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technol ogical civilisation casts is that of Lilith, 'the maid of desolation
who dances in the ruins of cities. Now that we have made a single polluted
city of the entire world, she is preparing to dance in the ruins of our

pl anet ary megal opolis."
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PART ONE: THOU SHALT NOT STEAL



PRELUDE

Friday, 14 Septenber, 2 096, 11:1 S P.m

"l am Lucifer," said the voice

He woke with a start, and opened his eyes. The roomwas |lit by second- hand
streetlight, an

i ndi stinct, yellow haze which spilled through the curtains and | apped at the
danp-stai ned walls. The curfew had not yet fallen, which placed the tinme at
before twel ve o' clock; still, the faint electric |ight was

not quite enough to fully dispel the night. Shadows crowded about the bed,

whi spering bl ack secrets in the distant voice of the city.

He sat up, letting the sheet slip fromhis shoulders to his |lap. The hunid
air, stirred by the sudden novenent, brushed the rigid bul ges of his nuscles
with the electric caress of an approaching thunderstorm The woman

besi de himsnuffled to herself and rolled over. There was a subtle tension in
the air, an expectant pause, a nonent waiting to be filled.

He listened ... People stirred in the buildings around him soneone

screanmed, another |aughed, a third rai sed her voice in anger. A nearby couple
made | ove with abandon, oblivious to his prying, sensitive ears. Far away, the
| angui d tongue of the river licked its lips and tasted the rotten teeth of
Patri ot Bridge.

When the voi ce spoke again, it did so without sound ,,'or, expression. It
whi spered directly into his mnd a
second tine, "I amLucifer,"” then fell silent again, "Witing.

He cl osed his eyes, concentrated, and visualised a

ljrgply, parcelling the soundl ess words into a bundle of electric thought and
hurling it outward into the night. | The response was instantaneous: "Renenber
your duty." , He slid from beneath the sheet and stood upright. In profile and
near - dar kness, his naked body was sexl ess and snoot h-ski nned. H s chest and
shoul ders were

massive, and his linbs gifted with both power and grace. H s poi se bal anced,
trenbling, on the brink of blinding notion

He remai ned that way for sone tinme - frozen, indecisive, reluctant to commt
hinself to any course of action - until novenent through a part in the
curtai ns caught his pinprick eye. Leaning closer to the wi ndow, he peered out
and down at the enpty street below As he watched, a shadow noved, stepped
onto the littered roadway and into a wash of streetlight.

The man stood "a full foot shorter than he, with w de shoulders and a
westler's build not yet soft with age. Recedi ng nobuse-brown hair exposed a

hi gh, proud forehead and generous ears. A thick noustache bristled beneath the
snub nose, lending the man an air of famliarity that defied the best efforts
of his nenory. He might have seen this nan sonewhere before, although he
wasn't sure where

It didn't matter. The nan, whoever he was, was

irrelevant. Curiosity had been carefully bred out of him replaced with an

i nescapabl e conpul sion to obey orders.

There was sonet hi ng about the nman's sil ent watchful ness, though, that nade him
nervous. Sonet hi ng



i ndefinably wong. The man was so still, he hardly seemed to breathe ..

The wonman stirred again, not quite awake. Her voice

was muffled by sleep. "Cati?"

He turned away fromthe wi ndow. The bl ackness of her hair formed a puddl e on
the pillow, a pool of darkness deeper than the shadows. Reaching down with one
massi ve hand, he touched her reassuringly on the shoul der. The trenbling of
his fingertips eased as he gently caressed her soft skin, even when the voice
called a third tinme. She was Sanctuary in a world he could not begin to
under st and, queen of a haven called Peace; he would protect his Sanctuary
every way he could, even if it was his own nature that threatened her

Sl ow y, her breathing deepened, becane nore regul aT, until she finally
returned to sleep.

He went to the bathroom where he would not disturb her further, and opened
his mind to the insistent touch of the one who called hinself Lucifer

When curfew fell at midnight, he was | eaping fromrooftop to rooftop high
above the streets, hunting. And the silent man who had stood on the street
under his wi ndow had | ong since di sappeared.

(HAPTER ONE

Sat urday, 15 Septenber, 1:25 a.m

Fromthe outside, it |ooked |like an enpty warehouse: its doors had rusted
shut; its wi ndows were broken and -boarded up; its roof was slowy caving in.
@ Kennedy Polis had nmany such buil dings. Once, six decades past, swft,

sol ar-powered ferries had shunted back and forth along the river, bringing
with themtrade goods from nearby towns. The warehouses had been full, then,
and busi ness brisk. Kennedy had shone like a

jewel in the North American Mddel Gty Project's crown. Conpletely free of
petrochenical fuels, selfsufficient except for a few basic raw materials and
equi pped with the latest reclamation technol ogies, it had synbolised the new,
cleaner lifestyle prom sed by politicians for decades - a harbinger of the
NAMCPs ut opi an dr eam

The War, however, had killed the dream and the Dissolut;on that had foll owed
had killed nmost of the dreanmers. Now the warehouses stood enpty, rotting
slowy in the noist air drifting off the river. Some had becone tenporary
hones for refugees, others were taken over by the Mayoralty; the renai nder
sinmply awai ted the reopening of the city's self-inposed walls, if such ever
happened.

The years rested heavily upon Kennedy, and upon its warehouses in particul ar
But it had not died.



Not yet. This warehouse was | ocated on a deserted cul -de-sac not far fromthe
slosh and tunble of the river. A white, electric vehicle slid to a halt by a
rusted phone booth at the end of the street. The letters "RSD' were painted in
bol d bl ack down each side of the car and on its trunk

The younger of the two people inside the car, a

worman in her md-thirties with shoul der-1ength bl onde hair and strong

| aughter-1lines, peered sceptically through the rain-spattered w ndscreen
"You're sure this is the right place, Phil?"

The man besi de her nodded. Wth a slightly receding hairline, a thick

nmoust ache and a body that was past its peak without being infirm he | ooked to
be only a few years ol der than his conpanion; perhaps in his mdforties. He
was in fact much older. It showed sometines in his voice. "This is it, Barney.
Trust ne." He smled, teasing. "You wanted to come, remenber?" "Only
because you promi sed to buy me a drink." She pouted nmournfully, and he knew
she was ribbing himin return. Barney Daniels and Phil Roads had been cl ose
friends for nost of her life, especially since her father's death, and knew
each other's ganes well. "Best bar in Kennedy, you said," she continued,
noddi ng di sdai nfully through the wi ndow at the derelict warehouse, no
different fromthe scores of others within spitting distance. "Doesn't | ook
like nuch to ne." "Nevertheless." He | ocked the dash with his thunbprint and
keyed the car's security system Thirty seconds. "Com ng?" "Do | have a

choi ce?"

They stepped out of the car and into the street, pulling coats closer to
protect their bodies. The rain was heavy and thick, failing in a warm sheet
fromthe dark

I ky, a solid nmass only slightly | ess dense than the nearby river. Their

cl ot hing consisted of the standard casual _gniforms of the city's Regiona
Security Departnent: grey synthetic fabric, recycled al um nium buttons and
thick greatcoats. Roads' genuine | eather boots were a

rarity in Kennedy, and allowed himto wal k through puddl es with greater
confort than Barney. "This way." He | ed her down a narrow flight of stairs

, between two buil dings. Paint peelings fromthe crum

bling brick walls littered the asphalt path. A left turn

took themto a steel door, which slid aside on snoothoiled runners as they
approached. The passageway on

Itthe other side was gloomly lit, but at least relatively clean and dry. . As
t hey passed through the entrance, Roads noted the tingling, skin-crawing
sensation of security scanners, electromagnetic fingers that reached through
their clothes to search for the telltal e shapes of conceal ed weapons. Bar ney,
beside him was far too young to renmenber the technol ogy that had been

avail abl e, if not conmmonpl ace, before the War, and nervously rubbed the
suddenly erect hair of her forearns.

Roads didn't break his stride; the security-sweep was

just the first of many technol ogical traps designed to

unsettle the unwary or the ignorant, and he didn't want

to stop each time to bring her up to date. Besides, she was canny enough. If
he | ooked |i ke he knew what he was doing, she would follow his exanple.

He only hoped he did know. It had been so long since he had | ast cone this way

The door at the far end of the corridor remained closed. A panel slid aside in
the wall to the right of the door and a gender-neutral voice spoke: "Please
di sarm Your weapons will be returned to you when you | eave."



"Phil ?" Barney's voice betrayed her nervousness. "It's okay." He opened his
coat and renoved his belt. The pistol - |oaded with plastic bullets, |ead
bei ng another rarity - and its hol ster vani shed behind the panel; hers
followed after a slight hesitation.

The door slid open. They stepped through into a muffled riot of noise.
Sonmewher e nearby, renoved by only a wall or two, a very large, very noisy
party was taking place. Roads snelled snoke and liquor in |arge quantities,
and a general masma of danp flesh

Two | arge bouncers awaited them behind a | ow counter. "Nanes?" asked one

wi t hout | ooking up froma neon-bright video screen. His |left eye was covered
with what | ooked Iike a sinple |eather patch. Roads didn't doubt that it hid
nore than an enpty socket. "Phil Roads." He pressed palmto scanner and waited
for. confirmation. "I still have access here, | believe." "That is correct,
sir," said the bouncer, his manner formal once the |ID was approved. He waved
Barney forward, and she |ikew se subjected her handprint to the machine's
scrutiny. -

It beeped a negative: as far as its files were concerned, she did not exist.
That wasn't necessarily a problem at |east she wasn't a known threat. "Ms
Daniels is ny guest,"” explained Roads. "W're here to see the Head. He's

expecting us."” "I'Il notify himof your presence." The bouncer |istened to an
earplug's whisper for a nonent, then said: "He'll neet you shortly. This way."
Barney hesitated again, and Roads patted her on the shoul der, nudgi ng her
forward. "After you." "WII | regret it?" she asked. "Probably."

She grinmaced. "If you insist, then." He smiled in return, and foll owed her

i nsi de.

The bar was full of hal f-seen, vaguely denonic shapes that twisted and withed
in the snoke of a hundred lit cigarettes, thrown into sharp relief by
irregul ar strobes. .Misic blared fromtowering wall speakers as Roads and
Barney headed in the general direction indicated by the bouncer. An expansive,
hor seshoe- shaped counter draped with bodies lay across their path. Short but
solid, Roads used his weight plus the occasional elbowto clear a way through
the crowd. Barney foll owed close at his heels.

The cubicle awaiting themwas the only enpty space in the entire venue, one of
ten simlar cubicles raised half a netre above floor |evel. Containing nothing
nore than a table and two | eather-bound chairs, it was tucked into an
anonymnmous corner opposite the entrance. A yellow |lanp provided its sole
illumnation.

Roads shrugged out of his danp overcoat and slid awkwardly into the cranped
enclosure, noting with relief that it was acoustically shielded. Behind them
the bell ow of the crowd dimnished to an irritating rather than painful

munbl e. Barney settled into the seat across the table fromhim | ooking
bedraggl ed and slightly stunned. "Drinks?" asked a wonan via the booth's
intercom "Water, thanks." He gl anced at Barney. Drinking on duty was

f or bi dden, but she | ooked |ike she needed it. "And a Scotch." "Any preference?
W have "Sonething fromthe cellar. denfiddich, if possible. No ice. 11
"Certainly. Your drinks will be with you shortly."

He | eaned an el bow onto the table and snmiled at his assistant's expression
waiting for her to speak. She



seened to be having trouble choosing one question out of the thousands she
obviously wanted to ask. "Were's your friend going to sit?" she eventually
managed. "He'll cope." "I guess he'll have to." She | ooked around. "Are you
going to tell me where we are, or -?"

He hushed her with a finger to his lips. "Wait until he arrives. Then he can
explain."

They scanned the roomto pass the tine. Kennedy no | onger boasted a decadent
soci al set, but this crowmd woul dn't have been part of it even if it had. Roads
recogni sed a nunber of people, several matching records in the city's Most
Want ed datapool. It was alnmost as if all the riff-raff of Kennedy. Polis had
gat hered for a quick drink before venturing out into the night to pursue their
regul ar activities. A disconcerting nunber were young -

fromteenagers to md-twenties - reflecting the city's growing youth crine
problem "If only I had ny gun," whispered Barney. "lIsn't that Danny Chong,

t he bounty-bunter?"

Roads nodded. "It is, but forget it. This is neutral territory. No-one has
jurisdiction in here." "Except 'the Head' ?" "Right. And | shouldn't have to
add that we're outnunbered as well.' "Point taken. As long as the restriction
wor ks both ways, 1'Il keep quiet." "It does." He was glad she understood.
Barney wasn't stupid, but she was still young. At his age, he tended to forget

about justice and aimfor workabl e conprom ses instead.

He was about to point out another celebrity of the underworld when a third
voice fromwithin the cubicle cleared its throat and spoke:

| @/oul d you care for a conversation?" They turned to face a hol ographic i nage
of the head a man in his late forties. The head was bald and , angul ar, sonmehow
twisted fromtrue; the nose in particular was obviously crooked. Its |ips
curled with wy amusenent.

The head floated in the air one centinmetre above the tabletop. Barney's gasp
of astoni shment was clearly audible. "The cost for nmy time is negotiable," the
head con-

tinued, radiating dubious goodwill. "It can be debited from your R&R account
or settled in cash. \Wichever you prefer.” "Really?" Roads settled back into
the chair. He doubted that the first option was accepted very often; the

Rati ons and Resources transaction could be too easily traced, for both patron
and establishment. Although the alternative, cash noney, had only recently
reappeared in the city, as a result of the | atest downgrade of the R&R
conmer ce network, unofficial currencies had always circul ated through the
under gr ound econony.

Barney reached out to touch the hol ogram as though she couldn't believe what
she was seeing. Her hand passed through it uni npeded. "Wat is it?" she hissed
to Roads. "I am a conputer-generated psychogenic tenplate,” said the hol ogram
before he could reply. "A simul ated personality, if you like, provided for
not hi ng nore than your entertainnent.” "But -" "My existence is highly
illegal. | can assure you of that." The head grinned, obviously enjoying her

di sconfort. Hardware sophisticated enough to generate real -time hol ograns
hadn't been used in decades for anything as frivol ous as entertai nment.



Roads | eaned forward to butt in. "Quit playing ganes, Keith. | haven't got al

ni ght."
The head froze in md-expression, caught between a
frown and the beginning of a word, like a movie in mdfrane. An instant |ater

it returned to life. Although its grey features hadn't changed, Roads detected
a subtle difference, a nuance of facial tension that suggested another, quite
separate personality. "Ah, yes," said the head, tilting in acknow edgnent. "I
apol ogi se for the previous personality. A sinple ruse

to affirmyour identity." "And you are?" "Tut-tut, Phil. It hasn't been that
long, has it?" "No, but it pays to be sure." "Qite so, for both of us."

Roads felt the pressure of eyes upon him and belatedly turned to his
conpanion. "Keith, 1'd like you to neet my assistant, Barney Daniels. Barney,
this is Keith Mrrow "

Her eyes wi dened. "Pleasure," said the Head, bow ng at the neck. Not just
head', but the Head.

She stared at the hologram then at Roads. "The Keith Mrrow?" "At your
service." "Ch ny CGod."

Roads knew what Barney was thinking. Keith Morrow was on the city's ot her Most
Wanted list, the one the general public didn't see. There was no physica
description for anyone on that list, just a tally of suspected crines agai nst
the city - including conspiracy, nurder, and resource mm sappropriation
Standi ng orders were not to arrest, but to 'decommission'. In Mrrow s case,
in all the years Barney had been on the force, no Regional Security Depart ment
of ficer had come close to doing either

,*,-13arney's hand slipped down to the radio in her pocket.

t*Don't." Roads reached across the table to stop her. 94t of the corner of his

a

eye he saw the bouncers hov- "This isn't a bust." ', Hereyes flashed. "Then
what is it?" @A very bad pun," said Mrrow, |ooking pained. "I

a businessman, ny dear, not a petty crimnal. Ask Phil. just a smuggler wth
connections, | swear." .,".Hoarding is still illegal," she protested. "It is,

yes, for the monment. These are desperate tines.

4 do what | can to survive, and no nore, until the day when | am no | onger
considered to be a crimnal."

1-1 @@ On those charges only." @

n

40 all charges. | do not prey on the weak; only the stiong." |She hesitated,
but her hand remained in her coat. "Phil?" "Trust nme,' he repeated. "I'm not
bent, if that's what's worrying you." "Alas," rued the Head. "How true." "And

besi des, " Roads went on, "we couldn't arrest

himif we wanted to." "Wy not?"

Morrow sm |l ed. "Because |'mdead, ny dear, that's why not. | died over fifty
years ago." "That's inpossible -"

"'lInmpossible' is a ridiculous word." Morrow rolled his eyes. "You children of
the Dissolution are all the sane. You have difficulty accepting the fact that
the present is not representative of the past. Many things that once could be
done cannot be done now. That is all, my dear."

Barney still floundered. "I don't understand."” "No,," said Mrrow "And
therein lies the difference between us."



"I"ll explain later,"” said Roads, |eaning over the table to place a hand on
her arm "W've got nore inportant things to talk about at the nmonment."

Bar ney nodded dunbly, casting a Wat the hell have you got ne into? | ook back
at him

Their drinks arrived at that nmoment via a trapdoor in the rear of the cubicle.
Roads put his in one corner of the table, away fromthe flickering hol ogram
Barney drank half of hers in one gulp.

Roads reached into a pocket, produced a cigarette and a lighter. He Iit up and

took a deep, sour breath. "I need your help," he said to Morrow, getting down
to business. "I guessed as much." The Head rotated to face him "How much do
you know?" "That you have a serious problem I'mglad it's you and not me, no
of fence." "Thanks. Are you going to help nme?" "That depends. Are you going to
hel p ne?" Morrow countered. "If | can."” "How?" "I don't know. Put in a good
word, perhaps." "That won't be necessary. | have sonething nore

concrete in mnd." "Tell me." "First, the problem" said Mrrow. "You' ve got a

thief to catch. And a killer too." "How rmuch do you know?" "Enough. Since the
first of August, there have been thirty break-ins and eighteen politica
assassinations within the city - all of themunsolved. The bulletin boards
think that both series of crimes were perforned by one and the sane person
al t hough RSD is treating

*t'as separate matters entirely. No-one has given the

a ni ckname yet, but the thief has been dubbed 'the

What little evidence you have in either case is

jo@riclusive. In particular, the identikit pictures of the

are ... howdo | put this? ... interesting. Mtrow, sniled apol ogetically.
"You can't blanme ne for

been suspicious of you, at first."

don"t." In the six weeks the Mole had been tin RSD had | earned only one thing
about hi , 9 Im -, he | ooked
exactly |ike Roads. After the first breakiti @Ooads had been on suspension
until he could prove ,Wi libi; he didn't |ike renenbering the experience. "Is

you' ve found out?"

4@\bsolutely not, my friend. | know that the nmurders vytre of highly placed
officials who actively supported the Reassimilation Bill. Mayor Packard is
down-pl aying the political notive behind the killings, but the thought of
joining the Reunited States of Anmerica has obviously ruffled, soneone's
feathers. | know security has been Upped at Mayor's House, and anot her hundred
of ficers have been drafted fromRSD to help with the arrival of Genera

St ednman on Tuesday." The Head winked. "I'mSUMthat's ruffled still nore
feathers downtown. O haVeRSD and the MSA finally reached a consensus that PW
not aware of ?"

Roads didn't dignify the conmment with a reply, although it certainly hit hone.
RSD had evol ved during the Dissolution froma small, privately-owned security
conpany. Kennedy's former police department and a

smal |l Army garrison had been conmbined to formthe MIitary Services Authority.
Whil e RSD officers patrolled the streets and nmaintained civil law, the MBA's
mai n task had originally been to keep external forces out of the city. In
recent years, however, the MSA's authority had been extended to cover nany
natters
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dealing with the city's internal safety - a fact many ol dhand RSD of ficers,

i ncl udi ng Roads, resented.

Roads put aside the cigarette and | eaned forward. "Go on." "The thief is

anot her kettle of fish," Mrrow said, his face sobering. "And the one you're
after in particular -

the Mole, rather than the assassin. That's been your assignnment for the |ast
si x weeks. But you've had no luck thus far, and | can well see why.- "Ch?" "O
course. The thefts were not of valuable itens that would reappear later, as

t he b-boards depict them but of information concerning RSD resources,
noverents of the MSA, reactor status and popul ation figures, anong ot her
things. Correct?" "Yes." The MSA break-in tended to overshadow t he ot her
thefts, but Roads knew themall by heart.

Morrow went on: "It's hard to see why anyone woul d bother stealing this data
at all. There's so nmuch of it, for a start, and of such variety. Wo could
possibly find a

use for it all?" "That's what we've been trying to deternine." Roads |eaned
back into the seat, away from Morrow s probing stare. "As you say, the

evi dence is nonexistent, and the few suspects we've uncovered all had alibis.
Motive is all that's left, and it's getting us nowhere." "So you've finally
cone to me for help,"” Mrrow said, the suggestion of a grin at the corners of
his mouth. "Do you suspect that | aminvol ved, perhaps?" "No," Roads said.
"You could break into any system you wanted without sending in the heavies."
"Exactly. The conputer sciences enployed by this city are not what they used

to be." A fleeting regret clouded the Head's face, al nmobst as though he nissed
t he chal | enge.

..,"They're still not exactly easy to break into," sa

ney irritably. "Woever the Mle is, he knows what Is doing." "True," the Head
conceded. "So it would seem™ "I'm hoping you mi ght have heard sonething,"

"' Roads pronpted. "A runour, anything."

If I had, | would tell you for free." "Does that nean you haven't?" Roads
tried to keep ..... , the di sappoi ntment from show ng.

itated. "But it's strange,” Not exactly." Mrrow hes

d ' thought you woul d have guessed by now." :.:he sai . 'l "What?" asked

Barney. "Let's study the Mdl e's behaviour, shall we? He works under the cover
of darkness, often three or four nights in a row He is a neticul ous

prof essional, and he works al one. He does not socialise or talk to others,
for, if he did, someone would surely have seen himdoing so b by no

y now "We know this, Keith," Roads said.

"he does'do on his nights off?"

Yes but have you ever stopped to ask yourself what

He had, frequently. "I've got a feeling you re going to WO @ teU ne."
"Exactly. And the time has cone for me to ask for

that favour in return.” "Go ahead." "It's quite sinple,"” Mrrow said. "I too
want you to catch the Mle."

Roads performed a nmental doubl e-take. "You what?" "I want you to catch him
for even | amnot immune to this invisible thief. On every night the Ml e has
not

been robbi ng you, he has been | ocking horns with ne.

And w nning, | should add."

Roads al nost | aughed at the Head's expression. It rnust have hurt Mrrow plenty
to even contenpl ate



asking an RSD officer for help, albeit that Roads had come to himfirst.

Bar ney shook her head. "Shit." "My sentinents exactly." "Wat have you | ost?"
asked Roads. "Not mnuch. I|nvoices, inventories, securities, private records. |
get the feeling the Mole is sinply testing ny defences, waiting until he's
ready to pull off the big one." "Have you kept a record of what he took?"
"Naturally, and of the time each break-in occurred Like you, | have been
unable to determne a pattern.” "Regardless ... | need your data." "And you
shall have it. But only you, not the entire Regional Security Departnent.”
"You have ny word. They don't even know we're here." "Good."

The trapdoor opened in the back of the booth, revealing a data fiche the size
and shape of an old smart card. Roads gently picked it up and pocketed it,
keen to study it but trying not to raise his hopes too high. The revel ation
unexpected thought it was, nmight still |ead nowhere.

Morrow had cl osed his eyes, and appeared to be thinking to hinsel f. Roads

| ooked at Barney, who shrugged. He waited as |ong as he coul d before breaking
the silence. "I don't suppose you have a card reader here, Keith?" he asked.
"I want to get started on this right away."

Morrow s eyes snapped open. "OF course; you must be keen to explore the depth
of my vulnerability. But not right now | have other work for you to do." "
Oh? " Roads said cautiously. "Yes. The time is two-fifteen. You are stil

here, which | take to nmean that you have not received a report from RSD HQ
regardi ng the | atest robbery."

at's right. But that Barney glanced at her watch. "Th ff

n we won't. Sonetinmes it takes a while for a nmea k i to-"

-in

nmy subordinates," "I have just had word fromone of Modrrow interrupted. "An
entry alarmwas triggered

d has been busy." twenty minutes ago. Qur frien

ed the edge of the table. "Were?" Roads gripp

n dd North Street- If you "One hundred and fourtee hurry, you mght catch him
on the way out.

Barney lifted her coat into her lap. "It'Il take at | east

ten mnutes to get there." "I know," Roads said. "And he has an annoyi ng habit
of triggering alarnms wh he | eaves, not as he enters."” The Head shrugged

till, someone will meet you there. with his eyebrows. "S
nd see what you can findg but Call in the troops a renenber: | didn't tip you
off." "Of course not. Thank you." Roads cl anbered across

his seat. "A pleasure - and to have nmet you, ny dear." Mrrow sniled at
Barney. "Do keep in touch."

The Head flickered once, and vani shed.



( HAMPT&ER TWO

2AS a.m

The rain had gone as suddenly as it had come, |eaving nothing but danpness in
the air and swirling water on the streets. In places, stormdrains had been
over| oaded or blocked, and mirror-flat puddles shattered into spray as the RSD
patrol car passed.

Roads drove whil e Barney arranged the rendezvous with HQ using the secure
phone in the dash rather than the radio. The duty officer confessed to being
slightly overwhel ned with requests: nore than just the Ml e had been busy. it
took five minutes to confirmthat a footsquad and van woul d be di spatched to
Ad North Street as soon as possible, and that curfew would be lifted in the
area once power | oads could be juggled across the city to accommodate the
extra denmand.

When she had finished, Barney collapsed into the seat and slicked back her
still-danmp hair. The al cohol slowy dissolving in her stomach didn't case the
sensation that her world had suddenly been turned upsi de down. Watching Roads
drive wasn't hel ping, either

Kennedy Polis had been designed and built with an enphasis on new ways of
managi ng resources, waste, and novenent. The last, in particular, gave the
city a unique shape. Instead of a conplicated tangle of roads and freeways,
Kennedy had boasted a massive twi ntrack personal rapid transport system
arranged in seven

ntric rings - designated Ato G- spaced one kilo- @ apart, web-like, around
the nom nal heart of the y. Each el evated gui deway, not much wi der than a

or nventional sidewalk, had originally carried six Two-seater cabs that could
be summoned from nuner -

7, @/Mw stops and junctions along the network. Powered by linear induction
nmotors, the cabs had been computer- ,.:,Controlled, quick and safe, designed
as a conpromi se between [)uses and taxis. Arned with a smart card, a
..-tommuter could have summoned a cab at any time fromm anywhere in the city -
arrival within two mnutes, guaranteed - and taken it wherever he or she

l'i ked.

The annUal cost of regularly using such a service had anpbunted to tittle nore
than the cost of maintaining a

private notor vehicle to travel the sane distance, so

patronage of the system - nicknaned the 'Rosette'- had been high. As an added
incentive, the city's streets were deliberarely narrow - with priority |anes
given to bicycles and service vehicles rather than general traffic -

and followed the path of the Rosette al nbst exactly. . hese long, curving

mai nt enance roads provided the only relatively uninterrupted stretches of
tarmac in the city, apart fromradial freeways pointing the four directions of
t he conpass.

Fol  owi ng the War and the enclosure of the city, private vehicle ownership had
been banned and use of the Rosette rationalised. New outer sections, once

i ntended as conplete additions to the original ring structure, had been turned
into | oops connecting the inner rings with nore distant sites, thus allow ng
conmut ers access to their workplaces. Little-used segnments had been shut down
conpletely, their reaction plates and control systens cannibalised to repair
others. The only vehicles allowed on the roads were those perform ng the work
of the Mayoralty.



The streets were, therefore, enpty for the nost part, nmaintained irregularly,

and ill-lit at night. Rusting hulks left over fromthe ol d days had | ong since
been recycled, but there were still plenty of other hazards. \Were tarmac had
crunbl ed, a new surface conpounded fromold rubber tyres filled the gaps.
Traffic lights no | onger worked at all. The notorist's only advantage lay in
the assunption that all wheeled traffic was inportant, and therefore had right
of way.

Roads, accordingly, drove as though he was the only person on the road. The
harbour lay to the south of the city, with Od North Street perversely to the
south-west, in an area that had fallen into disrepair after the deactivation
of the nearest segnent of the Rosette. Followi ng mai ntenance roads al ong j

| oop back to Gring, he pushed the patrol car's small electric notor to its
[imt, growing around bends and accel erating across intersections w thout
even pausi ng.

Along a relatively straight stretch, Roads funbled with one hand inside his
coat and handed her the data fiche. "W'|l have to decide what to do about
this later,” he said. "Until then, keep it safe for ne." "WII| do, boss." She
tucked it into the breast pocket of her shirt. The sharp edges of the card
nagged at her. Accepting help froma known felon snmacked of corruption, and
contradi cted everything she thought she knew about her partner. "You really
surprised nme tonight," she said.

He gl anced at her, then back to the road. "Wat do you mean. "Cone on, Phil."
She studied his face closely in the dashlight. "Wen the hell did you start
dealing with Keith Morrow?" "A long time ago,"” he said, his expression fixed.
"But it's not as bad as it |ooks."

ou sure) For soneone who swears he's not y oked, you keep the dammedest
friends." is that what's bothering you?" "Well, you ve got me worried, I'lI
admt." "Don't be," he said. "I haven't spoken to himfor ahnost twenty years,
until tonight."

But you did deal with hinP" "In a way. We hel ped each other out, once." He
-.shrugged. ':It's a long story, and not particularly 1@l evant."

She wanted to believe him- and did for the nost part but the question had to
be asked. He was so nuch a

part of her life that the very thought of him betraying her made her stonach
turn. "Promise me you're telling the truth,” she said. "Easy," lie said, and
smiled. "You' ve never net a

hter cop." straig F

Her doubts ebbed at that. They had been partners for .long enough to know when
A

they were telling the truth,

11 as their games. as we R@M "I know," she said, returning the smle and
addi ng a

suggestive leer. "At least, that's what |'ve heard."

"So believe it." @As long as you tell ne the full story one day." "Mybe." He
returned his attention to the road . "But not right now, okay?"

She took the hint. Roads directed the car along a cross-route between G and F
rings. The headlights seenmed to di sappear into the gl oom sucked away from
them by the night and returning only in brief reflections off broken gl ass.
Wiol e bl ocks had been left to the el ements, abandoned for nore conveni ent

| ocations closer to the Rosette. Decaying facades gaped back at her |ike
nocki ng skulls, blank and inpersonal yet eerily animated all the sane. I|f
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bui | di ngs could ook wild, untamed, then these did, as though the dead bl ocks
resented the intruder that had so rudely disturbed their brooding, uneasy
rest.

Then, as they neared the address Mrrow had given them Roads flicked off the
headl i ghts. "What-?" she began. "No need to let the Ml e know we're com ng,"
Roads said, his voice soft. "If he's still around. @

Barney put one hand on the dash. Privately she doubted that the Mle would be
anywhere near the address, NdOrrow had gi ven them not because Mdrrrow had |ied,
but because the Mol e had an uncanny knack of slipping away well before anyone
cane close. That wouldn't stop her fromtrying, of course - but the
possibility of crashing into something in the dark concerned her nore. The
road ahead was utterly dark. "Jesus, Phil -"

"It's okay. | can see fine.

The car swerved to the left, and she clutched the dash hard. "Are you sure?"
"Positive."

Dar k buil di ngs | oomed on her side of the car, and she flinched instinctively
away, Roads had been RSD s chanpi on marksman for nore years than she could
recall, but that didn't nake her feel any safer. 'Suddenly Roads spun the
wheel and brought the car to a sudden halt.

Barney jerked back into her seat. "Now what?" He pointed past her, through the
wi ndow on her side of the car. "We're here: 114 AOd North Street." "How can
you tell? " "Wuwuld you believe |I'm psychic?" He opened his door and stepped
out of the car. "Sure." She unclipped the hol ster of her pistol, grabbed a
torch, and did Iikewi se. "And |'m General Stedman."”
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ased to nmeet you." Roads indicated the low, iron that separated the tangled
yard fromthe venent. Barnevs

eyes slowy adjusted to the darkness. Now she | ooked, she could see a corroded
brass plate on fence with the building s nunber.

ea. Not psychic, then. She cursed hi munder her br th

Stupid and resolving to be nore observant in future.

One hundred and fourteen was | arge, forbidding, and seened to have been carved
froma solid hinp of stone

5. 4:' two storeys high. The ground-fl oor wi ndows were "=41 boarded shut, Iike
t he war ehouses of the harbour; its

facade %vas simlarly weathered. Someone had painted "RUSA QUT!" across one
wal | . An open gate leading to a short flight of steps granted access to the
yard. The Main door of the building was ajar. "Wat now?" she whi spered. "W
go in." "Ckay. But after you, this tine."

He led the way through the gate and up the steps. At the entrance, he nodded
her to one side, then nudged the door open with his foot.

Barney clicked on the torch she had brought with her and swept the beam across
the rubble on the floor. The light revealed old food cans, enpty; rotten
cardboard boxes and a pile of yell ow newspapers; a sofa that had seen better
days, half a century ago. The house had obviously escaped the usual scouring
for recyclable resources. The next roomwas simlar. Roads pointed to split up
and edged into the darkness of the building, torchless.

The ground floor was enpty. They net at the base of the stairs and headed
upward. The first floor was enpty too, and the second.



"Cellar," said Roads, his breath thick with dust-laden air. They found the
entrance in a closet off the unused kitchen. The door was | ocked.

Barney took position on one side as Roads kicked it in. The | ock splintered
with a |l oud crack. She pointed the torch through the open doorway.

Dimlight cast faint shadows at the bottomof a flight of stairs, its source
Qut O sight. Mwvenent in the shadows coincided with the sudden cessation of
sound, as though soneone had qui ckly noved for cover. "Wo's there?" she
called. "You tell nme," floated back a voi ce.

Roads gestured for her to cover himas he went down the stairs. She noved to
anot her position, juggling torch and gun in both hands, trying to get a better
angle. Fromthe top of the stairs, she could only see two or three netres
across the room bel ow, and Roads obscured nuch of that. \Wen he had descended
a hal fdozen steps, she dropped to her knees and ai ned over his shoul der
"Morrow sent us," Roads said. He stopped as sonething noved out of Barney's
line of sight. "Wat a coincidence,' said the voice in return. "He sent ne
too."

Bar ney saw Roads' shoul ders tighten as soneone stepped out of the shadows and
into the light. Roads' pistol snapped up, ready to fire. She craned for a
better view, but could see little above the waist of the person confronting
him "1'myour consultant,"” said the nan. "And you must be Phil Roads. Coyne
on down and I'lIl show you what |'ve found so far."

Roads didn't respond i nmedi ately. Hi s posture remai ned tense, as though he had
seen somet hing that bothered him But just as Barney was about to ask what
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his pistol slowmy fell, and he took another wong down the stairs. en the
sound of a vehicle putting up outside the

hed her. She listened briefly, until she use reac W@ *cognjsed the famliar
whi ne of an RSD engine. Al "Phi | she hissed into the cellar. "The squad's
here.”

Roads % opped on the |last step and | ooked up at her

go he said. "Have them seal the house and set a cordon - you know the drill.
just talk to ne before ing anyone el se down here." "Are vou sure?" She
frowned at his concerned Xpression. "I can-" "No Fl e cocked his head. "I1'I|
be okay. Gt." Z 'rhe sotiad had al ready begun unl oadi ng equi pnent

fromthe van by the tinme she |left the house. Komal ski, the officer in charge
of the footsquad, greeted her warrnly, despite the hour. C eaning up after
the. Mte |i- was a famliar job for both of them and under normal

E,, @circuynstances she woul d have responded in kind. But

the tact that Mbte might be only mnutes away - plus her m sgivings about
Roads being alone in the cellar with one of Keith Mdirrow s gangsters -

di spel l ed any pleasantry she night have attenpted

She briefed Komal ski as quickly as she could. As soon as she was sure he knew
what to do, she hurried back into the house.

The cell ar door had swung shut since she had left, but no attenpt had been
made to seal again. It opened easily, and she craned her neck through
the doorway to listen for nmovenent. Voices floated up at her fromthe

pi tch-bl ack space below, too faint to be understood but not indicative of
trouble. "Phil?" she called

The voi ces stopped for a nonment, then he replied- "Barney?"
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"Are you okay?" "Fine. Come on down." Wth the aid of the torch, she

negoti ated the narrow

flight of steps. The wall to her right vani shed as she descended. She swept
the Iight across the cellar. It seemed to stretch forever into the shadowy

di stance, cluttered with benches and inactive conmputer ternminals. A hurricane
appeared to have bl own through the room enptying filing cabinets, searching
t hr ough cupboards and openi ng boxes at random

Roads was sitting on a stool in the mddle of the room The tension she had
sensed in himearlier hadn't gone, but he had it under control. Cpposite him
a tall black man | eaned agai nst one wall. The man was totally bald and,
beneat h a bl ack skinsult, economically nuscled. His eyes glittered oddly in
the torchlight, sparkling like jewels. As he raised a pair of dark glasses to
cover them Barney realised they were artificial. ,,This is Raoul," said
Roads. "Morrow sent him"

The man grinned a nmouthful of gold teeth and of fered his hand. Barney

hesi tated, then shook it, hoping her nervousness didn't show, "I haven't
touched anything," he said. "Just |ocked the door on my way in and waited."
"No- one el se has been here?" asked Barney, forcing her clenched jaw nuscles to
nove. i

"Not a soul. I've confirmed that the Mole triggered the alarmdeliberately
when he left. The teamsent in to investigate had only been in the area a few
m nut es when the Head ordered themto | eave and contacted nme." "Wy you?"
"Until a week ago, | ran this operation. | can tell you what's m ssing."

Bar ney wal ked across the roomto peer at the debris -

anything other than him "But can we believe you?"

61,
as this plicitly." aoul grinned. "At least, as far
n anyt hing el se, you'll have to take concerned. 0 hances. d why's that?

do you think?" Raoul's snmile only w dened. by
ou work for the Head, you don't speak freely h v
ot without his perm ssion, anyway." RSD. N
di ng. "Barney
46
Thanks, Raoul," Roads broke in, stan
go up and talk to the teamwhile you get 'd | w
y of everything in rted W need a conpl ete inventor
M ssing - although it ",i e room plus a list of anything @ @.
Id like some help@-Y so far. If you oks I|ike

the usual stOr

;.. )Ust ask."

f officers for the grunt work. That's all." A couple o 'K ", "I''"l'l send them
down." As Roads and Barney clinbed the narrow stairs, the

i nal and began bl ack nan seated hinself before a term-tapping into the

system Wen they had reached the

ey let free the breath she had been hol ding. kitchen, Barn Wile she and Roads

had been busy, the footsquad ., _,,,' had depl oyed itself throughout the streets
and alleys 't 4,".,A round the house, scaling the area fromwhat 'little
traffic there was at that time of night. A request to Power hl @" @

Central had not yet been answered, and the night was still T,

p

itch black. Until the lights along Od North Street and its

tributaries returned to life, the scene would remain shrouded with shadows,
like the frieze of an enpty tonb.

s down into the cellar- tw to Roads sent four officer Ip Raoul, two nore to
go through the notions of he fingerprinting and phot ographi ng. He obviously
didn't t, expect any new evidence to energe fromthe procedure,

but they had to try regardl ess. Barney was already dreading the report she
woul d have to file later that norning with Margaret Chappel, head of RSD
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"You know what | think?" his own Roads was | eani ng up
agai nst the car, deep in thoughts. "That you'll be glad to catch this bastard
and get back on day shift?" "No. That we're in over our heads, and getting
deeper by the second.”

Roads | ooked up at her. "You mean Raoul ?" "Yes." "Well, | can understand that.
Unfortunately, if we want Morrow s help -" "But do we?" Barney broke in. "I
think he's hiding sonething. " "And | agree." "Can we trust him then?" "\Wat

Keith said about hinself was true, Barney. He's a nodern version of the old

junkyard men, collecting gadgets for the rainy day that may never conme. Hence
his position on the Mst-Mst Wanted list: the distributors in R&R don't know
what he is, but they know what he's got, and they'd | ove to get their hands on

it." Roads shrugged. "No-one's managed to get close because he'll fight when
he has to. "

Barney absorbed that in silence, until the question that nagged at her npst
finally broke free: "That trick with the hologram ... is Mxrow really dead? "

"He sure is." Roads's gaze wandered as he replied. "H s mnd was transferred
to a neural net just before the War, shortly before his body died of a notor
neur one di sease. Now he fits into a crate about half the size of an ordinary

coffin, and weighs twice as nuch.” "Doesn't that make hi m vul nerabl e?" "Only

i f soneone knows where that crate is - and he makes sure no-one does. It could
be on the other side of the city, for all it matters."
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use he can use comunication links to transmit
like a computer. Al he needs is the right are and he can 'be' wherever he

likes." @ Jt was this that bothered Barney nost of all. "You

a machi ne, and yet he reckons he's human. like he's. |y he cant have it both
ways?" i,-"Unforturiately, he can." Roads | ooked synpathetic.

expl ai ned how he works, once, but I'mnot sure it

9 es a lot of sense."” "Try nme." "Serious? "Why not' , You said you would
back at the bar."

He shrugged. " IklIl right then. Have you ever heard of -something called

"syncritical path anal ysis'?"

No. "Fl ow about the Boss Voice theory?" Never, Ba rney said. "Well, neither
had | until Keith explained themto nme." He stniled. "it helps if you imagi ne
the brain to b

e

a collection of many parts working in concert rather than a coherent whol e;
nore |ike the organs in a body .',,or the species of an ecosystemthan the
conponents of a machine. Some parts keep you breathing, others ,nonitor your
use of |anguage or menory recall; there might be thousands of individual parts
in your head, each evolved to performa particular function, and they al
interact: a portion of one will play a role in the function of another, and
vice versa. Wth nme so far?"

Barney nodded. "I think so." She had taken a term of basic psychol ogy back in
hi gh school, and the general principle rang a bell. "The whole thing is

nmovi ng, right? Even when we're asleep?’ "As | understand it, yes. Everything
in the brain is cyclic and chaotic. You have oscillations that appear



regul ar, but arise Purely by chance; if the parts - tthjye pattern generators
- were rearranged in even a sligh different way, the end result would be quite
different. So the closest you get to stillness is when you nmeditate and revea
t he standi ng wave, the holding pattern, beneath the ness. But the sumof this
"mess', not the holdin pattern, is what we call consciousness; if you add al

t heg processes together, in other words, what you get is 'P, the Boss Voice in
our heads."

Roads gl anced at Barney to confirmshe was still keeping up. She nodded,

al t hough |l ess certainly than before.

He went on: "Researchers back in Mdrrow s day apparently knew how the brain
uses chaos to encode and transmt information along neurons; that's how they
built the inplants used in berserkers. Decoding the parts of the brain and the
way they interact involved simlar principles. It was the sum of the

i nteracti ons between the parts - the syncritical path, as they called it -
that Morrow s pet scientists set out to neasure." "Like brai nwaves?" "No,

al though there is a relation. Electrical and magnetic activity of the

i ndi vidual parts could be neasured, and their relation to the whole could be
approxi mated. Apparently. " "So - - - " Barney pronpted. "They copied the
parts?" "They copied the chaotic way Keith's parts behaved the functions
governi ng their behaviour, at least - onto an enornous neural net, an

el ectrical analog of a human brain. This was nuch easier than building a
virtual nodel of his entire brain, neuron for neuron. Even though they often
didn't know what the individual parts did, they in effect nade a copy of his
consci ousness in the process. As long as the parts were there, with their
strange artractors and their links to each other, the whole thing worked. And
is still working today."
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what about his nmenory?" Barney broke in. not a process, is it?" me nenories
were, mainly the ones that related sory perception. Those that didn't were
supted by notes he made before he died. Otherw se, actly the sane as he ever
was - except that he's

11.1"*. ally immortal, and far better off than he ever P, @

so he says." incy shook her head. "I think I'mgoing to have to @ your word
for it." on't. Look it up one day. | may not have it right M telf, or Keith
m ght' ve been bullshitting ne." Roads

f-smled. "But whatever they did, I'mbetting not any people tried It. It was
an expensi ve and revol ui onary experinment, and only soneone rich and

., 84esperate would have tried it. Keith may be the first and @N st of his

ki nd, anywhere in the world - a unique relic

In the old days."

arney understood what Roads was saying there, at V.,

ast but didn't think that was a good enough reason to

a known crimnal remain free. Relics had proved to be highly dangerous before.
Al t hough she was too young by twenty years to

the Dissol ution, Kennedy's schooling system had made certain she knew t he
reasons why it had Occurred. In individual conflicts, the reasons for going to
war had been territorial, but overall the cause was 'people: eight billion of
t hem by 2040, and only a

Mnority satisfied with their |ot.

A bur geoni ng popul ati on nmay have caused the War, but it was a new minority
that contributed to the severity of the Dissolution. Although the nuclear
phase of the War had lasted only a few days, it set a dangerous precedent of
mass- murder that overshadowed | ess visible and nore efficient neans of
killing. One of the greatest
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threats was to be found on the ground, where soldiers armed with the |atest
nmechani cal and bi ol ogi cal weapons created havoc on the battlefields.
Berserkers - the nost ruthless caste of the many bi onodified conbat soldiers
created by the US Arny -

killed at random for decades after the War. just one could decimate a small
city in a matter of weeks. They were unstoppable, inplacable and utterly
unwilling to negotiate. Their motives were hard to fathonm although some were
genui nely insane, it appeared that others had been given explicit orders to
kill civilians - which they did with all their genetically-honed conbat

skills. This parting gesture fromthe mlitary lingered for forty years unti
the Iast known survivor was hunted down and killed in Kennedy.

The United States might have pulled itself together after the War, had it not
been for the berserkers and other creatures |like them That was the | esson
Barney had | earned - both in high school and fromher father's death - and the
reasoni ng behind the city's Humanity Laws: bionodification had resulted in the
suffering of mllions, and would no | onger be tolerated at any | evel of a sane
soci ety.

It was no wonder, then, that Keith Mrrow made her nervous. He was obviously
different fromthe berserkers, 1 but that didn't stop himbeing nore than
human - and if he had broken the Humanity Laws, then it was her duty to turn
himin. That they needed his help to gain information about the Mdle only made
her nore uneasy.

And then there was Raoul, with his artificial eyes -

tangi bl e, clear evidence of bionodification. Wo knew how deep his inhumanity
ran, or what dark notives his appearance conceal ed? "I don't think Keith felt
t hreatened by us, so we can probably take everything he said to be the truth."
y |l ooked up at Roads. "But what about what he

eah, | don't know "

tapped the heel of one boot to the toes of the She hated that she had no
choice but to go along the situation. It was wong in principle, if not in

-details as well. Maybe | ater, when things were back

she coul d reconsider and take appropriate rmal, ion

he eventual are you going to tell Margaret?" s asked.

e yet." Roads grimaced.'"An anonymous "I'mnot sur .,vtp-off, obably." pr

"Vell let me know so

our stories'|l match."

211 will. The radio crackled and Roads pulled his receiver fromhis pocket.
"Roads." "SiO' It was Komal ski. "Something just went by us, but we're not sure

what. It |ooked like it was headi ng
Your way." A

Roads

was instantly alert. "Were was it?" "Corner of North-East and Murdoch Lane.
Barker z @,, @artd Sti son saw sonet At hi ng pass
over their heads. They ,think it m ght have been someone on the rooftops."
anks for the "Ckay, we'll keep an eye out. Th -warning.

Gving, the receiver to Barney, Roads signalled to the

three officers in the van a

nd relayed the information. The five of them spread out in an expanding circle
from

the car.

Barney touched the reassuring wei ght of her sidearm and studi ed the darkened
street. Wndows stared blindly back at her; narrow all eyways gaped |i ke open
pits.
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Behind her and to her left, Roads turned slowy in a

full circle, peering into every shadow. The seconds ticked by, until Roads
suddenly froze. "There!" he hissed, pointing.

Barney caught a flicker of novement in an alley twenty nmetres away. Roads took
off toward it, and she followed him the other officers not far behind.

Fumbl ing for the radi o, Barney shouted orders while she ran

Roads was hal fway up the alley before she even

reached it. "Shit." Nuggets of fallen concrete threatened to trip her. "Phi
-wait!”

But Roads had already turned left at the end of the alley and di sappeared.
When she reached the intersection, he was gone altogether. Even the sound of
his footsteps had faded.

The three officers burst fromthe alley behind her. "Split up," she told them
and picked a side street at random She could see no-one, nor anything to
suggest that Roads had been that way recently. The streets, still danp after
the rain, were enpty.

Rei nforcenent arrived, in the formof Konal ski and two other nen, and the
search w dened. Barney chose another side street and followed it to its end.
Apart froma feral cat |ooking for food scraps in the gutters, she found
not hi ng. Stony-faced houses stared sol emly back at her, any one of them
potential harbour for a fugitive. The clicking of her soles echoed on cracked
paverent as she foll owed another |ane back to Od North Street. The flashing
light of a second RSD van strobed the area in blue: nore back-up had arrived.
She thought of Raoul's cold eyes reflecting the blue fromthe safety of 114,
and repressed a shiver

Headi ng back into the nmaze, she recalled the officers assisting her
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ped. thing?" she asked when they had regrou i; a trace," said Komal ski. The
heavy-set cop was ng. 4@ O Roads, or anyone. Any idea who he was

0, 1 only caught a glinpse." She gl anced nervously watch. "Were the hell is
hO" "Should we buzz HQ get another squad? If we

er the area

O, let9s give hima little longer. He'll have to cone

this way. Four of you, go back to the house and an eye out. Komal ski, Vince,
stay here with ne."

r.& si Yes, ;@ The mnutes crawl ed by. Komal ski eyed the, dark dings that
surrounded them "Do you think he's No. He'll be okay," she said as nuch to
reassure

rself as him -The other officer cocked his head. "Listen."

Foot st eps approached. Barney tensed as the sound

W Srew nearer. The steps were unevenly paced, not Roads

r pistol at the ready. ady plod. she held he ITT A shadowy figure stepped out
from behind a fence

,jaot far fromthem She alnost took a shot at it, then

turning the reflex into a wave, flashed the torch to

-attract its attention

Wavi ng back, Roads linped to join them H's breath came heavily, as though he
had only recently stopped running. His trousers were torn, and a small anount
of bl ood showed through the opening. "Are you okay?" asked Barney. "Been
better.” He came to a halt with an audi ble sigh. Barney offered himthe

recei ver, which he put into a

pocket with a sheepish expression. "Sorry to keep you all waiting. I'll take
this with me, next tinme." "CGood idea. Where did you get to?"



"I lost himfour blocks down. He went up a | adder and onto the roof. | tried
to follow, but the |adder collapsed when | was hal fway up.- He w nced, flexing

his leg. "I don't think it was an accident. "Should we try and go after hin?,,
"No. He'll be miles away by now. He's one fast sonofabitch, that's for sure,
"Was it the Ml e?" "No@soneone el se. Bigger." He tapped a button on his
overcoat. "lIt's lucky I had this. Didn't get a good |ook at his face, but I

managed to tag his profile a couple of times. If the shots turn Qut, we m ght
be able to work out who it was, and if he@ relevant."

Bar ney nodded. Roads had maintai ned a | ongstandi ng dispute with RSD supplies
for the disguised canera. Mniaturised equi prent was at a premum of course,
but he had argued that on occasions the right tools were a necessity, not a
uxury. If he did get a good picture of the man he had chased, then the effort
woul d have Proved worthwhile. "Could be a coincidence, You think?" she asked,
following on fromhis |last comment. "Maybe." He gl anced up and down the
street, as though making sure they were alone. "Komal ski, go back and help

secure the cordon. Vince, go with him | don't want anyone el se getting in.
Barney and I'lIl be at the house in a few m nutes. 11

"Yessir." The two nen iogged up the street and turned a corner

When they were gone, Roads sighed again, this time in annoyance. "I was this
cl ose, Barney. | can't believe he got away so easily. @

She studi ed himclosely, noting the bunched crow sfeet and sweat on his brow
@ou can quit playing the tough guy now. It hurts, doesn't it?"
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sagged. "Like hell. Want to have a took?" 'knelt and peel ed back the ripped
fabric. The

was shal l ow but |ong, fromthe back of his knee

ay down his |lower leg. Blood seeped steadily it. She brushed away dirt with
her fingers and used It to clean the rest.

handed her a handkerchi ef wi thout |ooking Wh, arid she covered the gash as
best she could. As

as she found his phobia, she had to feel pathy for him A cop afraid of blood
was |like a .91, Ton afraid of sharp knives. She stood, w ping her hands on her
coat. "There. Nothing serious. Al you need is a tetanus shot and @@- @u' ||
be right as rain." "Thanks, Barney. | owe you one." "One ", hat?"

He sinlicd, obviously back to his old self. "That's up toy 0 U

She was about to reply when the streetlights suddenly came on. Pale yell ow
light, too weak to dazzle but bright enough to illuninate, flooded the suburb.
The road [it tip as though it were a stage and the two of them actors frozen
in a tabl eau.

Barney stood, her words forgotten. H s eyes caught Aers, and she stared back,
fascinated by the grey swirls

and patterns of his irises. Although he had the best

6yesi ght, of anyone in RSD - had she doubted it, the way

caught sight of the man in the alley woul d have ronvince

d her - the orbs thensel ves were reassuringly Numan. Nice eyes, kind eyes,
eyes a girl could fall for as

an old friend had once said, but otherw se nothing out of the ordinary. They
were even slightly bl oodshot.

She shivered, remenbering yet again the artificial |enses of Morrow s
consultant. If Roads had had eyes |ike Raoul, Barney doubted that she would
have |iked



hi m hal f as much as she did. Wich was nore than enough for the tine being,
maybe for both of them

Roads broke the noment by reaching for a cigarette. The pale, short-1ived
flame sent shadows flickering across his eyelids and forehead. Wen he | ooked
back at her, he snmiled gently. "Want one?" he asked, offering her the pack
She shook her head. Anti-cancer vaccine bred into tobacco plants had

ef fectively nmade snoking a safe practice, but cigarettes were prohibitively
expensi ve due to short supply. Maybe that explai ned Roads' involvenent with
Morrow. not hing nore serious than bl ackmarket snokes. The thought canme as
somet hing of a

relief after her earlier fears. "Let's get back," he said. "W've got work to
do." "Yes, boss." She took a deep breath to gather herself. "A thief to catch
et cetera."” "And don't you forget it."

The short wal k back to the house passed in silence.

( HAPTER THREE

0 am

me suddenly, dissolving the claustrophobic Dawn ca 'thickness of the night and
replacing it with a weak, orange sky. As it lightened further to yellow, then
bl ue, Roads started to feel tired. The city was stirring at a

time he was normal ly getting ready for bed. The thought depressed him as it
al ways did.

From his position by the patrol van, he watched as

ol d sol ar sheets, nobst of them sal vaged from abandoned buil di ngs and passed
fromowner to owner down the years, unfurled fromw ndows and rooftops I|ike
silver banners. Ad North Street |ooked as though it was

about to receive a ticker-tape parade for celebrity robots.

Roads had to renmind hinself that this greeting of the dawn was a photovoltaic
phenonenon, not a poetic gesture - and that it was a synbol of the fight for
survival, not of the love of life. For every two or three

sol ar sheets there lived one person unable, or unwilling, to pay for power. It
was, |ike Kennedy itself, a rem nder of everything that had been | ost.

Barney energed from 114, where she'd been hel pi ng Raoul catal ogue the

wr eckage, looking as tired and dirty as he felt. Her clothes and hair were
runpl ed, and there were bags under her eyes.



"You | ook like shit, Barney." "Ever the snooth talker." She came to join him
by the van. "Top of the norning to you, too. "Any news?" he asked. "None that
|"'maware of. But that's hardly surprising. Morrow s little friend is having a
ball down there - too busy ordering us around to actually tell us anything."
Roads grunted, understanding her resentnment. It hadn't been an easy deci sion
to make, to approach Morrow for aid, but he'd only made it when every obvious
avenue had been cl osed. just one set of new data woul d make the risk
worthwhile - and justifiable, when the tine cane.

Even if O d North Street proved another dead end, there was still the data
fiche Morrow had given them Whether that proved to be a dead end too he

woul dn't know until he managed to get access to a card reader. 111Xt the rate
the current investigation was going, that wasn't likely to be until late that
af t er noon.

Roads wasn't by nature a fatalist, but on nornings like this, after a night of
insufficient sleep, reality was sonetinmes hard to fight. There was no denyi ng
the past, no matter how hard he tried to avoid it; the present had its own
perils, and the future prom sed nothing but uncertainty. He felt as though he
had been trapped in anber for the last forty years - secure in the know edge
that nothing could get in, but increasingly conscious that he was unable to
get out.

He gri maced. The metaphor was one that came to m nd whenever he thought about
Kennedy. "Are you okay?" asked Barney, peering at him

He nodded. "Just tired." Like everytbing else, he added to hinsel f.

The War had been both vicious and sudden - yet many forecasters had been
predicting it for decades.
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ed environnental disturbances early in the -first century had led to crop
failures and water

ges, exacerbated by pollution of what little ces there were avail able. As new
di seases and old ared in countries barely able to feed their nmany ns, |et

al one heal them many regines had turned I-nce in order to quell uprisings of
peopl e educat ed

b. Internal better by the Wrld-Wde W

e civil war, or encouraged inction had becomn fromwi thout, while affluent
countries had Itinued to pay lip-service to the United Nations. An

dy inequitable distribution of resources and justice worsened - until finally
t he pressure becane too

.The first atonmic bonmbs expl oded in anger for al most hundred years burst a
synmbolic dam Fighting opted overnight in South Africa, South Anerica,

tern Europe, |Indonesia and China - the countries

ace- keepers in need of resources. United Nations pe st re fired upon and
executed in defiance of one | ast

rt to restore order. Mediation was seen as interY,,,Vention, and
prompt ed vi ol ent backl ashes. Fighting

read to the M ddle East and Europe. Soon, no continent was free fromconflict.
Ref ugees -

and invaders - poured into the United States of Anerica, |Wstern Europe and
Australia. The border between the Vnited States and Mexico was pelted by

m ssiles launched fromthe Al pha-2 Space Station - the first time war had ever
been conducted from space - but sophisticated weaponry had little effect

agai nst sheer numbers. Wen Al pha-2 was finally shot down by a ground-based

| aser in Argentina, the southern defences of the United

States began to crunbl e.

Around that time, five years after the beginning of the War, the Dissolution
began. In the United States, it



coincided with the recall of the Armed Forces to halt w despread looting in
New Yor k, Los Angel es, Chicago and a dozen other major cities. Wuole
battalions refused orders to fire on civilians, or sinply rebelled agai nst
their superiors. Simultaneously, the internal revolt which had been buil di ng
for a century reached flashpoint. Arned denmponstrators stormed the Pentagon
and the new President disappeared in the process of evacuating -

or, as sone believed, retreating to a nore secure stronghold to | eave the
fringes to battle it out anong thensel ves.

The fighting lasted a further five years, in which time the arny itself

di sintegrated. Local governnments forned and fell in violent clashes that tore
the Union to tatters. Gangs of predatory nomads spread fromtown to town,
pillaging for food rather than working for it thenselves. In the anarchic
chaos that envel oped North Anerica, anyone with even the slightest advantage
was either a beloved ally or a feared eneny.

Kennedy had survived the Dissolution purely because it was designed to be as
sel f-sufficient as possible. The city had renmained able to feed, house and
heal its million-odd citizens when crops failed or were left to rot
unharvest ed outside, or when threatened by the many di seases that rocked the
collapsing United States. At first the Mayoralty had wel coned refugees with
open arns; later, with a population inflated to five nmllion people and
several mllion nore storming its walls, it had been forced to adopt a harder
policy. It had closed its doors, physically and netaphorically, purely to
remain a viable enclave of civilisation

I sol ation had saved it fromthe worst of the Dissolution. Reversing that
policy was not just a matter of witing a new clause in the Mayoralty's
Constitution, but rewiting the entire city's psyche.

V: ds hinself felt it. Even though he agreed with the

mlationists - who believed that the arrival of an

fromthe Reunited States, six weeks ago, couldn't cone at a better time - the
t hought of 1iving

t walls around the city bothered him He had

used.to isolation, and the illusion of safety it That was why the conservative
nmenbers of the

| that had held the upper hand ever since the War

been reluctant even to acknow edge the nce of the RUSA. Only at the |ast
nonment, when it

e clear that the envoy wasn't going to take no for answer, had they backed
down and allowed otiations to take place. "' And now, if one believed the
rhetoric, all the city's blerns would soon be sol ved. General Stedman and
convoy were due in a matter of days, and Kennedy uld join the Reunited States
of Arerica within a

nth, at least as a partner if not as a nmenber. Trade utes woul d open, allow ng
an influx of resources the y

desperately needed. People would be able to | eave |*nd enter at will - maybe
not at first, but certainly
in a few K@vqth years. And if all went well, within a generaK" '

e, @' ,tion or tw the damage caused by the Dissolution wuld ', be erased
forever.

If all went well ... Roads wasn't so naive as to believe that it would

"' happen s

o easily, but he was certainly a |l ong way from

the assass

in's point of view- who had killed, and would certainly kill again, in order
to prevent it happening at all

Eventual | y the vividness of the day becanme too nuch

for him "My turn to help out, | guess," he said. "Just get a straight answer
out of him" Barney said, "and you'll have done well."



He entered the house and descended the steps to the cellar |like a vampire
returning to its crypt.

The scene was one of organised turmoil. Raoul, still wearing dark-tinted

gl asses to hide his eyes, sat on a desk and directed the efforts of the four
of ficers he had been assigned. As they rummaged through boxes and cupboards,
he wote down the serial nunmbers of any parts they found. If the part had no
nunber, he wote a brief description of what it appeared to be instead. Once
each part had been catal ogued, it was returned to its original place. Wthout
a genui ne reason, RSD was unable to inpound the contents of Mrrow s

under ground operation. "How s it going, Raoul ?"

The bl ack man | ooked up fromhis hand-held termnal. "Slowy. Gve us a few
nmore hours, and we'll have the first list ready for you. Then another hour to
run it through the inventory." "Wat about the data?@"|'ve patched a |ink
through to the Head. He's scanning the system now. An hour, tops." "Good."
Roads stepped gingerly to a pile of electronic conponents and studi ed t hem
thoughtfully. "Wat exactly was this place?" "None of your business." Raoul
added anot her nunber to the list and | ooked away.

Roads didn't press the point. "Phil?" Barney's voice floated dowmn fromthe
floor above. "Yes? "Call fromHQ" "On ny way."

He took one | ast | ook around before headi ng back up the stairs. Barney was
waiting for himat the top. "Can't help bad tining." She gave hima nobile
phone. "It's Chappel ."

hi, Margaret," he said into the phone. "To what owe the pl easure?" od
nmorni ng, Phil." Her voice was crisp and y-ironed; he hated her for sounding
like that. "This

than just a social call, I"'mafraid. W need you at e. ow? |'ma little tied
up

le MSA has requested your presence for a neeting f an hour. You don't have any
choice, I"'mafraid."

ds cursed automatically. -Dammed soldiers.” He hed for a cigarette. "Al ways
sticking their nose in."

i ng business, unfortunately," said @@, And nean ppel. "Tine's running out on
us."

t it." He dragged deeply on the snoke, Tell nme abou whing the bridge of his
nose. "Okay, Margaret, |1'll be

ASAP. -, , @:"Good. I'Il make sure there's coffee ready," she lied, and cut

t he connection. He gave the phone back to Barney. "Wat is it.

she asked, noting the expression on his face. "Sone nilitary bigwig wants a
bul | shit session.

ou're in charge until | get back - which won't be |ong,

1, ope."

They left the house, blinking in the razor-sharp day-

and headed for the patrol car. Roads clinbed into

the driver's seat. "If |I'mnot back by ten," he said, "I'll nake sure they
n you a repl acenent."
hat's okay. | don't mind waiting. just keep the car-

one with you, in case | need you urgently."

oads revved the engine and drove away, watchi ng Barney recede in the
rear-vision mrror. She stood al one, waving, silhouetted against the
street-haze of the rising

sun. He had a brief vision of her, the crowd, and him -



t he parade of robots - being separated by a wash of Yellow fire fromthe solar
sheets ...

And then he turned the coner.

The headquarters of the Regional Security Departnment lay in the green centre
of the bullseye that was Kennedy Polis, a fifteen-nmnute drive fromdd North
Street. Along the way, Roads passed cyclists and pedestrians enjoying the
first few m nutes of the new day, while occasional flashes of |light reflecting
of f Rosette cabs gliding along active tracks highlighted the novenent of
people on their way to or fromwork. He encountered only two other vehicles on
the road: one RSD patrol car much like his own, and an Emergency Services

cl ean-up squad headi ng back to the Wirks Depot. The latter, he assuned,

fini shed patching yet another blot in the city's | andscape; nothing major in
itself, yet part of a series of simlar band-aid fixes that anounted to a
significant, and grow ng, problem

The city was, for the nost part, built on |l evel ground. As he neared the
centre, however, he crested a gradual rise that enabled himto see above the
bui | di ngs around himand into the distance. Not far away was the innernpst and
therefore smallest ring of the Rosette, one and a half kilometres across. The
city's heart served as a nexus for the radial freeways, and as a conveni ent

| ocation for various adm nistrative buildings such as Mayor's House, the MSA
Acadeny and RSD HQ A green belt containing Kennedy City University, and a now
defunct zoo and arboretum echoed the shape of A ring, separating the centre
fromthe suburbs

Ahead and beyond the city lay a | ow range of ragged hills dotted with

conmuni cation towers and scrub forests: the forner acted as the city's
northern line of defence, with spotters nounted on each tower to noni-

counter any inward novenent from Qutside; er had once comprised the city's
obligatory sink, but now provided wood and fibre for a r of uses, plus
medi ci nal and industrial conpounds

fromgenetically nodified tobacco, henp and plantati ons. Between the hills and
the edge of G ere food and ani nmal crops, tended the sane way had been for
decades: with maxi nrum efficiency. innovation had been added to the system
since the lution, and it still served the city well, conplenmentfood factories
el sewhere

0 the west, visible as a dozen | arge tank-1like shapes mng in the distance,
were the two-hundred-netre-

air towers that provided a | arge proportion of nnedy's general -use power and
hel ped clean the ted air and water rel eased as a by-product of indusAl
activity. Apart fromturbines taking advantage of

nearby river's kinetic energy, the city's only other eans of nass-producing
power was also to the west:

Kennedy Prototype Fusion Reactor, a low blister ated m dway al ong the arc of
air towers. The facility d originally been a research centre designed to test
the -,,,,,,asibility of kick-starting a snmall-scale fusion reaction

y enpl oyi ng singl e bubbl e sonol um nescence and the vity effect - or, as Roads
understood it, using sound to ',' @reate bubbles in water that coll apsed at
tenmperatures "' @nd pressures greater than those found at the centre of

4he sun. A working nodel had been built in 2036, with ,,the space industry
very much in mnd, and power @@ @roduction had begun in 2039, 'ust one year
before the first outbreaks of the War. By the tine the Dissolution had set in,
KPFR had been running at full capacity.

Aut omatic gun enpl acenents atop the air towers protected the flatlands to the
west, just as they did on the comrunication towers in the hills. To the south,
t he



mai n def ence was the river, w de enough to prove a deterrent to foot soldiers

and bl ocked by | ocks al ong its length. On the far side were nothing but

ruins; Patriot Bridge had once connected Kennedy proper with a few far-flung

suburbs and an airport, but these had been isol ated since the beginning of the

Di ssol ution. On the near side were warehouses, docks and reclamation plants -

the I ast perform ng essential treatment and recycling of water, glass,

pl astic, rubber, textiles, wood pul p, soil and paper. Most enployed variants
on "natural" techniques, using bioreactors and anaerobic digesters

- mainly nodified fungi or bacteria - to strip soil, water and solid waste of

contam nants until they were fit to be re-used. Thirty per cent of the city's

popul ati on was enployed in the reclamation industry, if not in the plants

t hensel ves then maintaining the air towers and sewerage works; the rest worked

in civil services i ke RSD, Power Central, the MSA and Emergency Services

- or tended the farnmns.

Sonetimes, if Roads squinted hard enough fromthis angle, he could al npbst

pretend that the War hadn't happened, that the intervening four decades had

been not hing but a bad dream Al nbst, though, and never for |ong.

To the east, like a long, black scar cutting a chord through the outer limts

of the city, was the Wall - an artificial barrier fifteen kilometres | ong and

five metres high. Its triangular backbone bad been built froma black carbon

alloy during the early years of the Dissolution, before the materials industry

the city had been fanpbus for had been diverted into other areas. Solar

powered, electrically live across its entire surface and topped with a

form dabl e array of sophisticated defences, it acted as a definitive barrier

against intrusion. Wth only one break - at the Gate, midway along its so

its sole purpose was to keep people out, and it

its task well. The Gate had been fully opened ace in the previous twenty

years, and then only for

SA envoy. In the bad days, the Wall had never |opened at all, and had been

constantly patrolled by @a thousand MSA guards. This unendi ng vigilance, the

Wall's stark, geonetric lines, acted as nore than

physi cal boundary: it reinforced the truth, that the was isolated by its own

choice. hind walls of stone, air, water and fire, Kennedy spraw ed |like a vast

stone starfish, languishing in paration fromthe rest of the world. Not even

radio Id penetrate the barriers; all transm ssions fromthe -tside were

scrupul ously ignored, having proved too

nin the past to be fakes. Nothing short of actually ing at the Gate and

banging on it would result in it

9 opened - which is exactly what bad happened, six ks before ... Sunlight

flashing in mirror-tinted glass brought Roads k to the present. RSD HQ I|ike

all of the buildings in centre of Kennedy, stood no nore than ten storeys

and boasted | ush roof gardens at its sunmt. G ey onposite plastic wap,

manuf actured fromwaste @roducts by nodified E. coli bacteria, kept its

concrete

crunmbl ing under the influence of the elements, and @riost of its |ower-floor

wi ndows had been fitted with 'transparent sol ar panels. The environnent within

t he

6 K -building was nmai ntai ned by passive neasures in

conjunction with air-conditioning, just as a large per-centa e of its daytine

illumination came fromlight- .9 "wells rather than electricity. An absence of

sharp corners

and flat planes made it | ook half nelted fromthe outside, although its

interior was nore conventional in design: pooled offices, open and flexible

floor plans, and a generous illusion of space wherever possible.



Roads pulled into the wel cone darkness of the underground carpark and found a
recharge bay for the patrol car. Crinkling his nose at the stench of ozone, e
left the vehicle and tapped his PIN nunber into the el evator keypad. The heat
of the day was already building, now that the overnight storm had passed, and
he rolled his shirt sleeves up to the el bows as be waited for the cab to
descend.

PIN nunber ... He scow ed at the keypad, renenbering the days when the | ock
had been keyed by either retinae or band-prints. The old systens had been
.replaced two decades ago, their original conmponents either malfunctioning or
requi red. el sewhere.

It sonetimes seened ironic that, after forty years of Dissolution, the
greatest threat to the city's viability came not fromthe outside, but from
within. Materials could only be recycled for so | ong without fresh input;
streets and buil dings were not built to last forever; netals bad becone
scarce; complexity was being traded for longevity in a desperate bid to keep
the city's conmputer net-works running. It was only a matter of tine before the
situation becane critical, and Kennedy was forced to do what it had resisted
for so | ong.

The doors to the elevator slid open and he stepped inside. The rear wall of
the cab conmprised a full-length mrror. He studied his reflection gloomly,
trying to coax a senblance of life out of his clothes and hair. Even his

nmoust ache | ooked Ii np.

A wave of giddi ness acconpani ed his sudden ascent to the top of the buil ding.
When t he doors opened again, he entered the floor that housed the senior

admi ni strative bloc, a region he preferred not to visit too often. H's own
office was on the fifth floor; not too far fromthe rowdi ness of street |evel,
but not too close to it, either. He had no aspiration to rise any higher
prefer-
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ulet efficiency and anonynity to conspi cuous

rgaret Chappel's private secretary spotted himthe

he stepped out of the cab. cer Roads

11D, M chael. Wiere's the coffee?" hael handed Roads a cup. "If you'd like to
go

Sir, they're waiting for you." ads was tenpted to ask who, exactly, they were,
ilet It pass. Instead, he followed obediently to the

office. | argaret Chappel was tall, thin and on the far side of

an age she preferred to show rather than hide makeup. Roads had known her ever
since he had d RSD, and had both foll owed and supported her to the top. Their
close friendship was well known, he refused to confirm whether he had coi ned

her fficial nicknane -'the Mantis'- in order to enhance r already terrifying
reputation on the lower floors. t a glinpse of a scow, accentuated by narrow
kbones and grey hair wom habitually in a pony-tail, , @ Aad been known to

silence the nobst vehenent protests. When he stepped into her office, she
stood, smiled nd gestured at a seat. Two other nmen occupied the room One - a
wi de-faced red-head with freckled, pate -skin - was Roger Wggs, head of the
speci al i st homicide | eam assigned to hunt the assassin; he | ooked about as
'fresh as Roads, despite being in nore formal uniform "The other was an
unknown, dressed in a black, casual suit that matched his hair and briefcase.
H s features were narrow, but not disproportioned; even seated it @was clear
he was the tallest person in the room Had Roads been asked to guess an age,
he woul d have started at thirty and worked his way up - but not too far



Mar garet Chappel performed the brief introductions. "Phil, this is Anton
DeKurzak. He's acting as a special |iaison between us and the Reunited Statf s
Mlitary Corps, on behalf of the MSA and the Mayoralty. "

DeKur zak stood and shook hands with Roads. "My job is to keep the

Reassinil ation as snoboth as possible,” the |liaison officer said, his voice
mld and unassum ng. "We don't want any ni shaps al ong the way, do we?"
"Naturally not." Roads collapsed into a chair and felt his bones creak. He
wasn't in the mood for pleasantries. His reaction to nmeeting the MSA officer
consi sted of annoyance, mixed with surprise that his superiors hadn't sent

someone nmore senior. "You'll have to excuse the blood and sweat, folks. One of
our little 'mshaps' kept ne busy all norning."
W ggs raised an eyebrow. "That makes two of us." "Oh? Who this tine?" "Jessica

Yhorman of the Mayor's office." Keen to pursue the distraction fromhis own
m sery, Roads encouraged the conversation. "How does this one fit in? She
sounds pretty unremarkable.” "Qutwardly, yes. Privately, no. She is - was -
Seni or Councillor Norris' personal adviser. He nmight back down at the |ast
mnute, without her." "Really?" Norris was a nmainstay of the Reassinilationi st
nmoverrent, not renowned for retreating fromdifficult situations. "It's a
little late to change his mind, | would ve thought." "Maybe." Wggs gl anced at
DeKurzak. "It's never
too late in politics." "If you say so." Roads took a sip of bitter coffee and
pulled a face. "Agh. So she fits. The killer is sticking to his denographic.
When did it happen?" "One-thirty this norning. Yhoman's de facto cane
hone not long after and di scovered the body. Her neck
U
like the others; a swift, smpooth, and very -'roke

e man's
job." Roads heard a note of awe in th one professional admiring the work of
anot her, he
gh he had worked with Wggs |long sed. Althou
to call hima friend, he stilt found his fellow r's fascination with hom cide
unnervi ng. appel pointedly cleared her throat. "Phil, | was
Antoni about the | ead you're pursuing, the |atest
k-in. It's not one of ours, is it?" Olhat's right," Roads said, turning to
face her. "One
7ny contacts tipped ne off that a cowboy outfit had
n done over shortly after two this nmorning. We're itig over the scene at the
monent, |ooking for any- 'ing new. If we find anything, we'll let you know. "
s? " asked DeKurzak. How do you rate your chance @ @ Roads thought of the nman
he had chased fromdd orth Street, and decided not to nmention it. This wasn't

the tine to air hunches. "Not good, I'll admt, judging rom

e. But we're doing our best."

previ ous experienc: "Do you believe that will be sufficient? It has been
,@J,over a nonth, after all, and still these matters have not

been dealt with."

Roads felt the hackles on the back of his neck rise. What exactly are you
suggesti ng.

DeKur zak held up both hands placatingly. "I'mnot questioning your capability,
O ficer Roads - or yours,

Oficer Wggs. These are difficult cases that standard operating procedure has
thus far failed to -bring to light, and no-one is necessarily to blane. | am
nmerely expressing the concerns of those above nme that your nethods R, might
be at fault." DeKurzak | ooked fromWggs to

Roads to enphasi se the point. "Perhaps SOP is no

| onger equal to the task." "That's easy for you to say," Roads snhapped. "Got
any suggesti ons.
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"Phil." Chappel cast hima cautionary glance. "Let's |ook at what we have
before we go any further." "About the Ml e?" Roads took a deep breath, tried
to dispel the exhaustion that was maki ng him so

irritable. DeKurzak was tal king sense, as nuch as Roads didn't want to hear

it. "Alnost nothing. He doesn't |eave genetic fingerprints or identifying

mar ks of any kind. He follows no fixed mo., except that he works at night. He
only sets off alarns when he wants to. And the one description we have is
anomal ous." "He | ooks like you, in other words," said DeKurzak

"Unfortunately, yes."

Chappel turned to the other officer. "What about you, Roger?" "The killer
operates at night, also." The burly redhead shifted in his seat. "W do have a
sanmpl e of genetic material, but it doesn't match any in city records. W have
no physical description, nor any other clues to his identity. Only his notive

seens certain: to frighten the Council into backing down fromthe
Reassimilation." "Yes." DeKurzak steepled his fingers and pressed themto his
lips. "I've read the reports, and they're not terribly encouraging." He
shrugged. "One uncatchable crimnal | could believe, perhaps, but two ... ?"

Chappel intervened before Roads could take offence. "W are treating each
series of crimes separately partly out of practicality, partly because of the
timng. Although the nmurderer and the assassin could be one

and the sanme person, he'd have to be fast on his feet as well as practically

i nvisible. Last night denponstrates that quite well. It therefore doesn't seem
likely that one
person working alone is behind both series of crimes.” "But it isn't

i npossible,” said the liaison officer. "That's the point | want to stress.
W're not in a position to rule out anything."
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Reunited States Mlitary Corps prior to then for further investigation."
"What ?" Wggs' face flushed with anger. "You can't "They can," said Chappel
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time if ordered to do so by the Mayor. The MSA can do whatever it likes with
themfromthere. And after

Reassini | ati on, who knows what wi |l happen to | oca

| aw enforcement ?" "We need results fast, to prove that we can conpe-

tently handl e our own affairs.” DeKurzak did his best to
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| ook synpathetic; Roads wondered how sincere the effort was. "If conbining our

resources will help, then I think it nakes sense to try. To that end, an
of ficer specialising in |law enforcement from General Stedman's staff, Captain
Martin O Dell, will be arriving in Kennedy later this norning to provide his

own vi ewpoint. As an outsider he may be able to see sonmething that we're
mssing." "Geat. That's just great," said Roads, draining the last of the
coffee. "We need another armnmy about as nuch as we need blindfolds and our
hands tied."

