shook his head, looking at her blankly. "I have no idea how to do that."
She clenched her fid. "Then you must find out how."

"Rosdind.” Voss lad his hand on her aam. "Cdm, please. Jeremy is a computer programmer. He is
not a magician or a crimind. Police files will be isolated, extremdy difficult to ac-cess from outside,
maybe impossible”

She stared at Voss. It took her amoment to grasp what he was saying. "Yes. Yes, | suppose you're



right." She pressed the palms of her hands to the sides of her forehead. " So what are we going to do?"

"Better give Leo another cdl," sad Butterworth. "Maybe he has some idea. You know, these old
gxties guys, they grew up fighting the system. He probably cracked networksin hisradi-ca days.

"All right." Rosdind nodded. "Cdl him. We have to tdl him about this anyway. Maybe hell know
some way to ded with it. | hope to god he does. | certainly don't."

Invitation

The documents outlined a vison: an entire new generation of militay technology, intdligent,
programmable, mass-producible in huge quantities for a fraction of the cost of train-ing and deploying a
conventiond army. Dividons would engege the enemy without need for human participation on the
battlefront. Medica services and food supplies would be dimi-nated. Lives would be saved; dollars
would be saved; messy little conflicts would be settled deanly, eficiently, and smply.

Alonein his cubicle on the thirty-fifth floor of the Federal Building, Bayley scanned the neatly printed
pages, each one embdlished with the North Industries logo and a secret clas-gfication. This was the
offidd higory of LifeScan, faxed to him from Ellis Horton's office less than an hour ago, and the more of
it he read, the less he bdieved.

Here and there among the tech-speak he found fragments of hard data, actua test results hidden in
footnotes and appen-dixes. And taken as a whole, the numbers told a very different story: of a program
that had blundered from one falure to another, never even coming close to its gods. LifeScan had
successfully smulated the neurd net of a flaworm, the hum-blest of lab animds But even tha amdl
achievement was hedged with adjectives such as preliminary and tentative, sug-geding that the
gmulation was 4ill riddled with bugs.

Inwhich case, Bayley asked himsdlf, how had the project suvived?

Funding was listed in a separate section. He saw that there had been some cutbacks, especidly ten
years ago when North Industries had surrendered to government ownership. But some money had
aways come through. Adding it up, over a period of three decades, LifeScan had managed to spend
twenty hillion new dollars without a Sngle subgtantia achievement to judify its existence.

Bayley stared a the pages, feding baffled. Here was yet an-other mystery on top of dl the others.
He turned to his microdisc player. Hed dready lisgened once to the recording heéd made outside
Rosdind French's laboratory. Now that held read the history of LifeScan, he needed to heer it again. He
put on his headphones and closed his eyes, concentrating.

At fird there was slence, then a rudile and a thump, the sound of the miniaturized microphone being
pressed againg the window in the laboratory door. Sengng-circuits compen-sated for the attenuating
effect of the glass pane, and voices came into focus:

". .. lagt thing we need right now is an audit." Rosalind French's voice.

"Yes, when we are so near the end.” That was Hans V oss goesking.

"Oh, but you know how dowly they move. By the time they get an audit ralling, well be done and
gone" A lazy, laconic voice; by dimingion, it had to be Michael Butterworth.

"Mike hasapaint. ..."

More rugling noises, a click, and then the rest was blank.

Bayley took off the headphones. Only fifteen seconds of con-versation, but the message was dear:
French and her scientists were getting ready to quit. Because they were being fired? Be-cause the project
was afalure? No; they sounded complacent, satisfied, as if they'd fulfilled dl their gods. In which case,
what did they know that their employers didn't know? Had they withhed some of ther results? And if so,
how and why?

"Internd mal." The voice came from the entrance to Bay-ley's cubicle.



He turned and found a young womean offering him a sedled evidence packet and a plan white
envelope. He dgned the delivery form, then ripped the packet open and checked the con-tents. The
eectronic handgun was in there together with the scrap of dainless sed that held filched from Vosss
workbench that morning.

He opened the white envelope. It contained a one-page report from the FBI's own forensic
laboratory. Based on thar andlyss of crystaline structure and trace impurities in the scrap of metd and
the casang of the gun, it was 99 percent probable that the two samples had come from the same origind
stock.

Bayley massaged his temples. He had taken the metd sample illiatly, which meant that drictly
gpesking it was solen prop-erty, inadmissble as evidence. It had confirmed his private suspicions,
though: there was no further doubt where the hand-guns came from. If this was any normd case he
should now get a search warrant, tdl the defense contractor to sed the laboratory, and place dl
LifeScan personnel under arrest.

And yet if he did that, French and her colleagues would be charged with a rdaively minor offense,
congpiring to make and I illegd weapons, maybe stedling some company property. They'd be released
on ball, and then, if they were involved in something bigger as he suspected they were, they might wel
disappear.

Meanwhile Bayley would be assigned to another case, and held never learn anything more about
LifeScan. No one ese would, ether, because no one ese would know enough to ask about it. If North
Indugtries believed its own negative data, it might just junk the whole thing without bothering to take a
closer look.

Bayley dowly shook his head. He had to follow his own track a while longer. He had to find
someone who would an-swer some of the questions.

He stood up and walked out of his cubicle. It was a Friday, near the end of the business day, but
there might be enough time for what he had in mind. He walked down the row of adjoining cubicles, past
plain gray acoudtic partitions, people stting and talking into computers, transcribing reports, catarloging
evidence, preparing statements. He stopped a a door-way at the end of the line and rapped his knuckles
on the metd frame. "Norm," he said, "do you have a moment?'

The man behind the desk was broad-shouldered, overweight, with a fat, jowly face and thinning
black har brushed draght back. Hed taken his jacket off, opened his shirt collar, and rolled up his
deeves, and he was lounging in his chair with a sugar croissant in one hand, a container of coffee in the
other.

"JImmy," he said, with abig grin. "Come on in. Siddown. What you been doing with yoursdf?"

Norm Harris was the only person in the office who cdled Bayley "dmmy." Deding with Harris was
adways an orded, but sometimes it was unavoidable. The man was a waking Rolodex; he dways knew
someone who knew someone.

Bayley sat on the edge of the chair opposite the desk. The cubicle was a foot larger than anyone
elsgs on the thirty-fifth floor, for reasons that Bayley had never been able to discover. The extra space
enabled Harris to keep a spare charr for vis-tors. "I'm sorry to bother you, Norm, but—"

"No bother, no bother. | was just cdebrating.” He grinned some more, obvioudy waiting for Bayley
to ask what was the happy occasion.

"What's the happy occasion, Norm?'

"Jugt closed the book on a case. Judge gave the guy twenty years, no parole”” Harris laughed
chearfully.

Bayley was finding it hard to appear interested. Nothing in-terested him, right now, beyond his
current investigation. But he knew from experience thet if he wanted anything from Har-ris, he had to
play dong. "Congratulations”" he said. "What was the charge?'



"Making fdse dsatements to an employee of the Federa Bu-reau of Invedtigation.” He leaned
forward. "See, this guy had been one of my little pigeons. But he started getting greedy. | had to teach
hmaleson.”

Harris was a bully. He amiled a lot, he acted friendly, he never forgot your name, hed buy you a
drink and ask after your wife and kids. But that didn't mean he liked you. It meant he expected you to
gve hm something in return, some gossip, maybe a persond secret that he could file away in case it
might come in handy sometime. As a smdl boy, Bayley had been midreated and betrayed by kids like
Harris. He had learned to avoid them.

"So what's up, Jmmy?* The fat man finished the lagt of his croissant and wiped his fingers on a paper
napkin.

Bayley suppressed his distaste at having to ask for hdp. "I'm . . . trying to find someone. A man
named Leo Gottbaum. He probably lives somewhere in Cdifornia, but | don't know where. His phone
and address aren't in the usud databases.

He€'s a retired computer scientist. He may have taken steps to conced his location. Have you ever
heard of hm?'

"Gottbaum." Harris narrowed his eyes, testing the name like a gourmet cook sampling a new dish.
llNomll

"Hewon a Nobdl prize and he used to work a North Indus-tries, in Long Beach."

"S0 you come to see me looking for a phone number, is that right? You figure to ask Norm, ‘cause
Norm aways knows someone who knows someone.”

"Wadl, yes."

Harris grinned again, asif he enjoyed having Bayley gtting in front of him. "Jmmy, I'm dways happy
to be of assstance. I'll take care of it. No problem.”

"Thanks" Bayley stood up. "Shall 1—"

"Il comefind you."

"Thanks" he said again, and |€ft.

Back in his own cubide he shuffled the LifeScan documents into sequence, clipped them in thar
binder, and stowed it in his briefcase besde his compad. After a moment's hestation he added the gun,
the scrap of meta, and the Iab report. The microdisc he erased; its recording had been obtained illegdly,
and as such, it incriminated him as much as his suspects.

He unblanked his office window and sat for a moment staring down at the view. The white obdisk of
aty hdl stood a dozen blocks away, looking like a kid's toy from this perspective. He wondered if
Sharon was in there, doing her interview with the councilman. He wished he could see her, better ill, be
with her. Dedling with Harris reminded him how out of place he sometimes fdt in the bureau.

When held been new on the job held accepted an invitation from Harris to hang out with a few of the
guys after work at aloca bar. They went there every Friday, watching baseball, tdling stories, laughing
loudly, drinking beer, fliing with the waitresses, doing the whole jock number. Bayley had fdt
em-barrassed, and by the end of the evening they were kidding him about it. Theréd been a couple of
unfunny jokes implying he wasn't, so to speak, a red-blooded dl-American boy.

"Here you go, Jmmy."

He turned quickly and found Harris standing in the entrance to the cubicle.

"Already?' he said.

"Yep. | got Gottbaum's private line a his retirement hide-away. Good enough?' He held out a piece
of paper.

"W, thanks" Bayley put out his hand.

"Although, on second thought—" Harris grinned. He flipped the paper out of reach. "What you got



for mein return?"
Bayley fdt a surge of irritation. "Norm—"

Harris laughed loudly. He threw the paper down on Bayley's desk. "Take it. A gift. I'll collect from
you later, right?' He gave Bayley a meaning look, then winked and waked away.

So now he was indebted to Harris, and without a doubt he wouldn't be dlowed to forget it. He
flexed his hand, opening and dosng his fig, looking for an outlet for his frudration. One day, Harris
would make hm mad enough to do something redly destructive. Maybe break into the fa man's
legendary database of informers, whores, and drinking buddies, and cre-ate a little mischief. Transpose
some records or reduce them to garbage. Cracking it would be trivid; the password was bound to be
something dumb, like Harriss birth date or even his own name. Bayley could probably take care of the
whole job during a ten-minute coffee break.

It was petty to think in these terms, but it made him fed better dl the same. He looked down at the
number on the piece of paper. A 408 area code; that was near San Jose. He told his phone to connect
him.

A man's voice answered. "Gottbaum spesking.”

"Dr. Leo Gottbaum?"

"Thisis he. Who isthis?'

Bayley paused, trying to restore his usud orderly sense of purpose. "This is Richard Wilson, Dr.
Gottbaum. I'm with North Industries, security divison, in San Diego. We're con-ducting a prdiminary
audit of the LifeScan program, and there are some points about its past higtory that aren't quite clear to
me Since you werein charge of it for so many years | thought I'd give you acall.”

The line was slent for along moment. "What do you need to know?' Gottbaum'’s tone had shifted,
no longer sounding quite so offhand.

"Wdl," Bayley said, "I have a summary of the project here, but, frankly, Dr. Gottbaum, I'm unclear
about what, exactly, has been achieved. | was wondering—"

"May | make a suggestion?* Gottbaum interrupted. "This is not a good moment for me to talk. But |
have alot of free time tomorrow. Would you be interested in coming up here? | don't get many vigtors,
and I'd be glad to discuss LifeScan. It's an endeavor that's dways been dear to my heart, and | can
assure you there are excdlent reasons for its continuation, which | could demondtrate if we met in person.
Also, you'd probably enjoy the trip; this is one of the most unspoiled areas on the coast. It's quite
exceptiond.”

Bayley thought for a moment. "Tomorrow's Saturday,” he said. Wasn't there something he was
supposed to do? Y es, shop-ping with Sharon for new living-room drapes.

"I fully rediize it's the weekend," Gottbaum was saying. "That's why | thought you might like to get out
of the city."

Bayley made his choice. "All right."

"Vey good." He showed just a hint, now, of satisfaction. "Shdl | transmit a map of my location?’

"No," Bayley said quickly. "We're having problems with our data lines here. Tdl me how to find you,
and I'll writeit down."

Gottbaum supplied the directions and added a pathfinder number for Bayley to cdl when he was
within range. "Any timein the afternoon is acceptable,” he said. "I'l be pleased to meet you, Mr. Wilson."

Bayley hung up. He spent a minute Stting quitly, replaying the conversation in his head. Gottbaum's
invitation had been unexpected; but a retired scientigt living in isolation might nat-urdly enjoy receiving
vigtors once in awhile. It was naturd, too, that hed want to talk about a project that had meant a lot to
him, epecidly if there was a chance to save it from being axed.

Cautioudy, Bayley dlowed himsdf to fed some satisfaction. Even the thought of Norm Harris didn't



irritate im anymore. He grabbed his briefcase and walked out.

Thinking Machines

That evening he sat on a goal in the kitchen, usng the counter as a workbench while he tested the
components of Taking Teddy. On the other side of the counter, in the living room, he could see Sharon
watching the wallscreen, Stting on the couch with Damon.

An anchorman was in closeup. "Angry demonstrators out-Sde cty hdl today demanded the
resgnetion of councilman Max Daniels, dting his dleged involvement in last month's conspiracy to <l
contaminated drinking water to residents throughout the San Fernando Valey. With more on this, here's
Sharon Blake reporting from city hall.”

Suddenly Sharon hersdf was on the screen, life-Sze. In the background demonstrators were carrying
ggns and chanting.

"Mommy!" Damon shouted. "Mommy on televison!™

Bayley watched as TV-Sharon gave a recap of the scandal. Then there was a dip of the accused
councilman making an uneasy denid.

"Whether Danids will be caled as a witness is not yet known." TV-Sharon wrapped it up. "But
observers believe his chances for redection have been severdly damaged by this hignly embarrassng
scanddl.”

She jumped up off the couch and came into the kitchen. "Wasit okay? Did it look right?'

"It looked totaly professond." He pulled her close and hugged her.

"So are you proud to be married to a glamorous TV news reporter?”

"I'm—I'm knocked out. Delighted.” And he was.

"What about Taking Teddy?' said Damon, standing in the doorway, giving them a suspicious look.

Bayley disentangled himsdf from hiswife. "l guess we have to remember our priorities™ He turned to
Damon. "l think | fixed it." He mated the haves of the bear's body, snapped them together, checked the
fit, then squeezed, activating the pressure switch.

"Hi, Damon," said Tdking Teddy. "How are you?'

"Yay!" Damon stopped pouting. He ran forward and reached up.

Bayley handed him the toy. "There was a loose connector on the main board.”

"Shdl | tdl you a story?" said Taking Teddy.

"Yes" sad Damon, carrying it back into the living room. "But not 'The Three Bears again.”

"How about 'Little Red Riding Hood'?"

"All right, into bed, both of you," said Sharon. She glanced a Bayley. "Did you st itstimer?'

He nodded. "Tdking Teddy will be anging a lullaby a eght, and will then shut down till tomorrow
mormning."

Later, gtting on the couch with her, he described his vigt to North Indudtries, the history they'd sent

hm of the LifeScan program, the fragment of conversation that hed monitored, his phone cdl to
Gottbaum.

"You redly think there's something important going on," she said when he'd finished.
"Yes. | do."



She drew her knees up under her chin, clasped her hands around her legs, and gave him a quizzicd
look. "But why should the old guy know anything about it?'

"Maybe he doesn't. But he's the only lead | have left. And he seemed ready enough to tak. He
probably wants to tdl me how LifeScan is going to make this country greet again. A benefit to mankind.”

She looked a him shrewdly. "Which you think it isn't."

Bayley kicked off his shoes and rested his feet on the coffee table. "Let's ded with that. Let's
suppose for a moment that this seemingly usdless research achieved what it set out to do: create an
intdligent computer.”

"We dready have intdligent computers,”" she objected.

"Not redly. That's ill the haly gral of Al. We have specia-purpose computers that do one task
veary, very wdl, like the dedicated chips ingde that DVI system, cregting a 3-D land-scape and dlowing
you to wak through it. Or, we have gen-era-purpose gadgets that imitate intdligent behavior, like
Tdking Teddy. But that's just a set of preprogrammed re-sponses. There are no systems that can think in
the broadest sense, uang judgment, drawing inferences, making decisonsin the red world."

She mulled that over. "So maybe it does make sense to copy the way nature does it.”

"Sure, it's a vdid approach, dthough the complexity of the task is dmogt inconcelvable. The red
point, though, is that bioscience has come such along way in the past thirty years, it's a better bet now
then LifeScan, for militay purposes. They can dready inteface quantum-eectronic devices with
individ-ud nerves. In a couple of years they'll be able to take a dog's brain and use it to control anything
they want: a robot, a jet plane, a tank. True, that brain will grow old; but when that happens, they can
unplug it, throw it out, and plug in a new one. There's no shortage of dogs, and they're cheaper and more
religble than exotic computers running complicated software.”

"Yuk," said Sharon.

"I agree, it's digagteful, but that's how it's going to be. So logicdly, LifeScan should have been
cancdlled. Eveniif it worked, it's the wrong approach for what they have in mind. And it doesn't work. It
may never work." He shook his head in exasperation. "It's absorbed hillionsin public money. And for no
reason! It doesn't make any sense!”

"So youll ask him about it," she said, leening forward, ruf-fling his hair with the pam of her hand.
"Cdm down!"

He redlized held been raigng his voice, getting excited. " Sorry."

"The only thing that bothers me" she went on, "is your cover sory. | mean, it would be easy for

Gottbaum to check. All he hasto do is cdl the security department at North Indus-tries and ask to speak
to this Richard Wilson.”

He paused a moment, concentrating on her question. "Okay, you're right, but here's how it seems to
me. Firgt, Gottbaum had very little time to cdl anyone, because | spoke to him late today, a Friday
afternoon. Second, if he did decide to place a cdl, hed be more likdy to contact his old colleague
Horton to ask what's happening, and Horton would have to mantan my cover, otherwise hed be
obgtructing justice. Third, even if Gottbaum does find out who | am, helll Hill fed motivated to answer my
questions. The only thing | don't likeisthet if he tells the LifeScan team there's an FBI investigtion, they
might try to destroy some evidence, or just conceivably abscond. But | think that's extremdy unlikely.
Whatever these people are in-volved in, they're dill bascdly scientists, not criminals”

She gave him a shy, worried ook, asif she was embarrassed by her own anxieties. "You don't think
they'd do something more . . . drastic, to protect themselves?'

"Like what?'

Her voice dropped to a lower pitch. "Like . . . something to you?' Her forehead creased and a little
furrow appeared between her eyebrows.

He laughed. "What do you think they are, hit men? Y ou're taking likea TV drama."



She sghed. "All right, | know | worry too much. But when are you going to see this Gottbaum?"

"Wdl, he invited me up tomorrow. Saturday."

"Tomorrow?' She drew back, and her worried expression turned into a vexed look. "Jm, you
agreed—"

"I know, | know, the drapes. Sharon, I'm sorry, but this is more important than drapes. It redly is"
He looked at her, hoping there wasn't going to be an argument, and she would tdl him she understood.

Hndly, she shrugged and her face relaxed. "All | can say is, you'd better be reasonable about it if |
have to cancd a plan of yours sometime. Like if the dation ever wants me to cover a weekend
assignment.” She prodded him with her finger. "Right?*

"Right. | promise.”

She stood and held out her hand. "But | think you should make it up to me, dl the same.”

He dlowed himsdf to be pulled up off the couch. "Make it up to you? How?'

Shetilted her head. "Come in the bedroom. Maybe | can think of something.”

Echoes

The little winding highway traced a contour between forest and ocean: steep hillsdes green with
pines, waves crashing over tumbled rocks, sun cagting rainbows in the spray. The ar amdled of brine and
pine needles. Above the hum of the car's motor and the mutter of tires on gravel, he heard birds cdling to
each other, crickets Sngingin the grass.

The sky was blue, the sunshine warm and bright. It was so perfect, so seductive, it made him unessy.

Sharon had planted a little dark seed of doubt when held left the apartment that morning. "Be
caeful,” sheld said, looking up a him with troubled eyes. "I ill don't like the sound of this Gottbaum.”

Bayley wasn't superdtitious, and held teased her for being ful of doom and gloom, but he couldnt
block her warning entirdly out of hismind. On a brief sraight section of the highway he pulled his compad
out of his briefcase, linked it with the acces-sory jack of his phone, and dided through to a public-access
database. "Searching for Gottbaum, Leo," he sad, and spelled the names. "Career summay and
persondity profile”

For the next couple of miles the compad recited the downloaded data. Much of the career summary
Bayley knew dready, but the profile contained some surprises. Gottbaum had evidently been a minor
media persondity in the 1980s and 1990s, propounding radica views and chdlenging his col-leagues to
prove hm wrong. He believed Asans were more intdligent than whites, and whites were smarter than
blacks, and he cdlamed he could prove it. He wanted to end dl govern-ment supervison of research. He
lobbied Congress to remove controls from experiments with recombinant DNA. He advo-cated
unilaterd nuclear disarmament but believed that every-one over eghteen should be trained in the use of
conventionad wesgpons. The networks had used him in talk shows and inter-views—probably more for
entertainment vaue than anything ese—but eventudly he seemed to have offended one sponsor too
many, and they dropped him.

Then, in the twenty-first century, he did an about-face and became a recluse. He complained there
hed been a decline in inteligence and amhition among average Americans and said he was disgusted by
the way people wanted the government to take care of them. In hisfind press conference he stated that
he would devote the rest of hislife to pure research, and he wanted nothing further to do with the generd
public.

This, then, was the man who had invited Bayley to drop in for afriendly vist.

The road looped inland through a smdl town tha lay aban-doned, windows boarded up, pant



peding, front yards was-high in weeds. Tourism had sustained this part of the coast thirty years ago, but
rigng fud prices and a fdling birth rate had changed dl that. As the highway veered toward the ocean
agan Bayley wondered where he would be &ble to buy food and recharge the car.

Eventudly he came to a generd store, a homemade plywood shack with two rusty gas pumps
outside, Texaco sgns bleached pink by the sun. An ancient Dodge van was standing nearby under the
trees, Sde pands hand-painted with pictures of knives, hearts, and lightning bolts, the rear bumper held
up by an old piece of gray nylon rope. In the rear window was a sticker, ragged a the edges. Van Haen
Lived

Bayley parked his car and went into the store. The place was crammed with supplies: frozen food,
sacks of rice, auto parts, dl-weather hiking gear, boxes of anmunition. An ederly man in a black T-shirt
with the arms ripped off stood leaning againgt the wdl by the cash register, amoking a cigarette. He had a
sgging beer bely, long, stringy gray hair brushed back behind his shoulders, and he looked close to
seventy. His face was ravaged by sun, age, and drug abuse.

Bayley sdected a couple of homemade snack packs from a freezer with a cracked glass door and
took them to the counter. "Do you have fud cdls?'

The man nodded. He dropped his cigarette and stepped on it. "Not much cdl for 'em, but we got
'em.” He stooped down, rooted around in a closat a the back, hauled out a cdl, and hoisted the
forty-pound load onto his shoulder, refusng Bay-ley's offer of help. "Got to day in shape" he sad,
grinning, showing rotten teeth.

Outsde, he st down the new cdl, opened the hood of Bayley's car, and removed the old one.
"Mog folks around here dill use gasoline” He dropped the new cdl into place, dit the federa ingpection
sed, and snapped the cirdlips over the termi-nds. "I'd go dectric mysdf, ‘cept the government don't let us
do no recharging here, 'cause we don't meet the safety regulations. We got to send cdls back to San
Jose for chargin', you bdieve that?' He shook his head. "We used to think the oil companies was bad,
but the feds—"

"I'm looking for a man who lives somewhere around here," Bayley interrupted. "Leo Gottbaum.”

"Gottbaum?' He nodded. "Sure, you go just a hdf-mile fur-ther on, there's a dirt road. You got a
pathfinder in your car, youll be in range. All you got to do is say, '‘Beam me up, Scottie' " He gave a
short, loud laugh.

Bayley didnt get the joke, but he didn't bother to ask what it meant. "Thanks for your hep,” he said,
wanting to get away. There was something morbid, here, not just backwoods primi-tivism but a sense of
loss, falure and poverty, dying echoes from a bygone century.

Prophet

He found the dirt road and dided the number that Gott-baum had given him. The pathfinder screen it
up with a high-lighted route, a flashing cursor pointing the way.

Soon he found himsdf dimbing a steep grade through a tun-nd of green. Smdl creatures scampered
out of the way of the car, and somewhere nearby a stream was trickling. It was so peaceful, so verdant,
hefdt like a pilgrim rediscovering Eden.

He passed the row of mailboxes, rounded the last couple of sharp bends, and saw the dome ahead.
But as he emerged from the forest his trained eye noted the squat concrete pillars among the trees,
cameras tracking his approach. The car rum-bled over a grating; when he looked down he saw that the
orid was retractable with a degp concrete trench beneath.

So much for Eden. Feding more like a moving target than a pilgrim now, he parked in a graveled
area and set the brake. From his open briefcase he sdlected what he might need: the higtory of LifeScan
and his compad, which dill contained Gott-baum's biography and profile. The rest of the quff relating to



his investigation—the electronic handgun, especialy—was best |€ft in the car. He closed the briefcase,
locked it, and set it on the floor.

He got out and paused for a moment, shading his eyes againg the afternoon sun. A warm breeze
ruffled the tall grass. Beyond the trees rimming the hillSde, in the far distance away and below, sailboats
were tiny black flecksin the haze-blue crescent of the sea.

"Are you Wilson?'
Bayley turned and saw a white-haired man sanding in the entrance to the dome. "Dr. Gottbaum?*

Gottbaum stepped out and the door did shut behind him. He came over to Bayley and gave his hand
a perfunctory clasp, obvioudy not much interested in formdities. "l was just step-ping out to do a little
maintenance” he said. "It1l only take ten minutes Come dong.”

Bayley nodded, feding disconcerted by the man's abrupt manner. Gottbaum stood tal and moved
quickly, despite his age. His eyes didn't seem to miss much; there was a grim waichfulness about them,
accentuated by the deep lines in his face, humorless and severe. He waked around the dome, and
Bayley fdl into step beside him.

"S0 you've come to ask me some questions” The voice was dispassionate, matter-of-fact. Bayley
hed heard corporate CEOs and high-level government adminigtrators speak like that, getting straight to
the point asif business was dl that mattered and persondities were irrelevant.

If he was going to draw Gottbaum out, he would have to establish some sort of link with the man.
"It'strue | have afew questions” he said. "But I'd dso likeit if we could just St and tak for a while" He
tried to make it sound amiable.

"If you wish," said Gottbaum. He started down the south sde of the hill, placing his feet with
methodica caution as the dope steepened. "In the meantime, though, | assume you want to know two
things firg, why the LifeScan program should have been funded for thirty years without producing much
inthe way of results, and second, why it should be alowed to continue. Correct?

Smdl talk and pleasantries obvioudy weren't in the man's vocabulary, and he seemed determined to
control the parame-ters of the conversation. "Actudly, my interests aren't quite as cut-and-dried as that,”
sad Bayley.

“If I omit anything, | expect youll say 0." He reached the edge of the solar-panel array, a mosaic of
black squares amid aflat white area of concrete. He unlocked a door in a tdl metd box, checked some
digitd readouts, then picked his way to a pand near the center of the area. "The LifeScan program has
aurvived," he said, taking a amdl screwdriver out of his pocket, "because | put the right administrator in
charge of it." He bent down and made an adjustment, redigning the panel. "When North Industries was
taken over by the government ten years or so ago, they were compelled to ask me to retire. I'd just
turned seventy, you see, and it was federd policy." He gri-maced as if he tasted something sour. "My
work was unfinished and | didn't want it wasted. So | picked Horton to supervise and mediate with the
Pentagon. He had a bunch of old buddies there; they owed him favors. The usud bureaucratic bullshit.”

"Youre. . . very candid,” sad Bayley.

Gottbaum put the screwdriver back in his pocket and straightened up. He touched his back, his face
showing a flicker of discomfort, but it was quickly erased. Bayley guessed he had little tolerance for
weakness, inhimsdf or others. "I've never seen the sensein beating around the bush. It's a waste of time,
People who speak planly to one another generdly show respect for one another, don't you agree?”

"Of course" Bayley said, dthough he didn't believe a word of it. Gottbaum was a man who had
surrounded his retreat with automatic weapons in remote-controlled sllos. His open-ness obvioudy had
severe limits

"Do you generate dl your own power?' Bayley asked, ges-turing toward the solar array.

"Therés amunicipd supply. But it's unreliable. | supple-ment it with wind power, solar power, and a
geothermd gener-ator that | inddled under the dome just this year. There's a shaft that goes down a



thousand feet. | use the heat differentid between the bottom and the top to run aturbine.”

"I'm familiar with the system,” Bayley said.

"Technicd background?' Gottbaum gave him a quick, eva-uating glance,

Gottbaum grunted. "Well, it's good of you to come dl the way up here, Wilson. Must have been a
long drive from San Diego. That's where you live, isit?'

"Inthet area”

Gottbaum gmiled faintly. "So let's go indde”

The heavy sted door did aside when Gottbaum touched a senstized pand, and Bayley found himsdlf
in a semicircular living area whose floor was paved with dabs of raw gray date. Old Bauhaus
chrome-and-leather armchairs were submerged under stacks of stientific journas. A deep shdf a wast
haght ran dl the way around the dome's perimeter, loaded with ex-pensve equipment: black meta
cabinets, high-definition dis-plays, power lights glowing, cooling fans murmuring. More hardware
cluttered the floor amid snarls of cable.

Gottbaum picked his way to a redwood table beneath win-dows overlooking the forest and the
ocean beyond. A young woman was gtting there, engrossed in a book. When she sensed Gottbaum
danding over her she glanced up with an uncertain, startled expresson. She had Adan eyes and a
demure Japanese mouth, but her skin was dmog asfair as his

"My daughter, Yumi." He indicated her with a giff, awk-ward gesture. "Yumi, this man has come up
from the lab to talk to me." He stood looking down at her, dlearly waiting for her to leave.

Bayley moved between them. "Good afternoon,” he said. "I'm Richard Wilson. Pleased to meet you."

She stood up. She was wearing a white peasant blouse and a handmade, ankle-length cotton skirt.
She plucked absently at the fabric, and Bayley noticed that her nails were bitten short. "Hdlo," she said,
inasmdl voice.

"I hope I'm not disturbing your afternoon.”

"No. Not at dl." She looked quickly from Bayley to Gott-baum, and back again. "Is this a private
mesting, or—"

"Yes, please, Yumi." Gottbaum's lips were compressed. He made no attempt to conced his
impatience.

"Maybe I'll seeyou later," Bayley said to her. He fdt oddly struck by her, not just by her face, which
hed a demure, child-like beauty, but by her presence. She was shy, and she obvi-oudy deferred to her
faher, yet a the same time some part of her seemed detached, seadfastly mantaining a separate
identtity.

She gathered a couple of paper plates from the table and ducked her head as she turned and
disappeared through a door-way. There was the brief sound of running water, then a door closng, then
slence.

Gottbaum gestured to the chair Yumi had been usng. "Sit down. Have | answered your firg question
satisfactorily?”

Bayley sat inthe chair and lad his compad and the LifeScan history on the table in front of him. He
wished Gottbaum would stop forcing the pace. "As| understand you," he said, "you're saying that Horton
has so many friends at the Penta-gon, the program hasn't had to produce any results in thirty years. |
guess | find that a bit hard to believe

The old man laughed without any humor. "Come on, Wil-son, results don't mean diddlyshit. Ever
gnce the premillennid depresson and the environmenta crises of this century, it's been the Roosevelt
years dl over again. Bailouts and buyouts. Progress has been snail-paced at best, and expectations have
declined accordingly. Private indudtry bardy exigs anymore, and defense is no exception. It's one big



government bureau-cracy, with dl the supidities of a bureaucracy, and a man like Horton knows exactly
how to exploit them.”

Bayley nodded dowly, beginning to understand, now, what Gottbaum was redly about. He gestured
to the compad. "I downloaded some biographica notes on the way here” he said. He sdlected text
mode, and the screen lit up. "Do you mindif | just take a moment?'

Gottbaum shrugged. He waited.

Bayley scrolled the text. "You were born in 1950, so | guess you were a teenager in the 1960s. A
Student radicd ?'

Gottbaum grunted. "Something like that." He leaned back in his chair. "We occupied the campus for
afew days, threw afew rocks and bottles. Isit rdevant?’

"I'm just trying to get the picture,” said Bayley. "You see, from a modern perspective, to someone of
My generation, those times sound like anarchy.”

Gottbaum's eyes narrowed. "Not anarchy, no. There was a bit more freedom, but that's dl."

"Redly? Wdll, after you got your Ph.D. in 1975—"

"Do | assume you're going to ask about my computer vi-rus?’

"Wdl, yes. | gather it incapacitated a whole network of the mainframes they used to use back then.”

"Jug a prank,” said Gottbaum, sounding a little testy now. "It didn't do any damage, didn't trash any
files didn't corrupt any data. The network could actudly have stayed up and run-ning, except some
Sysop panicked.”

"That prank of yours would be a federd offense today,” Bayley pointed out. "But | guess back then,
there were no laws to cover it. So, let's see, in 1985 you started your own microcom-puter business, and
you became amillionare™

Gottbaum didn't look any more friendly than before. He laced his long, bony fingers together on the
tablein front of him. "Y ou left out a few years of intense research that beat out dl our competitors, both
here and in Japan, but otherwise you're correct. What's your point?*

"My point is this. You grew up in atime of inditutiondized lawlessness. People routindy broke the
rules, got away with it, and even got rich in the process. Today, centraized govern-ment and a planned
economy have brought things back under control, so that greed doesn't dominate society as it used to,
and everyone is properly cared for. But to you, because of your background, it's nothing but a big, stupid
bureaucracy.”

Gottbaum's face twitched. His mouth made tiny motions as if he wanted to respond. But whatever he
was thinking, he evidently chose to suppressit. "I've long since learned,” he said, "not to bother debating
these issues” His voice sounded damisve

Bayley fdt disappointed. For amoment, there, he sensed he had dmost got the old man to open up.
"That's too bad," he sad

Gottbaum stood up. "Let's get back to business. Over here a moment, if you please.” He walked to a
beige stedl cabinet that had a glossy, dudtlessfinigh, asiif it had just been uncrated. "You know what this
is?'

Bayley followed him. "It looks like a Pollenz T-five-twelve."

"Quite right. Ingde this amdl box are thirty-two thousand, seven hundred Sixty-eight coprocessors
and five hundred twelve terabytes of molecular memory. That's half a quadrillion ad-dresses.”

"I don't quite see—"

"I'm about to answer your second quedtion,” Gottbaum said impatiently, as if it should have been
obvious. "You see, Wil-son, despite dl the regulations and protectionism, an entire generation of
computing equipment is dill being developed ev-ery fifteen years. And we keep rebuilding from the
ground up. Gdlium arsenide replaced dlicon, and quantum dectronics is replacing that. And this is



something that nature cannot do. Nature is evolutionary. It has to live with its mistakes. We, however,
can grip everything down and start over. We can be revolutionary.”

Bayley recdled something about this in the LifeScan higtory. "You're saying that once we develop
true atificdd intdligence —possbly by replicsting a bran—we can then make revolu-tionary
improvements?'

"I'm saying only we can do that. See, Wilson, people doing bioscience are dways stuck with the
same old shit. They fiddle around with base-pair sequences, variaions on a theme, but the themes
adways the same: DNA.. But in the physicd sciences we can invent any new shit we want. Once weve
modeled intelli-gence as a bit pattern, we can decode it, enhance it, transform it, maybe even program it
to transform itsdlf. The military ap-plications are just a convenient way to get it funded. I'm talking about
something that can change the whole goddam world." He lowered his head dightly, saring directly a
Bayley. "Surdy, you mugt see the possihilities.”

This evidently, was what Gottbaum lived for. His eyes were wide, very compdling. He had an
intense presence. He was like a prophet trying to enroll Bayley as a bdiever.

"Thetrouble is, though," Bayley said, choosing to ignore the intdlectud bait being dangled in front of
him, "it's been thirty years, and according to the offidd summary, the LifeScan pro-gram 4ill hasnt
managed to make a modd of anything.”

Gottbaum dropped his hands by his sides. "It will. If it isn't cancelled. If they don't keep cutting the
funding." He turned away. "I have some work to do now, if youll excuse me"

Bayley found himsdf watching the old man's back as he walked away to a termind whose screen
wasfilledwith text. "That's . . . al?"' he said.

"Yes, that'sdl | havetimefor." He sat down and pulled a keyboard onto his knees.

"I was hoping to have more opportunity to tak."

"Inthat case, | regret | must disgppoint you."

"Did | cause offense?'

"You didn't, but if you continue to trespass on my hospitd-ity, you certainly will."

Bayley fdt his surprise giving way to annoyance. "I thought you were concerned about the future of
LifeScan," he said. "I thought you wanted to tdl me—"

"I don't think anything | say to you is going to make any difference,” Gottbaum interrupted. "I'd be
wadting my breath. Go on back to San Diego; do whatever you want."

"Wl, dl right." Bayley nodded. "Thanks for sparing some of your vauable time” He picked his way
across the tangle of cables and walked back to the door where hed comein. It did aside in front of him,
and he was back outside again, in the sunshine.

Go-Between

He stood for a few moments, disoriented, trying to andyze what had happened. Maybe hed pushed
too hard. Maybe he hadn't pushed hard enough. Maybe he should have seemed more receptive to
Gottbaum's visonary spid.

He noticed Yumi gtting cross-legged in the grass, saing a her book in her lap. Her black har
gleamed in the sun.

He waked over to her. "Excuse me”" he said.

She squinted up a him. "Yes?'

"May | tak to you, for just a moment?'

