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SANDMAN SENTINEL  Issue #11.  Published approximately  two times
a year and ©1994 by Neo-Deep Sleep Press, 1440 Garryana Dr., Red
Bluff  CA 96080  (Original ly published By  Deep Sleep Press).
Produced by the editorial staff  Rick Hal lock (Edi-
tor)  and Erl inda Sil ler.  All  material is ©1994 by i ts
respective authors, and all  rights revert to their owners
upon publication.  Contributor  credits this issue:  Rick
Hallock, Jackie Taylor, Greg Crawford, Erlinda Siller.
Uncredited articles are written by the editorial  staff. Special
thanks to al l the original members of the club who
said letÕs do it again! And a special tanks to Chris
Weidner wo actually made me get off my rear and
finally put out an issue! Alright... so it took
me four years to get i t  out the door....

A lot has happened in the world since our final issue, issue number ten, came out in 1986.  Unfortunately
not much has been  happening in  LoganÕs world since then.  The biggest news was the short lived adapta-
tion of the first two Logan novels into comic format.  The writing was fantastic.  The art was not.  The
movie soundtrack was final ly released on compact disc  (Sony Special Products/Bay Cities  BCD 3024
(A22722)DIDP 077068) with a rather annoying l iner message mentioning the only good thing about the
movie was the music.   The LoganÕs run television series was finally put back on the ai r  thanks to Ted
Turner.  These two events prompted several die-hard LR fans to bring back Sandman Sentinel.  Special
Thanks to Greg Crawford for financial contributions, Tim Smi th and Chris Wiedner for thei r support and
a special thanks to Janelle Holmes for writing another  SandLady story.  It took over four years for me to
get off my rear and finish this issue.  I wanted it to be special.  Our last issue featured a ful l color cover, a
rather unique idea in fanzines back in 1986, so  issue number 11 needed to be ever better.  A holographic
cover is stil l a bi t out of the question here in 1994 so this issue contains a video tape supplement. I experi-
mented with reading the stories onto tape but it did not sound all  that good.  This issue also comes in a
special   three ring binder to accommodate any  further supplements to this issue that may periodically be
published.  Rather than put out another huge issue this will  allow us to keep in touch on a more regular
basis.  If you bought this issue at a convention  you are entitled to the updates as well.  Just send us a
postcard with your name and address on it and mention  Sandman Sentinel and we wil l add you to the
mail ing list.  If you are wondering Òwhat happened to my  digest sized issuesÓ  we did not get enough
stories to merit printing several issues.  In fact from the several hundred  fl iers that Chris Wiedner and
myself put out at conventions we received a rather low response rate.  Well  actually two subscriptions...
If you have a story you would l ike to contribute, or a piece or art please send them.  If we get enough
contributions issue #12 can not be far away!  How about 1996 for the 20th anniversary of the movie?   We
except contributions on normal paper, photographic paper, and in digital format.  If you want to contribute
on computer disk please use either IBM or Mac formatted disks  (high density preferred) Text should be
in some major format. (Word Perfect, MSWord, Mac Write) and pictures should be in Mac Pict format or
in TIFF format.  You can also E-mail  you contributions  or questions to  virtviki@pacbell .net  or
rjhallock@snowcrest.net ei ther of these should be good unti l 2001.  You can always snail mail  us at the
address below. Be sure and visit http://www.snowcrest.net/fox/Logan.html
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Prologue: Last Run
Logan 5 was once a respected and feared Sandman in one of the many City of Domes. He ques-

tioned the system at times, which set him up to carry out a great mission for Central  Computer: destroy
Sanctuary.

He strove to carry out his mission but found himsel f in love with a Runner, Jessica 6; who was a
small segment of the Runner organization known as the Sanctuary Line. After a fantastic adventure he
knew that what Central Computer had said about l ife outside was a lie. He fought and killed his old
friend, Francis 7, and returned to the City.

Interrogation of him by Computer resulted in the destruction of the City of Domes. Chaos reigned
for many months as factions fought each other to try to rebuild their lost luxury. In the end Logan 5 and
Jessica 6 left and moved into an ancient house far from the ruins of the Ci ty.

Some stil l wanted a City l ife and went out in search of another Ci ty. These people became known
as the Wanderers. Many Sandmen were part of this group and very much enjoyed the li fe of luxury they
once lived, and now wanted back. Their search took them over the horizon, and out of the thoughts of the
survivors of the destroyed Ci ty.

But the Wanderers finally found another City; this one run secretly by a council of Elders. Lucifer
7, a Sandman; and friend of both Logan 5 and Francis 7 was reinstated as a DS operative in this City.

Rumors of Logan coming to this City tore at the harmony of the City. As a last resort the Elders
enticed Lucifer 7, by promising  him added years on his Lifeclock, to search out and bring Logan 5 and
Jessica 6 back for publ ic execution.

Equipped with a five man squad and weapons he set out to do just that. His mission dragged on as
Logan fought him and continually escaped with the help of Jessica and thei r android companion Rem; the
friend that had helped them escape the Mountain City.

Logan later found an ancient mili tary complex that was long ago forgotten. By accident he acti -
vated a program which transformed the airlock into a doorway into another dimension. He didnÕt have
much time to ponder where his friends were, since Luci fer was close behind.

Logan commandeered a weird car and excaped his enemy. His path crossed with DÕIrtha a Desert
Ranger of this world. With her help he real ized he was in another dimension.

When both she and Luci fer are captured he risked his life to save both of them and return to his
own dimension, where Jessica and Rem had things well in hand. They escaped.

The Elders though, devised a plan to outwit him by bui ldingand android dupl icate of Francis 7.
What they didnÕt count on was the spirit of the real Francis invading the android and taking it over. The
Elders also built a scanner Booster Station to further the Ci ty scanners range. They gave i t laser batteries,
but very few short range scanners.

Laumer, a DS operative under Lucifer, built a super-flamegun that could blast through virtually
anything, including RemÕs otherwise impervious body.

In a pitched battle Logan escaped the Sandmen but was caught by Francis 7Õs android look alike.
Rem was destroyed in the same battle, a victim of LaumerÕs super creation.

Something is assumed wrong whent h e Francis 7 android doesnÕt respond to their
signals. Fontana is sent out to investigate. Jessica, meanwhile, uses her female charms to
fool Laumer.
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LAST RUN
By Greg Crawford

Luci fer 7 stood amidst the wreckage of
the former Booster Station, glaring at his remain-
ing Sandmen. His hair was in a tangle, his uni-
form burnt and torn; a fitting match for his
scowling face.

ÒDo you men have anything to say for
yourselves?Ó he asked finally, in a tone which
was disturbingly calm; too calm.

ÒNo, sir.Ó Fontana replied,scared by the
othersÕ calmness.

ÒI will . We failed. Why?Ó he said , as he
began to pace.

Nobody said a word.
ÒWe were careless!Ó he exploded. ÒWe

underestimated Jessica 6! Beaten by a girl! The
ultimate insult! Never underestimate her again!Ó
he paused, his face a reflection of his rage.ÓI
made that mistake, but not again, ever.Ó

Luci fer turned away, his body tense with
the anger that smoldered within. He stopped
walking and simply stood with his back to them.
Then, he said. ÒFontana. Report.Ó

ÒCaiden and I have got t en tw o
Land-Racers operational. Craig has repai red
some of the communications equipment, but itÕs
still  just local. Al l telemetry systems are gone.Ó

ÒSo weÕre cut off from the City,Ó Luci fer
murmured. Then, he turned to face them. ÒThen,
my judgement is final. Craig, continue work-
ing on the communications.Ó

ÒYes, sir.Ó Craig said, grateful to get away
from him.

ÒLaumer, get to work on bui lding as many
super flameguns as you can. Rig scanners for
Logan and JessicaÕs flowercrystal patterns.Ó he
paused, gazing at h is ow n crystal l ized
lifeclock.ÓEven though theyÕre crystalli  our Fol-
lowers can still  home in on them. Caiden, work
on those cars. Fontana, you stay here.Ó

After Caiden and Laumer left Fontana
spoke out his fears. ÒWhat do you think Central
Computer will say about all  of this?Ó

Luci fer almost laughed, for only he knew
their CityÕs Computer was controlled by the
Council of Elders. But he grew grim as he won-
dered what they would think of the turn of
events from the capture of Logan 5 and Jessica 6,
to their eventual escape, and the destruction of
his Booster Station at the hands of the gi rl; Jes-
sica. Final ly, he said. ÒI wouldnÕt even want to
imagine it, my friend.Ó

ÒBut-Ó
Luci fer cut him off. ÒHelp Caiden with

those cars. IÕd like to be alone for a while.Ó
Fontana left, feeling sorry for his com-

mander.

Meanwhile, back in their City of Domes:
The main auditorium was fil led with ex-

cited citizens for a major event; the unveil-

While Logan battled FrancisÕ Ôdroid, Jessica found the mil itary laserblasters that she and Logan
had found. She made short work of the Booster Stations defenses, and destroyed i t. She met with physical
abuse from an angry Luci fer.

Logan found a way to get through to his former friend, and a truce was formed. They fought
together and won, but at the cost of the android Francis. Logan was captured by Fontana shortly after.

Logan later escaped and freed Jessica.
Now, LuciferÕs rage is compounded. He must win!............ so begins this chapter in the l ife of

Logan 5: Last Run!
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ing of a new elite Deep Sleep squad. Butthis
squad was d ifferent from any other in that this
one was made up entirely of women. A very
shocking turn of events for a society used to only
men as DS operatives.

