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[ OntheZ Axis,
12 September 1977;
At the Intersection

Tota darkness. Silence broken only by restless audience movements.

Suddenly, al-surrounding sound. A crossbreed, falsetto yodel/scream backed by one reverberating
chord on the bass guitar. A meter-wide pillar of red light waxes and wanes with the sound.

Erik Danzer ison.

Nudeto thewaist, in hip-deep vapor, he rakes his cheeks with hisfingernails. He is supposed to look
like an agonized demon rising from some smoldering lava pit of hell.

Light and sound depart for five seconds.

Owlhoot sound from the synthesizer.

Sudden light reveals Danzer glaring audience right. Light and sound fade. Repeat, Danzer glaring | ft.
Harsh dectric guitar chords, with the bass overriding, throbbing up chills for the spine. Mirror tricks,

flashing, put Danzer al over the stage, screaming, "You! You! You!" while pointing into the audience.

"Yougir!"

Thelights stay on now, though dimly, throbbing with the bass chords. Danzer seemsto be severd places
at once. The pillar-spot moves from man to man in the band.

The man in the shadowed balcony, whose forged German Federd Republic passport containsthe
joke-name Spuk, neither understands nor enjoys. His last encounter with British rock was "Penny Lane."
He does not know that Harrison, Lennon, McCartney, and Starr have gone their separate ways. He has
never heard of "Crackerbox Palace,” Y oko, Wings, "No, No, No, No"...

Hewouldn't careif he had.

The pillar roams. The spook lifts the silenced Weatherby. Through the sniperscope, after dl these years,
the target'sfaceisthat of asiranger.

The bass guitarist's brains splatter the organi<.

Spuk isahaf mile away before anyone can begin sorting the screaming mob in the hall.



1. A Pausefor Reflection
Sometimes the ball oon is booby-trapped.

Grinning little vandal, full of pranks, you jab with your pin. Ouch! Itisnt abaloona dl. It'saKlen
bottle. The pin conies through behind you, butt high.

If you're obgtinate, you play Torquemadawith yoursdf for along time.

Take adrip of paper. Makeit, say, two inches (or five cen-timetersif you're metricaly minded) wide
and fifteen (40 cmis close enough) long. Giveit ahdf twigt, then join the ends. Take apencil and begin
anywhere, drawing aline parallel to the paper's edge. In time, without lifting your pencil, you will returnto
your garting point, having drawn aline on both sides of the paper.

Thelittle trickster is called aMoebius Strip. Y ou might useit to win abeer bet sometime.

Now imagine joining the edges of the sirip to form a con-tainer. What you would cregte, if thiswere
physicaly possible, isahollow object whoseinsde and outsideis al one con-tiguous surface.

It'scalled aKlein Bottle, and just might be the true shape of the universe.

Again, you could begin aline at any point and end up where you started, having been both insde and out.
Thereisdwaysaline, or potentia line, before your starting point and after, yet not infinite. Indeed, very
limited. And limiting. On the sharply curved surface of the bottle the line can be made out only for ashort

distancein ether direction. Y ou haveto follow it al the way around to find out where it goes beforeiit
gets back.



[II. OntheY Axis, 1975;
The Foundling

Norman Cash, line-walker, began to sense the line's existence at the point labeled March 4,1975.
It was a Tuesday morning. The sneak late snowstorm had dropped fourteen inches.
"It'skilling the whole damned city,” Cash told his partner.

Detective John Harald packed asnowball, pitched it into the churn of Castleman Avenue. "Shit. I'velost
my curve-ball."

"We're not going anywhere with this one, John."

At 10:37 p.m. on March 3, uniformed officers on routine patrol had discovered acorpseinthe dley
between the 4200 blocks of Castleman and Shaw.

Ten-thirty, next morning, four detectives were freezing their tails off trying to find out what had happened.

"Hunch?' The younger man whipped another snowball up the street. "Think | got alittle movement that
time You seeit?'

"After twenty-three years, yeah, you develop an intuition.”

Asadarting point the corpse had been little help. White male, early to middie twenties. No outstanding
physical char-acteristics. He had been remarkable only in dress, and lack thereof: no shirt, no underwear,
no socks. His pants had been baggy tweeds out-of -style even a Goodwill. He had worn a curiously
archaic hairstyle, with every strand oiled in place. He had carried no identification. His pockets had
contained only $1.37 in change. Lieutenant Railshack, asmal-time coin collector, had made cooing
sounds over the coins: Indian Head pennies, V nickels, afifty-cent piece of the kind collectorscaled a
Barber Half, and one shiny mint 1921 Mercury Head dime. Sergeant Cash had not seen their like for
years.

He and Hardd were interviewing the tenantsin the flats backing on the dley. And not making anyone
happy.

They were pressed, not only by the wesather but by fifty-two bodies dready down for the year. The
department was taking heat. The papers were printing regular Detroit comparisons, as though there were
araceon. Thearrest ratio pleased no one but the shooters.

"That'stheway itis," Cash mumbled. He shivered as agust shoved karate fingers through his coat.
"What?' Harald kneaded the elbow of histhrowing arm.

"Nobody wants to help. But everybody wants the copsto do something.”

"Y eah. | been thinking about taking up jogging. Getting out of shape. What do you think?"

"Annie grew up on thisblock. Saysit's dways been tough and anti-cop."



"Shemarried one."
"Sometimes | think maybe one of uswasn'tin ther right mind."

Theflats had been erected in the century's teen years, to house working-class families. The two- and
four-family struc-tures had not yet deteriorated, but the neighborhood was beginning to change. For two
decades the young people had been fleeing to more modern housing outside the city. Now the core
families had begun to retreat before an influx from the inner city. Soon the left-behinds would be people
too poor to run. And landlords would give up trying to stave off the decay of properties whose values,
they felt, were collgpsing.

"| thought we'd get some cooperation 'cause they know us,” said Harald, after having been
cold-shouldered by ahigh-school classmate. Cash lived just two blocks away, on Flora; John had grown
up in the neighborhood.

"Badge does something to people. Puts them on the defen-sive no matter how hard you try. Everybody's
got something to fed guilty about.”

The entire morning had been ano go. People had answered their questions only reluctantly, and had had
nothing to tell. No one had seen or heard athing.

Not that they cared, Cash thought. They just answered fast and true to get the cops off their doorsteps.
Cash had met agirl once, Australian he now suspected, who had had a strange accent. That had been a
long time ago, col-lege days, before he had married. He no longer remembered who had introduced
them, nor what the girl had looked like, just her accent and the fact that he had mimicked it, thinking she
had been putting him on. He sl felt ashamed of the inci-dent.

Littlethingslike that hang with you, he thought, and the big things get forgotten.

The memory wastriggered by the old woman at 4255, Miss Fida Groloch.

Miss Groloch'swas the only single-family dwelling on the block, ared-brick Victorian that antedated
everything else by at least ageneration. Hefound it odd and attractive. He had been having alove affair
with stuffy, ornate old houses since childhood.

Miss Groloch proved more interesting still. Like her house, she was different.

He and Harald grumped up her unshoveled walk, onto aporch in need of paint, and looked for abell.

"Don't seeone,” said John.

Cash opened the storm door and knocked. Then he saw the bell, set in the door itself. It was one of
those mechanical an-tiques meant to be twisted. It still worked.

Missfidagroloch wasthe name printed in tiny, draftsman-perfect letters on acard in adot on the face of
amailbox that looked asif it had never been used. Miss Groloch proved to be old, and behind her the
interior of her house looked like a hole-up for acovey of old maids.

"May | help you?' Her accent was dight, but the rhythm of her syllables conjured visons of tiny
European kingdoms perishing beneath the hooves of the Great War.



"Police officers, maam," Cash replied, tipping his hat. That seemed compellingly appropriate. "I'm
Detective Ser-geant Cash. Thiss Detective Harald."

"Wdl. Comein. Isvery nasty, yes?'
"Sureis. Who'd have thought it thislate?' To John, whispering, "Knock the shit off your shoes, Hooser."

They followed the woman to her parlor, exchanging frowns. That curious accent. And shetalked Sowly,
asif trying to remember the words.

"It has been along time since company 1've had," she said gpologeticaly, clearing a piece of needlepoint
from achair that, Cash suspected, had been an antique before his birth. She brisked to another, woke a
fat tomcat and shooed him. "Teal will haveinaminute.”

"No thank you, malam,” said Harald. "We've only got aminute. Sorry to bother you like this, but weve
got to vist everybody on the block.”

Cash chuckled. John was trying to be gentedl. It was the contrasts. Harald's contemporaries had al the
gentility of Hunsin rut. But that house, and that woman, demanded it.

"Oh, fooey. What bother? Already the pot is hot. Just timeto steep it needs. Y ou Jungen aredwaysin
so big ahurry. Sit. Just sit. Be comfortable.”

What could they do? Thelittle lady rolled dong like atrain. They hadn't the heart to derail her.

Shewastiny, under fivefeet tall, dl smile and bounce. She reminded Cash of hiswife's gregat-aunt
Gertrude, who had come from England to visit the summer before. Auntie Gertie had been a
hundred-fifty pounds of energy jammed into an eighty-pound package. Except in terms of spirit shewas
in-describable.

They exchanged shrugs and glancesin her absence, but neither voiced hisfear that they had been
shanghaied by alondly old woman who would use them aslistening butts for dice-by-dice accounts of
her seventy operations.

Cash studied his surroundings. Everything had to be older than Miss Groloch herself. It could have been
aset for an 1880s drawing room, crowded as it was with garish period im-pedimenta. Most moderns
would have found it distressingly nonfunctiond and cluttered. Cash felt comfortable. Some-thing in him
barkened back to good old days he had never lived himsalf. But, then, as his sons had often told him, he
was an anachronism himsalf. Hewas an idedligtic cop.

Therewas no televison, nor aradio, or atelephone. In-credible! The lightswerethe only visble
electrical devices. Gasjets still protruded from the walls. Would they work? (He was unaware of the
difference between natural and lighting gas.) An old hot water heating radiator stood in a corner, painted
slver. Had her furnace been converted from coa? There were still coa burners around, but he couldn't
picture Miss Groloch running downgtairsto shove.

Shereturned with delicate, tiny chinacupson aglver tray.

And cookies, little shapes with beads of colored sugar like hiswife had made for Christmases before the
boys had grown too old for productions. There was sugar in lumpsfor the tea, with tongs, and cream.



And napkins, of course. Luckily, she cameto Cash first. John wastoo young to know the rituals. Cash
had had maiden aunts with roots out of time, leap-frogging ageneration into the past. Hardd did a
crediblejob of faking it, though, and left the talking to Norm. He nibbled cookies and waited.

"Now, then," said Miss Groloch, seating herself primly at the gpex of atriangle of chairs, "dowed you
down we have, yes? Y ou won't be having astroke. But busy I'm sure you are. That last gentleman,
Leutnant Cardairs, the criminals said were taking over." There werelittle soft zs where the th sounds
should have been. And Leutnant. Wasn't that German? "Relax that man could not.”

"Cargtairs, maam?' Cash asked.

"A long time ago wasthat. Y ears. Now. | can do for you what?"

Accent and rhythm were moving more toward the Missourian, though her compound and complex
sentences remained confusing.

There were concepts of feminine delicacy which went with the age into which they had plunged, concepts
especidly strong as regarded little old ladies. But in their business they weren't accustomed to dedling
with murder ddicately. "Our officersfound amaninthe dley last night," Cash said. "Dead.”

"Himme!" Onetiny hand covered her mouth momen-tarily.

"We're asking everyoneif they heard or saw anything."

"No. Though Tom was restless. The weather it was, | thought.”

"Tom?'

She indicated the cat, who sat at her feet eying the cream pitcher.

"l see. Just one more thing, then. We have to ask you to look at this picture...."

"Not to be so apologetic, young man. Pleaseto let me seeit.”

Cash handed it to her, said, "No one knowswho heis."

There were alot of things the department didn't know, he reflected. Like how the guy died. Forensics,
the coroner, and fingerprint people were dl working on him.

She stiffened, grew pae.
"Y ou know him?" Cash asked, hoping he had struck ail.

"No. For amoment | thought ... He looks like aman | knew along time ago. Before you were born,
probably."

Indian Head pennies and a corpse that was an utter mystery to everyone except, possibly, an old lady
who said he looked like someone she had known before he was born. Not much to go on.

"Wadl, thanksfor your time and the tea," Cash said. "Weredlly do haveto get on."



"Welcome, Sergeant.” She accompanied them to the door, an aged but spritely gnomein Cash's
imagination.

"Y ou think she knows something?' Harald asked as they approached the four-family flat next door.
Cash shrugged. "I think shetold thetruth." But he had reservations.

John glanced at her house. " Spooky place.”

"I sort of likedit."

"Fgured you would."

They sruck out everywhere.

"Theprdimsarein," Lieutenant Railshack told them when they returned to the sation. "Weve sill got a
John Doe"

"Givethemtime" said Cash. "FBI won't even be awake yet."

"Chrig, it'shot in here," John complained. "Can't you turn it down? What ever happened to the energy
crigs?'

Railsback was one of those people who set the thermostat at eighty, then opened windows.
Thelieutenant ignored Hardd, one of hisfavorite pastimes. Y ou ain't going to believe the coroner.”
"What'd hesay?'

Railsback it up. It had been two years, but Cash till lusted after the weed.

"The guy was scared to desth. Ain't that abitein the ass? And he was dead | ess than an hour when they
found him."

"Any marks?' Harald asked.

"On hisback. Maybe fingernail scratches."

"Cherchez la femme."

"Eh? Damned collegekids...."

"Meansfind the woman. He was a Jody. Somebody's old man got home early.”

"And scared him to desth?'

"Maybe he was the nervous type.”

Cash intervened before the dispute could heat up. "1 don't think it'll hold water, John, but it'san angle.

Let's see what Smith and Tucholski got." The detectives who had worked the Shaw side of the block, he
saw, had been back long enough to get the red out of their cheeks. Long enough for Tucholski, who



looked like adightly younger Richard Daley, to have fouled haf the office with dense blue cigar smoke.
Smith defended himsdlf by chain-smoking Kools. Officer Beth Tavares, who wasllittle more than
Secretary-receptionist for the squad, coughed and scowled their way.

"Y ou guys get anything?' Cash asked.

"Pee-pneumonia.”

"Frosthite, maybe."

"John thinks maybe he was visiting somebody's wife. Any possibles?"

Tucholski exhaed astormcloud. "Broad ... shit. Middle of the block. Kid'sgot it in the book. What
was her name?’

There were two Kidsin the squad. Harald by Railsback’s designation, Smith by Tucholski's. Both were
intheir late twenties.

Smith, ablack, was the smartest of the new generation com-ing into the department. Cash figured he
would go far even without affirmative action. He stayed even with Tucholski by having a Polish joke for
every occasion.

"Gobidowski. Wouldn't you know it? All we have to do isfind the bowling shirt the guy Ieft behind.”
Smith and Tucholski bickered congtantly, yet were close. Their feud was entirely in honor of tradition.
It waslucky, Cash thought, that neither had a hair-trigger temper.

"John?'

Harad, too, had to keep the notes. "A Mrs. McDaniel. Looked the type, too. In the upstairsflat in the
first building east of the old lady's"

"Put them down for afollowup.”

"Gentlemen,” said Railsback, "it'sadmog shift'send and | know you want to finish your paperwork so
you can get home and shove the sdewalks, so well start in the morning.”

"Shit," said Tucholski. "He's had one of hisbrainstorms.”

"Tomorrow," Railsback said, "you guys are going to take the pictures around to the coin shops.
Somebody'll know him."

"Y ou want to bet?* Cash asked. "I've got a hunch we imagined thisguy.”

"It'stoo early for pessmism,” Smith observed. "The body's hardly cold.” The investigative machinery had
bardy started ralling.

"FBI will ID him," sad Rallsback. "They'll find himin the military files"

"Or we might get a confesson from awife with aguilty conscience,” said Harad, without conviction. "Or



awitness might pop up like agenie out of abottle.”

"We might find anillegdly parked car come sweeper day," Cash suggested. "Wednesdays and
Thursdays are street-sweeping days over there."

"A thought,” Railsback agreed. "I'll have acar check it."
Fifteen minuteslater Cash finished his paperwork and lft.

Annie had haddock on for dinner, because of his choles-terol. On the bad days, if it were not for her, he
would break down and hit adozen pork chopslike Attilathe Hun. He had alittle sign on hisdesk at
work, one of several homespun gems: Y ou know you're past it when a doctor, not the law or church,
takes away everything you like. He was supposed to shun coffee, acohol, cigarettes, and cholesterol. He
did dl right on the latter two.

Sometimesit was apain in the butt. He managed with cuss-ing and little salf-reminding notes about
having to hang on long enough to collect the pension he had been getting ripped off for al these years.

"Bad day?' Annie guessed.

"Theworst." He explained. She had a good head. Inter-ested in hiswork. He told her what he could. But
shewasalit-tle drifty about it. She was amystery buff. Any given time there would be ten to fifteen
paperbacks scattered round the house. She came up with some weird suggestions.

"He wasn't dumped? There's that drug war on the North Side.”

"No. The doctor says not. The scene agrees. With the snow and everything, they got it pinned. He died
where they found him when there was an inch of snow on the ground. He was barely cold when they
gpotted him. Thisfish isn't bad. What'd you do?'

"No tire tracks or anything?' Her quick little mind was catd oging possibilities from mysteriesread. She
had the memory of the proverbia eephant, though it was as cluttered as a scrapyard.

"Not even tracks for him past three steps. They claim they went over that dley with everything. It'slike
he stepped out of thin air, walked afew steps, then croaked.”

"Kaspar Hauser," she mumbled. "How about afal?’

"Nope. Nothing he could've fallen from. No bruises or anything, either. Just some passion scratches on
hisback." Her eyebrows arched. "That's what John thinks."

"There goes my helicopter idea. Eat your broccoli.”

Ech, hethought. Especidly broccoli. But cauliflower was worse and he would get that tomorrow if he
didn't eat up today. He was the only baby she had now.

"Matthew called," she said, and was off with the latest from their youngest, who was at UM C and costing
more than some of Uncle Sam's earlier wars. His mgor was Crimina Science. He wanted to follow in his
father's footsteps, he said. Cash was not sure why, did not understand, but was pleased. Most kids
weren't interested in their old man'swork. Espe-cially cops kids. They dl wanted to make anew world
and amillion bucks. Cash wasn't againgt doing ether. It wasjust that the youngsters apparently believed



inwitchcraft, that somewhere, maybe in Washington, there was amagic button. If you wereto pushit, dl
the bad guyswould get good, al the poor people would get rich, and dl the starving would be fed. But
the Powers had hidden it, because for some obscure reason that was to their advantage.

Taking about Matthew inevitably led to their other son, Michael. Obliquely, Annie asked, "When areyou
going to have John and Carrie over again?'

John Harald and Michael had grown up together, gone to college together, and had been in the war
together. Vietnam. That had been "The War" to them. To Cash it was that nearly forgotten playground
squabble with the Madman of Berlin. To each generation its own, he thought.

Michael Cash had not come home from his. Hewas till technicaly MIA. 1t was athing between John
and Cash that sometimes made them uncomfortable with one another, though they had few differences
over thewar itsf.

"Did you hear me, Norman?"

"Sorry. It'sthe case"

"| asked what block."

"Eh? Oh. Forty-two hundred. Four or five placeswest of whereyou used to live.”

"Ech. Good placefor it. Right behind old spooky Groloch's. Is she still there? Did you meet her?!

"Y eah. Nice old lady. Reminded me of Auntie Gertie."

"We thought she was awitch when | waslittle. Took adareto get usto go past on her sde of the street.”

" She's been there that long?!

"Was| borninthe Dark Ages? Just because little Mike thinks | polished cannonballsfor George
Washington ..."

"Y ou know what | mean. Nobody stays around over there. She's probably the only one on the block that
wastherefiveyearsago.”

"Another murder mystery a Miss Groloch's," Annie mused. "What do you want to watch tonight?
TherésaTony Curtismovie on Channd Five. An origind, one of those pilot things. Or 'Hawaii
Five-O'?'

"Cop shows, cop shows, that's al you get on Tuesday. L et'swatch the movie. What do you mean,
another murder mystery?'

"Oh, along time ago, before | was born, they tried to get Miss Groloch for murdering her... lover, |
guess. Only they never found the body."

"Warm up the time machine. I'll send them mine. Then well dl be happy.”

"That'snot fair. | think she wasinnocent. He probably ran off with her money. Hewasarat."



"If you weren't even born ..."

"Mom told me about him. Even if she was guilty, she should've gotten amedd. When | wasakid, people
gtill talked about how rotten Jack O'Brien was. Most of them did think she killed him, but they were on
her sde. They said hewas aliar, athief, achest, that he never worked aday. And that the only reason

he would've hung around an older woman was to use her somehow. But nobody ever figured how she
couldve doneit. That's how come we were scared.”

"How old is she, anyway?"

"l don't know. At least eighty-five. That wasin nineteen twenty-one...."
"Twenty-one?" Cash echoed, startled.

"Yes S07

"Thisguy ... he had a pocketful of old coins. A twenty-one dime was the newest.”
They stared a one another.

"A practicd joke?"

"Annie, people don't kill peoplefor ajoke. But I'll check it out. Seeif anybody'sgot it in for her, or if
thereésany bodiesmissing...."

"You never did say. You think it's murder?"

"I don't know, hon. When we get bodiesin aleys, we haveto dig. He could've escaped from afunera
paror."

"You sad hedied there
"Y eah. So let's do the dishes and watch the movie, or some-thing. Beforeit drives me crazy.”

Next morning, before beginning the rounds of the coin shops, Cash cornered Railsback. "Hank, you ever
heard of aLieutenant Cardtairs?'

"On theforce?'

"Yesh"

"Can't say that | have."

"He'd go back aways."

"| can ask the old man. Isit important?'

Old Man Railsback had retired in 1960, but till hung around the station more than home. He lived with
his son, which Cash felt was explanation enough.

"Not redly. Jugt curiogty.”



The old man seemed to know everything that had happened since Laclede'slanding. Apparently, he had
been there. Or o his reminiscences made one think.

Cash shifted subjects. "Annie thinks our John Doe might have been lowered from a helicopter.”

"Noway," Railsback said. "I thought of that myself, Norm. | caled Lambert Fidd. They said not evena
nut would fly achopper in that."

"l didn't think so. But Annie—"

"Annie should write mysteries, not solve ours. Now, if you've got the time, find John and do the coin
shops. Maybe we can wrap this up before the next one comes floating belly up. Here'syour ligt."

It was no go. They got shrugs, blank stares, and afew definite negatives. They wasted half aday. But
that was the nature of the job. Y ou aways played out every chance.

"What | think," said John, around his Big Mac at lunch, "iswe should put his picture on the wire. Guy's
probably got awife and saven kidsin Little Rock, or someplace.”

"Maybe. But you've got the fedling too, don't you? Thisones going in the files unsolved.”

"Yeah. It'sweird. Likein Nam, you could tell Charlie had an ambush set without seeing athing...." He
turned it off because of what he saw in Cash'sface.

Funny how it keeps on hurting, Cash thought.

He had had an uncle who had gottenit in Italy, 88 mm in the chest while standing haf out of histank
turret. That had never bothered him the way Michadl'sloss did. He supposed it was this not knowing for
sure, this perpetua half-suspicion that the boy was dive somewherein the Asan jungles. And it was
worsefor Nancy and the kids. Their lives were drifting awvay while they marked time.

"Maybe FBI will find something.”

"They're running out of placesto look. What do we do then? Call the CIA? Interpol? Or put his picture
in the papers?'

Cash got anew angle on John there. This case was bother-ing his partner as much asit was him. He
thought he under-stood why. It did not seem right that a man should die, murdered or not, without so
much asamemorid in apolice record. A man should have amonument, like maybe: "Here Liesthe
Unknown Victim, A Casudty in the Cops-and-Robbers War."

They were remembering Michadl, that was why. Michadl would have no memorid ether. Hiswar had
cast him into alimbo where there were no monuments, no eulogies, no bene-fitsfor hissurvivors.... Only
their memorieswould ever show that he had existed. And here they had the mirror image, a corpse that
was the only proof that aman had ever lived.

One wake without a ship, and one ship without awake.

"Maybe Tucholski got something,” Cash said.



"Want to bet?"

"Not adoughnut hole.”

John was right. The women on the reinterview list had iron-clad dibis. One had amother, and the other a
boyfriend very much dive and kicking about being hasded. And of the carsil-legdly parked on the
Wednesday side of the street only one could not be accounted for. That was ajunker without platesthe
neighbors said had been there for months.

Dead ends. It was all dead ends. They ill had nothing from FBI. Missing Persons across the country
had come back with nothing. Lieutenant Railsback got growly when he heard his brainchild had been
gtillborn, grumbled about putting the case on aback burner till something concrete turned up.

It had begun bugging them all. Nobody wanted to do it dow and by the numbers.

"| talked to the old man at lunch,” Railsback told Cash later, as he and John were about to go home. "He
said there was a Colondl Cargtairs on the Board of Commissionersin the late thirties. Came up out of
Homicide. That's the only Cargtairs he remembered.”

"Probably the same man. Thanks, Hank."

"What wasthat?" John asked on the way down to the parking lot.

"Just checking something the old woman said the other day. About a Lieutenant Cargtairs. Y ou and
Carrie coming by?" Annie had ingsted that morning so he had extended an invitation.

"Y eah. Well bring Nancy and the kids, too. Carrie called Nancy and Nancy said Annie had aready
cdled...."

"| get the picture.”

It was nice having people around sometimes, Cash reflected, though the children made him nervous. And
Carrie and Nancy, who were cous ns, made these evenings together a sort of wake. Michagl's body
might be gone, but his ghost re-mained very much among them.

Following dinner the children established squatter's rightsto the TV while the women caucused in the
kitchen, so Cash and Harald retreated to the rathskeller.

"Something bothering you?" John asked, letting Cash pour him a scotch and weter.

"The case. The damned John Doe." He repeated Anni€'s story about Miss Groloch and her mysterioudly
missing lover.

"Coincidence," said John. "Or agridy joke."
"That'swhat Annie thought. Wanted me to check for body snatchings.”
"No go. Front page.”

"That'swhat | told her. And how to get it there still warm, during a snowstorm, without leaving atrace?’



Againgt onewall stood a crude set of shelves, boards on cinder blocks, that Cash had erected for his
wifée's old mysteries. Somehow, when Michad had gotten married, alot of hissciencefiction had
migrated into them rather than out of the house. Nancy's people were stodgy. He had preferred to hide
his reading tastes the way his father's generation had hidden their Playboys from their wivesin thefifties.
John pulled out a couple and tossed them onto the bar.

"Tried to read The Time Machine once," Cash said. "Didn't grab me. Never noticed this other one
before." It was The Corridors of Time by Isaac Asmov. Its dog-eared look suggested that it had been
one of Michael'sfavorites.

It was Cash'sfault that his son had gotten started reading that stuff. He had brought home a book called
The Naked Sun, same author, given him by someone at the station who had thought Anniewould likeit.
"But | get your drift.”

John looked expectant in the way a pup does when his master catches him peeing off the paper.

Cash shrugged. "There's amore reasonabl e explanation.”

"Tell you what," John replied. "L et's check the files. See what the reports have to say.”

"John, | wouldn't know where to look. | mean, sure, they keep the files open forever. Supposedly. But
where? Weld realy haveto dig. Firgt just to find out where they keep records of where they keep
records from fifty years ago. And on our own time...." The case bothered him, yes, but twenty-three
years of homicide investigations had put calluses on his curiogity. He had not worked on his own time for
ten years, since the bizarre rgpe-murders around Mullanphy Schoal.

John seemed disgppointed. "All right. I'll do thedigging. If | locate thefile, I'll have it sent over.”
"Railsback would crucify usjust for thinking about it. No imagination, old Hank."

Cash was saved John's stronger opinion of Railsback by Carrie.

"I'm sorry, Norm. Were going to have to go. It's my head, John."

"Didn't you bring your pills?"

"l didnt think..."

"Weve got aspirin, Carrie," said Norm.

"No. Thanks. I'm sorry. With aspirin | have to take so. many | make mysdf sck at my sscomach.”
"Okay," said Harold. "Get your coat. I'll be ready as soon asthe kids are.”

Carrie's headaches were genuine, but Cash suspected they were a psychologica convenience. Judging
from the past, she had gotten Annie and Nancy going on Michael, real soap-opera stuff. Cash had been
through afew of those sessions himsdlf. Carrie was good at Sarting them. But she didn't like being
around the people she made unhappy or depressed.

"All right," hesaid. "I'll see Nancy and the kids get home. John, welll talk about it tomorrow.”



Thursday they got another negative on carsillegaly parked and more silence from Missing Persons
around the country. FBI produced nothing. Railsback decided to rel ease photos for television and the
papers. John got on the phone and started trying to locate Homicide records for 1921. Friday lunch he
disappeared, turned up late with a crusty file, thick, handwritten, dmost illegible.

They never got into it. The new case, that had held off longer than seemed believable, finaly broke. It
was a holdup-murder. Two partnersin a cheap used-furniture store had been killed, and an officer
wounded. One fredance socidist was dead and two more were fleeing on foot, one of them hit. The
wholedivisonwasonit till dark, and by then they had another. The weekend had begun. It was Tuesday
again before Cash had a chance to worry about the mystery corpse.

On Sunday the story hit the papers. On Monday the Chan-nel Four evening newscast mentioned the
casein passing. Tuesday morning, at 8:30, Cash got abuzz from Tom Kurland on the booking desk.

"Norm? Got alive one down here. Voluntary confession on that John Doe tiff from last week."

Ah. The genie from the bottle. Cash brightened. "Hey. Good. Bring him up. Y ou made my day, Tom."
"Ontheway." Mysteriouslaughter lurked round the fringes of Kurland's voice.

"Hey, John...." he called from hisgym locker of an of-fice.

A florid, gray-haired man with the build of an athlete long gone to seed, who looked like he ought to be
travelingina cloud of flies, pushed through the main door. " 'Lo, Beth," he said.

"Winehead Andy," Cash muttered. "The Prince of Hun-gary. I'll get you for this, Kurland."

Officer Tavarestried stopping the man. He just grinned and kept coming, with alittle wrigt-flick of a
greeting to Old Man Railsback, who was snoring in achair in afar corner.

"It'sdl right, Beth."

"'Lo, Sarge."

"Hi, Andy. What isit thistime?' Asif he didn't know. The man, who claimed to be a deposed Prince of
the Austro-Hungarian Empire (he was neither old enough nor, insofar as Cash had been able to
determine, did he speak aword of Ger-man or Magyar), was, with ablush, going to admit that, in afit of
madness, he had dain the mystery man. Andy swore that he was the Jekyll-and-Hyde type.

"Cant livewith it anymore, Sarge. Had to turn mysdf in...."

The man had confessed so often that Cash no longer found him amusing.

Neither did Lieutenant Railsback. "Wheat the hdll isthat wino doing in my squad room?" he thundered
fromhisoffice

"Theusud," Beth replied, returning to her work.
Rather than come out |ooking for trouble, Railsback dammed his door.

"All right, Andy. Y ou know theroutine," said Cash. "How'd you do it?"



"Knife. In the back. Grabbed him from behind and stabbed him in the heart...."
"Wrong-o, Andy. You lose again. Think it out better next time. That's hard for aright-handed man.”
"Just testing, Sarge.” He stopped smiling. "'l redly stran-gled him...."

"Missed again.” Cash shook his head. He didn't under-stand. Andy's sole ambition seemed to be to get
himsdf put awvay.

There had been atime when he was a semipermanent resi-dent in the holdover downgtairs, especidly in
winter, but these days every room with alock on its door was packed with gen-uine bandits.

"Shot him?”'
"Andy, hereé'stwo bucks. Go over to the Rite-Way and tell
Sarah | said to give you the bregkfast special.”

Andy took the money. "Sarge, one of these days you're going to catch me red-handed. Then you'll
believe me. It'smy mind, see. | can't remember afterward....”

"I know, Andy. Till | do, you'll keep getting away with it. Meantime, I've got to go by the book. Now do
me afavor. Go egat bregkfast."

Andy stood tal asheleft. A wino, yes, but he walked like a prince.

"Beth, remind methat Tom Kurland isone up on me."

"Us." Her dark eyes sparkled mischievioudy. "I'm work-ing on it aready.”

"Makeit vicious." Hewalked to awindow. "He's out the door aready.”

Below, Andy scampered through traffic.

"Liguor sore?!

"Y ou mugt be part Gypsy. Anything on my corpse?’

"No. No ID. No claim on the body. FBI saysthey've given up trying to locate prints."
"Norm," said Railsback, "you get rid of him yet?'

"He just needed the price of abottle, Hank."

"About your mystery corpse. '‘Bout time you got it certified nonhomicide, isn't it? Get it off our backs? |
don't likeit. | want it pushed back, out of the way."

"Not yet. Maybe in a couple days.”

It'sredly bizarre, Cash thought, the way thisis affecting us. Railsback would not have let go of any other



case for weeks or months. But with this one even the marginally involved people, like Beth, were
behaving srangdly.

Once Railsback did get it shoved back, little happened.

Events d sawhere devoured Cash's attention and emotions.



V. OntheX Axis,
Lidice, Bohemia, 1866; A Minor Event during the Seven Weeks War
A wise man once observed: The past isaforeign country. They do things differently there.

Fiala ... Marda... Fiala tossed her head violently, bat-tered her temples with her fists. What was
happening? Was it the Prussians?

The pain broke the grip on her mind.

Father lay sprawled half in, half out of the doorway. Mother knelt before the Virgin, moaning.
Fiala was having a fit. He heaved on his pallet, shrieking.

Her brother? She was an only child.... And her mother had died in the Uprising.

Couldn't be the Prussians. The armies were north of Lidice.

Lidice? What the devil was Lidice?

Who was Marda?

"Uncle Stefan...." Oh, Lord, her mouth wouldn't shape the words right.

Mother whirled, stared in horror.

Where am 1? What's happening to me? Who are these people? What's wrong with my mind?
What's wrong with my mind? God help me! Something's in my head. Possessing me.
German. That wasit. Only no one spoke German anymore. Not outside a classroom.

It was a strong demon. "Mother.... Priest.... "Mother ran from the house. Would Father
Alexander believe her?

What was this mumbo-jumbo? Only recidivist subversives believed that nonsense anymore. Only stupid,
ignorant coun-try people....

"Oh blessed Jesus, help me!™
Sap! "Mardal"

The blow floored her. And terminated the contest. The ter-rified thing in her mind twisted away with a
fading shriek, asif diding off round the treacherous curves of aKlein bottle.

Who wasthis ragged brute? The man who had been lying in the doorway.

"Father?'



"Yes. Comeon. Get up.”

The words were butchered by lips and tongue that had never spoken Czech.

"What happened?’

"I'm not sure. There's no time to worry about it now. Just accept it. Help me with Stefan.”

His absolute cam enveloped her, included her. The thing in-side her, the other, momentarily gave up
trying to reassart itself. Numbly, she seized the feet of the hoved's remaining, now silent tenant and hel ped
swing him onto the rude table. He was just aboy, yet hisface was aland on which several bad diseases
hed left memorids.

No one outside alabor camp lived thisway. Dirt floor to deep on, apdlet stuffed with straw. Only
furniture ahome-made table.... No, there were afew crude piecesin shadowed corners. No water. No
toilet.

Thiswasn't her world.

"The woman. She went for someone.”

Then shestudied hersdif.

And received agreater shock.

The body she wore, beneath the crudest peasant clothing, wastiny, emaciated, just entering puberty. It
wasthefemde counterpart of the boy on thetable. "Oh...." It couldn't be alabor camp.

One of those places, only rumored, where they experi-mented on enemies of the State?

Outside, the sun wasrising. On amorning like this, the spires of Hradcany Castle would be visble from
the church bdlfry.

A scant sixty milesto the northwest, men named von Bismarck and von Moltke were defining her history
with words spoken by the mouths of cannon. Already the troops were moving at Koniggratz.

She had cometo aland more dien than she could bdieve.

Its name was July 3,1866.



V. OntheY Axis
1975

The collgpse of South Vietnam had begun in January, adow, snowbaling thing that had not seemed
serious at first. But when Hue and Da Nang went and the North Viethamese started whooping down the
coast routes like ajuggernat, it became obvious that the end had finally come. Those with an emotiona
investment in the country could, like watching the footbal Cardinas go into the second half down by
seventeen, hope for amiracle, but that hope was wan.

One night Cash woke to find Annie sobbing beside him. He pretended not to notice.

Later that week he found her sniffling in the kitchen when he returned from work.

"What's the matter?'

"Been arotten day. Everything went wrong. And now | burned my finger."

Shewaslying. The stove wasn't hot. But he let it dide. Even shared griefs had to have their private facets.
"Nancy's bringing the kids over tomorrow."

"Y eah? Second time thisweek. What's up? | thought she didn't like us that much.”

"People change.”

"l guess" They just could not get it out in the open.

Theworst crudty, for Cash, was the indifference of the people he encountered. But they were dead-tired
of Vietnam. Most would have been pleased to see the damned country follow Atlantiss example.

Cash was angry and unapproachable most of thetime.

During the downhill plungeto thefdl of Saigon he re-mained utterly distracted. Nothing could draw him
out of the netherworld to which he had retreated. He had little time for murders or murderers. His
thoughts al revolved around that one little country, that pimple on the ass of the world, where his oldest
sonwas ill missng....

Hedid not redlly care about Vietnam per se. He was no rabid anti-communist. The system had done
wondersin China. Through the later years of the war he had been critical of United States involvement,
though for reasons a variance with those vocalized in the streets. Those he could not com-prehend at al.
They had no gpparent relation to redity, only to wishful thinking about how the world should be. He felt
that, like atoo cautious coach, the United States had gone, at best, for adraw. Hefelt the military should
have been adlowed to go for avictory with everything but nuclear weapons, and to hell with futile
arguments about the propriety of being therein the first place. Once you're wet, you should go ahead and
swim, not cry about faling in, he thought. But he kept his opinionsto himsdlf, being rationa enough to
know they were opinions and not something M oses had brought down from the mountain in his other
hand.

He had greeted the January, 1973, news of United States withdrawa with relief. The Kissinger "peace’
had seemed alast, comic punctuation to an era of futility. He had predicted the disaster even then, and



had tried to school himself to live with itsinevitable consequences.

Vietnam was dead. The people who had buried it wanted everyone to forget. That would be nice, Cash
thought. He wished he could. If he had known for sure about Michael, he might have been content to
stick his head in the sand with the rest. But he knew the other side wouldn't forget. They knew, now, that
they had carte blanchein that end of theworld. They knew, from peasant to premier, that thefal of
Saigon symbolized far more than the culmination of years of warfare. It marked the east's watershed
victory in World War I11. Solzhenitsin had pointed it out: the west had been fighting a hafhearted and
half-assed delaying action since 1945; Viet-nam had marked the beginning of the end. From the fall of
Saigon onward the collapse would cease to be gradua . The west, whether good or evil or whatever, was
about to come gpart, and at arate which, historically speaking, would be pre-cipitous. Cash supposed he
would live long enough to see the barbarians at the gates himsalf.

But, from ahistorica perspective, it would not matter much. Life would go on. The big change would be
inwhich gang of menta caseswould be running things.

Timeswere when Cash grew extremely cynica. Especialy about government and the peopleiniit.
Annieg, in her anger, in her passion to show others her fedl-ings, volunteered to adopt an orphan. There
weren't enough to go around. After the collapse, she decided they would spon-sor aVietnamese family.
Cash acquiesced, hoping she would not start blaming them about Michadl, expecting she would forget
the whole thing when she calmed down.

MayagUez put everyone on an even ked again. It wassilly, being such asmall incident, not well executed
at dl, and likely to be nothing more than afix for the nationd pride.

Y et next day Cash was able to get back into hisworld, to work by more than the numbers.

John Harad was more perceptive than Cash had suspected.

During the grim months he had not said aword about the mystery corpse. That morning after MayagUez,
quiet because even the bandits were home following the news, he strolled into Cash's office and dropped
the ancient file onto his desk. "Want to glance through this?'

"Wha?'

"Cardarssfile on the Groloch investigation. The missng man.”

"Thet agan?'

"Just have aread. I'll be catching up on my paperwork.”

They had been alot lessformal in the old days, Cash discovered. Carstairs's report contained alot of
opinion and suspicion that was hard to separate from evidence. The story was much as Annie had
described, though Cargtairs had been convinced that Miss Groloch had murdered Jack O'Brien. Good
riddance, he had observed. But the extent of the report indicated that he had put alot of hoursinto

hunting asolu-tion.

Initidly, Cash's strongest reaction was an eeriefeding of déja vu. Carstairss emotiona responses had
been identica to hisown.



Atherton Cargtairs had felt driven to find out what had hap-pened to O'Brien. And had faced the same
reluctance to push it on the part of his superiors. They had wanted to write it off asasmple
disappearance after only two days—despite the fact that there had been adozen witnesseswilling to
testify that O'Brien had been seen entering Miss Groloch's house, that |ater there had been the screams of
awoman being beaten, then amasculine voice pleading for mercy. And O'Brien had never come out.

Thefileincluded athick sheaf of letters. For years Cartairs had kept up a correspondence with friends
in other cities, hop-ing someone would stumble on to O'Brien dive. A search of Miss Groloch'shouse, in
aday when such things need not be done so politely and proper, had produced nothing. He had not
found adoily out of place, let done bloodstains or evi-dence of violence. For weaponry the woman had
possessed nothing more dangerous than afew kitchen knives.

Cargtairs had made hisfina entry in 1929, on the eighth an-niversary of the case, and the eve of his
assgnment to the Board of Police Commissioners. He had | eft best wishes for anyone who became
interested in his hobby case.

He had finaly surrendered.

Pasted to the last page was a snapshot of aman and awoman, in the style of the early twenties. Penned
on the yelowed sheet was " Guesswho?" in John's hand, with an ar-row indicating the man.

The resemblance was remarkable. Even to the suit. And the woman was undeniably Fiada Groloch.
"John!" Cash thundered. "Get in herel”

He appeared quickly, wearing afoolish grin. "Saw the pic-ture, en?’

"Yeah. You didn't fake something up, did you?" John and Michael, as teenagers, had loved practical
jokes. John had once gone through a camera stage. He and Michagl had made some phony prints
showing Cash and a neighbor woman leav-ing amotel. There had been virtua war with Annie beforethe
boys had confessed. Cash had never forgiven them.

Because hereally had been guilty, hisfeet of clay had been innocently, accidentaly exposed, his darkest
secret had been hauled, bonesrattling, from its casket by children who knew not what they did. The
experience had made him suspect there might be something to the law of karma after all.

John's smilefaded. "Not thistime. Y ou want to run tests?'

"No." Cash bdieved him. He didn't want to, though. "Wait. Maybe. Thissimpossible, you know. It can't
behim."

"I know." Haradd seemed proud of hislittle coup, but frightened. Aswas Cash, who felt likeawise
Pandora about to open the box anyway.

"Therereno printsin thefile," Cash observed. "Did they use them then?"
"Got me. | don't even know how to find out.”
"They darted in the eighteen hundreds, | think. Didn't Sherlock Holmes use them?”

"Shee-it, | don't know. Never made any differenceto me.”



"Okay. Okay. We got a problem. How to prove our corpseisn't Jack O'Brien. We need something
concrete. Dental records?'

"No way. Y ou saw the coroner's report. No dentist ever saw the inside of that mouth. Perfect teeth.”

"Y eah. Wouldn't find anything medical, either. 1t'd be herein thefile. Scars and things. Carstairs doesn't
mention aone. You'd think aguy with O'Brien's street record would've got-ten cut up alittle. Must've
been alucky bastard. Bet you couldn't even find abirth record.... Wait! O'Brien. Cathalic...."

"Got you." John gtarted to leave.

"Hold on here. Let'shave aplan. All we can doisfind out if he was born here, maybeif any reativesare
dill dive.... Yeah, that'd help. Find somebody who really knew him besides Miss Groloch. Wouldn't be
conclusive, though.”

Cash paused, thought for nearly aminute. "We need to get ahold of something with his prints. Y ou think
any would gill be around?!

John spread his hands, shrugged. "They found pterodon bonesin Texas a couple months ago.”

"Okay. Anything's possible. Side out when Railsback isn't looking and start checking parish records. Il
cover for you."

"But Railsback islooking," the lieutenant said from behind Harald. "What're you up to now?"

"Not much. A little hobby case, you might say."

"Yeah," said John. "Just acheck on abirth cettificate. It only take hdf an hour.”

Railsback spotted thefile. And picture. "Hey, the John Doe. Whered you get this? Who ishe?"

Harald and Cash exchanged |ooks.

"Wdl?'

"Name's Jack O'Brien," said Cash. "That man disappeared in 1921. Thisisthefile on theinvestigation.”
"Eh?" Railsback frowned. "What the hell? Y ou're shitting me."

"Nope." Improvising, Cash added, "We thought the John Doe might be areative.”

"Redly?' Railsback gave them both the fisheye. Y ou got the Dond son thing straight?”

"He'sinthecan, ain't he?'

"Sure. But for how long? Judggelll probably release him on his own recognizance.”

They had brought Donadson in for adouble murder. He was an enforcer for one of the drug gangs, had

been on bond awaiting trid on two previous murder charges when they had grabbed him. One case had
gone more than ayear without disposition. It was the sort of thing that made them wonder why they



bothered.
"The paperwork's current,” said Cash. "Won't be any-thing moretill the prosecuting attorney asksfor it."
"Okay, you want to chase some crackpot time machine no-tion, go to it. Just keep in touch, huh?’

John disappeared before the lieutenant changed his mind. Once he was gone, Railshack exposed abit of
his normally hidden human side. "Y ou feding better now, Norm? Maybe if you get into something redlly
zany likethis... 7'

"Y eah, Hank. | think we got it worked out now. It hit Annie pretty hard, though.”
"l heard she wants to sponsor one of the families.

"Wevetaked about it." From therethey let it dide into shop talk. Railsback had lost hisidedlismin the
trenches of the Us-and-Them War of their business. He had worked hisway up from patrolman, and
patrolmen often became disiliusioned early. They began seeing their livesin terms of cops againgt the
world. Sometimes the people they protected became indistin-guishable from the predators. An Alamo
psychology deve-oped. Guyswho understood what was happening to them usualy got out. The others
stayed in and exacerbated the pro-fession's bad image.

After fifteen minutes Railsback wandered off. Cash won-dered if he were having family trouble again. He
had seemed digtracted. He did not sociaize much on the outside. No one redlly knew the private
Railsback, though it had long been ap-parent that he and hiswife lived in a state of armed truce, which
explained why he often worked a double shift. The one time Cash had met Marylin Railshack he had
come away won-dering what Hank had ever seen in her. The ways of love were as strange as those of
the Lord.

What with keeping up on the daily casudty list and not making much headway with parish records, John
didn't find anything for aweek. Cash's own workload, which now in-cluded covering for Harald where
he could, gave him no timeto get involved. And on his own time he had private problems. Annie kept
fussing about taking in a Vietnamese family. For reasons known only to hersalf, Annie had asked for a
police official. Cash wasn't sure he would be able to handle that. Some of them, surely, had earned their
reputations.

But John eventualy camerolling in. "I've got it: asister. Twelve years younger than O'Brien, but she's il
around. All his other relatives have moved or died. What took so long was, she was married, then her
old man got blown away in World War Two, then she went into a convent. Lot of name changes.”
"Which one?'

"Saint Joseph of Carondelet.”

"Héll, that's right over on Minnesota.”

"Y eah. Thought you'd want to go aong.”

"Damnedright. So let'shit it."

They did out while Railsback was on the phone home, argu-ing. That didn't bode well for their return.



"Think we ought to take her down to the morgue and spring it on her?" John asked while on the way.
"What for?'

"To look a the corpse.”

"Y oumean they 4ill got it?"

"Yeah. | checked thismorning. Since nobody ever claimed it, they just sort of forgot it. Soppy, leaving a
diff laying around the meet locker like that."

"lsn't that againgt the law, or something? | mean, thered have to be al kinds of screw-ups. Should've
been an inquest, should've—"

"Probably. Anyway, they're talking about doing something with it now that | reminded them.”
"That's the weirdest thing about thisguy. Everybody'sin arush to get rid of him, if only by forgetting.
Even us. Look how long welet it go. It'slike he don't belong and everybody can fed it just enough to
want to ignore him. How'd you stop them thistime?”

"Told them | thought wed found arddive.”

"John..."

"So | fibbed. Just wanted to see what she thought.”

"Thisisan old lady, John, anun. Maybeit'stoo rough...."

Sister Mary Joseph was no aged but delicate flower. A glance was enough to show them that shewasa
tough old bird. Had to be. She was afirst-grade teacher with twenty years service in the witch's cauldron
walled by children, parents, and superiorsin the archdiocese.

"Sigter Mary Joseph? Norman Cash.”

"Y ou're the policemen?’

"Uhm. Thiss Detective Harald. John Junior. His dad was a competitor. Episcopdian.”

"Why'd you want to see me?"

"Just to ask afew questions.”

She seemed puzzled. "About what? Will it take long? | have classes...."

"Thisman?' Cash handed her the picture of the corpse, the same one that had gotten areaction from
Miss Groloch.

Shefrowned. Her breath jerked inward. One hand went to her mouth, then made the sign of the cross.

"Sger?'



"He looks like my brother Jack. But it can't be. Canit?Hedied in 1921."
"Disappeared,” Harald corrected. He presented the picture from thefile,

"FaaGroloch. The heathen foreigner.” Thistime she made asign againgt the evil eye, then reddened
when Harald and Cash looked puzzled. Cash had never seen an embar-rassed nun.

"Sorry. Therewas alot of animosity. Would you explain now?'

Cash took it, kept it smple, did no editoridizing. "We're playing along shot. Hoping this man might be
your brother's son or grandson.”

John added, "We hoped you'd be willing to view the corpse. To let usknow if you think that's possible.”

"Well, | suppose. Sister Celestine won't mind an extra hour with the children." She smiled addightfully
wicked little smile.

Cash couldn't help observing, "'l think you'd like my wife's aunt, Sister Dolorosa. She's a Benedictine. At
aconvent in northwestern Pennsylvania.”

"Oh?Well, I'd better tell Mother Superior. Beright back."

Sigter Mary Joseph returned while John was on the phone to the morgue. "I've dways had afeding this
would come back on us. Fida Groloch should've been burned for witchcraft.”

Cash didn't respond verbdly, but his surprise was obvious.
"I know. That's not charitable. Not Chrigtian. But if Satan ever sent hisemissary, Fida Groloch'sit.”
"That much bitterness? After al these years?'

"Oh, it'snot Jack. | wastoo young to understand at the time, but he was the devil's disciple himsdlf. He
probably deserved whatever he got. Did you meet her? | hear she's fill there. And strong as ever.”

"Wedid. She seemed likeanice old lady."

"Old?1 wonder how old sheredly is."

"About eighty-five, | guess. She only looked about sixty, though.”

"At least she'saged some.”

"l don't understand.”

"When it happened ... whatever happened with Jack ... shelooked about forty...."

"Early thirties, | heard, but you're the only one I've talked to who knew her then."

"About forty. And even then there wasn't anybody who remembered when she didn't live there. Her

house was built when that part of the city belonged to the private estate of aMary Tyler. When | wasa
child, the old folks said it'd been built right after the Civil War."



"| figured the elghteen eighties, just guessing.”

"My grandparents came over in eighty-three. She and the house were there then, and had been for along
time. My grandmother told me she'd heard that there'd been a man who was supposed to be Fialas
father. He disappeared too, | guess. Miss Groloch told people he went back to the old coun-try.
Nobody ever heard which one it was. She used to get out and around in those days. Didn't lock hersdlf
intill after Jack disappeared.”

"The name sounds like eastern European.” He wasn't redlly hearing the sster. That Miss Groloch might
be 130, or even older, seemed so ridiculous that her words just floated across his consciousness like
unsinkableice. Hisonly reaction was to make anote to tell John to check the tax and building records on
the Groloch house.

Harad returned. "Okay. All set, Norm. Got to hit it now, though. The morgue people are spooked about
having the stiff around solong.”

"Sger?'
"I'm ready.”

During the trip downtown Cash tried to draw the woman out on her fedings toward Miss Groloch. He
faled. Shere-treated into ashell not at dl in keeping with the warmth and spirit she had shown earlier.

Sister Mary Joseph made the sign of the cross again when the attendant rolled the corpse out. Severa
times. Cash feared she would faint.

But she got agrip on hersdf. "Do you have his clothes?"

Harald spent ahaf hour hunting them up. Then the Sister merely glanced at them. She found achair, sat,
thought for severd minutes. Findly, "Y oull think I'm crazy. And maybe | am. But that's Jack. Those are
the pants he was wearing the day he disappeared. | remember. | was sitting on the front stepswith Colin
Mearafrom upstairs. Jack gave me adime and told usto get a soda before the old man heard about us
holding hands on his own doorstep. He winked at Colin and went off whistling. He had his lucky tarn on,
and his hands stuffed in his pockets. Sergeant, it's him. How can that be?"

Harad grinned like a Little Leaguer who had just pitched ano-hitter. Cash just sat down and put hisface
in hishands. "I don't know, Sister. | don't know. Thisthing's getting crazier and crazier.”

"How did he die?"

"Scared to degth, the coroner says."

"Isthat possble?| mean ... 7'

"It's possible. Not common, but possible.”

"But how'd he keep so long? They didn't have freezers."

"Hedied March third. About 9:30 p.m."



"ThisMarch? That'simpossble.”

"I know it. You know it. But that there Jack O'Brien don't know it. Didn't know it. He was barely cold
when they found him. His body heat had melted the snow...."

"But it'simpossble. Fifty-four years..."”
"l know. | know. | know."

John continued to grin—with worry beginning to nag around the edges as he recognized more and more

improbabilities. Cash and the Sster sat in an extended silence. Findly, shesaid, "1 think you'd better take
me back now." To the puzzled attendant, who had been hovering about al aong, "What do | haveto do
about the body? About arrange-ments?’

She was convinced.

Railsback was at hisfoulest when they returned. He looked, Cash thought, like atornado about to
pounce on atrailer park.

"Codl it, Hank," Cash said. "Sit down and shut up till we're done. We just bought atime bomb.”

Railshack recognized distress, was reasonable enough to realize atantrum was inappropriate. "Tak to
me," hesad.

"We got aclaimant for our John Doe. Guy's sister. Postive ID. Absolutely no doubts. But..." And Cash
gave him the buts.

Aswas becoming more common, Railsback thought before he growled. But he growled anyway. "Norm,
| don't want anything to do with it. Get it out of here. There's got to be some way we can dump it on

somebody dse...."

"Therés gill amurder file open.”

Railsbhack pulled abottle of pillsfrom adrawer, gobbled a couple. "Who knows? Y ou and Hardd. Me.
The sgter. Any-body ese? This hitsthe papersand TV, they'll clobber us.”

"Not today's developments. | guess the wives are current through yesterday. Oh, and there wasthe
attendant at the morgue, but he didn't know what the hell was going on.”

Railsback rubbed his forehead. He got headaches when the pressure was on. He was an ulcer man, too.
Heate Vdium like candy. "Too many. It'sgoing to lesk somewhere. All right, you guysdug it up, you
bury it. One way or another, you get out there and prove she's anut. Maybe we can't find out who he is,
but we damned sure better find out who he isn't.”

"How? " John asked.

"I don't care. It'syour problem. Use your imagination. Roust this Fiala Groloch. Way you describe her,
she'sgot trunks full of mementoes. Look for prints. Do whatever you haveto, but do something.”



VI. OntheY Axis
Through 8 August 1964;
The Chinese Puzzle

A man named Huang Hua, whose true name was something e se entirely, spent the years 1956-1973in
virtud sdf-impris-onment in atwo-room office in abasement in Peking. He was a veteran of the Long
March and the engineer of the POW de-fections during the Korean War.