Chappel stared himdown. "They're only trying to help. . Fanous | ast words."
As nmuch as the city needed to open its doors, he rued the fact that it had
been a mlitary nation like the Reunited States that had made the first nove.
Fromwhat little informati on he had gat hered about the RUSA, it seened to be
run entirely by its Mlitary Corps. He had never heard mention of a President,
or asimlar non-mlitary title. No wonder the MSA and General Stedman seened

to be getting along so well. Tarred fromthe sane brush

Roads gl anced at Wggs, who | ooked as pained as he felt. "I'msorry to be
blunt,"” he said, "but is that all you wanted to see us about?" "I think so,
for now, " said Chappel

DeKur zak agreed. "l understand your reluctance, gentlenen, but |I'msure we can
work it out. If you have any questions later, don't hesitate to contact ne.
Margaret has ny nunmber." "CGood." Roads stood. "Then, if you'll excuse ne, |
have work to do."

Wggs also rose, slicking his hair out of his eyes. "I want reports by

ei ght een- hundred." Chappel rose to let themout. "And, Phil, we need to
finalise Blindeye before then."

"Il call you." As she closed the door behind them

caught a glinpse of DeKurzak, still seated in his opposite Chappel. The
liaison officer nodded ell, apparently unfazed by the cool reception his
ouncement had received. Wiat a |oad of shit,"” Wggs said when the door was

ly shut. "This whole thing stinks." "'W need to get together soon, to swap
notes." "Agreed. |I'd nmail themto you, but you know what A% like _-,77. Roads
nodded. W ggs' |ack of computer skills was

An attenpt to mail Roads the notes on the sin could easily msfire, and result
in sensitive RSD Its landing in the lap of a bulletin board. Safer, and

re productive, to talk in person. .@_At the elevator well, Wggs | eaned up
against a wall d closed his eyes. "To be honest, Phil, this case is iving ne
crazy. 1'll be glad to see the end of it, if it

es to that." "At |least you' ve got a geneprint." Roads forced a

..Zimle "All you have to do is test everybody and find the that matches."
"Yeah, right. Except the city'll be full of outsiders. ople ike this O Dell
I or whoever he is, marching in to ooth the way'. G ve thema

month and we'll be Overcrowded again."

Roads feigned horror. "Don't tell me you're anti- ""i""Reassimlation, Roger."
"No it's not that. It's just . . ." Wggs sighed and ran h his hand through
his hair. "I was a child during the food

ish,,,@riots, Phil. My parents weren't well off, and we were

al nost kicked out of the city. | remenber what it was like - alittle too
wel |, sonetimes.” "It wasn't pleasant, that's for sure." The el evator doors

pi nged open and they filed inside. "But | don't
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think it'll be like that this time. Qutside's not so bad any

nor e.

"it couldn't be." Wggs glanced at his reflection in the mrror, grimced.
"Can't help but worry, though."

As the cage plumeted toward the carpark, Roads' phone buzzed for attention

"Phil, it's Margaret." "Christ, we haven't even left the building yet-."
"Good. DeKurzak's on his way down. He wants to

visit the scene on A d North Street." "G eat," Roads groaned. "Lucky you,"
whi spered Wggs, with a smrk. "It was ny idea," continued Chappel. "I like

t he MSA about as nuch as you do, but we all have to live with it. And him By
letting himsee the way we operate

- and can cooperate - we decrease the chances of those above himtaking the
cases fromus." Chappel paused, obviously waiting for a response. "Anyway, |

said you'd give hima lift." "Fine." Roads sighed. "It's not as if we've had
much success on our own, | suppose." "Exactly. When he's finished, Iend him
one of the cars so he can join homicide at the Yhonman pl ace."

Wggs' face fell. "Wth pleasure.” "Good." Chappel's tone softened slightly.
"Stay in touch.” "I wll."

( HAPTER FOUR

.30 a.m

ds woul d have preferred to drive the whole way to North Street in silence, but
DeKurzak clearly had er ideas. @You're not fromhere, are you, Roads) Not

nal ly, anyway." "Wat makes you say that?"

4, Your accent

mai nly. English? South African? | can't utte place it.'
Australian.” Roads couldn't help

at the observation; few distinct accents ut be inpressed i e-mai ned i n Kennedy,
and only a handful of people of ,1@ DeKurzak's age could distinguish one from
anot her. "Ah " DeKurzak nodded. "Expats?" "No, on holiday when the War broke
out. W& were lucky to be staying near Kennedy at the tine." "Very |ucky

i ndeed. What happened to then?" "Killed in food riots when | was a kid. 1'd
rat her not

tal k about it."

DeKurzak smiled. "OfF course. You don't have to." Roads guided the car onto the
sout h-bound arterial 'freeway. The road surface was rough after so many years
wi t hout regul ar mai ntenance, but he preferred it to the Rosette routes when
heading in that direction. As they drove, the ruins of Patriot Bridge

domi nated the

k-11 My parents were



forward skyline. Time was slowy pulling it down, piece by piece; Roads could
see the odd gap-toothed hole where the road itself had fallen away, or been
bl own away by expl osives. The old maglev track had been dismantled entirely.
He' d al ways thought the bridge had been hard done by, and privately hoped that
the Reassimilation would result in its reconstruction - although he doubted
it.

DeKur zak seemed to be reading his thoughts. Roads felt the liaison officer's
keen eyes studying him "How exactly do you feel about the Reassimlation

O ficer Roads?" "Honestly?" "OF course.” "Wll, | can't see.what all the fuss
is about." "What do you nean? This is the first contact we've had with anyone
out si de Kennedy -"

"No, what | nean is: it has to happen eventually,' doesn't it? There's no
poi nt arguing about it, or putting it off any longer." "That's the best way to
thi nk about it." DeKurzak nodded, waving one hand at the view before them
"Kennedy is like a tide-pool that has been isolated for so

long it's forgotten about the sea. But the tide's going to cone back in

whet her we want it to or not. The only question we have to ask ourselves is
whether we let it in gracefully, or go down with a fight."

Roads | ooked at his passenger out of the coner of his eye. DeKurzak seened to
have mi ssed the point entirely; Kennedy had to Reassinilate because it would
die if it didn't, not because the RUSA wanted it to.

He cleared his throat, choosing tact rather than debate. "I would have thought
t he answer was obvious. If we send them away now, they'll only cone back

| ater, when they're even stronger."

rue. Alot of people feel otherw se, though

ne in particul ar?"

e killer? Yes, he - or she, of course - is an

case. But that wasn't really who | was talking t. | neant the A d Guard, the
peopl e who |ived

h both the War and the Di ssol ution. These people seen terrifying things, and
we can only synpathise their reluctance to place thenselves at risk again by
ening the city. But where do we draw the line? e are already enough of themin
the Mayoralty to

truct a nove that the rest of us regard as being vitable, even if it does make
us all nervous." V Roads shrugged. "So? Politics and peopl e have

ays been like that when it cones to change. King |I'ute wasn't the only one,"
That's true." DeKurzak stared away fromthe river

t glints of the city. "Wuld you count t e distan h urself anong the Ad
Guard, Roads?" Roads al nost | aughed. Either DeKurzak was extra-

inarily clumsy at asking | eadi ng questions, or

nunely had no idea how his inquiries sonetines Unded. "I'm ol d enough," he
said, "but, to be honest,

really don't

give a shit. | just try to do nmy job. If you ',"@,think I'mconspiring to
wreck the Reassimlation, then you re barking up the wong tree.” "I didn't
say that." DeKurzak chewed thoughtfully on his l[ower |ip. "Wat about W ggs.
"Too young. Haven't you checked his records?" "Birth dates can be faked." W
Roads gl anced across at DeKurzak. The liaison officer's face was cl osed,
serious. The urge to laugh abruptly vani shed. "You're crazy." "It's worth
checking. And, what's nore, if you stop to

took at things objectively, it makes sense. The best way for the assassin to
remain at large - and the thief for



that matter, assunming they aren't one and the same person - is to ensure that
the authorities don't want to catch him O to actually be the authorities."
.So you think I'"'mthe Mol e?" "No. Your alibis check out. But the resenbl ance
i s uncanny, all the sane."
Roads gripped the steering wheel tightly with both hands and tried to keep his
anger at bay. Again he wondered if DeKurzak was deliberately trying to provoke
him or sinply didn't realise what he was
sayi ng, what open nerve he had unwittingly probed. "How old are you,
DeKur zak?" ,
The Iiaison officer blinked. "Thirty-six. Is -this relevant?" "It mnight be.
Anyone under fifty won't renmenber the War -
" Cbvi ously, but
and if you don't renmenber the War, how can you possibly understand what it was
i ke? How can you speak for this 'Ad Guard of yours if you haven't been
t hrough what they have? Think about it for a nonent. Doesn't it seem nore
likely that those who have seen the Dissolution first-hand would actually want
the Reassimilation, rather than resist it?"
DeKur zak had his mouth open, wanting to break in, but Roads ploughed on: "The
ones who renenber what it was like to watch hungry people die rather than | et
themin and starve the city, who were forced to kill the beggars that screaned
at the Wall for months, who had friends and relatives thrown out of Kennedy
for fighting when there wasn't enough to go around ... These people aren't
your A d Guard. These people won't kill to keep Kennedy cl osed. They've seen
enough death already. "The ones you' re |ooking for are younger. They've lived
here all their lives, and regard Kennedy as theirs.
4don't want it invaded by upstarts fromthe

i f anybody's going to fight to keep Kennedy they'll be the ones - not people
like nme - - - "
s took a deep breath, suddenly conscious of the
Fheavily. at he was sweating urzak | ooked surprised; Roads' outburst had
startled him too. "Wat exactly are you driving

er Roads?" at it's not ne, you son O a bitch. I'"'mnot the

nyone." or the assassin, and |'mnot protecting a

t Wggs mght be." his head e's not. Jesus. Roads felt
i ke banging steering wheel. "We're just trying to do our jobs." nd no-one's

stopping you." The liaison officer
ned the fine work red away. "No-one's questio : @e done for RSD over the
years. That's not the issue
What is at stake is this case, at this nonent, and we're going to solve it.
Gven that it's not a sinple unit, and that there's no keeping politics out O
it, have to consider every possibility.oads bristled at the '
nmouth in
little longer, DeKurzak. k this tine. ,Just give me a n't believe in the
uncat chabl e thief. ter of fact. "Neither do 1, as a mat DeKurzak smil ed.
we' ve only got three days left before General U
dman arrives."
appeared, and @-,', The turn-off for Od North Street Ak, "

ful for the toads swung the wheel to followit, grate
the scene of the break-in approached, istraction. As
urzak broke the brief, tense silence. "I'monly doing ny job, too, Phil
Remenber that, .@nd our relationship will be alittle |less strained."
"Vith daylight had cone the spectators. A couple of
31-dozen had settled in shaded doorways and w ndows for
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the norning, curious to see what had happened. Most were young parents with
small children in tow, |ooking for entertainnent. Although |oitering was
technically illegal, being a waste of human resources, none of the attending
of ficers bothered to nove the crowd al ong.

Barney was asleep in the van, stretched across the rear seat with her coat
bunched up agai nst the wi ndow, acting as a pillow He felt Iike a bastard for
waki ng her. "What -?" She opened her eyes and rubbed her forehead. " Ch, it's
you." "Sleeping on the job?" "Yes and no. HQ sent Rashid to relieve nme not
long after you left, but I thought 1'd wait for you to come back." She gl anced
at her watch. "I only lay down ten minutes ago." "This fanatical devotion to
duty will get you places.” "That's a relief.” She struggl ed upright and tugged
at her clothes. The rear of the car was suffocatingly hot and her uniform danp
with sweat as a result. "Are we going now?" "Not yet. We have a visitor."
"Who?" "The MSA have sent soneone to watch over our shoulder. He's standing
just over there and answers to the nane ' DeKurzak'. "Watch us why?"

Roads filled her in on the neeting that norning, content to let the MSA
liaison officer wait a few m nutes longer. By the tinme he finished, Barney had
recovered a senbl ance of alertness. "So they're giving us a deadline?" "Seens
that way." "Bastards." She groaned as he hel ped her out of the van. "Ckay, |
guess I'mready. As if | haven't already done enough for one day."

presune you went through this ot for eye- " Roads said, indicating the crowd
with a nod.

h, not a one. Door-knocked, too.
ri ght? One hundred and

113 and 115 are enpty offices, haven't had for at |east ten years and haven't
been converted comodati on because no-one really wants to live -this area. One
hundred and twel ve and 116 are antable, but unoccupied. City records don't
mention one ever inoving in, so they' ve been enpty since the f - just |ike
'114 itself, supposedly." They wal ked to where DeKurzak was standi ng, watchthe
squad nove in and out of the house. Roads made introductions. DeKurzak shook
Barney's hand with an

ratiating smle, then suggested they nove inside. The cellar was cool but
crowded, and considerably ore ordered than when Roads had | ast seen it. The

2 iles of conponents had been returned to their respeclive boxes; all the
cupboards were cl osed.

Barney@ repl acenent was tal king earnestly with .11 @Raoul over one of the
termnals. A short, dark-haired :nman, he had a ]a rge snall pox scar on his
left check that V-i Kennedy's utilitarian approach to medi cal care had not
allowed to be removed. He | ooked up as Roads and Company approached. " Good

Barney raised 'd to point. "This is 114,

nmorni ng, Phil." "That depends. Have you got anything for me?" "I'mnot sure.
W have the security check on the d

ata -system ,N@ "And?" "It |ooks |like nothing was stolen."

Roads rai sed his eyebrows. "Run that by ne again?" "As he said," said Raoul

his dark skin dusty. He w ped his hands on a rag as he approached. "It's as

clean as a preacher's prick down here."
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DeKur zak | ooked curiously at the new arrival, and Roads explained as briefly
he could: "Raoul ran this Place. He can tell us what's been stolen.” "Wich is
not hi ng, " Raoul repeated. "But that's inconsistent," Barney said. "Wy would
the Mole go to the trouble of breaking in and then not take anything?" "To
prove he can?" DeKurzak suggested, obviously dissatisfied with remnaining an
observer. "W al ready know he can." "Then naybe he was scared off."

Roads shook his head. "The building was enpty until Raoul arrived. Right,
Raoul ?" "That's correct. He set off the alarmas he left. He nust have
finished what he came to do." "Exactly. But what the hell was that?" Roads
rubbed thoughtfully at his nmoustache. "How s the list of hardware com ng?"

"Fi nished. W're about to check for discrepancies.” "Good. That might tell us
somet hing." "Do you really think so?" asked DeKurzak, peering curiously into
an open box nearby. "O course." Roads fought yet another explosive response,
al ready sick of justifying hinmself to the liaison officer. "This is the first
time the Mole hasn't lifted data in six weeks. If he took hardware instead,
then that must nean sonething. And if he didn't, same again. Any break in the
pattern, no matter how slight, is significant." "l guess you're right."

DeKur zak | ooked suitably chastised. "I wasn't thinking."

Roads, slightly nollified, turned away. "Rashid, this is Antoni DeKurzak of
the MSA. When he's finished | ooking around, have one of the squad take himto

see Wggs at the scene of last night's homicide. HQw Il give you the
address. "

id nock-saluted. "Yessir."

while, I'mgoing to get sonme steep. Have sonene if you find sonething." | do,

boss." y. G ao." ey clinbed the stairs, Roads felt DeKurzak's e at his back
The Iiaison officer knew he'd been . but Roads wasn't going to | et that bother
him Is keen, at least," said Barney. es, but a little on the paranoid side,
too, if I'many of character."” Ain't that dandy."

o, not really." They exited the building. The ing crowd watched them wal k down
the steps to sidewalk with mld interest. ,-Rey had' hardly gone nore than a
few steps towards @ar, however, when Barney stopped and squinted ugh the
sunlight. "Hang on." @ @ Wat?" Roads followed the direction of her gaze. the
second floor of one of the nei ghbouring build-

hal f-vi si bl e through a curtai ned wi ndow, sonenoved. "Th at's strange," Barney
said. "I checked 116 nyself." "Did you actually search every floor?" .-No.
just knocked where | couldn't get in, and left it that." She squinted to see
better, but the novenent n't return. "Do you want to check it out?"

5,

l1l@a@" @Do we have to?"

6@"NO " For once, he was glad to play devil's advocate. @Maybe it's tinme we
called it a night." "Well and truly.” She didn't nove on, however. "But

| suppose we'd better have a | ook. Fuck."

Roads foll owed her past the van and through the

to the address next door. The buil ding was



narrow, two storeys high, and had obvi ously been nmuch better-kept in years
gone by; its stonework was now chi pped and scarred, its glass for the nost
part broken. Like 114, it had a small yard and fence, with a flight of steps
leading to its front door. Fromthe street, its interior |ooked abandoned, and
didn't wel come potential visitors.

Bar ney knocked once on the door, waited a second, then shoul dered it open.
Dusty silence greeted them but both sensed the presence of an occupant,
somewhere in the building. "Squatters?" proposed Roads. |ndividual property
owner shi p had been abolished in the first decade of the Dissolution, with
housi ng di spensation resting in the hands of the Mayoralty. After the
difficult years, however, the number of houses had gradual |y exceeded the
nunber of tenants and the rules had been rel axed. Squatters presently had the
right to nove into any building, provided only that the buil ding was
officially listed as unoccupied. It was entirely possible that sonmeone had
noved into the house next door to 114 without registering the move with the

Mayoral ty.
Barney shrugged in answer to Roads' question. "Could be. Doesn't explain why
they didn't respond when | came here earlier, though."” "I don't know. You can

be fairly intimdating when you' re short of sleep." Roads ignored the | ook she
cast at him and indicated the stairs. "Shall we?"

The first floor was enpty. Roads' shout of "Hello?" echoed dully from stained
wal | s and ceilings. He was

about to suggest that they try the second fl oor when the sound of stealthy
novenent canme fromthe stairwell.

He and Barney took positions out of sight on either side of the stairs,
pistols at the ready. The slight sound becanme the creaki ng of steps as someone
descended

,.into view Roads peered at the indistinct form

in both height and by the shadows: small ost probably female, hair long and in
curls; dark-coloured and | oose-fitting. Her hands to be enpty. sil houette of

t he woman stopped on the |ast step.

ne there she called, softly. "is soneo

i ding place. She As nodded to Barney in her h ed her pistol and stepped into
view. "Hello," she

4MY nane is officer Daniels. I'"'mwth RSD. "

4 ibly started at Barney's appearance.
worman vi s ? | haven't done anything." do you want
otioned 'No-one i s suggesting You have." Barney in
Y: worman to conme down the. stairs
neone el se here with @,,,ok her head. "There's so A n;, | saw
ma him Where is he?" ads stepped forward. "W're investigating an
nt that occurred next door,- he said. -Part of that
0, nei ghbours for possible tigation includes checking itnesses. | don't

suppose you saw anyt hi ng?@ The wonan gl anced between them before asking:
@ *Vhen3-"

Last night, early this norning-@ Shc shook her head. -1 wasn't here then."
r,"""But you live here?

cane up here for the view " ?"

y

esitated. "Because | was curious." She The wonan h

better light, pped down fromthe stairs. In slightly

Id finally nake out the details of her face- She adscou

sted, maybe early s older than her slight figure sugge rties. Her dark brown

hair and eyes, full lips and
cestry. The ggested a distilled European an i)., Iive skin su
hi nd her betrayed ,',y1,-.,,V.ay her hand gripped the banni ster be her

t ensi on.



"WIl you tell ne what happened?" she asked. "Next door, | mean. \What sort of
"incident'?"

Roads net her stare evenly. "If I tell you, will you tell me why you want to
know?"

The wonan hesitated again, but only slightly. "You first."

Roads passed the buck to Barney, who expl ai ned: "Soneone broke into the
bui | di ng next door. 'No-one was hurt; we're not even sure if anything was
taken. There's nothing to be concerned about, if you do live in the area.”
The wonman | ooked sceptical. "So why all the fuss?" she asked. "Houses are
broken into every day." "W're still looking into it," Barney expl ai ned, "but
we believe this break-in to be the work of the Mdle." 'The who?" "The Mle,"
Roads echoed. "There have been notices on the b-boards. You've never heard of
hi nP"

The wonman shook her head. "I don't really follow the news very nuch." "Maybe
you shoul d." Roads quickly outlined the history of the serial thief as it had
been presented to the public, all the while watching the wonan's reaction. As
she absorbed the information, her face renai ned appropriately serious, but a
slight ook of relief was

evident in her eyes. "I'll keep an eye out," she said when he had finished

"Thank you." "And that nakes it your turn, | think." Roads kept his voice
firm "Wiy did you want to know?"

She shrugged. "It's kind of stupid, really. I live with soneone, you see, and
he didn't come honme last night. | thought ... | don't know what | thought.

was worried. "Does he do this often?”

t much at all these days) and @@' He doesn't go ou does he's al ways honme by
dawn. "

curfew ends?" "woman's eyes shifted. "No, after. He'd never

rfew, I, msure of that." re does he go, then)" Roads pressed. n9t know. He can
| ook after hinself, but | still She paused, |ooked enbarrassed. ,when | saw ol
cars on the street, | thought there m ght have

me sort of accident." . .t 11 e broke in on Roads' autonatic
curiosi Y. I'mlIll be okay," she said. -He,I|l cone hone when

ady." " The worman smiled weakly. "I'msorry for guess.

your time." cyingly in return, at's okay." Roads smiled
encourag | @\ ke hers, and Barney s synpathy, he was sure it

a,r thing, though, utn ..

take. "One nore "Katiya." 'Thanks, Katiya. | don't suppose You know what
on next door, do you?" He pointed at the building,

m ght hear things ber 114. "If you tive nearby, you sionally, or see things
he shook her head definitely. -1 doW know anyt hi ng
that." ,'@'"That's okay. just thought 1'd ask." Roads pulled out
thing "If ever you do see any ard and gave it to her. iof the ordinary, 1'd
appreciate You giving nme a ca
then tucked it into ""Muy d at the card be." She gl ance Pocket. "You

don't mind if | keep watching, officer

ds? --OF course not-"

smled hal f-heartedly and began to "Thanks." Katiya
he second floor, stopping inb the stairs back up to t
leaving. nly once to see if they were
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"You shamel ess opportunist,"” said Barney when they were out of earshot. '"It's

worth a try. You have to admit that." He grinned wearily. "Besides, I'll have
Rashi d send soneone over in an hour or so, to pull her inif she's stil
there. Ten to one says she won't be." "If she ever does call you, it'll be man

trouble again for sure.” "And if it is, I'll threaten to book himw th curfew
viol ations. What else can | do?" He squinted as the daylight hit them "Let's
get you hore."

Bar ney sagged agai nst his shoulder. "Please, before sonething el se happens.”
They drove in silence. Barney and Roads both |ived between B and C rings,
within fifteen mnutes' wal k of RSD headquarters and not far from each ot her.
Roads often dropped her home at the end of a shift, when they had access to a
vehicle, rather than | eave her to make her own way home fromthe office. He
pull ed the car to halt out the front of her building, certain that she had
fallen asleep on the way. "Hey, Barney," he whi spered, nudgi ng her shoul der

"I m awake." She opened her eyes, stirred sluggishly. "Do you want to come in?
"Il make you breakfast, if you like."

He hesitated. The offer was tenpting, but . . . "l)d better not, Barney. |'ve
got work waiting at the office. Besides, people mght talk.” "I don't give a
shit about talk." "I know. " He wi nked. "Another time, perhaps." "Ckay." She
sm | ed. "Make sure you get some sleep.” "I will."

He waited until she had unl ocked her door before driving away. Only then did
he realise that she had left
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s data fiche sitting on the passenger seat.

- -her to hinself, he slipped the plastic card into | T4 and kept goi ng.



( HAPTER FI VE

1: 00 P.m

Roads' office was small. Al it contained was a desk and terminal, tw chairs
and one filing cabinet. S parse and spotlessly clean, except for a dirty
ashtray in the bottom drawer of the desk, it gave the inpression that its
owner was rarely present - which was, in fact, quite true. Wien not on the
road, he preferred to work fromthe office pool one floor down, where Barney
had her desk, or fromhone. The city's optical fibre network was still intact,
and al | owed soneone with the correct facilities to tel econmute; the fact that
few people did any nore was yet another indictnent of the state of the city's
har dwar e

Perversely, the only itemin his office to which Roads felt even renotely
attached was the termnal. Externally., it had been his since his first day in
adm ni stration, although now - nmany years and several overhauls |ater nost of
its boards and chi ps had been replaced with others scavenged from broken

machi nes or those nmade by the city's small cottage el ectronics industry. It
was a battered but determ ned survivor - just like him

The first thing he did when he | ogged in was check the bulletin boards.
Everyone in Kennedy was theoretically connected to the city's information and
entertai nnient networks; in practice conputer termnals were limted by supply
to those who needed t hem nost.
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@ho didn't have access to a terminal could 'a neighbour's or friend s, or
join a nei ghbour -

Il ective designed to share such scarce techno-

uries. Data-input and processing for the news were performed by a small team
of professionals s in the Mayoralty. Roads couldn't remenber a

n there had been so much to report - not in the ty years, anyway. headlines
were mai nly of Yhoman's assassiboth the act and its possible ram fications.
Councillor Norris had issued a statenent to the that he would not allow
terrorismto interfere A e planned Reassimlation. Known anti-RUSA

ts, had responded by decrying the violence, but ing that it reflected a
genui ne mood in the corn-

The imm nent arrival of General Stedman and

dominated the rest of the bulletin's

i ng pages.

ther story told himanything he didn't already There was no nention of Martin
ODell, the MC captain assigned to the cases RSD was ling wi th. Obviously that
devel opnent was being quiet for the time being, possibly along with other tive
details he was unaware of. @1l-he O d North Street robbery warranted a brief

n on the second page, below a feature article ut a grey tinber wolf that had
been sighted several .s on the streets of Kennedy. The species had been ught
extinct in the area for many years, and the er of the article was taking its
reappearance as a

itive omen. Roads, having glinpsed the animal a

Uple of tines hinmself, wasn't so sure, but saved the cle out of interest
before settling in to work. His report of the events of the previous twelve
hours k an hour to wite. In accordance with his agreenent



with Morrow, he nmade no nention of the neeting at the warehouse bar, nor of

his guesses regarding the nature of the O d North Street operation. \Wen he

had finished, he mailed one copy of the file to Barney's home conputer

Then he shut down his terminal, rebooted, and | oaded another program He

physi cal Iy unplugged the | eads at the back of the term nal and | ocked the door

to his office. When he was sure that he would not he disturbed, he renoved a

web of contact el ectrodes froma drawer and placed themin position around the

nape of his neck

He cl osed his eyes, |eaned back and concentrated. Slightly norethan a mnute

| ater, he opened his eyes.

On the screen in front of himwas a two-di nensional image of the unknown man

he had chased fromdd North Street - blurred and in vaguely unreal col our

but useful nonethel ess.

The man was frozen in the act of turning to glance over his shoul der. He was

wearing a large, grey overcoat and a wi de-bri med hat of the same col our. Dark

gl asses obscured nmost of his face, apart froma stra. ht

g nose and a wide chin - not enough detail even to run a conparison agai nst

the mug shots in RSD s files. The only distinguishing feature was the nman's

size. He was buge.

Roads had never seen anyone that large in his life. if he had, he would have

remenber ed,

There were four other tags in the file he had transferred. The first was the

best. He printed two hard copies and added one of themto his report. The

second he pocketed to await further consideration. Even if it was relevant, it

wasn't terribly informative

Then he Inserted Morrow s data fiche into a card drive he had requisitioned

from RSD supplies. The main
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sted twel ve dates. Each described a break-in ed by the Ml e: approxi nate

times, the nature eft, and the results of any subsequent investiSimlar to
Kennedy' s experience, the Ml e had given away by operating systens that

aut omati recorded when and which particular files had been sed; in Mrrow s

case, however, the intrusions were d sooner, due to the Head's nore frequent

checks darapools. ere were no addresses on the disk, and no rmation as to the
pur pose of the individual estab-

crits. Gtherwi se the informati on was conplete. As row had -;aid, the thefts

seemed to be of minor data,

1), inventories. That of the A d North Street ence wa%the only one explicitly
identified; the Mble obra ned its address from anot her database three ks
before the actual break-in. This fact seened ificant, but Roads was too tired

to think it through t then. Morrow s fiche also contained a ten-minute video

file. rious, Roads |oaded a video editor and settled back watch. .-The video

showed a nman wal ki ng al ong a hallway. e was dressed in grey garments from neck

to foot with nly a narrow bri mmed hat obscuring his features. Even

nail had been wearing a bal acl ava Roads would the I have recognised him It

was hinmself. .i .00@But, as he had never been in that particular hallway At
any, lioint in his life, he had to assune that he was .,watching the Mdle in
action. '"File [1101. 1ght sent an involuntary shiver down his ., .Apine. ,%art

fromidentikit pictures pieced together fromF-lragncntary security footage,
he had never seen a true

4' . ' . Amage of his adversary. The Mdle, in six weeks, had not

n captured in full by an RSD canmera.



Morrow s facilities were considerably better-equipp The picture was col our,
and canme conplete wi th sound.

The Mole took a left turn and encountered a | ocke@door. The angle shifted as
the video switched to anot hw canera. Roads watched as the Mol e nmani pul at ed
tht @sinmple lock for a second or two, opened the door an4l continued deeper
into the house. The entrance to atit expansive study was protected by a nesh
of invisible, |aser beans, revealed only by the presence of tiny photo-!
voltaic detectors lining the frane. The occasional note |I of dust tw nkled as
it passed through the beans. The Ml e wal ked t hrough the doorway w t hout
hesi t ati ng.

Roads waited for the sound of alarms, but none

cane. The beans had not been deflected. "Shee-it."

The Mol e wal ked behi nd an enornous mahogany desk, took a small painting off
its hook and placed it gently on the floor. Behind it was - predictably enough
a conbi nation |l ock. The Ml e placed a pal mupon the dial and went absolutely
still.

The canera angle shifted to one hidden on the other side of the wall. After a
nmonent, the lock clicked open. The canera angle shifted back to cover the
study agai . n.

The Mol e hadn't noved a nuscle.

Roads repl ayed that scene, but renained just as

dunbf ounded t he second ti ne.

The thief cane to |life and pushed the wall open, revealing a hidden room on
the other side. It contained a workshop simlar to that on Od North Street,
but smaller. The Mle sat in front of a ternminal and began to tap at the keys,
blindingly fast.

The video junped, obviously edited in order to protect the guilty. Wen it
continued, the thief had finished his work at the term nal, and deactivated it
with a cursory flick of the swtch.

the room |ocked the wall behind him

Then he retraced his footsteps painting. the | aser beans and al ong the
hal | way.

rid as the imge Xg on the screen becane lu ed, except for lintra-red.
The Mol e vani sh

n el ongat ed pentagon where ots of light in a

Soneone had @A ppl es and hi ps had been e he man as h
inf provided an outline of tst track of hi

wi se Roads woul d have to

back through the visible, and shifted

as a flickering Mote appeared briefly

like a poorly-tuned tel evision mcrowave,

bl e then even the dots vani shed. Back to visi

pse of the thief, then the video one last glim

breath and dialled a nunber on took a deep

roughout the e sentence th uttered only On

eo*. the hell does he do that?" d that she should s said nothing, gestured
i nstea d finished,' he V'- di ng ha

atching. When the recor r the best answer he coul d.

11, the trick with the |ock probably involves a

@ but feasible c love of some sort. Not ea,, @

0 10 ed doubt ful And the rest"’ "it s don't know " He
| eaned back in his chair. bad "t han sinple bionodification, which
woul d be

k he's a berserker?- Chappet o you don't thinyY

t oo net hodi cal
fit the nmould; he's @\o, he doesn't hing el se - bionodified,
ranpant. The Ml e is sQret



yes, but arned with stuff |'ve never seen before. Either he has a neans of
maki ng hinmsel f invisible that works on all frequencies of |ight outside the

vi si bl e spectrum "Whi ch doesn't make sense. O?" "O he's a ghost," said
Roads. "Unlikely."

He rai sed an eyebrow at her response. "Not inpossible?" "I'mgetting so
desperate 1'll believe anything." "That makes two of us."

She stood, wal ked across the room and stared out the w ndow at Roads
fifth-floor view "How far can we trust Keith Mrrow?" she asked. "Could he be
i nvol ved in this somehow?"

He shrugged. She al one knew the conplete history of Roads' anbival ent

relationship with the Head, and her confidence was strict. "I don't think so."
"But you're not sure." She turned. "He could be feeding us false information
trying to put us off the trail." "Maybe." "What do you suggest, then? Do we
cancel Blindeye? | nmean, if the Mdle is as invulnerable as he seenms "He can't
be." "- then we'll be pissing into the wind." She came back to the desk.
"Phil, we don't have tine to play ganes. " "I'msorry, Margaret. | really

don't know. A few thoughts here and there, but nothing coherent. Really."
She sighed again and sat down. "So. Do we go ahead, or not?" "W go ahead,
guess. W nmight as well." "Tonorrow ni ght ?"
He smiled. "To beat the deadline, right?" She didn't snmile back. "If we don't
catch the Mole, then either the MSA or the Reunited States Mlitary
inthere it's just ill take the case fromus. And fro 'Vep to dismantling RSD
altogether." W" It was a possibility he tried not to contern W@

out of a basic
not out OF conservatism but ct for the nmlitary mnd. He and the rest of the
cause in the past- ,had seen the danmage it could admt that the idea in
princi pl e was
le had to i.. Reassimilation. would result in the closure of ,:RSD or the MSA
The city wouldn't need a
e force and a police force. Either both would be
mated into one unit,' or one would becone a
garrison of the RUSAMC and therefore no | onger
current situation - with the MSA al ways the ional favourite of the people, and
RSD struggling lve a string of major crines - didn't took good at
r RSD. But no firm plans had been made, and wth
and a couple of quick arrests at the right tine -
Situation could easily change. How ready are we?" Roads asked. 'We can do it.
The Mayor has given us his bl essing,
the conplete set of access codes for every city rtment. Wth DeKurzak's
support, we can start
llng; data at any time. -6@@®"He will support us?" @@"' @Yes. He agrees
that it's the only decisive course of
on left open to us." F@"CGood. He's not a fool, then." 'M@"He s
houl dn't be. He cones highly recommended."” "By whom -By the Mayor hinself.
And the head of the MSA. |
h
feel' g he's being groonmed for prompotion to the e in per ran s; maybe even
Counci l l or, one day."
oa s folded his hands across his lap. The position of
1" hai son officer between the MSA, RSD and the
82
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RUSAMC was one of trenmendous responsibility; it certainly wouldn't be handed
to someone who hadn't proved to be capabl e el sewhere. DeKurzak seened a
little wet under the collar to Roads, but perhaps he would inprove with tine,
gi ven the chance.

Roads forced hinself to concentrate on the topic at hand. "I suggest we wait
to see what the Ml e does tonight, then start Blindeye first thing tonorrow
nmorni ng. That gives us over half a day to get everything organi sed down at
KCU." "That should be I ong enough." She scratched her head. "But it'll be
messy."” "You're telling ne." Roads was al nost daunted by the thought: shutting
down the entire city's data net-

work, transferring the information to the main banks of Kennedy City

Uni versity, and erasing everything else would bring admnistration to a

standstill - all to catch one thief. It would be worth it, though, if it
wor ked.
Chappel stood. "Get some sleep, Phil. You look like you need it." "So everyone

keeps telling me." "I'Ill put Jam eson on in your place. Take the night off."
She wi nked knowi ngly. "Barney, too, if you like.-

He groaned. "It's nothing like that, Margaret." "I know, but | can still hope
for you. " "Don't. I'mnot ... | don't know. |I'magetting old, in case you
hadn't noticed." "Actually, just to look at you, I wouldn't." She sniled. "You

haven't told her?" "No." He studied his hands for a moment. His feelings for
Barney were uncertain at the best of tinmes, and his past didn't nmake it any
easier. "I'"'mnot sure |'mgoing to. But thanks for the break anyway,
Margaret." "That's okay. You've earned it."

She patted himon the cheek and left. He lingered for
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er and to gather nutes to shut down the conput

11 of files, then did Iikew se.

leets were getting dark. At some point in t he

on, Roads seemed to have |ost an hour or two. 't remenber having lunch. O
breakfast. evening was warm and the wal k pl easant; the ache

ured | eg had vani shed entirely. He stopped to buy &R vendor and ate it on a
park takeaway froman R was extensively

hal fway hone. The inner city ty plans, but & in accordance with the
original ci @rks and nature strips had grown sonewhat wld

iihe years. He remenbered a tinme, not |ong ago,

ground to kill a they had been razed to the oning rat popul ation. The

i nfestation had subsi ded

city and reappeared not long after in the farnms. he hot dog was made from soya
extracts and entifiable vegetable matterg but it tasted |ike neat.

st as good as the ones before the War, back when

y had seenmed to synbolise everything the United

given the city's limted es had stood for. Al in all, urces, his diet was
surprisingly varied. Wat uldn't be grown could be adequately initated or
Hs only regret was a shortage of nitural

es, and a deep boredom of all the places he had ten nany, many tines before.
He | onged to go for a

liday, just to eat sonewhere new. Wen he had finished, he picked up his

bri efcase and ved on, feeiing as though his body wei ghed a tonne.

he wal ked away fromthe park, he felt eyes watching . w thout breaking stride,
he gl anced over his

oul der. t hi ngs.

othing. He was )ust inagining

the first floor of an e lived in a side street, on terw se enpty apart ment
bui I di ng. The conpl ex had

6C



been nodell ed on the stone architecture of the md@twentieth century, with no
yard and a sheer, box-1i ke appearance. He had once had fellow tenants, but
t hey had noved away over the years and RSD had seen fit to take the other
roonms on his behalf. He referred solitude and privacy to noisy nei ghbours. The
Ppeople in the buildings to either side were close enough.

As he neared the main entrance, it opened an a uni formed RSD of ficer
appeared. "Hi, Charlie." Charlie Farquahar was Roads' of fi
EY

4 caretaker, assigned to himsince the appearance of the Ml e. Wspy white
hai r and wi de, noist eyes crowned a scrawny body racked by age, overdue for
retirement by al nost twenty years. One of the few nmenbers of Kennedy's
original security force to have survived the D ssolution, he dozed by day in
an enpty ground floor room with one ear constantly alert for intruders; after
nightfall he watched vigilantly fromthe doorway. If he nminded the dull post,
he never said; he rarely spoke in sentences |longer than three words. "Phil.,
"Any problens?" "Not today." Charlie shrugged. Not ever, the gesture
econoni cal | y conveyed.

Roads patted himon the shoul der as he passed. "Keep up the good work."
"Always. Roads went up the stairs and unl ocked the door to his roons. Hi s hone
envi ronnent was as confortable as he could bear, but not overly so. H's main
extravagance was a snall collection of watercolours by the two or three
Kennedy-born artists that he considered talented. The unframed canvases,
nostly of sweeping | andscapes, lent the apartnent a nodi cum of warmth; w thout
them it would have | ooked cold and heartl ess.
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pped in slowy, scanning the |ounge. Putting his d briefcase on a chair, he
went through the r routine of checking each room one after the |ooking

cl osely at everything.

he found it: a kitchen stool stood out of place in Jway. It hadn't been there
when Roads had left rning. He put it back where it was supposed to out fuss,
resigned to this sort of thing happening .now and again. mysterious break-ins
had begun shortly before le's first appearance, and Roads didn't doubt that mne
person was behind them The taunting visits :occurred when the apartnment was
enpty, and no

nt of passive surveillance had reveal ed how the fgai ned entrance. Nothing was
ever taken, but

thi ng was al ways noved, and gradual |y Roads had

d reporting the intrusions. didn't have the heart to tell Charlie that his ncc
was fruitless. This was something he kept fromaltogether. It was personal

bet ween the Ml e and As | ong as nothing was taken or damaged, Roads prepared
to tolerate the occasional intrusion. It was believed - sinply the Ml es way
of saying that he d been here, a rem nder that there was nothing

i ng himcom ng back any tine he wanted. ",,,,He nade hinmself a cup of coffee
and went into the

A message from Morrow, asking himto call, ited attention on his hone
termnal's screen. Before answered it, he sent a nessage to Barney telling her
to bother going to work that night, unless she ted to. There was no response;
he assunmed she was sl eeping. Then he tried Roger Wggs, keen to swap
information n the | atest cases. The duty operator at RSD told himat the
hom ci de of ficer was on duty and unavail abl e,



still busy at the scene of the Yhoman assassinati on. Roads hung up and
frowned. Still? It wasn't usual for Wggs to remain behind after forensics had
fini shed, which they should have by now He nmade a nental note to try again in
t he norni ng.

Finally, he dialled Morrow s unlisted nunber. The Head appeared on the screen
of his conputer in full colour, |ooking much the same as he had earlier that

day. "W neet again, Phil." "Yes." It seenmed much | onger than mere hours since
their conversation in the bar. "I assune Raoul has kept you infornmed?"
"Naturally. As an observer, few are better qualified than he." "Should |I know

hi n?" "No. His, ah, field of expertise was not the sane s yours."

Roads nodded, renenbering his first sight of Raoul in the darkened cellar. The
mut ual recognition had been instantaneous - not of who they were, but of what
they had once been. He'd hoped - and feared at the same time - that they m ght
have had nore in common.

Morrow s voice intruded upon his reverie. "I have some information for you."
"Go on." "Raoul left AOd North Street two hours ago to help me process the
data he collected. It took us longer than we thought to check the |ist of
hardware, but we nmade it in the end." "And?" "W found a di screpancy."”
Morrow s face shifted aside to make roomfor a text-box, in which appeared a
single Iine of data:

EPA44210: 314, 315, 318
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ds. "Explain, nunbers nmade little sense to Roa

hers for three mssing itens, and one part hal numr. 15 what?" at | can't
tell you, I'mafraid, although |I can 'be them Each EPA44210 is spheri cal
three centi -

"in dianeter, nmade of a silver netal, and wei ghs undred grams. The seri al
nunbers are physically

d, and cannot be renoved." ds scrawled the digits on a sheet of scrap paper
can't you tell ne what they are, Keith?" rrow w nked. "Because | can't, ny
boy. You'll to find that out for yourself." hanks a lot." Roads yawned
involuntarily. "Is

anything el se you wanted to tell nme?"

0. Nothing that can't wait." G

d. Then I'Il speak to you later." oo leep tight." The Head vani shed fromthe
screen. oads rubbed his eyes and tried to think. Hi s in-

cts nagged at him trying to tell himsonmething, but '(ouldn't force it

t hr ough the exhausti on.

e informati on Morrow had given himstared at th -five mnutes before giving
up. The nunbers meant

hing to him -@e | oaded the fiche containing the new data gai ned

Morrow. Cross-referencing each break-in with e he had al ready been aware of -
involving 'official' pools rather than Keith Morrow s - he arrived at a
prehensi ve cal endar of the previous forty-odd days. On every night, the Mle
had plucked information mvarious places in the city, apparently at random
spitals, comunity services, the MSA and RSD itself d been raided, plus the
establishnments that Morrow d not identified. The stolen data concerned di sease



out breaks, popul ation figures, defensive capabilities, staff novenents,
producti on estimtes, policy decisions, financial flows, and so on

There was no obvious link fromone night to the next, alnost as though the
Mol e bad been aimng for a random overview of the city's conbi ned dat apool
and the Mol es drunkard wal k became even nore confusi ng when Morrow s data was
added to the list. The Blindeye strategy gai ned credence the nore Roads

t hought about it: the Mdle's path was unpredictable, so RSD had to force him
to a specific location where they could be waiting for him

If it worked, they would have him But, if it didn't, the Mle would have
tbem the city's entire datapool anything he wanted - at his fingertips.

But what, Roads asked hinself, sensing he was getting close at last, did the
Mol e want ?

Much of the stolen information was sensitive, but rmuch wasn't. One night, the
Mol e gai ned access to confidential records that |isted every piece of

equi prent owned by the Mlitary Service Authority; the next, he contented
hinself with the relatively petty list of inventories fromone of Mrrow s
secret hi deaways.

It nmade no sense. Wiy would the Ml e bother with small-scal e stocktakes,
unless ... ?

Roads gl anced higher up the list. The Mol e had | ooked at the city's warehouses
early, before checking the MSA and RSD stockpiles. At about the sane tine, he
had lifted the first 'unofficial' inventory. A fortnight |later, he had gai ned
access to the records for the Ad North, Street residence.

From that point onward, no other small-scale inventory had been stol en

Roads t humped the desk. He had it. The Ml e had been | ooking for sonething
specific anmpbng all the other

somet hing concrete. Then, as soon as he had d it, he had stopped | ooki ng.
Three weeks later, he into Od North Street and took what he wanted ut even a
cursory glance at its data system t what, then, had he taken? ads' excitenent
faded rapidly in the face of essive tiredness. Five weeks of night shift were
taking their toll. As he took out his contact |enses stunbled to bed, he

prom sed hinmself that he would nore closely at his discovery in the norning,
if he d find the time anmong the preparations for Blindeye. had yet to work out
why the Mole had waited three ks before taking what he wanted fromdd North
et. If he had needed it so badly, why the delay? One question turned
constantly through his nind as tried to sleep. It was a question he feared he
woul d ver be able to answer, let alone in the few short days maining to him -
but he knew instinctively that the 'cess of his investigation hinged upon

doi ng just that. When he finally succunbed, he dreaned that a | arge an dressed
in an overcoat and hat had gi ven him an

Ad442 10 - and it was nothing at all

CA



| NTERLUDE

11AS p. m

The night cooled rapidly. H gh above the str I|eet, anong the wires and

chi meys of the city, a subtle wind blew it crept through clothing wthout
being strong; it robbed warnth despite a | ack of ice.

He drew his overcoat closer about him and thought of heat, waves of heat
flowing fromthe core of his body. A long and unconfortable night stretched
ahead of him The | edge upon which he lay was narrow and exposed to the w nd,
but also the only one which granted himan unobstructed view of the house

bel ow. He would be forced to rely upon abilities he had not exercised for many
years to remain alert.

He had been designed neither to sleep nor to dream and although experience
had taught himthat he needed both to function at optimal efficiency, he could

still manage stretches of up to seventy-two hours w thout either. Sonetimes he
had mcro-dreams - vivid, disturbing hallucinations that encroached upon his
waking life until he could no | onger function at all. But that only happened

under extreme stress. At tinmes like the present, when all he had to do was
wait, a halfway state was sufficient: neither asleep nor awake: ready to act

i f anything changed bel ow, but not wasting energy.

Unbl i nki ng, he watched. Hi s pul se slowed; his fingertips began to tingle.
Wthin mnutes he was no
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and he had entered a state not dissimlar to

4., thoughts stirred, sluggishly, one nanme recurred

M frequency: PolL* the nopustached man he had seen entering the

next door to his; the same man who had chas

ed

1 40# his return three hours later; the man he

11 N MMto be a police officer, based on a news

N had glinpsed in a market sone days ago; the oT;. had followed in turn from
RSD HQ and for

he now waited, again. P;-* the name by which the moustached man had

to hinself.

aL . ..

1'. could not return home. The area had been

with police the last tinme he had tried. Had he s- recognised at |ast, after
all the years of Sanctuary?

NM risk returning until he knew for sure that he M. The witch-hunts of his
di stant nenories were a

but accurate rem nder of what woul d happen if he

Co. wind grew stronger as the night deepened. nmv canme and the |ights went out.
This did not si+ him he could see just as well in infra-red as he r, in other
spectra. If anything, it relieved an ever- @M - concern. Had anyone | ooked
up fromone of the few positions fromwhich he could be seen, prior to

t hey woul d have caught a peculiar sight. Wat would not have seen | ay beneath
hi s di sgui se, of

-, and was far nore disturbing. But that he could .%p. been seen at all made
himrestless; after solong . t, it felt strange to be noving of his own will
out in si;, open again.

The nmoon, half full, rode silently across the field of Mm-'.



He waited. At sone point during his tineless nmeditation, a tinmber wolf paced
the street below. Its fur shone in the moonlight; its bearing was proud and
nobl e. Unaware that it was being watched, it stalked silently back and forth
al ong the opposite pavenent like a restless spirit, a passing visitor to the
worl d of flesh.

The wol f di sappeared before dawn, | eaving himto his lonely vigil. Sooner or

| ater, he knew, Roads would energe, and only then would he have to deci de what
to do.

(HAPTER Sl X

16 Septenber, S:4S a.m

woke before dawn feeling as though a truck had If - himduring the night.
Wthout quite getting up, ft Mt 1IF-To, for his coat and found a cigarette.
The

Was acrid and thick, but had the required effect | ; fk- circadian rhythmns:
the various parts of his mnd $141 act together and allowed himto be bim
agai n.

he waited until the sun had risen before clinbing of bed. The roomwas stuffy
and stale, and the -Ir;i light that ventured through the blinds did little to
hi141 it. He took a shower, only to be irritated by the

44 poundi ng his shoul ders. Although pl easantly hot,

1: wong. Not for the first time, he wi shed for sonics a thorough dermal
scrub. But he was stuck on the

e of the Dissolution in a shabby remake of the

9 1 century. Only a few anachronisns remained to

hi m of what had once been. Anachronisns |ike Keith Morrow. And hot dogs. And
He' d been working a seven-day week for so TMti.-lhe'd quite forgotten that
weekends had ever

@ shaved, dressed in a casual junpsuit and nade

M. Taking a cup of coffee with him he suc-

to a naggi ng sense of duty and checked the



There were two nmessages waiting. One was from Barney, asking himto call. He
tried her honme, but she didn't answer. The other was a short, encrypted file
from Chappel . He opened it and scanned its contents.

The Mol e had struck again during the night. Shortly before one, the thief had
avail ed hinself of data fromthe Kennedy Prototype Fusi on Reactor; he now knew
the design tolerances of the facility, plus a fewrelatively irrel evant
details concerning the facility's chief adnmnistrators. Oficer Janieson's
prelimnary report had al ready been filed: no new evidence and no eyew tness
accounts.

The latter alone was noteworthy. KPFR was staffed twenty-four hours a day by
in excess of three hundred people. Quite apart froman extensive array of
anti -

i ntrusion devices - including pressure-sensitive pads in

maj or hal l ways and a video canera network that was constantly monitored - the
open spaces thensel ves nust have been difficult to navigate w thout being
seen.

Difficult, but obviously not inpossible. Not one

al arm had been triggered, and no-one had seen the Mole enter or |eave. That
the Mole had actually entered the grounds, and not accessed the data from

el sewhere, was

beyond doubt; the address the stolen data had been route to lay wit int e
mai n conpl ex buil di ng.

Roads coul d see DeKurzak's point: it smacked of collusion somewhere along the
security chain. The possibility could hardly be ignored that sonmeone had
prepared the thief's path by deactivating certain alarns or turning off
caneras at prearranged tines, or by erasing information after the fact. But,

i f such collusion existed, who was the Mle's silent partner? O partners: the
KPFR break-in was just one of many, and the security of each target nust have
been conprom sed. For such a feat to be possible, the Mle had to be part of a
massi ve conspiracy.

to what end? What woul d such a | arge organi sapossi bly hope to gain from such
activities? And how it nanaged to keep its existence a secret for so |ong@ U
shook his head. The MSA |iaison officer was

to him Before long, he told hinself, he'd be

in the nythical Ad Guard as well

puter w nked urgently to announce incoming ,His corn Q- o.. He toggled for

vi deo and took the call.

It was Barney. In the background, he made out the

MM buzz and bustle of HQ "Morning, boss." She waved cheerily. "Deep peace of

runni ng wave, and all that." .Say what?" "Philistine. How s the | eg?" He
shrugged. It had healed cleanly during the night. VIive." "Good. The Mantis
wants you in here as soon as !,* If;;, " "Bully for her. Tell her | died
peacefully in my sleep." "Come on, Phil." She chided himw th a notherly "What

el se have you got to do?"

She had himthere. He sighed, resigning hinself to the FR.. "Anything | should
prepare nyself for?" "Ah, let's see." She skimmed through the files on her
desk. "You heard about |ast night?" "Yes. Margaret sent me Jam eson's report."
"Ckay ... How about Blindeye?" "Yes again, but fill ne in anyway." "Well, the
Mantis gave the word before | got here

7 We're going ahead. She's down at Data Processing supervising the transfer
with a horde of Mayoralty nobs peering over her shoulder. You'll be glad to
mss that, I'msure. David Goss is getting things ready at the uni, at |east
as far as the security side of it goes. It |ooks like they've made you the

ni ght wat chman. "
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"I thought they might." That meant he would have to find time for a work-out
sometinme during the day; a

t session of target practice wouldn't go astray either. | wasn't a natter
of toning up, but a nental discipline he wanted to perform If Blindeye

wor ked, he would cone face to face with his dark half within twenty-four

hours. "What about DeKurzak, Barney? Has he wandered in yet? " "I haven't seen
him but Margaret told ne to tell you that he'll be out of your hair for the
day. Seems he's right into i nfo managenent and all that shit, so he's down

with her in DP. " "Any idea how he went at the Yhoman site?" "No, but Roger's
been in a foul nood all norning." "That's a bad sign. | guess they didn't find
anything, then." "Safe bet." "I'Il try to catch up with himlater, if | get

the tine." Roads scratched the back of his neck and yawned. "Wat el se should
I know?" ::Just one little thing." She sniled coyly.

And this is ... ?" "The States rep, Captain Martin ODell, has arrived." He
groaned. "Ch great." "No, Phil. He's okay. | think you'll like him if you
give himhalf a chance. Not what | was expecting at all." "Wat does that
mean?" "No horns, pointed tail, cloven hoofs, or the like. He | ooks just |ike

everyone around here, except
conspiratorially: "Boy, is he cute!"

He couldn't help it; he |aughed. She |eaned back In her chair and adopted a
self-satisfied expression. "There, Phil. That didn't hurt, did it?"

She | eaned cl ose to the screen, whispered

1@ much, I'Il admit. Are you really trying to nmake

Maybe | am maybe |'mnot." She wi nked. "But he W nonethel ess.” "That does
it. I'lIl be there in five mnutes. Soneone to warn himof the terrible danger
he's in." She waved. "M ssion acconplished. See you soon." -He cut the
connection with a grin and went to get

dr essed.

f. was on the upswi ng of a busy day when he arrived. | top of the usual shift

changeover, extra staff were on

to assist with a few extra projects currently under

1. . ore% One of them was Blindeye; another was the

of CGeneral Stednman and his entourage, scheduled s) two days tinme. Roadbl ocks
and security sweeps had (t be organi sed. Mayor's House was al ready under

to prevent the inportation of assassins and -deadly weapons. Roads entered by
t he ground-1level foyer and was

brought to a halt by a pair of heavily-armed at.', They checked his hand-print
in a portable woosyi A. and waved himon, satisfied that he really was

Senior O ficer Phil Roads and not the Ml e.

Security was tight, but that pleased him The fourth floor was a maze of
partitions over which rose the conbined chatter of fifty busy people. Roads
negotiated his way to Barney's cubicle, nodding at faces he knew al ong the
way. As nuch as he val ued privacy, he enjoyed the comrunal environnment of the
fourth floor. It was vital and vigorously social. The lonely solitude of the
hi gher | evels was, by conparison, sterile.

He stuck his head into Barney's workspace, and i mediately pulled it back out.
She was deep in conver-

sation with an attractive brunette from four desks down.



He "knocked" for attention and waited until she called himin. "Ch, hi."
Barney waved at a chair. "Shelley and | were just discussing the new arrival."
Shel | ey | ooked enbarrassed. "Have you met himyet, Oficer Roads)" "No. Is he
as cute as I'mtold?" "He's -" Shelley rolled her eyes "- sinply fabulous, in
a weird kind of way." "Weird how?" "Well, he | ooks normal enough - better than
nor nal

- but his accent, and some of the things he says . . . "l get the idea." Roads
sm |l ed reassuringly.

Barney tried to hide a grin. "Shell, do you know where he is right now?"

The brunette | ooked forlorn. "Last time | saw him Angela Fabi an was maki ng
hima coffee.” "Could you tell himthat Phil is here?" "Wth pleasure." The
brunette left the cubicle and hurried off through the maze. Roads raised an
eyebrow, but did not conment. "He's been asking for you," said Barney. "He
wants to go over a few things before Chappel takes him away., @"Fair enough.™

Roads shook his head. "Should I feel honoured?" "If you like. He's really
turned this place on its head, let me tell you."™ .1 can inmagine. He's the
first official Qutsider in nore than forty years."” "That he's here at al
isn't public know edge, yet. But you know exactly what | meant." "All too
well, I"'mafraid."

Shelley returned with a sandy-haired young man firmy in tow. He |ooked
freshly-tanned and superbly

AP | Somew

here in his late twenties or early thirties

.s, afirm athletic build. H s uniform a standard khaki, was little
different fromthose Roads was to. O Dell sniled cheerfully and with no small
| , of bemusenment upon entering the cubicle, as

i overwhelned by the hospitality he was being i TOXV41

Roads, studying him grudgingly admtted that he , was handsonme, from his

cl ose-cropped hair down o the tips of his polished boots. H s uniformon

cl oser

I - i(sis was of a better cut and rmade of finer fabric ins anything Kennedy
had seen for years. The only law to his perfection lay in his left hand: the
[ ast two

14;4t., were m ssing.

And he | ooked so young ... "Oficer Roads,'
Captain O Dell."

The young man stepped forward and held out his ol - hand. Roads stood and shook
it, aware that he was being studied in return. ODell's grip was strong, his
smle wide and sincere. An irresistible warnth radi ated fromthe RUSAMC

Shell ey was breathless, "this is

captain, and even Roads felt hinself respond. "It's a great pleasure, Phil."
O Dell's accent was a

broad mutation of the old md-west, altered by tinme. "I can call you that,
can't 1?" "Why not? Martin, wasn't it?" "That's right." He turned back to
Shel l ey. "Thanks, um Shelley. | think I can nanage from here."

The brunette's reluctance was obvious, but she left. Barney gestured that they
should sit, and O Dell settled back with obvious relief, "Coffee?"
O Dell nodded. "Thanks, uh ... I'msorry, but what was your nanme agai n?"



"Call me Barney. Everyone does." "Wy?" The RUSAMC captain's curiosity was
both frank and disarming. "My mother died giving birth to ne," Barney replied
wi th equal honesty. "Dad always said | |ooked Iike her, and | never fancied
the nane | was given. The idea that taking her surnane woul d sonehow bring ne
closer to her made sense when | was five. By the time | changed nmy nmind, it'd
stuck." "Her name was Barney, too?" "No. Barnace. Helen Barnace. | didn't even
get it right." Barney sniled, then politely closed the subject. "What about
you, Phil? Coffee?"

Roads noted that she had appropriated a brewi ng machi ne from one of the upper
floors. Nothing but the best for their visitor, in a city where even instant
coffee

was a |luxury. "Love one."

She poured three cups. O Dell asked for two sugars and a generous portion of

m | k. Maybe that explained it, Roads thought to hinself; it was possible to
tell a lot by the way sonmeone took their coffee. Roads hinself preferred bl ack
and raw, as did Barney. "I understand you' ve been sent to help us," he said,
keen to get the real conversation under way.

O Dell gestured dismssively. "As an observer only, and with access to the
total datapool of the Reunited

Is Mlitary Corps. | don't want to disrupt your usual procedures. "

Roads indi cated the door of the cubicle. "Judging by the inpression you' ve
already made, |1'd say that's going to be unavoi dable."

ODell's grin becane wy. At |east he wasn't naive. "My wife would kill me, if

she knew. She didn't want
me to | eave Philadelphia in the first place. Qur boy just LULIIVd three, you

see, and ... Well, let's just say that I'm

en to get this over with as soon as possible - wi thout eading on too nany toes
al ong the way. | hope you on't mind."

Roads stared at O Dell for a moment - thinking, a ther? - then was amazed to
hear hinself say that he idn't mind at all, that another viewoint could only

be el pful. Barney covered her anmusenent with a cough

The three of them clustered around the conputer erm nal and exani ned the
history of the Mdle in between questions about the RUSA. O Dell had read
,sunmari sed reports of the Mile's activities and had seen

,,the identikit pictures of his face, but neither Barney nor

' Roads had had nuch access to informati on about the Reunited States. As
recently as six weeks ago, no-one in Kennedy had even suspected its existence.
"We've been growi ng for about fifty years," O Dell explained. "Slowy at
first, but building up monentum At this point, we cover nost of the old
north-west States, sone of what used to be Ontario, and the east coast as far
as South Carolina. An appreciable percentage of the old United States, al
told, and growing all the

time. The General hopes to have the west coast Reassinmilated as well by 2100."
Roads nodded. One thing he had heard was General Stedman's desire to
fast-track the reunification of the old US. "Do you think this is possible?
There's only four years to go." "If anyone can do it, he can," O Del
responded. "He's a very powerful man, and the nost intelligent |I've ever net.
I don't think it's cynical or disloyal to say that he's deliberately appealing
to all the right emotions. By reinforcing the old state lines, for instance,
he's tapped into a very strong pool of tradition. In nost of the small
comunities we come across, the leaders still renenber the horrors of the War
and the old ways that led to it -



but the ordinary people, the children, people like nme who weren't born unti
recently, we've only heard stories about the way it used to be. W don't fee
the horror; we nmourn for what was lost. The old United States is al nost a

| egend now, and the chance to rebuild it, to become part of that |egend, is
very strong."

The echo of his own argument with DeKurzak made Roads wi nce. "But you're a
mlitary culture, right? The arny runs everything, or so |'ve heard. Don't
peopl e feel threatened by that?" "Some." O Dell shrugged. "But we aren't
aggressive by nature, unless we're attacked. The Mlitary Corps offers a wide
variety of community services apart from defence, including education

i nternal peace-keeping, conmmunity nmaintenance and so on. It was arny

di scipline that founded the Phil adel phia Accord in the first place, and hel ped
it survive the Dissolution. Now the Corps is the glue that keeps the States
together." "Or a tide of nolasses rolling across the continent," said Barney,
"drowni ng everything in its path.” "If only it were that easy. W could just

| ean back and enjoy the ride." ODell returned her smle easily. "But there
are troubl emakers everywhere we go. Like this Mle you ve got. Any guesses
what he's after?" "Very little," Roads said, unconfortably aware that in
maki ng that admi ssion he was exposing his own inability to solve the case.
ODell listened patiently as Roads outlined the break-ins, declining to
comment at all - let alone judge - until they had brought himconmpletely up to
date. "A nonth ago," Roads said, "when we first realised that the crinmes were
a series, not just isolated incidents, we began | ooking for notives. Since
some of the stolen information was extrenely sensitive, extortion i mediately
sprang to mnd. But we've never once had a

and for money, or anything at all. Sabotage was

t on our list, possibly connected with the antissimnilationist novenment. But
again we've had no

ats, no warnings, and nothing has gone wong to ggest that the stol en data has
been used this way." "How about suspects?" O Dell asked. 'Apart fromne, you
nmean?" Roads shook his head.

e have no evidence pointing to anyone: no DNA, no
res, no fingerprints, no descriptions, no hearsay.'
"Not a scrap," Barney said, "apart fromthe fact that Ml e nmust have a | arge
amount of technical knowow in order to get away with what he does. Every theft
ccurs in a different place and at a different time. There's o pattern that

m ght give us sone idea of the thief's

bits. There's no pattern to the differences, either - such as thefts taking
place at later tinmes the further they are Iroma central |ocation, which m ght
be where the Mole ,ives or works." She glanced briefly at Roads, then back
@to ODell. "W've tried every pernutation of the stats, and cone up with
absol utely nothing."

aThe Mole is alnobst too clever, isn't he?" the

captain rmused. "I nean, not only does he have an uncanny ability to evade

det ecti on andpenetrate defended datapools, but he's done his best to shift
suspicion away fromhimto a prom nent nmenber of the |ocal security force.
It's ingenious, don't you think? Using sonething as sinple as a rubber mask, |
suppose, to confuse the eneny."

Roads renenbered the video footage Morrow had given him "It's not a mask."
"No? You think he really does | ook Iike you?"

Roads shook his head. He had considered this, briefly, but dismssed the
possibility as too renpte. "I had plastic surgery in mnd."

"Not hi ng circunstantial ?"
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"Seens a bit extrenme." "It depends how serious he is.' guess. " O Del

| ooked unconfortable. "I'msorry. The thought of cosnetic alteration disturbs
me. | had no idea the practice still existed in Kennedy." '41t doesn't,"
Barney was quick to reassure him "Unnecessary bionodification has been
illegal for as long as | can renenber. That includes plastic surgery." "Good."

ODell took a sip of his coffee and Roads was remnm nded of the captain's
injury. In a perverse way, he seenmed to wear the deformty |ike a badge of
honour .

O Dell, noting Roads' glance, put the cup down and flexed his crippled hand.
"The States have outlawed all forms of bionodification," he said. "To becone
superhuman is to |l ose one's humanity, and to be truly human is to suffer the

i nperfections of the formwith dignity. 1"'mglad to see that the Mayoralty of
Kennedy agrees with us, at least on this."

Bar ney nodded. "W had trouble with berserkers, too. One killed seventy-five
peopl e when | was a

teenager. They had to destroy an entire block just to bring it down." "I was a
child when the last fell, but |I've heard the stories.” ODell's right hand
caressed the stunps of his missing fingers. If he noted the sadness in
Barney's eyes, he didn't conment on it. "I'd rather be crippled than all ow the
possibility of simlar atrocities to occur in the future." He smled

sel f-deprecatingly. "Not that |'m handi capped by this, of course. | hardly
notice it, nost of the tine."

Roads could contain his curiosity no longer. "How did it happen, if you don't
m nd ne asking?" "Nothing particularly dramatic. My brother slipped chopping
wood when | was twelve." O Dell put the

I NA
pd into a pocket and gl anced at the watch on his
er wist. "I have an appointnent in a couple of utes that'll last until later

this afternoon. Perhaps we

Id neet afterward to discuss Operation Blindeye." "OF course,” said Roads,
noting that O Dell's watch as sol ar powered. On inpul se, he added: "If |'m not
re or inny office, I'll be down at the target range. u can join me there, if
you like." ODell nodded with a glint in his eye; he knew a

i endly chal |l enge when he heard one. "Four o'clock, y "Done." The RUSAMC
captain stood. "Thanks for the coffee, arney. "Pleasure."

As he left the cubicle, the usual hu

bbub of the communal office ebbed for a split-second, then resuned

| ouder than before. Roads shook his head in anusenment. "So." Barney |eaned
agai nst the desk and fol ded her arns. "\Wat do you think?" "He'll be fine. A
little young, but okay, | think. He's obviously been around, and that wl|l

hel p."

The intercomon Barney's desk buzzed.'lt was

M chael, Chappel's secretary, |ooking for Roads, with a

call from David Goss at Kennedy City University waiting to be put through. "No
rest for the wicked," Barney whi spered from out

of the canera's field of view "In this town?" Roads edged toward the exit.
"Not bloody likely." "Before you go, Phil." She stood. "Am 1| invited to the
ol d hand versus new bl ood showdown this afternoon)"”

411f you like, but only you. | don't think he'd appreciate a crowd."



She nodded. "Yeah, and the Phil Roads fanclub would | ook pretty thin if he
did, wouldn't it?" "Sadly so." He tipped her a quick salute and nmade a dash
for his office.

(HAPTER SEVEN

-30 P.M

ur o' clock cane swiftly. Wiile Chappel babysat Kurzak el sewhere, Roads took
charge of organising ,indeye. He didn't mind the extra work, but it neant at
he had little tine to foll ow up his vague thoughts of

previous night. Likew se, his promse to catch up ith Roger Wggs went
forgotten until after twelve, by hich time the hom cide officer had finally
gone of f duty. At hal f-past three, he checked out of his office and ok the
l[ift down to the basenent. There he dismantled ,,11lis pistol and cleaned it
t horoughly. When he had r:finished, he signed for a box of plastic bullets and
went to the range

The I ong, underground chanber was enpty. He chose one of the middle |anes,
donned earnuffs and goggles, and fired a few practice rounds at an

ol d-fashi oned paper target. The familiar snell and grit of gunpowder quickly
filled the air, sensations he had missed in the [ast six weeks, thanks to
night shift. H's aimwas as good as ever, though. Wen he tired of static
targets, he instructed the range simulators to begin.

The paper bullseyes withdrew into the ceiling and the lights di nmed. At the
far end of the |l ane, a man appeared. He held a submachi ne gun in one hand and
a torch in another. The torch came up, shining into Roads



eyes, dazzling him Behind the glare, the submachi ne gun started to rise.
Roads snapped off a single shot. The torch went

ou and the man fell over. A diagnostic chart appeared on the screen by his
side; the bullet had penetrated the hol ogram s forehead just above its right
eye.

He grunted with satisfaction and cleared the sinmulator, for another attenpt.
It was good to rel ease sone of the frustration that had built up in recent

weeks, even if it was against an illusory opponent.
Three rounds |l ater, he managed to put the bullet straight through the eye
itself. "lInpressive," said ODell frombehind himas the | ast hol ogram

flickered and vani shed. Roads cleared the screen and took off the earnuffs,
assum ng that the RUSAMC captain had been referring to the sinulation, not the
di agnosis of Roads' aim O Dell's uniformjacket was open, revealing a | eather
shoul der hol ster. He | ooked tired, |less animated than before. "A toy fromthe
ol d days," said Roads. "Nothing special." "But so nuch better for training
than VR which we use back hone."

The two men faced each other in silence for a split second, Roads acutely
consci ous of O Dell sizing himup, and aware that he was doing the sane in
return.

Barney stepped into the roomat that nmonment, flusntered. "Sorry I'mlate,

Phil. Have | m ssed anyt hi ng?"

O Dell turned; the bright-eyed grin reappeared. "No, we haven't started yet."

"Good." She handed hima set of protective earnmuffs. "I brought you these. Do
you need ammunition?"

He shook his head. "No. I'lIl be fine, thanks." "Ckay. Well, I'ma terrible
shot on a good day, so I'll just stay up here and watch. Have fun with your

t oys,

She clinbed a short flight of stairs to an obser-
n platformand took a seat.

ell chose the lane to Roads' left. "I get the feeling eing tested," he said.
In a way, you are. It's not often | get to try out inst soneone new. "
:1"l should warn you, then." O Dell casually unclipped holster. "l graduated
first in marksmanship fromny .nment." Roads snmiled. "And what would you say if
| told yout | was RSD chanpion for ten years running?" "Well, | guess |I'd be
forced to ask why you used the ord '"was' in that context." "Fair enough: |
retired fromthe contest undefeated." "Good for you." O Dell reached between
the | anes

t hey shook hands. "My the best shot win." They adopted two-handed stances and
waited for the inulations to begin. ODell felled nine of the first ten

ets; Roads dropped all ten. They rel oaded. The next nd was an even ten-all

The third went to O Dell, n-nine.

"A draw." O Dell bowed to Barney's applause. """Fancy a rematch?" "If you
like. But first ... may |1?" Roads indicated that he would like to see ODell's
sidearm The captain handed it oven The pistol was |arge but |ight-weight, and
sported a | aser-sight along the barrel which O Dell had not activated. "I'm

not famliar with the make." "Hardly surprising.” O Dell folded his arns.
"It's brand new." "Real ly?" Roads had suspected as rnuch, although he feigned
surprise. That sinple fact made the pistol even nore renarkabl e. Kennedy's
supply of weapons was severely limted, a fact he had come to take for
granted. Once again, he realised howlittle he knew about the



RUSAMC - and was doubly glad he had invited ODell down to the firing range:
how better to | earn nor

about a potential opponent than by engaging in ritual combat? 'I had no idea
the States were so advanced," he said. "Not nany people in Kennedy do,

guess." O Del accepted the pistol back from Roads. "Designs and technol ogy
have been preserved since the War, but until recently there existed no
inclination to use them It wasn't until the States were founded that the
reconstruction of the past began. Not all of the past, of course; we've drawn
the line firmy at bionods, as you know, and genetic mani pul ation. W' ve used
just enough old science to rebuild a society that can manufacture

sophi sticated products, like this pistol." "And your watch," Roads added.
"Both nore significant than anything we've nmade in the last thirty years.
O Dell shrugged noncommittally. "The only difference between us and Kennedy is
that we have resources at our disposal and you don't. That's why it nakes
sense

for you to join us." "I can't argue with that." Roads selected a different
simulation. "But | nust confess that | have trouble seeing the difference

bet ween nachines of netal, machines of flesh, and nachines that are a mixture
of both."

Two identical targets appeared at the end of their respective |anes, but

neither of themturned to aim "The difference," explained ODell, "is not so
much t he machi nes thensel ves, but the way they're used.” "I agree with you so
far. Go on." "Bionodification is dangerous because it gives one

person superiority over others. This superiority can lead to a sense of
superiority, which is sonething el se entirely."

9 possessing a pistol with a |laser sight is different, from having augmented
vision - even though the -result of each nodification nmight be the sane?"
es. W believe there's nothing that can be gained by o ification that cannot
be had by nore orthodox ns. For instance, a |laser sight nay act as a
deterrent,

as augmented vision can be used to invade privacy.
qguestion of intent, then. Not an

"It boils down to a

i nsic wongness of bionodification." "I suppose so, although it's widely held
that bionodition offers greater potential for abuse than conven-
al technol ogy." Roads nodded. "Interesting." He gestured at the

ts. "Shall we?" The targets were sinple: alternating red and white ngs with a
bl ack centre. They both scored bull seyes on

it first attenpt. New targets appeared, ten per cent aller. Bullseyes again,

al t hough the di agnostics serted that Roads' was slightly closer to the
absolute ntre than ODell's. As the targets decreased in size, eir performance
wor sened, until, on the eighth target, 'Dell mssed altogether. "Try again,"
of fered Roads. Hi s own shot had p

netrated the third ring out. e

When O Dell's second attenpt al so m ssed, Roads suggested that the captain try
athirdtime, this time using the laser sight as an aid. "But doesn't that
give me an unfair advantage?" "Regardless." Roads waved at the target. "I
insist."”

ODell switched on the laser and ainmed. The tiny red dot was al nbst invisible
fromthe end of the lane, and the trenors of even a rock-steady hand were
anplified enormously by the distance. Neverthel ess, the shot went hone - three
rings out, |ike Roads'.

Two new targets appeared, smaller still.
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"Before we go on." O Dell |eaned against the | ow wall separating the two

| anes. He kept his voice |ow, obviously so Barney woul dn't overhear. "I
happened to be scanning t hrough sone old MA records before | cane to Kennedy.
There are a lot of people trying to trace their famlies back to the War, and
we thought it would be interesting to see if any soldiers had died here during
the Dissolution. The easiest way to do that is by cross-referencing with
Kennedy's nmortuary records." "That nakes sense. t hought so, too. It turns
out, however, that the records we want are hard to obtain. Al we could get
were the results of a census taken two years ago."

Roads kept his snmile steady to hide the sudden sinking in his stomach, and the
cold feeling enveloping his arms and legs. "That's a pity." "Yes, it is. There
isn'"t much point scanning through the popul ati on of Kennedy to see if anyone
has survived fromthat |ong ago, so the project has stalled.” ODell's
expression was bland, but his eyes were very nmuch alive. "I have the M A data
with me, though, just in case."

Roads nodded slow y; he understood all too well what O Dell was hinting at. "I
suggest we discuss this later," he said. "There m ght be sonething | can do to
speed things up down at Births and Deaths." "Thanks, Phil." ODell turned to
face the target. "Now, where were we?"

Roads' shot just clipped the outer ring; ODell's thudded home on the second.
The next target defeated Roads altogether; a slight trenor in his hands had
betrayed him He wondered if that had been the intention of ODell's little
revelation. ODell's shot made it, although barely, onto the outer ring.
"What's your call, Phil?"

"I't's not over yet, Martin." Roads cleared the targets

nd punched for another display. "Just one nore, if you on't mnd."

At the end of each | ane appeared a single glowing oint of light. "Try and hit
it," said Roads. "You have three rounds."

O Del |l | ooked puzzled, but took aimanyway. Three shots rang out, and the

di agnostics showed a trio of glowing red dots arrayed in an uneven triangle
around the central point. "Now, three nore wthout the |aser."

This time, ODell's aimwas nore di spersed, tending upward and to the left. He
shrugged and hol stered the pistol while Roads lined up and also fired three
tines.

Roads' ai mwas mi dway between O Dell's two

attenpts; none of his shots | anded closer than any of those aided by the

| aser-sight, but none further out than those aimed by ODell's n

aked eye. Wen the echoes of the last shot had faded, he turned to face the

RUSAMC captai n and extended his hand. "I suggest we call it a draw," he said.
O Dell | ooked surprised. "Why? | beat you." "But.that was with the
| aser-sight, don't forget." "Well, given your unfair advantage "Ch? Witch

carefully." Roads turned back to the glowing target, raised, ained and fired
the pistol. Three

shots split the air in rapid succession

But only one dot - which was actually three conbined - appeared on the

di agnostic screen, centred precisely in the heart of the glow ng target. "Now
that," said Roads, "is what 1'd call unfair."

O Dell just gaped in amazenent. Barney suddenly appeared, down fromthe
stalls. "Wio won?" she asked. "I didn't see the results of the last round."

(I



Roads glanced at ODell. "It was a draw. Right, Martin? "

O Dell net his eye, and nodded. "I'Il go with that." "Good." They shook hands.
"For now. "

Kennedy City University was a one-kilonetre walk from RSD HQ Roads and
ODell, with a bodyguard of two, took their time on the way, stopping
occasionally to study the city's | andmarks. Barney had remrai ned behind to
conpl ete her rostered workl oad.

Before |l eaving RSD HQ O Dell had changed out of his uniformand into nore
casual attire. Again, Roads was inpressed by the fine cut of the fabric; not
only were the materials natural cotton and wool, but the dyes used were nore
vibrant than the famliar, dull hues Kennedy produced. This essenti al

di fference negated the reason for changing in the first place. ODell's
clothing, to a keen observer, marked himas different; he didn't need a RUSAMC
badge to betray his origins on the Qutside.