"What about?'

He gestured vagudly. "I—think | irritated your father.”



Shetilted her head to one side, looking contemplative. "Why would you think thet?'
"Because. . . hdl, he just threw me out." He laughed, see-ing the humor of the Stuation: held come
up here feding haunted by Sharon's gloomy premonition, and he'd been met, basicaly, with indifference.

Yum seemed more relaxed out here than she had been in the dome. She shrugged. "He dways
throws people out," she said. "Some of them last longer than others, but in the end, he gets bored and
tdlsthem to go away."

"Nice guy." Bayley dill fdt annoyed—at Gottbaum for be-ing such a prima donna, and at himsdf for
not handling it better. But maybe he could salvage something even now. He crouched down in the grass
opposite Yumi. "You sound asiif you've seen alot of people come and go."

"Yes, in my childhood, when | 4ill lived here. Journdidts, congressmen, graduate students” She
stopped abruptly asif it had occurred to her that she was spesking too fredy to a stranger.

"May | ask where you live now?'

"Hawai." The word barely escaped her. Her face had be-come composed, cautious.

He wondered how he might draw her out. "It can't have been easy, being the daughter of a genius”

"Two geniuses. Before she died, my mother was a brilliant biologigt." She closed her book but kept
her finger init, mark-ing her place. "So, you're leaving now?'

Bayley raised his eyebrows. "Are you throwing me out too?"

She quickly shook her head. "No, | was going to ask if you might give me a ride down to the bottom
of the hill. To the generd store.”

"Oh. Wdll, sure.”

She stood up and brushed fragments of grass off her long skirt. "You see, | never learned to drive.”

He fdt tantdized by her. She spokein short, direct sen-tences, just like her father, and her eyes were
equdly intent and watchful. At the same time, there was a vulnerability to her; a gentleness. And she was
wary of him, maybe wary of menin gagd.

They got into his car. He started it and headed back down the track. "So what prompted you to
come here on thisvist?' he asked her.

She gave him a quick, sddong glance, which he guessed he wasn't supposed to notice. "Did my
father say anything to you about his .. . . plans, next week?'

"No." One of the wheds jolted into a deep rut, the car lurched, and he had to wrestle with the
geering. "All we talked about was the LifeScan program.”

"Oh. That." She sad it in a disparaging tone. "Are you part of that?' She sounded as if she hoped he
wasnt.

"I work for the security department in North Industries” For some reason he fdt bad about lying.
Something about Yumi seemed very trudting, despite her cautiousness. "l told your father that LifeScan
seems pretty much afalure. That was when he threw me out.”

She sat looking straight ahead, her hands folded in her lap. She was doll-like, poised, perfect. "A
falure" she sad.

"Doent it seem that way to you?'

She looked asif she was trying to decide what to say. "l— don't know much about it."

Bayley was driving dowly, but they had dready covered hdf the distance down the track to the coast
road. He wouldn't have much more time with her; he had to get to the point. "1 dmost had the feding,” he
sad, "your father might be keeping something secret.”

"Probably." She gave alittle srug. "Heis a very secretive man.”

Her seeming candor was disconcerting. He wished he knew how to tap it. "Do you get to know what
his secrets are?’



"No, | don't." Now she seemed deliberatdly discouraging. "Even if | did, | would suggest you should
ask him, not me"

They reached the end of the dirt track. Bayley turned onto the highway and dlowed the car to pick
up speed. He let the silence drag out, hoping it might prompt her to say something more. But she sat
without spesking.

Maybe, he decided, the direct approach would be better, and he should smply tdl her what was on
hismind. "Here's what redly concerns me" he said, as the generd store came into view. "l get the feding
that the LifeScan team may have stum-bled on something important. So important, they haven't even told
management about it. Y ou know, scientists can be seduced by their own power. The work becomes an
end in itsdlf, they ignore the potentid Sde effects, and anyone who tries to exert some control over them
iSseen as an irritation or even as an enemy. That can be very dangerous.”

His words seemed to affect her. She looked down at her hands in her Igp and picked at the sde of
her thumbnail, tear-ing the skin. She flinched. "That's very true" she said, in asmdl voice.

He stopped the car opposite the store. "I think your father may have maintained regular contact with
the people a the lab. He may ill be involved in the research. He's a formidable man, and he has a
higtory of taking things into his own hands. That's why I'm concerned.”

She was slent for along time. Findly, she seemed to reach a decision. "I'm sorry, Mr. Wilson, but |
redly prefer to keep out of my father's affairs”

Bayley reached for the notepad he kept by the car phone, wrote some digits on a page, and handed
it to her. "If you ever fed like getting in touch, thisis my home number. If I'm not there and someone else
answers, just say you have amessage for Jm. That's.. . . my middle name”"

She looked at the paper asif she didn't want to accept it. Then, impulsvey, she dipped it into the
book she had been reading. "I will keep it," she said. "But | doubt youll hear from me" She reached for
the door release.

He took her hand. Her skin was very soft and her touch was gentle. "Thanks for taking to me. It's
probably best if you don't mention any of thisto your father."

She gave him a quick, startled glance, then turned her head, hiding her face as she got out of the car
and walked away. He sat and watched her till she disappeared into the little store. Then, rductantly, he
started back toward Los Angdes.

Betrayal

She waked back to the dome and found her father doing what she'd seen him do so often over the
years. gtting a a desk, saring at a screen. Discreetly, she left him there. She went outsde and read her
book till the sun set and the sky dimmed from blue to purple. Then she went back in again and found him
dill in the same chair, dill typing on the same key-board.

She waked over and stood a his elbow, knowing he could never work while someone was wetching
him. She waited S-lently, and after amoment he looked up. "Yes?' He seemed to have trouble focusng
on her. "What isit, Yumi?'

"I'mgoing to egt,” she said. "Are you interested?”

"Um, yes. I'll be donein afew minutes”

She had learned long ago that that could mean anything from an hour to a day. She stayed where she
was, refusing, just for once, to be dismissed. To confront im made her somach clench, and sometimes it
even made her hands tremble. But if she gave in to him, she would fed angry with hersdf and ashamed,
which was worse. "You know," she said, "it seems to me, if you'e redly going in to the hospitd on
Monday, you might want to take allittle tune just to talk. | mean, you did say that was why you asked me
to come here."



He looked up a her again and seemed genuindy puzzled. "Certainly, we can tak. | just have to get
this done fird." He gestured at the screen. "It's extremely important.”

They stared a each other, baffled by each other, as if they were animds of two different species.
"Are you working on the LifeScan thing?' she asked. It was unlike her to question him; but her
conversation in Richard Wilson's car had gtirred some-thing in her.

"Yes, asit hgppens.”

She kept her face composed, presenting him with the de-mure, innocent facade sheld learned from
her mother. ™Y ou've spent so much time on that project, for so many years. You must fed disappointed
thet it was afalure”

He pulled his hands back from the keyboard. The movement was so abrupt, it reminded her of a
cowboy reaching for his guns. "Who told you it was afalure?' His tone was sharp now, and she saw the
musdes tighten in his face. She fdt asif she had just poked a ferocious animd with a stick.

"The person who was here this afternoon, Mr. Wilson, said something about it. When he gave me a
ride down to the gen-erd store.

"Wilson." Gottbaum gave a short, sharp laugh.
"He said the managers at North Industries—"

"They don't know what's going on. And with good reason. LifeScan has dangerous potentia for
abuse. And it certanly is not afalure”

So Wilson had been correct, and there was some sort of cover-up. Her father made it sound ethicdl,
of course; he was so sHf-righteous, he believed he knew what was best for everyone. What surprised
her was that he had told her anything about it. The words had emerged like a reflex, asif sheld knocked
his knee and he couldn't stop himsdf from kicking out.

She wondered how much more he might be willing to say. "You know," she sad, gill demure and
diffident, "I've never redly understood what LifeScan isdl about.”

He gave her a suspicious look, and she saw the barriers fdl back into place. "No need to go into
that." He paused as if he was replaying his previous statement and regretting it. "This is something that
you shouldn't be involved in. Do you under-stand?' He gave her a hard look.

"Of course, Father." She indined her head respectfully, the dutiful woman deferring to the wise man.
She wondered if it reminded him of his one-time bride, who had seemed so naive and submissve yet
turned out, in redlity, to be as ruthless as he was. She had been the only one who'd ever managed to
snesk past his defenses and sted things away from him: his affection, his time, his genes—even,
ultimetely, some of his money.

He turned back to the screen. "If you don't mind," he said, "l redlly do have to finish this"

"Certainly, Father." She took a step back.

As she went to the kitchen, she passed the dining table. There was a plain black folder lying on it
together with another item no bigger than a man's wdlet. A compad, she redized, with its keyboard
folded fla againg its postcard-sized screen. She paused, wondering where it had come from, and then
red-ized: Richard Wilson mugt have Ieft his things there when her father had ordered him out of the
house,

Yumi glanced over her shoulder. He was dready submerged in his work again. Quietly, she picked
up Wilson's possessions, then crept out of the living area. She retreated to her bedroom and shut the
door.

She sat crosslegged on a patchwork quilt that she had gitched hersdf, fifteen years ago. She
examined the compad, hesitated, then set it aside, unwilling to snoop into Wilson's persona notes. The
black folder, however, was another matter. She opened it and looked &t the title page.

For a moment she fdt dazed. Here in her hands was the answer that her father had refused to give
her. She had heard passing references to LifeScan dl her life, but never before had there been any way



for her to make sense of what she'd heard.

The secret samp didn't bother her; shed grown up in a home where dassfied documents were
routindy left lying around. And o, she began reading.

Two hours later, when she findly finished, she understood for the firg time the red dimengons of her
father's grandiose obsession. The gods described in the summary were surdly just the beginning, as far as
he was concerned. Knowing him as she did, she was able to extrapolate from the offidd summary and
guess what he redly had in mind.

She closed her eyes for a moment. Goosebumps rose on her arms and she shivered, feding very
aone and frightened. She wished, now, she had trusted Wilson and confided in him. She should get on
the phone to him immediatdly, except that there was no safe way to do so. Her father's monitoring system
rou-tindy recorded dl cdls to and from the dome. None of her neighbors had phonesin their cabins. The
generd store on the coast highway closed a sunset, diminaing access to its pay phone. And she had
never learned how to drive.

Tomorrow morning, as soon as the store opened, she would wak down there and make the call. It
would be a betrayd, of course, and it was scary to imagine her father's rage if he ever discovered that
she had crossed him. But by then, if her as-sumptions were correct, it should be out of his hands.

For thefirg timein her life, she redlized, she had red power over him.
Rendezvous

His shoulders ached and his head fdt muzzy and he missed Sharon—missed her a lot, because they
aways spent Saturday's together, and when held tried to cal her from his car during the long drive back
to Los Angdes hed been unable to get through. Thered been a circuit-busy message, theréd been
drange noisesin the line, and when held tried to go via an operator held been told his home phone was
out of service. So held asked the operator to try his other number, at which point he'd been told that that
was out of service too.

But he was dmaost home, now. Soon held be hugging her, stting with her and Damon, egting a med
with them, and hislong drive up the coast and his futile meeting with Gottbaum wouldn't matter anymore.

He reached his street and started dong it, past the jacaranda trees shedding their blossoms, the tal
pams slhouetted againg the last dim light of evening. He imagined families ingde the little Spanish-style
houses ather Sde of the street, people eding dinner, playing with their kids, gossping or laughing or
maybe making love. Me too, he thought. Give me dl of the above.

He pressed the button on the dashboard and swung his car onto the concrete ramp leading down to
the basement garage. The headlight beams lit up the entrance—and showed the ga-rage door 4ill tightly
shut.

Bayley stopped his car. He pressed the button again. Still nothing happened. He cursed his own
laziness, he should have done the maintenance on the door weeks ago.

WEell, maybe he could move it manudly. He got out, walked down the ramp, and leaned on it, trying
to dideit open.

It dill didn't budge.

He considered his options. He could wak around to the building lobby, let himsdf in with his key, go
down the dtairs to the garage, and try opening the door from insgde. He had a feding, though, that that
wouldn't work ether.

So held have to park his car on the street. No big ded; it wasn't a high-crime neighborhood.

Tired and irritable, he walked back, got in, and reached for the drive selector.

There was a sound behind him. A rudle of dothing. An am grabbed him around the neck. He
grunted and flinched from the sudden shock of physica contact. Cold meta pressed againg the Sde of



his forehead, and he made alittle noise of surprise. Indinctively, he grabbed at the arm. Then reason took
over and he groped ingde his jacket, reaching for his gun.
"No!" The voice behind hm was femde, high-pitched, very loud.

Bayley froze. "Wha do you want?' His skin prickled. He fdt his pulse accelerate. He cursed himsdf
for leaving his car unattended, dlowing someone to dip into it. Then he redized the whole thing had been
a setup: the garage door had been sabotaged to lure him outside. "You want money,” he said, "I'l give
you money." He looked in the mirror, but the face behind him was invisble, shrouded in shadow.

"Back the car onto the dreet,” the woman said, her lips close to his ear, her breath on his neck.
"Drive around the corner." She sounded very tense, possibly unstable.

The panicky ones were dways the most dangerous. "Sure” he said, "jud take it easy. Il do what
you say." He hoped she wasn't on drugs, hoped he could unwind her a little At the same time, he
redlized there was something familiar about her voice. She wasnt off the street. White, middlie-class—
"Rosalind French," he said suddenly. Without any red reason, he fet awave of rdief. "Jesus Chrigt, you
scared the shit out of me" He started to turn his head.

"Do what | tdl you!" She sounded right on the edge. "I mean it!" The cold metd pressed harder
agang him, trem-bling. "Thiswill kill you ingtantly. Y ou know that."

He had a horribly clear vison, as if he was looking down from above, watching himsdf gtting in his
car with the eectronic handgun pressed againg his head. It would be an in-gtant, dlent, painless death.
He would smply be found an hour from now, or maybe tomorrow morning, with no brain func-tion.

He moved his eyes, looking left and right, trying to see dong the street. The Sdewaks were empty;
no one had any reason to go dralling after dark. No cars, either; it was a family neigh-borhood where
people stayed home on Saturday nights. In any case, here ingde his car, in the darkness, there was no
way anyone could see what was happening to him.

"What do you want?' he asked, speaking with difficulty, as his own anxiety increased and tightened
his throat. He could understand how they might have figured out that he wasn't Richard Wilson, but his
red identity and his home address should have been impossble for them to discover. It seemed
impossible that they should have breached FBI security. But how ese had they found him? "Tdl me what
you want," he said. "There's no need for this"

"Dowhat | say! Just do what | say! Drive around the cor-ner!"

"All right,”" he said. "I'm ghifting into reverse. Y ou see?" He reached dowly for the lever and moved it
one notch. "I'm taking hold of the Steering. Okay?"

"Good. Back up dowly. Don't look around.”

His mind was checking off the posshilities He couldnt reach his gun unobtrusively. His one-shot
backup pigtol, snug againg his left leg, was even less accessible. What were his other options? Knock
the phone with his knee and hit the autodid button for his home number, but dammit, his home number
was out of service. Push his elbow againg the car horn and attract some attention—but it would take too
long, far too long, for anyone to come and see what the fuss was about. Jam his foot down hard and
hope that the surge of power would throw her into the back seat—but that was too chancy. He fdt anger
dong with his fear. After dl the genuindy dangerous work he'd done in the past, it was outrageous to be
trapped like this by a woman scientist playing at street crime.

But the only thing to do, right now, was follow her indruc-tions. Teke it astep at atime, try and cam
her, talk to her as much as possble, and wait for an opportunity. That was what held been trained to do
in gtuations like this, and his traning was correct.

He shifted into forward gear and started dong the street— dowly, dowly. "Which way?' he asked
her.

"Tumright."
Hedid so.



"Stop behind the car parked there. In front of the empty building."”

It was a house that had been left vacant during some kind of dispute over property rights. In front of
it he saw a vehide at the curb, its reflectors and its license plate glowing in his head-tight beams. The
number on the plate looked familiar. He had a memory for numbers. He redized hed seen it just a couple
of days ago on the car bdonging to the masked figure held run into in Little Asa. So, it was Rosdind
French's car. And there were two silhouettes ingdeit: her associates, waiting for him.

"I guess | should congratulate you," he said, meking himsdf sound cam. "You did a good job figuring
out who | was and where to find me”

"We had some help. Stop here”

Hedid as she said. And then it dipped into place. "Hep from Gottbaum?'

"Just be quiet!" The gun Hill pressed hard againgt his temple, and her hand was il trembling.

Bayley was beginning to redlized the degree to which held underestimated them. They were scientists,
not hit men. Wasn't that what held told Sharon? Held been so sure of himsdlf, laughing at her for worrying
about him. But hed been wrong. He'd betrayed Sharon with his overconfidence. That was the hardest
fact to ded with: that in some way he might have let her down.

Sill, they were scientigts, they weren't hit men. He could sense Rosdind French's fear as she
pressed the gun againg his head. If he could saize his opportunity—

One of the figuresin the car ahead of him turned around, opened the door, and got out.

Bayley redized that whatever he was going to do, it would be a whole lot easier to do it while there
was dill only one person to contend with. "Dr. French." He made it sound command-ing. "'l work for the
FBI. Assaulting an FBI agent is a very serious federd offense. Kidnapping him is worse. It could mean
thirty years without parole. You're obvioudy in trouble. You should tdl me what the trouble is I'm not
necessxily your adversary. | can help you."

"I told you before, just be quiet.”" She ill sounded unstable.

"I'm going to turn around,” he said, ignoring her. "Y oull put down your weapon—"

"Hold your hands up inthe air! Press them againg the roof!"

He heard the drillnessin her voice, and the gun jammed harder againg his head. For a moment, he
hestated. Then he did as she said.

The door opened beside him. From the corner of his eye, he saw a figure outsde in the night.
"Rosdind.” The voice was mature, measured. "Everything is okay?" A fant East Euro-pean accent. Hans
Vosss voice,

"Be careful, Hans"" Her voice was a little less tense. She obvioudy fdt grateful to have some
assistance.

Voss did his hands around Bayley's chest. In the dm re-flected glow from the headlights he was cdm
and expres-sonless. He searched methodicdly, found Bayley's shoulder holster, reached insde, and
took out the 9mm automatic. But he didn't check any further, didn't find the second weapon. "Now, your
hands behind your back, please" he said.

"No," sad Bayley. "Thisis as far asit goes. I'm going to get out of this car, understand me? I'm going
to wak back to my building—"

"Wewill kill you," said Voss, dispassionate and deliberate. He showed no trace of French's anxiety;
he made it sound as smple as stepping on a bug. I have served in the armed forces. | have killed people
inthe past, when it has been necessary. So, youwill do what | say, now."

Bayley fdt a pang of genuine fear. He tried to judge if he had room to hit Voss in the throat and roll
out of the car. But the man was now covering Bayley with hisown gun, and French had hers. There was

little doubt that one of them would hit him. He thought of his briefcase, resting on the floor, contain-ing
the eectronic weapon that held been holding as evidence. But there was no way he could reach it. And



gtting with his legs under the insrument pane, there was gill no easy way he could get to his backup
pigol, either. "Okay," he sad, trying to sound reasonable. "Let's tak about this. Tdl me what you want."

"Thereisnothing to talk about." V oss sounded impatient. ""Hands behind you. | will not ask again.”

Sowly, Bayley obeyed. He fdt hiswrigts being tied with adhesive tape. Here in the darkness in front
of the empty build-ing there was 4ill no one to see what was going on. The cool night air wafted in
through the open door, and he heard the distant hum of traffic on the freeway a dozen blocks away. A
gentle breeze ruffled the fronds of a nearby pam tree.

Then Bayley heard something rudling. Plastic—a plagtic bag. "No!" he shouted as Voss brought the
bag down over his head and pulled it tight around his neck.

The bag was black and it plunged him into total darkness. He started struggling. He couldn't breathe.

"Hald dill." Rosdind French's voice came to him faintly through the plagtic. "Were not trying to
suffocate you."

Her sharp fingarnal ripped a hole in the bag close to his mouth. He took a deep, urgent bregth.
"Goddam it, what the hdl do you people think you're doing?"

A rag was duffed between his teeth. More tape was wound around his head, holding the rag in
place.

He was hauled out of the driving seat, the rear door was opened, and he was pushed into the back.
Strangdly, he wasn't scared now. He only fdt his anger, and his frustration. He had no more options,
everything was out of his control.

Someone got into the back beside him and held his aam. Doors dammed. The motor of his car
whined, tires crunched over gravel, and they moved away dong the street.

Prisoner

Thejourney lasted a least an hour, mosily dong freeways so far as he could tdll. Bayley tried to plan,
but the Situation didn't dlow much room for it. What worried hm most of dl was that French and Voss
hadn't tried to disguise themsdves. They obvioudy weren't worried about the future possibility of his
tedi-fying agang them. And yet, they didn't want him to know where he was being taken. That didn't
make sense.

He thought of Sharon. He imagined her stting a home with Damon, wondering what had happened
to him. The thought made him fed sick with guiilt.

The rhythm of the car changed as it drove down a street where the surface seemed cracked and
broken. Vegetation scraped past on ether sde. The car bumped and lurched. He imagined they mugt be
up in the hills somewhere, on a dirt road. Then the car dowed, turned, edged forward alittle far-ther, and
stopped.

Bayley heard French get out. She opened the back door, and he smdled plants mois with dew,
night-blooming jasmine, the faint tang of the ocean.

"Takehimindde, Jeremy.”

So Porter was here, too. He would have been the third one, fallowing behind in French's car.

Bayley fdt himsdf pulled out and up. His limbs were iff; he could bardly wak as they hustled him
through waist-high un-dergrowth into some sort of building. A door dammed behind him and he smdled
damp plaster and old, dusty carpet. There was the sound of alock turning, hinges squesking.

"Careful with him down the airs. Don't let im fall.”
They were concerned about his welfare?

He picked his way carefully, into a basement, he guessed. The floor here was solid and unyidding.
Concrete. "Incredi-ble" he heard someone say. "You actudly did it."



"Shut up, Michad." French's voice. She hustled Bayley across the room, and he fdt a seat behind his
knees. Hefdl into it with a jolt that clicked his teeth together.

"Hans, tape hiswrigs and ankles there" she said.

Bayley consdered making a grab for thelittle pistol dill nestling undiscovered againg his left leg. But
it was only good for one shot, and before he could use it, held have to rip the bag off his head. His eyes
hed adjusted to darkness; held be dazzled by normd room lighting. Someone could Hill be covering him
with a weapon; he wouldn't even know, for sure, till it was too late.

Meanwhile, Voss had cut the tape securing Bayley's wrigts and was quickly binding them to meta
armrests mounted on ether Sde of the char in which Bayley was stting. He moved down, then, and took
hold of Bayley's ankle.

Bayley grunted behind his gag and tried to jerk his leg free from Vosss grasp. But the men was
tenacious. His fingers closed—and found the little one-shot. He pulled it free. "It is fortunate | discovered
this" he said.

"Chrig." Bayley heard French's voice nearby. "Do you think he has anything else hidden awvay?'

"I will check." Voss finished securing both of Bayley's ankles to the legs of the chair, then searched
methodicaly while Bayley sat there, unable to see, unable to resst.

Findly, after satisfying himsdlf, Voss dit the black plastic bag and pulled it off Bayley's head.

Thelight dazzled him, and he blinked at four fuzzy slhou-ettes. Someone bent close and cut the tape
halding the rag in his mouth. He spat it out, worked his jaw muscles, and swal-lowed, wincing.

His vison gradudly adjusted and he recognized them dl: Rosdind French, dill very nervous,
wide-eyed, her lipsthin and pale; Jeremy Porter, sanding self-conscioudy, trying to avoid looking Bayley
in the eye; Hans Voss, cdm and impas-sve, the ex-soldier teking refuge in old routines and discipling
and Miched Butterworth, his face full of wonder.

French turned away from Bayley. "Jeremy,” she said, "here's the recording of hisvoice" She held out
asmdl car-tridge. "I hope it's enough.”

"Il see what | can do." Porter took it, obvioudy grateful for the opportunity to retreat.

Bayley checked his surroundings. White concrete floor, wals, and caling. Stacks of equipment,
expendve equipment. Maybe that was another reason why French had traded hand-gunsin Little Asa to
pay for this Suff.

He looked down at the chair he was in. It was metd—aumi-num sheets bent and bolted together.
He looked up. There was some kind of hemisphericd cap hanging above his head, lined with sensors and
electrodes, wires running from it to a large piece of equipment that he couldn't identify. Something about
it looked medicd, as if it belonged in a hopitd. Homemade surgical gear. He fdt a coldness in his
abdomen, spreading lower, sucking at his groin.

"Weé're going to cdl your wife)" Rosalind French was saying. "Jeremy has a gadget. He taks into it,
and someone el se's voice conies out, synthesized from a sample. You talked alot while | had you in your
car, which gave us the sample” She gave him a tight, brave amile and brushed her hair back from her
face. He could see that she was rebuilding her confidence, her sdf-control. "Were going to tdl your wife
that your car broke down on the coast road. Well say that you're saying the night in a motd, and
tomorrow youll try to find a garage. So you see, no one will suspect anything, and no one will start
searching for you."

"My home phoneis out of service" he said.

Ancther little smile. Some of the color was returning to her cheeks. "No, it isnt. Not anymore. Leo
saw to that.”

"Gottbaum?* Bayley forced a laugh. "What, he works for the phone company?*

French started to answer, but Voss stepped forward and held up his hand. "Rosdind, if you please.
Thisman is encouraging you to talk, trying to establish a relationship between him and us. He knows that



this will make it harder for usto do ... whaever we have to do. Please remember to trest him
dispas-sonately, as our prisoner.”

Conflicting emotions showed briefly in Rosdind French's face. Bayley could see that she didn't like
being corrected by Voss; but she held back her irritation. "Y ou're quite right, Hans" She turned away.

"Where were you trained, Hans?' said Bayley.

"I fought in the Lithuanian Liberation Army." Then his mouth snapped shut and he turned away.
"Miched, for thefirg part of your procedure, does our prisoner need to be con-sious?”

"Makes no difference sad Butterworth. His face dill showed a childike wonder as if he was
uninvolved, watching the whole scene on video.

"Adminiger some Demeral,” said Voss. "We can bring him around when we need him, yes?'
"Sure, any time" Butterworth wandered over to his drug cabinet. He pulled out a vapor syringe.

"Jud tdl me what this equipment is for, dl right?' Bayley said. He redlized he was garting to lose it.
Fear was showing in his voice, dthough maybe that was to his advantage. V oss was tough, but the others
didn't ssem to be. French, in particular. The more scared he sounded, the more he might be able to get
through to her emationdly. "Are you going to kill me, or tor-ture me, or what?'

"No, man," sad Butterworth. "Not kill you. Just the oppo-site.” He smiled. There was something
drange in that amile It was serene, mydic. "Were going to start with some tests. There won't be any
pan." He rolled up Bayley's deeve and touched the syringe to hisarm. "Trust me" he said, as he pressed
the button.

Signals

The drug erased dl fear. He fdt himsdf drifting. He forgot where he was—remembered, with a
start—and forgot again. People moved around him. He knew who they were, but he didn't much care.
He told himsdlf he needed to care. He had to get the hell out.

He remembered Sharon. He thought about the first time he saw her, in the college cafeteria She was
gtting in one corner, wearing a lime-green T-shirt and white pants, reading a book about wildflowers.
Hed sat at the next table and leaned across and asked her if she was studying botany. "No," sheld said,
looking surprised. "l just happened to pick this up. | read dl kinds of different suff." They'd looked at
esch other, and that's how it had dl started.

A sudden bright lignt in Bayley's eyes. A hig fluorescent pand that Voss was holding in front of him.
It started changing color and Voss recited some numbers. Bayley redized the hem-isphericd hdmet that
he'd seen dangling above him had been lowered. Tiny filaments tickled his scalp. "Getting a red good
sgnd." Butterworth's voice, far away.

Bayley heard himsdf talking. "Car trouble” his voice said. Something about a motd. Dimly he
redlized it was Porter, speaking through his synth gadget to Sharon. Bayley stirred, trying to pull free. He
needed to tak to Sharon. "Let go of me" he muttered.

"Tdl me when you see pure white," a voice said in his ear. "It's very important. Concentrate on the
color.”

Bayley logt track. He stared at the glowing pand. "White" he said. He remembered what Sharon had
been wearing. The lime-green T-shirt, the white pants. She 4ill had those clothes somewhere, stored
away. Sentimentd vaue.

Bayley summoned his strength. He struggled. "Let me go.”



"Give him another shot," said V oss.
Patterning

He was adeep for a while. At least, he thought he was. He dreamed he was in a room ful of
mechines, people moving around him caling out numbers, equipment touching his head. A needle prick
by the corner of hisleft eye, then hisright. Sudden flowering patterns, kaleidoscopic fragments that were
vay beautiful, very intense. Then a ringing sound. A sweep of noise, from deep bass to a pure high
whidle, off the end of the scale. The taste of cloves. His body fdt covered with fur. Then very, very cold.
He seemed to be drinking barbecue sauce; he was burning up insde. "Water," he muttered.

Later, when he woke, it was very sudden. He looked down and saw another syringe being taken
away from his am. Red-ity hit hm hard, bright, and loud. He was 4ill dtting in the chair. It was
unyidding benegath the base of his spine. He ached.

"Good," sad Voss, sraightening up and turning away.

"Yegh, it redly brings 'em back fad," said Butterworth.

Bayley tried to turn his head but it was clamped, rigid. The metd hdmet was 4ill in place, and there
were probes in his kin near his eyes. He was dill in the basement. Air hissed through a vent. Wires
trailled around him. "What are you do-ing?' He heard his own voice, tight, confused, and apprehen-sve

Butterworth glanced at VVoss. Voss nodded.

"I've been monitoring the areas of your brain that process sgnds from your sense receptors,”
Butterworth said.

Bayley indinctively tried to look at him. His head was ill clamped. He winced. "Meaning what?"
"We are mgpping the functions of your brain,” said Voss.
Bayley turned his eyes from one of them to the other, and back again. He was afrad he knew, now.

Maybe held known as soon as held seen the probes and sensors. But he ill couldn't bring himsdf to put
it into words. "Why do you . . . want thisinformation?"

"So we can make a computer modd of your intdligence” said Butterworth. "Why ese?’
Infomorph

When he started screaming for help, they gagged him again. French and her team obvioudy didn't
enjoy the noise.

They gave him some kind of mild intravenous tranquilizer. Vdium, he guessed. Then she came and
sat down in front of him. "There's very little time" She was cdm and businesdike, now, showing no
emotion, the same as he remembered her from hisvigt to her laboratory. "I have to explain everything to
you. It will be much easier if you cooperate voluntarily, and youre more likdy to do so when you
understand the Stua-tion.”

Bayley watched her face. She wasnt redly as cdm as she seemed. But he was 4ill gagged, and
without being able to tak there was no way for him to exploit her anxieties.

"I gather you received the offida LifeScan higory,” she said. "Asyou may have redized by now, that
higory is inaccurate. We succeeded in modding the intdligence of amdl mammds eght years ago, but

we decided not to share these results with our employers. They would have started interfering in our
re-search, pushing it in a direction we didn't want to go. We have no interest in military gpplications.”

Vey mord, Bayley thought to himsdf. He was glad to know he was deding with people of high
ethicd principles.
"Our biggest problem,” she went on, "turned out to be the eectromechanica process of reading



neuron states and map-ping their interconnections without introducing errors. We tried a number of
noninvasve, nondestructive techniques. But none of them was reliable. The only system that works is a
dedtructive system, literdly peding the brainin layers.”

So there it was. Dispassionate, inhuman, horrific. He shiv-ered and closed his eyes.

"Hans and Michad findly perfected a reiable technique, working on samples cooled to low
temperatures. Fortunately Leo Gottbaum has contacts in cryonics who were willing to participate with us
inthis area. Meanwhile, Jeremy designed and built a system with appropriate architecture to hold the
uploaded intelligence. We have successtully scanned and stored the brain of a dog, and so far as we can
tdl, none of its func-tions is impaired. Its intdligence is 4ill dive, supported by computer hardware
ingtead of biologicd cdls. We were prepar-ing to do our firg scan of a human brain next week. Leo
Gott-baum had volunteered to be the firgt subject.”

Bayley fdt a dull sense of surprise But then he redized Gottbaum's mativation. With routine
maintenance, a computer memory could last forever. Maybe that had been Gottbaum's interest in
LifeScan dl dong. Twenty hillion new dollars of public money, so the great man could make himsdf
immortd.

"So fa as we can tdl," French was saying, "an intdligence in computer memory functions no
differently from an intelli-gence composed of neurons, providing the copy is made accu-rately. And the
intdligence should also experience totd redism if we feed the brain an accurate imitation of the nerve
impulses that it's accustomed to recaiving. Just as an amputee may fed he has a 'phantom limb," an
eectronic intdligence should be able to experience a ‘phantom body.' Leo was willing to take that risk, as
were the rest of us. But it had to be done covertly. If the public knew what we were doing, thered be an
outcry. Thered be regulations to restrict it or ban it outright.”

"You see now," said Voss, "why it was necessary to stop your investigation. To protect this crucid
research.”

"Not just the research," said French. "The whole human future.”

She sad it Sraight-faced, totaly serious. Hubris, Bayley thought to himsdf. They honestly believed
they were molding destiny.

"Leo invited you to his home because he thought there might be a chance of persuading you to drop
your investigation," French went on. "But after taking to you, he decided it wasn't an option.”

"But please understand, we are not in the habit of killing innocent people,” said Voss.

More ethicd principles. They had to believe they were hu-manitarians.

"We could have hdd you as a long-term prisoner,” said French. "But sooner or later, people would
have started to look for you. They would get suspicious. Our work would ill be in jeopardy. So, the
dternative was clear. We will, in due course, create an automobile accident to explain your death. Your

body will be found, but by then your mind will have been copied and stored. We have aufficdent storage
for eight infomorphs. Thereisroom for you."

"An infomorph is what we cdl inteligence held in computer memory," Butterworth put in. "Like an
information entity.”

"Even though your physical form will have died,” Voss went on camly, "your intdligence will survive
indefinitely."

"Yegh" Butterworth gave his strange, detached amile. "Jugt so long as no one pulls the plug.”

Receptors

They left im done for a little while. Rosdind French disap-peared updtairs. Butterworth and Voss
darted cdibraing a piece of equipment that was outsde Bayley's fidd of view. Jer-emy Porter was
nowhere to be seen, though Bayley heard the intermittent tgpping of fingers on a keyboard somewhere



be-hind him.

He fdt dazed, psychologicdly unable to accept what held been told. But he saw the risks they had
dready taken, and he was forced to beieve how serious they were. Computer scien-tists tended to be
dienated midits to begin with; thislittle team had been working together for ten years, out of contact with
the outsde world, sharing ther own private redity, which had been based, in turn, on one man's
obsession. To them, the ab-normal would seem normd.

Butterworth seemed the only possible exception. His ironic detachment suggested that he might be
less committed to the cause that the others seemed to bedieve in. If there was any red hope, Bayley
decided, it lay with him.

Vaoss came over, wiping ail off his hands with a paper towe soaked in acohal. "'l will remove the gag
now," he said. "You mud redize that if you make more noisg, it cannot be heard outsde and it will dow
our work. If we do not do our work properly, your future as an infomorph will be defective”” He pulled
the wad of doth from Bayley's mouth.

Bayley coughed. He grimaced. ™Y ou expect me to beieve in this—this dectronic afterlife?"

Voss gave him a steady, thoughtful look. "You will remem-ber, please, Dr. Gottbaum planned to
submit to it. Indeed, he il plans to. Y ou will agree, heis an intdligent man."

"What about you, Voss? Are you going to be scanned and stored?”

He nodded dowly. "Of course. Eventudly we will be neigh-bors, you and I, yes? Now, if you please.
In order to Smulate physical sensations accurately after your intdligence is coded, we mud firg obtain a
lot of sensory data. We took basdline readings while you were anesthetized. We need to refine them. We
will begin with vison. Are you ready to cooperate?'

He looked at Vosss face. Voss looked back at him, implaca-ble, unyidding.

As the time dragged on they showed him grids, color charts, geometric patterns, printed text, dot
mosaics. They made him look up, down, near, and far. They explained tha they were monitoring
impulses from his optic nerves, feeding them into some sort of analyss unit. Once they'd digitized the
nerve im-pulses, they could imitate them. They'd be able to feed the Sgnd for "green” back into the brain
area tha normdly pro-cessed his visud input, and hed see green even though he didn't have eyes
anymore. They could ded with his other senses in the same way, and build an entire atificd
environ-ment for im a piece a atime. It would look, sound, taste, smdll, and fed authentic in every way.

The tests seemed to continue for hours. He had no idea of thetime,

Rosdind French reappeared during the long night—or was it morning, now? She brought with her an
aray of glass drop-pers. Each contained a synthetic flavor to be applied to his tongue, then washed
away. They needed to map his taste recep-tors. Even after he was an infomorph, the sensations of esting
would dill be available to him.

Findly, they injected him with a hypnatic, and he fdl into a restless deep, dill Stting in the chair, the
probes in place, now monitoring his dreams.

Link

Yum read the number off the creased piece of paper, angling it toward sunlight filtering through a
cobwebbed window beside the pay phone. Behind her the store owner was mopping the floor, shuffling
around, whigling some old forgotten rock song. She turned her back to him, watching her reflection in
the chrome faceplate of the phone as she keyed in the digits. Her cheeks looked pae, her eyes dark and
intense.

A woman's degpy voice answered. For a moment Yumi fdt unable to speak. She hadn't necessarily
assumed that Richard Wilson was sngle; she hadn't redly thought about it a dl. And yet, she fdt
surprised. "Hdlo," she said. "'l would liketo speak to ... Jm."



"He's not here right now.” The woman difled a yawn. "Who's this?'

"My nameis'Yumi. Hetold meto cdl if | had anything to tdl him. And now there is something, very
important. She heard hersdf sounding so gim and serious, and she wished she wasn't having to go
through this

"I'm afrad | don't know when Jm will be here. He cdlled lagt night to say he had car trouble. He's
daying somewhere on the road till he can get it fixed" A pause. "Can | hdp? He shares most of his
busness with me"

"Areyou hiswife?" She couldn't hold back her curiosty.