Oneroom was living quarters. It contained his bed and toilet. The other contained cooking facilitiesand a
small desk with asingle telephone. Along one wall stood a bookcase con-taining numerous | oosdl eaf
notebooks of western manufac-ture, each filled with the tiny, precise characters of his pen, plus severd
hundred books, mostly in English. Along the base of another wall were cartons of office supplies, more
than Huang could use in two lifetimes. He was ahoarder.

Only four men knew why Huang had goneinto hibernation: himsdlf; the chairman; Lin Piao; Chou En-lai.

In 1971 Lin would fed compelled to let the Muscovite revi-sonistsin on the secret. Air Force fighters
caught his aircraft over Mongoliaon September 12.

Huang's telephone linked directly with asmal underground establishment in Sinkiang. It wasthe only
regular connection. Security was more strict than at the Lop Nor facility.

Huang'slife and project reflected the Chinese character. He had failed in Korea. Certain that other
chances would arise, he had kept his project going and growing. Not once did the policy-makers ask him
to judtify the expense or necessity. Ti-betans, Indians, recacitrant regiondists, old Nationalists, even a
few Russians from the 1969 clashes on the Ussuri River, and Burmese from the border skirmishesthere,
cameto hisfacility. Helearned. He polished. He refined. He persevered.

August 8, 1964, provided one of the great momentsin hislife. That was the day the Chairman himsdlf
phoned to give him the news about the Gulf of Tonkin Resolution.

All things came to the man who was patien.



VIl. OntheY AXis
1975

Cash and Harald were in the gtation parking lot when John said, "We can't prove athing even if we do
find printsthat might've been O'Brien's.”

Why?

"How do we prove they're his? How do we date them? If they match the John Doe, all we proveisthat
he wasin the house. Not when."

"Yeah. Wdll, shit. At least we'd have areason to ask Miss Groloch some questions.”
"If she cooperates. We haven't got awarrant, you know."

"Whose side are you on, John?" Cash dammed the car door. "Can you see what the court would say if
we applied?’

But they went on in hopes she would cooperate. Carstairs had noted her willingnessto do so severa
times. That had fed his suspicions.

Ontheway Cash told Harald what Sister Mary Joseph had had to say about Miss Groloch. With asigh,
Harald replied, "I'll dig through the records. Thiss getting to be alot of work for no return, Norm."

Miss Groloch, of course, wasin, and remembered them. " Sergeant Cash. Detective Hardd. Just intime
you are. | just put some cookies out to cool. Tom!" she shouted toward the rear of the house. ™Y ou get
down!" Cash could not see the cat. She explained, "On the table he will be getting now. We know each
other well. Sit. Sit. Theteal will start.” She bus-tled toward the kitchen.

Miss Groloch's parlor had not changed since their previous visit. Cash began wondering about the
economicsof her life. Annie had said no one could remember her having left the house since the O'Brien
incident. He and John had caught the mailman on the way in. The man claimed that al she ever got was
junk mail. No persond letters, no Socia Security checks.

"What about tax forms?' Cash had asked.

The man had not been on the route that long. But then he did remember that she sometimes received
packages from a hedlth food firm in New Jersey. He had seen nothing that might have been atax refund
or rebate check.

At Lambert's, the little market ablock north, the manager had told Cash that hisboy delivered twicea
week, in smal amounts. She aways paid in cash, and dways gave the boy alist for next time. Her tastes
seemed a bit old-fashioned, but not as much as might be expected of arefugee still steeped in the last
century.

Cash wanted alook at her kitchen, to seeif she had arefrigerator.
A thousand questions piled up every time he thought about Miss Groloch. And he had barely scratched

the surface. The questions came like those little metal puzzles you take apart, then can't get back
together, only in achain ahundred puzzleslong.



"Now," said Miss Groloch, the amenities performed, "What can | do for you thistime?'

Sometimes Harald had the tact of an dligator. He did it on purpose. "Weve got a positive identification
of our corpse: Jack O'Brien."

When you look into akaleidoscope and turn the barrel, pat-terns shift. Sometimes, after the flicker, the
change seems undetectable.

That happened with Miss Groloch. Shewas pallid for an instant. Her teacup rattled against her saucer.
Terror lightninged across her face. Then, so quickly her reaction seemed imaginary, she was the cool old
lady again. "No. Seventy-five Jack O'Brien would be. The photograph you showed me, it wasthat of a
boy." Her pronunciation dtered subtly, moving toward the European.

"Hissger identified him. She was S0 sure she claimed the body."

The woman seemed to wander off ingde. The tomcat came and crouched nervoudly against her ankles.
Findly, "The Leutnant Carstairs, he said you would never stop...."

Cash tried to get a handle on the accent. German? Somehow, that didn't seem quite right. Hisdutiesin
1945-46, as a sergeant attached to Mgor Wheder of the Allied Military Government, had kept him
hopping through the Anglo-Amer-ican Zone. The accent, he was positive, wasn't North German. Too
soft. Nor did Bavarian or even Audtrian seem quiteright.

John was playing it too heavy. It wastime he stepped in. "Y ou'll have to excuse John. Thiscaseis
frustrating. We're sure the man's not Jack O'Brien, too. We came because we hoped you could help us
proveit. It'sindelicate to mentioniit, | know, but you knew him best.”

"Itistha. Butif | can help, | must." Shewasin such rigid control that her accent and structural stumbling
al but disgp-peared. "Thereis so little to tell. He was like a—what do you call those spring
sorms?—like atornado. Here, there, gone before he left adeep hurt. | know what people thought. But
lovehim | never did.... Doesthat surprise you, Sergeant?"

"No." But it did. He had fixed notions about his eders and their times. Casud affairsthen? No, not till
|ater, once Pro-hibition had reached its absolute nadir.

John horned in. "Would you be willing to look at the body?*
"For what?'
"Totell ushow it can't be O'Brien. So we have something to go on.”

That flustered her. It meant atrip downtown. "I... | don't know. To going out I'm not accustomed.” Her
accent thick-ened again. She dowed her speech as she groped for words.

Cash groped too, for the high school German that had been the army's excuse for sticking him into the
AMG operation. Maybe he could catch her off-guard.

But no useful phraseswould come.

What about maintenance? he thought. A big house like hers, so old, had to have paint, tuckpointing, and



repairsall the time. The plumbing had to be crankier than a'47 Ford. How did she manage upkeep
without going out? And, if they did find someone who had made repairs, would they learn anything?

Harald softened his approach. "I know. | don't think you'd have to if we could find some other way. Say,
fingerprints”

She frowned, turned to Cash for an explanation. He tried, showing her the difference between their
thumbs. "The natura oilsleave marks" hetold her. "I'm sure you've noticed, housekeeping. No two
people's are dike. We hoped you'd have something around...." Her housekeeping habits did not appear
the sort that would leave fingerprintslying around for fifty years.

Cash wasfishing for an invitation to see the rest of the house.

She was cool for having been so long alone. Panic scram-bled around behind her eyes, like aroomful of
mice with acat thrown in, but she did agood job of controlling it. Time had made her timid, but she
refused to be spooked when the world assaulted her privacy.

"Isno chance, | think. No. But look we can. Where do we begin?' Sherose, patted her skirts down.

"Any souvenirs?' Cash asked. "Something glass might have taken aprint. Or paint if he touched it whileit
was tacky. Or aphoto.”

"Was a photograph once, yes. Just one. Y our Leutnant Carstairs never gaveit back. | do not remember
any painting doing then. Everything has been painted since. Many times. | would not leave adirty glass
gtting for fifty years."

"We're grasping at straws," Cash admitted.

Her spectrd smileinformed him that she was aware of that fact.

For amoment he felt he and John were being manipulated, that her cooperation was asubtle form of
mockery.

"Wdl, comethen. Upgtairswell go and see”

Cash didn't know what to expect. A locked, dusty room, memorialy closed in respect for awithered
love? Something like that. He just couldn't take her no love claim at face value.

What he did see was pretty much what an ordinary visitor would expect: just an old lady's house.

Cash stuck close. He was briefly bemused by her spryness on the stairs. John hung back, sticking his
nose everywhere. With another of her quiet smiles, Miss Groloch pretended not to notice.

"Whereto look | redly do not know," she said, leading Cash into a bedroom. "But this seemsthe best
placeto art. It'samess. I'm sorry."

"My wife should be so dack.”
"Mogt of histime he spent here. Or in the kitchen. He wasthat kind."

Despite her ingenuous claim, the room had been kept with the care of awoman who had little eseto



occupy her. Cash picked up a perfume bottle that looked old enough, but which was of cut glass. "Any
presents?’ he asked. "He ever bring you anything?"

"Presents?' Shelooked thoughtful. "Now that | think, yes. Once. A porcelain doll. From Germany.
Dresden, | think. He stoleit, probably.”

She went to an a cove off the bedroom which seemed to function as storage space, though it had
probably been meant for anursery. She opened awardrobe which showed flecks of dust, rummaged
around the back of acluttered top shelf.

Cash noted four dresses hanging insde, dl in styles awoman might have worn shortly after the Greet
War. They appeared to have hung undisturbed since their proper period. Miss Groloch wore appropriate
old lady dothing now.

She might live outsde it, but she was not unaware of the world.
It just keeps getting weirder, Cash thought.

"Hereitis." She brought out something wrapped in yel-lowed tissue paper that crumbled when shetried
to unwrap it.

"Hold on." John appeared genidlike, adoily in hand. "Lay it here. Youll ruin any printsif you handleit.”

"Fah!" shesaid. "Filthy it is. Laziness. No excuseisthere. Someday to clean this, | will come." She stirred
through the wardrobe, muttering to hersalf. " Sergeant, your force. It hasthe ... vasist? ... charity?" She
held up several sound but ancient shoes.

"Wedo." Heforebore saying that he didn't think anyone was desperate enough to accept something fifty
yearsold.

John dipped away with the doll, carrying it in front of him, on his palms, asthough it were anitro bomb.
Miss Groloch abandoned the wardrobe in disgust, continued giving Cash the tour. John rgjoined them as
they were about to look into the attic, which proved to be avast, dark, dusty emptiness. Miss Groloch
refused to go up.

"Up there Tom gets sometimes,” she said. "Filthy he comes back. | maybe should get one of those
vacuum swveepers...."

"Don't you go climbing around up there," Cash told her. "If you fell over ajoist and broke aleg, who'd
come help you?'

She amiled, but didn't reply.

Cash was satisfied. He did not bother going into the attic. As Carstairs had noted so long ago, she was
too smart to leave any evidence. If ever there had been any.

But Harald asked to see the basement. He seemed deter-mined to push till he found the limit of her
cooperation.

The basement had to be entered through the kitchen. Miss Groloch did have arefrigerator, Cash noted.
It was so ancient that it had the round radiator stack on top. Ammonia coolant? he wondered.



To Cash the basement |ooked as innocuous as the rest of the house. Already certain they would find
nothing, he remained at the foot of the steps taunting himsalf with Miss Groloch's accent while Harald
prowled. What little looking he did wasfor hisown curiosity's sake.

As he had suspected, the furnace was a conversion, coa to gas, probably with fuel oil asan intermediate
step. The elec-trical wiring was the old exposed single strand, heavy guage copper wire. He noticed
severa places where the insulating fabric had become frayed.

"Y ou see where the cloth on the wiresis getting ragged? That could cause afire someday. And thisfloor
joist. Y ou see where the insulator goes through? By the knot. It's cracked. Y ou should have a carpenter
scab on asster beam before it settles and ruins your floor."

"Thishouseand |, we are alike," Miss Groloch responded. " Getting old. Coming gpart. Nothing lasts
forever."

It was odd, the way she said that. Her wistfulness caused Cash to examine her expression. For amoment
shewore afaraway 0ok, then gave him that ghostly smile. Once again he had the feding he was being
meanipulated.

"Tear it down they will when I'm gone, | expect. A pity that would be. It isagood house. Love and
attention it needs, isall. Houses, they are like people, that way."

Before she could pursue this unexpected line, Hardd said, "Waell, sorry to take up so much of your time.”
He seemed disappointed. "We appreciate your cooperation.” He made it sound as though he would have
appreciated a confesson agood dea more.

" am happy to help, any time. Y ou will be back, yes?"

That had thering of accusation. Harald shrugged.

"Y ou are dwayswelcome. To being done one never grows accustomed.”

John grunted, took alast ook around.

Londliness. Cash wondered why she had never taken another friend after Jack O'Brien. Or had she? He
would have to double-check with Annie.

Back in the car, after another round of teaand cookies, Harald asked, "What do you think?"
"What'sto think? It's perfect. Weve got to find another goddamned angle.”

"Something's out of kilter. Something's not straight.”

"How s0?1 didn't see anything.”

"I don't know. Petty shit, | guess. Maybe it was the base-ment. Y ou notice anything queer?'
Cashtried to visudize. "No."

"Probably nothing, but there were a couple things | no-ticed. Like, it wasn't afull basement.”



ll&?l

"So the end that would've gone under the rest of the house had awall that looked like it was built along
time after the other three. The sone was different. And it waslaid on top of the floor. And the floor was
poured along time after the base-ment was dug. It looked like it was done in sections. Like somebody
mixed and poured it by hand.”

"S0? What can we do about it? Never mind the buried men and the secret rooms. Y ou think Cargtairs
wouldn't have found them? Think we should cite her for not getting a building permit? Even then you'd
haveto prove sheviolated the building codes. They probably did it before there were any.”

"Y ou're no help, Norm. Not a damned bit. We dready know Carstairs wasn't infalible. And there were
other anomdies.”

"Ooh, collegewords. Like what?"

"A washer and dryer. And water hegter."

"That'sacrime?’

"When therest of the house is so old-fashioned?"

"No, now hang on, John. Y ou might think you've got to have atelephone, radio, and TV, but somebody
who grew up without wouldn't. The stuff she'sgot is practical. And she had an icebox. | mean
refrigerator. Y ou take abushman out of the Kaahari, offer him one modern appliance he could take
back, | bet you he'd want arefrigerator...."

"Okay. Okay. So that explains some of it. Maybe. But not where she gets the money."

"Y ou're bound and determined to nail her for something, aren't you?"

That was an aspect he kept worrying about himself, though, technically, it did not relate to their case.
"Look intoit if you want. Go down to the IRS. Maybe they've got something."

"If they'll let me haveit." They swung into the station lot. "But they've probably never heard of her."
"Take care of the car, hear?I'll haul the doll upgtairs.”

"Got onefor you, Beth," Cash said, opening the door with his rear while keeping both hands on the doll.
What?"

"Print evidence. Lab stuff. Want to take it to them for me? Okay? Y ou got abox, or something?"
"Kleenex box okay?' Shefished one from her wastebasket.

"Fine. Anything. Giveit to George, dl right?"

"Specid ?'



"The Groloch thing."

"Y our wifeleft amessage. | put it on your desk. I'll take this over while I'm remembering it."

He studied her behind as she left. Not bad. Someday he might give that atry.... He returned to his desk.
His In tray had had alitter in his absence. It was dl routine stuff that could have been handled by a
semiliterate, patient chimp. Mostly revenue-sharing record-keeping that no one would ever look at once

it left his Out tray.

Cash got less done than the chimp would have. His mind refused to stay off Jack O'Brien, Miss Groloch,
and the cer-tainty of Sister Mary Joseph. Somehow, something had to add up. But it just would not.

The puzzle of Miss Groloch was, more and more, displacing that of O'Brien's desth.

And the clock kept capturing his eye. Beth had |eft the memo, in purple ballpoint, square in the middle of
hisblotter.

Norm (in wide, looping script): Annie says shewent ahead. A man from
the Relocation Board will visit you tonight. Try to get home early.
Beth
P.S. | guessthisisasurprise.
It was. Despite her talk, he had expected Annieto fold.

While he was trying to make up his mind whether or not to leave right away, avoice sad, "Y ou've done
it thistime, Cash." Lieutenant Railsback appeared before his desk.

"You look like Rip Van Winkle the day he woke up. What's happening?'
"Your chinadall. They got aprint off it. Already. Right thumb."

"No."

"es"

They stared a one another. All Cash could think was that thiswasimpossble. But if it weretrue, there
was aholein Miss Groloch's defenses. She had made amistake.

"Hank, | saw that doll come out of her wardrobe. | can't prove it, but it sureashel looked likeit'd been
intherefor years." He recalled impressions of being manipulated. Had the old woman known they would
find amatching print? Was she mocking them? No. That would mean too much attention. She wouldn't
want that. "The tissue paper..."

"| aready told them to work on it. Told them to run every test they could think of, and to go to FBI if
they had to." He dragged a chair up to Cash's desk, flopped in. "There's got to be a hole. Somewhere,
there's got to be ahole. Or we're up againgt aFu Manchu."”

"Uhm. Y ou remember Doc Savage?'

"The old man never let meread that crap. So | read his after he goesto deep now. Yesh, | know him.



Even went to the movie. Too campy. What about him?"

"Jugt think it'd be niceif we could put in acal to New Y ork, have him clean thisup. Y ou notice how he
aways gets the job done in a couple days?*

"Don't pay any attention to the rules, either. Just busts people up.” He snorted. "L ong as we're wishing,
why not go for apsychic? There'sthat fat English broad out in the County...."

Cash thought about it. It was straw-grabbing time, and there were precedents. Then it struck him. "We
wouldn't dare. We'd be up to our necksin reporters. That'stheir mesat.”

"Norm, I'm getting closeto retirement. | don't need this."

Close? Cash thought. Morelike five years. Matter of view-point, he supposed. "1 didn't ask for it either.”
"You sure as hdl did. Y ou had to keep poking and pok-ing."

What was keeping John? Cash had wanted to talk to his partner, but did not fed like listening to
Railsback while waiting around. He also wanted supper and timeto put his hedl's up before the refugee
placement interview.

"Look," he said, "weve had it thislong and nobody's popped a cork. Why don't we just keep it canned?
Theres no pressure. Meanwhile, put ahold on that iff. Weve got aprint from the old lady's house now.
We can put some hegt on.”

"Yeah? All right." Railsback was unimpressed. "Wish we could just bury him. That'swhat 1'd do with
most of them if it was up to me. Often as not, they need what they get." Herose. "Give my best to Annie.
Haveto have you over some-time.”

"Right. Same to Marylin." Cash hoped he would never receive amore definite invitation.

The lieutenant left without responding. Toward the end of the day he aways grew depressed and remote,
especidly when he had no work to keep him overtime.

Annie got to Cash sometimes, asall wives do to their husbands, but, hefdlt, if she came on like Marylin
Railsback, he would have bailed out years ago.

John wasn't going to show, Cash decided. He left.

"Fish again?' he grumbled as he walked in the door. "I could smell it clean out in the street.”
"Y ou were expecting maybe filet mignon?'

"Bad day?' He stalked Annie across the kitchen, put his arms around her from behind.
"Not redly. Just nervous."

"Second thoughts?"

"And thirds and fourths. What's your problem?"



"Y ou can il back out." Then he explained about the case.
" 'Curiouser and curiouser,' as Alice said. | thought you'd given up on that one.”

"We never give up. Wejust put it away for awhile. Getting sorry we came back. Oh. Don't tell anybody
about it. Hank told me not to tell you.”

"Okay." Shetwisted free, commenced setting the table. "What do you want to wear?"
"Y ou going through with it?"
"All theway. A little buck fever, that'sal."

He was not sure she understood the relationship of Michael to refugeein her own mind, but asked no
guestions. He never would. It was hersto work out.

"When's this guy supposed to show up?'

"Around eight. They werered nice when | told them about your job."

"Sure”

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Just that they're having trouble finding people. Y ou know me. Always the cynic. Bureaucrats don't make
things con-venient to be nice. They got a Moses somewhere who brought down atablet teling themto
be horse's asses.”

"You'reright. You areacynic. Don't get going tonight.”

The bdl rang aminute after eight.

"That'sthem dready!" Annie exploded in afrenzy of last second seam-straightening and hair-patting.
"They'reearly."

"It'seight.” He went to the door. Startled, he said, "Y es?" to the man he found there.

"Jornd| Strangefdllow. From the Relocation Office.”

"Oh. We've been expecting you." Someone, anyway. But not a six-foot-four-inch, roly-poly black man
with abizarre name. Cash tried to cover hisreaction. "Comein." Heled the way to the living room.

"Annig, thissMr. Strangefellow. From the Board. My wife, Ann."

She did aless competent job of conceding her surprise. Strangefellow gtirred uneasily while pretending
not to notice.

"Well, sit down. Let's see what we have. Can we get you anything? Coffee?' Cash flashed Annie alook.
What will the neighborsthink was al over her face. This, probably, was part of the testing pattern.

"Tea If | may. Plan.”



Miss Groloch flashed across Cash's mind.

"What we have," Strangefdlow said, after making small talk till Annie, composed once more, brought
coffeeand tea, "isafamily of four. A mgor of police from Saigon, Tran Van Tran, isinterested in your
offer. Our backgrounding suggests you'd be compatible.”

"Uh?.."
"Mr. Cash?'

"Wdll, to be honest, I'd be alittle worried about his record. Y ou know, the Fonda people were dways
talking about the police over there. If they were on our Side, they were concen-tration-camp guard

types”

"l see. Understandable. Some probably were. Y ou needn't worry, though. This guy's as straight as Jack
Armstrong. Educated here and in France. He was liai son between the Saigon police and our MPsfor
two years. He had no connec-tion with the secret police. Oriental politics operating the way they do,
though, he probably did have some palitica respon-sibility on paper.”

"No, that wouldn't bother me. Even here we've got trouble keeping City Hall from using us. | just didnt
want any SS-types.”

"None of that. Tran'sagenuine Audie Murphy, Viet-namese-style. Squeaky clean war hero. Remember
the Tet Of-fengvein sixty-eight? He won their equivaent of the Meda of Honor during that one.”

"Oh?" Cash was beginning to grow distracted. Strangefellow was so thoroughly educated and
bureaucratized that he seemed like awhite man in blackface. Hisfailure to conform to any racid
stereotype wasflatly disconcerting.

"Seemsthat, even with abullet through hisliver, he single-handedly stopped aViet Cong suicide squad
from reaching a packed ARV N hospital with their satchel charges. And later, when the end came, he
stuck it out till the last minute. He was one of the last people they brought out.”

"Have you met him?" Annie asked.

"No. I'm sorry. Not yet. Except through the paperwork. The book on himisthis: he'sthirty-eight, his
wife, Le Quyen, isthirty-four, his sons, That Dinh and Don Quang, are fifteen and twelve. There aren't
any extended family complications. Thisis Tran's second time on the run. Just after he got mar-ried, he
and five brothers had to scoot out of North Vietham. They were Catholic, and Ho had just given the
French the boot. Their parents and most of their relatives still live in the Haiphong region, they think."
"It sounds good to me," said Cash. "Annie?’

She nodded. "Go ahead.”

"We can handle our part, then. Might have some trouble finding him ajob, though. Things aretight here.
But we're ready to go to the next step.”

Annie nodded again. She did not trust her mouth much tonight.

"No hurry on decisons,” said Strangefdlow. "Thisisjust aprdiminary interview. We won't get started on



the detailstill the Board reviews my field report.”
"l s/e." The whole thing hung on the impression they had made tonight.

"Therere some personal questions I'm supposed to ask. If you think the answers aren't any of my
business, just say 0."

Y eah, Cash thought. And Annie can kiss her pet project good-bye. "Go ahead.”
"Youlogt asonin Vietnam?'

"Missingin Action,” Anniereplied. For her, and thou-sands like her, the distinction between KIA and
MIA wascritical.

"l see. Thank you." Strangefellow smiled thinly. "I'm try-ing to determineif there's any resentment of the
Vietnamese because of your |0ss”

"Nosgr," Anniesaid.

Damned right thereis, Cash thought. "Maybe alittle," he confessed. "Y ou can't help thinking some
strange things sometimes. Especidly what if this or that had happened differently. Y ou don't haveto
worry about ustaking it out on Tran, though. We're not that petty.”

"And your daughter-in-law?"

"I can't gpeak for her. | think she's mostly mad at the government, though. Kissinger especidly.”
"Friends of the family?'

"Wedon't movein alargecircle. Theréd be more curiosity than anything.”

"Mrs. Cash?'

"I guessthey're mostly the sort who'd try to make them fed wanted.”

"Good enough. | think that'sdl for thistime." He began assembling the few papers he had brought.

"That'sdl thereistoit?' Annie demanded.

"For tonight. Therell be paperwork if the Board gives us the go-ahead. | don't foresee any difficulties
there, though.”

"Oh. | see"” Annie always felt more secure when bulwarked by paperwork.
"Thanksfor thetea. And I'm sorry | took up your eve-ning."

Norm glanced at the clock. The man had been there less than ahaf hour. Amazing. Hewalked
Strangefdllow to the door, said good night.

"| should've expected it," Annie grumbled when he re-turned.



"What'sthat?"
"That they'd send ablack man. Or someone different.”

"Well, it don't matter now. | think we got through al right. It kept me from worrying about O'Brien and
Miss Groloch for awhile, anyway."

He switched on the TV, but mostly thought the thoughts he wanted to avoid till the ten o'clock news
cameon.

That was the same old noise. Two more of the people he was supposed to protect had gotten themselves
killed. It seemed like the department was always too busy picking up the bodiesto indulgein any
prevention.

Next day, long before his evening escape rolled round, he began wondering if he should not just spend
therest of hislifelocked in hisbathroom.



VIII. Onthe X Axis,
Prague, 26 August 2058;
Agency for State Security,
Que Costodi Custodes?

"Thought you should know, Sir." Sergeant Helfrich's voice sounded tinny, crackled. His picture kept
twigting away into adark, danting line.

"WEell beright up." Colond Neulist severed the connec-tion, glared down at the page for his stamp
album that he had been hand-lettering. He had smeared the black ink in alittle feather that obscured
severd |etters. "Damned phones. Even the agency can't get onesthat work."

"Yesdr," hisaide, Lieutenant Dungcik, responded, think-ing the qudity of service a homewasfar
worse. At least here in the agency building one had reliable sound.

"That was Helfrich. Good man. He's been with me since the Uprising.” Neulist's fingers showed none of
his rage as he used awhite-out solution to conced the smear.

"Yessr." The lieutenant had been twelve the summer rebellion had swept through Centrd Europe like the
fury of an avenging god. Like the fury of agod betrayed, Dungcik thought. The People, the Party

intoned reverently in every statement. Who wer e these People being deified? Certainly not those who
had thought their last hope was to take up ams against Party and State.

Neulist held up astamp with apair of tongs. He peered at it thisway and that, with the wonder of a child
examining abut-terfly. "Look at it, Anton. A work of art. The engraving.... Asfine as any banknote."

The lieutenant could not begin to understand his bossslove affair with the little bits of paper. There were
asmany stamp abums and medical journas on the disorganized shelves as there were accepted agency
materias. Albums and catal ogs dways lay open on the colond'sdesk. "Yessir."

Dungcik had been with the agency three years, mosily in Neulist's cluttered office. The man often made
him wish the rebels had succeeded.

As he often did, the colonel skipped tracks without warn-ing, shifting emotionsashedid. "Let's get
moving. The Zumstegs are up to something. They brought the girl with them. Today."

Thiswasacriss point in the agency's history. Perhaps the State's. This was the unexplained limit date of
the Tachyon Digplacement Data Transfer System on which the agency had built its remarkable record.
Everyonein the building knew Time Zero was approaching, that the Centra Committee was watching
closdy.

"Yesdr." Dungcik eased the colond's wheelchair into the corridor and started toward the eevators. His
heart fluttered as they passed the emergency stairs. Dump the bastard down there someday, he thought.
ISD could requisition apower chair for itsdirector.

Interna Security Division's primary responsbility was fer-reting out enemies of the State hidden within the
agency itsdlf. It was the agency's most powerful, shadowed, and feared divi-sion, and Neulist made an
erratic guiding spirit.

The colond was adreaded man. Hiswhim could terminate lifelines anywhere in Prague Zone. Dungjcik



was one of atiny handful of Central Europeanswho did not hold the man in ab-solute terror. He just
hated Neuligt.

The colond'’s current obsession was nailing the Zumsteg brothers for the anticipated failure of the
TDDTS. But his motivation was spite, not service to the State. Otho Zumsteg's physician daughter had
rejected the colonel. And Otho had had the nerve to threaten persona violence after having learned of
the advance.

Dungjcik had witnessed that confrontation. He had come away with his hatred reconfirmed.

The colonel would not tolerate rejection, much less threats. He seemed to feel he was agod, above any
rulesor control.

Dungcik's grestest failing was that he took as ex cathedra every encyclica published by the Central
Committee.

By their officidly published guideines, Neulist was guilty of gross abuse of power.

Dungjcik had therefore pursued the only course he had seen as open to aminor cog in the State machine.
He had ap-proached Committeewoman Bozada, who was known for her didike of the colondl.

Was Neulist aware that he had become the woman's crea-ture? The bastard was dick as a greased
snake. He wriggled out of every trap.

In the Zumstegs the colonel had met amatch. They had patrons on the Committee. Their subdivision, a
cornerstone of Security, Economic, and Agricultura Directives, was absolutdly critical to the welfare of
the State. Only Neulist had ever questioned their loyaty. And their geniuswas such that the TDDT
System could not function long without them.

Neulist had chosen ahard nut.

Threefloors up, Sergeant Helfrich managed his e ectronic sorceriesfrom aroom hardly larger than a
closet. Dungjcik and Neulist were compelled to remain in the open doorway.

"What'rethey up to?" the colonel demanded.

Hélfrich glanced a Dungjcik.

"Go ahead.”

Wasthat asigna of trust? Or of imminent termination? At onetime, before the Uprising had radicaly
dtered hislife, Neulist had been an outstanding medica experimentalist a one of the secret research
facilities. It would suit the man's sense of humor to condemn his aide to human guineapig serv-icein such
aplace.

Helfrich was as near afriend as the colond had, and even he walked on eggs.

"They're stting up to transmit the final program. With triple fail-safes, al recorders going, like thet.
Frankly, | think the girl'swith them because it's the one place you can't reach her.”

Neulist smashed hisgood fist against the arm of the whed-chair. The lieutenant and sergeant exchanged



looks, anticipat-ing one of the colond'sfits. Dungjcik reached back to make sure he still had the hypo kit
attached to hisbelt.

"What the hdll'swrong with that picture?’

" Static from the tachyon generator, Colond. When my laser beam bounces off the back theater wall..."
"Doesn't anything work in this place? Give it more power."

"I cant, dr, without giving them interference readings that would tell them we're watching.”

"All right. All right. Damn you, Dungjcik. Y ou brought me up here for nothing.”

Always hisfault. Why hadn't they given him pilot'straining the way he had asked? He swallowed an
observation concern-ing the colond's own stupidity. Any fool could have seen this was pointless, today

of dl days.

"Hell. I'm going in there. Those bastards have been getting away with this shit for too long. Dungcik. The
programming thegter."

"Sir?' He could not stifle asharp intake of breath.
"Y ou heard me. Whedl mein there where | can watch while those traitors sabotage the system.”

He was further gone than Dungjcik had suspected. He had begun to confuse his own interests with those
of the State.

No one—and there was an unexplained Special Advisory specificaly banning Neulis—was dlowed
within the main programming theater without clearance from the Committeeitsdf.

What to do? Dungjcik wondered. He had hisassin ading now. If he conformed to security directives,
Neulist would devour him. If he did not, he would be explaining why to Committeewoman Bozada.

Heflashed alook of apped a Hdfrich.

The sergeant nodded dightly. Onefinger tapped a nervous tattoo near his phone.

Take achance. Maybe Hdfrich could place the State ahead of his old master.

Dungicik fingered ascrap of paper from the hypo kit, let it fall where the sergeant would seeit.

There was anumber on it. The one Bozada had given Dunajcik.

Héfrich acknowledged with adight nod.

Rdieved, Dunacjik whedled the colond into the corridor. Now, if he could just Sdll....

Therewas no way to restrain Neulist long enough. Even if Helfrich reached Bozadaimmediately, it would
take timeto poll the Committee, and to advise the Ministry. Then word would have to reach Generd

Kulage, who would have to trace and convince Neulist's number two, Mgor Votruba..., With the comm
systemsin their present state, an Emergency Execu-tive Action might take an hour.



The lieutenant ran out of stals and time-consuming stupidities much sooner.

They pushed through adoor guarded only by dread and respect for the importance of the work carried
out behind.

Today, of dl days, Dungjcik thought, you'd think thered be a sentry.

"Stand by," Otho Zumsteg was saying. "It's coming. Marda, watch that...." Hewhirled. "Neulist. You
idiot. What're you doing here?'

Beyond him, his daughter's face reflected alightshow of colorsfrom the winking lights of the
programming console.

"Zumgeg, youtraitor...."
"Oh, damn. Now | see. Lieutenant, get that fool out of here! Don't you know what you're doing?”

For an ingtant Dungjcik hated Zumsteg. Here was aman who could say what he thought and get away
withit.

He didn't know what to do. He wasin the meat grinder now.

He did athing that was treason by everyone's standards. He said a slent prayer that Helfrich had indeed
caled Bozada. Then he began backing the colond from the room.

Neulist produced a pistol, obvioudy with the intent of using it. Dungjcik fled. Shots pursued him. One
smashed into hisright shoulder, spun him, hurled him to hiskneesin ahdf-faint.

Hedid not fed the pain, only the horror of failure.
"Oh, god," Stefan Zumsteg moaned. "Otho, this must be what the Neulist message meant.”

"You'reright." Otho stared into the muzzle of the colo-nel's wegpon. " Override and send the warning.
Try to be more explicit thistime." He stepped carefully toward Neulist, hisintention to soothe the man.
"Marda, hedpme...."

Stefan managed exactly the same message they had received six months earlier, jammed into the weekly
wesather/agri-cultural program: "Neulist in theater...." It was the only ex-planation they had ever had for
the fact that the future ended on 26 AUG 58.

The colond resumed firing.

A bullet shattered the heads that recorded the information to be impressed on the tachyon stream. The
result would be, or had been, aburst of white noise on January 4, and every point subsequent when an
intercept of the particular program had been attempted. M essages received after that date had all been
transmitted prior to the final program.

Dungjcik recovered, staggered toward Neulist. Tape heads could be replaced. The ingtalation and
Zumstegs could still be salvaged.



"Wereadl fools" he muttered. "We protect the State...."

But who could prevent the State from destroying itself?

One bullet had changed him, or compelled the admission of changesthat had been coming on since his
assgnment to the colond. He could now indulge his heresies, his seditions. He no longer had anything to
lose. Even hislife might beforfeit.

He had failed. Both himsdlf and the trust of Madame Bozada

The Zumstegs retreated into afrightened huddle. Neulist now wore the mad-glesful expresson that had
become so familiar in Uprising news tapes, at those moments when he had persondly dispatched rebel
ringleadersfor the camera. That had been before the reactionary bomb had rendered him permanently
disabled.

Neulist had come to his position in an oblique manner. Strong rebel mobs had hit the agency building
early, very nearly destroying the agency's ability to react. Then director of anearby medica research
facility, Neulist had led his staff in counterattack, had picked up the reinswhile the Centrd Committee
remained stunned, and had acted so well in the crisis that he was alowed to continue prosecuting the
Upris-ing's suppression. The 1SD Directorate, once the bomb had rendered him an invaid, had been his
reward.

It was one the Centra Committee often rued giving.

Dungcik hit Neulist. The whedlchair rolled toward the Zumstegs. Dungjcik clung, unableto amit inthe
direction he wanted to go.

The colond emptied hiswegpon.

One bullet penetrated the tachyon generator. Another shat-tered the governor on thetiny fusion plant that
provided the theater's independent power.

A hitherto only theoretical tachyon storm raged for nano-seconds. Then the generator blew with the force
of asatchel bomb.

Luckily, the fusor didn't go, didn't take out the agency's headquarters. Instead, it just died.

Major Votrubaarrived asfire began gnawing & the cabinets containing the master programming disks.
They, and the Zumstegs, were beyond salvage.

For an ingtant he forgot everything the State had taught him. "Mother of God!" He crossed himself.

For thefirgt timein seventy years the State and agency would have to meet the future head-on, without
foreknowl-edge.

Despair soon gripped the Party hierarchy.



IX. OntheY Axis
1975

Cash arrived early, but found John in ahead of him. Harald looked as though he hadn't gotten much
deep.

"What'd you get?' Cash asked.

"Chrigt. | fought it out with awhole battdion of clerks down there, for dmost nothing." He opened his
pocket notebook. "About the house. They started building it in 1868 or 1869, depending on who you
ask, for two guys named Fian and Fia Groloch. Brothers? Anyway, these guys contracted the whole
thing from New Y ork. Never even came out to look at the land. Nobody knows for sure how they got
Mrs. Tyler to let them build on her estate. Some people think that Henry Shaw arranged it, that he met
them in Europe. If you want, I'll dig into that. Shaw's pretty well documented. Fian Gro-loch came out in
gxty-nineto movein. He brought aman named Patrick O'Driscol with him. O'Driscol may have been
wanted both in Ireland and New Y ork. He seems to have been a Fenian, and a draft dodger during the
Civil War, aswell as hooked up with some shady peoplein New Y ork. Fian also brought either a
daughter or niece named Fida...."

"Wherethe hell did you get dl this?' That wasn't the sort of information kept in city records.

With asarcadtic stresson the O in officid, he said, "From the officid historian of the Shaw Neighborhood
Asociation. Old dingbat named Mrs. Caldwell. 'Virginia, if you please.’ Y ou might know her. Shelives
on Floratoo. Her old man, adoctor, died in fifty-nine, left her abundle. Keeping track of thiskind of
stuff isdl she does. She's got about three hundred diaries and aton of papers and letters. Thrilled as hell
when | showed up. Theway shetalks, she's got enough to tell us every time a Groloch farted. She's
going to dig it up for us. They were great Groloch watchersin the old days. But don't go to her house
unless you got agood excuseto get the hell out again quick. Shelll drive you up thewadll. Thinks she's ill
nine-teen...."

"What es=?"

‘Taxes are current. Paid in cash every year. | had ahasde with the IRS, but they did break down and
admit she's up to date with them. Pays quarterly estimates, by money order, on stock dividends that
come to around twelve grand a quarter.”

Cash whigtled softly.

"Y eah. Swest. That's about it, except they said she doesn't collect Socia Security. I'll try to get ahandle
on her finances next. Banks and brokers. Utilities. Stuff likethat.”

He flipped his notebook shut, stared into space for amo-ment. "One other thing. O'Brien wasn't the first
disgppearing Irishman.”

IIE.]?I

"O'Driscol. He and Fialahad athing going on for years, then he disappeared. I'm not sure thissthe same
Fiaa, by the way. Maybe her mother. | hope. Mrs. Caldwell didn't say.

"And what about this Fian, you ask? Just dropped out of sight, apparently sometimein the eighteen



eighties. And aguy named Fid apparently never madeit out from New Y ork."

Cash had the feeling he had ridden the carousel too many times around. "Railsback put ahold on the
corpse.”

"Yesh? So?'

"So | thought wed take her down. Spring it on her. While she's off balance, we hit her with questions
about the prints.”

He hadn't heard. Someone had dipped up. Or maybe not. It was Railshack's style to play games. "The
doll. They got amatching print.”

"Oh, shit." The vinegar went out of Harald. He dropped into the chair Railsback had used the previous
afternoon, grip-ping itsarmslike an old person flying for thefirst time. Like me, Cash thought, screaming
ingdeadl theway, It's going to crash, it's going to crash. Hisface grew pae. Hislipstrem-bled. "That
old. And now prints."

He changed. "Norm, somebody's set this up. Somebody's gone to one hell of alot of trouble to cover a
trail." He had reached the limit of his credulity. Hisfeatures became set. He wanted an dternate theory.
Cash suspected that from now on hewould edit dl the factsto fit one he liked.

That had to be aborted. The attitude could leak over into more mundane cases.
"Y ou were the guy who brought up the science-fiction angle to begin with.”
"Yeah. Yeah. But | never thought we'd get backed into acorner where it was the only explanation left.”

"It isn't. Not yet. That print just proves she knew the guy. Hell, it doesn't even prove that, redlly. It just
proves that something he touched ended up in her wardrobe. He could've been aburglar. But it is
circumgantia evidence that she hasn't told us everything. Hey! Heré's an angle. Suppose heredly isa
descendant of the origina Jack O'Brien? Say he came back to check on Grampasold flame?' The
possibility had oc-curred to him on the way to work. "Or, if you want it bizarre, he could be her son and
she's kept him locked up since he was born.”

"Come on, Norm. She's fruity, but that'd take a genuine National Enquirer basket case. Anyway, his
ageisntright.”

"Just ahypothesis. He could be her son but O'Brien's grandson. How'sthat for off the wal?"

"There would've been rumors. Y ou can't keep babies asecret. They yell dl night." He said thet bitterly.
Cash now knew why he looked so haggard. His youngest had had a bad night.

"Just trying to make the point that theres till lots of possibilities. Probably alot we haven't even thought
of yet. When we find one that fitsdl the physica evidence, well have it whipped. Meanwhile, we just

keep plugging.”

That summed up Cash's philosophy of detective work. No grandstanding, no Sherlock Holmes ingenuity.
Likethe ram, just keep butting your head against that dam. Sooner or later, something would give.

"Y ou dig some more thismorning. I'll arrange aviewing for this afternoon. Say around two."



"Okay." Hardld left in ahurry, asif glad to escape the speculations. Cash would have liked to have
escaped himsdf. Miss Groloch and Jack O'Brien had driven histhoughtsinto some truly bizarre channels.

He did not understand why, for sure, that everyone, even he, assumed the old woman was guilty ... of
something. If shewereredly asold as she seemed, might there be an aienness which could be sensed
only subconscioudy? A natura resentment on the part of the ego?

"Heard you guystaking," said Railsback, replacing Hardd in the chair. "1 think you ought to follow up on
your theory."

A glance told Cash the chance that incest and/or genuine murder were involved seemed, to Railsback, a
piece of spider's g1k thrown to adrowning man. He wanted logically neet, if moraly outrageous,
answers.

Even if the evidence at the scene hadn't suggested any direct connection with Fida Groloch. Cash
cautioned himself against grabbing for scapegoats, for easy outs.

He dithered awhile, pushing papers, then checked out and went to the convent.

Sger Mary Joseph kept him waiting fifteen minutes, then gppeared with acurt, "What isit thistime?"
Cash was startled. But even nuns had to have their bad days, he supposed.

"A favor."

"Andonly | can hep."

"We're going out on alimb. If you'll help, we're going to try jarring some information loose from Miss
Groloch. Seemslikeit'sthe only way to get thewhole story.”

She crossed hersdlf. "What would | have to do?'

"We figured we'd bring her in to view the body. And have you there to see what happens.”

"Y ou should take her into the room with the rubber hoses."

Cash shook his head. The sister seemed to have an over-powering, irrationa hatred of the old lady.
"All right. But these interruptions are getting to be ahabit.”

"I'msorry. | redly am. If there were some other way ... Well, my partner, the young officer, will pick you
up about one-thirty. I'll try to have him call ahead so you'll know exactly when."

"Do that."

Cash beat ahasty retreat, involved himsdlf in some unre-lated legwork, acal home, and hisdaily Big
Mec.

During the drive to Miss Groloch's he caught himself listen-ing to the dispatcher with agrim intengity, asif
subconscioudy hoping something would interfere with his complicated, makeshift scheme.



Among other maneuvers, just this once, he had decided to bring Annieinto the game.

Miss Groloch no longer appeared pleased to have company, though she remained a polite and fussy
hostess. She even asked if he would like to see anything specid on the television she had been watching.

The change was more marked in the behavior of her cat, who watched him warily, tail lashing, while he
Spped tea, and sneaked amazed glances at the television. It had materidized overnight.

"It'smy boss. Lieutenant Railsback. The woman clamsthe dead man's her brother. He saysthat, being's
you're the only other one we can find who knew him, you'll have to come down and take alook too."

Thewoman was no fool. From her four-feet-ten she looked up and smiled a thin, [-don't-believe-a-word
smile. Well, so much for poor Hank, he thought. For once the horns and tail couldn't be doughed off on
him. My turn in the barrel.

But shedidn't call him on it. He suspected she had aready decided that it would come to this and had
€elected for con-tinued cooperation. Even if she were guilty of something, the net he was drawing closer
hed holes big enough for much larger fish to dip through.

"Just let me get my hat and coat,” shesad. "I'll only beaminute.”

To hissurprise, that was dl it took. As she returned, she said, "I hope you will understand if I'm nervous.
| have not been anywherein solong.”

Her stepping-out togs, which included a parasol, confirmed her claim. Coat and hat were ancient, and
looked it, though they weren't threadbare. Cash thought his mother, at thirty, would have looked stylishin
them. He hoped no one laughed. He was causing the woman enough distress asit was.

"l look how?'
His pause gave him away.

"Behind the times, yes? | can see out my windows, Ser-geant." Her accent thickened. She smiled
nervoudy. "Maybe, for my trouble, around the shops| should make you take me."

He groaned inwardly, dreading the chance. Annie was awindow-shopping terror who drove him
squirrely, and her wardrobe was up to date. Shopping with any of the women he knew sent him up the
wall. His style was to decide what he wanted beforehand, get in, grab it, and get the hell out.

His dread showed. "Not to fret,” she said. "Force you | won't. Well, et us be off." Her nervousness grew
morein-tense.

Cash glanced at hiswatch. He was running early. He led the way to the car, making sure he held doors
and gates. Neigh-borhood children stared. Some ran to inform their mothers. Miss Groloch pretended
not to notice.

Cash was about to pull out when atruck stopped dongside him. A boy ran the afternoon paper to Miss
Groloch'sdoor. No big thing, Cash thought, but proof she wasn't completely out of touch.

Cash'shome was just two blocks south and two east. He had to kill time. Miss Groloch had gotten ready



far faster than expected.

"Thissmy home," hetold her asherolled to the curb. "I'm going to pick up my wife. | thought you'd be
more com-fortable if she went with us."

She did not respond positively or negatively. All during the drive her gaze had been aflutter as she
devoured the changes time had wrought on the neighborhood.

"Ispossblel can wait indgde? Meaning no imposition.”

"Of course.” Shewould fed exposed, Cash thought. He hurried around to her door, saying helloto a
neighbor's child on her way home from some specia event a St. Margaret's School. Another dozen
children werein sght. Miss Groloch paid them no heed.

He hoped Annie would be as dow as usud.

Shewas, the mindreader.

Miss Groloch prowled hisliving room like acat in a strange environment, saying, when he offered her a
chair and teg, "I'm too skittery. Y ou don't mind?*

"No. Go ahead and look around.”

She examined the television, apparently comparing it to her own, the telephone, a clock radio, and other
impedimenta that had been devel oped or refined since she had goneinto seclu-sion, and seemed
especidly intrigued by the concept of a paperback book. Severa lay scattered about. Annie couldn't
work onjust oneat atime.

"Thekitchen?May | look?'

"Sure. Sure. | liketo show it off. Did it over mysdlf, about five years ago. It was ared antique. Same
icebox and stove as when we moved inin forty-nine.”

Miss Groloch seemed amazed by the smooth, coilless sur-face of the electric stove, and by the freezer
compartment atop the refrigerator.

"So pretty. And convenient. And reliable? But wasteful, | suppose.”
"Up here, someday, I'm going to put a microwave oven.”

In moments he was doing dl the talking, revedling plans of which even Annie was unaware. Time
whipped past. He might have conducted the grand tour had Annie not decided it wastimeto go.

Miss Groloch had nat, till that moment, seen Cash'swife. When she did, she peered a her queerly for a
moment, then snapped her fingers. "The pears. Ripe pears from the tree beside the carriage house. |
never did catch you, did I?"

Annie's eyes got big. One hand fluttered to her mouth. She grew more red than she had when Cash's
Uncle Mort, drunk as usud, had gone further than usual with his off-color remarks at Michagl's wedding
reception. "Oh...." was dl she could say, then and now.



Cash frowned at each in turn.

"Oh, shewasademon,” said Miss Groloch. "Bolder than any of the boys. They thought | was awitch,
you know. She would climb the fence and stedl the pears. The boyswould hide in the dley behind the
carriage house."

Cash looked at hiswife, trying to picture her asatomboy child. He didn't doubt that she was guilty as
charged. He decided not to tease her about it just yet, though. She looked frightened.

A memory that good did seem witchy.

Annievdiantly tried playing hostess al the way downtown, but couldn't get into the role. She kept lapsing
into long si-lences. For Cash's part, he was thinking about carriage houses. Miss Groloch's, and any
neighboring pear tree, was gone now, but itslocation was interesting.

He had seen Miss Groloch's backyard. There was room for acarriage housein just one place. Against
the dley where the body had been discovered.

Had the carriage house been there dtill, there would have been little mystery in most of the physical
evidence. The man could have stepped out and collapsed.

The bustle of downtown did nothing to settle anyone's nerves.
John met them in the hallway outsde the morgue. He looked grim.
"Problems?’ Cash asked.

"| fed like a Fed trying to make atax case againgt Tony G. Thetrailsareinvisble. And none of them lead
anywhere any-way." He then shut up. Miss Groloch was perturbed enough.

Sigter Mary Joseph, in full habit, was with the body, which could not be seen from the doorway. The
same nervous atten-dant hovered nearby. He was ayoung black man who, likely, had gotten hisjob on
patronage. He was clearly uncomfor-table with hiswork. If he remained agood party man, though, he
would soon move to something better.

He was having trouble waiting.

So was Sister Mary Joseph, in her way. She crossed herself when Miss Groloch entered.

Cash wasn't sure how he had expected the old woman to react. Certainly with more emotion than she
showed. But she had been forewarned, hadn't she?

"l will say this" shesaid. "It certainly looks like Jack. Paler, thinner, and shorter than | remember him, but
memory playstricks. Uhm?"

John removed the sheet, exposing the entire body.
"Himmel! Isthisabad joke, Sergeant? He could pass as Jack's double.”

Cash and Harald turned to Sister Mary Joseph, who had been staring fixedly at Miss Groloch since her
entry. The nun could not bring hersalf to speak. John signaled the attendant. The man produced the



plastic bag containing the clothing and effects that had come with the corpse.

Miss Groloch examined them carefully, but with distaste. Findly, " Sergeant, | think | am going to contact
my solici-tors.”

Harad grinned, thinking they had her on the run.

"Either you men, or hisbaby sster there, or someone you know, are doing what, | think, you Americans
cdl the frame-up. Sergeant, | think you better take me home now." She was cool and hard..

John's grin evaporated. Now she was an extra step ahead.

"Isthis, or isthisnot, Jack O'Brien?' Cash asked, using his Officid tone. "I'm afraid | havetoindst onan
une-quivocd answer."

"If thiswerefifty yearsago, | would say yes. But thisis 1975, Sergeant.”

"Miss Groloch, therere alot of things here that look im-possible. And | think you know what | mean. If
thisisn't Jack O'Brien, thenwho isit?'

"Sergeant, | don't know. If you have any more questions, wait until | talk to my solicitors."

"Miss Groloch, we aren't accusing anyone of anything. We don't have to wait on lawyers. Now, it
doesn't seem possible to methat you can't identify the man. Y ou yoursdlf gave usadoll that had his
fingerprintson it. That, you have to admit, gives us some judtification for asking questions.”

Her face registered shock. She turned to the corpse once more, hardly listening as Cash kept on.

"Now, we don't know that any crime has been committed. Were not saying one has. That's what we're
trying to find out. Y ou see? If we do find out, and you've been holding back, then you'll have been an
accessory. Do you understand that?' He paused amoment for it to sink in, though he wasn't sure she
wasligening at all. "L ook, | don't like this any more than you do, but the man died weird. We haveto
find out how and why. And who he was. And you're our only lead.”

She remained stubbornly silent. She now posed defiantly, hands on hips.
"Don't be upsat,” said Annie, fussing round the older woman. " They're not trying to crucify you."
Her reassurances had no effect.

Harald didn't help. He played the bully. "The rest of you can be niceif you want. Me, I've got questions.
And she hasthe answers.”

"John...."

"Just can it for aminute, Norm. Let's get the shit cleared away. Like, how old areyou redly, MissFida
Groloch? If that's redlly your name. Where were you born? Are you really human? Whatever happened
to Fian and Fid Groloch? What about Patrick O'Driscol? And Jack O'Brien? Too many disappearing
men, Miss Groloch. Too many arrows pointing to you, Miss Groloch. And I, for one, mean to find out
what they're pointing a. Tak."



"John, yourebeing an ass...."
"Annie, I'm up to here with this old witch. One way or an-other, the truth's coming out. All of it."
Not one question dlicited aresponse, nor did Miss Groloch seem much surprised by any of them.

"John, shut your mouth,” Cash snapped. He sent alook of appeal to Sister Mary Joseph. She wasthe
one who was sup-posed to apply the pressure.

But the nun had folded in the crunch. She seemed too ter-rified to do anything but aternate between
sgnsagaing the evil eye and crossing herself. The few words that crossed her lips were incantatory
Lain.

Miss Groloch spoke but once, to amplify Anni€'s point. Y oung man, you are aboor.”
Cash wondered, again, at the improvement in the woman's English.

"We'rejust getting mad at each other,” hefinally ob-served. "Let'scut it off here. Let it rest awhile. Miss
Groloch, I'll take you home now. John, will you take Annie?"

Ashe pulled to the curb before the old woman's home, Cash gpologized for the third or fourth time. "I'm
truly sorry we upset you." She had ignored him dl the way. He wondered if John and Annie were getting
anything from the nun.

"Sergeant, stop the pretense. Although it isimpossible, you think | murdered Jack O'Brien. Without
leaving amark. Then | trangported him fifty-four years." Her accent was thick enough to dice, yet the
improved sentence structure persisted. ™Y ou've made up your mind. Now you are looking for waysto
prove your convictions. Let me assure you that, even if | had away, and wanted to scare aman to degth,
| would not drop the body behind my own house."

"I'll grant you that much sense. I'll even confessthat | haven't made up my mind. In fact, therésno
evidencein-dicating murder. I'm trying to tell you. Thisisn't amurder case. Not yet. Likel sad
downtown, al weretrying to do isfind out who the man was and what happened.”

"l wish you luck. But you will gain nothing by hounding me.”

"Maybe not. But I'll remind you that there's a connection, a provable connection that'll hold up in court,
between a dead man and a porcelain doll found in your possession.” 1t would not hold up, redlly. A good
lawyer would get the whole thing laughed out before the prosecutor went before the Grand Jury. But the
old woman didn't need to know that.

"Thet'll haveto be explained,” he continued. "Redly, what makes your pogtion difficult isyour
mysteriousness.”

She started to let hersalf out. Cash reached over, gripped her left hand with hisright. "Please. Y ou read
the paper. Y ou should have an ideawhat would happen if the media got ahold of astory likethis. Were
trying to keep them off, but if we don't get it cleaned up pretty quick, they'll get their hooksin. They
could make acircus out of you. We'retrying to protect your privacy as much as anything.”

Shewasn't mallified. "Thank you. And good-day, Ser-geant." She took care of the car door and gate
hersdf, leaving Cash with onefoot still ingde the vehicle as she stamped up her walk, adiminutive Fury.



Glancing round, Cash saw severa neighbors watching. A teenager with ragged hair and beard spat,
mouthed aslent "Pig.”

Halfway to her door Miss Groloch stopped, turned, said, "If you want to find out what happened to
Jack, look into the Egan Gang. Carstairs would not.”

"Egan's Rats? He was connected?’ But she was on her way again.
Cargtairssreport hadn't mentioned Egan's Rats a al. But the gang had been powerful a the time, with
Torrio and Pur-ple Gang dliances, and O'Brien's belonging would explain how he had supported himsdif.