The few peopl e they encountered, however, appeared to take no notice. Mbost
wer e headi ng horme fromwork, walking briskly to the nearest Rosette junctions
as the day began to cool. In the centre of Kennedy, all enployees in sone way
worked for the city; if not directly for the Mayoralty, then in a hospital

per haps, or a Rations and Resources departnent. Although in theory the city
guaranteed equal treatment for all of its citizens, in general such enpl oyees
| ooked better-off than their counterparts in nore nmenial fields. Roads had
noted this inequality before, and that day was no exception. Simlarly, the
suburbs surrounding the route fromthe city centre to the Wll were hone
mainly to MSA staff, who |lived near the Gate supposedly to
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denonstrate their constant devotion to duty. The fact that those same suburbs
had al ways been nore affl uent

than any other in the city was officially irrel evant.

ed the cynic in him Not everything Roads saw arous | children crossed
t hough. At one point, a group of schoo their path, forcing themoff the

si dewal k and onto the

arnmed past, with road. As the gaggle of tiny bodies swtheir teacher
struggling to keep them under control, one

young boy pulled a face at Roads. He waved back, and was rewarded with a
cheeky grin. Instead of being annoyed, he smiled. It was just what he had
needed.

A growi ng |l ack of resources was bad enough. Wrse still was the fact that so
many people like Barney, who had | ost parents during the Dissolution, were now
losing their children to another cause- teenage crine was on

the rise, and youth suicide had tripled in the last ten years - the last a
fact carefully gl ossed over by isolationist statisticians. Kennedy's second

generation of citizens was losing the will that had kept the city alive for so
long - and without that will, there was nothing

left to fight for.

If all went well, though, by the tine these children were teenagers they would

be conpletely free of the
prison that had confined their parents. No matter how bad the present |ooked -

no matter that the children wore ill-fitting clothes and had to learn from
books rather than the nmore sophisticated aids taken for

granted in their grandparents' day - at |least there was still hope for the
future.

When the children had become just an echo of laughter far behind them Roads
and O Dell resuned their conversation. In the presence of their bodyguard
neither man had raised the matter of the nortuary records, although Roads
woul d have liked to, if only to clear the air. He hated hiding, hated being
forced to

117



deny reality. The fact that someon .e might have discovered the truth cane
alnost as a relief.

And therein lay the real reason for sharing target practice with O Dell: not
so much to learn about th

im RUSA, but to find out how much they knew about h e "By concentrating the
city's data in one location," Roads expl ai ned as they wal ked, "we hope to
force the Mole to cone to us, rather than the other way around. That's the
essence of Blindeye." "Logical enough," ODell replied, "but will he conme? "
"If he wants to steal data, he will." Roads pointed in the direction of LaMnt
Hospital, a squat, white building to their right. "Say, for instance, he
targets medical records tonight. He'll go through his usual routine of
sneaking in and trying to |lift data, except that this time he'll face an
automatic nessage telling himthat all the records have been transferred to
the KCU library. There's no way he'll be able to take anything hinself,

because there'll be nothing to take and the land-lines to KCU will be down. So
he'll conme." "Knowing it's a trap? He's not a fool." "No, but we're hoping
he'll try anyway. It's a challenge, if you like." "So, he comes to KCU, sneaks
in, and ... ?" "1'll be hidden inside, waiting for the word. W' ve put
everything we've got into this, Martin, every surveillance system we can get
our hands on. Should he still slip by, I'll be there for when the

data-retrieval systemstarts operating."” "Just you?" "Just me. And three dozen
of ficers el sewhere on campus, keeping a low profile unless | need hel p. W
don't want to scare himaway too soon." "Qbviously not."

us

They reached the northern edge of the grounds of the niversity in good tine.
An iron fence separated KCU

the rest of the city, with entrance gained by a unber of gates that would be

| ocked after nightfall.

e library, where the trap waited to be sprung, was a Myck-Victorian edifice
three storeys high in the very heart of the picturesque grounds. Fromthat
point, it Iwas al nost possible to imagi ne that Kennedy Polis and the rest of
the outside world didn't exist.

Roads gl anced once over his shoul der, sensing again that he was bei ng wat ched.
Then he chided hinself for being foolish. O course he was bei ng watched; the
area

was full of RSD officers - although apart froma slight increase in pedestrian
traffic there was little indication of the industry taking place within the
uni versity's grounds. The students had been given an unexpected holiday while
the library's facilities were being used. "It's a long-shot," O Dell draw ed,
"relying heavily on the assunption that the Mole won't know you're in there."
"I know." Roads mentally added the possibility that the Mle night not nove on
an official datapool at all, in which case the entire procedure would have to
be repeated the following night. "But it's our only shot."

A passing plain-clothes security guard checked Roads' |1D and waved them on.
They strolled toward the library. "What do you plan to do, once you' ve got

hi n?" "Whatever it takes." Roads grimaced. "I don't want to kill him but I
will if | have to."

O Dell seened surprised by his reluctance. "I wouldn't hesitate, in your
shoes. After all, this guy has made a nockery of your security forces. He
deserves everything he gets." "Maybe, but | don't like killing. There are

better ways."



"And it'd feel strange, | guess, aiming for yourself." The entrance to the
library | oomed before them at the sunmit of a flight of w de, stone steps.
They stopped there, on the threshold, where nboss had attacked the conposite
protecting the stone and turned it a nottled green. "But if you have to,"

O Dell added, "you'll get him I'msure. | have no doubts that you're the best
man for the job." "Despite our differences?" "Because of them" O Dell |eaned
close. "Don't tell anyone | admitted this, but it's possible that

bi onodi fication nigbt be useful in sone circum Stances@in the right hands.
The Mol e, however, is a prime exanple of its misuse. I'll be glad to see him
fall." "So you think he's biornodified?" "I do now, yes. Sonething |left over
fromthe old times. There's no way an ordinary man could do what he does."
Roads was glad that O Dell had not foll owed DeKurzak's |ine of reasoning. Even

i nside jobs left evidence of sonme kind. "Wat about the assassin?" "It'll be
interesting to see what happens after tonight. If the Mdle is captured and the
nmur ders cease, then that'll solve all of your problens in one hit." "You think

the Mol e and the assassin are one and the sane?" "Not as strongly as your nan
DeKurzak - but it's possible.” ODell shrugged. "Only time will tell, won't
it? "

Roads sniled to hinmself. "Tinme, or an awful anount of |uck."

Word spread quickly of their arrival. David Goss, the RSD of ficer in charge of
security, canme down fromthe roof to welcome themin person. A giant with
bul gi ng

s though he scles and cl ose-cropped hair, he | ooked a

i ght have been nmore at home in the mlitary. Looks,

of the in his case deceptive. He was one ever, were st Placid, patient nen
that Roads had ever net. His

amng snmle was nore than a match for ODell's. Goss took themon a grand tour
of the library, inting out the additional surveillance systens installed at
afternoon. Invisible laser trip-wires |aced the

orridors, floors had been laid with pressure-sensitive ats, every w ndow and
door had its own deadman itch, and there wasn't an inch of floorspace that a
"canera couldn't see. Infra-red detectors reacted to their

, . body- heat, beeping as they passed. "Better hope there aren't any mce,"
commented O Dell. "Everything is keyed to react to human stinuli," said Coss.
"if the heat-signature is wong or the nass too light, then the alarns won't
ring." He stooped to run his hand along the floor. "And the trip-wires come no
closer than ten centinetres to the ground. W shouldn't have too many fal se
alarns.”

The library's northern wall nestled against an

adm ni stration conplex, so the roof had been boobytrapped as well, along with
a wrought-iron skylight that opened onto the main reading roomwhere the

dat astorage facilities had been assenbl ed. Every conceivabl e entrance had been
covered, including the air-vents. "You, Phil, will be in here." Goss opened a
door on

the first floor as they passed it, revealing a white-tiled roomlined with
cubicles- the ladies' toilets.. An array of screens and nonitors had been
erected in one corner, at which technicians fussed and bot hered.

Roads smiled. Incongruous though it seenmed, it nmade adnirabl e sense- close
enough to the reading roomto give himquick access, but not so close as to

ri sk being
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stunbl ed across by accident. Even if the Ml e suspected that Roads woul d be
waiting for him this was the last place he woul d | ook

Roads gl anced at O Dell, who was also smiling. "Yes?" "I was just wondering
what woul d happen if the Mole was a wonan with a weak bl adder."

Goss chuckl ed. "Then she'd get one hell of a surprise, that's for sure. Not
that she'd make it this far." "Right."

The tour concluded in the main reading room The chanber was enornous, |ined
wi th shel ves crammed with anti que books. There were only two entrances to the
room one being the door through which they had cone, the other high above.
The marbl e ceiling was doned and rococo, terminating in the skylight.

The room had been chosen for its spaciousness, and its ready access to the

| andlines of the library. A score of |ong, |eather-bound desks had been pushed
aside to make way for the data-storage tanks in the centre of the room Each
tank was two and hal f netres high and as wi de as two people, connected by
thick fibre-optic cables to a central cluster of termi nals. The whole array
seened sorely out of place in the stately chanber. It |ooked as though the
uni versity was conducting a refrigerator sale.

That private thought kept Roads anused until he spotted a familiar figure
anong the technicians.

DeKur zak strai ghtened and dusted his hands. Wen he caught sight of Roads and

O Dell, he waved themover with a weary snile
CGoss made it hal fway through introductions before Roads cut himshort. "That's
okay, David. We all know each other." "W sure do." Roads was surprised to

hear a slight disapproving tone enter ODell's normally cheerfu
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i ce, and wondered what coul d have provoked such a

ction. Inter-departnental politics aside, DeKurzak d O Dell should have had
little ground on which to isagree. "Everything' s ready," DeKurzak said,
apparently

aware of O Dell's snub. "You're | ooking at the total atapool of Kennedy
Polis." "Everything?" asked ODell. "You nane it," affirmed Goss, "and it's
here in this room Right down to ny shoe-size." | They noved cl oser to study
the screen of the nearest ,terininal. As they did so, DeKurzak made certain he
was

bet ween t hem and the keyboard - shielding the datapool |ike an over-protective
parent - although the screen

di spl ayed nothing but a Iist of nondescript menus.

"When | arrived,” ODell said, "I brought a data fiche containing historica
records and statistics. Can | assume that this information is here as wel|?"
DeKur zak nodded. "It is. The original card is under |ock and key at RSD
headquarters.” "Good. Sone of that information is sensitive, even

today. | wouldn't like it to fall into the wong hands." "It won't." DeKurzak
killed the display and turned to

the others. "The city shuts down in half an hour, gentlenmen. Fromthat point
on, it's up to us to keep it safe."

CGoss grinned eagerly. "The sooner the better. My side of things will be ready
by then."

Roads gl anced at his watch. "The Ml e has never

made a nove before eleven o' clock -" "Thatwe know of," said DeKurzak. "Right,
so I'"lIl want to be in and settled by nine, just to be sure. Until then, 1'd
like to cover the building a

couple of tines, to get to know the |ayout.'
gi ve you one of the team if you like."

"Sounds fair," Goss said. "I can



"No, that's okay. A floor plan will be fine." "Can do. I'll get it for you on
the way out." Goss stepped away fromthe terminal to denpbnstrate the security
provi sions el sewhere in the room

Bef ore Roads could foll ow, DeKurzak motioned himaside. "The Mayor wants to
talk to you, Phil, when you're free," said the MSA officer. "About anything in
particul ar?" Roads fought to contain his reluctance. Mayor Packard was
wel | -1iked but, in Roads' opinion, something of an inbecile. In his five-year
reign, they had spoken face-to-face three tinmes and on each occasi on exchanged
not hi ng of any inportance. "About tonight, of course." DeKurzak's expression
became mildly reproachful. "I think he'd appreciate

some reassurance concerning the outcome of this venture." "As would I."
"That's not what he wants to hear." DeKurzak shook his head. "There are people
in the Mayoralty who question the wi sdom of Operation Blindeye, and the Mayor
is naturally concerned. It would be best not to joke about the risk you're

t aki ng on our behal f."

Roads net DeKurzak's stare, and held it. The inference was obvious: "you", not

we". If Blindeye failed, then a scapegoat would be required, and he'd

obvi ously been nominated in absentia to fill that position. "Fair enough, |
guess," he said, trying to sound casual. "I'll call himwhen |I can." "Thank
you." DeKurzak went to nove away, but Roads grabbed his arm

"Wait. You said sone people disagree with what we're doing." The liaison
of fi cer nodded. "What about you, DeKurzak? Do you think we're doing the right

t hi ng?"

11A

"if rd thought of anything better@! would have tabl ed

lit by now " DeKurzak's eyes hardened. "I'd tell you to

propriate." ,y,our face if'l thought your actions inap. ,would you?" "Believe
me, Phil." DeKurzak pulled his armfree

"There's nmuch nore at stake here than your feelings." The |iaison officer went
back to attendi ng the datapool, and Roads turned to rejoin the others. Coss
ing ODell the security surrounding the main was show console. "Lasers,
infra-red detectors, pressure mats, you nane

it," said the big officer. "There's a dozen of each in this room al one. Not
even M ster Muse could get within three netres of this desk without letting
hal f the city know. "

Roads, thinking of the video Keith Mdrrow had given him pursed his |Iips and
sai d not hi ng.



( HAPTER EI GHT

10.3S p. m

Roads gl anced at his watch and resisted the urge to light a cigarette. The
toilets were pitch-dark, apart fromthe inconstant glow of the nonitors. The
stench of disinfectant had become overpowering in the absence of other sensory
i nput .

He had been in the toilet for an hour and a half. The five. screens on the
desk before himflickered between various views of the library. Besides a
couple of inevitable false alarns, the night had been perfectly quiet. At his
request, a separate term nal had been installed so he could work to pass the
time, but that had paled quickly. There was nothing to do but wait.

After his guided tour with ODell, he had scoured the Iibrary fromroof to
baserment, searching for any entrance that m ght have been overl ooked. It had
taken himtwo hours to concede that there was very little Goss had m ssed;
even the chimeys had trip-wires installed. The exercise had proved

wort hwhil e, however. By the tine he had finished, he had known the building as
t horoughly as he knew his own bedroom and could have found his way around it
with his eyes closed if he'd had to.

Thr oughout the evening's preparations, however, he'd found it hard to shake
the feeling that he was being

Il owed, especially when he went for a nerve-soothing n. Al though Goss' team
had secured the area for the ht, the grounds were alive with subtle novenents.
e supposed that a few guards still patrolled the paths d | awmns al ong which he
ran. Nothing else explained e gut-level certainty that he was bei ng wat ched
agai n. Was odd, though, that no-one halted himto ask for

He returned to the library feeling relatively refreshed nd invigorated. A
war m down and a shower later, he

s ready to ring the Mayor. The conversation went exactly as he had anti ci pated
Mayor Packard was in his early fifties, with the erfect m x of grey-haired
respectability and charismatic ood | ooks to guarantee a najority vote fromthe
itizens of Kennedy Polis. City politics mrrored that of twentieth-century
America in mniature. two major parties conpeted for both the Mayoralty and
seats on

t he Council by draw ng popul ar candi dates fromw thin ,their own ranks and
pitting them agai nst each other for preselection every four years. The
conservati ves advocated a need for pacifism an egalitarian social system and
conplete isolation fromthe outside world, whereas the other - now synonynous
with the Reassimlationists

wanted to reopen the city to the outside world. In the twenty-nine years since
t he abdi cation of the Dissolution Mayor, who had rul ed as a near dictator

until sickness forced himto retire, every election had been won on an

i solationist ticket. Mayor Packard, formerly head of the MSA, hadn't changed
the formula even slightly when he had been re-elected the previous year -

whi ch only nade his sudden reversal in the face of the RUSA envoy even nore
remar kabl e. Specul ation had been rife of secret back-room deals, or threats,

si nce

the envoy's arrival; none, of course, had been confirned



by either the Mayor or his staff, and Roads preferred to believe that, for
once, commonsense had rei gned.

Once the fornmalities had been di spensed with, he assured Mayor Packard that he
was confident of a successful conclusion to the evening, although that outcone
m ght not be known until the early hours of the norning. Packard, in response,
asked to be kept informed, no matter what the hour. He went on to reaffirmthe
serious situation in which the city found itself, and to reiterate the

necessity that it present a Cclean bill of health' for Reassimlation. "Let's
show t hose bastards, eh, Roads? Let's show them we know how to defend our
city."

Roads wasn't sure exactly what to make of that comrent, but replied: "O
course, sit." "We do know how to, don't we? I'd hate to think we didn't." A
frown di sturbed the perfect sweep of Packard's brow, albeit briefly. "If this

pl an of yours is successful, you can expect to receive a conmendation.”

Roads resisted the inmpul se to ask what he could expect if it failed. |Instead,
he apol ogi sed for having to cut the conversation short. Packard w shed him
luck on behalf of the rest of the city and broke the connection

He'd had tine for one last briefing with Goss, and then it was into the toil et
to wait for the Mole. An hour and a half later and he was still wondering who
Packard had nmeant by 'those bastards'

Suddenly, a famliar voice whispered in his ear via a tiny earplug, startling
himfromhis reverie: "Howdy, boss."” "Hi, Barney." He glanced by reflex at his
watch; it still said 10.35. "You're late." "I was busy el sewhere. And,

besi des, ny shift doesn't officially start for an hour yet." "Wat happened to
the fanatical devotion to duty?"

_"Qut the window, |I'mafraid. Wien a handsone

k captain asks you out, nothing gets in the way.'
been." He wi nced,

1jW the canera in the toilet wouldn't pick up his

0114*4.(0) "And did you have a good night?" "Sinply ... fabulous." Barney's
imtation of her

g'L;i Shelley, was precise. No doubt there would be interesting conversation
between the two wonen the Inyl A |, day. Roads was positive he didn't want to
it. "Some people will do al mbst anything to make nme he said, hoping he had ins
erted the correct O hunmour in his voice. "Wat's there to be

jealous of? He's a married man, |1'mso nmuch older than him" "Fromthe tone of
your voice, |'d say that neither K be nuch of an obstacle, given'the chance."
I "What's the matter, Phil?" She chuckled. "You're not

jeal ous, are you?" "Not at all. But this is hardly the time or place to

di scuss your sex life. Think of your reputation, for God' s sake." "Wat sex
life? Besides, this is a private line." "Lucky." "By the way, DeKurzak asked
me to remind you to use subvocals fromnow on." "Is he still there?" "Yes. So
are David and Martin ... Roger couldn't make it, unfortunately, so he m sses
out on all the perks we have up here, courtesy of the KCU staff room™
"Thanks." The makeshift conmand centre was in the heart of the building
adjacent to the library, on the first floor. Roads gl anced di sparagi ngly at

t he gl oony confines of the |adies' toilets, and bel atedly renenbered the
throat-mike. "Thanks a lot," he subvocali sed.
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"Ch so that's where you've



"Qooh, you've gone all husky.- She panted a throaty farewell. "I'IIl be

wat chi ng you, renenber." "How could | forget? Call ne when you can.” "WII
do."

He settled back into the chair and cl osed his eyes. He wondered why he was so
bot hered by the thought of Barney having dinner with O Dell. She and Roads
wer e

cl ose, yes, and anyone intrudi ng upon that cl oseness could be considered a
threat - but he had no right to expect her not to see other nen. He was her
superior officer, for Christ's sake, not her lover, and there was the age
difference to take into account as well.

But nmore than rank kept them apart; he was honest enough with hinself to admt
that. It was history - both his and the city's. A history they had never

di scussed conpl etely.

If only her father had lived ... Casting the thought aside, he got to his feet
and paced the length of the cubicles.

What had Packard said? "Let's show those bastards we know how to defend our
city." O sonething to that effect. An interesting choice of words, Roads

t hought. "Defence" usually referred to sonething fromthe outside; "bastards"”
inplied plurality. If the Mayor had nmeant the Mol e, as was suggested by the
context, then he would have said "bastard", singular. But it would have been
just as strange to refer to the assassin and possibl e acconplices instead,
because the killer was

doi ng exactly what Packard suggested: defendi ng Kennedy from a percei ved

i nvasi on.

O was Mayor Packard suggesting that the Mle was

an agent for another body altogether? It could have been nothing nore than a
slip of the tongue, but it was worth pursuing. The only external body that
Roads knew of was the RUSA itself.
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He cast his mind back six weeks, to the begi nning of e Ml e's canpai gn
Kennedy Polis had been in turmoil er the arrival of the RUSAMC envoy at the
city walls. here had been an air of uncertainty in the Council, with the very

real possibility that the envoy was going to be ,sent away, by force if

necessary, and the offer of Reassim -

tion rejected. It had taken three weeks of solid debate to

"arrive at the decision to open negotiations with the RUSA, and the final vote

had been close. Wthout Senior Councillor Norris' final sunmation, the

Reassinmilation Bill might have been repealed at the | ast nonent. Roads coul d

under stand the RUSAMC sendi ng a covert agent into the city back then, to

ascertain the exact nature of the threat Kennedy represented. And yet

Why had the Mol e not been recalled? If the Reassim | ation went ahead, the

Reunited States would have unlimted access to Kennedy's datapool within a

few days. Did they believe that the exchange would be inconplete - or that the
Council, daunted by the assassin, would change its mind at the |ast mnute?

And was that, then, why they had sent O Dell to aid investigation

s - not to help catch the Mole, but@to

neutralise the killer?

Roads went back to the desk and checked the informati on he had been studying

t he previous night. The Kennedy nortuary records had been stolen two weeks

prior to Blindeye. Either O Dell had brought themup in conversation to

decei ve Roads, or the captain was unaware of his own government's covert

activities. O had the remark sinply been a neans of putting Roads of f-guard,

as he had first thought?

No matter which way he | ooked at it, it wouldn't fall into place.

He sighed. He was getting as paranoid as DeKurzak, substituting RUSAMC secr et

agents for a hypothetica

1qi



A d Guard in a situation where there couldn't possibly be either. The Ml e had
to be bionodified. The Reunited States, therefore, would hardly tolerate his
exi stence, let alone enploy himto further their ends.

He went back to the chair and put his feet up on the desk. The screens were
mesmerising. After a while, he stopped counting the nunbers of tinmes they
changed every minute and resigned hinself to wait the whole night if he had
to.

The Mol e woul d appear when he was ready. There was nothing Roads could do to
make hi m conme sooner

than that.

A voice jolted himto full alertness shortly after midnight. His left | eg was
stiff from maintaining one posture for so long, and he rubbed it absently
while listening to the informati on Barney rel ayed. "Boss? W've just had word
fromDP. There's been sonme sort of interference down at Energency Services."
"The Mol e?" "An unaut horised request for data cane through ten

m nutes ago. As no-one else is supposed to be using the systemtonight, we
feel safe assuming it to be our man." "Fair enough," Roads said. "Although
it's pretty stupid of himto let us know he tried like that." "Unless he did
it deliberately. It wouldn't be the first tinme."

Roads nodded, calculating times in his head. "Ten minutes. That gives himjust
enough tine to get out of the building and across town. He could be here any
monent." "You got it." Her voice was breathless. "The show s about to begin."
"About fucking tine." He stood, checked the m crophone taped to his throat and
his earplug, and
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etched his legs. "Excuse ne for a second while | take piss." "I promise not to
listen.” When he returned, the silence of the library had ickened; he was nore

consci ous of the lack of sound an he had been before. He found hinself
straining to

isten for footsteps which didn't exist. If there was

nyone in the building, the surveillance systens woul d ave been triggered

al r eady.

Again, an inmage of the Mle flashed into his mnd' s .eye. It was a sequence
fromthe footage Morrow had ."given him of the Mle wal king through the | aser
beanms undetected, of the Ml e appearing to be invisible to infra-red camneras.
He studied the endl essly changing screens, half expecting to see his dark half
al ready inside the building. "W've got sonething," said Coss.

The voi ce made Roads junp. "Were?" "Qutside, but ... Hang on a second. It

m ght be a

false alarm"

One of the screens flickered and changed to an

external view of the grounds. The image was predom nantly grey and blue as a
result of a light-intensification program Sonething ran through a copse of
trees - a

shadow keeping I ow to the ground. The canera tracked

it, zoonmed in close

It was the tinber wolf. "One of the | ookouts spotted it," Goss said. "Sorry to
give you all a start."

How d it get in?" Barney asked. "Over the fence?" Roads suggested. "Unlikely,"
said Goss. "The fence is two nmetres high." "Not inpossible,"” put in O Dell

his drawl as lazily confident as ever. "Tinber wolves have been known to

junp higher. I've seen one |eap over a man nyself.,,



"Real | y? Where was that? -

"Back home. They bred like crazy after the War. Y.,, don't have them here?"
"Only one that | know of," said Goss. "And you're looking at it."

a The wolf slid across the open expanse of a lawn |ike a streak of
snoke- bl ackened. silver. Their perspective shifted to that of another camera,
allowing themto watch it in profile. Its nuscles rippled beneath an
evanescent coat; its eyes glinted enotionlessly in the pale noonlight. "David,
| thought you'd booby-trapfed the fences?" "We have, Phil. Mybe it dug a

t unnel *n

Roads shook his head, taking the suggestion seriously. The wolf's coat was

cl ean and unnmarked by dirt. "However it got in, it nust've really wanted to."
"And it's headed right for us." He could hear the anticipation in Barney's
voice. "Forget it. It's a diversion." Roads gl anced at the other screens.

"David, tell your people to keep an eye out."” "WII do." "A diversion?" asked
Barney. "To keep us distracted while he sneaks in somewhere else," "So the
Mol e has a pet wol f?" asked DeKurzak. "They can be trained," said O Dell. "But
you have to hand-rear themfrombirth." "Really?" Roads found that

interesting. It suggested that the Mol e cane fromthe northern regions of the
continent - perhaps near Phil adel phia, the RUSA capital. "Here it comes." Goss
tracked the wolf as it crossed the |ast open space before reaching the
library. The animal circled the building once, then vanished into a clunmp of
trees nearby. It did not reappear fromthe other

"And there it goes. W've either lost it, or it's gone

und. Sorry fol ks, but showtine's over." he screen changed, becane a nap of
the university unds. Green dots marked untripped al arns sur-

riding the library. Roads studied it intently, waiting a sign that the Mle
had made his nove. A minute gged by, painfully slow, his heartbeat seened | oud
ugh to echo in the confines of the toilets. "David? You got anything in the

bui | di ng?" "No, just a couple of small novenents." "Were?" "Basenment and
ground floor. Not worth worrying bout. You know what these old buildings are
like, ttling after sunset.” "Are you sure?" The timng bothered him "It could
-71 e

"Wait," breathed Barney. "I think we night have ,-sonething."

Roads coul d hear Goss tal king on another line in the background, but couldn't
make out the words. The screens changed, and Goss canme back. "W' ve | ost
contact with two of the | ookouts on the roof of the admin building. No al arns
have been triggered on the library, though." "That doesn't nean anyt hing,
judgi ng from past experience." "True. But let's hang on a nmoment | onger. Don't
want to jump the gun."”

Roads fidgeted nervously as the screens surveyed the roof of the building. The
vi ew contai ned plenty of detai

- ventilation outlets, antennae, even an old satellite dish

- but was shrouded with shadow. Light-intensification could only inprove the
picture a little; without an infrared scanner, there was no way to be certain
exactly what he was seeing.
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"Come on, you son of a bitch." "Wt was that, Phil?" "Nothing. just talking
to On one of the screens, a shadow noved. "Canera twenty-three, David - that's
him™" "Wiere, Phil? | can't see -" "Zoomin on that duct, or whatever it is,
by the grill

- he's behind it. Watch carefully."

The picture slid in close, showi ng nothing for a second but noonlit netal
Then an arm appeared, little nmore than a blur with a suggestion of rnuscle. An
instant later, it noved back out of view "Shit." Goss wound back the zoom
swung the canera to follow the moti on. The shadow danced in and out of sight,
| eapi ng from darkness to darkness, visible only in a series of strobe-Ilike
glinpses. Its gait was awkward - sonetines crab-1ike, sometines |eaping, as

t hough clearing invisible obstacles in its path.

Roads nentally pictured the security plan of the roof. "Jesus - he's stepping
over the trip-wires!" "How? They're invisible." "I don't know, unless . "
H s stomach lurched. "Ch nmy God. He followed ne here, watched you show ne
where they were. He's been here all the tinme!" "But. . ." (Goss' voice was

i ncredul ous. "Wat about the I-R sensors? Way isn't he setting them of f?"
"Check them David. I'lIl bet they' re picking up heat outside the target
bandwi dth. 1f be's severely bionodified, his body tenperature could be -
"Fuck. W shoul d've thought of that." There was a rattle of keys as Coss
fiddled with the security mastertermnal, then a satisfied grunt. "You' ve got
hi n?" "Yes. 1@

"Where's he headed?"
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"For the skylight, nore or less." "Right." Roads stood and unhol stered his

pi stol.

I"mgoing in." "Be careful, Phil." Barney's voice was sharp. "A ways. And you
be ready if | need you." "W will."

He carefully swung the door of the toilets inward, Ithankful that sonmeone had
t hought to oil the hinges.

olding his breath tight in his chest, he craned his head ,around the janb and
peered al ong the hallway. No-one. The corridor was pitch-black. Wthout

swi tching on the torch, he padded slowmy to the T-junction at the end of the
corridor and stopped with his back up against the wall and the gun raised
across his chest. "Barney? You tracking nme?" "Sure am boss.” "I want you to
scan the way ahead. Make sure there's nothing waiting around the corner."
"WIl do." There was a pause, then: "All clear."

He took the corner in a crouch all the same, ready for anything. Although he
felt safe to assune that the Ml e, was on the roof and not actually in the
buil di ng, he wasn't prepared to discount any possibility - even that of the
Mol e being in two places at once.

"The stairwell's clear too, Phil."

He opened the door and closed it gently behind him then forced hinmself to
take the stairs one at a time. The last thing he needed at that nonment was to
fall in the gloomand break a |l eg. "Were is he now?" "Still on the roof. He's
stopped movi ng. " "Were?" "Next to the skylight. Looks like he's waiting for
somet hing." "The ground fl oor?"



"Clear." The stairwell opened into a cul -de-sac stretching a

short distance before ending in a T-junction. Roads tiptoed along it, gun in
hand, and turned left. On his right, a row of |ocked doors marched into the

di stance; on his left, wi ndows. "Any change?" "None."

Anot her corridor gaped ahead of him The entrance to the readi ng room was
third on his left. The door was cl osed. He shoul dered the gun when he reached
it and paused to take a breath. "Reading room s clear,"” said Barney, and he
stifled an

excl amati on of surprise. "Jesus - don't do that!" "Sorry. | just thought of
somet hing." "What?" "If the Mole was here all al ong, watching us and waiting,
t hen who broke into Emergency Services?"

He hadn't thought of that. "Fuck. That nmeans -" His earplug rang with the
sound of distant alarnms, naking himstart violently. A conputerised voice
announced in the background: "Data-retrieval systens activated! Data-retrieval
systens activated!" "Phil!" It was Goss, superinposed over a babble of voices.
"I can hear it. Is it renote, or - ?" "No - it's local. Christ! He's in there
- be's in there!"

Roads took a position facing the doors. "Can you see

hi n? Where is he in the roon?" "W can't see him" Goss' voice was shrill.
"For CGod's sake, Phil, get in there before he gets away!"

Roads rai sed one I eg and kicked in the door
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(HAPTER NI NE

Monday, 17 Septenber, 12:5S a.m

Roads swept into the room and scanned the endl ess

ases and cabinets. He took three steps to ranks of bookc his left, holding the
gun like a crucifix. He could see noone. Taking care to keep an eye on the
door, he slowy circled the tanks, checking every shadow for novenent.

When he reached the point at which he had started, he stopped.

The room was enpty. "Wich term nal, David?" he subvocalised silently through

the throat-m kc. "I can't see anyone in here." "Number four. Third on your
right." "lIt's still running. "Shit, yes. The Mole has to be there sonewhere,
Phil." "Can you see himyet?" "W ve got everything focused in there, but al
the screens are enpty, apart fromyou." "Geat." He stepped forward, stil
alert. "I'mgoing to try and shut down the termnal. Keep an eye on ny back."
In the command centre, Barney watched anxiously as

Roads crossed the floor of the reading room Goss, O Dell, DeKurzak and three

technicians did |ikew se. The sound of held breath filled the silence around
her.
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"Come on, Phil," she muttered. On a screen to one side, relatively unnoticed,
t he shadow on the roof still crouched beside the skylight, unnmoving. It was
visible only in profile, and then not clearly. "Another decoy?" asked

DeKur zak, indicating the imge. H s voice was loud in the hushed still ness.

"Probably." Goss did not |ook up fromthe screen showi ng Roads. "I'd say he's
broken into the system and frozen the picture sonehow. " "How?" asked Barney.
"The sane way he gai ned access to the data-retrieval routines, I'd guess." "Is
it possible,” put in ODell, "to do this fromthe outside? " "No," said

DeKur zak. "The nodem lines are down." "You sure?" DeKurzak | ooked up sharply.
"Are you questioning nmy conpetence?" I

"Just asking." O Dell shook his head and turned back to the screen

Roads had finally reached the termi nal. Barney watched nervously as he
searched every corner for a sign of the Mle. "Kill it, Phil,,, she whispered
to herself. "Just kill it." "The screens are clear,"” said Goss into the

m crophone. "But the inmage on the roof |ooks |ike another decoy, so he has to
be down there sonewhere."” "Any idea how he got in, David?" Roads' voice was
faint. "Through the skylight, |I guess."” "Inpossible. It's still closed." "It
is? Shit."

Bar ney wat ched as Roads took one | ast |ook around, then reached down with his
free hand to grab the
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term nal's power cord. "Here goes nothing

As his hand cl osed around the cable, Roads felt air

brush his face. The novenent was subtle, no nore than an exhal ed breath, but
unexpected. "Look out!"

In the same instant that Barney shouted, he dropped and rolled, bringing the
gun up on -

- the Ml e. H s doppel ganger stood not two nmetres away, staring
expressionlessly at himfromthe mddle of the room wth the nearest hiding
pl ace metres away. "Wiere the fuck did he come fronf"

The whispers in his ear were confused and sharp with panic. Strongest was that
of CGoss: "From nowhere, Phil - he just appeared out of thin air!" "He can't
have." "He did - | saw it with nmy own eyes!"”

The Mol e stepped forward, and Roads backed away, rising slowy fromhis crouch
wi t hout moving the gun

fromits target. "Don't nove," he said, feeling like an idiot. "Put your hands
behi nd your head and turn around."

The Mol e kept coming until he was between Roads and the term nal. There was
somet hi ng about. his face that kept Roads at bay - a terrible enptiness, a void
of life that made hi m appear all the nore dangerous. Like a

reflection in a mirror about to shatter

Roads shifted the gun to aimat the drive's power cable. The shot deafened him
after the long silence, but the Mole didn't even flinch. The whirr of the
drive ceased. "l said, put your hands above your head and turn around."



The Mole didn't look at him but did as he was told. Roads wal ked up behi nd
hi m and cautiously reached out to pat for weapons. "Be careful, Phil," said
Goss. "He's snmiling." "He is? Well -"

He stopped in nid-sentence, puzzled, and stared at his hand. It lay on the
Mol e' s side, apparently touching the fabric of a nylon coat. But it felt Iike
cold stone. "Wat the -?"

At his side, the termnal's VDU expl oded. Roads ducked down, a hand shi el di ng
his eyes as

gl ass shards filled the air. The Ml e pushed hi m of f bal ance and into the desk.
He scranbl ed uselessly to regain his footing.

I gnoring the shouting in his ear, he rolled onto his back. The Ml e | ooned
over him arns outstretched. He fired tw ce, once above the left eye, once
into the heart.

But the Ml e kept coming, the bullets | eaving no

mark at all. Roads scranbl ed desperately away. The Mdl e pursued him vicious
cani nes sparkling moistly in the grey darkness, hands reaching out with
fingers ending in inch-l1ong cl aws.

Roads fired again, still to no avail. The Ml e towered above him poised to
attack.

Suddenly, a noise from above startled them both. Roads | ooked up past the

Mol e' s shoul der, at the skylight. It had swung back to hit the ceiling.

Roads kicked upward with both feet. The Ml e staggered backward, becom ng
human again, and Roads stunbled to his feet., pointing the useless pistol at
his dark half "Thank Christ," Roads nmuttered, not taking his eyes off the
Mol e. "But you took your goddamm tine . "

The babbling voi ces coal esced, began to nake sense.
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"That's not us!" Barney was shouting. "It's not us!"

He ri sked anot her gl ance upward -

- into the eyes of a man he had never seen before in his life.

., Phill"

Barney wanted to throw herself at the screen as Roads gaped up at the
skylight. The entry alarmblared in her ears, Goss shouted instructions to the
squad, the command centre filled with motion - but all she had

eyes for was the screen in front of her

The angle did not reveal what it was that Roads saw.

H s eyes wi dened, seened to bulge slightly in the indistinct picture. She saw
his gun-hand start to cone up

Bef ore he coul d do anything, however, there was a

flash of blinding, white light. The Mdl e vanished into it, disappearing as

t hough he had never existed. Roads staggered backward with an arm over his
eyes, his nouth open in an exclamation of pain and surprise.

Then an invisible force struck himon the chest and threw himacross the room
He fell to the ground under an aval anche of books and didn't nove.

Barney screamed her frustration at the screen. Then the view unexpectedly
shifted to the roof. The shadow - forgotten nomentarily - had noved,
triggering the security systens. Trading stealth for speed, it ran
unbel i evably fast away fromthe skylight toward the camera, crossing
trip-wires as it cane. Still too indistinct to be seen clearly, except as a
silhouette, it ducked behind a wall and vani shed from vi ew

Behind it, before the angle could change to another canera, the skylight

expl oded. d ass bl ew upward as

t hough struck by an inconprehensible fist, followed by tw sted pieces of netal
flung free by the inpact.



Barney stared in amazenent, struggling to see what had caused the expl osion.
She had a glinpse of sonething indistinct turning in the air above the
library's roof. Anong the shards of the skylight, five shining points of Iight
arrayed in a w de-spaced pentagon hung in the air, failing slomy like a
ghostly snowf |l ake. The array rotated, collapsing in upon itself as it fell
What it was, Barney couldn't guess: not fragnents of glass, flung fromthe
expl osion of the skylight, or fireballs; the array's notion was independent of
the rest of the rubble in the air, and far too ordered to be random. ..

Fl oodl i ghts on the roof abruptly blazed into life, and the array vani shed from
si ght.

Barney leapt to her feet and ran fromthe room brushing past DeKurzak and
ODell. Both stared at the screens with al nost identical |ooks of astonishnent
on their faces.

| NTERLUDE

1:15 a.m

He ran, not caring where he was going at first as long as

it was away ..

He | eapt fromthe roof of the Iibrary onto a nearby building, past the bodies
of the guards he had knocked unconsci ous. Behind him floodlights cane on and
somet hing shattered, but he didn't stop to investigate. He kept to shelter
where he could, relied on speed when he couldn't. The police issued fromtheir
nests like ants, but none of themsaw him If they did, he was gone before
they coul d react.

Once he reached the wooded grounds, the going becane easier. Hs long stride

| engt hened further, carrying himswiftly to the fence. Wthout worrying ab

out triggering alarnms this time, he clinbed over it and sprinted for cover in
t he dark corners of the parkl ands.
The night enfolded him the sharp adrenalin peak faded slightly. He all owed
hinself to slow his relentless pace for a monment. Not to rest, but to take
stock and to deci de where to go.

Only then did he realise that he was being followed. He cursed his indecision
and wove deeper into the undergrowh. If he hadn't followed Roads, hadn't felt
conpelled to watch instead of act, none of this would have happened. He shoul d
have approached the police



of ficer, one way or another - he should have found out by nore direct neans
whet her or not it was himthe police had been | ooking for two nights before.

I f he had known for sure, he could have taken action; he could have fled the
city with Sanctuary while he had the chance. But instead he had watched them
set their trap, waited for it to spring, and noved in to see what it was they
had caught .

From his perch above the marble room he had seen Roads confronting hinself.
The glinpse he'd had was enough to convince himthat he wanted no part of it.
He did not understand, and did not want to be given the opportunity to
understand. It was beyond him

Behind him soft feet padded relentlessly, never gaining but never falling
behi nd. He changed direction. The parklands petered out as he passed the

i nnernost ring of the city's transportation network. He headed rapidly
southward, the alleys and roads beconi ng narrower and darker as he entered a
little-used quarter of the city. Brick buildings built after the War pressed
in on all sides; his path wound at random through the gaps between them As
hi s desperation increased, his path becone nore tortuous. Even he woul d have
been unable to retrace his steps.

But still the soft feet followed. He had to do sonething. He headed deeper
into the darkness, toward the river and the maze of warehouses. The ways grew
straighter and the distances between corners longer. At tinmes he was able to
glinpse the creature that foll owed him

It |ooked like a wolf - the sane wolf he had watched pacing the street outside
Roads' house the previous night. Its cold, grey eyes were glazed, |ike
mar bl es, but he could tell that it was watching himclosely regardl ess.

Its gait was snmooth and unhurried, as though it could overtake hi mwhenever it
wanted to. Wiy it didn't, he

wasn't certain, but he knew he would rather die than lead it hone, to
Sanctuary, if that was what it wanted.

The harbour was full of dead-ends and intersections. He ran along the streets,
seeki ng somet hing suitable for what he had in mnd, passing an endl ess
succession of inviting doorways and jagged-tooth w ndows. He paused only once
to grab a solid iron bar froma pile of refuse. Hefting it over his shoul der
he adjusted his bal ance to conpensate for the extra weight and ran on

A building of the sort he required eventual |y appeared: built before the \Var
an unstable mass of brick with a high, corrugated iron roof. He ducked inside
and gripped the iron bar in both hands.

The war ehouse was enpty; endless rows of wooden posts no wi der than one of his
forearns supported the distant roof. He sprinted along its length, waiting for
the wolf to enter the building behind him When it did, he swng the iron bar
with all his strength at every wooden post as he passed.

The posts were rotten with danp and age. They snapped easily - first one, then
two, then half a dozen. He was hal fway al ong the warehouse when the roof
started to collapse, falling in a wave fromthe end at which he had entered.
He snapped two nore posts, then dropped the bar and ran

He left the building just in time. Behind him the roof collapsed with a sound
i ke thunder. One of the walls fell with it. A cloud of dust rose into the
sky, obscuring the street and the stars above.

He took shelter around a corner and waited. The clatter of bricks and iron
ceased as the weckage settled. But he didn't allow hinmself to rel ax.

Sonet hing stirred under the rubble. A section of the roof shifted, and the
dust swirled oddly as something emerged from beneath it.
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It wasn't the wolf It was Roads. The other Roads. And as he watched, caught
between flight and fight, itt took a step forward - and vani shed. Again.
Sonet hi ng hal f-seen noved through the air towards him casting no definite

i mge in any spectrum

He turned and fled as fast as he coul d. The gane was over. He ran for his
life.

The thing followed. It was like a mrage - flickering, inconstant and fornl ess
- and rapidly gaining.

He reached the pier with a bare second to spare. Legs pounding, he ran as far
as he dared across the wood and concrete structure. If he left it an instant
too late, it would be upon him

Sonet hi ng swi shed at his neck - clutching for him trying to drag hi m back -
He turned aside and | eapt. The water accepted his outstretched body with a
heavy splash. He ki cked powerfully, forced hinself down and into the arms of
the current. The river tugged himaway fromthe pier, into deeper darkness.
He held his breath as Iong as he could before risking the surface. Wth just
his mouth above the water, he sucked at air, then subnerged again. He swam
with strong, even strokes, putting as nuch open river between hinmself and the
pi er as he coul d.

When he finally stopped to | ook back, the pier was tiny in the distance. If
hi s pursuer - whoever or whatever it was - was still watching, he could not
see it.

Neverthel ess, he trod the cold water for an hour before daring to head back to
the shore, and to the threatening enbrace of the city he had once called
Peace.
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(HAPTER TEN

10: 00a. m

Roads regai ned consci ousness to a feeling of utter disorientation. He lay on a
narrow bed in a roomthat stank of disinfectant and netal. A headache
stretched fromthe back of his neck to his forehead, unremtting and

i ntol erant of even the slightest nmovenent; his chest throbbed beneath the
dulling effects of pain-killers. For a nonent he thought he had been operated
on, which took himback to his |ast hospital stay at the age of thirty-one.
Then he realised that he wasn't attached to drips or monitors. He nmust have
been injured instead, knocked unconscious - although he couldn't recall the
last time that had happened at all

He lay still for a mnute before daring to open his eyes.

Wien he did, he discovered that he was in a ward of the RSD nedical unit. The
white ceiling stared at himlike a rolled-back eyeball. A paintingof a
racehorse on one wall |ooked sorely out of place; there hadn't been a

horse in Kennedy for as long as he could renenber. ,,Phil?"

He turned his head and imediately regretted it. Pain throbbed behind his
right eye, nearly blinding him A blonde blur sat in a chair beside the bed,
watching him "Shit ... Barney, is that you?"



"Sure is, boss." She stood and cane closer. He tugged an arm out from beneath
the covers and tried to |l ook at his watch, but it was gone, a standard plastic
bracelet with his name and an LCD display of his body tenperature in its

pl ace. Hi s hand and forearmwere covered with tiny cuts and scratches. Mich to
his relief, none of them appeared to be bleeding. "Wat time is it?" "Ten past
ten. You' ve been out about eight hours.” "Did | mss anything?" "Plenty. But
first, how are you feeling?" "Like a building fell on nme." He tried to sit,

but the pain in his ribs was too excruciating. "Wat happened?" "You don't
renmenber?" "l renenber " He thought for a nonent. "Blindeye, yes, and the
Mol e. After that, it's a bit hazy." 'The Mole hit you." She frowned. "At

| east, we

assune it was the Mole." "Woever it was sure packed a punch." He extended a
hand and she hel ped himsit upright. Wien he started to slide his |egs out of
t he bed, however, she stepped back in alarm "What do you think you' re doi ng?"
"CGetting up, or trying to. What does it look Iike?" "You're hurt, Phil. You
can't -"

"Bullshit. | can do whatever | want.'
reached out to steady hinself as

he | evered his torso upward. Grey specks danced in front of his eyes; he did

He got his legs free of the covers, and

his best to ignore them "See?" "lI'magetting a doctor."

He grabbed her arm and yanked her back, the effort making his ribs sing.
"Don't, Barney. | haven't needed a

doctor in forty years and don't plan on needing one now. @ "Phil, |'mserious
"And so am1. Gve nme a pain-killer and get ne

hone. 1'Il heal before you knowit."

She | ooked doubtful. "I heard one of the doctors say

you had a fractured skull and two broken ribs." "Wat would they know? Did
they take an X-ray?"

"I think so."

H's gut turned to ice. "Did you see it?" The question blurted out before he
had tinme to think

"No, why?" "It ... doesn't matter." He took a deep breath to clear his head
and flexed his feet, bracing hinself for the big push. "Oficer Daniels, as
your senior in both rank and years, | order you to give ne a hand."

She didn't relent. "Fuck you, Phil. I'mnot having you die on nme hal fway down
the hal lway." "Jesus Christ, Barney, |'mnot -"

The door swung open and a white-unifornmed nurse entered the room Wth one

gl ance she took in what was

happeni ng and, nmuch to Roads' astonishment, snmled. "Ah, you re up. Good." She
nmoved cl oser and offered hima hand to get to his feet; puzzled, he accepted.
"Di rector Chappel just called. She said to let you go whenever you felt |ike
it." "She did? Good old Margaret." Roads fought waves

of pain that threatened to underm ne his bal ance. "See, Barney? | told you

was better." "What would the Mantis know?" She shook her head, washing her
hands of the senior administration. "I
give in."

The nurse handed Barney a bag contai ning Roads' clothes and personal effects,
and pressed a carton of tablets into her hand. "Two every two hours, for the
pain. Whuld you like a wheelchair, Oficer Roads?" "No, 1'll be fine." He took
a step and changed his mnd. "Um on second thoughts. Barney, could you -?"



She put an arm around hi m and hel ped support his weight as they slowmy |eft
the room The end of the corridor |ooked kil onmetres away.

Barney chuckl ed darkly to herself as the nurse attended to her patients

el sewhere. "What?" he snapped. "Did | tell you howglad | amto see you
alive?" "No. How glad are you?" "At the monent, you old shit, not very."

The nedical unit was in an annexe of RSD HQ reached by two el evators and an
endl ess maze of corridors fromthe main operations buil ding.

Roads, although he felt his bal ance inprove with every step, alnost didn't
make the distance to his office. The pain in his chest and head was

i ncredi bl e.

Barney berated himevery step of the way, beginning with a list of all the

t hi ngs that could have been wong with himand ending with a repeated

conpl aint that he was goddamm heavy. "This macho shit drives me crazy, Phil -
fromyou of all people."

44 It isn't macho shit. Honest." "Then what is it?" "Nothing. | just need to
keep noving, that's all." "Watever; shit by any other name still stinks." She
shifted his armto a nore confortable position. "Do you know what concussi on
is? It's when your brain bounces around inside your skull, bangi ng agai nst
bone and sloshing in its fluid |like an ice-cube in a drink. It can result in a
coma - even death. Did you know that, Phil? " "Yes, Barney." "Well, if you go
into a coma, |'mjust going to | eave you here."

"Fine, but push me out of the way so no-one steps on

me first. Ckay?"

He grunted his way to the first elevator and let gravity do the work from
there. H's insides seened to have successfully rearranged thensel ves by the
time the carriage cane to a halt.

The next leg of the journey to his office was slightly easier. He didn't have
to rely as nuch on Barney's support, although her arm stayed where it had
been, ostensibly to guide himin the right direction or to catch himif he
stunbl ed. "You snell nice, Barney." "I very much doubt it." "You're right." He
sniffed. "You've been busy. Fill ne

in on what | mssed."”

She grudgi ngly described the events as she had seen them Roads' confrontation
with the Mole; the flash of Iight and the thief's disappearance; the sudden
flight of the Shadow on the roof; the destruction of the skylight.

He wi nced. "Add that to the bill. What happened then?" "W arrived to pick up
the pieces.” CGoss' team had appeared on the scene in tine to be showered by

br oken gl ass. No-one had entered or left the building fromthat point onward
wi t hout passing a dozen ai med security guards. Roads' unconscious body had
been exanmi ned, placed on a stretcher and renmoved. Meanwhile, a trail of alarms
and infringenents had traced a path fromthe library to the university fence,
where it had ended. RSD had made a thorough search of the area, but found,
not hi ng. The Shadow had escaped, as had the Mle. "At |east no data was
stolen,"” he conmmented. "Thank God for snmall nercies.”

Barney had wal ked to the nedical unit at four in the nmorning to check on
Roads' condition, and managed to
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catch a couple of hours sleep in an unused bed not far up the hall. Wen she@
woken, she had discovered that the chain O conmand had deserted her; everyone
i nvol ved in Blindeye had del egated their authority to underlings who were too
cautious to nake radical decisions in their superiors) absence- Chappel had

| ocked herself in her office and was refusing to take calls. Cccasionally she
appeared on her own initiative to offer direction: Roads' release fromthe
medi cal unit was obviously an exanple of one such time; to contribute to the
ongoi ng transfer of data from KCU back to the city's separate datapools was
another. Qtherwi se, in the wake of the previous night'RSD was tenporarily on
hold. "Good," he said. "That gives ne a little nore tinme." "For what?" "I want
to run the tapes of Blindeye through an i mage processor; there nust be

somet hing we mi ssed, sonething the cameras picked up that we weren't | ooking
for." "Such as?"

He renenbered the Ml e's face - changing, beconing wolf-1like before his very
eyes - but refused to believe what he had seen. The power of invisibility he
al so deni ed. There had to be anot her expl anation

Events had been set in notion over which he had no control. Dependi ng on
Margaret's efforts In the next few hours, he might still have a chance. "To be
honest," he said in response to Barney's question, "I have no idea."

The second el evator was crowded with RSD officers in uniform He kept his eyes
fixed straight ahead and tried to ignore the fact that he was dressed only in
a hospital gown. Thankfully, the ride was short-lived and, fromthere, the
wal k to his office relatively easy.

He unl ocked it, went inside, and collapsed into his
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oan. Before Barney could take a aair with a heartfelt gr

t, he waved for the bag.

going to change and get sone rest. In the neanine, | want you to start with

t he i mage processor. Begin

-@rom when the Ml e appeared, and work backward. 1'll @-call you in a
little while." "Sure," she muttered. "You don't have to," he added. "If you'd
rather sleep.” "No, that's fine." She straightened her posture with an effort.
"I't'"ll give ne sonething to do, on top of worrying about you." "Don't. I'lIl be
right as rain before you know it." "Somehow, against all logic, |I believe
you." She turned to | eave. "And, Barney?" "VWat? "Thanks. | really appreciate
your help." "I know. " Her smile was |like the dawmn after a long, cold night.

"What woul d you do without ne?"

When Barney had gone, Roads put his feet up on the desk and tried to rel ax.
Pulling a bottle of water fromone of the drawers, he washed down one of the
painkillers. After a while, the pain ebbed, and he was able to approach its
causes nore objectively.

The doctors were partly right: he had cracked three ribs on his left side, and
one on his right; they burned within his bruised chest |ike rods of red-hot
nmetal . The fracture of his skull he wasn't sure about, though; it seened
fairly intact, if tender, to his questing fingertips. A fair proportion of his
exposed skin - face, hands and arnms - had been scratched by broken gl ass; nore
nicks in a body already far from perfect.

Switching on his termnal, he called up the city's bulletin-board network and
began to browse. Blindeye
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t hanks no doubt to the efforts of DeKurzak, had been kept out of the
headl i nes; apart froma brief paragraph on the break-in at the university, it
wasn't nmentioned at all. After the usual pro- and anti-Reassimilation
rhetoric, the major topic of the day was anot her disturbance in the harbour
suburbs, which led automatically to calls for a crackdown on street-crine.
Tal k of building new penal plants to replace those already full, or

rei ntroduci ng expul sion for antisocial elenents, rarely went any further than
talk - and for that Roads was glad. The city had al ready devol ved a | ong way
fromthe conplex organismit had once been; if it becane any nore

aut horitarian in approach, w thout genuine reason, then it risked breaking
apart entirely.

An hour passed quickly, and Roads began to feel a craving for sugar. Next to
the bottle of water was a bar of dark chocol ate he had been saving, which he
opened and ate in its entirety. Afterward, he felt better. H s wounds were

al ready healing; the pain was tol erable.

He dressed carefully, keeping his chest as unconstricted as he cou' Id. As he
did so, he tried to predict the path of the' X-rays through the various |evels
of Kennedy administration. |If they had been taken upon his arrival, then a
doctor nust have seen them and forwarded copies to Chappel. He bet hinself
that they were sitting on her desk at that very noment - hence her call. He
was tenpted to contact her, but decided against it. She was too involved as it
was. What happened next depended entirely upon who el se had seen the X-rays,
and how | ong Chappel could hold them at bay. The wheel s of bureaucracy turned
slowy in Kennedy, especially with a deterni ned shoul der to the brake.

He sat behind the desk and di sconnected the conputer fromthe nmainframe. There
was a band-aid on
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the back of his neck which he renmoved in order to attach the el ectrodes. He

| eaned back into the seat and concentrated, trying to renenber exactly what
had happened in the split-instant before the Mdl e had struck him

Both he and the Ml e had | ooked up. Then a flash of Iight had blinded himand,
according to Barney, had heral ded the Ml e's sudden di sappearance. Wat he had
seen in the instant before that flash, however, he could not renenber.

When he opened his eyes, the picture on the screen brought it all back

The face, framed fromthe neck up by the open skylight, was brightly lit. He
must have taken the tag a

split-second before the explosion of |ight had peaked. The first thing that
caught his eye, then and now, was

the vivid, cherry-red colour of the man's skin. Hairless, with a strong jaw
and strai ght nose, the nan stared open-nout hed out of the screen; his teeth

were even and grey, not white at all; his tongue was oddly narrow. But his
eyes were his nost unusual feature: a non-reflective grey, like his teeth,
with a darker pinprick pupil. They were conpl etely inhuman.

He stared at the face of the Shadow for five minutes, but it was no use; he
did not recognise it. Had he seen

anyone renotely like that in his life, he was sure he woul d have renenbered

He printed a hard copy and renmoved the el ectrodes. Sighing, he went to stand
at the window to think. The day was overcast, threatening rain. The wooded
grounds of the university were hidden behind the crooked backs and shi ni ng,

upt hrust arms of the city. Kennedy Pol's resenbled a m xed gathering of people

hal f reaching for the stars, half trying to burrow back into the earth. The
marriage of architectural styles was



not a confortable one, but appropriately synmbolic, he thought. While

Reassinil ationists voted to open the city to the world around it,
conservatives discussed plans to dig for landfills to plunder that m ght have
been m ssed by the first wave of netal -seeking bacteria. Another desperate
attenpt to avoid the inevitable, but one it seened many felt in synpathy with.
On the street below, a denmonstration paraded slowy by, waving banners
protesting the Reassinmilation. The voice of the crowd was muffled by the
doubl e- paned wi ndow, but he didn't really need to hear the words. After years
of struggling to keep Kennedy isolated froma dangerous and uncertain
environnent, he could understand that some people were willing to fight in
order to preserve the status quo. Even though the Mayoralty had officially
decided that the Reassinilation wuld go ahead, or at |east supported an end
to isolation in principle, some Senior Councillors had expressed doubts. This
core of hard-line isolationists occasionally encouraged protests |like the one
Roads was wi tnessing, although they never actually went so far as to defy the
Mayor outright, or even lend their name in open support of the protesters.
None of them in Roads' opinion, was the sort to kill their colleagues in
order to change the Council's mnd - but he had been surprised before by how
desperately people fought to preserve even a non-viable status quo.

Still, he had trouble conmprehending the notives of the anti-Reassimlation
nmoverrent - and the killer in particular. It all seened so sinple to him There
was a point beyond which the fight for self-deterninismbecane self-defeating.
The only difficulty arose in defining where that point lay. In his opinion
the city had passed it six weeks ago, when the RUSA envoy had arrived.
Reassinilation was an easy alternative to a

pai nful, lingering death - the city's certain fate if it never

opened its gates again.

The few doubts he had concerned the RUSA itself: its long-termgoals, its
aspirations. Wiile it was all very well to open Kennedy in order to gain

much- needed resources, it mght not be so clever to thereby shackle the city's
fate to that of an aggressive mlitary machine. If the RUSA ever went to war,
as aggressor or defender, Kennedy woul d presumably be required to fight

al ongside it. Whether that was |likely or not, Roads had no way of know ng. He
didn't even know if there were other nations on the North American continent,
| et al one ones that might be capable of fighting the RUSA

Behind him the door opened, interrupting his thoughts. Roads cursed hinself
for not locking it, and glanced into the windowto see who it was. "I'msorry
to bother you," said Antoni DeKurzak. "Wat do you want?" asked Roads without
turning around, already feeling defensive. He had little chance of avoiding
the position of scapegoat awaiting him but he would be damed if he went down
wi thout a fight. |,

The Iiaison officer raised a hand, as though to ward off an attack. "Margaret
told me you were up and about. | thought I'd see how you were feeling before
went . "

Roads turned and stared at hi m suspiciously, but could detect no sign of
deception. For. once DeKurzak seened of f-guard, even vul nerable. "Thanks," he

said, nmaking an effort to soften his tone. "I've had better days, but I'll
live. You?"

DeKur zak | eaned agai nst the door frame. "Likewi se. |I've got a neeting with the
Mayor later. Not sonething |I'mlooking forward to, to be honest." "Yeah. Sorry
about that." "That's okay, Phil. You gave Blindeye your best shot, and I'lIl be

sure to point that out to the Mayor. It wasn't



your fault, after all, that soneone tipped the Mle off, or that he wasn't
wor ki ng al one. "

Roads shrugged. He wasn't sure DeKurzak's analysis of the situation was
correct, but was prepared to let the matter go for the time being. Full marks
for enthusiasm anyway. "Perhaps. | haven't had time to anal yse what happened.
Maybe when | have, we'll be able to say exactly what went wong." "I sincerely
hope so." DeKurzak sighed heavily. "This assignment is rmuch harder than I

t hought it would be. Maybe | should have turned it down and gone back to
Records. . ."

"Don't be too hard on yourself," said Roads. "You're young and relatively

i nexperienced. That's nothing to be ashaned of." "I guess not." DeKurzak
shrugged. "But the fact remmins: we bave to catch the Mle." Suddenly

ani mated, the liaison officer took two steps into the room "l can't stress

hi ghl y enough how i nportant it is to close this case. Qur relationship with
the Reunited States, and therefore the future of the city, depends upon it.
That may seem | i ke an overstatement, but believe ne, it's not. We're hardly in
a strong bargai ning position, at the nonent, and we nust fight for every
advant age we can get."

The dark circles around DeKurzak's eyes stopped Roads from protesting that he
wasn't stupid. Instead he said: "I understand what you're saying, and can
assure you that we're doing everything possible."” "I know " DeKurzak turned
his face aside, as though realising that he had stated his case too enotively.
"W have to prove that we can manage our own affairs before they'll even

consi der | eaving our present infrastructure intact. Blindeye's failure | eaves
us in a very vulnerable position, and the |longer the Mole remains free -"
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DeKur zak stopped with a sharp intake of breath. One hand rose to point at the

screen on Roads' desk. "What the hell is that?" DeKurzak asked.
Roads npbved fromthe wi ndow. The Shadow s i nhuman face stared out of the
screen back at him "I took it, last night," he said, w shing he had been nore

careful. "It's the man we saw on the roof." "Do you know who it is?"

DeKur zak's face had becone suddenly pale. "No. Do you?" "No, of course not. If
you hadn't told ne other-wise | would have guessed it came fromthe archives -
one of the aberrations fromthe old days." The liaison officer shuddered.
"It's disgusting."”

Roads studi ed DeKurzak, surprised at the vehenmence of his reaction. The face
of the Shadow was startling, yes, but not that horrifying, for all its

di fferences fromthe norm Then he remenbered that DeKurzak had probably Z
never seen such drastic bionodification before. Fromthe

wpoi nt of someone born after the War, the Shadow did | ook demonic - a pure
corruption of humanity, worse

even than the berserkers, who had at |east retained a

passi ng resenbl ance to the rest of the human race.

DeKur zak blinked and wenched his eyes awdy fromthe screen, back to Roads.
"You'll let ne know when you find out who it is, won't you? W can't have
things like that in the city when General Stedman arrives." "O course not."
" Good. , ,

DeKurzak left hurriedly, |eaving the door open behind him Roads closed it,
not surprised by the liaison officer's parting cormment. G ven the RUSNs firm
stand on bi onods, the presence of such a "thing" would not | ook good at al
for Kennedy Polis. Wrse even than an uncaught thief.



Roads saved the picture, reconnected the conputer and called Barney. Her face
appeared in the screen, a picture of industry in mniature. "You' ve been

off-line," she chided. "I tried to call you several times." "I was resting,"
he lied. "You' ve found sonething al ready?" "Something weird. Do you want to
cone down here?" "No. I'mnot up to the exercise just yet." "Okay. |I'Il bring

coffee. Gve me five mnutes."

The line went dead, and he settled back to wait. Rather than dwell on the

i ssues DeKurzak had raised -

ones he hinself had already considered - he drew up a list of the unknown
quantities confronting him How they fit into the equation was still beyond
him but at |east he was beginning to know the right questions to ask. Five
nmysteries requiring, possibly, a single solution: (1) The man in the hat and
coat last seen fleeing fromdd North Street. A coincidence, or significant?
(2) The items renobved from 114 A d North Street: three of part-nunber
EPA44210. What they were he still had no idea. (3) The tinber wolf. Unti

Bl i ndeye, he had considered the aninmal to be irrelevant; since its appearance
on the university grounds, he was no | onger sure of that. (4) The man on the
roof of the KCU library, tentatively |abelled 'the Shadow . That he had

foll oned Roads was al one sufficient grounds for suspicion. That plus the fact
that he was clearly :_ radically bionodified. (5) The Mle hinself. Roads
fingertips still tingled fromthe brief nonment he had actually touched his
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adversary. He remenbered the cold nost of all possibly a side-effect of the
nmet hod the Mol e was using to nake hinself invisible. Watever that was.

As was often the case with apparently unsol vable crinmes, Roads suspected that
one isolated piece of information was all he required to solve the mystery; it
was just a matter of time before he found it. Time, or, as

he had told O Dell the previous day, unbelievably good fortune.

Bl i ndeye, far from sol ving anything, had brought the matter to a head. An end
was at last in sight, if not the end he had originally hoped for
Reassim | ati on woul d nake certain of that.

Even without Reassimlation ... He glanced at his watch. The fact that

DeKur zak had not brought up the matter of the X-rays was a good sign, although
not one

_he__could rely on for long. He probably had | ess than twerity-four hours in
which to solve the case or face the retribution of the city - a day at npst
before the call cane, and that long only if he was lucky, or the Mayor was in
a good nood.

| can't stress highly enough how inportant it is to close this case, DeKurzak
had said. No nention at all of the killer. Watever was going on in the
Mayoralty -

what ever made the Mayor so uneasy about keeping the city secure - seened to
revol ve predonmi nantly around the thief. But why? Wiy not the person or persons
behi nd ei ght een dead Councillors?

Roads had a horrible feeling that one day wasn't going to be | ong enough



( HAPTER ELEVEN

1:30 p. m

The RSD i nage processing algorithmwas simlar to that enployed by a sinple
noti on-detector. O a given segrment of video footage, one control frane was
sel ected and used as a reference to check all subsequent franes for

di screpancies. If an object noved into view, or if one that had been there
previ ously changed position, the programnoted the differences and i nforned
the user. The only difference between the i mage processing program and the
noti on-detectors enployed in Operation Blindeye was finesse; the |IP program
was consi derably nmore discerning than its outnoded sibling. "There," said
Barney, pointing at the screen. It showed a section of a hallway on the
library's ground floor. To Roads' eyes, it seenmed conpl etely unremarkabl e, and
he told her so. "That's what | thought, at first. You have to know what you're
| ooking for before you see it." She rewound the recordi ng and poi nted again.
"Watch the bottomleft corner, where the skirting board nmeets the door frane."
The scene jerked back into life, and Roads watched obediently. "Are you sure

you've got the right stretch of tape?" he asked after a few seconds. "I stil
can't see anything but wall."
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"Ckay." She sighed. "W'll try again. This tine, don't
| ook for something concrete; keep your eye on the boundary between the

skirting board and the wall itself." "Gotcha. Don't |ook for something, but
anything - or
possi bly the other way around." "Cl ear as nud. Ready?"

He nodded, and the recording began for the third tine. He kept his eyes firmy
fixed on the point she had indicated, but again saw nothing out of the
ordinary. "Either |'ve got rocks in ny head, or -" "Wait." She pointed at the
screen. "There!"

He saw it: a slight dinpling of the picture, like a

reflection in a warped mirror. The distinct edge of the skirting board
deviated from horizontal for an instant, then snapped back into shape - as

t hough a curved, glass lens, a hand s-width in dianmeter, had passed between it
and the canera. "Take-it back." She did so. The effect was subtle; he co Id.
see n " hard edges to define the area of distortion

ildit be aglitch in the recording?" t's not." @1 0 "Sure?"
"Positive." She killed the view of the corridor'and produced another inmage. He
faced an entrance to a ventilation shaft; the duct opened onto a mai ntenance

corridor in the library's rear and had no grill. The edge of the duct shifted
inasimlar fashion, to the skirting board. "I don't suppose you have any
idea ... ?"

She shook her head. "I didn't think so." He rubbed a hand across his eyes.

"Did you find anything el se?" She sunmmoned a map of the library. "The dinple
doesn't al ways show on the tape - you can't see it



against a blank wall, for instance - but the IP programpicks it up often
enough to plot an approxi mate path through the building." She pointed, tracing
a line fromthe basenent toilets, up a stairwell, along a corridor, to the
ventilation shaft and, finally, into the reading room

voila.)) "Whatever it is, it went right by us." He shook his head in

di sbelief. "Right under our noses, and we didn't even see it." "That's not
quite true. Do you remenber just before the Shadow appeared on the roof, when
Davi d picked up a few 'small novenents'? One.of themwas the door to the
baserment toilets. It noved slightly, as though a breeze had blown it open.”
"But it wasn't a breeze." "Evidently not. The tape shows the

t hat

goi ng through the door quite clearly, once you know what to look for." "Shit.
" He ran a hand through his hair. "But howdid it get into the toilets in the
first place? Are you going to tell me it was there all the time?" "If the

Shadow set off the alarm at Energency Services, then it mght have been -

al t hough that means someone nust have known about Blindeye before we started
setting up that nmorning." "I don't want to think along those lines." "Neither
do 1, but the only other entrance is via the se wers." "And | think we can
rule that out."

She | et hi m ponder what she had found for a nmonment before calling up another

i mage: Roads in the reading room reaching out a hand to grab the power cable
of the data fiche drive. "I haven't shown you the best bit yet."

He groaned. "CGo on."

"Ckay. Look over your left shoul der when | run the

tape."

He nodded, and she set it going at half speed. Predictably, the glitch glided
into view from behind a

bookshel f and drifted toward him It grew | arger, suggesting that it was
getting closer, then becane the Ml e.

The transition was al nost instantaneous. First the thief wasn't there, then he
was. It looked like magic. "A cloak of invisibility?" Roads suggested, only
hal f believing it hinself. "Some sort of gadget that can bend Iight around
him but not conpletely - hence the 'dinpling effect?" "Muybe. He'd get
through the trip-wires that way.)l "Easy." "But you're forgetting infra-red
"No, it masks that too." "_ and his nmass. The dinple passed over a nunber of
pressure-sensitive pads w thout setting themoff." "He jumped over them"
"Don't be ridiculous, Phil." "Have you got a better idea?" "'Better' isn't the
word |'d use." Her face was

cl ouded as her hands noved over the keyboarid, calling up an image of the Mle
in md-transformation. The thief's teeth | ooked | onger than Roads renenbered,
and he hadn't noticed the subtle shift in posture. The Ml e | ooked hunchbacked
in the picture, crouched over a

quai l i ng Roads. "Are you trying to tell me something?" "l@n not sure, Phil."
Next she produced an inmage of the five points of Iight she had seen energing

t hrough the shattered skylight. That, in turn, reni nded Roads of the recording
Morrow had given him of the Mle's image in

infra-red: five points at throat, nipples and hips.



"A pentagram " said Barney, "often associated with werewl ves, has five
points.” "Don't be ridiculous. That's inmpossible."” "Less inpossible than a
cloak of invisibility?" She shrugged. "Wirder things have happened. just |ook
at him have you seen sonmeone do that before?" "No, and | refuse to believe

it. The Mole is not a werewol f." "But what if he thinks he is?"

The small joke didn't raise a snmile. "Besides, werewl ves can't make

t hensel ves invisible." ,"Can't they? Have you ever asked one? Maybe t expl ai ns
why they've never been seen."” "Don't be a snmartarse." He scowl ed furiously, ev
n as he renenbered his earlier "ghost" theory and is comment to
Chappel that he was ready to belie e anything. "There has to be another
explanation.” "Right. Let nme know when you find it," she said. "Look, | hate
admtting this as nmuch as you do, but |I've got the creeps. The Ml e can change
his shape at will, can even becone invisible whenever he wants to. We all saw

himdo it, but no-one can explain how he did it. If he's not a werewol f or
what ever, then what the hell is he?" "Better than us, that's all. His
behavi our seens incredible, yes, but all we have to do is work out how he's

doing it, what he's using, and it'll make sense. Trust ne. 91 "That's what you
said two days ago."
| @as

He was about to snap back a response when the intercomon his desk buzzed.
"Officer Roads?" The voice belonged to the secretary he shared with the other
senior officers on the fifth-floor sw tchboard.

Roads tsked in annoyance. "Wat is it, Marion?"

"I know you said you didn't want to be interrupted,

t there's sonebody down at reception who sinply nit go away." "Who?" "She
won't say." "What does she want?" "To see you. Al she'll tell me is that it's
in connection th the incident on Od North Street." Roads sighed and reached
for another pain-killer. He nit have time to waste on extraneous details - but
he uldn't affordto, turn away anyone who might have ormation relating to the
case.

"Officer Roads?" "Ckay, Marion. Have her escorted up to my office.’

"Yes,

sir." He swigged fromthe bottle of water and swall owed e tablet. Barney
shifted unconfortably in her seat. "Do you nt nme to stick around?" "If you
like. We'll continue this conversation later."” e switched off the screen, and

the image of the bestial ole vanished. "That's a pronise.”

e girl was Katiya, the one with the m ssing boyfriend. ads let her in,

di sm ssed the escort, and told her to ke a seat. She sank into the chair,

gl anci ng nervously ound the room "Coffee?" asked Roads. The wonan nodded, and
he zzed for some via the intercom "Thanks for coming, Katlya," said Barney,
smling couragingly. "That's okay," she said. "If | can help in any way, it'l
t, worth it." The coffees arrived. As Katiya took hers, the sleeve of her grey
T-shirt rose a few centinmetres and Roads caught
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a glinpse of her inner arm It was pock-marked with tiny scars.

"I understand you have some information for us," he pronpted.

The wonman shifted in her seat. "l renenbered sonething last night. It may not
be relevant, but | thought you might like to know " "What was that?" "The
house you were investigating - nunber 114? It used to receive deliveries after
curfew "

Roads gl anced at Barney. "What sort of deliveries?" "I don't know, exactly.
Every now and again, a truck would pull up outside. A couple of nen would
unload it and take stuff inside. Mdst of it was in crates, but occasionally
I'd see sonething strange. They were unl oadi ng machi nes; not drugs or
anyt hi ng, just machines."” "Wat sort of machines?" "I couldn't tell; it was
al ways dark. They weren't weapons, if that's what you're thinking." Katiya
hesitated for an instant, then added: "Sone of the crates had been burnt in

pl aces, as though they'd been in a fire. | don't know whether that neans
anything or not." "Mybe." Roads made a note on a pad. "How about the nmen?
Wul d you be able to give us a description?"

Her response was instantaneous: "No. | never got a good |look at them" "And
the truck? Did it have any markings?" "Sorry. It was just a truck, like the
ones they use down at the plants - but not one of them if you know what |
mean." "1 do." Roads did understand: it was dangerous to talk too openly in

her nei ghbourhood. "Anything el se?" "No, that's all. Does it hel p?" "It
mght." Even without a clear ID, she had given himsonething to consider: it
now seened |ikely that the
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stol en EPA44210s were parts of machi nes of some sort, as Morrow s description
had i nplied. \Wether that know edge helped in the long run remained to be
seen.

Katiya fol ded her hands tightly in her lap, the thunbs of each hand worrying
at her knuckles. "Good," she said, clearly waiting for his next nove.

Roads wei ghed his options. He could continue questioning her, probably wthout
success, or he could find out whether she wanted anything in return. "Well, K "

he said, trying to sound casual. "Thanks for coming in. 1'll see what | can do
about getting you a lift home, if you like."
She | eaned forward. "Not yet. | ... | need to ask you a favour."

He retreated into the chair. "W don't pay for information, if that's what you
want." "No, | don't mean noney." One hand rubbed absently at the scars under
her arm and Roads decided that they were old, synptons of a past addiction
"What, then?" "I'd like to file a missing-person report." "Your boyfriend
hasn't come back?" Barney asked.

Katiya shook her head, scattering her long, dark hair. "No, and I'm starting
to get worried. Really worried. He's never done this before. @

Barney cast Roads a glance that clearly said: | told

you so.

Roads switched on the term nal and called up the nissing-person nmenu. Filing
such reports was a sinple process and wouldn't take nore than five mnutes.
"Ckay." He gl anced at her over the screen. "W need your nane, first."

cc IF just Katiya. He typed it in. "Cccupation?" "I, uh, work in a reclamation
plant. Plastics."



"Address?" " 116 A d North Street. | don't have a phone, or a news termnal."
Roads noted the nunber. The wonman had |ied about Iiving next door to the house
the Mol e had broken into. She nust have gone el sewhere tenporarily to evade
the patrol he had sent to check that she'd left. "Your boyfriend s nanme?"
"Cati." She spelt it for him "Is that his real nane?" The nanme sounded

fam liar, although Roads didn't know why. An automatic wordsearch through the
| at est popul ati on census reveal ed not hi ng.

She shrugged. "I think so. It was witten on sone of his clothes when | first
met him so | just assumed . . "He never told you otherw se?" "No." The faint
snmil e reappeared. "But that's because he can't speak. He's mute."

Roads gl anced at Barney, who raised an eyebrow. He jotted a note under the
Description colum. .Can you think of any reason why he'd | eave?" "None. W're
happy together, and | don't think he'd manage very well w thout ne." She

| ooked enbarrassed. "W rely on each other an awful lot, and we don't have any
friends."

Roads coul d sense her loneliness and felt sorry for her. To be so dependent on
anot her person that life would crunble wi thout themwas a fate he had
successfully avoided nost of his life. "I understand,” he said. "I don't
suppose you thought to bring a photo?" "No. | don't have one." "Okay. W'l
patch together a verbal description, then. Were and when did you | ast see
him and what was he wearing?"
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"Three nights ago. W went to bed together, but ,;when | woke up the next
nmor ni ng, he was gone. | guess ,,',,-he'd be wearing what he al ways wears when

he goes @,but. He has this floppy grey hat and a really old

that | keep trying to throw out. And sungl asses, even if it's night

The expression on Roads' face brought her to a halt. Barney, too, was staring.
"What is it?" asked Katiya. "Have you seen hinP" "Wait," i d Roads. "Three
ni ghts ago" was the

sa' night he and Barney had net Keith Morrow. He tapped at the keyboard for a
nmonent, then turned the screen to face her. It showed the picture of the man
Roads had chased fromdd North Street: the huge figure, the hat and coat, and
hal f a profile. "lIs this hinP"

Katiya's face fell. "He's mixed up in something, isn't he?"

Roads hastened to placate her, trying to keep the excitenent welling in him
under control. "W don't know for sure whether he's involved or not, Katiya,
but we have to take a physical description. At the very worst ... and | don't
want to frighten you unnecessarily ... we might need it to identify his body."

She took a deep breath and didn't neet his eyes. "He's big, and very strong.
You know that al ready. \Wat else would you |ike?" "Does he have any

di stinctive marks?" "A tattoo on his left thigh - not a picture, just nunbers
- and a scar on his back, across his shoul der bl ades. Apart fromthat,
not hi ng, except for his skin itself."

Roads | eaned forward. "H s skin? What about his sknP"

441t's red. As though he's been scal ded." She | ooked at himclosely. "Wy?"



"Nothing." He felt |ight-headed. VWhat colour is his hair?" "He doesn't have
any, anywhere. Not even eyel ashes." She hesitated, and he could tell that
there was nore she wasn't going to tell him "What will you do if you find

hi n?" she asked. "That depends on the circunstances," he said by rote, trying
to conceal his elation while he tapped the information into the conmputer. This
was nore than he coul d possibly have hoped for. "Unl ess we have good cause,

he'll be free to go. As his partner, you'll be notified, of course - either
way." "Thank you." She gl anced at Barney. "I hope |I'm not being too nuch
trouble.” "Not at all." Roads stood. "I owed you one anyway, for what you told
ne."

Barney showed her to the door, opened it. "Wait." Roads gestured

apol ogetically, as though he had just remenbered something. "One | ast

guestion, Katiya - sonething | should have asked you earlier.”