The crowd quieted as six black clad
women came out. Their uniforms were tight
fitting black outfits similar to the Sandman regu-
lar uniform. But where the usual gray band came
across the chest these uniformsÕ bands were cut
short by the ÔVÕ cut of their plunging necklines.
Follower, flamegun, and technite charges fin-
ished the DS look.

ComputerÕs voice spoke: ÒThis is my new
Deep Sleep squad. It is composed entirely of
women to go where my Sandmen cannot. Meet
the Sandgirls, led by Aurora 8.Ó

A six foot blond stepped forward. ÒI am
Aurora 8. My squad includes Diedra 9, Athena 4,
Nadia 3, Al lura 7, and Cherish. We have been
trained in the same rigorous DS training as our
male counterparts. We are the Sandgirls.Ó

Computer spoke again: ÒThey are to be
looked on and treated as any other DS operative.
Male Sandmen will  be in charge where appl i-
cable. Feel safe that Central Computer is diversi-
fying DS to fully protect you. Now join with
others to celebrate Renewal in Carrousel. Aries
2-9, year of the City 2298.Ó

So excitement of the ritual took over as
people went to the Great Hall, and the Carrousel
arena. Resentment against women having au-
t hori t y remained , t hough lessened by
ComputerÕs announcement. Now the Sandgirls
would have to prove themselves.

Over the next few weeks the Sandgirls
became known as they carried out mission after
mission against the Runner movement. They
improved their abili ties with each assignment;
making them a formidable team. The bond be-
tween the girls grew deeper wi th every patrol;
and every wild  party.

Allura 7 consulted her Follower as she
slowed to a walk in a remote and dark section
of the City. She brushed her long brown
hair back as she searched for the Runner

she had been chasing. The signal no longer ap-
peared on her screen, making her suspicious.

ÒSignal  scattering deflector,Ó she said
softly, reading the data on the Follower. Then,
she activated the Sandgi rls private channel .
ÒAllura to Aurora, come in.Ó

ÒAurora 8. Go ahead.Ó came the reply.
ÒIÕve got a possible scanner deflector in

Sector T, Quadrant 34. Could be a Runner strong-
hold; this location is remote enough.Ó

ÒAlert the squad. IÕm on my way.Ó
Allura activated the Sandgirl Alert but-

ton. ÒHurry, Aurora, I donÕt want to be alone if
they detect me.Ó

ÒHide somewhere unti l  we get there.
Aurora 8 out.Ó

Allura found an ancient concrete barrier
and settled down behind i t to wait. Within a half
hour, though to her it seemed more like five
hours, the other Sandgirls arrived.

Deidra 9 set up her laser scanner and
began to take readings. She had reddish brown
hair, a 36-24-34 figure, and was their scanner
expert. She finished her readings and looked at
Aurora.ÓThis is a big operation, Aurora. I read a
deflector grid that goes the length of this area.
Hologram projectors pinpointed. Even a crude
scanner in operation.Ó

ÒCan it detect us?Ó asked their smallest
member; Cherish.

ÒI doubt it,Ó Deidra said.
Within five seconds the Runner scanner

detected them and set off their alarms. Particle
beam weapons, of ancient design, fired.
The Sandgirls barely had time to find cover as
the guns obliterated everything in their path.

The Sandgirls fired back from their hid-
ing places. Athena primed a technite charge and
threw it. The other gir ls followed sui te; raining
destruction on the Runner stronghold.

Aurora fired, then hit a button on her
Follower.

Central Control was a place of boredom
on this quiet night....

Fulton 3 and Mead 5 sat at their control
chairs scanning the boards, and talking. ÒDid

you see that new Glassdancer in Arcade?Ó
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Mead smi led. ÒYeah, sheÕs something isnÕt
she? I-Ó

He was cut off as an alert came in.
Sandmen appeared out of nowhere. ÒWhose
signal?Ó

ÒAurora 8. The Sandgirls. Sector T, Quad-
rant 23.Ó

ÒAnybody around?Ó another Sandman
asked.

ÒUnits 12, 7, and T patrol. Alerting.Ó
Now Control was a place of hurried activ-

ity.

Explosions rocked the ground as Allura
hurled another charge into the air. The hologram
projectors and scanner deflectors were crippled
by the fierce attack and soon failed; fil ling the
Sandgirls Followers with possible targets.

Cherish, the black haired marksman, fired
with eerie precision at the Runners, now in dis-
array as their defenses failed. Il legal weapons
fired at the now approaching Sandgirls.

The girls scattered as a bomb exploded
near them. Sandmen joined the fight as a vicious
firefight erupted. Terminations were handed out
left and right.

A Flamer fired, searing past Allura; drop-
ping here with a painful  scream. The Runner
didnÕt have time to fire again as the downed
Sandgirl  blasted him.

Athena knelt by her as the fight wound
down. They both smiled. Their team would get
the credit for this; the biggest Runner termina-
tion score for a single mission in the City.

After the area was secured the girls rushed
Allura to the nearest New You to get her arm
mended. Declaring a DS emer gency; t he
Sandgirls were the first to get in.

Later, t hey st ood before Cent ral
Computer.ÓSandgirls. Identi fy.Ó

All  six of the girls raised their hands for
Computer to scan their Life Clocks. Four were
Greens, the rest had recently turned Red.

ÒSandgi rl s conf i rmed. Si t  dow n.Ó
ComputerÕs female voice said .

Six chairs rose up from the floor
in front of them. Theyreluctantly sat.

This was very unusual; debriefing was usual ly a
quick thing.

A screen came to life before them. On it
appeared the name ÔLuci fer 7Õ. Computer spoke:
ÒDo you identify this name?Ó

ÒLuci fer 7,Ó Aurora said. Òhe was a Sand-
man here. But I havenÕt seen him in a long time.
I thought he mustÕve reached Renewal.Ó

Computer did not reply to this. Then, the
screen showed the names ÔLogan 5Õ and ÔJessica
6Õ. It again asked them to identify.

ÒWeÕve heard rumors that they destroyed
another City of Domes, and might come here.Ó
Aurora said. ÒIsnÕt i t just a rumor?Ó

ÒLogan 5 is real. I sent Sandman Luci fer 7
to break City seals and search out and destroy
them. If possible he was ordered to bring them
back here for public execution. Communications
with Luci fer 7 has been silent for two weeks.
Logan 5Õs continued freedom threatens me.Ó

ÒWhy?Ó Athena said.ÓHeÕs just a man.Ó
This brought smiles to her teammates

faces, until Computer spoke again. ÒLogan 5 was
a Sandman. The best. I have selected the Sandgirls
to aid Lucifer 7 at the DS Booster Station. If he
lives you will  be under his command. If not you
will  carry out his mission. Assemble on Level 3
in ten hours. Information, vehicles, and weap-
ons will  be there.Ó

ÒComputer. Question.Ó Aurora said.ÓIÕm
a Red 2. Will  I be given more time on my crystal
after the missionÕs over?Ó

ÒYes,Ó Computer said, wi thout hesita-
tion. ÒThat is al l, Sandgirls.Ó

The screen went dark. The very surprised
Sandgirls slowly got up and left. They wondered
why they were chosen. They were all very good
looking and buxom. Nadia had black hair and
was an expert in Omnite, Deidra had reddish
brown hair and was the resident scanner expert,
Allura had brown hair and was a good driver,
Athena had brown hair as well, and was wel l
practiced in techni te throwing, Cherish was
AuroraÕs right had girl , and was an expert marks-
man, and Aurora was blond, and an expert in

many fields. What made them any better
qualified than any other team?

ÒForget i t!Ó A thena spoke out.ÓLetÕs
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party!Ó
They agreed. Party now, wonder later.

They went out, looking for fun....

Logan 5, in the meantime, was working
on their new vehicle. He had just finished put-
ting in a food scanner and processor to make
their eating a li ttle easier. He sat back, letting his
mind wander. He thought back to his Run, shak-
ing his head as he thought how he had been then;
ruthless, bloodthirsty, and dedicated to termi-
nating Runners. He remembered meeting the
sweet and seemingly innocent Jessica 6, and how
sheÕd risked her li fe for him.

ÒI was a fool,Ó he murmured as he re-
membered turning on his alarm. He sti ll  could
recall the leaderÕs voice;Ó...Remember, the way
is always down.Ó But-!

ÒJessica!Ó he shouted, as the revelation hit
home.

ÒWhat is it, Logan?Ó she asked, puzzled
by his shout.

ÒI think there might be a Sanctuary!Ó
She smiled from the cockpit. ÒBut, you

said-Ó
ÒForget what I said!Ó he yelled exci tedly,

coming forward.ÓThink back to our Run. The
Runner leader. What he said.Ó

She remembered the attack, Francis 7, but
not much else. ÒI canÕt remember.Ó

Logan sat in the pilotÕs chai r and held her
hands. ÒHe said to follow the corridor with the
pipes overhead, and that the way was always
down!Ó

Realization came to her. She smiled a
dazzling smile and said. ÒBut we went up! Sanc-
tuary might exist!Ó

He pulled her to him and kissed her as
they both felt the fi re of hope rekindled in them.
They held their excitement to just kissing as they
thought of the fight to come.

ÒWeÕll  have to cross paths with Luci fer
again.Ó Logan said.ÓYou destroyed his Station
with that laserblaster, but his men are expert
mechanics. HeÕl l give us trouble for sure.Ó

She smiled, and pointed at their new
vehicleÕs laser cannon and blast resis-
tant bubble. ÒIÕll  study that thing, Lo-

gan. IÕll  give Luci fer a fight heÕll never forget.Ó
ÒIÕll  bet,Ó he said, wi th a smile. ÒOkay,

letÕs get to it.Ó
They kissed a final  time before they went

to their respective duties. Jessica cl imbed the
ladder to reach the cannon, as Logan studied the
drive system and defensive capabil ities. As he
searched he found their vehicleÕs name; The
Army Roadmaster.