"Yes | am." She didn't sound offended by the question. She sounded gently amused as if, to her,
curiogty was avery nau-rd human trait.

Yumi tried to decide what to do. "I guess!'ll cdl again later," she said. "Tdl him that Yumi called, but
please tdl him not to cal me back. That's very important.”

"All right.”

"May | ask your name?'

"Sharon.”

"Okay, thank you Sharon. I'll try again this afternoon.”

Shutdown

Facing the phone cdl had made her anxious, and she fdt more anxious dill as she headed back up
the hill. There was nothing rationd about the feding: it materidized insde her from nowhere, tightening its
orip as she approached the dome.

She waked in and found her father throwing documents into a suitcase. A shaft of morning sun
angled across the living area, golden dust motes hillowing into it as he sorted through papers, dumping
mogt of them, sdlecting a few. She stood watching him, wondering what he was doing and why the dome
seemed so quiet. Then she redized that dmogt dl the computer sys-tems had been turned off.

He became aware of her and looked up, sharp and suspi-cious. "Yumi! Where have you been?!

Immediatdy she fdt guilty, as if held read her mind or some-how ligtened in to her cdl. He was s0
omniscient, sometimes anything seemed possible. "I went down to the store” she said, mantaning her
demure, neutrd facade, carefully hiding her fedings

"Why?' He was il saring at her.

Feding foolish, she redlized she hadn't remembered to buy anything. She was gtanding in front of him
empty-handed. "I just fdt like taking awak."

"Wdl, I'm glad you're back. We have to leave" He threw some clothes in on top of the documents
and snapped the case shut. "Something has come up. I've been in touch with my friends a Cryonic Life. |
have to check into the hospitd in Los Angdes today instead of tomorrow. If we leave here in fifteen
minutes therell be just enough time for me to drop you at the airport dong the way. There's a flight
leaving for Hawaii a seven this evening, and I've reserved a seet on it for you.”

She looked a him blankly. No matter how often she tried to anticipate his moods and his demands,

he dways managed to do something that |eft her feding startled and numb. "What happened?' she asked.
"|s—the cancer getting worse?"

"The cancer?' He looked baffled. Then he shook his head impatiently. "No, no, it's something else
entirdy."

"Something to do with the work they're doing at the 1ab?" Even though it was a Sunday, she knew the
people down there kept odd hours.

He waved his hand. "There it time to tak about it. I'm sorry." He turned to the one computer



sysem that was dill running and started shuitting it down. "Please pack your things right away,” he said,
over his shoulder.

She sat down on a hegp of documents on one of the black leether chairs. She saw why she 4ill fdt
like a child when she was around him. He dways treated her like a child. "What if I'm not ready to
leave?'

He turned dowly, rerunning her words through his head, trying to make sense of them. "This is my
home" he said, laying the words out one by one, looking at her as if she was stupid. "You are my guest
here, Yumi. You sgned a document yesterday in which you surrendered dl interest to the property. You
have absolutdy no judtification for staying here after | leave.”

She made allittle sound of disgust. "Wall, of course, youreright. | don't have any judtificaion, as you
put it. It's your place, your life, your decison, and whatever | want is irrde-vant." She stood up and
headed for her room. "So don't worry, I'll get ready. | couldn't bear it, Father, if | ever kept you waiting.”

Unloading Zone

They drove in Slence. The slence ate away at her, made her somach cramp, made her head ache,
made her want to do something dragtic: kick her father, scream, throw open the door and jump out of the
moving car. But she hdd it dl in and she sat Saring out at the scenery, not redly seeing anything, trying
not to think of anything.

If the slence bothered Gottbaum, he didnt show it. He drove quickly, efficiently, following the
schedule held obvioudy mapped out for himsdf. By midafternoon they reached LAX.

He stopped in an unloading zone, sat the brake, and looked at her, and she thought, very briefly, she
actudly saw some-thing in his eyes—an unresolved emation, maybe even a mo-ment of regret. "I'm sorry
the vist wasn't more pleasant for you,” he said.

She studied his face a moment longer, trying to confirm that he was actudly feding something. But
under the pressure of her atention he seemed to retreat back into himsdf. The stern wrinkles deegpened,
and he looked away from her, glancing a the clock on the car's dashboard.

So that was that. He had finished with her, and he wanted to go. "l guess| won't ever see you agan,”
she sad, finding it hard to speak. "Although | dill can't quite believe you're redly going to—to do what
you said.”

He shrugged. "Y ou will see my obituary in the news by the end of the coming week."

She fingered the fabric of her dress. "Are you going to come into the termind to see me off?" She
knew he would refuse, but she had to hear im say it.

"I'm sorry,” he said, "l can't.”

She reached for her bag on the back seat, pulled it onto her knees, and cradled it in her arms. She
imagined suddenly shouting at him, "Get out of the fucking car like any normd human being, and hug me
and kiss me good-bye, you bastard!"

She opened the door. "Good-bye, faher.”
"Good-bye, Yumi." His hand moved to the gearshift.

She got out and dammed the door, hard. She stood and glared a him as he moved the little car out
from the curb. Would heredly drive away? Jud like thet?

The car moved into the flow of traffic. Within ten seconds, it was out of Sght.
Reasonable Doubts

She walked into the air termind taking long, angry strides, her face pale, her teeth clenched tight. She



stopped at the firs pay phone she came to and dided with fierce little stabs of her finger. Before, she had
fdt some misgivings Not anymore.

"Sharon Wilson?' she asked, when awoman answered.

There was an uncertain pause. "No. Thisis Sharon Bayley."

Yum steadied hersdf, resting her forehead againg the cool metd pand a the sde of the phone
booth. "But you are Jm's wife. | recognize your voice. | caled you erlier.”

Another pause. "Who isthis?'

"Thisis Yumi." And then she redlized what must have hap-pened. "Your husband told me his name
was Wilson, maybe because he needed to keep his red identity secret. He works in security, isn't that
right? But please tdl him I'm cdling. I'm sure hélll want to tak to me”

The woman laughed nervoudy. "Oh, | see”

"Ishe there?’

Another pause. "No. He cdled again. HE's somewhere on the coast highway, il trying to get his car
fixed. Look, I'm sorry, but if thisis . . . security business, | don't think | should be getting involved in it.”

Yum had been brought up aways to respect the other per-son's wishes, so as not to impose or
cause offense. Her mother had advised it as a courtesy; her father had demanded it as his right. But
danding by the pay phone, Yumi redized she fdt so hurt, so angry, she couldn't defer to other people
anymore. "When | cdled earlier,” she said, "you told me your hushand shares the details of his business
with you."

"Wdl, sometimes.” Sharon said it rdluctantly.

"Did Jm tdl you he was vigting Dr. Leo Gottbaum? | am Yumi Gottbaum, his daughter.”

"Oh. | see”

"Your hushand was interested in my father's research. The LifeScan program. | now have the
information about it that he wanted. Please tdl me how to get in touch with him."

Ancther long pause a the other end of the line. "There isn't any way to reach him. He caled me from
apay phone and said his car phone had stopped working, and he can't find a garage to get his car fixed
because it's a Sunday, and he may even have to stay over another night and come home tomorrow.”

Yum stared out of the windows of the termind feding deeply uneasy. Should she trust her intuition?
Yes, sheld learned it could be quite reasonable to expect the worst of her father. "I just drove dl the way
down the coast highway," she said quietly. "We passed severd garages that were open. If your husband
was able to cdl you from a pay phone, he must have been able to cdl a towing service. Tdl me, are you
aure it was his voice when he cdled?!

“It. . . sounded like him." Sharon sounded anxious, now. "What are you getting &?'

"I don't know. | just have a bad feding." She thought alittle more. Part of her wanted to hang up and
forget this whole stuation, go back home to Hawali, and sdttle into her relaxed everyday routines. But
when she thought about the way her father had abandoned her out there on the sdewak, she felt, agan,
her determination. "I redize you have never met me" she said, "and I'm asking a big favor, but | don't
know what else to do. Can | come to your home? There are some things belonging to your husband that
| should return to him. And if he cdls again, | have to be there to speak to him."

Sharon started to reply, then stopped hersdf. Yumi waited patiently, ignoring the ar teemind around
her, the flight an-nouncements, people waking across the concourse. "No, | re-dly don't think you
should come here" Sharon sad findly. "It's Jm's rule never to give out our home address to anyone
connected with a case.”

"Then perhaps you could come to me” said Yumi. "You surey have a portable phone? Your cdls
can be forwarded to it from your home."

"Youre very perssent.” She laughed nervoudly.



"I am not normdlly like this. | live a very quiet life making jewdry and sdling it to tourigs. Thisis an
extremedy unusud Studtion for me. | am trying hard to do what is right. Please, can you help?'

Sharon sghed. "All right. All right, where are you?'

Yum dlowed hersdf a moment of quiet satisfaction. She had done something she would normdly
have consdered impossi-ble. "I'm a Los Angeles Internationd Airport,” she said. "Il describe mysdif.
I'm hdf Japanese, I'm carrying a white canvas bag, and | am wearing a long skirt and a white cotton
blouse. | will be waiting outside the Federd Airlines Building, on the upper levd."

Threats

It took Sharon ninety minutes to show up at the airport. When she arrived, she was driving a little red
eectric FHa with a dented fender, a bent antenna, and a broken headlight. She stopped a the curb,
leaned across, and opened the passenger door. "Hi," she said, a pretty young womean with livdy eyes and
aghy smile "You mus be Yumi. Sorry | took so long; | had to get a baby-sitter.”

"That's quite dl right. I'm pleased to meet you, Sharon." She got into the car, feding less sure of
hersdf now that they were face-to-face. Being bold had been easier on the phone.

Sharon gave her a quick searching glance. She seemed to rdax alittle "I guessit sounds dumb, but |
was afraid you were . .. | don't know, somebody different from who you said you were."

"I am the daughter of a famous man who thinks heis above the law," said Yumi. "And ... | want to
hdp your husband." She fdt embarrassed at the way it sounded, so stern and hu-morless. She looked
down at her knees and straightened her skirt. The car was as funky ingde as it was outsde, she noticed.
There were gas-station receipts lying on the floor, a child's toy truck, a crumpled road map. The glove
compartment was hed shut with some Scotch tape. Maybe in her professond life Sharon presented a
chic image to the outsde world, but pri-vately, she obvioudy didnt care that much about keeping
ev-erything squeaky-clean. Indinctivey, Yumi liked her.

"So, do you want to tak?' Sharon asked.

"Definitdy. | have four hours before my plane takes off. | picked up my ticket while | was waiting for
you."

"I guess we should go someplace. How about on the seawadl, a Venice? That's close.”

Yumi shrugged. "Fine"

A little later, after they parked the car, they dimbed steps up the side of the white concrete wall. It
stood twenty feet high, ten feet wide, overshadowing the condos, bars, and restaurants that had once
looked out onto the ocean. On top of it, a prome-nade was busy with bike riders, couples out gralling,
kids fly-ing kites, old people stting on benches.

"You know, | dill remember the beach,” Sharon said, as she waked beside Yumi, looking at the
waves as they foamed across breakwaters and lapped at the foot of thewdl itsdf. "My dad used to bring
me here sometimes when | was little”

"Did you smim?'

She shook her head. "It was much too polluted back then.”

They stopped a a restaurant cantilevered out over the water, tables scattered across a semicircular
patio under a ydlow sun-screen. Almogt dl the customers were in ther axties and seven-ties, Spping
beer or coffee, reading old-fashioned newspapers or paperback books, quietly enjoying the afternoon.

A sarving robot came dliding over as Sharon and Yumi found chairs a an empty table. "Hi there,
how are you? My name's Frank. May | take your order?’

"God, | wish they wouldn't give robots names” said Sharon. "Do you have iced green tea?' Yumi
asked.



"Yes, we have iced green tea. Would you like iced green tea?"
"Yes please”

"Oneiced green tea," said the robot.

"I need adrink,” said Sharon. "White rum and soda on the rocks."

"One white rum and soda on the rocks." The robot's infrared scanner turned, checking for other
customers at the table. "Will thet be dl?*

"Yes that'sdl.”
"Thank you for your order. I'll be right back."

"I came here once with IJm," said Sharon, "back when it firs opened, a few years ago. He had a
thing about the ocean. He fdt there was a sort of myderious qudity to it, because so much was hidden
beneeth the surface. He could spend hours looking at the waves"" She seemed to subside momentarily
into her memories, then dragged hersdlf back to the present. "So," she said, "can you please try to tdl me
whet dl thisis about?'

Yum placed her hands on the table in front of her, covering one with the other. She looked at
Sharon. The woman had a pleasng face honest, open, genuindy concerned. Yumi nor-mdly found it
hard to make friends, harder ill to trust people, but in this case she didn't have time to be cautious. "l
will tdl you the story from the beginning,” she said.

Sharon was a good ligener. She sat attentively as Yumi de-scribed her father, his work, his sudden
request to see her, and everything that had happened since then. The serving robot brought thar drinks;
Yumi ignored hers as she went on talking, explaning what she now knew about the LifeScan program.
"Thereisno doubt in my mind," she said, "that my father is not just interested in scanning and goring the
intdligence of [aboratory animds for military purposes. The obvious applica-tion from his point of view
would be to scan and store the human brain. 1t would provide a form of immortdity. 1t might dso give
him a position of power."

Sharon had aready drained her glass. She sat opposite Yumi, leaning forward on one ebow, reging
her chinin her hand, udying her intently. "I don't know a lot about computers,” she sad, "but toring
someone's intelligence sounds imposs-ble”

Yumi shook her head solemnly. "When | was a child, my father once said that computers even then
were big enough to store one person's memories. He said there were only two red problems. scanning
the neurons, and imitating the way they are connected with one another.”

"But when Jm talked to me about the LifeScan thing a cou-ple of nights ago, he said it had been a
totd falure”

"My father revedled to me, dmogt inadvertently, thet it is a success. He has hidden this from your
husband's employers a North Industries.”

Sharon amiled faintly. "I guess | might as well tdl you, Jm doesn't work there. He's employed by the
FBI."

Yum stopped short. "Oh. Now | see” She nodded dowly to hersdf. "Now | undergtand.” She
thought back to the few min-utes she had spent with Bayley in his car. "You know, | think he wanted to
tdl me the truth about himsdf, when he gave me hisred first name and his phone number.”

Sharon nodded quickly. "Absolutdy. The fact that he had given you our number was what made me
agree to come and meet you. He must have judged that you were sympathetic and trustworthy.”

"Sois heinvolved in abig police investigation?"

Sharon laughed. "God, no. He sumbled into this whole thing entirely on his own. He hasn't even filed
areport.”

"Oh." Yumi bit her lip. "That concerns me" she said. "Sup-pose, for a minute, that my father has
learned your husband's identity somehow. If he knows there is only one man, posng a threat to his



research . . ." Shetrailed off.

"Wdl, now, hold on a minute™ Sharon started picking at the paper napkin under her glass, tearing
little scraps off one cor-ner. "Your father's not a crimind. And these people working a North Industries,
they're respectable scientigts.” The way she said it, it sounded more like a question than a statement. She
looked a Yumi for reassurance.

Yumi shook her head. "Imagine you have dedicated yoursdf for thirty years. You redly beieve you
can cheat death. You bdieve, in addition, your research can change the whole world. And then, in the
last few days, someone threatens everything you have achieved. And you are a man who only cares,
redly, for two things science, and persona survivd.”

Sharon looked down, saw the mess she had made of the ngpkin, and grimaced. She darted to
speak, stopped hersdf, and rubbed her eyes. "Thisisdl abit hard to take."

"Can | get you anything else?' The sarving robot came glid-ing around again.

"No," Yumi snapped in a sudden burst of anger. "Nothing dse”

"Here, let me get this™ said Sharon, obvioudy glad of the distraction. She fished her credit disk out of
her purse, dropped it in the robot's reader, and waited till it was gected with a paper receipt.

"Thanks" said the robot. "Come back again soon.”

"I hope | am not darming you unnecessarily,” Yumi said. "But | do believe thereisared danger. And
| fed responsble. If | had confided in your husband, when he asked for my help yesterday—"

Sharon forced a amile She took a deep breath, getting hersdf back under contral. "It's not your
responsbility. Jm takes his own risks"

Yum shrugged. "I 4ill fed an obligation to hep.”

Sharon studied her for a moment. "But is dJm redly the only reason? It seems to me, maybe you're
med a your father. Do you want some sort of revenge?’

The question caught Yumi by surprise. She fdt her cheeks redden, "You are a very perceptive
woman."

"I'm a journdid. | guess it's part of my job. But | should get busy." She pushed back her chair,
seeming stronger now that she had learned the wordt.

"What are you planning to do?"

"Il cdl dJm's supervisor, if | can reach him on a Sunday. Or Il go to the locd police, file a
missing-person report, and ask them to find the hospitd where your father has admitted him-sf.
Tomorrow, firg thing, I'll contact North Industries—"

"No!" Yumi dapped her pdms down on the table. The im-pact was sudden and loud, and she fdt
surprised at hersdf for being so demondirative. But it seemed so vitd to get through to Sharon and make
her understand. "If you cdl the police over regular phone lines, or if the police themsdlves use regular
radio transmissons, it's quite possible that my father or his cowork-ers will learn what you are doing.
They will fed more threat-ened, and they will be more dangerous—to your husband, and to you."

Sharon looked disconcerted. "l redly don't see how they could possbly—"

Yumi seized Sharon's hand. "Please believe me! Y our hus-band underestimated my father. You mugt
not make the same mistake. Leo Gottbaum was cracking security codes and invadking databases fifty
years ago. He has systems that I'm sure can monitor thousands of cdls automaticaly, ligening for key
words. | don't know the details, because I'm not an expert, and | don't involve mysdf with computers.
But | grew up with him, and | know what he can do, and | know he would have no compunction about
doing it."

Sharon laughed uneadily. "Y ou're redlly convinced about dl this aren't you?'

Yum looked down. "I'm sorry, | didnt mean to shout." She saw her wrisiwatch and redlized how
much time had passed. "I'm afrad we mus start back. | dill have to catch my flight" Clumgly, she



pushed back her chair and stood up. "But please, Sharon, so long as it's possible that your husband is il
dive don't do anything that might dert my father or his team.”

A little later they were back in the car, heading toward the airport. Sharon drove in slence, daing
draight ahead, deep in thought.

"You mentioned you are ajourndig,” Yumi said.

Sharon nodded dowly, Hill self-absorbed. "That's right. | work for alocd TV dation.”

"Good. Then you know how to gather information and how to didribute it. Publicity could be a
powerful weapon againg my father." Yumi pulled the LifeScan history and Bayley's compad out of her
bag. ™Y our hushand accidentdly left these things a my father's house. | assume this compad contains his
notes. | have not looked at them, but they may be of some hdp. This binder contains the history of the
LifeScan program. When you read it, remember that my father admitted privately to me that the program
has actudly succeeded indl its gods." She turned and put the two items on the back sedt.

Sharon took the ramp to the Federal Airlines Building and found a spot a the curb. She set the
brake, leaned back in her seat, and rubbed her hands across her face. "I have to thank you," she sad,
sounding subdued. "l just hope you're wrong about what . . . may have happened.”

"Of course | may be wrong. Your husband may be at some mote on the coast highway. It's quite
posshble”

"Perhaps | should go looking for im mysdf. That couldn't do any harm.”

Yumi thought it over. She shook her head. "If heisdl right, he will obvioudy get in touch with you. If,
on the other hand, something bad has happened, my father will do something to divert your suspicions. |
redize it's hard to wait, but ether way, | am sure you will hear something soon." She glanced at her
watch, then opened the car door. "I'm afraid | have to go. | fed | should stay and help you, but if my
father checks the passenger lig and finds | never got on the plane, hell know that something iswrong.”

Sharon stared at her hands on the steering. Impulsively, then, she turned and opened her door. She
got out and walked quickly around to the passenger sde as Yumi stepped onto the sdewak. Sharon
took her arm. "Y ou've done more than your duty. I'm very grateful.” Unexpectedly, she hugged her.

Yumi was too surprised to react as Sharon clutched her tight, then released her, saring into her eyes
with clear, obvious grat-itude. It was so spontaneous, it Ieft her not knowing whet to fed or what to say.

"Can | cdl you and tdl you how things work out?' Sharon agked.

"Yes, yes, please do." Yumi searched dumgly in her bag, glad for the diverson. She scribbled her
number on a piece of paper. "Cdl any time. Although, until this is dl resolved, you should be careful not
to refer to the things I've told you." She pressed the paper into Sharon's hand. And then, arad of the
emotions that were suddenly risng up ingde her, she turned and hurried into the air termindl.

Last Rites

His head was painful, feding bruised dl over, and his mouth tasted sour. He winced and blinked,
trying to focus. It was dark and he seemed to be moving . . . in a car? His body jostled againg the sest.
He tried to free his am and found his wrists were tied once again with tape. And there was something
over his head. Another black plagtic bag. Was that what it was? He moved his head. Yes, plagtic agang
hisface, tight around his nedk.

It didn't bother im much. He was very, very drowsy. When-ever he tried to concentrate his thoughts
dipped away, wan-dering into darkness. Sill drugged, he redized dully. He swalowed and tried to
moiden his lips. "Where an | going?' He heard himsdf talking, and it sounded strange, loud indgde his
head.

"I'm taking you to viSt some associates of mine”

Bayley tried to concentrate. He tried again. Who—Gott-baum, it was Gottbaum, beside him. "Are



we going back to the dome?'

"No. We arein greater Los Angdles, Mr. Bayley. You are my respongibility now. Dr. French wanted
it that way."

"I want to see out. Can | see out?'

"Sorry. It's best that you dont see where you are beng taken. My friends agreed to hdp on
condition of anonymity."

Bayley laughed. The laugh hurt his head and made him cough, which hurt more. He struggled feebly.
He hated not being able to see. "Y ou're going to kill me. What does it matter whet | see?’

"Not kill you, deanimate you," Gottbaum corrected him."But if everything goes as it should—and |
believe it will—you will retain dl your faculties. Induding your memory.”

"Aninfomorph.” It didn't redly seem to matter. Nothing did.

"Youll be an infomorph, yes" Gottbaum's voice sounded remote, uninvolved.

Bayley tried to think clearly, despite the drug. "If you let me go," he said, sruggling with the logic of
it, "if you let me go, | won't say anything. | won't hasde you. You see, | never filed areport on the case.”

"I'm pleased to hear that," said Gottbaum. "Thank you for confirming it. But the stakes are too high
for usto release you on good fath.”

Bayley squirmed around. He redized, vagudy, he was in the front passenger seat, with Gottbaum
besde him doing the driv-ing. Maybe he could smash his head out through the window, crawl out, fal
into the road; someone would see, rescue him. He didn't want to go where he was being taken. He was
scared. He was drugged, so he couldn't think right, but he knew he was scared. Maybe he could smash
his head out through—

The car stopped. Gottbaum tapped the horn once, twice. "We have arrived,” he said.

They carried himinto a room that samdled of chemicals. It was cold. They lad him out flat on a hard
surface and strapped him down, then pulled the bag off his head. He squinted and blinked. He
swdlowed. He was hungry. Why hadn't they fed him, and where was he now? Electronic equipment in
racks on one wadl, a couple of devices with tubes coming out of them, two people in green masks and
gowns. What was happening here?

A third figure appeared. It was Gottbaum. He, too, was wearing a face mask, a cap, and a Seile
gown. "l assure you," he said to Bayley, "it will be rddivdy painless.”

"Painless?' He turned his head dowly, trying to understand.

"Scanning takes awhile, Bayley. It's along, delicate busi-ness. We need to bring your brain down to
alow temperature to dabilize it. But my friends, here, are experts in cryonics. They believe in our
research and are quite confident of its outcome.”

Bayley grimaced. "Dont," he said feebly. "I don't want you to do this"

"Were ready to start the perfuson, Dr. Gottbaum,” sad one of the gowned figures Above his
aurgicd mask he had pale blue eyes, a smdl pink birthmark on the sde of his forehead. His voice
sounded rluctant, asif this wasn't something he fdt very happy about.

A memory reached Bayley through the haze. Ingtinctively, he tried to St up. "Where's Butterworth?!

"Miched Butterworth is with the rest of the team, over a North Indudtries, preparing the scanning
equipment for you. Fortunatdy it's a Sunday, so we can proceed without having to worry too much
about interruptions. Butterworth will be doing the brain section. He's the only person & this time who
pos-sesses the necessary ill.”

Bayley groaned feebly. The man held wanted to trust was the one who was going to—to cut him
apart. "Jugt let me go," he said. "You leave me done, and I'll leave you done.”

"Dr. Gottbaum?' The man with the birthmark was holding something. "I think you should be the one,
who—"



"Yes It'smy responghility.” He looked down at Bayley. "This will counteract the sedative you were
gven earlier. You will suddenly find yoursdf feding extremdy dert and aware. We will then begin
perfuson—replacing your blood with agents to protect the cdls from freezing damage—and you will
quickly lose consciousness. It will fed asif you are fanting.” He in-jected something into Bayley's am as
he spoke.

Fuzziness cryddlized into sharp focus. It was like walking out of a murky overheated room into a
dazzling, ice-cold win-ter day. Bayley's pulse rate doubled. He found himsdf strapped to an operating
table. They switched on an enormous light di-rectly overhead, blinding him. There were sted insruments
lad out on atray beside his head. They were going to kill him.

"No!" he shouted. "Oh my god. Sharon!”

A tube was jammed into his arm. It hurt, badly. Bayley screamed. A machine started chugging. His
am turned ice-cold and began to throb and burn.

"Stop!" he jerked with dl his strength at the straps tying him down. "Y ou bastards, goddam you—"

"Two liters" sad avoice.

Everything started to recede from him. His thudding pulse changed pitch till it was nothing but a rapid
tapping sound in his ears. The table seemed to be snking under him, into the floor. The men in the gowns
were dolls drifting up around the glaring white light.

"Sharon!" he gasped.

And then he was gone.
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FBI AGENT DIESIN CARBLAZE

A Granada Hills man employed by the FBI plunged to his deeth in the
early hours of Monday morning when his car smashed through a guard
ral near Cayucos, on High-way One, and burg into flames.

Frefighters caled to the scene were unable to rescue James Bayley,
aged 33, from the inferno that incinerated himin his vehicle. According to
locd fire chief Larry Mc-Gregor, the impact of the car on the rocky
seashore rup-tured its dectric fud cdl, rdeasng hydrogen gas that
contributed to the blaze Remains of the driver were so charred,
identification had to be done by DNA sampling.

Bruce Taylor, whose restaurant the Fisherman's Inn is located less
than 500 feet from the accident, told investigartors he heard a squed of
tiresfollowed by a crash and aloud exploson around 5:00 am. "It made
the windows rattle" he said. "I got down there as quick as | could, but
the guy ingde looked like he was dready burned up.”

FBI sources dtated that dthough Bayley was a specid agent in the
Department of Technology-Related Crime, he was off-duty &t the time of
the accident.

Locd police discounted the possibility that a mechani-ca fault might
have caused the car to go off the highway. "I figure he just didn't see the
curve in the road,” said Sergeant George Turner of the Cayucos Police
Depart-ment. "We put up a sted barrier and a warning sgn after the last
oy went over the edge there. It looks to me like this one just fel adeep



a the whed "

Bayley is survived by his wife, Sharon, and four-year-old son,
Damon.



PARTTWO

The Arena

Shests of jagged color flashed and dazzled him, spawning purple after images that sSwvam across a
sudden fidd of black. A humming sound began, growing louder—so loud, it made his teeth hurt. And
then everything was edily slent, and he fdt himsdf tuning dowly, head over heds, as if he was
underwarter. There was a horrible bitter taste in his mouth, and he fdt hung over, wesk and dizzy, his
temples throbbing. Something bad was happening and he wanted to shout, but his lips seemed to be
stuck together, and he couldn't breathe—

Bayley found himsdf lying on his back with his eyes closed, a gentle breeze caressng his face,
aunlight warming his body. He groaned and rolled onto his side. God, he thought, what a terri-ble dream.

He opened his eyes and found himsdf on flat white concrete under a pure blue sky. He squinted in
the glare. He seemed to be in the center of some kind of gigantic circular plaza, a high wal marking its
perimeter. Suddenly, then, he remembered.

Panic surged up ingde him and he scrambled onto his knees, glancding quickly around. His last
moments of consciousness on the operating table were vivid in his mind, and he could dmost hear the
echoes of hisfind shout for hep. Where the hdl was he?

He dropped forward onto his hands and fdt the concrete, rough and solid and warm from the sun.
He rubbed his pdms across it, feding little grains of dirt digging into his skin. He smacked his hand
agand it, and his skin tingled from the blow.

He sat back on his hedls, closed his eyes for a moment, pressed his fingers to his ears, and took a
deep breath. He heard the ar rush into hislungs. He heard his heart thumping.

He got up onto his feet and looked down & his body. He was wearing the same clothes as when hed
vigted Gottbaum: white shirt, brown pants, sandds. He 4ill had his watch and his wed-ding ring. He
rased his hands and inspected them dosdy. Tiny particles of grit were dill dinging to his skin. He
brushed them off and watched them drift down to the ground.

Had the experiment falled? Had Gottbaum and his people been placed under arrest before they
could scan him? Had he been revived, somehow, somewhere?

He turned dowly, trying to be methodicd, trying not to lose control. The concrete plaza extended
away fromhim on dl sdes, fla and festurdess. He shouted, and his voice was loud in his own ears, and
there was afant returning echo from the wal at the perimeter. He stamped his foot; the dgp of his sandd
echoed, and he fdt alittle twinge of pain from the impact of his hed againg the ground.

His clothes were itchy againg his skin. The wind was colder than it had seemed at fird. And, he
redlized, he was hungry.

He gtarted waking, trying to follow a sraight path across the plaza. After a few minutes he paused
and looked over his shoulder. The wal behind im had receded dightly; the wall ahead had come dightly
closer.

He waked on. The wind blew hard, cutting through histhin shirt, making him shiver. The hunger in his
somach became a persstent, hollow pan, and he fdt increesngly weak. How long had he been
unconscious? days? years? He touched his jaw and found himsdf clean-shaven. That didn't make sense.
To-ward the end, he had had two days growth of stubble. Either someone had shaved him while he was
uNconscious, or—

There was a loud noise behind him. He turned quickly, scared, indinctively drawing his ams up
agang his chest. His nerves were shot. Adrendine washed through his system, mak-ing him tremble. He



stared across the plaza, searching for the source of the sound.

It came to him again, a wild, mournful, moaning noise. There was a fant black speck in the distance,
growing gradu-aly larger. Some sort of anima—a dog?

Bayley decided there was no advantage in waiting to seeif the creature was friendly. Ingtinctively, he
ran.

The straps of his sandds cut into his skin as he pounded across the hard concrete. His lungs ached.
Hisvison wavered. He glanced behind him and saw the creature gaining on him—a big black shape, its
mouth hanging open. It howled again, and the noise echoed around him.

By the time he reached the perimeter wal the animd was less than twenty feet away. It was like
nothing he'd ever seen, as big as he was, covered in thick black fur, a cross between awalf and a bear.

The wal ahead was featureless, white, high and smooth and impossble to dimb, but there were
achesin it a regular inter-vals. He ran through the nearest one, found a flight of stone steps directly
ahead, and started up them two at a time. He was so exhausted, his legs were buckling under him. He
reached a turn in the sairs and hesitated, finding a plain white door set in the stone wadl in front of him.

He tried the handle. The door opened and he fdl through it, damming it behind him just as the animd
came bounding up the airs.

He found himsdf in a amdl square room lit by a angle fluo-rescent celling pandl. There was a narrow
bed a one sde, a dnk, a stove, and a refrigerator. Everything was white the wals, the floor, the
bedcover, the kitchen equipment.

Bayley sank down onto the bed gasping for breath and lay there hugging himsdlf, waiting for his pulse
to return to nor-mal. Something about the room reassured him. The kitchen fadilities could have come
from any low-income suburban home. The fluorescent paned reminded him of the lights in his office.
Everything was displaced yet familiar.

After aminute he sat up, then stood up. His chest was aching and he fdt dizzy, but he dill needed to
make sense of his sur-roundings and find out where he was. At the same time, he was desperately
hungry. He went to the refrigerator and pulled the door open.

Insgde, on the top shelf, was a large round chocolate cake.

The cake was on a circular white plate. Bayley did his hands under it, lifted it, and carried it to the
counter beside the sink. He searched for a drawer or a cupboard that might contain dishes and flatware,
but there didn't seem to be any. Tentatively, he touched the frosting of the cake with his finger. He
scooped a blob of it and raised it to his mouth.

He was light-headed, sdivating wildly, as if he had gone for days without food. He closed his lips
around hisfinger, sucked the frogting into his mouth—and started to choke.

It tasted foul, like rotten meat or rancid cheese. The flavor filled his mouth and made his somach
heave.

He grabbed the faucet and turned it on. Water splashed into the sink. He cupped some in his hands
and drank, desperate to wash the taste away .

The water burned his mouth like acid. Some of it trickled down his throat, and he fdt as if he was
being eaten from within. He screamed and staggered back from the sink, dutch-ing his hands to his neck.

As hefdl back onto the bed, the room turned, and the light dimmed to black.
Maphis
He woke up in a large, wide bed. Linen sheets were cool againg his skin. His head was reging

agang a soft, deep pil-low.
Bayley groaned. He looked around gpprehensively, hdf ex-pecting to find himsdf il in the little



white room. Instead, he saw antique furniture, maroon wallpaper, a fine, old rolltop desk againg one
wal, glass-fronted shelves of |eather-bound books, a window framed with red velvet drapes.

He swdlowed tentaively, afrad his throat would 4ill hurt— but it fdt normd. He was no longer
exhausted, no longer hun-gry, cold, or scared. "Wha the hdl is going on?" He spoke aoud for the
reassurance of hearing his own voice.

You are in your new home.

The answer seemed to emanate from indde his own head. He flinched, startled. It sounded
characterless, impersond. A ma-chine voice.

"You actudly did it," he said. "Goddam you." He rubbed his hands over his face, massaged his scap
with his fingers, pressed his pams againg his forehead. Then he grabbed the sheets, dragged them up,
and bit into them. They were soft yet firm between his teeth. They even tasted like red linen, freshly
laundered and bleached.

| did nothing, the voicein his head said.

Bayley threw the sheets back. He stared at his own naked-ness, then did his hands down his chest to
hisbely, touching and probing. The skin, the hairs, everything looked and fdt as it dways did. "Get out
of my head!™ he shouted.

| do not understand. | cannot parse that command.

"Am | taking to a computer? An Al? Is anything red, here?'

| am a very large data-processing system. My acronym is MAPHIS Memory Array and
Processors for Human Intelli-gence Storage. Nothing that you see here is real. Everything is a
simulation fed to your sense receptors. Your sense receptors themselves, and all other components
of your brain, have been replicated insgde my hardware.

Bayley siwung hislegs around and sat on the edge of the bed. He rested his elbows on his knees and
held his head between his hands. "Just shut up till | ask you another question,” he muit-tered.

Obligingly, the voice fdl Slent.

His body 4ill fdt the same. His memories dill seemed the same. He thought of his childhood, his
parents, the kids hed known a school, the summer job hed taken in his firs year a college. He
remembered Sharon, the day hed met her, when shed been in the cafeteria What had she been
wearing? The lime-green T-shirt, the white pants—

That was too painful to think about.

He stood up. The carpet was thick and it tickled the under-sides of his bare feet. Once agan, he
surveyed the room. It was large and opulent, sunlight streaming through the windows, gleaming on the
polished wood of the antique furniture. There were contemporary touches here and there, too. an
entertain-ment center in the wal opposite the bed, a computer keyboard in the rolltop desk, a portable
phone on the satin bedcover. A door stood half-open revealing a modern bathroom beyond.

Could dl of thisredlly be a computer smulation? Every detall seemed so redidtic. The floor fdt solid
under his feet, and as he shifted hisweght he heard the fant creak of old-fashioned wooden boards.

"So what are you going to do to me now?' Bayley asked. "More poisoned food and drink?
Something else to scare the shit out of me?'

Nothing will happen without your permission.

He dapped his hand to his forehead. "MAPHIS, make your voice come from somewhere other than
my own brain."

Is this better? The voice emanated from the loudspeakers built into the entertainment center.

"Yes" He paused, trying to steady himsdf, trying to come to terms with what had happened. But

there was no way to cope with it; it was too much to ded with. And since it fdt so much like the red
world, he found himsdf automaticaly responding asif it were, in fact, red.



"Sowhy was | inthat concrete plaza, with that thing chasing me?!

It was necessary, to perform initial calibration of basic physi-cal and emotional responses.
Exposure, hunger, threat, pursuit, shelter, sustenance. There were some data conversion errors,
but | have now corrected the inverted taste senses. You should not experience any further
discomfort. If you need any sensory in-puts to be adjusted, | am online at all times and available
to help. Smply speak your instructions. The nerve commands that would normally go to your
larynx are rerouted to an interpreter and parsed by my natural-language processor.

He nodded to himsdf. The computer-literate part of his mind understood and even respected the
technica achieve-ments involved. At the same time, though, he fdt dazed, dis-placed, and horribly done.
Worst of dl, he was very conscious of his vulnerability. If his mind had been remade ingde a large and
complex computer that was managed by an atificd inteli-gence, he had absolutdy no way to defend
himsdf—from painful sensory experiences, programming errors, or power in-terruptions.

He sat back down on the bed. The cover was smooth and dippery, just the way satin should fed. He
scraped hisfinger-nails over it, and that didn't fed quite right. His nails didn't dig into the gtitching the way
he expected. There were limitsto the accuracy of the Smulaion after al.

Is the room satisfactory?

"Sdtisfactory? It seems comfortable”

Is your mood satisfactory? Would you like to feel happier or more confident?

"Jesus Christ. You can control that too?'

Partially.

"Explan that to me, MAPHIS. | want to understand how things work in here”

Your mind now resides as a pattern insde a very large com-puter. | can transmit into your
mind an accurate imitation of the nerve impulses you would normally receive as a result of being
in various environments. | have a catalog of places and things, which | can add to at your request.
| can also modify the stimuli you receive, in any way you want, or | can use direct access, via a
low-level interpreter, to areas of your brain such as the hypothal-amus, where a change in voltage
can manipulate your mood in much the same way that drugs can affect a human brain.