Cash made amental noteto look into it.

He frowned the long-haired youth into hisflat, then dumped himself into the car.



X. OntheZ Axis,
21June 1967,
A Company Scale Action

Whang! Whang! Whang!

The bullets did more damage to nerves than to the Huey. The AK47 couldn't punch through the ship's
armor.

Michadl clutched his M-16. John's fingers were white on his M-79.
Twenty-two was too young.

Then Wallace, who was at the open hatch talking back with the M-60, said, "Huh?' and stiffened. The
machine gun kept firing, muzzle dimbing.

John staggered over to help Sergeant Cherry drag the dead giant away from the weapon that had been
his closest friend. Through the black man's nap he saw the rotor wash whipping the up-rushing grass of
the landing zone.

The chopper shuddered, shook, flipped. Its main rotor played power mower for afractiona second.
"Ahshitmyarm!" John screamed as men and equipment piled onto him.

"Not again!" Michad ydled.

"Get the fuck out before the fuel goes!" Cherry ordered. "Come on! Moveit! Cash, take care of Harald."

Obliviousto the gunfire, the men hauled one another through the hatchway. Michadl got an arm around
John and, crouching, firing with hisleft hand, dragged hisfriend away from the wreck. "Medic!”

Gunships ripped across the sky, sending their best to the little brown brothers behind the treeline. Air
cavarymen poured from the uninjured craft.

Wham-whoosh!

Theforce of the explosion threw them forward.

"Damn!" Michad snarled. "We didn't get Wallace out.”

"He don't care. He was dead already.”

"Lyndon Johnson, | loveyou, mein Fdhrer. How'sthearm?'
"Hurtslike hdl. I think it's broke."

"That was agood coon. A bad motherfucker.”

"Yesh"



"I hope the lieutenant doesit. If he dont, | will."
"Writethe letter?’
"Yesh"

Walace had said, if he got skragged, send the announce-ment to his next of kin, George Corley, care of
the Governor's Mansion, Montgomery, Alabama

"What the fuck are we doing here, Michad ? We had wives. We had deferments.” Incoming mortar
bombs crumped like a beaten bass drum with aloose head.

"Y ou was the one who wanted to quit school and join the army." Cash peered into a cloudless sky so
bright it hurt. "Here come the navy birdboys.”

"l wasn't the onewho said let's volunteer for Nam. | wanted to go to Germany. Remember?’

Napa m sunflowers blossomed among the trees. They only perturbed the brown brothers more. The
volume of fire doubled.

"Them bastards were laying for usagain.”
Cherry came snaking through the grass. "How's the arm, Hardd?"

"Okay, except alittle broken." John groaned when the sergeant made sure the bone hadn't broken
through the skin.

"Wheré's the grenade launcher? Lieutenant's got amachine gun that company says needs skragging.”
"In the chopper.”

"Shee-it. Great. Well, Cagh, it's you and me hand-ddiver-ing it, then."

Michadl unconscioudy fingered agrenade. "What about John?"

"Hell be okay. All he'sgot to do islay here and jack off. The dinkswill be hauling ass out of herein
fifteen minutes. They don't, the navy's going to splatter them from here to the Cambodian border. And
the Arvans are coming up behind them.”

The ADs began a second pass, thistime firing rockets.

"Sotakeit easy, John," said Michadl, examining hiswegpon. It had atendency to jam.

"Y ou be careful. | need somebody to bring me flowersin the hospitd ."

"Hell of away to get the Purple Heart." Cash'ssmilewasapale, nervousrictus. "What I'll bring isthat
little Le girl you liked so much. The one that works out of the Silver...."

"Never mind the pussy. Let'sgo." Cherry dithered toward the tredline. Cash scrambled dongin his
wake. Bullets whipped the grass, harvesting clippings by the pound.



The gunshipstook over from the ADs.
Y ou got to hand it to the dinks, Cash thought. They've got balls.

Cherry waved him forward. "They'rein some kind of bunker, €l se they'd have been skragged aready. |
want to come at them from the side, so they don't spot us.”

All around the company's perimeter smilar little stlalks were underway, driving the Cong back. That he
waan't the only one crawling into hell did nothing to calm Michadl's nerves, though. It was becoming a
very smdl, very persond war.

"I'll put the grenadein. Y ou cover."
"Don't beahero...."

"Hey, man. Not me. This here's Chicken Charlie Cherry taking. If | wasin the navy, they'd cal methe
Chicken of the Sea. But if we don't get that gun, alot of guys are going to be dead when the Arvans get
here." He resumed crawling, more cautiousy now that they were near the trees.

Michadl crept dong behind, remembering his company commander in infantry school, Master Sergeant
Heinz Krebs.

Michael had invariably grandstanded the exercises. And asinevitably, Krebss softly spoken admonition
had been, "Y ou goddamned idiot. The idegls supposed to be to make the other jackassdiefor his
country."

Krebs had dways had an illustrative tale to show his pupils what they should have done. Hisfather had
managed to sur-vive six years of the Second World War, most of them in the hell of the Eastern Front.
He had been one of few enlisted men to win the Knight's Cross, Oak L eaves, and Swordsto the Iron
Cross.

His son had made an impression on Michadl. Cash remembered hislessons once he found himsdf ina
place where the bullets were flying.

Three dead men lay just behind the tredline, surrounding an American-made 57 mm recoillessrifle. They
were S0 tiny and skinny that they resembled children. And in years, they were. The oldest might have
been saventeen.

"No shells" Cherry observed.

"Shit. Think thisswhat got the Huey?' Severa spent cas-ingslay to oneside.

"Could be. Let'sgo."

The snarl of the machine gun was loud now. It sounded like one of the Czech jobs, not the Russian. It
was arguing with an American counterpart out in the grass. The American firewasal way high.

"Sixty meters,” said Cherry. "Let me get about fifteen ahead before you follow me. They surprise me, you
surprise them.”

It went like an exercise. Everyonein the area, except the gun crew, seemed to be dead or gone. The



ADs and gunships had done agood job.

Cherry made it to the flank of the low earth and log bunker, prepared agrenade, tossed it through the
personnel opening in back.

Obliviousto the bursts from the American wegpon, Cherry sprinted toward Michad!.
A rifle cracked.

Whumpl

Severa hundred secondary explosions followed as machine gun ammo went.

Michadl put three rounds into the guerrillawho had shot Cherry in the back, then killed the two who,
miraculoudy, staggered from the bunker.

His wegpon jammed.
As someonetried for ahomer with hishead and helmet for aball.

Feebly, heralled onto his back, stared into the hate-filled eyes of the fifteen-year-old about to bayonet
him.

An officer in North Viet uniform seized the boy'srifle.
Michad fumbled for his own bayonet.

The officer kicked it away. And dlowed the boy to punt hisribsahaf dozen times while he ended
Cherry's misery with a pistol round through the brain.

By thetimethe ARV N battaion arrived and the body counting began, Michagl Cash was three milesinto
an odyssey that would pause only briefly inagrim little camp in North Vietnam.

From one point of view, he could be considered lucky.

Hewasdill dive.



XI. OntheY Axis
1975

It was dmost quitting time when Cash reached the station, returning from Miss Groloch's. He was near
distraction with the case.

It had taken Harald aslong to dispose of Annie and Sister Mary Joseph. They arrived at the sametime.
Cash told him about the Egan lead.

"Egan's Rats? Don't think | ever heard of them.”

"Predecessors of the Syrian Gang, more or less. Goes way back. Bootleggers, train robbers, like that.
Some supposedly were thetrigger men in the St. Vdentine's Day Massacre. | wasthinking. | know a

couple of the old Syrians. They go back far enough. Tommy O'Lochlain in particular might re-member
OBrien."

The Syrian Gang, with most of its membersin their dottage, was probably the last of the Irish outfits.
Cash had never learned the reason for their name. Perhaps because there were anumber of Lebanese
connected.

They moved into the office. From behind his desk Cash asked, "How'd you do with the Sster?”

"Shewent completdly drifty. Kept babbling about witch-craft and Satan was going to get her. She's
scared to desth of that old lady. It'sweird.”

"What about thismorning?"
"Oh." Hetook out his notebook. "Didn't get much that's solid. She ought to launder money for CREEP."

"She'sgot alot of stock. Old uff, inrailsand arms, A, T and T, companies that have been around as
long as she has. She's also got a growth portfolio that she's done good with.

Like Xerox. Her income, about fifty thousand, isal from dividends. She puts most of it back in. Her
brokers have a power of attorney. They pay her living money into an account managed by an accounting
company. Those guystake care of her bills, taxes, and things. | couldn't find out if she hasa sav-ingsor
checking account anywhere. Depending on what she's buying, she pays cash at her door or hasthe
accountants send a money order. Twice amonth they send amessenger with cash and any paperwork
that needs signing. She sends back written ingtructions for the accountants and brokers.

"Thebrokers are alittle scared of her. They've had her since the thirties. She never loses money. She
doesn't move often, but when she does she's aways right. When she shakes something out of her
portfolio, they passthe word to their other clients. But she's no Getty. | think because she's careful.
Doesn't want to attract too much attention.”

"Maybe Annie and the Sster areright. Maybe she is awitch. What about everyday things? Maintenance
on the house, gppliances, like that?"

"Per the letters of instruction. The accountants let me look at their records after | started to make a
scene. They wouldn't let me see the letters without awarrant, though. Anyway, she's had them on
retainer since forty-saven, when they took over from another outfit. Since then, nobody's done any work



insde. But she's had wallpaper, paint, and stuff like that delivered severa times. Outside work, even
gardening, she contracts. Lawn mowing and stuff is probably done by neighborhood kids. The furnance
was converted to ail infifty-four. The washer and dryer came in sixty-three. On atrade-in. Probably
somered antiques. And aTV just the other day.”

"Y ou said nobody got insde.”

"Not to paint or anything. But the gas company did the fur-nace conversion. The appliance dealer did the
delivery and in-stalation on the washer, dryer, and TV. Y ou think we could find any of those guys now?
She might be Hitler in drag, but theré's no way to pin her down. She's stayed so insulated that it's unred.”

"On purpose?’
"Hell, why els=?'

"So why's she hiding? From whom? Goddamn, John, if she'sredlly the same Fida Groloch who came
here ahundred years ago, she's dready outlived anybody who could've been after her in the old days.
Unlessthey're some of those two-hundred-year-old Russians.”

"Or the Secret Masters?"
"What?'

"Just joking. Haven't you ever heard about the secret so-ciety that runs the world? Sometimes they're
supposed to beimmortas.”

"Y eah. And sometimes they're Communists, Tibetan monks, Rothschilds and Rockefdllers, Jews,
Masons, Rosecrucians, combinations thereof, or the gang in this IHluminati book Smith was on about the
other day. | don't believe in vast secret conspiracies, John. Not even red onesif | can help it. Wouldn't it
be niceif Paity Hearst and the SLA, or the Manson family, were just some chesp writer's gimmick? I'll
gtick with the time machines, and thank you.”

"Whatever you want, Norm. But you got to admit that her being a spry hundred-and-thirty-plus takes
someexplaning.”

Everything about Fida Groloch took some explaining, Cash reflected. He was beginning to wish that he
had let Railsback bury the whole thing. ™Y ou find anything about ademolition contract?'

"A who?'

Cash explained about the carriage house and pear tree.

"No. But that's something we should be able to trace at City Hall. | was going down tomorrow to check
out the house anyway." He put the notebook away, rose. "But right now I'm getting the hell out of here,
Don't want to think about this anymore for awhile. Maybe I'll take Carrie to see Jaws. They say that'll
blow anything out of your head.”

"Y eah, metoo. | keep finding myself wishing these were the old days and we could just drag her down
into the dungeon and get the answers with the whips and chains. The good old Iron Maiden...."

Jugt then he spied Railsback backing from his office while arguing vehemently with someoneinside. Beth



made violent signasindicating they should use the door. "Time to make a break, old buddy. Hank's going
to have somebody's ass on toast in aminute.”

Harald madeit, but by the time Cash had gone down to his personal automobile, discovered he had |ft
hiskeysin his desk, and had returned for them, Rail sback was a thunder-head on a course to intercept
him at the door.

"What the hell kind of clown'sfestival did you and the kid put on today?" he thundered, sartling every
eyeinto looking their way. "1 thought | told you to keep it quiet.”

Cash put on his puzzled-but-curious face and asked, "What's the matter?’

"I got some bozo from the Argus, of dl goddamned things, in there bugging mefor an old-fashioned
scoop, and | don't even know what the hell he's talking about. He's got more imagination than you and
the kid combined.”

The Argus wasasmall but highly respected newspaper, the oldest black businessin the city. The source
of the leak was obvious. The morgue attendant. Equally obvious wasthe fact that the mgor dailiesand
electronic mediawould be on it by tomorrow.

Cash shrugged. "Wejust took the old lady in for alook at the stiff. She claimed we were working a
frame. Wherésthe hasde?!

"There was this attendant, see? And he listened to every-thing, see? Maybe he didn't hear so good, but
there was this spooky old lady, this hysterical nun, and these two weird cops claiming the stiff wasaguy
that got croaked fifty yearsago.... | got to say more? Can you see it when it hitsthe Post? They'll gothe
'Copsrougt little old granny lady over science-fiction theory' route. And that bleeding heart jackoff
McCauley could turn it into the biggest show around here since the World's Fair.”

Over the past ten years, the Post's editorid stance had be-come ever more left-radical, and Railsback's
opinion of it had declined proportionaly. There were times when he mumbled about driving a stake
through the heart of Jason McCauley, especialy when that worthy did one of his columns bemoaning the
plight of some prisoner it had taken city and state yearsto put inside. Cash suspected that his superior
lived in terror of being discovered by the newspaper. It had ruined careers before. Cash had hisown
differenceswith the Post, but re-mained amused by Railsback's pointed fingers and endless cries of
"Anti-Chrig!"

"They wouldn't go thet far.”

"The hell they wouldn't. Stay away from them, Norm. Don't give them anything. Let them dig it out
without any help from us. Maybe they will come up with arationa ex-planation. Now get the hell home
before | blow afuse. Best to Annie."

"Yeah. 'Loto Marylin, too." Cash made himself scarce.

"Honey," he said as he pushed through the door, "you started supper yet?'

"Got some hamburger thawing.”

"Put it back in. I'm taking you out. Movie, too."



"What brought thison?* Being taken out to dinner was an event so rareit caled for some questioning.
" just need to get out. Away." He described the encounter with Hank.

"What if Nancy cdls? The kids might need some-thing...."

" She should be able to cope for one night. Come on, get your purse. Don't even bother fixing up.”
She went with gresat reluctance, and dinner was no success.

"What'sworrying you?" Cash finaly demanded, after his second and third choices of movies dlicited flat
refusas.

"l just think we should be homein case...."
"Chrigt! How comeyou're so dl-fired sure...."

"I ran into Martha Schnieder at Kroger yesterday. She told me her daughter has been baby-sitting for
Nancy."

"Huh? So?'

"So latdly it's been three or four nights aweek. Nancy has been hanging out at the Red Carpet Loungein
Cahokia. Sometimes she doesn't come hometill three or four in the morning...."

It findly sank in. And for aminute his emotions rushed thisway and that. Findly, hetook her handsin his.
"Honey, thereés afact that we've al got to face. Michadl's been gonefor eight years. And Nancy's till

young.

"Norman, that's enough. | know it al by heart. Every damned argument: 'It's time we accepted the fact
that Michad's dead'’; 'Nancy hasthe right to a sex life'; 'She hastheright to find a new husband." And on
and on. Anything you can think of, I've thought of aready. And it'sdl true. But dammit, Norm, it hurts.
Sheand thekidsare dl that's | eft."

He knew she was describing abattle he il had to fight. Not yet engaged, he could observe, "1 don't
think sheld cut us out. She's il family. The most shed want isfor usto mind our own business. It is her
life"

"What if she married somebody who had to move some-where e s2?

"Wedjust haveto livewithit.”

"] don't want tolivewithit!"

She was getting loud enough to draw curious glances. "Wed better go. Come on, I'll take you to
Baskin-Robbins." Sheloved ice cream. A cone had smoothed over many arough spot.

They spent the rest of the evening in front of the TV. As Cash had predicted, the phone didn't ring once.
Instead of watching Carson, heturned in early.

Hedidn't deep well. Michadl's ghost hovered over his bed whispering about time machines.



The mediadid get hold of the story next day, but didn't play it up. Cash supposed it was because they
could get nothing to sink their teeth into, though Rail shack offered the opinion that reportorial
imaginations bogged down when wandering outside the traditiona bounds of business, palitics, and
crime. Harad claimed it was because the department itsalf was for atime diverted.

The entire department became embroiled in a series of crash priority cases, a hectic mishmash of murder
probably due, in part, to the torrid weether. There was the killing of an off-duty patrolman during the
holdup of an evening church serv-ice, then the rgpe-murder of aten-year-old girl, followed by the
molestation-immolation of two young boys by agang of teenagers, and ahomosexud jedousy homicide
involving the scion of aprominent family. Next came aflare-up in the on-going struggle for control of
heroin traffic in the heavily black centrd and north wards. There, every time abig fish got sent up, the
medium fishes shot it out for the top spot.

It was busy busy busy. If not hunting down a convicted murderer who smply bolted from the courtroom
asthe verdict was ddivered, or beating the bushesin a panicky search for two teenage girlswho had run
away from the Schoal for the Blind, Cash and Harald were continudly in court. Their cases seemed to be
comingto trid al a once. Most were disgp-pointing in result. The fifteen-year-old who had gunned

down aretired lieutenant, in the course of arobbery witnessed by the forty-three passengers aboard the
bus from which the victim had just descended, was found guilty of assault and robbery, but the jury
couldn't agree on the murder charge. Cash, being an officer, had never done jury duty. He couldn't begin
to fathom the workings of the juror's mind. He sometimes wondered how anyone got put away.

But they both managed a nickd-dime investigation in spare moments. Harald continued doing the donkey
work, discover-ing that the Groloch house had started construction early in 1869, and that the carriage
house had been demolished in 1939. He actudly located one of the workmen, but the man barely
remembered the job, and had seen nothing out of the ordinary. No one remembered Miss Groloch ever

having possessed either car or carriage.

And Harald discovered that large quantities of sand, gravel, cement, and building stone had been
ddivered to the house in July 1914. Presumably these were the materials used to pour the basement floor
and wall off part. Cash went back to Carstairs's report severd times, but there was nothing iniit to
indicate that he had thought the basement unusud.

And again he returned to the report. He had copies run off and took one home with the notion of musing
over it whilewatching TV, and of |etting Annieworry it instead of why they hadn't heard from the
Relocation Board. Somewhere in the report, he thought, overlooked by everyone, wasthe key.

He had to keep reminding himsdlf that he and Cardtairs weren't working the same case, only caseswith a
coincidenta connection spanning fifty-four years.

Cash passed another birthday. Each seemed more miserable than the last. Somewhere around twenty
you began the down-hill dide, he reflected, though you didn't redizeit till yearslater. Around thirty you
tried to stop looking forward. There was one bad ambush up there that you got more and more reluctant
to approach. No matter what you had accomplished, you fdt like afailure because there was so much
more you should have done. By forty you were moving along looking backward, engrossed in
might-have-beens. Y ou remembered the girls who were willing when you were too chicken,
opportunities that went begging because you dithered when you should have dashed in, alternate
branches of the road you didn't even recognize at thetime. You cried alot insde, and died alittle more
each day. Maybe you fought the hook alittle that decade, but by fifty you had surrendered.



Sitting at his desk, before going hometo a"surprise” party put on by Annie, Nancy, and his
grandchildren, hedid hisslent dying and penned afragment of a poem:

Time wanders into oblivion, gentle asa rose
Atraitor only too late revealing, had | but known,
The perfect moment.

There were times when, even more than immortdity, he wanted atime machine with which he could go
back and ad-judt.... Or, at least, use to send an admonitory message to his younger saif.



XII. OntheX Axis,

3-6 July 1866;

Travels
"Y ou know the crudest jest?' Fian asked. They were waking eastward, tending alittle south, toward the
Bohemian-Mor-avian Highlands. "Thislittle cosmic jokeripsavita organ right out of the corpus of State
philosophy.” It was hisfirg remark in hours.

The roads were awash with refugees and stunned imperia troops. No one paid any heed to three odd
peasants.

"How s0?' Fia responded.

They had decided they would be less conspicuous using the names of the bodies they wore. Neither the
people of Today nor Tomorrow would pick them out as easlly.

And, of course, Neulist was a consideration.

Who could guess when, or where, the colond was?

Father was so damned calm about everything, Fidathought. "Y es. That bears explanation.”

She remained balanced precarioudy on the knife-edge of a scream. The Other wouldn't die. Temporarily
defested, it lay back in the degp shadows, wounded, hating, a savage thing waiting with reptilian
patience.

"Souls. I'm talking souls. Or something so much like them that it makes no difference.”

Heand Fid, immediately, became hounds on the scent of the connections between souls, tachyons, and
Didecticd Maeridism.

Faa(Fd washer twinin thisincarnation) remained in-tellectualy numb. Shejust couldn't surrender to
belief in the evidence surrounding her. Shetried ignoring it dl, even her companions, who strode through
thisdien time asthough they were on foreign sabbatica and going home was amatter of traveling
kilometers, not years.

She coped with the impossible by concentrating on the one thing with aredity too unreenting to be
denied.

The soul-eater waiting in the dungeons of her mind.

Father and Fid had decided that they had to remove them-selves as far from their own pasts as possible.
Who, more than aZumsteg, could imperil the future? Who knew but what the State might never be born
because of achance remark by apeasant from avillage on the outskirts of Prague?

It was ludicrous. Loydty to something not yet dreamed?

But therewas Neulist.

Fialaunderstood Neuligt.



If the colondl had come back, he would haunt them. He had the soul of a demented terrier. He never let
go. And, should he locate them, he might wound the future far morein achieving hissick satisfaction than
ever they could by shifting three supremely unimportant peasants out of Europe.

Fia had argued for Brazil. Armies, even nations, could vanish into that vast South American wilderness.
But that nation would not be tamed, redlly, till the end of the twentieth century.

Fian had decided they should lose themselves, instead, in the witch's cauldron of post-Civil War United
States. The nineteenth century was primitive enough. No need to overdo the pioneer thing. America
offered an opportunity to wait out the future with some prospect of comfort, and little chanceto dter the
destiny of the State.

So why were they traveling eastward?

The day after tomorrow, on July 6, an Audtrian official, fearing capture by Prussian cavary, would bury
nearly ahun-dred thousand florinsin gold and silver near atortoise-shaped granite boulder at the edge of
ameadow on the western dopes of the Bohemian-Moravian heights. It would remain alost treasuretill
workmen unearthed it the spring of the year before the outbreak of the Uprising.

Fian planned to borrow that treasure long enough to estab-lish hisfamily in America. With alittle capital
and Fd'shigoricad knowledge, waiting in style shouldn't be difficult.

"Marx isin England now, isn't he?' Fia mused. "I wonder...."

"| have afedling that the most important thing we can do hereis shun our shrinesand saints” Fian had
aways been ir-reverent of palitica holies, but his dedication was beyond question. Two centuries out of
hisown time, and still hewas sacrificing for the good of the State. " The disgppointment could be too
much to handle.

Fa chuckled. "For usor him?'

"Both, probably."

Fian was dso aredlist. The State wasn't the workers paradise Marx had envisioned. Nor, he was sure,
would Marx be theivory tower Messiah created by generations of State in-formation officers.

"Father," Fidaasked, "do you redly think Neulist is here?’

"There's no way of knowing. We've seen no proof that heisn't. For our own welfare we've got to act as
if heis Still, I don't think it'slikely. He was quite aways from the focus. But nothing about this seems
likely. Anticipate the worst, hope for the best, survive, take the warning back the only way we can.
That's what we have to do."

"That lieutenant. | fed sorry for him.”

"Yes. Dead or blown back, he's better off. Seldom has aman been in atighter spot. We'd better speak
Czechfor awhile”

They had been forcing themsalves to use German. It was aminority language in Bohemia, but the officid



language. It would be decades yet before Masaryk could elevate Czech to equa status. Even then,
Czech would not take over completdy till thefdl of the Third Reich and the evacuation of the Ger-man
minority.

Now, coming to a crossroad where an endless column of Austrians were moving south, they had to take
care lest they were overhead.

The battered, dispirited vanquished of Konniggratz wouldn't give three ragged Bohemians anything but a
hard time. Ordered to wait, they spent hours reviewing that parade of defeat. Fia and Fian debated the
possible courses of history had the Empire beaten the Prussians.

For at least the twentieth time Fidardived the final scenein the hove at Lidice.
Whét had gone wrong?

Thewoman had returned with apriest, the pair chattering at one another crazily. The cleric hadn't
believed aword—ill he entered the hut.

Whatever it was about them, he had sensed it without aword having been spoken.

Mama! ... the Other had screamed.... And had dammed into her, out of mental nebulae, coming withina
micron of shattering her control, of betraying al three of them.

The creature would babble the last gram of truth if ever she got the opportunity.
She knew, then, that there never would be peace between them. They weretoo dien.

The priest's eyes had widened artlingly. He had thrust the woman behind him, shielding her with his
body, and had com-pelled her retreat while brandishing his crucifix. He had slam-mered something about
bringing in the bishop and an exorcig.

Fian had grimly chuckled and said they had best depart before villagers gathered with torches and
wooden stakes.

They had grabbed afew things and had gotten out imme-diately, before the villagers could react. Fid
they had had to support between them till he recovered. Only after they were ahaf-dozen kilometers
from the village did they begin plan-ning, once Fid, with his historica background, had recovered enough
to make them fully aware of when they were.

Where was no problem. Fia explained that Lidice had a one time been anationa shrine. Later, the
Centra Committee had chosen it asthe site of the headquarters, Agency for State Security.

There had been no spatia displacement.

Fa and Fian would invest man-months trying to develop amathematical modd of achronon fied
capable of linearly linking a Site despite al the motion of aplanet, solar system, galaxy, and universe over
two centuries.

Fiaaconcentrated on medicine. It would be criticd if they wereto survive thismedically primitive era. At
least they hadn't comein their own bodies, to aworld where dl the viruses and most of the bacteria
would be dien, deadly, ableto overwhelm their bodily defensesin no time.






XIIl. OntheY Axis,
1975

The drug war flowed into the West End for one violent eve-ning and, whilein the areafollowing up alead
linking the ac-tivity to acasein hisown digtrict, Cash stole an hour to drop in on aphysicist a
Washington University,

Dr. Charles DeK eersgeiter seemed awfully young for the high-powered reputation his secretary imputed,
though he was sneaking up on forty.

Cash had never heard of him.

The age thing had aways bothered him. Even now, though agrandparent, he unconsciously expected
successful, power-ful men to be much older than himsdlf. During his early thir-ties he had gone through a
bad crissin which he had suffered deep depression and sdlf-doubt each time he had heard of, or read
about, someone who had become a substantial success at an age younger than he was then.

But the whole race couldn't consist of Alexanders or Napoleans, or even Al Capones. Intime he had
made a shaky peace.

"I'm not sure | understood why you wanted to see me, Sergeant,” said DeK eersgeiter, after Cash had
been shown into his office.

"I'm not either. What | want isfor you to tell me about Time." Briefly, he presented the apparent facts of
the Groloch-O'Brien case. "The only handle we can get on it isan impossible one: time travel "

"What we cdl the least hypothesis." DeK eersgeiter showed more than the polite interest Cash had
expected. "That's the smplest theory that'll include dl the known facts. Sometimes you come up with
something outrageous. Thistime, though, | submit that the factsaren't al known." He made a steeple of
hisfingers benegath his chin, stared a the celling. "Time: The popular view isthat it'slike ariver, flowing
onedirection at asteady pace. In physicswe know thisisn't necessarily true. Time's a phenomenon
associated with space and matter. And motion. Velocity and the shape of space can cause differencesin
observed time flow. Especialy in the matter of motion. It's my own feding that matter, or the mass
thereof, aso directly corrdatesto timein any given frame. We know it does at the event horizon of a
sngularity. With better math, we might find gravity even more important than commonly thought.”

He spoke dowly, pedantically, asif unsure he could express himself in terms Cash could understand.

"That is, time flow on the surface of aneutron star should differ significantly, not only from here but from
current mathematical predictions, because of the proximity of dispar-ate masses.” He glanced at Cash as
if to solicit an opinion. When none was forthcoming, he went on.

"A few years ago there was aflap over ahypothetical parti-cle caled atachyon. At first it was supposed
to move faster than light and have negative mass. Then it was supposed to have positive massand a
velocity below that of light, but was supposed to be moving backward in time. Some of my col-leagues
aso fed therésamovement of mass backward in time from ablack hole or singularity to awhite hole or
quasar, ex-tremely violent stellar events so far away that what astrono-mers see are events which took
place dmost back at the begin-ning of the universe. But | was talking about tachyons. Since nobody's
been able to detect them, and their proponents have been heavily criticized by their opponents, the
excitement's pretty well died down. | haven't heard athing recently. But I'm so damned busy pushing



paper—federd grant, you know—that | don't have timeto keep up with the literature.”

DeK eersgeiter's mind seemed to jump tracks for aminute. He treated Cash to a critique of federa grant
practices that would have endeared him to Lieutenant Railsback. Then, as suddenly, he skipped back,
leaving Cash momentarily bewildered.

"We have fadsin physics, too. Tachyons. Gravitons. The latest isthe Hawking Black Hole." Asthe
physicist sneered at the impossibility of BB-szed or gram-weight singularities|eft over from the explosion
of the primal egg, Cash began to wonder if he were going to get any sense from the man at al. Then the
man's mind skipped another track.

"There's only oneway your corpse could've moved in time, so far aswe know. Theusud. Unless..." He
steepled hisfingers and studied the celling once more. "I dmost over-looked something. Fell into the
obvioustrap. When you think timetravel, you dwaysthink of going back. It's a powerful, amost
archetypal human drive, to go back and put things right. But your man came forward. And that's
possible. There's a shortcut.

"The mechanism isthat of Fitzgerad-Lorentz. When an object with mass nearsthe velocity of light, its
time reference relative to dower objects grows retarded. If we could put aman into a spaceship and
whip him up to ninety-nine point-nine nine percent the vel ocity of light and send him off to, say, the
nearest star and back, to usit would seem like it had taken him about nine yearsto make the trip, but for
him only afew monthswould pass. Of course, that's not humanly possible. But the theory's sound. It's
been proven with atomic clocksin satellites and fast planes.”

Cash caught the stress of "humanly.” Y ou mean aflying saucer could've gotten him?*

Embarrassed, DeK eersgeiter nodded. "It fits the least hypothesis as negtly as your time machine. There's
more evidence that they exist. And it doesn't conflict with physical law.”

All Cash said was "Thanks," but thought, A whole new can of worms. What & se would he come up with
before they closed the case? Suspended animation? Perpetua motion machines? How about dealswith
the devil? Sister Mary Joseph had suggested that one aready.

He got the hell out. Politely, but out.

And got hell.

The dispatcher had been trying to get in touch. Annie had called. Mgor Tran was on hisway in from
Fort Chaffee to look them over. She wanted Cash to meet him at the bus sta-tion. Shewas afraid to
handleit hersalf. But Railsback, because he hadn't let the dispatchers know where he would be, wouldn't
let him go.

Cash caught John leaving as he himself went into the startion. They hadn't seen much of each other
recently. "Y ou heard?'

"About the gook? Y eah.”
IIHW!II

"Sorry. Railsback's been on my ass.”



Beth was trying to get hisattention. He held up a. finger in await-a-second gesture.

" just wanted to know if maybe you could come over tonight. Maybe ease things alittle. Y ou know
these people bet-ter...."

"Now who'sdoing it?'
"Y ou know what | mean."

"If he spent time over here before, he can cope. Probably better than we did over there. But I'll stop
over." He gtarted on. "Oh. I'll come by myself. Y ou'd better keep Nancy and the kids away, too. L et
Annie get settled before you sic the whole gang on him.”

"Right. Good thinking." Cash didn't think his daughter-in-law would cause a problem, but the
grandchildren might.

"Cash! If your persond life can stand it?..." Railsback. Theway he had come on al week, life at home
must have become hell.

Cash glanced at Beth, who just smirked and mouthed, | tried to warn you.

Once heturned, before he could say anything, Railsback snapped, "What the hell have you been up to
thistime?'

Cash thought he was still pissed about not being able to get in touch. Wrong. As soon as he Sarted to
explain, Railsback interrupted.

"Y ou shook anut treeiswhat you did. | got abunch of goddamned flying saucer freaks coming in here
tomorrow. Here. They didn't even ask, they told me. Why can't you just write this creep off? Y ou have
to put our careers on the line over him? And don't bug the old lady no more, either. Last timeyou did |
had awhole platoon of ambulance chasers shaking my phone off thewall."

Surprise and surprise, Cash thought. DeK eersgeiter had moved fast. Cash hadn't suspected the man was
that inter-ested. And thiswas the first the lieutenant had mentioned the lawyers. Which meant that he had
goneto bat for histroops. He wasn't as bad as he pretended.

"Look, Hank, there's got to be an angle on thisthing. And Miss Groloch'sin it up to her pointy ears. And
covering up. You don't haul out thelegd talent if you're not fedling guilty, not just ‘cause you got alittle
pressure from acop. Not if you're an old timer. Kids these days are something €l'se. And we got prints,
remember? With that we might be able to get a search warrant. Speaking of prints, whatever happened
to the paper that came off of that doll?’

Railsback looked thoughtful, then sheepish. "I sent it over to FBI."

"That old, huh?'

"Looked like."

"Wel, I'm not letting go. Not even if | haveto bring in Gypsieswith crystd balls.”

Railsback was less angry than he pretended. He grinned, made adirty crack, said, "Norm, | read the



Cardtairsfile, too. The sonofabitch didn't let go for eight years. And he didn't get anywhere. How come
you think you'l do better?"

"Because | aready have, Hank. I've got a print, and I've gotten arise out of Miss Groloch. She gave me
an angle hersdlf, but | haven't had timeto follow it up." He explained the connection with Egan's Rats.
"Hank, it might get tough, but | won't give up. It doesn't seem rationd, but | think there's a connection
between a 1921 murder without a victim and a 1975 victim without amurderer. I'm not saying Miss
Groloch had anything to do with it. I'm not saying thisis O'Brien from twenty-one. I'm just saying there's
aconnec-tion. And she's holding out on us."

"Personally, | think you're full of shit, and ain't got asnowbal's chance. Y ou won't get her to talk. She's
tough, Norm."

"Maybe not. But maybe I'll find the right lever. Y ou've got to keep plugging.”
"l hope you've got aguy like you for asergeant when you've got my job, Norm. Like Harald. Tied to
you like a can. But you're agood cop most of the time. Go on. Haul ass before | find something for you

todo."

Cash got out of hisway, and out of the station as soon as he could. Beth's bemused smile pursued him all
the way.

Magor Tran turned out to be afriendly, energetic little man who resembled Marsha Ky in Ben Franklin
glasses. He wore them perched on thetip of his nose, peering over their tops.

Cash'sfirst impression was Walter Mitty, bookkeeper, not the hardnosed hero-cop on record.

Tran had the language pat and the customs near enough to get by. Cash supposed he could have passed
asNiss had he so desired. They shook hands, started fedling one another put while Annie mixed drinks.
She had gone to the bus station after dl, and had arrived home just as Cash was getting out of hisown
car. He had paid the cab for her.

"I'mamartini addict,” said Tran. After agp, ™Y our wife mixesagood one.”

"Rum and coke man myself, when | break doctor's orders. And tonight | need one."

"Bad day?"

"Aren't any good ones anymore. Just some not as bad as others. We're under siege.”

"Ah. The Great American Lament. Overworked and under-paid.”

Cash chuckled. "Overworked, anyway. | don't know. It just seemslike everything's coming apart. And
nobody cares. Not enough to get off their butts and do something.”

"Norm,"” said Annig, "I don't think Mgor Tran isready for that." She had put on the warning frown
usualy reserved for grandchildren.

Tran had been westernized. He didn't blink at the interrup-tion. He held up ahand, smiled, said, "Rather
say it'saprob-lem | knew too well. It's not uniquely American, though it ssemsto comewith
Americanization.”



Cash frowned, wondered if the man were being critica. Flashes of old news clips rambled across his
mind. He saw the man's point. Saigon, in part, had become cardboard America, a cheap imitation of the
cultural exporter's dready tawdry features.

"Don't mind my grumps,”" Cash told him. "'I've got an especialy frudirating case.”
"Miss Groloch again?' Annie asked.
"Still." The doorbdl rang. "That'll be John." He sarted to rise.

"I'll getit." Annie hurried doorward, presumably antici-pating feminine companionship. While shewas
being disap-pointed Tran asked about the case and Cash sketched it for him.

"Mogt curious," hesaid. "And interesting. Amidst awar one hasn't timefor such delicate investigations.
I've dways been fond of the outré. Have you read Conan Doyle?!

"Sherlock Holmes? A little. His cases didn't seem that unusual .
"In the context of histimes..."

John camein trying to placate Anniefor not having brought Carrie. Cash made the introductions. "'l was
just telling Mgor Tran about the O'Brien thing. Might aswell fill you in. Rails-back didn't givemea
chancethis afternoon.”

When Cash finished describing hisvigt to Dr. DeK eersgeiter, John said, "Hank'll redly love you now.
Fying saucerd™

"Oh, he does. What he wished on mewasto have you as my second for the rest of my life" They
chuckled together, then Cash asked, "I take it you like UFOs better than time machines.”

"A hdl of alot. | can believeit. Only it'sjust as hard to prove."

"I don't." Just thinking about it made him queasy. "Too many late shows, | guess. Bodysnatchers, like
that." Then, "John, what're we doing? Dammit, I'm Sitting here taking it serioudy when we should be
trying to figure out what really happened. But I'm going to let those saucer nutswork onit. It'll keep them
out of our hair."

Said Hardd, to Tran, "One of the problems with being a cop over here is you've got to be nice to
everybody, good guys, bad guys, and nitwits."

"Y ou are, perhaps, too much intrigued by the exatic,” Tran replied. "If one unfamiliar with dl the details
may speak? Asyou outlined it to me, Norman, you haven't yet gone to con-clusion with the critical
Quedtion.”

"Eh? What?'
"The nature of the connection between woman and corpse. That appearsto be the critical eement. It

would seem that al ese would fal into place once you discovered what she and the dead man wereto
one another."



"True," said John. "Thanks, Annie." He sipped the drink and avoided her eyes. Though he had been
around the house since childhood, he still wasn't comfortable using her first name. He had had the same
problem with Cash when he had come into the department, but had outgrown it. "But Ameri-can law,
like God, movesin mysterious ways. We can't go into her house after proof till we can proveit'sthere.
I'd love to tear the place apart. But we couldn't get awarrant with what we've got.”

"John," said Cash, "we might. I've been thinking about that. Judge Gardner's moving from Juvenileto
Crimind. He might take the chance.”

Gardner had the reputation of being a hard-nosed, old-fashioned jurist. Histhree years on the Juvenile
bench had been accompanied by storms of controversy—and a dramatic declinein juvenile crime. He
might take a chance on the print—if they could argue convincingly enough.

"Maybe. I've got court again tomorrow. I'll try to see him. Did you check the gang connection?”
"Havent had time."

"Norm. John. Mgor Tran's come along way, and not to listen to you two talk shop."

Cash started to gpologize. She wasright.

"Not to be concerned,” said Tran. "I find it relaxing. It's been months since I've worked mysdlf. This
matter, S0 intrigu-ing, stimulates my mind. Should the chance arise, 1'd like to meet thiswoman. She
sounds most remarkable.”

"Sheisthat,” Cash responded, then steered the conversa-tion to more immediate matters. "But Anni€'s
right. We should be talking about your problems. Maybe | haven't been looking as hard as | could, but
I've been asking around about jobs. Can't say I've had any luck.”

"Not toworry,” Tran replied. "I have an offer. Waiting tablesin aplace called The Mainlander, with a
chance for my sonsto work part-time.”

"It'sanamerestaurant,” John said. "Good tips." He didn't seem surprised.
Cash and Anniewere. "Y ou sure that's the sort of thing you want to do?" Annie asked.
Tran was surprised by their surprise.

"Thereisprideand pride," he said, trying to explain. "In Americaaman istoo proud to work below his
gation. Thisistrue of some of my countrymen aso. But thereisanother pride. It refusesto alow oneto
live off the good will of otherswhen oneis physicaly capable of working. Thisis a peasant philosophy,
perhaps. In the country everyone must work. Only the city rich ... I'm sorry. Perhaps | should say it thus:
Y our country has done enough by permitting me to escape the Viet Minh once more. Now it'sup to me
to carefor those who have joined their livesto mine. Perhaps someday | will move to better work. They
have begun making arrangementsfor retraining doctors dready.”

"I don't know how you'd get back into your own line," said Cash. "Residency, citizenship, al that
cragpola. And physica requirements. You'd haveto get aheight waiver."

"Not to mention good old-fashioned prgudice," Harald added. "Therere alot of bitter people here.”



"We might wrangle aretainer as aconsulting expert in Viet-namese affairs,” Cash mused. "Enough
refugees have settled around here that there's bound to be some problems.”

Tran shrugged. "Therewill be difficulties. | expected them. | survived them before. | will again. | did my
thinking before | boarded your helicopter. My problemsthistime, likely, will be lessthan before.”

Cash didn't understand, but Harald did. "Y ou haven't seen real prejudicetill you've seen it over there,
Norm. They aren't abunch of pussy-footing Archie Bunkers. Everybody hates everybody. A refugee
from the north, especidly if he was Catholic and fell in with Buddhists, would have had abad time.
Though less so than, say, the Black Tha."

Tran nodded, smiled. "On that everyone agreed. Every-body hated the Black Thai. Looking at it from
here, | begin to wonder why."

"You'll have to excuse my ignorance. Y ou don't get to see much of that from the home front."

"No matter,” said Tran. "Those are al problemsfor the PRG now. May they get their belliesfull.”
Annie had grown restless during the discussion and had begun drifting back and forth between kitchen
and living room. Now, from the kitchen, she called, " Supper.” She scowled at Cash for not having
warned her about John.

The sum of the evening was that Cash and Tran found one another acceptable.

"I think," said Tran, "that I'll bring my family here as soon as| can. Unless you change your minds. Fort
Chaffeeis... well, it's not comfortable. WEll be aslittle trouble as we can, and out as soon as possible.”

The man, Cash reflected, was positively embarrassed.
Tran became more so when he asked, softly, ™Y our wife. Why is she so tense? So strained?”
"Welost our oldest sonin Vietnam. Missing in action. We gtill don't know anything for sure....”

"If thiswill work an emotiona hardship, perhaps | should look € sawhere?’ Tran, of course, would have
been briefed. Cash supposed he was just making sure dl the cards were on the table.

"No. No. Therell be no problem.”

"I think | understand. My father, mother, sisters, bro-thers ... It's been more than twenty yearssince I've
heard anything from my parents. And only my one brother, Trich, got out thistime. HESin San
Francisco. The otherswere dl army officerstoo. There are nightswhen | get no deep wondering what
has become of them."

It helped. Especidly when hetold Anniethe samethings, after ingsting on helping her with the dishes—an
eventudity which left John agog.

The mgjor's return bus was alate one. Cash didn't get to bed till after three o'clock. Next morning he
wasin no mood to take crap from anyone. Hewent in to work almost hoping Lieutenant Railsback
would pitch one of hisinfamousfits.

The man had asixth sense. He stayed out of sight even while the saucer freaks were ssamping up dust in



the outer office, driving Beth to distraction.



XIV. OntheZ AXxis,
24 December 1967

"Shit, Mike" said Cddwell. "They're making an early start thisweek."

"Eh?" Cash glanced up as Snake lowered himsdlf painfully from the crack in the barrackswall. Dawn
shoved a broken finger insde.

"Bashful’ s making hisrounds. Got the colondl, Captain Richards, and Commander Wainwright aready."

"Shit." Cashtried to shrink into his palet, to twist himself into afetal ball too tiny to be found. Histurn
would be com-ing up again soon. He had stopped hurting. Except around the hunger knot in his stomach.

"Going to be abig show. Dopey, Doc, and Sleepy are with him."

Michael shuddered. "I can't take much more, Snake." The polite, smiling, nameless little brown men
never let up. They looked like comic operaor movie gooksin their baggy uni-forms, carrying their
antiquerifles, but their humorousness ended in interrogation. "What the hell do they want?'

Any military information they possessed wasfar out of date. And any forced confessonsto imaginary
war crimeswould be believed by no one.

"It don't make sense, Snake."

"Shut up, you guys," Koester growled from hispalet. "And for Chrigt's sake quit whining, Cash.”

He was getting areputation for that, and for malingering. But what could he do?

"They'rejust trying to get even,” said Cantrell. His eyes were questioning as they rose to meet Michadl's.
Did he suspect?

Michael had just about decided to cooperate.

The door cregked inward. Bashful made ablack silhouette against the pale light. " Caldwell. Cash.
Koester. DelosSantos Zachary." He needed to say no more. The prisoners knew the drill.

The dwarves had collected twenty-three men aready, in-cluding al the senior officers.

"Big party,” Cantrell observed, as he and Michadl fdl in at the rear of the column of twos. Dopey made a
threatening gesture with his bayonet. " Stick it where the moss don't grow, asshole.” Snake said it like,
"Good to seeyou again." Bash-ful wasthe only dwarf who spoke any English. "Hey, group, what say we
havealittle Bridge music?' He began whistling,

Miched turtled hischin down into hisfilthy collar. Snakejust wouldn't learn.
Captain Richards quickly took up the tune, and the other navy flyersfollowed his example. Bashful's

shoulderstight-ened, but he didn't turn around. He couldn't club them &l. Not right now. Soon even
Michad waswhigtling.



"Sesu Hayakawa he ain't,” said Snake when the party, swollen to forty of the camp's eighty-plusinmates,
halted before a strange, bespectacled little man. The commandant hung around him like a nervous puppy
anxiousto please.

"A Chink," said Cantrell. "And awhed. Maybeif | kiss his ass, helll get me aguitar. Or let me have the
harmonica back.”

Thedrill resembled an ingpection. Spectacles passed through the ranks. The commandant and a
trandator fol-lowed, playing Pete and Repesat before each prisoner. The dwarf called Grumpy hung
around with astack of file folders, some of which Spectaclesinquired into when examining lower grade
officers and enlisted men. In most cases he just grunted what seemed to be Chinese for yes or no.

Once hefinished, Bashful called names. There were fifteen. Michagl Cash was the fourteenth.
"Shit. What the fuck? Snake...."

"Jugt hang tough, Mike. It'l bedl right.”

"I'm scared shitless, Snake." He eyed the battered Russ an-made bus coughing toward them.

"Probably just aworking party. Fix aroad or power station the airedales blew away. Y ou better move
out. The dwarves are getting restless.”

Bashful reassembled those who had made the cut and herded them aboard the bus.

Four menin regular North Viet officer's uniforms, with AK47s, watched over them. None, gpparently,
gpoke English. They didn't try to control the murmuring of their charges.

It had to be something new, something specia. Thiswasthefirst time Cash had been taken anywhere
without having to walk.

Thejourney north had nearly killed him. He still hadn't recovered completely.

The bus rumbled through hills, jungles, and paddies for two hours, till it reached a deserted airstrip. Four
MiG 21slurked benesth camouflage netting at one end; two SAM sitesand several AA positions could
be discerned. Base personnel were remarkable primarily by their absence. ' Spectacles had arrived
aready. He stood at the foot of aramp leading to the passenger section of an old Ilyushin with Chinese
markings. The four officers shepherded the prisonersinto the aircraft. Spectacles took the wegpon from
one officer while he and the bus driver pulled the cabin hatch shut.

The ship'senginesroared.

The confused Americans sought seats. No one said athing. Their guards took predetermined posts and,
one by one, ex-changed their Viet tunicsfor Chinese.

The Ilyushin grumbled and shuddered down the runway, staggered into the morning sky. One engine
coughed and sput-tered uncertainly at times. Loose rivetsrattled. There were places where Cash could
look through cracksin its skin.

Michad felt abrief moment of hope when navy F4s did in on the quarters to see who had the balsto fly
their sky in broad daylight. The Chinese pilot just kept heading for the border. Navy eyeballed the plan€e's



markings, then departed in search of prey on the politicians approved list.

The Ilyushin was old and dow. Theflight, including afuel stop at another deserted airstrip, took sixteen
hours. The thoughtful Chinese had provided a bucket which, when the pressure became unbearable, had
to beusad infull view of al aboard. There were no mesls.

Cash missed Snake. They dl could use alittle of hisirre-pressible defiance here.

It was deep night when the aircraft reached its destination. The pilot did not kill his engines, remained on
the ground only long enough to discharge his cargo. The passengers never saw him, nor he them.

"Merry Christmas,” Captain Richards told each man as he descended into the chill air of an apparent
desert. The pilots and navigators studied the skies asif seeking aguiding Star.

Michagl Cash wastoo frightened to give adamn what day it was, or where he had been taken.



XV. OntheY Axis
1975

It was aFriday, but an unusualy quiet one. For once Norm didn't have much paperwork. He suspected
that it was histemper. It was so foul that the gnome-god who spat blizzards of blank fitness reports and
law enforcement assstance forms had been intimidated. The easy load and aquart of Beth's virulent
station house coffee had brought him around to semi-human by ten o'clock. He called Tommy
O'Lochlain, hisman in with the Syrians, and made alunch date.

O'Lochlain was what the papers called "reputed consigliere” of the gang. Hisown people didn't call him
that, nor did Cash, who had never heard the term before The Godfather, but that was or had been his
function. Number Two among those of the gang age and infirmity hadn't yet clamed. They till had their
hands in amusements, vending, and gambling, but were no more than aghost of the old mob. The Italians
had begun displacing them as early asthe middle thirties. Now the Italians were giving way to blacks, at
least on the Street level, astime and the IRS depleted their ranks. But such transitions were long and dow
and never asbloody or complete as movies and televison would indicate,

But that was unimportant to Cash or O'Lochlain.

They were old acquaintances. During his rookie year, when the Syrians had had far more pull, Cash had
made the mistake of stopping O'Lochlain for speeding, then had arrested him on a conceal ed weapons
charge. The man had gone in with Cash grinning, chatting amiably, giving advice on what he saw as good
police procedure, then had glad-handed it with his company fixer, who had beaten them to the station.
Cash had felt, and had looked, so pathetic that O'Lochlain had laughed and promised him better for the
future.

Even then the man had been old, agray-topped mop who had looked like he was dying of cancer.

Though Cash had remained perfectly straight, O'Lochlain had adopted him as his pet cop. The
relationship hadn't be-come friendship, but they respected one another. Both had profited, though Cash
had dso come by his share of grief. People asked questions, especidly when O'Lochlain gained as much
as the department.

Thetrouble with meeting O'Lochlain, even for lunch, was that someone would notice. Even ahood so
old that helooked like an oversight in the Reaper's bookkeeping remained a hood. Neither man, from
viewpoints on both sdes of the law, had any bus ness consorting with the enemy. There was no way to
escape watchers. So their meetings were infrequent, always public, and on neutral ground.

Even s0, Cash expected some static. He thought it worth-while when balanced against what he might
learn.

"OBrien?" O'Lochlain asked around amouthful of expen-sive spaghetti. " Nineteen twenty-one? What
the hell you dig-ging that far back for?* The neutra ground was arestaurant indirectly owned by the man
John affectionately caled The Head Wop. The clientele were often amixture of mafios and the
crime-busters watching them. By meeting there the two an-nounced to these observersthat business
wasn't on their agenda. There was aritud and formality to such things, though it was being destroyed by
the barbarisms of the sixties and seventies.

"I'm not sure. We've got a giff that, by every test weve ap-plied, comes up O'Brien. Y et he was
supposed to have been killed back then, though the body never turned up. The one we've got isthe right



age, for then. | heard he ran with the Rats. | thought maybe you knew him."
O'Lochlain did his Fifth Amendment face.
"Hey, look, it'sancient history. And I'm not asking for names.”

"I'm not holding out, Rookie. Just thinking. Sure, | ree-member the guy: wild, scatter-brained; didn't care
about anything but himsalf. What you'd call asecurity risk now-adays. Couldn't trust him with your
money, your secrets, or your woman. If held stayed around, he would've taken the ride. One way or
another. He was a punk. The top boys were watching him."

Why?

"They had him running the bag to the precinct houses and collecting cash and dips from the betting shops.
Donkey work, the kind they used for breaking in new fish. It looked like he was skimming, afew bucks
every run. Nothing big, but enough so that they wouldn't trust him with abig bag. There was sometalk
about breaking abone or two to straighten him out.”

"Did it get done?'

"No."

"Ah?'

Playing agame of suspense, O'Lochlain downed mouthful after mouthful of spaghetti, chasing each with
huge drafts of steaming coffee. A large pot had been brought to the table for his convenience, without his
asking.

"Thing came up where they were short on men. They de-cided to give him the acid test. They paled him
with Fred Burke and sent him to Torrio with some new girls. They were doing atriangle with Torrio and
the Purple Gang, with Maddox in Chi directing the thing. Girlsrecruited here usudly went to Chi for
training, then Torrio would wholesae them to Detroit for Canadian whiskey. Detroit girls came here, then
went to Chi. And so on. Sometimes they went the other way. Clothing factory work was usualy the
hook. Sometimes they got suspicious. That'swhy they needed a couple of guysaong.

"Thistime there was merchandise both ways. Torrio's peo-ple had gotten onto some good counterfeit.
They were going to bring back twenty Gsto, what you might say, test market. If it went, they'd buy in.
They didn't tell O'Brien. Wanted to see what he'd do around that much cash.”

While O'Lochlain paused for more spaghetti and coffee, Cash reflected that the man's theys were
sometimes hard to follow. But Tommy had aways been reluctant to name certain names.

"What he did was knock Burkein the head and jump the train while it was pulling into Union Station.”
AN

"They put athousand on him; aG and ahaf for recovery.”

"Anybody collect?'

"No. Not even when they went to twenty-five and opened the contract. Not awhisper. The G-men



never got him ether. Their people on theinsgde were watching for him. He just disappeared, Rookie.
Like Judge Crater. They figured hisgirl friend got him, same asthe bulls™

Cash asked the date. Perfect fit. O'Brien had jumped the train in the morning. The screamsa Miss
Groloch's had been heard that afternoon.

"Did you know himwell enough to finger him if hewaked in hereright now?"

"Yeah. I'll tel you, Rookie, | was hoping I'd be the guy who collected on that one. | owed him.” But he
wouldn't go into detall.

"Want to come look at the stiff weve got?"

"No."

"Hey. | pad. Give me abresk."

"Sure you did. On the expense account. Okay. But | don't like morgues.”

Cash grinned, thought, | can seewhy. Y ou're afraid they'll redlize they've overlooked you and yank your
card out of thelivingfile.

"Good," hesaid. "Maybe well stir something up. | haven't had arow about being on the pad for years."
"Rookie, I'm out of it. Everybody knowsthat."

"And you were saying that before | was born.”

O'Lochlain smiled, downed another cup of coffee. "Kojak you're not."

The lean black attendant was getting used to it. " Twenty-three again?' he asked, pulling the card.
"Right."

"How long'sthis guy been there?" O'Lochlain asked.

"Since March fourth."

"Chrig."

"They pumped him full of something. They'rekind of in atight spot. Can't get rid of him.”

"Oh, Chrig!"

The attendant had rolled out the corpse. Cash glanced at O'Lochlain. "What?'

"It'shim. The sonofabitch. Only it can't be, can it?' He stared, Stared.

Cash fdt like the Hindenburg, after. Down in flames. Therewas just no way to keep that bastard from
being Jack O'Brien. "Y ou know anybody e se that might remember him?"



He shrugged. "L ooking for an out, Rookie?'
O'Lochlain was quick. He had seen the whole problem without being told.