Within hours they left behind their cap-
tured DS car and roared off for their inevitable
conflict w ith LuciferÕs men. But now hope was
the motivator; not just survival.

Back at what was left of LuciferÕs outpost:
Lucifer stood alone, flamegun in his hand. M emo-
ries of his past played over and over in his mind.
Sadness fi lled him.

ÒN o!Ó he yel led, blasting a tree to
smithereens.

ÒLuci fer!Ó a voice called.
He whirled, Gun ready, to see Fontana

running toward him.
ÒWhat?Ó
ÒShort range scanners are picking up three

signals, closing fast. By configuration, theyÕre
Land- Racers.Ó

Luci fer uttered an oath and ran toward
their makeshift scanner shack, Fontana close
behind.

ÒWeÕre nearing ComputerÕs co-ordinates,
Aurora.Ó Deidra said, over the RacerÕs commu-
nications system.

The blond switched her comm system to
another channel. ÒAurora to all cars. WeÕre near-
ing Luci ferÕs position. Slow to normal speed and
open all comm frequencies.Ó

Cherish, who shared the car with Aurora,
switched frequencies to the ones Computer had
given them. Almost immediately a male voice
came over the air; ÒLand- Racers. State your
business.Ó

ÒFriendly, arenÕt they?Ó A l lura com-
mented.

ÒThis is Task Force 2. WeÕve come to aid
you.Ó Aurora said, then.ÓHold your response

until  we park.Ó
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Cherish cl icked the comm system off as
the three Land- Racers came in to park next to the
obliterated Booster Station. As the girls got out of
the Racers, Lucifer and his men were there.

ÒGirls!Ó Luci fer exclaimed. ÒWhat kind of
charade is this?!Ó

They were taken aback by his attitude.
They were sent to help him and this is the recep-
tion they get? Aurora gave Lucifer an icy stare
from her blue eyes as she said.ÓComputer thought
you needed help.Ó

ÒYou? To help us?Ó he said, with a laugh.Ó
Maybe in bed, but no place else!Ó

ÒWe were sent by Central Computer to
help you to capture Logan 5 and Jessica 6.Ó
Aurora said, her hand moving to her weapon.
ÒAccept our aid or we wil l carry out your mis-
sion ourselves.Ó

Luci fer knew their presence here meant
that the Elders back at the City were having
doubts about him. He saw that his men were
standing with their arms crossed, but their eyes
were on the Sandgirls bodies. He couldnÕt have
them running around without guidance; they
could possibly succeed.

Finally, he said.ÓIf Computer orders it, I
accept your help.Ó

His men couldnÕt believe it. They show-
ered him wi th questions and protests as he turned
and left the area. He glanced back as he walked,
giving the girls a look of hatred in his eyes.

When he was almost out of range, Aurora
called. ÒHey, Luci fer! N ice Station!Ó

The Sandgirls laughed, wi th Aurora, as
Luci fer replied with a venomous retort. Then,
the girls were alone.

ÒWeÕre supposed to help these bozos?Ó
Allura said , surprised by their attitudes.

ÒThey were reported to be the best,Ó Cher-
ish said. She looked at the remains of the Booster
Station, then continued.Óbut they lost this battle.
A mighty powerful weapon was used to do
this.Ó

A urora looked around.ÓIÕm not  im-
pressed.Ó

Later, Aurora and her Sandgirls
sat in one of the somewhat repaired

sections of the Station. DS insta-beds were erected
in a circle around a pedestal that held their
equipment.

ÒLuci fer is a chauvinistic jerk,Ó Aurora
said, surprising no one.Óbut his group has been
out her for an unusual ly long time.Ó she paused,
thinking.ÓKeep on the safe side and always wear
your weapons, including your ankle knives.Ó

ÒYeah,Ó Nadia said .ÓI  saw  t he way
Laumer was looking at my breasts; like a hungry
animal looking at a piece of meat.Ó

ÒI can understand the sexual  hunger,Ó
Aurora commented.Óbut LuciferÕs di fferent. He
has the look of a man obsessed.Ó

ÒObsessionÕs dangerous.Ó the usual ly
quiet Cherish said.ÓIt effects judgement.Ó

ÒThey resent us because weÕre women
doing what they think is a manÕs job. Only be-
cause Computer ordered it are they accepting
our help.Ó

ÒThen, we have to be on our guard all the
time?Ó Deidra asked.

ÒJust be alert. Okay, lightÕs out. Assemble
at 0600.Ó

They settled down for the night.

Luci fer sat in the burnt remains of the
control room. His mind was ablaze with ques-
tions. Why had the Elders sent the Sandgirls?
Had they lost faith in him? Five of us, six of them.
If they were regular gir ls itÕd be no contest; but
these were DS operatives--

ÒLuci fer!Ó
His thoughts were shattered as he heard

his name cal led. He jerked his head up to see the
shapely Aurora coming toward him. He had to
admit she was a looker.

ÒKind of late isnÕt it?Ó he growled.
ÒWe have to talk.Ó
ÒSo talk.Ó
She crossed her hands across her chest.

ÒWe have to work together to capture Logan.
Your men, and even you, resent us. We wil l
succeed; at any cost.Ó

He chuckled.ÓYouÕre underestimating
him. HeÕs dangerous.Ó

ÒI understand this. A ccept us as equals or
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youÕll find us most formidable foes.Ó she replied,
her blue eyes cool. She turned and walked out
without another word.

He upgraded his opinion of them. He
then went to find his cot.

In the morning, Athena and Deidra were
out on routine patrol, when the scanners started
beeping. LoganÕs crystal pattern was coming
their way!

ÒPatrol One to base. Come in.Ó
ÒBase here. Go ahead One.Ó Laumers voice

replied.
ÒWeÕve got LoganÕs signal!Ó A thena said,

excitedly.ÓComing our way. HeÕll be in your
range in five minutes.Ó

ÒGet back to base. WeÕll attack as a group.
Base out.Ó

ÒWe copy.Ó she said , as she put the Racer
into a tight curve.

Fontana 5 was thinking of the Sandgirls,
but not as Laumer might. He was thinking how
capable they seemed. He also found himself
wondering if Luci fer was sane anymore. A lot
had transpired since their arrival at the Alternate
City: a return to the lives they enjoyed, then the
mission to capture Logan and Jessica, LuciferÕs
single mindedness to get them, the destruction
of Logan and JessicaÕs companion; the android
Rem, and now the arrival of the Sandgirls. He
could join forces if-

The alert interrupted his thoughts. He
jumped to his feet and ran for the Land-Racers.
Caiden was there already, since he was working
on the, and moments later the Sandgirls got
there, way ahead of his fellow Sandmen.

ÒHi, Caiden.Ó Aurora said.ÓAny progress
on your repairs?Ó

He looked up at the four great looking
women, then said.ÓUh, well, these two IÕve got
working. This third one,Ó he motioned to the pile
of junk he was working on.Óis pretty bad off.Ó

AthenaÕs Racer came to a halt as Luci fer
came with his men.

ÒLoganÕs coming back this way!Ó he said,
his anger already evident.ÓThis time he
wonÕt escape! DonÕt underestimate Jes-

sica this time! She almost destroyed us!Ó only
after he said it did he notice the Sandgirls.

Aurora smiled.ÓYou mean Jessica 6 de-
stroyed your Booster Station?Ó

ÒUh-oh,Ó the Sandmen murmured.ÓsheÕs
gonna get it now.Ó

The dark haired Sandman fixed his cold
eyes on her, as he walked over.ÓOnly because
she had an ancient super laserblaster.Ó

ÒYeah, right.Ó Aurora said, sarcastical ly.
He heard her sarcasm and pulled his arm

back to hit her, then caught himself.ÓYeah, right.Ó
he turned to Laumer.ÓHow about those super
flameguns?Ó

ÒI was able to build four.Ó
ÒOkay. Give one to me, you, Caiden, and

Craig. Since thereÕs only two operational Rac-
ers...Ó he paused glancing at Aurora.Óhow many
passengers can fit in your Racers?Ó

ÒUp to four. But I donÕt think-Ó
ÒI donÕt care what you think. Craig, you

go with them.Ó
The sandy haired Craig smiled.ÓYes, sir.Ó
ÒSandmen wil l attack. Sandgirls wi ll  act

as back up.Ó
ÒI think we should hit as one.Ó Aurora

stated.
ÒIÕm in charge here! We do it my way! Got

it?Ó
Her eyes burned with rage as Luci fer

turned away. But she said.ÓYouÕre in charge.Ó
The Sandgirls fumed silently as everyone

went to their assigned Land-Racers. Al l in al l,
five Racers powered up.

ÒI wonder what vehicle Logan dug up
this time.Ó Lucifer said , with a smile. ÒProbably
another hovercar; just like last time.Ó

He couldnÕt have been farther from the
truth.

ÒLuci fer,Ó Deidra said.ÓIÕve got a rather
large target on my scanner. You copy?Ó

ÒOf course I do, gir l!Ó he snarled. He then
switched to another frequency.ÓLaumer, do an
ident scan.Ó

The five Racers roared down what once
had been a superhighway, now a crumbling

trail of concrete and grass. Up ahead was a
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large clearing, with a large vehicle coming their
way fast.