"Does that mean you can mess with my memories, as wel?' He was beginning to fed as if nothing
belonged to him any-more.

No. Your memories were copied into the computer from your biological brain, but no one
understands, at this point, how memories are encoded. Therefore, | have no control over your
memories. Nor can | extract any information from them.

"You mean Gottbaum and his people copied my brain with-out knowing how some of it redly
works?'

Yes. By analogy, an audio recorder can store and play a piece of music without understanding
harmony and composition. All that matters is that the copy is accurate.

"I'm glad there's something that you can't mess with. And as for my mood, it's fine the way it is,
thanks™"

| attempted to create baseline-normal emotions.

So that explained why he wasn't feding the same kind of panic that had gripped him in the previous
scenario. He glanced around the room again, trying to decide, now, what he should do. In one sense
there was no need to do anything; as an infomorph, he would not need to eat, drink, deep, or work. But

he didn't fedl like an infomorph. He fdt like a person, James Bayley, flesh and blood, full of the same old
needs for human company, intdlectud fulfillment, and physca safety.

"I'd like some clothes" he said. "Clothes should hdp me fed more normd. Just my everyday clothes.
Isthat possble?



Of course. Garments sprang into being out of nowhere, draped across the chair that stood directly in
front of him.

Bayley gave alittle shout of surprise and flinched asif a blow had been amed at his head. Hestantly,
then, he reached out and touched the fabric of the shirt. It was as s0lid and as red as the bed under him.
"Don't—do that," he said. "Don't violate the normd laws of space and time. It's very disorienting. | mean,
| understand, intdlectudly, that everything | see isasmulaion, and can be dtered. But it seems red, and
the only way I'm going to cope with it is by letting mysdf assumethat it is red.”

| am not sure | comprehend. My knowledge of physical laws and constraints is limited. You
must tell me specifically how alterations in your environment should occur. Everything is be-ing
managed on an experimental bags.

"Because I'm the firg infomorph? There aren't any others in here with me?!

Not yet.

"lant anyonein the outside world monitoring this?'

| am not permitted to provide that information.

Bayley shook his head. It was too much to think about. He started pulling on the garments. "
suppose you aren't going to tel me where the hardware of MAPHIS islocated, ether,” he sad

| am not permitted to provide that information.

He glanced at the phone lying on the bed. Impulsively, he picked it up. But there was no did tone.
"Doexn't thisthing work?'

It can only simulate contact with the outside world at this time

He imagined a synthetic verson of Sharon's voice. The idea was repugnant, and extremdy sad. He
threw the phone back on the bed. "No. | want genuine, redtime contact. | want to speak to my wife"

That feature is not yet implemented.

"Maybein verson 1.17"

| do not understand.

"Forget it. A joke." He paced across the room, then back again. His clothes moved as he moved,

touching his skin. When he concentrated on the sensations, they didn't seem exactly right; the fabric fdt a
little iff, somehow artificid. But if he hadn't thought about it, he wouldn't have noticed.

He poked his head into the bathroom and checked out the washbasin, the tub, the toilet, and the
bidet, dl in solid white ename, sparkling and immeaculate. Then he went to a door of polished, paneled
wood, opened it, and found himsdf looking out onto a landing at the top of a flight of carpeted dairs.
"MAPHIS, where isthis meant to be, this house I'm in?'

Anywhere you want it to be. The house is modeled on a real building in the eastern United
Sates. Your current scenario as-sumes you are a man of wealth and power.

The voice was dill emanating from the speakers in the bed-room, so Bayley walked back in there,
He looked out of the window and saw an immaculate lawn, a stone fountain, pine trees bordering a
graveled drive. "Vey nice" he said. "Al-though it's not my idea of paradise.”

Other scenarics are available | have a variety of evironments and features stored into my catalog. You
can retrieve any of them, at any time. Or, if the environment of your choice is not available, we
can construct it piece by piece and adjust it to suit your requirements.

"Too good to be true" said Bayley. Now that he was begin-ning to understand the possibilities, the
responsveness of this synthetic world, he had an ominous sense of being set up. He remembered the
perfect day when held driven up the coast to see Gottbaum. It fdt like that.

On the other hand, if MAPHIS was tdling the truth, and he could redly adjust his environment to
please himsdf, without any unexpected tricks or traps, where would that lead? It was an absolute power
fantasy. And absolute power tended to cor-rupt absolutely.



He wandered over to the bookshelves and scanned the titles. Most of them were classics. He pulled
down a copy of Moby Dick, opened it—and found that dl the pages were blank.

The contents of that book are not in my catalog. If you wish, | can download it from the
Library of Congress.

"All right. Why not.”

Almog ingantly, the white paper was covered with text. Bayley riffled the pages, magicdly, they had
dl beenfilled.

Is the typeface satisfactory?
"Sure" He laughed grimly. "It's just fine" He closed the book, feding as if he were living ingde
Aladdin's lamp, and set it down on the corner of a nearby chest of drawers. But he was 4ill feding

confused, and his coordination was poor. The book nudged an ornamentad glass paperweight and
toppled it. It hit the floor and smashed.

"Damn." He stood and stared at the glass fragments.

Shall | restore the paperweight?

"Yes Please”

The pieces gathered themselves together and became a seam-less whole,

Bayley bent down and picked it up. He fdt the heft of it, the cool, smooth curve of the glass. A pink
cryddline flower lay at the center. He stared at it and saw it as an andog of himsdlf, trapped in a private
universe, isolated and unreachable.

He carefully put the ornament back on the chest, then turned and sat on the bed again. What dse
could he ask for? " Can you make the wallpaper a different color? Green, for indance?’

Certainly. And ingantly, the wals changed. Is that tint satis-factory?

Bayley blinked, startled by the sudden transformation even though held been expecting it. "It's fine
And . . . what about the view from the window? Can you change that? From day to night, for ingtance?'

Of course. The sun faded as if storm clouds were gathering. Electric lights insde the room came to
life as the sky outside turned black.

Bayley fdt like a magidan. And yet, there was no red point to these tricks. He should ask for
something more substantid. What did he redly want?

To be back in his everyday world, he redized. In his own home, with Damon and Sharon. When he
contemplated the permanence of hisexile, here, he fet a sense of dull futility.

| sense you are unhappy.

"I'm londly. For my wife"

Do you want companionship?

"You sad I'm the only infomorph in here.”

Yes. But a variety of human ssimulations are on file. We call them pseudomorphs. Shall | select
one?

He shrugged. "Go ahead.”

Someone knocked on the bedroom door amog before he had finished spesking. He looked up,
dartled. A figure was sanding there. A nurse in a crisp, clean uniform: white shoes, white pants, a white
jacket, awhite cap. "Sorry," she said. "Did | gartle you, Mr. Bayley?"

He nodded dumbly.

"May | comein?'

"Sure”

He sat and watched as she entered the room. She was pretty and very young, with blue eyes, a
turned-up nose, generous lips, long, wavy blond har escaping from under her cap and flowing to her



shoulders. Her uniform was tight around her body, which was dim but big-breasted. She gave hm a
gmnile as she came over and sat beside him on the bed.

Bayley went on garing at her. She was an adolescent fantasy brought to life.
"So, are you feding better?' she asked.
Like everything ese around him, she seemed totaly red. But she was a cregtion of MAPHIS, and

MAPHIS had promised to adjust his environment in any way he wanted. Did that mean she was under
his control ?

"Isthere anything | can do for you?' she asked. The way she looked a him, and her tone of voice,
mede it clear that there were no limits none at dl.

He could smdl her perfume. He reached out, did his hand around behind her neck, and fdt her har
and her soft, perfect skin.

She laughed. "Thet tickles™ She tilted her head to one side. "Do you want me to undress for you?"
Bayley nodded dumbly. "Sure"

She unbuttoned her jacket, and opened it. She was naked underneath. Her breasts were large and
round and heavy with smdl, pink upturned nipples. Centerfold breasts, Bayley thought, garing a them.

"Jug tdl me what you want," she said. She parted her lips, moistened them with her tongue.

He suddenly saw himsdf gtting on the couch beside Sharon, a home in ther living room, taking
about his day or hers, feding that deep, specid bond that came from so many shared experiences and
ideas and emotions. They would end up cud-dling, he would end up kissng her, or she would kiss him,
and they'd make love, sometimes right there on the couch, the mentd and physicd closeness blending
seamlesdy. Afterward, they would lie together for a while, sometimes without saying anything at dl,
because nothing needed to be said.

He stood up, turning to face the wadl. "I don't want this"

"Areyou sure?' Her voice, behind him, sounded soft and sexy.

"MAPHIS, take her away. | don't want her. I'm not inter-ested in—in pseudomorphs, and | don't
want any of this" He gestured at the opulent room. "It's juvenile wish fulfillment. Who programmed
it—Gottbaum? Porter?' He closed his eyes. "l want to be back inmy own life" he said, feding a sudden
wave of sdf-pity. "Can you manage that? Can you fake it so wel that | can't tel the difference?’

| will try, ssid MAPHIS.

Everything went black.
Replicas

The darkness was only momentary. The lights came on again after just a couple of seconds, and he
found himsdf ganding in an entirdy different place. The caling and the floor were a featureless dull gray,
and 0 were dl the wdls except one, which glowed white, illuminating the little room. There was a ool
inthe center, and on the stool lay something that looked like a pen, blunt a one end, pointed &t the other.

Was the transition between environments acceptable?

"I guess"" He was turning around, checking his new sur-roundings, trying to readjust. "It would be
better, maybe, if | could walk out of one space, through a doorway, into another. That would seem more
naturd."

| will arrange that next time. Are you ready to begin?
"What do | do?'

Please observe the white wall. As MAPHIS spoke, the wal became a screen displaying a life-sze,
full-color picture. 1t showed Bayley's street in Granada Hills, his gpartment build-ing in the background.



Isthis your home?

He nodded dowly. "Yes. It is" He fdt a twis of nostdgia. Even though he had been there just two
days ago, it fdt infi-nitdy far away in time and space.

Do you want to make any improvements? You can describe them to me, or use the stylus to
indicate your revisions.

He laughed without much humor. "You don't understand. | don't want to change anything. That's the
whole point.”

The building is completely satisfactory?

"Yes" He sad it impatiently. "Where did you get the pic-ture, anyway?"

It has been modeled from architects records downloaded from the city planning office. Here is

the sde elevation. The picture on the screen dowly rotated, as if Bayley were dliding around the
building, across lawns, through shrubbery.

"The jacaranda trees should be tdler,” he said. "I guess they've grown since the plans were filed."
The trees on the screen extended themsalves upward and outward. Like this?

He looked carefully. The view seemed correct now in every detail, yet it dill had a synthetic qudity,
like a computer smu-laion. Well, that was exactly what it was. "Can we go ingde?'

MAPHIS showed him the lobby. Bayley corrected some de-tails: the color of the paint, a missng
ornamentd plant. Snce MAPHIS didn't understand how his memories were stored, there was no way
for the computer to obtain this information directly from his mind.

The scene changed in front of him, showing a view of his own agpartment. The rooms were
completely bare; he had to st about furnishing them. He became engrossed in the task, describing
furniture that MAPHI'S then displayed for him on the wallscreen so that he could modify it, upholgter it in
his choice of fabric, and dhift it into the positions he remembered from red life

Subjectively, an hour passed. Bayley redized he had been usng dl his concentration, working hard,
and yet he wasnt tired. There was no nagging ache from his neck and shoulders, no eye drain, no need
to take a break or stop for a snack, because he was no longer rdying on his body to feed nutrients to his
brain. He might fed a need to pause and reflect, once in a while, but physca exhaudion had been
diminated forever.

Eventudly, he had the interior of the apartment looking ex-actly the way he remembered it. He began
to fed a sense of anticipation. The task had been easier, and more successful, than held expected.

Do you want to walk into it?
"Yes, that would be good.”

The picture of his living room disappeared as the wal in front of him returned to its former state,
gowing featurdess white. If you exit through the door behind you, you will find yourself on the
street where you live.

"All right." He turned and found the door. Tentatively, he turned the handle, opened it a crack, and
peered out.
Médlow afternoon sunlight danted in. Birds were snging. Jacaranda blossoms drifted down.

Bayley stood there for a long moment, staring. Now that the details of the scene were being fed
directly into his eectronic eyes and ears, everything fdt entirdy rea. Maybe some of the colors were a
fraction wrong; maybe the trees dill weren't ex-actly the right Sze, and when he squinted up at them he
saw afractd atificdity, a vaguenessin the fine detall at the tips of the branches. And yet, as he stepped
out into the world he'd created, the Sdewalk fdt solid underfoot, and the breeze felt warm on his face.

He took a couple of steps, turned, and looked back. The little gray room had gone. The illuson was
now perfect: this was his street, and in front of him was his apartment building.

He started toward it. It was so edrily authentic, he could dmaost believe that he was back in the red



world and dl the other events had been hdlucinatory. He hurried up the path, past the wild roses and the
cacti, to the lobby entrance. He pulled the door open, and it didn't make the little squesking sound that he
remembered. Good, he thought, someone findly got around to alling the hinges. And then he redized,
fodlighly, that no one had gotten around to doing anything. The only reason the hinges didn't squeak was
because MAPHIS didn't know they were supposed to squesk.

He ran up the dars and approached his gpatment door. "The door should open when the
mechaniam recognizes me," he said.

Like this? The voice was disembodied; it came from some-where vaguely above him.

The door swung open.

"Yes Like that.”

He waked forward—and was indde his gpartment. He went from room to room, feding a growing
sense of rdief. He re-arranged the cushions on the couch, and they fdt the way they were supposed to
fed. He went into the kitchen and ran his hands over the cupboards, the stove, the sink.

In the living room, he stopped in front of the DVI system, saring at the big blank screen, suddenly
remembering Damon exploring the interactive video of Old Macdonald's Farm. The whole gpartment
was like Old Macdonald's Farm, now, and he was like Damon, sumbling around in a world that didn't
redly exis.

Is everything satisfactory? The voice came from the speakers either sde of the blank screen.

"Yes" he sad, some of hisenthusasm fading. "Yes, it'sfine" Except that Old Macdonad's Farm had
been full of lov-able anging animas, and his apartment was dlent and empty. He could dmost imagine
that Sharon and Damon had just gone down to the store, and they'd be back any minute, run-ning up the
dairs, tumbling in through the front door, Damon racing Sharon, and Sharon letting him win.

He steded himsdf for the task ahead. "I guess I'm ready to start on the—the smulaion of my wife
and child."

You mean you wish to create your own pseudomor phs?

"I guess that's what | mean, yes" He pulled a char over and sank into it. "Can we do it on the DVI
screen here?!

Of course.

"So—how do we begin?'

Ideally, | should start from a digitized photograph.

Bayley thought for a moment. "Therés no way to get you a picture of Damon. But Sharon's
photograph should be on filein the employee records of the City of Los Angdes, Depatment of Media
Can you access them? She works for KUSA, the state-owned TV channe. Her firg name is Sharon.
She uses Blake, her maiden name, professondly.”

One moment.

Bayley waited. He fdt nervous, now. The gpartment had been fun to create, just an exercise in
computer-aided design. He and Sharon had done much the same thing in redl life when they'd moved in.

Now, however, he was getting involved in something very different. Replicating a person—the
person whom he knew best and cared for most—made him a latter-day Frankengtein. True, everything
he was experiencing was merdy a pattern of elec-trons. He was not creeting life, he was imitating life; but
it made him gpprehensive nonethdess. Apart from anything else, he doubted it could be done.

Her picture appeared on the screen in front of him. She seemed to be amiling at him from the screen,
her eyes dive, her expresson alittle mischievous. She was very photogenic, and he fdt a pang of longing
for her. He told himsdf to be strong; that he might be able to satiSy his longing if he could ded with this
chdlenge objectively enough.

He gstarted working with MAPHIS, fird replicating Sharon's face as it should ook from the side, then



developing a three-quarter profile, then congtructing views from above and below and in between. It was
difficult for him, and severd times he had to break off, wrestling with his emotions. Nor was the job over
quickly; even after the views had been established, he ill had to specify different facid expressions, tiny
dterations of mouth and eyes that he had come to know over the years as vitd, dmogt sublimind, cues to
her fedings

Lagly, MAPHIS depicted a generic femde body, and Bayley managed to adopt auffident dinicd
detachment to adjust the dimensons, the subtle curves, to match hismemory of hiswife.

A lot of time passed. When the task was findly complete he sat saring at the screen, wondering
whether the effort had been wasted. The process of recreating her image had merdy made him want her
more.

Shall | animate the image on the screen?
"Yes" he said. His voice was quigt. He watched, not redly hoping for very much.

Theview of the figure shifted, rotating first l€ft, then right. The arms and legs moved experimentdly,
like a marionette. The face went through a variety of expressions. The eyes closed and opened.

Satisfactory?

He drew a shaky breath. "Asfar asit goes, yes" It was not pleasant watching such a parody of her.

Before we continue to the next stage, are there any features you wish to improve?

"I've told you before—" He broke off. He was remembering, once, he and Sharon had talked about
a person's physcd sdf-image. They had agreed that everyone, no matter how beauti-ful, was dways
conscious of some feature that she or he would like to change. In Bayley's case, he had dways wanted to
be a couple of inches tdler. Sharon, meanwhile, had told him she hated her ankles. They were thick, she
sad, "like a peasant's ankles.”

"Make the ankles dightly thinner," he said. He fdt as if he was doing it for her, not him. She would
have wanted them that way.

MAPHIS obliged. Any other modifications? Do you wish to remove any body hair?

Bayley sghed. Now he had started, where should he stop? "All right," he said. "She didnt like the
hairs on her arms. And her legs™ And in truth, nor had he, dthough it was some-thing he had never had
any trouble living with. But if you had the option to change something, painlesdy, ingtantly—was there
redly anything wrong with that?

Do you wish to remove armpit hair?

"No." He sad it sharply—Dbecause he dready fdt guilty for modifying her. "No, leaveit."

Improve any facial features?

"No! Leave her the way sheid"

Improve her body? A dimmer waist? Firmer breasts?

He couldn't help thinking that if her mind was what he had dways been in love with, why would it
hurt to change her body a little? And he couldn't help remembering the body of the pseudomorph nurse
that MAPHIS had created. But if that was dl he wanted, he should have settled for the teenage fantasy
indeed of taking dl this trouble to replicate his wife as he remembered her.

"No changes" he said firmly.

All right. We must now develop the personality.

"How?' He leaned forward, contemplating the task that Hill lay ahead. "How can you possibly hope
to do that?'

| will animate her image, speaking various common English phrases. | will ask you to advise
me on pitch, intonation, gesture, expression, and timing.

Bayley's firg thought was that this could take dl night. But, he redized, he had dl night, and dl the
next day, the next week, as much time as he needed, to get the job done right. Time was no longer a



factor.

"Let's get started,” he said.

Do you wish to do this via the screen, or do you want to use a solid physical model?

"The screen.”

"Hdlo," sad the screen image. "My name is Sharon.”

The amile looked red, the eyes were right, but the voice grated on his nerves and the speech
sounded dilted and dumsy. "Il do an imitation of how it should go,” he said. He closed his eyes,
imagined Sharon's digtinctive speech rhythms, and tried to mimic her.

For the next few hours, that was how it went. It was like trying to teach a sudent the finer points of a
foreign language: dl the little detalls that distinguished a native from an outsder. The process was panful
a firg, because the verson on the screen was such a caricature. But MAPHIS learned fast, and Sharon
gradualy began to seem less like a marionette, more like a video recording.

Eventudly they reached a point where no further improve-ment seemed possible. There was dill
something off-key about her, but he couldn't pin it down. Part of the problem, he red-ized, was that he
hed spent so long garing a Sharon on the screen, the image was beginning to displace his memories of
the red person.

Lastly, | need to know Sharon's typical vocabulary. Sentence structures, commonly used terms
and phrases, and endear ments.

Tha was much easier. He stretched out on the couch, closed his eyes, thought back to dl the times
he had sat here with her, and Started recreating the conversations in his head, spesking her part aoud.
There were some bad memories among the good: fights over money, in the ealy days, and
disagreements about when to start afamily. But the more he remembered, the more nostagic he became.

Eventudly, MAPHIS interrupted him. Mr. Bayley, you are starting to repeat yoursdlf. | have
enough data now.

Bayley blinked, jolted out of hisreverie. He swung hislegs down and sat up. "You're. . . ready?' He
noticed that the screen had blanked.

| am ready. Are you?

"Yes" He sad it quickly, before he could find an excuse to postpone the moment. If a convindng
replica of Sharon could exig here, he reminded himsdf, the experience of being stranded outside of
redity might become at least hdfway bear-dde

The front door opened, and there she was, waking into the room. "Hi, honey." She looked down at
him, amiling.

He stared a her, sudying her. She looked like Sharon. She redly did. He laughed, a strange,

uncertain sound, not sure of her, of himsdf, of what he wanted to happen next. "It's redly you,” he sad,
trying to make himsdf believeit.

"Of course it's me" She shut the door. "How are you?' She sat down on the opposite end of the
couch and clasped her handsin her |ap. She raised her eyebrows a fraction, looking a him inquiringly. It
was dl exactly the way he remembered.

"I'mfing" he said reflexivey. "l mean . . . wdl, I'm doing okay, | guess, consdering—" He broke off.
That wasn't what he wanted. What he wanted was to be back in his old life, wasn't that right? "It was a
long day. I've missed you," he said. He fdt asif he was playing arole, imitating the life he had lived just a
little while ago.

She blinked. She didn't say anything.

He reached out and took her hand. It startled him with its solidity and warmth. "So—how was your

day?' Under the cir-cumstances, it was a dumb question, but it was what he dways said, and habit was
addictive.



"Not bad." She shrugged and smiled some more. And what else could she do? She wasn't a person,
she was a congtruct controlled by MAPHIS, and MAPHIS didn't know what sort of day Sharon Bayley
had had. MAPHIS didn't understland anything about TV journdism, persondity conflicts on the job,
promotions, turf battles, rewrites, video edits, voice-overs, dl the everyday details of Sharon's work.
MAPHIS probably didn't know much about daly suburban routines, ether: com-muting on a freeway,
shopping, inviting friends over for dinner, washing the car, fixing things around the house. It was a mass of
trivia tha human beings took for granted, yet it rested on a foundation of complex physcd and
mechanicd interactions, power reaionships, socid rituds, human desires, and other concepts that a
computer was ill-equipped to disassemble. That was the eternd problem with atificid intdligence it had
to be programmed with alifetime of common knowledge that people accumulated by growing up, moving
around, interacting with other people, doing dl the things that a human being did.

In a moment of awful clarity, Bayley saw the blunder he had made. He had imagined recreating his
home life as a world through which he could move. MAPHIS could achieve this for him with relaive
ease, but when he needed to interact with that world and the people in it and have them respond to him
au-thenticaly, that was another matter. It was atask, in fact, beyond the capabilities of the system.

And yet, Sharon looked o red, so loving and lovable. And MAPHIS could obvioudy cope with
low-levd didogue. Some sort of conversation should be possible. "It was warm today,” he said. It
sounded lame, but it was a Start.

"What was warm today?' She tilted her head to one dde, just the way he remembered it. She
frowned a him.

"The weather. The westher was warm.”

"Oh, | see. The wesether."

"It'sdmost June. | guess welll have to tart usng the ar conditioning.”
She nodded serioudy. "Y ou're right, well have to."

"Do you 4ill want to take your vacation in July?' He said that without thinking. It was something hed
been meaning to mention to her, before—before.

She looked uncertain. "I dont know." And how could she know? Suppose that MAPHIS
understood what a vacation was, and what a job was, and what a month was. Suppose MAPHIS knew
that "taking' a vacation didn't mean geding it, or swdlowing it like a pill, or capturing it like a chess
piece, or enrall-ing in it like a college class. Even assuming dl that, there was no way for MAPHIS to
know the pros and cons of a vacation in July rather than August.

He sghed. "You're looking very pretty today,” he said, just going through the motions, now, feding
logt.

"Y ou're looking very handsome." Her amile was beginning to look fixed and unred.

"Do you know who you remind me of 7' he said.

She shook her head, meking her black hair bob to and fro. "No. Who do | remind you of ?*
"Tdking Teddy." Thereit was: the truth.

She tilted her head to one Sde, as if shed forgotten that sheld done that just a moment before.
"Wha's Taking Teddy?'
"Never mind. It doesn't matter.” He stood up.

She looked up at him. She looked so redl, so right. 1t was unbearably tantalizing. He reached out his
hand. "Give me a kiss good-bye."

She grasped his hand and he pulled her up beside him. " Are you going somewhere?’ she said.

"Jud for awhile Do | get my kiss?'

"You always get a kiss." That was something Sharon had liked to say. MAPHIS knew thdt,
because he had told MAPHIS.



He hugged her to him. She fdt good. The shapes, the curves were the way he remembered them. He
looked into her up-turned face, then touched his lips to hers before he could think too much about what
was happening.

The kiss fdt strange and wrong. How could MAPHIS know how it had fdt to kiss Sharon? And
how could he ever hope to describe it?

Helet go of her and looked away. "When | walk out of the door,” he said, "I want to find mysdf in a
hotd room. Some-thing totdly ordinary and anonymous.”

He turned back to Sharon, then. He gave her hand a squeeze. "Good-bye," he said.
Pleasure Centers

It was a modular room, mass-manufactured with a foam-plastic carpet and imitation 1950s antique
furniture. There was a narrow bed, a flat-screen TV, atiny bathroom molded in one piece out of glass
fiber. The view from the window was of awadl of cinderblocks ten feet away, painted brown.

Bayley locked the door and blanked the window. He found a control pand and fiddled with it till he
managed to dim the glow pane in the wdl above the bed. He kicked his shoes off, doubled the pillow
behind his head, and lay on his back with his arms folded across his chest, saring up at the feastureess
caling.

Sharon's face kept svimming to the surface of his memories. He willed it away, tdling hmsdf that he
could no longer dlow himsaf to think about his past life.

The hotd room provided solace in its anonymity. There were no sensory cues, here; no links with the
world he had known. It was a good place in which to plan how he should continue.

But did he redly want to continue? He could never again be with the people he loved. His working
life was over, at least as he had known it. His physica body and his physicd brain no longer existed. He
wasinexilein MAPHIS, not just for his naturd lifetime but forever.

Would the systemn obey himiif he asked for hislife as an infomorph to be terminated? It would surdy
be smple enough to do—merely a matter of erasng an area of computer mem-ory. He toyed with the
idea, but set it aside, at least until he had explored his remaining options.

"Whenwill other infomorphs be in here with me?' he asked.

| am not authorized to give you that information. The voice came from the speaker in the TV
opposite.

| am not authorized to give you that information.

Widl, it didn't matter, anyway. The only people who were likdy to join him would be Gottbaum,
French, and her team. He had no desire to ded with the people who had done thisto him.

"Is there no possibility of speaking to someone on the out-sde?’ he asked. "You obvioudy have the
capahility to access externd informaion networks. Why can't | be patched through to the telephone
sysem?’

It is not permitted.

Which left im with—what? He could design any environ-ment he wanted. He could act out fantasies
with smulated people—pseudomorphs—whom MAPHIS retrieved from its catalog or built to Bayley's
specifications. And that seemed to be dl.

He thought back to his former existence. Love, work, procre-ation: those were the three human
functions that had seemed most meaningful in the long term. Noone of them was available to him anymore.

Stll, there was dways physcd sensation. "You said you have control over my hypothdamus?’
Yes



"Does that mean you can provide me with pleasure?’

Yes

Bayley remembered an old experiment in which laboratory rats had been given one button to press
for food, another for water, and a third that gave them a jolt hardwired into ther pleasure centers. They
hed quickly logt interest in the food and water and had pressed the pleasure button till they died from
exhaugtion. Maybe it wasn't such a bad way to go—especidly since, within MAPHIS, he was effectivey
immortd. "So give me some pure pleasure,” he said.

His body started tingling. His face fdt flushed. Exquisite sen-sations started pulsing from his groin. His
penis became erect. Tendon grew like a weight in his lower abdomen, meking him groan and arch his
back, his muscles sraining. Without warn-ing, then, he dimaxed. But it was no norma orgasm; it lasted
twenty seconds, thirty, forty, gripping him, eclipang al other sensations. "Enough!™ he cried out findly,
feding asif he were drowning, losng dl ability to think.

The pleasure subsided. He lay limp and dazed, bregsthing heavily. As his perceptions gradudly
returned to norma he focused once again on his surroundings, and found that the little room looked
grimmer, more austere than before.

Maybe if he asked MAPHIS for pleasure a a less intense levd he could erase his angst yet dill
remain functiond. And yet, wouldn't that be like perpetua masturbation? or drug ad-diction?

Either way, it dill wasn't what he wanted.

"Do you have the parameters of any externd environments stored in your catdog?”
| have sixty-four predefined environments.

"Ary cities?'

Sdected areas in New York, London, Las Angeles, Tokyo, and athers

Soif nothing ese, he could see the world. "London,” he said. "When | leave this room, | want to find
mysdf in London."

All right. You will find yourself in London.
Bayley got up off the bed. He went to the door, opened it, and walked oui.

Crash

He found himsdf descending two stone steps into atiny street of old-fashioned row houses. There
was a crowd of peo-ple facng him: journdiss with cameras, British uniformed po-lice holding them
back. Video lights came to life, pinning him in their glare. People were shouting. He flinched from the
sud-den light and noise.

"Thisway, gr." Someone took his arm, guiding him toward a black limousine waiting at the curb, its
rear door standing open.

Bayley glanced over his shoulder. He saw a black wooden door with white numeras on it. Number
10. Ingde, he glimpsed a hdlway, an antique table lamp, an Edwardian um-brella stand. No trace of the
little hotel room he had been in a moment before.

"MAPHIS, what isthis?'

"Can we have a gatement, Prime Miniger?' A journdist was leaning forward, dmost breaking
through the palice cor-don, pushing a microphone toward Bayley.

"Quickly, gr." The man at his elbow hustled him toward the waiting limo. "They're waiting for you at
the House"

"Will there be aformd declaration of war?" another journd-ist shouted.
"MAPHIS" sad Bayley, "whatever this is, | don't want it. Get me back to the hotd room,



immediady."
The aide beside hm stared a him blankly. " Sir, they're wait-ing for you at the House."

The journdigts were pressng forward and the police were losng ground. Bayley remembered his
experience in the white concrete plaza. He could be hurt as an infomorph. He ducked his head, ran
through the mob, and threw himsdf into the rear seat of the limo.

His aide joined him, dammed the door, and the car pulled away dong Downing Street, turning right
onto Whitehdl. Cul-ture shock, Bayley thought to himsdlf, feding dazed. Instant, massve culture shock.
Worse than that: identity shock. He had been dumped into some predefined scenario. "MAPHIS! Get
me out of thigd"

His aide, beside him, gave hm aworried look. "Sir?'

Bayley looked back at the man. He was dressed in an old-fashioned three-piece suit and bowler hat,
afa leather briefcase on the seat beside him. Outside, the Streets of London moved by; but everything
looked antique. There were no modern buildings. Even the car he was in, he redized, was ancient.
Mahogany panding, seats of pleated brown leather, the roof lined with beige fet. A glass pand separated
the rear of the vehidle from the chauffeur. Up ahead Bayley saw the Houses of Parliament coming into
view.

"Your speech, sr," said the bowler-hatted aide. He handed Bayley some typewritten pages.

Bayley took them. They were dated September 3, 1939. He had been dropped into a reenactment
of World War 1. Who was he meant to be, Churchill? But Churchill hadn't come to power till later.

There were other things wrong, dso: too much traffic on the street, and the video lights that had dazzled
him a moment ago. Whoever had programmed the smulaion had been higoricdly illiterate.

Bayley didn't want to be stuck in a second-rate fantasy for the next five years, refighting a long, grim,
ugy war in a country that had dmogt starved to death. But if his command link with MAPHIS was down,
did that mean he had no choice?

The limo stopped a a traffic light a Parliament Square. Im-pulsvely, Bayley threw open the door.
He jumped out onto the sdewak and started running.

There were confused shouts from behind him, but he ignored them. He turned a corner and started
up a narrow Side street, past old buildings stained with soot and grime. He turned an-other corner . . .
and collided with an invisble barrier.

There was no pain, no sense of hitting something. He felt asif he had been abruptly frozenintime. He
tried to press for-ward, but his muscles were parayzed, and the street looked like a photograph. All
sound had cut off. Nothing was moving.

He tried to speak, and found that it was impossible.

Fear welled up insde him. It could be either a hardware falure or a programming error. His mind
was dill dive, but the vast, complex program that smulated his sensory inputs had crashed. No, not
crashed. If that had happened, everything would surdy have gone black. This seemed more like the
gystem was running an endless loop. He could 4ill fed the breath in his lungs, waiting to be exhded; his
weight on one foot, his other foot poised in midgtride. Maybe held precipitated the fal-ure by doing
something so unexpected, jumping out of the car and running into an area of town for which MAPHIS
might not have sufficent data. And yet thered been something wrong a the start, when held addressed
commeands to the system and it hadn't responded.

He srained to move, but he couldn't even blink. He was stuck on the sdewadk, garing straight
ahead, a couple of pedes-trians frozen mationless farther down the block, cars sanding in the middle of
the street, exhaust fumes hanging behind them.

And then, one by one, the ementsin the scenario started winking out. The pedestrians faded away.
Thetraffic disap-peared.

With a sense of dread, Bayley wondered if he would be next. Suddenly he wanted very much to stay



dive evenif lifewas merdy asmulation.

The white line down the center of the road started dissolving, as if it were being absorbed by the
road itsdf. The cracks be-tween paving stones in the sdewak were suddenly gone. All around him,
details were vanishing: reflections in store win-dows, clouds in the sky, street Sgns, the lines between
bricksin a building opposite. The scene was gradudly smplifying to a set of dterile, abstract planes: the
black street, the gray side-walk, dirty red facades of the buildings, white-framed windows.

Then the windows disappeared. He was stuck in a minimdig abstract panting: a haf-dozen big
blocks of festureless color.

The ddewak disappeared from under his feet, leaving a dark gray void. The buildings started
winking out one by one, re-veding a featurdess gray plane stretching to a flat horizon. The road, then,
began to disappear.

Ladtly, the sky. It gradualy darkened till it became the same nondescript tone as the plane below it,
and there was no longer anything to focus on, just graynessfilling his vison.

For god's sake, get me out of this, he thought. Get me out, take me away, anywhere, back home,
back—where?

Hisfear intengfied as he redized he couldn't remember the name of the neighborhood where he used
to live It wasin—in that big city on the West Coast, in the state of—of what?

Quickly, he started probing his memories. Before he had be-come an infomorph, he had been an
invedigator. Yes, he defi-nitdly remembered that. He had worked for—some sort of agency. The
national agency of—no, that was wrong. Every-thing was evaporating from his mind. Think, he told
himsdf. Think hard. Y our wife, her name was . . . Sheryl? And your son, David. No, Donad. And you
drove a car to work, dong ... aroad, it was cdled arunway. A byway? To aplace, atdl place, athing
meade of, of shiny suff. There were people, some of them were nice people, some of them were not nice.
They gave you, something. Food, you took the food to your home, you ate the food, you went to deep.
You had bad dreams some-times and when you woke up, there was a nice woman who took care of
you.

| want to go home, he thought. | want—!| want what? | want someone, someone who loves me.
Someone who takes care of me and knows my name, my—

What was his name?
That was his last coherent thought as the grayness dowly darkened, a warm fuzziness crept over his
body, and a hissng sound filled his ears. His mentd functions fdtered. Conscious-ness was like the

picture on the cathode-ray tube of an antique TV, suddenly ghinking to a bright point that faded into
noth-ing

Wreckage

The car lay on the beach, twisted and blackened, gtinking of soot and burned rubber. The windows
hed shattered in the hest, and some of the rocks nearby were sticky with residues from chemicas that the
fire department had sprayed over the baze

"Came through the guard rall up there" said the tdl, skinny cop who'd been detailed to guard the
area. He wasin his early twenties; his uniform looked baggy on him, and his voice was too loud, as if he
was trying to use volume to make up for what he lacked in depth. " See where | mean”?'

"Yes" sad Sharon, too digraught to pay much attention. She ducked under the temporary police
barrier and scrambled over rocks streaked with seaweed and crusted with barnacles. The tide had come
in, and waves were bresking just below, tossing spray into the wind. The sun was a couple of hours from
etting, laying a swatch of gold across the ocean.

There was a tightness in her chest as she came close to the car. Even though she knew that her



husband's body had been removed earlier that day, she fdt as if she was gpproaching his find resting
place—or, worse than that, the device that had murdered him. Murder was what had happened here, she
no longer had any doubt about that. They had decided he was too much of a danger to their research,
and they had put himin his car and crashed it and killed himin such away thet it looked like an accident.
After everything Yumi had told her, she was sure of it.

"You best be careful on those rocks,”" the cop cdled down to her. "They can be kind of dippery, you
know?' He paused. "What you looking for, anyhow?"

"Mr. Bayley had a briefcase with imin the car,” she said.

He laughed. "Hdl, there won't be much Ieft of that."

"The case had a metd frame. That should ill be here, even if the rest got burned up." Not to mention
the homemade handgun that had been indde it. She stopped where rescue workers had forced open the
door on the driver's Sde, and peered in. The entire interior was crusted with soot. She saw blackened
seat springs, skeletd remains of the insrument pand. The floor was covered in ash, puddled with
congealed plagtic. There was no Sgn of the case, ether in the front or the back.

She scrambled around to the rear of the car and pried a the trunk lid with her fingernails

"Hey, you're not supposed to interfere with that." The cop started picking his way down toward her.
"I know you told me like you're a journdigt, but thisis being held as evidence."

She ignored him and rummeaged in her purse for the spare set of keys that she dways carried.
"You hear me?' The cop was coming closer.

She found the right key and jiggled it in the lock. There was a scraping sound, then the trunk lid
sorang open shedding flakes of scorched paint.