"Youwon't get it from me. | know it'simpossible, you know it'simpossible, but you park my butt on the
stand, I'm going to say it'shim. That's how it hangs. Sorry."

"You'resorry?You don't haveto livewithit."

"Areyou finished with me? I'd better make aMass. | fed the need coming on. Y ou know, when you
cdled, | figured you was going to be after me about Hoffa."

"Hoffa?'

"Sure. Every cop inthe country is after every guy that's ever been even remotely connected, trying to
make a name by being the guy who finds out what happened. Going to be some hegt on over that one.
Hope the guyswho did it got paid off in suitcasesfull of money.”

"I haven't been paying much attention. He asked for it."

"Yesh"

Asthey waked down exterior stepsto where O'Lochlain's driver had parked hislimo in aNo Parking
zone, the Irishman asked, "Y ou got any angles?’

"Not that | can believe. Either it's O'Brien and he's been moved fifty-four years, without damage, or it's
not, and nobody in the whole goddamned country knowswho heis.”

"Maybe hésaRussan spy."

"Maybe." Cash chuckled, didn't bother giving details which made that answer less than satisfactory. He
said good-bye and returned to the station, where Railsback was waiting with the third degree about
consorting with known hoodlums. The lieutenant was sorry he asked.

John camein later, looking glum. "Gardner won't help.”

"Why not?'

"I ladit al out. He only asked one question.”

mWhat?

"Did we have any evidence that a crime had been commit-ted.”

"Yeah. | shouldvefigured.”

"But | do have anew angle." And suddenly he seemed frightened and nervous. Cash was puzzled by it.
"Norm, if | tell you something persond, will you keep it quiet?”

"Eh? Sure”



"I mean really. Not even tell Annie. Especidly not Annie. Or any body."
"Hey, if you're that worried about it, you better keep it to yoursdlf. That way nobody can tell.”
"Wel, if | tell my news, | havetotdl the other thing too.”

Wheat the hell”? Cash thought. He had known John since Michael's second day of grammar school, didn't
think there was much he didn't know about the younger man. "It's up to you. But I'll keep it under my
hat."

"Well, therésthisgirl. We went to high school together.”

A ghost of asmilefleeted across Cash's lips. So John was messing around. He almost confessed his own
secret, in the matter of the doctored photograph, but remembered his own advice. There was no way he
would risk getting that stirred up again.

"Sheworks at the Post. In Classfieds. | had thiswild hunch last night, see, so | called her and asked her
to do some check-ing."

He had turned a startling red. Cash began to suspect aname: Teri Middleton. John and Michael both had
pursued her during their senior year, and, Cash suspected, had caught her. They had vied for her
weekends whilein college. She had gotten married somewhere a ong the way, about the time that Nancy
and Carrie had come into the picture, and had dropped from sight. Cash thought he remembered Annie
saying she had gotten adivorce after two and ahaf years and two kids. For awhile there, the girl had
been as much a part of the fam-ily as John.

"Anyway, we had lunch and she gave methis." He offered a pink, scented bit of stationery covered with
numbers. " She's going to check some more.”

"| can't make anything out of this. What isit?'
"Dates and codes. Thesefirst numbers are the dates they ran classified adsfor a certain party.”
"Miss Groloch?'

"| think s0. They were put in by her accountants. And get this. When she showed methis, | asked her to
check her subscription file. She got back to me afew minutes ago. Sure enough. They've got oneto
Rochester, New Y ork, in the name of Fia Groloch, that's been going out regular as long asthey've been
keeping track."

It was a breakthrough of sorts, proof that there was more than one Groloch, and pinned him or her to a
Specific address.

"Kind of corny, don't you think? And clumsy. And dow. But secure, | guess. Lucky you thought about
it

"Carrie'sfault, redlly. She was reading the paper and asked mewhat | thought some Personal meant.

Y ou know how cryp-tic some of them are. Anyway, | Sarted thinking about spy stories where they sent
messages that way. And Sherlock Holmes. He was dways putting adsin. Then | remembered you said
shetook the paper. Decided to check it. But | never thought I'd find anything.”



"Serendipity, that'swhat you cal it when you get some-thing good when you don't expect it. Still good
thinking, though. Y ou get any of the ads?’

"Not yet. She's going to check through their file copies. She hasto do it on her own time. Y ou won't say
anything, will you?'

Cash tried for abemused expression. "About what? | haven't heard anything yet. | can't tell what | don't
know."

Hardd relaxed alittle. "1 won't hear anything more at least till Monday...."

"It'sanother piecein the puzzle, but it probably won't get us anywhere. All wefound out isthat Fa
Groloch, or some-body using the name, is alive and well enough to subscribe. Doesn't help uswith our
dead man."

"Maybe not, but it makes me wonder if we shouldn't bring in the FBI, or somebody.”
"Whet the hdll for? Don't we have problems enough?'

"Norm, don't it bug you that we've got awoman ahundred and thirty years old hiding out here? And
she'sgot ardative in Rochester who might be even older? Goddamned, they must be some kind of
Draculas. And you keep worrying about the dead guy. I'm starting to think maybe he shouldn't matter so
much, that we should be worrying about the onesthat're still dive."”

"John, theré's people in Russiathat old. There's even thisold guy down in Horidathat wasin thearmy
during the Civil War and can proveit. Anyway, we don't have a shred of proof that these people are
redlly that old. They don't have to be the same Groiochs...."

Harald looked a him. Cash looked back. "Y ou're ducking it,” said John. "'l don't believeit'sthat smple.
And | don't think you do either. Only you're scared of the can of worms...."

"I'm scared? Anyway, what right do we have? We can push about the corpse, but therest redlly isn't
any of our busness

"Yeah?'

"All right. Look. | know aguy in New Y ork. We did the FBI coursetogether, yearsago. I'll cal him
Monday. Maybe helll dig something up. Give me that Rochester address. And I'll try Immigration on the
name Groloch. | don't know if their records go back far enough, but it'sworth atry. The Feds never

throw anything avay."

Harad settled himsdlf in achair and put on his stubborn look. Maybe he wasright, Cash thought. Maybe
it wastimeto get some government agency involved. Somewherein Wash-ington, with its numberless
bureaucrats, and bureaus, there was bound to be an outfit that investigated people like Miss Groloch.

"Y ou get anything more from your Mrs. Cadwell?"

Harald shrugged. "Been trying to Stay away. But she should have her stuff ready sometime next week.
She called about it the other day. What about your saucer people?”



Cash had dmost forgotten. "Nothing. They made copies of everything we had, then disappeared. One
guy said they wouldn't bother metill they got something.”

Harad's expression grew more stubborn. "Norm, I'm get-ting some redlly bad vibesfrom thisthing. If we
can't giveit to the Feds, maybe we should let it go."

Where had his enthusiasm gone? Cash wondered. It was just minutes since he had been excited.

"How? Theway | seeit, we'reriding atiger. People have started to notice, to watch. Might be some
difficult questionsif we turned loose now."

John nodded, looked more glum, glanced at the clock. For an instant Cash saw another Hank Railsback
foreshadowed in the younger man'sface.

"Y ou and Carrie having trouble?"

He seemed gartled. "Isthe Pope a Catholic?' Then, "It shows, huh?' He remained silent so long that
Cash decided hewould go no further. But, findly, "Norm, you've been mar-ried along time. Can you
figure Annie?’

"Whenever | gart thinking | do she surprisesme. Likethis refugee business. | would've bet anything she
wouldn't have gonethrough withiit."”

"Y ou know how Carrie gets when she's pregnant?’
Cash didn't know the woman aswell as Anniedid or his daughter-in-law, but recalled that during each of
three preg-nancies she had made life hell for those around her. And the nearer full term, theworse. The

last timeit had carried over postpartum, and had come close to taking the marriage to court.

On the surface it seemed she hated John for causing her condition. For the final four months of that last
pregnancy they had dept in separate bedrooms. Cash had once overheard Carrie telling Annie she would
cadtrate John if it happened again.

llYa,]lll

"Well, she's sarted yakking about wanting another kid."

"Oh, shit."

"Isright. Norm, | had avasectomy after thelast one. | never told her. | don't know what shélll do if she
findsout.”

"How'd you manage that?"

"l lied. Told them | was divorced. They never checked."

Cash pursed hislips and exhaed thoughtfully, dowly shook hishead. "I don't know what to say. Sounds
like you're be-tween arock and ahard place. If it was Annie and she got theway Carrie does, I'd just

keep my mouth shut and make like | wastrying. Way she was before, she'd probably change her mind as
soon asit wastoo late.”



"I know shewould. And I know | couldn't go through that crap again. That'swhy | got the operation. But
she might get to be hell on whedsanyway."

"Uhm." And there's Teri, too, Cash thought. He wondered how much she had had to do with the
operation. He didn't ask.

"Y ou know, Norm, latdly I've been asking mysdlf alot what the hell am | doing here. Why | bother. Y ou
think it mat-ters? Y ou know what | keep thinking? | could just jJump on my cycle and head for the coast.
Let her have everything. Y ou can live on the beachesaround L .A...."

" Vanity of vanities, dl isvanity, " Cash quoted. " "What doth aman profit?

"Whét the hd?*

"Ecclesagtes. The Bible. You aren't thefirst. Everybody fedsthat way sometimes. Especidly if you step
back and look at your life and you see it going by and you're not redlly doing anything with it. Thethings
you wanted to do before you had to spend al your time coping with babies and hills. | know | do.
Mostly | just hang in there and hope something will come up to make it worth the pain.”

" "The mgjority of men lead lives of quiet desperation.” "

"Something likethat."

Cash was not sure he had made any impression. John could be hard to reach. But, at least, he had
matured enough not to sneer at the voice of experience. Cash smiled, remembering John and Michael
and their self-certainty, what seemed just afew months ago, when they had been in high school. Asone
local wit had been heard to observe, there is asubgtitute for experience: Being sixteen.

"Maybe. Maybe. But sometimes | just get so de-pressed...."

"If it'sthat bad, maybe you'd better see the departmenta psychologist.”

Harald didn't become defensive. Cash considered that agood sign.

"I've been thinking about it. Maybe | will. But | don't think it'sthat bad. Not yet, anyway."

"Then maybe you should put in for vacation. | know for afact that you haven't taken one since you came
tothe Didtrict.”

"That's an ideatoo. And when wasthe last time you took off, Norm?"

Cash shrugged. "A long time ago. A week when my mother died." Michad and John had been eight,
Matthew newly born. Cash started getting antsy if he were off more than aweekend. "Don't go copying
me, John. There're better models.”

He had a sudden, frightening intuition, and hoped he was wrong.

John was an only child. Hisfather wasaminister. His mother had divorced the man when John was nine.

That had been ahard period for both John and Michadl, neither of whom had understood. Since, till his
marriage, John had lived with his mother, who had never remarried.



Within ayear of the divorce, Harad had begun calling Cash "Dad.” At thetime, Annie and Norm had
thought it both cute and pathetic. The behavior had faded when Cash had refused to reinforceit with a

positive response.
Could that till bein John's mind, down deep where he didn't recognize it?

Harald aways had been nearly as close as Michad, but Chrigt, Cash thought, thiswas a responsibility he
didn't want. | never did that good by Michael or Matthew. How dared John put that load on him?

It wasterrifying.

But flattering.

"You're not that bad, Norm."
"Crap."

"Except maybe you're too private. Know what | wish therewas? A machine where you could go right
ins de somebody's head and figure out what they really think and fed."

"I'll tell you what | redlly think about that. It sucks, that'swhat. If some guy ever invents one, and you
don't blow hisbrains out before he can tell anybody, bend over and kiss your ass good-bye. The
Gestapo would be lining us up to find out if we'rerdiable or not."

"Y egh. Probably."
"Y ou better bdieve"

"I never thought about it. | just thought, like, you could get to know people who mean something to you,
because every-body hides from everybody, alittle bit. Like, | could under-stand why Carrie gets the way
she does. But, yeah, we could useit too. Round up al the bad guys and ship them out before they hurt

"We're Gestapo enough, John. And | don't think we could res st the temptations. Get thee behind me.”
How did we get on to this? he wondered.

"Probably be no more reliable than alie detector, any-way."

"Y eah. Evenif you could get Carrie to be honest right now, | bet you couldn't get her to explain hersdlf.
She probably doesn't know elther. Hormones."

"Bull. She'sjudt trying to get to me.”

"Bull to you too. Bet the way you're feding right now hasto do with hormonestoo.”

"Yegh? Maybe"

"I'll tell youwhat | think. Y ou and Carrie should probably get away from each other for acouple weeks.
| mean, every time | see you together and one of you says black, the other one hits the roof screaming

white. | don't say you're planning it, but both of you are picking fights. Whatever you do, John, don't end
up like Hank."



"Hey, comeon. Itantme...."

"Crap. You think you try. Y ou say you do. So does Carrie. But you don't, not really.”
"Hey, thissgetting alittle heavy...."

"Y ou're both lying to yourselves. What you're really doing is setting each other up to tekethe blame. Like
this guy on the radio was saying the other day, you're not fighting fair. That'swhy | say get awvay from
each other for awhile. Let the scabs hedl, think about the redl issues. Maybe write them down and trade
listswithout talking about them.”

"You know how jedous sheis...."

"Right." Cash now wanted to end the discussion, so made no comment at al about Teri. He had said too
much aready. Hewas no Dear Abby. Lifting thelids on the trash cans of others lives made him too
damned uncomfortable. His con-cern for John had taken him past discomfort to outright em-barrassment
thistime. "What about the case?"

"Why don't we, for Chrigt's sake, just shitcan the damned thing?!
"Not aviable option. And you know it."

"Y ou threw Bible stuff at me. How about this?'Sow the wind and regp the whirlwind.' That used to be
one of my dad's favorites, whenever a panking was coming on.”

"Okay. | dready know you don't likeit. Some of them | don't like either. But we don't get refusd rights.
We haveto go by therules. Y ou have to go after this one just the same as one you did like. | mean, you
came up with some good angles already. We get afew more, we might start getting a picture, something
that'll giveusahandleonit.”

"Y eah. We could get lucky." Harald responded with al the enthusiasm of aman asked to fly off acliff by
flapping hisarms. "But what you want to bet we don't?'



XVI. Onthe X Axis;
1866-1914

The Austrian treasure lay exactly where Fid had predicted it to be. He took asmall silver coin from the
hoard.

"Fan, I'll flip you for who goes back to that last town."

"What for?' Fialaasked.

"We need pens, ink, and paper. To list the coins. Dates, values, mint marks, wear, likethat. It'll be years
before we can replace any of them. Memory won't do. And it'll haveto beright, eseit might change
something.”

"What about economic changes? \Won't putting that money in circulation make changes? Y ou didn't think
about that, did you?'

Neither man had. Fian responded, "We have to take the chance. We need the capital. | can't see how a
few thousand florinswould effect history much anyway."

Fiadapursed her lips. They were compromising their resolve aready. They would be ableto rationalize
their deviations any time convenience demanded it.

It was pretty much what she had expected. Anyone who at-tained any standing in the State machinery
learned thetrick early.

Fian lost thetoss.

"Well, takeafigtful," Fiaasad. "I'm starved. And | could use some decent clothes. Thisthing must've
been made out of a potato sack.”

"Shehasapoint, Fia. Well end up in prison if we go flashing afortune looking like this"" Hetook a
handful of small slver, sudied the coins.

"Don't spend it al in one place. The more you scatter it, the less atention it'll draw.”

"I know. Can you remember thesetill | get back? To check me?”

"Il haveto, won't 17"

"What'syour size, Fida?'

"Think about that, Fian," said Fid. "Thisis eighteen sixty-six. Y ou don't buy things off the rack here. You
make your own. Unless you can afford atailor. Just say yeaby so. That'll be good enough till we get out

of the country and find atailor.”

"| suppose you're right again. I'm beginning to think you burying your nosein books dl the time wasn't
such awaste of time after all.”

Thus, by degrees, they upgraded their apparel and story asthey stole westward across Europe.



Neither Fian nor Fidacould get over how little real control governments maintained over their citizens.
Contemporary socia organization, from their viewpoint, was only dightly more structured than anarchy.

And the amazing thing was that the political movements of the time, even those antecedent to their own,
all seemed to espouse more democracy and anarchy.

"That Bakuninisamadman,” Fian said of one of the State's minor saints. "He wants to destroy
everything. Some-thing must have been logt in the trandation.”

Fal just chuckled. "Maybeit is agood thing we decided not to look any of them up. But hang on,
brother. It1l get worse.™

It wasin Paristhat they encountered and charmed the Americans. The people were even more naive and
generous than their fool descendants.

The Atlantic sormswere terrible during a December cross-ing. Their ship was aday late making New
York.

"Damn, | wish they'd hurry," Fian growled from his place at the promenaderail. "I'm supposed to meet
Handy today."

"Usethe English, father,” Fialaadmonished remotely. She was captivated by the huge, rude new land
rearing behind the piers, so different from the New Y ork she had seen in her own time.

"Too dow, the srangetongue,” said Fia. He gill fought mal de mere. A nineteenth century steamer was
afar cry from atwenty-first century SST.

Faaregressed to German herself. "Look at them. Swarm+-ing like rats." Hundreds of men crowded the
piers. Lessthan half appeared to be stevedores, or otherwise employed.

"Unemployment problem,” Fia observed. "The country hasn't successfully changed over to a peacetime
economy yet. Plusimmigrants. Looks like welll be able to go ashorein afew minutes.”

Fiadarushed to befirst.
Minutes later, "Top o' the morning to you, young miss."
Faaturned.

The redheed, about twenty-five, cut her out of the mob with consummate skill, and established some
proprietary right im-mediately acknowledged by his compstitors.

"And won't you be needing someone to manage the plunder?’
Shefrowned in perplexity.

"Ah, me manners. O'Driscal. Patrick Michad himsdf.... Ah, it'snot me manners. Y asweet thing, yadon't
Speek thelanguage.”



"| do. But do you?'

"Ah, shel's got the tongue, don't she, Patrick Michael? Aye, it'sthe Queen's Own Anglish I'm talking. Her
Maesty just hain't the proper use of it yet."

And thus O'Driscol drifted into their lives, initidly as aporter hel ping with their baggage, and later asa
guide. And later still, as abodyguard when, quite unaware of what he had saved, he drove off three
would-be robbers while Fian was car-rying twenty thousand dollars.

Onemorning, ayear later, they went to see Fid off to hisnew homein Rochester.

Asthetrain pulled out, Fian asked, "Patrick, what's haunt-ing you?"

The Irishman was forever looking over his shoulder and starting at the passage of unknown people.
Hitherto, though, he had been completely uninformative about his past, except to proclaim that he came
of the Kerry O'Driscols and not the Kilkenny, which made al the difference.

Petrick glared. Then grinned. "I'm an Irishman, ain't 17?7

"That might be explanation enough to ancther Irishman. Maybe even to an Englishman. But we lesser
races..."

"Ah, the Anglish. They'd know, yes, but they'd never understand. A stubborn, thick-headed race.”
"So. Maybe you left home after someill-starred attempt to educate them?”
"Y ou know the Fenians, then”?"

"No. But | understand the cantankerous nature of the human beast. Y ou redly think the Queen's men
would chaseyou thisfar?'

"No. But there's them here what would be pleased to lay hands on the genuine Kerry O'Driscol. Them as
put down the draft laws during the recent brouhahawith the South. And there's them from Washington
City worried about what the Fenians might be planning for Canada, and them on the other side o' the law
what feels O'Driscol owesthem.”

With those points as arguments, and Patrick's growing in-terest in Fidato tilt the balance, Fian did not
have agreat ded of difficulty convincing O'Driscol that he should join their move west. The Irishman had
logt virtudly al tastefor the life of apolitical activig.

It was aromantic era. With no State to demand her total devotion, Fialaenjoyed a postponed
adolescence. Her life became amasquerade, she atourist enjoying aforeign time. Even Fian succumbed,
somewhat, to the Mardi Gras spirit.

Without duties or obligations, the soul was at liberty to chase butterflies of personal happiness.

Diverson was anecessity. Two centuries could make along, boring walk home.

That making it was possible was beyond doubt. Fidadidn't abandon hersaf completely. She researched
contemporary medicine with the sameintensity given play. And she quickly developed subdtitute



regjuvenation courses that would see them into amore medically enlightened age, where thered thing
could be obtained.

Fa'sjob wasto twist thetall of thetiger of capitdismtill it yielded up enough danegeld to finance Fianin
the creation of a primitive tachyon communicator. Fian was driven by aneed to warn hisfuture, or past,
of Neulist'simbecilic actions,

"What I'm trying to do,” he once told Fid a—she had just rendered a professiond opinion, warning him

that he had begun showing obsess ve-compulSive tendencies—illustrating with a piece of string inwhich
he had tied aloop, "is use the machine to snip out this backward loop, S0, and have adtraight line again.”

"Too many paradoxesfor me."

"If you were going to be successful, we would've gotten the message dready. We wouldn't be here

"Not necessarily. Therés gill aknot in the string. Anyway, without computers, dl | havetogoonis
intuition. My feding isthat thereés an oscillation. A duplication. Where it happens both ways. And going
either way makes the other happen.”

"Isaac Newton?"'
"Or thermodynamics.”
But Fian erred in histopologica andogy, though he was on theright track. The string and loop were too

linear. He should have been thinking of aKlein bottle, where the loop could go any of athousand
directions, ingde and out, and still come back to the same starting point.

"It's... legant,” Fidadecided. They were viewing the St. Louishouse for thefirst time. "Period. Definitely
period.” She descended from the carriage. Patrick hel ped, then ran to open the gate. She had captivated
the Irishman completely.

Fian followed with an amused smile. For Patrick's peace of mind he pretended ignorance of what was
going on.

"It'sremote enough.” The nearest house was a quarter mile away, on the Shaw estate. "Come on, Father!
Let'sseewhat it lookslikeinsde.”

"I'm glad you're making the best of this. | never gave you much happiness before the accident.”

"You weredl right. For our times. Anyway, it'll al get tiresome. It'salong timeto wait."

"Have agood time while you can, then."

Fian's obsessive work on his communicator persisted for afull two decades. He was compelled, to all

practical purposes, to create his own technology, and that was a chalenge worthy of an Einstein. Patrick
made an invauable, if ignorant, assis-tant.



Fd, from Rochester, madeit al possble.
Patrick's eventua disgppearance finaly murdered the little joy left in the working vacation.

There was nothing mysterious about it. He had found awoman interested in marrying and raising children.
He hadn't the nerveto explain in person, so just Ieft anote.

"And | taught him to read and writel" Fida spat.

"He was agood Catholic man,” her father replied. "His conscience got to bothering him. It had to happen
someday. Be glad you got as much asyou did.”

Faawould not be consoled. She had loved O'Driscol in the silly, romantic style of thetime, and insisted
that she was deso-late. In amonth, though, the hard-headed twenty-first century doctor returned and the
decades with Peatrick dipped into pergpective. An amusing, diverting episode along the long road home.
Nothing more.

The absence of the Irishman's perpetua optimism madeitsdf felt in Fian'swork immediately. Fian had
never redized just how much donkey work there was. But he kept plugging for another two years.

"That'sit!" he shouted disgustedly one morning. "Theres no way to build the thing using tubes. | can't
create a pure enough vacuum. It'll be another seventy years before | can go solid sate. Fida, I'm going
home."

"Where?'

"Back to Prague. Just for ayear or two. It'stime those coins were replaced anyway. Fia can spare the

The new land held no more excitement for Fida, either. "I'll start packing. Arewe going to sdll the
house?'

"No. | want you to stay. Y ou'll be safe. Neulist could be prowling Europe like some vengeance-med
Wandering Jew. Damn. Wouldn' it have saved alot of troubleif that bomb had killed him?"

The argument ran for days, but Fidafinaly had to accept her fate, to remain behind.
Thusdid the londly years begin.

For one reason or another—his excuses dways sounded good—+Fian never got around to coming back.
Eventudly, Fidaresgned hersdlf. He never would.

There was the occasiona lover, when she encountered aman who, like Patrick, couldn't sensethe
difference about her. She tried making friends with the new people building nearby, but few of them
wereimmuneto her dienness.

Theloneliness became unspeskable for one raised in the crowded commund life of the densdy
populated State. It was broken only by occasiond lettersfrom Fid or her father. And those, ultimately,
only depressed her more, for their londiness leaked through their cheerful words.



The past was indeed aforeign land.

Maybe the Chrigtians were on theright track. Therewasahdll. And thiswasit.

Over thefirst twenty-seven years—as|ong atime as she had lived in her own era—Fidagradualy forgot
the thing in the back of her mind. Fian and Fia had annihilated their prede-cessorsin the flesh within
hours of reaching the new age, and she assumed hers had perished as well, though more dowly and
quietly.

She was to be unpleasantly surprised.

Thefirg attack came the evening of April 12, 1893, as she was about to retire.

She bardly survived.

Thething had lain back al those years, studying, learning, abiding the opportune moment.

After four attacks spanning the next three years, Fidafi-nally determined the pattern. The assaults came
only when shewastired and deeply depressed.

The Other wasn't stupid. It wouldn't attack when she wasn't vulnerable....

So many yearsto wait and battle for existence.

And Fian just wouldn't cometo help.

The woman who had been her mother's body had died. Those who remembered Fian as a peasant had
al passed away. Shortly after the turn of the century, he re-established himself at Lidice. He hoped, he

explained in hisletters, to have more luck contacting the Agency from that Site.

He even intended pursuing the obviousin crosstime com-munications by burying awarning note with the
Audtrian tressure.

Fd vidgted occasondly during the decades straddling the century'sturn, and Fidamade severa journeys
to Rochester. These vacations did little but make the loneliness worse after separation. By 1914 they had
restricted communication to the occasiond etter.

Populations were exploding near both homes. The St. Louis neighborhood, especialy, wasin the grip of
abuilding boom. It seemed wiseto retreat from public view lest too many ques-tions be asked about
their apparent agel essness.

Faainvested that summer in concedling Fian's machine with awall and beneath anew basement floor.
For several monthsthat kept her too busy and too tired to be lonely.

An attack, aweek following Fid'sfind vidt, came closer than ever to destroying her. Her haunt did seize
control for afew minutes, driving her body into the street, where she shrieked for help in Bohemian
German. Her Irish neighbors decided she was insane, but took no action.

Thething, fortunately, had no strategy for maintaining con-trol. Fidafought her way back.

Now it was shewho lived in terror. The next episode, or the one following, might be her last. Shewas



certain she could not destroy her unwanted companion. The thing had made itsdlf invulnerable. Shewas
much less confident of the reverse. Each assault educated the Other alittle more, highlighting her
weaknesses. She feared that, if it successfully supplanted her, she would suffer the fate of the spirits that
once had occupied the bodies now inhabited by Fian and Fidl.

Once the Other had been an ignorant peasant girl with severely restricted horizons. Barbaricaly ignorant.
But it was smart, savagely crafty, and making full use of its advantages.

It had complete access to Fidas memories, thoughts, and emotions—while reveding none of itsown. It
knew what Fialaknew, could do what Fida could do. Fida, on the other hand, had gotten almost nothing
fromit Snceleaving Bohemia

One thing she did know. The need to break out, to reassert control, to extract arevenge, had driven her
mind-companion completely mad.

It waslikeliving in the same head with a Colondl Neulist.

And someday, if she didn't makeit homefirst, the Other would win the one victory it needed to reach its
gods



XVII. OntheY Axis,
1975

It began to move. Monday morning Cash called hisNew Y ork friend.

"Come on, Frank. Y ou owe me. Big. The Jackson brotherslast fall? | wore out apair of shoes on your
account. Come on, don't try to snow me. What about that bond-skipper? Bran-son.”

Frank seemed to be a one-way favor man. He argued.

"Hey, | know Rochester's out of town. But it ain't in Poland. | ain't got time—or the evidence—to go
through channds. And you're my only connection back there. Why don't you get your state policeto
check it?'

Frank bitched and moaned. Cash remained adamant, going so far asto show alittle temper. "L ook,
One-way, you owe me clear back to the Gallo War. And you're going to want something again

someday.”

As soon as the man folded, Cash yelled, "Beth, be adarling and seeif you can't get ahold of somebody
in Immigration who knowstheir history and record-keeping.”

Thewoman materidized in hisdoorway. "The Groloch thing again?"
"Yeeh. Still. Youlook sexy thismorning.”
"Well. Y ou're getting frisky, old folks. Good weekend?'

"I guess. Matthew turned up. We had a barbecue.... Y eah. It was okay. Made it to the ballgame too. |
think they're going to start winning, they keep playing that good. What'd you do?"

"Cleaned house and watched TV."
"Thought you and Tony would—"
"He had something €'se come up.”

Cash thought her fiance was afirst-class prick. The only time he came round was when he couldn't get
screwed any-where else.

"Beth?'

"Uhn?'

"Oh, never mind. | keep my mouth shut, | won't have to taste my dirty sock.”

"Oh." She smiled weakly. "Y ou might aswell say it, Norm. Everybody else has. My mother ... God.
Must've spent an hour yesterday trying to get me to move back home. It don't hurt anymore. Much. |

know I'm afool."

One more minute and the tears would start.



"Y ou deserve better.”

Beth was extremely shy, and, apparently, subconscioudy convinced that whatever happened to her was
the result of her own shortcomings. She was extremely vulnerable to the Tony-type of predator, who
knew dl theright thingsto do and al theright thingsto say to snare the shy ones. He was so arro-gantly
sdf-certain that girlslike Beth surrendered even while aware of what was happening. The man's complete
lack of self-doubt was, even more than hislack of concern for the feglings of others, the reason Cash
loathed him. Cash envied that certitude.

He had seen Beth get dumped on before. He had been her crying shoulder more than once. In one way
shewasright. It was her own fault—because she kept |etting it happen.

"Norm, ..." Shetook atentative step into his office.

He later suspected that she would have said something im-portant and difficult for her had she been
alowed the op-portunity.

It had taken her four yearsto fedl safe enough to play their everyday game of office banter, agame she
engaged inwith no onedse.

Hank Railshack shattered the fragile crystal moment.

"Norm, | gotit."

Beth closed up like a poppy at sunset.

"What?' Cash snapped. Hank was sartled. But only mo-mentarily.

"A whole new angle on your damned Groloch case. | think it'sthe answer.”
"Excuseme” said Beth. "I'll start cdlling.”

Bulwarked by anonymity and long distance, she could sometimes be adragoness. It was too bad she
couldnt live her lifeviathelong lines.

"Thanks, Beth. So clue me, Hank."

"| got the ideawatching the Bijou on four Friday night. Know something? | can't even remember the
name of that turkey now."

"] don't carewhat it was."

"Y ou don't haveto bite. What it was was, there was this private eye who had a problem something like
yours. Couldn't get the factsto add up.”

ll&?l
"So, inthe end, it turned out that the cop who supposedly found the body wasredly the guy who did it.”

Cash raised ahand, asking a chanceto think.



He grinned. Therattle of hishead machinery must be shak-ing windows throughout the building.
Of course! Hank had to beright. Or on the right track, any-way. Not once had he bothered

counterchecking the evidence itself. Nor had he questioned the reporting officers, nor the evidence
technicians, nor the man who had done the autopsy. There was plenty of room for error or outright

lying....

"Goddamned, Hank! After al these years|'ve got to admit | was wrong about you. Y ou just keep your
genius hidden. Hey! How much pressure can | put on? Could | use apolygraph?’

A phonerang. Beth, with receiver in hand dready and another cal on hold, said something neither shy
nor ladylike.

"| thought I'd dump it on the ingpector's office.”

"My ass. Thissmine, Hank. Y ou start the ball rolling. Soon as Beth finishes what I've got her on now, I'll
have her dig up the names and current shift assgnments.”

Beth cdled out, "Y our wife, Norm."

"Eh?' Hewent to take the call at Beth's desk.

"Not that one. The other one. I've got Immigration on hold there."
Cash grabbed the receiver. "Y eah?'

"What happened to the twenty thousand?' Annie asked.

"Huh? What twenty thousand?'

"The counterfeit money O'Brien snatched. | think you said it never turned up. | thought maybe he might
haveleft it a Miss Groloch's.”

"Shewouldve gottenrid of it...." Thewhedswereturn-ing again.

""She hung on to that doll. And she probably wouldn't have known it wasn't any good.”

"Could be. Could be. I'll talk it over with John."

Harald had been in and out at start of shift amost too fast for "Hello." He was rushing his legwork
(t;ﬁ(;agza c’;gfy had a court appearance that afternoon. Cash wasto meet him in the civil courts building at

Hopefully, jury sdection would be complete and they would spend just the one afternoon testifying.

"Beth, be adoll and, when you get achance, seeif you can get me ameeting with Judge Gardner during
lunch."

She sghed into the phone she was holding. "More Groloch?"



"Of course.”

"Youredly should let go."

"Noway. Annie?'

"Pdiently waiting."

He couldn't think of athing more to say. Norman Cash would never win prizes as a phone
conversationdist. When on he would speak his message, then wait, first nervoudy, then impatiently, for
the other party to end it. He was completely aware of what he was doing even while doing it, yet could
never smooth over with smal talk. Even with awife of haf alifetime.

"Anything es2?" he asked, knowing she would resent it, yet totaly unable to think of any better course.

"No. Byethen." Her tone was disgppointed. It lways was. Damned, but he wished he knew how to give
her more of whatever it was she wanted. Or that she could understand him alittle better.

"Bye." He hung up with theinevitable feding of relief.

Beth till watched with those big brown eyes. They seemed to stare right down inside to those shadowed
parts of hissoul that were dien even to him. His own gaze did away.

Another bad habit. How come he had so much trouble meeting awoman's eyes?
Maybe he was the one who should make an gppointment with the departmenta shrink.
"Uh ... I'm going out. To see OBrien'ssigter.”

Beth merely nodded. Then, as he was moving out the door,

"Norm, I've got to have your LEA paperwork today."

"Aw, shit. Okay. I'll get it when | get back. Oh. Do me another favor. Seeif you can track down Tommy
OlLochlain. Sol cangivehimacal.”

Beth sighed again. Cash went out thinking he should do something specid for her. He had been dumping
on her alot thismorning.

Sister Mary Joseph was openly hostile this time around. Cash pretended not to notice. Maybe he should
do something for her, too.

"Just acouple questionsthistime,” he said. The answers should have beenin the Cardtairsfile. The
lieutenant must have carried on aremarkably narrow or uninformed investiga-tion.

"The day your brother vanished he stole twenty thousand dollars from the people he worked for."
He really needed go no further. Her surprise answered his question before he put it into words.

"I wondered if held been home that day? If he had a package or briefcase or anything?'



"Y es. Hewas there. For half an hour. To change and eat. He'd been away for three or four days. | told
you that before. But he didn't bring anything home. | don't think. But | remember he wasred happy.
Excited.”

"Tch. Yeah. Pretty much what | expected.” He took a deep breath, plunged. "I'm redly sorry about all
the trouble I've been. Can | do something, a gesture, you know, to make it up? Maybe have you to
dinner some night?"

Damn, it was hard making the fedingstrandate.

She was surprised. Then aghost of asmileflickered across her lips. "Thank you. | might take you up on
that. Just to get even.”

"Well, you're welcome. Annie would love having you. Just give me acal at the station when you make up
your mind."

"I will." She reached out and touched the back of his hand. He returned to the station feeling good.

"Mr. OLochlainiswaiting for you to call him a home," Beth told him, handing him anote. ™Y our friend
from New Y ork called back. He's st it up with the state police, and helll get back to you in acouple
days." She handed him asecond note. "I told him to ask them to check back aways, that we have at
least one other crimeinvolving our Groloch here.”

"Good thinking. Thanks."

"John caled too. He says helll be getting the texts of those classifieds come lunch, and he picked up the
historical re-search from Mrs. Caldwell." She passed him another note, then afourth. " Judge Gardner will
seeyou in hischambers. Eleven-thirty."

"Hal It'smoving. Beth, wereclosngin. | canfed it."

"Crap, Norm. Bet you dinner—you pick the placeif you win—that none of this gets you an inch closer.”
"You'reon," hereplied without thinking,, turning toward his office.

"And get on that LEA duff. You've only got an hour.”

"All right. All right. Why don't they hire somebody to take care of that crap?* Then he muttered, "Christ.
Starting to think like a bureaucrat." Paying someone to handle LEA paperwork would absorb hdf the
digtrict'sgrant, making the whole thing just another exercisein governmentd futility.

He whipped through in time by faking half his data. Lieu-tenant Railshack was supposed to
double-check and counter-sign before sending the stuff on for the captain's signature, but Cash knew
Hank would never seeit. Beth would forge his John Hancock for him, with hisblessing.

Someday they weredl going to get their tits caught in the wringer.

"On my way out, Beth." He tossed her the papers. "Don't check them too close.”

"Who givesadamn, Norm? They just file them. Remember that bet. | mean to collect.”



Railsback shoved in the door. "Oh. Sorry, Norm. Well, | got what you wanted. Captain sayswe can
polygraph every-body who had anything to do with the stiff, long asthey're willing. Only, you an't going
to like the arrangements. Sayswe've got to do it on their time, meaning second shift, which iswhere most
of them dill are”

"Gah. Anniesgoing to lovethat. When can | start?’

"How about tonight? | want this done with. Oh, one other thing. If you start this, the captain says you
haveto gowithit al theway. Meaning you, the kid, Smith, and Tucholski got to take the test too.”

"Ojoy, Ojoy. All right. I'll show the troops how. Bethefirst victim. Beth..."

With one of her long-suffering Sghs, shereplied, "I'll find the people and set it up, Norm. Y ou want meto
cdl your wife?"

"No. I'll handle that. No point you taking the shit for me. Look, Hank, | got to meet Judge Gardner at
eeventhirty.”

"Okay. So go."
"Norm," said Beth, "did you cadl Mr. O'Lochlain yet?'
"Wheat're you doing messing around with that hood again?"

"Damn. | clean forgot. I'll do it from downtown." Cash patted his pockets to make sure he had his keys
and Beth's notes.

"| get tired of explaining about O'Lochlain," Railsback grumbled.

"He sad hed only betheretill one"

"Okay. Okay. Bye, dl." He sailed down the hall with Hank glaring after him.

He had trouble finding a parking place, so wasfive minuteslate. The judge didn't mind. "They'veturned
haf of down-town into aparking lot the last ten years,”" the man observed, "and gtill there'sno placeto
park. | have atheory that says building a parking space spontaneously generates two cars to compete for
it. Sit down. Tell me about your case. The girl who called was pretty vague.”

Good girl, Cash thought. "Probably nerves. She's shy." He began aquick outline while studying Gardner,
whom he hadn't seen for ten years.

The man had aged well. He looked and sounded like afiftyish Everett Dirksen. The most amazing thing
about him, in Cash's opinion, was that he refused to use his bench as a springboard to political office.

Only the unicorn is more rare than the lawyer without po-litical aspiration.
Perhaps it was because he was so controversiad. He had as many liberal enemies as he had conservative
cheerleaders. And there was some sort of fisca foul-up in his court which, while due only to clumsy

adminigtration, didn't look good in the papers.

"Hold it, Sergeant. Seemsto me there was another officer here with the same story awhile back."



"My partner. And you turned him down. But there's been anew development.”" He explained about the
counterfeit money and outlined his other plans.

"Y ou're coming out of left fiedld and | think you know it. Y ou want meto let you go looking for the money
because you hope you'l find something ese. Y ou know perfectly well that anything you found would be
condiitutiondly questionable.”

"I know. What I'm redlly after isagap in the old lady's story. She knows alot more than she'stelling.”
"They al do. That's not the point. To befrank, I think you're getting damned near harassment. | can't do
anything the way it stands. Suspicion of possession of counterfeit isafederd thing anyway. And | doubt if
they'd be interested. Firdt, satute of limitations. Second, you couldn't pass one of thered hills
nowadays."

"Well, if you can't, you can't. Thanksfor your time." Cash rose.

"Hang on. First run out your other leads. O'Lochlain; these polygraph interviews. If you come up empty,
and only if—no, if you get something supportive, too—call me back. I'll seehow | feel about it then. | go
by intuition sometimes. But you make damned sure you've tracked that money, that you've eiminated all
the other possibilities. Y ou'd better check with the Secret Service, too. See what their attitudeis.”
"Yesgr."

Cash couldn't help whistling as he waited for adown eeva-tor.

He grabbed aquick lunch at achili joint four blocks east. His stomach didn't know how to takeit. It had
grown ac-customed to an endless progression of Big Macs. After browsing through a bookstore, picking
out a couple mysteries as a peace offering to Annie—he had wanted The Dreadful Lemon Sky, but the
clerk told him the paperback wasn't duetill September—he called home. Annie was more understanding
than he had expected, though il irritated.

"Norm, you're scaring me."

"Eh?Why?'

"Because you're getting so involved in this. Almost ob-sessed.”

"Hey. Not to worry, Hon. We're just getting close. Smell-ing the kill. Anyway, it'salot more chalenging
than your usud family murder or gang killing."

"Y ou're making excuses."
Heknew it, and had begun worrying alittle himsdf.

He said good-bye with a smile. She seemed to be having a good day. That was encouraging. She had so
few anymore.

"Norm! Hey!"

He was stalking back to the courts building when John hailed him. He waited as Harald and the woman



dipped through traffic, jay-waking.

"Hi. You'relooking good, Teri." Shewas. She had turned into a damned sexy woman. He envied John.
"| gppreciate what you're doing for us. How have you been?"

Trying to cover what he suddenly percelved as atacticd error, John interposed himsalf and began
flashing papers. "Mrs. Cadwdl's stuff."

The woman had done ahdll of ajob, typing everything up and inserting it into an Accopress binder. It ran
more than fifty pages.

"Sheredly mug belondy.”

It didn't take much sengtivity to fedl the scream for notice implicit in so much hard, unnecessary work.
He would have to show his appreciation somehow.

"Sheis. You got to fed sorry for her. But she comesonin away that makesyou look for excusesto get

"I know the type. Lot of old people get that way. Y ou know, we're piling up some debts on this one.”
"You are. | haven't been making any friends. In fact, I've about run out of angles."

"Yeah?' Cash grinned. "I'm just getting started. Got so much going today that | won't havetimefor it al.
Been driv-ing Beth crazy.”

He glanced at hiswatch. "Fifteen minutes. And I've il got acal to make." He had come near forgetting
OLochlain again.

"I'll catch you in the courtroom, then. It'stwelve, in Kid."

"Right. Niceto seeyou again, Teri." He chuckled as John hurried her away before she could strike up a
conversation. She began giving him hell before they were out of earshot.

The Fates were conspiring to make him late today. After finaly getting change from the blind couple who
ran the courts building canteen, he found the phonestied up. He got through to O'Lochlain barely intime.

"Hey, Rookie. I'd given up on you. I'm on my way to the club now."

Couldn't be too bad, being retired, Cash thought. Phonein hiscar yet. "l won't tie you up long, Tommy.
Remember what we talked about last time?"

"OBrien?'
"Right. | wanted to go over some things again. Especidly the twenty thousand. That ever turn up?”
"No."

"Not even onehbill?!



"Not aone."
"How much looking did they do?*

"Plenty. They covered every step hetook from the train to the girl friend's house. It disappeared when he
did."

It seemed to Cash that, for twenty-thousand 1921 dollars, rough riders like Egan's Rats would not have
balked at man-handling Miss Groloch. "Anybody tak to the woman?'

Therewasalong slence.
"| takeit they did. Come on, Tommy. What'sto worry now?"

"l wasn't intown, so | don't know the details. The bet was that they got the cash and decided to
vacation."

"Who?'

"The two guysthey finally sent in a couple weeks later. Only, when they never turned up, they sent a
couple more to make sure.”

"Four men?'Y ou mean awhole gang disappeared there?’

"Five-guysif you count O'Brien. It was o Spooky that after that they couldn't get nobody to go ask the
questions”

"Four more. Jesus. How come you didn't tell me before?

"You didn't ask. Y ou got to ask, Rookie. Anyway, you was just interested in O'Brien. Look, were
coming to theclub. I got to go."

"Do meafavor. Just one more. Drop me apostcard. Just four nameson it. Okay?"
"I'll think about it. Watch yourself, Rookie." He hung up before Cash could respond.

Norman first ascribed the disturbance to the chili. Then he remembered atime when his ssomach had felt
thesamewith nothinginitat al.

Hewas Sitting in a peasant shack in eastern France on December 17, 1944, supposedly safely behind the
lines. He had been in France just two weeks. Somehow, during the night, he had lost hisfirst patrol and
himsdlf. Exhausted, he had decided to hole up till morning before trying to find his unit.

The only evidences of war were an abandoned German field telephone and atiny wood stove the Krauts
had made from afud can.

A nagging sound from afar wakened him, agrowling, metalic cling with overtones of squesk. Twice he
tore himsdf away from the stove to look out across winter at nothing but skeletd, distant woods. The sky
was S0 heavily overcast that nothing wasin the air, and few shadows stalked the earth below. Thethird
time he looked he saw the vague shapes of the winter-camouflaged Tigers and Panthers. The Fifth



Panzer Army was on the move.

Thefeding wasterror. Stark, unreasoning terror.

Five men had vanished without atrace. He and John could have gone the same way ...
"Hey, buddy, you going to fart around al day?"

Heredlized he had been staring into nothing for several minutes, reliving the past. He glanced a his
watch. "Shit." Hewaslate dready and till had two blocksto walk. "I'm redlly sorry."

"Yegh. Sure”

The assistant prosecuting attorney scowled as Cash dipped into the pewlike courtroom bench next to
John. The man was one of the young firebreathers, bound for political glory. Thejudge, defense attorney,
and court staff barely glanced hisway. The jury and other witnesses paid him no heed either.

"Anything happened?' he whispered.

"Still making speeches.” John handed him amanilaen-velope. It contained two-dozen Xeroxes of
classfied pages, Personals. The key item on each had been circled in red magic marker.

Most began with acryptic, "Thanksto St. John Nepomuk for favorsreceived,” and adate, followed by
two or three vaguely religious and completdy uninformetive lines.

Nepomuk? Wasn't that a Czech saint? Cash asked himsdlf. There was a Czech Catholic church at
Twelfth and Lafayette dedicated to him. Why would a German, especialy one who showed no religious
inclinationsin her home, beinvoking a Czech saint?

Wait. Parts of Czechodovakia ... the Sudetenland, Bohernia. That had been Hitler's excuse for invading
Czechod o-vakia—to liberate the German minority. People who spoke German, anyway. In fact,
Czechodovakiaas a country only went back to the First World War, didn't it?

What was it before that? Part of the Austro-Hungarian Em-pire. But the part called Bohemiahad been
an independent kingdom once. Prague was the capita. Hadn't there been aMad King Ludwig once?
No, he had been king of Bavaria. Hadn't he? Or was that Leopold? No, that wasin Bel-gium....

There were times when he wished he knew more. About everything.

"The dates are important,” John whispered.

Teri had gone to the bother of typing up acatalog list. Most of the dates, the earlier ones, were at regular
sx month inter-vals. But since March there had been four, at erratic intervals. Cash reread those ads. He
couldn't see where they varied sg-nificantly from the others, but their publication seemed timed to his
encounterswith Miss Groloch.

"How'd she put them in?"

John grinned. "Through her accountants. | did alittle number on them this morning. Had to stretch the

truth alittle and hint that we were on a narcotics case. The bossfindly ad-mitted that he got his
ingructions by phone."



"But she doesn't have one."

"There's an outside pay phone at the service station at Russdll and Thurman. Only two blocks. She caled
the man a home, late at night."

Cash laid ahand on John's arm. Both prosecutor and judge were eying them iniirritation. "Later.”

He began browsing through Mrs. Cadwel's report, which told him amost nothing he really wanted to
know. It was thick because the woman had reproduced the entirety of dozens of |etters or diary entries
which mentioned the Grolochs only in passing.

During thefirst few decades, when there had been few neighbors, there seemed to have been agreat
ded of traffic to and from the Groloch house, mainly the coming and going of tradesmen. Letters of the
period remarked on the odd bent of the Grolochs interests. They were bdlieved to be inventors, working
with telegraphy, telephonies, or dectricity. But Miss Groloch adso seemed immensdly interested in things
medical.

Shereceived dozens of journals, many from Europe.

Was invention the source of their fortune? Cash wondered. Was he going to have to undertake a stalk
through patent records?

There had also been the air of mystery till felt today. Per-hapsit had been even stronger then. More than
one |letter mentioned anirrational dread of the foreigners, who were universaly admitted to be perfect
neighbors.

Only the Fenian, O'Driscol, seemed to have been comfort-ablein their presence.

Of the Irishman there was little mention. The man seemed to have maintained alow profile, which fit his
hypothetical revolutionary and draft-dodger background. His disappear-ance had caused so little
comment that Mrs. Caldwell hadn't been able to pin down the exact year, let done a specific date.
Sometimein the eighties, probably late.

His departure loomed important only in retrospect, in the minds of a handful of people who had still been
around at thetime of the O'Brien incident.

Cash penned amargind note: What was happening in Ireland? The man might have gone hometo teke
part in one of the periodic uprisings.

Then he noted, How has Fial been responding to ads? And, Miss Groloch to take lie detector? Ask
Hank about her lawyer.

The departure of Fian, also, had dipped by with little notice, though it was better documented. June 14,
1889, aboard an eastbound train from Union Station. Explanation, a death in the old country, an estate
that had to be settled.

Cash made another note: Passport issued? Then, U.S citizenship?

Suppose the Grolochswereillegds? ... No, no leverage there. Every ten years or so Congress passed
laws exculpating long-term illegals.



There seemed to have been no animosity toward Miss Groloch during the Great War, either because no
one knew of her originsor because St. Louiss vast German community had remained completely,
demondratively loyd despite countless family tiesin Europe. There had been little trouble.

Cash closed the folder little wiser. Just with more questions. Always there were more questions.

And don't lose theforest for the trees, he cautioned himsalf.

Jack O'Brien had acrafty way about him. He kept trying to disappear among the distractions. And he, or
whomever the dead man might be, was what this case was all abouit.

He opened Mrs. Caldwell’ sreport to the page where he had made notes and added, Any other
mysterious corpses on record?

Digging into that ought to keep John busy for awhile.
Hardd poked him. Everyone was risng. Court was recess-ing without their having been cdled to testify.

"Damn," John complained asthey departed. "There'stomorrow shot al to hell. Chrig, it'shot out here.
Hope Car-rie bought some beer."

Cash told him of hisevening plans.
John wasfurious. But he didn't say athing.
Cash brought him up to date on the morning's work. John began to get that hungry hunter look again.

"Maybeit is arting to go. Maybe. Y ou'd better let Gard-ner know about those four hoods. If we could
just jam her into the damned lie detector...."

Cash had a sudden thought. "John. That mailman ... let'sfind out if her mail has changed since we've been
pushing her. Also, you might ask your friend if there's any chance of track-ing down classfiedsfrom the
time when she was having trouble with Cargairs.

The look of the hunter faded. "Norm, thiss getting to be apainin the ass.”

"You dont likeit, get out and drum up some dternate busi-ness. Me, I'm determined to nail thisone
shut.”

"That'swhat Carstairs was going to do, remember? For eight years."

"Yeah. | remember." And he thought about it al the way back to the office,

XVIII. OntheZ Axis,
1973-77;
Homecomings

The most striking thing, Thorkelsen scribbled on his note-pad, as the former prisoners descended from
the trangport— and it is the same every time | come out here—is not their gauntness, nor their



confusion about the changes that have taken place in their absence, nor even the mechanical way
they greet their families and respond to our gquestions. It is some-thing | cannot quite put my
finger on.

Hewrote dl hisnoteslonghand, laborioudy. His handwrit-ing was o bad even he had trouble reading it
if he hurried.

He turned to Cameron, who had been sent down by the Sacramento Union. "They'redl thesame. You
*eit?'

The second reporter grunted. "Hunh? Nope. What do you mean?’ But he wasn't listening when
Thorkelsen tried to ex-plain. He was wondering if he would have timeto dip into Frisco and catch a
hooker before he had to go home to awife he detested. The girl named Fay knew exactly how to get the
damned thing up, and had the patience to do it right.

"Big ones, little ones, black, white, commissioned or enlisted, they dl look like the same guy designed
them.”

Thorkelsen knew only the air was listening. But he per-sisted. He could order histhoughts by talking, and
might get through just enough to stimulate some sort of ingght.

Thiswas hisfourth planeload met. He was now certain he lingered on the edge of astory. But the
damned puzzle pieceswouldnt fal into place.

"It's not looks, though. They look pretty much aike because they've got to meet the same physica
requirements and go through the sametraining. The pilots, anyway. No, it's something e se. Something
ingde”

There were enlisted men on thisflight. Just ahandful, but only the second group he had seen.

They were the sametoo.

"Hey, Bob, I'll catch you later.” He had noticed atech sergeant who didn 't havethe namelessair.

"Yeah. Sure." Cameron resumed pursuit of hisinterrupted fantasy. What Fay could do with her dark little
hands smothered in soap lather was a certifiable miracle. She ought to be canonized.

The sergeant's nametag read cantrell, A.O.
"Excuse me, Sergeant Cantrell. Nils Thorkelsen, Fresno Bee. Got a minutel”

The man stopped, but did not reply. He stared through Thorkel sen, did not bother dropping histravel
bag.

Thorkelsen tried to explain the feeling he had gotten about the returning prisoners of war, and that he had
sensed some-thing unique about Cantrell. "Could you tell mewhy that is?'

"I'm uneducable

"Eh? Could you try agan?'



"| can't be programmed.”

Debatable. The man's azombie, Thorkelsen thought. He stood as till as death, the weight of hisbag
unnoticed.

"And the others can be?'

"YS"

"Havethey been?'

llYall

A fountain of information here. "How? For what? Would you explain?"

"Brainwashing. The best ever. Their misson isto resume positionsin theimperidist armed forcesand
society, assuming positions of control as available, and await orders. Some will enter business or palitics.
Most are unaware of their status. They will be activated by a post-hypnotic key at the proper time. One

thousand Trojan horses.™

Cantrell spoke without emotion or inflexion, asif repeating amessage he had often rehearsed for thisone
tdling.

"Not that many prisoners are being returned.”

"Some must be retained for other employment.”

"How can you tell methis? If the others can't?' There had never been ahint of such athing, though it was
clear the Pen-tagon was covering something. That, it was pretty clear, was Smply aprohibition on
discussing matrestment whilein-terned.

"l couldn't be programmed. They couldn't break me."

Debatable, Thorkelsen thought again. Not much of a man remained here.

He had hismgjor story. A story of the decade. A sure prize-winner.

If it could be proven.

Prisoners of war returned as Communist agents.... Nobody would believeit. "How come they let you go,
if you're beyond control ?*

A frown twisted Cantrell's face. "Bureaucratic error. The kind of screw-up that happens whenever
people saddle them-sel ves with the idiocy of agovernment. | didn't set them straight.” He began to show
alittle animation ddlivering that remark.

"What do you plan to do with this knowledge?"

"Nothing. I've doneit." He seemed puzzled by the ques-tion. "Y ou ask. | haveto tell. They succeeded
that much. | talk. | talk. | talk."



" Shouldn't somebody be warned?!
IIWMI
"l don't understand. Why not?"

"Because | don't give afuck. The Chinese did thisto me. But you put me where they could get their
handson me."

The Chinese?" A pox on both our houses?!
llYall

Certain he wasinterviewing amadman, Thorkelsen shifted his questioning to the mundane. "What're your
plans now? What're you going to do with al that back pay?"

"Buy meaguitar.”

e

"Buy meaguitar. They wouldn't let me have aguitar.”
"That'sdl? That'syour only ambition?'

"Yes. It'sbeen six years. I'll haveto learn dl over again.”

Thorkelsen was convinced. This pot wasn't just cracked, it was shattered. Maybe the VA could put the
man's head back together again.