ÒVehicle identified.Ó LaumerÕs voice re-
ported. ÒItÕs broadcasting a ident signal. U.S.
Army Roadmaster. Whatever a U.S Army is.Ó

Fontana studied the readout to the right
of the speedometer, then said. ÒScanner shows it
has armor plating. Half a meter thick. Made out
of detrilium: the hardest known metal.Ó

ÒDamn!Ó Lucifer said, hotly. ÒItÕs some
kind of mili tary vehicle.Ó he then switched on
the comm unit.ÓLucifer to all units. Prepare for
battle. Sandgirls hold  back.Ó

Three Racers held t hei r d istance as
Luci ferÕs two went in for battle. The Roadmaster
loomed before them: a tank like vehicle with
treads, a wedge shape for less wind resistance. It
was a monster.

Laumer and CaidenÕs car came in and ran
along side it as Caiden fired out the ÔTÕ top. His
super flamegun blasted chunks from the armor
with each hit. Then, Caiden saw the bubble on
top turn toward him, and he knew what it was.
ÒEvasive!Ó he yelled.

The Racer swerved, just as Jessica fired
the gun. The laser bolt hit the side of it, flinging
Caiden out as the Racer went intoa half spin.
Then, as Caiden watched in horror, it hit the
ground upside down and blew to bits. No chance
for the man inside.

ÒLaumer!Ó Luci fer screamed into the
comm uni t . No rep ly . H e turned t o h is
pilot.ÓFontana, go to the other side! Sandgirls,
attack!Ó

The sleek black Land-Racer swerved to
the opposite side as Luci fer aimed his super
flamegun at the armored treads. He fired again
and again as each explosion blew off more ar-
mor. ÒSteady!Ó he told Fontana as they gained
speed.

Suddenly, three small doors opened in
t he side of  t he Roadmaster and smal l
machineguns appeared, and fired. Small calibre
bullets raked the Racer, and Luci ferÕs gun arm.
He screamed out in pain, as he dropped his
flamegun, as Fontana hit the brakes.

Aurora saw LuciferÕs Racer veer
away from LoganÕs ancient vehicle, as

her three Racers closed in. She saw Luci fer in
pain, and smoke coming from the engine. They
were out of it.

It was up to them.
Aurora took out a technite charge, primed

it, then threw it. It exp loded against the armor,
doing more minor damage. ÒThe armorÕs too
thick!Ó she yelled, in frustration.

Laser bolts streaked past the three Racers
as they took evasive action. The mini  guns in the
front of the Sandgirls Racers opened up with
explosive bullets.

Aurora aimed her flamegun and fired.
Then, a laser bolt blasted their r ight stabilizer,
sending the Racer into an uncontrolled spin. As
Cherish r educed power, they crashed int o
AthenaÕs car, damaging their vehicle as well .

Explosions rocked the landscape as the
battle continued. But now there was but one
Land-Racer to fight the Roadmaster. As Jessica
continued to fire, the last Racer, itÕs air intakes
clogged, veered off.

Jessica could hardly believe it. They had
defeated the combined Sandman/ Sandgi rl task
force! She continued to fire, even as they went
beyond their fir ing range.

Aurora crawled out of her damaged Racer
to see Luci fer, his face betraying his pain, hob-
bling toward the destroyed Racer. He held a
cloth to his badly bleeding arm, wincing with
each step.

Caiden, whose leg was broken, was close
to the wreckage.  ÒLaumer!Ó he yelled, fear in his
voice.

Fontana beat Luci fer to the wreckage. He
looked inside, then whirled to face him.ÓDonÕt
look, Lucifer.Ó he told him.

ÒMove aside, mister.Ó
Aurora got to the crash site as Luci fer

knelt beside the wreck and lost control of his
emotions and began to cry. Blood was flowing
freely as he teetered on passing out.

Deidra got a medkit and ran toward him,
to be stopped by Aurora. ÒBut IÕve got to help.Ó

she argued.
The blond beauty shook her head.ÓHeÕd

fight you. HeÕs too angry to think ratio-
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nally.Ó
Craig helped Caiden to the undamaged

Land-Racer where he shot CaidenÕs leg with
pain ki l lers and ant ibiot ics.ÓLaumer Õs
dead.Lucifer might really flip out.Ó

Fontana knelt beside Lucifer as he ges-
tured him over. ÒFontana. ...bu i ld  me a
flamecannon....weÕve got to blast t hrough
that......armor....Ó Lucifer faded as the pain got to
him, causing him to pass out.

Deidra was there in a flash, cleaning, ban-
daging, and injecting the ingredients of her
medkit. She worked with the efficiency of some-
one who had done this before.

Aurora turned to Fontana and Craig.ÓGet
to work on building a flamecannon.Ó she told
them. When they hesitated, she said.ÓRemember,
Luci fer ordered it.Ó

ÒCÕmon,Ó the blondish Fontana said, grab-
bing CraigÕs arm to get him to come with him.

After theyÕd gone, Aurora turned to her
assembled Sandgirls.

ÒOkay, now IÕm in charge of this opera-
tion. Deidra, keep track of LoganÕs signal. Al lura,
you and Nadia repai r the damage to your
Land-Racer. Athena, you help Deidra take care
of Lucifer and Caiden. Cherish, help me in re-
pairing our Racer.Ó

Each acknowledged their orders and went
off to complete them.

LoganÕs Roadmaster drove through what
200 years ago was a parking lot for a shopping
plaza. Only crumbling concrete and di lapidated
build ings remained. The world that once was.
He felt a strange fascination with it and once
again felt sadness about the loss of their android
companion Rem, dest royed by Luci f erÕs
superflamegun.

The Roadmaster was a marvel of technol-
ogy in i tself; laserblaster, scanners, machineguns,
and many other things one would need to sur-
vive. This was a machine built to survive that last
war, and it did.

ÒWeÕre close, Logan.Ó Jessica said, as she
came into the cockpit w ith him. ÒClose to Sanc-
tuary, I hope. Rem would be happy for
us. I miss him.Ó

ÒMe too, Jess.Ó he said. ÒHeÕd probably
have something to say about this vehicle too.Ó

ÒDistance from LuciferÕs people: 70 kilo-
meters.Ó Jessica said, as she read a screen.

Suddenly, the Roadmaster slowed as an
alarm came on. This snapped them out of their
reverie. Then, the screen li t up wi th a message.
Logan read it. ÒLand mines ahead. Manual re-
moval needed.Ó

ÒAre they active?Ó she asked.
ÒYes,Ó he read. ÒMines twentieth cen-

tury. Planted here circa 2269.Ó he paused, then.
ÒWeÕre in trouble if whoever planted these is stil l
around. Have computer detail  removal of the
mines for me.Ó

Logan got his flamegun, kissed Jess, then
went to take care of the mines. Delayed. He
hoped not for too long.

Luci fer awoke to find his arm, covered
with bandages, in a sl ing. Then, he remembered
the fight. He quickly found Aurora and said.
ÒSituation report.Ó

ÒLaumerÕs dead, Caiden has a broken leg,
your arm is punctured to hell w ith small calibre
bullets, and work is progressing on theRacers.Ó
the blond said, in a matter of fact tone. ÒOh, and
LoganÕs signal has stopped moving.Ó

He smiled. Maybe if Fontana could get a
cannon working they could do some damage.
ÒGood. Tell Craig and Fontana to hurry it up.Ó

ÒTheyÕre doing just that. Why donÕt you
rest, Lucifer?Ó she said, with a smile.

ÒI donÕt trust you when you smile like
that.Ó he said, as he turned and walked off.

Logan aimed his flamegun and fired. An
explosion followed soon after as a land mine was
dest roy ed. H e looked back t ow ard t he
Roadmaster and smi led at Jessica, who was
watching out the viewport as she read off the
co-ordinates of the mines.

He pulled out his Follower and said into
it. ÒThatÕs another one, Jess. How many more?Ó

ÒA lot, Logan.Ó she said, sounding tired.
ÒThe next is two meters to your right.Ó

He smiled as he put back his Follower and
aimed his flamegun. But as he fired he
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couldnÕt help but think that this delay could be
hazardous to their very lives.

Luci fer sat in a damaged Land-Racer, fid-
dling with one of the circui t boards. He cursed
himself for rushing to meet Logan. ÒStupid!Ó he
said to himself.

ÒYou all r ight, sir?Ó a voice asked.
He turned to see Caiden coming over.

ÒYes, IÕm all r ight. HowÕs the leg?Ó
Caiden sat in the other seat with a sigh.

ÒAs long as there are pain kil lers, IÕl l survive.Ó
ÒFine strike team we make: Booster Sta-

tion and Land-Racers destroyed, two wounded,
and a man dead.Ó

ÒHow were we to know heÕd find ancient
super weapons.Ó

ÒThanks, Caiden.Ó Lucifer said , with a
smile. He glanced over at the group of Sandgirls;
who were repairing the other Land-Racers. He
felt anger swell w ithin him.

ÒLuci fer to Fontana. Report.Ó he said, as
he whipped out his Follower.

ÒFontana here. The cannonÕs not ready.Ó
Luci fer nearly dropped t he Fol lower.

ÒWhy?Ó he snarled.
ÒEnergy flux. I canÕt pin it down. If we fire

it li ke this, itÕl l blow up in our faces. I need help.Ó
He looked at Caiden, who shook his head.

Craig was busy repairing a RacerÕs air jet. He
slowly turned back to the Sandgirls.

ÒHey!Ó he called. ÒAny of you Sandgirls
know anything about energy fluxes?Ó

They stopped work, Aurora deciding.
Then, she said.ÓA thena does. Why?Ó

ÒMy man Fontana needs help with the
cannon.Ó

Aurora smiled. Luci fer needed their help.
ÒAthena, go help Fontana.Ó

The dark haired girl left, making a face at
Luci ferÕs back on the way by. She kept her hand
near her flamegun as she made her way to the
makeshift garage on the far side of their encamp-
ment.