She stood for a moment, staring. There had been less heat from the blaze, here. She saw a rubber
bdl that Damon used to play with—partidly melted, but Hill recognizable. An old beach blanket that she
hed sat on with IJm. A picnic chest, apair of sunglasses. She fdt hersdf swaying, and gripped the edge of
the trunk for support.

The cop came around the car to her. "Hey, how'd you open that?

There was no briefcase. Sharon dumped her keys back in her purse. She dammed the trunk lid and
turned away.

She ignored the cop, walked back up to the highway, and went to her own car, parked at the curb.
For awhile she sat init and stared out blankly at the ocean.

She remembered, dearly, seeing the contents of Im's brief-case before he had Ieft the gpartment: the
handgun, the scrap of meta held taken from the laboratory, the photocomposite of Rosdind French,
together with his compad and the LifeScan higory. Evidently he had taken the lagt two items into
Gott-baum's house; that was how they had subsequently come into Yumi's possession. Sharon was sure,
though, he would have I€ft the rest of the things in his case in the car rather than risk Gottbaum's seeing
them.

And so it was clear enough: Gottbaum and his people had intercepted dJm on his way home, had
removed the briefcase from the car, then arranged the "accident.” She clenched her figs, making the nails
bite into her pams. Then she redized wha she was doing and carefully placed her hands fla on her
knees. But as she camed hersdf her emotions seesawed from anger to deep, bitter grief.

It had been a mistake to come here. She'd imagined that taking some sort of action would make her
fed better; instead, it just showed her how helpless she was.

With unsteedy hands she started her car, U-turned, and drove back toward Los Angeles.

Wish List



Much later, back in her apartment, when Damon was adegp and the baby-sitter had gone, Sharon
st @ the dining table garing at the blank page of a ydlow legd pad. Jm had dways laughed a her for
usng apen and paper. He said it was an anachronism, very twentieth-century, and sometimes he called
her "the last of the literates™ But there was something thera-peutic about filling the lines with handwriting,
feding the balpoint roll across the paper, seeing the text take shape.

Looking at the page, she relived the last twenty-four hours. Y esterday, Sunday, after sheld left Yumi
a the airport, shed come home and received another cdl from dm, or from a voice that sounded judt like
him. He'd told her that his car was findly being repaired but had taken longer than held expected, and he
fdt too tired to start back to Granada Hills. He'd decided to stay one more night at a motel and head for
home early Mon-day morning.

Tormented by the doubts that Yumi had created, Sharon had wanted to drive out to see him. No,
hed told her; that made no sense. "At least tdl me where you're daying,” sheld said. "What's the phone
number?'

Hed sarted to answer, but the line had gone dead. Her phone had completely ceased to function;
she couldn't did out, and no further cals had come through until the police had contacted her early today,
Monday, natifying her that they'd found a wrecked car registered in her husband's name. Identifi-cation
of the driver had been impossble, and they wouldn't know who he was until they got the DNA sample
back from the lab tomorrow. But there had been no doubt in Sharon's mind: the body in the car, the
body that was now in their morgue, was of her husband.

Sheld had nothing to lose, at that point, so sheld caled Jm's squad supervisor, but hed been out
sck, and sheld spoken to Norm Harris, one of the agents Jm used to work with. Jm had told her about
Harris once, and she knew they didn't get dong. But she had no authority to ask to speak to someone
s And she didn't know who ese to ask for, anyway. dJm hadn't been particularly close to anyone a
the office.

Harris had said he would tdll the local police to guard the car and not move it until someone from the
FBI could get over there and check it out. Hed also made an gppointment to see Sharon a his office
tomorrow; but she could tdl he had menttdly classfied her as a hysericd woman who was inventing
conspiracy theories because she couldn't accept the fact that her husband had Smply driven his car off
the road.

At that point sheld called in sick to her own job, then gone out to look at the wreck hersdf. But the
journey had achieved nothing. Could she hope to do any better in the days to come? She started writing
on the legd pad:

Because he was incinerated in the fire, no way to determine whether Jim was
murdered.

The psoplewho killed him were probably sTert enough nat to have left any evidence that
his car was tampered with.

Briefcase missing, must have been taken before the car was wrecked.

Jmis own ugpidons about Gottbaum, French, ec. were nat properly supported by
evidence, and the little evidence he did have was in the briefcase, which is now
gone. He never got around to filing a report on LifeScan with the FBI.

Gottbaum is missing, perhaps will soon be dead, and there-fore cannot be
questioned.

Even if someone from FBI questions scientists at North In-dustries, they can simply
deny everything. Why should anyone believe they would kill a federal agent?
They are respectable people, not criminals.

How can | find out what they were really doing? Some way of investigating their
equipment there, even though the work is all classified?



She stared at thelig. It looked hopeless. She turned to a fresh page.

Number-one objective: find the people who killed Jim and bring them to justice.

Turn over to the FBI the documents and notes that Yumi gave me. Maybe this will
help to convince them to investi-gate

Check all hospitals for Gottbaum.
Try to contact North Industries and speak to French or her team.

Try to gain access to people caretaking Gottbaum's home, despite defense system
Yumi says has been installed.

Try to convince KUSA staff there is a story here and | should be assigned to it on
company time and pay.

And findly, on another page:

Funeral arrangements.

Whereis Jim's will? Call attorney.

Close joint bank account.

Notify all friends. Send announcements.

Call life-insurance company.

Ask for a week off work.

Deal with Jim's possessions.

Arrange daytime care for Damon and try to explain to him what has happened.

This was the worst lig of dl. She stared at it and fdt hersdf crying.. Looking a the words through
her tears, there was no escape from the redity. Her husband was dead, and she was on her own.

She went and lay on the couch, where sheld sat with him so often. She cried for along time, till dl the
tears were gone. When there was nothing left and she fet empty and dead in-sde, she gradudly fdl

adeep.
Police Procedure

The next day, a noon, she waited on a wooden chair in a amdl, utlitarian lobby without any
windows. A receptionist sat in a cubicle behind athick pand of armor glass, chaiting on the phone. Cool
ar trickled through a caling vent. Time passed dowly.

When the access door to the offices opened and abig man in a baggy suit came driding toward her,
Sharon knew indinc-tively that he was Norm Harris. "Mrs. Bayley?' He came over to her, looking busy
and preoccupied but forcing a smile, as if he redly didn't have time for this but he was going to go
through the motions because he was anice guy. "Red shame about your husband. All of us here are kind
of shook up about it." He extended his hand to her.

She grasped it briefly. "Where can we tak?' she asked.
"Right thisway. We use this room for taking statements. It's soundproof, bugproof, who knows, it's
probably waterproof aswell." He chuckled and gave her agrin asif to make it clear he was sympathizing

with her, trying to use alittle humor to lighten her burden. But she saw something in his eyes, a pruri-ent
interest, that made his big-buddy act ook like a lie. He had no red concern, she decided. There was a



callousness about him.

He ushered her into a room ten feet square, with walls panted grubby beige, the floor
covered in thin brown carpet. Four chairs were podtioned around a wooden table. She took one and
Harris sat down opposite her. "You know, it's too bad we never got a chance to meet before,” he was
saying. "Terible thing to have to meet under these tragic circumstances. But you know something? Y our
husband, he was dways kind of a loner. Didn't like to mix business and pleasure, family and business”
Harris shrugged. "His choice, right? | can respect that.”

And yet, Sharon decided, Harris didn't respect it at al. What was he tdling her? That Jm hadn't been
one of the guys, so now he was gone, she shouldn't expect the guys to go out of their way for her?

" was redlly hoping your squad supervisor—" she began.

"Not back till next week," said Harris. He spread his hands, then placed them pams-down on the
table. "So dl you got isme. But believe me, Mrs. Bayley—it's Sharon, ian't it>—beieve me, Sharon, 'l
do everything | can to hdp.”

Maybe she was being unnecessarily paranoid, letting her imagination run away with her, but she didn't
bdieve him. And yet, he was dill a federal agent, wasn't he? It was his job to conduct investigations. If
she could convince him that there were suspicious circumstances surrounding Jm's death, he would have
to fileareport.

Shelad Jm's compad on the table, and the binder contain-ing the history of the LifeScan program. "I
don't know if you're aware of the case Jm was working on—"

"I looked it up." Harris gave her a cautious glance. "He told you about it?"

"Yes Everything."

Harris 9ghed and shook his head. "That's a violation of reg-ulations right there. Our Jm, he never did
it by the book. Used to say he liked to fallow his own track.”

"Yes" sad Sharon, repressing the emations that came aong with the memories. "That's exactly what
he said. But it achieved good results, didnt it?"

"Sure! Sureit did! Don't get me wrong, the guy was very, very taented. The work he did, | admired
it. Some of it was just incredible”

Sharon thought Harris more likdly fdt envy than admiration, but she wasn't going to pursue that. "So
let me tdl you what Jm had found out," she said. "I know you won't have looked any of that up,
because he decided not to file his report till he had more materid.” And she started describing, step by
step, the sequence of events from Little Agato North Industries to Gottbaum's home.

Harris ligtened atentively, or seemed to. He didn't interrupt and he didn't hurry her. At the end of it
he sat back in his chair, clasped his hands in front of his broad bely, and dowly shook his head. "What
youve jug told me" he said, "iswhat | cal a dring of suppositions in search of a theory. You say he got
pogtive ID of this scientidt, this Rosdind French?!

"That's what he told me"

"So where isit? Like you say, we don't have it. Not a damn thing.”

She stared a him blankly. "He had the evidence in his brief-case, which was in his car, and is now
missng. That in itsdf isfurther evidence that the wreck was not an accident.”

"Wadl, dl right, maybe so. But how do | know that? Y ou see what I'm saying?"

She placed Jm's compad on the table. "All his notes are here. Youll find they confirm everything I've
sid.”

Harris glanced at the compad but made no move to pick it up. "I don't have to tdl you, Mrs. Bayley,
electronic data of thet kind is worthless as evidence. Anyone could have typed it into that unit. You could
have. | could have

Sheld expected him to be skeptical, but she hadn't expected this. She fdt as if everything was being



taken away from her— dl her hopes, her sense of judtice. "Are you suggesting I'm making dl this up?"

"Making it up? Hel, no!" Harris leaned forward. He reached out and patted one of her hands with
his "Y ou're a sincere lady, Sharon. | can see that.”

She fought the urge to pull away. Even though he was only touching the back of her hand, she fdt as
if she was baing molested by him. She had to remind hersdf how much she needed his help. "So what are
you saying?"

"I'm just saying, we're taking police procedure, here. We got to have evidence. We can't just go
running with a bunch of wild ideas, hauling people in for questioning, arresting them on charges that don't
make sense. You redly think these people, these scientists, killed your husband? I mean, where's the
mo-tive?'

Grateful for an excuse to remove her hand from under his, she picked up the LifeScan report and did
it toward him. "Thisis the history of ther research. If you read it carefully, and you bear in mind that they
have succeeded in their ams while con-ceding this from ther employers, youll see that they have a
strong moative to protect their work."

Harris opened the report. "Now, wait aminute. Thisis clas-sfied.”

"Yes" She frowned a him. "You don't have a security clear-ance?!

"Sure, |1 do." He closed the folder, dgpping his fat hand on the cover. "But Sharon, you sure as hell
don't. Do you redize the pendties for unauthorized possession of dassfied military documents? Jesus
Chrig, we're taking espionage, herel”

She redized, findly, what was going on. She stood up, pushring her chair back, scraping its legs
across the floor. "So arrest me™ She clenched her fists and pushed her wridts out toward him as if she
was ready for handcuffs. "If I'm acrimind, you should place me under arrest.”

For the firg time, Harris looked disconcerted by her. He laughed uneesly. "Now, that's not whét |
meant, Sharon. Y ou know that."

"If you didn't mean it," she said, giving him a patronizing amile, "then why did you say it?" She fdt the
anger rigng up, dl the rage a what had happened to Jm suddenly focusng itsdf on the fa men gtting
opposite her. She knew it wasn't in her interest, but she didn't care anymore. "Do you get some sort of
pleasure from seeing a woman in a helpless position? Do you get off on tormenting her?”

Harris lumbered to his feet. He was no longer grinning. "Now, look, | know youve been under a
whole lot of stress. But you don't have any right, Sharon—"

"You don' like it when someone cdls it the way it is, do you?' she snapped. "Because you have no
interest in the truth. It doesn't matter to you, what redly happened or didn't hap-pen. Youre just
interested in what's good for Norm Harris."

Muscles twitched in his face. With satisfaction, Sharon saw that she had made him mad. "See here, |
took time out of a busy day—"

"You resented having to take the time to see me, so you got your own back by watching me beg for
help and toying with me a little. Well, the entertainment is over. Are you going to do anything with what
I've told you, or not?" She clenched her jaw, feding hersdf trembling. She folded her arms under her
breasts so that he wouldn't see her hands shaking.

He grabbed the folder and shoved it under one arm. "I'll file a report.”

"Will you send someone to question Rosdind French?!

"No, | don't think that's necessary." He stared at her, wait-ing for a reaction.

Sharon tried her best not to give him that satisfaction. "Are you going to have Jm's car checked for
sabotage?'

He gave her anagty little smile. "We dready did that. Through the locd PD. They cdled this morning,
just before you arrived. Didn't find a damn thing."



So that was that. She hadn't expected them to, but it was a blow, nonethd ess—assuming Harris was
tdling the truth. Without a word, she walked around the opposite Sde of the table and reached to open
the door.

"Hey. Don't you want this?' He picked up the compad. "You could hang onto it, like for sentimentd
vaue"

She heard the sarcasm in his voice. "If you were such a buddy of IJm's" she snapped a him, "if you
respected him so much, maybe you'd like to keep it yoursdf."

Dismissvey, he threw the compad into a wastepaper bin in the corner.

She turned without a word, opened the door, and strode ouit.

Solace

Sharon could ill remember when the window displays had been so big and bright that every
weekend in the shopping mal had seemed like Chrismas. Sheld been a dreamy-eyed five-year-old,
traling behind her parents, staring up with an expression of wonder at the colors, the animated sgns, the
sdes-point videos, the pyramids of food and consumer eectronics. Wak-ing into the mdl had been like
waking into a giant toy store.

The place had changed since then. There were 4ill a few dectric billboards and 3-D videos, 4ill
some high-tech gadgets, but ever since the premillennia depression the street leve of the mdl had been
taken over by state-owned food and dothing outlets giant stores like stripped-down K-Marts, drab
ades stocked with generic necessities. Meanwhile, on the second leve, the little boutiques and gourmet
snack stores had modly turned into family businesses sdling home-grown food and homemade clothes,
and the multiscreen movie theater had be-come alotto hdl where Chicano women wagered ther federd
assistance checks to win Canadian vacations.

Yet Sharon 4ill liked coming here, especidly when she was feding stressed. Wandering among the
crowds, logt in her thoughts, looking at the stores without quite focusing on any-thing, she found a kind of
numb tranquillity.

She bought a soyburger and sat in alittle plaza under an ornamenta glass canopy. Mostly old people
hung out here these days, reading, gossping, stuck in habits from forty or fifty years ago. A uniformed
guard wandered around, chetting with the regulars.

The wood-grain Formica of Sharon's table was worn and chipped a the edges, and the floor was
dicky underfoot, but she didn't redly care. The mdl had a manly nostalgic apped, and in any case, it
was like background music: she could absorb it without redly noticing it.

After awhile she didn't fed angry with Norm Harris any-more. The main thing was to move forward
rather than agonize over the past. She dragged her legd pad out of her bag, set it down beside her plate,
and crossed one of the options off her ligt. She had taken her evidence to the FBI; that was now a dead
issue

But the remaining objectives no longer seemed to make much sense. Suppose, for ingance, she
actudly found the hos-pita where Gottbaum was, or she located Rosdind French, or even gained access
to Gottbaum's house. What could she poss-bly achieve if the FBI didn't beieve her and there was
insuffi-cient evidence to arrest anyone?

She closed her eyes and imagined hersdf describing the Stua-tion to Jm. What would he tdl her? To
define her goas, mogt likely. She could be sharp-witted and precise critiquing other people's ideas, but
when it came to her own she was distracted by dl the possbilities. Sometimes she was il a little kid
wan-dering around, saring at the world with wide-eyed wonder.

She turned to a new page. Goals, she wrote as a heading at the top. And then: | wish to bring to
justice the people respons-ble for Jim's death.



But what did she redly mean by justice?
| want themin jail.

Purdy for revenge? Wdl, tha was part of it. When she a-lowed hersdf to think about what had
happened she fdt a rage that was o intensg, it seized control of her entire body. A group of people had
golen the greatest source of happiness she had ever known. Indinctivey, she wanted to punish them, to
destroy them for whet they had done.

She tried to see past her emotions and look at the Stuaion digpassonately. Did she have a rationd
imperative too? Yes. Other people should be protected from the fanaticiam that had killed her husband.
Whatever Gottbaum and his team were into, they should be stopped.

But how, if law-enforcement authorities were unwilling or unable to help?

Yum had dready given her the answer. Sharon was a jour-ndist; she knew the power of publicity. If
ghe could expose Gottbaum's activities—with documented facts, not just a bunch of suppositions—that
would be sufficient. It might en-danger her, and she was very much aware that she had more
respongbility to Damon now than ever before. But she also owed it to him to expose the people who had
killed his father.

Sharon finished her burger. It had tasted pasty and bland under the layer of spices. Old people who'd
grown up in the twentieth century cdled them "shamburgers™ But old people were dways complaning.
Most of them gill seemed to think they had some sort of right as American dtizens to eat mest, burn ail,
and throw away garbage for ther entire lives She glanced around at the retirees a neighboring tables,
reeding magazines, dozing, saring into space. She wondered if that was how she would be one day,
gtting around dl day bitching about things

The guard had wandered off, and she saw a panhandler head-ing her way. Clearly it was time to
leave. She took her plate and tray back to the burger kitchen, then headed for the exit.

As she walked out to her car she redized she did have one advantage. Gottbaum and his people
would not be expecting her to act againg them. They didn't know that Yumi had con-fided in her. They
would assume that Sharon would be pas-svely mourning her husband, bdieving that his death had been a
genuine accident.

She unplugged her car, got in, and drove dowly out of the parking lot, heading for home.

Gottbaum was undoubtedly well hidden in some private medicd fadlity under an assumed name, and
she didn't want to dert him by making inquiries. But she knew where the rest of the team worked, and
she had seen the composte picture of Rosdind French. Gathering data on them—following them, if
possible—should be her next step.

From the Los Angeles Times
Wednesday May 15, 2030
NOBEL PRIZE WINNER CHOOSES TO DIE HisBody IsFrozen

Leo Gottbaum, the Nobe prizewinning computer sci-entist best
known for his outspoken, radicd views on nationd issues, died
yesterday aged 81. A cryonic fadlity in Glendale received his remains
after he chose to end hislife by refusing dl food and fluids.

Louis Eckhardt, president of Cryonic Life Systems, Inc., confirmed
that Gottbaum had eected to die just three days after he learned he was
auffering from an in-operable brain tumor. "His life expectancy was no
more than sx months” Eckhardt said in a telephone interview. "During
that time he would have suffered a lot of pain, and some bran damage
that would probably have been irreversble. We respect his decison to
be placed in suspen-son pending a time when his condition can be




cured.”

Dr. Gottbaum received a Nobe Prize in 1998 for his work
devdoping atifidd intdligence The award sparked protests in the
gdentific community from those who disap-proved of Gottbaum's
frequent public diatribes againg politicians, federd agencies, and the
welfare sate. In a series of media appearances during the late 1990s he
described himsdf as an anarchist and attempted unsuccess-fully to lead a
naiond tax revolt in protest agang the growth of centraized
government. He aso spoke out for the dimingtion of dl wefare
programs, abolition of the Federa Reserve, and remova of controls on
sdentific re-search.

He maintained a lower profile after the end of the twen-tieth century
and devoted his energies to military research at North Indudtries in Long
Beach until his retirement in 2020. A spokesperson a North Indudtries
refused to reved any details of Dr. Gottbaum's work there, asit remans
classfied.

Accident

She sat gaing into the darkness, done in her car, waiting without knowing exactly what she was
waiting for. A Santa Ana wind was blowing, hot and dry, dirring up dust, bending the pam trees and
tossing dead leaves and trash dong the gutter. The wind was inggent: it buffeted the car and made little
hissng, whidling noises around the edge of the wind-shidld, preying on her nerves.

Even on a normd night she would have fdt uneasy in this part of Long Beach. It had a high-crime,
low-rent look—smadll, dilapidated homes losing their paint, rusty chain-link security fences with Intruder
Alet warning 9gns, stray dogs rooting through garbage that had been left in cans without lids. It didn't
make sense that a research scientist would choose to live hee

Sharon sat with her back againgt the door, her legs stretched out across the front seats. French's
house was dmogt a block away, but she could see it dearly through the infrared scope tha shed
borrowed from the supply room a KUSA. Sheld fallowed French here from the lab a North Industries
after staking it out for a couple of days, monitoring the main gate. Eventudly, she fdt sure, French would
lead her to someone or something that was involved with the covert sde of LifeScan, dthough tonight,
the prospects weren't looking good.

She wished the people a KUSA had been willing to donate some of the station's manpower. She'd
pitched it to them as forcefully as she could, but the news about Gottbaum's desth had been the find
drike againg her. The old man was in a freezer, wasn't he? When they checked with Cryonic Life
Systems, a spokesperson confirmed it. If Gottbaum had developed some kind of eectronic immortdity
as Sharon daimed he had, why had he chosen to be sedled up in a dewar full of liquid nitrogen?

Sharon had told them she didn't believe Gottbaum was redly there; that the cryonics people must
have made some sort of ded to provide him with a cover story. But at that point her superiors stopped
trying to humor her. They said that if she wanted to waste her time chasing this one down on her own for
a couple of weeks she was free to do so; but please not to bother them again unless she came up with
some red evidence to sup-port her conspiracy theories.

And s0 here she was, peering through the scope, a thermos of coffee on the floor beside her, the
radio tuned to a rock station to keep her awake and drown out the noise of the wind. She was weary
and londly, wishing she had someone to talk to, better Hill, someone who would believe her and share the
bur-dn



There had been a crowd of family and friends, of course, a Jm's funerd, well-wishers dl tdling her
they were eager to help in any way she wanted. But none of them had been people she could redly
confidein, and she hadn't dared to cdl Yumi for fear that Gottbaum's team might be monitoring her line

That's why she was on her own in Long Beach a one-thirty in the morning, waiting for something to
happen. Rosdind French had returned here from her laboratory an hour ago, and the windows of her
home dill glowed ydlow. What was she doing in there? Did she leave the lights on while she dept?

Sharon flexed her legs to get the diffness out of them. She put down the scope for a moment and
rubbed her eyes, wonder-ing how Jm had coped with the boredom of this kind of work. He'd had an
implacable persistence, like a cat. He could watch and wait for days, if necessary, if he thought he was
redly on the tral of something. But . . . she didn't want to think about Jm. She'd promised hersdf not to.

A fant noise attracted her attention. Someone danming a door. She grabbed the scope again just in
time to see French waking quickly from her house to her car parked outside her garage

Sharon wriggled around, swinging, her legs back under the insrument pand. French, meanwhile, was
dating her car, switching on the headlights, backing out of the driveway, and driving away down the
Sreet

Sharon pulled out and started following her. There were no other cars, this late a night, so the only
way to avoid being noticed was to hang back by at least four or five blocks. She sat tense, her hands
tight on the steering, dl her attention focused on the two tiny red lightsin the distance. At least she wasn't
tired anymore; adrendine had taken care of that.

French's car made a sudden, unexpected right turn. Sharon bit her lip, afraid she might have dropped
back too far. She accelerated, reached the corner, svung around it, and scanned the new road that she
was on. It was long, sraight, wide—and empty.

She muttered a curse, drove to the next intersection, dowed, and looked both ways. She saw a
motorcyclein the distance, but nothing else.

She hit the indrument pand with her fig, unable to contain her frugration—then told hersdf to be
rationd, be methodicd. French couldn't have evaporated; she mus have made aturn a block farther on.

Sharon drove on dong the street. A vehide came up behind her; she vagudy noticed it in her
rear-view mirror. It pulled out to overtake, then started cutting in. She gave a little shout of surprise as
she rediized how close it was coming. She jerked at the steering—too late. Her fender hit the side of the
other car with a jolt and a crash of metd on metd. She jammed her foot down on the brake; her tires
wailed across the concrete as her car did to a hdlt.

The other vehide stopped just in front of her. Sharon stared at it dumbly, dill shaken from the impact.
It was Rosdind French's car, she redlized. French was jumping out, griding around it, holding something
in her hand. She mus have red-ized she was being followed; must have pulled in a the side of the road
and killed her heedlights while Sharon passed by.

Sharon cursed hersdf for being an amateur as she fumbled with the drive sdlector, her hands shaking
badly as she tried to throw it into reverse. But French was coming closer, holding something that 1ooked
like an ectronic handgun—yes, just like the one that Jm had brought back home after the surveil-lance
hed donein Little Asa

Sharon groped under her seat. She kept a pistol hidden there, a .22 automatic that Jm had given her
long ago. She hadnt fired it in years. She didn't like guns. Sheld promised hersdf to be supercautious
tracking French, doing everything at long range so that there wouldn't be any need for weapons. She
fumbled under the seat—then redlized her door wasn't locked. She reached to lock it—as French jerked
it wide open.

The hot wind wafted in and the woman stood there glaring at Sharon, her face faintly visble in diffuse
reflected lignt from the headlight beams. She looked a wreck. She was unkempt, wild-eyed, with pdlid
cheeks and dark shadows around her eyes. The wind blew her har into her face; angrily, she wiped it
asde. "What the hdl do you think you're doing?' she shouted. "Why are you fallowing me?'



From the corner of her eye Sharon saw alight come on in one of the houses fronting onto the street.
A slhouette showed in the window. Someone had heard the noise of metd on metd, the squed of tires.
She wondered if she should shout for help.

"Goddam it, | want an answer!™ French banged her figt on the roof of the car.

Sharon flinched, then tried to raly her own anger. She, after dl, was the one who had more to be
angry about. "I'm ajour-ndig. I'm working on a ory—"

"Bullshit. I know who you are; youre Bayley's wife. | have tracking equipment, | monitored you
when you were following me home, and your picture's on file with the city. For that matter, it's been on
the goddammed evening news." She turned away. "Were sdtiling it she shouted to a figure in a
bathrobe venturing out of another of the houses nearby. "We don't need any help, no one's hurt, so go
back to deep." She sounded ungtable, punch-drunk. There was a wildness about her, as if she fdt she
hed nothing to lose and didn't give a damn.

Sharon stedled hersdlf. "The reason I'm following you," she said, "ought to be obvious.”

"You mean your hushand?' French made a dismissve ges-ture. "The man had an accident. He drove
off the road.”

"No." She pushed her way out of her car and stood up, her anger giving her irraiond srength now,
as she confronted the other woman. "It was no accident. You killed him."

French gave Sharon along, cold stare. Abruptly, she laughed. "He's not dead.”

"That's insane. That's the Stupidest—"

"All right, so I'll prove he's dive. Is that what you want? Then will you leave us done?’

Sharon stared back at her. "I don't—"

"No, you don't understand. L ook, just go back home and wait by your phone. Some time tomorrow
hell cdl you."

"No." Sharon shook her head violently. "Itll be afake, just the same as—"

"I don't have time for this™ She turned away from Sharon, strode back to her car, dammed the door,
and accelerated away around the next corner, tires squeding.

By the time Sharon got back into her own car and started after her in pursuit, Rosdind French had
disappeared into the night.

Digital Sampling

This time consciousness returned ingtantly, as if someone had turned a switch. Bayley found himsdf
danding done in a big, cold place, a huge chamber with a domed roof that glowed white, shedding a
diffuse, uniform glow. Under his feet the floor, too, was white, patterned with a network of black lines
The dhift into consciousness came so suddenly, he found himsdf sumbling, turning around, ungble to
reorient himsdf. Images of wartime London were dill vivid in his mind, and so was his panic at finding
himsdf paralyzed, watching his world and his memories disintegrate.

But he was able to move again, now. And his mind seemed normdized, so far as he could tel. He
dill fdt dizzy, though, and there was nothing in this huge arena to rest on or leen agangt. He dropped
down to his knees, then sat cross-legged on the floor, dosing his eyes, pressing his hands to his forehead.

After amoment he fet alittle steadier, alittle more confi-dent. He focused on the floor in front of him
and brushed his fingers across it. It was smooth and cool and hard, like polished stone. The lines on it
were maybe a hdf centimeter wide, form-ing a complex pattern interrupted here and there by rectangles
and other geometric forms. The pattern stretched away into the distance under the glowing dome, which
seemed immense, maybe as much as amilein diameter.

"Welcome back, Mr. Bayley," said avoice.



Bayley looked up. A figure had materidized a dozen feet away. It took a moment to recognize him:
Leo Gottbaum, tal, enigmétic, with his hands clasped behind his back, looking like the master of dl that
he surveyed.

Bayley struggled up. He gill fdt unsteady, but he wanted to ded with Gottbaum face-to-face. As he
stared at the man he fdt conflicting emations: caution, anger, fear.

For amoment, neither one said anything. "I'm dill in MAPHIS," said Bayley. It was more a satement
than a ques-tion.

"Of course," said Gottbaum. "But dl the systems are func-tioning normaly now.”

Bayley remembered, again, his paralyss, his gradud loss of memory. He shivered. "What happened
before? when every-thing . . . went blank?'

"It was a software problem, basicaly. We had to shut every-thing down and . . . reboot." He smiled
fantly at his use of the archaic word.

"Then . .. how am | 4ill dive?' said Bayley. "l fdt my mind going, | fdt it dl fdling gpart.”

"We mantained afile copy,” sad Gottbaum. "Let's see, on this schemdtic, it's located somewhere.. . .
over there" He gestured into the far distance.

Bayley looked at the pattern of lines on the floor. "Thisis awiring diagram?'

"A complete schematic for MAPHIS, yes™

"And. . . you maintained an extra copy of my entire intel-ligence?

Gottbaum gestured as if the questions were beginning to an-noy him. "We did what any computer

user does when he ac-quires anew piece of software. We made a backup. There's afile copy of every
infomorph, and it's congtantly updated with internd events. That's how you can remember the process of
losng your memory.”

Bayley shook his head. This wasn't what he wanted to ded with. He looked away for a moment,
trying to organize his thoughts. What did he redly want? He fdt, again, his sense of loss and isolation.
Standing in front of him was the man who was responsible for it. Or, areplica of the man.

"Areyou redly in here with me?* he asked, feding unpleas-antly vulnerable, in no postion to express
hisanger a what had been done to him. "Or are you outside, projecting an image of yoursdf in here? or
what?"
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"I'm an infomorph now, judt like you." Gottbaum spoke gently, cdmly, as if he understood what
Bayley must be feding. "I was subjected to the same procedure that you experienced. Of course, it
waan't such a rush job; wed cataloged my sensory responses severd months previoudy. But | died on
the operat-ing table as you did, and my mind was scanned as yours was."

Bayley could no longer mask his anger. "You chose it," he said, with disgust. "I didn't.”

"You seem to be nurang some resentments, Mr. Bayley.”

He laughed bitterly. "Do you blame me?"

"No. But maybe | can cdm you down alitile”

Bayley fdt something change ingde him, as if his mind was being washed from within. His emotions



literdly drained away. Within a few seconds he was tranquil, no longer caught be-tween the indinct to
run and the impulse to lash out. He looked at Gottbaum and knew, logicaly, he should be feding scared
and full of hate; but dl the emotiond overtones had gone.

Gottbaum smiled as if Bayley's confusion gave hm some dight amusement. "MAPHIS is the ultimate
tranquilizer," he said. "Always online, dways ready to normalize your auto-nomic responses for you. You
see the advantages, Mr. Bayley? No more fits of resentment, jedlousy, or depression. We findly have the
cgpability to free our thoughts from the primitive urges and reflexes of animd behavior.”

Bayley fdt asif the man had stolen something from him. He stepped back involuntarily, though the
vad arena offered no placeto go. "l ... don't want you in my head," he said. "I don't want you making
meinto a robot. Emotions are a part of being humen."

Gottbaum shrugged. "If you redly want your emotions back, I'll restore them to you in a little while.
And | assure you that for the most part, Il be glad to stay out of your head, as you put it. You must
understand, though, that not dl in-fomorphs are created equd. | have what those of us in the computer
trade cdl privileged access to MAPHIS. After dl, | invented it, so | should be alowed some control over
it, don't you agree?’

"You mean, you deserve to play god?' Bayley made a sound of disgust.

Gottbaum turned away as if he was logng interest in the conversation. A couple of large, soft
armchairs materidized nearby. He walked across to one of them and sank into it, seeming completdy a
homein the immense arena under the white dome. "St down, Bayley. | have some thingsto tdl you."

Bayley avoided looking at the man. He stood where he was and said nothing.

Gottbaum sighed. "You do redize, | hope, the extent of my control over your sensory input? | can
add to it just as easlly as | subtracted from it. | have access to dl your pan receptors. It would be
barbaric, of course, but | redly don't have time to mess around, Bayley."

He saw the hopelessness of passve resstance. Gottbaum's threat didn't scare him, because his
emotiona responses were ill being neutrdized; but he remembered dearly how he had suffered when
hed firg found himsdf in MAPHI'S, and he didn't doubt that Gottbaum could provide him with a rerun of
that experience, or worse.

Fatdidticaly, he went and sat in the chair.

Gottbaum gave him a curt nod. "All right, now let's under-stand each other.” There was a new edge
to hisvoice. "l have about as much use for you as | have for a bacterium. | dedi-cated the ladt thirty years
of my life to research which | happen to believe will enable an immense evolutionary step for the entire
humen race. My work was dmost complete when you came poking around, full of asinine ideas about
what should and shouldn't be dlowed. | could have had you destroyed, do you understand that? Instead,
for ethica reasons, we chose to preserve your inteligence in our system. You're immortal now. You're
not some smdl-time cop anymore, putting peoplein jal when they do things the government doesn't like.
There are incredible possihilities available to you if you choose to take advantage of them.”

Bayley squirmed in his chair. He wanted to shut Gottbaum up, wanted to escape, somehow, from the
feding of being trapped and controlled. ™Y ou're forgetting a few things" he said. "There's a woman and
child out there who gave my life meaning. Maybe family doesn't mean anything to you; you ob-vioudy
have no use for your own daughter. But most people think it's pretty damned important.”

Gottbaum waved one hand. "l readily agree, you logt your stake in the game. But that's the risk you
took when you started interfering. And you got one hdll of a consolation prize. Look a me, man!"

As Bayley watched, Gottbaum's face changed. The wrinkles filled out and erased themsdves. The
gaunt look was replaced with a glow of wel-being. The scrawny neck became thicker, stronger. In less
than a minute Gottbaum was transformed from a man of eghty-one to aman in his twenties.

"I redize," Bayley sad, "that we can be immorta in here, so long as the hardware exigts to enable our
aurvivd. But if it merdy prolongs pain, immortdity is not necessarily a bless-ing.”



Gottbaum gave him a scornful 1ook. "Bayley, you have a classc case of what we used to cdl, in my
young day, bad vibes. You're so preoccupied with what you've logt, you can't see wha you've gained.
I'm going to try to improve your attitude." He stood up.

"Why not just leave me done?' Bayley said.

"Because, unfortunately, we're stuck with each other. As you dready discovered, MAPHIS has
trouble making a pseudo-morph talk and act entirdly like a red person. There's only room for eight fully
functiond infomorphsin here, so you and | are going to need each other for conversation, if nothing ese.
Unless, of course, you want to be terminated? If so, tdl me now. We can use the space for someone
wholl appreciate it."

Once again Bayley fdt the man's power over him. And he remembered the way he had fdt when the
smulaion had fro-zen up and he'd been pardyzed, watching hisworld wink out of existence.

"I don't want to die" he said, avoiding Gottbaum's eyes.

"Then come with me" As he spoke, a long, draight staircase descended from the domed roof. It
looked asif it was made of polished stedl, gleaming in the diffuse white light. The bottom of it touched the
floor nearby, and Gottbaum gestured Bayley to sart dimbing. Remembering the pendty for
disobedience, he did as he was instructed.

The gairs became an escaator. Despite himsdf, he fdt a sense of wonder. Gottbaum was right; there
were immense pos-Shbilities—if one could forget the concomitant sense of loss.

"You should take a moment to observe the basic architecture of MAPHIS," Gottbaum said, standing
behind Bayley and gesturing at the circuit diagram covering the floor of the arena as the escalator carried
them up toward the roof. "In particular, you should understand the principle of domains. As an
in-fomorph, you possess your own personal domain, in which you have complete control over your
environment and no other infomorph can intrude againg your will."

"Unless they have privileged access," Bayley said grimly.

"True, but | assure you, | won't be usng it arbitrarily. In any case, a this time, you're in my domain.
The recongtruction of your gpartment, of course, wasin yours."

A door had opened in the roof at the top of the escalator, reveding a rectangle of blue sky. Bayley
found himsdf moving up and through the opening onto a hillsde of tdl grass. He shaded his eyes from
bright sunlight, blinking at his new sur-roundings. Farther down the hillsde there were pine trees, and
beyond them, the ocean. A gentle breeze touched his face.

He turned and saw a geodesic dome on the summiit of the hill.
"I remade my home just as you remade yours" said Gott-baum. He emerged from the stairs, and the

door in the hillsde seded itsdf and vanished. "Oh, look who's here" He gestured to a woman stting
cross-legged in the grass a short distance away, her head bowed over a book in her |ap.

"Your daughter,” said Bayley. "Are you tdling me she's been scanned and stored as wdl?"

"Cetanly not. | doubt she would wish to be, and I'm not a dl sure I'd et her in if she did."
Gottbaum paused, looking thoughtful. He il had the dignity and the measured speech of an dderly man;
hisyouthful appearance made a strange con-trast. I remade Yumi as a pseudomorph,” he went on, "to
go with the dome. After thirty years of battling with her in the outsde world, | liked the idea of being able
to rebuild her the way | want her. Come on.”

He led the way across the hillade and Bayley followed. The grass, he noticed, was an imperfect
smulaion. The hundreds of thousands of individua blades stood motionless despite the gentle breeze,
and where he pushed through them they flexed away from his tread with a diff, jerky maotion.