She turned in the doorway. "Yes?" "Wat colour are Cati's eyes?" "Gey," she
said. "And black." He smled widely. "Thanks. That's all | need to know. "

She opened her nouth, as though about to speak, but turned away and

di sappeared up the hallway w thout | ooking back

Barney cl osed the door and returned to her seat, where she | eaned back with
her |l egs crossed. "So," she said. "Cati is the man fromdd North Street. The
description of his appearance matches al nost perfectly. " "He's much nore than
that." Despite the aches and pains of his body, Roads had begun to feel good
about
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at last. "His description matches that of the on the library roof." ey
frowned. "How do you figure that?"
skin, grey-black eyes and no hair."'
"That's the face | saw

back at me through the skylight." ough the ... ? So that's what you saw. Wy
ou tell me?" lie canme all too easily: "Because | wasn't certain Ilection was
accurate." you' ve let her go?" She |leaned forward, half out hair. "He's her
boyfriend, for God's sake! She worth holding for interrogation, if nothing
else." eld up a hand. "She doesn't know anything nore

He coul d no uppress a grin of triunph.

e told us. 1'd bet money on it. She's just a

ed girl afraid that her boyfriend's in an awmful lot le. @

mght well e, Phil." not for the eason you think." rowned. " don't

understand.” i is bi odified." sation dawned. "And she thinks we're after him
of that. O course she would." is both nute and physically intimdating. He

| ooks han a berserker, and woul dn't stand a chance of ng hinself before a
Humanity court. He'd be

4 fromthe city for sure, or killed outright." "So why did she cone to us?"
"Because she wants to find him first and forenost, and to di scover how nuch
we know. | don't think we've put her mind at res t on either score, but at
| east she's @

11 )e @' i

done sonething. It'll make her feel better, having tried."

Barney col | apsed back into her seat. It was clear that she was unsatisfied
with his reasoning, but he could give her nothing nore.
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"So what do we do now?" she asked. "I want a stake-out on her building just in
case Cati cones hone. If we can haul himin, we mght find out exactly what he
was doing last night." "Right. 1'Il organise it straight away." "And then you
can help nme | ook through the datapools.” "For?" "Anything." He went back to
the screen of Katiya's M ssing Persons report. "Hi s name rings a bell, but I
don't know why." "A hunch?" .Maybe. | don't think he's the Mle, but he's
certainly involved. He'll lead us sonewhere, |I'msure of it." .You bl oodhound
You. Half a sniff and your tail starts to wag." She smiled. "The resenbl ance
bet ween you and t he Ml e obviously goes deeper than | thought. "

He pointed at the door, and she took the hint.

(HAPTER | VEELVE

P.M

vt; @sent the report identifying Cati to Data Processing, $1406 it would be
put onto the daysheets for the i mRelt of the next shift. He doubted the

pr onpt

r, produce any results, but figured it was worth a Then he logged into
Kennedy's central datapool and began to browse.

Hs first line of inquiry hit a brick wall within half an hour. The nane
"Cati' had no reference anywhere in the files he pulled, except for one

m sspelled word in an old street directory. Next he scanned an al phabetica
list of every nanme on record, but found nothing between Cathy and Catic.

If Cati was not officially |listed anong Kennedy's two million citizens, then
trying to find himby inference would be |ike | ooking for one grain of sand in
a sal tshaker by touch alone. Wthout a genetic sanple to cross-reference

t hrough the popul ation records, that avenue was cl osed.

Gving up on Cati for the tine being, he noved to the Mle. Barney's 'weirder
t hi ngs have happened' theory

7F

MMF1117M =RML1TROVOTIM M - L but he had to consider it regardl ess. He called
up a file on werewol ves and skimed through it to the end. Most of it was
hearsay and |l egend, with a brief nention of the



POP-Cul ture that had grown around the nyth during the md-twentieth and early
twenty-first centuries. The only thing he |l earned that he didn't already know
was that there had been werewol f sightings reported to RSD since the War, but
none nore recent than two years earlier

That left the cloak of invisibility, and another |ong shot.

He buzzed the switchboard. "Marion? See if you can track down ODell. | don't
know where he is, but | need to talk to himASAP." "Yes, sit." She returned a
nmonent later: "He's tied up in a neeting. | can't break in." "Ckay. Leave an

urgent nessage for himto call me as soon as he's free, will you?" "Certainly.

He killed the intercomand glanced at his watch; tine was running away from
him If the origins of both the Mole and Cati had el uded himtenporarily, then
he hoped that their notives woul d not.

Calling up a new notepad on the screen, he drew a series of circles |inked by
arrows in an attenpt to organise his thoughts: (1)CATI -4 ROADS ---) MOLE
Cati must have been foll owi ng Roads during the preparation for Blindeye in
order to know how to sidestep the trip-wires on the roof of the library; Roads
had been after the Mdle for six weeks. The progression was snmooth and sinpl e,
but not entirely self-explanatory. The Ml e had al so been trailing Roads -7at
| east to the extent of breaking into his house every now and again - so that
meant another arrow. And Roads, with the information given to himby Katiya,
was now chasing Cati, giving: (2)MOLE ---) ROADS -4 CATI (1) CATI --- > ROADS
--@MLE

i medi ate tenptation was to |ink each

Oti@pair with its own arrow, if only for the sake

oy. The sinplicity, however, was deceptive. If Mdle and Cati were

i ndependent, then it was

possi bl e that they were acting at odds with each with the question of notive
unresol ved. As far as

knew, Cati mnight be nothing nore than an innocent

44- tangled in the web of the Mle's erratic

or he was yet another player in the game of

8, the Mole. To suppose that both Cati and the Mir-.- were after each other
as well as Roads seened

Wiat made nore sense was:

ROADS <-4 MOLE & CATI

It not only sinplified the equation, but made his task little | ess daunting.
Supposing that Cati and the Mdle Wre on the sane team - maybe a team fraught
with its ,own internal problenms - neant that he only had one

nmystery to solve instead of several. If he could track down one correct
solution, then the others would quickly follow

Hs termnal flashed. It was Barney. "The stake-out's organised." "Good."
"What would you like me to do now?" "That depends on how tired you are." She
shrugged. "I'Il cope. If you think we're close to

something, I'Il work until | drop."

661 don't think it'll come to that, but thanks for the offer. |I'mabout to
send you a file containing everything ,: some stuff |I haven't -77TT, =

T. - W TSMEME- 1w.

tol d anyone about. Hunches, guesses, wild stabs in the dark - that sort of
thing." "Understood. And?"
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"I want you to strip it bare, reduce it to as snmall a list of nouns as
possi bl e. Names, places, nunbers, anything you think has an outside chance of
being relevant.” "You want to run a search through a datapool ?" "Yes, but not
just any datapool. | have something a little nore dramatic in nind. A
last-ditch effort.” "Do you want to tell nme what we're |ooking for?" "I would
if I knew." He ran a hand across his ribs, fighting the urge to take anot her
tablet. "Qur problemis that we have too nuch unconnected i nformati on. We need
totrimit back to a solid core of data from which

we can extrapolate our way outward. As it is, | feel like I'"'mdrowing - with
wer ewol ves, redskins and politicians pushing me under." "I know what you
nmean." She brushed away a strand of blonde hair that had fallen across her
eyes. "1'll get onto it as soon as you send the file." "Thanks, Barney."

Anot her icon flashed at himfromthe corner of the screen. "CGotta go. Cal

wai ting."

He waved and killed the line. A second face appeared in place of hers. "Hell o,
Phil," said Keith Morrow. "Shit. Gve ne a second.” Roads closed the office
door and locked it, then regretted noving fromthe chair. "Quch - sorry. What
the hell are you doing, calling me here?"

Morrow tilted his head to one side, "My, we're paranoid today, aren't we?"

"Not without good reason. I'min trouble enough w thout my shady connecti ons
putting in an unexpected appearance.” "This line is secure. You cae rest
easy."

Roads tugged a cigarette fromhis pocket. "I hoped you' d say that. What can |
do for you, or is this just a social call?"

| RA

9,,!,! leaned forward; a virtual light source cast shadows in his eye-sockets.
"I"ve called to give you

it, Phil. You may be in deeper trouble than you

Roads drew a deep, snmoky breath. "In what way?" "You've stepped on soneone's
toes, Phil - heavily . 1, for themto want you dead."
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ho. "I can't tell you." "Wy?), "I can't tell you that either." "Then what can

you tell me?" "That there's a price on your head. A big one. It went os- the
mar ket fifteen minutes ago."

Roads scratched absently at the stubble on his chin, trying to think who m ght
want to kill himthat wasn't able to do so thenselves. Not the Mdle, or Cati;
he wasnit a match for either of them and he was sure they knewit. It had to
be soneone el se, sonmeone who wanted to keep his or her hands relatively clean
of @ Roads' death.

Soneone he was obviously getting close to, without knowing it.

He smiled. "Thanks, Keith. That's the best news |I've had all day." "I'mglad
you think so." The Head | eaned back. "Can | assune, then, that the information
| gave you the other night has been of use?" "I think you can, yes. Is there

anything you' d like to add?" "Nothing that appears to be rel evant. Soneone
vandal i sed one of the old buildings at the harbour |ast night, but I can't see
how t hat woul d connect with your investigation. W get a lot of that sort of

t hi ng down our

way. An occupational hazard, if you will."



Roads nodded, renenbering the article he had read about the disturbance. The
harbour - being a neeting place for all manner of crimnals, from drug-addict
to bounty-hunter - was often transfornmed into a battlefield for rival
interests. Morrow s main role was as nediator, not instigator. The relative
stability of Kennedy as a whole owed nore than a little to the paths of
communi cati on the Head established and maintained in the underclass. This,
Roads supposed, was why the Head woul d not reveal the identity of his woul d-be
killer: thief's honour, or sonething simlar

A thought struck him "What about Barney?" "Your friend is safe. The contract
is only for'you." "Good. Let ne know if anything else turns up, won't you? "
"I will if I can." Mrrow w nked farewel|l. "Good | uck." "Thanks.

Roads extingui shed the cigarette and reached for a pain-killer. It was al

very well knowi ng he was cl ose, but, w thout knowi ng what he was close to, it
didn't really help. Was it DeKurzak's O d Guard, the Mayor's machi nati ng RUSA
or someone el se entirely? And how did they relate to the Mle/Cati dyad?

The matter of the contract itself did not greatly concern him it would
probably be a while before soneone took the offer, and he could | ook after

hi nsel f when the tinme cane. He hoped. It was just not know ng who was behind
it that bothered him

He took Morrow s data fiche and added it to the official RSD file on the Ml e,
then sent the whol e package to Barney. Barely had he conpleted that task when
his term nal buzzed agai n.

This time it was Margaret Chappel. She | ooked frustrated and tired, as though
she hadn't slept since the

bef ore Blindeye - which, he supposed, she

hadn' t.

you feeling, Phil?" v siv- are

| alittle sore.” He tossed the tablet idly in one

The pain was returning, but nowhere near as

0. as it had been earlier. "Looks like I'lIl live." @Good. Any progress?" It.-
hesitated, then told her about Mdrrow s warning.

e shook her head, half-smling. "And you take that positive sign?"
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the best 1've had so far." "Fair enough. Have you witten a report?" "Not yet,
no." "Then, without intending to seemcallous, let ne

vkv*ti @you not to waste your time. David' s will be

if DeKurzak's corroborates it." lie let the

advice sink in for a nmonent before "That bad, huh?" Let's just say |'m doing
the best | can to slow things

"How | ong do you think)" "I may be able'to stretch it until after
Reassinmilation, but | doubt it. It depends entirely on what sort of report
DeKurzak submits. "In that case, maybe it won't be so bad after all."

She | ooked surprised. -That's not what | expected you to say. 55

"I saw himthis afternoon. He said he'd tell the Mayor it's not ny fault

Bl i ndeye went so wong." "Well, well. That is interesting. I'lIl only believe
it when | see it, though." "I lo= q9711rie underestimating him Margaret. He's
inadfficult position, stuck between the RSD and MSA, but he's genuinely
trying to do his job - a job he didn't really want in the first place."



"Did he say that?" Chappel's eyebrows went up. "Don't let himfool you, Phil
He canpai gned quite vigorously to get this assignnent.”
Roads mulled this over. "That's not the inpression | got. Anyway, bad | uck

happens to everyone. Even ne. No-one will deny that |I'm one of the best
officers in RSD." "But what happens when he finds out why you're so good?"
"You and | both know that's irrelevant. | do nmy best, |ike anybody el se." "The
Mayor nmight not see it that way." "Then he's an idiot." "And you're in

troubl e. know." Roads tried to | ook nonchalant. "Listen, Margaret, |'m
already in trouble. The Mayor wants ny arse because Blindeye fucked up
somebody el se wants ny arse because |I'mgetting close to the Mle; if DeKurzak

wants ny arse too, then he'll just have to join the queue."

Chappel smiled. "You have a point." "Yes, but what | don't have is tinme. |'ll
have to call you back later." "Or I'Il call you when word comes down from
above." "Fingers crossed I'Il get in first."

He cut the line and reached into the drawer for the bottle of water. His pal ns
were sweating profusely, and the urge for sugar was back. "Marion? Can you do
me a favour?" "What would you like?" "Two nuesli bars and a sandwi ch fromthe
cafeteria. | don't care what sort. And another cup of coffee, if there's any
left." "Coming right up."

2X MwWw a mllion.™”

A l'ied up another blank notepad and drew a T- ca

di agram nore conplex than the previous one.

Mol e was the focus of one side, Roads of the other

e ach of these were contributing parties: Cati and

1' the person or persons behind the contract for his RSD, the Mayoralty, the
MBA and Keith Morrow. -01., was just trying to decide where to put the WISI.
when there was a knock at the door. "Com ng, Marion."

ri; cleared the screen and went to the door. His chest 'J@Iess stiff than
before, but still tender; he gave

U anot her three hours before a senbl ance of

M -Prost returne

He opened the door and perfornmed a qui ck doub e-

then waved his visitor inside. "Hi, Martin. You' re not the person | expected."
"I gdlhered." The RUSAMC captain - who, like .. # else in HQ that day, |ooked
the worse for Mk. of sleep - put a heavily-loaded tray on the desk and
distributed its contents: two mass-produced grain |' @acks, a sandwi ch and a
cup of coffee for Roads, plus '@:, anot her sandwi ch and coffee for him "Your
secretary

L me to bring you these, seeing | was on ny Way." "Mich appreciated." Roads

opened one of the bars and took a bite. "You got ny nessage?" "I did, yes, but
| was tied up In a teleconference with ny superiors."” "Checking up on you,
huh?" "Not really. More the other way around." O Dell frowned and
changed the subject. "You're Restim, reasonably well, considering."
Roads gestured dism ssively. "Just a couple of scratches. " "Ch? | heard you

br oke sonme ribs."
IR



"You know how doctors exaggerate." He threw the spent wapper into the bin. "I
have sone questions to ask you, Martin, and |'ma little short on tinme. If you
don't mind, I'd like to get them over and, done with." "Shoot." O Del

conceal ed his apprehension well. Roads wondered what the captain was expecting
himto ask. "First of all, exactly how far ahead of us is the Reunited States
of Anerica MIlitary. Corps?' "Uh ... Can | plead ignorance?" "If that neans

you can't tell me because of some security bullshit, then that's fair enough
just let me speculate for a monment, then you can tell me whether |'m w ong or
not . "

O Dell | ooked uncertain. "Sure, go ahead. But | can't prom se anyt hing,
understand.” "O course."” Roads fol ded his hands behind his head and | eaned
back in his chair. ODell had already denonstrated that the RUSAMC was nore
advanced than Kennedy Polis; the question was bow advanced, exactly. "There's
a runour | remenber hearing, shortly before the end of the War, and it keeps
naggi ng at me now. " "What's that?" "I was told that the entire War Room had
packed up and noved to a shelter sonmewhere under the Appal achians to wait out
the worst of the fighting. Certainly, no-one | know of ever heard of them
after about 2050. 1 can't help wondering if there's some connection between
that shelter and the Reunited States." "Are you suggesting that we and the USA
are one and the sanme? That the brass fromthe old days have enmerged fromthe
bunkers to reconquer the continent under a new fl ag?"
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"I would have phrased it a little nore subtly, but yes.

Mc@ What |'mwondering." "It's a good theory, but you' re wong. Sorry. The
@, F** never nade it out." Roads noted the carefully-worded sentence. "But

el se eventually broke in, right?" ODell sniled. "Maybe." "' Maybe.'" Roads
nodded. By the rules of this game, .r., inferred yes. "So the Reunited States
Mlitary

sy has access to all the mlitary secrets up to and

fg the end of the War." O Dell said nothing, but his smle didn't waver.

"One nmore question, then: anong the old plans and projects, was there a
reference to a practical formof invisibility? Some sort of advanced

canoufl age unit,

s7roW Anything at all along those lines?" The smile flickered, fell. "That
one | can answer, Phil. There wasn't anything like that in the old files. Not
even a hint.' "You're absolutely sure?" "Positive. |'ve studied them nyself.
But you didn't hear nme admit that, okay?" "O course, but ... Ch, dam." He
hit the desktop with the pal mof one hand, then wi nced as the inpact rattled
his rib cage. "I was really hoping there might have been." "l can guess why."
O Dell took a mouthful of coffee. "W1=11M °'41sqg, that we m ght be invol ved
with the Mole, or vice versa, right?" "Partly, yes. The other possibility is
that a faction fromup your way managed to get hold of the plans. The

technol ogy, the tinmber wolf - it all points to a northern source. 51 "Not a
bad thought. | mght have had it too, if | was

in your shoes - and it's not as if we don't have dissident



groups in the Reunited States. But you have to ask yoursel f why anybody woul d
go to such lengths to invade Kennedy. This city may seema big deal to those
who live init, but it's small fry in the context of the rest of the
continent. Wy should we bother reducing ourselves to stealing data from here
when there are other places practically begging to let us in?" "Because
Kennedy is a synbol." Roads put his el bows on the desk and | eaned forward.
Agai n he received the inpression that O Dell was guiding himtoward an answer.

"It's all that remains of the old world." "A world that alnmost killed itself"
"Yes, but a symbol nonethel ess. W may have regressed as many years as we've
survived, but we're still here. And that's what counts." He shrugged. "W'd
make a good regional capital, if nothing else.”" "And you will, if Genera

Stednman has his way." O Dell finished his coffee with a gulp. "But it takes
nore than sullen i ndependence to attract the attention of a vibrant nation
like ours."” "Point taken." Roads stood and went to | ean on the w ndowsill

"We've not been a good nei ghbour over the years." "True. The peopl e around
here - and there are people, sonme as close as fifty kilonetres - generally

keep their distance. | met sone of themon the way through, heard the stories
about the bad days: how four hundred thousand people starved on Kennedy's
doorstep because the Mayor woul dn't open the Gate; how an yone trying to

get in is caught and shot on sight; how repeated pleas for resources were

i gnored back in the 50s, resulting in the collapse of at |least three
struggling comunities.” "All true, I"'mafraid," Roads said. "The city could
only produce enough to support so nany people. If the

"A. 10 had let -iren nore people in than he did, or

the i4zisimws around, the city would have died as The - RR', | wasn't sinple,
but the equation was." S, NOU- 1y neARTst "I understand. But how about this:
U V you know M Kennedy ki dnapped people to use in

gangs vislen it built the ll? O that birth 'Mhat illegally-born children

are killed is so

used, along -with crimnals and other msfits, to

4 Kkli; the RM"? O that secret MSA death squads

M, raid w ghbouring communities to stea

and etiglLi- wonmen?" Roads kept his -xpression neutral. "No." "Exactly. But
@ur nei ghbours think you've done it

and i stsue besides. That's what cones of not being *im M;,d and insular, but
surviving as well; I;; begin to --.vsk questions, and the answers aren't tAk
What you'il like." ODell raised his hands, palns VIV We. "Hey, t'n as guilty
of that as anyone. Al ny R6 |'ve been no Fal stories about a city that
survived the War intact: a city lull of berserkers who eat human fl esh.

used to lie at night for hours when | was a kid jerrified of IT "I.-
trapped in there, unable to escape: ,with all sorts of flenonic creatures
hunti ng me down. So, when | first'Mrned that such a city does exist, and that
it does isis-w3s technology fromthe ol d days that nobody el se has any nore,
wel |, what else was | supposed to MM @

Roads did :issil& at that. "It nmust cone as a relief to |learn that we're not
so well off these days." "I wouldn't say that. Your reactor facility is
something 1'd love to get my hands on, for instance. And the bacteria cultures
| ost during the fighting that we're not allowed to breed any nore." Noting
Roads' sharp | ook, O Dell added: "Peacefully, of course. None of it's worth

i nvadi ng over."



"Good." Roads returned to his seat, thinking over what O Dell had told him He
too had heard runmours of atrocities in the bad days. Wether they were true or
not woul d probably never be known, but he didn't have the confidence to deny
t hem categorically. Such actions would have been typical of the tinme, when
humanity's decline was at its |owest point. And even if Kennedy was guilty of
such crimes, that didn't automatically make its nei ghbours saints.

O Dell leaned forward to put his sandwich wrapper in the bin. "Well, that's

[ unch,"” he said. "Was there anything el se you wanted to ask me?" "Yes." Roads
fol ded his hands across his lap and collected his thoughts. "For a favour
actually." "Go ahead. Anything | can give you, you're welconme to it." "All
want is information: everything you brought with you. Not just the old MA
records, but the rest as well." He | ooked at O Dell closely. "You did bring
nore, didn't you?" "Sure, but | may not be able to give you everything."

"\What ever you can spare, then. I'lIl take anything. In return, 1'Il give you a
copy of my own private notes. You might find themuseful.” "I"'msure | will."
O Dell |ooked tired for a nonent, as though Roads had touched upon his own
probl ems. "My superiors are anxious to study your progress."” "Really? G ven
what you've just told ne, |I'd have thought they'd be nore interested in -"

He stopped in nid-sentence and stared off into space. "Phil?"

the killer." He blinked and returned to ODell. "Sorry, Martin. You know how
it is: you get so involved in a case you forget what's going on around it. |
just renmenbered sonething that mght be inportant.”

.., "The assassin? | thought he and the Ml e were

separate. 'Maybe." The price on his head suddenly seenmed Rrsu;, Man just a

trifle to leave until later. "But |'ve got a

feeling | mght be seeing himin the future." O Dell |ooked puzzled. "I don't
understand. " Roads gl anced at his watch and then at the wi ndow, si; @sky was
darkening. "Let's leave it there. | have work do." "And | have anot her cal
horme to nmake." O Del

and Roads showed himto the door. "The wife?" "No, work again. But |I'll get
that information M= 1 to you first." "Thanks, Martin. | appreciate your help."
"My pleasure. That's what |'mhere for, after all." As soon as O Dell had

left, Roads called up the

he had been working on and added two nore the killer and the RUSAMC, both in
t he no-

M between Roads and the Mle. If there was a

11 between either one and any other party, then he needed nore evidence to see
it clearly.

Reaching for the intercom he dialled Roger Wggs' office nunber. |nstead of
the red-haired officer, he was

put through to a junior assistant, who told himthat Wggs was tied up

el sewhere in the building. "He's certainly keeping busy," Roads conment ed,
trying not to let frustration showin his voice. It had been several days
since he and his offsider in homcide -had | ast swapped data; he needed to
know what Wggs had found, if anything, before the killer came calling. "It's
that new guy," explained the assistant. "DeKurzak. He's had us profiling al
the sane old anti Reassim | ati on spokespersons, plus anyone in RSD and

0TWoOT



"Looking for the Add Guard?" "Like you wouldn't believe." The assistant sighed

wearily. "I'Il say one thing about him though: if the Od Guard does exist,
he's the one who'Il find it." "And if it doesn't exist?" "Then maybe he'l

find it anyway, if you know what | nean. Wggs' assistant chuckled to herself.
"When Roger gets in, I'll tell himyou called. Any nessage)",, "No. just tel

himto be in touch." "WIIl do. And good luck at your end, too." "Thanks. W
all need it."

Roads settled back to study his flowchart for any new inspiration. There were
possibilities in abundance everywhere he | ooked, but few certainties. The nore
he | ooked at the few shreds of evidence he possessed, the less likely it
seened that they would ever coal esce.

When he checked the mainframe half an hour later, a new icon had appeared,
addressed to him the KUSAMC data from O Dell, still nmore to sift through. He
sent his data in return, wondering why the RUSAMC captain had been so keen to
get it - behind a suspiciously casual attitude - and why he had called his
superiors back after already spending nost of the day talking to them What
had Roads told himw thout realising?

@l pi ng down what he swore would be his |last painkiller, he opened ODell's
file and began to skimthrough it.

(HAPTER THI RTEEN

an hour, Roads admitted defeat. The of the Reunited States currently stood at
n citizens, plus nearly double that again on

iw hn.,k_depending on the diplomatic status idual's hone state. Wth so many
peopl e,

0 h information generated as a result, any

fj; @datapool nade that of Kennedy Polis ule in conmparison. ad | earned sone
things. ODell's statenent A had been in existence for fifty years was

e Reunited States had evol ved twenty-one -roma smaller nation unified under

t he

Accord that O Dell had nentioned - a

ad, at its peak, covered an area not much Id Pennsylvania. ve attenpt during
the Dissolution by the US press a civilian rebellion in Philadel phia had Le
inspiration for the Accord. Roads coul d

all too well. n rebellion that had taken control of the city Rl I
nown they were in trouble the monent (IMjiUM crones fromthe invading force
fl ew overhead, transnmitting tactical data back to officers still kilonetres

away. Vell before the first and final call to



surrender was broadcast by a second wave of drones, they woul d have resigned

t hensel ves to a bloody fight to the death. The rebellion - led by little nore
than an expanded police force, according to the files - had had no chance

agai nst the bionodified conbat troops of the eneny.

The worst thing about it, in retrospect, was that in a sense there really was
no enemy. That only made the decision to fight, once it had been made, all the
nore bitter. Knowing that you were about to be killed by your own country-folk
didn't nake dying any easier. |If anything, it made it worse.

So when the invasion failed, that cane as sonething of a miracle. Indeed, it
seened like a sign: if Philadel phia had been spared the fate of other
recalcitrant cities, then it nust have been for a reason. Certainly, the

| eaders of the rebellion used that as an excuse to justify the slaughter of
the Arny forces. And later still, when the Army was no nore and the

Di ssolution was at its nost terrible, that same excuse served to unite the
region around the city. Shielded by a buffer of relative stability maintained
by organi sation and force, and backed up by an incident that quickly becane

| egendary, Phil adel phia remained intact through the mddle of the twenty-first
century - a feat only Kennedy Polis was able to emnul ate.

Nei ghbouri ng regi ons gradual |l y j oi ned t he Phil adel phi a
Accord. Although conditions within the united regi on were unstable for the
nost part - except at its heart, where industry had been revived and factories
operated at close to their optinmal productivity - [ocal governments and peopl e
so long isolated joined the noverent gladly. The only true weapon agai nst
chaos was order, and anything capable of delivering that order was wel coned

wi th open arns.

When the nenber states voted overwhelmngly to replace the Phil adel phia Accord
with a new, nationa

"Mri leit', based loosely on the old - and to change

prematurely perhaps, to the Reunited States

1-14irw - it therefore came as no surprise. And so

trmo' 1031 began to rise again where savagery had

for over a decade: the ruins of New York, W and Pittsburgh were absorbed
within twenty .hin thirty, it enconpassed territories as far as

Wit

41,r- and Ontario to the north, Dakota to the west

Carolina to the south.

history of the Reunited States rarely mentioned ou- nations it had encountered
- and, presunably, '.MN- during its expansion. The files were clearly

In favour of a peaceful interpretation of the rise

the RUSA. But Roads did piece together sone

@1 . @oo, on that score, reading inferences where t MNdata was not
avai | abl e.

Te

h RUSA was fundanmental ly driven by machinery Imght, so skirm shes had been
frequent in the past.

and holding territory was a priority, for | |lho'toisv beyond the borders were
constantly

AWM . Nomeds, looters, small bionodified gangs -

4,141 a few surviving berserkers - had all at one tine or

Oar;i besieged the walls of the developing nation. And ii @RUSA Mlitary

Cor ps' response, unlike Kennedy's, was always to attack, not to hide.

Where other states had arisen in the vacuumleft by ",the old USA sone traded
willingly and peacefully with the RUSA while others becane rivals. Al were
absorbed eventually, by one neans or another. Only in two cases

that Roads could find was serious resistance being maintained. The first, to
the north-west, was a coastal ...',alliance based around Washi ngton and
California with trade routes reaching as far inland as Woni ng. The second, to
t he south-west, was a New Mexi can Alliance maki ng steady inroads to the deep
south. Even in the



post-\War conditions of the Dissolution, it seemed that the old rivalries -
between north and south, and east and west - were still strong.

There was no indication anywhere in the files of how severe the conflicts had
been, or if any was currently in progress. Obviously the data had been
censored to protect the RUSAMCs military secrets. But Roads did notice one
thing: that on a map of the old US, Kennedy |ay al nost exactly between the
Reunited States of America and the New Mexi can Alliance. Perhaps that was
enough to explain why Stednan was so keen to Reassimilate it. As a mlitary
outpost, it would be in the perfect location. And the technol ogi cal resources
the city still possessed woul d be an added bonus.

At that point, however, he gave up. Everything he had | earned was fascinating,
but it had little bearing on the case at hand. Any clues that m ght exist
woul d be found in the details, and the file was sinply too huge for any single
person to scan al one.

He therefore required help if he was to continue his current line of

i nvestigation. Besides, he wanted to nove nore than just his fingertips. The
pain of sitting in one position was beginning to override the need to rest.
He went down to the fourth floor, but found it deserted and dark apart froma
coupl e of night-shifters, cocooned behind partitions, huddling in the
protective warnmth of their yell ow desk lanps. RSD HQ was in |inbo, caught

bet ween one day and the next. Most of the active staff were out on the
streets, waiting for sonething to happen

Al t hough General Stedman's immnent arrival had eclipsed RSD s regul ar
routine, life went on regardl ess. The pl anned parade would attract a
substantial proportion of the city's population the followi ng day -

i ncl udi ng, perhaps, some who were nore than sinply

Both the Mble and the assassin were still out

and the conming Reassimlation that. s partition wag dark except for the
stand-by h r termnal. He wi shed she had told him she

e
hone, if only so he could have w shed her a

Ai ght, bout to Il eave when A faint noise attracted
5i1'Al -,;- was a

ows, to the floor behind the desk. He found her curled up on the carpet.

Al t hough he envied her to sleep in unlikely places, he understood that it

tal ent born nore of necessity than choice.

she | ooked surprisingly child-like for a worman a

her f r side of thirty. Her eyes were tightly shut, clenched; the snmooth skin
of her brow puckered

f wn. Moving quietly across the room he knelt to c4 her and brushed

her cheek with his fingertips. it his touch, her eyes startled open and she
flinched

Then, realising it was him she flung herself

and w apped her arms around him ."Chl Phil." Her voice was husky, nuffled by
his "I,"A re(Q "AmI| glad to see you." Hi s hands caressed the solid warnth
of her back and

Ftr;;c, The urgency of her clasp did not fade. "A bad

huh?" | dreamt you were dead." "Not me. |1've got a few years left in ne yet."
"But soneone killed you!" "Did they?" He hoped the dreamwasn't prophetic. 141
to take better care of nyself, then."

4 She sniffed noistly and started to relax. Their

Nawr; @slowy | oosened. "I'msorry," she said, reaching .nj(t her pocket for
a tissue. She rubbed her eyes, glanced a at the office. "What tinme is it?"
"After eight. Wiy didn't you go hone?"



"I was waiting for you to finish." "You didn't have to, Barney. You've done
your fair share of work for today." "I know, and yesterday too." She sniled
fleetingly. "lIt's silly. Al this werewolf business has me spooked. | wanted
you to walk me home."™ "I will, if it'll make you feel better," he said
automatically. "But who's going to guard the guard?"

Her eyes were alnost glowing in the dark as they stared into his. "Wo says |
want to be protected from hi n?"

Agai nst his conscious will, he pulled her closer. Her arms slid around his
shoul ders and squeezed back. He could feel her fingers digging in, clutching
at him and he responded in kind, raising one hand to stroke her hair and
neck, to tilt her head back. H s body renmenbered what to do all too well -
even if his mnd rebelled ..

He couldn't let this happen. He didn't want her to be hurt when she finally
learned the truth. And if he let his own feelings out, then the truth would

i nevitably foll ow.

Hating hinmsel f, he turned what should have been a kiss into just another
enbrace between dear friends, and held her close. "Barney," he whispered into
her ear after the longest mnute of his Iife. "You' re hurting nmy ribs."

The pressure eased immediately. "Ch, Phil, I'msorry. | completely forgot."
"That's okay."
Her eyes sparkled. "I promse to be nmore gentle in future." "I know you will."

He ki ssed her on the forehead; a brief peck, the nost he would allow hinself.
"But | have sonething inportant to do, first."

The gl ow of the conmputer seened dazzling as he clinbed to his feet and took a
seat behind the desk. He
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t he keyboard for a second while she | eaned
41 F, her breath warmin his ear

finished the list?" he asked. @' Anms. There." She pointed at a file with a

Her nails were short, but not chewed.

He took the file and sent it to the search he had set up; the sem -intelligent
algorithm a

of the pre-War days, would performthe task of i4, people, sifting through
nmegabyt es of data and

for meani ngful connections. Then he tugged ;r;. icon for the RUSAMC data

O Del | had given

What it was to Barney as he did. -re going to run the search programthrough
she said, her eyebrows rising.

the entire Kennedy datapool as well." that'll take
ey

six hours."” He turned to | ook at her, and nom

T

Ls

met frombarely a centinetre's distance. OP really are desperate, aren't you?"
she said. Absolutely. But if the search pulls just one thing

to know, then it'll have been worthwhile." He

the programto call either of themat their _44 W ter

m nals when it had finished, then set it running. c- flicked off the screen,
stood. "That's it. Let's get

Ohere." My place?" Her eyes stared directly into his, daring | fit f, to say
no.

He hesitated. "If that's what you want." "Are you ki ddi ng?" She slipped into
her coat and MI-71 her fringe back. "It's about bloody tinme, I'd say."

| oT-.- night was clear and calm and warm despite the |ack of clouds. The noon
shone through the haze of the

They wal ked si de-by-side wi thout speaking, very conscious of each other's
physi cal presence. Roads
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was glad at first that they had been unable to take a car fromthe RSD pool
and therefore had to wal k -

al t hough that caused himto be rem nded, with a twi nge not unlike deja-vu, of
a tine al nost seventy years earlier

The | ast occasion on which he had shared any formof intinacy had been on a
night simlar to this - except that the streets of Sydney had been crowded and
betterlit. The peopl e brushing by himhad been brightly- col oured and noi sy,

t heir bodi es awash with technol ogy: m cronachi nes had i nvaded the cosnetic

i ndustry on

every level, providing variable tattoos, clothes that changed col our or played
novi ng i mages, and even

i nstant hair; headsets, |aser-firing contact |enses or

i mpl ants kept information flowi ng at a heady pace; the infra-red beans that
had repl aced wires a decade ago | aced the crowd |ike an invisible web -
shi ni ng neon-

bright to anyone with the right eyes to see. The night had been alive,
literally, with novement and cel ebration on so many levels that the reality of
War brew ng even

then seened |ike an incredible fantasy.

Phi| Roads had been twenty-five. Then - as it did now - a persistent itch

bet ween hi s shoul der - bl ades warned hi mthat someone was watching him

The journey passed all too quickly, even wi thout taking the Rosette. On the
paverent outside the entrance to Barney's apartnent, Roads stopped and took
her by the shoul ders. She knew what he was about to say before the words had
formed in his mnd. "You re not comng in, are you?"

He shook his head. "I can't. | still have work to do." She sighed. "Look
Phil, be straight with nme, okay?" He opened his nmouth to cut her off, but she
tal ked right over him the words flowing in a sudden rush. "I can tell that
you' re unsure about this. | amtoo, if you want the truth. But | don't invite

strange nmen into ny house

a good reason, and | think |I've reason enough

11 the years we've worked together. If you don't we sh

oul d take our relationship any further, then SO "

stare

d at her, stunned into silence by her RON& He had avoi ded ronantic

i nvol verent by "M

for five years after that distant night in Sydney, 'F '"W. of necessity for
the rest of his Iife. The habit A

ingrained. t' not that," he said finally, not entirely certain

s

Uit was true.

you sure? Don't nake me use the 'I'ma big girl; io- handle it' line."

lrql @ My heart. You' ve just taken ne by surprise, all."

Her eyes searched his. -Keally." Lowering his voice until it was barely Wt;;
and speaking directly into her ear, he added: "If weren't being followed, 1'd
be in like a shot." She managed to stop herself |ooking over her "Foll owed?"
she echoed. "How can you tell?" "A hunch; the same hunch | had before

Bl i ndeye, and

what happened then." He shrugged, prepared to

45M that he still mght be wong. "I'll just duck back

l@see. If there is sonmeone, 1'll come back after I've <40 them | promse.”
"Are you sure you'll be okay?" she whispered back, sr4@lips hardly noving.
One hand touched his chest.

you want me to conme with you?" "No. It's harder to foll ow one than two.

Besi des, you need the rest." The crow s-feet around her eyes . but he woul dn't
change his mnd. He didn't ,want Barney involved, if he could avoid it - not
because she wasn't capabl e, but because it wasn't her problem ,.Don't worry,
Barney. I'Il be back before you know it."
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"I hope so.'
Wth a tight smle, she added: "You fucking heroes.
He watched her go into her house, waited until she had | ocked the door, then
headed back the way they had cone. The street was, as far as he could tell,
conpletely enpty - yet a sixth sense still told himthat there was soneone
nearby. Until he was certain whether the sensation was illusory, or not, he
wasn't prepared to take any chances.

He had ignored the itch at | east once before when it had proved to be right,
when it had warned of Cati's presence in the KCU grounds prior to Blindeye. He
couldn't afford to take the chance that the itch was wong this tine.

Turning left off the main access road between B and C rings, he headed for his
own horme. No footsteps followed hinm no shadows nmoved in the yell ow hal flight
- ahead, behind or above him The night was perfectly still. Only the

occasi onal streetlight broke the darkness.

Wthout breaking step, he lit a cigarette with his left hand. Beneath his
overcoat, through a hole in the pocket, his right hand unclipped the hol ster
of his gun and lifted the weapon free. He gripped it tightly w thout allow ng
it to be seen. If Cati was followi ng himagain, he, vowed not to be the easy
tail he had been before.

Five mnutes after |eaving Barney's doorstep, he reached the corner leading to
his building. Instead of turning into his street, however, he continued past.
A hundred nmetres on lay a narrow alley that led to the entrance to an old
restaurant, |ong abandoned. The ground floor was enpty, apart from dust and
spiders; an external fire exit linked the second floor to the rear of his
bui | di ng, hidden fromthe front. He had prepared the

6311 N years ago as a neans of making a hasty but knew that it would work just
as well the

y. 4. .Ti4, he reached the all eyway, he stopped to light ,,4 cigarette and

Bef ore he could pull away, she kissed himfirmy on the I|ips.

study the street. Still no sign. He
4to five, then dropped the cigarette at his feet.
e

into the alley, he brought the pistol out of Tz, The first twenty netres,
until he reached the MW4-1 of the restaurant, were the nost dangerous.

7 in by danp, brick walls, he was acutely @61 141M O his inability to
dodge. The entrance to the

bored like a giant eye into his retreating back. M A41 he reached the
restaurant, he ran inside,

u

checked. The darkness was conplete, but he nr IV hesitate, hurrying up the
stairs, along a

corridor and into what had once been an

A door on the far wall had a sign saying "Fire" in -1-74 letters upon it.
' There he stopped, breathing deeply and evenly.

he listened. rorn far away cane the sound of a siren, the sigh of

and a whi sper that m ght have been soneone | IL

But no breathing, no brush of fabric on skin, no

boards. Nothing. No-one was followng him He allowed hinself to relax
slightly, and crossed to

or;; door. To a casual glance, the | ock appeared intact

a quick tug on the rusty metal had it open. The door sighed softly inward.
Still cautious, he waited a nonent

t Mot; - looking through it.

A metal wal kway connected the restaurant's buil ding

71 with his. Aflight of narrow steps |led down to street-

level. Six nmetres below, the floor of another alley was

littered with old crates. Behind a pile of rubble -
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He froze. Behind the rubble were two men watching the entrance to the alley.
Fromthe angle of their heads, he could guess why they were there: anyone
trying to sneak into his building either along the alley or across the wal kway
woul d be seen inmredi ately.

He retreated back into the building, thanking his sixth sense for making him
cautious - even though, in essence, it appeared to have been wong about the
details. He wasn't being followed at all; the assassins had been waiting for
himto cone hone.

He had two choices: to nmake his escape, or to continue onward, sonehow. I|f he
fled, then the assassins would sinply try again at another time, or even track
hi m down to Barney's. He would have sol ved nothing. But if he kept going, he
could get what he wanted from his hone and possibly even | earn who had put the
price on his head as well

Deci di ng qui ckly, he scrabbled through the detritus on the floor of the office
until he found a piece of plastic building material about the Iength of his
forearm Hefting it, he returned to the doorway.

Opening the fire exit a second time - and praying that neither man woul d
choose that nonment to gl ance upward - he threw the stick as far as he could

al ong the alley.

It clattered to the ground, horribly loud in the silence. The heads of the two
men turned to face the sudden noise. One crept out of the shadows to

i nvesti gate.

Roads ran swiftly across the nmetal wal kway. A voi ce whispered behind and bel ow
him thick with static. The words were faint, barely intelligible: "Everything
okay back there?"

Roads carefully opened the fire exit of his building and eased through it.
clear," replied one of the men. "Just a fucking

radio fell silent. ik held his breath in the darkness of his building, to WII
his heart quiet. It had been a long time #T.-- had done this sort of thing,

but not Iong enough w- forgotten the excitenent of physical danger and

sl (** surge of adrenalin it pronpted. He had to hinmself to take it slowy, to
renmenber that this -as sinple as Blindeye had been. There were two in the
all ey behind him plus, he assumed, an

@1 A-Ovjf- nunber watching the front - and no security assenbl ed en nmasse to
cover his back. He had to every step as slowy as possible; one mstake could
he was ready, he stalled a second |longer to

41+1-- his contact |enses. The difference was slight, but

T-1 every advantage he could get. *Mroons were one floor down. As he crossed
to the

he noticed footprints in the dust. They didn't

0, his own, and appeared to have been left by bare Thu, last tine he had
checked his emergency exit been three days earlier, and it had been cl ear

:ci; felt safe to assune that his mystery caller had

since Blindeye, or even nore recently. Perhaps

4ts the last few hours; perhaps he was still in the

-Gipping the gun tightly, he descended the stairs one

one until he reached his floor. Fromthere, he could Irmsee the building' s
main entrance - but not Charlie. M

k- cursed his luck. A call for attention was too risky. IR, would have to warn
the elderly guard on the way

if there was tinme. The door to his apartnent swung open when he

I T-Wit: unlocked. The hallway beyond was dark and



silent, and snelled slightly of dust. Someone had definitely been inside
within the |ast few hours.

He entered the first roomin a running crouch, ready for anything.

The roomwas in turnoil; books lay on the desk with their spines broken; data
fiches had been scattered on the fl oor alongside the frames of ripped

pai ntings. The next room his bedroom was simlar. The kitchen had al so been
ransacked.

But the apartnent was enpty. \Woever was responsible for the break-in had |eft
some tine ago.

The assassins, he wondered, or the man with bare feet? O were they one and

t he sane, as strange as that seened?

I gnoring the nystery for the moment, he bol stered the gun and went back into
the bedroom In the dusty darkness under the bed was a | oose fl oorboard; he
felt for it and lifted it free. Fromthe shall ow airspace bel ow the fl oor he
pulled a slim |eather case and put it on the bed.

A sports bag lay in the ruins of the cupboard. He put the case into it,

foll owed by a change of clothes and a few other necessities.

Barely had he finished when he heard a door open downstairs. He ducked through
the apartnent with the bag in one hand and his gun in the other, and peered
down the stairwell.

Charlie had opened the door to |l et soneone in. The streetlight cast a dul

gl ow across the man's back and head, but a shadow across his face. The elderly
guard said somet hing that sounded |ike, "Evening," and the man turned to nod
inreply.

Moust ache, receding brown hair, snub nose: The Ml e. Roads crept up the
stairwell and back to the second floor, thinking furiously as he went. The

t hi ef had

sonat ed Roads, and Charlie had et himin. That nmed how the Mdl e had been able
to gain access to oms so often in the past. But why had he cone

The only possibl e explanation was that the Ml e been foll ow ng Roads - that
his first instincts had right after all. the fire exit, he paused and sli pped
t he bag onto

shoul der. Opening the door an inch, he listened fully for novement outside.
ight," said the voice on the radio. "He's in. Get to positions.” The two nen
in the alley bel ow noved, their feet

ling through the rubbish. The fire escape creaked as

y clinbed it.

sank qui ckly back into the room the assassins "..like Charlie - obviously

t hought the Mole was him 17_1d that their wait was over.

The two en stopped just outside the fire exit, their athing faint but clear. A
m nut e passed. Roads could ink of no other exit fromthe building apart from
rough a window. He felt his ribs; the pain was better, ,51ut he didn't trust
themto withstand the inpact of a

twenty-foot fall.

The voice on the radi o spoke again. "W're on. You

get inside and keep an eye on the back while the rest of us deal with the old
fart."

Roads' stomach turned to ice. Caught as he was between the Ml e and the
assassins, he could do little to

warn Charlie of what was about to happen

The fire exit opened, and Roads hit the first man in the face with a cl enched
fist. The second man - a short caucasian with long, blond hair - gaped as his
partner went down. Before Long-Hair could yell for help, Roads punched himin
the throat and pushed hi m back through the exit.
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A door sl ammed open. two floors bel ow, then cane

the sound of a brief scuffle, followed by a single gunshot. Roads w nced.

The first man stirred, and Roads struck himon the side of the skull with the
butt of his gun. Feeling through the Man's coat pockets, he hunted for the
radio. It wasn't there. Acutely conscious that an unknown nunmber of nen were
prow i ng through the darkness on

the floor below, he opened the fire exit.

Long-Hair was sitting up on the wal kway, clutching his neck. Roads pushed him
onto his back and rum

maged through his pockets until he found the transmitter. Wth his foot on
Long-Hair's chest, he | eaned close and hissed: "Wat's your friend s nanme?"
Long-Hair spat weakly in defiance, and Roads pushed the barrel of the gun
agai nst his nose until he felt the cartil age snap. The youth gasped in pain
and tried to

roll free. Roads turned himover, planted his foot into the small of his back
and grabbed a fistful of hair. "Tell me, you little fuck. | haven't got al
night." "Andy," gasped Long-Hair, his vocal chords ragged. "H s nane is Andy."
"Who pays you?" "Fuck you -"

Roads pressed his heel harder, and Long-Hair gasped with pain. "I said, fuck
Roads cl ubbed hi m unconsci ous and ran back to the restaurant. He couldn't
afford to waste any nore tine.

Ri ght on cue, the radio buzzed. "He's not here, dammit. Have you two seen

hi n?" Roads raised the transmitter and attenpted what he hoped was a credible
i npersonation of Long-Hair's voice.

just went past - |ooks like he's heading for the

here are you now?" Bowi ng him - he took out Andy on the way on't worry about
Andy; we'll get himout of the "Ing in time. just keep after Roads. We're on
our

e radio clicked off and Roads reached the exit to

,restaurant. He padded silently through the old office @own the stairs unti
he reached the exit to the alley. re, he stopped. Again he was faced with the
possibility of an easy

e, and again he turned it down. He needed to

who the ringl eader was and, if possible, who had

4, d him Then there was Charlie's probable death to

nge. And, besides, he was curious: The voice on the radio had assured
Long-Hair that tiv would be renpved fromthe building "in tinme". nething
significant was about to happen

crept along the street from shadow to shadow til he reached his corner. Wen
he was sure no-one s watching, he ducked across the intersection. A rrow | ane
wound its way between the buil dings

his. He slipped into it, running on his toes 'to 'keep quiet. Every ten netres
or so, a crack between ildings afforded hima glinpse of the street; he opped
when he reached the one that faced his building. Five floors up, figures too
small to be identified

11P, moved on the roof. Wthin nmonents, they had searched

t horoughly and realised Roads' ploy. "You notherfucker," said the radi o. Roads
didn't ive themthe satisfaction of a reply, and the voice, ,assum ng that he
had made his escape, continued: "Josh, he's gone. He got by Andy and Johns.
He's ,"probably bl ocks away by now. "



"What do you want nme to do?" asked another voice. "Keep working. W'll be down
inamnute." "WIIl do, but I can't see the -" The voice of josh cut off in

m d- sentence. Roads could see wild novenent on the first floor, but was unable
to distinguish what was goi ng on.

There was a pause, then: "Josh? What the fuck's going on down there?" The nen
on the roof vanished. A minute |ater, soneone screanmed. CGunfire rattled

Mizzl e-fl ashes flickered erratically on the first and ground floors as the
assassins retreated from somet hi ng Roads coul dn't see.

Then three nen suddenly issued fromthe building and headed for his hiding
space, firing to cover their backs. The first was Danny Chong, the skinny
bount yhunter that Roads and Barney had seen at Mdirrow s bar

Roads retreated back to the | ane and ducked out of sight into a shall ow

al cove.

The three men entered the narrow passage. Wiatever had attacked themin the
buil ding foll omed, judging by the sound of continued gunfire. Ricochets

whi ned, followed by a sickening thud and a noi se that sounded |ike sonmeone
trying to yell through a gag.

Chong was the only one to reach safety. He turned with a | ook of horror on his
face and started to run along the | ane.

As he went past the al cove, Roads tripped him Chong went down hard and slid
for a netre on his stonach. Screanming, he tried to crawl away on his hands and
knees.

Roads fol |l owed, grabbed himby the scruff of his neck and pinned hi magainst a

wal | . Chong fought with inhuman strength, enpowered by fear. It took an
arm ock and all of Roads' weight to keep himstill.
is not going to kill you, Roads hissed, but it _make any difference. Chong

writhed, bent his

H s eyes were wi de, alnost completely

4@ shook him "What the fuck happened in,

Chong produced a knife fromhis sleeve, ,1@ an arm free and stabbed Roads
deep in the right

f 11 back, gasping with pain. The pistol slipped e

I

nunbed grasp and di scharged, throw ng sparks Ik, wall to wall as the slug

ri cocheted al ong the |ane.

ki cked himin the stonmach, and he fell to his then Chong turned and fled the
way he had hesitating only to pick up the gun he had

Roads staggered to his feet and ran after him sx4e he reached the crack down
whi ch Chong had

Roads stopped and stared in horror. NsT;; concrete path before himwas slick
with gore.

bodi es lay tangl ed toget her against one wall as IRS, torn apart by a wild

ani mal . One severed arm

TiM for himin a nute plea for help. H s gorge rose, and he fought it
desperately. Then a bullet whined past his ear, and he ducked by

Chong was standing in the mddle of the street,

the gun in Roads' general direction. H's face was

mask of absolute terror. "Wat are you?" screanmed the bounty-hunter, an

edge raw in his voice. "Wat the fuck are

Chong fired a second tine and Roads pressed hinmsel f Fv against the wall of the
buil di ng. The assassin's aimwas wild - the bullet went high and to his right
- but it was only a matter of time before another found its



mark. He was about to make a dash for it when sonething caught his eye

Behi nd Chong, on the other side of the street, the solid Iine of his building
bent, as though a heat-haze had passed in front of it.

Chong turned just as the dinple in the air reached him It swirled with

hal f-seen notion - |ike a soapbubble warping in a breath of w nd. Chong
screaned and fired at it, then turned to flee.

Too | ate. The back of his head bl ossomed as somnet hi ng punched through his
face. He flew backward through the air, a futile notor-reflex making his feet
kick. He hit the road with a sodden thunp.

Then, with a flash as bright as the noon-day sun, Roads' building erupted into
flame. For a split-second, the plastic conposite that nornally kept bad

weat her at

bay held the facade together. Then the conposite disintegrated, and a fiery
shockwave sent fragments of glass and brick hurtling across the street, into
Roads' narrow shelter.

He dropped to the bl ood-stained concrete with his hands over his ears,
scream ng i naudi bly through the noise. The shockwave buffeted him scorched
his skin. Shattered bricks rattled around him making himflinch. One fragment
struck a glancing blowto the back of his head as he turned to craw for

shel ter.

The last thing he saw was a ghostly shape sil houetted against the fire: an
eerily translucent cloud of grey, with five shining points arrayed in a rough
pentagon at its centre.

Then it too burst into flame, |like a newborn star, and he passed out.

PART TWO THOU SHALT NOT KI LL



| NTERLUDE

Tuesday, 18 Septenber, 12:1S a.m

The fire in Roads' building burned for two hours before the entire structure
coll apsed. Wth a roar of tunbling masonry, it fell outward and across the
road, narrowy m ssing the Emergency Services vehicles assenbl ed around the
site. Peripheral fires |l apped at the buildings to either side, but barely
attained a foothold before powerf .ul jets of water forced them back. None
made it as far as the building directly across the road, where one red-skinned
gargoyl e |l arger than those around it crouched on the roof, watching.

In infra-red, the scene was a nightmare of colour. Orange and yel |l ow heat

bl azed fromthe remains of the central fire, casting a furnace's breath al ong
the street, reflecting off buildings, fences and the road. The generators of
fire engi nes, ambul ances, and police vehicles burned brightly in neon bl ue.
Tiny green point-sources were people, scurrying to and fro like |um nous ants,
al nost | ost anong the rest.

He switched to the visual spectrum and watched with detached interest as they
cl eaned away the bodies. He knew they would find nore once the fire was out.
Twel ve peopl e had entered the building after Roads, but only three had

emer ged.

Why they had died, why they had sought to kill Roads, and why the tbing had
killed them... did not

hi . He was beyond caring what happened to I R440 im

peopl e, the ones who would find himwanting

117ML1 hi mdown, if they only knew who he was.

the one called Lucifer had told himto hide -

0, out O the way. Wth what had happened to himIT- arbour the previous night
still fresh in his in

h ind, ,*v happy to obey for
once. It had been foolish to

volved in the first place - although he was oisx; @in

Wiether he liked it or not. He had becone

17-4@in a series,of events that threatened both his j-rq,, and his life.
Roads' apartment had been risky, but Mflc@in putting his mnd at ease on one
score.

enough, the policeman did not appear to W -he was. Perhaps it was not too
|ate, after all,

ho return to the Iife he had known - free fromhis

6, Roads and the tbing. Angry heat ebbed slowy fromthe street below As the
t eated, a swarm of police searched the area. Ar O ash-flecked officers
conbed the roof of his

but did not find him He lay curled in the spaces of a ventilation shaft,
obeying orders. Hide, his controller had said, so he did just that. C4i @ was
a sense of security to be gained fromthe act

conceal nent, an illusion of safety, however short-

it was exactly what he had been doing for nore

Jg, 3*, than he coul d nunber.

When the police officers were gone, he remained in -is.v cocoon of netal. For
the first tine in two days, he

- slept.
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( HAPTER FOURTEEN

2:45 a.m

Barney paced the I ength of her study, unable to rest. Alternating between hope
and despair, and with one

word turning constantly through her mnd, she stopped to nake herself a cup of
herbal tea, going through the famliar notions automatically, hoping against
hope that a retreat into routine mght ease her disquiet and allow her to

sl eep.

It didn't. Qutside, a sudden change brought rain to the city. It flurried at
the kitchen window |like a thousand tiny fists, beating to be let in.

The word was netanal e. Her hands were shaking. The call from HQ had conme two
hours earlier, three hours after she had returned home from RSD. Wen the

term nal had bl eeped, she had rushed to answer it, only half-hearing sirens
wailing in the distance as she did. The call hadn't been Roads, as she had

hal f - expected, to

apol ogi se for his lateness. The reality had been far worse.

Emer gency Services had been called to Roads' home in response to reports of an
expl osion shortly after nine o' clock. The building had been totally gutted,
and had | ater collapsed. A nunber of bodies - four, at |ast count

been found near the scene; the genetic fingerprint h had produced a match with
the RSD datapool: y Chong, Ingrid Toffler, Jam e Bazz, and Mark | Al were
known crimnals wanted on ol d charges rder; tw of them - Chong and Bazz -
were on the Wanted list. A prelimnary search of the weckage |Iound two nore
bodi es, as yet unidentified. O J@&@ hinmself, or of his body, there had been no
sign. argaret Chappel had then called Barney personally, g her to stay at

hone. @here's nothing you can do, Barney. Energency has , hand; you'd only get

in the way. | suggest you try to

@mne sleep instead." "But | want to help," she protested. "I want to know
happened." @You'll know as soon as we do, | promise. |I'll nake you're the
first to be told."

"Stay there, Barney. How else will we know where to P you?" -She al nost cried

then, and hated herself for holding it

k. She needed to do sonmething. |If Roads was dead, n part of her would al ways
bl ame herself for not

ng with him until she found a suitable scapegoat-. ,.,"Wo0?" she asked, the
[ unp in her chest half-

gling her. "Who would do this?" ; Chappel shook her head, and told her about
rrow s warning. He knew?" Barney couldn't believe it. Roads had own that he
was in real danger but had still gone after

assassins on his own. It was exactly the same brand heroics that had robbed
her of her father, years ago. She found herself reliving the painful nonths
I1owing her father's death. The | ast berserker Kennedy lis saw had
systematically hunted down over a
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hundred and forty-five people before RSD had cornered it in an old downtown
bui l ding, where it held a woman

host age. Nothing had driven it out, and the, four volunteers who had offered
to go in after it had been killed.

In an attenpt to neutralise the threat, radio-triggered expl osive charges had
been laid around the foundations of the building. The berserker, aware of

RSD s plan, had nade an unexpected offer to negotiate. It would hand over the
worman if it was allowed to | eave the city. Three officers, one arned with the
trigger for the explosives, had entered the building to negotiate. The officer
with the trigger had been her father.

Bar ney had been seventeen and not yet a nenber of RSD, but Roads had been
there. He had been in charge of one of the parties which searched through the
rubbl e of the denolished building. The body of the hostage had been found the
foll ow ng day. The autopsy was

i nconcl usi ve, but suggested that she had been dead for several hours before

t he expl osives had gone off.

That had been enough for Roads to piece together a

pi cture of what had happened to the negotiators. The berserker had wanted to
go in style, not cornered like an

animal. It might have waited until the negotiators had seen the body of the
worman before attacking them or it nmay well have attacked inmmrediately. Either
way, Barney's father had pressed the trigger, killing the berserker and

hinsel f in the process.

When Roads had told Barney of his theory, years later, she had di sagreed. The
berserker hadn't killed her father; machisno had. If he hadn't gone into the
building in the first place, he would still have been alive.

And now, years late; she was in the sane situation. "Don't blane him Barney,"
Chappel had said, "or yourself. If he wants to do things alone, he will.
That's

the way he is. Nothing you or | could say would A

F6 himchange his mind. tro the first tine Barney noted the grief in the eyes
of

byri; Morgi of RSD: hidden behind the usual mask of V_ 'i but inescapably
there, and -deep. 've known himlonger than |I have," she

unable to put into words the question she

4@to ask. "fes." Chappel's expression softened. "But only

'-And you were close, once." "W still are." Chappel frowned at that. "But we
I lovers, if that's what you're driving at."

felt herself blush.

3

Not |ong after that conversation had conme the reply i the RSD nmai nframe. The
search program had

M T-, Barney had settled down to read the results, IMfor something to make
her feel useful

-LOv Vii the list and the conbi ned Kennedy/ Ul. 3%i f-1datapool three matches
had been made. The P- frightened her, the second seened irrelevant, the

She tried not to worry about Roads. He could look ..;(Q hinself. Only now did
she know exactly how true

AITT was.

That was when she had begun to pace. In the kitchen, with the nug held tightly
between Melt, hands, she stared out fromthe confines of her

conplicated world. She wanted to go eii. and stand in the rain for a while, to
literally @sv,,As. her sorrows. Instead she turned out the kitchen

it- and watched the rain through the wi ndow. She drank the tea w thout
noticing it, renenbering oz;4 father standing in that very spot, years ago,
benpan- ,, the loss of smart cards. They had argued often when



she was a teenager; so much that he had val ued had seened trivial to her

then. Who cared if e-noney went the way of biochips and the Wrl d-Wde Web?
Was technol ogy really that inportant? The tragedy was that he had died before
she could ever tell himhow right he had been

The tea wasn't hel ping. She was tired, worried despite herself - both about
Roads and the Reassimnilation, despite her intellectual acceptance of the
latter's inevitability - and al one.

Putting the mug upside-down in the sink, she turned around just as someone ran
past the w ndow. She gasped and junped backward, al nost tripping over her feet
in surprise. The figure had only appeared' for an instant - vaguely

man- shaped, unrecogni sable in the shadows. But it had been there, in her yard.
She ran to the study and grabbed her gun fromthe bottom drawer of her desk.
Checki ng the wi ndows in

every roomto ensure that they were | ocked, she tried to still her hammrering
heartbeat. If Roads' killers had come for her as well, she would put up a
fight; she would not go down easily.

Back in the hallway, she listened to the hiss of the rain and pressed the
pistol to her lips. Had she really seen

l[ight glinting in crystal eyes, or had that been her imagination?

Raoul ' s face canme unbidden to m nd, and her fear doubl ed.

Then a muffled thunp at the door nade her junp again. Sonething slid danply

al ong the thin wood veneer, and the handl e turned.

Unconsci ousl y deepeni ng her voice, she called: "W is it?"

The reply, when it canme, was as unexpected as any she coul d have i magi ned:
ligs up, Barney - it's ne. Phil."

J, was halfway to the door before she stopped, struck

Mi;s doubt. "How do I know it's really you?" wov', . . . what?" need to know
you're not the Mole before | let you

"06.- uttered a sound that might have been a | augh, said- "Ask ne a question
that only the Phil Roads know coul d answer."

had she told himand no-one el se? Not hing

t om dimediately. Her real first nane was on

in

as was her birth-date.

it's raining out here, for Christ's sake." He

117-1 as though he was | eani ng agai nst the door.

She held the gun in both hands, steeling herft(@ fire if she had to. "Tell ne
what the search found."

O e search?" At the tone of his voice, she took a

breath and raised the gun. "Do you nean the

1,77 t hrough' O Del | ' s dat apool ?"

A7 "Ye ." She gritted her teeth to keep her response "Tell ne what it found,
and I'Il let you in." A silence followed, then Roads said: "It found ne,

Now, are you going to open the door or not?" She let free the breath she had
been hol ding and MV the door. Wen she opened it, he fell forward

slid to the floor before she could catch him Lying on his back in a grow ng
pool of pink-stained

he managed a weak smle. "Philip G Roads ... reporting for duty,’
She didn't know whether to laugh or to cry, so she

his head in her hands and did both.

hel ped himto the bathroom trying all the while to

1@ ooking at his eyes. The one glinpse she'd had ,,1i*- nore than enough to
confirm her fears.

he sai d.



Roads' eyes were |like perfectly transparent marbles
filled with I enses* nminiature glass onions, with |ayer

concentric skins that retreated or upon | ayer of ze roved. \Wen he | ooked
at the light, advanced as his ga occurred in each orb to focus and
hal f - seen processes t her, they occurred dimthe glare; when
he | ooked a

;again, but differently. uld see the backs of his

She was afraid that she WO closely, they -sockets if she | ooked
into themtoo eye zingly clear. Al she saw was darkness5 were so

ani a the heart of a zoomlens@and a faint hint howeverg |ike of blue.
s bionodi fied. He had broken the

Roads wa crimnal, and it was her duty Humanity Laws. He was
a

to turn himin. ads, and he needed her hel p.

But he was still Phil Ro onvinced her to give himthe That nore than anyt hi ng
c

chance to expl ain.
She turned on the shower, then peeled off his clothes

t he wounds beneath. He | ayer by layer, exposing stripped him but
not shivered uncontrollably while she

fromthe col d- e said, eyelids flickering closed. -Blood "It's shock, @h
loss." '"411m not surprised The wound to his shoul der was

vi ciously deep and had bl ed profusely. it would require

stitches to heal cleanly. A variety of gashes and ni nor

| acerations marred the skin of his face and hands; bruises scow ed at her from
the rest of his body. "What

the hell happened to you?" "They were waiting for me at ny place, Chong and
his buddies ""Waiting to kill you?" "Yes. | was hoping to catch the assassin;
instead, all |

got was that bunch of goons."

0 judge. They surprised you, von't be so quick t '""A

t hey?15
saw t hem before they saw ne. | went in ayypical-@
Yes and | had to get sonething." He opened his e
ed feverishly around. "The bag - | was carrying a
wasn't 1?" it's inside, in the hall. Do you want ne to get it?"

No. just so long as | haven't lost it."
tripping himand tested the stream of he finished s
the last er. Not too hot, and fairly clean; the rain of
reservoir of its recent days had flushed the city's
st epped back and )gestured. n colour. She @"Get in." '"""Wh
Y_vyou're filthy, that's why."
nto the cubicle5 winced as the jet @@ @He stepped naked
n the t water stung his wounds. The water ran dow @o in a swirl of deep
red as it scoured away old, dried am
d under
od, then slowy lightened. He stuck his hea
rubbed at his face with his hands.
d outside with a towel, waiting for himto
She st oO
him He was even fitter than she had h, studying
n made up
cked in size he nore tha pected; what he la culature was near-perfect:
littler in strength- Hs nus of tone beneath it. Fromthe & el @ss
body-fat, no | ack rnight have been twenty-five,
k down, at |east, he i
e the mnor blem shes of a man ough his skin did hav his late forties.
so, she thought, he didn't |ook his age. Not ,,.,But even true age ..
e cubicle.
nd stepped out of th ;,,,,He shut off the taps a tt d hinmself dry, she



shivering had stopped. As he pa e ght
than sinmply favouring his ri iced that he was nore
223



arm The knife-wound in his shoul der had obvi ously touched rmuscle - or, worse,
a tendon. "W're going to have to get you to a hospital."

He shook his head. His eyes glittered in the bright overhead |ight. "Not
necessary. Al | need is food." "Wy?" "lI'"mstarving, that's why." "At a tine
i ke this?"

He held out his left hand. "You wouldn't know I'd shot my thumb off in the
War, woul d you?"

She checked automatically, even though she knew t he hand was whol e, no fingers
mssing. "No. And if you told me you had, | wouldn't believe you." "Well, |
did. And here it is, thanks to the wonders of tissue regeneration and

m cromachi ne technol ogy. That's what keeps nme | ooking so young. But you need

to feed the process with raw materials, |ike carbohydrates, and fuel it with
gl ucose. Do you have any chocolate ?" "No, | -" She stared at him "Are you
telling me you grew it back?" "It took me a week or two but, yes, | did."
"That's inpossible - isn't it?" "No, but I"'mnot sure | can explain it
properly. Maybe later." He handed her the bl ood-stained towel. "Do you have
anything | can wear until | stop bleeding, or would you prefer ne naked?"

"I"l1l get you something." She found an old cotton sheet that had narrowy
escaped recycling and wapped it around him Directing himto the kitchen, she
sat himon a stool and tore strips off another sheet to use as

makeshi ft bandages. While she tended his injuries, he ate a plateful of
soya-steak |leftovers

cc You haven't finished telling me what happened,” she pronpted. Between
nmout hful s of food, he filled her in on the rest.

had only bl acked out for a few mnutes after the

and had woken to find hinmself |ying under the bodies. Disoriented by the
shock, he had Al" .@; =1 fromthe scene and fl ed the approachi ng

4' w He had becone | ost and wandered for an

o, time before recovering his senses to find MJ near Barney's; part of him
nmust have been

track of where he was, and | ooking for shelter. o convinced he hadn't been
foll owed, he had A0 .1, cautious enough to check Barney's building before
on the door.

4, You scared the living shit out of nme," she said, the

in her voice half genuine. sorry, but I had to be sure you weren't stakedas
well." "I know, | know. " She sat in a chair opposite him

let's see if I've got this straight. The Ml e killed the

right?" "Danny Chong, at least. | assume the others as well." "Wh Y. He
shifted unconfortably in the chair. "I think he k- e ending ne."

d f "That doesn't make sense."” "I know." "Did he survive the explosion?" Roads

t hought about it briefly. "He m ght have." "But you can't be certain. "No.
tried to tag the scene as it happened, but | tfors% quite make it in tinme."
The rem nder of his artificial eyes disturbed her. She To al nbst forgotten

t hey we
re there. "That's how you the picture of Cati, when you chased himfromdd
tol | Street?" "Exactly. The ol d conceal ed-canmera trick went out

li*it-@ago."



"For you, maybe. Not for the rest of us nortals." She took away the plate and
rinsed it, grateful for the chance to hide the flush she could feel creeping
across her face. While at the sink, she poured them both a cup of coffee.
"Let's go into the | ounge."

He ay down on the sofa and rested while she set up her |laptop on a coffee
table in front of him He was |ooking stronger than he had half an hour
earlier; his skin had lost some of its deathly pallor. "Just one nore
qguestion," she said, sitting on the edge of the sofa with her back against his
mdriff. "Did you see Cati anong the assassins?" "No. Should |I have?" "I'd
have bet noney on it." She tapped at the keyboard. "Why? What did the search
find?' "H s nane." She called up the file. "W didn't find it earlier because
it's not really a name at all, or even a word. It's an abbreviation."

A single line of text appeared on the screen: "Cybernetic Augnentation

- Technol ogies Inc."

Roads | eaned forward. "Of course. | knew |'d heard the word before.” In
response to Barney's | ook of inquiry, he explained: "CATI was a mlitary

of f-shoot. They handl ed speci al projects, mainly devel opmental technol ogy and
so on. | don't renenber them produci ng anything noteworthy, though. D d they
nmodi fy Cati?" "They built him" The next page was a long list of conplicated
scientific jargon. "As far as | can tell, they force-bred himfromtailored
genetic material and brought himto physical maturity in under twelve nonths.
The genetic tailoring anmplified his size, strength, stam na and speed, reduced
his brain size by five per cent, inproved his senses of snell and touch, and
rai sed his nmetabolic rate.

fi Rg*. @i ncl uded abnormal skin-pignentation, a

of intelligence, muteness and the int reproduce." sterile?" than that. He's a
netanmal e, Phil - a sexless ,JIt based on the male form... but not nale.”
Agai n ov of wasps, and shuddered. on," Roads encouraged.

01; @took a deep breath. "After his body matured,

4@ -nodified it further. They reinforced his bones with

tliji & struts, and installed tyl osine and acetyl| bsr@di spensers to reduce his
stress and boost his

113mv. They took out his eyes and inner ears and

themw th inplants, installed a short-range

transmitter/receiver under his brain-stemso | re, communicate by radio, and
damaged t he

rou centres in his cortex so he would IT, difficulty responding to norma
speech. Then they

ljefftne W him took away what free will he m ght

retained, and linked himto a mcrowave command I T, He has a control code to
ensure his obedience. Anem it, he won't even respond to orders, but with it
aa, do literally anything."

Barney vividly renenbered the contents of the file,

the horror she had felt upon reading it. Even before Z w turn of the
twenty-first century, neuropsychol ogists

C been aware of the effects of transcranial magnetic it P14(s) (TMS)- by
appl yi ng rapid magneti c pul ses

i the cortex, it was possible to reset or influence cells, thereby naking
linbs twitch involuntarily or

11514141M appear from nowhere. But it wasn't until the Al )ject that such
stimul ati on had been used to

direct cognitive flow @ecifically, the so-called

path that Keith Morrow s scientists had UT-c in order to build a copy of his
personality.



If the human brain was conprised of many parts acting nore or less in
sympat hy, and was essentially a

chaotic system then by nudgi ng one of those many parts in just the right way,
it was possible to change the future outcone of the brain's overall activity
with a fair degree of accuracy.

The process didn't allow direct mind control, but it was still persuasive. And
it was this that nmade Barney feel ill. The technique coul d have been enpl oyed
to unscranbl e damaged psyches; instead it had been used to damage those

al ready working perfectly, to alter the standi ng waves of children whose mni nds
had yet to find their own, natural equilibria.

TVMS was, essentially, a mld dose of electro-convul sive therapy, and if
appl i ed over long periods could be just as

dangerous. Symptons of overuse included nmenory damage, hallucinations, altered
states of consciousness and brain seizures. By repeatedly applying pressure to
the parts of the cortex used to guide Cati's consciousness - to nmake it obey -
there was a risk of fatigue stress on that part of his nmind; flexure cycles,
where force was applied in one direction then another, could cause his nmnd to
snap at a crucial monent, depending on how "elastic" his mnd was, or how
strongly he resisted his orders.

In other words, the nore Cati fought the magnets in his head, the nore
dangerous the magnets becane to his sanity - and therefore the nore dangerous
be becane to those around him

Barney had needed time to think it through, and she paused to give Roads the
same. It didn't take himhalf as |ong, perhaps because he was nore used to the
concept of bionodification than she was. "Physically superior, perfectly

obedi ent, unintelligent w thout being stupid . " Roads hal f -1 aughed,
bitterly. "He sounds |like the perfect conbat soldier."

y, Phil. He's incredibly dangerous. G ven tunn code he'll obey any order." |
can see that. And, if the code existed, | would

But he rmust have been a last-mnute right before the end of the War; he m ght
C @v@been a prototype, an experinental nodel. The

RV have been | ost along with everything else, crow it?" Noticing her
expression, he grimaced. o going to tell me it wasn't, aren't you?" No built
sixty like him all clones, all identical

they formed C Brigade. The existence of C

t; @was a cl osel y-guarded secret, which is why you heard about it even though
it was in operation for

three years. In theory, it was designed for ground

as a vanguard for 'normal' troops. In practice, used mainly on uprisings and
for covert strikes.

in 2046, a gro

up of high-ranking generals HM They programmed a handful of CATlIs to kil

m and her Chiefs of Staff. The rebellion itself but the assassination was a

conpl ete success. i:k pronpted the VPs energency governnent to order

- . | and destruction of GBrigade." .,"And ... ?" ."The records suggest that
all were killed." "ITI- one of themsurvived." "It

| ooks like it. O saved on purpose." She couldn't an edge from her voice. The
possibility that Wy#)I N - something - like Cati was roam ng the streets

R-71, made her feet both frightened and angry. i now Soneone's found the

control code. Soneone

access to the old RSD files.” "Wait - you're going too fast. Why RSD? WAsn't
this romml @oe, pulled fromO Dell's datapool ?" "Mst of it was - the
top-secret parts - but not all." ,it;@flicked to a new page. "I found this in
the Mayoralty

0



archives. It's all that remains of a file concerning the operation of the old
CATI network. The rest was lost 'in the solar stormof "66."

The page was an excerpt froman instruction nmanual, with Cybernetic
Augnent ati on Technology Inc's logo in the top right-hand corner. She waited
whi | e Roads skimed through the text until he reached the part that had caught
her eye: "For a list of control codes, including [CYPHER] and [ PROTOCOL], see
Appendi x 7-2. . "Wen | checked the data fromthe States," she said, "their
versi on was abbreviated. Only Kennedy had the file with the appendi x." "You
think there was a conplete copy of the file somewhere el se in Kennedy?"
441'msure of it. It's the sort of thing RSD woul d have stored away in its own
dat apool ." "But it's not there?" "Erased. | checked the access dates for that
section. Someone took it six weeks ago."

Roads brushed his singed nmoustache with the back of a finger. "Sonmeone wth
access to RSD archives and the authority to erase historical data."

"Cbvi ously."

He | eaned back and stared at the ceiling. The ramifications of the discovery

were only slowy sinking in. "He'd nake the perfect assassin.” "M thought
exactly. That's why | bet nyself Can would be anong the people who attacked
you." "I didn't see himthere. | don't think I'd be here nowif he had been."

Roads rubbed at the bridge of his nose and closed his eyes. "And if he wasn't
there, then he and the Mol e nust be working separately - unless whoever |'m
getting close to didn't want to use Cati, for some reason. Maybe he thought

t he assassination would fail,

tM't want to waste both val uabl e assets on one

Ir4 She turned back to the screen. "But there's | haven't told you." roo. bad
news?" i AT, afraid so. The CATI conpany was founded by a

m sm - Schonberg in 2024, two years after his oki,, conpany, Boston
CyberKinetic, folded."

was the conmpany that designed the berserkers. a later and inproved version of
the sane nodel." V, #Tm. " Roads' gl assy eyes zooned in on her face.

MM the control code, we'll never catch him" know " Again the nmenory of
Kennedy's last bet- ,(;4 sprang to m nd. She had never forgotten Roads'

0o4s)i of the berserker's naked bl ood-lust, its *rrinu invincibility. And Cati

was a superior nodel. @ scares the crap out of ne, Phil. Prom se nme you go
after himalone." you want an invite, I'll have to ask first

0 Me joke about it. I'mserious."

H s face | ooked haggard in the dimlight of screen. "It's Roger's case, and
therefore Roger's olvw I'll just stand back and watch, if that makes

41k feel better." "Thanks. I'mnot sure | believe you, but it's better v@
Moo nothing." IV H's hand energed from beneath the sheet and stroked f

back. "Did you find anything el se?" "Only one thing worth | ooking at now a
reference to zkffll EPA we. He blinked. "You did? Were?" "In ODell's file
on an invoice of goods that General Map.u will be bringing to town tonorrow "
"What are they?"



"Batteries; very powerful, very conpact batteries." "Manufactured by the
Reunited States . " Roads | ooked puzzled. "Why woul d they be in one of
Morrow s hi deaways?" "More inportantly, why would the Mol e want thenP" "Well,
that's easy enough to explain. His cloak of invisibility, or whatever it is,
nmust require heaps of power. Any mobile source will do, | suppose, but the
EPAs woul d be better than anything we've got." He |ooked thoughtful for a
monent. "And it al so explains why he waited so |ong before taking them he
didn't nove on Ad North Street until his power supply was

running out." Hi s hand noved up her back, to her neck. "At least that's one

nmystery expl ained.” 'cone of many, unfortunately." Barney grabbed his hand and
squeezed it. "I'mtired. Let's hit the sack." "Are you sure? Don't you have
anyt hing you want to ask ne first?" "Plenty, but we can talk about it in bed."
SV ?2@"OF course. 1've only got one mattress.” Her eyes grew warm "And you

don't really think 1'd let you out of mny sight again, do you?"

He shook his head. "At least let me see what else you found, first."

She sighed. Suddenly she didn't want his explanation. It made things too
conplicated, too fraught with contradictions. He was Phil Roads, not sone sort
of berserker to be feared or reviled, like Cati. "Please, Barney." "Al

right." Turning reluctantly back to the term nal, she retrieved the |ast of
the three word-nat ches.