Fontana was busy at work when Athena
approached. She stopped at the far end
of the Racer and said. ÒLuci fer sent me

to help.Ó
He nearly jumped out of his skin. ÒDonÕt

sneak up on me like that!Ó
ÒSorry,Ó she said, failing to keep the smile

from her face. She came around a stood in front
of a portable scanner. ÒHowÕd you bui ld a
flamecannon?Ó

He smiled. ÒRead off the readings on that
scanner and IÕl l tell  you.Ó

ÒFlux reading 4.132.Ó
He began to work on the cannon and

began his tale. ÒI took AuroraÕs command car
back to the Booster Station and found one of our
flamecannon field artillery uni ts, brought it back.
Cut a section out of the Racer; and used some of
the components out of the other wrecked Racers.
A l ittle w ork hooking it up and fusing it in p lace
and you have a Racer mounted cannon. Read-
ing?Ó

She leaned over to study the screen, inad-
vertently drawing his eyes to her cleavage. ÒFlux
at 3.221.Ó she said. She glanced up and caught
him shifting his eyes away. ÒStudy the cannon,
not my breasts.Ó

ÒUh, sorry.Ó he said, going back to his
adjustments.

Athena glanced down to make sure she
was stil l in her uniform, then read the scanner.
ÒFlux at 2.843Ó

He twisted a sonic driver. ÒHowÕs that?Ó
Ò2.098.Ó she said . ÒSorry I got mad at you

for staring at me. I should get used to it in this
outfit.Ó

ÒThatÕs al l r ight.Ó he responded quickly.
ÒYouÕre different from the others. LuciferÕs

crazy, Laumer was a pervert, and Caiden and
Craig are just such jerks. YouÕre a real man,
Fontana 5.Ó

He noticed her change in tone and knew
for certain she was coming on to him. ÒUh...flux
reading?Ó

She took her eyes off him and stud ied the
screen.ÓFlux at 1.921. Get i t below 1.0 and itÕll  be
in safe limits.Ó

He made one last adjustment and said.
ÒThere! That should do it!Ó

ÒReading 0.924. You did it.Ó she said,
coming around the side of the Racer to-
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ward him.
He wasnÕt used to women making the

first move. He backed up, his eyes growing wide
as she stripped off her belt. ÒSh-shouldnÕt we tell
Luci fer weÕre finished?Ó

ÒBut weÕre not.Ó she said, as he backed
into a wrecked Racer.

 She pressed her l ips to his as her hands
felt his body. For a moment she felt him resist;
then she felt his hands as he lost his control. She
felt a thumb on her nipple as he caressed her
breasts. Then, they slid  to the ground where they
went wild .

A Fol lower beeped. His Follower! Fontana
jumped on it andbreathlessly said. ÒFontana
here.Ó

ÒWhat the hellÕs taking so long!Ó LuciferÕs
voice yelled.

ÒThe cannonÕs ready.Ó he said, as he be-
gan to put his clothes back on.

ÒGood work. Prepare to move out.Ó
ÒObnoxious isnÕt he?Ó she commented.
ÒHeÕs in charge.Ó he repl ied, straighten-

ing his uni form.
She had her uniform in place when she

noticed the exo-frame on her uniform was bent.
ÒYou were wild . You bent my chest exo-frames
to get to my-Ó

ÒDonÕt tell anyone!Ó he hissed. ÒEspe-
cial ly Lucifer. HeÕd kil l me!Ó

ÒNot to worry. See you.Ó

Luci fer was standing by a hovering
Land-Racer arguing with the blond Aurora when
Fontana brought the cannon Racer to a halt. He
sighed with exasperation when he heard Luci fer
yelling again.

ÒIÕm in charge here, gir l! We attack with
the cannon car at point! Got it?!Ó

ÒFontanaÕs only built one flamecannon!
Has that blown past you? LoganÕs craft w ith-
stood thr ee super f lameguns, our RacerÕs
mini-guns, and shots from our regular flameguns!
Now you think one weapon will destroy it?
YouÕll  lose, again!Ó

Fontana sensed Luci fer was about
to explode and said. ÒUh, si r? I think she

might have a point.Ó
ÒYou would!Ó he yelled. ÒSix whores show

up and suddenly youÕre on their side!Ó
ÒIf Logan can find ancient super weap-

ons, why not us?Ó Fontana said  reasonably. ÒLetÕs
check our onboard computers and see if they can
find any weapons depots within scanner range.Ó

Luci fer exhaled.ÓFine. Do it.Ó
Aurora snapped her Follower back onto

her belt and said. ÒLoganÕs signal has once again
begun to move. On the same heading.Ó

Luci fer nodded.ÓToward the old City of
Domes. What he hopes to accomplish there is
beyond me.Ó

ÒAlmost anything is.Ó Nadia muttered to
Allura.

He pretended not to hear and said.ÓWeÕl l
find more weapons to use and blast LoganÕs craft
to smithereens. Any questions?Ó

Several of the Sandgirls raised their hands.
ÒI thought not,Ó he said, smil ing at their

angered looks. He got into the cannon car.
ÒYou gonna let him push you around like

that?Ó Al lura asked A urora. She said nothing,
but stepped toward the Racer.

ÒLuci fer, that cannonÕs on my car.Ó she
said, her voice fil led wi th acid.

ÒGet another.Ó he said, without looking.
ÒI think not.Ó
He noticed the change in her voice and

glanced up to see the muzzle of a superflamegun
pointed right at his face.

Logan settled in the cockpit seat with a
sigh. The mines were destroyed and they were
once again on their way. He smiled atJessica as
she brought him a drink. ÒThanks.Ó

ÒMy pleasure.Ó she said, getting into the
seat to the right of him. ÒLong range sensors are
picking up some of the first signs of our City. I
canÕt believe how long itÕs been. IÕm glad though
that Computer choose you.Ó

He smiled. ÒIf i t hadnÕt been for you, Jess,
I donÕt know what might have happened.Ó

Just then, the scanner buzzed an alert. On
the main cockpit screen appeared an eerie
shape. A shape out of the past. He heard

Jessica gasp as he ordered. ÒComputer.
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Magnify and enhance image.Ó
The screen shifted until a MTB (Mazecar

Transfer Building) solidi fied. The MTB was cov-
ered wi th cobwebs, d irt, and rust. A ncient
plasti-steel mazetubes stuck out of the dark build-
ing, but were broken off a short distance from it.
It had been there a long time, a gaunt testimony
to the far reaching effects of the City.

ÒThis helps my theory that all Cities were
connected at one time. Computer. Is there any
power in the structure?Ó

ÒAll  power systems dead.Ó
ÒDisregard and continue to Ci t y of

Domes.Ó he told it. Then, he sat down again and
pulled Jessica toward him. They kissed.

ÒI said that cannonÕs on my car.Ó
ÒGonna shoot an injured man?Ó Luci fer

asked.
ÒDonÕt tempt me.Ó she said, her blue eyes

cold. ÒCraig, Fontana. Out.Ó
Reluctantly the men got out. They thought

about jumping her, but one look at the other
Sandgirls changed their minds. They stood but
the Racer and waited.

ÒHereÕs how it w ill  be. Cherish and I w il l
accompany Lucifer in the cannon car. Fontana
gets the other command car. Craig will  go with
Allura. Nadia and Athena get the last car. Deidra
and Caiden wi ll  set up base and repair another
Land-Racer. Got it?Ó

ÒYeah,Ó Luci fer said. Òbut hurry it up.
LetÕs go.Ó

They got into their respective Racers and
headed after LoganÕs signal. Their onboard com-
puters showed them to an ancient weapons cache;
which they ransacked.

Fontana hefted a laser bazooka and smi led
as he said. ÒAt least we got this baby to work.
Our charge took; itÕs at ful l power.Ó

Allura smiled at him. ÒGood. ItÕll help us
blast through that armor. This missionÕs gone on
too long; I hate taking those anti-radiation pil ls.Ó

Fontana was about to reply when Luci ferÕs
voice came over the comm system:ÓFontana.
Set your bazooka to full  power. I want LoganÕs
Run to end where it began!Ó

Logan stopped the Roadmaster at an an-
cient service entrance for the once great City of
Domes. The domes still  rose high into the sky;
though now they were shattered.

ÒComputer,Ó Logan said. Òis there any
sea diving equipment on board?Ó

ÒWhy do we need that, Logan?Ó Jessica
wondered.

ÒFrancis. Remember? He fired at me and
hit the wall , flooding that area.Ó

ÒYes, now I remember.Ó
The computer spoke:ÓAqua-gill  diving

apparatus is at the rear air lock.Ó
ÒClarify.Ó
ÒAqua-gill  fits over the mouth and takes

air from the water. Small in size, it is ideal for
Army operatives.Ó

ÒYou get the aqua-gills, Jess, while I blast
that entrance open. Oh, get a weapon or two as
well. ItÕs stil l a dangerous journey.Ó

She smiled and went to the back as Logan
activated his weapons console. He saw the blips
on his scanner as he fired the gun. Enemies.

ÒLoganÕs signal is moving again,Ó Aurora
said. ÒheÕs left his craft.Ó

As i f on cue a laser bolt exploded in front
of her Racer, causing her to swerve to avoid the
blast. The other Racers increased their d istance
as bolts started exploding everywhere.

ÒAttack! Fi re, Luci fer! Fontana! Fi re!Ó
Aurora screamed as she swerved the craft again
and again.

Luci fer, hampered by his broken arm, set
the controls and fired. The cannon worked! Then,
bolts from FontanaÕs bazooka could be seen as
LoganÕs Roadmaster was bombarded by enemy
fire.