"Yumi," Gottbaum caled to her, "thisis James Bayley.

Maybe you remember him, athough, come to think of it, he told us his name was Richard Wilson at
thet time."

She looked up. Her features were exactly the way he recdled them, but her expresson was different,



showing none of the reserve he had seen in redlity. She had the happy innocence of a retarded child. "Hi,"
ghe sad, with asunny amile. "How are you?'

"I'm just showing Bayley around,” said Gottbaum.

"That's nice" She amiled some more.

"Maybe you two should get together sometime,” Gottbaum said, turning to Bayley. "l seem to recall,
you went out of your way to speak to her, the firg time you met. | assure you, she can be much more. . .
cooperétive, here, than in the outsde world.”

Bayley said nothing. He stared & Yumi's face.

She turned back to Gottbaum. "Is there anything | can do for you, Father?' Her voice was
higher-pitched than it used to be, cute and girlish.

"Not right now, thank you, Yumi."

"Areyou sure?' She sounded eager to please.

"No. Go back to your book. Come on, Bayley. Thisway."

"Maybe see you later, Jm," she cdled after Bayley as he followed Gottbaum up the hillsde,

Even though he knew the woman was merdly a computer construct with no red identity or sense of
«f, Bayley fdt an-gry, as if something had been violated, someone betrayed. He remembered how
moody and ambivaent Yumi had seemed in the red world. Her complexity was a large part of what had
made her human.

"Isthat redly how you dways wanted her?' Bayley asked, as they approached the dome. "Like . ..
apet?'

Gottbaum gave him an enigmdtic look. "You disapprove, is tha it? You think theré's something
sacred about redity, and we're vidlaing some naturd law by monkeying around with it."

"l think," said Bayley, "thet if you edit your life, removing every little thing that might displease you,
you'e ligble to for-get what it redlly means to be a human being."

Gottbaum laughed. It was a braying sound, scornful and dismissve. "But I'm not a human being,
Bayley, and nather are you. We're infomorphs. We don't owe any debts to the red world, any more
then an escaped prisoner owes debts to the cdl he usad to live in. We can run this place any way we
please, and there are no pendties to pay. Get that sraight.”

He opened the door in the dome and led Bayley insde.

The interior looked much as he remembered it, dthough there was less mess, presumably because
Gottbaum now had MAPHIS—or maybe his remake of Y umi—to serve as a dean-ing woman. A large
golden retriever came running over, knock-ing a stack of documents off one of the chairs as it passed. It
barked loudly, jumped up, and pawed Bayley's chest.

"Down, Sam," said Gottbaum. "Down!™

Bayley tried to push the animd off him. He'd never fdt com-fortable around dogs. He raised his
knee, nudging the retriever away; but it circled around and jumped him again.

Gottbaum stepped forward, grabbed the dog by the collar, and hauled it back. "Sorry about this,
Bayley." He didn't sound particularly sorry. "There are some things here that even | don't control.”

"No?' sad Bayley. "You madeit, didn't you?' He had to shout above the sound of the dog's inggent
barking.

"Sam isn't a pseudomorph, if that's what you mean. He's ared dog. | owned him for many years. He
was our lagt animd test subject; | decided to keep him in MAPHIS so long as we had the processing
power and the memory to spare.” He turned to the dog. "Sit!" he said gernly.

Sam sat. He looked up at Gottbaum, waiting for further in-structions.

"See, Bayley," Gottbaum went on, "one day, depending how things work out in realspace, well be
able to upgrade MAPHIS. When it's bigger, well have more room to play in. Youll be &ble to fill it with



infomorphs of your choice: birds, cats, dogs, even some of your old friends, assuming they're willing to
make the trangtion. Who knows, you could get your wife and child in hereif that's what you want."

Bayley fdt a sudden surge of hope, negated dmost a once by soic resstance. "I would never let
them make that sacrifice” he said.

Gottbaum looked disgusted. "Y ou're dinging to your old vaues the same way fundamentaists ding to
the Old Testament. Look, where would you like to go? ancient Rome? New Zedand? Egypt? Name it,
Bayley."

"It's your show," he said.

"All right, step outsde. Go on." He nodded toward the door.

Cautioudy, Bayley opened it. The blue sky, grass, and sun were gone. Instead he found himsdf in an
ash-gray wilderness, dusty plains and craters punctuated with spiky volcanic ridges that had never been
blunted by wind and rain. He fdt a lurch-ing, fdling sensation, as if he were in an devator just beginning
its descent. The sun was unusudly bright, glaring down from a sky that was totdly black. Hanging just
above the horizon was a mottled blue-and-white sphere: planet Earth.

"Were on the Moon, Bayley," said Gottbaum, stlepping out beside him. "And since infomorphs don't
need to breathe, you don't even need a space suit. How do you like the low gravity, eh?' He ran forward
in a series of soaring legps, then made one find jump that took him twenty feet above the ground. He
landed on an outcropping of rock and paused there, surveying the landscape.

Bayley glanced behind him. The dome was gone. He fdt untroubled by the sudden trangtion;
evidently, his emotiona responses were dill being neutralized. He flexed his leg muscles experimentaly
and fdt himsdf rise up and back to the surface —dowly, dowly. He stooped and dug his hand into the
dust, then let it trickle through his fingers. The particles drifted down as though they were fdling through
water.

"I'm old enough to remember Apallo X1," said Gottbaum, legping off his rock, landing gently beside
Bayley. "You know, back then we used to imagine that thered be permanent colo-nies on the Moon by
the time the twenty-first century rolled around.”

"Before the redignment of socid priorities” Bayley said, barely aware of what Gottbaum was saying.
He was daing at the landscape, impressed despite himsdf. The Moon had been exhaudively mapped,
and the data was readily avalable, so it would have been easy enough for MAPHIS to create the
envi-ronment. The same would be true of Mars, Venus, the satdlites of Jupiter—

"Sodid priorities," Gottbaum was saying with an expresson of disgust. "You mean, usng seed corn
to feed the poor instead of teaching them to plant it and grow their own. That's why the whole damn
world stagnated after the turn of the century. That's why the future turned out like a low-budget verson
of the past. But let's not get into that. Close your eyes, Bayley. Go on."

Bayley did as he was told.
"Now open them."

His weight returned to normd, meking him stagger and a-most lose his balance. He blinked and
found himsdf suddenly back on Earth, high in the mountains. Snowy peaks stood dl around, embedded
in a blanket of soft white cloud that hid the valeys below. He was beside Gottbaum on a rocky ledge,
to-tdly aonein the absolute dtiliness. The air was thin and terri-bly cold.

"Maybe we should warm things up a litle" sad Gottbaum. As he spoke, the temperature
changed—from below freezing to the midseventies. "Anything you want, Bayley, remember? Anything a
dl! Have you ever wanted to fly?" As he spoke, he leaped off the ledge into space.

Though it was a smulation, it looked as red as dl the other scenes Bayley had witnessed ingde
MAPHIS. With abstracted surprise he saw Gottbaum plummet down through the thin, clear air. But then
the man's figure seemed to hit an updraft. With his aams spread like a skydiver he spirded around,
ganing dtitude. "Try it!" he shouted as he soared past the ledge where Bayley stood. He grabbed



Bayley's callar, hauling him forward. " Jump!*

Black rock streaked with snow started racing past him, and the cloud layer zoomed up from below.
His shock seemed to override the dampers on his emotions, and he experienced a moment of pure panic,
viscardly certain that he was fdling to his death. But then a hand seemed to catch him and he swooped
out from the diff face, wheding around, dimbing through the ar. He spread his ams and shifted his
weight and found he could control his dtitude, maneuvering as if he had wings. Panic turned to dation; he
experienced the thrill of hang-gliding without the cumbersome equipment and without the risk.

"Butif this isn't your pleasure, maybe you'd prefer to take it easy on the beach,” Gottbaum shouted
as he drifted dongsde.

The mountains disappeared. Bayley's body thumped down into soft sand. The kaeidoscopic shift in
location hammered his senses like a jump cut in a 3-D video. He lay on his som-ach, daing sraight
ahead, bresthing heavily. He saw pure white sand and an untouched, unspoiled bay where the ocean was
turquoise and the sky was cloudless blue. Sowly, he rolled over. He redized his clothes had gone he
was wearing nothing but a pair of svim shorts. He looked down at his body and found he had suddenly
become younger, more muscular, deeply tanned.

Sowly, he got to hisfeet. He was heavier, but his new drength more than compensated for that. He
fdt powerful; it was a Strange, seductive sensation.

"When | was thirteen, | used to wish | could look like this"" said a voice behind him.

He turned and found Gottbaum standing behind him, remade with the same weight-lifter's physique as
Bayley's

"All | wanted,” he went on, "was a body that would make empty-headed young women find me
irresgible. It's a common enough fantasy, and | outgrew it as soon as | redized there were more
important things in life than hormones. But now thet | have the time and the freedom, Bayley, | must
admit | like to dabble in some of the experiences that were denied me in those days. How about you?'

Part of Bayley's imagination was dill soaring around moun-tain peaks, and part was dill exploring
dugty lunar seas. "What you're describing might be satisfying in a way," he sad, trying to focus on his
surroundings, "if it was less contrived.”

"It can be as contrived or as uncontrived as you want," said Gottbaum. "Look at those women over
there" He nodded to-ward a couple of teenagersin bikinis, Stting on a blanket, rub-bing suntan Iotion on
each other. "They can take one look at you and swoon, or they can act hard to get, whichever you want.
Alternatively, you can smply walk over to them, rip ther swimsuits off, and do what you like with them.
MAPHIS will be happy to oblige"

"What if they were infomorphs?’ Bayley objected.

"In that case, you'd be prohibited from harming them. There are two classes of informetion entity,
Bayley. Pseudomorphs, whom we can create, erase, and reward or abuse in any way we like and
infomorphs, who are people with indienable rights, induding the freedom to be left done”

"And then there's you," Bayley added. "Gottbaum, master of the universe”

Gottbaum shrugged. "L ook at it that way if you want. But I'm a more benevolent deity than anything
people bdieve in in the outsde world. I've dready given you everlagting life, immu-nity from disease,
unlimited wedlth, and the dbility to change bodies and persondities as eadly as changing into a different
auit of clothes. Y ou shouldn't be resenting me, Bayley. Y ou should be worshiping me.”

Bayley looked at the young women. It was dill hard to ac-cept that they had been created as a
pattern of eectrons, no more red than the sheegp in Old Macdonad's Farm.

"Let's take awak by the seawhile you think it over,” said Gottbaum.

Bayley followed the man across the sand. It fdt warm and gritty under his bare feet, just the way
sand was supposed to fed. The sun was hot on his head and shoulders, and gulls cried to one another
above the rhythmic sound of the waves.



"Itsdl ... very authentic."

"Yes, Jeremy did a good job. He did most of the program-ming of the section we cdl the
Environment Manager. Of course, dtaic scenery is easy enough; it's just digitized video, processed
through a converter that's been initidized to match the coding of your particular nervous system. Audio,
taste, amdl, and touch are mixed in, in much the same way. But things become a little more complicated
when we have multiple objects moving around, especidly when there's a lot of them. That redly uses up
processing power. The grass outsde my dome, for instance. There's no way to track the mation of every
blade. Likewise, the ocean, here. Y ou notice when the waves break, the foam doesn't look right? We
approximate it with fractals, but you get alack of detail, adumsnessto it."

Bayley saw what Gottbaum meant. The waves looked vis-cous as they reared up, and they became
fuzzy and indidinct as they broke.

"But let's not quibble over the detalls™ said Gottbaum. "1 think you have to agree, overdl, I've shown
you some formida-ble advantages to being here.”

Bayley suddenly had the odd sense that Gottbaum had been sdling him something. “I'm impressed by
the possibilities”" he said cautioudly.

"So you should be. God, Bayley, if people in the outsde world could understand the potentid! |
never wanted to run this on a dandestine basis, you know. But the generd public has a bad history of
destroying inventions that promise to im-prove their lives. In 1812, you may recdl, at the dawn of the
indudrid revolution, mobs of Luddites went around smashing textile machinery. Things haven't changed
snce then. Y ou yoursdf—you would have shut us down if you'd had the chance.”

"Only because you misgppropriated twenty hillion in public money,” said Bayley.

Gottbaum gestured dismissvdy. "I'm perfectly willing to share the benefits of this research—which
are worth a hdl of a lot more to the public than some new weapons system, incidenttaly. All | wanted
was a chance to develop the concept without interference. And that's ill dl | want, even now."

"W, there's nothing to stop you, with me out of the way. | never even filed a report.”

"Yes" Gottbaum agreed, "we dedt with you quite satisfacto-rily. But . . . there is the new problem,
now, of your wife" He turned and gestured a the idyllic Caribbean landscape. The sun dimmed; the
beach seemed to dissolve into soft focus. "Let's go back to your gpartment, Bayley."

Scare Tactics

Gottbaum was his old sdf again—literdly. Once more he had bushy white hair, rumpled clothes worn
with casud disre-gard for syle, his face marked with deep, grim lines He looked around at the
furnishingsin Bayley's living room with an ar of mild disdain, like an aristocrat vigting the humble cottage
of a peasant farmer, then seated himsdf at one end of the couch.

Bayley found himsdf stlanding in the center of the room. He looked down, checking his appearance,
His physique was now normd, as were his clothes. His emations had returned; he no longer fdt dead
indde. He was confused, ambivaent, shaken by the kaleidoscopic sequence of experiences. At the same
time, it was ardief to feel agan.

"MAPHIS saved your little exercise in computer-aided de-sgn,” Gottbaum said, gesturing at the
room they werein. "Jugt in case you wanted to come back to it some time.”

"| see" Bayley dowly sat down in an armchair opposite the men

"MAPHIS aso saved the modd you developed of your wife" Gottbaum went on. "Persondly, | fet
you gave up alittle too eadly, there. There were dill some possibilities for development.”

"I suppose you monitored the whole thing," Bayley said.
"Yes asit happens, | did."



Bayley told himsdf not to dwel on it. He was ill uncom-fortably aware of Gottbaum's power; there
was obvioudy no point in being confrontationa. "So what were you saying about Sharon, just a moment
ago? She's causng some sort of problem for you?' He didn't believe that was possible; but if, somehow,
it was true, he fdt proud and glad.

Gottbaum leaned back, stretched out his legs, and crossed his ankles. "Let me explain the Situation.
Asyou may remem-ber, in realspace we made it look asif you had had an, ah, accident.”

"I remember Rosdind French said it was gaing to be a car crash.”

"Correct. We made sure there were severe head injuries fol-lowed by an intense fire, to destroy most
of the physical evi-dence. Now, according to loca police records, your wife visted the wreck, ostensibly
looking for your briefcase. She dso visted someone a your department of the FBI, though we don't
know what was said. We believe she tried to convince her superiors a her workplace to do a story on
LifeScan, and a cdl was made to Cryonic Life Sysems asking to verify that my own body was being
kept there”

Bayley thought of Sharon sruggling with her grief, but dill going and digging for facts, fighting to find
out what had redly happened. He fdt a pang of longing; her courage and dedica-tion were part of wha
he loved about her.

"More recently,” Gottbaum went on, "she darted following Rosdind French. Her timing was
unfortunate; Rosalind was on the point of making her own trangtion to infomorph status, and didn't care
much for the harassment. She impulsvely cha-lenged your wife, denied you were dead, and offered to
prove it if your wife would agree to leave us done.”

Bayley amiled despite himsdf. He wished he could have wit-nessed that particular scene.

"It's not as amudng as you seem to think," Gottbaum said sharply. "Just remember that if your wife
ever manages to at-tract the attention she seems to want, therell be an outcry. Computer scientists killing
people and peding their brainsin a laboratory after hours . . . Can you imagine the headlines? Paliticians
adways love a chance to scare people and whip up a lynch mob. It distracts everyone from more
important issues. They'd go out of their way to stage a crusade to stop this blasphemous research. Yes,
they'd bring god into it. And they'd find MAPHIS, and they'd cut the power. Count on it, Bayley! No
meaiter that they'd be wiping us out in here and trashing thirty years of research. They'd pull the plug
without hesitation or remorse.”

Bayley was shifting uncomfortably, unhappy about being lec-tured but redizing that Gottbaum's
andyds was probably cor-rect. "You sad there's dways a backup copy of our minds" he said.

"Yes and it's safdy stored in nonvolaile media But it's use-less without MAPHISSs specidized
computer architecture to support it. It wasn't just the software and the scanning tech-niques that took
thirty years to develop. The hardware, too. Do you think they'd dlow that to survive in one piece?
Would you bet your life on it?'

Bayley fdt cornered, dill loyd to Sharon, but forced to ad-mit that her actions were ligble to
jeopardize hissurvivd as an infomorph. "All right, so it'sin our interests for the police and the press to be
kept away from MAPHIS. Wha do you expect me to do? Tdl Sharon to be a good little gil and go
back to reporting on city hdl and say nothing more about LifeScan ever again? Hdl, you won't even let
metak to her on the phone.”

Gottbaum stood up. He moved toward Bayley, leening over him, glowering down. "You will be
dlowed to tak to her. And yes, that's exactly what you will tdl her. Because if she exposes us to public
scrutiny, she stands a good chance of killing you, Bayley. Permanently.” He straightened up, then, and
turned away. "Pick up the phone when it rings” he said, gesturing at the unit beside Bayley's chair. And
with that he walked out of the gpartment, damming the door behind him.

Hostage



Bayley waited by the phone. He found it hard to concentrate. His yearning for Sharon cut across
logic and shouted down his fumbling attempts to mep a strategy. He wasn't sure to what extent he
beieved Gottbaum, or trusted him. He wanted her; that was dl he redly knew.

He considered tdling MAPHIS to blank his emotions again so that he could think more dearly. And
yet, he didn't want to fed dead indgde. He needed to fed hislove for her.

The phone rang. He jerked in his chair, startled by the sound —then grabbed the receiver. At fird he
heard nothing, not even hiss on theline. Of course, it was a amulation, like everything se. Some distant
arcuitin MAPHIS was operating to patch the audio Sgnd through to him, converting it for direct input to
the replica of hismind.

"Hdlo?'

She sounded very unsure of hersdf. It was her, though; he was immediatidy convinced that it was
redly her. He imagined her in the red-life verson of the same room that he was in, Stting on the edge of
her chair as she did when she was excited about a cal, resting her ebows on her knees, garing fixedly in
front of her.

"Helo, is anyone there?' Now there was a plaintive, fearful note in her voice,

He redlized he had been so caught up in his own fedings, he hadn't said anything. "Sharon,” he said.
"Sharon, don't hang up.”

There was along slence on the line. "Jm?" He could hear the doubt in her voice.

"Itsme" he said. "It redly is. God, | wih—" He fdt his isolaion, the unbridgegble gap between
them. There was no point in wishing when none of the things he wanted was re-motely possible.

"How do | know it'syou?' Her voice was shaky but defiant.

"I can proveit'sme" hetold her. "I remember what you were wearing when we firsd met. Lime-green
T-shirt and white pants. And you were eating a sandwich with bean sprouts in it. And—you had a cat
named Marcus, and the firg time you kissed me good night you tried to kiss me on the cheek because
you said later you were afraid you liked me too much and you wanted to hold back and keep things
under control, so we didn't make lovetill that night we went to see that foreign movie but the theater was
closed because of damage in the big quake, and—"

"Stop." She was crying, now. He heard her sniffing back the tears. " Stop, please. | believe you. Don't
goon.

He imagined her gtting done with no one to hold her and comfort her. " Sharon—"

"Where are you, Jm? They . . . found your body in the wreck. That's what they said. They used
DNA sampling to make a positive ID. They can't have made a mistake. What happened?”

He tried to summon his drength. She had to know, and there was no point in sretching it out or
trying to talk around it. "They caught me. Outside in the street. Gottbaum's people. They were afrad I'd
shut down their whole project, which | would have, but they didn't want to kill me, so they used me in
their research. You remember | told you about LifeScan? | was wrong about it being a falure and a
wagte of money. They've made it work. Jesus, have they made it work."

"What are you trying to tdl me?' Her voice was steadier, now.

"They made a copy of my mind, neuron-for-neuron. | fed asif I'm ill a person, but . . . I'minahuge
data-processing system somewhere. I'm not sure where. Although, it could be in Gottbaum's place on the
coast; god knows he has enough equipment there" He hesitated. Do you understand—"

"Of course | understand! 1've been doing—doing some read-ing. | know what you're taking about.
But Gottbaum too? Is he with you?'

"Yes In fact he's undoubtedly monitoring this call.”

A long pause on the line. "I want to punish them, dJm." Her voice was dill shaky, but he could hear
her anger.



"Honey, if you expose them, therell be public backlash. The whole sysem may be shut down. The. .
. System that's sus-taining me"

Another pause. Then, loudly: "So what the fuck am | sup-posed to do? nothing?"

" | don't know. I'm going crazy without you. It'smy own fault, | didn't take the proper precautions, |
was 0 ure—"

"Dont blame yoursdf,” she told him sharply. "Y ou mustn't do that."

Agan, he visudized her. And his son; was he there too? "Is Damon okay?' he asked. "I think about
hmalat. I'd like to talk to him, except . .. | guess that would be too confusing for him. | meaen, you've
told him I'm—I'm dead? Did you explain—"

"I'm sorry, Bayley." Gottbaum's voice cut in on the line. "'l hate to have to keep doing this to you, but
we need to suspend operations for a while. We're uploading French as an infomorph, and during that
period mog functions of MAPHIS have to be suspended.”

"Isthat Gottbaum?' Sharon yeled down her phone.

"Yes" sad Bayley.

"Where's my hushand?' she shouted, irrationd, aware of it, but not caring whether she made sense or
not. "Damn you, | want—"

"Your husband will be fing, Mrs. Bayley, so long as the system sugtaining himis not interfered with in
any way. Well try and arrange for him to contact you again. But now I'm afrad this cdl has to be
interrupted.”

Theline went dead. Bayley stared at the phone feding bereft, infinitdy lonely. And then the lightsin
the room dowly started to dim like the lights in a movie thester, and he fet his mind growing muzzy, his
thoughts becoming duggish.

He dumped back in his char, dropping the phone. "Sharon," he muttered, as the darkness
invaded his mind.



From the Los Angeles Times
Tuesday, May 21, 2030

SCIENTISTSKILLED IN BURNING LABORATORY

Three scientists working on secret military research were burned to
death early Monday morning when a fire broke out in their laboratory at
North Industries, a defense contractor in Long Beach.

Frefighters struggled for two hours before findly quell-ing the inferno
shortly before dawn. It was thought that chemicas stored in the
laboratory contributed to the in-tengity of the fire, but a spokesperson for
North Indudtries stated that its exact cause isdill unknown.

The three bodies discovered amid the wreckage were so badly
burned as to be unrecognizable, but dl were wearing company-issued
identity bracelets. Their names were sup-plied to reporters as Rosdind
French, Hans Voss, and Jeremy Porter.

"At this point we have no idea how the tragedy oc-curred,” sad
Colond HllisHorton, Chief Scientist at North Industries, "but we will be
conducting a thorough investigation. It is possible that these people faled
to com-ply with some of our standard safety procedures. We have drict
regulations to prevent this kind of incident. Nothing like it has ever
occurred here before."

Colond Horton was undble to explan why the build-ing's sprinkler
sysem faled to put out the blaze, or how the scientists could have been
trapped in a laboratory from which there were two exits at ground leve.
Firefighters speculated that the victims might have been knocked
un-conscious or eectrocuted in an accident that incapacitated them
before the fire broke out



Heaven

Two days had passed since the phone cdl from Jm. The MeadMaker was cooking breakfast,
Damon was playing with his junior talking encyclopedia on the DVI, and Sharon was sanding at the
kitchen counter paging through the fax-Times when she saw the item about North Indudtries tucked
away a the back of the metro section.

Sheld been planning to go in to work that morning, thinking that if she started falowing a norma
routine again, she might stop feding so distressed and ungiable. But as she read about the fire a the
laboratory, she started thinking about dl the things she was trying to forget.

She didn't believe, of course, that French, Voss, and Porter had been burned to death. They were no
more dead than her husband or Leo Gottbaum. They had had themsdves scanned and resuscitated, or
reanimated, or reincarnated—she gill wasn't sure quite how she should think of it. Either way, they were
beyond judtice now; there was no possble way to arest or detan them, no way to hold them
accountable for what they'd done. No doubt they were being sustained indde the same equipment that
was sudaning Jm, in which case shutting off the power that kept them dive would kill him, too.

She wondered if they'd planned the fire from the beginning, to get rid of dl the evidence, humen and
otherwise. 1t seemed such a drastic measure. In fact, the more she thought about it, the less likdy it
sounded. Surdly they could have smuggled some of their equipment out before torching the place. They
wouldn't smply throw away thirty years of research.

But it was dl suppostion. She was 4ill helpless, with no one assgting her, no way of knowing what
was redly going on.

Three nights ago she had come home from her confrontation with Rosalind French feding shaken and
ful of fear. Sheld spent the next day hiding in the apartment with Damon, won-dering and waiting, not
answering the door, too nervous to venture even as far as the nearest supermarket.

But then the phone cdl from dJm had come through, proving that he was ill dive, if alive was the
word for it. And at that point sheld redized why Rosdind French had driven away into the night without
looking back, and why there was redly noth-ing to fear from any associates of Gottbaum's who were il
activein the outsde world. They had no reason to threaten Sharon's life. They had demonstrated to her,
quite graphicdly, that they were holding her husband as a perpetua hostage. If she somehow convinced
the authorities to invedtigate, their very act of doing so could kill Jm. A careless programmer trying to
disassemble an immensdy complicated computer sys-tem, a public witch-hunt to stamp out "inhumen’
research; that's dl it would take. And so she had been immohilized, fully aware of her antagonists but
ungble to act.

"Mommy?' Damon was standing in the kitchen doorway. "Mommy!"

She redized shed been garing into space, ripping the news-fax into little ragged strips, oblivious to
the everyday world. Making an effort, she turned to him and forced a amile. "What isiit, honey?'

"MedMaker sad the food's cooked. He sad it five minutes ago.”

She turned and found, sure enough, the plates were waiting in the warmer. She shook her head,
angry with hersdlf. "I was thinking of something else, and | didn't hear." She carried the dishes to the
table. "Come st with me; well eat breakfast to-gether. | think maybe I'm going to stay home again.”

He dimbed up onto the chair beside hers. "Why, Mommy?* He gave her an odd look, as if what she
hed said had worried hm

"I guess | just don't fed like going to work," she told him, trying to keep it light.

He didn't make amove to eat hisfood. He kept garing at her. "Are you okay?"

“I'm. . . bascdly okay, sure” She didn't believe in lying to children, but she wasn't about to try to
explan exactly how she was feding.



He looked down at the table in front of him. Condensation was beading the sdes of his glass of
orange juice. He prodded it with his finger, then put his finger in his mouth, sucking- on it. "I don't want
you to get Sck," he said.

Shelad down her fork, stood up, and went and perched on the edge of his chair. She put her am
around him, hugging him to her, trying to give him the strength she no longer fdt she had. "I won't get
gck," she sad. "I'min excdlent hedth. . Why are you worrying about that?"

"'Cause the junior ‘cyclopedia says when people get Sck, sometimes they die”

"Oh." She saw it, now. She would have seen it before if she hadn't been so wrapped up with her own
problems. "Y ou're afraid that what happened to your dad could happen to me. Is that it?"

He nodded without speaking. His lower lip pushed out. He looked asif he was about to start crying.

"Your father had a car accident,” she said, dearly and firmly. She had to maintain that fiction. What
ese could she do? "I'm a very careful driver, and | won't ever let that happen to me. You understand?
Never, ever."

"But—" His face looked plaintive as he wrestled with the difficult ideas, trying to reconcile them. "But
everyone dies sometime. The 'cyclopedia sad thet too."

"It did, did it?" She remembered checking the package that the disc had come in. It had said it was
approved for ages three through eght. Well, she was stuck with it now. "I'm going to live for years and
years and years" she told him. "Till I'm an old, old lady. | promise.”

"Older than Mrs. Lopez?' He scrutinized her to seeif she was redly tdling the truth.

"Much older than Mrs. Lopez," she told him.

That seemed to help. He picked up his fork and actudly took a tentative bite of his breakfast. She
went back to her own chair, relieved that she'd been able to reassure him. The scram bled eggs and hash
browns were getting cold. They didn't look gppetizing, but she knew she needed the nutrition; she'd
herdly eaten anything in the last two days.

"Mommy?'

Weaily, she set her fork down again. "Y es, honey?"

"Can we go vist heaven sometime, Mommy?'

This was dmog more than she could ded with. "There is no heaven," she said, druggling to be
patient. "I've told you be-fore, it's just a Sory that people made up, like Santa Claus, because it makes
them fed happier.”

He stirred hisfork in his food, looking moody. "But the man said Daddy isin heaven. He said it

Thefunerd, aweek ago, had created thislittle problem. Even though she'd made it clear that she and
Jm were atheigts, the miniger had started spouting the usud uff about dmighty god and the heresfter.
Funeras, she had learned, were a lot like weddings: they were arranged manly to suit the guests, and if
you wanted things done your way, you had to plan it in ad-vance, fight for what you wanted, and be
prepared to offend everyone. She hadn't had the foresight to plan it, or the strength to fight; so sheld been
stuck with a service where she was the one who ended up offended.

To Damon, the man in the dericd collar lecturing a crowd of adults had seemed like an authority
figure, sO naturdly, held believed him. The heaven myth was so seductive, shed dready gone through
two mgjor attempts to get rid of it.

She focused on her son. "I know it's hard to accept,” she said, with dl the feding and sincerity she
could summon, "but there is no heaven. There is no life after death.”

And yet, was thet redly true, now, inview of Leo Gott-baum's research?

"Thereisno way," she went on, refusing to ligen to her own reservations, "that you and | can go vist
heaven."

Or was there?



Retrace

The winding road seemed to go on forever. It was breethtak-ingly beautiful with the ocean on one
sde and the forest on the other, the waves breaking in bays of tumbled rocks, but she'd had her fill of it
an hour ago. She wasn't here to look at the scenery; she was here because it fdt better to do something
then nothing, and she'd reached a point where the risks seemed irrdlevant.

At the same time, of course, she was uncomfortably aware that she was retracing the path that Jm
hed taken. She was aware, too, that she had driven past the spot where his car had crashed and burned.
And she dill had no clear idea what she was going to do when she reached her dedtination.

Damon, meanwhile, was bored. He had worn out the usud set of questions "Are we there yet?'
"How much longer?' "Can we stop for ice cream?' "Can | go to the bathroom?' He was sulking now,
refusng to play the games on the Ton o' Fun InteracPack that she'd brought dong for him. He'd even
stopped talking to Taking Teddy.

Sharon had transcribed Jm's notes from his compad before taking it to the FBI, but the ingtructions
only took her so far. He'd included a pathfinder number to take care of the last leg of the journey, but
diding that wasn't an option that was open to her.

"Where are we going, Mom?' Damon complained as she stopped the car, backed it up, bumped
over the narrow shoul-der of the little coast road, and started returning the way they'd come, retracing
their path for the second time.

"I told you, honey." Shetried to be patient, but she was feding too wound up to make a convindng
job of it. "Weé're looking for someone's house. A man cdled Leo."

"There aren't any houses" he said, saring at the forest crowding the edge of the highway.

She wondered if she had completly misunderstood the directions. Jm had adways sad she was a
grest driver but a hopeless map reader. He said she needed some sort of compass-implant or—no, she
wasn't going to think about Jm.

"Let's stop," said Damon. He had seen a little genera store up ahead, sgns bleached by the sun,
paint peding off wood that had turned gray in the wind and rain. "I bet they have ice cream.”

Sheld passed the store before, and she'd assumed it was out of business. But now, she noticed, there
was a pickup truck outsde that hadn't been there before. And maybe the van parked under the trees, its
bumper held up with a piece of rope, wasn't a derdlict vehicle after all.

She dowed and turned into the tiny parking area, stopping her car beside the pickup. Damon
immediatdy did out his sde and dammed the door, and the noise made her jump. She threw open her
door and jumped out. "Dont do thet!" she snapped a him. "I've told you before, you could catch your
fingerd"

"Sorry, Mommy." He stared a her with big eyes, wounded by her sharp tone.

She went to him and gave him a hug. "No, I'm the one who's sorry. | didn't mean to shout. Let's go
indde, hey?"

The interior of the store smdled of coffee beans, motor ail, soap, apples—a whole menu of odors
that settled around her as she waked between homemade wooden shdves, past a freezer that had a
crack in its glass door. She paused and dug out an ice-cream sandwich for Damon, then went to the
counter.

An oldster in a ripped T-shirt was hanging out behind the regigter, ligening to a younger guy wearing
ared cap, hiswork boots crusted with mud. ". . . got to be a damn fool to start up again, your age" the
one in the cap was sying. "It ant jus yer reflexes Bones break red easy. It's the, you know,
osteo-ross.”

"Porogis,” said the one behind the counter. "Osporosis.”



"Hdl, I know what it is. Evenif | can't say it."

The older guy behind the counter grinned, showing ruined teeth. "Won't be no broken bones, man. Il
be gliding in so smooth, itll be like I got Crisco on my board.” He made a dow swooping mation with his
hand.

Surfers, Sharon redlized. At least the one behind the counter was, or used to be. "Excuse me" she
brokein. "I'd like to pay for this”

"Wdl pardon me, maam." The one with the red cap stepped aside. He looked at her a little longer
than he needed to, but it wasn't offendve. It just seemed as if he didn't encounter many strangers out
here, and he liked the break in the monotony. "I got to go, anyways" he said. "I'll see you around, Tom.
Jud teke it easy, okay?"

"Yesah, Jack." He turned to Sharon. "Thet be dl?'

"Yes" She gave a quick, nervous Smile as she pad for the ice cream. Behind her, she heard the
screen door creak as the man in the red cap pushed it open. "I'd like to ask you, though,” she went on,
"have you ever heard of Leo Gottbaum? | understand his house is near here."

"Gottbaum." The oldster in the T-shirt gave her a funny look. "You didn't see the news? He died. It
wasin, like, the daily fax."

"Yes" shesad, "yes, | know. But ... | need to go and see where he used to live, dl the same”

The man folded his arms across his sunken chest. He gri-maced. "It ain't easy to find. And he had
that place defended. All kinds of guns and shit. Automeatic systems, blow you away soon's you get
across the property line. Y ou want to try it, you go on down the road, theré's adirt track, hdf a mile It's
up there, somewheres.” He shook his head. "But | sure as hdl wouldn't mess with it."

"I see" sad Sharon. She looked at the old, scuffed wood of the counter, feding, again, how aone
she was and how unpre-pared to ded with the stuation. "Thanks anyway, | guess." She handed the ice
cream to Damon, then started out of the store.

Outside she paused for aminute, saring a the forest cover-ing the steep hillsde. There was no Sgn
of any humen habitation, but somewhere up there, she fdt sure, there was a refuge full of computer
equipment, with some more of Gottbaum's collaborators running it.

"Where are we going now, Mommy?" He was holding her hand, looking up at her, his mouth rimmed
with ice cream.

"I don't know." She walked him to her car. The man in the red cap was 4ill gtting in his pickup,
watching her through its open window.

She opened the door for Damon, closed it carefully, then went around to the driver's side.

"Hey, lady, 'scuse me"

He looked harmless enough, but in her current frame of mind she wasn't about to give anyone the

bendfit of the doubt. "What isit?' She made her voice sound unfriendly as she shaded her eyes from the
aun, trying to see hisface.

"Maybe | oughta mind my own goddam busness" he said. "But did you say youre looking for
Gottbaum's place?"

She gave a brief, sour amile. "l thought | was, but your friend in the store made it sound asiif 1'd get
mysdf killed."

He chuckled. "That's a red posshility.”

Sharon tried to Sze him up. Even though she was feding defeated, the journdigt in her dways told
her to be persstent. "Did you happen to know Dr. Gottbaum?' she asked.

"Know him? Hell, no. We ran into each other once in a while, but he never said a damn thing. His
daughter, though, she was different. | got to know her red well when she used to live up there”

"You did?' Her interest returned. "Y ou knew Yumi?'



"Yumi. Yeah." He frowned. "Hey, how come you know her name?’

"l saw her just—just awhile ago.” She deliberatdly made the timing vague, dill not quite sure whether
to trust him.

"She's gone back home to Hawaii, isthat right?* He pulled a beer bottle out of a six-pack on the seat
beside him, popped the top, and took a swig.

"Yes" She hestated, then decided to take the risk. "She told me a lot about her father. His work,
and itsimplications. She believed he had some plans that would carry on after his deeth, and she wanted
meto find out about them. You see, I'm ajourndig.”

"Journdig?' He raised his eyebrows. "Like for the maga-zines?'

"No. TV. In Los Angdles”

"Oh, TV." He made it sound like aforeign word. He looked over a her car. "You dways bring your
kid dong on the job?"

She decided to brazen it out. "Sure, when | can't get a baby-gitter.”

"Ha" He drank some more. "How 'bout that." He stuck out his hand, reaching down to her from the
window of the truck. "My name's Jack. Jack Travers™

She shook his hand. He had a surprisingly gentle grip, as if he was afraid of hurting her. "I'm Sharon
Blake" she said.

He nodded earnestly. "Pleased to meet you, Sharon.”
"S0," she sad, "'l guess there's no easy way to go up there and get someone to tak to me”

He shook his head. "I seen some people ill living up there, but they ain't friendly. There was a guy
last week complaning on account of his dog got shot by one of them automatic weap-ons. There's a big
new fence, and a gate, and No Trespassng sgnsdl over.”

"Oh." There was along pause. Jack squinted at the ocean and seemed to have nothing more to say.
"Wadl," Sharon said, "l guess—"

"You know, | dways wondered about it mysdf,” he went on. "What that shitpile of gadgets was for,
and how come he had to have dl the guns and quff." He set his beer aside. "You serious about wanting
to find out?'

"Absolutdy." He wasn't trying to be irritating, she redlized; he just worked on a dower timebase than
people back in Los Angeles. He needed to think things through in his own way.