"Thanksfor your time, Sergeant. And good luck." He was so sure it would draw belly laughs he promptly
forgot the whole thing.

It didn't come back to him till, three years later, while working for alL.os Angeles paper, he noted an AP
wire-service story about anavy captain, ex-POW, who was resigning his com-mission to run for
Congress.

"Hey, Mack," he called to hiseditor. "Y ou see this about this ex-POW running for Congressin the
Floridaprimary?'

"Y eah. Need morelike him. 'Bout thirty of those men in the House, we might start getting this country
back to what it's supposed to be."

"l don't know...."

"What do you mean? A few red patriots up there..."

"I mean he might not be apatriot.”

"What? After what he went through for his country? The camps, the—"

"Exactly. No, wait aminute. Let metedll you. When | waswith the Bee they used to send meto Bedle



every timeaplaneload of prisonerscamein. Thethird or fourth time | interviewed thisarmy sergeant. A
realy spooky guy. He was anut, but he had agood story."

"Such as the Chicoms brainwashed al our prisoners before the North Viets returned them. Turned them
into agents. He claimed most of them wouldn't even know they were agentstill they got their ordersfrom
Peking. All they would know was they were supposed to get into important positionsin the Pentagon,
and in government and business. They were sort of, like, hypnotized aswell as brainwashed.”

Thorkelsen's editor hailed from Orange County, Bircher country, and could believe in seven more
outrageous com-munist plots before the first edition every morning. And his strongly conservative paper
wasin dire need of something that would catch the imagination of a predominantly liberal market.

When the man's jaw finally rose and his brain had at |ast finished pursuing the germs of a hundred new
conspiracy theories, he asked, "What about MIAS? Did he say anything about them?”

The man was planning acampaign, Thorkelsen saw. Allegations of aplot wouldn't get him the attention
he desired. He had made a career of crying wolf. But an apparent break in the MIA question ... that
would grab nationd attention. While he had it, his message could be delivered. The nation could be
awakened.

"Find that soldier, Nilg" Mack ordered. And he meant it. "Find him and drain him like a spider would.
Every detall. Hiswhole story, from the minute he was captured. Y ou get the name of just one MIA, we
can hold the whole world by the nose while we pound it with this other thing.”

And for the next hour Thorkelsen endured a harangue damning the eastern Jew libera pressand the
investigative re-porting that had toppled Richard Nixon. Now those sdlf-righteous hypocrites were going
to get a shithouseful dumped right back in their laps.

But Cantrell had left notrail. It took Thorkel sen more than ayear to identify and trace his man, now the
bass guitarist of an obscure British rock group.

Long before Thorkel sen could make contact, before, even, he had located his man, Mack had begun
trying to hype cir-culation with editorias hinting at aforthcoming blockbuster of astory, one that would
send the blade of the guillotine plummeting toward the neck of the left-wing clique destroying the country.
Unfortunately, he named and told too much about Cantrell.

A Chinese agent included the articlesin his routine reports. The story took monthsto percolate through
the Peking bureaucracies, but it did, and eventualy entered the ken of the man called Huang Hua

An order for executive action went out immediately. Hua had the confidence of Mao's successor, Jua
Kuo-feng, who had an even greater interest in the project than had the Chair-man.

A racewason.

And Thorke sen, plodding along in his spare time, drawn on only by drifty visons of a Pulitzer, convinced
he was hunting one crackpot at the behest of another, never knew he was run-ning with other horses.



XIX. OntheY Axis
1975

Cash found Lieutenant Railsback in the process of departing when he reached the office. "Hang on a
minute, Hank." Beth had dready |eft. An envelope addressed to him lay centered on her desk. "'l need a
couplethings. Mainly, ashot at the old lady's lawyer. To seeif hell let her go on the lie detector. When
he says no, | want to show him what we've got.”

"What you've got? Y ou've got to be kidding. Y ou ain't got shit.”

"I've got four more mysterious disgppearances, in her house, and amissing twenty grand in counterfeit
that aso lookslike it ended up a her place.”

"What kind of crap are you trying to feed me now?"
Cash outlined hisday.

"Look, let methink. I'm just going to the Rite-Way any-way. I'm going to hang around for the polygraph

¥s3o0n.”

"Bring me acouple large Cokes and one of Sarah's special cheeseburgers then, okay? Here." He handed
over two dol-lars.

John camein while Cash was opening Beth's envel ope. He had a cold six-pack. Two cans were missing.
"Bribes" he ad-mitted. Bringing beer in was aviolation of regulations.

"Hank's coming back." Cash popped atop and drained half acan.

"I know. He's got dibs on a can too. If I'd have known thiswas going to happen, I'd have got acase."”
"L et me see what Beth hasto say here.”

It was alengthy |etter. She meandered. There had been something beside business on her mind. The gist
was that she had begged, cgjoled, or bullied everyone concerned into ap-pearing for the polygraph test,
and Immigration would be no help. The government hadn't gotten serioudy involved until 1882. Their
suggestion was to gpped to immigrant societies of the nationa group to which his subject belonged.
Wéll, he hadn't expected that angle to pan out.

If he wanted her to take notes during his evening extrava-ganza, he should call her a home.

"What do you think about Beth, John?"

"Huh? Nice ass. Titsain't bad either. But she's cold. Some-thing drifty about her."

"Not really. She'sjust not sure of herself. Y ou remember how she was when shefirst came here? Quiet,

goosey?

"Still iswith most of us. Got to whack her up side the head just to get her to say hi. Except you. Y ou she
treats dmost normal. Guess maybe because you're asafe old father fig-ure.”



All'I need, Cash thought. Another part-timekid.

"Y ou know her number?’

"Huh? That's the best-kept secret since the atom bomb. Why?"
"Shesaysto cdl her."

"Then you mugt haveit somewhere.

"Not that | know of. Maybeit'sin the book."

Helooked it up. Sure enough.

She had just gotten home. She begged five minutes for a shower.

"God, I'm arotten old bastard,” Cash told her when she arrived. He was fedling loose. Hank had gone
out after more beer. "l saved you a Coke, though. And dinner when you're done. All right?”

"Getting pretty feisty for an old man, aren't you?' John asked. "I mean, hustling young girls...." Beth
blushed, stared at the floor, then tried to cover by searching for pen and dictation pad.

"| aready caled Annie and told her," Cash responded defensively. Annie hadn't liked the idea, even
when he had in-vited her to go dong. She had refused on grounds that Nancy might need her.

"Some other time?' Beth asked. "I think everybody's down there now. They al got here early. Guess
they want to get it over with."

Asthey descended the stairs, Beth observed, "Everybody was so cooperative, we probably ought to call
the wholething off."

"Il buy that," said John.

"Y ou know we've got to go the whole route, John. Step by step. When I'm donethere ain't going to be a
hole big enough for aroach to crawl through.”

"You'rejust painting yoursdf into acorner.”
"Beth! Who are dl these people?’

"Reporting officers. Evidence technicians. Ambulance driver and attendant. Emergency room staff.
People from the coroner's office. From the morgue.”

"Jesus™

Twenty bewildered pairs of eyeswatched the polygraph operator set up his equipment. Hank Railsback
leaned againgt the wall in ashadowed corner, an amused smile playing across hislips as he listened to the

captain.

"What kind of story did you feed them, woman?"'



Beth just blushed and studied the floor.
"Uh-huh. A lineof bullshit."

It was dleven-fifteen before they finished.
John wasright. Beth was right.

Nothing.

Nursing a headache, Cash watched the polygraph operator pack his gear. Beth kept flexing fingers sore
from gripping a pen. John, and everyone else who could, had taken off long since.

"Too bad Hank didn't stick around. But he hates to see his brain-children stillborn.”

Beth moved behind him, began kneading his shoulder muscles. It startled him, but felt so nice he didn't
ask her to stop.

"Where do you want to eat?"

Her grip tightened. She Sarted to say something, choked on it. Her fingers quivered. "I till think | should
take arain-check. Weve got to be back in here a eight.”

"Yeah. Right. Wdll, I'll walk you to your car.”

Leaning in her window, he said, "Thanks again. | redlly don't know what I'd do without you, Beth. Y ou
shouldn't put up with the crap | dump on you. That we al do."

"I don't mind. For you. At least you ... Well, you know. Y ou're nice about it. I'd better go.”

"Sure. Thanks again. Bye."

He thought about Beth dl the way home.

More and more, he suspected something was happening. It was flattering, tempting, and terrifying. If he
formally recog-nized the condition at al, there would be pain and trouble no matter what course he
followed. The wise thing, he supposed, would beto cool it by completely ignoring it. That would
minimizethe potentia for pain.

Annie had fallen adeep watching Johnny Carson and rereading MacDondd's The Girl in the Plain
Brown Wrapper. He wriggled himsdlf aseat and gently woke her, presented the books he had picked
up downtown.

"Struck out again, huh?' she mumbled.

"Y@."

"Keep plugging, honey. It1l come.”

"1'm beginning to wonder."



Cash's depression carried over into Tuesday. Lack of deegp was no help, and spending morning and
afternoon being bored or angered by lawyers badgering witnesses or protesting one another's anticswas
aclassc downer. He kept stifling an urge to stand up and scream, "But what about justice!” The
concept seemed to have vanished from the American court-room completely. All that remained wasa
highly ritudized barristry.

There were moments when he wished the Good L ord would send down a plague able to take no one but
ambulance chasers. They were a pestilence themselves, a pustulant wound on the corpus of humanity.
Directly or indirectly they con-trolled everything.

These dreary courtroom passages often brought on mo-ments of paranciawhen he felt asintensaly about
attorneys as had Hitler about Jews. He fancied very smilar conspiracies.

Beth had but one bit of progressto report when he returned to the station. Railsback had contacted Miss
Groloch's at-torney about the possibility of the old woman undergoing a polygraph test. The man had
refused. Of course.

John had completed his courtroom purgatory by noon recess. He had spent his afternoon digging. He
now arrived, looking sheepish.

"Got anides," he said. "lllega ashell. Wdll, shady. Y ou got your contactsin the outfit. | thought maybe
you could get them to help.”

"I don't think I'm going to like this." Cash guided Harald into his office, closed the door.
"Suppose we jump the old lady?" John asked. "Anything, just so we get her to move. We got agood

idea shell make it down to that pay phone. Maybe some of O'Lochlain's people could snatch her for a
while. And some otherstoss her place. Like with metal detectors and stuff. We could loan them the

"l knew | wouldnt likeit."

"What about it?"

"Inaword, illegd. John, something like that could get us crucified.”

Cash was tempted. Unbearably. Otherwise he would have responded with asimple no.
"Only asalast resort, of course.”

"Of course.”

"Youll think about it?'

"How can | help it now that you've brought it up? But | guarantee you | won't pull anything like that
unless Judge Gardner keegps turning me down. He doesn't, we can do it ourselves, lega. Subject closed.”

"Okay. Y ou don't have to bite my head off. Now, how about your little brown brother?"

"My who?'



"Mgor Tran. When's he coming?"'
"Not sure yet. Sometime this week. Why?"

"Carrie and Nancy have had their heads together. Near as| can figure, they want to come over and do
the welcoming party cooking for Annie. Asasurprise.”

"I don't know."

"Know what you mean. If they get going on Michad. And the kids making like Indians... Maybe we
could get Stters.™

"Maybe. Their hearts are in the right place, anyway. Let'sworry about it when the time comes.”

"Okay. I'm heading home now. Oh. We're having a barbecue Sunday, if it doesn't rain. Bring your own
beer and pork steaks. And if Annie wants, she can make one of those green cakes."

"The pistachio?' Cash's scomach lusted. He loved bar-becued pork. "Me, I'll have to make it with the
all-beef hot dogs again. Sounds good, though. I'll seeif | can't come up with awatermelon for the kids.
Hey, dl right if | bring Matthew? He might come down this weekend, to meet the Trans."

"You haveto ask?"'

As John |eft, Cash noticed Tony something-or-other Spanish, Beth's guy, in the outer office. What a
loser, he thought.

He examined the reaction for the taint of jealousy. It wasn't there. But there was alot of envy iniit.

Desirable as Beth might be, hisfedings seemed primarily paterna, protective. Hisreaction to that was
both one of relief and one of mild saf-deprecation.

Next morning the card with the four names arrived. He hadn't encountered a one of them before. He
dipped the card into his desk, on impulse dug out the phone number of the man conducting the UFO
investigation.

Those people had found nothing, though the man spent a quarter of an hour getting around to the
admission. Cash told him of the additiona disappearances. Then he rang Judge Gardner's court and | eft
the same information. Not pressed with any other business, he then spent an hour playing bureaucratic
double shuffle with theloca treasury department people. The Secret Service proved to be very
uninterested in fifty-four-year-old counterfeit money. The attitude was much the same as that expressed
by Judge Gardner Monday. The stuff couldn't be passed anyway, so who cared?

Hefound Beth in his doorway when he hung up.

"John called while you were on the phone. He said he talked to that mailman. He saysthe old lady has
gotten three or four redl |etters the past few months. The reason he noticed was because the sender used
all real old two- and three-cent stamps. Postmarked in Rochester, New Y ork. No return ad-dress.”

"Hmm. We're getting something stirred up, then. Wish we could spook her into giving hersdf away."



"Norm, how come you want to get her so bad? Y ou used to get on John. Now | think you don't care
anymore. Not even how, so long as you take her down. How come?”

"Beth, | wish | knew. | worry about it too. Redly. And | don't much like mefor it. But I'm sure I'm right.
| have to doit. | think part of it comes from everybody else being so damned eager to kill the case.™

"Phonéesringing." She darted out. A moment later, "It'syour wife."

"I'll takeit in here. Yeah?'

"Mail came. Therésaninvitation.”

"Huh?What to?'

"A funerd "

"Comeon, Annie...."

"Redlly. From that Sister Mary Joseph.”

Hewassdlent for along time. Then, "Beth, when did Hank rlease my iff?"
"Early Monday morning. | thought you knew."

"Son of abitch. Me and him are going to have words over this."

"Norm?" Anniewastrying to get his attention again.

He snapped hisfingers. "Honey? Where? What time? Let me get apencil here”
"Youregoing?'

"Damned right. I'll bet Miss Groloch wasinvited too. And I'll bet she shows. No matter what part she's
played, she's got to be damned curious about this thing."

Hewrote demonically as Annie relayed the information. "Thanks, love. I've just got to run. Love you.
Bye. Beth! Put out the word for John to cal me."

A haf hour later they had it set up. John was able to con-firm, from his chat with the postman, that Miss
Groloch had received an invitation that morning.

Cash parked a haf block short of the Groloch house. Castleman was one-way, eastbound. Any cab
would have to passthem if dready called. They had arrived, they judged, forty minutes before the
woman would haveto leave to make the funeral.

"Thisscrazy," Harad ingsted. "l just don't see why you think shell go.”

"Cdl it ahunch." The sun besat down. The car quickly evened up. He didn't fedd communiceative.

"How's she going to get acab?'



"She's going to walk down to that pay phone. If she hasn't aready.”

Passersby gazed at them curioudy. The neighborhood hairy youth appeared on hisfront porch, stared,
ducked back in-side. Even plainclothes cops were easily recognized by their suits, semi-military haircuts,
and blackwall tires.

"Bet that jerk thinksit's him weve got staked out."

"Want meto go roust him?"

"What for?"

"He must've done something.”

"Shit, John. Probably got alittle pot put away. What's the dif ?*

Harald shrugged, changed the subject. "What the hell do we get out of this even if she doesgo?”

"I don't know. It just seemsto me that, long as we can keep her breaking her pattern, chances are shelll
dip up. | want to be there when it happens. Y ou ever see adog go after one of them little box turtlesyou
find in thewoods? That turtleis safe ... aslong as Rover don't con him into sticking hishead out.”

"Shit. Can't we move up? That sun's murder.”

"Soon as somebody pulls out from under atree.”

"How about | walk over to Lambert's and get us a couple of Cokes?'

"You redly got the fidgets, don't you? Y eah, sure. Here. I'll buy."

"Hang on. Herewe go."

Miss Groloch was on the move. She was brisk, businesslike, as she strode eastward, quite dert to her
neighbors reactions. Few of them had ever seen her. Those who had been out sur-reptitioudy eyebaling
the cops now watched her.

"Now?'

"No. After the cab comes. Well follow her now. Make sure she uses that phone.”

"Norm, I'm beginning to think this maybeisn't such ahot idea.”

"It wasyours."

"Y eah. That'swhy. No. Only sort of. And it'snot legal. I'd rather have crooks do the crooked stuff.
What if somebody spots me and callsthe cops? Lot of people out here. Could we talk our way out of
it?'

"What do you mean, ‘we," white man?'

"Norm, if it was anybody else gtting over there, | wouldn't admit it. But I'm scared. Last time | had the



shakes this bad was the day Michad!...."
"Want some outside backup?' Cash started the car, began creeping down the block. " Smitty might do it.”

"No. Shit no. We can't get anybody ese involved. Even you shouldn't be. Twenty-three yearsisalot to
rsk.”

"Nah. No problem. We can bullshit our way out.” But he, too, had begun to fed that peculiar twisting of
the guts reemembered from the Ardennes and several occasions when he had approached women with
lessthan honorable intentions. He dithered at the intersection with Klemm till another vehiclerolled up
behind him.

He turned right, went over to his own street, then east ablock to Thurman. He parked benegth the huge
elm on the corner. In the distance, Miss Groloch turned on to Thurman and strode purposefully toward
the service gation.

Cash sad, "Guy that lives here on the corner isgoing to run for aderman next year." As John grunted his
disnterested re-sponse, Norm turned to peer out the back window. They had parked in front of the
house next to hisown. He wondered if Annie had noticed. "Maybe you knew himin school. Names Tim
Schultz.”

"It'sthe service station dl right. She's crossing over. Y ou going to cruise past?’
"No. She might make us. Don't want her changing her mind now."
Miss Groloch vanished behind the bulk of the station.

"I figure you should have agood two hours," Cash con-tinued. "Plenty of time. I'll leave you off, then
head for the funerd. Soon as you finish, hoof it over here. Anni€ll be home. She never goes anywhere
anymore. I'll pick you up when | get back."

The funerd was smdl and quiet. The priest didn't have much to say. He, Cash, and two men from the
funera parlor did the pallbearing. Sister Mary Joseph was accompanied only by two nuns. No oneelse
came,

Except Miss Groloch, who watched from a distance, from the shadow of agrove of young maples. Her
cab awaited her on a cemetery road behind her.

After depositing the casket next to the grave, Cash positioned himsalf so he could observe the principals.
Sgter Mary Joseph showed neither warmth nor coldness. Earlier, she had greeted him only with acurt
nod. Miss Groloch seemed more interested in the surrounding cemetery than in the funera, though there
was no onein sght except an old man, off among the fancier monuments, who appeared to bea
caretaker.

Once the casket had been lowered and he had deposited his handful of earth, Cash started the old
woman'sway.

"Sergeant?'

He stopped, turned. "Sister?'



"Thank you for coming. Evenif you had to."
"Had to?1 didnt. It just seemed right.”
"Did she?..."

"Miss Groloch? Y es. Shewasin those trees over there." The cab had departed while his back was
turned.

The sster squinted.

She was nearsighted, Cash realized. No wonder she hadn't noticed.

"She's gone now. Do you need aride back to the convent?' He cast asour look at the gravediggers.
They were sidling nearer dready, not trying to hide their impatience. Didn't anyone have any respect
anymore?

"I'd gppreciate that. We came out in the hearse. Theré's something | want to tell you anyway."

But she could not seem to get started. After ahaf mile, Cash asked, "I've dways wondered. How come
Miss Groloch upsets you so much? Y ou seem to have adjusted to... to..."

"Jack's disappearance? It's dl right, Sster Carmdlita,”" shetold the younger of the nunsin the back sedt.
The woman had placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. "I liked Jack, Sergeant. Even when | knew
what hewas. He was that way. Nobody could redlly hate him.

"l had no illusions. | knew something would happen, the way helived. | think | was used to theidea
beforeit did.

"No. | don't hate her for Jack's sake. It's Colin that did it."
"Cdin?'

"My boyfriend. Colin Meara. If you can have aboyfriend when you're that young. Thekid | waswith the
last time | saw Jack."

"l remember now. But | don't understand.”

"The whole neighborhood knew about Jack. Because of the yelling and screaming and dl that. Wll,
Colin decided held play detective. So he snuck into her house one night. And..."

"And?' Cash prompted after fifteen seconds.

"He never came out. Never. Nobody ever knew what hap-pened but me. His parents thought ... his dad
wasredly rough on him. Because he was afraid Colin would be like Jack. He adored Jack. They said dl
sorts of crazy things, but mostly they just thought he ran away. Hewas an only child. | never could tell
them the truth. Not even his mother when she was asking for him when she was dying. Couldn't ever tell

anybody. Till now."

Sister Carmdlita patted her shoulder.



Cashdmog ranared light. "Why?"

"l was waiting outside. We stayed awake and snuck out after everybody was aseep. | remember it so
clearly. It was after midnight, dmost afull moon. Not a cloud. The stars were so beautiful.... We were
going to do it together. Only | got scared. So hetold me to wait outside. And he never came back.”

A dlent sob racked her thin frame.

" Sergeant, fifteen minutes after hewent in ... that woman came to the door. Then she came outside, dl
theway out to the gate. | couldn't run. She just stood there and stared at me for maybe five minutes. It
was likelooking the devil in the eyes. Then she just smiled and nodded and went back inside.”
"Shedidn't say anything?’

"Nothing. Not aword. God in heaven. | was scared. Of her, of my father, if hefound out | snuck out
nights, of Colin'sfather.... I'm still scared. | can gill seethat evil smile...."

Lord, another one, Cash thought. The Groloch place was adaughterhouse.

"| thought you'd cometoday. | prayed you would. Last night | wroteit al down. | borrowed a school
typewriter and put down everything | could remember, dl the stuff | didn't tell you before. Maybeitll
hdp."

"Everything'sahep." Something akin to eation coursed through Cash. It was Starting to come. Finaly,
the informa-tion was breaking loose.

He had been home ahalf hour and had read the sister's deposition twice before he thought to ask, "What
happened to John?"'

"l haven't seen him,” Anniereplied. "Was| supposed to?"

"Y eah. He was supposed to meet me here. Hey. Maybe he found something and grabbed a cab back to
the sation.”

"Found something?

Cash evaded by ducking back into the memoir. It wasrichly detailed, yet told him nothing Sster Mary
Joseph hadn't covered orally.

"Honey, you ever hear of Miss Groloch having another boyfriend after O'Brien?”

"I don't think so. Why?'

"Just curious. Been wondering, off and on.” He phoned the gtation. Old Man Railshack answered. "Is
Beth around? Well, have her call me when she gets back. At home. Never mind what I'm doing here.
Jugt doit.”

Hank's father was making himsdf useful, more or less, while Beth wasin the can.

The phone rang within five minutes. "Beth? Y eah. Do me afavor, will you? Check the O'Brien autopsy
sheet and see what he had in his ssomach.” He wasn't sure, but didn't think the report jibed with the



sdter's statement. She claimed hislast med had consisted of cold roast beef and cold boiled potatoes,
washed down with homemade beer.

Beth took another five minutes. Then she asked, "Y ou il there?”

"Gathering cobwebs."

"Hank's kicking up dust about something. | was helping his dad calm him down. Norm, thisthing don't
look right. It says there wasn't anything in his sscomach. Except dmost indetectable traces of what may
have been pureed beef liver, and what may have been applesauce.”

"No potatoes? No roast beef? No beer?”

"No." She sounded puzzled.

Cash let out awhoop. "Wedid it! We proved it! The guy ain't O'Brien."

"What the hell are you talking about?"

"Babe, I'll tell you al about it when | get there. Don't et John get away. Hell want to hear thistoo." He
hung up, wrapped Anniein apowerful hug.

"Norman, will you please cam down long enough to ex-plain?"
"Honey, | just made a breakthrough. It'll put Hank on Cloud Nine. The dead guy can't be Jack O'Brien.”
"l heard. So how can you proveit?"

"He ate meat and potatoes before he disappeared. The dead guy ate liver and applesauce.”

She amiled, sharing hisjoy. Then, "Y ou'd better Sit down. Y ou forgot something.”

"Likewhat?'

"Likeyou only proved that he wasn't run through the time machineright away."

"Hunh?'

"Those meat and potatoes wouldn't tick to hisribs forever. Fifty yearsis plenty of timeto digest them.”
"Oh." He dumped against the back of the couch. "I went off half-cocked, didn't 17"

"Lookslike." Shetook one of hishandsin hers. "It'l be okay. Y ou'l get to the bottom of it."

"Shit"

"Norm!"

"Okay. Look, I got to get back. Hank's pissed enough now, we spend so much time screwing around
with thisthing."



"Don't let him keep you too late. Mgor Tran cdled. They'll be herein time for supper.”

"Damn. | don't know if I'll be able to cope. Unless John's got something to cheer me up. There was
another one, honey. | found out today. Besides O'Brien and the four hoods."

"Another victim. A kid. Twelveyearsold. Carstairs never found out about him or the hoods. But he
must've felt some-thing. That had to be why he was so stubborn about letting go.”

"Evil. | toldyou...."

"I'll be home assoon as | can." He kissed her good-bye. They ill did that, after dl these years.
"What happened to the high?' Beth asked as he douched through the office door.

"My old lady shot it down.” He explained. "Wherée's John? What'd he get?"

"l haven't seen him. | thought he was with you."

"But..." What the hell’? John had had plenty of time ... Teri? The sonofabitch was making whoopie on
company time. He grabbed a phone, then thought better of it. No point stir-ring things up, or playing
Typhoid Mary with his depression. Let John enjoy till he decided it wastimeto comein.

A thump startled him.

Old Man Railshack had dozed off. A book had fallen off hislap.

Hank's door was closed, but the sound of hisfeet as he paced could be heard.

"Beth, seeif you can get Judge Gardner for me. If you cant, just leave amessage saying | dug up another
disap-pearance. With awitness."

"At the Groloch place again?'
"Yeah. I'll bein here shuffling pepers.”

Quitting time arrived. Still no John. Thiswas going to have to stop. Sooner or later, Cash decided,
Harald was going to force him to take officid notice.

Irked, he returned home. He had been counting on John to give the day a bright ending.

It wasjust the day that had him down. John had been vanishing without explanation since before
Chrigmas.

A cool shower did wonders. Norm felt human by the time Tran and hisfamily arrived.



XX. OntheX Axis,
1889-1945;
A Bohemian Physician

Neulist arrived May 12,1889.

The crone of amidwife strained cataracted eyes—and screamed. " Another one! Another devil!”

No one listened. She had been going on thisway for twenty-five years, snce the flight of her husband
and children. Her warnings had been so fervent for so long that even the most compass onate villagers

shunned her as a madwoman.

Those same villagers shunned the growing boy. His gp-proach stirred irrationa |oathings. Even his
parents barely tolerated him.

He had spent yearsin isolation, hated by millions. The an-tipathy of afew hundred supergtitious peasants
troubled him not at al. What bothered him was being achild.

Children in this age werelittle more than daves.

Hefound the midwife's past overwhemingly intriguing. All that talk about her husband and children,
about possession and flight....

The other villagers were bored with it. Possession? By now they believed she had driven them off with
her shrewish ways.

The mayor once mentioned having received aletter al the way from America, from Fida, asking after her
mother. The boy broke into the man's home and stole it when he was seven.

It gave him an address.
He mulled that |etter, and the old woman's story, for years. And knew were his destiny lay.

Asachild he had no more rights, and little more power, than abondservant. Till he turned thirteen he
hired out to work in thefields. Then hejoined hisfather in the mines at Kladno.

Therewaslittle he could do till he became aman.

Except study. The village priest overcame his revulson and helped a haunted but brilliant child find the
navigation markersof lifeinthat age.

Those were the years when he learned patience. He had no choice. A strapping wastheinevitable
consequence of the dightest rebellion.

His mother died when he was nine.
Hisfather loathed him amost as much as did the midwife. His childhood became onelong exercisein

discipline. He learned, without coming to understand, what it was like to live on the receiving end of
dictatorship.



In time he became perfectly willing to invest decadesin his vengeance. And absolutely determined to
carry it out. For these years of hell the Zumstegs would pay in agony and blood.

The summer of 1908, finaly, saw him fleeing hishell for Vienna, taking hisown, hisfather's, and his
church's savings. There, through gpplied gall and ataent for forgery, he en-rolled himsdlf in the Academy
of Fine Arts, where hiswork as asculptor was just good enough to keep him in. Two yearslater he
reverted to old habits, began studying contemporary medicine with a Dr. Mayer in Leopoldstadit,
Viennds Jewish didtrict.

Despite, or perhaps because of, his background in twenty-first century medicine, he was an abysmal
falure asamedical understudy. Students weren't permitted to contradict the com-mon wisdom of thelr
teachers, nor to promulgate crazy medicd theories. Mayer endured him for two years. The doc-tor was
apdient, tolerant man, completely obliviousto any auraof the dien. His causefor dismissng his
apprentice was, in fact, persond. He learned that his goy pupil had been bed-ding his daughter—and had
gone so far asto abort their love-child.

Mayer expelled his protege from his practice with that air of great sadness characteristic of the career
long-suffering European Jew.

There had to be, Neulist thought at the time, laws of tem-poral inertia, or laws of chronological
thermodynamics, that refused to permit the introduction of changes or new idess.

He could not comprehend the importance to these people of being goyim or Jew, nor the intense
revulsion the period's habitues bore abortion.

His response to the dismissal was blind despair. Medicine was the only field he knew—since peoplein
this age had little need of achief of secret police whose duties were to maintain the purity of the party
idedl. Not even his obsession with the Zumstegs could break through. When the depression at last lifted
he was | eft with nothing but indifference and a bottom-lesswell of sdlf-pity. Hissocid condition dipped
from bad to worse—he made hisfew kronen performing abortions—and to worse till, till in January
1913, s0 dedtitute that he no longer possessed awinter coat, he pawned his shoes for enough money to
gpend aweek in the Mannerheim. The Mannerhem was afive-hundred-bed dormitory maintained for the
not-quite-indigent, asort of Viennese YMCA.

Even there, among outcasts, he remained an outsider. It was asif he exuded some aien scent that kept
most everyone at adistance. There was just enough human contact to start him on the road back up.

His one friend, aman as dienated as he, was one he had long admired, in historical retrospect. Even
though marooned in this desert ide of time, he had never hoped to meet the fellow. Certainly not among
the down-and-outs of Brigittenau digtrict, where Jewswerethick asflies.

At that time, though, the man was just ayoung, direction-less crank and third-rate artist, possessed by no
political idedls and certainly not obsessed with the Jewish Question.

"Things must be different thistime," Neulist mumbled to Hitler one morning, when they were donein the
writing room. "UnlessI'm more ignorant of your biography than | thought."

The skinny, homely youth glanced up from hiswatercolors puzzledly. Thiswas the sort of mysterious,
never-to-be ex-plained remark that had first drawn him to his companion, this Michad Hodza That and
ashared feding that they were trapped in aforeign world.



Over the months, the vague remarks included such cryptic admonitions as, "Finish Sea Lion before you
gart Barbarossa," and, "Don't trust Count von Stauffenberg.”

After each remark Hodza became embarrassed, asif he had spoken out of turn.

Neulist, akaHodz4, no longer worried about atering his-tory. His experience with Dr. Mayer had
convinced him that he could not. So he did as he pleased, spending hislittle energy scrounging aliving,
and for atime completely forgot the Zumstegs.

Hislatter days of poverty and impotence were, paradoxi-caly, among his happiest in two lifetimes.

Y et he remained the Avenging Sword of the State. It was his duty to pursuetraitors even herein the
backwaters of Time.

But the State, to al practical purposes, did not exist. How could he presumeto act in its behal f?

Inthis age, in awhole body, he suffered none of the pain, physical or mental, that had driven him over the
borders of ra-tiondity in hisown time.

The friendship with Hitler never degpened, though they became traveling companions. On May 24,
1913, they st off together on arailroad adventure which ended at the cradle of the Flhrer-to-be,
Munich.

The piling internationa crises of thetime, the Balkan Wars and the separatist movementsin the imperia
Hapsburg hinter-lands, brought Europe to asimmer. In June 1913 the men separated. Hodza returned to
Prague. Using forged creden-tids, he established himsdlf asa physician. He met Hitler again briefly in
1936, when he was physician to the Czech Olympic team. Hitler didn't recognize him.

But the FOhrer did remember him later, on July 20,1944, at about 12:35 p.m., when the Count von
Stauffenberg entered the conference room in the L agebaracke at the Wolfsschanz with afat black
briefcase.

Hitler puzzled the vague memory till it wastoo late to flee. The bomb went at 12:42....

But thistimeit didn't kill.

The colond had effected amagjor dteration of the past.

By 1936 he suspected things could beradicaly changed. There were subtlelittle differencesin this
history and they seemed to be accumulating. He continualy wished he had studied his history closer so he
could identify their nature. The big, shaping changes then till seemed improbable.

Those Prague years, more than ascore of them, hurried past. He made only hafhearted attemptsto fulfill
his duty toward the Zumstegs. He was content with hislife,

Contentment and happiness expired latein 1938. They perished on aday when Hitler and Chamberlain
were meeting & Munich.

Because he made adelicious, exciting, entirely coincidenta discovery. A vagary of Fate fanned hismad
anger till it became araging, possessing demon.



Onthat ill-starred September morning he had decided to visit Isador Neumann'stiny
philatelic-numismatic shop. A tal, rugged, hard-looking man jostled him at the door. Their eyes met.

Both frowned, paused asif trying to remember the name of an old acquaintance. Hodzé watched the man
wak onwhiletrying to fathom his sudden excitement. Findly, hewent inside.

"Ach, Dr. Hodz4," said the gnome of a Jew with the in-credibly merry eyes. "Buying or selling today?"
And, "What're the English and Germans doing to us now?"

"I'm sdlling, Isador. And so are the English. But they'll get no joy from their thirty piecesof slver.” He
opened the specid wallet to reved the ssamps within, then glanced toward the door perplexedly. "Who
wasthat man?"'

"Him? One of my oldest customers. Not avery takative sort. Y ou redly want to sal these? Hold them
another year. They'll goup.”

Neumann was agood fellow. His advice was well-meant. But in ayear the market would be dead. The

fate of Czechdovakia, and of Europe, was being sedled thisvery day. "Y es. Only the forty-eight copies
known. But | want to sdll. That man?"'

"I have his card here somewhere. He dways buys the old Austrian coins. Long ago he gave methelist.
Two, threetimes ayear he comesto see what I've found. Y ou're sure you want to sell?'

"Absolutdy.”

These samps would explode in vaue after the war. All these copies, twelve of the forty-eight known,
would be destroyed when amisguided Res stance fighter, under the misapprehen-son that any free Jew
must be a Gestapo agent, would, in 1943, throw abomb into this shop. Hodza planned to gather the
surviving copiesin 1945, once the Russian occupation had destroyed the value of everything but food.

Hodz& had been riding the highs and lows of the stamp market since the close of the Great War, often
obtaining future rarities at issue. He had developed avast but portable fortunein tiny bits of paper, andin
Switzerland, in avault in Zurich, was materid with a potentia worth in the hundreds of millions.

"Herewe are. I'm going to have to get this place organized someday.”

The colonel-doctor laughed. The crowded little shop hadn't changed in decades. "Y ou said the same
thing thefirst timel camein. That wasfifteen years ago.”

"And | meant it. | just haven't found thetime."
Hodza took the card, it said intwo lines:

FIAN GROLOCH
LIDICE

He nearly collapsed.
"|s something wrong, Doctor?"

"Right here under my nose dl thetime," he murmured. Off and on, he had had adozen private detectives
tearing up Americafor as many years, and no amount of money had been able to unearth more than one



Groloch, the Fidawhose address he had obtained from aletter written fifty years ago, to the then mayor
of Lidice.

He surged toward the door.
"Doctor! Without your hat?"
Neumann's question reestablished hislink with redlity.

German troops were aready over the border a Eger. They had been for days. In hours the full might of
the Wehrmacht would roll. It wastoo late. There was no time to do a proper job. Right now.

He resumed his business with Neumann, aplan aready shaping in the depths of his mind. Its success
would hinge on two eventudities. hisown ability to escape Czechodovakia before theiron grip of the
Third Reich tightened, and Fian Groloch's known unfamiliarity with his nation's early history.

Had Fia been therein Lidice, Neulist'strap could never have been sprung.

His escape route led through Poland, and along the way a Czech patriot named Josef Gabiek lost his
papers, identity, and life.

The night was pitch. The air moaning through the hatch was chilly. Kubis shivered so much histeeth
rattled. But that had nothing to do with cold. He had been doing it since takeoff.

For thefirst few hours he had worried doud, constantly, about the L uftwaffe, but the endless silence and
absolute con-fidence of his companion, the man who caled himsdf Josef Gabiek, had compelled him to
retreat into afear-filled shell.

How could Gabiek be so certain? So sure that he had been able to sdl the British and the
government-in-exile?

Gabiek was not certain. Thistime around he had moved the operation up five daysin hopes of taking
Fian Groloch by sur-prise. Also, there was the fact that the real Josef Gabiek, in the operation of hisown
past, hadn't survived.

The light came on. The RAF men shoved the equipment bundle to the hatchway.

"Timeto go," said Kubis, more to himsdf than to his com-panion.

Gabiek rose dowly, tightened his chute harness. "It's changing, Jan," he muttered. "I can fed the
difference now."

A minute later the soil of their homeland was rushing toward them from the darkness. Gabiek tracked the
equip-ment chute. Kubis searched the upsurging forest for asign of the SS men he knew would be
walting....

Gabiek wasright, just as he had been al dong. It went perfectly.

Morning. May 29, 1942. The open-topped green Mercedes sports car and escort were right on time.



Couldn't Gabiek miss?

The older man jumped out and began firing. Without ef-fect.

Kubis threw the bomb.

The Mercedes disintegrated.

But Heydrich clambered out and came toward them, blaz-ing away with hispistal.

Reinhard "Hangman" Heydrich, "protector” of Bohemiaand Moravia, had been whipped about like arat
in aterrier's mouth. Pieces of seat-back spring protruded from his back. His spine had been shattered.

Y et he stood there and fought back.
It wasn't his gppointed timeto die.

Asthey fled through their smokescreen, with Heydrich's dugs hunting them, Gabiek said over and over,
"| can't changeit. But it's different.”

To effect their escape they were supposed to place them-selvesin the hands of apriest at Karl
Borromaeus Church in Prague. There, among scores of Resistance fighters hiding from the insanity of the
Security police, Gabiek encountered another time traveler.

The nun was s0 aged and feeble that she had to perform her limited duties from awheelchair.
"Dungjcik!" Gabiek gasped.

He didn't know how he knew, but he did. It hit him like a thunderclap. There remained not a shred of
doubt.

Kubis gave him astrange look.

"I'll wait here." Gabiek did behind apillar, afraid Duna:jcik might react as he had. The old woman
seemed popular. She might send someone after him....

The conviction grew more absolute. Inside that crone was the man who had caused dl thisby his
treachery at the pro-gramming theeter....

Gabiek backed from the church, his head shaking. It was amystery. How could he be so positive? And
how could the lieutenant have become a priestess? The man had dways been weak and effeminate, and
abit too mysticaly oriented—but this vast afailure in one educated by the State?

He, asNeulist, had failed, he redized. He had not extin-guished the spark of Uprising. It persevered, and
had thrust itsingdiousevil into hisown office....

Theidiot was so happy he dmost glowed. Was do devoted that he had done nothing to apply
twenty-first century com-mon knowledge to the retardation of the aging process in the body he wore.

Wasthefool in such ahurry to get to Heaven?



Or had that ugly body been too old when he had arrived?
At least somelaws of chronological conservation appeared to bein effect.

The Hangman, despite his ruined spine, would not dietill the historicaly appointed moment. He lingered
till thefourth of June.

Meanwhile, the Protectorate (and Reich) rapidly deterior-ated toward chaos. Gabiek, ignored in al his
effortsto betray the Res stance fightersin the church, and to link Lidice with the nation attempt,
suffered frudtrations equaling those of his dealings with the Zumstegs. Damn it, the security police had to
move. Fian Groloch was bound to remember his history soon. Thisfuss had to alert him.

But the timetable continued rectifying itself back toward historicaly established precedent.

Heydrich findly died.

Something clicked. The engine of history ceased sputtering, began to hum.

The security police closed in on Karl Borromaeus Church.

There were no survivors when they finished.

But thistime there was no one named Josef Gabiek among the dead.

Next morning, carrying papersidentifying himsdlf as Dr. Hans-Otto Schmidt of the SS-Reich Economic
Adminigtration Main Office (the incongruoudy named bureau respong ble for the deeth camps), in transit
from Theriesenstadt to Mathausen, Neulist--Hodz& Gabiek was on the move, destination Ostmark, the
Audtrian province of the Greater German Reich. In the false bottom of his physician's bag lay samps
massing lessthan half akilo, yet worth millions of Reichsmarks. They would be his meanstill he could
reach his Swiss deposits.

There was no easier way to move afortune.

Hewasin Linz, preparing yet another identity, when the sword of this vengeance findly touched a
Zumgeg.

That was the morning of June 9, 1942.
The massacre at Karl Borromaeus Church hadn't seen enough blood spilled to satiate Heydrich's
avengers. For days dl the Protectorate had been waiting, treading arazor's edge of fear, not knowing

wheretheinevitable blow would fall.

Early that morning ten trucks rolled to the outskirts of Lidice. Captain Rostock ordered histroopsto
surround the village. They were hard-faced men, Totenkopf men, ready for murder.

Their firgt victim was atwelve-year-old boy, shot down as he ran to warn his father, who worked in the
mines at Kladno.

The next was an old peasant woman, shot in the back repeatedly as she fled across a plowed field.



The men they droveinto Mayor Horak'scellar....
And thekilling began in earnest.

One thousand three hundred thirty-one people died at Lidice, including 201 women. And it wasn't over
then. More would perish in the camps. The babies of pregnant women would be murdered &t birth.

Among the 1331 was Fian Groloch, who didn't redlize what was happening till far too late. Hisfina
remark, to Horak, was, "Ignorance can be a capital offensetoo,” which puzzled the mayor for the few
minutes he remained dive,

Groloch spent hislast minutestrying to reason out why the Heydrich-Lidice scenario differed from what
he vaguely remembered. In the abbsence of knowledge about Neulist, he erroneously concluded that his
own presence had affected the changes. He made admonitory notesin hisdiary, buried it in abox
beneath Horak's cellar floor. The construction crew ex-cavating the foundations of the agency building
might find it.

Hetried to compose himself.

But he died terrified for the State.

Then Rostock burned the village, dynamited the ruins, and leveled the site. The surviving women went to
the camps. Their younger children went to racid expertsfor determination of which were worthy of

adoption into good National Socidist families.

Andfor three and ahalf years, in Vienna, a Dr. Schramm smiled, awaited the Russans, and considered
how hewould pick up hismissonin Americaafter thewar.



XXI.OntheY Axis,
1975

Cash was reasonably impressed with the Tran family. The boys were a handsome pair, he thought during
theintroduc-tions. Taler than their parents dready, and not at al uncomfortable with American ways.

When he mentioned it, Tran replied, "They spent severd yearsin the company of American childrenin
Saigon. Chil-dren are more adaptable than us old folks anyway."

"That'sthe truth. That's why they turn them into soldiers. Well, let's get your stuff upstairs, show you your
rooms. The boys are going to have to share, I'm afraid.”

The Vietnamese hadn't brought much with them. Annie asked if therest of their things were being
shipped.

"Thisisit,” Tran replied, dmost gpologeticaly. "We weren't able to bring much out.” Then, to ease
Annies em-barrassment, " Something smells good.”

"Supper. It'sjust spaghetti. | didn't know what to fix."

"Y ou won't hear any complaints from my sons. They were ecstatic when they saw how near that pizza
shopis”

"Imo's?' Cash asked. "l know it well. Michael and Mat-thew damned near kept the place in business
when they lived a home. Thissit. Y our room." He hadn't been into it for weeks. Annie had done ajob.
New curtains, new sheets, new bedspread, some plantsin the windows, everything squesky clean.

Onceit had been Michael's room. She had cleaned out every scrap that had been the mark of their son's
persondity, even patching the plaster where the framed centerfold of afavorite Playmate had hung till he
and John had pulled it-down while clowning.

Cash dipped hisarm around Annieswaist in a con-gratulatory hug.

"It'svery nice." Tran seemed asmuch at alossasthey. Hiswife said nothing at dl, and the boys, in the
hal, confined themselvesto whispers.

"The bathroom'sright here,” Annie said. "I'll show your sonstheir room, then welll let you settlein.
Supper will be ready when you are.” Shetook Norm's hand and led him downgtairs.

Thewine she served with supper helped everyone rdax. It was anative Missouri pink catawba; they
made no pretensesin that direction. Soon all but Tran'swife were chattering like old friends. The mgjor
didn't seem to mind that his sons were heard aswell as seen.

The phone rang while Annie was dishing out homemade butter pecan ice cream.

Cash answered it. "Hi. No. Yeah. Y ou tried the station? Y eah, he was working on something for me, but
| figured he'd get done in time for supper. Guess he must've hit asnag, eh? Would you tell him to cal me
when he getsthere? Sure. Bye."

Annie raised a questioning eyebrow when he returned to the dining room.



"Carrie. Looking for John." How long could he keep this Teri businessto himsdf? Annie had an annoying
habit of put-ting odd numbers together to get four. Came from reading those damned mysteries dl the
time

"Your partner?’ Tran inquired. "I meant to ask, how did you do with that case? The one with the old lady
and the mysterious corpse.”

"Still going. We keep digging things up. It just gets spookier.” He brought Tran up to date.
"And not one body turned up? Very strange.”

"No lie. Don't know for sure about the bodies, though. Tomorrow we start checking back, to seewhat's
on the record.”

"Norm," said Annie, "l thought O'Lochlain told you they just disappeared. If they'd ever turned up
anywhere, his people would have known. Wouldn't they? And held have told you, wouldn't he?!

"Maybe. Tommy'salittle strange.”
As Cash drifted toward deep that night he redlized that John hadn't called. It didn't matter that much this
time, but he was going to have to get onto the kid's case. Otherwise thisthing with Teri was going to

cause problems,

Cash reached work a haf hour |ate because he had driven Tran in for hisfirst day of work and had
gotten, talking with the man's boss.

Tran seemed to have timed his arriva to hisjob, to avoid the gppearance of fre oading.

"Wheré's John, Beth?" he asked as he pushed in. Smith and Tucholski had the squad room thoroughly
fogged d-ready.

"Notinyet."

"Hiscar'sinthelot.”

"Maybe he'sdowngdairs.”

"Maybe. I've got some research to get him started on. Tell him to see me whenever he shows.”

He spent ten minutes reviewing the activities of the previous shifts, then leaned back. It wouldn't be such
abad year after dl. Thefirst quarter had been an anomaly. The heavy casudties had been primarily
drug-related. That war seemed to have settled out now. Even the papers had found more interesting fare.
The remaining nuts, too, seemed firmly attached to their trees.

Next thing he knew, Beth was shaking him awake. "Y our friend from New Y ork just cdled. He saysthe
Rochester placeisacomplete bust if you're looking for something illegd. There's one old man who's

lived thereforever, and that'sit. Just like your Miss Groloch, only this one's never been in any trouble. He
saditd helpif he knew what the hdll you were looking for."



"Ah, the heck with it. Should've known | was wasting my time. What about John™?"
"Not here. Hang on aminute." The phone wasringing.

A moment later, "It wasthat judge. He said he still hasn't made up his mind, but you're getting closer.
Y ou've got him interested.”

"Okay." He eyed Smith, who was sta king around with one cigarette in hand while another smoldered in
his ashtray. The man wastaking to himself.

Everybody had problems.

The temptation to run acrossto the liquor store after a pack of his own was, suddenly, horribly powerful.
"About that dinner | owe you. Would you think | waswelshing if | invited you over to the house?!

She was severa seconds answering. "No, that's okay." She didn't sound enthusiastic, though.

"Hey. Comeon. | oweyou. I'll do whatever you want." He had thought that bringing in another shy
person might liven Tran'swife. The woman behaved like alost soul.

Beth brought a cup of coffee. "I know. Doctor says verboten. But you'd better get it insde you. Hank's
grumbling about whipping the outfit into shape again. What if he catches his sergeant degping on the
job?!

"It'll blow over by Monday. It dways does. Y ou want to dow him down, just look at hisold man like
he'sthe first change you're going to make."

"Damn!" 1t was the phone again. "That thing's been jump-ing off my desk al morning." A moment later,
"It'sfor you. Y our wife."

Hetook it on hisextension. "Y esh?"
"Did John show up thismorning? Carrie just cdled again. He never came home last night.”

Suddenly, Cash was back in that shack in the Ardennes. The Tigers and Panthers were clanking past
with al the sound of hammers pounding the anvils of doom.

The panzergrenadiers, al tough, hard-eyed veterans of five years of warfare, were closing in.
His guts cramped with the fear.

"Norm! What's the matter?"

Two voices said it. He looked from the phone to Beth.

"Oh ... nothing. Jugt... for some reason | was remember-ing the war." Now he was more puzzled than
frightened.

"Is John up to something?" Annie demanded.



"Not now. I'll tell you later. Tonight. Okay? I'll find him. Bye." Teri. Damned, it had better be Teri. "Beth,
would you get ahold of the Post's classfied ad department for me?”

Thosegrim panzergrenadiers stalked forward under the low gray sky, their silence adread contrast with
the squed, clank, and roar of the armor. The young Cash turned the crank on the abandoned field phone,
round and round and round. No one answered.

Who was he cdling, anyway? Hitler himsdl?

He was dead meat. He knew it.

"Norm?' Beth was offering the phone.

"Teri Middleton, please," he croaked, hoping the girl was using her maiden name again, or that therewas
only one Teri employed there. "No, dammit! Thisisn't apersona cdl. Thissthe goddamned police

department.”

He waved Beth out.

The girl was on the linein seconds. " John?"

"Shit," he muttered to himsdlf. "Teri? Thiss Norm. | don't want to pry, but have you seen John?"
"No."

"Look, it'simportant. | want to make sure heisn't in some kind of trouble. We haven't been ableto
locate him since yesterday."

"Wdll, | havent either.”

"Youresure?!

"l said so, didn't 17!

"Shit. Oh, shit."

"Swear to God. Redlly. He was supposed to meet me after work yesterday. He never showed up.”
"Hedidnt?"

"No."

"Okay. Thanks." Helowered the receiver dowly. "What the hell am | going to do?' He looked right
through Beth, who had ignored his directive to withdraw.

"Norm?" She sounded frightened now. "What isit? What happened?’
"It'sJohn. He ... no. | can't tell you yet. I've got to check some things before | tell anybody.” His asswas

going to bein ading. Hewas, voluntarily, going to confessto anillegd entry. "I'll be back in alittle
while"



Hefirst checked John's car. It seemed to bein the same parking space as yesterday, though that wasn't
remarkableinitsdf. Still, no one had seen Hardd. He hadn't signed in, nor had he called in.

A hdf hour later Cash was cruising past John's home. Harad's children were playing in the yard. He
scrunched down to avoid recognition.

Carrie's Plymouth Satdllite stood at the curb. And John's Honda stood inside the open garage, leaning
aganst onewall.

John hadn't gone off to live on the beach a Mdibu.

"Shit." Hisvocabulary had grown terribly limited today, he reflected.

His gutswere cramping again.

The feldwebel with the Winter War patch spun through the door of the shack a second after another
grenadier smacked it with the hed of afield boot. His submachine gun looked like an eighty-eight. Cash
hadn't believed hisfear could grow stronger.

Honking horns and squedling tires yanked him out of the flashback.

He had run astop sign. Death's greedy claws had missed him by inches.

Thebrush calmed him.

He drove past the Groloch house twice. It hadn't changed, yet it now seemed somehow both deadly and
dead.

Anniewould tell himwhat to do.

"What're you doing home?" She had been trying to explain macrameto Tran'swife. The boyswere
watching television and playing chess. Cash had dready discovered, to his embar-rassment, just how
good they were at the latter.

"Honey, | ... 1 think | yanked thetiger'stail onetimetoo many." He collapsed into achair. "I don't know
what to do." He rubbed hisforehead with hisleft hand.

"What isit?" Shewas darmed now.
"It'sJohn. I... I had him snesk into Miss Groloch's place while shewas at the funeral yesterday.”

"Without awarrant? Stupid. Y ou want to blow your re-tirement? Norman, | think you've become
obsessed. When you start cutting corners—"

"Annie. Please. | know all that. That's not the point. It's dready too late to worry about it." His bregth
camein quick, shalow gasps. "It doesn't ook like he ever came out.”

Her jaw hung dack for fifteen seconds. "What?"

" John went in and never came out. Just like O'Brien and O'Lochlain's hoods and that Colin Mearakid."



"Oh. Oh, no. Lord, no. Norm, what're we going to do?'

"I don't know. God. | don't know. | wish | did. But al I can think about iswhat | should've done. I've got
to talk it over with Hank, got to do something...."

Annie sat on the arm of the chair. "Poor Carrie.”
"Poor everybody." The shit was going to hit thefanin abig way. A lot of people were going to get hurt.
"Whatever you do, don't go charging in there after him. Okay? Promise?’

"Honey, | don't think I've got the gutsto go in there again, ever. Under any conditions. I'm scared. |
mean, like | haven't been sincethewar."

The German sergeant relaxed, laughed softly, dragged the pal e youth from behind the heap of broken
peasant fur-nishings. His smile was neither gloating nor maicious. He removed the M1 from Norm's
trembling fingers, handed it to alandser, patted Norm's shoulder. "Be okay, Y ank." He pulled the ration
cigarettes from Cash's pocket, passed them around to his men, stuck one between Cash'slips, put the

re-mainder back where he had found them. He and his men took turnslighting up and warming their
hands at the stove whose smoke had given the American away.

And it had worked out. Six dayslater Cash was holding the rifle and passing out the smokes when
counterattacking Amer-ican troops caught up with them.

But the terror had never let up.

What was Joachim Schleicher doing these days? The stone mason's apprentice who had run away in
thirty-eight, at Six-teen, to enlist and make his contribution to the New Order, had been a bitter old man
at twenty-three. Danzig wasin Poland now, wasn't it? Had he even bothered to go home? Might be
interesting to trace the sergeant someday .

"Norm?"'

"Huh?Oh. Sorry. Funny. | keep getting these flashbacksto thewar. It'samost like I'm living it over
agan."

"Y ou'd better get ahold of yourself."
"I know. | know. | dmost had awreck today. | still don't know what to do.”
"Thereisn't awholelot you can. Y ou just go see Hank. Before you do anything.”

"| told you, I'm not going in there again. Not without an army, anyway. Y ou've got mewrong if you think
I'mahero.”

Le Quyen appeared from the kitchen with ahot cup of tea, which she offered shyly.

"Thank you, Le Quyen. Thisll hdp." And afew sipsdid. "That remindsme. | invited Beth Tavares over
for supper. Been working her pretty hard. Thought that might help makeit up.”

"Maybe. She'd probably appreciate adinner out more.”



"Y ou think so? Would you mind?'

"No. Why should |7

Because she had Monday, when first he had mentioned it. Very much. He didn't comment on her
reversal, though. Over the years he had grown accustomed to her incong stencies, however much they
confused him.

"Okay. You're probably right. I'll talk to her. Poor girl. She's put up with alot thisweek."

"| think you better go talk to Hank."

"l know. I'm gdling. What the hell'sdl that racket?"

Tran's sons sped outside. Quang returned long enough to announce, "Fire trucks." He dashed up the
dreet.

It was Dr. Smiley's house, at the west end of the block. The one with the junglelike yard. It looked like a
bad fire.

It wasthefirg fire on the block snce Cash had moved in.