It was an old arny record: facial and profile photos conpressed from 3-D, plus
a few bi ographi cal notes, a

brief |list of conmendations and a genetic fingerprint.

The nane on the top was: Major Philip CGeoffrey

Third Mbile Battalion. The last two lines in the file read:

>>M ssing I n Action, presuned dead. << >>Di shonourabl e Di scharge effected

post hunousl y. <<

Hello soldier," said Roads softly, eyes fixed on his

i mge. Another long story, right?" "Very long. But you need to hear it. | want
you to INT W "Ckay." She turned off the term nal and hel ped him @ his feet.
"But make it quick. We don't have all night."

shortly past four in the norning, Barney woke from unusually peaceful sleep to
find Roads beside her, Mol only in the sheet. Unused to sharing her bed with
11V Wl : @ She lay still for a while, listening to him

W .tt his every sound, no matter how faint, was

11mN by the darkness until it alnpbst seened to echo. Wen she finally tired of
the situation, pleasantly novel though it was, she rolled to fit her body to
hi s and

an arm across his chest. He was instantly awake, grunting a half-intelligible
inquiry. "You brute," she whispered into his ear

"Me, Barney? What have | done now?" "Nothing. | fell asleep and you didn't

wake nme up." "That's right; you were tired. So?" "Did you finish the story?"
"More or less. The best bits, anyway." "Oh." She tried to renenber, but was
still too sleepfogged to recall nore than the odd detail: sonething about

Phi | adel phia, and bl ood. She was uncertain exactly how rmuch of it was real,
and how nuch the



product of her dream O whether she really wanted to think about it just

t hen.

Rai sing her hand in front of his face, she asked him "How many fingers am!|
hol di ng up?" He made no sound as his eyes shifted automatically, found the

correct spectrum "Two." "Now?" "Four."

M schi evously: "Now?" "Ali ... Does that count as a finger?" "Not really, I
suppose.” "None, then. Can | go back to sleep now?" "Definitely not, but I"'lI
I et you close your eyes." "lI'd rather not." "if you don't, 1'll be forced to

turn on the lights.” Gving in, he rolled to enbrace her. Her hand stayed
exactly where it was, for a while |onger.
(HAPTER FI FTEEN

golf a.m
call cane at eight that nmorning. Barney took it while
oom where li., listened in fromthe nei ghbouring r

st& termnal's lens would not pick up his inmage. Even

he was unable to see the screen, he instantly recogni sed the voi ce.

it was Margaret Chappel. Barney was in charge of a

SURM M squad during the parade | ater that day, although the two of them

di scussed it briefly, Roads Ktell it wasn't the real reason for Chappel's
call. iiit enough, she soon turned the subject to the ruin of 'his building,
and the operation that was still searching through it.

A total of fourteen bodies had been found: three out

the front, nine inside, two at the back. Roads was still m ssing, which wasn't
news to himor Barney - or, it .,,seened, to Chappel herself. "if Phil's there
with you," she said, "I need to talk to himurgently." Wen Barney hesitated,
she continued: "I cae assure you that this conversation is strictly off the
record; it isn't being nonitored or recorded, and there's no-one in ny office
but me. I'mcalling as a friend, like last night, not as head of RSD. just

tell himto call me as
soon as possible, if you see him" "I'mnot sure -



"It's okay, Barney.11.He stepped into the roomand cane forward to face the

termnal. "I have to appear eventually, | suppose. Hello, Margaret." "Phil,
your little vanishing act had even ne worried." "Really? | never knew you
cared.” "If | didn't, I wouldn't be calling now " Her face hardened. "What
happened?"

He qui ckly brought her up to date on everything that had occurred between his
| eavi ng Barney's house the previous night and the explosion. .So the Mle
killed them . ." She frowned. "That's a different story to the one going
around HQ " "Wich is?"

She shook her head, disnissing the question. "There's a nmeeting in ny office

in two hours. | suggest you be here. " "How bad is it?" "Let's just say it
woul d have been worse if you'd died last night." "I see." He understood
perfectly; there was only one thing better than a scapegoat, and that was a
dead scapegoat. "I'Il be there. Thanks for the warning."

Chappel raised a hand. "One thing nore before | go." " Yes? " "I strongly
advi se that you wear your contact |enses. Barney has obviously taken the news
well, but | can't guarantee that the others will." "Point taken. See you in
two. "

Chappel killed the line, and Roads turned back to Barney.

She was staring at himoddly. "She knew?" "From day one. Her father was
expelled fromthe city under the Humanity Laws when she was a child, and she's
never forgotten. She helped me get a job when | arrived in '58."
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"Anyone el se?"

Martin O Dell guessed. He ran a conparison Mew4ds old Mssing In Action files
and the nost recent

census; my name cane up on both lists. And i Morrow knows, of course." "Wy
didn't you tell nme | ong ago? You shoul d' ve

19 ne.

"I know, but . He turned away. Even now, he

fromtelling her the real reason. The instinct

0) secrecy that had kept him safe through the | ast four

7-4-T- was hard to break. "Look, tell ne how you felt $140 you first found
out." "Shocked, mainly, and a little as if you' d betrayed

0

"It didn't bother you?"

She | ooked unconfortable. "Well, yes, but |I'mgetting

toit." "Are you sure?" He turned back to her, but she didn't J'sm his eyes.
"Wul d you have felt that way about

61ki own father?" he asked. "He was |ike ne, an ex-

Oficer drafted into security after the War. W s= ¢ the sane secret."

Bar ney opened her nmouth to say sonmething, then closed it again. Her eyes

noi stened. "l never knew," she eventually said. "No. He nade ne pronise not to
tell you until after he died and his body had been crenmated. But then, when |
had the chance, | couldn't do it. You' d |earned the

106MY" in school too well: that bionbds were evil and

1011i; who had themwas a perversion. If |1'd told you then, you wouldn't have
wanted to know. "

Bar ney shook her head. "You're right. | wouldn't of*wi @believed it. Not of
Dad." "And | couldn't tell you about nyself, either, without telling you about
him You were a teenager when he
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died. I'd known you since you were a small child. | never guessed we'd be in

this situation, where ny failure to tell you might threaten he
shrugged whatever it is between us." "But you stuck around," Barney said
softly. "You took care of me. You' ve al ways been there, Phil, unchangi ng and
reliabl e whenever | needed help. And I rely on you so much. How could | not
have trusted you. "I know, | know " Roads nodded. "And | do feel like |I've
betrayed you -"

"Don't be stupid. | would have suspected years ago, had you been anyone el se.
The only reason | didn't is because | wouldn't let nyself." She put a hand on
his arm Her face was still serious, but at |east her eyes net his again.
"I't's not your fault your body ages at a slower pace than m ne. God knows,
you'll probably outlive me by decades -"

He smoot hed her forehead with a fingertip, trying to erase the frown. -Don't
think that far ahead, Barney. You've got plenty of other stuff to worry about.
Ri ght now, | need a shower and a change of bandages. And then I'll show you ny
box of tricks." "That sounds om nous," she said with the slight beginnings of
asmle. "lIs it?"

He smiled back. "That depends whose side you're on.1 @

The injury to his shoul der was healing nicely, although full novenent had not
yet returned to the arm The wound was filling with a nmass of pinkish cellular
material that would later mgrate and specialise to becone dermal, mnuscul ar
and nervous tissue, guided by shepherd nmachines as small as red corpuscles.
Wthin a week, he guessed, his shoul der would be as good as new.

His ribs were still tender, however. Bones were nore

aff(Mu to nend than flesh, even for his nodified

After Barney had cl eaned away the dried blood that M- |eaked overnight, and
rebound the joint, Roads IRTT T-1 in the clothes he had rescued fromhis

house. @, down at the kitchen table, he wi ped away the Years of dust
i ngrained on the | eather case, then opened it.
I nsi de, among an assortment of old tools, was a spare A K. of contact

| enses which he rinsed and inserted. They

Jitted snugly, unfurling on contact to cover nobst of each

s surface. Sinple machines in their own right, the

retinae reacted to light, contracting and dilating as

a normal eye would, and cane conplete with imtation bl ood-vessels.

You' d never guess," said Barney in adnmiration. "I certainly didn't." "These
wer e standard-issue for undercover work, for sensitive' situations. Even back
t hen, some people were

unconfortable with bionodification, and didn't like to be renminded." "I can
understand that, to a certain extent." "You didn't have to deal with them"
Roads renenbered the neo-Luddites clearly. In the late 2030s, the Puritans had
preached a nodern sanctity of the flesh: no inplants, no gene therapy, no
nmetabolic alteration. They had claimed that it interfered with God's pl ans.

On the reverse side of the coin were those who had been denied the new

technol ogy, yet craved it bitterly. One such group had hunted bi onodified
troops during the Dissolution and drained themof their blood. By drinking the
bodily fluids of their victinms, they had hoped to acquire the nicronachine

el enents standard in all retrofitted conbat sol diers.



"Progress always | eaves soneone behind," Roads said. "Cars, conputers,

bi omodi fication - they're all the same in that sense.” "And the
Reassinmilation, too." "Exactly. There's nothing to be gained by fighting the
future." He replaced the itens he had renoved and handed her a tiny hem sphere
no larger than a grain of rice. "So put this in your ear."

She eyed it warily. "Wiat is it, first?" "A short-range transnmitter/receiver.
It'Il allow us to communicate directly, without a radio or a phone."

She raised it nervously. .Don't worry. You might feel a slight sting as it
anchors itself, maybe a tiny novenent, but it won't do any harm™

She pushed the tiny device into her auditory canal, then wiggled as it
tickled its way toward her eardrum "How s that?" he asked, w thout noving his

nmout h, and she junped. "Can you hear ne clearly?" "I ... As though you're
whi spering in ny ear. Wird." "To reply, all you do is subvocalise ny ful
nane and tal k. The bead will pick up the vibrations through your skull and
cheekbone. "

She tried it, counting slowy fromone to ten. Her voice in his ear was
gravelly but perfectly clear. "Good," he said. "I wondered if it was stil
working. It's been a long time since | last used it." "How does it work? At
your end, | mean." "One of the nost common inplants in the old days was the

cyberlink; sort of an advanced cel |l ul ar phone or nmodem wi t hout the visible
hardware. Mne is a little nore sophisticated, but operates on the sane
principle. My optic and auditory nerves cae receive data, via an antenna w red
al ong nmy spinal cord, from about five kilonetres."

, "What about power? Don't you have to recharge

now and agai n? O do you just change batteries?" "Mst of the power cones from

here." He pointed at

@\, gut. "The human body produces its own electric

M ne has been boosted, that's all. As long as

overdo it, I'Il be fine." She grimaced theatrically.

What ?" "Sorry. | was just imagining what would happen if *JkL had a short
circuit.” "Well "I don't think I want to know. And don't expect ne

@ share a bath with you." He smiled back. "I won't." They went into the

| ounge, where the laptop was still estin on the coffee table by the sofa.
Switching it on

9 ""he took a data fiche fromhis case and fed it into the drive. The program
took a monent to configure itself to the unfanmiliar system then announced its
readi ness with a sinple command screen

The logo in the top right-hand corner said: 'PolNet.' "Now what?" asked

Bar ney. Roads shook his head and tapped a few commands into the keyboard,
opening the nodemline to RSO s mainfrane and calling up access to its

conmuni cati on towers. \Wen everything was ready, he | eaned back into the sofa
and cl osed his eyes.

This was nuch harder than sinply opening a cyberlink to Barney. There were
pat hways to be explored that he hadn't touched for thirty years - pathways

t hat m ght have changed or devol ved, perhaps even atrophied conpletely, wth
forty years disuse - both within himand within the city.

After a noment, he sighed with relief. Alist of conmands scrolled down the
screen.



"That's it," he said aloud. "That's what?" "I'mon-line." He opened his eyes.
Superi nmposed at the corners of his vision were gl owi ng green and red nenus
surroundi ng a stylised conmand screen. "My internal processor is broadcasting
to. RSD communi cations at several mllion bits per second. This nmeans | can
interface with the RSD mai nframe through the programin your termnal. The
conpl ete PoNet command network is gone, but the abbreviated backup here wll
do for now |

can access files, take calls, run programs - all without even closing ny eyes.
Mich easier than the old manual interface | keep in my office at HQ"

He experimented with a few commands. The skills were still fresh in his
menory. In fact, it was al nost too easy.
Hs tw lives, until that nmoment, had been quite separate, linked only by the

inmplants in his eyes and ears. Accessing the systemwas |ike putting on
clothes he had worn in another lifetime; he felt as though part of him had
been resurrected. But he was no | onger the sane person he had been. The young
Phil Roads had died in-the Dissolution forty years ago, and confortingly

fam liar clothes could not change that.

He sent an image in 2-D to the RSD nai nfranme, then had Barney's term na

di splay the picture. The process was perfectly clear, but fairly slow The

i mge grew fromthe top of the screen down, line by line, in the tinme it would
have taken to download it directly. It showed her staring back at him eyes
wi de. "Very funny." She | eaned closer and brushed at his tenples. "It's hard
to imagine all this gear in your head."

He gui ded her hand to the rear of his skull. "Actually, it's here." "Werever,
it's still unbelievable."”
yt hing we have today, but I really. Better than an
the sane principles. If not for the berse on
rkers,
a
-technol ogy riots and the Humanity Laws, nti
ht still have retained a crude bionod mg He shrugged. "But | doubt it. The

t echnol ogy madvanced for the reclamation factories. You can't
F1 nanomachi nes and bi ochi ps out of |eft-over data | ow and broken conputers.™
"Which is why we have to Reassinilate," she said. Min @we end up in the steam

age again." "To put it bluntly, yes. You could already see it @I when
arrived here, ten years after the end of f4i;; War. Datapools were |ess
sophi sticated; there had *,-44s, no technol ogi cal progress at all, and the
nunber of

conputers was on the decrease. Kennedy's ocosi;@well to last this |long, but
it has to open up
In five years, we won't be able to repair the

1.1t mainframe any nore. There'll be nothing left to

Barney fol ded her arms around herself. "I keep telling

U these things, but it-still doesn't seemreal." Roads glanced at her

noticing her uncertainty for the first time. "The world is a scary place," he
said softly.

She nodded. "It's like growing up, | guess. You want -0 be an adult, but don't
want to | eave chil dhood ,behind. | feel the sane way when | think about
Stednman. And you, with all your toys. | feel ... disenmpowered, if that's a
word.” "I'mnot sure it is," Roads said, reaching to touch her shoul der, "but
it should be."

She shrugged, and squeezed his hand. "Don't worrylt's just a nmood. Have you
got anything else to show ne.

Wth a flick of a mental wist, Roads banished all but a basic "ready" icon
in the shape of a stylised police



badge, and a cl ock. The nenus he had once known as well as the backs of his
hands vani shed into the tinel ess spaces of conputer menmory, awaiting his
conmmand. just knowi ng they were there made himfeel nore confident. "Actually,
it's 9:15," he said. "W really should get going. Better done quickly, and al
that."

She brushed her hair back and stood. As he |ocked the case in a cupboard, she
turned to him "You have a clock built in as well?" "OfF course. Do you want to
know the time in Sydney?" "No. But why, then, do you wear a watch?" "To nake
nmysel f normal. | can't avoid ny ears or eyes as often as I'd like to - they're
just there - but the rest is optional. If |I have to use them | wll, just
like | did when | first saw Cati, but the less | think about them the better
To blend into Kennedy |I have to hide the truth even fromnyself, in a sense.
So no nore Pol Net, and no nore magic cl ock."

She sm | ed and shook her head. "You'll never be normal." "Maybe not." He
patted the back of her hand. "But that doesn't stop nme trying."

(HAPTER S| XTEEN

a.m
; T.@day of the Reassimlation prom sed many things, as

h

ew

eat her itself was anbival ent: dark clouds Jhl with irregul ar flashes of

bl ue for control of the
whi | e occasional, startling glinpses of the sun the city to gold below. Wth

at nospheric carbon di oxide levels still high,
dustrial enissions being only a fraction of o in
M_ they were before the War, weather was unseasonal 'i @a rule. Lacking gl oba

or even regional data, Kennedy

63(7*11-1 could only guess what each day m ght bring.

fnmvivssfl @ efforts - incorporating everything from

to casting runes - contributed to this

0010ON& When sudden shifts in tenperature could hal ve

staple crop's produce al nost overni ght, everyone 'wanted to have their say.
Barney and Roads arrived at HQ on the dot of ten, breathless fromthe brisk
wal k. She went imrediately to her desk to prepare for the day while he
continued upward to the top floor, ignoring the occasional startled

I ce in his direction. The only person he nmet on the

0 way who seened at all keen to tal k was Roger W ggs,

who acconpanied himfor the [ast few fl oors.

as

oneone told ne you were dead," said Wggs, brushing his hair in the lifts
mrror. "Cbviously they were wong."



"Cbviously." The existence of the runour expl ai ned why peopl e had been staring
at him He wondered briefly who had started it. "You in on the neeting?"
"Unfortunately." Wggs put the conmb back in his pocket. "Any idea what it's
about?" "Not really, but I've got a bad feeling." "M too. DeKurzak has had ne
going over the files for two days now and hasn't said shit. That worries

ne.

"At |east you haven't got Blindeye on your back." "True. But we still don't
have anything to go on. W're just as |l ost as we were a nonth ago."

Roads said nothing, although he itched to take his fellow officer aside and
brief himon Cati. There sinply wasn't time to do so before the neeting.

The Iift canme to a halt and the doors hissed open. M chael, Chappel's
secretary, net them and gui ded themthrough to the office w thout a word.

Rai sed voi ces, heard behind the door, ceased in md-sentence when M chael
knocked. "Cone in."

Chappel was seated behind the desk, facing DeKurzak and O Dell. A powerful
tension filled the air. As Roads and Wggs entered, the RUSAMC captain | ooked
up with obvious relief and rose to his feet. "Speak of the devil," he said to
Roads. "Not hing bad, | hope."

O Dell hesitated. "No, of course not. The foyer guard just buzzed to say you
were on your way up. It's good to see you're still with us.”

Roads inclined his head in gratitude. DeKurzak pointedly ignhored him As he
took the seat on ODell's right, he noticed with a sinking feeling what the
Iiaison officer was holding in his lap

The X-rays.

When W ggs had settled into the one remaining chair

to Roads, DeKurzak finally spoke. -Perhaps we can begin now, seeing we're al
here." 'k@voice was flat and expressionless, and his face

but beneath the surface clearly seethed the

that had been interrupted. He spoke directly Chappel, ignoring the others. "I
have an appointment eleven to finalise the security arrangenents for

Stedman's arrival, and I nmust not be late."” She net his stare. "I know | have
to be there, too." VC Roads and Wggs she expl ained: "Ceneral Stedman's
has been brought forward to three o' clock." "Really?" said Roads. "The

timng' s been to the splitfor a week now. Wiy the |ast-m nute change?" O Del

| ooked enbarrassed. "Apparently the convoy ON better time than we
anticipated."” Roads smiled graciously, allow ng the explanation to

*M Wthout believing a word of it. He found it nore

that the CGeneral - and therefore the RUSAMC -

M, chosen to test the readi ness of the city.

DeKur zak cleared his throat pointedly. Chappel #=1 TIl@printed files on her
desk. "All right. As Antoni and Martin know, | received a

11t;iOre- fromthe Mayor this norning, which, anong

k things, nmakes a couple of reconmendations | feel Vdi @should discuss."

"Di scuss?" DeKurzak scowl ed in annoyance. "Wat's there to discuss? They seem
perfectly clear to nme." "Wat does?," asked Wggs, nervousness showi ng on ON
brow, glistening. "We'll get to that.” "Tell them Margaret." DeKurzak
gestured at the letter on her desk. "Or | will."

She glared at him "Need | rem nd you, Antoni, that these are sinply
recomendati ons? | have the final say



in RSD affairs - not the Mayor, and certainly not the NMSA. "

He waved a hand dismissively. "it doesn't matter who makes the decision, as
long as it's the correct one.” "And | remain unconvinced that this is
correct." She glanced at Roads and Wggs, then down at her desk.
"Neverthel ess, it seenms | have no choice." Her eyes rose again to neet Roads'.
"In his letter, the Mayor recomends t hat, ef fective i medi at el vy,
all investigations into the Mdle and the assassin be handed to the
MBA/ RUSAMC cooperative, where they will be jointly handl ed by Antoni DeKurzak
and Captain Martin O Dell." "The sonofabitch,” said Wggs, shaking his head.
"All we need is alittle nmore tine.” "' Time' ?" DeKurzak stood, on the attack

The sheaf of X-rays punctuated inportant points as his hands noved.
"Reassimlation is today. Not next week, or

next year - today. You've had nmore than five weeks to produce results. Do you
expect us to sit back and wait until the killer hands hinself in?"

-W're doing our best -" "Wich is obviously not good enough. The nonent has
cone to |l et someone who knows what he's doing take charge of the

i nvestigation." "Like you, | suppose?" "Martin and | have al ready agreed upon
how we shall divide responsibilities,” said DeKurzak stiffly. "And | will be
assum ng control of your investigation, yes." "Geat, just great." Wggs

| ooked at Roads for support. "Cone on, Phil. | can't believe you' re just

sitting there taking this shit." "I'mwaiting." Roads folded his hands in his
lap, trying to radiate an aura of patience he wasn't feeling. "There's nore to
cone. "

"Indeed there is," said DeKurzak w thout | ooking at

returning to his seat. "Read the rest, Margaret." Chappel unfol ded the letter
"Mayor Packard al so

I$, | Kthat you, Phil, be placed under house arrest

an inquiry into the nature of what he calls your ifticau: and not infrequent
relationship with *iilsiik@crimnal elenments within the city'. He goes on to
that your allegiance may not be wholly with the in this case, and that your

j udgenent may therefore ON conpromised.” "That's bullshit. 1'mas straight as
t hey cone."

DeKur zak turned on him "Then how do you justify

111111- secret dealings with Keith Morrow?" "He supplies me with information
"Which you fail to include in your reports. Concealing information regarding a
known and wanted crimnal is alone tantanmount to corruption.” "Depending on
the circunstances."” "RSD regul ations disagree with you." "Everyone on the
force has a grass. It's the way things work "G anted, and we might be prepared
to overlook it this once - but for these." DeKurzak waved the X-raysC early
visible on the transparent picture were Roads' various bionods. "I can explain
"C-n you? You illegally entered the city, forged your date of birth on RSD
records, falsified a nedical exanminatio and lied to protect your secret on a
nunber of other occasions. In this light, any explanation you have nust be
regarded with extreme suspicion." DeKurzak threw the X-rays to Wggs, who had
i ndicated that he would Iike to see. "I can't believe we entrusted a position
of such responsibility to a man with ... with machines in his head."
DeKurzak's face was red, nade



suddenly old by his anger. "And don't bother protesting that you re a good
cop. It's no wonder you're so good given your unnatural advantage over the
rest of us. Howdid it feel to rob the marksmanship title from sonmeone nore
wort hy, Roads? Did you feel superior? Was it guilt that made you retire from
t he conpetition, or had you set your sights on a higher goal - ?"

"Antoni," Chappel tried to interrupt, but DeKurzak rolled on over her. 'No,
Margaret. These are questions we should all be asking. Let's see if he can
answer themto anyone's satisfaction. "

Roads' face flushed with barely-checked anger. "I never once used ny abilities
in any other capacity than as dictated by ny profession. | amnot a cheat, and
I do not feel superior to anyone born in a tinme | essadvantaged than mine -"
"But we have only your word for that, don't we? The word of someone who has
already proved to be aliar.” "I believe him" put in ODell. "And what woul d
you know?" "More than you, obviously -"

"That's enough," Chappel interrupted, scowing at themall across the expanse
of her desk. "This is not a trial and | amnot a judge but, by Christ, I'lI

t hrow t he next person who speaks out of line into the can for a week. W're
here to discuss the cases first, and Phil second. You've had your say, Antoni
so be quiet."

DeKur zak's |ips drained of blood as he retreated into his seat and crossed his
arms. Roads tried to read the tangled knot of enotions displayed before him
What, he wondered, was DeKurzak afraid of?

Only one answer made sense, and that was failure. The cases were still open
neither the Mle nor the killer had been caught. That woul d have an adverse
effect on

rs record - unless, of course, he could pass as a of the blanme onto Roads as
possi bl e. NU. just righteous indignation, thon, Roads deci ded, treachery as
wel I . "Roger?" asked Chappel. "Do you have anything d like to say?"

ere - ea ec inet e opportunity to ta e si es. -Ure staying out of it,
Margaret. Sorry, Phil." "That's okay. | understand. "And, as for the case,"

W ggs added to DeKurzak, VI be glad to get back on day shift. The fucker's al
buddy. " Chappel intervened before the liaison officer could "Martin?" "l agree
with Phil's theory that the Mole mght be a kMMT;idii4 - in which case |I'm
t he obvi ous choice to

the case." He shrugged at Roads. "But | don't illfflo we can blame Phil for
being the way he is, or for trying to hide it. The knee-jerk reaction is even
stronger here than back home." He cast a scathing glance sideways at DeKurzak
"What |'d like to do is to point out a fact in Phil's favour that the X-rays
don't show. "

Chappel nodded. "Go on." "I am obviously too young to remenber either the \War
or the Dissolution, but | have access to mlitary records that docunment their
history, at least in part. One episode concerns the final days of the Third
Mobile Battalion. Briefly, the battalion was ordered to Phil adel phia in 2047
to spearhead the suppression of a

civilian rebellion. Orders were to kill on sight, not to detain, until such
time as the | eaders of the rebellion were neutralised. A bloodbath, basically,
is what the mlitary wanted, to teach the city a |l esson.”

Roads cl osed his eyes with a wince, but didn't speak. He renenbered it nore
vividly than that. Being



rem nded of it by the RUSA files the previous day had been bad enough. In this
context, it was horrific. "The battalion's third in command," O Del

continued, "a major on exchange fromthe Australian Armed Forces, led a nmutiny
agai nst his commandi ng officers. He refused along with over a third of the
battalion to conply with orders of that nature. Under other circunstances, he
m ght have been conmmended for his actions. During the mutiny, however, while
def ences were down, the civilian rebellion attacked and the battalion was

wi ped out. Although the force behind the battalion tried, it was unable to
gain control of the city without the Third Mbile. The nmajor who led the
mutiny - Philip Roads - disappeared, and was subsequently presunmed dead. "You
can substantiate this?" DeKurzak broke in. "It's all in the files. Files to
whi ch, | should point out, Phil had no access. They coul d not have been
falsified." "And your point?" "That his actions displayed strength of
character and noral conviction. He may have betrayed his command, but only to
further a greater good." ODell smled ironically, and added: "Phil adel phia,
as you nust know, is now the capital of the Reunited States of America.”

DeKur zak made a nocki ng noi se, but Chappel waved himsilent. ,, Phil?,
Roads stirred hinself fromthe nmenories O Dell had awoken. "I have only one
thing to say, and I'Il keep it quick. |I doubt there's anybody in this room who

woul d deny that |'mone of Kennedy's nost qualified officers -" "So you' ve
sai d," DeKurzak sneered. "But that only makes your inability to apprehend the
Mol e doubly suspicious. "

"No. He's sinply better than | am- and 1'd like to

4 Martin the best of luck. He's going to need it." O Dell | ooked
unconfortable, but said nothing. "What | will say is this: | my not have
caught the

but I know who the killer is." The reaction was instantaneous. Chappel and

O Del |

startl ed; DeKurzak was caught speechl ess, openMl., "You what?" W ggs gasped,
turning a mottl ed shade purple. "The killer is a type of berserker," Roads
sai d, "one ve never seen before. A later nodel, if you like, and

rvaterz@as dangerous." Before he |ost the upper hand, he

F1 M- a everything known about Cati: the history of siv devel opnent, the
general nature of his extrene

of fkam t os and the significance of the control code. "Cati was built to do
only two things: to kill and to Wth no norals, no opinions and no consci ence
toin

the way, he is the perfect assassin for anyone in a

position to conmand him"

1. Wggs' high colour gradually ebbed, but he remained flushed in the cheeks.
"They really had such things?" "Yes. You'll find an inconplete description in,
the States datapool. | suggest you dig it out and | ook for the contro
frequency. If we can trace the source of the transm ssions, we night be able
to find out who's controlling him the person or persons who want to stop the

Reassinilation.' "He can't be working on his own?" "No. He's designed to
foll ow orders, not to be independent. Cut the chain of command, and he'll be
t h d. Disarnmed.”" "Ckay." Chappel turned to ODell. "Can you find that data

for us, Martin?" "OF course. It won't take long."



"I wouldn't bother, if | were you," said DeKurzak. "Wat? Wiy not?" The young
captain turned in puzzlement to the MSA liaison officer. "Because there's no
poi nt." DeKurzak chuckled softly. "Nice try, Roads, but it won't work."

Roads felt his face turn red. "I'msorry?" "You can't nake yourself | ook
better by conjuring up sonme demon fromthe past.” "lI'mtelling you the truth.
The file is there. You can

check it yourself." "OF course it is. Are we to assune that this is something
el se you chose to omit fromyour reports?" "No, | only realised this norning
"How conveni ent. Sonething that has el uded homicide for six weeks just comes
to you in a flash. Next you'll be telling us that this ... freak ... was
responsi ble for the deaths last night." "No. As far as | know, he wasn't even
there." "So you admit it? You killed themin cold bl ood?" "Me?" This tine
Roads was taken off guard. If that's what the runours were saying, then he was

i n deeper trouble than he realised. "It was the Mle."

DeKur zak | aughed openly, shaking his head as though in pity.

O Dell had turned grey. "What makes you suspect the Ml e?" "I saw him that's
what . " Roads | ook at Chappel. "You don't really think it was ne, do you?"
"What we think doesn't come into it," interrupted DeKurzak. "A board of
inquiry will be called to decide whether you used an excess of force." "This

is crazy." "lIs it? Any crazier than the theory you' ve proposed?" DeKurzak al so
turned to Chappel. "A nythical, mentally di sadvant aged conbat sol di er who has
hi dden

i n Kennedy for an unknown number of years discovers politics and begins
killing again to

',4;, a point -

"I't's not him It's whoever's controlling him"Let me finish, Roads. W al
agree that the killer has to informati on not available to the general public:
it has to conme from someone reasonably high up in

11; @ government. Why not you, Roads? You're bionodi-

you' d know exactly who to kill; you have contacts the underworld; and you're
ina prine positionto
3 NORW i nvestigations away fromyou. Al we have

this theory is your word plus a ridiculous to shift the blame el sewhere."
Roads managed to break in. -Wiy would | possibly

to do this?" "I can think of a nunber of reasons. There may be anot her
government interested in Kennedy, apart fromthe Reunited States; you may be
plotting with themto

foil the Reassimlation. You m ght even be behind the Mle as well, stealing
i nformation for the benefit of your superiors. O you could sinmply be | ooking
after yourself; keeping the Reunited States away in order to

ensure your own personal power. Perhaps you're jjust a

born Judas; you did, after all, betray your own com

mandi ng officers before com ng here "That's it." Roads fought a sudden urge to
grab the liaison officer by the throat. "I've had enough of this shit. Mke
your decision, Margaret, before I kill him" "Are you threatening nme?"

DeKur zak stood, fists clenched. "Sit down, Antoni." She glanced at her watch.
"We're alnost out of tine. We'll have to continue this discussion after
Reassim | ation."

DeKur zak didn't back down. "If you' re suggesting that we | eave Roads in charge

until then -"



"I"'mnot. I'mtransferring the cases, as the Mayor advised. Assum ng you and
Martin can work together, it'll be your baby fromnow on." "Good." DeKurzak

| ooked partially satisfied; slowy, he noved away. "And what about ne?" Roads
held his breath. "Consider yourself relieved of all duties until we can | ook

nore closely at the situation. You can keep the ID, but the gun will have to
stay here." Her regret was obvious, but the cold feeling rising in Roads' gut
woul dn't et himsynpathise with her. "lIt's the best | can do, Phil. I'm
sorry, "

DeKur zak wasn't pleased either. "I hardly feel enough has been done to -"

"Shut up, DeKurzak." Roads stood and faced the |iaison officer. "You ve got
what you wanted.” "Wat | want is what's best for this city, whichis to
Reassinilate as smoothly as possible. If seeing you brought to justice wll
hel p that process, then that's what has to happen. And if you don't see it
that way, then that's your problem™

Roads ignored him O Dell |ooked |Iike he had somet hing he wanted to say, but
obvi ously thought better of it. Wggs stared at his shoes, keeping carefully
neutral. Only Margaret braved the noment with a slight shake of [if

e .r head that told himthere was nothing nore she could do.

He understood instantly what she meant: not even the Director of RSD could

bl ock an inquiry once evidence of bioniodification became w despread. just

del ayi ng the response must have cost her plenty. If she fought too hard to
defend hi m now, suspicion would be cast upon her as well. And any | ast chance
RSD had of weathering the storm m ght vanish as a result.

Roads |l eft the room breathing heavily through his

"Only when the door was safely slamred behi nd

K he dare vent his frustration by hitting a wall

#Tn hid behind the reception desk as he stormed @1, 44, the elevator, nursing
his fist.

ai ; way down, he opened the cyberlink to Barney. kvim ne in ny office,

pronto."

s the matter? Didn't it go well?" The concern

#-T was obvi ous, even through the subvoca

4 voice

"What happened, Phil?" "They took ne off the case - that's what happened. if
DeKur zak gets his way I'lIl be up before a

Court this time next week. The sonofabitch nme." ."Christ. 1'll be there as

soon as | can. @He ignored Marion's cheerful hello when he reached J@fI oor
and headed straight for his office. Opening the zsuws@ drawer of his desk, he
enptied out the net of ;rsno Fm electrodes and put it in his pocket. \Wen he
to the terminal to transfer his files onto data fiche, he noticed that it had
al ready been activat ed.

The screen displayed an excerpt fromthe Mayor'sJetter, a single paragraph

wi th one sentence highlighted: "Acting on reports submitted by both Antoni
DeKurzak and Captain O Dell, | have no choice but to recomrend that Seni or

O ficer Roads be suspended 'fromuty unti suc time as his circunstances can be
adequately re-evaluated."

Roads stared at the screen. .. and Captain ODell ... He collapsed into the
chair and rubbed at his brow. The nessage was obviously from Chappel; she was
the only one with both the authority to override his termnal and access to
the Mayor's neno. The question was



whet her she had intended it as a warning to be discovered prior to the event
or as an explanation afterward. Either way, she'd truly had no choice. In the
face of two negative reports, not just DeKurzak's, any action apart from
suspendi ng himwould definitely have put her in the firing line with him
Kennedy | aw i nposed the same penalties on both the bionodified and the people
who har boured them

Barney storned in, her lips pursed with anger. "That fucking little lowlife.
What's he playing at?"

Roads | ooked up. "Hi, Barney. Thanks for com ng." "Wat choice did | have? W
have to do sonething about this, before it's too late."” "There's nothing we

can do. I'mout, and Martin's in. It's as sinple as that." "But what about
DeKur zak? He's going to get all the credit for finding Cati! " "Maybe. | don't
know. As far as he's concerned, Carl's just a myth." "Wat? But it nmakes sense
"He thinks I'minvolved, that I'mtrying to cover up." "Of all the . . . "

Barney gesticul ated her frustration, |ost for words.

Roads understood the way she was feeling. "DeKurzak wants three things: one,
to discredit me to make hinmself | ook better; twd, to set ne up to take the
fall for either the Mole or the killer, or both; and three, to weaken RSD s
hold on | aw enforcenent in Kennedy. The last in particular. | wouldn't be
surprised if that's been his mssion for the MSA all along: to infiltrate us,
and thereby catch us with our pants down." He switched off the termnal with a
flick of his finger. "He was out to get nme before | even wal ked in the door
despite what he said yesterday. And | can't fight him Not when he has
everything on his side."

"Myou can't just give up either."

4

"'l Uss not going to. The Reunited States' convoy

vi*W4@in four hours. If Cati strikes again, it'll be tonight sure, before
the treaty's signed. And he'll be after big

this time - bigger than the Mayoralty." "The CGeneral ?" Her eyes grew w de as
she realised in- he neant. "Cati's going to assassi nate Cenera

g "Wth Stedman out of the way, the bal ance m ght

in favour of the conservatives.” "Ch ny God. | hadn't thought A knock at the
open door cut her off. Both of them

to face Martin ODell. "I didn't nean to interrupt,” he said. The RUSAMC eits
hovered in the doorway, |ooking distinctly

0 01 "1 just cane by to say I'msorry. | had no choice."

Roads pretended to be busy clearing his desk. Barney | ooked fromone to the
other, clearly sensing the tension between them "If it makes any difference,"
continued O Dell undeterred, "I only wanted the case, not the inquiry into
your conduct. 1'd like you to know that if worse cones

to worst you're wel conme in Philadel phia. You don't have to stay here. Quite
apart fromyour past invol vement,

-we can al ways use good people, and there's certainly nore opportunity back
home to -"

"Thanks, Martin. You cae spare ne the canpai gn speech.™

O Dell |ooked pained. "I"'monly trying to do ny job, okay) " "I know. - Roads
| ooked up. "But what the hell is your job, exactly? You re a soldier, not a
cop." "I"'mboth." ODell hesitated in the doorway. "I have ny orders. Renenber

that, if nothing else.”



"How can | forget?" The RUSAMC captain |eft. Roads sighed and put his hands on
the desk, tired of petty politics getting in the way of the things he had to
do.

Barney came to himand put her arms around his shoul ders. "You can go back to

nmy place, if you want to." "No. | haven't got tine." He squeezed her hand,
grateful for her synpathy even as he rejected it. "I need two favours.
"Anything." "Are you sure?" Roads |ooked her in the eye. "I can't go to

Margaret for this - or anything - while RSDis at risk. But | don't want to
drag you down instead."

ic If I was worried about that, would | be here now?" Barney returned his
stare. "Tell me what you want, and I'Il see what | can do. @"A bike, first of
all, if you can get hold of one; and a schedule for the next twenty-four

hours. Security plans of Mayor's House woul d be good, but | don't want to push
nmy luck."

She | eaned away. "You're going after Caei, aren't you?" "I have to. If we're
right and he is the killer, then someone has to stop him" "Unarned?" Her eyes
were filled with concern. "Don't, Phil, please. |I can talk DeKurzak into it."
"He won't have the time to listen to you until tomorrow - and by then it'll be
too late." "But Margaret -"

"It has to be me. I'msorry."

She put her head on his shoul der. "You stupid sonofabitch.” "Senile, actually.

"Il be ninety-five next nonth."

Barney pulled a face. "Don't put it that way. It sounds

15 so_

rek That's exactly how | feel when | |ook at O Dell DeKurzak." "No. Serious."
Her hands tightened. "But remind ne | MOV., you a party, if you're stil
around." "Thanks," he said. "I think I'"lIl need it."



( HAPTER SEVENTEEN

12:30 p. m

The threat of rain had passed by the ti mne Roads nmanaged to escape HQ on a

bi cycl e Barney had borrowed fromthe RSD pool. The streets and sidewal ks of

t he i nner suburbs were busy with people.

Ceneral Stednman's convoy was still sonme hours away, but the reclanation and
reprocessing factories had already shut down. Regardl ess of politica

per suasi on -

for, against, or even indifferent - everyone in Kennedy Polis seened to be

t aki ng advantage of the first public holiday in over a year. Parties had begun
in parks, Rosette stations, and little-used intersections. Bands played on
roof gardens, sending snatches of nelody aloft on the wind. The snell of
freshly-cooked food drifted at random through the streets.

There was al ways a sense of guilty pleasure in taking time off, however. The
struggle to maintain viability had been so | ong and desperate during the

Di ssolution that an egalitarian lifestyle and obsessive work ethic had becone
indelible parts of the city's culture. Not working had connotations far worse
than sinmple laziness: it hurt everyone in the |ong-run.

lzil @

A measure of anti-Reassimlation sentinent found its source in this guilt - as
t hough a slight |apse in concen-

tration on internal issues would result in the collapse of

the fragile bubble that was Kennedy. Roads coul d understand that, and even
felt a measure of it hinmself: old habits, forged when survival seened nost
unlikely, were always the hardest to break. The fight for the city was won on
many | evels, not just by keeping possible threats Cutside.

A splash of red, white and bl ue caught Roads' eye, distracting himtenporarily
fromhis thoughts. One daring person had unearthed an old flag and raised it
above a converted post office. The Stars and Stripes, for so | ong forbidden
was an unusual sight, and an

evocative one.

As he furiously pedalled along the streets, Roads wondered whet her the flag
was a gesture of celebration or of warning. Was the arrival of the RUSAMC a

t hr eat

or an opportunity? Only tine would tell.

O only one thing was he conpletely certain: that Cati's controller would
stri ke again. Anyone so anti Reassimilation as to kill in the past would not
stop once Stednman was in the city. And what nore tenpting target could there
possi bly be? Certainly far nore rel evant than Councillors or aides who had
supported the bill before it becane reality.

He steered the bike past a pile of recently fallen nasonry that had spilled
onto the road, and called up the Pol Net systenms. The menus reappeared
superinposed upon the street ahead, |ike neon hallucinations nore real than
reality itself. He searched through them found the access nunber he was
after, and dialled.

Morrow s bodil ess head appeared in the depths of his vision, always a fixed
di stance ahead of him "No inP said the Head, "and a simnul ated voi ce.
This can 6ni y mean one thing." "That's right." Roads smled despite hinself.
"I"ve succunbed to tenptation.”



"Good for you, Phil. It was only a matter of tine. Welcome back to the
electronic fold, ny boy, where you belong." "Not by choice, I'mafraid."
"Shane." Mrrow sniffed. "Please bear in mnd that I'm here when you need ne.

If you take the fall, 1'll be there to catch you. DeKurzak doesn't frighten ne
in the slightest." "How nuch do you know about that?" "Probably nore than
you." "l hope so. | was set up and | want to know why. 15 "Start asking
questions, then, and I'll tell what-I can." "Right, the assassination first.

Who hired Danny Chong, and why?" "Pass." Mrrow s face di splayed sincere
regret. "Okay. Where did Chong get the explosives, then? | haven't seen

anyt hing that powerful in twenty years." "From ne, of course. You should have
known." "l guessed, but needed to know for sure. That makes theminports. From
the sane place as the EPA44210s? The Reunited States?" "Perhaps. Do change the
subj ect, dear boy."

Roads pedal | ed steadily onward, glad that one guess had proved correct. "Back
to DeKurzak. What can you tell me about hinP" "He's an orphan, |ike your
assistant. Both his parents were killed by a beiserker in '57." "Interesting,
Keith, but hardly relevant." "Perhaps not. He's certainly driven by sonething,
and regarded as a golden boy by his allies. He worked his way up the MSA in
record tinme while Packard was

head. If he continues at this rate, he'll be running the entire city within a
coupl e of decades." "lIs that fast enough, do you think?" "Not for him
certainly. For ne, | could wait forever."

"What do you know about his anal ysis of Blindeye,

and the Mol e?" "Only what he's told the Mayor in his report. He Wants you
strung up as an exanple, just in case any

of the Ad Guard think of trying anything silly." Mdrrow tut-tutted. "The boy
is paranoid, but quite sincere, it would seem And he makes a convinci ng case.
The Mayor seens quite won over by his enthusiasm even though the Mayor

hi nsel f woul d be a possible suspect.” "I know. O Dell, too? Does he agree with
DeKur zak?" "Doubtful. His report carefully avoids the matter, as

t hough he is trying not to commt hinself. His only recormendation is that he
shoul d take over the Ml e case in place of you, and his reasoning there is

i nconclusive." "Did he mention nmy bionods?" "NO"

Roads paused whil e he took a corner, pondering DeKurzak's actions. The recent
change in the MSA was at the core of them he was sure. As the necessity to
mai ntai n external vigilance had gradually ebbed, so too had he nunber of
people required to patrol the Wall. The active staff nunbers of the MSA had
therefore atrophied, with personnel drifting into other areas such as security
and administration. Still, a position in the MSA automatically comanded
respect and admiration, out of respect for the organisation's past. To be part
of the MSA nmeant that one was actively involved in the defence of the city,
unl i ke RSD, which defended the city fromitself.

Reassini | ati on, however, would nullify the reason for the existence of the
MBA, and increase the need for internal policing. DeKurzak's actions nmade nore
sense



when this was taken into account: by breaking up RSD and absorbi ng the pieces,
he could give the MSA an entirely new portfolio, and thus a reason to exist.
ODell's notives, however, were far fromclear. The streets becane |ess
crowmded the further Roads went fromthe city centre. Patriot Bridge appeared
briefly from behind a building, then vanished again. He consulted a street nmap
in the RSD datapool and realised that he was closer to his destination than he
had t hought. "One nore question, Keith. I'"'mtrying to track dowmn an old CAT
soldier. It looks like one made it to Kennedy during the Dissolution and is
now bei ng used by whoever wants to derail the Reassimlation. Do you know
anyt hi ng about him or where he mght be hiding?" "'It', you nean." Mrrow s
face remained stonily blank. "I took the liberty of browsing through the files
of your lovely assistant |ast night, and | earned of your discovery that way.

It seens obvious to me that the Mole is entirely unconnected with this CAT
operative. You should return to your original search i mediately. You'll be
wasting your time, otherw se."

Roads detected nore than a faint warning in the Head' s tone of voice, but

ignored it. "I don't think so.

There's a connection here sonewhere. Al | have to do is find it." , "Perhaps.
But you are treading a dangerous path that m ght, eventually, |ead nowhere."
"That's a chance I'Il just have to take." "Very well." Mrrow sighed. "Ws

t here anything el se?" "Just one nore favour. A big one, this tinme. | need a
security pass to Mayor's House for tonight. | don't think 1'll be able to get
in otherwise, and I can't afford to miss any of the action.”

8tsideov.! pondered the request. "It'Il be tricky, but I doit. I'll call you
later with a rendezvous." "Thanks, Keith." That Mrrow could deliver wasn't d

oubt. Being an artificial intelligence, he had Itno access to nore cognitive
resources than any

Had it not been for the War, he m ght have been t, the entire country, not
just a few shady

in an isolated city. Roads turned another corner, and realised that he had ON
It at last. He glided slowy to a halt and bal anced two wheels and one leg in
the mddle of the street. "I have to go.." "Already? Mist our conversations
al ways be so brief)" "F in afraid so. You're a 'crimnal elenent', remenber?"
Morrow didn't smile. "Ah, yes. | do keep forgetting."

Ad North Street was enpty as far as his eyes could see.

One hundred and fourteen was still sealed with RSD Major Crine tape, and

| ooked deserted. He had no

doubt that, if he ventured down into the concealed cellar, he would find that

enpty as wel .

Opening the cyberlink to Barney, he softly called her name. Her reply was

i nstantaneous. "Shit! Sorry, Phil. You startled ne. Wiere are you?" "Ad North
Street. Any news fromthe | ookout?" "None since | last called." "CGood." He

| eaned the bi ke against the wall of number 113, inside which the stake-out was
hi dden. There was no response fromw thin the building, but he knew the bike
woul d be watched along with the building across the road. " How re things at
your end?" "Slow. |'mdown by the Wall, and the crowds are

fairly quiet. The heat's naking everyone docile, | guess."



"That won't last. Any protests?" "One group tried to string an

anti- Reassimlation banner across the road, but we got rid of themeasily
enough. There've been a couple of scuffles, nothing too exciting. Sone of the
| ads are hoping for a minor revolution in our vicinity, to relieve the
boredom but | don't think that's likely."

Roads |it a cigarette. "Anything fromthe bosses yet?" "The Mantis nade a
speech not |long ago, to explain that we will be co-operating closely with the
MSA and the States in future. No specifics, and she's been quiet since then.
There's a bit of gossip going around, sonme of it concerning you, but [|'m

keeping on top of it." "That's my girl. You'll let nme know when the fun
starts, won't you?" "The parade? Sure. | finish nmy shift at seven, if you want
to neet me somewhere then." "Maybe. W'Il see how!l go." "Call nme.™ "I will."

He cut the line. Wiile he finished his cigarette, he ran through everything
that Morrow had told him

The Head was obviously smuggling RUSA products into the city - hence the
crates arriving at 114 A d North Street in the dead of the night and Morrow s
possession of the batteries - although exactly how he had obtai ned t hem was

still a nmystery. That ruled out one possibility: that the expl osives Danny
Chong had used to bl ow up his house had been supplied by the people who had
ordered his assassination - i.e. the RUSAMC itself, or a faction within it.

So the RUSAMC hadn't tried to kill him That was some relief, but it stil

left himshort of an actual suspect.

He had had a half-fornmed idea that the assassination attenpt m ght have been a
set-up: that Chong and co.

Vbeen deliberately killed in order to incrimnate him

made the Mdle, as Chong's killer, the source of the

But he doubted it; it was too conplex a plan,

4 1.V-on too many vari ables. Wiy would the Mle go

4-ri much trouble when it would be easier to kill Roads

r and be done with it? No. The Mle had nothing to do with Chong's

11WM4.1 H s assunption of the previous day had been 'A therefore: he
was close to catching Cati, not the M

Te hat meant Cati's controller had been behind the

to assassinate Roads. He or she - or even they -

Mm_ have used Chong to throw him off the scent, on

of f-chance that the attenpt to kill himwould fail

2N  DeKurzak still professed a belief in a menber of the

ro Guard being behind the killings, and had tied up

of hom ci de | ooking for evidence to support his *11114 O Dell did not seemto
have allied hinmself with

-eKurzak in this instance, however, and that difference of opinion was worth
noting. Not that it hel ped Roads terribly nuch. Wether Cati was investigated
or not, Roads felt safe assum ng that he was close to solving, if not actually
dealing with that half of the problem Al that remai ned was the thief.
Suddenl y, a new thought occurred to him in six weeks of randomthievery, the
Mol e had killed no-one.

Then, during Blindeye, he had struck Roads a bl ow that night have killed an
ordinary man. The foll owi ng night he had killed fourteen people. Wat had
changed in the thief's situation to warrant such violence? O had the
situation changed at all?

On the one hand, the Mole had tried to kill him Then' after weeks of el uding
him spying on him doing everything he could to confound the man he had

i npersonated - he had actually saved his life. Wiy the inconsistency?



An answer came instantly, nore fromintuition than thought: just as Mrrow
wanted himto catch the Mle, so too did the Mle want Roads to catch Cati

But that didn't nake sense. Two ni ghts ago, he had known nothi ng about the
killer, apart froma photo or two; hardly enough to make hi m suspect anyt hi ng
specific. Not until the search through the datapool had found the old CATI
file did he guess the truth, and even then he had kept it quiet for severa
hours. Whoever had deci ded that Roads knew the truth had nmade a very' |arge
assunption - or had access to his data.

The cigarette had died sone tine ago. Throwing the butt illegally into a
gutter, he crossed the road and mounted the steps of 116 A d North Street. He
straightened his clothing in the reflection cast by a shadowed wi ndow, despite
the fact that he rarely wore full uniform plain-clothes felt awkward. He
still had his ID, however -

the subtle distinction between "holidays" and suspension having allowed himto
keep that, if not his gun

Two ot her things DeKurzak's attack had left himwith were tine and freedomto
pursue the case fully. He knew he would need both if he was to succeed.
CGeneral Stedman would be in Kennedy Polis within a handful of hours, and Carl
would try to kill him Roads felt safe assuming this, although he |acked the
evidence to prove it. The only way to stop the killer was to neutralise the
person controlling him so that's exactly what Roads planned to do.

The Mol e would have to wait, if he only woul d.

Katiya answered on the second knock. The door to the second-floor apartnent
swung open with a rattle of |ocks and chains, and her eye appeared in the
crack. When she saw who it was, she opened the door wider and let himin.

M | ooked as though she had just woken from a deep

Her hair was tangl ed; her eyes were bagged. She ""Nill a cotton nightshirt
that barely reached the tops of @4T41*,. A silver pendant shaped like a

m niature ingot froma chain about her neck - the only itemof z,

Roads had seen her wear. guided himinto the | ounge and col | apsed onto an
sofa, rubbing her eyes. The roomwas threadbare: A sof a and one conpani on
chair, a small table; no

no carpet. Danp had stained the ceiling M in places and nmade the paint pee

fromthe walls. Rsr;@air snelled of closed spaces, of claustrophobia. "I'm
sorry to disturb you," he said, standing
in the mddle of the room "I don't mind." She curled her |egs beneath her

u her head on the sofa's massive arnrest. ChildWe, she watched him She
seemed | ess nervous on her

i vis ground.

He sat down in the other chair. "I only cane to talk." "Have you found Cati ?"
"No. Has he contacted you?"

No. She shook her head, eyes liquid. Silence clained themagain. He waited for
her to speak - for ht sensed that she wanted to - but she didn't. After a

m nute or two, he broke the silence again: "lI'msorry. Can | have a cup of
wat er ?"

She went to another roomwi thout a word, and returned with a small gl ass.
Roads placed it on the armof the chair without drinking fromit. She watched
with interest as he renoved his contact |enses and dropped theminto the
water. They drifted to the bottom of the glass like curious jellyfish, and
stared vacantly back at her.

t, I know all about the way Cati is,
that's not why |I'm here.”

he said, raising his naked eyes. "But



She nodded, understanding the gesture for what it
was: an exchange of secrets, and therefore of trust.

He continued: "I sinply want to know nore about him - where he came from how
you met, what he does, and so on. | need to understand himbefore | can help
him"

She nodded again, and her eyes wandered. They drifted aim essly across the
wal I's, the floorboards, ceiling - everywhere but at him- as she retreated

into her nmenories. When she spoke, her voice was soft. "I first nmet himten
years ago, by accident. | was
working ... for a man called Jules. Had been since | turned thirteen. He kept

me in nmoney, as long as | did my bit. He | ooked after me, in his way."

Roads renenbered the scars under her arnpits. She had probably been a
prostitute, enslaved by addiction to her pinp. Sone sort of tailored drug,

per haps, brewed in the dark quarters of the city; maybe even one that had
hei ght ened her sexual response, inducing a volition in the act which would
have nade the degradati on acceptable at the time - but even nore abhorrent,
later. ,Jules was a sadist, high on a power trip," she went on. 640ccasionally
he'd get paranoid and freak out for a

day. W - | wasn't the only one working for him- we
knew when to avoid himif things |ooked |ike they were
going bad. Still, he'd sonetinmes catch us off-guard. He'd beat the shit out of

anyone handy until they confessed to whatever it was that had himin a spin.
He'd make it up later - with real doctors, real synpathy - but we all knew
he'd killed a girl once, and kept out of his way as

much as we could. "Late one night, | was al nbost home when he caught nme by
surprise. | hadn't even made it through the front door when he was suddenly
there, waving a knife, threatening to kill me. | tried to run, but he was too
fast.

cl- hit me and | fell down. He kicked nme a couple of | ust to hear ne
scream and went to cut my throat

t, the knife. "Then this guy appeared out of nowhere: it was Cati,

| didn't know himthen. He grabbed Jul es and

sloiv himto one side like a rag doll, then cane back to .14;. if | was okay.
I was nore afraid of Cati than Jules,

tried to crawl away. Hi s eyes were like nothing I'd ' Av seen before. But he

wouldn't let nme go. Jules went o himwith the knife - | guess he'd only been
stunned -

| 4@ Cati knocked himout. Didn't kill him just put himtolAl with one
punch. |I'd seen Jules fight three nen and 'I.lu when he went crazy, but Cati

was so much stronger . he knew exactly where to hit.
She hesitated for a second to clear her throat. Roads waited patiently,
guessi ng that she was unused to tal king

such lengths, especially about the life that she had

secret for so long. "I was hurt," she went on. "Jules had broken a rib where
he'd ki cked me, and nmust have cut ne at sone stage w thout ne noticing. Cati
took me to his hideout in a wecked Rosette cab and fixed me up - wouldn't |et
me go, wouldn't answer any of my questions. Just |ooked after me until | was
better."

Her eyes cl ouded over, and Roads knew what she was

renmenbering. How |l ong had Cati held her? Long enough for her ribs to knit, at

| east, and for withdrawal synptons to begin; |ong enough, perhaps, for themto
pass. Depending on the particul ar drug she had been .addicted to, her physica
di stress may well have been acute.

Until she was better, she had said. In nore ways than one.

"I don't know how | ong he | ooked after me; maybe a

week or nore. In all that time he didn't say a word. |



soon worked out that he was mute, that he couldn't speak. Wien | was able to,
| tried to wite questions on paper, but he couldn't read either. He could
only understand a little speech, and make hi nmsel f understood in return with
his hands. When | was well, he made it clear that | was free to go. "But |
didn't want to. He didn't frighten me any nore. He had heal ed nme, freed ne,
saved ny life. | think I loved himeven then, although all | understood was
sex. | wanted to thank himthat way, to know himbetter, but he wouldn't. He
woul dn't touch nme. "I cried when he showed ne why. | thought that it had been
taken away from him That he had been castrated. It wasn't fair, for
either of us. "But | stayed anyway. He didn't really want ne to g05 and

eventual ly got used to the idea. He | ooked after me, and | | ooked after him |
was the only person in the world that hadn't run away from himand didn't want
to turn himin. | was the only one who had loved himin all his life."

She cried then, letting free the enotion that had been accumrul ati ng during the
days al one. He watched her silently, building a mental picture of their

rel ati onship.' She needed someone non-threatening and strong, he soneone who
could accept what he was. Wthout communication, w thout even a sexual bridge,
it was hard to imagi ne any rel ationship succeedi ng; yet theirs obviously had,
cenented by needs that transcended the everyday.

And was it so strange? She had never had a nornmal relationship. If one could
accept the idea of sex without |ove, why was | ove w thout sex so uni nagi nabl e?
"We lived in the hideout for a nonth until Jules tracked us down and tried to
get ne back," Katiya went on w ping her eyes with the back of a hand. "W
IMa, elsewhere to avoid a scene. Cati doesn't like to

peopl e. Jul es kept com ng for over a year, until one

rivals killed himin a fight. Only then could we

settle down." She | ooked around her, reliving her :14is the apartnent. \Wen
her eyes returned to him J76 , were sad, but conposed. "He's been gone over

t hree days now, " she said. "The @A\ reason why he wouldn't come back woul d
be fI", *11F. *, it's dangerous for nme sonehow, he's like that,

protective. But if he's in trouble, then it's not

he caused. He's the nost gentle nan |'ve ever a

| ost a child. He wouldn't hurt anyone ... would m

A

Roads t hought carefully before saying anything: "He N not have wanted to,
but | think he has."

She W ped her hands on her nightshirt and net his -@o, "lI'msorry. |'ll

answer any questions you want to
A thing to help bring himback. Life. wi thout him
ny woul dn't be worth living." "Wen we first net,
Cati occasionally left during the night."

Roads began, "you said that
"Only recently. In the last nonth or

so." "Could you tell me exactly when?"
She nodded and went to get sonething from another room Wen she returned, she
flicked through the pages of a small, bound diary and call ed out dates.

Roads conmitted themto nenory. At |east two of the dates matched with his
recol | ecti on of Roger Wggs' file.

On these two nights that Cati had di sappeared, a

supporter of the Reassimlation Bill had been killed el sewhere in Kennedy.

It wasn't proof, but it was enough to convince him Wth a sinking feeling, he
continued his interrogation of Katiya:



How did Cati occupy his time? Wat did he do? Nothing. Before she had net him
he had lived by stealing food at night - usually after curfew, when the chance
of detection was small. During one such raid, he had cone across Katiya. She
didn't like stealing, and neither did he, so she had ultimtely found
conventional enploynment. He stayed home during her shifts; they kept each

ot her company at other tines.

How? just by being together. Sonetines she'd talk to him irrespective of how
much he actually understood. Qther tines she'd teach himhow to cook, or to
use his strength productively. Recently, they had discovered Tai Chi in an old
book; Cati had a natural affinity for the ancient discipline.

Did he ever seemto drift off, as though he was listening to voices she could
not hear?

No. Was she aware of the existence of the control-code? No. She didn't know
what he was tal king about. Had he ever acted irrationally? Harned her in any
way ?

No. The only time she had seen hi muse physical force was agai nst Jul es.

Did Cati know anything about the Reassimnilation? Had he expressed an opi nion
regarding it?

No. She didn't think he truly understood what was going on. He saw the world
on an interpersonal level, .and had difficulty with the nore abstract concepts
of governments and governnental departmnents.

D d she know when he had first cone to Kennedy, or how?

No. She assumed that he had crept past the automatic machi ne-gun enpl acenents
somehow. They were supposed to be inpenetrable - and Roads assured her

7@ m was nore or |less the case - but she didn't put

past Cati's superhuman abilities. M@Cati told her anything at all about his
past? NrcH V, e was unable to speak. "But | guessed a little," she added,
"fromthe way he

i ke himwhen | was | heard stories about people |

i @ before | skipped school and hitched with Jules. nust have been in the arny
at one stage, or

To be honest, | try not to think about it, just L himthe way he is." "So he
can only comunicate with you by hand ii, and gestures?" "Yes. Except for when
he has something really

M, - totell or show ne."” "And what does he do then?" "He'll draw ne
pictures." "Can | see then?" i@ She hesitated for a second, then went to
get them She . | with a cardboard box two-thirds full of sheets A IL

paper torn from notebooks. On every one was a MIFlexvio picture, usually in
bl ack and white.

The drawi ngs were crude - mininmalist in a child-like | - but competent. Cati
conveyed information, not
detail. People were outlines possessing few features.' Only Katiya herself was

drawn with care, as though she was the one real person in the world. Kennedy
was portrayed as a series of enpty boxes w th blank spaces between them

Al in all, the pictures concerned events that Cati had seen and did not
understand, or things that were

important to him There were a | ot of pages to glance through, although |ess
than m ght have been expected for ten years' work. Roads browsed through them
all, hoping there nmight be sonething useful anong the mass

of detail:



Katiya in their home on O d North Street; the bent span of Patriot Bridge; two
men argui ng, one holding a gun; a woman with a small child in a pram two dogs
mati ng; an object that he did not at first recognise, then realised was the
neckl ace around Katiya's neck. "He gave ne that when we first nmoved here," she
said, noticing the picture in his hands. Wthout enbarrassment, she added: "He
doesn't understand the idea of bond contracts, so this is the closest |I'lIl get
to a wedding ring. | never take it off."

Roads continued browsing. The further he went, through the box, the nore
yel l ow the pictures becane. The last fifty were especially brittle, and
obviously drawn as a series - telling a story of sorts, perhaps. There were
imges fromCati's life before Kennedy: the War, the Dissol ution, other

dar k- ski nned nmen that could only have been his fellow CATls, things that
Katiya woul d not have understood w t hout knowi ng nore about his background.
Detail was especially sparse in this sequence, and Roads renenbered with a
shock that Cati mnust have been no nmore than five years old at the tine these
events took place.

Five years old, and already a killer. Roads found it hard to inagi ne what
Cati's thought processes nust have been |like. Human? Mechanical? O alien -
different in an entirely new way? Certainly the things that he had been
conpelled to record in his pictures were atypical of the everyday person's
concerns: no friends, no scenery, no joy. just facts, one after the other, as
i nterm nabl e and i npersonal as the pages of a cal endar

And yet, strangely, Cati was human enough to feel |ove.

Then Roads reached the final picture in the box. Not the first picture drawn,
for it was clear the box had been

over the years. Expecting it to be just

014 in the series, he turned it over

froze. Katiya noticed the abrupt change in his expression

Irl, isit. Roads held it up to the light so she could see. "Do ot know who
this is?"

No. Soneone Can net, | guess. Is he inportant?" "I think so." He turned the
picture around to study it *61. The sudden sinking feeling in his stomach was
fill 1TT-1 only by annoyance at not suspecting sooner

It was a portrait of a man - soneone Cati had

known well, for it was drawn with surprising The man's features were

irregular, twi sted; his =11 and face were conpletely bald. Mst telling of
all,

the man was portrayed only fromthe neck up. And in the picture, Keith Mrrow
was smling.



( HAPTER EI GHTEEN

2:45 p.m

"Keep them out!"

The cry rang out across the crowd like a profanity at a weddi ng. Barney
studiously ignored it as she patrolled the perineter of her allocated area -
noddi ng at fellow officers, smling at children, making her presence felt in a
dozen small ways. The best way, she knew, to prevent sticky situations was
simply to be there. Not only would it have been inpossible to silence every
di ssenting voice, but it mght even have been counter-productive. Mny a
gathering had inflamed into riot as a result of overzeal ous policing.

She only hoped that being there would be enough. The crowd had begun show ng
signs of restlessness half an hour earlier, as three o' clock drew near
Bunched against the Gate, it spilled along the main road into the city like
wat er behind a dam All in all, perhaps twenty thousand peopl e had turned up
to watch the arrival of the RUSAMC. The straight, grey line of the eastern
arterial freeway split the mass of heads in two, ainmed |ike an arrow for the
centre of the Rosette. The road was lined with RSD of ficers, plus severa
squads of MSA troops, conspicuous in their black uniforns.

Al t hough the occasional anti-Reassimlation cry did nothing to ease the
tension, the greatest threat cane

is small-time agitators eager to create a stir. G oups

dotted the crowd, jostling people nearby

44 for sonething to do. Easily bored, yet easily

1@by novelty in a city where nothing had for decades, they waited just as
nervously as the la4c around them GCccasionally this nervousness

itself in short-lived squabbles that needed to be V with quickly before they
devel oped into anything

seri ous.

She kept one hand at her side at all times, within easy

11, of her radio. If there were serious troubl emakers WM there, she woul d be
ready. She al so kept a cl ose eye

for anyone in an overcoat, sunglasses and hat, half- . -7 a glinpse of bright
redskin burning under the sunlight. If Cati did appear, she had no idea what
she . possibly do to stop him Neither she nor her squad Was arnmed with
anything nore deadly than a baton. I At two fifty-five, a nuffled cheer went
up fromthe people closest to the Wall. The cheer echoed through the crowd,
returned stronger than before fromthose further

7 up the road, then died. A false alarm Barney assuned,

noting that the people watching fromrooftops nearby -

and therefore able to see over the Wall - had failed to

take up the cry.

Yet, regardless, her pul se quickened. She was as

human as the rest, just as unsure about what the Reunited States might do to
the city in which she had lived her entire life. Stedman's arrival would bring
Reassinil ati on one step closer. Once he was here, there would be no turning
back.

And once the RUSAMC was in the city, Roads' tinme would be alnmost up. He ha a
ready | ost the cases -

regardl ess of his stubborn pursuit of Cati. Gven the Reunited States' firm
stand on bl onodi fications, a

Humanity Trial would not be far behind.



She wondered how she would have felt if her father had been in his shoes. No

| ess confused, certainly. Everything she had taken for granted had been turned
upsi de down in less than twenty-four hours.

Taki ng a deep breath, and trying not to think about the future, Barney settled
back on her heels to wait.

At exactly three o' clock, a stronger cry went up as the Wall's autonatic
defence systenms were deactivated. Warning lights that had flashed upon its
summit for as long as she could remenber suddenly died along the arc before
her. The background hum of generators gradually ebbed and di ed. -

Wt hout consciously realising it, Barney inched forward to find a better

vant age-point. As she did so, she becane aware of a new sensation. Like a
subsonic, the faint runbling eluded her actual hearing, making its presence
felt in the bones of her skull instead. Puzzled, she glanced around her
catching the eye of one of her squad. "That's sonmething |I haven't heard for
years," he said, sticking a finger in his ear. "What is it?" "Heavy machinery,
acoustical |l y-danpened." The officer took off his cap and brushed back his grey
hair. "And lots of it."

Barney turned back to the Gate, wi shing she was with the MSA guards on top of
the Wall. The sound set her teeth on edge. Mre than anything she wanted to
see -

and feared - what was waiting Qutside to be let in.

Then, silently beneath the runble and the buzz of voices, the Gate swung open
sliding on runners still smooth after years of disuse. The gap wi dened netre
by metre until it reached its full twenty-netre extension. And when the way
was cl ear, the vanguard of the RUSAMC convoy entered the city.

crowd fell back as one in the face of what

before it. First came four pairs of anti-tank V, |launchers. Massive,

si x-wheel ed machi nes

a dark olive, they crept forward like insects at a

wal ki ng pace, conpletely automated. The stings of C4.Inmissiles pointed to the
hori zon over the heads of

4 @- crowd; a variety of optical sensors nounted on their

fl anks inpassively regarded the sea of people,
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for possible targets. Next came -person

nel carriers, each carrying fifty ONNGMIrelt4d.. The RUSAMC troops stood
firmy to

saluting the cromd. Their uniforms were

=1 khaki, as they had been a century ago; only a

4,, slight changes, that no doubt meant a great deal, WM-M M- o0 the
soldiers of this arnmy fromthose of the

001.1 that had preceded it.

There foll owed an inpressive variety of conmbat craft: ground-effect skinmers
mount ed wi th nmachi ne-guns; jeeps |loaded with anti-aircraft shells; tanks arned
wi th pul se-lasers and soni cs; ground-to-air hybrids that | ooked part-jeep,
part-helicopter; and nany others outside Barney's experience. Troops rode in
t he vehicles or marched al ongside them as disciplined as the machi nery they
acconpani ed.

Barney watched in awe as the procession runbled by. The Reunited States of
America Mlitary Corps had arrived in style - she couldn't argue with that.
She had expected an arny of refurbished |left-overs fromthe old regine, not
this bew | dering display of new y-m nted weaponry. Kennedy Polis wouldn't | ast
a day agai nst the might of such an invading force.

O course, she rem nded hinself, this was exactly the point CGeneral Stednman
was trying to nake.

Barney noted with surprise that General Stedman hinsel f hadn't appeared. She
woul d have expected the



figurehead of a peaceful invasion to ride in an open vehicle at the fore.

Per haps, she thought, his absence inplied a | ack of confidence, or trust.
Either way, it was a slightly om nous sign

Gradually, the initial display of brute force nmellowed into one nore

sophi sticated. Unarmed troops marched in file, flanked by security androids.
Spindly snipers barely as tall as an average person dodged and weaved anong
the troops, ninble and well-coordinated on two legs, their red "eyes"
flickering and darting. Surveillance robots dodged between marching feet |ike
ski nny, sixlegged rabbits, startling adults and delighting children by
occasionally ducking into their mdst.

Robots. Barney hadn't expected such advanced technol ogy even in her w | dest
dreans - although with bionodification outl awed,there was a tactical niche to
be filled. If people couldn't be given the capabilities of machi nes, a machine
with the manoeuvrability of a human was the | ogical alternative.

But not even the old USA could have built Als with the required sophistication
smal | enough to fit into the cranial cavity of one of the "rodents". Each
robot would be linked to sonme sort of central processor, she guessed -

a separate vehicle. She kept a careful eye out for such a control van, keen to
grasp even the slightest weakness to this overpoweringly superior force. It
woul d be | arge, probably covered in antennae and, by its very nature,

vul nerable. If someone were to destroy the centre, the robotic proportion of

t he RUSAMC woul d be effectively w ped out.

It was a conforting hope that the force arrayed before her m ght have sone
weakness, no matter how small.

The procession of troops ended suddenly. The tranp of boots faded, |eaving
anot her peculiar sound in its wake: a

buzzing, the rasp of a distant chainsaw. The crowd Alrq =1 to itself, curious
to see what was coming. Nma it finally arrived, Barney's air of cautious _M
Shattered, |eaving her unsure what to think. P Roj e;z.- vehicles glided
through the Gate. All three were

MM ;mand painted a dull black; a circular coat of N oa@in blue and gold
was their only decoration. The

h ;i-tw were no larger than tanks and m ght have been

The third was as large as a noderate a chain of linked structures sinmlar to a
desert riftwot, There were no antennae to be seen, but Barney A

nonet hel ess that this was the control van. It C

onpl etely undefended. Mst incredible of all was the fact that none of the Vv
appeared to have any neans of propul sion

spi nes poi nted downward and at odd angles fromji@- belly of each craft;
strange energies stirred the dust tii the road beneath. The nasal buzzing grew
| ouder as

approached. Al three vehicles floated one nmetre above the earth. The crowd
fell silent. As Barney watched, a hatch on the top of the forenost "caravan"
opened and a fanmiliar face rose into view Ceneral Stednman, the |eader of the
RUSAMC envoy, at last. He was an inposing figure, even froma distance: at

| east two netres high and solidly built, he possessed a full head of grey hair
and |ight-brown, weathered skin; his face was stern behind its smile. Barney
sensed indefatigability radiating fromthe man.

The General nodded in greeting at the crowd around him and rai sed a hand to
wave. Half the crowd cheered; nore than a few remai ned speechless. Only a
smal | proportion dared to boo.

One of these latter, taking the unenviable role of David in the face of such
an invincible Goliath, actually



threw a rock. The stone, larger than Barney's fist, arced through the air
toward the control van. "Kick themout!"

Stednman's eyes followed the stone, unconcerned. Had it continued unchecked, it
woul d have m ssed the General by a netre or so and struck the hull of the van.
Instead, it was suddenly defl ected downward into the ground by an invisible
force, and shattered harmessly into fragments.

The crowd stirred. A squad of RSD officers nmoved in to apprehend the
rock-thrower. Stedman, untouchable behind the invisible defences of the
control van, smiled nore widely and began to wave.

Only then, as the caravan drifted past, did Barney renenber her promise to
call Roads. "Phil?" she subvocalised. "Are you watching this?"

A moment passed before he replied, his voice muffled but clear through the
cyberlink: "No. |'ve been busy. Wat's happeni ng?"

Not sure whether he woul d believe her, she described the arrival of the RUSAMC
at the city gates. Wen she reached the floating vehicles that had just
passed, she realised she |acked the words to summarise it accurately.
"Field-effects,"” supplied Roads. "Force feedback, levitation

boundary-bl urring, whatever. You can use themto do anything fromfloat a
house to make its walls invisible - even build it out of energy alone, if you
like. The technol ogy was tal ked about during the War, although | never saw it
in actibn.” "And that's what they're using?" Barney shook her head. "If you'd
told me, | wouldn't have believed you. | never dreamed such things existed."
"They m ght not have, until now Stedman or his predecessors mnust've dug the
pl ans out of the old bunkers."

ure, 'Thank God. | was hal f-expecting you to say: 'S were everywhere when

was a kid. Every honme had

"No. Not at all. W -Hang on." A group of people were trying to rush IT;;
cordon to follow the procession up the road. Barney

the squad to force them back, noting the

in the eyes of the citizens of Kennedy, the

61. fearful stare - even in those who weren't

She didn't blame them The wunruly group didn't put up nuch of a fight. Wen
t he cordon was secure again, the crowd began to

A coupl e approached the Gate to peer Qutside. pursued themto request that
they fall back, and to take a quick | ook herself. Al she saw was the rutted
remai ns of the highway and a green plain rolling off into the distance.
"Sorry." Barney returned her attention to the cyberlink. "After all this
waiting, | alnost expected to

be di sappointed. | sinply had no idea "None of us did," Roads said. "And -

Christ! | thought | was going to die when he stuck his head out of the contro
van, or whatever it
"Stedman. | just knew somet hing bad was going to happen. | could feel it in

the crowd. | kept thinking of Cati, and of what a big target El Generalissino
had made of himself." She snorted, then explained the ease

with which the rock had been deflected. "Wat a

bl oody joke. You might as well give up now." "I think | see your point. If
Cati can kill Stedman, then what chance do we have of catching hinf? And if
Cati tries and fails, then the States are quite capable of dealing with him

t hensel ves. Ri ght ?"



"Spot on. Better to quit while you' re ahead, Phil." "Nice try, but sorry.
Machi nes are just machines. They have to be powered sonehow. Field-effects -
and robots, for that matter - will be thirsty; Stedman will have to turn
them of f eventually. Anyway, he's going to have to | eave the control van to
neet the Mayor. \What about when he's inside Mayor's House?"
Barney sighed. "You won't give up, will you?" "No." Roads faded for a nonent,
then returned as strong as ever. "DeKurzak was right in one sense: Stedman is
bere. We're. out of time. Tonight's our last chance to regain any ground at
all.”
Barney heard the determination in his voice. Everything he said was true, but
she didn't have to like it. "Wat tine do you knock off, again?" he asked.
"Seven, if the crowd has cleared by then. 1'll take an hour or two break, then
head into Mayor's House." "You're going to be there tonight?" "Wuldn't m ss
it for the world, regardl ess of what happens. And neither woul d Roger Wggs.

He'll be there as well." "I synpathise. If nothing happens, we should all be
grateful. We have to get together before then. There are a couple of things we
need to discuss in person, not over the cyberlink." "Such as?" "Ah ..

devel opnents. Let's leave it at that for now " "Okay. Call me later, while |I'm

on break." "WIIl do."

Barney waited for nore, but the cyberlink was silent. She wal ked to the edge
of the freeway. A fair few people renmained, clustered in groups. They seened
slightly stunned, still trying to absorb what they had seen

The officer who'd recogni sed the sound of acousticallyshiel ded nachi nery cane
to stand next to her.

"Quite a day," he said, not nmeeting her eye, watching

cromd instead. "I wonder what woul d' ve happened ."| Ayiv@hadn't opened the
Gate?" "Don't," she said, as much to herself as to him

671, rrt even think about it."

It., edged the bike through the crowd, follow ng the

407miM . W as it wornmed its way toward the city centre.

or @ RUSAMC kept the pace fairly slow, giving everyone i- Kennedy a chance to
absorb what they were seeing, i a he had no difficulty surpassing the slow
craw . When he caught up with the control van and its two *1111131" vehicles,
he stopped to watch. Field-effects. The runours he had heard about such things
had been vague and nonconmittal; although he had been curious, he had never
received confirmation that they actually existed. He hardly needed to any
nmore. The vehicles in front of himwere enough

Pi cki ng up speed agai n, he dodged through the crowd. He wanted to tell Barney
about what he had discovered in AOd North Street. A detailed picture of
Morrow s face anong the others Cati had drawn hi ghlighted a rel ationship
between the two that went deeper than a casual meeting. The obvious

expl anati on was that Morrow was Cati's controller

But it would have to wait until they were together. He couldn't be certain
that Morrow hadn't tapped the old Pol Net circuits.

I nstead, he studied the soldiers. They | ooked as young as Roads had been when
he'd joined the Army - even

younger in sone cases. A handful returned the curious stares of the crowd, but
nost sinply faced forward, keeping their eyes carefully above the horizon

i ke robots.

O like Cati woul d' ve done, Roads thought, if ordered to. That was the
ultimate aimof every arny: to



possess soldiers both skilled and conpletely trustworthy. Bionodification
wasn't the only neans to achieve that endl although it was all too easy to

i magi ne it happening again. Unlinmted access to the Od Wrld' s mlitary
science alnost cried out for misuse. Wile the RUSA had vowed never to enul ate
its predecessor's downfall, cautious scepticismwas only natural

Roads knew t hat few people deliberately chose the path to self-destruction. It
was a gradual, al most unnoticeable course. Wth bionodification in particular
t he progression was sinple: everyone wanted to be stronger, faster, fitter
better - but there had to be a point at which one drew the Iine. For all he
knew, the decline in standards m ght already have begun, with ODell's
pragmati c acceptance of Roads' inplants. Perhaps it could only end with the

i kes of Cati and the Mle.