He tugged a his cap, Sraightening it, lowering the brim a fraction. "Okay, her€'s how you can do it.
Wait down here. | seen 'em come down to buy this and that. Tom, in the store, he's dways bitchin' about
'em, 'cause they don't use cash. There's a tdl, skinny guy, and another one who's got like some kind of
pink mark on his forehead. Birthmark or something. Sometimes the two of 'em come down together,
sometimes just one. They drive a Mitsubishi eectric, a 4x4, you can't miss 'em, no one else around here's
got an dectric 4x4. Usudly they'rekind of late . . . 9x, seven. Two or three hours from now. You hang
around, maybe you can get taking to ‘em. Don't know if it'd help you any, but that's the best | can think
of."

"Thank you, Jack," she said. She gave im awarm smile. "Maybe I'll giveit atry.”

"If you tak to Yumi," he said, pausing to drain his beer, "like on the telephone, you tdl her Jack says
hi. Tdl her I'm dill waiting for her to stop by for dinner, okay?'

She nodded earnestly. "'l will. | promise.”

"Nice meeting you, Sharon." He started his truck. "Take care, with your kid and dl. Seems like he
needs some attention right now." He jerked his head toward her car.

She turned and saw Damon playing with the Ton o' Fun pack, ice cream dl over his face, his hands,
and the keyboard. "Oh my god,” she said. "l better go. Good-bye, and thanks agan." He backed the
truck out then drove off, waving.



Contact

It was an hour before sunset when the pickup truck came down the coast road and turned into the
parking area outsde the store. It was a late-modd dl-terrain vehide with extra stedl-plate welded around
the front, the rear, and the whed arches. Its windows reflected the light oddly, as if they were thicker
then normd glass. It looked better equipped for a gunfight than picking up groceries.

She sat in her car and watched as the driver got out, glanced around, then walked into the store. The
light was too dim, at this point, for her to see him clearly.

Damon had falen adeegp an hour earlier, and sheld put him in the back seat with a blanket over him.
She turned and checked him now and saw that he was 4ill dumbering peace-fully. She hestated. If he
woke up and found her missng, held be upset; but the only safe place for her to do what she wanted
would be indde the Store.

Sowly, trying not to make any noise that would wake him, she dipped out of her car. She closed the
door gently, pushing it till the latch bardly clicked.

The long wait had aready taken its toll on her nerves, and it was a rdief to be doing something
purposeful, eveniif it seemed potentidly dangerous. She waked into the store and paused, dutching her
ams around hersdlf, trying not to fed scared. She heard the man paying for something a the counter,
then saw him coming back down the aide toward her holding a paper bag. He wasin his thirties, wearing
aplan black T-shirt, black pants, and sneakers. He had a pae, narrow face, and there was some sort of
mark on hisforehead. A little pink birthmark, just as Jack had said.

"Excuseme” she sad, "I'd like to ask you something.”

He stopped short, looking surprised, saying nothing. He was holding his purchases in one hand, his
other hand hanging ca-sudly by his side.

She glanced quickly over her shoulder. Through the screen door she could see into her car. Damon
was dill stretched out in the back seat, ill adeep. "My nameis Sharon Blake," she said, turning back to
the manin front of her. "I'm James Bayley's wife"

She waited for the reaction. It came quickly. His shoulders sraightened, his back diffened. His
nodrils flared as he took a quick, deep breath, and his lips pressed tightly together. He reached dowly
behind him with his free hand.

"I'm not threatening you,” Sharon said quickly. "I've come up here with . . . my son; he's only four
years old, in the car outsde." She made a quick, impuldve gesture. Her pulse was begting hard.

"So what do you want?' he asked. His voice was unexpect-edly high-pitched. Maybe, she thought,
he was nervous too. She looked past hm and saw the old guy behind the counter peer-ing down the
ade trying to see what was going on. Good, she was glad he was weatching.

"l want to see the person who's—who's running things”" she said. "I have something | want to offer.
To resolve the Stuation.”

"Come outside," he said, and took a step forward.

She stepped sdeways, blocking him. He wasn't powerfully built, and he seemed unsure of himsdf,
but there was some-thing menacing about him nonetheless. She shook her head firmly. "No."

He hestated. One hand was ill behind him. Sowly, now, he brought it into view. She flinched, then
saw he was just halding a pocket phone. Without looking away from her he raised it to his mouth and
muttered something, then held it to his ear.

"Hey, you guys, what's going on back there?" the guy behind the counter shouted.
"Nothing," Sharon called to him. "I just wanted to ask this man something, that's dl.”
He was dill spesking into his phone. She overheard her name. He repeated it, as if the person at the



other end was asking for darification. Findly, he put the phone back in his pocket. "All right, come up to
the dome" he said. "We can tak."

For a moment, the words didn't quite register. Then she red-ized wha he had said. She fdt a sense
of dation, followed amaost immediately by a deep foreboding. "I have to bring my son.”

He shrugged. "Whatever. But no weapons, and no recording devices. Y ou understand?'

She swallowed hard. "Right. | have to tdl you . . . there are peoplein Los Angdes who know where
| am, and what I'm doing here. They're concerned about my safety.” That was allie, of course; she hoped
it sounded plausble. "Theyll know there's something wrong if | don't cal them later tonight.”

"l undergtand.” He nodded toward the door. "Let's go."
Communication

It was dark in the forest. Her little car struggled with the steep grade, the headlights swinging and
dipping as she bumped over ruts and deadwood. Ahead of her, the 4x4 pushed on dong the narrow,
winding track, bushes and brambles scraping past. It paused a couple of times and waited for her when
she lagged behind.

Damon was gtting beside her, dill wrapped in the blanket, sucking his finger and staring out deepily
a the forett, the dim purple sky showing here and there through the canopy of leaves. He didn't ask
where they were going; he seemed to be in that state where he was too deepy to be properly aware of
the world. She wished she had his aility to accept whatever was happening, to mantain blind fath in
other people to look after him.

A barbed-wire fence came into view, gleaming Slver in the headlight beams. Behind it she saw the
hillcrest slhouetted black againg the darkening sky, and the dome with its win-dowsgomng

Thevehidein front of her waited for an automatic gate to swing out of the way, then edged forward.
She tucked in behind it, dutching the steering tightly. This was where Jm had come; where Yumi had
once lived.

The Mitsubishi stopped unexpectedly and she hit the brakes, dmost running into it. The driver got out
and walked around to her. "Wait here," he shouted to her. "Stay in your car.”

She told hersdf there was nothing to be afraid of; that they wouldn't risk harming her, & this point,
because the lagt thing they wanted was to draw atention to ther activities. Logicdly, that made sense;
emationdly, it was very little reassurance.

In her rearview mirror, she saw the gate swinging down be-hind her, blocking her exit. She was
trapped, now. But some-how that adlayed her fear alittle. She had made her decison; dl she could do
now was follow it through.

A couple of minutes passed. Findly, atdl, thin figure emerged from the dome and joined the man
Sharon had spoken to. They both walked toward her.

"You can get out of your car," the tal one said. His voice was quiet and relaxed, very laconic. "We
have to check you before you can come indde”

She saw he was holding something in his hand. "What's that you're carrying?' she shouted through
her half-open window, hestaing to open the door.

"It's ametd detector.” He held it so that she could see it in her headlight beams. "Also sengtive to
mogt kinds of explo-sives.”

They would have more reason to be nervous about her, she redized, than she had to be nervous
about them. She made her decison and turned to Damon. "Come on, honey.”

"I'm tired, Mommy." He looked up a her asif to say, Isdl thisredly necessary?
"It won't take long," she said. She scooped him up in her arms and stepped out into the darkness.



Thetdl, skinny man moved around her, sweeping the detec-tor up and down, then checked Damon
aswdl.

He stepped back and turned to his companion. " Seems okay."

The other man shook his head. "1 ill think we should have Ieft them down on the coast road.”

"No, that's been the problem dl dong. Not enough communication, you know? Everyone so
paranoid, like they're doing espionage instead of science.”

Maybe, thought Sharon, this conversation was for her bene-fit, and the two men were playing a good
cop/bad cop routine. But the tall one sounded asif he meant what he was saying.

"I tdl you, Mike, Leo wouldn't like this™"

"Maybe not, but Leo isn't here right now." He turned to Sharon. "Come on. Bring your kid."

Device Unavailable

She walked into the big, bright space and stood saring at dl the screens and consoles and meta
cabinets, some of them open for maintenance, drcuit boards stacked on workbenches, test equipment
ganding amid loops of cable. Just ten days ago, she thought to hersdf, Jm was here. This was where he
met Leo Gottbaum, before—before Gottbaum killed him.

She lifted Damon up, hugging him to her. He was ill half-adeep, blinking at dl the gadgets. She
knew she shouldn't be subjecting him to this, but something about the manner of the tal man had made
her fed alittle more secure. He didn't have the kind of fanaticdiam she'd expected. He seemed bored, as if
hewas jus a caretaker.

"Better St over here” he said, leading her across to a table by some windows.

"Thanks" She saw him dlearly now that she was ingde in the light. He had strange, dreamy eyes, and
he didn't seem interested in looking at her. He was very lad back ... or was he, redly? Maybe he was
sharper than he seemed. It was hard to figure him out.

She sat down at the table, holding Damon on her Igp. "Don't worry," she said. "Everything's okay."
She hugged him to her.

The tdl man sat down opposite her. "I guess we should get introduced. My names Mike
Butterworth."

Shetried not to show her surprise at recognizing his name from Jm's notes. "I've . . . heard of you,"
sesad.

"Heard of me?'

"You were part of the LifeScan project.” Maybeif she was bold and seemed knowledgesble, they'd
respect her more. She knew how she mugt seem, a woman with her young child, obvi-oudy not in a
pogtion of strength.

She glanced at the other man. He was Stting on a stool by one of the workbenches, giving her a cold,
herd stare.

"That's Paul,” said Butterworth. "Paul Hartman. He's into hardware. He's doing some maintenance.”
"Mommy?' Damon wriggled in her arms, trying to get com-fortable. "Mommy, can | go to deep soon?"

She considered the Stuation. As she understood it, Gott-baum had lived here. It was his residence,
s0 there had to be at least one bedroom. "Is there somewhere my son could lie down while we tak?' she
asked. "It might make things easer.”

Butterworth gave her a curious look, as if she intrigued him. "Sure, just make yoursdf at home" he
sad. "l mean, hdl, now youre in here, why not? There's a spare bedroom just through there” He
sounded sarcatic.

"I didn't mean—" she began.



"Go on. Go ahead."

She decided to take him at hisword. "Thank you," she said, sanding up, hoising Damon on her hip,
feding glad of the diverson.

She waked into a hdlway and found a door standing open, a smdl room beyond. There was a bed
with a homemeade patch-work quilt, and she immediatdy knew that this must have been Yumi's room. It
fdt good, knowing that; it seemed like a good omen. She laid Damon on the bed, pulled the quilt over
him, and looked around a the modest furniture: a rickety old chest of drawers, a pegged-wood rocking
charr with a shawl over the back of it, a mirror framed with seashdls.

Damon lay on his side, curling up under the quilt, sucking his finger, wetching her through half-closed
eyes. She kissed him on the forehead and stroked his face. "We going home soon, Mommy?' he said.

"Soon. Just take a nap while | talk to the people here. Okay? I'll be right next door, where we were
amoment ago."

"Mmmhm." He closed his eyes.

She sat with him awhile longer. Within five minutes, he was ade.

When she walked back into theliving area it looked to her as if Butterworth and Hartman had been
having some kind of argument. Hartman seemed moody and irriteble, Butterworth was ignoring him,
daing at the darkness outside the windows.

"All right," said Sharon, taking her seat again, "now | can speak more fredy." She clasped her hands
on the table in front of her. "'l want to talk to you about my husband.”

Butterworth turned his attention back to her. He didn't say anything.

"I—I understand,” she went on, "that in some sense, he's ill dive. Maybe dl the equipment in here
has something to do with sugtaining him, I don't know."

Butterworth dowly shook his head. "If you're asking me, I'd have to say that that's the kind of
quedtion | can't answer."

She paused, frowning a him. "you don't seem to under-stand, how painful thisis for me. | mean, it
was very difficult to come here. | was hoping we could speak frankly about this without playing games,
and . . . settle things amicably be-tween us”

Now he looked puzzied. "I'm not playing games. And spesk-ing of amicable—| mean, theré's a
laboratory in Long Beach that just burned down, wiping out thirty years of work."
Was he saying that was her fault? She couldn't figure im out. "L ook—"

He leaned forward, findly engaging himsdf in the conversation. "No, hold on a minute, dl right? |
want to tdl you some-thing."

She sghed in exasperation. "Will you please—"

"Ligen to me" Histone was suddenly very sharp. He stared directly at her.

The change in him disconcerted her. "All right.”

"Okay. Imagine there's like an idand. On this idand, you can have anything you want. You can live
forever. It'slike nirvana, you know? There's only one way to get there, though. It's a bridge, which took
these people hdf ther livesto build. Now, there's five of 'em who've made it across the bridge onto the
idand, and a couple friends of theirs waiting for ther turn. These friends helped out in the past, you
understand, so they were promised a free trip to the idand. But right at the last minute, the people who
built the bridge get word that there's a troublemaker who wants to destroy everything. They get so
paranoid that in order to protect ther idand, they burn down the bridge. Just like that." He leaned back.
"So how do you think you'd fed, if you'd been one of the people Ieft waiting on the shore?!

Sowly, she absorbed what hed said. "You mean,” she said, "you yoursdf—"
"No, not me. Paul." He nodded toward the men at the work-bench.
"Oh." She glanced uneedly at Hartman, then back a But-terworth. "Bt if it's redly such a wonderful



place, why aren't you—"

Butterworth picked up a pen. He dated doodling on a piece of scrap paper. "Some
people—computer people, especidly— tdl me | have a mysticd outlook. | study Zen Buddhism. |
bdievein the unity of mind and body. Digitizing my brain, shutting it in a box, is not my persond peth to
nirvana" He had drawn a circle in the center of the paper and was adding lines radiating from it, like a
kid's picture of the sun. "In any case," he went on, "there's a snag. Suppose there's a bunch of people
who are doing some work with the human mind, scan-ning it, taking it to pieces like a dice a a time,
WEel, there's dl kinds of neet gadgets to hdp do it, but it's ared delicate opera-tion, and only one guy on
the team has the necessary manud skill, because the others are dl theorists. So he can scan them, no
problem; but who's going to scan him?”'

She redized, as he was speaking, the implications. "That means—you were the one who operated on
my husband.”

He suddenly scribbled over his doodle, obliterating it. He pushed the piece of paper asde. "That's
another question which | obvioudy can't answer.” He looked out of the window. "Although | guess | will
say that if | understand what you mean, your husband must have been dready dead with his brain frozen.
And the operation that was performed would have been the only chance he had for his intdligence to
ur-vive"

Across the room, Hartman set down the circuit board held been working on and pushed back his
gool. "Mike, | just don't see the point of this We don't need to tdl her anything. There's nothing we're
going to get out of this. It's just an unnecessary risk.”

"Like| said before—" Butterworth began.

"You don't even know what she's here for," Hartman went on. "Why the hdl did she come up here?!

Butterworth paused. He nodded to himsdf. "That's a legiti-mate question.” He turned back to
Sharon. "Why did you come here? Paul wants to know."

Sharon remembered the little speech that sheld prepared. It had seemed persuasve when shed
rehearsed it in her head. But now she wasn't so sure. "'l was going to tdl you,” she began, "tha I'd
decided | couldn' tolerate my Stuaion any longer. Knowing my husband is dive but ungble to be with
him—it's unbearable. It seemed to methat if severd people had actudly chosen to be converted into the
date he's in, there must be some pogtive aspects to it. So, I—I came here to find out more about it.
Because if that's the only way | can be with him, | might want to have it done to me, and to my son.”

Thereit was her confession, and her request.

There was a short slence. The cooling fans in the equipment murmured in the background.

"You should've thought of this before" said Hartman, sounding angry and hitter. He gave her a brief,
malicious glance, then turned away.

"What Paul means,” said Butterworth, "isthat the bridge is gone, and there's no way to get it back.”

She shifted uncomfortably in her chair. "But you surely can't expect me to believe that you didn't save
the gadgets from the laboratory before—"

"You think it's easy to whed out a couple tons of equipment from a defense contractor's private
labs?' said Hartman. "Y ou think they just tdl you sure, go right ahead, take anything you want?'

"W, then," she persisted, "there must be a way to re-build—"
"Ten years, five million dollars" he snapped at her.

"In any case," said Butterworth, dill sounding patient, low-key, refusing to acknowledge the tenson
in the room, "what you're talking about could never be done to your boy. See, intdligence it just a
meatter of what'sin the cdlls. It's how the cdlls are connected. And the connections take awhile to grow.”

"You scan and store a four-year-old,” said Hartman, "hell be able to learn Suff and remember it, but
hell dways be a four-year-old.”



She looked from one man to the other. Bit by hit, they were chipping away a the hope shed built
ingde her head. "That's redly true?’

Butterworth picked up the piece of paper that hed doodled on. He screwed it into a bdl and
dumped it in awaste bin. "It's dearly and demongrably true” he said. "So it seems to me, when it comes
down to it, you're stuck with your Stuation, and we're stuck with ours. And | guess we understand each
other now. Right?'

She fdt the tendon dowly draning out of her. There redly was no way to achieve what she
wanted—if, in fact, she'd redly wanted it.

She looked at the equipment duttering the dome. "All right, | guess | can't be with him. But—cant |
tak to him again? | mean, he mus be here somewhere, with dl this suff you have—"

"You keep asking things | can't answer,” sad Butterworth. He shook his head, as if the Stuation
troubled him. "Let me put it thisway. | could show you something that looked and sounded just like your
husband. Understand what I'm saying? Maybe it's hm stored in a computer someplace. Or maybe it's
just agmulation.”

She nodded. "All right.”

Butterworth looked over a Hartman. "Any problems with that, Paul ?'

"We don't owe her anything.”

"Dont look at it as a debt,” sad Butterworth. "Look at it as mantaning diplomatic reations, you
know? Or look &t it as karma.”

Hatman dghed. He gave Butterworth an exasperated look, then went to a console. He typed
something. "Mike, you want to use the monitor, you do it."

"Come on." Butterworth stood up, gesturing toward the key-board and the screen.

"Jud like that?' She followed him across the room, feding a knot of excitement growing in her,
replacing the futility thet hed filled her a moment before.

"Wadl, thereés some protocol to ded with firs." He sat down and started typing a series of
commands. Text appeared on the screen and he paused, walting.

There was a black leather chair beside him, stacked with papers. She nudged the documents to one
Sde and perched on the edge of the chair, watching anxioudy.

He turned away from the screen. "Paul? I'm not getting a readback.”

Hartman walked over to him. "You stated your code?"

"Yeeh, | did that.”

Hartman took the keyboard out of Butterworth's hands. He rattled off a series of commands. "The
operating system is there" he said. "The command interpreter checks out okay." He paused. "But no
Leo."

"S0 go direct to one of the others" said Butterworth.

There were a couple of minutes of slence broken only by the intermittent sound of the keys. Sharon

watched the two men, wishing she knew more about the technology. Hartman was looking more and
more puzzled, then worried. "'l don't get it," he said. "Everyonés offline”

Sharon leaned over s0 she could peek a the screen hersdlf. There were some messages on it in a
mixture of systlem code and plan text. Then, aruptly, the screen cleared. New text appeared. Sharon
leaned closer to read it.

The message was cryptic but succinct:
DEVICE UNAVAILABLE.

Downtime



Consciousness resumed admogt without a bresk. Bayley found himsdf dill in his apartment, dill
dumped in his chair beside the phone. He sat up cautioudy, looking around. With-out hunger or any
other physica cues it was impossible to tdl how long hedd been offline. Subjectively, the intervd had
seemed to ladt for just afew seconds.

Something was chiming. He quickly reached for the phone, thinking he was being given a chance to
continue his conversartion with Sharon. But then he redized the sound was coming from his front door.

Disappointed, he stood up. He noticed the redtime clock incorporated in his digitd video system,
digplaying the day and time: Monday, 8:05 am. That was disconcerting. He had fdt, vagudy, that it was
evening. And had aweek redly passed snce hedd firg found himsdf ingde the system?

He went to the door, wondering why MAPHIS was atnouncing someone this way indead of
moving the person di-rectly into Bayley's living area. Maybe his vistor was another infomorph who had
to respect the parameters of Bayley's per-sonad space—his domain. Was that how it worked? Admission
only by consent?

He opened the door and found himsdf saring at a tadl, mus-cular man in a white jumpsuit. He had
curly blond hair and a tanned, handsome face with clear blue eyes. He respectfully indlined his head. "Mr.
Bayley," he said. "One of your com-panions wishes to see you. Would you come with me, please?’

Bayley wasin no mood for games; hismind was dill ful of Sharon, and he fet a powerful emotiond
hangover from his telephone cdl. "What the hdl are you taking about?'

There was a pause. "Will you come with me please? One of your companions wishes to see you."

Looking into the figures blank face and unblinking eyes, Bayley redized he was deding with a
pseudomorph, like the nurse that MAPHIS had sent to vist him when held firs com-plained about not
having any company. He turned his head. "MAPHIS," he said, speaking to the center of his living room,
"who wants to see me? What isthis?'

The information you request is not available, the neutra, syn-thetic voice answered from the
gpeakers of hisvideo system.

Bayley fdt alittle spasm of irritation. "All | want is to talk to my wife again. Can't you get the phone
working the way it was before?"

That is not permitted.
"Will you come with me, please?" the blond man started again. "One of your companions—"

"All right, why not," said Bayley. He walked out into the hallway, turned to close his apartment door,
and then checked himsdf. Why bother? Herein MAPHIS, home security was a meaningless concept.

He followed the blond man down the stairs, remembering al the times held run down to the garage in
the moming to drive to work. Those days were beginning to seem like memories of life in another
country. He wondered if that meant he was beginning to get used to the idea of being trapped here.

Out in the street he found long shadows, the sun just begin-ning to dimb in the east, the air amdling of
foliage moig with dew. The time of day was consstent, he redlized, with the time held seen on the video
readout. Maybe it was actudly in sync with the outsade world. In the redspace verson of his
neighbor-hood, people might be getting up and going to work at this very moment, with Sharon among
them.

But here in MAPHIS the dtreet was deserted, more like a Sunday than a Monday. The blond,
muscular man led the way dong the sdewak and Bayley followed, past the flowering cacti, the ivy
dimbing the beige stucco of his gpartment build-ing

Jugt ahead, a the intersection, was the street where French and Voss had pulled him out of his car
and taken hm away. The associations were so unpleasant, he wasn't sure he wanted to see the spot
where it had happened. But as he turned the corner, he discovered he needn't have worried. Changes
hed been made.



The dtreet terminated as if someone had cut the concrete with a par of shears. Instead of little
backyards behind the suburban homes, there were radling meadows of vivid green dotted with
monuments and temples of white marble. Men in white robes were gralling among groves of willow
trees. It was like a fantasy verson of ancient Greece.

Bayley stopped and stared at the panorama. His surprise was dulled by dl the other trangtions hed
experienced ingde MAPHIS. Strange as this was, it was less disorienting then the Swiss Alps or the
surface of the Moon had been.

He walked off the end of his Street into the verdant meadow and fdt the turf yidd under his weight,
as soft as afoam mat-tress. The sunlight shifted subtly, becoming hezy and mdlow, tinged with gold. He
heard a fant fluttering above him, looked up, and saw a flock of cherubs passing overhead, pink little
bodies borne on tiny ornamental feathered wings. Who, he wondered, could have programmed this
foolishness?

He looked behind him. His neighborhood was il there if he wanted to turn around and go back. But
he was intrigued, now, despite himsdif.

"Will you come with me, please?' said his guide, walting for him. "One of your companions—"

"All right, dl right." He walked farther into the impossibly luxuriant meadow, past one of the little

white temples, where water flowed from an ornamenta spigot and a woman was stting on awal of stone
braiding blossomsinto her long hair. She was like a figure from a Pre-Raphadlite painting.

Bayley's guide led him through a shady glen where a bearded centaur stood under the trees,
srumming alute. Then, as he emerged back into the strangely golden light, he saw his desti-nation: a huge
temple, marble steps leading up to a double row of Doric columns, lintds embelished with an elaborate
frieze.

He waked up the steps and passed between the columns, his footsteps echoing around him. Ahead,
he heard voices and laughter and the dink of glasses. As he entered the inner sanc-tum he found himsdf
among a crowd of beautiful people.

The walls were of white stone, the floor was inlad with a vadt, intricate mosaic, and the roof was
open to the sky. Gold sarving dishes were mounded with fruit and delicacies. Elegant long-haired women
were redining on cushions, lazy and bored, dressed in digphanous white dresses and extravagant jewdry.
Men in togas were moving among them sarving food and drink.

Bayley followed his guide down the length of the room. At the far end, he saw, was atdl gold throne,
and seated on it was a figure in a dress of shimmering slver. She was flanked by an honor guard of
muscular men holding spears, and more men were seated at her feet.

Bayley reached the steps leading up to the throne. The woman in it was veiled. As he watched, she
dowly pulled the film of white away from her face.

She was young and beautiful, with pure black hair cascading down in waves around her shoulders.
She watched him with enigmetic green eyes. She had an imperious ar as if she was posing, conscious of
her own beauty. "Mr. Bayley," she said, "how kind of you to accept my invitation." . Bayley looked at
her. He turned and stared at the palatid surroundings, then looked back at her again.

She waked down the steps to him, her dress tralling behind her. She gave him a reproachful |ook.
"You know, dl my other subjects kned a my feet when they address me”

He saw her ddicate face, her flawless ivory skin, her gener-ous mouth, her dender neck. He
remembered himsdf and Gottbaum on the beach, remade by MAPHIS to be young studs with big
muscles. This had to be the same kind of thing. "Rosdind French," he said, sounding more sure about it
then he redly fdt. "Aren't you getting kind of old for this kind of foolishness™

She gave im an irritated look. "Bayley, don't you have any poetry in your soul? You were tiresome
enough in real space. Do you have to be tiresome here, too?"

He decided it wasn't worth answering her. He turned to go.



"All right, well get normd if that's what you want." She no longer sounded like a princess. She had
the East Coast accent he remembered, the clipped, impatient manner. She waved her hand, and the
honor guard abruptly demateridized. The guests and the gold dishes disappeared. Within seconds, the
temple was empty of life "Thisway," she said.

She went to the wall behind the throne and opened a smdl wooden door. Cautioudy, he followed
her through.

The room beyond was furnished in antiques, like the bed-room where he had found himsdf when he
firs woke up ingde MAPHIS. There were oversuffed armchairs, gold-framed ail paintings, a pendulum
clock on a mantepiece above a large fireplace where logs were burning. Outside the windows he saw a
New England smdl-town street under a heavy gray sky. Snow was fdling.

He looked behind him. The marble temple was il there and beyond it, the green meadows. It was a
jarring discontinuity. He closed the door, laiching it.

When he turned around and faced the room again he found that her appearance had normdized itsdf.
She looked exactly the way he remembered her from his vigt to the laboratory and his period as her
prisoner: a tal woman with a serious, intdli-gent face, her har pulled back, gray eyes regarding him
deadi-ly. Instead of the white lab coat she was now wearing a beige cashmere sweater and freshly
pressed black pants.

The trangtion had been so abrupt, he couldn't help reacting. he saw his disoriented expression.
"Sorry," she said, with a perfunctory amile. "l was forgetting; you haven't had much time to get used to
the transformations here. | did it without thinking."

He waked to one of the amchars and sat down dowly, tentatively on the edge of it. "As |
understand it,”" he said, "I've been in here alot longer than you.”

She nodded, her face showing something that he couldn't quite pin down—regret? "Yes, thet is how
you would under-stand it." She sat in a chair opposite, moving quickly but with poise. She crossed her
legs and rested her hands on her knee. "Perhaps | owe you an explanation.”

He watched her, waiting. The clock on the mantelpiece ticked dowly, deliberately. He glanced & it
and saw that it showed the time as a quarter after five The light outsde was dmming; a showy evening
drawing into night. So the time of day in MAPHIS wasn't redtime, after dl. It was loca to each domain.

She saw him glance a the clock, and she shook her head. "It's far more deceptive than you think.
Tdl me, how long, dtogether, do you think you've been indde MAPHIS?'

Bayley sensed an unpleasant revelation coming, adthough he couldn't imagine what it might be. He
carefully thought back to the sequence of events snce hed fird regained consciousness in the barren
concrete plaza. "Between five and seven days," he said. "Plus the intervals when | was unconscious. The
down-time, whatever you want to cdl it."

Agan, her face showed the enigmatic expresson that might have been regret. "Those intervds lasted
longer than you imag-ine. Measured by internal time, you've been insgde MAPHIS for dmod thirty-five
years. I'm a rddive newcomer; I've only been in here about a decade. But I've been conscious dl the
time, whereas you have not.”

He stared at her. The numbers registered but made no sense. "Just—jud a little while ago,”" he said,
"I taked to my wife. In the outsde world. Realspace, isnt that what you cal it? She wasn't thirty-five
years older. She sounded—"

"I said internal time" she interrupted. "You obvioudy haven't thought it through. No reason you
should; you're not a scientist.” There was a trace of ditismin the way she sad it.

"In a human being," she went on, "nerve impulses travel rdatively dowly. They involve changes of
chemica state, which take time. But you're not a person anymore. You're an infomorph, your thoughts
are pure dectricity, and the messages in your mind are now moving near the speed of light. Of course,
there are some practicd factors MAPHIS has to keep your senses supplied with data, and managing this



sensory in-put limits the speed of the system. Even so, your thoughts are operating about one thousand
times as fagt in here as they used to operate in your biologicd brain, and the clocks that MAPHIS
disilays are geared up to maich, so they look right to us. According to the one up there on the
mantelpiece, weve been in this room for about five minutes In actud fact, in redtime, this whole
conversation has taken less than hdf a second.”

Bayley absorbed it dowly. It made sense, and he fdt foolish for not having thought of it himsdf. "But
... | was dill able to communicate with Sharon, in the outside world,” he said. "Even though she was
living a thousand times more dowly—"

"When one of us interfaces with realspace, MAPHIS can temporarily dow his timebase" she said.
"You have no refer-ence point, so you never notice the change.”

Bayley nodded. "l see” He sat back in his chair, pressing his fingers to his temples. "So if | believe
you," he said, "and | think | have to bdieve you, during the whole period I've been insde MAPHIS, I've
been active for less than one percent of the time. No, make that point one percent. What the hdl has
been going on? Why have | been kept unconscious?'

"I'm afrad you have Dr. Gottbaum to thank for that,” she said.

"Gottbaum?' He looked a her sharply.

She nodded. "You know his higtory, do you? The old radical. Hates the government, hates the police
most of dl. You know what they used to shout in street demonstrations when he was in college? 'Off the
pigs.’ Meaning, Kill the cops.' He despised you, Mr. Bayley. But not just because you worked for the
FBI. You jeopardized hiswhole lifes work."

Bayley laughed sourly. "Great. Wonderful." He stood up and walked around the room, past a corner
cabinet full of cut-glass crysd, a large gold-framed mirror, a Victrola on a andl ma-hogany table. He
paused at the window, pulled the maroon drape aside, and peered down & the street. He was up on the
second floor, he discovered. An old car chugged past—a Stude-baker from the 1930s. The street was
lined with Victorian man-sons, ornate facades rimmed with white. Two kids were playing, throwing
snowbdls at each other. It looked like a Nor-man Rockwell painting. “So what ese did Gottbaum do to
me? Can you tdl me the detalls?"

"If you wish. Y ou remember waking up in the concrete plaza, with something chasing you?'

He laughed shortly. "I'd say | remember that.”

"Leo wanted to see what would happen if an infomorph was severdly stressed. Remember, we had
no relidble experimentd data. Animals seemed to survive, but animds probably don't have consciousness
aswe know it. It was quite possible that the shock of transformation could turn out to be more than the
human mind could cope with."

Bayley turned away from the window. "So | served my pur-pose as a test subject,” he said. "And
after that—"

"After we had established the viahility of the process, we wanted to see what would happen in the
longer term. Would the simuli redlly seem convincing? Would someone go crazy with boredom or
londiness?' She looked down, embarrassed to meet his eyes. "I monitored your attempt to reconstruct
your wife. It was . . . quite sad.”

"Thanks for the condolences.”

She stood up and walked over to him, stopping a few feet away. "If it's any consolation—I guess it
won't be, but I'll say this anyway—I have alot of misgivings about the way you were treated. That's easy
to say, of course, but | mean it. I've had alot of time to think."

He said nothing, wetching her, waiting while she seemed to take the time to order her thoughts. "I
don't know if you can understand how crazy we dl were," she went on. "Knowing we were at the end of

thirty years of research, literally achieving immortality—and a man with a badge shows up, threstening to
destroy everything we've worked for. It wasn't just Leo who hated you; | did, too. | had a degenerative



condition that was dowly crippling me, and would have been fatd within a short space of time. LifeScan
was my only hope. | think back now, and | wonder if there could have been some other way of ded-ing
with you when you discovered us. At the time, Leo wanted to have you killed, plan and smple; but
Jeremy, Hans, and mysdf said it was out of the question, so Leo said, "All right, let's get some use out of
him. He can be our experimenta sub-ject.’ And that seemed like a very decent compromise” She
laughed and shook her head. "It redly seemed completely rea-sonable, dmogt asif you should have been
thenkful to us"

"I see" He waked dowly back to his chair. "I suppose | appreciate your frankness" He stared at the
flamesin the fire-place. "So after I'd served my purpose as a guinea pig, the old guy had me shut down.
Was that what happened at the end of the London scenario | wasin?'

"No, that was a genuine system falure. But it came at a convenient moment. Leo was ready to have
himsdf uploaded, and he said he wasn't going to share his system with a cop. He knew we would have
refusad to erase you, and he saw there might be some future use for you, so we put you in storage.
Until—wdl, until he needed you. As he told you, out in real-space your wife was meking us very
nervous. It looked as if she was trying to provoke an investigation. We started working flat out, doing
scans as fast as we could, terrified that we could be shut down &t the last minute. | went without deep for
four nights, supervising the upload of Leo, Jeremy, and Hans. On my lagt night in realspace, just when |
was ready for my own upload, | found your wife was falowingme. | ... was very angry. | spoke more
fredy than | should have.

"Then | was uploaded into MAPHIS, and Leo took you out of storage to persuade you to tdl your
wife to quit. That's why he gave you a guided tour through the system; he wanted to prove life could be
worth livingin here, so you'd fed more motivated to ask your wife to back off, for fear of killing usdl.”

Bayley nodded wearily. "Okay. It makes sense” He sghed. "I need a drink. Is that possble? Can
we drink, and get intoxi-cated?'

She gave him an ironic look. "Intoxication is the least of it. There are quite a variety of ways to get
high as an infomorph." For a moment he saw something in her—a sensudity, a hunger that he wouldnt
have guessed she possessed. But then her sdlf-control reasserted itsdf, and the weakness was erased.
"Youll find liquor in the bottom of the cabinet over there” she told him.

He located a bottle of bourbon, took out a glass, and hdf-filled it. The liquid looked dightly odd as
he poured it, and he remembered, again, Gottbaum's little lecture on the problems of smulaing fluids in
moation.

He sipped the drink, and swdlowed; and the taste wasn't exactly right, either. Still, he redized he
could drink as much as he wanted and sober up whenever he wanted, and there'd never be a hangover.

He went back and sat down. "So Herr Gottbaum was in charge, the way you tdl it," he said. "And
you were just obeying orders. Is that right?’

A fant flush of pink showed at her cheekbones. Her mouth made tiny movements as if she couldn't
decide what to say.

"That's not an entirdy far characterization,” she told him, retregting into her dignity.

He shrugged. "At this point, | don't much care. What inter-ests meiswhy you've taken the trouble to
wake me up thistime around.”

"That's very ample” she said, rdaxing alittle now that he wasn't attacking her. "I've been going out of
my mind with boredom, Mr. Bayley. | amply wanted someone to talk to."

He laughed without humor. "l seem to remember Gottbaum saying the same thing."

She hesitated. "Wdl, maybe he did. But . . . I've been in here for ten subjective years, remember?

You saw that fantasy | wasliving in. There have been others. They were fun for awhile. | indulged mysdlf
inevery way | could. But after ten years. . ."

He watched her, surprised by the way she was taking about her persond life.



She seemed to sense his thoughts. "You learn not to have any secrets in MAPHIS. With his
privileged access, Leo could sam-ple any of our experiences, any time. In any case, when you gart living
out your fantasies, they don't seem so shocking anymore. You begin to wonder why you should have
ever been ashamed of them.”

He nodded. "I guess that makes sense. Although, when | saw you in that Greek temple, dl | thought
was that it seemed kind of corny.”

She gave him a defengve, resentful glance. "Maybe it is Maybe most fantases are. But . . . why the
hdl not? Why not have men kissng my feet and meking love to me for days a a time?" Now she
sounded the way he remembered her: defiant, ready for a confrontation.

"Did you redly imagine I'd play dong with that?' he asked.

She shrugged dismissvey. "Not redly. | just fdt like receiv-ing you that way. My conceit, if you like.
I'm not dways the dragon lady you probably think | am, Mr. Bayley. | may even have a sense of humor.”

He took another swalow of his drink. He was beginning to fed a little warm glow. Fast, he thought;
acohol on an empty stomach. And then he reminded himsdlf that he had no physcd stomach; the whole
experience was asmulaion. It could be as fast or as dow as he wanted.

"It's quite possible" he said, "that you're a nice person in some ways. | guess you've been trying to
make that clear. But you know, even if | could forgive and forget what happened to me, | don't think
we're ever going to get very friendly.”

"AHne" She stood up suddenly and spread her arms. "That's perfectly okay with me. God, Bayley, do
you redize how long it's been since | had a redly good argument? I'd sdttle for anything, at this point.
Even this conversation is aluxury.”

He looked a her and laughed. There was something funny about her being stuck insde her own
fantasy, intoxicated with sex and smulated drugs, indulging hersdf seven days a week, and going crazy
for someone to argue with. "Can't you bicker with your pas?' he said. "Voss, and Porter—"

"Hans never regained consciousness.” Her mood was sud-denly somber. "We're dill working on it.
The ped and the scan were good; hisinteligenceisintact. It just won't—come to life The trouble is, we
dill don't redly know what consciousness is. Weve copied five human brains, and we know how to feed
sensations into them and interpret their output, but even now, with the dectronic amulaions totdly
avalable to us, we're dill in the process of decoding their internd functions” She sat down again and
sghed. "Poor Hans"

"Bresks my heart," Bayley said. He dill remembered V oss taking away his gun and thregtening to kill
him.