"Hope he saves his swesaters," Annie observed laconicaly. "What would he do if he had to go around out
of uniform?"

Cash chuckled. Other than for the wilderness state of hisyard, Dr. Smiley was known for wearing
swesater on sweater, year round, al of them in shades of navy blue.

"Maybe you should seeif he needs anything," Cash sug-gested. The man wasn't afriend, but they had
known him for nearly thirty years.

Cash headed for his confrontation with Lieutenant Rail shack.

Theurgeto put it off was so powerful that he drove himsdf straight into Hank's office. Beth tried to stop
him, but he ignored her completely. Thishad to be done before his nerve collapsed.

"Chrigt, Norm, what's up?'Y ou look like hell."
"| fed likeit. | fucked up. | mean dl-time, royally, choco-late-covered, in spades fucked up.”
Railsback did around his desk and gently closed the office door. "Bad?!

"Theword. For dl of us. The whole department, maybe. But especidly for me. And John." Hetold it all
at amachine-gun pace.

Hank surprised him by not blowing up. Beyond agreeing, "Y ou'reright. Y ou screwed up like agrand
champion.”

But Railsback could be that way. When it wastoo late, when the Situation was too seriousfor yelling, he
sometimesdidn't.



"Dad!"

Cash had to repest it adl for Hank's father.

"Y ou gottago in after him," the older man told them.

"l know that," Hank replied. "What I'm wondering is how we can cover oursalves.”

"Say you went in after aburglar reported by an anonymous caler. I'll go over to the liquor store and
mekethecdl."

"That won't mean shit if the ingpector's office starts dig-ging." He was furious behind the calm exterior.
Therewould be hell to pay later. "The first question will be how come Homicide responded to a
B-and-E."

Cash gtared at the worn oak flooring, tracing the dirt-filled cracks. Why hadn't he let go of thisthing?
John. Gonel...

"You an't got no choice

"I know, Dad. | know." Railshack opened the door. "Tavares! Smith! Tucholski! In herel”

Oncethey arrived, packing the room painfully tight, till body heat and increased humidity made the place
atorture chamber, Railsback explained. "Our idiot friend here, the ghost hunter, the flying saucer man,
the part-time time trav-eler, has managed to lose his partner in his favorite haunted house. Were going in
after him. And you ain't telling nobody anything about it, not now, not never, unlessyou get my say-o. It
an't going to belega, and so | mean nobody, or I'll cut your hearts out and have them on my Whesties
with brown sugar. Do | make mysdif clear?’

Everyone nodded.

"Good. Tavares, call downgtairsfor acouple extra shot-guns, tear gas; handy-talkies; vests; the works.
Tucholski, you, Smith, and Dad will take the backdoor. Me, Norm, and Beth will go in from the front."

"Me, too?' Beth asked from the doorway. She had not yet been permitted into the field, though
technically she was adetectivein training. Railsback was that kind of boss. Had she had any gumption,
she could have forced him to stop using her as a secretary.

"Y ou heard me. Thissafamily matter.... Cash!"

"Eh?Sr?'

"Where'syour piece?’

He had to think about it. Contrary to regulations, he dmost never carried his wegpon. Though there was
theriot guninthetrunk of hiscruisecar....

"Inmy desk."



"Youll carry it today. And every day from here onin. Hear this, everybody. Thiss going to be amodel
squad room start-ing now. When the ingpector's office gets onto our case they aren't going to find athing.
| make mysdlf cler?'

He didn't make them sign in blood, but the thought was there.

There were problems with the equipment, but Railsback lied and bluffed. In ten minutesthey were
moving, acar for each group. Cash drove and kept his mouth shut. He wasn't about to antagonize
Railsback. Not even by observing that his hav-ing deputized hisfather was outright illegd.

Smoke hung heavy over the neighborhood. "L ooks like that fireisared bitch kitty," said Cash.

"Don't want to wish anybody misery," Hank replied, "but it'll help. Everybody for blockswill be over
there rubberneck-ing."

Cash parked. Hank wasright. There wasn't a soul on the strest.
"That the place, Norm?"

"That'sit."

"Spooky," said Beth.

They donned protective vests.

"Meand Norm will goin," said Railsback. "Y ou hang on at the door, Beth. And for God's sake holler if
you haveto." He handed Cash a shotgun.

The fear wasthere again.

Beth checked her servicerevolver, alittle frightened, alot awed. Hank used a handy-takieto tell Smith
and Tucholski to bresk in the back smultaneoudly, leaving hisfather to guard the rear.

When everyone wasin position, Railsback ordered, "Go! ™"
Both doors were unlocked.
Cashwentinfirg, low, just likein training. Hank whirled in behind him.

Norm hadn't known what to expect. Anything but what they did find, which was awholelot of nothing
and no one on the ground floor.

"Smith, watch the stairs. Tucholski, cover usfrom the basement door while we go down."

Nothing again.

"Okay, we go up."

The second floor looked as though it had just been cleaned for the benefit of company. Gone were the

bits of dust Cash had spotted during his previous visit. Hank looked puzzled. Cash's fear began welling
up anew. It wastoo late. Way too late for John....



"Third floor now. Be damned careful "

Cash began shaking. Once again he crouched in adark and dusty corner while Deeth stalked him across
acruel French December morning....

Hedidn't know he had fired till Hank grabbed the shotgun. "What the fuck's the matter with you?"
Feet pounded up the dairs.

Smith shoved past, hurtled into the room ahead, yanked curtainsaside. "Ah, shit. A cat. You of fed a
goddamned cat, Norm."

Old Tom, Miss Groloch's sidekick, was splattered al over the bronze-flowered wallpaper.
Cash threw up.

What else could he do to screw up?

"Hey, you guys," Beth called from below. "Y ou dl right? Come on down."

"What're you doing in here?' Railsback demanded. "Get back down there and seeif anybody heard that

"Weve got an emergency cal.”

"Nothing in the attic,” Tucholski reported. "L ooks like she's cleared out. Took the body with her."
"Wed better get out too. Hope nobody's noticed us yet."

That would be too good to be true, Cash thought.

"What isit, Beth?' Railsback demanded.

"Digpatcher caled. They want us at that fire. They turned up some bodies, and the fire department saysit
lookslike ar-son.”

"Bodies?" Cash asked, findly calm enough to talk and think. "Doc Smiley lived by himsdlf. Didn't have
any relatives or anything.”

"Another one?" Smith asked.

"Another what?'

"Old loner.”

"Naw. Thisguy wasweird, but he was okay. A doctor.

Refugee. Came over from Europe someplace when the Rus-sanstook over.... Hmmm."

"What isit?' Railsback asked.



"Just wondering if thereisaconnection. The old lady disappears just when Smiley's house burns down....
Nan, couldn't be. That'stoo far out. Shewas alot older than him. Been here eighty yearslonger...."

"Worry about it later. Let's show over there before some-body starts wondering what we're up to. Hey,
Dad. Come hereaminute.” He had everyone turn in their raid gear. "Put that Stuff in Tucholski's car, then
move it around front. Then keep an eye on the placetill we get back. Let's go, you guys. We might as
well walk. Wewon't get a parking place much closer.”

Hewasright. Thefire-chasers had parked up everything from Russdll on south.
It was bad.

Thefiremen were dill hosing the rubbleto coal it. Though most of the brickwork remained standing, the
house was a complete |oss.

The battalion chief led them around to a basement entrance his men had wrecked. "In there."

Half the wooden parts of the structure had collgpsed into the basement, carrying with them furnishings
from al three floors. Charred floor joists and wall studs lay tangled like giant pickup sticks. Smoke and
steam gtill rose, and the bricks ill held alot of heat. A man couldn't spend much time close enough to
look indde.

There had been citiesin Germany and France that had looked like this.

Had Cash not thrown up dready, he would have now. Smith did. Iron-gut Tucholski, who claimed to
have seen it dl, gagged. Hank refused to let Beth close enough to see.

Parts of two bodies, burned till little but steaming skeletons remained, protruded from benegth the
wreckage. One seemed to be that of achild.

"Smell's enough to gag amaggot,” Hank observed. He held awet handerchief over hisface. To the
battalion chief, "How long before you can sart digging them out?”

"Going to be a couple hours before were sureit's cool enough, and that it won't flare up again. And well
have to scare up acrane.... Jesus, it's going to be ajob. Somebody redly torched it. Whole place
must've been soaked down with gas, it went up so fast. We'rejust lucky thiswas a corner lot and the
one next door was vacant."

"You sureit was arson?”’

"Pogtive. Smdl thegas?'

Railsback sniffed. So did Cash. Both wrinkled their noses. The stench of burnt flesh seemed to override
all other odors. "Mugt take atrained sniffer,” Cash gasped.

A creak and groan came from above. A half-dozen rafters plunged into the basement, kicking up acloud
of ash.

"Back!" someone shouted. "Get back! The whole damned thing'sgoing.”



Hewaswrong. It was just achimney, but the crash was enough to scatter the crowd. Hose teams rushed
to soak live cods exposed by the faling bricks.

"Better keep your people back, Lieutenant,” said the bat-talion chief. "The whole thing might collapse. Or
we might not have the naturdl gasal the way off.... Wish the tourists would go home."

Cash thought they were well behaved. Awe seemed to have held al but the boldest at a safe distance.
The youngsters were the troublesome ones.

He and the other officersformed alittle skirmish line clique before the ruin, staying out of thefire
department's way, ask-ing neighbors their opinions about what had happened. More police, hospitd, and
civil defense types kept showing up. The arson squad descended like aswarm of locusts.

Ten o'clock came. Railsback and Cash were il there. Annie, Tran, and Tran's sons had done yeoman
service run-ning coffee and sandwiches. Tran had even pitched in to help excavate the bodies. The work
didn't seem to bother him. Plenty of practice, Cash supposed.

There were four of them. Not enough remained to tell much just by looking, but they seemed, by Sze, to
have been young.

"You know," said Railsback, "I'll bet they're the oneswho started it. | been talking to people. They say
this Smiley was dways having trouble with kids. They might've been going to show himwith alittlefire
that got out of control and trapped them."

"Y eah? Wheres dl the mothers crying, ‘Oh my baby? The only trouble he had was kids using hisyard
for ashortcut.”

"What kind of guy was he?' Hank asked, watching the last plagtic bag disappear into the last ambulance.

"I don't know. What do you mean? | knew him for thirty years, but not very well. He was a private sort
of guy. Saw him more at the neighborhood association meetings than any other time.”

"l just wondered. Can't tell what it was anymore, but he had alot of strange stuff in his basement.”

Cash shrugged. He hadn't noticed. But he hadn't done much looking. "He says he was adoctor in the old
country. | don't think he ever practiced here. Never did anything but hang around his house and go to
stamp-club meetings. He was some kind of expert on rare stamps. The whole third floor of his house was
filled with stamp abums and books about stamps. Like to drove me crazy talking about it the onetime |
went over there.”

"Y ou see anything strange?"

"No. Except for the stamp collections the house was the same as any other place on the sireet. | never
went in the base-ment, though.”

"Hospital-type stuff. Y egh. That'swhat it was."
"Now you mention it ..." The basement had looked alot like aruined intensive care ward.

"Think he might have been in the abortion business before it waslegd ?!



"Without us ever getting ahint?'

Railsback shrugged. "I'll believe anything anymore. Not much we can do here now. Shit! | forgot about
the Old Man. Smith or Tucholski say anything about taking him in?"

"I don't think s0." Cash wastoo tired to think. And he still had to go back to the station for hisown car.
He handed Hank the keysto the police vehicle. "Why don't you get the car, check on your dad, then
pick up me and Beth at my house?' Beth had fled thither after her first glimpse of aburned corpse.
"Okay."

As Cash gtrolled homeward with Tran, the mgjor asked, “"What became of your partner? Hiswife and
your daughter-in-law were a your house when | returned from work. They were upset.”

"Oh, | don't need that."
"Pardon?’

"I'm wiped out. | don't think | can cope with Carrie tonight." He quickly explained what he and John had
done, and that John had vanished. Just like O'Brien, four hoods, and atwelve-year-old detective.

"And now the woman's disappeared too?"

"Slick. But | got agood ideawhere she went. Hank gives me fifteen minutes tomorrow, I'll find out for
sure. She's got a brother or uncle or something in New Y ork that she doesn't know we know about.
Shell gothere”

Annie had managed to get rid of Carrie and Nancy some-how. He didn't ask, just collapsed into a chair
and listened bemusedly to Beth and Le Quyen, who were carrying on an animated conversation. Friday
would be another dong day, and during it he would haveto tell Carrie the truth.

And Teri, too.

Hislifewasclogng in. Hisjob was polluting it, and he waslosing his zest.

Hedidn't get to bed till one, and then only with Hank's hard, "Bein bright and early, Cash!" 4ill ringingin
hisears.



XXII. OntheZ Axis,
1969-1973;
Huang's Academy

Michael had been there for two years. His teachers had suc-ceeded. He now could not remember ever
having been any-thing but aMaoist. Once, maybe, an unawakened Maoist. But never an enemy of the
people. It had been his awakening socia conscience that had driven him to enlist in theimperidist army.
So he could learn itsways againgt the day the Revolu-tion came.

He could scarcely wait for thewar's end. He dreamed of carrying the truth to family and friends.

He gloried in having been the first American graduate stu-dent, and the first of his class chosen to instruct
his coun-trymen. He was now the official greeter of new classes, and one of the senior American staffers.
From his humble begin-nings here he might one day rise to command an army of liberation.

There wee sgnsthat the potential had begun to develop at home. The marches, the excitement at last
summer's Demo-cratic Party National Convention, seemed so promising. It wastime for aman, an
American Mao or Ho.

Michad believed Huang was grooming him for big things.

The school had aname so typically, so Chinese communigticaly, hyperbolic that Michael found it
embarrassing to repeet. In English it came out resembling: Indtitute of Im-peridist Recidivist Reeducation
for the Purpose of the Es-tablishment of a Peace-L oving Peopl€'s Guided Democratic Republic of the
United States of America. It sounded better in Chinese.

Michael suspected that the director himself found the name both tedious and ludicrous and had chosen it
in hopesthe fascigt intelligence agencies would discount it as afraud or red herring.

The academy's mission was to produce agent-larvae who would, eventualy, devour the rotten fruit of
capitalism from its core outward after their repatriation. Only an honored few men were to be reserved,
a war'send, for later specid em-ployment on behdf of the director.

Michadl's dream of bearing the light to his near and dear was pure fantasy. He aready knew that he was
one of the dect stay-behinds.

What he didn't know was that his selection wasn't an honor. He hadn't been chosen as the American
Mao. Those chosen to remain forever MIA were the mora weaklings, the personditiesincapable of
withstanding the hesat of the forges of pre-Revolution. Michagl had been singled out asaloser, asablade
good for but one stroke. In the long run he was as ex-pendable as a hand grenade.

Let him dream his dreams of becoming mighty among the socidist mighty. They did no harm, and kept
him ussfully eager.

The academy's popul ation was never large, and the ot of a confirmed collaborator was londliness. The
weakness of character that made shifting alegiances easy was such that even defectors secretly loathed it
in one another.

Michadl Cash didn't have asinglefriend insde.



So it wasthat he awaited Snake's arriva with rising excite-ment.

But people change. Time, separation, and hardship devour the commondlities that form the bedrock of
friendship. Michagl and Snake had lived out two yearsin radically dif-ferent environments. They had
worked toward radicaly dif-ferent goals. They were no longer the two pained, frightened, bewildered
Glswho had shared the march up the Ho Chi Minhtrail.

Snake wanted nothing more than to get the essentia spark that was his self through this purgatory
unconquered.

"Hey, man!" said Michael as Cantrell came toward him, down the ramp, benegth the cold-eyed desert
dars. "Hey! Two years."

His pleasure was genuine and absolute. He had missed Snake's stubborn strength. "Redlly good to see
you. How have they been treating you? | heard they gave you to Chico and Fidd for awhile. They tell
me those guys play rough. That'swhy | been busting my asstrying to get you here. Things are better
here. You'l see”

While Michadl's mouth motored, Snake limped aong beside him, following the other new students. The
bone hadn't set properly. The two Cubans, who operated out of their country's Hanoi embassy, had
refused to let the camp doctor see him. Their specidty was breaking spirits. Sometimes they shattered
bonestrying to shatter hope.

They had met their match in Snake Cantrell. Snake hadn't had ahopeto lose, nor anillusiontokill, for a
decade.

He regarded Michadl from the edge of hisvision. His ex-presson remained unreadable. Sometimesiit
threatened to become amusement, contempt, compassion, or sorrow, but always it faded before taking
red life. He spoke only in response to direct questions.

Even there in the night Michadl's appard betrayed him. Spartan, a curious hybrid of Chinese Army and
American work clothing, it did not resemble POW wear at dl. The shiny new fird lieutenant'singgnia
were adead giveaway.

They passed through acamouflaged entrance into along, steep stairwell illuminated by dull red lights
which cameto life only after the door closed. Posters and pennants clung to the pale green flaking paint
on the concrete wals, sad imitations of college dormitory decor. Each proclaimed some gem of genius
from Chairman Mao. Two years of study hadn't made the meaning of most any lessimpenetrableto
Michedl.

Snake broke step, frowned at one especialy foggy quota-tion.

"| think you haveto be Chinese" Michadl observed. Hefelt euphoric, daring. "I guessthefirst thing
should be to show everybody where they bunk. Then you and me can go down to the cafeteria. Shoot
the shit about what's been hap-pening. How long since you've had a cup of coffee? Or bacon and eggs?
Or ared American cigarette? We've got it whipped here, Snake."

It took only minutes to settle the new class. It consisted of just twenty men, and Cash had done most of
the work before-hand. He had tagged bunks and lockers. Issue clothing—sized according to information
received from the Vietnamese—and study materiadswerein place. Soap, towels, blankets, and so forth,
he had placed in the lockers. It was an ingpection-ready barracks. Occupants were all it needed to bring



ittolife
Michagl worked hard, wanting to impress his new masters as much asthe minions of hisold.

"Gentlemen, my nameis Michad Cash," he announced after the men had located their bunks and lockers.
"I'll be your platoon leader during your first week here. The setup is pretty much like your academies,
OCS, or basic. But therell be no sduting. Y our ranks will have no weight. Werre dl equals here.

"Now, today isafree day. Tomorrow we begin orientation. Y ou'l find adaily schedule posted on the
bulletin board. It'll be your responsibility to be at the right place at the right time. The schedule consists of
the usual mix of physical fitness, classroom ingtruction, and testing. In addition, there will be daily periods
of sdf-criticiam. At the end of the week you'll be assigned individuaized courses of ingruction.

"During free time you can wander around, use the library, the rec room, or the cafeteria, asyou seefit.
The Chinese have goneto alot of trouble to make us comfortable. Keep their facilities orderly and clean.

"Inthat vein, you'll find aduty roster posted with the daily schedule. It isn't rough. Comesto about an
hour per man per day. Nor isit rigid. If you want to trade off, it'sdl right with me. Just let me know so |
can pass the word to your super-visors.

"Do the same thing with any problemsthat come up. Most of them | should be ableto handlein afew
minutes. Thisisaquiet, efficient inditution, geared to your wants and needs. Y ou'll find it awelcome

chenge:

Michael had worked hard on his speech, shaping it on the past half-dozen classes. He was proud of it.
Its reward was the doubt and surprise he saw in hisaudience. Each minim of uncertainty wasa
bridgehead for their reeducation.

"Lieutenant.”

IIYS?I

The speaker showed traces of gray at histemples. He was, probably, the senior officer present.
"Where are we? Whét the hdll isthis place?"

The man wasless cam than he pretended. Michael remem-bered his own distress on arriving. Though
the process was smoother these days, the new students were given no moreideaasto their fate. Having

seen fellow prisoners disappear forever, they would bein terror for their jives.

The contrast between violent expectation and apparent pacificity were part of the academy's program to
generate uncertainty.

"You'll get most of your answersin your first classtomor-row. | couldn't tell you wherewe are. | don't
redly know, but we're in the People's Republic of China, somewherein Sin-kiang province. Closer than
that, only the director knows. And hewouldn't tell you.

"Asto what the placeis, it'saschool.” He said no more. They would learn soon enough.

There were more questionsin the same vein. He evaded them. "I suggest you shift into the uniform youll
findin your locker. Shower if you like. Then wander around. Get to know the ingtallation. Signsor the



Chinese staff will let you know-politely—if you're headed into aredtricted area. I'll bein the cafeteria
with Sergeant Cantrd| if anybody needs me. If you smoke, cigarettes can be obtained there, on request.
One of therules, though, isthat you have to smoke them there. Same for food and drink. In the interest
of cleanliness and sanita-tion. Sergeant Cantrell?"

"Let me grab ashower firg, eh, Mike? 'Y ou been here two years. Maybe you forgot what it's like,
amdling yoursdf dl thetime"

Michadl wasfull of talk, bursting with words. He waited impatiently. A Lieutenant Vlassic tried to pump
him, but retreated with an expression of horror when he suddenly redlized Cash'strue status. Hisreaction
didn't faze Michael. He knew histruths better than any new student. Vlassic would be around to hisway
of thinking sooner than he believed pos-sible. Very few men were difficult, and none of those were ever
written off by the director.

Initsgrossest, smplest form, the academy hinged on posi-tive and negative reinforcement. A bell rings.
Salute, get atreat. Fail to do so, receive a shock.

Michael had been agood boy. Snake was one of histreats.

All men arelonely. Each battlesthe londlinessin his own way, comesto termswith it in hisunique
fashion. Michadl's means of fending it off was to befriend newcomers, taking one or two from each class
under hiswing. The relationships never endured, though. He seemed to consume them. Within weeks his
"friends" began evading him, began finding waysto de-tach themsdves from him.

He never learned that the fault was in himsdlf, that he ap-proached the relationships as a spider
gpproaches afly. He sucked their substance and gave very littlein return. Just materia things, or the few
little privileges within his power to grant.

That hewas achronic whiner, and absolutely refused to risk any sdlf-responsbility or initiative, didn't
help. People got tired of listening to him.

"Chrig, that felt good," said Snake, clomping from the shower. "Have to wear anything specid to this
cafeteria? I'm ready for coffee and asmoke. Going to grab al | can before they bring on the
thumbscrews."

"No specia uniform. We only have one, aworking uniform. And it isn't that way at dl.”

Snake gave him hismost cynical look. "Who are you trying to snow?"

Michael shuffled nervoudy, embarrassedly. Some students did have it bad. But they made it tough on
themsdlves.

Cash hadn't ways been a sorry nebbish, nor would he aways be one. Not to his present neurotic
extent.

The long march to prison camp, entirely at the mercy of bruta captors, dodging the bombs, shells, and
ambushes of hisown side, while suffering dysentary and the ravages of tropical diseases, had shaped him
more than any fiveyearsof prior life.

Snake it had only made more the way hewas.



Of the twenty-three prisoners who had begun the trek, only Michaedl, Snake, and three others had
urvived.

In hisway, Cash was tougher than most men. But he couldn't suffer in silence, nor could he take an
uncompromis-ing stand.

For six months he had devoted hiswhole being to surviva. And he had managed. At the cost of having
had his personal-ity hammered to a shape suited to no more noble purpose.

Evangdic espousdl of the Maoist faith was another reason friends didn't last. Americanstend to isolate
and shun zedlots.

Michad, initidly, was as abrasive as a brand new Jehovah's Witness, by damned going to bring sdvation
to the unbeliever even if he had to manage it at bayonet point. Later he learned to pursue more subtle
pathsto conversion.

His evangelism suited the director. New students needed afocus for their hatred. Diffuse, undirected
emoation remained hard to tap, to channd, to contral.

Snake said littletill they had filled their med trays and had seated themselves. He sipped coffee, smoked
haf aMarlboro, stared at histray. "Makes you light-headed after doing with-out for so long. And more
food than we used to get in two days."

"They take good care of us here. Y ou can go back for moreif you want."

IIWMI
"Try those pancakes. Like Mom used to make."

Michael had just begun to appreciate the investment that had gone into this place. Where, in Red China,
did you find acook able to whip up a midwestern breakfast and make it taste lowa on afrosty autumn
morning? Where did you get ham, bacon, eggs, sausage, grits, biscuits, gravy, cornbread, cered, to
prepare to each man's taste? Twenty-four brands of ciga-rettes. Coke, Pepsi, and Seven-Up. Bud,
Busch, Burgie, Coors, Hamm's, Miller's, Pabst, Schlitz, and a dozen others, in abeer cooler that was
open two hours every evening....

All the comforts of home. But no Playboy in the library. No newspapers or periodicasfrom home,
except the like of the Daily Worker, and especidly selected excerpts from editorid columns.

Snake didn't press. He downed half hismeal before noting, "I thought theré'd be more people around.
They kept taking guys out of every camp | wasever in."

Only two Americans not of the new class were around. Like Michadl, they were graduates.

"Thisisjust the orientation center. Only gets used when therésanew class. The main ingalation ishuge.
And getting bigger every day." Chinese lifetermers, condemned to see the sun nevermore, provided the
labor digging the academy ever degper and larger. "We have six nationa divisons, al separate, all
broken up into as many independent sections as are necessary. The American division isthe biggest right
now, but the Russian and Burmese are pretty big too." He frowned, wondering why that should be.
Nobody knew what the hell was going on outside. Theisolation kept you from finding out from anybody
who had been there recently. Guys from the camps only knew what had happened before their capture.



It waslike living on the moon, trying to follow current events through atelescope.

He shouldn't be telling Snake anything. It wasn't hisjob. "Mogt of our graduates go back to specia
camps.”

That hadn't ways been the plan. But the threat of com-mando raids aimed at rescuing POWSs had made
the director decide that someone should be available for recapture.

Then, too, he was unsure of the extent and efficacy of the CIA networksin the North. Hefeared a
constant, unexplained depletion of prisoner populationswould aert the enemy. Asit was, the operation
limped, crippled by balky, obgtinate Viet-namese officials. The middle echelons, it seemed, cooperated
aslittleaspossble.

Security was the reason, of course. Only Ho and Genera Giap had ever been in the know.

Graduates were kept quarantined, doing post-graduate work, being brought ever moreinto line. The
hypnotic treat-ments, needed to make the mgority ignorant of what they were, was delicate, took ages
to perfect, and occasionally needed reinforcement.

Michael spent another hour introducing Snake to his new world.

"Mike, I've had it," Cantrell findly protested. "I've got to deep.”

Cash harkened back to his own long, harrowing planeride. "Sure. | understand. Go ahead. I'll seeyouin
themorning.”

Michadl retreated to his own room, a bedroom-office off the dormitory. He lay on his bunk along time,
daring at the concrete celling.

Snake was gill Snake. He was till Michadl Cash. But Time had been nurturing one of itsinfamous
treasons. The old bond, wrought between men who had helped one another survive a prisonward hell
march, had worn.

He hadn't been there to share and ease the pain when Snake had taken the injuriesto hisleg and soul.
Snake hadn't been here. They just hadn't shared in too long.

A singletear dribbled from Michad'sright eye. He brushed it away irritably. Then he moved to his desk,
to lose himsdlf in hislanguage sudies.

Little of his graduate work was Marxist. The director wanted his speciad men to have skills making them
auitable for the widest possible employment. Michadl was pursuing a cur-riculum ranging from hard
science to the softest libera arts. It was more intense than any he had known in college. And he had his
dutiesaswll.

Thiswas higher education without the beer parties and foot-ball. And girls.

Michadl hardly remembered what awoman was anymore.

In that way the ingtitution mirrored its director thoroughly.



Thefirst classMonday was asimple and honest, if incom-plete, lecture describing the academy and its
purpose. Michad sat at the back and made notes. Each little reaction went down. A committee of
ingtructors would review them before making course assgnments.

The next session was an introduction to Marxist thought. The twenty students fidgeted under a barrage of
ideasthey found offensve. A navy flier named Jorgenson thundered "Bullshit!" during acataoging of the
crimes of American capitdig-imperiaism.

Theingtructor peeped over round-lensed, wire-framed glasses quizzicdly, glanced at Cash, continued.
Jorgenson cameto Michad during lunch.

"Lieutenant, you said tell you our problems. I've got one. The Chink cocksucker on the chow line won't
let me have any coffee or cigarettes. How come? He let everybody dse.”

Cash glanced at the man'stray. Standard meal. Water to drink. Good. He nodded, ignoring Jorgenson's
defiance. "So | see”

"Well, how come? Why me?Y ou said—"

"Medtimes make good times to reflect on our shortcom-ings. On our egoisms and willful errors. Reflect
whileyou et

Michadl caught Snake's thoughtful look. He understood.
Jorgenson atein slence. He had figured it out too.

These early lessons would be gentle, subtle. Resistance, the director felt, could be more easily disarmed
that way.

From that luncheon on Snake was the worst offender. And Cash knew he meant to ease the pressure on
the others. He could handle the shit. It had nothing to do with any feud with the Chinese Communists. He
|oathed them no more than other Statists.

Orientation week dragged.

Michael had atough night Saturday. His assignment recom-mendations were due.

Snake was hisbest friend in thishaf of the world. Not once had Cantrell condemned him for his change
of faith, nor had he been lessfriendly than in the past, despite the new distance between them. But the
man wouldn' |et their friendship shape hisbehavior.

Therefore, Michadl decided, neither could he,

And he had to protect himsdlf....

Hefindly signed that last bitter recommendation.

Snake now faced what the staff called Intensive Reeduca-tion.

Snake, being Snake, would understand. And probably not hold agrudge. He was, himself, adisciple of



the doctrine of doing what had to be done.

Hewas ill in Intensive when, amonth later, on the eve of thearriva of hisnext class, Michad findly
found the nerve to check on hisfriend.

They had put Snakeinto the Crystal Paace, ahexagond, furnitureless, festureless cell where dl the
surfaces were mir-rors. One-way. Snake couldn't see out but his tormentors could seein. Powerful
kliegs pushed enough light through to keep the interior blindingly bright. Sometimes the technicians added
deafening white sound, though they preferred record-ings of Snake's own mad ravings. Sometimes they
turned up the heat, or starved him, or made him do without water. They never actudly touched him, let
him seethem, or did him physical harm. Harm was forbidden by the director. The goa was a broken will,
not a broken body.

He had to be made to feel done. Naked and done. Not astitch of clothing, never ahuman touch or
word. That had pushed many astubborn man past hislimit.

But Snake had been donedl hislife

While he was on ano-deep program the technicians would give him an eectric shock if he threatened to
drift off. Or they might set the gimbled cell dowly spinning and tumbling.

He was supposed to lose his belief in thefixity, the predict-ability of hisenvironment, and in dementary
concepts of fairness. He was supposed to begin hating the men he saw reflected wherever he looked.
Once he wanted rid of the old Snake, the academy staff would begin building him anew one. Inamore
ussful mold.

But Snake had been through dl that before, on his own, and had put himsdlf together in his present form.
"How's he coming?' Michael asked the technician on duty.

"Sow. Can't seem to reach him. He just takesit. Y ou know him. Any ideas?’

"I never knew him under norma conditions. From what he told me, he never lived normaly. Hisfather
was awife-beater, child batterer, and child molester. He just hid back insde himself so far that nothing
could reach him. Before he ever got to high schoal, let dlonethearmy.”

"Isheafrad of anything?'

"Not that | know of. | don't think he even caresif he staysdive. If you kill him, he figures he's beaten you
that way too. He's never had anything to lose. How do you get ahandle on aguy like that?"

"Every man holds something too preciousto lose" The technician consulted his charts, pushed a button.
The Crysta Palace began tumbling dowly. "Next time he passes out I'll move him to the Closet. See how
he likesthat. HE's got me ready to start experimenting.”

"Why not bring him out, shape him up, and run him through orientation again? See how hereectsto a
chanceto get into aless rigorous program. L et the contrasts Sink in. If he doesn't reform, give him the
Closet at the end of the week."

The Closet was acdl sxty centimeters by sixty centimeters by two meters high. Not absolutely
impossible. But dl itsfaces were featurel ess, and there was no light or sound onceits door closed. It had



broken some tough men.

Michael hoped Snake wouldn't have to go in. He dreaded the Closet so much himself that he willingly
risked com-promising himsalf to save hisfriend that hell.

"It might hep. All right. Fick him up tomorrow after-noon.”

Michael scarcely concedled hisrdief.

He owed Snake. Maybe hislife, from the march....

"What're hisinterests? His palitics?"

"Music wasthe only thing he cared about. Only time | heard him complain was when aVietnamese
soldier stole his harmonica He could play the guitar, too, and, | think, the piano. He wasin aband
before hejoined the army. Politi-cally, you'd haveto cdl him an anarchigt.”

"Bakuninite?"

"No. Nothing that nihilist. He just wants government to leave him alone. Not to tax him, or draft him, or
to do thingsto him for hisown good, | redlly don't think he can understand the differences between
Marxism and capitaism. All he seesisthat states are sates. They dl impose ontheir citizens.”

Thiswas dangerous stuff. For his own welfare he shouldn't be saying it, even to express Snake's beliefs.

But the technician just |looked bewildered. The ideas were too dien. Cash didn't go on. It would belike
explaining color to aman blind from birth.

"I'll fix abunk for him then. Tomorrow afternoon, right? Well, I'd better get moving. Got thingsto do
before the plane getsin.” He wanted out before the technician got to thinking that Snake might
contaminate the incoming class.

Michael stared into the Crystal Palace for severa seconds, though, before he left. His gutstightened into
awalnut of agony. Snake, why can't you just go dong? he wondered. Fakeit if you have to, dammit.

He put the thought to Cantrell the following Friday, once it became certain that he faced Intensive again.
Snake was spacy al week. He needed guiding through anything he didn't know as old military routine.
"No," Cantrdl| replied, eyesfixed on some distant illusion of peace.

Cash, perhaps wishfully, had expected Snake to be eager to please after the Crystal Palace. But
obstinance possessed the man. It kept tearing through his remoteness all week.

"Why the hdl not?' Try to hdp aguy...
"l can't.”
"Snake, please!” He fought to keep his voice soft, his ex-pression neutral. There would be observers.

A thin, wesk smile stretched Cantrell'slips. "Thanks, Mike." For an infinitesmal fraction of asecond his



fingerstouched the back of the hand Michael held squeezed into abloodlessfist. Histouch waslight asa
spider'skiss. "You don't understand. Y ou never will. Y ou can't. Not without being me.”

It took Cash two yearsto figure out what Snake had been thanking him for. For Snake's sake that was
just aswell. It would have been used againgt him earlier.

He was thanking Michadl for caring. No onein his past ever had.

Cantrel| did hismonth in the Closeat. Then they dusted him off and ran him through orientation again.
And hefailed again.

Andthey didit al over again.

For Michadl's sake.

Other Intensives were not so favored. Few proved as stub-born.

The pilotstalked agood fight. They arrived bdieving they could hold up. But they didn't havethe
background, the ex-perience, the gamina. A comfortable middle-class American upbringing prepared no
onefor the overwheming psychic pressures of the director's program.

Huang and his minions quietly humored Michad's friend-ship for purely pragmatic reasons. Converts,
even flawed, were going to be too few, too precious, in proportion to the population of their native land.
Statidticaly, it looked like the ingtitute would be lucky to produce a hundred fully employ-able agents for
each year the war dragged on. Many students, though not as recalcitrant as Snake nor asweak as
Michael, just could not be programmed reliably. Thislarge group, therefore, would be activated only in
an extreme emergency.

And of the prime graduates no more than ahandful could be expected to reach critica policy-making
positions. The director couldn't program aman for competence.

So no chance was being overlooked. Especialy as Michagl's evauators had begun to detect ageniusfor
adminigtrating the conversion of his countrymen in their subject, ageniusthey in-tended to tet to its
limits

A leader hewas not. Helacked dl charisma. But, after four years of training, a better pillar for athrone,

or apuppet master pulling strings from behind a throne, Huang could not have asked.

Y et Michadl was never so devout aMaoist that maltreat-ment of hisfriend might not dienate him. That
was one face of Marxism-as-practiced that he just couldn't internalize. He couldn't abandon afriend for
the good of the state.

By then, because of histaents, heloomed so large in the director's plan that he might one day beina
positon to destroy it.

Snake's education, therefore, remained wholly under Michagl's control.
Nevertheless, Snake endured it all—for his own good. Michadl shed histears, but hit the man with every

psychological assault ever devised, every nonlethal persuasion ever invented. Only torture and deeth
were tools forbidden the technicians.



Not only did Snake resst the Maoist faith, he refused to re-cant any other.

So they findly discarded him. But, like a cracked cup that might come in handy someday—yperhaps as
leverage on Michagl—not completely. The director kept him on aback shelf.

Two years later Snake Cantrell wasjust another tunnd miner, fed, worked, and ignored. He had won.
The staff had given up on him. Hisonly service could beto help the academy grow.

While Cantrell hauled baskets of broken rock, Michad studied, trained and administered. He became a
brilliant marksman, superior in hand-to-hand, and, in exercises, reveaed astrong sixth sense for persona
danger. He rapidly soared to the top of the academy's heirarchy. Asthe years marched, he, and the elect
stay-behinds and men who would be repatriated as "live," aware Chinese agents, gradually took
command of the American divison.

In July 1972, Michael assumed the post of director of cur-riculafor the entire ingtitution. He wasthe
senior officer in-sde, answerable only to Huang himself.

His cozy littleworld began fraying amost immediately. The director called within the month.
"Damn Henry Kissinger!" he exploded after breaking the connection.
What was he going to do?

He had known it was coming, someday, but had hoped the petty bickering about table shapes and such
would delay theinevitable alot longer than it had.

Without the war he would be out of ajob.

He summoned his adminidrative assstant. "Dwight, | just talked to the Old Man," hetold Jorgenson. "He
said get ready to close up shop. Peaceis going to break out any day now."

"Weé're going home?' The man seemed to glow.

"That's the word. Maybe as soon as sx months. So we've got to close the American divison down, get
everybody back to the camps, and clean up the evidence." He never mentioned that some two hundred
men would be staying. That would be the most carefully guarded secret of dl. Only those staying would
know. No one had more potentia usefulness, the direc-tor felt, than aman who didn't exist.

"Physical plant shouldn't be much problem,” Michadl mused. "Well just turn off the lights on our way oLt.
Person-nel, though ... bring metheligts. I'll have to work out who goeswherein away that'll maximize
Security.”

"Aren't you excited?" Jorgenson couldn't hold ill.

Michadl could only think of awife and children hewould never see.... Well, he had made his choice. It
was as much for their sakes.... He hoped Nancy would find herself agood man. The kidswould need a
father.... No. No need to worry. Mom would make sure....

He shoved them out of his mind. Remembering hurt too much.



"Of course. My kids ... they'll bein school by now.... But it's so sudden, and there's so much to do. Find
me those ligts, then go see who wantsto claim some of our American space. Samarov has been bugging
me since| took over. Give him anything he thinks Russian divison can use. Check with Burmese and
Indian, too, for sure. They're doing alot of business. Well have a staff meeting thisweekend. | want to
carve up the pie before Peking cuts the budget or moves some other operation in here.”

Michad studied the personnd liststhe rest of that month. Men had to be placed precisdly, according to
their preparation and how knowledgegble they were. The least little error...

Time and again histreacherous eyes stopped &t
37. CANTRELL, A.O. 31407 54 E-5US Army 8 July 67 053 Jan 70
38. CANTRELL, W.J. 05798-69 0-3 US Navy 19 Dec 71 02 12 July 72
An accidentd transposition ...?

And Snake went home while ayoung lieutenant from the last class admitted disgppeared anong the
excavator Ccrews.



XXI1I. OntheY Axis,
1975

Old Man Railshack was prancing like akid in desperate need of avidt to the bathroom. Cash didn't ask
why. He had ar-rived fifteen minutes early, trying to beat everyonein. But Hank had gotten there ahead

of him anyway.

"Comeonin here, Norm," the lieutenant called from hislair.
Cash entered on tiptoe, perpetually poised to flee.

"Sit down. And settle down. The shit ain't going to hit the fan just yet." He shoved the door closed.
"Purely busness”

"Wd|?'

"First, soon as Gardner comes through with awarrant, we start taking the Groloch place apart. Brick by
brick. I got afeding werein for some surprises.” He kept fingering the edges of something that looked
likeavery old, hand-drawn, extremely complicated circuit diagram.

"Huh?Why?"

"Well, | not only got idiotsin my squad, I've got them in my family. After we left for the fire, the old man
tossed the place.”

"But ..." Hewanted to ask why he hadn't been told |ast night.

"Yeah. After | warned him. After what happened to the Kid. After dl the time he spent on the force. But
he hasamind of hisown. And he wantsto help, you know what | mean? To be useful, to impressthe
rest of us. Thistimeit paid off."” Herolled his chair back, opened aside drawer, tossed two large,
stringbound bundles onto the desktop. "He thought these might be important. He's probably right, but not
asright as he wantsto be. A few more nailsin her coffin, maybe."

One bundle consisted of gold notes. Twenties. Cash sus-pected he knew the amount without counting.
The second bundle, far larger, was made up of old letters till in their origina envelopes. Therewere
more than ahundred.

"The counterfeit?' The billslooked fresh, despite their age. Even if they werered, only abank would
accept them.

He picked up ahandful of envelopes after Hank cut the string with hisnail clippers. The lieutenant
admitted that he had been through them aready. Hadn't the man dept at dl?

"A nice collection of covers." They sketched eighty years of turbulent posta history clearly, beginning
with envelopes franked with stamps of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, then stamps of Austriaand
Hungary overprinted Czeskoslovenka, severd dozen regular Czech issues of the prewar period, and, on
the last few envel opes, Sudetenland provisona and stamps of the German puppet-protectorate,
Bohemiaand Moravia Scattered among the predominate PRAGA post-marks were severd indicating
that Miss Groloch's correspon-dent had on occasion wandered into Germany, Poland, Hungary, Austria,
and Romania



"Nothing sncethewar."

"Since beforewe got into it, redly.”

A December 17, 1940, postmark was the most recent. The envelope had been rubber-stamped with
censor marks and numerous backstamps indicating the circuitous routing followed by mail coming out of
the Greater German Reich. The St. Louis backstamp, indicating date received, was March 6, 1942.
Cash opened that one.

"Y our old man can read German, can't he?'

"Y eah. Only these aren't in German. | seen enough when | was akid to know that.”

Cash looked again. "Y ou'reright. Czech? Or Slovak?'

Railsback shrugged. "Whatever they talk over there, | guess.”

"Therearen't any American letters.”

"From what Dad told me about the place he found these, there might have been. He said it looked like
somebody had taken another bundle out of there."

"Shetook them with her." Cash smiled. "Because she didn't want to give Rochester away. She's crafty dl
right. Except that I've dready got the angle on her there. | dready know."

"Which probably means there's nothing in these we can use. Maybe she even left them to distract us.”
Railsback tried to put a rubber band around the envel opes. It snapped, sting-ing him. He cursed. Next
try he broke the pileinto severa bundles. "I'd have you check those billswith your friend the hood, only |
want you checking the airport, bus station, and what not."

" She went to Rochester.”

"Maybe. Check it. Use Beth if you want. Smith and Tucholski aretied up with thisfirething.”

"Hank, | want to go up there."

"Where?'

"New York."

"Y ou've got to be shitting me."

"I meanit. She'sold. Shell go by train. | could take aplane and be there waiting for her."

"And then what?"

He hadn't thought about it. "I don't know. Maybe bluff her...."

"Arent you alittle scared? | mean, she's burned seven or eight guys aready.”



"No." Hesad it with surprise. "No. Y ou know, | think the house made the difference. | fed like I'vewon
just by getting her out of it."

"Yeah?Wdll, get on the road. | want to know how sheleft and where she went."
"I'm going up there, Hank. If | haveto pay out of my own pocket."
"Y eah. Sure. Meantime, get onthejob | just gaveyou.”

Beth had arrived while they were closated. Cash whigpered with her for aminute, then turned to Old
Man Railsback, who was grinning. "Bad asme, en?”’

The elder Railshack chuckled.

"Y ou're not doing anything this morning, you can do me a couple favors.”

"Makeit down to St. John Nepomuk Church, Twelfth and Lafayette, and seeif the priest can put you on
to anybody who could trandate those letters for us. Then take one of those bills down to the Feds and
seeif it'skosher. Only one. We don't want them grabbing the whole damned pile yet."

"Okay. It's something to do."

Damned but it was going to be rough learning to do without John. He was going to have to do hisown
leg work.

Cash followed hisrailroad hunch and visited Union Station first. And yes, the ticket agent remembered
thelittle old lady with the foreign accent. But he didn't remember where she had gone. The Amirak ticket
records—of course—were screwed up beyond hope.

"That'swhat you get when you let the government fuck around with things," Cash grumbled as he walked
back to hiscar, arail schedulein hand.

She had pulled out Thursday morning. Assuming the usua foul-ups and delays, aplane should get him
into Rochester well ahead of her.

He paused to call Beth. "Norm. Y eah. | wasright. She took thetrain. No. Hold off telling him. I'm going
to dide homeand tak it over with Annie. And I've till got to tell John'swife. Y ou make my reservation?
Good girl. Talk to you later."

"Y ou get suspended?’ Annie demanded when he popped in. She had been watching Tran, who wasto
work the evening shift today, engage his elder sonin agame of chess.

"No. | just snuck away. Wanted to tell you that I've got to go to New Y ork."
"New Y ork? When?'

"Tonight."



"Whét the hdll for?'

"Because that's where Miss Groloch went. She took the Amtrak. I'm going to be in Rochester waiting
when she getsthere”

Annie's eyes narrowed sugpicioudy. Her mouth tightened into aseverelittle red scar. "This Hank's idea?!
"No."

"I didn't think s0. Are you nuts? Just have the Rochester police pick her up.”

"I know. | could. But | can't. It's something I've got to do. | don't know why. Cadll it an intuition.”

"I'll call itwhat it is. It'sadamned fool obsesson iswhat, Norman."

"L ook, dammit, that witch probably killed John. John Harald. Remember him? Michadl's best friend?
And it looks like shelll get away withiit, just like al the others. Into her house and good-bye world.”

"Cam down, Norm."
"No. | won't. I'm pissed. At me, a her, a adamned system that can't keep her from doing it again, at
everything. John was my friend, Annie. Theleast | can do is save Carrie from having to go through the

same shit asNancy."

"Come on. Be reasonable. Y ou can't go roaring off up there like some Wild West bounty hunter. They
only do thingsthat way in Clint Eastwood movies."

"I know. | know. Beth's making arrangements through Frank Segasture. The guy | met during the FBI
course back when. Y ou remember. We went clubbing with him and hiswife after we graduated. The one
who awaystalked about hisunclein Miami. I've got it al worked out.”

"I'll bet. Y ou're dways jumping in without looking."

"l just wanted to tell you so you could get my things together: clothes; traveler's checks; my checkbook;
some cash...."

"You'vegot it al worked out. Sure. Sometimes you're worse than aten-year-old.”
Oh, she sounds hitter, Cash thought.

"Y ou bothered to tell Carrie yet? That's your job, you know."

"l haven't. Not yet."

"What about hisgirl friend?’

"Huh?What girl friend?"

"Don't be coy with me, Norman. | can il figure things out for myself sometimes.”

"Yesh. Wdl."



" "Yeah. Wdll." Well tak about it sometime. Right now you'd just better get back to work and forget
about going any-where."

The phone rang. Annie turned to answer it.

Cash headed for the door. This battle he would fight later, when the odds were better.
Tran followed him.

"Sergeant?”

"Uhm?'

"| wanted to tell you that | understand. About your need to go to this place Rochester. I'll try to explain if
you like. And will go with you if you wish."

"What? Oh. Thanks. Don't bother. Nothing gets through when she'sin that mood." He paused. Their
eyesmet.

Tran smiled. "1 would pay my own way. I'm not destitute, just without possessions.”

Y es, Cash thought. Like many of his compatriots, Tran had managed to bring some gold out. No great
fortune, but afair stake for the new life.

IIWMI
"Cdll it curiogity. Thiswoman intrigues me. Y our wife alowed meto read the papers you have here.”

"Shedid, en?" Cash shrugged. "Y ou'd be wasting time and money. Anni€'s probably right. Thewhole
ideaiscrazy."

"I don't think so. There are SO many strange facets to the case. The denouement is sure to beinteresting.
And unex-pected. | would like to be there when the piecesfindly fall together.”

"What about Le Quyen?'

"Shewill understand. She knows me. | won't be surprised if she packs for me without my saying a
word."

"Norm, you'd better take this," Annie shouted from in-side.

"Can't stop you from coming. Y ou want to throw your money away, too, I'll be glad to have you. Folly
loves com-pany as much as misery does.”

"Normen!"
"I'm coming. Whoisit?'

"That flaky nun. She's been trying to track you down. | can't make any sense out of what she's saying.
Something about teeth and the body wasn't her brother after al.”



Cash took the receiver. "Sister? Sergeant Cash.”

"Sergeant, it just came to me when Sister Magdalena said she had to go to the dentist because shehad a
toothache.”

"What?'
"That dead man wasn't Jack. | know that now. What should | do?*
"Easy now. What made you change your mind? Y ou were so sure...."

"I know. | was positive. Till | thought about teeth. | just remembered when Sister Magdaenasaid that.
The dead man had perfect teeth.”

"Y@l

"Jack's were terrible. He had toothaches dl the time. L ots of cavities. He dways smelled like cloves. But
he wouldn't go to adentist.”

Casn felt no eation. He no longer much cared about O'Brien. He was preoccupied with John and Miss
Groloch.

"Thank you, Sister. My lieutenant will be glad to hear this. It'sthe kind of proof he's been wanting.”
"But what should | do?"

"About what?'

"That man. | paid for hisfunerd. | had to borrow from the convent.”

Hedidn't think there was anything she could do. She had claimed the body. "L et me ask some people
who might know. I'll call you back as soon as| know anything."

Hanging up, he announced to no one in particular, "Back to square one. We don't know who the dead
guy isanymore. Shit."

"Norman!"

"Get off my back, will you?'

Annie backed away. Cash seldom lost control. She didn't know what he would do.
"I'm going back to the gtation. | want my stuff packed when | get home."

He knew it would be ready. And he knew there would be a battle royd al the way to the airport. He left
without another word.

Tran joined him. Cash said nothing, just waited while the man fastened his segt belt.

Beth raised an eyebrow when they marched in.



"Volunteer," Cash explained.

"Norm?" Railsback called.

"Yegh. What?'

"Want to come here aminute? Ah. Hello, Mgor. Y ou get anything, Norm?"
"Likel said, shetook thetrain."

"Whereto?'

"Theticket records were screwed up.”

"That figures. Let the government run something ... | got about seventy leagues of legwork for you. We
came up with something interesting from thet fire."

"Fire? Shit. Let Smith and Tucholski handleit. I've got my own case.”
"L ooks like the same one now."
"What?' Cash dumped into the one extra chair.

"The coroner's office was on the horn while you were gone. They wereraising hell about ustrying to run
the same corpse through twice."

"Huh?'

"One of those four bodieswasin halfway human shape. The coroner clamsit's the guy we aready hed
50 much fun with: OBrien.”

"Can' be. | wasthere when they planted him. | even got alook at him in the casket before they put him
down."

"I know. And you're going to make sure nobody dug him up again. And then you're going to run down
thislist and find out how and why your doctor friend was spending so much money."

Cash accepted awrinkled sheet of typing paper covered with tiny, difficult handwriting. Business names
with dollar amounts beside them. Large dollar amounts.

"Looks like he had money up the yang-yang," Railsback observed.

"Yeah. | figured he had some. He had to be able to afford some of those stamps. But not where he could
lay out a hun-dred grand in one chunk....\Whered you get this?'

"Some kid found it in the parkway. Must've blown out dur-ing the fire somehow. Kid tried to giveit to
Tucholski. Thought it might be important, on account of the numberswere so big. Tucholski did like he
always does when the peasants get in the act. So Smith took it so the kid's feelings wouldn't be hurt. He
got to thinking it might give usaclue after he looked it over.”



"Theresapattern, | think. The places| know here dl sdl hospita stuff.”
"That'swhat Smith thought. But what about the others? Can't figure out who half of them are.”

Beth leaned in. "I just talked to Smitty. He's been digging around in the garage behind that place that
burned down.”

"y
"He found thisthing he sayswould look like azeppdinif you blew it up.”

"A zeppdin? What the hdll doesthat have to do with anything?”

"Y ou're the lieutenant. | guess he figured you'd know what he was talking about. He didn't tell me.”

"l know," Cash declared.

"So suill it," Railsback grumbled.

"Oh, no. It'sso smpleit's beautiful. So Smplewe never thought of it. Y ou figure it out for yourself. When
you do, you'll have abig chunk of the origind puzzle." He dipped thelist into ashirt pocket that dtill felt
empty without its pack of cigarettes. "I'm on my way to the cemetery.”

"Bagtard.”

"Not anymore. Mom and Dad got married last week."

Tran followed Cash. In the parking lot he asked, "It was a zeppdin?'

"Or something enough like one to make no difference.”

"Onerétiona explanation, then. Perhgps more will fol-low."

"I hope”

The grave hadn't been disturbed.

"WEell, | expected it. Thisthing dways seemsto teke thelesst likely dternative,” Cash grumbled. "One
mystery solved, so we get abigger one.”

He began hisrounds of the identifiable busnessesontheligt.

Again and again people made him wait. Once, for an hour. Therecords, wherethey existed at all, were
buried deeply.

Smiley had made the most of his purchases during the period 1957-1964.

Y et the noted pattern proved out. Medica supplies, ad-vanced surgica equipment, life-support systems,
big stuff, ex-pensive.

"Wheat the hell does aretired doctor do with an eectron microscope in his basement?' Cash asked at one



point.
Tran could suggest no reasonable answer. The saleswoman just looked blank.

Y et Cash began to suspect something underneath, began to catch whiffs of the spoor of aquarry that
was ashaggy old beast his detective's nosejust couldn't identify. V ague sketches of its silhouette formed
and unformed in the cutting rooms of his mind. Something Annie had talked about? Something from an
article he had read? The harder he chased it, the more easily it duded him. Thiswas going to belike
fox-hunting without hounds. The only way he was going to caich it was come stumbling over it
accidentaly, when hewas|ooking for something ese.

But he couldn't ignoreit. It lured him on, capturing hisimagination the way that one specid perfume does
when worn by the right woman.

It was getting near shift's end when they returned to the star-tion. They ran into Hank outside.
"Got any thing?' Railsback asked.

"Nothing to taketo court. | don't think. Just about every ouitfit | could track down sold him stuff that hed
to do with medicine, surgery, biochemica research, like that. Except thistent and awning company. That
must have been the balloon. And this éectronics supply outfit. The entry there hasto be along-term sum.
They didn't keep records, but the guy knew Smiley when | described him. Said he's been coming in for
twenty years. But he didn't know what Smiley was up to. Thought he was some kind of crackpot
inventor trying to build a perpetual motion machine or something.”

"Yeah," Railsback grunted. " Smith has anut theory.... Tucholski found out from Arson that they think the
guy torched the place himself. He bought gas and gas cansright there at that station by your place.
Meaning he didn't give adamn if we found out. Meaning getting whatever got burned up burned was
more important than having us after hisassfor arson.”

"Hard to burn abody bad enough so nobody'll know it was one.”

"I've been thinking about that. A doctor would know that, wouldn't he? Wouldn't that mean he wastrying
to cover up on something else? Anyway, we got some more on the bodies. Ex-cept for age, they could
al bethesameguy.”

"No." That nagging scent again, that glimpse of the shaggy beast rustling the brush in the distance.
"Everything says so. A fingerprint, teeth, bones.... None of them guys ever broke abone."

"Teeth. That reminds me. | talked to that nun this morning. She cadled me. She said shejudt redized that
the dead man couldn't be her brother after al, because her brother had rot-ten teeth. The dead man's
were perfect.”