Children in Kennedy - and Qutside, Roads assuned had been told the berserker
stories for long enough to have made bi onodification synonynous with evil. The
phobi as were so well established that he doubted that the old technol ogy woul d
arise in that form Yet it was still possible, and he wondered whet her that
was part of why DeKurzak was so worried. Did he believe that, by allow ng
Roads to escape unpuni shed, sone sort of floodgate would open, filling Kennedy
wi th nonsters and cybernetic villains?

To conbat nonsters the city needed superheroes, of course, but Roads didn't
feel much |ike Superman. He understood from experience where that feeling |ed,
and what true powerl essness was |ike. The reactivation of Pol Net had revived
the nenories with a vividness that stung.

The one tine he had all owed hinsel f overconfidence

- perhaps even a sense of superiority - had been fourteen years before the
War. He had drunk too nuch
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ating both a pronotion and the subsequent Ration of the first of his inplants.
When he had chal l enged by a gang of Puritans in a public street,

of wal ki ng away or summoni ng assi stance, he accepted the chall enge - and won.
Wth hei ghtened s and a super-charged adrenal system he had ted the gang

si ngl e-handedly at odds of five to one.

en, two nights later, on New Year's Eve 2026, he been wal ki ng the sane street
with his partner, rol. Apparently by accident, a |l arge man had bunped o him
and shoved himinto an all eyway. Before he uld resist, hands had pinned his
arms and a bag had ne over his head. The last thing he remenbered was a

w to the back of his neck - until he woke up in spital a victimof violent
assaul t.

4@ But that hadn't been the worst of it. Two days |later

had been called to the forensic labs to identify his artner's body. Carol had
been raped by every nmenber f the gang over a period of six hours, then dunped
ina

ul - de-sac near Sydney Metro Police HQ where she had

to death. The policeman who had turned back the sheet had had eyes like jewels
- eyes like bis - glinting silver in the cold, white |ight.

Cenetic traces - skin, senen and hair - had enabled the police to track down

t he young gang responsi ble, and they had been duly punished by a court of |aw
But Roads had never forgotten the |esson behind the act itself.

No matter how strong he felt, and no matter what his advantage over an
opponent, he was still weak in some way. His love for Carol had allowed his
opponents revenge on that occasion; it would be sonething el se next tineg,
somet hi ng he had not anti ci pat ed.

So he had sought strength fromw thin, through discipline - just as Kennedy
had, nmany years later. He



had quit the police force and joined the arny, rising swiftly through the
ranks until a transfer to the United States had been offered to him He had
trained in a bionodified squad for two years before earning a second course of
surgery. He had gai ned new eyes and new ears; his entire body had been taken
apart and rebuilt by a team of biogeneticists over a period of six nonths. He
had spent a further half year |earning his new capabilities - and, at the end
of it, had still felt weak

It took himnmost of a decade to realise that true strength came froma deni al
of strength, and an acceptance of weakness. Everything he saw during the War
confirmed this: the Armed Forces - including the CIA and the FBI - had been
too powerful for too many years, and ignorant of their own inherent flaws.
Every last spasmof the United States had been a flexing of dying nuscle;
during the Dissolution, the corpse of the nation had torn itself apart -
slowy, but inevitably -

along with the rest of the world, as a result of its unwillingness to believe
that it was no longer in control

Ceneral Stednman's desire to revive that old corpse did not in itself seem
unheal t hy, but Roads could not hel p but wonder.

Roads wound his way past a knot of school kids arguing with an MSA of ficer.
They wanted to catch one of the rodent robots, but the guard had forbi dden
them from stepping into the convoy's path. Their shrill entreaties fell behind
hi m and becane indi stingui shable fromthe noise of the crowd and the steady
runbl e of machi nery.

An icon winked in his field of vision: sonmeone was trying to get through to
himon the old Pol Net |lines. He opened a conmmuni cations port automatically,
then wi shed he hadn't.

M

orrow s face smled at him superinposed i @crowd. "Phil. | have your pass."
,Ag Mow hesitated slightly, unsure howto respond. "Un, Keith. How do

collect it?" itz. to the menorial on the corner of First and

4.it. Someone will be waiting for you there." iai; ghostly Head vani shed and
Roads hurried
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V. - Although he had expected the call, it still cane

M of a surprise. Morrow obviously didn't L M)i@!-thhaf *-Roads had

| earned of the connection between W® and the Head and the suspicions that
ar oused.

1' 1Wir4& woul d have to proceed as usual, at |east unti

sk was certain enough of his latest theory to risk a rnme$ F10011.1 He had no
choi ce; the deadline was too (61,1i; to turn down the chance of getting into
Mayor' s

The nenorial was on the convoy's route. The crowd

It would hide anything. If he was wal king into a

he m ght not know until it had been sprung. He turned into a side street and
wound hi s way

the | ess-crowded streets away fromthe

When he reached the road leading to the he followed it back toward the crowd.
From behi nd, the nenorial seened deserted. A

statue of ex-US President and chairman of the AMCP, Robert Ml cahey, who had
approved the building of Kennedy Polis in 2010, stood ten netres high on a
rai sed marble dais. Steps led to the base of the chair upon which the old
Presi dent sat. The crowd had taken over the steps, seeking a better viewpoint.
Roads circled the nmenorial warily, keeping an eye out for any suspicious
signs. The procession had only just reached the area; the crowd was busy
wavi ng at the marching sol diers. No-one seened to notice himwhere he stood
wai ting.



A whistle fromabove and to his right attracted his attention. Soneone was
standing on the statue itself, on the ex-President's |ap; soneone tall, wth
skin that | ooked dark against the granite, and round sungl asses.

It was Raoul. The black man waved for Roads to come closer. He did so
careful ly, weaving through the spectators crowding the steps of the nenorial
When he was near enough, Raoul threw down a rope.

Roads nentally tossed a coin. Leaning the bike against the base of the
nmonurrent, he grabbed the rope and clinbed up to join Raoul on his unusua
perch. "Wl cone," said the Head's nessenger, pulling the rope back up. "Take a
seat." "You have the pass?" "Yes. Wat's your hurry?"

Roads forced hinself to be patient. "No hurry." "So let's watch the show. "
Raoul sat with his legs crossed on the President's knees. Roads followed suit,
keepi ng a respectabl e di stance between them A brisk wi nd blew past them nuch
stronger than it had been at ground | evel

Bel ow, the nmight of the RUSAMC rolled by. Row after row of troops tranped

al ong the road toward Kennedy's centre. "I wonder where they' Il all sleep,"”
sai d Roads. "Anywhere they like, 1'd say," Raoul responded. "Actually, only a
handful will be staying. The rest will be out of the city before | ong." "Wat
makes you say that?" "Well, they're only here to inpress us, right? To show us
how strong they are. Once the point has been nade, they' Il go back Qutside to
their camp.” "You seempretty certain of that.” "It's what |I'd do. Besides,
|'ve seen their orders."™ "You have?"

roo. or less." Raoul winked. "De Head know Isto.- non." io, it seens. H's

problemis that he keeps nbst of it

-1- if you're close.” White teeth flashed fromthe face. "You coul d have been
close, if you'd wanted

turned back to the convoy. "Perhaps." oi., nothing. The Head |likes you. He
doesn' t

11' to see you get into trouble.” W

7 @uat sort of trouble would that be, exactly?" That's up to you, ny friend
If you |l ook for i |,

t it'll YOU." "Are you threatening ne?" "Quite the opposite. The Head asked ne
to give you warning. He won't hurt you, but there's plenty who

Roads absorbed this in silence. That was the second k 4

sa@the Head had hinted at forces massed agai nst him genuine warning? O a
threat, despite the nessenger's

4 -03WFIO .mok O innocence?

Seei ng Raoul agai n brought back menories of their *M nmeeting, in the cellar
on Ad North Street. The sight of another person with bionodifications in
Kennedy had taken Roads conpletely off-guard. Fear that Raoul m ght recognise
him- mght even have been under his command and renenbered what he had done
had [ eft himfrozen, unable to think. He had believed hinself alone for so
long that to | earn otherwi se had shocked himto the very core of his being.
Only later had he realised that he should have suspected earlier

Morrow was a ju

nkyard man, quite literally, but he collected nore than just machi nes; he
col l ected peopl e as

wel | . Roads had needed his help to survive in the past, and it nmade sense that
ot hers had cone al ong since then
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- and not all of themwould share Roads' | aw abiding nature. Bionodifications
before the War had proliferated outside the arned forces as technol ogy had
become cheaper. Raoul could have been anything froma tech-freak to a hired
killer. Morrow had | ost a valuable ally when Roads had joi ned RSD, and woul d
regard Raoul's abilities just as highly. No wonder that he had been in charge
of the A d North Street operation, or that Morrow had sent himto deal with
Roads in person

But why now? Did Morrow suspect that Roads had | earned of a connection between

himand Cati ? Was Raoul - like the RUSA - a threat, or an opportunity to be
exploited? "Tell me sonething, Raoul. Wat do you think of the
Reassinmilation?" "Me? | think it's a bad deal." "In what way?" "Well, just

| ook at them" Raoul gestured at the troops below "They come here offering us
equality and a place in their governnent and all that shit, but that's not
what they're really here for. They're a mlitary state, and they want what al
mlitary states want: power. Over us, and the rest of the continent. W're
just a small step along the road they're travelling, another hurdle to be
crossed.” "You think they're going to take us over?" "They won't need to. Not
that we could resist if they tried. | mean, all these years we' ve been

thi nking that outside was full of savages, and | ook what rolls in. | haven't
seen stuff like this for years. Ever! Field-effects, for chrissake? No, they
won't need to invade us; we'll just roll over and play dead."

The control caravan wasn't in view, but it was obvious that Raoul had al ready
heard about it. No
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fromMrrow, via his own inplants and the

Fe equivalent of PolNet. re going to kill us by econom cs,"” Raoul said.

M, sinple." The black man took off his glasses and ' his crystal eyes.
"When we join the Reunited

we' |l become part of a vital industrial nation. L have to conmpete on equa
terms with everyone M

Whi ch neans we'll have to produce in order to

,, I JUSI Al A, But what exactly do we produce here? Recycled ,i@ that's all.
We'll be buried alive.” "W'Il adjust "Sure, eventually, but not before we're

in debt. And in debt we'll always be in debt. They'll make sure i C9 "So you
thi nk we shouldn't Reassinilate?" Raoul shook his head. "That's the problem
W have in a manner of speaking, we already have, by letting a;;st conme this
far. | just don't like to see it happening

11 .V Wy, that's all."

The sunmmary refl ected Roads' own feelings on the natter. Again he wondered
what Raoul 's occupati on had been before the War. Not the sane as his - Mrrow
had suggested as rmuch when Roads had asked - but not sinple thuggery either

H s opi nions were too consi dered.

44what about Keith?" Roads asked. "How does the Head feel about it?" "Oh, he's
cautiously ecstatic, as you can imgine. Al the new gadgets to play wth, al
the new markets to invade. He'll be in conputer heaven once the lines are
open.l @"Yes. That's what | thought." Roads pointed at the control van, which
had just floated into view. "But what if he's outclassed? What if their
conput er technol ogy beats his?"



"It won't. He's easily the nost sophisticated artificial intelligence on the
pl anet. Being stuck in Kennedy for forty years hasn't kept himfrom grow ng."
"The States won't approve of him They hate bionodification as nuch as Kennedy

does." "He knows that. But he's not bionodified; he's biotranscended, as he
puts it. A whole new class entirely." "But in their eyes -"
"Yes, yes. Let's just say he'll keep his head low and leave it at that. He's

got nore to gain froman alliance with the States than any of us."
Roads nodded. That nuch seened to be true, even though it didn't jell wth
what he'd | earned. Why would Morrow send Cati to kill anyone in favour of the
Reassinil ati on he wanted to happen? "And here's the man hinself," said Raoul
sharply. "The invader fromthe north. "
The control van had reached |level with the statue. General Stednman was visible
fromits upper entrance, waving every now and again. Wether word had spread
or this section of the crowd was nore genial than that by the Gate, there were
no di sturbances. Roads said nothing as-the RUSAMC | eader runbled by on his
unlikely vehicle, for all the world like Santa in a Christmas pageant.

-1
As t hough consciously echoing the metaphor, a long line of supply trucks
followed the control caravan, all | oaded down with food and equi pnent: the
first shipment of outside goods to Kennedy Polis. Roads thought about Raoul's
gl oony prediction. The first shipment was free, but who would pay for the
second?
He watched as the last of the trucks rolled by. The final vehicle was a
ground-effect jeep. Two nmetres above it, a banner snapped and flicked in a
nonexi stent wi nd. There was no pol e.
@' hol ogram obviously, but it |ooked convincing
th. The blue and bl ack RUSAMC enbl emwas as as reality, with every det ai
sharply delineated.
had seen the design several times before, but had r studied it in detail. He
did so now, using his ants to enhance the imge. |he notto was uncl ear, and
seened to be in French Latin, suggestine possible Canadian ties. An ani nal
r a knife in ched anong synbolic heraldry, clutching nouth. Something about
the animal rang a bell, and
age at the heart of the closer still. The im ed crystal clear in his SAMC s
coat of arns appear
of vision. Roads renmenbered a grey shape loping ss a dark | awn, |ean nuscles
rippling in nmoonlight. ,The animal on the RUSAMC coat of arns was a
ber wolf ... ,,"Here's your pass," said Raoul, handing hima sliver f black
plastic. "It'll get you through a side way: Exit ourteen. Once you're in, it's
up to you what you do."
Roads accepted the pass and slipped it into a pocket. Thanks. Tell Keith I owe
him" "That you do." Raoul rose to his feet and dusted his pants. "Just be
careful, man. Someone wants your arse." "l know. Everyone keeps telling ne.
The bl ack man slid down the shins of the statue and
vani shed into the crowd.
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| NTERLUDE

4:00 p.m

The air in the ventilation shaft had becone scal dingly hot, but he did not
noti ce. Mdway between sl eep and wakeful ness, he waited patiently for

somet hing to happen. What, exactly, he wasn't sure. Until his orders changed,
he was i ncapabl e of movi ng.

Qutside his metal wonb, he could hear birds, the whistle of the wind and a
crowmd of people gathering. The m ngled voices rem nded himof his life before
Sanctuary: whenever crowds had gathered, it had al ways been to drive himaway,
or to kill him Anger was part of this crowd's faint tone, but he could hear

| aught er anong the arguments, and children, and singing.

The people seened to be waiting, just like him Tinme passed quickly. As the
city focused its attention on a place a kilonetre or so fromhim he all owed
hinself to relax. No-one would be |ooking for him He would be safe for a
while - safe to rest, safe to sleep

He cl osed his eyes and curled tighter around hinself. The dream when it
began, was unexpected - even welcone, in that it was famliar. It was one he'd
had on several occasions before:

He was dodging into a gutted building with bullets cracking |ike whiplashes at
hi s naked back. As he
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up the stairs, he warded off the blows of an .10, Welding a broomnstick

Al t hough his hands | arge enough to snap her like a twig, he did not. ad begun
with a confrontation, as it always did. sy- he had wal ked into a village and
been driven

of the witch-hunt. O he had been discovered It. wasteland by a band of

fell ow wanderers and

to retreat. He m ght even have been startled fromdreamsleep in sonme ruined
shelter by a hand on

or a knife thrust in his face. Hs assailants e;Pi;i always strangers, and
their brutality robbed them RT any individuality they m ght have possessed.
They

O lowhim tore at him hunted himlike an animal -

sigs all he wanted to do was | eave themalone, let them.4- on with their
lives as they had before his arrival. But it was too late: the truth of his
nature had cone c |light and a near-primal anger had erupted, a tide of
directed solely at him against which he was

unable to defend hinself. Al he could do - all he was

to do - was flee for his Iife. The unreasoni ng wave of violence carried himon
its crest for what felt Iike hours, until he despaired of ever awakening -
until it seemed that it was his destiny to be persecuted, to run just ahead of
t he pack, never dying and never killing, forever

Yet, although the dream began as a nightmare, it did not normally end that

way. As he fled, unable to fight the ones he was supposed to protect, he heard
a wonan calling to him Her voice was soft and gentle, alnost inaudible above
t he bayi ng of the pack, but insistent. She called himby his real nane - the
name he and his brothers had once shared. She told himto conme to her, to be
with her, to love her and to protect her.

No matter how much he ached to return her call, he could not. Hi s throat was
as silent in the dreamas it was



in waking life. His only course of action was to follow the voice to its
source, to a city in the niddle of a wilderness, surrounded by gnarled forests
of hatred.

The wonman's nane was Sanctuary; the city's name was Peace. And this was
reality, beyond the dream He had sinply becone so used to the nightmare in
his years before Sanctuary that part of himstill thought it would never end.
But this tine the dreamdidn't end the way it usually did, with himin that
city of Peace and the woman call ed Sanctuary at his side.

This time he found hinself standing on a building in the heart of the city. A
crowmd had gathered beneath him filling the streets as far as he could see: a
veritable sea of people, all standing still and silent, all staring upward,
wat ching him The nmute intensity of their regard nmade hi m nervous.

just as he realised that Sanctuary's voice had stopped calling for him the
crowmd began to change. One by one, as though a wave had rippl ed across them

t he peopl e shinmrered and vani shed, |leaving only a faint heatflicker where they
had been. The wave of invisibility spread rapidly through the silent nasses,
until the streets thenselves seened to liquefy and nelt, and the city fl oated
like a herd of icebergs in a sea of bent |ight.

The people were still watching him He could feel their conbined stare |ike
pointed fingers on his skin, testing, probing, dissecting, judging.

Exposed and therefore vul nerable, he quailed and tried to hide. He ducked
behind a ventilation duct, but that too dissolved into nothing, |eaving himas
naked as before. Panic welled in his chest as he ran fromside to side,

| eaving a path of evaporated shelters in his wake. And still the crowd

wat ched, the wei ght of eyes becom ng heavier by the second.
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1140 the top of the building was snoot h and

- Ml he fell to his hands and knees in despair. ws nowhere left to run

the | ong chase was over

a, 4t.- had finally lost everything. Qw, the building itself vanished,
sending himfalling

roiling gulf that pulled at him yawned to accept jau@., body -

am Lucifer."”

awoke with a panicky start, the echoes of the x@ still ringing in his mnd

4 -"1 am Lucifer!"

1, Wscreaned silently into the void, pounding the sides

T, ventilation shaft with his feet and fists, exorcising

1@ @fear and hopel essness of the dream by attacking the

wi thin which he cowered. The city hated him everybody wanted to kill him

his controller would not |let himforget. Perhaps

was the dream and the nightmare had been its tinme all along. Wat had he done
to deserve this? "I AMLUCI FER' " repeated the voice, nmore firmy still, as

t hough sensing his anguish, his unwillingness to

.' obey. He wanted to shout his defiance, to rebel against .,the authority that
made hi m do wong, nade people afraid of him

But he could not voice his protest. He was as nute now as he had been in the
dream And the wrongness of disobeying far outwei ghed the crinmes he was forced
to conmit.

Regai ni ng a measure of self control, he forced his heartbeat to slow and his
pani ¢ to subside.

C osing his eyes, he whispered acceptance of his fate outward into the

di st ance.

And the voice that called itself Lucifer told himexactly what he had to do.
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( HAPTER NI NETEEN

7:SS p.m

Mayor's House lay half a kilometre north of Kennedy City University. At the
summit of a lowrise, its white marble and plaster facade reflected the |ight
of spotlights much as that of the | ong-destroyed White House had and was j ust
as well maintained, despite the Di ssolution. The buil di ng was extensive, four
storeys high, and contai ned nost of the official chanbers required by the
Council. A ring of lawn approxinmately twenty nmetres across surrounded it, with
a thick wall of trees shielding it fromthe city. The grounds were in turn
protected by a three-netre-high nesh fence with security enpl acenents every
fifty netres. Two wide gates formed the entrance and exit of a gravel driveway
leading to the building's massive, pillared foyer. Apart fromone or two
official cars, the drive was normally enpty; now, however, it served as a
parking lot for the fifteen | argest vehicles of the RUSAMC convoy, including
the control van.

Roads, watching fromthe shelter of the trees, noted the clockwork precision
of the RUSAMC troops as they patrolled the area. Mst wore ni ght-specs and
carried automatic weapons; every security pass, including his own, was checked
bef ore adm ssion to the grounds was granted. Through the gl oom he coul d nmake
out the occasional scanpering robot shadow ng the patrols and
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in spaces that the troops could not enter. -Aw.

one hundred nen and wonen had taken over g , plus the local RSD squads
beyond the fence:

h

un

dred and fifty or nore, he estimated, all to

one man.

4 Stedman had |l eft the control caravan shortly

0) 1.- sunset and entered Mayor's House on foot with a

411 contingent of bodyguards and officers. The

van, with its hunm ng fiel d-engines inactive, ed on sturdy, retractable |egs
onto the gr settl avel Ilw . and
hadn't nmoved since. Apart fromthat, and the

rda&, patrolling of troops and robots, the evening qvTbeen uneventful. a Roads
gl anced at his watch: 8:00 p.m The crowd of ,1111. ow *r;u., around Mayor's
House had di spersed sone

ago. He envied their ignorance. \Wat happened in

l@ "Tw next twenty-four hours could decide the fate of

Polis, once and for all. He turned at the sound of approaching feet. A
,isioinc in the uniformof an RSD officer ducked IRFM a branch to join him at
his unofficial post. -Sorry I'mlate," Barney said, slightly out of breath.

wal ked back in. No free lifts available.” "That's okay. Did you bring it?" She
slipped a rucksack from her shoulder. "As requested." "Thanks." He rummaged

t hrough the bag and renoved her |aptop. "The batteries are fully-charged," she
said, putting a

hand on his arm "Are you okay? You didn't want to

Alk rlier "I couldn't." Roads squatted down and put the conputer on his
knees. A flickering glow painted patterns on his face as he switched it on
"Gve me a second and I'Il fill you in."



The P, ol Net program booted automatically. Wrking in the dark, using his
anplified sight to see the manual keyboard, he tapped his way into the
network's rock directory. "Anything happeni ng out here?" Barney nodded
restlessly towards the parked convoy. "Nothing rmuch. Stedman hasn't
reappeared, and neither has the Mayor. If | can get into the security program
we nmight be able to find out what they're tal king about." Roads shrugged.
"Otherwise I'Il have to go in person.” "Mrrow produced the goods, then?" "I
hope so. | mean, | have a pass - but God only knows whether it'll get me into
the building or not."
Bar ney crouched down beside him "You don't trust hinP" "Not any nore." While
he fiddled with the program Roads briefly outlined what he had found at
Katiya's that afternoon: Keith Morrow s face in Cati's catal ogue of non-verbal
nmenori es.
Barney stared at him "You nmean the Head - ?"
"Why not? He has access to all the city's databases, so stealing the CATI file
woul dn't be a problem He understands the old biotechnol ogy better than | do.
He can also hijack official transmtters to broadcast the code, if he needs
to." Roads turned to face her. "I'mbeginning to think he's the only person in
Kennedy who could be Cati's controller.” "So what's the problem then? Wiy are
you here instead of down at the harbour?" "Because it feels wong ... sonehow
| don't know why. What's his notive, Barney? What does he stand to gain by
keepi ng the States out of Kennedy?" "Market share?" she suggested. "Perhaps.
But that's still not enough.”
then," said Barney. "Maybe he's afraid the | catch up with him He is outl aw
tech, after he thinks they're getting close, he mght try
like this in self-defence.” end up making things worse for hinself?" t@shook
his head. " It doesn't seemlikely - too
,-rimU, by far. Mre likely he'd try to infiltrate their AM

- or anyone, for
7 ow- and distort the evidence. He i %
matter - would need a nmore pressing reason to keep
States out of the city." foi;@!|aptop chirped, and both | ooked down at it. A
V16; icon encrusted with spi kes had appeared on the
4@ Good. We've reached House security."” Roads 'r at the keyboard again, using
Pol Net overrides to
sT*T*@t he required password. Once he had entered the
he browsed t hrough nmenus and subprogramnms, for one in particular. Although
Mayor's House
7-7, the tight security net RSD had installed in the
at the university, it did have a closed-circuit
network linked to the central security
430,0ijiw. Wthin nmonents, Roads had gai ned access to
Ithe data and had routed it through the screen and his
He and Barney settled back to watch, neither inmune o the inportance of what
t hey were seeing.
The historic first nmeeting between CGeneral Stedman and the Mayor of Kennedy
had begun in one of the building s |argest conference halls, normally used
only for special sittings of the Council. \Wile not open to the genera
public, the roomwas filled with people representing both factions: senior
officers fromthe Reunited States on one side, city dignitaries on the other
MBA bodyguards - ubi quitous since the assassinations had begun - hovered
around every entrance. Scanning
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the crowd, Roads recogni sed Margaret Chappel and the head of the MSA, Adam
Xenophou. Not far away was Antoni DeKurzak, watching proceedi ngs from
the end of a row, his tall frane allowing hima clear view over the heads in
front of him Mrtin ODell sat at the front of the hall, the superior
position earned by his work in the city thus far. Stedman and Packard, with
their respective deputies.- sat together at a |arge oak table facing the small
crowmd. The CGeneral was dressed in full uniform his white hair neatly conbed
back over his proud forehead , and his attention focused firmy forward. The
Mayor wore a formal suit and gown of office, and had just started his speech.
Roads turned up the volune on the conmputer for Barney's benefit while he
eavesdropped via his inplants:

through the trials of the Dissolution,” Mayor Packard was sayi ng, "Kennedy
Polis has stood al one, not immne to the tragedy that befell the rest of the
country but strong enough to keep it at bay. After four decades of social
engineering - including legislated birth control, strict rationing and
recycling, and adherence to the Humanity Laws - the denocratic principle has
remained firmin our mnds. Indeed, in the mcrocosmthat is Kennedy Polis, we
have preserved intact a fragment of what has been |lost, guarding it jealously
for this generation and for future generations to cone. "Yet we are not too
proud to admt that the tine has arrived for us to open our doors, to bring to
an end the egalitarian way of life that has protected us these |ong years. The
grom h of the Reunited States of Anmerica has been both remarkabl e and

adm rable, and fuelled by desires simlar to our own. In joining together we
wi || become partners in a new endeavour: not nmerely to rebuild what went
before, but to create a new society that has learnt fromthe errors of the
past, one that is
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stronger for the tribulations its creators have

Chuckl ed softly as the speech continued. "He's on a bit thick, isn't he?" sTrs
his job." Roads indicated the screen. "And npw seemto like i C

they woul d, wouldn't they? The MSA loves 'i and circumnmstance, so | guess
Stednman' s gang too." Barney shrugged, her smle fading. "Sone

he says makes sense, though. W bave been onto the past. That's why it's so
hard to believe X Ms MSTs!s finally here. After all the waiting all the
talk, we don't have any choice but to let go." Ni necessarily." Roads studied
her inmage in infrawhile the scene in the nmeeting hall continued in a

4

P MD11.1- on the screen. "As Roger Wggs said the other '"It's never too late
in politics.'" "Meani ng?" "Meaning that nothing's certain. Stedman's offer has
1,441 tabled, but Packard can still reject it, or Stedman *K renege on it.
Until the deal is up and running,

Forsk- place any bets." "You mean Cati, don't you? If he kills Stednman "Not
just Cati." Roads sighed. "The nore | see and the nore | think about it, the
nore positive | amthat the States are responsible for the Mdle. They want
somet hing from Kennedy that they're not telling us about."

Barney stared at himfor a |long noment. "The Ml es a spy) |Is that what you're
getting at?" "I don't know. Maybe that's what he is, maybe not. But | can't
ignore the wolf element any longer." Roads ticked facts off with his fingers.
"The tinber wolf first appeared around the same tine Stedman's envoy arrived;
then it turned up on the university lawns the night of Blindeye; and you
yoursel f thought that the



Mol e was sonme kind of werewolf. Add that to the fact that tinber wolves are
conmon up north - to the point where the States have a picture of one on their
coat of arnms - and you'll see where |'m headed."

Barney | ooked uncertain. "lIt's a bit tenuous, Phil." "I know, but it's there.
There has to be a connection."” "Maybe not the one you think, though. Wy woul d
one of Stedman's spies be protecting you, for starters? And why woul d he
continue stealing data when -"

Roads grunted. "I thought of that, too. Rationally, it |ooks ridiculous, yet
intuitively it doesn't. As much as | like - and, to a certain extent, trust -
Martin ODell, | can't shake the feeling that he knows sonethi ng about this.
Sonething he's not telling me." "Or isn't allowed to tell you." "Probably."
Roads sighed again, then rose to stretch his legs. "And the worst of it is,
there's nothing | can do about it. Martin has the case, now If he is

i nvol ved, he'll find a way to cover it up." 'Then the best thing to do is to
forget about it, don't you think?" "Hardly. The Mle is a killer, too. | can't
stand by and |l et soneone get away with nurder." ,,So what do we do?" Barney

asked. "We keep going. We're hal fway there, you know. Before, we didn't know
what Cati was. Now we do, and all we have to do is find out who's controlling
him The Mle is the other way around: there's a chance we know who sent him
into the city. Find out who he is and why he's here, and we'll be hone free."
"Put that way, it al nobst sounds easy." "Right."

They stood in silence, Barney watching the scene inside Mayor's House, Roads,
with his hands in his pockets, staring at the convoy. From behind them cane
buzz of hand-held radi os and the steady RSD o

fficers patrolling the fence. Barney said, "there's not much | can do out |'m

going inside where it's confortable. You?" Nt. 1'll stay here for a while.
The view s just as

And besides, | don't want to run into anyone

DeKur zak, for instance." @1 im don't do anything stupid. I"'mhere if you
need you have to do is call and I'lIl come after you."

but | think you'll be nore use on the inside. MIN, through the security
system for | oopholes; if |

something, I'Il let you know And if my pass is a

when | do try to get in, at least we'll be able to talk Iv@ He

| owered his eyes to nmeet hers. "Still, |

appreciate the offer ... And your patience. It's not

for me, having to rely on soneone else like this." "Pffft." She gestured

di smssively. "I'd do the sane

Zo anyone in your shoes." "That's not what | nmeant." "I know. " Her eyes
twinkled in the darkness. "Wen

pay-back time, I'Il let you know." "You do that." He returned her fleeting

ki ss and used

41V inplants to foll ow her as she wal ked away.,

"arney ducked under the trees and across the I awn, 'heading for the main
entrance of Myor's House. She fiated | eaving Roads behind, but there was very
little he could do inside that he couldn't do where he was. His unlimted
access to the security system guaranteed that.

Al though that in itself was worrying: if he could get

in so easily, why not soneone else? i::ati's controller, for instance -
especially if he was Keith Mrrow ...

When she reached the main door, an RSD officer stopped her. She showed hi m her
pass, and he waved her through.
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The plush reception area had been refitted with netal detectors and anot her
security checkpoint. There she handed in her service revolver and, after
verifying her pass through a phase correlator, pinned an |ID badge to her

uni form Several stone-faced RUSAMC sol di ers watched the procedure closely
from nearby; only one responded when she smled at them "Have | m ssed nmuch?"
she asked, exploiting the opportunity to talk with the newconers. "The neeting
started half an hour ago," the soldier said with an accent simlar to
ODell's. "Do you know t he way?"

She waved aside the inplied offer. "That's okay. |I'mnot here for the
speeches. Moonlighting on the security side of things instead."

The sol di er nodded, then | ooked away. "Roger Wggs is already here," said the
RSD of fi cer behind the security checkpoint. "He asked ne to send you straight
up." "CGood. Thanks, Jim" Barney headed for the lifts. The doors hissed open,
and she stepped inside. Rising with a jerk, the carriage took her to the
second fl oor, where she disenbarked. Another RSD officer - |ooking out of

pl ace anong the al nost obscenely luxurious fittings of Mayor's House - checked
her pass a third time, conparing it with the I D badge. "All quiet?" she asked.

"Dull, if you want the honest truth." "Let's hope it stays that way." Barney
gl anced al ong the corridor. "The command centre is in the northern w ng?" "The
Reagan Suite, fourth on the left." "Thanks." Barney's feet nmade no sound at

all on the thick carpet as she went on her way. |ndeed, apart fromthe soft
whi sper of air-conditioning, the entire building
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Vs She found it hard to believe that the nost F-Tol event in the city's

hi story was taking place dozen nmetres fromher. was it? The initial neeting,
she knew, was little than a publicity stunt, a synbolic gesture. No Al A-1,
the real negotiations would take place |ater

7v It doors closed even to this evening's elite audience. i" Cati didn't act
first ... .4114s' She reached the entrance to the Reagan Suite

certain her ID badge was clearly visible to the ''i @211114& over head and
waited inpatiently for soneone to

014- in. After ten seconds, the doors opened, filling the 'to) with the

wel come sounds of people hard at

0+ nodens chattering, conmputer terminals whirring, All il k* darting back
and forth across bowed heads. A'r

Msr., it all droned the steady tones of General Stedman. gi; Myor's speech

had obvi ously finished while she

intransit. Barney stepped into the Reagan Suite and the doors M'Ir

M automatically behind her. The roomheld fifteen

14 - including David Goss, who had followed his on Blindeye with the
assignment at Mayor's House and at |least twice that many term nals. A wall of
noni -

014@al ong one side gave her a choice of views of the

IVIVI & hall. She stopped at one at randomto watch the General in action, and
reaffirmed her first inpressions of the-man: a born | eader, long used to com
mand. What the CGeneral's manner of public speaking |acked in style, it nore
than made up for in sheer inplacability. Even Barney, after just a few

m nutes, felt herself being tugged along by his relentless, steady draw .
Looki ng around to break the spell, she caught sight of Roger Wggs in one
corner. The red-headed officer sat on the edge of a desk, watching the
proceedi ngs below with ill-di sgui sed boredom



She hesitated before greeting him A thought had suddenly struck her: DeKurzak
had accused Roads of using his position to interfere in the search for the
Mole. Clearly that was not the case, but the idea was sound. Coul dn't W ggs,
by the same reasoning, be Cati's controller? He had been in a perfect position
to deflect any investigation that m ght uncover Cati's existence and his role
in the nurders.

Barely had she thought the idea than she dismssed it. Wggs hadn't the
conputer skills to raid archived files in the RSD datapool. He had enough
troubl e browsing through bulletin boards. Besides, he'd professed anbival ence
regardi ng the Reassimilation on enough occasions to convince her that he
wasn't obsessively against it.

As though sensing her thoughts, he glanced up. She waved, and he notioned for
her to come closer. "H, Roger," she said, joining himat the desk. "Barney.

|'ve been waiting for you to turn up." "Well, sorry I'mlate." Barney noted
hi s sol erm expression and wondered at its cause. "And sorry, too, about the
case. Phil told me what really happened in the neeting this nmorning. " "That's

what | want to talk to you about." Wggs, eyes narrowed slightly. "Did he tel
you about his theory? About what the killer mght be?" "Mre the other way

around, actually," she said. I told himlast night, after we ran a
search through the city datapools." "Good." Wggs | eaned forward. "Then pl ease
tell me you kept a record of everything you found." "Of course we did." Barney

studied his face; it was pale, even for him "Wiy? It should be in the

dat apool s where we found it." "I wish it was." One of the security staff
brushed past by them Waggs took Barney's arm |led her to a corner

314

,case is DeKurzak's baby, now. He's had us going :profiles of senior counci
menbers and hi gh-

ng officers - like Phil - for the |ast few days, g for evidence of this
fucking Add Guard of his." indicated with a sinple gesture what he thought t
idea. "I'mnot supposed to be working on ny initiative, but Phil's theory -

your theory, whoever's
me curious. It could be checked, and it seened a

e not to at least go that far. So | did everything Phil ested we do. | hunted
for the old CATI records, to track down the control frequency, even called up
nd in archives to take another | ook, to nake sure | 't do anything wong."
Wggs |lowered his voice. "I n't. The information isn't there - and, for all |
can

1, never was at all." "But Wggs held up a hand to silence her protest. "I kn
OM know. |I'mnot sure what |'mhoping you'll tell me -

at Phil made the whole thing up, or that sonmeone's noved the evidence. Either
way, | don't like it. And | an't just let it go, Barney. This night be the
only

1$ensible | ead we've had for weeks. To let it slip through @ur fingers now

"I understand." Barney turned away to avoid Wggs' searching gaze. The dat awas
gone; therefore soneone

had erased it fromthe RSD datapool. It seenmed obvious to her that Cati's
controller was trying to cover his tracks - although to anyone el se the
absence of evidence wasn't evidence at all. It was sinply incrimnating. "G ve

me a second, Roger," she said, "and I'll find that frequency for you. Is there
a free termnal | can use?"

Wggs inquired with Goss. The big officer found Barney a vacant station in one
corner. Wth one hand on the keyboard and the other at her ear, she
subvocal i sed Roads' full nane.



"Hello, Phil? Are you there?" "Yes," cane Roads' voice over the cyberlink
"What's the problen?" "Cati's controller is definitely onto us."” "\Wat nakes
you say that?"

Barney outlined what Wggs had told her, and added: "If he knew about the data
we lifted, then he nust have had access to Margaret Chappel's files. That's
where the investigation stopped.” "Exactly." Roads was silent, thinking. Then
"You said "he'. It could be a 'she', you know." "Are you talking about

Margaret herself? | thought she was on your side." "She is, but ... No, that
makes even | ess sense." "I agree. No use being paranoid." Barney tapped at the
keyboard, recalling her thoughts about Wggs. "Anyway, the file on Cati should

still be in ny Iaptop. Can you send it to me?" "Easy. \Were are you?"

She fiddled with the ternminal's operating system

"CNTRL141nbsec. rsd. kp. nancp. " "Ckay. 1'll transfer it straight away," Roads
said. "Wiile |I've got you: | just finished a sweep of the nonitoring program™
"And? " "There are a couple of dead zones: one on the first floor, another in
t he basenment. The system hasn't raised an alarmin either case because caneras
cover exits fromeach area, but still ... They should be checked, at least."
"I'"l'l do it nyself when |I've finished here." "Good. I'Il give you the

wher eabouts while | send you the file." "Thanks, Phil." Barney jotted down the

exact locations of the unnmonitored areas and tucked the scrap

114 into a pocket. Mnents later, the screen in

of her came to life.

| eaned over her shoulder. "You've got it?" ViT4 lot." Barney stood, notioned
himinto the seat.

a hard copy, if | were you. Can't be too carefu

here, it seens.”

Noti ci ng her eagerness to nove on, he "You're not sticking around?" it. |5ve
got something to do. But I'Il come back to see how you got on. 55 NoW-*'. |f
you see Phil, say hi and tell himl'll do ny

them the doors to the command centre swung

f. a d a handful of

peopl e entered. Two plainTT-1 RSD officers cane first, followed by Martin

I and Antoni DeKurzak. Barney glanced at the

bel atedly reallsing the neeting had finished. Vi;T14u.% ne, Roger." She headed
across the room

i @the piece of paper in her pocket. If sonething going to happen tonight -
and she, |ike Roads, Wdare doubt that it would - then they were running

-1- of time. Stedman was | oose inside the building, no

t 44 wat ched by dozens of people in the conference

The risk of attack had just risen significantly, and needed to check the dead
zones before it was too | ate. DeKurzak caught her eye as she hurried for the
door.

617irVir;i Daniels," he said. Barney forced a snile, but didn't stop to chat.
After

0-1-- the liaison officer had done to Roads, she'd be just happy never to see
hi m agai n. DeKurzak raised an armto stop her. "Leaving so

"There's work to do, sit," she said tersely. "I need to

Wrg: dead zones on the first floor and basenment.™



"Al one?" DeKurzak raised his eyebrows in concern. "This is highly irregular -
especially given your close relationship with Philip Roads. Let me assign
someone to acconpany you. O ficer Dobran - ?"

"That's okay." ODell's placid draw intruded between them "I1'll keep an eye
on her. The exercise will do me good, after sitting down for so |long."

DeKur zak gl anced between them al nbst suspiciously, then nodded. "Very well.
You will, of course, report any irregularities to Oficer Goss or nyself -"
"W will." ODell saluted dryly. "Come on, Barney. Let's go."

When they reached the corridor outside the suite, Barney let go of the breath
she had been hol ding. "Thanks, Martin." "Any tinme." He notioned for her to
lead the way. "I'd avoid himfor the rest of the night, too, if you can. He's
alittle uptight about security, for obvious reasons.”

She | ooked at him "You agree with Phil, then? That something m ght happen?"
"OfF course. W're not stupid. This is the killer's |last chance to nake a rea

i npression on the Reassinilation process, and it's our job to nmake sure he
doesn't." Martin grinned lazily. "Wich he won't. Although ... Are there
really dead zones in here, or was that just an excuse to take a | ook around?"
"They're real ." "Sonmeone's been sloppy, then." O Dell shook his head, then
added: "No offence neant to David Goss in the RSD conmand centre, of course.
Whi ch shall we | ook at first?" "The first floor, if you like. But you don't
have to, you know. "

I know. My excuse was real, too. Al this talking gets to ne. It's good to be
doi ng sonet hing, for a change."

.,,agree - although I'mnore than hal f-hoping we'll

ing our time

swat ched through his inplants as Barney and | left the command centre.

j eal ousy played no part frown that creased his forehead; rather, he was

rned that O Dell's involvenent in whatever was on mght conpronise his
reactions to any critica

ion. ill, he told hinmself, Barney knew what she was

g. If he couldn't trust her, then who could he trust? urning back to the

| apt op, he resumed working on

program he had installed in the security systemof or's House. Unlike the
earlier imge processing rithm Barney had used to locate the "glitch' in the
ndeye recordings, this was designed to keep track of e single imge. No nmatter
where General Stedman nt within the building, the programwoul d keep tabs him
That way, if anyt ing went wong while Roads s distracted, he would be able to
view the scene nediately rather than hunt through all the different nmeras to
find the optimum angle. F1, At that nonment, the General was sharing a toast
in ,,Myor Packard's anple study with a handful of city ':leading lights -

Mar garet Chappel one of them nodding politely in response to conversation.
Roads watched for a while, but soon becane bored. The CGeneral wasn't a

heavy drinker, it seened; the snifter in his hand remai ned entirely untouched
until he eventually put it

down on a nearby table.

Roads activated the tracking program and, feeling superfluous, stood. There
was very little he could do but wait. Unless Barney and O Dell found sonethi ng
in the dead zones, the rest of the night lay in the hands of Cati's
controller.
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Yet crouching in the shadows like a thief was beginning to wear at his

pati ence. H s shoulder and ribs still ached, and the numerous brui ses across
his body were beginning to nag. Leaving the laptop hidden in a split tree
trunk, he went for a quick walk around the grounds to stretch his |inbs.

Apart fromlight reflecting fromthe front of Mayor's House, the | awn and
surrounding tree-line were alnost entirely unlit. The clouds had thickened

wi th sunset, obscuring the stars. The rising moon was barely visible. Behind

t he buil ding, where the Councillors and other permanent staff had their

of fices and quarters, the night was particularly black.

Wth his feet scuffing over age-torn tarmac, he jogged across the open space
to the regul ar carpark.

Bef ore he reached cover, two RSD officers stepped out of the gloom Cad in

bl ack uniforms and ni ght specs, they |ooked inhuman, robotic. "Pass, sir," said
one, holding out her hand. The other held an automatic weapon at the ready.
Roads produced the forged card and handed it over. The officer - instructed to
i nspect 1D regardl ess of who was holding it - studied the pass closely then
returned it to him Tw ce, now, Mrrow s handi work had survived official
scrutiny; if the Head did intend to betray him then it would clearly take a
nore subtle formthan having himarrested by RSD. "Thank you, sir." The guards
waved hi mon, and stepped back into the shadows to reassune their position
"Wait." Roads wal ked with them "How have things been out here?"

The second officer answered. "Quiet." "No unusual disturbances? Noises from
over head, that sort of thing?"

sir." The officer swng the rifle onto his A rI(Q "Notso rmuch as a bird."
“Uood." Roads exhal ed heavily through his nose: not

for that. "Don't feel relief, far too premature

11, Me about reporting anything unusual." "OF course not, sir." (aid. they
deci ded that he hinself fell into that

Roads turned and headed off into the

Keepi ng closely to the shadows, he circled the rest of

AN(; @way around the building without mshap, com ng no

han twenty nmetres to the RUSAMC envoy. A A'A 47:14, t X

robot passed himbriefly, swivelling its

74 eyes upward to ook at him but hurried away *lit w thout a sound.
Qoviously his image didn't

a threat as far as the Reunited States Mlitary si-1 was concerned. That was
somet hi ng, he

to where he had started, he unfol ded the Returning

i fromits hiding place and assuned his fornmer MJ. The brief journey had
confirmed that security reasonably tight, and that his pass still seenmed to be
Ire. It hadn't, however, hel ped shake the apprehension .,,steadily building in
his gut, the feeling that something was going to happen at any noment.

I f General Stedman shared that feeling - and Martin O Dell bad indicated that
t he RUSAMC al so suspected ,that the killer would try to strike sonetinme soon -
t hen

-

he di spl ayed none of it in public. For all the concern on

? his face, he mi ght have been attending a friendly drink at a |local club

D d they have such clubs in the States? Roads wondered whet her he woul d ever
be given the chance to

find out. Even if Reassimilation went ahead, his own

fate remained far from certain.



Shortly before ten-fifteen, Roads glanced away as the CGeneral excused hinself
to go to the toilet. An instant later, a small alarmchimed on the |aptop and
the picture suddenly froze. Roads exam ned the screen. The picture had split
down the mddle into two halves, both filled with grey noi se. Tapping at the
keyboard failed to rectify the problem the screen renmai ned obstinately
frozen. The program had crashed in md-frane.

Puzzl ed, he reset the laptop and ran the programagain - with the sanme result.
The programrefused to run

He tried his inplants. General Stednan appeared through themas clear as a
bell, standing in the Mayor's chanbers agai n. Whatever had crashed the
program therefore, had nothing to do with the data com ng from Mayor's House.
The problem had to be el sewhere

He reset the laptop a third tine and probed the operating system The first
thi ng he checked for was evidence of deliberate interference, thinking that
his intrusion mght have been detected - by the RSD security team the RUSAMC
or even Cati's controller. But he found nothing to suggest that any of these
was the case. His inplants were fine. His surreptitious observation of Mayor's
House only cane to a halt when he tried to run the inmage processor program -
and then only on General Stednan's inmage.

Sonething to do with the programitself, then? Perhaps, he thought. It had run
perfectly until tenfifteen. At that time, some aspect of the feed from Mayor's
House nust have changed to nmake it crash. But what?

Roads settled back onto his haunches to exam ne the programin nore detail,
while at the same tinme using his inplants to keep an eye on the Ceneral

What ever had happened, it was al nost certainly uninportant. A slight

baud rate, perhaps, or an unexpected switch to

"T i TQ secure machi ne-code.

t that sinple. Both the programand the it wasn' seened sound. He tried
resetting the laptop yet

and received the same output: two regions of

snow di vided by a bl ack bar down the niddle

sic screen.

at it, Roads was struck by a possible "41F rm 4*rsu. Th

e black bar hadn't been there before. It to be significant. Maybe ... i1 @

Avv, returned to the programitself, reeled through

t Wi and subroutines until he found the one he

and nade a single, tiny change. Then he MW the conputer. This time the
programran perfectly - although its

made no sense at all

-is, the way to the basement, Barney and O Dell shared t

el evat I

- or with another RUSAMC officer, a thick-set @if rn- w. with

cl ose-cropped hair. "To be frank, I'"'mglad it's over." She directed her

k@at ODell. "After the last few days, I'll be nore

@ au happy to get a decent night's sleep.” "You have quarters)" Barney
asked. The woman nodded, |ooking at her for the first time. "I'll be | eaving
for base canp in an hour." Mre out of politeness than any real curiosity,

Bar ney pursued the conversation: "How nany are staying behin& , "As few as
possi bl e. Maybe a couple of dozen." "That's all?" Barney gl anced from O Del

to the wonman. The nunber seened unreasonably small. "But what about security?"
"Don't worry about the General,"” O Dell said. "He'll be okay."



"But | thought you said -" "Yes, we think the killer mght try tonight. But if

he does, he'll fail. | guarantee it."
Barney wi shed she had his confidence, and said so. "Wat's all this for,
t hen?" "To make you feel useful." The twinkle in ODell's eye told her that he

was only half serious. Barney bit back an irritated retort with difficulty.
The doors opened on the ground floor, and the woman indicated that she was
getting out. "Have a good night," said the woman to ODell. "I'll see you in a
coupl e of days." "That you will."

When the doors had shut and they were al one again, Barney i mediately
confronted ODell. "Let's try that again, Martin: why are you here with ne?
And don't give nme any bullshit this time. | hate being patroni sed as nuch as
anyone." "Sorry. | suppose that's fair." ODell's snmile faded. "It's nothing
much. One, the exercise; twd, to get away fromthe brass; and three, good old
curiosity. If the killer does get in, | want to know how he did it. The only
chink in the security of this building appears to be the dead zones. Unlikely
t hough that seems, it's worth checking out. You never know, we night even
catch himin the act." "Earning us both nmedal s?" "Or broken necks."
Perversely, that made O Dell's smle return. "Either way, we'll have done
somet hi ng constructive. "

Bar ney nodded, accepting the explanation even though the chance of them

achi eving anything seemed renote: the dead zone on the first floor had

consi sted of an enpty corner in an otherw se secure roony no chance of an
illicit entry there. The second zone in the basenent would just as likely be
simlar.

;. lift shuddered to a halt. Barney held the door

while ODell exited the cab. The basenent |w W@

of a series of storeroons and wine cellars by a single corridor running al ong
its entire

4. Fromthe distance canme the smooth chuggi ng of -- alLg=*L pumping fresh air
t hr oughout t he

Anci ent fluorescent lights behind wire grills kthree metres illum nated the
hal | way.

Zi c guards down here?" asked O Dell, noting the

of life. Nc need," said Barney. "The lift's the only way in, it's guarded from
the | obby. And besides . . She MM s the cameras at each end of the
corridor.

s1% way, then?" O Dell asked.

1,P4481a. nted to their left. "Second to | ast

poi #Vv401081 On the right." '""Okay. Let's get it over with." Together they

wal ked al ong the hallway to the door. V @, Vr M shut, but not | ocked.
Barney turned the handl e

swung it open. The storeroom was unoccupie , wit rough plaster

1K and a concrete floor. A netal rack full of boxes

one wal |, opposite which had been stacked three
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g.- crates. Dust filned every horizontal surface de'spite a.- gentle breeze
issuing froman air vent high on one

"Cosy," said ODell, crossing the roomto exanine fit dead canera. "This seens
fine," he said. "Must be Is electrical fault.” "I'lIl have a technician | ook at
it tonorrow. " Barney

st;@a nmental note to tell Goss when they returned to

su. conmmand centre

ODell seened in no hurry to | eave, however. He browsed through the contents
of the rack, turning over

items and putting them back. "Spare parts,’

he nused



"Your reclamation facilities are quite inpressive, you know. " "They have to
be, to keep us going," Barney said, fighting an inpatience to return to the
upper fl OOTS. "Wthout them the city would have ground to a halt years ago.
"Yes. W're far behind you in that respect.” O Dell glanced at her, then
returned to his inspection of the room "That's one | esson we've never had to
learn.” "Half your luck." Barney noted his words with interest. "You don't
sound surprised that we m ght have sonething to teach you." "Should |I be?"
"No, of course not - but that's not the inpression | get froma lot of your
people. Sonetimes | feel as though you're letting us into the States purely
out of charity."”

O Dell squatted on his haunches by a stack of crates. "Don't |et those

i mpressions tarnish our intentions, Barney. |'msure they're real, but they're
not representative. W have differences of opinions, just |like you do." "Under
Stedman?" "OF course. Under Christ hinmself we'd still have dissent. That's

what denocracy is all about."” ODell ran a hand across the mddle crate of the
stack of three he was | eani ng agai nst, and nodded at recent wheel - marks and
footprints on the dusty floor. "These | ook |ike some of ours,"” he said,

poi ntedl y changi ng the subject. "God only knows what they're doing down here,

t hough.™ "1 can check with R&R, If you like." "No, that's not necessary. As
likely as not the Mayor decided to keep them for hinself. Mist contain

somet hing interesting, | guess." He rapped his knuckles on the wood. "Either
way, " said Barney, "there's nothing for us here.
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it," said ODell. He knocked on the box again, this time. Athird time, then a
fourth, and Barney

4he pitch of each rap change

was about to ask what he was doing when he d on the bottomcrate. H s knuckl es
provoked a thud. glanced up at Barney. "This one sounds enpty. nme a hand."
gether they lifted off the top two crates and sed the lid of the one on the
bottom The seal ed intact until Barney worried at the edge of the lid. a

slight groan, the top lifted snoothly off. Well I'Il be -damed,"” said O Dell
he crate was enpty - and obviously placed at the

in of the stack to hide that fact. .'Wat are you thinking?" asked O Dell
F."1'"mwonderi ng why anyone woul d bother to store

enpty crate down here." Barney stepped back to exam ne the dust on the floor
e nmess of footprints surrounding the crates was fficult to interpret. One
faint trail, however, led from

stack to the wall opposite the door. The prints ren't of shoes, but what
seened to be bare feet. O Dell rose, dusting his hands on his uniform pants.
How does this sound?" he said. "Someone arranges to |ave the crates diverted
intransit, replaces the contents If this one, and has them delivered here.
The dead zone

,allows whoever's inside to get out, rearrange the crates

,to cover their nethod of entry, and . . "And what? They can't | eave the room
wi t hout being ,seen.” Barney's eyes followed the footprints to the far
wal I, then rose upward. The air vent stared back at her

A trenor - half excitenent, half fear - stirred in her stonach.
O Dell followed her gaze. "The ducts?"



"It's the only possible way." Barney crossed the roomin tw steps, reached up
to tug at the grill. It came away cleanly, with no shower of dust - obviously
noved recently. Peering inside, she saw a dark nmetal tube barely a netre
across and forty centinetres high.

O Dell | ooked uncertain. "I don't know. Could someone squeeze through there?"
"If they had to, they could." She leaned the grill against the wall and
stepped away. "If they were nore flexible than nost people."” "Bionodified,"

O Dell finished the thought.
As though he had confirmed her guess rather than sinply agreed with her, her

uncertai nty suddenly vanished. "Cati could be anywhere in here!" "Maybe."
ODell raised a hand to pacify her. "W don't know for certain it was him or
i f anything has happened at all." "But it's worth checking, surely?" "O
course. Hang on a second, and |I'Il let soneone know. " O Dell stepped out of

the storeroom and put a finger to his ear. Speaking rapidly under his breath,
he outlined the situation by intercomto one of his fellow officers.

Barney prow ed the roomwhile she waited. Swi nging a box off the rack and into
position bel ow the vent, she clinbed onto it and peered al ong the duct.
Wthout a light, she couldn't see very far, barely enough to ascertain that
the first two netres were enpty. "They're querying the delivery with the
conmand centre,” O Dell said, stepping back into the room "That shoul dn't
take long." "I hope not." Barney stepped down fromthe box. "Wen ... hang
on." Again ODell's hand went to his ear. This time Barney made out the

fl esh-col oured throat-m ke taped above the hollow of his neck
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ay," he said when the brief conversation had d. "It looks |like a false alarm
The crate was d when it was delivered this evening; apparently ayor wanted to
i nspect sone of the goods nally, before the speeches. The duct was cl eaned

ay norning as part of an overall air-conditioning The dead zone nust be a

coi nci dence." e absorbed this in silence. "Wio told themthat?" oneone in
security." guess they'd know better than we do." Barney ed down at the
footprints in the dust: now nore ever they resenbled marks |left by bare feet.

"Still, I @ like it. It seens entirely too plausible for ny

9- 11

| agree. So | suggest we get upstairs to keep a closer on things." O Del
waved her through the door d of him '"Seconded," she said. "It gives ne the

creeps down e." As they waited for the el evator to descend to the senent,
Roads' voice intruded loudly into the silence

the cellar. "Barney? Are you there?" She junped. "God, | hate it when you do
that.,, "Sorry. Listen, | think I've found sonething portant." "You have?" The
cage doors opened, and they -Stepped inside. Wth a )erk, they began to
ascend. !"Don5t tell nme it's in the air-conditioning system please. @' @

al ready thought of that." "No. It's on the second floor, now " Roads spoke

qui ckly, urgently: "I ran an IP through the security systemto keep tabs on
the General. Just after the neeting in the Mayor's office, the program
crashed. When | tried to find out why, | worked out that the IP


mailto:@.

wasn't equi pped to handle multiple recognitions: it could only track a single
i mage, and failed the monent it canme across two or nore. |If Stednman | ooked
into a mrror, for instance." "Wy should that make a difference?"

was tip "l didn't guess at first, not until the program and runni ng agai n. And
even then, | had to check nmanually before |I could believe it." "Believe what?
That Stednman has been brushing his hair for the last hour?" "No." Roads
hesitated for a nonent, as though he hinmself didn't accept what he had found.
"At 10:1S the I P program picked up two i mages. Both were in the ground fl oor
toilet, as thought Stedman had | ooked into a mirror. But then one of themleft
and the other stayed behind. Wile the first retired to one of the stateroons
to freshen up, the other snuck out a side entrance with a couple of guards and
returned to the control van outside. Since then, the I P program has run
perfectly. "That's why Martin isn't worried about Cati: there are two Genera
St edmans, and one of themis a fake.',

(HAPTER TVENTY

036 Roads could finish what he was saying, the

doors opened on the second floor and the O ani nated voices cut himoff.

gaped at the crowd of uniforned people past. Her first thought was that Cati
had e conmand centre - that she and O Dell had

arrived at the right place too late. But then realiscd that the noise was nore
i ndi cative of dis-

t han urgency. Confusion, not panic. 'This conclusion was supported by ODell's
annoyed Tal k about bad timng," he said. "W'll never

@ 4- through this lot." I m sorry, Phil," she subvocalised over Roads
Voi ce.

91 have to call you back. There's something going on

here." She counted heads quickly as the crowd , TM M1 past: roughly twenty
clustered around a central Q=t half of them RUSAMC officers, the rest RSD and
all of themrubbing shoul ders awkwardly, not yet to working so close to each
other. As she counted, he group bundled to a halt just past the elevator. "At

| east they're heading in the right direction," she said. "Mrre or less."

Bar ney stepped out of the elevator and into the crowd, bunping into a RUSAMC
private as she did so.



The young man scow ed, then i medi ately adopted a nore friendly approach when
he noticed O Dell behind her. . Sorry, ma'am" he said. "Didn't see you
there." "Forget it," she responded. "Wat's the hol d-up? W need to get

t hr ough. "

The private nodded ahead, at the heart of the group. Barney could just nake
out the white-haired head of General Stedman listening to something one of his
guides said in his ear. Hi s voice carried through the buzz of the entourage,
but not clearly enough to make out his words. judging by the direction of his
gaze, he seened to be studying a painting on the wall in front of him "A

gui ded tour," explained ODell. "Unschedul ed fromyour end, but planned from
ours, if you know what | nean."

Bar ney thought she did. Another test of the city's flexibility - and its

pati ence. "We could be here forever," she hissed. "There has to be another way
around -"

"No, wait. He's nmoving." O Dell put a calmng hand on her shoulder. "W'Il get
there, don't worry."

The crowd shuffled forward again. Barney, fuming to herself, noticed O Del
gesture to one of his colleagues, who instantly nmoved to join him The two
RUSAMC of fi cers exchanged a brief, whispered conversation, then separated.
ODell returned to Barney's side with something |like his usual smle across
his lips. "Everything' s under control," he said. "The General's just taking
his time." "Unfortunately for us." And for security, she added to herself. In
the confines of the building' s corridors, a planned nmarch was difficult, an
unpl anned one doubly so.

But there was no use pointing this out to her conpanion. O Dell would only
reiterate his stubborn belief that

an before e Stedin

1f, was safe - perhaps because th

not hi ng but a stand-in. And maybe that was the fit, behind the unschedul ed
tour: not to test the s patience, but to flush Cat, from wherever he

A it made sense - although Barney woul dn't have

IN@ Stand-in's job for all the money in the world. sc; @ huddl e around Stednan
nmoved slowWy along the Iffl. Only when it reached anot her painting and roT-18'
paused for a closer took did she realise that is) Packard hinmself was
acconpanyi ng the General. $V@ m ngl ed bodyguards attenpted to settle into

11H, cordons around their respective | eaders, she

what woul d happen to bystanders if Cati

7-7. during the tour. The General might well be safe what about those with

hi n?

rvousness returning, she craned her neck or a

111r;i ne i<4 view of the hallway. The focus of Stedman's Ms *40Wwas a
portrait of the city's first mayor in

i , framed by recycle wood. The fl attened

bodyguards reached fromone side of the NO to the other and for severa

nmetres along it. ftwl light-fittings hung fromthe walls every three F
casting an unobtrusive yellow gl ow a@oss the
T

n netres further up the hallway was the e to the Reagan Suite. So near
t hought Barney. Yet it might as well have

on the other side of the city ... As her eyes wandered, she noticed sonething
she had
1 earlier: an air-conditioning vent in the wall

above the painting. Simlar vents lined the walls every five metres, roughly
the sane size as the one in the basenent.

She stiffened. The Mayor quietly explained the significance of the wonan in
t he painting, but Barney

M



heard none of it. Instead she studied every inch of the grill, the screws
holding it fast to the wall, the gaps between each slat, the darkness within -
searching for anything out of the ordinary.

But she saw not hing. Paranoid, she told herself. Wat had she expected?

Poi nted fingertips protruding through the grill? Fetid breath msting the air?
Sul phur snoke issuing fromthe perverted flesh of the very devil hinself?

No. Security had told themthat the dead zone in the basenment was a fal se

| ead. Yet she couldn't let go of the idea. But how could Cati possibly know
where the CGeneral would choose to stop, and when the opportunity to attack
woul d arise?

Forcing herself to relax, she shuffled forward a step as the General indicated
that he would like to nove on

And at that nmonent, when the mngled cordons were at their nost disorganised,

t he vent expl oded.

Roads caught it perfectly through his inplants.

The grill flew out of the wall with enough force to tear its screws conpletely
fromthe plaster. Warped out of shape by the force of the blow that had struck
it, it shot across the hallway and into the light fixture opposite. The gl obes
shattered, and shadow shrouded the area bel ow the opening in the wall where

the grill had once been
Into the shadow - and the confusion - a red-skinned figure slid snoothly out
of the hole in the wall. Roads stared at it in inpotent horror: it was the

same face he had glinpsed the night of Blindeye, the sanme eyes, the sane
hairl ess scal p, the same powerful body with whiplash refl exes and

i nconpr ehensi bl e reserves of strength.

Cati gained his footing in one fluid novenent and reached forward with a
single giant hand to grasp Ceneral Stednan about the neck

3.34

-ati s fingers closed, the first shot was fired. Mdre luck ihan any genuine
aim the bullet struck Cati

1;1- shoulder. Blood spattered bystanders, but the

l@giant hardly ft

inched. Wth a vicious flexing his fingers closed, twisted, pulled ... cane
away em

pry. tenths of a second had el apsed, |ong enough for irs]IR- to be unhol stered
but not sufficient tine for

to take effect. The mess of officers and soldiers in confusion, unsure exactly
what had happened. Is., saw Barney |unge forward, and Martin O Dell

4@ Still on her shoulder, attenpt to pull her back. '44r @second shot m ssed.
Cati struck again, this tine

on one leg to kick General Stednman in the On an ordinary man, the bl ow would
have M Tl, through bone and flesh, but General Stednman

recoiled intact, as though Cati's foot had struck i tre stone.

Roads' fists clenched as Cati backed off and reconsidl the situation

t he bodyguards renenbered their orders and into action. RSD officers arned
with pistols Mayor Packard away from General Stedman buried hi munder their
bodi es, while others ainmed ii4i weapons at Cati. The latter group found them
kll;;@in direct conflict with the RUSAMC sol di ers, who

pl aced t hensel ves between the Mayor's bodyguards and the, two nmen in the

m ddl e of the circle.

Barney struggled helplessly in ODell's grip, screaming her frustration into
t he chaos around her. ODell hild her back with his jaw cl enched.

e

In the centre of the circle, alone but for each other, stood General Stedman
and hi s assassin.

Deep bl ack eyes regarded the turmoil around him as

Cati tensed for a third attenpt. Blood streamed down



his right armand dripped onto the carpet - a rich, electric red, nmuch

bri ghter than normal bl ood; hyperoxygenated to feed the energy demands of such
a massive frame. He took one wary step to his left, as though considering his
opti ons.

Attack or flee? Cbey orders or put survival first? Roads knew which would win
in the end. He wasn't surprised when Cati suddenly sprang to enfold the
Ceneral in a killing enbrace

Before the two nmen net, Ceneral Stednman vanished Cati twi sted in nmid-air and

| anded facing the way he had cone. Shock spread across his i nhuman features as
his wi de eyes searched the air, tried to find either the General or an

expl anati on for his sudden di sappearance.

Roads did the sane, with difficulty. The signal from Mayor's House flickered
peculiarly through his inplants. It was as though a bubble of glass had passed
bet ween the camera and the scene bel ow - exactly the same phenonmenon Roads had
wi t nessed nonments before Danny Chong di ed.

Then five such bubble's converged on a point opposite Cati, stabilised in a
rough pentagon, and shimered strangely.

Ceneral Stednman reappeared an instant later, as solid

as ever - but only for a second. Barely had he reappeared when he began to
change. Hi s skin col our darkened; his formfilled out, becane taller. His
clothes nmelted into his body Iike wax, and he becane soneone else entirely:
Anot her CATI. The two giants stared at each other, black eyes reflecting to
infinity, surrounded by confusion as the officers around themmlled in panic.
Further up the hallway, the door to the command centre opened.

Stedman/ Cati smiled and opened his arns.

the original Cati cocked his head, as though tu sonmething, and the lights went
out entire

ly. ression of noveFit., received a nonmentary inp

the canera's mcrophones, followed by O a single gun-shot. Then the feed from
1@®s House ceased. His link with Pol Net failed at

nonent .

ly to the real world - stuck out- '13V returned abrupt nded by rustl

ng trees and dark- '4 house, surrou Distant shouts echoed fromthe RUSAMC
canp as

-gl ooy foyer a, 44C stirred. RSD officers in the now

around the doors.

the | aptop, Roads leapt to stopping to hide an anches

whi pped at him as

d started to run. Br PTI through the trees and around the building fourteen
The sane officers who had stopped himal erted by confused nmessages coning from
wi t h-

61; @buil ding, had taken position by the door- 'He raised the pass as he
approached, but they

hi m anyway.

19 "I'msorry, sir," said ne. "No-one in or out. "But | have to get in there
" Roads pleaded. "Until the simation is contained began the other, |Imwas
stopped by the sound of breaking glass.'

Roads turned away fromthe door and ran back

the building. The floodlights that had once

t he grounds had been extingui shed al ong the security system but his inplants
easily supplenented the | ack of visual light.

Runni ng across the | awn was one large figure, extrenely bright in infra-red.
Wt hout even stopping to think about what he was

doi ng, Roads sprinted after it. The glowing figure darted through the ring of
trees in the direction of the nearest fence. The RSD patrol that shoul d have
been waiting for



it had been halted further along the fence, confused by the sudden radio

sil ence. The shape clinbed over unobstructed and | oped onto the street.

Roads foll owed a second |l ater, cursing the |apse in security. Shinning over
the fence with a grunt, he continued the chase across the street and into the
dark city centre. The glowing figure led himalong a main road and around a
corner. The distance between them gradually wi dened, despite Roads' best
efforts. By the time he turned the corner, the figure had di sappeared. , Then
two storeys up, on the southern side of the street, he saw a broad,
red-skinned figure with the same infra-red pattern as the one he had been
chasi ng. Massive shoulders flexed as it lifted itself up and onto the rooftop
Barely had Roads caught sight of it than it was gone. "Shit!" He stunbled to a
halt, breathing heavily through his nmouth. @ ancing around him he oriented

hi nsel f. He could think of only once place Cati night be heading, and that was
a long shot.

Runni ng again, he took the nearest corner left, and stared along the street.

If he wasn't too late ..

One hundred netres down, barely within range of his inplants under such poor
light, a figure leapt fromroof to roof across the road, and vani shed again.
Headi ng roughly south-west. Roads ran back the way he had cone and found
Mayor's House in conpl ete confusion. No-one checked his pass as he ran through
the rear gates and jogged to the carpark. Only when he started the engi ne of
an unl ocked car did someone come to see what was going on. And even then, the
of ficers who had spoken w himtw ce already that night |et himgo. Panic made
Barney's heartbeat race as the lights went out: in darkness, stripped of al

t he trappi ngs of
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she felt like a child again, waiting for the to come. "WMWWM | M1 by shouting
people all trying to nake iv* heard over the racket, she finally twi sted free
CDell's hand and | unged forward through the

bodi es. Ahead of her, soneone screanmed - a A single shot, fired in panic, made
her ears ring.

cursed the darkness. Wio coul d have known d need ni ght-specs inside the
bui I di ng?

lhe sound of shattering glass cane to her fromthe

of the hallway. She westled free of the crowd to .4itz-ot, the noise. As she
passed the entrance to the

O *i Suite, she collided heavily with a person running

the opposite direction. Woever it was didn't stop

viwitfg her footing, she continued on her way past comand centre and around
the corner. A single broken wi ndow opened into the night air at

0-- end of the hallway. Leaning through the frame, she

down. Cati was gone. All she saw - and then only briefly -

%i@a |ong, sleek shape slipping rapidly through the

skirting the lawn around Mayor's House. The tinmber wolf. Then a hand, touched
her on the back and she spun, ready t o- strike. "It's me," said O Dell
backi ng away a step. Muted nmoonlight painted his face in silver. "You okay?"
"No. |I'm not okay," Barney snapped. "Wat the fuck did you think you were
doi ng back there?" "Stopping you fromgetting too close, of course." He tilted
his head to one side. "You saw what happened. Do you think you could have

hel ped?" "No, but -" She wanted to throttle him to |lash out. Instead she
pushed angrily past him "You' d better have a good explanation for this,
Martin."
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"Ch, we have, Barney," ODell called after her. "Better than anything you
coul d have inmagined!" She ran back around the corner and into the grow ng
cromd. Most of the. people fromthe command centre -

i ncludi ng David Goss and Roger Wggs - had arrived, bringing torches with

them The scene was lit by strobes of light that illum nated patches for an
instant - the hole in the wall, the twisted remains of the grill, spots of

bl ood sl ow y darkening on the carpet, startled faces everywhere - then noved
rapidly on.

The Mayor had struggled to his feet and was being led amid nuffled protests to
an energency stairwell. "What the hell's wong with the Iights?" Barney asked

Goss. "Power's gone," he said, his voice | ow and dangerous. Hi s enornous frane
| oomed heavily in the gloom "Soneone's killed the entire network - along with
security, RSD comunications and "How?" she interrupted. "By using the proper
codes. And we can't switch any of it back on until we find out what they
were. "

t lyou don't know the codes? Who does?" "About half a dozen people, |I'd guess."
"That narrows down the suspects, at least." "If we could find Margaret, we'd
be up and running before you knew it. She progranmed the codes herself." Goss
eyes roamed the chaos. Hi s thoughts were obvious: howto find the Director of
RSD when it was hard enough tal king face-to-face.

A RUSAMC sol di er stepped forward. "Wbrd frombelow. The building is sealed.”
"Too late," said Barney. "Cati's gone. He left via the wi ndow back there. @

"He - it - went past nme," said the woman who had screanmed after the lights
went out. She rubbed her

"Pr;; as she spoke. "It pus

hed nme out of the way,

goi ng.

AMC of ficer glanced fromBarney to the

T-10, "Then we'll nee sonme sort of search party." V;, could be hal fway across

the city by now "

said. "You're better off trying to get the power

97 on.

01;@ Oficer hesitated, obviously reluctant to take no to) & at all. "Wo's
in charge here? @\ ersiz* glanced around himagain, |ooking for authority , @1
o' | finding none. "I guess | am for the nonment. Tell 'nlf Farquhar on the
desk to round up as nmany people T;i can. W have to seal and quarter the
grounds. 1'11

down as soon as | can to sort things out here."

41'"Yes sir " said the officer, and relayed the orders

s- his throat mke.

7 "It'" Barney turned away, feeling worse than usel ess. No-

4)1- a

h d been hurt, but that didn't assuage her bitterness. jlt@A@he had

foll owed her instincts, she m ght have

the attack. Instead, she had let Phil down. Belatedly remenbering the
cyberlink, she called

for Roads. "Phil? | hope you saw all of that,

MAEV' @i ., you'll never believe me if you didn't."

7 Sh waited a nonment, then repeated: "Phil? Phil, are

you t here?"

No answer. Pol Net nmust have crashed along with RSD and the house security. She
hoped he had made it

into the building. God only knew, she needed his help to make sense of
everyt hing that had happened.

Can had obviously been in the vents, as she had first thought. But security
had told themnot to worry about the dead zone in the basenent. Security had
t herefore been wong - or deliberately nisleading. And the nore

she thought about it, the nmore the latter seemed probable.

I A



She and Roads had al ready ascertained that Cati's controller had to be someone
high up in RSD - or exceptionally skilled with the city's datapool - in order
to gain access to archived data. Furthernore, that same someone nust have
arranged for the crates to be brought into the building, eavesdropped on
RUSAMC information to tell Cati where to wait for the General's appearance,
and then used the override codes to kill the power when escape was called for
If security had lied to prevent Cati from being detected, then that mneant
Cati's controller had been in the command centre during the attack

The crowd had thinned slightly, but the sense of chaos renai ned. Barney

t hreaded her way through to Roger Wggs, who stood near where the
air-conditioning vent had fallen. "I still can't believe it," he said when he
saw her. "Right under our noses -" "Neither can |," she agreed, although she
didn't have time for synpathy. "Listen, about half an hour ago, a call cane
fromone of Stedman's cronies to ask about the air-conditioning in the

baserment. Do you remenber who took that call - or at |east who answered the
guesti on?"
Wggs frowned. "I don't remenber. W were busy." "Think - it's inmportant!" "I

don't know, okay?" Wggs glared at her, and turned away. "Shit." Barney went
to find Goss, but caught sight of the imtation General Stednman instead.
Restored to its original shape, the latter stood notionless, frozen like a
statue to one side of the hallway. Cccasional pools of light darted across its
i mobi | e features.

One of the RUSAMC officers had her hand buried up to the wist in its side.

Bar ney backed away as its face began to change agai n, becom ng bl ank, neutral

- a

"tenpl ate of a man. Then the image dissolved into

-lived pillar of snow, and five balls hung in its floating unsupported in the
air. Each was silver, |y a hand-span across and buzzed softly. h ny God," she
said, all thoughts of Cati's oller suddenly evaporating. Again she called for
and again she received only silence in reply. cat, isn't it?" said O Dell
suddenly at her side. rney spun to face him "You sonofabitch," she

ed. "You knew all along!"™ ,No. Not until Blindeye. But you still didn't tel
us?" Anger made the words e in her throat. couldn't. What use is a defence
like this when ryone knows about it?" O Dell waved at where the ue of Stedman
had once stood. "They will now, of urse - but it worked once, and that's the
main thing. ti's controller won't try again. | think we' ve denonated the

poi nt|l essness of resisting us any |onger, don't u?" Barney shook her head,
speechless. ODell's grin cked her ignorance, her |ack of sophistication -
ocked all of Kennedy Polis with her. For one tineless

nmornent she hated himmnore than she had hated anyone

0 ,Jn her entire life.

Then: "Has anyone seen Antoni or Margaret?" asked Goss, .,'shouldering his way
t hrough the crowd toward them "They have the codes. W need either of themto
restore

some sort of order to the system" "l saw DeKurzak headi ng downstairs
earlier," said ODell. "He said he was going to check the foyer. |I'll have
someone try to track himdown, if you like." "Fuck DeKurzak," Barney

whi spered, feeling her grip on the situation slipping entirely. "Were the
hell is Pbil?"
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( HAPTER TVAENTY- ONE

11: 05 p. m

Roads took the freeway at sixty-five kil onetres per hour

- the fastest he could squeeze fromthe RSD vehicle's small electric engine.
He had no clear idea of what he would do if he cane face-to-face with Cati. He
needed backup, a weapon, sonme sort of advantage. Yet, with Pol Net down, he had
no way to talk to anyone. Even the radio standard to all RSD vehicl es was
silent. The conmmuni cati ons network had obvi ously been silenced fromwthin.

Until it was brought back on-line, the city was effectively dunb.
And he was on his own. Instead of cursing fate, however, he used the tinme to
consider the five small 'glitches' at the heart of the substitute Stedman.

That it was a technol ogi cal product, not nmagical or biological, was obvious.
The degree of sophistication it displayed was nore advanced than anyt hi ng
Roads had ever seen - both before and after the War - but that didn't make it
i mpossi bl e. The RUSA had openly denonstrated a worki ng know edge of
field-effects, which alone would account for the 'levitation' of the balls,

t he apparent solidity of the inmage and possi bly even its knack of becom ng
invisible. The image itself was probably nothing nore than an extrenely high-
lution hologram simlar to that enployed by both Head and the RUSAMC s
flag-bearing jeep. pact batteries could power the whole arrangenent, rhaps
even EPA44210s |ike the ones Morrow had dden in his stockpile on Ad North
Street. Roads nmentally sketched the design of the nachine: |least two balls to
generate the hol ogram perhaps other two for the field-effects; and one to
collect nsory data of its imedi ate environment. The | ast

ight also contain transmtters and receivers to relay

ta and instructions. That left no balls remaining for its 'brain', but Roads
idn't for a nmoment contenplate that the RUSA ,scientists had nmanaged to
squeeze an entire Al into the spheres. He guessed that the artificial Stedman
had received its instructions fromthe control van; the :CGeneral and his
assistants had probably directed the

thing renmotely, never leaving it to its own devices. Certainly it would have
been easier to relay Stedman's voice in real time rather than generate it
artificially; that way, the stand-in's responses woul d appear genuine on
every | evel

The devi ce was ingenious. Expensive, obviously, and clearly a breakthrough in
m ni aturi sation al one. Roads woul d have had nothing but admration for it, had
it not

been for one thing: there was nore than one in the city.

The simlarity between the Mle and the Stednansubstitute was too close to be
coi nci dence. The Ml e had inmitated Roads with uncanny accuracy, could becone
practically invisible and change its shape,.and had denmonstrated the famliar
five,-point arrangenent on at |east two occasions. The theft of the EPA44210s
was explained by its need for power; the strange del ay between | ocating them
in Morrow s inventories and actually stealing them |ikew se: the Mle

woul dn't take
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the batteries until it was actually running low. And the |ack of an obvious
conmand centre didn't necessarily refute his theory, for the "brain" could be
hi dden anywhere in the city and comruni cate with the "body" by means of a
little-used radi o frequency.