Sweat poured off AuroraÕs face as she
fought the controls of the Racer and increased
speed. Laser bolts lit the sky as the battle raged.
Only her expert driving kept them from being
vaporized.

A side of AthenaÕs Racer was scorched,
shorting out a dozen circui ts. The Racer veered

off as the remaining two attacked the dam-
aged Roadmaster. ÒAthena to Aurora. IÕm

okay, but breaking off attack.Ó
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Seconds later LoganÕs craft was deal t a
devastating blow. It exploded in a gigantic bal l
of flame, sending flaming debris everywhere.
The concussion hit the Racers, sending them into
barely controlled spins, to crash into the ground.

Logan and Jessica ran from the service
hallway moments before their Roadmaster was
hit. A ball  of flame exploded outward, pushing
them to the ground.

ÒYou okay?Ó Logan asked, as he helped
her up.

She checked her ancient sub-machinegun
and assured him she was fine. Only then did Jess
and Logan look out at the devastated City that
sprawled before them. Wreckage was every-
where, now overgrown with wild weeds. Pieces
of the Dome had crushed many buildings, and
many people.

ÒCÕmon, Jess.Ó he urged, unholstering his
flamegun as they began to run. ÒweÕve got to get
to our destination before the Cubs and Scaven-
gers find us.Ó

She began to run faster.

Aurora put her hand to her forehead to
try to quell the pounding in her head. For a
moment the beautiful blond didnÕt know what
had happened. Then, she remembered the fight
and started reactivating her various controls.

ÒLuci fer, you all r ight?Ó she asked the
slumped figure to her right.

ÒFine,Ó he said, as he sat back slowly. Pain
was evident on his face as he took another pain
killer.

Aurora frowned as the RacerÕs systems
remained dead. She glanced back at Cherish and
was relieved to see her fr iend was coming around.
Then, she noticed her Sandgirls, and Fontana
and Craig, were at their partially submerged
Racer.

ÒHow are your Racers?Ó Aurora asked.
Athena glanced over her shoulder as she

said. ÒM ineÕs sti ll  functional, but damaged.Ó
Aurora made her decision. She stood

and said. ÒOkay. IÕm taking your Racer. Luci-
fer, Craig, Cherish; youÕre with me. The
rest of you repair the cannon car and

come in fast.Ó she paused, then said .ÓI mean
now, Lucifer.Ó

Luci fer made his way out of the Racer and
painful ly followed his group to AthenaÕs Racer.
He was taking more pills as they piled in.

Athena and Al lura stood with Nadia and
Fontana as the team left. ÒYÕknow they act like
theyÕre the A-team and weÕre the B-team. WeÕre
just as good as they are.Ó

Fontana smiled at her.ÓLetÕs just repair
this wreck so we can get in there.Ó

Allura caught the looks the two were
giving each other as they went to work and
sighed. She looked at Nadia and said. ÒCÕmon
letÕs work on our own car. WeÕll leave the lovers
alone.Ó

Logan and Jessica ran down an old  corri-
dor, LoganÕs belt torch il luminating the way.
They were now somewhere near the Grand Hall
and wreckage was everywhere they looked.

ÒWeÕre close, Jess,Ó Logan told her as he
took out his Follower. He slowed to a walk as he
activated it. He frowned.

ÒLogan, what is it?Ó she asked, reading
his expression.

ÒIÕm reading above average power levels
in sectors J,K,M, and this sector. I noticed i t last
time I was here. Sandman HQ had power.Ó he
pointed. ÒThis way.Ó

ÒSandman!Ó a voice shouted.
He turned to see a pack of Scavengers

coming out of the wreckage. In a fluid motion he
put his Follower back and drew his flamegun.
He fired.

ÒSecondary energy emission,Ó Cherish
report ed, r eading her scanner. ÒSour ce:
flamegun. Co-ordinates 018 mark 23.Ó

Aurora nodded, intent on navigating the
Racer through the twisted ruins. She swerved
around another fallen mazecar as she increased
speed.

ÒFontana to Lucifer,Ó the comm box called.
ÒAurora here. Go ahead.Ó she said, smil-

ing at Luci ferÕsirritation.
ÒUh, repairs are nearly complete. WeÕll be

in there shortly.Ó
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ÒGood. Carry on. Aurora out.Ó
The Racer came to a stop outside of the

main build ing. Aurora saw no visible entrance.
She activated the scanner to find one.

Luci fer spoke up from the back. ÒThereÕs
an entrance about 40 meters North. ItÕs big enough
for people, but not the car. WeÕll have to leave it
for FontanaÕs people.Ó

ÒWeÕll  do it your way, Lucifer. I sure wish
we had that cannon though.Ó Aurora said , navi-
gating to the entrance.

Luci fer smiled. He knew this City like the
back of his hand. Logan would be his, at last.
Broken arm or not LoganÕs Run ended here.

Logan fired five shots. Five explosions
followed as he cut down more Scavengers. He
ducked down with Jessica behind an Arcade
Patrol car. Knives bounced off the metal, giving
Logan time to  pop up and fi re. As soon as the
Scavengers lost ten men they broke off their
attack and fled.

They got to their feet. He brought out his
Follower again and they started off again. Then,
the unmistakable sound of flameguns came from
behind them.

ÒSandmen!Ó he exclaimed. ÒCÕmon, Jess.Ó
They ran.

Aurora and Cherish fired. Two Scaven-
gers cried out as the charges hit. The others fled.
Aurora fired again. ÒAll  clear.Ó she said. She
glanced around, then. ÒWhereÕs Luci fer?Ó

Craig whirled around, but he was no-
where to be seen. ÒHe was here a second ago! He
used to live here, he knows itÕs layout.Ó

ÒLoganÕs signal is just ahead!Ó Cherish
said. ÒI think we can surprise him.Ó

ÒGood.Ó A urora said .ÓForget Luci fer.
WeÕll  co-ordinate a three way attack. LetÕs go.Ó

They ran off to set up their trap.

Logan helped Jessica off an unmoving
escalator. They were on an elevated walkway
close to the New You #483. Logan looked
around at the weed and vine infested walls and
pointed.

ÒThe Love Shop must be that

way,Ó he said, as they began to walk. Jessica
pulled back the fir ing pin on her gun; a weapon
she had just now figured out how to use.

ÒHold it r ight there!Ó a voice bellowed.
Logan pushed Jessica aside and dove as a

flamegun blast fired past them. Logan came up
fir ing. His blasts caught Craig full  in the chest,
flinging him off the escalator heÕd been  on.

JessicaÕs weapon was fir ing, he realized.
Logan turned and saw a dark haired Sandgirl
going down in a hail of bullets. Jessica raked the
area with fire, then stopped. Smoke poured from
her sub-machinegun.

Suddenly, a blond Sandgi rl  appeared,
knocking JessicaÕs gun from her hands wi th a
kick. Another kick sent her tumbl ing down
astairway, out of the action.

Logan brought his flamegun up, but it
was kicked from his hands by the swift Sandgirl.
He hesitated, because she was a woman, and she
took advantage of it as she kicked him in the
groin.

ÒYour RunÕs over.Ó Aurora said.
He heard her voice as he went down in

agonizing pain. He saw her pull her leg back to
kick him again. Through sheer will  power his
arm shot out to catch her leg and use the momen-
tum to send her to the ground. He got up as she
did and kicked her Gun away as she drew it.

ÒWhyÕre you helping Lucifer?Ó he asked,
through his pain clouded mind.

ÒI donÕt answer Runners.Ó she replied.
They circled each other, seeking an open-

ing. Fists flew as they engaged in an Omnite style
fight. Punches and kicks landed and were de-
flected as they fought.

Logan knew he had to finish this fight
fast. Then, she threw a punch toward his head.
He jerked back and grabbed her arm and used
her power to flip her. She scrambled to her feet to
receive a brutal kick to the stomach. As she
doubled over he hit her with a double handed
punch that send her flying backward to crash
into the debris strewn floor.

Only when he was sure she was out for
the count did he sink to his knees and let the

pain in. He then staggered over to the esca-
lator, found Jessica, and a flamegun, and
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helped her up. Then, they both walked away.

The cannon equipped Land-Racer led the
way into the devastated City. Fontana sat at the
controls with Athena at his side. The others rode
in the Racer behind them.

ÒFontana to Luci fer, come in.Ó he said,
into the comm box.

Nothing.
A thena fi red the cannon. The fal len

mazetube was blown apart, making way for the
Racers. Sporadic weapons fired at them as they
roared over the landscape.

ÒFontana to Aurora, come in.Ó he said, on
the Sandgirl frequency.

Nothing.
ÒThereÕs only one reason for them not to

answer you.Ó Athena said. ÒLogan must have
beaten them.Ó

They saw the vacated Land-Racer ahead.
The cannon fired, gaining them entrance to the
interior of the main building. They zeroed in on
AuroraÕs signal.

Seconds later they were at the fight scene.
Fontana leaped out of the cannon car and rushed
over to CherishÕs bloody body. He held her hand
as he said. ÒCherish? You okay?Ó

ÒYeah,Ó she said weakly. She saw she was
bleeding from a number of bullet holes and was
glad to see Athena coming with a medkit. ÒIÕm
al l  r ight. A urora was beaten up by Logan.
CraigÕs... dead. HeÕs over beyond the steps.Ó

Allura and Nadia were helping Aurora
up as Fontana went to see where Craig was,
hoping Cherish was wrong. She wasnÕt.

ÒSheÕs right.Ó he told everyone. ÒAllura,
you stay with Cherish. Aurora, you ready?Ó

The blond felt her face, knowing it was
red with bruises which would soon turn black
and blue. Her beauty would be marred unti l she
could get to a New You. She snatched a flamegun
from Athena and said . ÒLetÕs get them.Ó

The two Land-Racers powered up and
roared out of the area.