"They dl have perfect teeth. That's got the coroner's office wondering too. Four guys, dl aike, and none
of them ever had acavity."

"Maybe they were brothers. Maybeit's heredity. | knew aguy inthearmy.... Look, you think there's any
way Sister Mary Joseph can get her money back from the city?"

"For what?'



"For burying thewrong man."

"Shit, Norm."

"l didn't think s0."

"She shouldn't have claimed him. She should've known better. It's her own fault.”
"Okay. You don't haveto get hodtile.”

"I'm heading for the Rite-Way. Y ou want anything?"

"I'll grab something when | get home.”

"Home?Who's going to have time to go home? We're stay-ing on this till—"

“But I've got to catch aplane.”

"Yeah?' Railshack turned and trotted into the street, dodg-ing the afternoon traffic.

Cash watched, temper rising. Who the hell did Hank think he was shoving around? ... He stlamped into
the gtation.

"What'sthe word, Beth?'
"Y our wife caled. She said to remind you to go see Carrie Harald. Hello, Mgor."

"Ah, shit. | keep forgetting. Now I'm going to be late to the airport. She's going to carry on dl night, and
make mefed like shit every timel try to leave.”

"Wasn't going to be any trip anyway."

What?"

"Hank made me cancdl it."

"Hewhat?' He was shouting. " Sorry. The son of a bitch.”
"Hemade medoit. Made it an order."

"Annie have anything to do with it?"

"l don't know."

Shewaslying. He could tell.

"I'm getting goddamned tired of people deciding thingsfor me. It's been along time since me and Hank
had a knock-down drag-out.”

"Better be careful. He can have your badge any time he wants. Anyway, | made new reservationsfor



Sunday. At four-twelvein the morning. I'm sorry. That wasthe best | could do.”

His anger weakened. "Okay. Thanks. At least I've got you on my side. What's been going on?"
"He's got awhole mab of volunteers coming in. He isn't fooling around. He's out for blood.”
Old Man Railsback camein. Helooked dead on his feet.

"Sergeant,” said Tran, "I haveto go. Since were not going to Rochester, 1'd better go to work.”
"Sure. Give me acouple minutes, then I'll run you out.”

"No need. I'll call acab. You havetoo much to do here."

Cash fdt obligated to argue, but couldn't work up much fight. He had too much on his mind. He forgot
Tran the mo-ment the door closed behind the man.

Norm whedled on Old Man Railsback. "What have you got?"

The man heaved asigh, opened one eydlid. ™Y ou were right. The money was homemade. The priest says
helll dig up somebody to read the letters. They are in Czech. And the house looks clean. So far.”

"Hous=?'

"Henry's got me over there as ramrod emeritus. We ain't found much, except that she was awful
interested in doctor-ing. There're medical books and journals tucked away al over the place. They go
back along time.”

"More medicine? That the connection with Smiley?!

"Got me. I've got the feding the answer's there, though. If we recognize it whenwerunintoit. | guess
with fifteen, twenty experts tearing the place gpart, somebody is bound to."

"Hank's pushing awful hard, isnt he?'
"Can't blame him, can you?"'

"Guess not. Beth, can you get methe Post classified depart-ment? Ask for Teri Middleton. And tell
Nosey Parker it's police business.”

"Right."

Asshedided, Cash added, "When you get aminute, hon, seeif you can add another reservation to mine.
Mg or Tran wantsto go with me."

For an instant she looked shattered.
Whét the hdll? he thought.

Lieutenant Railsback backed through the door, armsfull. "Dinner on the boss," he announced, dumping
hisload atop Beth'swork. "Got at |east one of everything here. Grab whatever you want. How'd it go,



Dad?'
"Not much yet. But we haven't redly gotten going.”
Beth offered Cash a phone as he was about to jump Hank for having messed with his reservations.

"Teri? Sergeant Cash again. | know you haven't seen him. Look, can | see you after you get off? Y eah.
It'simportant. No. No problem. My lips are sedled, asthey say. Okay. I'll pick you up then."

In the background, Hank was telling Beth, "Y ou'd better go home, Tavares. Get agood night's deep. |
want you to comein tomorrow, and it might be along day."

"I want to go with Norm to see John'swife. It'd help to have awoman there.”

"Suit yourself." Railsback was too preoccupied to growl about being contradicted. "Dad, | dont likeit
when my people get shit on.”

Cash hung up, grabbed something from the food heap, dipped into his own cubicle to ponder how best
to break the newsto Carrie and Teri.

"Henry, you can't drop everything because John disap-peared.” To Cash this sounded like the
resumption of an in-terrupted argument. ™Y ou know there's a chance he just took off because he's having
trouble with hiswife."

That old man sees and hears alot, Cash thought. And it's hard to tell what he knows. He just Sitsthere
like he's deegping, and never says anything.

"Y ou said that before. And you told me about the girl, too. And she ain't got nothing to do withit. Y ou
heard Norm talk-ing to her."

"Maybe. And maybe shelied.”

Cash took a savage bite from a cheeseburger. Suddenly, everybody seemed to know everything about
everybody ese's business. What do they have on me? he wondered.

Just thinking about it made him fedl naked.

"Look," Railshack continued, "I ride these guys like abronc-buster. And they put up with it because we
get results. That makes mefed like I've got obligationsto them. I've got responsibilities.”

Hisfather chuckled. "And that's why the captain calsyou The Prussian. Y ou think these are the Middle
Ages? Noblesse oblige, and dl that? One of your tenantsisin trouble, so you drop the king's business
while you save his ass? John's past saving, Henry. He's just another piece of the king's business now."
"Who taught me?'

"Touché. But I'm just a burned-out old has-been. Y ou ought to know better.”

"Pop, | can't cal it off now. Weve come to the narrow passage. We can't turn back."

"I know. And I'm proud of you. But somebody hasto play Jminy Cricket around here.”



"And somebody hasto do thetilting at windmills. Norm can't carry that load by himsdf anymore.”

"l just want you shouldn't forget what happened when Pandora opened that box."

"Sure. Theré's going to be astink. Bleeding hearts up the yang-yang. The inspector's office on uslike a
snake on shit. Wdll, I'll give them something to sink their teeth into. | just hope those guys who make
careers out of handcuffing us get an ideahow hard they makeit for usto protect them.”

"They won't even seeit.”

"Yeah. | know."

Poor Hank, Cash thought. His city, hisempire, isunder sege. HEsjust like poor old Bdlisarius, rushing
hither and yon in afrenetic, foredoomed effort to beat off the barbarians. And he doesn't doubt for a
minute that his Justinian, the public, will reward him askindly for hisfaithful service.

The Emperor had had Belisarius's eyes put out and had |eft him to beg at Constantinopl€e's gates.

And John and I, his centurions, have been wasting ourselves for months, chasing Miss Groloch. What
harm could one little old lady have done the generd welfare? If we had |eft her done, John would be here
NOW....

Wejust had to keep onttill it caught up with us, didn't we?

"What do you think really happened to the Kid, Pop?"

"Thetruth?| think he's dead.”

IIWI,.V?I

"Because he wasn't thefirst. Otherwise, I'd put my chipsonthegirl friend.”

The phonerang. A moment later Beth announced, " Ser-geant Kurland says there'saman from the
government on hisway up here.”

"What kind?"Hank asked.

"Hedidn't say. Except he wantsto talk about Dr. Smiley. And he doesn't look like he'sfrom the FBI."
"Shit, what're we into now?"

"No imagination, that man," Harald had said of hisboss. But he had been wrong. Dead wrong.

Henry Railsback's problem, in Cash's opinion, was a sur-feit, not a paucity, of imagination. Norm had
been acquainted with the man since high school, when Hank had comein with one of the police public
relations teams. Norm had expressed an interest in getting into police work. Hank had taken him around

on afew of hispatrols.

Cash knew things he had never told John.



Hank's hadn't been a happy youth. His mother had been aviolent acoholic. Hisfather, so much like the
man he himsalf had become, had been too timid to spend much time in the bit-ter trenches of the home
front.

It had taken the death of Abigail Railsback, in awrong-way auto crash, to bring father and son together,
watering agrave with tears, raising alate-blooming relationship.

The boy Henry, even as ayoung officer, had hidden in the worlds of comic books, pulp magazines, serid
movies, and daydreams. He had gone adventuring across landscapes of il-lusion because, for him, redlity
was a colorless desert. By tak-ing to wife the first woman willing he had firmly established amarriage that
soon had become a Sahara of misery.

He had dreamed great dreams then, had Henry Railsback, and within hismind he till conquered nations
and continents, pitched no-hitters, outdrew the fastest guns.... Though now he now longer possessed a
shred of hope that such things could cometo be. Time pulled down hopes and optimismslike wolves
coursing round the flanks of the herd.

Andinred life he seldom risked his precious self by testing the limits of his competence. Hefeared it
would not measure up even to hislow expectations.

Cash knew, and understood. Because Hank's story was not much different from his own. Just longer and
alittle more up and down.

In externals Hank had learned to cope by becoming an arch-conservative, a champion of null-change, a
messiah of don't-rock-the-boat.

Hedidn't want challenges. He was afraid he couldn't handle them.

But he could face them when he had to, or when he became angry enough.

Hewas angry enough now. Harald's disappearance had set himto flailing out in every conceivable
direction, to calling in favors due, to pursuing every theory, no matter how much it might pain his
prejudices and preconceptions.

It was, in great part, an overresponse to years of frustra-tion.

The "government man" arrived, after having wandered haf the gation in search of the Homicide office.



XXIV. On the X Axis;
1975

Dr. Smiley fit hisnamethat chill March evening. He hummed as he pottered around his basement, hunting
that |ast over-looked detail. It wasthelittle thing that aways proved critical.

So many years of work findly coming to culmination. So much patient investigation. So much money. He
admitted it: he had had alot of luck: the discovery of the woman's|etter when he was a boy; the chance
encounter with Fian in Prague, and the equaly unexpected discovery of Dungjcik. And now, despite the
crudity of hisequipment, hisfirst clone had cometo term perfectly. It had been out of the amniotic bath
only aweek, yet was taking baby food aready. It was a strong, healthy beast.

Smiley peeped through a curtain.

Snow for sure. Maybe there was a God after dl. If so, he must be a security man at heart. Hewas
certainly bringing everything together perfectly.

Smiley had feared he would haveto put up with an adult-szed infant till next winter.

Thiswas going to be sweet. Much more subtle than that clumsy business at Lidice. Definitdy worth the
wait.

He stared at his creation. It was awork of genius. Sheer genius considering the quality of the available
hardware. The years and changes hadn't robbed him of histalent.

He applauded himsdlf dmost congtantly. By damned, he was going to pull it off! A plot so ddlicate and
complex that he was congtantly awed by his own temerity.

Finding the man's nearest living reative. What a hunt that had been. Then he had had to become a
respected member of her church. Finally, the time had been right to offer hismedical servicestothe
convent.... He lacked alicense, but there hadn't been many questions. It was a poor parish.

Such joy he had known the day he had brought home the blood-stained paper towel she had used to
stop anosebleed. Cells enough for athousand clones. With alittle ingenious gene sculpture using a
half-million dollars worth of equip-ment, he had produced amale embryo.

Ah, thefortunes he had had to spend. But it wasworth it. Definitely worthit.

The corpse would cause an uproar so mighty that she would have to runto Fid.

It had cometo that. He had gotten nowherein his search for the last Groloch. If only he could have
gotten to Fian'sthings at Lidice.... But the security police would have cut him up for fish bait.

Spooking Fidawas the only way |eft. She would know where to find the man—if hewere diveat dl.
Smiley could not accept the possibility that one of his enemies might have escaped him through degth.
No. Therewas order and justicein this universe. The man was hiding. When the fire got intense enough,

Fidawould bolt for the same cover.

Smiley was enjoying himsdlf hugely. For thefirst time since the Uprising, he was having fun.



He heaved the clone into the power wheelchair. The other four ... well, he would have to do something.
After he saw how thisworked out. He wouldn't need themif it clicked. He began whistling while he
dressed his homemade stalking horse.

Thewhed chair could climb steps. It was the fanciest avail-able. He had practiced leaving the basement
with a sandbag as passenger, but never with ahuman body. He anticipated snags.

There were none. The chair climbed dowly but perfectly.

He opened his garage and dragged the uninflated mini-blimp into the dley. The clone sat slently,
motionlesdy, the only sign of life an occasond shiver.

Smiley had cometo the tricky part. It was Hill early. If anyone spotted him, or hisairship, before the
snowfal cut visibility and stopped treffic ... If he erred during histwo block flight and crashed the damned
blimp ... If therewerelightning inthe storm....

He shouldn't have used hydrogen. Too dangerous.

But he wouldn't have gotten enough lift from helium. The airship wastoo smdll.

It would work out. It had to. He had invested too much time and money and energy, had taken too many
risks, to have it sour now.

It hummed aong smoothly. The gas bag filled. He man-handled hisunnatura child into the gondola,
clambered in himsdf. Everything wasin place. Thelittle sngle stroke engine began purring firs try. The
breeze el off to nothing asthe snowfdl grew heavier.

Hetook the ship up. It responded as perfectly asit had dur-ing test flights on the small farm he owned a
hundred miles south of the city. There was one minor mishap, when the ship nudged the sky-clawing
fingers of agigantic sycamore, but the incident scarcely dowed him. He navigated by the lights of the
houses, clearing their rooftops by a scant ten feet.

Soon he was over the dley, anchored to an em. Helowered the clone. The snow was so dense he could
hardly discern the ground, though a streetlight stood fifty feet to the west.

Excellent.

The clonetried to walk, asits muscles had been taught. But when the breakaway harness cut loosg, it
collapsad.

Smiley amed his crude sonic weapon. The clone twitched, squirmed, died.
They would think it had been shock.
Heflew hometo await developments.

But it didn't work out the way he hoped. After momentary excitement, everyonelost interest. Even Fiaa
misnterpreted the message he had thought implicit in the body's appearance.

Maybe he was being too subtle.



Wi, he dill had four soldiers deeping in the womb. He would put them in one by onetill the police had
to lean on somebody. An apparently endless column of O'Briens had to break things open.

Meanwhile, his detective agency watched the woman around the clock.

The bregk came only after months of waiting. The warning that something unusud wasin the wind came
when sheleft her home to make aphone call by daylight. Smiley fired up his cranky old '53 Dodge and
listened on CB channd nineteen.

His detectives did thetailing. He dlowed them to guide himiin.

A funerd. For the clone.

He acted on impulse, alowed himsdf to be seen.

He hadn't wanted to do it that way. But she just hadn't got-ten the message of the time-traveler corpse.

He felt the eectricity. She had recognized him as surdly as he had recognized Dungjcik. Maybe there was
some sort of persondity field which grew more intense with time....

Smiley began moving the moment he got home. There wasn't much left to do. He had been at it for
months. He boxed the remnants of his stamp collection and sent them out by UPS. He watched the truck
leave with afeding of empti-ness. It might be years before he found timeto relax again. It could bealong
chase, police wolves nipping his heds al theway. And he had had to sell so much to finance hiswork.

Thoselittle bits of paper with their quiet story of human communication were the thing he could love, the
one thing he could worry about, cherish and preserve. It was an odd sub-limation, though not unusua,
and even he recognized that strange twist in his character.

The crisis had come on unexpectedly. Now there would be no time to dispose of the redundant clones,
nor to dismantle and disperse the lab. He had planned to bury everything on hisfarm. But the detectives
said the woman was in a panic, ship-ping out boxes and bags dready. He would have to take drastic
steps.

He had the nearby service station deliver ahundred gallons of gasolinein avariety of gas cans purchased
from the auto parts shop next door. A big, hot fire should erase the most im-portant clues.

All he needed was a head start anyway. Two days and there would be no way they could track him. He
had been a step ahead for ages.

Hewasinahotd in New Y ork City when hisagency in-formed him that his quarry'sfind destination
appeared to be Rochester. She had stopped making transfers there. Within the hour he was headed
northin his chartered Lear jet, nerve endstingling.

Thefina reckoning was a hand.



XXV. OntheY Axis,
1975

The government man resembled those aways seen in the com-pany of presidents. Not the politicos but
the hired guns, the bodyguards. Hard. Late thirtiesto early forties. Conservative suit and haircut. A
Teutonic solidity of build, like the man on the SSrecruiting poster. A face that might shatter if forced to
smile. He had astring of degrees, certainly, and as certainly was more intdlligent than ninety percent of
the population.

But there was a cold about him, a permafrost benesth a sur-face that thawed only to order.

How come they never pick wimps? Norm wondered. Y ou can spot these guysamile avay. They have
that hard, Ger-manic look even when they're as black asthis clown.

Thevigtor's character, however, didn't match Cash's pre-judgments.
"Lieutenant Railshack?' he asked uncertainly.

"Here" Hank raised ahand.

"Hi. Name's Tom Mdone. Centrd Intelligence Agency." He extended his hand.
Railshack said, "Huh?" as he shook.

Interestinger and interestinger, Cash thought, changing his attitude. Must be an upfront guy. Pretending a
need for another cheeseburger, he moved out to Beth's desk.

"FBI saysaman wereinterested in, the one called Smiley, ison the move."
Hank didn't seem quite able to get a handle on what was happening.

"Maybeyou could fill usinalittle?" Cash suggested, glanc-ing at the letter the man offered as
identification. Did it mean anything? Agency people wouldn't carry membership cards.

But why on earth would anyone come here pretending to be one?"Like why you're interested?”
"There's been atag on hisfile for twenty-five years. Sus-picious dien. When you regquested the records
search, their computer whistled. The word drifted over to Langley that he was up to something. The
timing wasinteresting, So my boss sent me out.”

"Wewant him for arson and murder,” Railsback said." "That's not spy business.”

"Could be. I'm hereto find out. If | can.”

"How come you?' Cash asked. "I mean, with al the stink about you people sticking your nosesinto the
public'sbusiness...."

Malone shrugged. "I don't make policy. I'm just agofer. | go where they send me."

"Henry," Old Man Railsback observed, "thislooks like the time to play one hand washesthe other.” To



Malone, "We may be able to help each other.”
Cash agreed. "Td| usabout Smiley."

Malone examined each of them closely. Checking for Rus-sans?"Weve got afat file. Mostly
speculation. It goes way back.

"See, he did somework for usin Audtriaright after the war. It didn't turn out. There's achance he sold us
out to the Rus-sians. We do know he did some work for them too.

"Anyway, when somebody found out he was over here as Smiley, they started afile. It'sgrown. It's
interesting, too. Especidly if everything'strue.”

Cash looked expectant. Then Railsback stirred, anticipat-ing.

"Modlly it's odds and ends skimmed off the edges of other investigations. For instance, something
somebody may have come across while we were backgrounding people in our netsin Eastern Europe. |
can't show you thefile, but I'll hit the high points.

"We're pretty sure he was born Michagl Hodza, aminer's son, at Lidice, in Czechodovakia, in the late
eighteen eighties. We got that from a Viennese who roomed with him before World War One, and who
worked for us during the occupa-tion.”

"That makes him awful old to play JamesBond," Rails-back grumbled.

"Weve got older Czechs, Hank," Cash reminded.

"He does seem to age well. Around nineteen ten he turned up in Vienna. The man who knew him said he
lied hisway into medica school. In nineteen twelve he got defrocked, or what-ever they do to med
sudents, for performing an abortion.”

"Aha" Hank exploded. "What'd | tell you, Norm?'

"For awhile he bummed around with Hitler. No, realy. And during World War One he seemsto have
deserted from both the German and Austrian armies, and may have been in-volved in the Czech
nationalist movement. Thereisaso ahint of aconnection with the Czech Legion, which kicked up dust in
Russiaduring their civil war. Then he turned up as adoc-tor in Prague. A good one, too. This Dr. Hodza
is pretty well documented. If he's the same man. Anyway, he was so re-spectable he was one of the
team doctors with the Czech con-tingent to the Berlin Olympics.

"When Germany invaded, though, he reverted." Maone sketched atale of aman playing both sides.
"And when the Russans came, heworked for them. And us.

"The reason we're interested is he might till be on the Reds payroll. Even though the Czechs have him
on their wanted list."

"How'd you get dl that?' Cash wondered aoud. "I mean, | couldn't even find out where he came from.
And | knew him personally for twenty years."

"We have our ways," Malonereplied. "Easy. Just play-ing my role there. Some we got on our own, some



from the British, some from German records, some from the Czechs back when they wanted usto hand
him over. Sometimes we were lucky. Like finding the man who knew him and Hitler in the old days, and
getting hold of the diary of the priest who taught him when hewas akid. We've had alot of years, and
some good computers, to work onit, too."

"And money," Cash added softly.

"True," Mdonereplied.

"But why come looking for him now?" Cash asked.

"It'snot the crime. Were not interested in that per se. It'sthe timing. There's something going onin
Czechodovakia The Dubcek wing and the Chinese are up to something. Wethink it might involve us. So
werewatching al our suspicious Czech immigrants.™

"Who'd have thought it?" Cash mused. "Old Doc Smiley. Hard to believe.”

"Not if you read hisfile. Hewas abad dude. A lifetaker. Left alot of bones behind him. The onething
we can't figureiswhy. But motivations of agents are dways hard to pin down.”

"Been amodd citizen here. Till now. Then he suddenly torches his house, with the basement filled with
bodies and amillion bucks worth of fancy hardware nobody can figure out."

"Hardware?'
"Yeah. Lookslikeit was mostly medicd stuff."

"Strange. Excuse me aminute.” Maone rummaged through his briefcase, blocking Cash's view with his
body. But Norm caught glimpses of piles of hastily typed papers. "Ah. | though s0."

"What?"Hank asked.

"Just wanted to check one of the German reports. One of the housesin that town they destroyed had a
basement full of hardware. They couldn't figureit out, so they just blew it up and bulldozed it with the
res.”

"Smiley was up to the same thing then?”

"No. Helived in Prague before he ran to England. The house belonged to the local dectrician.”

"Let meguess,” said Cash, amitten by ingpiration. "It was aman named Fian Groloch.”

"Ah, Norm ..." Railsback started.

Malone looked bewildered. "How did you... ?'

"How'sthat for a connection, Hank? The old witch has been hiding out from somebody."

"The guy was born twenty-some years after sheleft. Y ou got to be shitting me. | don't buy it." But he
spoke without conviction.



"Can somebody explain?' Maone pleaded.
Everyone chattered at him.

Once hehad let it Snk in, Maone mused, "My bosswill redlly want to lay hands on the man now. But
hell probably give usthe dip. HeEs good at changing identities. And he's had along time to get ready.”

"Pop," said Hank, "get over to the old lady's place. Seeif you can speed things up.”

Casnsad, "l know where he went."

"Where?'

"Same place as Miss Groloch. Her brother's place. He followed her. To get them both at the sametime.”
"Don't gart that shit again!”

"Don't you start. I'm up to here...."

Beth gripped hisarm. Cash forced himsdlf to cam down. "Whao's the resident Groloch expert? Maybe |
haven't done so good, but you have to admit | know more than anybody else. And | wasthe only one
who redlized it was important back when you wanted to push it off on somebody else.”

"He'sgot apoint, Henry," Old Man Railsback said from the door.

"At thetop of hishead."

"Where do you think he went?' Malone asked. "I didn't catch your name, by the way. Nor yours,” he
told Beth. He turned, but was too |ate to catch Old Man Railsback.

"Norman Cash. A sergeant in this chicken outfit. That's Beth Tavares. She's adetective too, only she
mostly gets shafted into being a secretary.”

"Norm's got the fastest mouth and gun west of the Mississippi,” Hank snapped.
"Y ou're the jerk who makes melug apiece...."
The gtrain had begun to tell.

"Norm, please!" Beth gripped his arms again, wearing an expression so pained and pathetic that he could
not help but desi<.

He glanced at hiswatch. Still ahalf hour before he could collect Teri. He wasn't sure he could handle
Railshack that long.

"Sorry, Norm," Hank told him. "Y ou'reright. It'sas much my fault asyours. | should have listened when |
talked, especidly ... just bear with me, okay? Going to be ajob getting out of thisone."

Cash was flabbergasted. A Railsback apology? They were as common as hen's teeth.

Beth poked him.



He gabbled something. Enough to satisfy Hank and Beth. He turned to Maone. "I think Smiley went
after awoman I've been investigating—a Fiala Groloch. The daughter of the man who lived in that house
in Czechodovakia. She has a brother in upstate New Y ork. She doesn't know we know that. That's
wherethey'll both end up. In my opinion.”

Railsback opened a Styrofoam cup of coffee that had cooled to lukewarm, began pacing. "What did you
want from us, Mr. Maone?'

"I think | have most of it. At least an idea of why hesmov-ing. I'd like copies of the pertinent reports,
and achanceto talk to afew people. Also, alook at what's left of the man's house. And I'll want that
New Y ork addressif you haveit.”

Cash fet astubborn streak coming on. "That's my baby. I'm going up there persondly.” He expected
smoketo roll from Hank's ears.

Railsback spent afew seconds staring out the window. Reasonably, he asked, ™Y ou think you'd be any
safer going after her there?"!

Norm hadn't considered therisks. "Tran's going with me," he blustered.

"That'sgood. | hear he can take care of himself. But maybe you need reminding. She took out four of
Egan'sthugs.”

"Two at atime. And they weren't ready for her."
"Dammit, Norm, | don't want to lose you too."
Beth interrupted with an explanation for Maone's benefit.

Cash checked hiswatch. Still alittle early ... no. Down-town traffic would hold him up. "I've got to leave.
Got to break the newsto a couple of ladies.”

Beth overtook him at the car. "I amost left my purse.”

He hadn't invited her. Didn't redly want her dong. And Teri wouldn't likeit. But he couldn't find the
nerveto say no.

"Shewon't like you being there.”

"Shelll change her mind.”

Lord, the girl's getting assertive, he thought.

The surpriseswere piling up.

Teri certainly wasn't pleased.

"Who's she?' she demanded, as Beth got out and moved to the back seat. "Y ou said—"

"Beth Tavares. She'sacop too. And don't worry. Shelll keep her mouth shut. Not that it really matters



anymore."

Teri glanced at Beth, who smiled reassuringly, then a Norm. Then she did in, dammed the door. "I hope
youredill aright guy.”

"Sure. You'relooking good. Like alittle white-haired bunny.”

"What? ... Oh." Teri studied him. Then blushed. "Okay. Y ou can keep your mouth shut. Daddy-Waddy.
God! Don't that sound dumb now?' More embarrassed, " That isn't what you want to talk about isit?"

"Oh, no." Now Cash was embarrassed. " Though sometimes I'm sorry.... | don't know how to tell you. |
guessjust straight out.” He concentrated on his driving for fifteen seconds. He hated rush hours. "Teri, we
think John'sbeen killed."

She dtiffened, turned to Beth, saw it wasn't some cruel joke. Her features hardened. She stared straight
ahead. "What hap-pened?’ Her voice had become very soft, very flat.

When hefinished, she reached over and took hishand. "I'm sorry."

"Huh? For what?'

"First Michael. Now John."

For amoment he couldn't see through the tears, couldn't bresthe through the tightnessin histhroat.
Teri cried while Beth made soothing sounds and provided Kleenex.

"Norm," Teri said afew blocks|ater, sill in that voice from which the brass had vanished, "can | cometo
your house for awhile? Just for an hour or two, while | get ahold of myself? | won't be any bother.”

A covey of panicky excuses fluttered across his mind. But he understood. And compassion was more
important than ap-pearances right now.

"Sure. Annie will understand. What about your kids?"

"They're at my aunt's. She's used to me showing up late. And | won't stay long. | promise...."
"Don't worry. Y ou've dways been welcome.”

He hoped she would be now. Annie had been getting blue-nosed the past few years.

Therewas a Rexal drugstore coming up acrossthe street. He and the pharmacist had known one
another for years. "Just remembered something | was supposed to pick up.” He parked, ran over,
borrowed the phone.

Anniewas less difficult than he had anticipated.

She was a good woman, hiswife.

Forewarned, she would make Teri fed at home, would soften her grief. Teri had cried on her shoulder
before.



He bought some Ligterine as his excuse for going in. Prob-ably won't fool the girls, he thought.
Oncethey were on their way to Harald's house, Beth asked, "Why did she want to go to your place?’

"Once upon atime, so long ago that it seemslike it was dur-ing somebody else'slife, she was one of our
extrakids. Like John. | don't know what it is. We dways attract the strays.

Cats and people. We've got kittens under the back porch right now, and refugees updtairs.... Anyway,
Teri and John and Michad'sfirg affair. They amost stopped being friends.... It'sfunny when | look back
ait"

"l didn't redlize you'd known her before."

"Her father hit the road when she was dleven. After raping her. And her mother never gave adamn. She
got to be apretty tough kid. I guess she liked us because we were about the only people who treated her
decent.”

"Sad. She's such a pretty woman.”

"Y ou should have seen her then. When she cleaned herself up. Before shelooked so hard.”

"What was that bunny stuff?"

"The white-haired bunny?' Cash blushed.

"My God. | can't remember you being embarrassed.” She giggled. "Daddy-Waddy."

Cash laughed, but gtrictly from nervousness. "'l don't guess it matters now. Long asyou keep it to
yoursdlf. She used to bleach her hair. White."

"And it looked like hell. | tried that oncetoo. It didn't make me a different person.”

"Anyway, we were talking one day, about her plans, and | asked her what she thought about modeling.
Or being a Playboy Bunny, after she graduated...." Another little hic-cough laugh ripped itself free.

"She had thelooks.... She was pretty loose then. We were at the house done. Annie had taken Michad,
Matthew, and John to their Saturday afternoon hockey practice....”

"And shetried to seduce you?'

"Liked to drive me crazy, being my ‘white-haired bunny." Y ou'd have to be aman to understand. There's
something about agirl that age ... innocence? Maybe it'sjust ingtinct. Get them started breeding.”

Beth snorted derisively.

"What do you do? The girl says she'swilling. She throws hersdf into your lap. She Sarts playing
kissy-face huggy-bear with you. Blowsin your ear. Putsyour hand ..."

Hefelt eggs could befried on his cheeks.



"But you didn't givein." Merriment flickered round the edges of her words. "Y ou're so noble, Sir
Norman."

"No. | didn't. And | was dways sorry. That was an archetypa middle-age fantasy cometrue. And |
chickened out. God, | wanted her....

"We were closer afterward. Like she could respect and trust me because | told her no. Probably the only
guy who ever did. She never pulled that again, but she madeit clear | could col-lect any time.”

"I should meet aguy likethat."

Cash ignored that wistful remark. "Then Michael and John went away to school. After awhilethey
stopped coming home weekends. And Teri got pregnant. She married the guy and we didn't see her
anymore."

"John did."

"Yeah. | don't know much about it. It hasn't been going on long.”

"Didn't he brag? | thought men aways kissed and told.”

"Somedo, | guess. But | don't know any. Guys| know don't talk about awoman till arelaionship is
over. Wdll, that's high school stuff anyway."

John's place seemed strange. Therewas an air of gloom about it, asif the Structure knew, asif its heart
had been ripped out. Nancy's decrepit Datsun stood behind Carrie's Satdllite.

"This could get to be pure sogp. Michad'swifeis here."

Carrie had red, hollow eyes and wore an air of total despair when she answered the bell.

She stepped aside without speaking, apparently able to re-spond with nothing but a stare.
"Whoisit?' Nancy called from therear of the house. "News?' Her voice betrayed fase optimism.
"It'sNorm. And..." Carrie struggled for the name.

"Beth Tavares,” Beth told her.

Nancy came from the kitchen. Shewas pale, tense, had atall drink in hand. Cash glanced around. There
had been alot of drinking and very little housekeeping here since John's disappearance. "Dad? ..."

"It'snewsadl right." Carrie sniffled. "Bad news."

Where are the kids? Cash wondered. Farmed out to a grandmother? ™Y ou'd both better sit down."
" told you!"

Beth moved nearer Carrie. The woman was on the verge of hysteria.

"Shit!" Cash swore. The grief was creeping up on him too.



Nancy made Carrie gulp half her drink, forcing her head back till she choked. "Calm down, Carrie. We
expected bad news, didn't we? Dad, get it over with. Did heredly go thistime?”’

"Go? Thistime?'

"He's threatened to before. He even started out onetime.”

"Not thistime. | wish thet'sall it was."

Nancy sat down on Carrie's feet. In an instant she had become as haggard as her cousin.
"Wethink hesbeen killed." Christ, wasn't there agentler way?

"Oh my God!" Carrie moaned. And visibly pulled herself together, becoming more sober, more dert,
moreintense.

"How, Dad? What happened?’
"Werenot sure...."
Beth interrupted. "Norm, let me. Y ou've torn yourself up enough. Make yourself adrink.”

"Therés Cokeinthefridge" Carrietold him. "I think therés still some Bacardi Dark in the liquor
cabinet." She had changed radically. Already she was straightening everything within reach.

How long before she breaks? Cash asked himsdlf. As soon as she runs out of laundry, dirty dishesand
dugting?

It wasn't aresponse that could be maintained indefinitely. He knew. He had tried it.

He mixed awesk, water glassfull and downed it. Belching, he mixed another, stronger drink. Thewall
phone began ring-ing. It went on and on. Should he answer it just to get it to stop?

It did s0 as he sipped and stared through the kitchen win-dow into the backyard. The swing John had
bought hiskids last spring creaked in the breeze, abandoned. Grass grew where little feet should have
dragged the earth bare. The children just hadn't been interested. To the swing's left stood the brick
barbecue pit he had helped John build two years ago. He smiled weakly, remembering how often they
had screwed up.

Y es. John might aswell have been hisson.

"Norm!"

Beth sounded hystericd.

Heran, expecting to find Carrie dying of sef-inflicted wounds.

Beth shoved a phone at him. She stared at the thing asiif it had turned into a snake.

"Cash. What isit?'



He listened for fifteen seconds, then dammed the recelver down, grabbed his coat. Beth barely kept up
asherantothecar.

It wasthe firgt time he had had occasion to use the Siren. He flipped the switch, expecting nothing. But
the banshee voi ce began moaning its desth song.

They had begun digging for the bodies by the time he reached the Groloch house. Marylin Railsback had
gotten there somehow, and was seated on a rubble-strewn lawn one door east, holding her husband.
Hank was crying. Marylin couldn't get him to stop.

The explosion had shattered windows for blocks around. The facing walls of the nearest flats bore pocks
and scars. One door west, firemen and neighborhood volunteers were shoring awall that threstened to
fal.

The Groloch house had been powdered.

Cash looked for someone calm enough to explain.

"What happened, Smitty?"

"Huh? Oh. Hi. | wasn't here. Ran over from the other place. From what | can make out, they broke

through afdse wall in the basement and found some kind of eectronic rig. Nobody could figureit out.
Old Man Railsback decided to fire it up to seewhat it did.”

"Booby-trapped?’

"Lookslike. Smdll the dynamite?"

"Y eah. Poor Hank. He'staking it hard.”

"Poor lots of people. There were eight men down there.”

Tucholski and Maone had their heads together a short way away. The agent kept his briefcase clamped
between his ankles while he studied a half-dozen sheets of green paper. Tucholski had ahandful of

photographs.

Cash went over. "What's happening?’

Tucholski expdlled ablue cloud. "One of the evidence technicians took these. Polaroid.”
Cash studied photos of something from Tom Swift. Bloody fingerprints smeared most.
"Hewaslucky. Got out with abroken back." Murder burned in Tucholski's eyes.
"What isit?'

Tucholski shrugged. "Maybe the time machine you were looking for."

Cash turned to Maone.



"Don't look a me. | don't know either. But it's something like the thing the Germansfound at Lidice.”
"Just abunch of wires and old-time tubes. Look &t the size of some of those babies. But she
booby-trapped it. With enough dynamite to do this." Cash's sentences were as much puzzled questions
as slatements.

Tucholski muttered something about the basement being walled off for ages, and what would have
happened if the ex-plosive hadn't been old?

"I've got awhole different case from last March,” Norm continued. "And | just get more confused.
There's got to be some sense in it somewhere. Mr. Malone?’

"Don't look a me. I'm no conjure man."

"Resource-wiseyou are.”

"Maybe. | caled my boss. He's going to research everybody connected with this.”
Tucholski growled, "Bet you five he don't come up with nothing.” *No bet.”

Cash consdered the ruin. "Wewon't get athing out of that now. Whoever these people are, they sure do
make ahabit of burning their bridges before anyone el se can cross them.”

Streetlightsflickered tolife.

"Getting dark dready,” Cash observed.

"The days are getting shorter.”

"l just meant that it'sbeen along day.”

Hewas emotiondly and physicaly exhausted. Nevertheless, he helped auniformed officer hustlethe
overaggressive Chan-nel Four news crew back to their own side of the barricades. He couldn't muster a
smile when the reporter tried questioning him.

The pop of flashbulbsirritated his eyes and wakened histemper. Why the hell wouldn't they go home?
He spied Annie, Teri, and Tran'swife and sons, waved. Annie and Teri appeared to be getting along.

Back to the Groloch house. The workers had opened a passage into the basement.

They brought Old Man Railsback up first. His clothing had been shredded. His hair was gone. He had
lost ahand. His skin was one solid bruise beneath a crust of blood.

The buzzing of the flies stopped only after they zipped the old man into the plastic bag.

Cash giggled haf-hygericdly at an image of the rescue workers setting himin the dley for the next trash
pickup.

That'sdl we are anyway, he thought. Animated gar-bage....



Hank and Marylin followed the body into the ambulance.

Thisisthe longest they have been together, without fight-ing, since they got married, Cash thought. It'sa
pity that it takes something like thisto make them lay down their arms.

He soon wished that Hank hadn't gone. The lieutenant's departure left him responsible, at least for
Homicidesinter-ests.

Christ! All he wanted wasto go home and crash.

Subsequent hoursformed asurred parade. They |eft just one memorable impression, near the end. That
wasthelift he got when somebody below shouted, "Stand by! Thisoneis il breathing.” The medicd
people moved in with their bot-tles of blood and glucose.

Tran had returned from work by then, and was on hand to walk him home. Neither man spoke. For
Cash it was enough to have somebody beside him during that weary march.

He found he had company, Beth was adeep on the couch. Carrie and Nancy were adeep on the parlor
carpet, sur-rounded by their children. Annie snored in achair. His son Matthew and Le Quyen were
talking quietly in the kitchen.

"Matthew! Whered you come from?"

"Stork brought me, Pop. No. Mom called. | thought I'd better come down.”

"Thank you, Le Quyen." Cash accepted amug of spiced tea. After serving her husband, Le Quyen began
fussing over the stove, warming some |eftover macaroni and cheese. Norm dropped into the chair she
had vacated. "God, what aday."

"You dl right?" Matthew asked. ™Y ou don't ook too good.”

"Nothing aweek's deep wouldn't cure. I'm just burned out. Totaled. Don't expect me to make any sense
till tomor-row."



XXVI. OntheZ Axis,
1973-1977

The days and weeks, though sometimes leaving a brackish taste, flowed swiftly into swamps of years.
Four did past. Michagl became convinced he had gotten away with it. He hadn't noted a glimmer of
suspicion on the part of any of hisassociates.

There was no shortage of work, of study, of training. From his Peking office he now commanded the
director's entire American operation. It was growing, perfectly, into agem of the spymaster's art. Webs
were being spun tight about an un-suspecting fascist America; the crisswas coming on almost too swiftly
for belief.

At Huang'sinsstence Michael undertook one foreign field operation each year, under deep cover. The
missions were sup-posed to keep him in touch with his Occidenta roots. He suspected they were
intended to test hisreliability more than astraining or to accomplish anything,

Twice he ventured into the Soviet Union, first to Kiev, to confer with radical dementsin the Ukrainian
Party, then to Moscow itself, where he helped transfer certain damning Soviet documents to the custody
of the U.S. Embassy. He did hiswork quickly and carefully, and made the most of the op-portunitiesto
see strange lands and peoples. For security reasons he didn't get much chance to see Peking. Caucasians
attracted too much attention.

Histhird venture took him to Prague. It was the spring of seventy-five, and thiswas amore significant
mission. He was supposed to collect alengthy document outlining anti-Soviet fedling in the Czechod ovak
Party. Certain officids, admirers and adherents of Alexander Dubcek, were preparing the report in hopes
of enlisting Chinese support for an anti-Soviet move.

Michadl's contact was a young woman from Interior Minis-try, acomer in the Party. While he fretted
through countless delays—the streets seemed curb to curb with KGB—and wres-tled anxieties about
how his office might be managing in his absence, the lady showed him Prague. And in the shadow of the
cadtle of the Bohemian kings hefdl inlove with both.

Old Prague was a beautiful city, afairy-tale city. llse was a beautiful woman, afairy-tae princess, a
socidigt Cinderdlla. And the most remarkable wonder was that shefell asmadly as he. That he could be
loved that way, without reservation, as madly as he himsdlf could love, would amaze him aslong ashe
lived.

The hopelessness of their affair only intensified it. They tried to cram an entire relationship into afew short
weeks.

Michagl wastempted to betray histrust. And llse offered to go to Peking. But once the report changed
hands, once the moment for decisions arrived, neither could abandon an ap-pointed pathway. They made
violent love throughout a night. Michael made promises he had no hope of keeping. Then he took the
report to Peking.

He nursed a hope that, soon, he would fedl safe enough to ask Huang's intercession in behdf of his
romance.

Moves had to be made. His past had to be secured. The Snake thing couldn't be left ready to hang him
at any ingant.



Michadl's office occupied a backwater of a bureaucratic niche midway between Huang and Sung's more
orthodox in-telligence command. While he suffered interferences from both, Michael enjoyed agresat dedl
of freedom. His depart-ment wasn't on the table of organization; no one knew quite how to handle him.
Moreover, hissmal MIA corpswere more loya to him and one another than to their adopted masters.
Michael had the ebow room and means to undertake small ac-tions on hisown initiative. And now he
hed initiative.

Within amonth of hisreturn aroutine report from Sinkiang noted the passing of prisoner A.O. Cantrell.
There had been amining accident.

The director caled with condolences, suggested afew days off. He understood. He himsdlf had had a
boyhood friend who had never seen the light, who might even now be on Taiwan.

Michad flew to Sinkiang for the funeral. He took a black wreath. He even made a sad little speech
honoring an old com-rade who had found peace &t |ast.

Hedid it very well, very convincingly.

His next mission took him to West Germany, with alicenseto kill, under ingtructionsto test apossible
double agent in Hamburg. He resolved the matter in two days, making afriend of the relieved suspect.
But he stole the rest of the month.

His report never mentioned the three-week love vacation in Czechodovakia

lIsg'sfedings hadn't cooled either. Between them, those few days, they concocted enough wild schemes
for adozen spy novels. But when the moment of decision came, both still couldn't help trudging right on
down those roads dready pro-grammed.

Michael returned to Peking determined to enlist Huang's aid. But he stalled, and staled, and the days
rolled into weeks, which rolled into months.

Hefdt secure the day the director summoned him. So secure that he was sure Huang had a positive
response to the request he had findly gotten around to making. It had to be good news. Huang sent some
hard-eyed flunky around with a handwritten note when he turned you down.

Thedirector had grown fond of him, he knew. He was walking, talking, irrefutable evidence of the
soundness, of the value, of the man'swork. In private Huang trested him like afavorite son.

Sung, who outside the inner circle wore another name, was there too. Michadl was surprised. Therewas
no love lost be-tween Sung and his mentor. Sung's presence made the Spartan little office seem
overcrowded.

"An operation?' Michad guessed. " Something important thistime?”

"Themod critical we've ever faced,” Huang replied coolly. " A termination.”

Michael trembled. "Me?' His guts cramped. "I've never handled anything like that."

Sung stared like a cobra about to strike.



"Y ou've had thetraining,” Huang countered. "It should be smple. In, doit, and get out before the police
know what's happened.”

"Out of the country?"

"England.”

Who, in Britain, could possibly need killing?"Y ou lost me. Thereisn't anybody there." Could the target
be a renegade agent? The trip to Hamburg had been a police mission. " Any-body important would be
buried in security.”

"Not thisman. Not the kind we're used to—or who are used to us. The British don't know he'simportant
yet. But hislife or death could mean the life or death of everything weve been trying to accomplish. We
think you're the man to handleit.”

Michad's gutstightened more.

"Y oud better tel methe whole thing."

Huang pushed afile folder toward him.

Michael need read but thefirst of the fascist editorias. Sweat beaded on hisface. They knew it dl. Had
known for sometime.

So much for Huang's backing in the [1se matter.

He was 0 terrified that he just read on, delaying the in-evitable confrontation. Finaly, he could stal no
more. He met Huang's eye.

"0, "said Huang.

Michael didn't respond. He couldn't.

"Y ou have your choice. Rectify your error of egoism. Or don't. Y ou remain sufficiently vauable, though
comprom-ised, that, if the plan survives, we will consder the trauma of the corrective action ample
discipline”

The director's voice was hard now. He was angry and dis-mayed. He had been betrayed by his master
work. Hiswords came carefully measured, set alone, as though a period belonged after each.

Sung smiled wickedly. He was enjoying this. He enjoyed anything that discomfited Huang.

Michael was, as he remembered his father saying, between arock and ahard place. This was one hell of
achoice. Hislife or Snake's.

What could he do?

Snake would be terminated no matter what. The director would go to any length to salvage what he
could.

"How do | doit?'



Huang thawed adegree. To the temperature of liquid helium.
Thiswould be hard to survive.
But he would manage. And he would make these men pay.

Time and success had been working changes. Michael was more confident now, more daring.... Snake
would be mourned. And avenged.

"Tuesday you leavefor Prague. Interpreter with aculturad mission. The embassy will put you into Austria
with good Ger-man papers. Y oull go to the man you met in Hamburg. He's dready working on it. Hell
have new papersfor you. Hell relay last-minute ingtructions and provide the information you'll need to
locate your target. Y ou'll be on your own once you leave Hamburg. Y ou'll have to arrange for anything
you'll need beforehand.”

Onhisown and done, Michael thought. And forevermore atarget himsdf if hedidn't kill quickly and get
himself home. There would be an unspoken and uncertain deadline. Once it passed, the hounds would hit
histrail. And they would get him someday.

Remember Leon Trotsky.
Oh, the goddamned, Olympian stupidity that had led him to join the army.

The affair had its bright moment. He was unable to leave Czechod ovakiaimmediately. His keeperslet
him see llse and their son. Probably as an incentive to come back.

Hetold llse the whole thing. She, too, had trouble reconcil-ing persond fedlings and needs with the
demands of the State.

With one human being behind him, that one speciad woman, Michael was certain he could cope. He
knew he would some-day reach a position where he could extract a savage retribu-tion from the men
compelling him to cannibaiam.

Then it was down the toboggan run of fear: Hamburg, Bremerhaven, Hull, London. A shopin Bond
Street, where awordless man named Wilson gave him afat attache case and alook that said he hated
dedling with such sordid people.

Michael wondered what they had on the man, but only momentarily. He had but one goa now, to survive
till he could see Huang and Sung roasted on spits.

He was on the Hamburg office expense ledger. Credit unlimited. He picked up a thousand pounds at the
firm'sLon-don bank. Hewould livein style. He started with asuite at the Mayfair.

There he examined the case's contents.

One Westherby .227 bolt action varmint rifle without markings. Monte Carlo stock in hand-rubbed
walnut. The weapon had been drilled to mount a starscope, a nightsight that made use of ambient light.
The scope shared cheesecloth wrappings with along tubular silencer, five rounds of target ammo, and
five explosvesrounds. The latter were the kind that had had a hole tapped down the centerline, filled
with adrop of mercury, and resedled. The kind that would rip a man worse than any dumdum or hollow



point.

There were two sets of identification. He could be LIewdyn Jones, lorry mechanic from Cardiff. Or
Thomas Hardy, in-surance executive, on holiday from Ottawa, Canada.

"Too big ahurry,” he muttered. How the hell could he fake aWelsh accent? And he didn't know shit
about insurance, though that identity would be manageable aslong as he didn't have to answer business
questions.

It looked like Spuk would have to get him back to Ham-burg.

There wereflyersfor the rock concert. Just two perform-ances remained. Tonight and tomorrow night.
Hedidnt likeit.

The man in Hamburg had called the misson awidow-maker. He had been right.

Haste made wasted agents.

Speed, surprise, and the complacency of the English would be his advantages. He had to make the best
possible use of them.

At least someone had bothered to do a preliminary study. There were freehand drawings of the hall
layout, and con-firmation of earlier reports on the habits of the Danzer group.

They could not be reached outside the hal. The group traveled in dense security, which existed entirely to
hype their reputation.

It wasn't working. They hadn't yet played to a sdllout au-dience.

The moment of maximum vulnerability would come while they were on sage. Therefore, therifle.
Michael sprawled across his bed, eyes closed, for ten minutes.

This could get rough. He wouldn't have afriend in the whole damned country.

Abovedl ese, he concluded, he had to secure hisline of retrest.

Thoughts of 11se and the baby intruded. God, what awoman.... He didn't understand her. How could she
love him so much?

He had had adozen lovers before llse, but not a one had he needed the way he needed her. Maybe it
was aresponse to histotal expatriation. And thelittle guy ... He was such aquiet baby, amost spooky
with those big, blue, intelligent eyes. llseinssted that he was going to be a great man someday.

Hetried forcing them from hismind. That only created a vacuum into which Nancy and hisfirst brood
dole.

Nerve wasthe key, he reminded himself. He had to start get-ting himsdlf up for it now. He could not be
the old Michad. He couldn't et fear make him do something that would get him killed or caught.



Damn! Therejust wasn't timeto do it right. They wanted Snake dead quick. Did Sung have an observer
on histall? Probably.

Herose, turned to therifle. Why this weapon? With itsflat trgectory it was superb for smal game a
extended ranges, buit.... For thisjob Michael would have preferred something heavier, something with a
lower muzzle velocity. The dower projectile had moretime to breek up indgdeitstarget. Nor was he
familiar with the weapon. He assembled it and broke it down twice, feding for economy of motion.
Speed practice would have to wait. He had things to do, alternatives to estab-lish, before the shops
closed for the day.

Cash checked the Canadian papers again. They might do.

He selected a vanity case, descended to the lobby.

"Yes, Herr Spuk?' the clerk asked as he approached.

Michael forced adight accent as he asked, "Would it be possible for the hotel to obtain entertainment
tickets?' “Of course, Sr. A show, sir? They recommend—" “The Danzer concert. A box. For this
evening." “Danzer, Sr?'

“Erik Danzer. Therock singer.” “Very well, Sr." The man's nose went up. “The young lady, sheisfond of
Danzer."

It was ared herring that Michael hoped would produce multiple rewards. The clerk would adjust his
present opinion. And in future should report that Herr Spuk had had afemale companion when the police
came asking their questions. They might waste va uable time trying to find the woman.

"Ah, | see" The clerk winked.

Michael smiled, then asked the doorman to hail a cab. He tipped generoudly.

It was Huang's money.

He studied the Hardy identity during abrief journey. And within ahaf hour wasin a second cab, sudying
again, after having taken asmall room as Thomas Hardy.

That afternoon he obtained wigs, theatrical makeup, and new clothing. And surgeon's gloves.

They should have provided the latter with therifle.

Wigswere amust for the concert hall. His military-style haircut stood out like the sex of amaeinterloper
inthegirls locker room at showertime. He waslucky he was traveling German. The English expected
Germansto look like soldiers on leave.

Then hetried pushing hisluck, and the cam, tdlent, and training of the man within him.

"What's the matter, Mr. Hardy?" the rental officer asked.

He had been frantically rehearsing his driving. And had forgotten that the British did everything
bass-ackward.



"Thisismy firg trip to England. | forgot al about right-hand steering. On the Continent—"
"I should haveredlized, gr. I'm sorry. We do have alittle left-hand Simca automatic.”

"Fine. Perfect. The Jag redlly wasn't me anyway." What had made him choose that beast? Thiswas no
timefor doing a Walter Mitty-playing-James Bond number.

"On the expense ledger, Sir?" The attendant began process-ing the new papers.
"Yes. You know how it is"

"I wish | did, sir. | wish | did. | didn't ask before. Not polite, you know. But | wondered ... you're from
Ot-tawa... 7'

"Yes?' Michad's heart crept toward his throat. He didn't even know where in Canada Ottawa was.

"I wondered if you'd ever heard of aMr. Charles Allen Underhill, Sir. That's me mum's brother. He
emigrated after thewar."

"I'm sorry. No."
"Ah, | expected so. And him alwayswriting Mum what abig name heis over there."
"That's human nature.”

"Aye, gr, that it is. Just Sgn and we're ready to go." Michad did the Smcainto traffic without giving
himsdlf away, then spent two hours puttering around like an old man, relearning hisdriving. Hedid soin
mortd terror of an acci-dent. If the police noticed him now ...

He survived. To rent another room and another car—a V olkswagen. He took them under the Spuk
name. The room included garage privileges. He moved the Smcathere, then drove the Volkswagen
back to hisoriginal base,

Hewasleaving tracks, he knew. But time wastight. Corners had to be cut. The important thing wasto
keep thetrail just obscure enough to give him areasonable chance of reaching Hamburg.

The maid had been in during his absence. He panicked, rushed to the attache case. But it hadn't been
disturbed. He sighed.

"Got to get ahold of mysdlf,” he muttered. , He began calling travel agents, scattering adozen
Bremer-haven reservationsin three names, and air passages to Ham-burg, Cologne, and Munich. And
made amenta note to get aroad map so he could study the approachesto Dover. Asalast resort he
would try for Cdais. He threw himsdf on the bed.

"Why don't | just tool over to the U.S. Embassy?' he mut-tered to himsdlf. "I could turn mysdlf in. They'd
take care of me." He thought of his children, Michagl and Tiffany, and one whose name he didn't know,
one unborn till after his cap-ture. Little Mike ought to be ready for junior high ... So many years. So soon

gone.

Then hethought of I1se, and another son, and the debrief-ing the Americans would put him through. It
would be easier just to go on.



The desk clerk caled. Histickets had arrived. He thanked the man and instructed him to obtain the same
box for thefina performance, then asked not to be disturbed before noon tomorrow.

It was time to commence the evening's adventure. He began by taking two aspirin.

Hetook his attache case along, after emptying it of dl but innocuous papers. He drove the VW to the
garage where he had |eft the Simca, switched, went on to where he had regis-tered as Hardy. There he
changed clothing.

Imitative of the eraof Georgell, hisoutfit was an eye-grabber. He added makeup and along-haired
blond wig.

Finding a parking space near the hall proved impossible. First point of adjustment. He would haveto
position the car during the afternoon, and arrive by cab for the critical per-formance.

There was no trouble with the case. No one paid any atten-tion. His clothing, the limp caused by the
stone he had put in his shoe, the winestain birthmark painted on his cheek and throat, proved sufficient
digractions.

Inside, hereflected that he should have brought the weapon in now and have hiddenit....
But that would have aborted histwo am. practice session on the bank of the Thames.

That didn't begin encouragingly. He used dl five target and two killing rounds before he trusted his
wegpon. He sdlected the sternlight of amoored barge for hisfina check shot.

It shattered. He departed to the muted, mystified curses of ariver man.
Two roundsremaining.
Hewould need just one,

Hewould useit right up front, while they were spotlighting the members of the band, while the audience
was gtill mesmer-ized by the show. Three to four seconds exposure for each musician. Plenty of time. If
he timed his shat, histarget wouldn't fall till after the spot had traveled on. There would be mild confusion
at first. Twenty to thirty seconds would pass before anyone redlized there was something badly wrong.
He would be down to the side exit by then.

Thelights would come up. More confusion. Timeto reach the Simca. Panic. Screams of "Murder!" and
"Policel" He should have the Simca off the Street before it began settling out. He would become Hardy,
aging himself with makeup, and be on the road again, in the VW, before the police showed any red life.