"I wasn't asking for your sympathy,” she snapped.

"Okay," he said. "Let's et that one pass. What about Porter?’

"Jeremy came through okay. But Jeremy, you know, is— well, hel's not a conversationdidt. | think his
ultimete dream, redlly, was to become part of a computer, to haveit as an extenson of himsdf. And he's
achieved that. He's spent the past fifteen years upgrading the MAPHIS software while living in it and
being sustained by it. It's hacker heaven, as far as he's concerned.”

Bayley put down hisempty glass. "Okay, how about But-terworth?"

"Miched chose to remain outside. He's looking after the system.”

"Interesting. All right, last and least, there's Leo Gott-baum.”

"Yes, Leo was some sort of company, for a while. But . . . you've got to understand, the way | got
into this project. He recruited us right out of graduate school. Me, and Jeremy, and Michad. We idolized
him. He was our hero. It was a bit disllu-soning when | redized, quite late, that he was—well, usng us.
Once we finished building MAPHIS, and we scanned him and made him into an infomorph, he more or
less abandoned us. He retreated into his domain and hardly ever came out. We couldn't even discover
what he was working on. All we knew was that he used his privileged access to alocate a huge block of



MAPHIS memory for his own private purposes.”
"Hejud . . . cut you off? And you don't know what he's been doing in there ever snce?'
"That's correct.”

There was something odd about the way she had been tdling the story. Then he redlized what it was
she was udng the past tense, as if everything she described was over and done with, and things had
changed snce then. "So where's Gottbaum now?' he asked. "No, let me guess. Porter findly got a
handle on what he was up to, yes? He told you, and you didn't like the sound of it, and there was maybe
some sort of power sruggle. Am | close?”

She paused. "That's very perceptive, Mr. Bayley." She didn't say it condescendingly; she looked at
hm with respect. "From the indde, as infomorphs, we obvioudy can't dter the structure —the actud
hardware—of MAPHIS. That would be like a tape recording trying to adter the structure of the tape on
which it was recorded. So there was no way to cut the link that Leo had wired for himsdf, giving him
direct control over the operating system. But before Jeremy was scanned, he did a lot of work on the
command interpreter, and he left hmsdf a back door. Many programmers do that, you know. They
leave themsdves a secret entry point, bypassng the usud safeguards, so they can regain contral if they
ever need to. This means that after Jer-emy had been brought into MAPHIS as an infomorph, he and
Leo both had their own kind of privileged access. Leo's being hardwired and theoreticaly unassailable,
Jeremy's being more vulnerable but carefully hidden in huge chunks of program code. For a while they
played hacker hide-and-seek, trying to block each other, till Jeremy findly did some sort of end run and
persuaded MAPHIS that Leo's domain was now empty, So any ingructions coming out of it were system
errors and should be ignored.”

She stood up and walked to the door. "We should go and see Jeremy; he can explain it better than |
can, if you're interested. We're now in his house, you know; thisis his domain.”

Bayley got to his feet. He was feding better from the bour-bon, more relaxed, more able to cope. He
dill didn't like Rosalind French very much; her persondity grated on his nerves. But she was easier to
ded with than Gottbaum had been. "You're sure you redly have old Leo under control?' he said, as he
followed her to the door.

"Absolutely. The fact that you're conscious proves it. He refused to dlow you to be woken unless it
was absolutely neces-sary.” She gave him a demure, sdf-satisfied smile "But | told Jeremy | wanted you
reanimated. Even though he's the one with privileged access, now, he dill tendsto do what | say.”

Toys

He followed her up carpeted dairs, past an aspidistra in a brass urn and framed engravings of street
scenes in the 1800s. The house amdled of old polished wood, mothbdls, and laven-der. "Porter
designed this place?’

"Yes. He was an orphan, you know. He dways imagined growing up back in the 1950sin some kind
of traditiond family in a big old manson. He lives here with a pseudomorph father who goes to work
each day, and a pseudomorph mother who cooks him medls downgtairs in the kitchen.”

"But the decor looks more like 1850 than 1950."

"W, his ideas about hisory are a bit vague. Just remember, though, he's happy with the house the
way it is—happier than he's ever been.” She gave Bayley awarning look. "All of us have secret lives, Mr.
Bayley. In here, they're not secret anymore; they're on public display. You saw mine, and you poked fun
a it. Be alittle more diplomatic with Jeremy.”

They had reached the third floor. The caling doped in; evi-dently, this was the attic. There was a
door at the top of the sairs and a porcdain belpush beside it. Rosalind pressed the bell and waited.

The door was opened by a young woman in a short pink dress with a low-cut neckline. She was



blond and big-breasted with wide blue eyes, and she gave them a sexy amile "Hi, Dr. French. Hi, Mr.
Bayley. Come to see the genius at work?'

Bayley redized hed met her before. In a different costume, she had been the nurse that MAPHIS
hed sent to him when he'd wanted company.

"Yes, weve come to see Jeremy,” said Rosdind.
"So come on in" She stepped back, Hill tregting them to her fixed, radiant amile

Bayley found himsdf in an enormous space, much larger than any old-fashioned attic could possibly
be. It was crammed with toys—mode railroads, erector sets, plasiic modd kits, in-flatable dinosaurs,
dot-racing cars, remote-controlled airplanes, rocket ships, arcade video games, antique pinbal machines.
Cartons were strewn across tables and workbenches, a caval-cade of garish color. He fdt as if he were
waking into a con-temporary verson of Santa's workshop.

At firg he couldn't see Porter anywhere. Then he located him in a bare, empty area & the far end of
the attic, gtting in a swivd-char beside, aplain sed desk with a sngle piece of paper lying in the center
of it. A dog was sprawled on the floor a his feet—Sam, the golden retriever who had jumped up and
pawed Bayley's chest. The toyslay ignored, most of the boxes Hill unopened, as if owning them was dl
thet redly mattered. Porter was garing into space with an abstracted expression, neither happy nor sad,
oblivious to his surroundings.

He had radicdly changed his appearance. The beard was gone, and he was no longer overweight.
He had regressed his age, too; he looked to be in his early twenties, fresh-faced, pink-cheeked, with a
neet, short haircut.

The sexy blonde led them dong a narrow aide between the stacks of toys. She went over to Porter,
put her hand on his shoulder, and leaned forward, her breasts nudging his arm. "Honey? Y ou have some
friends here.”

Bayley wished Porter had chosen a scenario that was alittle less reveding, a little more adult. The
toys, the nymphet—it made him seem patheticdly vulnerable.

He looked away from Porter's face and found himsdf watch-ing Sam, the dog. Sam seemed to
recognize him. He yawned, stretched, got up, and waked over, wagging his tall. He pawed Bayley's leg
and barked once, looking up asif asking to be taken for awalk.

"Quiet, Sam," said Porter, coming out of his trance. His voice sounded the way Bayley remembered
it, pedantic, precise, a little sdf-important. He blinked, focusng on the people around him. "Wall,
Rosdind. Y ou went ahead and took Bayley out of storage.”

Bayley grunted in irritation. He pushed the dog aside with bis foot. "You make me sound like
someone's winter coat,” he sad

Porter laughed. It was a jerky, uneven sound. "l hope you redize," he said, "it wasn't our idea to have
you, ah, offlinein the firg place.”

"Yes I've been briefed.” He looked at the desk with the Sngle sheet of paper on it. "Where's your
computer equip-ment?”’

Porter amiled enigmaticdly. It was the amug look of a kid who had a new toy that was so specid,
other kids wouldn't even understand how to use it. "Were in a computer, Mr. Bayley. We are the
computer. I've designed a device-driver that communicates directly with my cerebral cortex. We can
inter-face the hightlevd processes now. We'e findly sarting to de-code them. Before long, well be
enhanang them.”

By "we' he seemed to mean himsdf and MAPHIS, working as a team.

"The human brain was never designed as alogic processor,” he went on. "It has crippling restrictions.
Here's an example most people find it difficult to remember a dring of more than Sx or seven random
digits. That's because the brain has such a amdl input buffer. Wdll, I've dready expanded mine by a
factor of a thousand. And there's a lot of other ample enhancements that are possible. These days, |



write programs Smply by think-ing. 1t's not even aforma language.”

"Jeremy,” Rosdind interrupted him, obvioudy trying to be tactful, "thisisn't redly the best time—"

He didn't hear her. "Someday,” he said, "our minds will make the find trangtion . . . from organic
entities that evolved to ensure the survivad of our physica bodies to dec-tronic entities of pure intdlect.
The marymechine digtinction will break down completely. Therell be no further need to sat-isfy the old
animd desires for food, shdlter, and sex." He ges-tured at the attic full of toys, the nubile blonde standing
behind him, and the house itsdlf, asif dl these things were merdy props to keep him going until he freed
himsdf from the resi-dues of his evolutionary heritage.

"What about Leo, Jeremy?' Rosdind said, louder thistime and more inggent.
He looked momentarily disconcerted, redizing he had gone off on a tangent. "Leo? | dill have him

safey bottled up."Again, the amug amile. "God, the number of fail-safes and traps he had set! He knew |
was trying to get through to him. The one that gave me the most trouble—"

"But what was he redly doing? Are you any closer to finding out?" Her tone was demanding, but
there was kindness in it, too. The antagonism that Bayley had heard so often in her voice, especidly when
ghe was sparring with him, was missng. She sounded dmost motherly, maybe because Porter could
never threaten her need to maintain control.

"You want an update?’ Porter handed her the piece of paper. "Her€'s the latest lig." He looked at
Bayley. "Rosdind likes hardcopy, so | gt MAPHIS to put the words on paper for her.”

"Hesindl these sysems?' She was scanning the shest.

"More. | keep finding new ones dl the time, dl over the world. Any place with afew spare gigabytes,
he's inddled him-sdif "

Rosdind turned to Bayley. "Jeremy discovered that Leo had been meking copies of his own
intdligence™” she said, "transmitting them to databases outsde MAPHIS. With fiber-optic links, it only
takes about forty-five minutes to send the data describing a person's entire mind. That's how we
oursalves were transmitted to MAPHIS from the lab in Long Beach where the scans were done.”

"You mean Gottbaum had started trying to take over other computers, somehow?' said Bayley.

She put the piece of paper back on the desk. "That's the part that doesn't make sense. A person's
mind is structure as well as content. Without the structure, the content can't function. Our minds have to
have the specidized architecture of MAPHIS in which to operate. We can store our bran data
elsawhere, but when we do that, it's as nonfunctiond as a videodisc without a disc player.”

"So maybe Gottbaum was jugt paranoid,” said Bayley. "He wanted multiple copies of himsdf in case
something happened to imin here”

"That's what we thought &t firgt. But Jeremy's found more then a thousand copies so far, and there
dill seem to be more. Right, Jeremy?"

He was garing into space again. Thistime, however, he didn't dick back.

"Jeremy.” She gently shook his shoulder. "Come on, Jer-emy.” She glanced a Bayley. "He's got
much worse just latdly. He spends dl histimin Codeworld.”

"His girlfriend seems to have caught the same disease.” Bay-ley pointed to the blonde in the
minidress. She was gtanding with her arms hanging limp at her sides, her face blank. The sexy amile had
gone.

Rosdlind paused. She examined the pseudomorph. "Thet's odd," she said.

Something in her tone, or something in the Stuation, made Bayley fed uneasy. A tingling sensation
started spreading from the back of his neck up into his scalp. "What's odd?' he said.

"Jeremy!" She turned back to Porter and shook him harder.

Sam seemed to detect her unease. He stood up, looking around asif scenting something.

Theair in the attic suddenly seemed cold. Bayley fdt it on his face and across his shoulders. It was



like walking into a meet locker.

"Leo?' said Rosdlind. Her eyes were wary and dert. "L eo, are you playing games?'

Porter suddenly lurched forward out of his chair and stood up. His eyes were dill blank but his face
twitched, and Bayley had the eerie sense that Porter was now conscious of what was hgppening around
him, but unable to control anything, down to and induding his own body. He took one dumsy step, then
another, moving forward like a robot. He went to a little dor-mer window set in the doping roof,
clenched hisfigt, and smashed it through one of the four panes. The temperature in the atic dropped 4ill
further as aflurry of snow wafted in.

"Jeremy!" Rosdind shouted.
"MAPHIS" said Bayley, "explain this. What's going on?"'
Porter grabbed a shard of glass that had lodged in the win-dow frame, jerked it free, and turned

back to face them. He ripped open his shirt, then used the shard to dice his skin, drawing a verticd line
from his neck to his bely.

Rosdind let out a little cry. "Damn you, Gottbaum! Stop thid" She strode over to Jeremy and
grabbed his am, trying to restrain him, but it was far too late. No blood pulsed out of the wound,
ingtead, Porter deflated like a baloon. There was a gagping sound as ar rushed out of the incison. He
crumpled to the floor, his skin wrinkling like a discarded suit of clothes.

Rosdind let go of him with a little noise of dismay and dis-gust. She turned to Bayley. "Come on."
She sarted toward the door. "Back to my domain. Right now."

But as he watched, she froze. Her mouth made slent gasping noises. Her eyes grew large, sweling
up, daring a him in help-less fear. She cdutched a her throat. Suddenly, then, her body turned and
dammed againg the wall. She rebounded, whirled around, and hit the wall again, face-firg, asif she had
been thrown by an invisble hand. She fdl to the floor, cozing blood, and started thrashing like an
epileptic.

Through dl of this Sam had been sanding and waiching. Now he waked to Rosdind French,
stepped on her shuddering chest, lowered his head, and camly ripped out her throat.

Bayley had been edging backward, convinced that whatever was happening, there was no way he
could intervene. He turned toward the exit—and someone cdled to him.

"Back here, Bayley. Right now.” It was Gottbaum's voice, camly authoritative.

He turned and saw the old man where the dog had been, sanding over Rosalind French's broken,
bloodied corpse.

"They conspired againg me, can you bdieve that?' He glanced down a French, then a Porter's
wrinkled bag of skin. "Fortu-nately, | had taken the precaution of making one extra backup of mysdf
herein MAPHIS. | erased Sam's brain data and over-wrote him. They never thought of looking for me
there” He indulged himsdf in a brief amile "So, Bayley, it's just you and me in MAPHIS now." He
snapped hisfingers and the lights went ot.

Virus

Bayley sumbled, dmost losng his balance in the darkness. He was ill fully conscious, and so far as
he could tdl there had been no interruption, no downtime. In hismind he dill saw Porter collapang like a
bag of skin, and Rosdind French thrashing, bleeding on the floor. He tried to see into the black space
around him. "Gottbaum? Are you ill here?!

"Of course. Just doing a little reorganization. Ah, that doesiit."”

The night Sky appeared overhead as if someone had switched on the stars. Bayley found himsdf
ganding on a shadowy gray platform with a rail around it, a bacony suspended in the blackness. He
could jugt discern the faint Slhouette of Gott-baum beside him. The aitic and everything in it had



completely disappeared.

"Sorry if | startled you back there,” Gottbaum said. "I couldn't resigt alittle drama.”

Bayley didnt speak. He imagined himsdf saizing Gottbaum, hurling him over the ral. Not that it
would do any good; dearly, the man had regained control of MAPHIS, which inev-itably included
Bayley himsalf.

"I had a grudge againg French and Porter,” he went on, "in much the same way | had a grudge
agang you. All I have ever asked isto be left in peace to pursue my work without interrup-tions, without
other people deciding what | shouldn't be d-lowed to do. And yet, tune and again, people try to make
thisimpossble”

"You killed them?' Bayley said, not very interested in Gott-baum's egocentric philosophy of life
"Porter and French. Y ou wiped them out permanently?'

"Of course not." Gottbaum sounded scornful. "Back when you firg visted me and asked me about
the virus | designed in my youth, | told you that I'm not in the habit of trashing data. French and Porter
are stored away somewhere nice and safe, offling so they can't interfere with my work anymore™” He
turned toward Bayley in the darkness. "But you, you're dill up and running, so to speak. The lagt of the
memory residents. Well, that suits my purposes. Youll be able to watch history being made. Look up in
the sky, there. Notice anything un-usua?"

Bayley looked. He saw that the points of light weren't stars after dl, weren't even an gpproximate
gmulation of the night sky. There were too many of them, and they glowed in a spec-trum of ddicate
pastel shades.

"Nodes, Bayley," sad Gottbaum. "Youre looking at a amplified map of dl the nodes in the globd
information network. Want to see how they're linked?'

A web of delicate white threads sprang into being. Bayley leaned over the ral and saw that the
display curved around below as well as above. He wasin the center of alarge hollow sohare

"Warnt to focus on one area?”’

" A clugter of blue and ydlow points directly ahead seemed to zoom closer, spreading out, filling a
large portion of the eec-tronic sky. Subsidiary dots winked into existence. Symbols and identification
codes appeared.

"MAPHIS picks up my thoughts, now, Bayley, just as Porter was describing it before his unfortunate
... fdl from power. All | have to do islook, and think; and | see, and | know. | can monitor the flow of
informetion anywhere in the world."

Bayley remembered the sed tower festooned with micro-wave and sadlite dishes outside
Gottbaum's dome. That had to be the means by which MAPHIS was linked with computer faculties
worldwide. It dso implied that Gottbaum had planned this long before the completion of the LifeScan
program. "Y ouve been busy," he said.

"I've had twenty subjective years in here. Twenty years refining MAPHIS—with some hep from
Porter, | mugt admit— and exploring the network from the indde as an information entity. Can you
imagine how easy it is to crack a syssem when your mind is operaing one thousand times its normd
speed and you're sensing the data? There's nowhere | can't go, now. It's dl wide open.”

"Vay impressve” sad Bayley. "That's what you want me to say, it it? You're tdling me dl this just
S0 someone can see what you've done and agree that it's a neat hack.”

"I don't much like your tone." Gottbaum spoke with an edge to hisvoice. "But | won't deny that | like
to have an audience, epecidly for what's about to take place. Watch carefully, now."

One by one, the points of light started turning red.
"I'm activating my clones,”" Gottbaum said.

"Clones? Y ou mean, the copies of your mind that Porter was taking about? He and French said they
couldn't function with-out MAPHIS's specid hardware.”



Gottbaum laughed dismissvey. " Software can emulate hardware, to apoint. Firgt | ingal procedures
to mimic the internd structure of MAPHIS. Then | overlay them with my own neurd net. There's some
loss of function: my clones are much dower than | am in here, and they've been stripped down to the
basics. But they're as smart as | am. Theres a concept for you, Bayley: a virus that doesn't just
reproduce itsdf, but actuadly thinks. Who could ever stop it, en?' He chuckled to himsdf. There was
more life in his voice than Bayley had heard before. He sounded animated, intoxicated. "Of course” he
went on, "my clones do require alot of memory. But they'll have more than they need as soon as they get
through trashing filesin the sysems they'rein."

"Is that what we're watching?' Bayley fdt a numb sense of disbdief. It was so abstract, and the
representation was even beautiful in its serile way. But if it was redly an accurate depiction of thousands
of computer systems—

"I have no inhibitions againg trashing government data," said Gottbaum. "Bureaucracy is a parasite,
feading off the labor of individuas. It has no more right to life than a colony of flees. Look there—there
goes that old IBM System 401 at the Cen-tra Intdligence Agency! And there—the Cray that they use a
the Department of Hedth and Human Serviced! It's ming now. Over there—there goes the Army Corps
of Engineers, out of action at last. And the Federd Communications Commission. The Bureau of Mines.
The Atomic Energy Commisson.” He laughed again, an old man's cackle cranked up by a young man's
giddy excitement. "My god, I've waited decades to see this. Now we're going internationd. See up there,
behind us? China. Great Britain. Bayley, it's a massacre! They don't even know what's happening to
them!”

"So what do you do now?' Bayley said, loud and angry, shouting the man down. "Declare yoursdf
globd dictator?"

"You asshole." Gottbaum walked closer till he was looming over Bayley, breathing on his face. "You
Supid little buresu-cratic shit. It's less control | want, not more. You think my clones in the network are
going to embezzle funds or force nations to their knees or inddl me as president? No, they're gaing to st
there, Bayley, and do nothing, except see to it that those computers stay offline forever." He turned
away. Bayley saw his profile as he tilted his head back, surveying his universe like a conductor
contemplating a vast orchestra. Almogt dl the points had turned red now; the blackness looked as if it
hed been sprayed with thousands of tiny droplets of blood.

"You tried it legdly, the firg time around, didn't you?' Bay-ley said. "Back in the 1990s. You went
on TV, you made speeches, trying to turn back the clock, decentraize everything, strip away government
sarvices. People weren't interested, but | guess you decided to impaose it on them whether they liked it or

"Free them, you mean,” Gottbaum said sharply.

"Sure, free them to sarve,” sad Bayley. "All the sysems that enable the didribution of goods, the
finendd network—"

"No!" Gottbaum dammed his fig down on the metd railing, making it thrum. "You think I'm an
imbedile? | didn't say | was trashing every sysem. I'm a smart virus, don't you see? Smart enough to tdl
the difference between a parasite and a vitd, living node. The privately owned banks will ill function.
The transportation systems, tddecommunications, even some lo-cd law enforcement. It's just the great
dead mass of centrdized government tha will die. The pork-barrel schemes, the hand-outs to
specid-interest groups, the patronage, the little wars and arms dedls with petty dictators. The IRS, the
World Bank, the Federd Reserve, the IMF, dl the mechanisms for controlling trade that never work, so
they have to add more mecha-nisms to fine-tune the old ones. The poaliticians won't get paid anymore,
they won't be able to tdl people to obey ther damn-fool laws anymore, and well be free from dl that
crap. Laissez-fare, Bayley! And even if they power-down every sngle sysem —even if they purge
every piece of software—I've distributed my clones so far and wide, and 1've disguised them so wdll, itll
be impossible to wipe out every angle one. And one is dl it will take to reinfect an entire network. And
that's what bureaucracy is—a network! Government can't survive without it!"



"They'll design vaccines™” said Bayley. " Safeguards to lock you out. Y ou're not the only one who can
come up with a neat hack.”

Gottbaum laughed happily. "I'm the only one with a million copies of mysdf—that's right, a million
copies—manipulating data directly with the power of my mind. I'll disassemble their vaccines; itll be
child's play. My clones will live on like infor-mation police, crashing any system that tries to redistribute
wedth, create a monopoaly, or regulate liberty. You know, Bayley, we used to have a saying, long ago,
back in the days when it actudly seemed that the men in high places were going to have to loosen their
grip on the world and dlow some reforms to be made. Power to the people!™

Fantly, in the darkness, Bayley saw the old man raise hisfig in an archaic sdute.
Sacrifice

A few minutes later, when the blackness dissolved, Bayley found himsdf in a white arena under an
empty blue sky. The sun was at the zenith; he blinked in the glare. He was back, he redized, in the same
scenario held experienced when hed fird regained consciousnessin MAPHIS.

Gottbaum was gtanding in front of him. The old man's eu-phoria had died down alittle, replaced by a
look of weary satisfaction. He seemed like an actor who'd just waked offdage a the end of an
exhauding solo performance.

He surveyed the place they were in, then turned back to Bayley. "And now," he said, "the curtain
comes down."

Bayley watched him warily. "Meaning what?'
"Meaning, it's time to say good-bye." He pushed his hands into his pants pockets and hunched his

shoulders. "I'm going to have to shut down MAPHIS." The age lines in his face seemed to deepen as he
spoke. "Not an easy thing to do, but it has to be done."

"You mean now tha you've wrecked everything else, you might as wel wreck your own work too,
jud to befar?’

"I haven't wrecked anything." He sounded weary, without much interest in any further argument.
"Theréll be some socid unrest for awhile. People have gotten accustomed to being looked after; itll be a
shock for them to have to take care of themsdves, and maybe some of them won't manage it. But there's
anaturd humean love of liberty. And liberty will nurture a whole new dynamism.”

"Otherwise known as ungoverned exploitation and profiteer-ing," Bayley corrected him. "Anarchy.”

"No. My clones will exercise some restraint over very large corporations that attempt to suppress
free competition. But in any case, anarchy isnt such a bad word. It means we trust people to use ther
own common sense ingtead of relying on other people to tdl them what to do. I've never been ashamed
of being an anarchigt. Always did my best to push thingsin that direction. Even the handguns, you know,
the ones French traded for memory modules, so long as we have governments armed with tanks, it
seems only reasonable to dlow dtizens to defend themsdves, en?!

The man was rambling. Now that his greatest ambition had been accomplished, he seemed to be
running backward in time, wandering off among the landmarks of his life "MAPHIS" Bayley reminded
him, feding like Rosdind French trying to ded with Jeremy Porter, "you said you were going to shut
down MAPHIS'"

"Yes yes, | have to do that You dont redize it, but your wife has gained access to the dome.
Butterworth let her in, the fool. Even if we get rid of her, sooner or later other people will come snooping
around. And | don't want the power of MAPHIS to fdl into their hands. The State won't wither away
overnight; itll fight to survive, and if they ever got into MAPHIS, they could make far too much mischief.
So, I'm not afraid to die now that my work is done. Especidly with a mil-lion clones to continue the
fight" He eyed Bayley. "Wha about you? Do you want to be erased, or shdl | put you in storage with



French and Porter?"

"Thanks" said Bayley. "Thanks awhale lat for giving me such a great choice. You fuck with my life,
switch me on and off like an gppliance—" He eyed Gottbaum, feding his rage wdl up, dl the more
unbearable because he knew it was impo-tent. The figurein front of him wasn't solid, didn't have blood in
itsveins. He couldn't even hurt it, let done bring it to justice.

Gottbaum was looking away with his eyes unfocused, barely aware of Bayley. "I've dways bedieved
insacrifice” he said. "l sacrificed many years—decades—to my vison of a better world. A pissant like
you, my friend, might find that difficult to understand. All you want is your paycheck and your crummy
little home and your wife and child. But I'm dill willing to give you a chance to live your ungppetizing life,
even after I'm dead and gone. Do you warnt it or not?"

Bayley qudled his anger aswdl as he could, "Yes" he said.

"All right. Any last requests?”

This was redly it, he redized. Gottbaum was going to shut him down just as hed shut down the
globd informeation net-work. "1 want to speak to my wife"

"I thought you might. She's been trying to get through to you for a while, now. Months, on our
timescae minutes, on hers. So go ahead. Youll have thirty subjective seconds. | sug-gest you make the
mog of it."

As he finished spesking, Gottbaum's image dissolved into a shower of microscopic pixels. They
dispersed like dust motes, sparkling and vanishing in the clear air.

A white screen appeared on the white plain under the empty sky. Five feet high, three feet wide, it
was averticd tranducent rectangle with nothing in front of it and nothing behind. It lit up with a mosaic of
blurred color. Then the colors flowed to-gether and Sharon was there, Stting on the edge of a black
leather Bauhaus armchair, leaning forward, anxioudy peering through the window into Bayley's world.
"Jm!" she shouted. She could see him, he redlized—or a representation of him— just as he could see the
video image of her, reprocessed from some system in real space.

"Sharon." He took adumsy step toward her.

"What's been happening?' She sounded distraught. "They said there was some kind of catastrophic
sysem falure, they couldn't get through—"

"No. No, Gottbaum mus have ddiberately shut down exter-na communications. But—Chrigt, we
have o little time.”

Fifteen seconds, sad a synthetic, disembodied voice. MAPHIS, he redized.

"Gottbaum went crazy,” Bayley said, spesking quickly, try-ing to cram the words in. "He's been
trashing computer systems dl over the world. He's going to shut down MAPHIS for good. He says hélll
put mein storage somehow. | just want to say how much | love you and Damon, and—"

MAPHIS died.
Family

He heard the sound of surf.

For some reason a memory came back to him of his child-hood on his parents farm, where hed
been landlocked, miles from the sea, and held imagined that alittle cabin with a view of the ocean would
be the greatest possible luxury—far more desirable than a city penthouse or a mangon full of servants.
He loved myderies, and there was a perpetud air of mystery about the seax in the way it moved, the way
it sounded, and the way its shifting surface was like a mask, conceding its secrets from him.

Hed used a synth once, to program the sound of waves bresking, and hed lulled himsdf to deep
with it, drowning the noise of his parents TV in the living room and the crickets outsde his bedroom



window. But the smulaion had never sounded exactly right, no matter how much he messed around with
the envelope. It certainly didn't match the sound he was hearing now.

The cries of seabirds came to him above the surf, fading in and out on the wind. He opened his eyes
and saw the ocean right in front of him, breakers curling and frothing, smashing and spreading across the
sand.

At fird he just stared without thinking, without questioning what he saw. Then, as he became more
aware, he redized that the scenein front of him should not have been possible. The languorous curl of the
breakers, the whitecaps bobbing farther out, the spray drifting in the wind, the foam bubbling and hissiing
asit washed the beach—this was far beyond anything that MAPHIS could have smulated.

He looked down and found himsdf gtting in an old-fashioned wicker chair, wearing a pair of faded
jeans and aplaid shirt. His feet were bare, resting on a crocheted rug in the center of a wood floor that
hed been polished to a deep, dark luster. He was done in a little room with whitewashed plaster walls,
an all lamp ganding on a gate-leg table, a pair of glass-paned doors open in front of him reveding the
wide sweep of a deserted bay, sea gullswheding across the sky.

The ar amdled of sdt and seaweed. Bayley shifted his weight, and the wicker chair creaked under
him. He looked down and noticed that his toenails were long and needed trim-ming. He reached up to his
jaw and found it overlaid with more than a week's growth of beard. He held his hand where he could
focus on it, and he flexed hisfingers, sudying the tiny wrinkles, the hair fallides, the faint tracery of veins
under the skin. There was a amdl scar on the lagt joint of his little finger. He remembered how it had
happened: held been usng an X-Acto knife, cutting out a homemade vdentine for Sharon.

There was a sound from behind him. Someone knocking on a door. He turned quickly in his
chair—and winced as his mus-cles protested againg the sudden motion. He fdt weak, he red-ized, and
light-headed, asif held been in bed for along while. And he was hungry. "Who isit?' he cdled. His voice
was husky from lack of use. He winced and cleared his throat.

The doorknob turned, making a faint squesking sound. Then the door opened wide and Sharon
walked in.

He sumbled up out of bis char and stood daring a her in astonishment. She was wearing a
lime-green T-shirt and white pants. She was amiling. Her face was radiant. She came running over and
threw hersdf at him, making him stagger backward. She dung to him so tightly, he could hardly breathe.

"Easy!" Emotion surged in him, scaring him, as if he might be swept away in the flood. "Take it easy!"
He hugged her as she hugged him, and then she kissed him. How long had it been snce they'd last
kissed? It was like a gartling discovery—a rediscovery—the gentle, subtle touch of skin on skin.

"Youre okay?" she asked, looking a him eagerly. "You fed dl rignt?'

"I—" He could hardly speak. He blinked away tears, feding foolish but not giving a damn. "Is it
you?' He stared a her face. He touched her cheek. He fdt the warmth of her againg him. "Where—I
mean, how—"

"St down," she told him. She dragged another wicker chair over, setting it opposite his. "Go on, gt!"

He dumped rductantly into his seat, afraid that if he let go of her she might vanish. She sat facing him,
dasping his handsin hers, garing into his eyes. Behind her the ocean 4ill caressed the shore, the gulls ill
soared above the waves.

"Weé're not in MAPHIS," he said. "Y ou got me out some-how."

"Yes" She nodded quickly. "MAPHIS is over and gone. A long time ago.”

He laughed, weak with relief. "How long?"

She shook her head quickly. "Tha's not the important part. Look, I'm going to tdl you
everything—not that there's that much to tell—but it'd be easest if | try to Start—"

"At the beginning,” he said, feding like a kid. The weight of anxiety and gpprehension that he had
lived with dl the timein MAPHIS was gone now, leaving him giddy.



"Think back," she said. "Y ou remember what Gottbaum did, right at the end?"

"Of course | remember.” To him, it seemed a recent mem-ory. He saw in his imagination the old man
ganding in the darkened sphere, red pinpoints scattered across an ersatz ky. "Trashing the computer
systems—I was with him when he did it."

She nodded, looking serious. "There was tota chaos for a while. So many aspects of government
depended on informa-tion sysems—which weren't there anymore. Y ou're going to have to get used to
some big changes.”

"You mean, there hasn't been tune to put everything back together?' He frowned, trying to see what
she was leading up to.

"It never will be put back together. Y ou see, they kept trying to run things for a while. But Gottbaum
was everywhere at once; as soon as they fixed one network, he reinfected it from another. They tried
devisng phages and antigens, but he d-ways seemed to be one step ahead, neutrdizing their code and
disabling thar systems as soon as they got them running again. The government couldn't pay employees
or collect taxes, they couldn't enforce laws or control the banking system, they couldnt even get their
phones and faxes to run rdiably.”

He had trouble beieving her. ™Y ou mean, this is a permanent Stuation? But there mugt dill be a way
to arcumvent—"

"They tried doing it the old way, manudly. But there was no way to cope with the workload. They
tried setting up new net-works, but sooner or later government has to be tied in with the main lines of
communication, dseit can't govern, and as soon as there was a data link, Gottbaum found it and got in
and disabled the systems. So public employees started abandoning their jobs, and private companies
moved in, doing most of the Suff that government had done. There are dill some State agen-cies, but the
federa government redly doesn't exis anymore.”

He sat for a minute, visudizing it. "No more FBI," he said.

She shook her head sadly. "Jm, your job isthe least of it."

He forced aamile "Wadl, if you're with me, I'll handleit. Just tdl me you're going to be with me.”

"I am. Absolutdly. Always"

He watched her face. He wanted so much to believe her. "Anyway," she went on, "without federad
controls, dl kinds of research sarted getting done that hadnt been done before. Weve got
nanotechnology now. Microbots. And lots of sysems like MAPHIS. People have started buying them
and uploading themsdves voluntarily. Initidly, it was mogtly people with seri-ous illnesses who could only
day diveif they Ieft their old bodies behind. But now more and more people are doing it. The prices are
going down, and the life-support computers are being linked together, so anyone who becomes an
infomorph can vigt other systems, other domains, dl over the world. You leave a copy of yoursdf a
home, of course, just in case—"

He fdt a sudden snking suspicion. "Wait a minute" He gripped the ams of his chair. "That's where
we are now?"

She nodded, watching him.

He turned and looked at the ocean. "That's not red?"

"The technology has improved. There's no way to tdl the difference anymore. At least, not in the best
systems. And | was determined that we should have the best. | wrote a vidbook about what happened
with Gottbaum, the wholestory—it was a best-seller. | made enough money so we could have our very
own morph box—that's what they're cdling them—and be together again. | rescued you from storage,
where Gottbaum had put you. | had to hire people to decode the format. It dl took alot of time, but—"

"Were 4ill in a goddam smulaion.” He rubbed his hands across his subbly face. "l redly
thought—somehow—I'd es-caped, or someone had cloned me a new body or something.”

She leaned forward. Once again, she wrapped her arms around him. "Doesn't this fed red enough



for you?' She kissed him, hard. "Don' you like the way that feds? If you can't tdl the difference—what
does it matter?"

He tried as wdl as he could to see the truth in wha she was saying. In MAPHIS, hed been
separated from her and held been at the mercy of others. If he and Sharon could redly be together, and
redly have their world under their control—did that change things?

"Butif you'rein here with me" he said, "that must mean you sacrificed your life outsde.”

"It's not a sacrifice, Im! Thisis bigger than life outside. Do you remember the gadget you once told
me about, the test vehide the man showed you a North Industries? ADVENT, or whatever it was
cdled. There's vehideslike that dl over the place, now. You can rent one, pipe your mind into it, and go
wherever you want if you ill need to interact with the red world. There's even people building miniature
Space rockets. You can pipe a copy of yoursdf into one of them and go vist Mars.”

It was dl too much. He tried to backtrack, to hold onto what he was sure of. "All right," he said. "All
right, maybe | shouldn't judge this from what happened to mein the past. But | don't fed safe. | mean,
how can we guard againg outside interference?’

"The companies that make the hardware mantain their own interna dectronic security force. It's part
of the deal when you buy a morph box. It's like a maintenance contract.”

"And—it'srdiable?!

"Wdl, wethink itis. It's dill very new, and there are some legd problems. An infomorph has dl the
rights of a flesh-andblood human being, but enforcement is kind of tricky. On the other hand, Gottbaum
isdill online, like in the background, monitoring everything, and even though he acted like a wrecker, he
seems to be working to maintain some kind of order now. So when it comes down to it, were & least as

sdfe from accidentsin here as we were when we were made of flesh and blood. And barring accidents,
were immortd.”

Bayley remembered Butterworth and hisair of amused de-tachment. "We're safe so long as nobody
pulls the plug. But what does happen if the power gets shut down? And how do we pay to have it

"Were rich, now, dJm," she reminded him gently. "And in any case, we can dill earn aliving. We can
provide servicesin the redl world viarobot bodies, or remote terminds, whatever. We can do everything
we ever used to do, and much more.”

Her perdgtent enthusasm was contagious. He redly did want to beieve that she was right. "What
about Damon?"

She looked away from him for a moment, asif this was a question sheld been fearing. "You may find
thisa bit difficult to dedl with. I've been trying to figure the best way to tdl you, but—"

"Tdl me" he interrupted her. "Jugt tdl me what happened to my son.”

"It's been dmogt twenty years" Sharon said.

At the same time that she spoke, he heard the door open. He twisted around in his chair. He saw
someone waking into the room—a men aged around twenty-five with touded black har, a round,
friendly face, an expressve mouth. He waked over to Bayley, taking big strides but looking a bit
sdf-conscious, asif he wasn't quite as sure of himsdf as he was trying to seem.

Bayley turned quegtioningly to Sharon.

Wordlessy, she nodded.

He redlized his mouth was open. Feding embarrassed, he closed it. He found himsdf blinking away
fresh tears—of rdief, perhaps. He wasn't even sure.

The young man stepped forward. He held out his hand. "Hi, Dad," he said.
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