Logan and Jessica ran through the de-
stroyed remains of the Runner strong-
hold until  they finally came to the main

door, with the ankh lock obviously flamed. The
door itself was still  in p lace.

ÒLooks l ike the Sandmen tried to get
through here.Ó Logan said, as he examined the
remains of the lock. He chuckled as he took out
an ankh and pressed i t into the inner recesses. It
flared, as the door opened. ÒLooks like our luckÕs
getting better.Ó

ÒIt just ran out.Ó
They turned to see Lucifer; his face red,

his arm in a sl ing, his breath short, and a
superflamegun in his left hand. He smiled.

ÒYouÕre quiet, Lucifer.Ó Logan said, won-
dered why he hadnÕt heard that labored breath-
ing before.

Luci fer laughed. ÒFound a secret pas-
sage. It came in handy.Ó he paused, his voice
becoming angry. ÒYouÕve wasted years of my
life! But now, your Run is over!Ó

Logan hoped Luci ferÕs exhaustion had
slowed him down. Jessica, sensing what he was
planning, inched away from him to give him
room. ÒWhat did they promise you? You know
theyÕll never let you live!Ó

Luci fer remained si lent.
ÒFontana to Lucifer,Ó the Follower blared.

Òwait for us!Ó
ÒStil l need help, eh?Ó Logan taunted.
The other glanced at his Follower. He

looked back to see Logan going for his flamegun.
They both fired.

Fontana studied the screenÕs information,
then told Aurora to fire the cannon. It fired,
blasting a huge hole in the wall . They drove
through into the dim alley of the forgotten sec-
tion of the City. Their headlights cut through the
dimness as the Racers roared onward.

ÒFontana to Athena. All flameguns out.
WeÕre nearing LuciferÕs position.Ó

ÒGot it.Ó she replied.
 They came around a blind corner as the

two flameguns fired. They made it into the cor-
ridor to see Lucifer go down, his wounded arm
now  almost  completely  blow n of f .  The

flamecannon fired again, destroying a pipe
assembly that was in the middle of the pipe-

line hal l as Logan and Jessica vanished
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through the door at the far end.
In agony Lucifer crawled to the wall, giv-

ing Fontana the room he needed to fire. The
cannon fired, vaporing a section near the door-
way. The Racer roared past Luci fer toward it.

ÒNo room!Ó Aurora yelled.
Fontana hit the brakes. The Racer slowed,

then crashed into the pipes that lined the catwalk
beyond the door. Metal creaked asthe Land-Racer
nearly went over the edge. They scrambled out.

Athena stopped her Racer by Luci fer.
N adia got out and in jected h im w i th  an
anti-coagulant pain kil ler. As soon as he passed
out the two went after their team mates. They
climbed over the Racer just as somebody yelled:
ÒCover!Ó

They dove for cover as an intense firefight
ensued.

Logan fired a multitude of blasts as he
held off the attacking force. Then, he fi red into
some debris, creating a fire.

He pulled Jessica along as they ran up the
stairs leading into a maze of catwalks and steps.
He turned again as he threw a technite  charge
heÕd picked up along the way. It exploded, slow-
ing the SandgirlsÕ pursui t.

Flamegun blasts exploded everywhere as
the two ran for their lives. Below them the water
level had risen considerably, thanks to Francis
7Õs wi ld shot that had blown out the wall. Logan
felt his pocket and was relieved to find the
aqua-breathers were still  there.

ÒHere, Jess!Ó he shouted, as he handed
her one.

They ran as flamegun blasts exploded al l
around. Then, they came to a broken off end of
the catwalk. Below them was the wall that had
collapsed due to a flamegun charge. They put
the aqua-breathers on and dove off into the
murky depths of the water.

Aurora led the way as they scrambled
over the catwalks and steps, all  the while fir ing
at a fast retreating Logan and Jessica. When the
two stopped she thought they had them. All
the flameguns fired, only to explode an
empty catwalk; the two had already

jumped into the water.
Fontana and the Sandgi rls fi red into the

water. Geysers of water shot into the air as their
charges exploded. Aurora stopped them and
said. ÒSet your technite charges for a delayed
explosion of ten seconds!Ó

The charges were set, and thrown, as one.
They hit the water and slowly sank. Seconds
later more water was blown skyward. They set
more charges, as Aurora located LoganÕs signal
on her Follower.

Logan flipped his belt-torch on as they
sank, thankful that the breathers worked like a
charm. He held onto Jessica to keep her from
getting separated from him. He held tighter as
he felt the shockwaves from the intense DS at-
tack.

His light illuminated the way. He saw the
crumpled wal l and started toward it. Fish sw am
in and out, startling the two, as they moved
forward. Then, off to the left, Logan saw a re-
cessed doorway.

ÒHold your fire!Ó Aurora ordered.
The explosions subsided. They all  looked

at her expectantly. Fontana took the time to pul l
out his Follower and track LoganÕs signal, which
was slowly moving away.

ÒAthena. YouÕve got the best lungs-Ó
ÒA great pai r of lungs.Ó Fontana said,

under his breath. Only after Athena hit him, and
the others began to laugh did he realizeheÕd said
it aloud. ÒUh........I meant...Ó

Aurora laughed. ÒThatÕs descriptive, but
not what I meant. Okay. Athena and Nadia have
the record on holding their breath. You two go in
after them. Fontana and I w il l try to find another
way. Our Guns will  work underwater, but IÕm
unsure of our Followers. Any technite charges
left?Ó

Athena had the last two. She gave one to
the small Nadia. ÒWeÕre set.Ó

ÒThen get to it! Move!Ó

Meanwhile, back at their impromptu base
camp, Deidra consul ted her Follower again.

Flower crystal ci rcuit patterns bleeped into
existence at the furthest range of the de-
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vice. At most there appeared to be about thirty
coming their way. This worried her. She didnÕt
want a horde of Runners to find a wounded
Sandman and a lone Sandgirl. At best theyÕd kil l
him and rape her.

Caiden worked hard over a damaged
Land-Racer. H is uni form was tattered and dirty,
showing the muscular body underneath. He
was using his energy toward fixing the Racer,
rather than face LaumerÕs death.

Deidra was over by the DS insta-shelter
and had been working on a long range scanner
when she decided to check the Follower. Now
she was sorry she did. She sighed, then activated
the Sandgirl  frequency. ÒDeidra to Aurora, come
in.Ó

ÒAurora here. What is it?Ó the voice said
impatiently.

ÒYou donÕt have to bite my head off,
Aurora.Ó she replied hotly.

ÒSorry, Deidra. WeÕve just lost Craig.
Luci ferÕs been shot as well. WhatÕs your report?Ó

ÒIÕm picking up a large number of signals
moving our way. They could be aware of who
we are the way theyÕre moving in. If they con-
tinue to close in weÕl l have to evacuate.Ó

ÒYouÕre on your own. WeÕre deep inside
the old City. Do what you think is right. Aurora
out.Ó

Deidra made a face at her Follower, then
went over to Caiden. He had his back to her, so
she tapped him on the shoulder.ÓCaiden.Ó

He just about jumped out of his skin.
ÒDonÕt sneak up on me like that!Ó he shouted.

She couldnÕt keep a smile from her face as
she said. ÒSorry. HowÕs it coming?Ó

He wiped his dirty forehead as he leaned
against the Racer. ÒIÕve got it working. Top speed
is eighty kilometers per hour.Ó he said, feeling
his broken leg.

ÒKind of slow isnÕt it?Ó
ÒIÕm not a magician, Deidra!Ó he replied

defensively.
ÒSorry, Caiden.Ó she said , feeling for this

man. ÒAurora says that Craig is gone, too.Ó
ÒItÕs getting worse by the second! This is

the worst mission IÕve ever been involved
with!Ó

ÒEverything wil l work out.Ó she said.
Then, she smiled at him as she continued.ÓYouÕve
done a great job. WeÕre gonna break camp and
join Aurora in the City.Ó she paused. ÒOh, and
one more thing.I forgot to thank you for all  your
work.Ó

He was about to reply when she gave him
a kiss on the lips. She was all r ight, after all.
ÒUh...youÕre welcome.Ó

Athena swam through the water. Then,
she saw something green move, and fired. A fter
the blast subsided she saw a dead fish floating to
the surface. Unable to hold her breath longer she
went up too.

Nadia came up close by, gasping for
breath. Then, she smiled at Athena, and said.
ÒGreat shooting....that fish didnÕt stand a chance.Ó

ÒOh! Get outta here!Ó Athena replied,
splashing water on the other Sandgirl. ÒDid you
see anything?Ó

ÒOnly fish.Ó
AthenaÕs Follower beeped. ÒAthena here.

The Followers passed the water test.Ó
ÒAurora here. I canÕt find any other way

down there. HowÕd it go?Ó
ÒItÕs impossible. We canÕt hold our breath

long enough.Ó
ÒBut Athena did nai l a fish!Ó Nadia yelled

out, as she swam toward the catwalk.
ÒThat li ttle-!Ó
ÒCut it out you two.Ó Aurora snapped,

cutting her off. ÒMeet us back at the catwalk.
Aurora out.Ó

Athena snapped her Follower back onto
her belt, then turned toward Nadia. ÒNai led a
fish! IÕll  get you for that!Ó

Logan and Jessica swam forward, their
breathers working great. They came to another
doorway. When Logan didnÕt see any working
control board, he fired at the main locking appa-
ratus. Then, he forced the doors open.