Would they sedl dl exitsfrom the country? It seemed unlikely. They would have no reason to believeit a
political killing. A grudge killer would just go home. Anyway, they wouldn't want to antagoni ze thousands
of travelerswhen Bri-tain needed every tourist mark and dollar. He didn't think that they would develop
areliable description before the unavoid-able traces he had | eft had begun to surface. He would have a
damned good chance of being over the Czech border, or at least into Austria, by then.

And the exposed trail would end at Hamburg.



Only bad luck could stop him. Or his own weakness.

Hebegan to fed optimigtic in spite of the haste of the mis-sion.

But would he squeeze the trigger when the moment came?

He dept. And dreamed a nightmare in which his pursuers had run him into farm country resembling that
surrounding the city where he had been raised. He lay exhausted, behind atredline, near the top of alow
ridge. They were coming toward him across anewly harvested cornfield, spread out in abroad skirmish
line. They wore dress-blue police uniforms. Some were close enough to make easy targets. But when he
laid the crosshairs on the nearest, he found himself looking into the face of hisfather.

Hewoke in asweat, shaking. And immediately began practicing assembling hiswespon.

Hekept at it till he could do it without thinking, while con-centrating on something else. Then he packed,
went over the room till he was sure he had left no fingerprints, and checked out. He drove to the Spuk
hideout, repeated his erasures. Then he took the Simcaand parked it within ablock of the concert hall.

A cab ddivered him to histhird address, where he changed into the Georgian costume, worked on the
rifle, and scrubbed fingerprints again.

What astir those would cause if found and identified.
And how unhappy the director would be.

Michadl waited till he could enter the hal with a surge of young people. Again no one chalenged the
attache case.

Only the starscope, abaggy American leisure suit, awig, and his makeup lay within. Not one personina
thousand would have recognized the scope. Therifle barrel was down hisleft side, beneath his shirt. Its
breach he hed clamped in hisarmpit. The silencer he had tucked insde hiswaistband at the smdl of his

back. Therifle stock he had cut off at the handgrip. The rest wouldn't be necessary for this shot. What
remained he had thrust down the tight pants over the "bad" leg. Thelong coat concealed the bulges.

He wouldn't have fooled anyone watching for wegpons smugglers. But gunrunners don't do business at
rock concerts.

And people don't see anything they don't expect to see.

He hurried to abacony leve rest room, locked himsdlf into astall, quickly changed clothing and makeup.
Therifle parts went into his bag. Everything else went into awaste can, benesath used paper towels, while
the rest room was momen-tarily empty. He emerged |ooking a shopworn forty-five and faggoty, aman
people would move away from without know-ing why.

Trid chords reverberated through the auditorium.

Theworst would be over in minutes.

"Snake, Snake, why the hdll did you have to be so damned stubborn?' he muttered.

And thought, Mr. Director, how long do you expect to last if | survivethis?



He moved to hisbox. Asthe house lights dimmed he assem-bled hiswegpon. Hewas coal, cam,
without fear or thought. Training had taken over.



XXVII.  OntheY AXis
1975

Norm would have dept through agood chunk of Saturday if Lieutenant Railsback had et him. But the
man was on the phone by eeven. By noon Cash was on hisway to the station, his car loaded.

Tran and Matthew chattered in back. Besde him, Beth was being Miss Efficiency.
"| called your friend last night. Frank Segasture. He said he'd meet us at the airport.”

The"us" dipped past Norm. "What? What did you tel him? He's one of those people who think that if
you crossthe New Y ork City limit you fal off the edge of theworld.”

"l just told him what happened. He'sredly a pretty nice guy.”

He saw the huntresss gleam in her eye. "But very married, babe."

"They dl are”

He glanced a her sharply, then leaned, whispered, "What happened to Teri last night?*
"| took her home after John's wife showed up.”

A ball of snakesbegan wriggling in hisbdly. "What hap-pened?'

"Nothing. Y our wife was cool. Just introduced her as afamily friend who hadn't been around for years. |
guess John didn't tell hiswife about his premarita adventures. She didn't react to the name.”

"Good for Annie. We've got troubles enough aready.”

For amoment he listened in on Tran and Matthew. Mat-thew was making pronouncements on
Vietnameseissueswith al the authority of a self-taught expert who had been in grade school and high
school during the U.S. involvement. He just didn't know. Though some of his assertions came right off the
wall, Tran didn't seem offended.

"I think your wifeison your side now," Beth observed. "'l saw her packing your things this morning. And
she said sheld just gotten back from the bank when | woke up.”

"Good. Must have been the explosion that changed her mind. She'd dready rung him in on me by then.”
Hejerked athumb at Matthew. He knew damned well that Annie had asked Matthew to come hometo
talk him out of going to Rochester.

"It'snot hard to understand.”

"I know. It's because she cares, because she's scared. But she makes me fed trapped sometimes.”

The station was anything but normal for a Saturday morn-ing. There were people everywhere, including
some brass from downtown.

The Homicide office was besieged. Reporters recognized Norm as one of the principa investigators,



began plaguing him for astatement. They filled the hdlway.

Tom Kurland had come upstairs to stand guard on the of-fice door. " Should have accepted Andy's
confession,” Cash told him.

"Should have." Kurland grinned, opened the door.

"What the hell?' Cash grumbled after he had shepherded his group inside and helped Tom close the door
agan.

"We made the network news," said Smith, passing.

There were more people in the office than at the height of the last Christmas party. Beth's desk had
become acommand center. Cash felt an urge to throw people out. But everybody appeared to have
moreright to be there than did either of hisguests.

"That Norm out there?' Railsback cdled. "Tel himto comein.”

The captain was there with Hank, but had nothing to say. He greeted Cash with a curt nod.

"Norm, we're getting it from downtown. Both barrels. They want some answers, and some arrests,
yesterday. Must be an dection coming up, the way City Hal is bitching and moaning.”

"So?Weknew it was coming. We've lived through it before.” But hedidn't feel confident. There wastoo
good a chance that he would lose his job. The best he hoped for was a demotion to patrolman.

"Captain?"Hank said.
The man nodded, |eft. He closed the door behind him.

"Norm, | did some plain and fancy taking this morning. The division has permission to remburse you for
your travel, meals, and lodging. So get receipts. WEll pay off when we get next quarter's LEA funds.”

"Huh?'
"For your trip to New York."
Once again Hank had taken him by surprise.

In asoft, cold voice, Railshack told him, "There wouldn't be many questions asked if it looked like
s f-defense”

Cash shook hishead dowly. "No."

"l don't mean..."

"I know exactly what you mean."

They glared a one another for twenty seconds before Hank's gaze drifted to the window.

"Okay. But I'mtelling you up front. Y ou'd better come home dragging some coyote skinsto hang on the



gate”

"l will. That'sapromise” Or | won't come home at al. Not on my hind legs.

He had atouch of that Ardennesfedling.

After another twenty seconds, during which he fidgeted with rubber bands and paper clips, Hank
muttered, " Good enough. Pick up your loose ends. Give Tucholski anything he can use. Helll bein charge
here. Then go hope and rest up. Y ou should get there fresh.”

"If they haven't hauled ass out of there while we've been farting around,” Cash replied sourly.

"Why should they? Y ou said she didn't know we knew about the brother."

Cash shrugged. "Murphy's Law. It's been going strong up till now. Why should my luck change?"

Railsback dipped into his desk for acolorful handful of pills. Hetook them dry, closing hiseyesand
grimacing asthey went down.

"Try to get back by Wednesday. That's when were plan-ning the funeral." Hank took a deep breath,
Sghed.

Norm gtared at the man's hands. They shook almost too much to manipulate the paper clips. "And be
careful. You're taking Tran? Good. Listen to him. Hesapro.”

"I will. I'm no hero. Y ou know that."

"Okay. Get moving."

Cash started toward the door.

"Wait. Norm? Good luck." Railsback haf rose to extend a hand.
Surprised, Cash shook. Hank's pam was moist and cold. "Thanks."
Heleft Hank staring out the window.

It was suppertime before he got home. There was so much to do, so many peopleto tak to. Timefled as
if somelight-fingered thief were stedling hislife-hours while he was preoc-cupied.

Malone. He was the worst chrono-bandit. Every time Cash turned around, there the agent was, pushing
him for that New Y ork address. The man wanted the stalk for himself. Apparently there were pointsto
betalied with Langley.

Thiswas the downhill sde. The big dide to the brink of the pit. Time seem to flow at an ever-increasing
pace.... He couldn't relax, couldn't rest. He kept remembering the shot-gunned cat. Thiswas no good.
He wasworking himsdlf into another state of nerves....

Carrie, Nancy, and their offspring didn't help. They made his home scene seem liketherewasa Sicilian
wake taking place amid the goings on & Little Big Horn. Hefindly fled to hisbedroom, to lie staring at
the celling, reviewing the in-significance and disappointment of hislife.



It hadn't been much. Wouldn't become much. He hadn't contributed anything. History wouldn't have
noticed at al if he had never been born. The highs and lows, the goods and evils, those hadn't touched
but a handful of lives.

Not much of abright side, thinking that, if you hadn't saved theworld, at least you hadn't helped destroy
it.

The next thing he knew, Annie was shaking his shoulder.

"What timeisit?"

"Two." She eased down beside him.

"l haveto leave pretty soon."

"I know."

Herolled toward her, pulling her close.

There was agentle sorrow to their loving, an expression of unspoken fears. For Norm therewas a
thirty-year-old dé§ja vu. There had been another such night early in 1944, before he had marched off to
war.

They hadn't been married then. Had not been loverstill that find night....

Alphaand Omega?

Annierefused to go to the airport, just as she had refused to go to the rallway station back then.

Le Quyen watched her husband depart with the same sad eyes.

Matthew did the driving. It was acoal, slent morning. They had the freeway dmost to themsalves. There
was aheavy dew, and theair smelled of rain.

Cash didn't notice Bethttill after they had boarded the plane. She couldn't hide there. There weren't a
dozen passen-gersto get lost among.

"Beth!" he exploded. "Whet the hell do you think you're doing?*
"Going to Rochester.”

For haf aminute he was too confused to say anything. Then, "Girl, you just march yoursdlf right back
home"

She sat down, buckled her seat belt.
"Comeon, Beth. Thisisn't any job for you."

Sheignored him.



He started to summon a stewardess, to have her put off the plane. Then he redized that people were
staring, realized how foolish he would look and sound. He plopped down, angrily fastened his own belt.

Tran stared out awindow with abemused smile.

"I don't think it'sfunny,” Cash told him. "Thisisnt some vacation trip.”
"l was reflecting on the paradoxesin chains of command.”

"I don't follow you."

"How many times have you threatened to crucify your lieutenant because he wouldn't let you do things
your way? How many times have you ignored him?'Y ou set the example for her.”

Cash looked at Tran sharply. He wanted to claim that these circumstances were different. But he
couldn't. That would have been pure hypocrisy.

Hegrinned. "Y ou got me dead to rights."

Having listened to the conversation, Beth remarked, "It'stoo late anyway, Norm.” The engines began to
whine. "So let's get on with thejob."

He gave her alook that promised he wouldn't forget, but said only, "What else can | do?' He sighed,
closed hiseyes.

"Wake me up when we get there."

Hewouldn't deep. Flying frightened him too much. Every little cresk from the airframe would be
sandpaper across raw nerves. Safety Statistics didn't mean athing to the primitive cowering at the back of
hisskull.

Frank Segasture, trueto his promise, was there to meet them.

Cash embraced the man. "How the hdll are you, you runt wop? Getting alittle chunky there, aren't you?"
He jabbed afinger into the man's sparetire.

Segasture was short, broad, and swarthy. He looked more like a movie Mafioso than a detective. He
took the insultswith agrin. "When you going to wake up and start wearing a hat? What thewind ain't
bleached it's blown away. Kids started calling you chrome-dome yet?"

"Hey, Frank, when the dust settles|et's go out and get plowed. | haven't gone clubbing since that timein
D.C"

"In Rochester? Y ou got to be shitting me. Man, people around here go to Cleveland for excitement.” He
eyeballed Beth while he talked. She reddened, tried pretending she didn't notice.

"Oh. ThisisMgor Tran. And Beth Tavares."

"Ah. Thelady on the phone. The one with the sexy voice." He ogled her. "Maybe we can lean
something from you guysin the sticks. | never had a partner likethis."



Beth blushed more deeply, moved nearer Cash.
"Tran, did you say? The Vietsarein on this, too?"

"Just persond curiogity,” Tran replied. "l was apolice of-ficer mysdf. | find this case extremely
interesing.”

"That it is. Y ou guys had breskfast yet? Didn't think so. With that outfit you're lucky the plane even got
here. Come on. Let's get your bags and go. I've got us set up at the Holiday Inn. It's only a couple of
milesfrom the house"

"I'm not hungry,” said Cash, puffing as he tried to match Segasture's pace. "L et's just go out there....”
"Down, Sherlock. Thereain't no rush. She hasn't showed yet. Might aswell take it easy till she does."
"She hasn't?" Sudden fear rolled over Cash. Had he guessed wrong? "But she's had plenty of time...."
"Hey! Don't get an ulcer. Okay? WEIl know if ... when she comesin. And where she goes."
"Huh?How?'

"Think about it." Segasture grinned as he helped Beth claim her bags.

Chrigt, she must plan on along stay, Norm thought.

"l giveup, Frank."

"Ah, Norm, you never were any fun."

"Taxi drivers" said Tran.

Segasture spat to one side. "Y eah. Norm, your friend istoo damned smart. Y eah. What | did was get to
Lmbiawork-i ng the gations. | told them there was atwenty for the guy who spotted her and let us

"lan't that alittle cheep?”

"There's guyswould cut your throat for that much down in the city. Anyway, they're going to be your
bucks. I'll up the ante if you want. Hey, pretty lady, I'll carry them.”

"Don't worry, Beth. Thisold dog isdl bark. Hesthe last of the faithful husbands.”
In atight voice she remarked, "That'swhat | was afraid of." She wasn't at ease with that kind of banter.

"Y ou're blowing my mystique, Norm. Come on. I've got acar. Hey! Y ou remember thetime we
booby-trapped old Handley's microscope?’

They rdlived smilar hijinx al theway to the motd, till Cash was sure Beth and Tran were convinced that
his FBI course had been waste of the taxpayers money.

Over breskfast Beth became Miss Business. "Norm, did you forget Dr. Smiley?"



He hdted aforkful of pancake hafway dong itsarc to hismouth. "Damned near,”" He explained to
Segadiure.

"Okay. I'll put the word out for the driversto watch for him. Y ou got any other rats going to come out of
the wood-work back here?’

Cash shook hishead. "Y ou know, | wish | could get out and prowl! around the countryside. My mother
came from aplace cdled Johnstown. | think it's around here somewhere.”

"Nan. It'samost over to Albany.”

"I remember, back in thirty-four, we drove dl the way back there in atwenty-six chevy. For my
grandfather'sfunerd. Only time | ever saw theman. Laying in acasket."

Casn's mind drifted into the past. It was hard to believe that he had ever been that young. "He had two
wooden legs. That'sall | remember about him. He was some kind of mechanic on the railroad. One day
he fell adeep under an engine he was working on. Somebody got in and droveit off.... Y ou know, the
only other thing | remember about that trip is playing on abarge on the Erie Candl."

"Maybe you can go over there after we close thisthing up,” Segasture suggested.

"No. There won't be time. Weve got to get back. Fu-nerals.”

And that was the gory of hislife. Always there was some-thing that had to be done. Twenty-six months
in Europe, with Uncle Sam footing the bill, and he hadn't seen adamned thing but the cathedrd at
Cologne.

Later, in Norm's motel room, Segasture opened a briefcase and passed out weapons. "l hope we don't
have to use these. Try not to. Especially you, Mgor. They're legd, but we might haveto do alot of
explaining. So wave them around if the feding grabs you, but don't shoot. Norm, you want to ride out
there? Look the place over?'

What he wanted wasto go lay an ambush at therallway station. "What if she comesinwhilewere
gone?'

"Chrigt! Don't be so damned anxious. WEell find out. If the cabbies can't get ahold of me, they know who
to call at the Rochester P.O. They've got to bein on the edges of thisthing anyway. It'stheir turf.”

"Sure. Youreright. Let'sgo take alook."

Segasture drove past dowly.

"It'sagoddamned mansion,” Cash muttered.

"The old boy isworth amint. And the feding around hereisthat he didn't comeby dl of it legit.”
"What do you mean?"

"Koppd.... Theloca copsthink he's connected somehow. Little visible means of support. And he has
some pretty strange visitors. Mainly foreigners. The couple who work for him are German.”



"Who's this Koppd ?'

"The guy who ownsthe place.”

"But... theman wewant isFa Groloch.”
"Thenyou'reout luck."

"Y ou're sure that's the right house?' All he needed was to have to go back to Hank and admit that he had
gone on awild goose chase.

"That's the address you gave me. Hey! Cam down. It did belong to Fid Groloch. He sold out to this
Koppel about forty yearsago.”

"But she got lettersfrom herel” Cash protested. He shuf-fled mentd files, dredging up everything he had
learned about Fia Groloch.

"Perhaps only the name of the owner changed,” Tran sug-gested. "The man in residence might be the
sane”

"Of course!™ Cash jumped on it instantly. "That'd be the perfect way to cover up the fact that you're
outliving dl your neighbors.”

Segasture's expression was dubious. "I vote we go back and party till we get word that she's here.”

"What I'd like to know," Beth said, "iswhy, when we asked you to check the place out, back when, you
didn't let us know these things. If Koppel isn't Groloch, then we're out time and money for nothing.”

"Shedwayslikethis, Norm?'

"She doesn't let much get past.”

"Yeah. Wdl. It'slikethis. | didn't get into it as deep asit might have sounded on the phone.”
"I don't think you got intoit a al," Beth retorted.

"Y ou faked it?' Cash demanded.

"Well, sort of. | called some people. In the state police, up here...."

"| get the picture. They didn't want to be bothered either. Y ou just wanted me off your back. I'm going to
remember this, Frank."

"Hey, I'm sorry, Norm. It just didn't look very important a thetime. Y ou know what | mean?"
"I know what | think. But it'stoo late to cry now. Come on. Let's get back. | need adrink."

Two hours at the motel were al Cash could take. He left the others with the impression that he was going
to take a nap, caught a cab to the railway sation.



At ten p.m. hefinaly admitted hisfolly to himsdf. He wasjust working on an ulcer. At the motd, at lesst,
he could share the waiting with friends.

But he had this damned overpowering urge to do some-thing.
It dmost conned him into asolo recon of the local Groloch establishment.
For onceterror did him afavor. It stopped him.

By sheer chance, ashistaxi pulled away, he glimpsed some-one through a Windlesswindow. The man
was crossing the waiting room, toward the rest rooms, at atrot.

"Damn!" Norm growled. "That Maoneis stubborn." He hoped the man's bladder was choking him.
Serve himright, hiding, spying on people.

Hedidn't get upset. There wasn't athing he could do abouit it.

He went looking for Frank right away. The bartender told him that Segasture had goneto bed. Tran had
turned in too. "Hell, it's ill too early. Mix me arum and Coke in awater glass. Two shots. Noice."

Maybe it wasjust aswell. He wouldn't have to take any crap about sneaking off.

He went through three drinks before announcing, "I might aswell sack out too. Ain't nothing elseto do.”
He was dog-tired, but not really deepy. Too keyed up.

He was about to become more keyed up.

He stepped into hisroom and ass deep into a"situation.”

Beth wasin hisbed. She had falen adegp while reading.

She didn't have a stitch on beneath that sheet. One bare, large, dark-nippled breast peeked out at him.

"So thisiswhy she came." He closed the door gently, quietly seated himsdlf in the room's one chair. His
knees missed brushing the bed by a scant half inch.

As nervous as she was, how could she have falen adegp? She should have been too scared to think.
Maybe she had reached the point of emotional exhaustion.

His thoughts went round and round, pecking at the Situation from ahundred angles.

It boiled down to a choice between should do and want to do.

God, she looked good.

A haf hour passed. The acohol gradualy caught up. Hefdt on the verge of collapse. He had to get to
bed.

Hewould have to disturb her or stay awake.



He didn't want to endure the inevitable confrontation.
God damnit, it was his bed.

A disinterested fraction of his mind observed, with amuse-ment, that, whenever he began to relax, he
reacted in healthy mae fashion. The resulting tension invariably caused a detumescence.

Herose, stripped to his shorts, switched the light off, did into bed.

Beth wakened ingtantly, sat upright. "Norm?1'm sorry. | don't know why—"

"Shut up. Lay down. Shut up,” he said again. He pulled her toward him, cuddling spoon fashion. She
remained stiff, but her skin was smooth, soft, warm. She shivered, tried to pull away. "Lay still. And go
back to deep.”

They didn't drift off quickly. There wastoo much tension, too much waiting for someone to make an
advance. But the forced silence gradually sapped the fury of the emotiona storm.

Cash dept, but awakened with the dawn.

Beth snored fitfully beside him, sorawled on her back. Ob-vioudy she was used to deeping aone.
Cash touched himself. He had one of those throbbing morning erectionsthat a cat couldn't scratch.
He lifted himself onto one elbow, eased the sheet off the bed.

"Nice," hewhispered.

Sheredly did have adynamite body.

His heart hammered. He shook al over. It waslike thefirgt time ever dl over again.
Hewasgoingtodoit.

He bent to one of those magnificent bressts.

Frank came pounding on the door shortly after ten. "Hey. Norm. Come on. Get up.”

They came out of bed grabbing for clothes.

"In the bathroom," Cash whispered. "What do you want?" he growled.

"Come on. Weve got to move."

Norm dragged his shorts on and stumbled to the door. "Man, what's al the racket for?' he demanded as
he opened up.

"She'shere. Y our target. Cabbie just took her out there. She sent him back for a bunch of luggage.”



"Weve got to grab that. Theresatrunk | want."
"I'll call the Rochester P.D. while you get dressed. Want me to get Beth? Tran's dready over at the cafe.”

Cash's heart hammered. "No. I'll take care of it. Just get somebody on to that trunk. That'll make my
cae."

"Ah. | see" Segadture hurried off.

What had he meant by that? Cash wondered. And by that sudden little grin?

He understood the ingtant he turned. Beth had missed her purse and brain her rush to the bathroom.
"Oh, shit."

But what could he do? The horse had escaped. Better play it cool, say nothing, and hope that Frank did
the same. "Hey, babe, | need the shower."

Blushing dl over, Beth camefor her bra

They were even more impressive when she was standing.

"Madechauwvinig," he murmured.

"Seeif therés anybody outsde," she said softly. "I have to go change.”

Cash peeked out. "It's okay."

She sarted to leave. He stopped her, lifted her chin, kissed her lightly. "Thank you, Beth."
She clung to him momentarily, head againgt his chest. "Thank you." Sheleft.

Hedidn't think it would happen again. Her need had been filled. As once he had filled Teri's need with a
refusal.

When would histurn come?

Norm found breskfast awaiting him. "Beginning to look like you're hooked on this one, too, Frank."
"It wasthe mgjor'sidea. He was afraid you wouldn't eat unless you were put under obligation.”
Tran smiled. "We haveto care for oursalvesfirgt."

Cash drained half acup of coffee, pushed it aside so the waitress could refill it. "1'm looking forward to
today. But now that I'm here, and she's here, | don't fed any big rush anymore. Did you order for Beth?"

"Yes. But | assumed she would take longer. Women usudly do."

"Frank, you were right. Hes too damned smart.” Cash wondered if Tran were smart enough to have
figured the night's happening. Not that it mattered. The man would keep his mouth shut.



It had been ages since he had felt so relaxed, so fulfilled, so at peace. He had Beth to thank.
Shearrived looking bright and cheerful and not the least bit guilty.

Cash felt no guilt himself, to his surprise. Maybe it would set in after the euphoria passed.
The waitress quickly arrived with Beth's breskfast.

I'm getting closeto it now, Cash thought, visudizing Miss Groloch's dfin face.

"Hereshow | figure we should do it," Segasture said, and began outlining a plan.



XXVIII. OntheX AXis,
1975

She paid the cabhbie, tipping generoudy, then added twenty dollars and asked him to recover her
baggage from the railway station. She watched him pull away, then marched up the winding, rose-flanked
walk to the door.

He responded dmogt asif he had been waiting.

"Fida What are you doing here?' He spoke German. His English remained as broken as hers. "Come on
in

The housewas old, rich, dark. It had changed little with the years.
Fia had. He had aged.
But sixty years separated this meeting from their last.

A woman of sixty, confused and embarrassed, rushed from the rear of the house. "I'm sorry, Herr
Koppd. | wasin the bathroom." She, too, spoke German, but with a northern ac-cent.

"That'sal right, Greta. Y ou and Hans take the car into town, will you? Catch up on your shopping.”

The woman withdrew with adight, stiff, Teutonic bow. She seemed accustomed to disappearing when
srangersarrived.

"My God, that womanisugly.”

"But the perfect housekeeper. Absolutely close-mouthed. She and her hushand have been with me since
forty-nine. They'rerefugees. | think they were involved with the SS. Whatever, they don't attract any
atention."

llem?l

"I changed names during the Depression. My busi ness con-nections were beginning to wonder about my
longevity. It seemed like agood time to disappear. Financia empires were crumbling right and left. But
you haven't told mewhy you're here.”

"I had torun. | had to, Fd. After | saw him, and the policeman.... | couldn't stay there anymore. It was
dl dosingin...."

The old man guided her to an overstuffed chair. "Sit. I'll make sometea Y ou settle down. Get your
thoughts organ-ized."

One familiar with Fialawould have guessed Fid to be asfussy and old-fashioned ashissister. The
interiors of their homes were dmost interchangesble, though Fa's place waslarger and more carefully
maintained. He didn't fear car-penters, eectricians, or plumbers.

Fia had two cats and adog. The beagle, abitch, was seven-teen and so feeble she could barely move.
She had lost so many teeth that Greta had to spoon-feed her baby food. Y et Fial refused to have her put



to deep.

Fal returned in ten minutes. "Now tell me about it. From the beginning. | redly didn't understand your
letters”

"First I'd better tell you. | saw Neulig.”
"What?' Fia sprang from his chair, began pacing. "How do you know?"

"I can't tdl how. | just knew who he was when | saw him. Maybe because | was unconscioudy
expecting him."

"We're supposed to have orderly minds," Fia reminded her. "Minds forged and honed by the State. Let's
apply them. Go back to the beginning.”

Hewasworried; thislack of pleasantries, this minimization of the amenities, indicated afear that
something critica wasin thewind, that they might haveto act swiftly.

"It garted with the body inthe dley."
"I don't understand why the police were so excited. In this country the alleys are carpeted with corpses.”

"Because the dead man was the double of Jack O'Brien. Because two detectives found that out and
turned the in-vestigation into a crusade. They just wouldn't stop digging.”

"But..."

"I know. But it was O'Brien. To perfection. Even to the clothing. | know there had to be differences, but
after fifty years| couldn't put my finger on athing. | wastoo upset the onetime | saw the body, though |
remember saying it looked smaler.

"l findlly figured it out on theway here. Because | saw Neulist & thefuneral. He planted the body. How,
| don't know."

Fia paced. "What about why?'
"To gir up the police? That would be his style, wouldn't it?"

Fial stopped abruptly, peered at her. He dropped into his chair. For two minutes he steepled hisfingers
before hisface and stared into nothing.

"Yesit would. Exactly." He paused again.

"There's something | haven't told you, Fiala. Fian's dead.” He described the circumstances.

"I went over there persondly. In forty-six and again in forty-eight. The Russians weren't much help.

"l dways thought there was something fishy about it. But Neulist? No. | didn't suspect that. Theinformer,

Josef Gabiek ... inthe history | learned, he was a patriot. He waskilled in apolice raid on a Resistance
hideout. But this one wasn't. He disappeared instead.



"I've spent amillion dollars trying to find out where he went. | think | know now.”

"Y ou shouldvetold me, Fid. | don't need protection from the truth.” She had suspected Fian's death for
along time. He would have gotten in touch after the war had he been dive.

"I didn't want you to worry. Y ou dways overreacted in emotiond Stuations. Anyway, thisone didn't
seem that sus-picious then. There were fifteen hundred other peoplein the village, and the raid was
identical to the onein our own his-tory—except that Fian was there. There wasn't a shred of evidence
againg the colonel. | wanted to find Gabiek to satisfy my own curiosity asto his motives, asacheck
agang higtory asweknow it. | certainly couldn't go ask Hitler why the bomb didn't kill himin his bunker
and stop the war eight months earlier than it ended. | thought I might uncover some pattern to the
changeswe've seen. That | might find away to abort them, or neutralize them, or soften their long-range

impact.

"Well, if Gabiek was Neulist, he shouldn't be ableto trace us. | don't see how he found you. Unless he
got it from Fian somehow. And that'simpossible. It had to be dumb luck. | mean, the Czechslet medo
some digging where he died. | found hisjournd, that he kept right up to the minute when the security
police started shooting. He never mentioned Gabiek, nor did he have aword to say about Neulist,
except awarning about what happened in the programming thester....

"Oh! Hedidn't follow you, did he?'

"No. Nobody could have. Not without being ten people. We're safe. | don't think anyone even knows
you exist. And | took time to make sure they didn't find out. | cleaned the house top to bottom."

"But ... Neulist. Y ou should have let me know. | could have comein and surprised him. | could have....
I've got contacts. Hans knows people who would have loaned us an n. Asafavor."

"l didn't know till it wastoo late. | didn't run from him anyway. | could have handled him. He's
vulnerable. But the police aren't.”

"But we took care of the O'Brien thing back when." A wrinkle of distaste marred Fial's expression.
"Back when isn't the problem.”

"Fida?Don't tell me. Not again? Not another one?!

"A policeman thistime. And | had no choice, Fid. It wasn't like before, just madness and meanness.

"I went to the funera for the O'Brien doppelganger. And Neulist showed up, like | said. That left meina
date, not thinking very good. Otherwise, | might have handled it differently.

"While | was out, one of the detectives got into the house. He must've lost track of time. Hewas il
there when | got home. He left the door open a crack. Because | was upset, | was ready to be
suspicious of anything. | snuck in. Hewasin thelittle west parlor going through my journds. | did alot of
them in English, to practice. He was so preoccupied that it was child's play to dip up with a
hypodermic.... It just didn't occur to methat | didn't haveto kill him, not if | was going to run anyway.
Wheat | should've done was sedate him while | scoured the house and got out. Nobody would have
believed him. But at thetime | just didn't see that there was any choice.”

"Okay. | understand. | don't likeit, but I understand. What about the body?'



"I shippeditinatrunk again."

"I'm running out of room in the basement.” He smiled weskly. "Y ou're sure you can't be traced? The
police are more sophisticated now."

"I made it as complicated as| could. | bought arailway ticket to Indianapolis. The police sergeant |ooked
the typeto think me too old-fashioned to travel any other way. Then | went to the airport. | spent the last
five days hopping from Memphisto Chicago to Detroit, to Cincinnati, Pittsburgh, Philadel phia,

Cleveland, Detroit again, Buffao, then here. Sometimes | used the bus, therailroad, or went by plane.
Theluggage | sent by bus and severa other shippers, skipping every other city. | used three different
names and paid for everything in cash. | changed my clothes every time, and | worewigs." Shewas
unable to put into words the fright, the feding of anachronism that had accompanied her every step of the
way. She had kept going on sheer willpower.

"Okay. Y ou used your heed. If they can untanglethat at dl, it'll take amonth. Well get the jump on them
in the mean-time. It'stime we went back to Europe anyway. Theinterna-tional Situation isgoing to get
nasty soon. The Chinese are going to start in. I've been getting ready for ten years, aming for
seventy-eight, just beforeit hit. But now isjust as good.

"The route will be as complicated as yourswas. Well use four different identities. They've existed for
years, and they've been leaving the necessary paper resduein thefiles of severd governments. They'll
keep on, because these people redly exist. Well eventudly end up tenants on alittle farm near
Tirschenreuth, at the edge of the Bohemian Fores, just on the Bavarian side of the Czech border, in
West Germany. We can cross over whenever we want. Hans handled the arrangments. He knows some
ex-Naziswho can manage things like that. I've done them afew favors over here.

"When Hans gets back I'll have him contact his people. I'll contact my brokersin New Y ork and tell
them to start mov-ing our money. To Beirut, not Zurich. They dwayslook in Switzerland first these days.
After that, we can leave as soon as your body is buried. For my part, I'll apparently die and be buried
here. | made the arrangements along time ago. Seemed the best way to disappear. Hanswill get this
place. Hell cover our backtrail.”

Fd chuckled. "Now weve even got abody to put in my coffin.”

"Father couldn't have done better, Fid."

"He couldn't have done as good. That'swhy he dways | eft me the staff work.”

For ten minutesthey said little, just Spped teaand con-templated the dramatic tricks fate had played with
their lives.

"Eighty-one yearsto go," Fid muttered. "It'l be one co-lossa drudge.”

"And no way of knowing what well face when we get there. Things are so different.”

"Not so much. It's our perspective and revisionist educa-tions, more than anything. Thered difference
peaked around nineteen fifty. Since then history has been undergoing anor-mdization. It's asif the fabric

had been stretched, but now it's going back to its normal shape. But, till, | sometimes wonder why we
bother."



"What are wedoing here, Fid? A surgeon and aphysicist playing secret agentsin somebody esestime.”

"It'sno game. Not with acrazy colone out there some-where, willing to shuffle history al over again. Not
with Fiankilled...."

"Don't forget an angry St. Louis police sergeant named Norman Cash. Hell get meif he can, Fid. He's
another Neulist. Y ou'd think the young policeman, the dead one, was his son, the way he acted toward
him."

"Cash? Norman Cash? A homicide detective? From St. Louis? In Missouri?'
"United States of America, planet Earth. Yes. So?

"Hda, think! Chrigt, how bizarreisthisthing going to get? Girl, there has to be a God. Not even a
dynamic of higtorical restoration can explain this. Don't you see? He has to be Michadl Cash'sfather.
Just hasto be. There couldn't be two policemen with the same job in the same city with the same name.”

"You think so? Redly? | never thought of it. But you might beright. Hiswife said they los asonin
Vietnam. Her name was Ann, and | think she said her son's name was Michael. Or Matthew... ?1 just
never made the connection. Y ou see how stupid | am sometimes?”

"No. You've never been that interested in history or geneology.”

"Grandmother told me al those storieswhen | wasllittle.... About the old days, beforethe State.... Itisa
coin-cidence as big as the Great Pyramid. But doesit matter? Michagl Cash would till bein China. He
won't come over for yearsyet, will he? By then well be gone.”

"I wasthinking about hisvidtsto Prague. But | guessyou'reright. It doesn't matter. Still, it gives methe
queasies, having to live through the same times as these people....

"Things have changed, but history isdiding back into its old groove. It lookslike the State will be born
right on time. Theway we learned it, with Grandma and Grandpa colluding to make it happen. What
scares meisthat we might ill changeit. One dip. Anything that would keep Cash out of Prague, or from
coming hereto take over at theright time....

This United States would survive. Cash wouldn't dump his Chinese dlies during their Russian adventure,
because he hated that man Huang for what he did to hisfriend. He wouldn't fix it up with the Czech
leadership while the Russians and Chinese are smashing each other. Prague would remain just another
capital of an occupied satellite, not the European hub of the new order...."

How critically important this one man would be, Fidareflected. He would shape the future as surely as
Adolf Hitler had shaped the past.

Y et what she had heard about him, so long ago in her own future-past, made him seem a pretty ordinary
man. Not a all amegalomaniac. Her grandmother had talked about him ceasdesdly.

Michadl Cash's driving forces had been aneurotic love and a devouring hatred, each targeted on one
woman, one man. He would become powerful only to satisfy the two emotions.

And having done so0, hewould abdicate....



When had adictator ever yielded his power voluntarily? Or forbid hisfamily to have anything to do with
politics after-ward?

Even hiswife. And she, chairing the European Party, had been as powerful ashe.

That tangled skein fled her mind.

"The doorbell,” Fid observed nervoudy.

"Must be the man with the luggage." Fida squirmed in her chair, unaccountably nervous hersdf.
Shewould like to meet Michael Cash sometime, while the opportunity existed. The memoriesof a
grandmother who had passed away nearly twenty years before their trandation into the past, and afather
who had seen little of the man, satisfied few of the questions she had today, when she could findly
recognize and understand the issues of Cash's day.

Fal had known him too, though only as a child. Maybe he would want alook from an adult perspective.
Maybe he would let her tag dong.

Fa peered through acurtain. "It'sawoman.”

"A woman?'

"Yes. Latetwenties, I'd say. Dark hair, long and straight. Dark skin. Attractive. Know anyone like that?"
"No. Maybe she's seling something.”

The bl rang for thefourth time.

"She's sure determined.”

"Well, get rid of her before the man with the luggage shows up.”
Fa opened the door. "Of help to you | may be?!

The woman yanked the screen door.

And from acrouch againg the outside wal aman lunged in-side.
He had agun.

Faaswore murderoudy in German.

"Danke schon." Hisgrinwas broad and evil.



XXIX. OntheY Axis,
1975

"Back door, Beth," said Cash, unableto difle that terrible grin. "Watch yoursdf.”

Pistal in hand, she drifted toward the rear of the house.

Norm backed up to a paidey-upholstered chair. He gestured with hisweapon. "I will shoot. | have
ingtructionsto do so at the dightest excuse. We've stopped being polite. Whoa. Right there. Miss
Groloch, move a step away from Fid."

Fa stared without expresson. "Thisiswhich, Faa?'

Fd regarded him with disconcerting intensity.

Beth returned with Segasture and Tran. Frank observed, "They don't look so mean, Norm."

"That'swhy they're so deadly. Especialy her. Mgor, you want to look around? | haven't seen the
srvants”

"Gretaand Hans, they have goneto shop,” Fid said. Cash ignored him.

"Movealittleto your left, Beth. We don't want to turn thisinto a Polish firing squad.”

Neither prisoner tried to bullshit him. Fiala seemed too upset. Fid was, apparently, busy thinking.
Segasture and Tran soon returned. "Placeis clean,” Frank said.

"Y ou see a phone anywhere?'

"No. Why?'

"Impulse. | wanted to call Railsback. To tell him I've got her.”

"Y ou've found her, you mean. Y ou haven't gotten her yet. Now the lega hasdes start. Extradition.
Madone"

"Maone can havethisone." Heindicated Fd. "But the bitchismine.”

"Hey! Helo!" someone called from outside.

Cash whirled. A man in police blue leaned in the door. Norm relaxed. "Comeonin."
"Frank Segasture?’

"Right here"

"Okay. I'm supposed to tell you that warrants and the wagon will be out when they're available. And to



treat the prisoners right. Somebody from Washington wantsto see them.”
"Shit. That damned Maone again," Cash grumbled.

"And a cabbie just spotted the man you wanted to know about. Came over the radio when | was pulling
up.”

"Smiley?" Cash asked.

"Cdlshimsdf Augsberg. Asin the Augsberg Pickle Com-pany. Camein on aLear jet with acouple
other guys. Three more were here to meet him."

"That don't sound like my man."
"Hefit the description.”
"Watch him," Tran suggested. "'Y ou know what Maone said about him shifting identities.”

"Good idea," Cash replied. "Frank, you think it'd be worth the trouble to find out where the real pickle
kingis?'

"Wed better. Officer, you got that?"

"| think so. Tall him. And find out if hesthered magilla”

"Il gocdlitin"

"Thisman, hewould befrom St. Louis?' Fia asked.

"That's right, Pop," Segasture told him. " Seemsto have what you'd call an abiding interest in you people.”
Fd wheded on Fida "Y ou said you weren't followed. Y ou swore....."

Cash laughed. "Shewasn't. Not by me. | was here waiting for her.”

Fad glared a him.

"Y ou blew it when you changed your name. Y ou kept your newspaper subscription under Groloch.”
"l see. And then to Colond Neulist you sold us."

"Never heard of him."

Cash exchanged glances with Segasture, said, "L ooks like Ma one might have been on to something.”
Then he frowned.

The name Neulist agitated Miss Groloch more than ever.

The patrolman returned. "They picked up your trunk. It'son itsway to the morgue.”



Cash's somach flopped. "There was a body ?*

"They'rewaiting for awarrant. But they said it's heavy enough. Oh. There's some spade out there who
wantsin."

"Might aswdll let him. He'sthe Washington interest.”

Malone let himsdlf in. " Sergeant Cash. Miss Tavares.” He wore abroad grin. "They don't ook so
terrible.” He circled the Grolochs. ™Y ou turned up anything?!

"Not much,” Cash replied. "Thisone's calling himself Koppel. He's got acouple of Krautsworking for
him. And he's scared shitless that somebody named Colond Neulist is going to catch up with them.”

"Neulist? | don't know that one. Haveto run it through Langley. Koppel, though ... | think I've heard that
one. In connection with the ODESSA. Fits having Germansworking for him."

Cash nodded. "I'll make you aded. We split. Down the middle. Y ou take him, | take her. Oh. Did
Smiley ever usethe name Neulig?"

"It'snot on the record. It might be aworkname, though. Well find out.”

"Excuseme." The patrolman was back again. "They'velost the pickle guy.”

"Already?' Cash demanded. "How the hell did they managethat?'

"He had a chopper there. He took off init."

"A planner. It must be Smiley."

"Who?' Maone asked.

"A manwho cals himsdf Augsberg but who, lookslike Smiley. Maybe hestheir Neulist.”

Miss Groloch jerked asif dapped every time she heard that name. She was now spookier than Cash had
ever seen. Something apocalyptic was going on inside her head.

"Interesting,” Maone observed. "You. Fd, isit? Tdl meabout it."

Theold manignored him.

"Well, well find out later.”

The officer outside shouted, "Hey, you guys. There was abody in that trunk."

Cash closed his eyes, slently counted while the earth dropped away. There it was. The death of hislast
hope.

The whickering sound of helicopter rotors grew in the dis-tance.

"Officer! Get in herel” Maoneydled. To the others, "Let's make it atrap. Any reason he should be



expecting one?"

"He had people here," Segasture replied. "Probably the oneswho followed her. They might have noticed
we were watching, too."

"He knowswereinterested,” Cash added. "He had some-body watching her back home. I'd say he's
trying to beat us here. If we hadn't gotten the break with the newspaper subscription, he would have."

Malone parted acurtain. "That damned gumball parked out there. And your car and mine. The crowd
will scarehim off."

The whickering passed overhead, began adow revolution around the house.
"Guessitisn't thered pickleking," said Segasture, ending with anervouslittle laugh.
They waited in Slence. The helicopter circled twice.

"He'slanding in the garden,” Tran cdled from the kitchen.

"Okay. Everybody out of sight,” Malone ordered.

Cash rebdlled. Thiswas his show. Neither Maone nor Smiley were going to stedl it from him. "I'm
staying here. So are these two."

"Suit yoursdf.”

Fiala sobbed. Fia held her, defying Cash. Norm let it go. "Got to meet nightmarestoeto toe," hetold
Fal. Hisvoice betrayed his own fear.

The helicopter'sengines died.

Tran called, "They're armed. AK47s. They look profes-siond.”

"How many?' Maone asked.

"Five, plusthe pilot and old man. The pilot isn't armed. He looks like aconscript.”

"Okay. Everybody hang easy. Don't start anything. They've got afirepower advantage.” Satisfied with
everyone's hiding places, Maone dithered into the tight shadow behind a massive Victorian-style couch.

Cash was scared shitless. His pistol grip was dick. Hisface was pae. His somach had become atiny,
aching knot. He ground histeeth to prevent chattering. He adjusted his chair so he could watch both the
front door and the Grolochs.

It was his show, damn it! Fear wasn't going to rip it from his control.

For an instant he saw snowy brush where rosebushes stood. He heard the squeal of tank tracks, the
footsteps and breath-ing of shadowless panzergrenadiers....

A red shadow splashed across the porch. Norm dipped his revolver beneath hisleg, prayed he wouldn't
do something stupid again.



Fd 4ill held Fida She babbled continuoudy in Czech. Fid patted her head and murmured in the same
tongue.

His eyes, on Norm, remained hate-filled, angry.

Y ou would think, Cash reflected, that he was the wronged party.

He glanced toward the door. The shadow was gone.

Why were they taking so long?

Miss Groloch shuddered, groaned. Fia spoketo her in ahard, urgent tone, shifting to German when she
did. Cash couldn't pick out one word in twenty. Most were nein or nicht something. Comprehension
grew. Fd wastdling her, over and over, to shut up.

Cash wished he could record them.

He glanced at the door. The shadow had returned.

They were playing agame of nerves out there.

Glass shattered in the kitchen. A door dammed. There was a shout, sounds of a scuffle.

Cash swested, fearing he would have to carry bad newsto Le Quyen, too.

Within aminute Tran steered a groggy, linebacker-szed gentleman into the room. He hit the man again,
smiled Cash'sway, started back.

And stopped, stared down the bore of an assault rifle.

Cash was tempted. Hitting the interloper wouldn't be dif-ficult.

A cat yowled upstairs. A pair of the beasts hurtled down-stairs, disappeared.

And Norm spotted a second man beyond the head of the Sairs.

No point in gunplay, now. Too many automeatic wegpons around.

The shadow still stretched across the porch.

Where were the others? What were they up to?

Miss Groloch's shakes and moans took on the violence of aseizure. Fid's efforts camed her not at all.

The man's emotiona agony was so obvious, so deep, that Cash couldn't help feeling compassion.
Compassion tainted by anger. The old witch was going to get off on an insanity plea.

There would be another feint before the real move, Cash decided. Something to distract them for one
criticd ingant.



Neighbors who had known the man better than he had described Dr. Smiley as an excellent, unorthodox
chessplayer.

He did the unexpected now.

Hewaked in the front door. Unarmed. With just one bodyguard.

Cash was beyond surprise. "Good morning, Doctor. |'ve been waiting."
If having been beaten to his prey had disgppointed Smiley, he hid it welt.

"Norman. Y ou're more efficient than | anticipated.” He was no longer the quiet, retiring, bookish
neighbor. He had gained a commanding, frightening presence. His clothing, too, had changed. No longer
was he thelittle old man in sec-ondhand. His suit must have set him back four hundred dol-lars. He
turned dightly. "Stefan. And little Marda. It's been an interesting chase. Let me savor the moment. There
was no chance with Otho and Dungcik.”

Fd nodded dightly. "Colondl. Y ou, too, are more efficient than anticipated.” His hatred was papable.

"Norman, we could get to butting heads here," Smiley ob-served. "But you should know that I'm
invoking aprior clam. If you accept it we can work thisout." He glanced a hiswatch. "Our godsare
nearly the same anyway."

"Afrad not."

"I could never want somebody so bad that 1'd get a couple thousand peoplekilled just to nail them. Like
you did when you were Josef Gabiek. So | don't recognize your clam. Not here. Y ou should have
caught them over there.”

Smiley'sface flashed several successve reactions.

"Y eah, we know, Dr. Hodza Y ou just caught uswith our pants down." Cash was stdling, hoping
reinforcements would arrive. That paddy wagon showing now would be like the cavalry charging over
the hill. "Now | haveto arrest you, too. Suspicion of arson and murder. Y ou have the right to remain
dlent...."

Smiley glanced at hiswatch, shook his head. "Y ou do amaze me, Norman. | never would have thought it.
Y ou seemed such an unimaginative fellow. But we're wasting time. These people are enemies of the
Sate.”

Cash caught the odd intensity of the remark. "So are you. Of my state. By the way, what did they do?
I've read about some of the off-the-wall crimesyou clowns nail peoplefor over there. Conspiracy to
defame the State. Jesus!”

"Who spesksfor the State?' Fida demanded suddenly, strangely calm. "Agency Colonel Neulist? The
man who destroyed his State's future out of wounded vanity? The man who is poisoning its past? The
man who will, without doubt, be remembered asits greatest villain? Colondl, do you know who you 're
talking to?"



Smiley raised an eyebrow. Cash stared.

"HeisMichad Cadh'sfather."

Norm's heart legped into his throat.

"Yes. | know. Doesthat make him asaint? 1'm no smple-minded peasart...."
"Michad istill in China, Colond. Certain key events can till be aborted.”
Cadh's mind was collgpsing into utter chaos.

"Youwouldnt."

"Y ou destroyed my future. What use to me, then, your past?”

"That great atreason ... you wouldn't dare ... would you?'

Fid muttered something, spparently agreeing. Fidaglared a him. Something wild and primitive animated
her. She seemed much younger, much harder. And her English, Cash noted, had improved markedly.

Fiala snapped, "Y ou, Colond, are thetraitor. The kind Mardas grandfather called theworst. Thekind
who abuses position, who betrays atrust, to satisfy hisego.”

"What the hell isal this?' Cash asked. "Y ou people know something about my son?!

"Too much talk. Norman, | want these people.”" Smiley gestured. The movement becameadap. Fd
backed away, rubbing astinging cheek. "Or do | haveto take them? Bitch." He moved again. Fida
evaded hisswing. Onefoot tried for hisgroin.

"Doc, | wouldn't try anything if | was you. Too many guns around here. All we can do is cut each other
up. Prize goesto the last man standing up. That wouldn't be you." He revedled hiswegpon. ™Y ou might
say I'vetaken adidiketo you lately.”

Bdieving Maone's alegations about the man's past had become easy.

A ghogt of asmileteased Smiley'slips. But he wasless calm than he pretended. He kept glancing at his
watch. With hisleft thumb he kept fidgeting with hiswedding band.

"All right. Your point. A draw." To Fa and Fida, "But we still have eghty years. Well meet again.”
Smiling wickedly now, he backed toward the door.

How do | stop him? Cash wondered. Hank wants him, too.
There was no way. Not without a Shootout.

Too late, Norm noticed the absence of the stairway and kitchen gunmen. Tran now lay in aheap beside
the man he had subdued. Cash had missed whatever had happened there.

The helicopter chugged to life.



Cash whirled.

Smiley was gone, too.

"The sonofabitch isgoing to get away!"

Fia collgpsed. Moaning, he clawed at a bright purple mark on his cheek.
"What the...?"

"The bastard foxed us," Maone spat as he crawled from behind the couch. "He was wearing a poison
ring...."

"Norm, look out!" Beth shrieked.
Guns boomed.
Bullets parted Cash's hair as he plunged to the floor. Polish firing squad, he thought.

He saw dugstear a Miss Groloch's clothing, saw Smiley vanish again before anyone could hit him. The
old woman silently sat down beside her brother. Feebly, she reached for his hand.

Cash scrambled toward the doorway. He looked out, got back an ingtant before fragments of brick,
wood, and metd started flying.

The hdlicopter sounded ready for takeoff.
Hejoined arush to the kitchen.

Through awindow he watched Smiley's behind vanish into the chopper. Malone grabbed the downed
gunman's aban-doned AK 47 and broke the pane.

The Rochester policeman started out the backdoor, but threw himsalf back as afusiliade raked the
house.

Something bit Normin the side.

Malone fired on aman running for the aircraft, missed, ducked return fire. The man madeit asthe ship
lifted off.

"Shit!" Cash thundered. "Goddamned! They're going to getaway."

Malone emptied hisweapon. Cash and Segasture followed suit. Theirswas agesture of frustration. The
range was too greet for handguns.

Staying low, the helicopter vanished over aline of trees, rac-ing north.

"They'll be in Canada before we can do anything,” Maone said. He dammed the assaullt rifle againgt a
wall. "Damn. He was ahead of us every step of the way."

Cash tossed hiswegpon into the sink. He felt emptied, defeated, unable to care even about the stinging in



hissde.

He went to check on Tran.

The mgor was breathing evenly. Cash could find no sign of injury.

An auto roared. Tires squeaed.

"The other one!" Cash shouted. "He's getting away, too!"

Segasture and the Rochester cop rushed the front door. A siren began wailing out on the road.

"Y ou bastard!" the patrolman yelled. "Did you see that? He took my car. How the hell am | going to
explanthat?'

The man had been playing possum, Cash decided. For long enough to plan his escape.

Madone came from the Grolochs, knelt beside Norm. "Now we can't get the news out. What a
screw-up. Your friend okay?'

"Just unconscious.”
"Check the woman. The old man's gone. She's going. Wantsto talk to you before she does.”
The agent sounded baffled.

Cash went over. Despite her injuries, Miss Groloch re-mained sitting upright. She had somehow
managed to get Fid's head into her 1ap. Norm felt the man'swridt.

"He'sgone" shesaid in avoicelikeasigh. "It's God'swill. May the one who possessed him ... No. He
should burniin hell, but not for that. The one who dew him was responsible...." Not only had her English
improved, there was an indefinable something about the way she spoke that made Cash suspect some
radica changesin her thinking.

"You'd better lie down. Let me see how bad you're hurt." Three patches of crimson stained her chest.
"No. | am dying. At last. The demon woman ... sheisamost gone, too."

"Demon woman?'

"The creature within ... that stole my body.... The one who was your great-granddaughter.”

"Huh?'

"Bedill. Listen. My torments end, and so little time re-mains.”

Brokenly, ever more weakly, sometimesin words whose meanings she could only guess, the
nineteenth-century peasant girl told the twentieth-century policeman of his son and twenty-first-century
grandsons and great-granddaughter.

Somewherein Prague, today, awoman named |lse Zumsteg had a belly swelling with ason shewould



name Otho....

Cash didn't believe aword. He didn't dare. Thiswas as crazy as the things John had dreamed up back in
the begin-ning. It had to be the death raving of an insane person.

"Miched," he whispered.

What sweet vengeances—for the violated peasant girl—must come to be now that she had spoken.
The whole history of afuture would be rewritten....

If he could but believe.

Beth knelt beside him, held him, rested her cheek againgt hisarm amoment. Mgor Tran, barely ableto
navigate, gently squeezed his other shoulder in asoldier's gesture of reassur-ance.

"Me and Maone are going to seeif we can borrow a phone,” Frank said from the doorway. ™Y ou going
to be okay, Norm?'

Norm touched the area where the stray bullet had kissed him. ™Y eah. But ask them to send apriest
ayway."

But he had to do the rites himsdlf, from poor memory.

Miss Groloch died, and left Cash to reflect on the futility of the lives of both her personas—and on the
fact that Franz Kafka, too, had come from Prague.

Thelinesbegin and run off around the ever-curving face of the Klein bottle, seeking their beginningsin
any of athousand directions.



XXX. OntheZ Axis,
12 September 1977
Final Program

Tota darkness. Near silence broken only by whispering and restless audience movements.

Suddenly, al-surrounding sound. A crossbreed, falsetto yodel/scream backed by one reverberating
chord of the bass guitar. A pillar of red light waxes and wanes with the sound.

Erik Danzer ison.

Nudeto the wais, in hip-deep vapor, he rakes his cheeks with hisfingernails. He looks like an agonized
demon rising from some smoldering lavapit of hell.

Light and sound depart for several seconds.
Sudden light revedls Danzer glaring audience right. Light and sound fade. Repesat, Danzer glaring lft.

Harsh dectric guitar chords, with the bass throbbing up chillsfor the spine. Mirror tricks, flashing, put
Danzer dl over the stage, screaming, "You! You! You!" while pointing into the audience. "Y ou, girl!"

Thelights remain on, though dimly, throbbing with the master chords. Danzer sometimes seemsto be
severa places at once. The pillar-spot jumps from band member to band member.

The man whose forged German Federa Republic passport bears the joke-name Spuk neither
understands nor enjoys. His last encounter with British rock was the Beatles "Penny Lane." He does not
know that Harrison, Lennon, McCart-ney, and Starr have gone their separate ways. He has never heard
of "Crackerbox Palace," Y oko, Wings, "No, No, No."...

Nor does he care.

The pillar moves from man to man. The spook liftsthe s-lenced Wesatherby .227. Through the starscope
the once famil-iar facelookslike astranger's.

The curtain masking the door to the box stirs. A shoe whispers on carpeting. A hand reachesfrom the
darkness. Therifle barrd goes down.

The spook turns pale as he stares into another face from the past.
"Dad."

"Miched."