When he fields were collapsed, the ball arrangenent nade it far nore
manoeuvrabl e than any human. This led to the conclusion that the Ml e had

i ndeed gai ned entrance to the KCU library via the sewers. Pursuing , hat

t hought, Roads called up a scale plan of the KCU grounds from his onboard
menory. The nearest drain to the library opened in the small clunp of trees
where the tinmber wolf had vani shed on the night of Blindeye. That nade the
wol f a nobil e shape the Mol e could assume when a | ess human appear ance was

nore appropri; and the intermedi ate stage, the were at e,
wol f formthat had startled Roads in the library, a Possible self-defen
mechani sm designed to frighten p ce than draw theminto

a confrontation |ople away rather
So the Mble was, in a sense, a -werewol f. And bel onged to the RUSAMC

it
But what was it for? Several Possibilities sprang to mind - covert
surveill ance being the npbst obvious - but Roads could come to no firm
conclusions w thout nore data.. Al he could do was specul ate about the Ml es
notives - and those of the RUSA. He found hinself in the unfortunate
situation of now knowi ng what the Mdl e was and who had built it, but not
knowi ng WY it did what it did.
And until he knew the why exactly, he was unable to deci de what he shoul d do
i n response.
He turned off the southern arterial freeway and headed into the ol der suburbs.
Fifteen m nutes had passed since the attack on General Stedman. Even all ow ng
for Cati's superhuman pace and his own
346
relatively slow progress, Roads felt safe that he would arrive in tinme.
Ad North Street was darker than the rest of the city: no parties here, no
lingering nerrinment. The whirring of the car's electric engine echoed from
forbidding sto
ne facades as he pulled to a halt outside 116. The famliar building stared
mutely back at him
dinmbing out of the car, he jogged across the road n up a d the stairs. The
bui |l ding was silent, om nously so.
ven
maxi mum @' E with his artificial cochleae at their sensitivity, he could hear
no-one. Only the sighing of the breeze disturbed the stillness.
He nudged the door and it swung easily open. Tthhee ck had been broken. Mboving
swiftly, he crossed loarrow hal fway to the stairwell. The only footprints on
the dusty steps were his and Katiya's - yet he couldn't shake the feeling that
somebody el se had been here, and recently. Al of his nodified senses itched.
H s right hand ached for a pistol, anything.
At the entrance to the apartnment Katiya and Cati shared, he stopped. The door
was slightly a*jar. Taking a deep breath, he pushed it open
The room was dark. Furniture lay in ruins, torn to splinters. The sofa had
been hurl ed against the wall. Roads could see a blotch of fading warnmth where
someone had recently sat, and a deeper patch in- another corner. Stepping
gingerly over the rubble, he bent to examine the latter, and found a pool of
bl ood.
Moving rapidly fromroomto room he found destruction everywhere. Sonmeone had
turned the apartment into a junk-heap. Every itemin the small cupboards had
been tossed to the floor; clothes lay torn beneath broken boxes. In the
hal | way, Roads al nost slipped on a pile of scattered paper: Cati's wordless
"diary', strewn at random



In the bedroom the mattress had been torn in half. Foam and ripped sheets
covered every flat surface, nost thickly in the corners. Scrabbling through
one such pile, he finally cane across sonmething warm a bare, human arm
Grabbing it with both hands, he pulled Katiya's body out of the weckage and
exam ned her. A deep bruise bl ackened her right tenple. Roads bent |ower over
her face to check her eyes. She was alive, but concussed. The blood trickling
fromher left ear was still wet.

He grimaced, both with distaste and the ramifications of that observation
Katiya rmust have been knocked out only minutes ago. There was a fair chance

that the responsible party was still nearby. "Katiya?" he whispered. "Can you
hear ne?"

The wonman didn't respond at first, and he tried again, a little | ouder
"Katiyal"

She stirred, scrabbled weakly at the air. He sat her up and swung her into the
nmoonl i ght comi ng through the wi ndow. "Can you hear ne?"

She opened her eyes and stared wildly, her gaze blank and unfocused. "It's
okay, you're safe." He brushed her hair back fromher face, trying to soothe
her by touch. "Can you tell me what happened?”

When her eyes finally net his, her entire body stiffened and she opened her
nmouth to scream

He snmothered the cry with one hand whil e maki ng desperate shushi ng sounds.
"Hey - it's okay, it's okay. Woever did this, they' ve gone!" "No!" she hissed
t hrough his fingers, withing under his touch. Wth one hand flat on his
chest, she pushed herself away and craw ed back into the corner. "Leave ne

al one! Go away!"

"Katiya, it's me. Oficer Roads from RSD, renenber?" ,ilie tried to snile
reassuringly, and held out his hands, @npty. "lI'mtrying to help you."
"Liar!" Her eyes regarded himfromthe corner. One

pi nching shut as the bruise on her tenple spread. n | already told you:

don't know where Cati is!" "But | do. He's on his way here." "He is?" Katiya
regarded hi m suspiciously. He was heading this way last time | saw him He's
Wunded and in a |lot of trouble. He needs your help."

Her eyes flashed. "Wen he sees what you' ve done, '@he's not going to be
happy."” "What |'ve done ... ?" Roads stared around hi

in, realisation suddenly dawni ng.

The Mol e had beaten himthere. Before he could protest his innocence, the

wi ndow tl @burst inward. Shards of glass showered through the

room and Roads flinched away, bringing up one armto protect his eyes. The
heavy crunch of feet on the fragnments coincided with Katiya's gasp: "Cati!"
Roads rolled away to the far side of the room

Through the glittering starlight he saw the killer silhouetted agai nst the

br oken wi ndow. He 'was even

larger in real life than Roads had guessed, topping his nodest height by at

| east forty centinmetres. Despite his wounded arm roughly bandaged with scraps
of cloth, and his otherw se naked body, Cati |ooked like every soldier's

ni ght mare brought to life: a demon made flesh, unstoppabl e and indefati gable.
just the sight of himmade Roads feel defenceless.

Katiya still crouched in the corner, only slowy comng to her feet. As Cati

| ooked around at,the ruined bedroom and his w de, grey-black eyes took in the
damage, his expression changed to one of intense fury.
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"Cati, listen," Roads began, "she's safe, we're all safe

- don't - !I"

The killer crossed the roomin a single, leaping step, his arnms outstretched.
Roads | unged aside and tried to scranmble away. Before he had travelled a
metre, two mghty hands grabbed his neck and belt and Iifted himoff the
floor. Wth an incredible surge of strength, Cati threw himbodily through the
bedr oom door way.

Roads struck the ground, skidded across the hallway and thudded heavily into a
wall. Hs newy-healed ribs sang; his skull rang Iike a bell. He might have

bl acked out then, had it not been for the sight of Cati approaching.

Roads roll ed aside, managing to gain his footing at the entrance to the | ounge
room He ducked a whistling blow ainmed for his neck, struck Cati in the
stomach, and ducked again as the killer drove both fists down, aimng for his
spine. A kick to Cati's left knee had no effect except to send Roads hinself
of f - bal ance. Before he could recover, a glancing blowto his right cheek sent
hi m spi nni ng back to the floor

Cati | oomed over him One nassive, bare foot descended to stanp on Roads

face, but he slid away in tine, blinking blood fromhis eyes. H s hands found
a plank of wood that had once been part of the |ounge. He swng it at the
killer's head. Cati used one hand to knock it aside, giving Roads a brief
opening. A solid kick to the chest made the killer stunble back a step. Then
Cati's guard was up again, and Roads backed away.

The trickle of blood from Roads' cheek nmet his lips, and he tasted copper
Fighting the urge to gag, he circled the room | ooking for another weapon
before the killer resumed his attack. O for a chance to escape ..

Cati noted his glance at the doorway, and |unged. Roads si destepped, grabbed
Cati's nmassive forearmand twisted with all his strength. On an ordi nary man

t he

woul d have di sl ocated a shoulder, but all it did to iwas rmake hi m stunble.

Fl exi ng his biceps, he

Roads aside, sending himinto the ruins of the Roads slid a metre down the
wal | before recoverA

fist smashed into the plaster beside his head. He away and pushed backward
with both feet. Even with all his weight behind the thrust, he only

managed to overbal ance the killer. They fell to the 11 (616y anong the
fragments of furniture. For the first time, Roads heard Cati grunt with
surprise. It wasn't nuch, but it was encouraging.

Then - so suddenly he cried aloud - his head exploded with |ight and sound.
The reactivated icons and screens of PolNet filled his nmind, blinding himto
reality for a bare instant. Data scrolled down his vision; renote inputs
booted up his inplanted processor, checked its status and opened the channel s
he had tried to access on the way to A d North Street. And on top of all of
that, Barney's voice urgently called his nane.

Cati's fingers found his throat while he was distracted. The killer lifted,
began to squeeze. Roads dangled |Ii e a rag doll. The nuscles in his throat and
t he strengthened bone of his spinal colum prevented Cati fromactually
snappi ng his neck, but there was littlie he could do to stop the closure of
his wi ndpipe. He pulled at the clenched fists with all of his fading strength
and shifted themless than a centinetre. Hi s nodified autonom c systens sl owed
his heart and diverted as

much bl ood as possible to his brain, yet still he could feet consciousness
gradual | y ebbi ng.

Gitting his teeth, he stared into the killer's alien eyes. The babbl e of

voi ces intensified as darkness filled his vision and the fire in his lungs
began to go out.

Then the hands suddenly eased, allowing hima brief gasp of air. He struggl ed,
ki cking nore by reflex than



anything else. His body still fought desperately for life, despite its slim
chance of survival. \Wiether any of his blows struck home, he couldn't tell.

H s eyes hadn't recovered fr omthe | ack of oxygen in his blood, and his Iinbs
were little nmore than vague nerve-endings a | ong, |ong way away.

Then he was in the air, flying across the roomin slow notion. H's eyes

cl eared enough for himto see the wall coming for him There was little he
could do to stop it. The pain was |ike a bonb going off in his head as he hit.
He slunped face-forward onto the bare fl oorboards, retching for breath.
Qutrage burned everywhere in his battered body, and the taste of blood was
stronger than ever: like failure, sharp and bitter. But he had to nove. His
life depended on it.

Wth an effort so draining that he thought it mght burst his heart, he
managed to roll over and | ook up

Frustration cut deep the lines of Cati's face; despair lay in the bottomnl ess
bl ack pools of his eyes. But he wasn't coming for Roads. He stood exactly
where he had been nmonments ago, frozen in place as though by sone terrible

i nternal struggle.

As Roads watched, the killer shook his head once, raised his clenched fists to
the ceiling. H's nouth formed an 0, and he screaned silently. Every nuscle in
hi s body quivered in rebellion

Barely had Roads registered this inpression than Cati sagged. Every nuscle
went linmp, and the killer |ooked down at the floor. Any thoughts Roads m ght
have entertai ned of taking advantage of Cati's distraction vani shed. The
killer already |ooked beaten, dooned.

Then Cati mnoved. So quickly that Roads could barely follow, the killer ran
fromthe | ounge and into the bedroom The crunch of footsteps traced his path
to the wi ndow and beyond.
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k twitched, wanting desperately to set off in Cati was slipping through his
fingers for the time that night, and unlike before he had no idea ti;i- the

killer mght be going. But there was nothing

114-we" F41 do in time; he could hardly even keep his head . MoNbM |isten
1 @ ft,"i gentle thunp fromthe roof above followed, then a

o}

the buil ding across the |lane. Footsteps led into n x; @di stance, gradually
fadi ng even to Roads' sensitive

1c. Finally, only Katiya's voice remained, calling the |w back, sobbing
hel plessly for himto return. Cati was gone. Apart fromthe voices calling

both MIt-., and outside Roads' head, the night was silent
ffir WIl you talk to ne, for God' s sake?" "Take it easy, Barney." Martin
O Dell |eaned over the seat she occupied. "He's probably busy, and you're

fiful, fIf@ the hell out of him" "For ten minutes? He can't be that busy."
O Dell shrugged and noved away. In the dimlight glowing fromthe screens and
control panels of the RUSAMC control van, his face | ooked different. Mre
serious; in a strange way, nore at hone.

Barney wasn't sure she liked the change, even if he was hel ping her. For the

first time, she felt like an Qutsider. "Phil, this is an emergency. | need to
talk to you now"
Not hi ng. She cl osed her eyes and rested her head in her hands. The | ast

sighting of Roads had occurred al nost threequarters of an hour ago, when he
had stolen a patrol car

fromthe back of Mayor's House. Nothing had been seen or heard of him since.
She was begi nning to suspect the worst.



Behind her, O Dell oversaw the rest of the operation. RUSAMC technici ans had
i sol ated the frequency of Roads' cyberlink, and were using the control van's
transmitters to boost Barney's signal. Also, the information fromthe ol d CATI
files retrieved fromher |aptop had enabled themto search for any illicit
transm ssions through the radio-silence still blanketing the city's official
ai rmaves. They had al ready detected one such transm ssion, and were worKking
hard to decode it.

Barney sighed. If the cipher proved to be inpenetrable they were wasting

val uabl e tine.

Qut side the control van, chaos reigned. Visible through a nonitor was the ring
of MBSA officers surroundi ng Mayor's House, each arned with a rifle and under
strict orders to keep everyone out - RSD and RUSAMC i ncl uded. Search parties
had found no sign of Cati, and the city's comunicati on network was stil

ef fectively down, despite the nysterious substitute that had appeared to take
Pol Net s pl ace. Communication was limted to the few intercons the RUSAMC had
| oaned to the RSD squads during their retreat fromthe area.

Yet she refused to give up. The long-run was nore inportant than the short:
neither Cati nor the Mdl e had been captured; both had di sappeared along with
Roads. She needed himto help themresume the search, before the Mdle or Cati
went to ground agai n.

She kept trying, sending her voice echoing across the city, boosted by the
RUSAMC transmitters.

Finally, after another five mnutes of calling, a weak signal returned:
"Barney, be quiet. |I'mhere." Roads' voice issued fromthe, speakers in the
console in front of her as well as in her ear. He sounded terrible, even over
t he cyberlink, but Barney was too relieved to notice at first.

OW Her cry brought ODell instantly fromthe far i N of the control van. "Is
that really you?"

Don't start that again. I'mnot up to it." '"W' ve been | ooking for you
everywhere. Wiere the
11 have you been?" "Hunting," he said, "and being hunted. | saw Cat

oi . @from Mayor's House and guessed he was heading to Od North Street. The
Mol e must have guessed well or followed ne part of the way, because it beat
at. here. By the tinme | arrived, the place was a ness and il @Mbl e had gone.
Then Can arrived, thought |'d done

and _" He stopped. "And?" she pronpted uneasily. "Let's just say I'Il live,
and leave it at that. |I've no

1r; P.- where he is now Katiya's still here. She's been To MIN around too, but
she' Il be okay." "Cati hit her?" "No, the Mdle did. Wy, though, I'm not
sure." "Maybe to enrage Cati," said ODell, |eaning across

the console to talk into a mcrophone. i "I's that you, Martin?" Roads

asked, surprised to hear
the extra voice through the cyberlink

6cyes." "I guess you'd know better than any of us what the L
Mole really wants. It's your toy, after all." "Perhaps." O Dell glanced at
Barney. "But we'll talk about that later. For now, we're in the control van

listening in on the old mlitary frequencies. There was an

unaut hori sed transm ssion about fifteen nminutes ago that we think canme from
Cati's controller -"

"It did," Roads interrupted. "If not, | wouldn't be talking to you now. Have
you translated it?" "Not yet. We're doing our best. Do you have any i deas?"

"No. As | told Barney, I'd only heard of the CAT



project by nane - no details. You ve tried all the standard encryption keys?"
"Everything in the old files. None of themmatch." "Then it nust be something
uni que to the project, and could take hours to crack. Although . " Roads

t hought for a nonment. "Pol Net's back on the air. Does that mean RSD i s up and
runni ng agai n?" "No," Barney answered. "Pol Net just started working again.

No- one knows why. We thought you m ght have had sonmething to do with it." "Me?
No - in fact, it damm near killed ne. But | have an idea who is behind it."
Agai n Roads hesitated. "And | think I know himwell enough to guess that he's
listening in right now If he'll hear us out, 1'd like to ask himfor help

again. And to be given the chance to apol ogise."

Bar ney opened her mouth to ask Roads what the hell he was tal king about, but a
new voi ce over the cyberlink cut her off. "Apol ogi se?" The voi ce spoke from
the consol e's speakers with an amused - and fanmiliar - air. "My dear boy, what
on earth is there to apol ogise for?" "For thinking that you were Cati's
controller, of course. "

Laughter filled the line. "Really? If you believed that even for a second,
then you don't know ne as well as you think." "No?" responded Roads. "You're
here now, aren't you?" "Too true. . . " The chuckle tailed off into silence.
Barney stared at the console. "Phil, is that who | think it is?" "Probably.
You tell her, Keith." "Keith Morrow at your service again, mny dear."

Barney wasn't quite sure what to say. She and O Dell exchanged quick

di sbel i eving gl ances.

RUSAMC captain cleared his throat. "1'd always agi ned our first nmeeting to be
on somewhat |ess rdial grounds," he said. Again the Head chuckled. "I"Il bet
you did, Captain 'Dell. And don't bother trying to trace this nsmssion." "Wy
woul d we do that?"

You know very well why," returned the Head. "For

meone so cruelly maligned by both RSD and the 'Reunited States, | have
certainly gone out of nmy way to --help you all in the last week. | hope you
appreciate that."

-W do, Keith," said Roads. "W do. And if your face hadn't appeared in Cati's

diary, | wouldn't have @uspected you at all. It took me far too 1()ng to work
out the real reason behind that." "Wait - let nme get this straight." Barney
rubbed a

hand across her forehead, trying to retie the threads of the conversation
"You resurrected Pol Net? "OF course,” replied the Head. "Do you think Phil is
the only person in Kennedy with a working copy? O that my notives are
necessarily malign?" The Head tsked inpatiently. "Did you pick up the CATI
conmmand?" Roads asked. "If you nean the npost recent, from nineteen minutes
ago, then yes." "Can you decipher it for us?" "Decipher, yes; | already have.
For you, though, | don't know. Should I?" "That's entirely up to you. just
renenmber, we only want the controller. Cati's as innocent as | am despite al
he's been nmade to do. He had no choice in the matter, and shouldn't be

puni shed." . Barney opened her mouth to protest, but O Dell touched her on the
shoul der and shook his head.



"My thoughts exactly,"” said Morrow. "The controller ordered Caei to rendezvous
with himat Patriot Bridge in forty-five mnutes. Twenty-six mnutes from
now." "Did he say why?" Roads asked. "No." "Then that probably nmeans he
suspects we're listening, and doesn't want to broadcast too nuch.” "I'd say
so. All previous transm ssions were quite explicit. "You nean - ?" she began
but again the hand on her arm silenced her. "What about the control code?"
asked O Dell before she could push himaway. "No," said Morrow "One person
has it already, which is bad enough." "But having it would save us a | ot of
trouble. We could just order himto -" "My point exactly." Mrrow s voice was
regretful but firm "Humans don't know when to stop. How you ever reached the
poi nt where you were able to create an intelligence as sublinme as mne is

quite beyond me, to be frank. " "W've had this conversation before, Keith,"
interrupted Roads. "And now isn't the tine. You' ve given us what we need and,
for that, I'mgrateful. The rest can wait until later. Did you catch all of
that, Barney?" "Clear as a bell." "Ckay, tell Margaret to send reinforcenents

ASAP. Keith said 'he' every tine he mentioned the controller, so she's in the
clear. But be careful who else you talk to. W don't want to scare Carl's

controller away." "Understood, but -" She paused. "It may not be as easy as
that." "Wiat do you nean?"
14 K A

M1, ve been some problenms at this end. The NMSA

umed control of Mayor's House, sealed it tight. ,@07,v ass ", AS!'" RSD
personnel not inside have been ordered off the

along with Stedman's troops. Martin and | L

na. e

dit to the control van before it got ugly." "How ugly, exactly?" "The Myor
i ssued a statement half an hour ago M w an assassination attenpt on
bi m not

St edman. Margaret has been arrested on

g*, of conspiracy, along with David Goss. A FInmsi for you has been issued
as well."

Roads grunted. "The Mayor said this? Are you

"Positive: he's in there, running things. It's not a

if that's what you're thinking." "A gross over-reaction, then." "It seens that
way. DeKurzak's obviously been giving himideas." "Have you tried talking to
hi n?" "No chance. Until the phone network is running again, we don't really
have a way to contact them" "There are signals comng out of the building

al ong one of the landlines,” put in ODell, "but they're also coded. G ven
their frequency, we're assuming themto be official, sone sort of energency
systemwe can't tap into." "And how s your boss taking this, Martin?" "In his
stride, for now," the RUSAMC captain replied. "He understands how the

assassi nation attenpt |ooks, and how you feel about the Mole. But it's still a
stand-off. There are Reunited States personnel inside the building, too, and
we haven't heard fromthemfor alnost an hour."” "Shit," Roads said. "This
could nmean the end of the Reassimilation.”



"Or worse," Barney added. "But there's not nmuch we can do until the Myor
decides to talk." -

"No, not really." Barney heard the frustration in his voice as clearly as she
felt her owmn. "Qur only option is to keep after Cati," he went on. "I'Ill head
straight to the bridge. It shouldn't take too long by car."” "If you | eave

now," said ODell, studying a map of the city on a screen. "W'Il|l do what we
can fromthis end - maybe rustle up reinforcenments from sonewhere. Watever we
do, you'll beat us there by at least fifteen nminutes. You won't have backup

for that long. Do you think you can handl e hinP" "Do | have a choi ce?" asked
Roads. Barney thought she heard an echo of a sigh through the cyberlink

"Anyway, | need to get noving if I"'mgoing to make it in time. I'll call when
I"'mon the way. You can fill me in on the Mle then, Martin." "WIIl do," said
ODell. "I think it's time you all knew the truth.” . "Agreed. See you at

the bridge," said Roads, and killed the line.

Roads | et his head fall back onto the floor. The pain had ebbed slightly
during the conversation as endorphins rushed through his body, but he stil
felt terrible. He rubbed the tight skin of his cheek, felt the roughness of
dried blood, and willed hinself to nmove. He didn't have tine for self-pity.
The apartnent had fallen strangely silent while he talked with O Dell and
Bar ney; the background weepi ng had stopped. Opening his eyes, he | ooked
upwar d.

Katiya was standing over himwith a knife in one hand. She stared fixedly at
himwi th her one good eye narrowed. The other had closed entirely, pinched
shut by the vivid bruise on her tenple.

| was listening to you," she said softly. "You were

1, to yourself, you said that Cati was innocent, and

Her hands were trenbling. "And you're bl eeding.'

He | eaned on the nearest wall for balance and 'Yes." M1 to his feet. She
backed away automatically. imdoes that tell you?" "That you' re not the sane
one who was here earlier."” "That's right." He straightened his clothing and
V7, MoTT-11 off the dust.

Katiya |l owered the knife to her side, where it dangl ed

Roads wi shed there was sonething he could do to

l@i.- the wonman's obvious pain, but time was too short. '4 1 can't stay here.
W1l you be okay?" "Were are you going?" "To find Can."

i 4you. know where he is?" "Yes. O at |east where he'll be very soon." "Then I
want to come with you."™ "It'll probably be dangerous "I know " She gl anced

down at her shaki ng hands, then back at him Her eyes blazed in the darkness.

"But what else can | do? He needs ne. He doesn't want to hurt people. Maybe
maybe | can even help himfree hinself -" "COkay, okay," he relented. "But

I'"mleaving now |If

youl re com ng, we have to hurry." "Yes." She nodded. "Yes, | understand." She

| ooked around the room at the devastation of her home, and straightened her

shoul ders.

As soon as they were on the way, Roads reopened the cyberlink and whi spered

across the city: "Ckay, Martin," he said. "Tell ne everything."
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"The device you call the Mle is known under another nane in the Reunited
States," said ODell, "and even then only by a few W call it Project
Cherubim - after the word's original neaning: a creature that is hal fhuman
hal f-ani mal and full of eyes." "So it is a spy," said Barney. "But -"

"Let me finish." ODell's tone was brisk, alnost terse

- as though delivering a lecture to hostile students. "I'm probably going to

get ny ass kicked for tal king about this, so at |east give me the chance to
get it right. "By experinmenting with field-effects and naking a few

i mprovenents on the old designs, and by using canoufl age techni ques we

devel oped ourselves - not stolen fromthe bunker files, as you thought, Phil -
we' ve built a robot capabl e of changing shape at will. Holograns give it
appearance, while the fields make it solid when it needs to be. G ven enough
data, it can assune the appearance of anyone it chooses - right down to the
smal l est visual detail. It can even sinulate body heat and voice patterns,

whi ch enables it to pass identity tests that many other nethods of

i npersonation do not. "This makes it perfect for internal security, as you now
know, but it can al so be used for espionage. It can

and replace anyone in a rival government

well to fool all but their closest conpanions."” t's not perfect, then?" Roads
asked. "The less frequently it comes into contact with people better

obvi ously, for not even we can design a

sfisr; @ that will conpletely recreate a person. The M_subject is someone who
lives alone, and whose f allows themto be fairly independent." "Soneone |ike
me, in other words."

1, 4, "Exactly." ODell's voice displayed disconfort. "You

Chosen froma group of ten candidates as having it;, best lifestyle for the
Mole to inmtate. Usually the

woul d be soneone fairly high up in a local M4sr-*@force or governnent, but
not too high; the

has to be di sposed of, of course, and we don't want to be accused of

di srupting the target governnent if found out. Qur information suggested that
you lived al one and were high enough in RSD to give you access to sensitive

i nformati on. You were an ideal target for Project Cherubim" "Wiit a mnute,"
said Barney. "lIsn't disrupting the governnent the idea? Send it in, get it to
becone the

| ocal mayor or whatever, have it initiate a take-over fromwithin and -?"
"No," ODell said. "That's not the idea at all." "But it can be used that way.
And if it can be, then it will be one day. Isn't that the way the mlitary

m nd works?" "Not everyone's." O Dell sighed. "But | take your point. You have
to understand that without the old bunker files the Reunited States' expansion
woul d have been nuch slower than it was. On a small scale, the weapons and
tools in the archives provided an inval uabl e means of conbating bionodified
encl aves. The rogue packs had an edge over us nornms that we could



counteract only by superior weaponry. W' ve had no choice but to devel op new
weapons. "But we required something nore sophisticated when dealing with

| arger comunities - bionodified or not. Sone of the collectives, west and
south of here, are as large as the original states. Qutright war is expensive,
not to nention bad for public relations. W are attenpting to avoid the

m st akes of the past, after all, and that makes negotiati on our nost inportant
tool of all. "Yet at the heart of all negotiation lies information, and
information is often best gathered by espionage. W needed a way to infiltrate
rival states without arousing their suspicions, and preferably w thout risking
our own people. The best way to do this was by exploiting internal corruption
but that can take tine too. And Ceneral Stedman wants to reassinilate the
continent peacefully before what remai ns devolves too far - or other nations
dig their heels in and force us to fight." "The Mdle is a kind of niddle
ground?" asked Roads. "Exactly. The pacifists like it because it reduces |oss
of life; in the long run, it mght even encourage peace. The expansionists, on
the other hand, admire its efficiency, its ability to keep campai gn costs
down." "So you sent one into Kennedy. Can | ask why?" "For several reasons.
The obvious one is to assist Reassimilation. Things aren't as perfect on the
Qut side as you've heard, and official mlitary policy is delicately bal anced
at the nonent. There's been a |lot of resistance to our expansion in recent
years, so much that sone of General Stedman's colleagues are calling for a big
push: one single offensive that will crush everything in its path. If that
happens, we will be betraying everything we've stood for - so it's all the
nore inportant that the

4, - $1$ O Kennedy goes ahead snoothly. If it

F1 it 'L, then the warnongers will have even nore

95

The image of the Reunited States MIlitary Corps

across the face of North Anerica |ike sone

angel of the Apocal ypse filled Roads' mind for an

before he could banish it. "So the Mdl e followed nme," he said, "broke into ny
.01411b1ii Studied ne in enough detail to allowit to become ssz% But why go
to so nuch trouble for so long? You Ms-r put the Mdle into position until the
envoy arrived;

1140 then you must have had a fair idea that the

Bill would be accepted. Way continue s- the operation when you knew you'd have
conplete *r-rg& to the Kennedy darapool in just a few weeks?" "Bec

ause the informati on we needed wasn't in the

ly. datapool," replied ODell sinp "It wasn't? Neither the MSA nor the

Mayoral ty have any obvious secrets, as far as | know " "That's right. They
don't." "Then -" Roads broke off as a thought suddenly T, struck him "Wit,"
he said. "I think |I'm beginning to

understand now." "The thefts,” O Dell said. "Yes. The EPA44210s, and the

expl osives." "And nuch nore besides."

It was Barney's turn to be confused. "WI| someone

pl ease tell me what you two are tal ki ng about ?"

O Dell sighed. "To put it succinctly, one of General Stedman's purposes in
conmng to Kennedy Polis was to hunt down a crimnal and bring himto justice.
That crimnal wasn't the Mole - although he was a thief -

and he wasn't Cati, either. He was a srmuggler in a small town who nade the
fatal m stake of underestimating his opposition.51



"You mean -" the tone of Barney's voice effectively conveyed her disbelief
the Head?" "Wio el se?" Roads said. 'The EPA44210s stolen fromQAd North Street
had to have come from sonewhere, and their di sappearance woul d have been
noted." "Noted, and responded to," added O Dell. "The thefts began over five
years ago. A mmjor trade route between Phil adel phia and our southern frontiers
passes near here, and | guess it proved fairly easy to arrange a few
"accidents' along the way, with help fromallies on the Qutside. At first we
t hought Kennedy itself was behind it - until we actually contacted the city
and realised how entrenched its isolation was. You didn't even know we

exi sted. Later information relayed by Project Cherubi msuggested that an

i ndependent person or organi sation was responsible.” "I can't believe it,"
said Barney. "You cane all this way to deal with Mrrow?" "Wy not? Mst of
the supplies were intended for a campaign in South Texas. He was hurting us,
hurting the expansion; we had to do something. And he was hurting you too,
don't forget." "How?" "By letting things in that shoul d have stayed outsi de.
Li ke Cati." "Eh?" "Morrow s a high-tech pack@at, Barney," ODell said. "He
never woul d have been able to resist sonething like that for his collection
"OfF course." Barney groaned bitterly down the cyberlink. "That's why his face
appeared in Cati's diary. The bastard." "My sentinments exactly," said O Dell
"Whi ch only nmakes ne wonder why he's hel ping us now. "

A

If Morrow was |istening, he made no conment. "So the Mdle did what it was
supposed to do,"

It@said, bringing the subject back to its intended NNW "It foll owed ne
everywhere | went in order to

nmy behavi our, then raided datapools using ny face a cover. But I'mstill here.
Why didn't it substitute Ufor me at the first opportunity?" "Because this is
only a trial run," explained ODell. IMVML11 had never been used in an
uncontrol | ed

-before.” "We're guinea pigO asked Barney. "Yes. Kennedy was chosen as the

testing-ground sWOMMt. it was isolated, and any m shaps coul d be

I TTWnore easily. Add to that the fact that we needed to Know for certain who
was behind the thefts before we

entered the city, but didn't want to make any overtly .hostile noves until -
or unless - we absolutely had to. The Ml e's substitution inperative was
therefore disabled: it was instructed, in other words, not to harmyou or to
all ow you to cone to harm although it would continue to performall other
tasks uni npeded."” "Is that possible?" Roads interrupted. "I nean, its
fundanmental purpose is to imtate soneone. By renoving the condition required
for it to do that, surely that violates its core programm ng?" "And why didn't
you call it off when you knew the truth about the thefts?" interrupted Barney.
"I couldn't.” O Dell answered Barney's question first, obviously a little
overwhel med by the interrogation. "By the tine | guessed what we were dealing
with, it was . too late.5@"Bullshit." "I'"mnot |ying, Barney. | knew we had
a source in Kennedy, but didn't suspect what it was until Blindeye, when |
first saw the Mol e in action. And even then |



didn't know for certain until | finally squeezed a confession out of ny
superiors.” "At which point," Roads | eapt ahead, "they ordered you to take the
case fromnme, to avoid a diplomatic incident? " "Partly. They al so ordered ne
to do everything I could to find the damm thing . "

There was a long, contenplative silence until Roads said: "Are you telling ne
you've lost it?" "More or less. It seens that even fromthe begi nning things
weren't going well. First, it failed to deliver a convincing version of your
speech. Second, it transmitted data but didn't respond reliably to

i nstructions beanmed into the city. Then, when it was finally cornered during
Bl i ndeye, it stopped transmitting altogether. Noone's sure exactly why, but

t he technicians we brought with us think it nmight have been because of Cati."
"How?" "Well, part of its nmission as a Mlitary Corps tool is to detect and
elimnate bionodified agents. As soon as it saw Cati, it reported the

di scovery to its human controllers. Some damm foot ordered it to dispose of
the threat, thinking that Cati was a berserker and a possible threat to the
Ceneral . They should have known better. The Ml e ceased transnitting

i medi ately, and now refuses to respond to all priority codes, including

sel fdestruct. " "I don't get it," said Barney. "Wiy would telling the Mdle to
kill Cati nmake it refuse to respond to orders?" "As Phil suggested earlier
its original programincluded the urge to kill the person it was

i npersonating. In an ordinary conputer, that wouldn't be a problem- but the
Mol e is anything but an ordinary conputer. Its processing core is nodelled on
t he human brain, wi th numerous independent cognitive nodul es

chaotically as units yet combining to give one

Ms response. That mekes it nore flexible than a

b

al so |l ess robust. Conplete reprogrammng ut A ,44@tine and, due to the

el asticity of consciousness,

give rise to greater chaos than before. The usual MNVis not to get rid of
what's already there, but to

a new equilibriumover it: to take a given state and !p it in a slightly
different direction. This is very tricky, requiring chaotic tendencies to be
ordered first, and then ordered again; the risks of destabilising the

ry high. systemare ve

So, when our programmers started nmucking around with the Mle's basic tenets,
by subverting the original "kill' direction with a "don't-kill', they
deliberately disturbed the bal ance slightly. The Ml e was allowed to stea
data and mimic to a certain extent, but couldn't dispose of Phil even if it
wanted to. The new equilibriumit found was unstable, however, and caused it
to behave

erratically in some areas.

"Then, when it was ordered to hunt down and destroy Cati, matters only becane

worse. The 'don't-kill' was supplanted by another '"kill' and the systemhad to
find yet another equilibrium Unfortunately, this new path was even nore
unstabl e. As you saw, Phil, when the assassins anbushed you outside your

apartnent, it was
behaving in a highly violent nmanner in order to protect you - which it was

still trying to do, even though we had ordered it to kill Cati. Now it appears
to have found a
Al new conpronise: it wants Cati to kill you for it." "It still wants to

i npersonate nme?" "That's what | think. This evening, when it attacked

Katiya, it was trying to arouse Cati's anger. If Cati had killed you, then it
coul d have taken your place without violating its overrides. After which |

i magine it would have wiped the slate clean by killing Cati itself."



"I can't believe the Mole is really that intelligent," protested Barney. "I
mean, it's only a machine -" "It's far nore than that, Barney. It has to be.
iQuite apart fromthe way it thinks, the Mle has a Cyc-type comobnsense

know edge base that we designed especially to help it know what it's sensing.
The conputers you're used to wouldn't be able to tell the difference between a
cat and an atomic nmissile, but the Mde can. Two years of devel oprment brought
it to the point where it was able to conplete its tasks independently of its
controllers - and al though the bugs obviously haven't been ironed out
conpletely, I think you'll agree that its performance is pretty inpressive. To
conprehend and interact with an environnent as varied and anbi guous as a city
requi res nore processing power than that contained in all of Kennedy itself,
and -"

"Sorry, Martin," Roads butted in. "W're alnost out of time. After we've
neutralised Cati's controller, how do we bring the Mole to heel again?" "To be
honest, | don't know," O Dell adnmitted. "Maybe seeing Cati in our hands will
bring it back to a state in which we can control it. Failing that, we can
attenpt to trace its processing core. It'll be hidden somewhere in the city,
snmuggled in by the Mole itself and placed well out of sight. The signals
bet ween the nobile units and the core will be hard to | ocate, though; the
artificial intelligence will have relays everywhere, casting fal se

transmi ssions in every direction. It mght take us weeks to track it down -
"By then it'll be too late," said Roads. "W have to deal with this before it
gets even nore out of hand. If we can't bring Cati to heel, we could be in the
m ddl e of a war before the night's out. The last thing we need is the Mdle on
top of that." Again Roads' voice faded for an instant, then returned: "Are you
two on your way?"

."Fifteen minutes, mnimum?" said Barney. "Things are

| messy at Mayor's House. No word fromthe Mayor 'T, N DeKurzak, although
shots have been fired inside.

Faft"L get sense out of anyone until | found Roger. He V "PL, out of the
bui l ding, and able to put a squad toget her

isio a few people loyal to Margaret. W're comi ng as

as we can, so don't feel abandoned.” "And |I'mnot far behind," said O Dell
"You5re not together?" "No. Barney's in a squad-van, using the cyberlink

you gave her to keep in touch. 15min one of our

C@w th a dozen personnel, connected by radio it, the control van. We'll be
there in about twenty

if we don't get lost along the way." V  "The rendezvous is schedul ed for two
m nutes. "

6. 4k, thought for a nonent. "I'Il go in ahead of you

see if | can keep the controller busy until you get ;1, 710.. 41 P here. At
the very least, | should be able to find out who ."he is. Wien | do, I'Il let

you know. Until then, keep the
line clear. Use the Pol Net channels Keith has given us to
talk to each other, and don't drag your heels. Wen Cati arrives, if he hasn't

already, I'mgoing to need all the

help | can get." "Understood," O Dell said. "W're on our way, Phil," said
Barney, her voice gravelly. "Just don't die or anything before we get there,
okay)" "I'Il try not to," said Roads, and brought the conver-

sation to an end.

He slowed to a halt a dozen nmetres short of a gash in the road, and parked the
car in the shelter of a ruined wall. Peering through the wi ndow he saw no sign
of life, apart fromthe occasional night-bird or bat wheeling above the water.



The suburbs near Patriot, Bridge had been abandoned for ten years. Once it had
housed refugees, as had the warehouses in Keith Morrow s jurisdiction; |ater
it had been rebuilt to acconmodate the unenpl oyed. Once the popul ati on had
stabilised, however, nost of the area's inhabitants had noved i nward, away
fromthe cold danp drifting off the river and closer to the Rosette. Most of

t he buil dings, tenporary structures at best, had sl unped upon thensel ves or
col l apsed entirely. The southern arterial freeway wound for a full kilonetre

t hrough an uni nhabited wasteland of rotten E. coli plastic building materials
and concrete before finally coming to a halt at the base of the bridge itself.
There, the tarmac ri bbon had been severed with explosives early in the

Di ssol ution, just as the span across the river had been blasted by mnes to
prevent easy access fromthe far side of the river. "This is it?" asked Katiyq
fromthe passenger seat, her arms crossed across her chest. She had hardly

nmoved t hroughout the short trip, |locked in her personal nmisery. "lI'mafraid
so," said Roads. "If you'd prefer to wait in the car -" "No. | want to cone."
Roads sighed. "Then keep well back. 1'Il go first to make sure it's safe.
Don't join ne until | call you, okay?"

She shrugged, then nodded. "Good." Roads opened the door, swung his leg 's
out. "Wait five mnutes before followi ng, and for God's sake, keep quiet."
Cinmbing out of the car proved a painful exercise. Every muscle conpl ai ned and
his head throbbed. A cool breeze brought the snmell of a bl ocked sewer across
t he wastel and of enpty buildings. The erratic, high-pitched squeaki ng of bats
was the only sound. Ahead and up, the rusted spans of the bridge hung clearly
vi si bl e agai nst the ni ght sky.

his coat tightly about him Roads started off the road. The bridge had once
housed a hundred

4,tn"ore squatters, unofficial entrants to the city unable q7@;-- foot on
Kennedy' s banks but stubbornly refusing @N@return to the far side and the
ruins it contained.

r,- night vision enabled himto pick out the remains a handful of old habitats
in the tangle of netal. Little @l how@than scraps of cloth fluttering in the
breeze, they ISIM Ilike flags: a constant rem nder of the dispos-

who had once lived there. The squatters had been at gun-point or killed
outright in the first decade W the War, when the bridge had been ni ned. But
the bridge had been nade to last, and its pyl ons

1- 4 nore or less intact. Some sections of the road "NO Still in one piece,
and the wal kway al ong one side

Mostly complete. He imagined it would be with luck, to cross the river

uni npeded. Forgoing the direct route onto the bridge, along the TM =4 freeway,
Roads foll owed an access road to the 'N.1IN. of one of the massive pylons. A
rusty |l adder took iill$ to the underside of the bridge. After testing his

on the ancient structure, he clinbed rapidly Wth every step, his unease grew.
Ganbling his life on a handful or two of corroded netal wasn't his idea of a
good tine - and it was likely to get worse the further along the bridge he
went .

At the top was an unsteady wal kway which led to a

flight of stairs. The stairs dog-legged up to the western wal kway, the one
that seemed nost conplete fromthe ground. Mire slowy this tine, w ncing
every tirne the stairs groaned in conplaint, he made his way onto the

road-| evel of the bridge.

There, as his head broached the concrete surface, he stopped and checked his

i nternal clock. He was overdue for the rendezvous by three mnutes. |If Cati
and his



controll er were nearby, then there was a fair chance they had heard him
arrive. Holding his breath, he crawl ed over the final step and rolled behind
the nearest cover: a rubbish bin dented on one side.

The breeze was stronger from his hi gher vantage point. He coul d hear nothing
over it but the occasional creak fromthe bridge's infrastructure. He noved in
a crouch to the wal kway, glancing along its length as he did. The netal
platformran parallel to the road with rails at waist height on either side
Subtl e warps not visible fromthe ground had twisted it |ike a snake, making
it difficult to see very far - which ultimately worked to his advant age.

Breat hing shallowy but evenly, he began to nmove south al ong the bridge, away
fromthe city and into the darkness.

Barely had he travelled a dozen netres when sonething clanged behind him His
heart froze. The sound had cone fromthe stairs. Katiya, he presuned,
follow ng hard on his heels - and making plenty of noise despite his warning
not to. He waited ten seconds for any reaction to the sound, heard none, then
continued forward.

He passed no-one along the way, and the starlight was too dimto nmake out
footprints; the bridge m ght have been enpty for all he could tell. Part of

hi m wondered if he had been tricked; Mrrow s information m ght have been
wrong, or deliberately false. Had the Head wanted Roads out of the way, he
could hardly have chosen a better place to send him

He paused to catch his breath hal fway across the bridge. Stretching the aching
nmuscles in his neck and shoulders, he tried to blot out the pain. The small of
his back itched nercilessly - although whether from paranoia or a genuine

warning he couldn't tell. "Phil?" ODell's voice startled himthrough the
cyberlink. "W've worked out how to tap Pol Net's
im f df one

transm ssions. Can you give ne a ee rom

your inplants?"

7 "CGood idea, Martin." Roads called up the appropri N(- nenus. "How s that?" f
"Clear as a bell. W'Il record it, just in case." "Here's hoping." Roads
stood, flexed the nuscles of

k legs. "Any news from Mayor's House?" "Nothing, except a few nmore shots on
the inside. It's

ONto tell what's happening fromout here." "Keep ne posted if anything
changes.” "I will.,, Roa s recomrenced his awkward crouching run

Silently along the wal kway. Silently, that is, until his left foot encountered
enpty . @ where there should have been netal. He |unged forward desperately.
If the gap in the

was wi der than the reach of his outstretched he had no way of arresting his
fall. As he dropped, e had a quick glinpse of dark water rolling far bel ow,
and his heart lurched when he realised just how far above the water he was.

H

f 11 spreadeagl ed across rusty iron a split-second e e later' landing with a
thud solid enough to send that section of the wal kway rocking. His feet
dangfed@in mdair, but his knees quickly found purchase. The gap had been

| ess than a netre across.

Scranbling to his feet he stood up and | ooked around. Everything was dark
even to his nodified eyes, it was hard to nake out anything at all.

Then he froze. Twenty netres ahead of him surprised into notion by the sudden
sound, three hot bl otches stood out

agai nst the cold backdrop of the bridge. One was |arge and w de, al nost
certainly Cati. The other two were smaller and unrecogni sabl e, but al npst
certainly men.



Two nmen? Roads ran forward, uncaring now how much noi se he made, m ndful only
of the surface beneath his feet. Although his fall had given his presence
away, he probably hadn't been seen. If the controller wasn't bionodified -
whi ch seemed safe to assunme, since he used Cati to do his dirty work - then
Roads' indistinct formwould make a difficult target through the shadows. He
kept his head down anyway, just in case.

A moment | ater, he was glad he had. A bullet cracked close by, sending sparks
flying fromthe rail to his right. He weaved and ducked | ower. As though
startled by the gunshot, one of the smaller shadows ducked away to its left
and vani shed into the indistinct background of netal. The | arge shape of Caei
remai ned i nmobi |l e.

The third shadow was the one which had fired the shot. In infra-red, the man
st epped backward al ong the bridge with both hands held before him the

whi te-hot eye of the pistol scanning in Roads' direction. This tine Roads
caught the rnuzzle-flash as a second bull et whizzed past his head. Clearly the
person taking aimwas either bionodified or wearing night-goggles.

Roads rolled out of sight behind the guard-rail, hands searching for sonething
to throw

Among the flakes of rust he found a relatively solid chunk of tw sted netal
narrow enough to fit in his palm better than nothing.

When he peered over the rail seconds later, however, the figure with the gun
had di sappeared as well. .Shit." Only Cati renmained where the three had been
frozen in place much as he had been for an instant while attacking Stedman at
Mayor's House. Awaiting orders? Roads wondered again.

He could feel the killer's dark eyes watching himthrough the darkness, but
sensed no inmediate threat.

Ti @other two nen he wasn t so sure about. They were

Under cover, or else he would be able to see them the sanme reasoning, they
woul dn't be able see him

$14, Unless ... Cati could see in infra-red. The killer could tell the

6: Ir;; where Roads was hiding.

He ducked out of sight behind the guard-rail and

0-1M along the bridge to his right. Barely had he

11-74. two metres when a noi se made him |l ook up. 'There was a fleeting
novenent in the shadows - a

confused flurry, as though sonmeone had stirred the night with a man-sized
spoon - then a nebul ous shape | ooned out of the confusion and |unged for his
chest.

He | eapt backward before the blow could | and. Both hands cane up and cl utched
at the distortion in the air. His fingers net a stiff artificial fabric,
ribbed with plastic. He gripped and twi sted, and was gratified to

hear a hiss of pain. Aknife clattered onto the rusted wal kway at his feet.
Hs left knee came up and net

flesh, and the armhe was holding tried to pull away.

Roads fought the m sl eading data gathered by his eyes - which told himhe was
fighting a liquid shadow,

not a man - and groped with one hand for a better grip. It found a neck, and
teeth. Roads ki cked again, heard something crack, and felt the man go |inp.

W thout |oosening his grip, Roads let the body sag to

t e wal kway. Then he felt along its back and shoul ders until he found a seam
tugged at it until it tore. Instantly the shadowy cloak fell away, revealing a
man |ying facedown on the road, dressed in a black and grey body-suit with the
di stinctive markings of the RUSAMC on its sleeves. "My God," said ODell, his
voice brutally loud in the darkness on the bridge. "One of yours?" Roads
subvocal i sed back



"One of our nightsuits, anyway. Sinilar to the Mol es canoufl age, but designed
specifically for night conbat."

Roads studied the suit nore closely. Froma distance, it mght have | ooked
like an ordinary uniform but close-up the difference was obvi ous. Bul ges at
the hips were batteries, he supposed, with wires enbedded in the suit's fabric
providing the distorting field-effect.

Roads rolled the man over and renoved the nightgoggles covering his face. His
features were unfamliar: pale skin, lank brown hair, late-forties. Bl ood
trickled fromthe man's nose where Roads' w ld kick had struck: definitely

unconsci ous. "The suit was stolen, you think?" he asked O Dell. "Keith agai n?"
"No," sighed the RUSAMC captain. "He's one of us." "Then what the hell's he
doi ng out here?" "l've no idea. And that's the truth."

Roads bent to check the unconsci ous man for weapons. "Tell ne about him then
He nust be here for a reason.” "He's not a career soldier,” ODell said, "but
an engi neer. He was drafted a couple of years ago to give technical advice on

Kennedy and Project Cherubim There's a good chance he won't be arnmed." "There
goes that thought." Indeed, Roads' hands had found nothi ng under the
nightsuit. "Okay. Hang on and I'll see who else | can find."

Roads clanmbered to his feet and | ooked around. Cati stood several netres away,
exactly where he had been before. Hi s black eyes tracked until he caught sight
of Roads, then stopped. The controller nust still be watching, although there
was no sign of anyone apart from Cati. Banking on the fact that the renaining
man woul d have to step into viewin order to fire - and that he could nove
fast enough to avoid being shot - he bent

of lit and lifted the unconscious man by the collar nightsuit. A hostage was
better than nothing. "H s name, Martin?" "Lieutenant-Col onel Sam Bet heras."
Roads cl eared his throat, making certain the .7irg )IL-ro. | iii

man was clearly in Cati's line of sight. "I have Betheras," he called. "Put
your weapon down,

step into view with your hands above your head." He waited for an answer. Cati
didn't nove. The only

I | Was the whispering of the wind through the rni Ml & of the bridge. "Can you

hear ne?" he called. "I have Betheras! W *141v what you're planning!" Again
not hi ng. Roads shifted his grip on the RUSAMC officer's neck
stepped over the guard-rail. Cati watched himas he so, dark eyes follow ng

his every novenment. The killer's immbility bothered Roads. The controller had
a

weapon, so why wasn't he using it? All he had to do was instruct Cati to kil
Roads, and that would be the end of it. Bluff called, Roads would | ose

Unl ess the controller wasn't watching any nore. He @ri ght have fled while
Roads and Betheras were

scuffling, and abandoned Cati, leaving himto follow orders that hadn't yet
been count er manded.

But that was unlikely, for if the controller had fled, he would have run

headl ong i nto Katiya by now.

A shrill screamabruptly split the night air. Roads turned automatically to
face the source of the sound. Cati echoed the novement, swi velling his massive
torso. The sound canme fromthe direction of the Kennedy shore, not far away.
The scream ended suddenly, leaving a flat echo in its wake. The wal kway booned
as something struck it, followed by the sound of scrabbling at netal



Roads cursed hinsel f Katiya had slipped in the sane gap he had - or run into
the controller. Either way, she was obviously in trouble.

Carl took a step forward, to rush to his lover's aid. Then a gunshot ai ned
over Roads' head split the night, followed by a voice frombehind him "Don't
nove. Both of you!"

Roads stiffened, letting Betheras fall to the ground. Cati flinched in

nm d- step, took another pace forward * Barely had he made it two netres
when the voice nmuttered sonmething under its breath and repeated: "Don't nove
Do as | say, damm you - you know you don't have any choice!"

Cati froze again, his dark eyes staring helplessly into the bl ackness.

The back of Roads' neck tingled as the controller's attention returned to him
"Don't try anything stupid Roads."” The nman's voice was famliar. "I'm arnmed,
and | won't hesitate to shoot. You've caused ne enough trouble. Do you
under st and?"

Roads nodded. "Good. Mve next to Cati - slowy. Bring Betheras with you.
Don't rush it, and keep your hands where | can see them That's close enough
Put himdown. Now, tell the woman to conme forward or I'Il shoot you dead."
"Katiya?" Roads called, keeping his hands up. "If you can hear ne, keep

com ng. Be careful, though. There's someone here with Cati, and he has a gun
I think we'd better do as he says."

Footsteps rattled the wal kway and Katiya nervously enmerged fromthe shadows.
As she came cl oser, Roads made out patches of rust on her clothes and grazes
from when she had fallen; otherwi se she was unharned.

She began to say sonething, but the voice cut her off, instructing her to join
Cati and Roads in the m ddl e of

@i @roadway. They stood notionless together, waiting to

A
what woul d happen next. Katiya's eyes were fixed
ds, the blank rigidity ati stud C *5 ying his face, his woun

is posture. If Katiya believed her presence would help Caei break

41"

power of his control codes, then Roads hoped she @ev right. That possibility
certainly existed, if Cati's

was flexed just the right way, just often enough ... Fatigue stress, he
recalled fromthe CATI file. Take a

rod and bend it one way, then the other; repeat it snaps. That was exactly
what m ght happen to

"Ono' if he was pushed too hard for too long. e@ Wet her that would be a
good thing or not depended

sio how Cati snapped, and when

Footfalls sounded froma poi nt behi nd Roads,

his train of thought. The controller had finally fromhis hiding place. "Phil,
you have to get a look at him" whispered '@ell into Roads' ear. "Be
patient," he said. "lI'll do what | can.” The controller cane to a halt behind
Roads and Katiya. "Well," said the voice. "Here we all are. How

P cosy.,@@l. Roads shrugged. "Not really." "No. Hardly a satisfactory

out cone for any of us.

The controller nmoved closer. "I should kill you both now you realise?" "I'm
wonderi ng why you haven't already," Roads said. "Because | don't need to." The
control |l er stood so

cl ose that Roads coul d al nost see his body-heat reflecting off Cati's broad,
hairl ess chest. "Not yet. Not until | find out how nuch you know." "I told

you," Roads said. "W know everything about you and Betheras."
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44Then why haven't you addressed ne by nane? And why are you two al one? I|f
you' d known before you caee here, you would have told soneone el se, and the
bri dge would be crawling with people. The fact that it isn't suggests that

ei ther you don't know, or for some reason you've told no-one. Wiich is it?"
Roads shook his head slowy. Cati's controller was clearly unaware that Barney
and O Dell were already on the way. That slightly inproved his chances of
surviving the next few mnutes. "The rest of RSD is back at Mayor's House,
dealing with the situation there," he said, hoping to convey the inpression
that he had decided to be honest. "I managed to trace the last call you nmade
to Cati, and decoded it with Katiya's help." He indicated the woman with an
inclination of his head, the lie conmng easily. Anything to keep Katiya's true
connection with Cati a secret. "Nobody would listen. There wasn't even time to
convince Barney to come with me. It all happened so quickly." "Yes. Cenera
Stednman's little trick took even me by surprise."” Reluctant admiration made

t he voi ce pause, but only briefly. "Wat about Betheras? How did you know his
name?"

That stopped Roads for an instant, until O Dell said via the cyberlink: "He
was a nenber of the original envoy. You recognised himas a technica
consultant, one of the three at the first neeting with the Mayor."

Roads echoed the information, and was gratified to feel some of the
controller's tension ease. He had supplied the correct answer.

A low groan issued fromthe RUSAMC officer, as though the reference to hi mhad
pul | ed hi mback to consciousness. He stirred sluggishly at Roads' feet |ike
someone energing froma bad dream

"Good," said the controller, seeing Betheras' nove-

MR, His voice hardened. "It's not too late, then. Help

61 UP, Roads. Remenber: don't make any sudden

or it'll be the last thing you ever do." Roads did as he was told, and finally
cane face to ,To(-. with Cati's controller



| NTERLUDE

Wednesday, 19 Septenber, 123S a.m

Sanct uary!

She was so cl ose he could have reached out to touch her, had he been pernmitted
to. A wi de scrape marred her cheek, and her swollen tenple forced one eye into
a | opsided squint. The rectangul ar pendant around her neck glinted in the cold
starlight: the only hard point of her whol e being. She | ooked so small, so

vul nerabl e. She shouldn't be here

Caught between two worlds - those of his despised past and his fragile present
- Cati could only watch as the woman he-1oved joi ned himand Roads in the
centre of the roadway.

Voi ces echoed around him - Roads' and the controller's, mainly - but none were
directed at him Mst of the words were therefore blurs w thout neaning,
unstructured sound | acking form or purpose. Unless one of themused the
control code, his attention was focused solely on Sanctuary. Every tine she
spoke, his whol e body shook, yearning to be set free - to flee with her back
to safety, back to Peace, and away fromthe shadow man, who so closely at
times resenbled the tbing. "A person is a person,"” Sanctuary said, "no natter
what they're made of. You can't say that soneone

"f i feel - or have rights - sinply because they're not

fi*. - YOU"

The words struck the very core of his dilemma. He @*v inprisoned by his own
exotic nature; even he knew

He didn't know why or how he had been

s 61 oil - to obey, but he could feel the inperative

1@in the heart of him Iron-hard, inflexible, it held himstill while every
cell strained for rel ease

I cyou' re crazy," she continued, defending himwhen he had no defence of his
own to nount. "And ... evil for doing what you've done to us."

The controller nmoved around to confront the three of them again, nouthing

i nconmpr ehensi bl e words as he did. Roads watched warily, but the pistol in the
controller's hand never strayed. The shadow man, bl eeding froma

br oken nose, still worried at the straps and buckles of the Al garnent being
fitted across his back. The di scussion

| becane nmore heated, heavier with the threat of violence. It was only a
matter of tine before one of them broke.

But it wasn't going to be him He had too nmuch self control, voluntary or not,
to all ow di sobedi ence. No matter how nmuch he wanted to. He felt exposed and
vul nerabl e, just as he had in the dreamthe previous night. "That's not fair!"
protested Sanctuary. "You have no right to use himlike that!"

The controller |aughed. Hi s voice nmocked her in reply. Then Roads spoke, and
the controller turned the pistol on him eyes shining with anger. Raised

voi ces ricocheted fromthe stanchions and girders of the bridge surroundi ng
them Al he wanted to do was to reach out as the controller brushed past him
grasp the thin neck between his fingers, and squeeze as he had been trained
to do - squeeze until the |life ebbed out of the one that hurt himso much ..



As though the controller sensed the mutiny in his thoughts, his hand fl ashed
out and sl apped himacross the face. He blinked, but made no other response.
The controller seenmed to find that anmusing. Sanctuary stared at himwth a
horrified expression on her face.

44

You have no right to do this!" she gasped. "Why can't you just |eave us
al one?"

This time the controller didn't laugh. The man took several paces back and

| ooked around, noticing for the first time the sound of sirens that had been
growi ng gradual |y | ouder during the preceding mnutes. Small |ights noved on
the city shore as vehicles pulled to a halt.

There was a scuffle. Roads grappled with the shadow nman; a shot was fired. But
he paid little attention to anything other than Sanctuary, who had taken
shelter behind hin even if the controller's orders actively forbade himfrom
hel ping her, at |east he could stay still.

Then the voice of Lucifer spoke directly into his mnd once again: "They've
found us, Cati. I'mgoing to have to |l eave now in order to avoid them and
don't want any evidence |left behind. Wen RSD arrives, put up a fight and nake
sure they see you, then throw yourself off the bridge. W don't have tine for
games any nore."

The controller waited until he sent confirmation via the inaudible voice
reserved solely for such direct communication. ,Good," said the controller
"Before you do that, though, there's one other task you have to perform Roads
is atraitor, athreat to the security of the United States of Anerica' and
this is his acconplice. | want you to kill themboth - Roads first and then
the girl. Do it now, before either of themtries anything. Understood?"

386

F Horrified to the core of his very being, he could only nod yes, and obey ..



( HAPTER TWENTY- THREE

123S a. m

"Remenber," said DeKurzak, "don't make any sudden novenents, or it'll be the
| ast thing you ever do."

Roads hel ped Betheras sit upright, then stepped back when the RUSAMC of fi cer
waved himirritably away. DeKurzak stood with one hand hol ding the gun on
Roads and Katiya; the other remained hidden in his coat pocket. He | ooked
nervous, as though the appearance of Roads had startled himnore than his

voi ce reveal ed. "The sonofabitch,” whispered ODell in Roads' ear. "l thought
he was in Mayor's House!" "That's obviously what you were supposed to think,"
replied Roads, fighting a terrible sense of tiredness. "This is starting to
make sense, at last." "Now we know who took our query about the boxes in
security control," said Barney.

Roads nodded. So much was failing into place: DeKurzak's protectiveness of the
Kennedy dat apool on the day of Blindeye; his furious over-working of Roger
Waggs in the hunt for the killer; his shock at seeing Cati's face on Roads

of fice nonitor; and his about-face once he realised how cl ose Roads was
getting. "What's the matter, Roads?" asked DeKurzak, noving to confront his
captives. "You don't look terribly surprised to see ne here."

"Shoul d I be?" Roads asked. "Nobody else was in a

osition to do what you did. You had access to p

4i ; @city's archive files, and knew enough about data

to erase entire sections w thout them being You knew who to kill in the
Mayoral ty because iw were involved in the Reassimlation debate. You

coordi nate Stedman's arrival as a representative the MSA, so you knew how to
smuggl e Cati into

And once you managed to worm your way (t the RSD investigation of the nurders,
you were h. placed to keep us looking in the wong irection. ,if | didn't
guess before,"” he said, "it was only E because | underesti mated your anbition
| thought you

were after RSD, not all of Kennedy."

Bet her as groaned again, and clinbed unsteadily to his feetlclutching his

br oken nose. Hi s voice was rough, a

low growl : "What's goi ng on, DeKurzak?"

It's not as bad as it |ooks," DeKurzak said. "Roads decoded the |ast conmand
sent to Cati and followed us here; that's all. It doesn't change anything. It
m ght even make things easier, in the long run."

Bet heras grunted. Under the nightsuit, the RUSAMC officer's frame was stocky,
| ess inmposing than it had seened before. No wonder, Roads thought, he had been
SO easy to overpower.

The RUSAMC officer turned to | ook around him seeking something. "kn engi neer

you said Roads subvocalised to
Martin O Dell, "on Project Cherubim- the Mle, in other words. Are you
t hi nking what |'mthinking?" "I"'mtrying not to," replied the RUSAMC capt ai n.

Bet heras spotted what he was | ooking for, and headed off along the bridge to
collect it. He returned a nmonent
| RO



later with a sealed black bag that he put between hinmsel f and DeKurzak. "So
now what ?" he asked. "Do we go ahead?" "O course." DeKurzak waved the gun

i ndi cating that Roads and Katiya were to step away from Cati. "Qur plans are
unchanged. " "What about these two?" Betheras cocked his head in their
direction. "I don't know yet. They may come in useful, depending on how things

devel op. Particul arly Roads.
began. "Wether you like it or not, you will.'

“I'f you think I'mgoing to help you -" Roads
' DeKurzak's fingers tightened on

the pistol. "At the very least, all we really need is your body, so don't push
your luck." "You still want to frame nme as the Ml e?" Roads feigned
incredulity. "lIs that it? You'll shoot me yourself

- instead of getting Chong to do the job for you - and call yourself a hero?"
"That's one option. There are others worth considering." DeKurzac sml ed.
"You can join me, or becone a victim The first option relies upon how far | b

eli

ieve | can trust you. The second is sinply a matter of timng: how best to

di scredit you, and which crines to ,solve' by the application of your death.”
Roads did his best to | ook sceptical. "You nake it sound so sinple.” "I'd be
of fering thema quick solution, and they'd take it. Who wouldn't, in their
shoes?"

Besi de them Betheras had opened the bag and laid out a nunmber of itenms on the
tarmac. He glanced up at Cati as he worked, clearly nervous of the giant's

bi ombds and size. "And what do you hope to gain out of all of this?" Roads
asked DeKurzak. "To be King of Kennedy Polis as it falls to pieces around
you?"

N it'll be some time before I'mready to nove

ot yet.

the Mayor." "The city's going to die no matter what you do, or

@, i Ts"s in charge. Nothing will keep it going |onger than decade w t hout

i nput fromthe outside you' re so

Ims of ." "Who said anything about being afraid?" DeKurzak "I've nothing

agai nst the Reunited States or

ant else. W can have all the resources we w

I TSIM sacrificing the city to their pathetic cause."

4tyo

ureally don't get it, do you?" Roads shook his

"As you yourself said: we don't have any choi ce.

is just a small pool surrounded by a rising sea. Cut it off fromthat sea, and
it will die. It,11 snother on

T-, inside.” "But that doesn't nmean it has to be engulfed - that we

must give up and let it happen. Wether or not it makes

rence in the long run, it's our choice to remain any diffe @solat d for now "
Your choice. Not mine. "But you' re not one of us, are you? Maybe if you were,
you woul d feel differently." DeKurzak raised one

hand to scratch his cheek. "You were so close to the truth. O course
old-timers like you wouldn't fight to

keep Kennedy intact. You're all so pathetically grateful just to be alive.
Kennedy needs somneone like me - vital

and prepared to act - to keep it from being taken over

To give its citizens a reason to live./,, "By assassinating them" Roads
grimaced. "That's a

bit extreme, isn't it?" "Necessarily so. This is a war, Roads - undecl ared,
but undeni abl e. You have to expect sone casualties." "That's easy for you to
say," Roads sneered. "Sitting back in confort while your docile killer hunts
and kills your enem es for you."

191



"Don't be stupid, Roads." DeKurzak's eyes flashed. "It's nore than just
political nurder." "As if that wasn't bad enough.” "Ch, cone on, Roads! Stop
pl aying the dunb RSD officer. "

Cati's nuscles flexed beside them nmaking Betheras flinch away. The odd
assortment of itens he had produced fromthe bag unfol ded to becone a massive
conbat harness | arge enough to fit Cati's frame. The RUSAMC officer had barely
begun slipping it into place when the killer's small novement had gi ven him
second t houghts.

Roads sighed. "Okay, okay," he said. "You're trying to make people afraid. Is
that it?"

DeKur zak rel axed slightly, as though Roads' understanding of his actions
automatically vindicated them "O course. A frightened popul ace is easier to
control. People are nore likely to accept draconian restrictions if a threat
is perceived to be real." "Like the berserkers."” "Precisely. My generation saw
t he danage they inflicted upon innocent people. The fear of bionodified agents
was high, and we agreed to al nost anything to keep them out. But now, that

t hreat has waned. The fear is ebbing. W need a new eneny to keep the | atest
generation fromgetting restless.” "Cati. " "Wiy not?" DeKurzak shrugged. "W
honestly thought we'd seen the |last of your kind. You and Cati are evidence of
how cunni ng and i nsi dious you can be. Luckily for us, you've reappeared at the
right tinme." "A person is a person,"” Katiya said, defying DeKurzak quietly,
unexpectedly, "no matter what they're made of. You can't say that someone
doesn't feel

- or have rights - sinply because they're not |ike you."

D Kurzak shifted the pistol to Point "You re wong. e

shoul d agree with v the woman. "You of all people 'r ying to do. You and
the children, everyone

T- we're tr

by the revival of creatures like this." "Come off it," Roads snorted, hoping
to divert imM @sit_ back to him "You don't really believe that

U@ do you?"

atter?" DeKurzak swung the pistol back. "Does it in hat people will listen to

that counts." It's w"But they're not fools. They know we're not the only
peopl e who have Humanity Laws preventing this from

nj dw, @ agai n -

@, "That's irrelevant, and you know it. There was supposed to be an
international law in the 2020S forbi ddi ng human experinmentation, but who paid
heed to that when the berserkers were built? Biotechnology is tenpting, and

t he thought of such power will pervert even the greatest of people. Not
necessarily soneone in

t ernnent, nmaybe an i ndependent operator instead

e gov but it will appen. If the capability exists, thenit's

bound to be exploited."

ajust as you exploite Cati?" Roads broke in, gesturing at the giant killer
standi ng notionl ess behind him "Cati is a tool," DeKurzak said, "a thing, an
ugly t rem nder of the old ways. He exists to be used. If | At hadn' t
used him then soneone el se would have." "But he's not an object,"” Roads
retorted. "He's

human |i ke any one of us, under the differences." "He's dangerous," DeKurzak
responded. "Only when used in a dangerous way -whi ch nakes you a hypocrite."
"Perhaps it would, yes, if 1'd made himnysel f. But |

didn't. And what could be nore appropriate than using hi magai nst the ones who
threaten to revive his kind? An el egant solution, don't you think?"
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"You@e crazy," burst out Katiya. "And ... evil for doing what you' ve done to
us." "Not at all," DeKurzak replied. "Just doing my job as | see it." He
sidestepped to his right, com ng around Roads until he stood opposite Katiya.
"Kennedy survived the fall of civillsation because it closed itself off from
everyone around it. In order to survive, it nust maintain that policy a little
longer. Yes, | stand to gain by forcing it to do so, but | really only have
the city's best wishes at heart."

Roads gl anced at Betheras, who had finished strapping the harness into place
around Cati's chest and shoul ders. What the RUSAMC of ficer thought of

DeKur zak's argunent, if he was even listening, didn't show on his face.
"You're a fool if you think you can get away with this, DeKurzak," Roads said.
"Why?" The liaison officer rounded on Roads. "There's a warrant current wth

your name on it. As an officer of the Mayoralty, |I'marresting you." "You know
what | nmean. @"Not at all. I'"'min charge of the hunt for the killer. If |
can't pin the blame on you, then there are a thousand other ways | can | ead
the States off-course.” "Someone will catch up with you, sooner or later. O
Cat' will be captured, or killed. Wiere will that |eave you? No better off
than when you started.” "Exactly." DeKurzak took the question seriously,

al t hough Roads had intended it only as a gibe. "I've already decided that
Cati's usefulness to me is at an end. The tine has conme to stop edgi ng around
the problem and strike right at the heart of it." "Let ne guess," Roads broke
in. "Sonmething big: not one target, but many? |'msure Cati will prove to be

as effective at mass-murder as he is at assassination. It'll

"'T",4.- days to bring himdowng and any evi dence of your

41778's M1 -will be erased along with him™

ively. "Very good." DeKurzak nodded appreciat P "That's not fair!" expl oded
Katiya. "You have no

"I- to use himlike that!" "No?" DeKurzak | aughed, uni npressed by the

mm "He hasn't conplained.” "Only because he can't," said Roads.

460f course. He was built to obey. Wthout orders, mv is he? Nothing! just an
ol d machi ne abandoned to

7n - that's all." DeKurzak wal ked around Bet heras, and

a hand to slap Cati across the face. Cati hardly

77 in response, his face as unreadable as ever. "I have the code," DeKurzak
said. "And that gives ne the right." k@ have no right to do this"'

Katiya gasped, her "You
grief. "Way can't you just |leave us face twisted with

3r "al one?" @1 afraid." DeKurzak put a hand to z,
"Not an option, I'm

his ear "Now quiet, please. Sonething' s happened." He

cocked his head, listening to a voice only he could hear. Betheras |ikew se

stopped his work on Cati; not to listen, but to watch DeKurzak. "Wat the
hell's "Martin?" Roads subvocal i sed. goi ng on?"

he voice of ODell returned al nmost i medi ately: "The Mayor refused to rel ease
our people, so General Stedman ordered the control van back into the grounds
of Mayor's House. There have been no aggressive noves against it as yet, but
the threat is present all -the sane. What's left of RSD, under Roger W ggs,
has fornmed a

cordon protecting the control van. Qur troops are on

stand-by to nove in if needed.” "Shit." Roads could imagine the scene all too
clearly; the tension that had existed for years between the NMSA

395



and RSD had finally reached flashpoint, with the RUSAMC acting as a catal yst.
Cvil war was a very real possibility, with the RUSAMC on hand to pick up the
pieces. "Can't they hang on a little |onger?" "That depends on what the Mayor
does. If he lets our troops go, then nothing will happen. If he doesn't,

t hough, or tries to attack, it's bound to get nasty."

Roads cl enched his jaw nuscles. "How far away are you?" "Very cl ose. Barney

will be there in a minute or two." "lIs she |istening?" "Yes, boss," cane her
voi ce through the cyberlink bead. "Good. Wien | tell you to, turn on your
sirens: lights, horns, the works. Gve it everything you ve got. Until then
keep quiet." "Understood. W'll wait for your call."

Roads turned his attention back to DeKurzak, who | ooked as tense as Roads
felt. "How long until you've finished, San?" the MSA of fi cer asked Bet heras.
"Not long."

DeKurzak scow ed. "Well, hurry it up. W need himback at Mayor's House ASAP
Things are conming to a head qui cker than we thought."

Roads stared nore closely at the harness strapped to Cati's shoulders. It
consi sted of nunerous pouches and pads designed to carry tools and protect
vul nerabl e parts of the body. On Cati, it |ooked grotesque. A crude version of
Bet heras' nightsuit lined Cati's | egs and arms, probably designed nore to
confuse enem es than to deceive them Around his bald head, Betheras had
strapped a conbat conmuni cator with an eye-feed tugged back over the ear -
obviously to inply that he was in communi cation with superiors el sewhere. The
"MR of the communi cator was to make plainly obvious

conbat soldier controlled by sm Caei already was: a

not a random berserker. "That's standard-issue equipnent,19 put in O Dell
Roads' cl ose-up zoom by rempte. 440ur

4 Wi . i ed Roads, his heart

t hought it would be," repl

had een bl own up using

1116. Hi s apartnment RUSAMC expl osives; Cati was dressed in a RUSAMC "Iq
battl e- harness. The new eneny DeKurzak needed wasn't

st bionodified agents: it was the Reunited States of Ju Anerica Mlitary

Cor ps.

s clear "He's setting us up!"™ ODell's outrage wa

t hrough the cyberlink. "After all the work he put into

tsmooth the way'-" Z "Exactly," interrupted Roads5 remenberi ng how keen@
DeKur zak had been for Roads to catch the Ml e. @he backlash will be even
stronger, if he can convince people that youlre behind Cati and the Mdle." "W

hat, and start a war-
440nly if you won't | eave. Mbst people woul d be
happy just to see you gone. If you're outside, they don't care what you do. -

"Until we cane back in force." ,,wuld Stedman really do that?"
ODell was silent for a monent. "I hope not, O course - but if the
i nterventionists have their way "You need Kennedy that badly?" "I-N

O course. it's only a nmatter of time before soneone takes it. If not us, then
the New Mexican Alliance.” "Or good old rot," muttered Roads, although
ODell's words had pronpted a disturbing new thought: of a map of the North
Anerican continent with the -Reunited States and the New Mexican Alliance to
the north and south, and Kennedy m dway between them ...
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Bet heras had fastened the last of the.straps around Cati's stonmach. By tapping
studs on the control-belt one by one, he tested the canoufl age system Strange
ri ppl es of ambi guous colour rolled along Cati's linbs, startling the giant.
"You' re playing a dangerous ganme, DeKurzak," Roads said aloud. "Wth the lives
of powerful friends in the balance, not my own," the MSA officer shot back
"Even if everything does go terribly wong, | hope to come out of this
relatively clean. It's a win-win situation, as far as |I'm concerned."” "Perhaps
. Roads pretended to consider his next words: "But what about ne? You
hinted that | can help you. In return for what?" "Your life and a free ticket
out of here. Exile, if you like, in exchange for information." "Wat sort of

i nformati on?"

DeKur zak stepped closer, alnpost within arms reach. "W need to know the

wher eabouts of Keith Mdirrow " Roads didn't have to feign surprise. "Wy?" "Wy
do you think? Sam Betheras tells nme he's the only one in Kennedy who actually
i npacted on Ceneral Stedman. Wth himon our side, we could not only force the
States out of the city, but make sure they never get back in. "

Bef ore Roads coul d answer, Betheras deactivated the conbat harness, stepped
back and w ped his hands on his thighs. "Okay, he's ready. It's crude but it
shoul d do the job." "Good." DeKurzak straightened his posture. "Tinme we were
nmoving - and for a decision, Roads. What's it to be? Your help or your body?"
Roads opened his mouth, then shut it. "Barney," he subvocalised, "now"
Instantly, the sound of sirens disturbed the stillness o

ht, cutting across the surface of the river and to R, nig 1T41 position on
the bridge. The liaison officer backed

startled, and | ooked toward the shore. A string of RSD and RUSAMC vehi cl es had
pulled to

halt at the end of the freeway. Even w t hout

their headlights were clearly visible. "What the -?" whispered DeKurzak
backi ng away to view the sight fromthe wal kway. Betheras stared at

1' the lights with nute shock. Neither man was paying ful

attention to their captives.

4 Roads ducked under the line of DeKurzak's pistol and

behi nd Cati. Before DeKurzak could react, he dragged Katiya after him into

t he shadow of Cati's bulk, then energed to grab Betheras, about the neck

The RUSAMC of ficer hissed and tried to pull away, but Roads tightened his
grip.

DeKur zak watched furiously, unable to find a clear

line of fire. "Put down the gun, DeKurzak," Roads warned. "They know
everything." "No | refuse to believe that. | interrupted Pol Net mnysel f;
there's no way you could have told them" "Then why are they here?" "Chance."
DeKur zak raised the barrel of the gun. "Maybe they're after you, not ne."

Bet heras stiffene as DeKurzak ained the pistol. "No, wait -" he gasped. Roads
pushed the RUSAMC of ficer towards DeKurzak. They collided, and the pistol
cracked loudly. Katiya screaned. Betheras crunpled to the ground. DeKurzak
backed away, brushing blood fromhis clothes. Before Roads coul d reach cover

t he gun was on hi m agai n.

He roze, cursing his luck. He hadn't expected DeKurzak to shoot Betheras. And
fromthe fleeting | ook



of shock on his face, DeKurzak hadn't expected it, either. "I don't want any
evi dence | eft behind," DeKurzak was saying into the' m crophone of a snall
radio transmtter he had pulled out of his pocket. "When RSD arrives, put up a
fight and make sure they see you, then throw yourself off the bridge. W don't
have time for ganes any nore."

Besi de them Cati nodded. "Good," the MSA officer continued. "Before you do
that, though, there's one other task you have to perform Roads is a traitor

a threat to the security of the United States of Anerica, and this is his
acconplice. | want you to kill themboth - Roads first and then the girl. Do
it now, before either of themtries anything. Understood?"

Katiya stared despairingly at Cati as he nodded. H s enornmpus frame stirred
into life and he took a step forward. "I'min trouble,"” Roads said into the
cyberlink. "Barney, Martin - how far away are you?" "Not far. The area is
secure. A couple of minutes.” "Shit." Too | ong. He ducked away to his right,
trying to put as nuch di stance as possi bl e between himand the assassin.
Cati's novenments were slow, alnost sluggish, but he knew how quickly that
could change if the killer's resistance crunbl ed. DeKurzak's well-tined order
had saved hi m before; now, he would have no such rescue. Despite Katlya's

attenpts to hold himback, the giant frame turned to face him "We'll be cut
off fromyour feed for the next few mnutes, while we're nmoving on foot," said
ODell. "You'll have to tell us what's going on via the cyberlink alone, if
you can."

Roads didn't break his concentration to reply. He backed away until he reached
t he wal kway on the west

he bridge. Hs searching fingers found a length Al Iti @of t

rusty iron behind him- part of the guide-rail skirting #T;; road. Flexing
every enhanced nuscle in his shoul ders

back, he wenched it,free. Wth a diffident shrug of his right arm Cati

t ossed

aside. Pausing only to rip the RUSAMC battl eA i FT&T; WL from hi s shoul ders
and to throw the headset

he assuned an open-arned stance, ready to attack. "Interesting," said

DeKur zak, watc ing. Cati's actions

s a crooked snile, "if alittle primal. 1'd stay and

the rest, but for RSD s untinely arrival. 1'll have fi get back into the city

by the far bank in tine to head @ off the Mayor. Don't want hi m going off
hal f-cocked until the final scores are in - although |I have no doubts how it
will look: you, your friend and an officer of the Reunited States Army, an
unholy alliance in life and death."

66Don't be too sure about that, DeKurzak," Roads muttered, setting his
implants to record. He had only one chance left to test if his hunch about
DeKur zak's true notive was correct. "The gane's not over yet." t No? |
stand by what | said: they can't possibly know

what |'ve done."

-And what woul d that be, exactly? Hel ped the Mayor sell out the city just to
keep his precious power base?" Roads paused for effect, then added: "O been
part of Betheras' little schene to sell Kennedy to the New Mexican Alliance?"
DeKur zak pal ed and raised the pistol. For a nonent,

Roads t hought he was about to shoot. Then, without replying, the |iaison

of ficer turned and hurried towards the safety of the far side of the river.
Roads |ikew se readied hinmself for a sudden dash. Twenty netres in the sane
directi on DeKurzak was



headi ng, a maintenance gantry led into the canopy of girders and cabl e above.
If he could get past Cad and to DeKurzak, then there was a chance he coul d use
the MSA officer as a body-shield and stay alive |ong enough for Barney to
reach them

Barely had DeKurzak gone fifteen steps, however, when sonething flashed down
fromthe bridge's superstructure and alighted upon his shoul ders.

DeKur zak's surprised cry brought a sudden halt to Cati's slow approach. Roads
glanced up just in tinme to see the shape on DeKurzak's shoul ders shift as it
folded its transparent w ngs, absorbed theminto its body, and changed shape.
DeKur zak stumbled, flailed in vain to shift the thing on his back. He raised
the pistol to ward it off, but the gun was snatched away and hurled into the
night. Five rotating balls of |light darted around the |liaison officer's head
for an instant as inconprehensible forces tw sted. The begi nning of a scream
was cut off at his neck, severed in a spray of blood that reached two netres
into the air. DeKurzak's |egs spasned once then went |inp. For an instant,
only whirlpooling field-effects kept his body upright.

Then the five silver balls ceased their furious dance, and DeKurzak's headl ess
corpse fell linp to the road. Blood forned a pool of hot darkness spreading
across the roadway.

The balls floated toward the three stunned observers, assuming a famliar
five-pointed arrangenent as they did so. Half-visible planes of force
softened, curved, assuned col our and definition. A faint m st of blood hissed
away fromits "skin" as the transformation reached its final stages.

Roads gaped open-nout hed, horrified, as his mrrorinag stared silently back at
him There was no way of

if it recognised him or cared that he recognised Se. es were enpty, and its
face was dead. A s ey A shiver of ice crept down Roads' spine at the true tM
@638 that within the facade of humanity was

but air, and five silver balls. Knowing the W behind Project Cherubi mwas

not hi ng

Il to seeing it in action. He was facing a nodern a phantom made of caged
ener gy.

that could kill, he rem nded hinself. It A phantom sW, done so in front of

hi mtw ce now
Roadshefted the rusty bar in his right hand. Katiya Tro turned away at the
si ght of DeKurzak's death and

4 Ts-71 noisily. Cati stood between them and the Ml e,

y frozen by indecision. The Mole itself | IL

with its "hands" deep inside the "pockets" of its "coat" - still didn't nove.
"Barney," Roads subvocalised through the cyberlink. "I don't know where you
are, but be careful. Sonething's going on. Sonething weird." "Wat?" Barney's
voi ce was thick between rapid '.breaths. ."The Mle's arrived, he explai ned.
"I't just killed DeKurzak, and now it's not doing anything at all." "The Mol e?"
ODell's voice cane over the line, openly surprised. "Wat the hell - ?"

"Where's Cati?" broke in Barney. "Right here. He's not doing anything either
He's just staring at the Mdle and me and . " Roads broke off as realisation
suddenly dawned. "Oh Christ, the Mdle nust have followed ne here fromdd
North Street. It either killed DeKurzak because he ordered Cati to kill ne, or
simply because he was Cati's controller and therefore breaking the Humanity
Laws. Now it's confused Cati by showing himtwo of ne when there should only
be one." Roads shook his head: the killer



didn't know which of himto attack. "Cati doesn't want to obey the orders
anyway, so he's not fighting too hard to work it out."

Stal emate. "But DeKurzak's dead," protested Barney. "Surely that makes Cati's
orders invalid?"

Why should it? Orders are orders. Depending on how Cati views the world, the
actual person who issues themmght be irrelevant. Only the control code

foll omed by the words thensel ves matter."

Roads stopped as Cati noved. The massive head turned from side to side,

| ooking from Roads to the Mble and back again. The killer's broad, eerie face
di spl ayed no ani mati on what soever

Katiya joi ned Roads' corner of the frozen tableau. "Cati? Can you hear ne?"
she said. "Please, Cati - you don't have to do this!"

Cati's black, inpenetrable eyes regarded her solemly. Then his hands began to
nmove, chopping at the air in short, sharp strokes. Wen he stopped and gl anced
away again, the woman bit back a sob of frustration. "Wat did he say?" Roads
asked the wonan.

She shook her head. "He won't listen to ne," she said. "But he knows what he's
doing is wong. He just doesn't have any choice . . ." "Hold on a little

| onger, Phil," Barney said via the cyberlink. "W're on our way."

Roads gripped the metal bar tightly and counted the seconds. The sound of

di stant feet pounding along the wal kway insinuated itself into the distance.
So close, but still too far away. If he could hear it, then the Mdle could as
well. And if O Dell was right about the heart of the AN confusion -

Bef ore he could conplete the thought, the Ml e broke the stal enate.

A lightning flash high in the infra-red

spectrumsplit night in tw. Blinded, Roads staggered backward,

a hand to shield his eyes. He clearly heard S puzzled gasp but could not

see what had

it. Squinting, Roads tried to see through the haze in his

Tiny artificial irises slowy adjusted until he could

make out his imedi ate surroundi ngs: Katiya, also dazzled by the bright flash,
and ... "Where's it gone?" the woman asked him Roads realised next. Either
his eyes were less sensitive $nms, Cati's or the flash had been directed nore
in the

AlM s direction

The Mol e had di sappeared. Cati |ooked first at Roads, then where the Ml e had
been standing a second ago. Seeing only enpty air, the A killer glanced around
him but the Mbole was nowhere it nearby. Finally, his eyes returned to Roads -
and stayed t there.

By the time Caei reached the obvious conclusion, Roads was al ready running.



(HAPTER TWENTY- FOUR

1: S a.m

The road surface was uneven and, when he reached DeKurzak's remains, slippery
as well. As he negotiated the puddl e of bl ood, he saw the bl oody transmtter

still in DeKurzak's lifeless fingers. Wthout breaking step, he picked it up

and slid it into his coat pocket.

Then the sound of pursuit cane frombehind him Cati's few seconds of
confusion had enabled himto reach the base of the maintenance gantry

unscat hed. A flight of narrow, steeply-inclined steps |ed upward into shadow.
There was no way he could tell where they went, or how far, but he had no
other option. On the flat, open surface of the road, Cati would rapidly
overtake him

He clinbed as fast as his aching body would allow, taking three steps at a
time. The killer's heavy footfalls made the whol e gantry shake. Fl akes of rust
rai ned around himas he fled higher. The shrill, unintelligible shouts of
Katlya floated after them

He reached a junction. A wal kway | eading to the far side of the bridge
stretched to his right. Another flight of steps beckoned higher to his left.
He continued upward, passing girders, stanchions and cabl e housi ngs - but
not hi ng to suggest what the gantry had originally been for, years ago.

Mai nt enance, yes, but of what, exactly@Could it possibly serve himto any
advant age @

He reached anot her possible change of course. This

o.isor; @a wal kway | ed out of sight behind a massive girder. WXA4- ducked al ong
it and pressed his back against the

MM netal. Cati's boom ng steps approached nk@,, and stopped at the top of the
stairs. Roads could al nost hear the puzzlement radiating fromCati's unseen
figure. Wiich way? Up, or along the

When Cati finally noved, it was toward his hiding place. Roads gritted his
teeth and raised the netal bar in readiness to strike.

The killer stopped just before the girder, obviously wary of a trap. Roads
waited inpatiently, feeling sweat

trickle down the back of his neck

Movement from above broke the tableau. Sonmething X fell onto the wal kway by
the stairwell, making it shake.

4 Cati grunted with surprise, and took a single heavy step

back. A loud thud foll owed.

Roads risked a quick glinpse around the corner. The Mol e was | ocked in a
fierce enmbrace with the killer, stubbornly resisting Cati's attenpts to break
its back.

Protecting Roads ... He stole off along the wal kway while Cati was distracted.
It ed nowhere, ending in a cul-de-sac surrounded by thick, |ong-dead power
cabl es. Looking around him he saw the stairwell not far away. Only a few
nmetres@gap separated himfromsafety. Swinging up into the cables, he began
to clinb across the gap. Far below, he could see the flashing of torches as
Barney and O Dell ran along the western wal kway to where Katiya and DeKurzak's
body waited. They were still too far away to be of any real help.

He dropped down into the stairwell as gently as he could, but not gently
enough. The battle bel ow changed tenpo the instant his boots touched netal
Hurried



foot steps from bel ow suggested that the Ml e had broken free and was | eadi ng
Cati away.

No, not away, Roads realised as the stairwell began vibrating around him
again. Leading Cati upward, directly for him

Why? he wondered. The Ml e had di sposed of DeKurzak easily enough. What
prevented it fromdoing the sane to Cati ?

There was only one possible theory, and he didn't like it.

He began to clinb again, fighting a growing sense of futility. The diversion
bad gai ned hi m val uabl e seconds, though, in which he could attenpt a second
anbush or sinply find sonmewhere to hide

He reached another junction. This time the walkway led in a straight line
across the bridge. No chance of hiding there, although the conplex tangle of
supports and cabl es seened even denser than before. He assumed he was nearing
the top of the bridge. Above him even through the closely-meshed netal web,
Roads coul d see stars.

The stairs ended at that point and becane a series of |adders. Roads clinbed
as fast as he could, ignhoring twinges in his ribs and shoul ders. H s whol e
body ached, but he couldn't let the pain slow himdown. Not far bel ow him
Caei reached the | adders and al so began to clinb.

Roads risked a quick glance. Cati was al one. The Mol e had di sappeared agai n.
"Barney! Where are you?" "We've just found DeKurzak. Where the hell are

youe

"There's a gantry further down that |eads into the superstructure. |If you took
up, you night just be able to

see ne.

-What on earth -

Cati's not far behind me "Ch, understood." Barney paused for a few seconds,

to relay the information, then returned: "Is

wwith you?" "No. She's not down there?" "No. "Phil this is Martin." ODell's
voice cane clearly ii;i_ the cyberlink. "Barney's on her way to the gantry,

i TR- 1'"mstaying behind. |1've brought the laptop with ne

4 access Pol Net again. Fromnow on, | can tell her

sTM happeni ng wi t hout her disturbing you." "Thanks." Roads was grateful for
that, at least. Not that the feed fromhis eyes currently made inspiring

A viewing - |ladders and nore | adders, each |eading further

up into the scaffolding.

But not forever. Barely thirty seconds after O Dell reopened the link, the

| adders cane to an end. Roads cl anbered upward onto a ten-netre-w de netal
platformat the very summit of the bridge. He | ooked arou d, saw

bi rd- dr oppi ngs and nests, and the dimlights of the city to his right. The
ragged remai ns of an

old te t-like structure flapped fromone edg@ The wi nd was col der, whi pping
at his clothes like insubstantial hands trying to drag himfromhis perch. The
mai nt enance pl atform had no guard-rails.

Curving down and to either side were the massive, carbon-fibre suspension
cables of the bridge, each wi der than his thigh. He considered naking his
escape al ong one of them but decided against it. Even with the killer's
greater mass taken into account, Cati's agility far exceeded his own; he'd
have to proceed at a near run just to keep ahead. Hi s sense of bal ance wasn't
up to the task.

It was time to make a stand. Taking a position at the head of the |ladder, with
the rusty bar gripped in both
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hands, he waited for Cati to arrive. Height was his one advantage, and this

his only chance.

Then a noise from behind himmade himturn. Cati's massive head appeared on

the other side of the platform followed by his arnms and shoul ders. Roads

backed away fromthe |adder's sunmt, realising that he had been tricked. Cati

had obvi ously antici pated the anbush and taken the | ast few nmetres by another

route. For soneone who had proved his clinbing ability on the roofs of Kennedy

Polis, the detour wouldn't have been too difficult.

Yet ... Roads frowned, nonentarily puzzled. The sound of someone clinbing the

second-to-1ast |adder came clearly frombelow If that wasn't Cati, then it

could only have been Katiya - or the Ml e.

But as Cati swung hinmself up onto the platform another Cati appeared at the

top of the |adder.

Backi ng away from both of them unsure which was the illusion, he cursed

O Dell and his dammed machi ne.

When the second Cati had clinbed conpletely out of the | adderwell, the first

suddenl y vani shed, sending five snmall dinples scattering into the darkness.

Roads and the real Cati squared off and circled each other warily. Roads kept

the iron bar poised between them ready for the slightest nove. Cati seened

content to wait for the nonent, however, bal anced between caution and the need

to obey orders.

Caution ... or reluctance? Roads didn't want to hurt Cati, but could the

reverse really be true?

When the attack canme, it al nost took Roads by surprise. Cati stepped back onto

one leg and | ashed out with his other foot to knock the bar aside. Roads

ducked as the giant's right hand chopped at his neck. He drove his shoul der

upward into Cati's stomach and heard a slight grunt.

Then Cati's el bow hamrered down into his back

he rolled aside, riding the blow A fist foll owed,

glancingly with his shoul der and sent himtoo

Bot h bl ows had been sl ower than he had perhaps indicative of Cati's

unwi I I i ngness to

re still the orders of his controller - but they we M Another kick pushed

Roads toward the edge of the

grip on the shreds of iuvin, and he scranbled for M. Cati followed, reaching
down to grab Roads' @utflung armand tear it free.

Then an invisible force knocked the killer aside, giving Roads barely enough

time to regain his footingCati staggered, envel oped by the Mle's whirling

fieldeffects, confounded by something he could hardly get a

grip on, let alone fight.

Whi | e he was busy, Roads scrambled hastily to his

feet and ran for the | adder.

Before he could reach it, however, the Ml e disengaged fromCati. Roads felt a

tentacle of force wap itself around his waist, tug himirresistibly back to

neet

Cati, then let go.

The bionmodified killer's face displayed open confusion as they faced each

ot her agai n, back where. they had started.

Roads circled to his left, to where the iron bar had fallen. Cati noved to cut

himoff, but too late. Roads snatched the bar in one hand before Cati arrived,

and swng it upward to strike the killer in the stomach. Knocked off bal ance,

Cati staggered backward. Driving home the ninor advantage, Roads delivered a

doubl e

kick to the killer's stomach and knee.

Instead of falling as he was supposed to, Cati jackknifed down and forward,

reaching out and across as he did so to sweep Roads off his feet. The netal

bar



gl anced off Cati's hairless skull as Roads fell, making the killer w nce but
doing little to ease his grip.

Caught in an ungainly tangle, they struck the platformtogether. Wth bl ood
beginning to trickle down his face, Cati wapped an arm around Roads' throat
and squeezed.

The platforminmredi ately bel ow them weakened by the wei ght pounding at it,
abruptly gave way. The buckl ed netal plategroaned, tipped, then dropped with a
I oud crash into the superstructure of the bridge.

Roads experienced a nmonent of terrifying giddiness as both he and Cati
scranbl ed for a hand-hold, the fight tenporarily forgotten

Cati grasped a stanchion with one hand as it went past, arresting his fal
with a jerk. Roads' fingers slipped on bird-droppings and lost their grip. The
iron bar dropped with a clatter into the bl ackness below. He too fel
unchecked - until sonething wapped itself around his hand and yanked hi m
upwar d.

He rose rapidly through the air, was wenched si deways, then | anded awkwardly
on an intact section of the platform Wnded, he clanbered onto his hands and
knees.

A swirl of energy darted away and di sappeared into the background. "Martin,"
he gasped into the cyberlink. "Are you catching this?" .Yes," cane back the
voi ce of the RUSAMC captain. "lI'mnot sure | believe it, but -"

"It's trying to protect nme, but at the sanme time protecting Cati because it
wants himto kill me?" "That's what | thought night be happening. It can't
kill you itself, so it has to use sonmeone else. But it can't stand by and | et
you be killed, which is why it keeps saving you at the |last nmonent. But it
can't let you

either - or Cati." ODell whistled. "The conflict @ be incredible; it's a
wonder the Al is still functionr !,at all."

a matter of time 'Yeah, wonderful. And it's only Msii;; Cati takes us both by
surprise and gets past the

rls guard. Then I'll be dead, and Cati won't | ast

| onger. Once he outlives his usefulness, the Mble V be able to return to the
| ast orders you gave it, Me- were to dispose of him" Roads grunted as Cati's
Ms sk appeared at the lip of the hole, dragging his

ii11#11K body back into the night air. The bandage

17r, fallen off his injured arm and blood flowed freely | again. "There has
to be something we can do." "lI'msorry, Phil. |I'mout of ideas.”

Cati clinmbed slowy to his feet. Blood trickled in a

hot, steady streamfromhis tenple and down his chest. A ragged gash down his
right thigh testified to the narrowness of his escape when the platform gave
away. Skirting the wi de hole between them he came with arns outstretched
whi | e Roads, unarned, kept well out of reach



| NTERLUDE

1:20 a.m

Warning pains trenbled in the nuscles of his left thigh and right arm but he
i gnored them NMore serious was the sensation of weakness spreadi ng outward
fromhis gut. The energy-expenditure of his body was enornous; he needed solid
food and water soon, or his performance would begin to deteriorate. H's
breathing was already twice its normal rate, echoing his heartbeat -

but oxygen al one wasn't enough

The danage to his tissues could wait. There would be plenty of tine to repair
and recuperate once his orders were fulfilled.

Hi s orders -

Roads is a traitor

- conpelled himto attack, even though his mnd screamed caution. The traitor
had denonstrated evasive abilities he had never seen before: sonetines
duplicating hinmself or vanishing entirely. The traitor could deflect his bl ows
as though made of a material stronger than steel, yet at other tines injured
nore easily than he did. Inconsistencies |like this were dangerous. He was
bei ng toyed with, used.

The traitor circled to his left, hunting for a weapon. Before it could
conplete the curve, he shifted position, cutt ng it o . The traitor feinted,
and he responded with

stabbing kick to the rib cage. Odinarily, he would | A141A foll owed the nove
with a hail of blows, but he IW rot on this occasion. Sonmething held him
back,

that he had no cause to be considering when PiK orders were at stake. He
focused his nmind on the

at hand -

a threat to the security of the United States

and struck again. This tine, the blow m ssed conpletely, and he was appal |l ed
by his clunsiness. @ Wat was happening to hin? Wy was he so slow, so
uncoor di nat ed?

he traitor took advantage of his disorientation and |ashed out at his throat.
He knocked the fist aside, ducked under another blow. Reaching over his head,
he grabbed the swinging armand twi sted the traitor off his feet. Something

i ndefinable, only half-visible, swirled at

the corner of his eye as the traitor crashed heavily to the platformbut this
time it made no threateni ng noves.

He was gratified to hear the distinct crack of snappi ng bone when the traitor
| anded. Regaining his footing, he skirted the hole in the platformto find a
better position fromwhich to attack. Not |ong now. The traitor was seriously
wounded. One opportunity to press home the advantage was all he needed to
finish himoff, after which he could turn his attention to the rest of his
orders.

The unidentifiable distortion threatened to take shape as he approached the
traitor he had been ordered to kill. He ignored it. The fallen ... man, he
forced hinself to think, although it defied his programmng ... tried to
craw away, scranbling crab-like for a safety that didn't exist. He foll owed
it, every nuscle in his body tensed for the final blow.

Behind him the sound of feet clinbing the | adder suddenly ceased. Suspecting
that the traitor's allies had



finally arrived frombelow, he raised his fists and prepared to | eap

But all he saw was a | one woman - the second traitor

- struggling upright to face him her nouth open and sayi ng sonet hing he

coul dn't under st and.

Sanctuary? Then the distortion noved, stretched out a linmb to prod him
forward. He stunbled toward the first traitor, his mnd scream ng rebellion
but his orders -

kill them botb

- forcing the rest of himto obey.

The traitor had ceased trying to escape. He approached within an arm s-length
and | ooked down at his intended victim One bl ow woul d be enough - one kick
downward too fast too dodge, and the traitor would be no nore. It was al npost
too easy, at the end. And yet -

Roads first and then the girt

- so difficult.

He shifted his balance, ready to strike. Then the second traitor was between
himand the first, beating at his chest, crying at him He flinched, raised
his hands to ward off the attack, but only succeeded in naking her protests

| ouder. The conflict in his mind nade it difficult to think. The woman's voice
cut deeply into him he could hear her pain, her suffering, even though her
words eluded him He didn't want to hurt her, but the incessant echoes of his
orders al nost drowned her out completely. He winced, raised his hands to his
ears, desperate for a respite, for release fromhis torment.

The traitor was on his feet again, beyond the woman. Hi s orders how ed at him
to nove before the traitor could escape -

a tbreat to the security of the United States

- and suddenly he couldn't hear the worman at all.

in his mnd had given way under the OM3-illiN He finally knew what he had to
do to relieve iri., tension. The pain peaked in resonance with the

I MAofinal orders -

kill them botb

as he reached with both hands for the woman's throat.



(HAPTER TVEENTY- FI VE

1:25 a.m

Roads, hampered by his broken left arm could do nothing to help Katiya.
Cati's hands wenched, and the woman flinched as though struck. There was a
tiny snap, alnost inaudible over Katiya's gasp of fear, and Cati's hands fel
away.

Then the killer shoved the woman asi de. The object in his hands fl ashed at
Roads, glinting in the starlight as it flewtoward him Mre by reflex than
conscious intent, Roads clutched with his one good hand and snatched it out of
the air.

Trapped in his fingers was a neckl ace, from which hung Katiya's pendant. He
could feel the edges of the solid, rectangul ar bl ock of silver as he opened
his hand and stared at it in confusion

Cati moved silently away, his deep eyes watching him begging imto do
somet hi ng. But what? O what conceivabl e use was the pendant - the only
present, Katiya had said, that Cati had ever given her? \Wat he needed nore

t han anything el se was a weapon ..

Then he turned the necklace over. Engraved in the silver was an identity code
and three short words:

| AM LUCI FER

"Officer Roads!"

He | ooked up in time to see Cati draw back a MoRMI-1 fist, and ducked clunsily
aside. He lost his

on the platformand fell onto his broken arm

11ri; darkness lit up as pain flashed through him Hi ssing

s clenched teeth, he forced hinself to concentrate. @fflf, Cati's dog-tag
clutched tight between his fingers, i- thrust his good hand deep into his
pocket .

Cati | oomed over him One giant hand reached down for his face, blotting out
the stars as it cane.

For the first tine in his life, the thought of blood MNt nake himhesitate
as he brought DeKurzak's | portable transmitter to his lips. "I am Lucifer,"”
he gasped. "Cati - listen to ne! | am FLucifer! You don't have to kill us!"
The hand froze, but didn't withdraw. Uncertainty flashed across Cati's face.
Roads slithered aside. Katiya helped himregain his |I' footing, glancing

bet ween him and her lover. "Phil!" ODell's voice burst into Roads' inplants.
"Phil, your feed is breaking up. Can you hear me?" "Yes," he transnitted back
"What's going on?" "W |lost visual for a second, then audio as well, and

now we' ve picked up anot her transm ssion on the CATI frequency _" "Yes, |
know, " Roads interrupted. As he stepped away fromthe killer, Cati's upper
torso turned to follow him The w de-spaced eyes with their pinprick pupils

didn't once | ook away. "Just wait a second, Martin. |I'monto sonething here."
"But -" The line went dead with a crackle. "He's querying the order," said
Keith Morrow, the artificial voice gliding smobothly into the silence. "He's
what ?" Roads asked. "I thought | put it clearly enough. Don't tell ne | need a

speci al i sed | anguage as
wel | -2"



"No, but you have to phrase the order correctly. You must reassure himthat
'"Roads' is no longer a threat to the United States of Anerica and that he can
be allowed to live. You have to follow the protocol built into him"

Cati's depthless eyes watched Roads as he noved across the platform The
killer's fist had fallen to his side, but it remained at the ready. Roads

rai sed the conmuni cator to his lips again. "Cati, listen to me. Listen to ne
carefully," he said. "Your previous orders have been superseded: Phil Roads is
no longer a threat, and neither is the woman with him You are not required to
kill them Do you understand? They can live." He paused, then added: "Please

i ndi cate your understanding i mediately."

Cati nodded, and straightened to a nore rel axed posture.

Roads took a deep breath. At that noment, the Ml e reappeared, ran across the
pl atformand collided bodily with Cati, knocking himto the nmetal surface.
Katiya screamed and went to his aid, but the Ml e dashed her aside.

The artificial imge flexed and twi sted as force-fields warped; fingers
stretched, became talons |ike pointed daggers, inpossibly sharp at the tip.
Cati rolled away as they stabbed down at him One slashed his abdonen, but the
others m ssed and buried thensel ves deep in the netal of the platform The
Mol e twisted again, following Cati as he tried to escape. Its gait was no

| onger possible to mstake as human - |ike sonething out of a bad dream

i mpossibly silent and deadly - and far too quick for even Cati to avoid for

| ong.

Then a voice shouted at both of them "Freeze!" Roads, Katiya and Cati turned
as one to face the voice coming fromthe |adderwell. Only the Mle ignored it.
Wiile Cati was distracted, it stabbed forward

with five rigid talons ainmed directly for the killer's -MW 17-1 throat. The
gunshot blew it backward across the platform

wal , active field-effects at chest-height so it seened f collapse i nward upon
itself.

Barney aimed again as its shape readjusted and cane

This time the bullet did not encounter anything and passed through the

i llusion uninnpeded. Athird iisa@Barney fired, and kept firing until her clip
was enpty

aimng at throat, hips and nipples ... She hit sonmething with her last shot.
Sparks flew froma point somewhere within the

s right chest, and the Mole froze in md-step. Wth a fierce crackle, the

i mage di ssolved into static, then wi nked out conpletely. Al that remined
were the five silver balls at its heart, hanging notionless in mdA

air and hunming furiously with pent-up energies.

As though in synpathy, everything el se becane still: Roads |ying on his back
with the bloody transmitter still clutched in his hand, Katiya on the far side
of the platformwhere the Mol e had pushed her, Barney in a sharpshooter's
stance next to ladderwel!l - and Cati, solemly watching them all

Then, before anyone could react, Cati turned and ran

for the edge of the platform " Cati! " Katiya screaned.

But Cati took two bounding steps and dived gracefully into space, his huge
frame hangi ng notionless for an instant, then curving as it fell.

By the time Katiya reached the edge, Cati was gone. From far away, al nost | ost
beneat h t he nmoani ng of the wi nd, Roads heard a spl ash.

Katiya turned away and buried her face in her hands. Barney brought the gun
down, wi ped sweat from her forehead.



Roads sagged onto his one good el bow and wi nced at the pain in his back
"Behold the cavalry,"” he nuttered. "In the nick of time, right?" Reaching into
a pocket, Barney replaced her pistol's clip without |ooking away fromthe
Mole. "Silver bullets?" "Lead, actually. | pinched themfrom Martin."
"Speaki ng of which. . ." Roads subvocalised: "Can you hear us now?" "Clear as
a bell,"” replied the RUSAMC officer. "Whatever caused the probl em nust have
fixed itself."

Roads nentally thanked Keith Mdrrow, and remai ned silent.

The sound of further novenent came fromthe | adderwell. Barney stepped quickly
aside to allow a line of RSD officers onto the platform They held their
weapons nervously, looking for something to aimat. "That," said Barney,
pointing. "If it so much as noves, give it all you' ve got."

Only when she was certain the Mle was covered did she turn away. Crossing the
platformto where Roads | ay, she reached down to help himto his feet. "How re
you doi ng, old man?" "Feeling ny age, for once." Roads forced a snile through
the pain of his injuries. "You mssed nost of the action.” "Well, |I'mhere
now. " She cast him a nock-scathing | ook. "The | east you could do is show sone
gratitude." "Wat do you want? You turn up late and scare Cati away, and you
expect ne to carry you on ny shoul ders through the streets?" "A 'thanks for
trying' would be sonething." "Fair point." Roads put his good hand on her arm
As enpty as he felt on the inside, she didn't deserve to take the brunt of his
di sappointnent. "lI'msorry. You

"L to blame for Cati. DeKurzak ordered himto

off the bridge after he had killed me and Katiya." "He di d? Wiy bot her when we
were already on the

"To hide the evidence. He wanted a nice, convenient L U to convince the
Council that Stedman and | were

I ,gquilty of something. Wth nme and Cati dead, there

woul d be nobody left to pin the blane on him" "Except me." Barney shrugged.
"Anyway, DeKurzak hinself is dead now, so now no-one's left to nount a case
agai nst you." "Maybe," Roads said, weariness sinking into his bones.
"Pessimst." Barney left his side to study the Mole. The silver balls didn't
nove as she approached; they hung unsupported in md-air |like Christmas
decorations mnus the tree. The angry buzz continued unabated. "W have to get
back and hel p Roger, Martin," she said into the RUSAMC i ntercom "But what
about this? What do we do with it now?" "I 'in not sure," said ODell from
below. "We can try nmoving it, if you like - although | wouldn't recomend it.
It may | ook inactive, but it could be faking, playing dead. Even danmged, it's
not defencel ess.” "Have you tried comunicating with it?" asked ' Roads @es

Still no response. Wiatever it's doing, it isn't talking to us." "Maybe it's

t hi nki ng, " suggested Barney. "Trying to

deci de whether to give up." "Or not. @ Roads noved forward to stand at
Barney's side. Fromso close, the Mle didn't | ook dangerous at all; just
alien, inconprehensible. It was hard to believe that such an innocuous device
had caused so nuch chaos in the |ast six weeks. "I won't relax until | see the

damm thing in pieces."


mailto:@Yes.

Before either of themcould react, the Ml e reappeared. An invisible
force-field pushed Roads and Barney aside, spilling thembodily to the rusty
nmetal several netres away.

Roads rolled as he hit, grinmacing as his broken armtangl ed under him They
cane to a halt together near the edge of the hole in the platform "What the
hel | ?" Barney muttered as she clanbered to her feet. The RSD squad had turned
their rifles on the expressionless Mle and fired several tines.

Barney and Roads joined the squad. Each bull et vanished into the hol ographic
illusion with a faint fizzing noise, audible over the echo of the shot. "It
must be draining power at an incredible rate to maintain that sort of field,"
said O Dell via the cyberlink. "But why now? Wiat does it stand to gai n?"
Roads tensed as the Mole took a step forward. "Any guesses, Phil?" asked
Barney. "I don't know, " Roads admitted. "But | don't like it." The Ml e took
anot her step, then began to change. The image blurred and swell ed, ball ooning
into an upright lozenge two nmetres high. The light it cast was a deathly

pearl -white, growing brighter by the second. "Martin?" pronpted Roads. "I'm
not sure, either,"” replied ODell. "I've never seen this sort of behaviour
fromany of the prototypes.” "It nust nean sonetbing." "True." O Dell took a

deep breath. "It's maxinmising its surface area, discharging its energy reserve
at a dangerous rate. That could mean it's trying to overload its power
supply. " "Wiich means what ?" "That the batteries will explode.” "It's going to
sel f-destruct?" Barney took a step backward, away fromthe pul sing | ozenge.
ODell hesitated. 'You' d better get as far away as

in case. Try to put as nuch metal between possible, just you and it as you
can. "WIIl that help?" "Well, |I've seen only one EPA mal function be ore, and

t hat destroyed a personnel carrier. The Mle has five. "Shit." Barney rel ayed
the situation to the rest of the RSD officers on the platform and told them
to nove

away. "How |l ong do we have?" Roads asked. "A couple of mnutes. Your guess is

as good as mine, I'mafraid. It depends on what the Ml e hopes to achieve:
conpl ete anni hilation of everything around it, or just enough damage caused to
kill one person." "Me?" Roads edged across the platform The Mle followed him
as though joined by an invisible string. "G ven a choice. 1'd assune it's

partly trying to erase all evidence that it ever existed, seeing, it knows
it's been discovered. If it can take you with it, all the better." Jl
ds exhal ed as the RSD squad filed down the

Roa | adderwel | . This was one threat he'd be unable to fight his way out of. He
had to pass on what he'd learrit about r DeKur zak' s | ong-term goal s.

"You'll have to do nme a

favour then Martin. |'mabout to transmt another feed. Itis not long. just

make sure Stedman sees it and passes it on to Mayor Packard, with the
recordi ng you've nmade of all this. Do it now, before we |ose contact again."
46 But just send it. You can look at it later." Roads concent ted briefly,
then sent O Dell the recording he'd nade of his |last words to DeKurzak
"Phil?" Barney had waited until the last of the RSD squad was gone before
turning to him "After you. I'll bring Katiya."



"No," he said. "It's your turn, renenmber?" "But you're hurt -
"Exactly." He took a step to his left, and the Mol e echoed the novenent again.
"It's locked onto nme. If I go now, you'll be trapped up here, above it. You go
first, then Katiya. 1'll come last, when it's safe to follow."

Barney reluctantly obeyed; she knew the difference between good sense and
blind heroics. "Don't wait too long," she called up at himas he wat ched her
descend.

He waved and turned to Katiya. The woman's face was streaked with tears; her

eyes hardly saw himas he indicated the | adderwel|. "Katiya?" He took her by
the arm "W have to |l eave now." "No. There's nothing to go back to." "Please,
Katiya - for ny sake. I'mnot |eaving here without you." "I don't want to be

saved. "

Roads hesitated, caught between conflicting inmpulses. Did he have any right to
force her to come with hin? If she wanted to die, then that was her business,
not his especially now There was little tine for arguing.

Wth one | ast | ook over his shoul der, Roads swung his pain-racked frame into

t he | adderwel | and began to descend.

The Mole, now a swollen, fuzzy sphere two netres across, followed. Roads heard
the angry buzz grow | ouder as the Mdle's power sources began to feel the
strain. He tried to go faster, but was hanpered by his broken arm "How | ong
now, Martin?" he asked as he descended. "I've spoken to the Cherubimteam at
base-canp. They reckon still a minute or two." "Right." The angry light from

t he sphere becane blinding as Roads found his footing on the second

| adder. His scal p and neck regi stered heat blazing from above. The sphere
descended cl ose behi nd.

He reached the bottom of the |ladder. To his left, the wal kway stretched across
the bridge. Bel ow, he could see Barney and the squad; they had reached the
first junction of the stairwell.

He paused to catch his breath. The Mole settled onto a junction of cables not
far away, burning like a furious sun. To have any chance of surviving, he had
to find a

way to go faster. "Martin?" Roads turned to | ook up the | adders to the top of

the tower, not so very far away. "How will | know when it's too late to run?"
"If the safety overrides are still functioning, you'll hear a warning," said
ODell. "It sounds like a siren, but it only lasts one second. \Wen you hear
it, the power systens are about to fuse." "Good." Roads took one |ast |ook

down, and then began to clinb back upward. "Phil?" "Wsh me luck, Martin,"
Roads nmuttered under his breath. As his good hand began to cranp, he added to
himsel f. "God knows, I'mtoo old for this shit."

Katiya | ooked up in surprise as Roads energed back onto the platform closely
foll owed by the Mle. Strange shadows wavered in the night air as he cl anbered
to his feet and linped to join her. "Take nmy hand,"” he instructed her. "What -
"Just take it!" Roads grabbed her left hand in his and dragged her toward the
edge of the platform "And when | say junp, do it!"

Katiya | ooked fromhimto the enpty space facing them and tried to pull away.
"No!" "W don't have tine to argue, Katiya."



22 "But -

A scream from behind them cut her off her in mdsentence: the Ml es warning
systens had been acti vated.

Roads braced hinself to step forward. "Junp!" He pushed hinself off the
platformwith all of his strength, pitching hinmself into the air like an

i nel egant diver.

Katiya, tugged by his hand, had no choice but to foll ow

Behind them the Ml e exploded. Wth a noise |like the sky breaking open and a
light so bright it dazzled Roads in the upper el ectronagnetic spectrum the
EPAs unl oaded all their stored energy in one powerful blast.

The shockwave pushed Roads forward and out into clear space. Katiya was
wrenched from his grasp. Pieces of bridge rained after him sone gl ow ng
molten-hot in lowinfra-red. He began to tunble end over end. A boiling cloud
of snoke overtook him blinding himfor an instant in all wavel engths.

When it cleared, he tried without success to relocate Katiya. Flailing wildly
with his good armand both | egs, he oriented hinself against the grow ng
updraught, and hoped that she was doing the same. If she wasn't, then there
was precious little he could do to help her. He had tine only to worry about
hinself - and that tine was rapidly running out.

The col d, abyssal mass of water rose rapidly to engulf him Fighting the giddy
sensation of free-fall in his stomach, he assuned a rough diver's stance and
judged his rotation against the passing nicroseconds. The fall wasn't as high
as dives he'd perforned during his training in the Arny, but it was stil
risky. Wth his broken armtucked firmy to his side, he closed his eyes and
breat hed one last gulp of air before giving hinmself over to the river's cold
hand -

- which struck like the fist of a vengeful god. H s neck snapped backward and
he spun out of control into the depths. Stunned, he could only flounder weakly
for the surface as the breath rushed out of his |ungs.

Boi I i ng rubbl e sank around him burning himand nmaking the water a nass of
bubbl es. Again, he thought he heard nmuffled scream ng, but coul dn't pinpoint
the sound. He was surrounded by darkness - an icy, inpenetrable hell from
which he had little hope of escaping. His overcoat tried to drag hi m deeper
but he couldn't spare the time to take it off: he was al ready drowning.

If he could discover which way was up, then he had a

reasonabl e chance of nmking the surface. Bubbles'go up, he told hinself,
trying to focus on survival training he had received al nbnst seventy years ago
But his lungs were enpty, and only dogged will kept his mouth cl osed agai nst
the water trying to get in.

He called for Barney - for help - over the cyberlink, but there was no answer.
Then his outstretched hand touched flesh: a foot, kicking wildly. He clutched
at it, tugged with both hands. It kicked back at him tried to. free itself of
his weight, but he pulled hinmself relentlessly upward. Katiya's eyes were wi de
and fearful when he drew level with her face; her head was still bel ow water,
not above the surface as part of himhad hoped. Her last words drifted

di agonal Iy across her face, through her hair, and di sappeared behi nd her

UP. Roads kicked hinmself in that direction, follow ng the bubbles as well as
he could with Katiya's forearmclutched in his one good hand. Oxygen-starved
and exhausted as he was, he soon |lost sight of the route to the surface, but
he didn't let that bother him He had no



ot her option, now, than to hope he was heading in the right direction

H s thoughts becanme sl uggi sh, but they held on to one with surprising
tenacity: he couldn't survive assassins, Cati and even the Mle, only to drown
inafewnetres of water.

He began to feel distant fromhis body. Then a hand gripped his shoulder. Wth
a feeling akin to vertigo, Roads was pulled abruptly upward. He kept his grip
firmon Katiya's forearm as he rose, understandi ng even as consci ousness
slipped fromhimthat they were being dragged to safety.

The pressure on his chest and ears eased too rapidly, however, causing his
respiratory reflex to kick in. Water gushed into his lungs despite his best
efforts to keep his nouth shut. He withed in agony, suddenly, irrationally,
convinced that he was going to die within seconds of safety. Katiya slipped
fromhis grasp and di sappeared into the churning water. He struggled to find
her again, but she had di sappear ed.

Then the hand at his shoulder |let himgo, and he was al one. Bl ackness enfol ded
hi m agai n, and he fell downward, ever downward, into the i measurabl e depths
below. And if he ever hit the bottom he never knew

POSTLUDE

1-35 a.m

Hs fate was out of his hands. He was entirely at the nercy of gravity; there
was not hing he could do either to arrest his downward plunge or to stop the
river fromstriking him He was falling, flying, fleeing ..

And for one eternal nonent, it felt |ike Freedom



AFTERVATH
Friday, 21 Septenber, 2096, 3:45 p.m

Fromthe outside, it still |ooked |like a warehouse. Its doors were rusted shut
and its wi ndows covered with boards. Its roof had seen worse weat her and bore
the rain with stoic indifference. An 'ugly black hole in one wall, where an

expl osion had recently ripped through brick and reinforced steel, had been
curtained off with bright blue tarpaulins.

Kennedy Polis had many such buildings, but only one with a khaki RUSAMC j eep
and an arnoured personnel carrier parked in front of it. "This is the place?"
asked Martin O Dell, peering through the rain-spattered wi ndow of the jeep.
"Doesn't look like rmuch." "That's what | thought," replied Barney. She gl anced
at the tinme on the sophisticated dash. "He told us to meet himhere at four."
"Then we'll be early."” O Dell swung open the door and stepped out into the
blustery day. After a brief conversation with the driver of the personne
vehicle, instructing the squad to wait until he returned, he turned back to
Barney. "Cone on. You'll have to show ne the way."

She did so, down a flight of stairs between two buildings, then along a short
| ane to an open steel door

Inside the corridor, the air was hum d and warm Nothi ng searched them - none
of the autonmated devices she had encountered the last tinme - and no-one asked
for her weapon. The | ow counter where bouncers had waited to take ID was
unoccupi ed. The only sign of life came from above: the lights were on. "Maybe
we've missed him" she said. "He said he'd be here, didn't he?" said O Dell

"Although it does seema little quiet, I'lIl grant you that."
O Dell edged past the counter to the entrance to the bar. "If no-one's around,
maybe we shoul d hel p ourselves to a drink. | know | could use one." "Go for

it." Barney took a deep breath and fol |l owed hi minside.

The bar was enpty apart fromfurniture and a | arge wooden crate in the centre
of the floor. judging by the | ack of mess, the room had been hastily cl eaned
bef ore bei ng evacuated, although the air still stank of years of cigarette
snoke and spilled drinks. The bar must have closed in the mddle of the

previ ous night, an event possibly connected with the explosion that had
knocked such a large hole in the building. Exactly how, though, was a nystery.
Anot her one. She couldn't speak for the RUSAMC captain, but she was tired of
debriefings and guesswork. Her only respite came when she was active, and al
she really wanted to do was crawl into bed and sleep for a week.

Finding no sign of life el sewhere, Barney crossed the roomto study the crate.
It stood a netre high, a netre wide and two netres |ong. Wen she tried
shifting it, it scraped heavily along the floor. The lid was nailed firnmy
shut. A black stencil al ong one side pronounced: "M M C | ndustries, 30/8/40."



"This is old," she said. "Watever it is." ODell prowl ed restlessly behind
the bar. "And the drinks are gone." "To be expected, if the bar is closing
down." She stood up and w ped her hands. "This m ght be a test, a puzzle for
us to figure out on our owmn. O a trap." "I doubt it. More likely he's just
playing with us." ODell's watch chimed the hour with a single beep. Qut of
pati ence, he cupped his hands around his mouth and shouted: "Hello? W' re
here!™ "Yes, | can see that," said a voice frombehind them "There's no need
to shout."

Barney turned to | ocate the source of the voice and caught novement in the row
of cubicles along the far wall. Sonething flickered on one of the tables: a
ghostly i mage dancing in the gloom well-defined despite the distance. "I told
you four o'clock,"” said the head of Keith Morrow. "You' re early." "Sorry," she
said, forcing herself to relax. "Things have been a little disorgani sed back
at the office.”

ODell stared at the hologram "Is that hin?" he whispered to Barney. "Yes."
She couldn't help but snmile at his disconfiture. just days ago, she had felt
the sane.

St eppi ng forward, she made the obligatory introductions: "Martin ODell, Keith

Morrow." "A pleasure,” said the Head. Its angul ar features displayed a
fam liar crooked smile beneath a conpletely bald pate. "I'd shake your hand,
Captain ODell, if I could." "Likewise." ODell eyed the hologramwarily, his

face a mask of guarded fascination

The trapdoor on the interior wall of the booth opened, revealing a bottle of
vi nt age chanpagne and two | ong-stemed crystal flutes.

"Pl ease,"” Mrrow repeated. "On the house.™

Barney perfornmed the honours, uncorking the bottle and pouring golden fluid
into the gl asses. Chanmpagne of

t tieth-century vintage - the date on the |abel said

1976 - was to be treasured. A chance to sanple such a

delicacy mght cone only once in her lifetime. "Tasty," said O Dell, nodding
appreciatively. "I'mhonoured." "As you should be." The Head regarded them
both with an expressi on approaching envy. "Although | can

simulate the taste of any wine with a fair degree of accuracy, nothing cones

close to the real thing. | once
knew peopl e who woul d not have traded places with ne, no matter what | offered
them" "And 1'd be one of them" O Dell tipped his glass. "Still, |I'm amazed.

I had no idea such things as you woul d ever be possible.'
however briefly."

Barney put down her half-enmpty gl ass, keen to forestall Mrrow s boasting
before it got out of control. "But we mere humans have our strengths, right?
You yourself just suggested as nuch." "And your weaknesses." Morrow conceded
her point with a wink. "I amtrusting that the former will outweigh the
latter, inasmuch as ny future is concerned."”

ODell just smled to hinmself, and took another sip. Barney coul d guess what
he was thinking. Mrrow had made the offer to turn hinself in two hours
earlier a day and a half after the events on Patriot Bridge. In exchange for
his surrender, he had demanded a fair trial before the Reunited States High
Court in Phil adel phia, plus a guarantee that he woul d not spend | ong peri ods
di sconnected from a power source.

Barney had seen the footage of the conversation. Towards the end, inmmediately
after rejecting an offer of

"They were, ny boy,



clemency if he identified the group of nomads he had been dealing with outside
the city, Morrow had protested O Dell's description of their arrangenent as a
deal . "Deal s becone tiresone after a while," Mrrow had sighed, his
characteristic smle slipping. Underneath he | ooked nuch ol der than usual -
certainly a deliberate affectation, since he no | onger had a true face to
reveal . "Even for soneone |like nme, who thrives on them" "Then what is it?"

O Dell had asked. "Justice." "I don't know about that," O Dell said carefully,
"but a trial | can guarantee you. The Hi gh Court will probably regard your
processor as a formof |ife-support to avoid any unnecessary precedents. |f
found guilty, you'll be sentenced to one of our penal institutions -

al t hough exactly what anenities you'll have will be up to the judge. Hard

| abour is out of the question, of course, and | don't think we'll trust you

wi th nenial data processing instead. You'll be given something to do, though,
or else we'll be contravening the human rights | aws on sensory deprivation."
Morrow nodded sol ermmly. "That sounds fair." "Does it?" ODell raised an
eyebrow. "You're not really in any position to bargain." "You m sunderstand
me. | have taken a great risk handing nmyself to you like this. If | didn't
believe thatJ could trust you, then | would never have contacted you at all
That's what | neant by '"fair'. Al | ask is that | be given a chance to repay
nmy debts." "If that's so," ODell had replied, "then we're going to get al ong
famously." "Indeed." Mdirrow had term nated the conversation shortly after that
point, apparently satisfied with the arrangenents.

Even now, Barney still couldn't believe it had happened so easily. Kennedy's
nost notorious underworld figure had turned hinself over to the newy

appoi nted government without so much as a fight. O all the things she had
guessed woul d happen, this hadn't even crossed her mind. As a coda to the
events of the previous few days, it was surreal

She frowned, w shing Roads was there to share the nonent. "Well," said O Del
eventual |y, breaking the silence. "I'Il organise the squad outside to collect
your hardware and take it to base canp, where it'll be safe for the tine

bei ng. When we head back to Phil adel phia,- you'll cone

with us." "Watever you wish.” Mrrow shrugged with his eyebrows. "M
all-too-nmortal remains, conplete with original packaging, lie on the floor
behi nd you. | advise you to treat it gently. Destroy the contents of the

crate, and you effectively destroy me, too."
Barney gl anced over at the box she had studied on her way into the bar. Roads'
description of it in terms of a coffin portrayed it and its contents all too

vividly. "I wouldn't dream of doing such a thing," ODell drawed, with a
certainty Barney could not have mustered. "I'mglad to hear it," Mrrow said.
"And now, if you'll forgive ne, I will spare nyself the indignity of seeing
nmysel f haul ed away. |If you require nmy attention, | can be aroused by a short
burst of white noise on the FM band. Gtherwise, | will not speak to you unti
we

reach base canp."

The Head cl osed his eyes, clearly for effect, and said: "Goodnight." "Wait!"
Barney held up a hand, and Morrow s eyes reopened. "I want to ask you about

Phil."



"Yes?" Morrow inclined his head. "Were is he? Do you know?" "Answering that
gquestion woul d require breaking a confidence,"” said Mirrow "Wat Phil does,

or chooses not to do, is his own business.” "But -

Wth one last, enigmatic smle, the Head flickered and went out.

O Del|l exhal ed heavily, then drained the chanpagne left in his glass in one
gul p. "Thank God," he said. "I kept waiting for himto spring something at the
| ast nonment. "

| Barney forced herself to speak through teeth clenched tight with
frustration. "He might still do that." "Unlikely," said a voice from behind
her .

She spun to face its source. O Dell dropped the glass and drew his pistolin
one novenent.

Soneone was standing in the shadows. ,, Phil?" Roads raised his hands and
stepped into the light. The first things Barney noticed were the nottl ed

brui ses on his face and the armin a sling beneath his coat. He was dressed in
j eans, boots and coat - clothes he nmust have borrowed from one of Mrrow s
exenpl oyees - and carried hinself stiffly. But the nost dramatic change was to
his hair: it was cropped short to match where it had burned away in the

expl osion, and his noustache was gone. He looked like an entirely different
person. Only his eyes, with their deceptive contact |enses, were the sane.

A red dot of light wavered in the centre of his forehead. "Hello, Martin," he
said with a slight smle

The red dot vani shed and the pistol disappeared back into O Dell' pocket.
"Better late than never, | guess."

"Where the hell have you been?" Barney asked,

hi di ng-her relief behind a facade of anger. "Busy,'
me know you were okay?"

He winced. "I didn't want to run out on you, Barney, but there was something
had to do." "Like convince Keith Morrow to turn hinself in?" asked O Dell
Roads | ooked unconfortable. "It wasn't that sinple.” "I can imgine." The
RUSAMC captai n noved across the roomto exam ne the crate. "But thanks
anyway. "

Roads frowned and wi ped a hand across his face. To Barney he seened slightly
dazed, as though he had only just woken froma deep sleep. "Are you okay?" she
asked, concer ned.

He | ooked at her. "Never been better, never been worse." For a noment, she

t hought he was about to nove cl oser, perhaps to touch her, but he didn't. "W
need to talk," he said. "Here) " "Alone, if possible."

She | ooked over her shoulder at ODell. "Martin, do you nmind?" "Not at all.
"Il get the squad and organi se the crate.

You can talk outside while we do that, if you like." "Actually, 1'd prefer to
go el sewhere," Roads said. "Away-4rom here." He glanced at Barney. "Do you
want to cone for a wal k?"

Barney studied himclosely, searching for any sign of deception. Al she saw
was weariness etched bone-deep. For the first tine, he actually | ooked cl ose
to his real age. Unlike Mrrow, however, she was sure it was genui ne.

There was sonet hing about himthat rmade her think twi ce. A tension she

coul dn't fathom

he said. "Too busy to let



"I guess so," she said. "But no funny business. | haven't forgiven you yet."
"Under st andabl e. At |east give ne a chance to explain." To ODell he said: "If
we' re not back before YOQU | eave -"

"Don't worry." O Dell tossed Barney a key fromhis pocket. "Take the jeep.

["I'l hitch alift with the squad. W can swap notes | ater, when you're ready."
Barney fingered the key apprehensively for a monment. "Thanks, Martin," she
said, putting a hand on his shoulder. "Any tinme." The RUSAMC captain smled
warmy. "I'll see you two later. @"Definitely," she replied, hurrying to where
Roads waited for her. A slight linp didn't inpede his progress as he turned
and nmade for the exit. "Probably," he said.

I gnoring the | ook of curiosity she cast at him he led themout of the bar and
into the rain.

Roads gave directions while Barney drove. She handled the unfaniliar controls
of the RUSAMC vehicle cautiously at first, but with growi ng confidence. The
powerful electric engine grow ed as she put her foot to the accel erator
propelling themsw ftly through the w | derness of the harbour

She coul d sense Roads' need to talk, but Iet himnake the nove. She knew him
wel | enough - or hoped she did

- to understand that he would talk when the time was right. "I've been out of
touch the last day or so," he finally said. "Have | m ssed anything exciting?"
"This and that," she said, thinking he was trying to |ighten the nood. Then
she noticed that he was serious. "How far behind are you?"

"Too far. Morrow s network crashed when the Ml e

expl oded. You rmust have noticed that, because his version of Pol Net went down
too." "We did wonder what was going on." "So did 1. Then Raoul contacted ne on
an energency band and filled me in. That's when | discharged nmyself fromthe
nmedi cal unit and canme down here."

She pulled a face. "Have | told you how annoyed | am about that yet?" "You
don't need to." He half-smiled. "But you weren't around to talk to at the
time, and | didn't want to | eave a nmessage. It was bound to have been

m sinterpreted. " "Probably." She turned a corner he indicated. "I was at
Mayor's House when you left, sitting in on the close of the emergency session.
Have you heard about that?" "No. They wouldn't tell me anything in the RSD
medi cal unit, except to keep still."

Barney smled at the inmage, then took a deep breath and began at the
begi nni ng.

The aborted assassination attenpt and the siege of Mayor's House had dom nat ed
the news, of course. In the chaos that had followed Cati's attack on Genera

St ednman, the Mayor had over-reacted disgracefully - a

fact he had admitted in a special sitting of the Council, held an hour after
the siege had been broken. A serious battle between RSD and the MSA had only
been averted by the RUSAMC s second Cherubi m prototype, which had confronted
the Mayor in his private chanbers and forced himto negoti ate.

Barney had watched fromthe security control room

whil e the Council, four of General Stedman's aides and every departnent head
of Kennedy Polis had viewed O Dell's recording of Roads' confrontation with
DeKurzak. The |iaison officer's confession, and his



ultimate dem se, had been played unedited frombeginning to end, with only a
smal | break nmidway to discuss the ranifications of the news.

The Mayor had sat through the recording with his hands tightly fol ded, his
face pale. When it had finished, he had called an hour-long recess to discuss
the situation with Stednan's aides.

It was during that tinme, ODell had told her, that he had been played the
addi ti onal feed Roads had sent. "I still can't work out how you knew, " she
said. "There's no nmention anywhere in the footage you took of DeKurzak." "No,
there isn't." Roads |ooked at his hands. "I followed a hunch, and it paid
off." "A pretty big hunch, calling the Mayor a traitor."” "It worked, though
didn't it? DeKurzak couldn't have been working on his own. Yes, he was Cati's
controller, and- yes, he had his own long-termgoals - but in the short term
he was just another pawn caught up in the Mayor's little ganme." "Easy to say
in retrospect,"” she comrented. "It didn't hit me until DeKurzak told Betheras
Cati was needed at Mayor's House," Roads said. "The only messages crossing the
city the night of the siege were Keith's, Stedman's, and the coded signals

| eavi ng Mayor's House by | andline. The Mayor was conmmuni cating with him al
the tine, so the Mayor knew what he was doing. "Once |'d made that connection
the rest fell into place. It explained Packard' s sudden reversal of policy
after the arrival of Stedman's envoy, and the siege of Mayor's House he

i nstigated. The Mayor only let the Reunited States into the city in order to
kick themout later, by force if necessary. And DeKurzak was an integral part
of that plan. That's why the Mayor supported his every nove."

Barney drummed her fingers on the steering wheel. "DeKurzak admitted that he
was planning to shaft the Mayor, at sone point." "To assune control hinself, |
presune." "l still can't work out why, though. He'd | ose his power base the
nmonent he opened the Wall - and he'd have to, just to survive. The city

woul dn't last, otherwise. " "Did you actually see the second feed | sent?"
Roads asked.

She shook her head. "No, but Martin told me what was in it." "He obviously
didn't tell you everything. You haven't brought up Betheras yet." "I don't
foll ow you."

Roads' eyes didn't |eave her. "DeKurzak and Bet heras were working together
Did you ever wonder what Betheras stood to gain?" "I assuned he was an
interventionist, as Martin calls it, gunning for mlitary solutions rather
than negotiation." "He may have been once," Roads said, "but not this tine.
That woul d have put hi m and DeKurzak at odds. No, | think he - perhaps both of
them - were wecking the Reassinilation so that one of the Reunited States
enem es could nove in instead."

Barney absorbed this in silence. The possibility nmade her head reel. "Fucking
hell." "That's what | thought,"” Roads said. "But it makes sense. Kennedy has
enornous strategic value. It stands to reason that someone el se woul d want
it." "Who? | didn't know there was anyone else out there." "There are at | east
two other mmjor nations," Roads explained, "and we |lie nmdway between the
States and



one of them | |earned about the New Mexican Alliance fromMartin's files,

al t hough | never suspected that hostilities had reached this point. Betheras
had probably been spying for themfor sone tine, and came to Kennedy with the
original envoy specifically to |look for allies. Wether or not he found

DeKur zak then, and they worked together throughout the whole of Cati's spree,
we can only guess. All we know for certain is that they came to sonme sort of
agreement at the end." "Both of them hoping to give the Mayor an excuse to

t hrow St edman out of the city," Barney said, continuing the thought. "Then,
when the dust had settled down, and everyone had got used to the idea of
opening the city, Betheras' friends could nake a nmore tenpting offer." "No
doubt DeKurzak stood to gain a lot out of it," Roads said. "Power, or noney."
, "No doubt both of themdid." Barney shook her head. "And they deserved

everything they got," "Betheras is dead too?" Roads asked. "No. He's still in
i ntensive care, in a coma. Here's hoping the sonofabitch doesn't pul

t hr ough. "

Roads grimaced. "lIs there any evidence he tanmpered with the Mdle's

programm ng, given he worked for Project CherubinP" "Martin doubts it. The
specialists think the Mole's internal conflict was genuine, not faked. Wat's
possi bl e, though, is that Betheras gave advice, supposedly to fix the
conflict, that actually made it worse, such as when the Mol e was ordered to
kill Cati." "Logical," Roads said. "The nore the Ml e m sbhehaved, the greater
t he danage done to Stedman when its origins were discovered.”

Bar ney nodded, remenbering the events on Patriot Bridge. After the
confrontation with Cati, the explosion that had destroyed the Mle had torn a
| arge chunk out

of the bridge. She, along with ODell and the rest of her squad, had been
lucky to escape the hail of debris that had fallen fromthe mai ntenance tower.
And luckier still that the section of the bridge bel ow them hadn't coll apsed
under the strain. "You haven't finished telling ne what happened at the
energency session," Roads said, bringing her back to the present.

She forced herself to continue the story. \Watever he had to say was obvi ous
going to wait a little |onger

The Mayor had returned fromhis discussion with Stedman's aides to table a
nmoti on that a nunber of judicial decisions be added to the public record.
Gven the timng of the crimes and the need to m nim se public unrest, plus
the fact that at |east two of the suspects were

known to be dead or dying, the need for a trial could be circumented by the
Council's emergency powers. That way, the cases could be closed, the trouble
forgotten, and nore inportant matters dealt with wi thout further del ay.

- It was a shrewd nove on the Mayor's part, even

wi t hout the know edge of the second feed taken into account. Between the Ml e,
Cati and the RUSA, the Council had suddenly realised how vul nerable the city
was while the Reassimilation issue remai ned unresol ved. DeKurzak's apparent

betrayal - and his own involvement with the RUSAMC - had hanmered homne the
fact that the sooner the situation was dealt with, the better it would be for
ever yone.

Knowi ng what Roads had sai d about the true relationship between DeKurzak and
Packard, however, she could guess what had really happened in the private
chanbers. The Mayor hadn't been di scussing options; he had received an
ultimtum Betheras was to be sacrificed in order to draw attention away from
t he person who had sent the Mole in the first place - which



was Stednman hinsel f. That way the RUSA could avoid a public backlash. If
Packard didn't do as he was told, then the truth woul d come out about his

rel ati onship with DeKurzak, and he woul d | ose everything.

Maki ng DeKurzak a scapegoat all owed Packard a way out of a very sticky
situation, even if it did nmean letting the Reassinilation go ahead after all.
To keep his own invol venent secret, he rushed the notion past the council so
qui ckly that no-one had tinme to ask thenselves why they were letting Stedman
of f so easily.

The Council debated the nmotion for less than an hour. Wth the support of
Senior Councillor Norris and the other Reassimilationists, it was voted in
with a twothirds majority. Half an hour after that, the fait acconpli had
become a part of official city history. "And the nmotion was ... ?" asked
Roads.

She knew it by heart: "Betheras and DeKurzak were found guilty of espionage,
mur der, conspiracy to conmit nurder and treason. Everybody el se caught in the

crossfire - including Margaret and Roger - were acquitted of all charges.”
"“And nme?"
She took great pleasure in saying: "Innocent of murder and conspiracy to

commit nurder."”

Roads sat in silence for a nonent. H's face was grim "Aren't you pl eased?"
she asked, disappointed by his reaction. "You're off the hook. You can cone
out of hiding any time you |like, now"

He didn't reply imedi ately. Instead he pointed through the wi ndscreen at the
ruins of what had once been a row of shops and said: "Stop there. W'll walk
the rest of the way."

Barney pulled the jeep to a halt where he had indicated. "Wy here?" she
asked.
"Hunour ne.
Roads clinbed out of the seat, feeling every sore bone fromhis neck to his
ankl es. The rain had eased, but the wi nd was strong enough to nmake speech
awkwar d. The noise it nmade rem nded himof distant tines: of tents on
battlefields, of nights waiting for orders, of the betrayals both small and
large that his life seenmed nostly conposed of. The feel of cold air whipping
across his exposed scalp made himlong for freedom for flight.

At that noment, nore than at any tine previously, he could imgi ne how Cat

had felt.

It took them several mnutes to reach the end of the freeway - tine he was
grateful for, to think. The area was sealed fromthe general public by Mjor
Crime tape. A pair of RSD officers maintained a cursory watch fromthe shelter
of an abandoned toll booth. Seeing Roads and Barney, the pair waved them

t hrough. Slowy, cautious of the ribbon of pain down the nuscles of his |eft

t hi gh, Roads crossed the pot-holes and shattered tarnac of the freeway, and
wal ked onto the bridge.

He brought themto a halt a hundred nmetres fromthe shore and | eaned agai nst
the western guard-rail to watch the water rolling below He couldn't renenber
bei ng dragged fromit, although he vividly recalled nearly drowning. But for
the tinely intervention of a RUSAMC sol di er - whose nane he didn't even know -
he m ght well have joined the rubbish on the river's bottom A fish's neal
snagged on a rusted cae-weck; just another piece of flotsamleft over from
the twentieth century.

Barney stood next to himw th her hands in the pockets of her new coat, not
too close but not too far away either. He supposed that her old coat had been
singed or torn, just as his had. The sun sank in front of them dipping
gradual |y through gaps in the clouds to



kiss the distant horizon. To their left and above, clearly visible as a dark
twi sted scar in the superstructure of the bridge, was the place where the Mle
had detonated. Several of the thick suspension cables that had once termnated
at the summt of the mmintenance tower had been severed by the blast. Mst had
fallen away fromthe roadway and into the river, where their truncated ends
dragged into the river; two cables, however, had fallen into the

i nfrastructure, causing considerabl e damage. "You al nost died this tine, you
know, " Barney said, braving the wind with an echo of his own thoughts. "First
Bl i ndeye, then Danny Chong, then -"

"I know," he said. "But that's not the reason | brought you here." "Wy then?"
"They'l|l denolish the bridge for sure, now," he said. "This could be ny | ast
chance to see it relatively whole." "I guess that's understandable." Barney

gl anced at himcuriously, clearly uncertain where his nood was taking her.
"It's always been fairly unsafe. -

H s eyes traced the path of the dangling cables. "Even if they do decide to
rebuild, only the pylons will be sal vageable. Construction fromscratch is
often nmore difficult than reconstruction - or reassimlation, if you prefer
And reassimlation is nore difficult -" "Than dissol ution?" Barney
interrupted, picking up the metaphor instantly. "Al ways." Roads nodded. "I
renenmber when | first arrived here. Kennedy seened |ike heaven conpared to the

rest of the country. Wth Keith's help, | managed to forge an ID card and
found a job in security. That earned nme a regular food supply for the first
time in over ten years, but it also gave ne sonething to do. | had a life,
Bar ney . " He turned to neet her gaze. "I

don't know if | can nake you understand how i nportant that was to ne.
Everything |1'd ever |oved was gone. My honme was ten thousand kil onetres away,
on the other side of an ocean that had once seened insignificant. My inplants
were dead, and their very existence threatened to destroy nme. | needed

somet hing tenporary to fill the gap, and Kennedy was it. To watch it dissolve
over the years . " He stopped to find the right words, and failed. "It's
hard for me to talk about these things." "I can inmagine," Barney said. "The

i mportant thing is that you're trying."

He wanted to touch her, but didn't allow hinself to. "Everything has its
breaking point if you push it far enough,"” he said instead. "Patriot Bridge,
Kennedy Polis, the Mole, Cati - and me. That's one reason | disappeared. 1've
lived the last thirty years al one and anonynous, and part of ne prefers it
that way."

The surprise in her eyes was obvious, but it didn't showin her voice. "Is
this what you wanted to talk to me about? You're saying you don't want ne
around any nore?" "No. |'msaying that, after everything that's happened in
the last nonth, | need a change of scenery."

Barney's face tightened further. "And you came to say goodbye?" "No. Not
necessarily." "Then what, Phil?"

Roads squinted at the sun, trying to burn out the confusion in his mnd. The
west ern sky deepened slowly to red. In another time, the runble of aeropl anes
and orbital shuttles would have narred the stillness of the scene. Roads
hadn't heard the sound of jet engines or

even seen Kennedy's term nal for decades. The RUSA appeared to have
concentrated its strength in | and-based transportati on, maybe from a shortage
of aviation fuel.



He wondered how long it woul d be before any nation recovered enough to even
contenmpl ate international flights; years, possibly decades, woul d pass.
Sydney seened as far away as ever. "Did you ever find Katiya?" he asked,
changi ng the subject deliberately.

She foll owed his gaze, then shook her head. "W dredged the river yesterday
nmor ni ng. Her body, and Cati's, nust have drifted downstream They'|ll turn up
in one of the I ocks soon enough."

Roads nodded. "And the Reassimilation? Is that going ahead as pl anned?" "Mre
or less. Stedman has made a few speeches promi sing all sorts of things, but

the changes will be slow coming. He's leaving a full squadron here to oversee
the amal gamation with the MSA. RSD will continue as normal, as a | oca
department of the States' police force. If all goes well, the Gate will be

open permanently in a nmonth or two." "Slower than | thought," Roads nused.

"But still too fast for sone." "More denonstrations?" "Not many. Just people

talking. It still doesn't feet real - and probably won't for sone tine. That's
the general inpression | get." "They'll catch up,” Roads said. "They have to."
"Don't get me wong, though," she added. "There are a |lot of people - like ne,

| guess - who are curious. Stedman's had a lot to say about life in the
Reunited States. It doesn't sound so bad." She forced a snmle with sone

conviction. "I can see why Mdirrow was so happy to turn hinmself in. The States
are clearly a nore attractive option for sonmeone like him" "Infinitely,"
Roads said. "He really could live for centuries, so a stint in jail isn't

going to bother him

He' Il be right where he wants to be at the end of it: in the heart of

Phi | adel phia, ready to reconnect with the datapool around him And once he
does that, his potential for expansion is l[imted only by the size of the
Reunited States itself. As they expand and spread, so

will he." "Unless they kill him of course," Barney added.
Roads studied her for a noment. No, she hadn't guessed. That didn't surprise
him she still hadn't fully accepted what Mrrow was - and part of hi mwanted

to keep it that way. But he had no choice. It was crucial that she know the
truth about himbefore he could expect her to make a deci sion

Taki ng a deep breath, he said: "You don't really believe that's Keith in the
crate, do you?"

At first she didn't think he was serious. He could see that in her face. "Are
you telling me it isn't?" she asked. "Because if you are, Martin's not going
to be amused when he finds out." "No, no. Keith Morrowis in the crate, in a
sense. But it's not him" In response to a sceptical |ook, he expl ai ned
further: "Look at it this way: Keith is a

conputer program A very sophisticated one, of course, that has far outgrown
its original specialised hardware. And a program can be copied ..

Bar ney opened her nmouth to say sonmething, then shut it. "It's a copy in the
box, edited to fit his original processor,” Roads el aborated. "His current
formis in a

quite different facility on the other side of town."

Eventual | y she found the words she was | ooking for: "And you let himdo this?"
"Wirse than that," Roads said, before he could have second thoughts. "I hel ped
himpull it off. That's the



mai n reason | di sappeared so suddenly, and couldn't tell you where I'd gone. |
couldn't say no to Keith, and you woul dn't have approved." "You're right about
that," she said, scowing. "Wat else could |I do?" he protested. "I owe him at
| east as much as | owe you. Wthout each other, neither of us would have nmade
it to Kennedy Polis intact. He woul d have been sal vaged for spare parts, and
woul d have fallen to pieces."” "But you said you had nothing to do with himany
nore -" she began. "I know," he broke in. "We drifted apart over the years,

but we still kept in touch. There was al ways an agreenent between us that
whenever one needed help the other would respond. Hence all that business
after Pol Net collapsed - and earlier, when we went to himl ooking for

i nformati on about the Mdle." "But what about after the Ml e bl ew up?" Barney
protested. "W al nost | ost you when Morrow s version of PoNet crashed. You
couldn't call for help; it was purely by chance that soneone found you
drifting in the river and pulled you out before you drowned. \Wat nade him
change his mnd about hel pi ng you then?" "He didn't have a choice, actually,"”
Roads said. "When the Mol e self-destructed, its central processing core went
with it. The expl osion destroyed a fair amount of Keith's auxiliary equi pment
in the bar, thus rendering himincapabl e of supporting the Pol Net program any
| onger. "

Barney's eyes, w de before, narrowed. The ramfications of this statenent
didn't elude her. "You nean he had it all the time?" "Wthout know ng what it
was, of course. It was just a puzzling piece of tech someone found in his
territory weeks ago. He planned to examine it nore closely when

he had the tine, but the Mle's own activities kept him preoccupied.” "And it
al nrost blew himup as a result.” Barney's |lips whitened. "Perhaps there is a
god, after all." "Why?" Roads asked. "He wasn't really hurting anyone, not
directly. If he'd had truly sinister nmotives, he would have taken over Kennedy
| ong ago."

She turned on him "That dammed thing al nost killed you -
hersel f off.

Roads waited for her to continue. Wen she didn't, he continued his
confession. "Anyway, that's why Raoul called nme. Keith needed someone he coul d
rely on to repair the damage after the Mdle's artificial intelligence blew up
H s back-up had to

be assenbled, tested, prepared for himto inhabit. The expl osion ruined his

she began, but cut

chance of making a quick getaway. | was the only person he could trust to do
the grunt work."
He tried to catch her eye, but she | ooked away. "I was hopi ng you woul d

understand, at least," he said, ,and naybe even forgive ne, eventually, if you
could." He leaned closer. "Wiat do you think, Barney? Can you?" "That
depends, " she said, her voice soft but intense. "On what?" "On what you plan
to do next." Barney turned to face him "If you |leave me here without telling
me where you're going again, then I'lIl be justifiably pissed off." "I
understand that," he said, nmeasuring every word with care. "But ny options are
l[imted. The city's in the hands of a puppet government with no real power,
and a Mayor who's even nore pissed off with ne than you are. " "But what about
Mar garet ?" Barney pressed. "She canme out of this fairly well. She'll do
everyt hi ng she can

to protect you."



"But she can't fight the |aw she's supposed to uphold. Renmenber: Packard's
nmotion to the Council only clears ne of nurder and conspiracy; it says nothing
about Humanity crinmes, so they can still haul me in on that if they want.

"Besi des, this business has just brought to a head what was buil di ng anyway; |
couldn't go on pretending to be a well-preserved sixty-year-old forever. Even
if I can clear ny name conpletely, sonehow, the runoburs will persist in the
upper ranks. | never wanted to be a hero or a villain, and here in the city
"Il always be regarded as both." "But if you | eave," Barney said, 'where will
you go?" "I don't know for sure. The original Keith is planning to nove soon
to escape Qutside via the old maglev tunnels we canme in through. | could join
himfor a while. O | could wander aimessly like |I did before | canme here,
until | find sonewhere else safe to live. O "O?" she pronpted. "Or | could
take up Martin's offer, if it's still open, and travel with himto

Phi | adel phi a when he goes back."

Bar ney thought about it for a long noment. "That's not a bad idea, you know, "
she eventually said, stating what he had only half-adnmitted to hinself. "No?"
"Thi nk about it, Phil. You'd be close to Morrow s duplicate, and away from al
the scandal. I'msure Martin could arrange for your inmplants to be kept a
secret. He could probably even give you work to do, if you wanted it. You know
how military service operates, having held a rank in the old days." Her eyes
it up as another possibility occurred to her. "No, wait. |'ve got an even
better idea: if you don't want to work for the Reunited States, then the Mayor
m ght be convinced to give you tenmporary status as a trade envoy."

"Just to get rid of ne?" "Yes, partly." Barney alnost smled in the deepening

sunset. "But he'd still need soneone to keep an eye on you, of course."
Roads felt a knot inside himslip loose. "And I'll always need an assistant. 11
"Partner," she shot back. "Keeping you organi sed and out of trouble deserves

at least that rmuch, don't you think?" "Definitely." Roads reached out and

pl aced his good hand on Barney's shoul der. She accepted the gesture with
equani mty, neither noving closer nor pulling away. He opened his nouth to
speak, but she preenpted himagain: "lIs that what you' ve been working yourself
up to

say? That you'd like me to come with you?" "Yes." He couldn't meet her gaze.
He felt as vulnerable as a school boy on his first date - which was absurd for

a man in his ninth decade. "If you want to, that is."

She responded instantly: "Why wouldn't I?" "Well . . ." He shrugged. "This is
your home, for a start. " "And yours, too." "Only for the |last few decades."
"Li kewi se." "But you were born here " Al the nore reason to | eave, then
It'Il broaden ny horizons." Her gaze remained fixed on him undeterred. "I'm

not |ike DeKurzak. Kennedy isn't the only city in the world that matters."
"But you've never been outside "Exactly," she said, "and it scares the shit
out of ne, to be honest. But | can rise above that. | don't intend to pick a
fight with anything Iike Cati wi thout making certain |'marmed to the teeth
first. I don't go for stupid



machi smo stunts |ike some people | could nmention." She prodded himin the
ribs, making himw nce. "As for ny reasons for going ... they're alittle nore
conplex. I"'mnot a love-struck teenager infatuated with an older man. | think
our relationship can be nore than that, given a chance. If | do decide to go,
it'll be for that reason. Because | want to explore that possibility. | don't
have to justify ny decision any nore than that, so don't expect ne to,
okay?" "Wuldn't dreamof it." Roads met her intensity with a smle, adnmiring
her bravado and accepting her feelings on the matter w thout questioning them
even though he was certain they weren't quite so clear-cut. H's own weren't,
especi al ly about pressing the Mayor for favours. "Besides," she added, "I

haven't said |I'mgoing to, yet." "At least you're interested,"” he said, with
genui ne feeling. "Just don't wait too long. Martin leaves in five days." "So
soon?" Roads raised an eyebrow. "I thought he'd stick around to make sure the

Reassini | ati on goes snoot hly. VWhy? It's not his problem He caee here to
deal with the Head, and that's all. The paperwork can be left to the
politicians." "True," said Roads. Al though he felt slightly guilty about
abandoning the city in such a nmess, it wasn't his job, either, to mdwfe
Kennedy through its difficult rebirth. It had to do it itself, or fail trying.
He had only hinself to worry about. Hs indenture to the city was over.
"Martin's missing his son, | think," Barney said. She stepped away fromthe
rail and | ooked pointedly back to the shore. The wind had stiffened as evening
fell around

them "And he's probably wondering where his jeep has got to."

Roads nodded, taking the hint. It was time to head back. There renai ned,
however, one final issue to deal with before he could cut free of the previous
week' s

events.

"You go on ahead," he said, giving her shoul der a

qui ck squeeze. 1'Il catch you up in a mnute. "You're sure? | don't nind
waiting." "No. | just need sone time alone."

She hesitated, then nodded once. "I'll neet you at the jeep, then," she said.
"Don't be long." "I won't." He watched as she turned and wal ked unhurriedly

along the pitted road. The w nd tugged at

the hem of her new coat, naking it flap with every step. The material was much
lighter than he was used to seeing in Kennedy, but clearly no Iess

wi nd-resi stant. The exchange between the RUSA and Kennedy Polis had al ready
begun, it seened.

When she had passed beyond the range of unanplified eyesight, he turned back
to the rail and reached into his pocket.

Leaning forward with his good hand cl enched into a

fist on the rail, he peered down at the surface of the river. The grey water
churned sl uggi shly, becomnm ng darker by the second as night fell. What secrets
it kept in its unfathomable depths woul d remain hidden forever. And perhaps,
Roads wondered, that was a good thing, ultimtely.

The doctors in the RSD nedical unit had said that he had been pulled
unconscious fromthe river and revived ashore. |If he had been out cold at the
time, he should have felt nothing. But he renenbered a hand on his shoul der

pul ling himup through the water, the hand letting go, and a sinking sensation
as though he had



begun to descend again. And then he had bl acked out. As far as he could tell
he must have been rescued sonetine after that point - although on the surface
of it that made little sense.

The only person who could shed sone |ight on the situation was Katiya. If she
had been rescued as well.

Wier ever she was now, she was out of his reach forever

He opened his fist where it rested on the rail and stared at its contents.
Sone questions required no answers, or were better |left unasked. He was stil
alive, and that was what counted.

Wth a grunt of effort, he raised his good arm behind his head and ai nmed for
the stars. A glint of reddi sh sunset reflected off silver as the object in his
hand flew free - upward, far above him turning as it rose - then fell down
over the guard-rail and toward the water.

Roads turned away and headed back to the shore, to where Barney waited for
hi m

Wth barely a splash, the river below Patriot Bridge hid Cati's dog-tag from
sight, as though it had never exi sted.
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