After a multitude of doorways and ÔankhÕ
locks they came to a huge double door. Jessica

pressed her ÔankhÕ to the ancient board. It
glowed. Then, doors behind them began to

close. Logan pulled her close as the water
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swirled around them.
Ancient pumps began pumping the wa-

ter out, once the doors had closed. It was obvi-
ously a failsafe to keep the area beyond devoid of
water. Finally, they could take the breathers out.

ÒIÕm glad to breath normally again,Ó Jess
said, a smi le on her face.

ÒSo am I.Ó he replied, kissing her. ÒMaybe
Sanctuary lies beyond those doors, Jessica.Ó

The area was dry when the forward doors
final ly parted. They walked out, and were
amazed by the technology before them. Two
sub-shuttles stood before them, their silver sur-
face dul led by li ttle use. Computer consoles stood
before the two machines. To their left and right
the sidewalk stretched for about twenty meters.

ÒIdentify.Ó a male voice said.
LoganÕs first reaction was to go for his

Gun. He stopped his arm and said.ÓLogan 5.Ó
and raised his crystallized lifeclock in the air.
Jessica d id the same.

ÒLogan 5. Jessica 6. You are cleared. Go to
Subshuttle #3.Ó

Only then did Logan notice five laser
cannons retracting into the walls. If they hadnÕt
been cleared, theyÕd be vapors right now. Then,
holographic generators activated, masking their
presence.

Dripping wet, but happy beyond words,
they walked to the subshuttle. ItÕs door opened,
bathing them in warm ai r; a welcome change
from the cold water.

The interior had three rows of seats, all
facing toward a viewscreen set into the forward
wall. Beside i t stood the door leading to the
cockpit. But everything looked as if i t hadnÕt
been used in a long time.

They set their drenched bodies down in a
couple of seats, finally able to relax. They had
come so far it was like a dream. Then, LoganÕs
Follower beeped for his attention.

He hesitantly brought it out and acti-
vated it. ÒLogan 5.Ó he stated. ÒOver.Ó

ÒThis is A urora 8: leader of the Sandgirls.
And the woman you beat up earlier.Ó the voice
said.

ÒYou stood in my way. Sorry.
What do you want?Ó he said .

ÒYou fought me and won. YouÕre the first
to do that. Computer was right; you are the best.
IÕm cal ling to tell you IÕm breaking off pursuit.
Good luck.Ó

ÒThank you. Logan 5 out.Ó he said, then
switched the uni t off. He looked at Jess and
smiled. ÒHow do you like that? She called to
congratulate me.Ó

She smiled. ÒSheÕs right, you are the best.Ó
The hatch closed. The shuttle took off,

increasing speed unti l i t had reached i tÕs cruis-
ing speed: three hundred kilometers per hour.

He held her close. ÒNext stop: Sanctu-
ary.Ó

Aurora felt her bruised face as Fontana
and Allura loaded Lucifer onto an anti-grav
platform. He was unconscious, which was lucky
for him. His arm was pretty much gone, and he
had lost a great deal of blood before the Sandgirls
treated him.

They were now back in what was left of
Arcade. The Land-Racers were parked close by.
Athena and Nadia, their uniforms still  plastered
to their bodies by the water, helped Cherish to lie
flat as they broke out another medkit. They
caught Fontana looking at them and realized
how tight their outfits were when they were wet.

ÒYouÕd better be looking just at me.Ó
Athena said to him.

ÒOf course, Athena.Ó he said, as he went
back to the cannoncar.

Aurora heard a whine coming from be-
hind them and brought her Gun up. The labored
whine showed i tself as another Land-Racer;
DeidraÕs. The Racer stopped and Deidra and
Caiden got out.

Aurora stood in the middle of her as-
sembled force and said . ÒOur mission doesnÕt
have to end in failure.Ó

Everyone grew quiet and looked at her,
expectantly.

ÒI propose we catch a male and female
and take them to a New You and surgical ly, as
well as mentally, alter them into being Logan 5

and Jessica 6. Then, Computer will be happy
and weÕl l have caught the most infamous

Runners of all  time.Ó she paused. Ò Whatdo
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you think?Ó
ÒIt could work,Ó Fontana said, as he put his arms around Athena. ÒIÕd hate to face Computer

with a failure this big.Ó
ÒWeÕve lost so much,Ó Deidra said sadly. Òbut I think it has a chance of working.Ó
They all agreed. They would fool everyone and come out of this mess heroes. It would final ly

end Task Force #1Õs longest patrol ever.

The subshuttle came to a stop and the door opened. It had been hours now since they had
boarded, so their clothes were just about dry. They got up and moved toward the door.

When they looked out they saw consoles and computer banks, but no people. They walked
past the various blinking control boards until  they reached a curved door set into the wall.

ÒIdentify.Ó the same male voice said.
They raised their crystallized li feclocks and wai ted. Once they were cleared Logan saw laser

cannons retracting into the surrounding walls. He was amazed by the technology as they were once
again masked by holographic projectors.

Jessica pressed an ankh to the panel by the door. It parted to reveal an elevator. She smiled
at Logan as they went in. As soon as they were in the doors closed and the li ft shot upward.

ÒI think this is it, Jessica!Ó Logan said, barely able to keep his exci tement in check.
ÒYes, Logan.Ó she said, as she put her arms around him.
The li ft came to a stop and the doors parted. They walked out into the light. Logan gazed

around at various laser batteries, holographic projectors, and force field generators that stretched
out and around Sanctuary.

Logan smiled as they saw people approaching them. Older people! This was Sanctuary at
last! Logan hugged Jessica, then they walked through the force field doorway and joined the other
Runners in the legendary land known as Sanctuary! THE

END
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It   had    been  difficult  to  persuade  her  parents  she  was  ready  to  be on  her  own,
difficul t  to  convince  them    her    decision   had    not    been    a simple    whim    but  intensely
thought  out  and  mused  over  night  after  night over  a  period  of  several  years.   After  all,
it  hadnÕt  been  her  fault  she had  declared  her  intentions  while  they  reminisced  wi th  the
Sanctuary people.   SheÕd  tr ied  to  tell  them  before weeks  before,  but  theyÕd get  on  another
subject  or  leave  the  room  the  very  moment  she  had  just gathered  her  courage  to  speak
out.

CouldnÕt  let  that  happen  again!    The  future  was  neither  a  time   for shyness  nor
indecision.

ÒBut    you    havenÕt    had    the  preparation  to  enter  the  program,Ó  her father  had
said.

ÒSo,  IÕll   train  for  a  few  months  in  those    specifics.    IÕm    already strong  enough,
and  my  psych  profile - - Ò

ÒYou    just  donÕt  realize  what  itÕs  l ike  down  there!Ó  her  mother  had pleaded.  ÒThe
way  men  treat  women,  the  things  that  go  on  in  the  populace. No  psych  profile  can
predict  how  youÕll   react  to  all  that!    I  know!Ó

ÒMother,  itÕs  the  same  profile  used    for    the    last    30    years    for determining    eligibi li ty
in  the  Earth  program.  You  never  took  the  psych tests.    You  were  born  into  that  culture.  I
wasnÕt.Ó

ÒJonathan,  talk  to  her,  w ill  you?Ó  her  mother  had  said.
ÒSheÕs  right,  Vera.    IÕm  sorry,  but  she  is  r ight,Ó  he  answered    his wife. ÒWhat?Ó
ÒLet   her    take  the  rest  of  the  tests  and  do  some  training.   If  she passes,  then  weÕl l    see.

SheÕs    an    adult,  Vera,  we    canÕt    coddle    her forever.    Besides,  BallardÕs  got  things  pretty
much  resolved  down  there.
Within  a  year,  weÕll   be  pulling  all   our  people  out.Ó SheÕd  finally  won!

ÒJust    promise    me    one    thing,  sweetheart,Ó her    mother  had  said , placing  a  protec-
tive  arm    about    her    daughterÕs shoulder,  resigned at  last,  ÒDonÕt  go  to  New  City.Ó

Six  months  later,  she  had  found  herself,  packet  in  hand,  on  her  way up  the  black  steps
of  DS  Headquarters  at  one  of  the  largest  domed  cities stil l  standing  in  the  Western  Hemisphere
Dalworth.

As    she    had    handed  the  packet  over  to  the  Senior  Operative  on  the first  floor
heÕd  seemed  less  than enthusiastic,  even bored with her arrival.

ÒElyse    3,    huh?Ó
ÒYes,  sir,  IÕve  just  completed  B-Level  training  at  New  City.   IÕm  a transfer,  just  arrived

a  few  minutes  ago,  in  fact,Ó  she  chatted  on.
He    held    up    a    haad    to  stop  her, then  rose.  ÒJust  a  minute.Ó   He left,  went  into

another  room.    He  was  gone  quite awhile  before    he    came back.   ÒPrimaryÕs
busy.    CanÕt  see  you  Ôtil  next  week. Come  back  then,Ó he  said,  handing  back
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the  packet.ÓBut  I  had  an  appointment!Ó
ÒHeÕs  busy,  I  told  you.  Come  back

next  week!Ó  He  was  growing obviously
impatient.

ÒBut  I  donÕt  even  have  a  quadroom.
I  was  supposed  to       Ò
ÒThird  floor,  room  32.Ó   HeÕd  already

gone  back  to  whatever  heÕd  been doing  on  his
keyboard  when  sheÕd  come  in.

ÒYou  canÕt  assign  me  a  room  from
your  terminal  here?   In  New  City  -
He  looked  at  her  pointedly.    ÒThis
isnÕt  New  City,  get  that

straight  r ight  now!   Upstai rs  youÕll  get
your  room  assignment.Ó ÒIÕm  sorry  to
have  bothered  you,  IÕm  sure,Ó  she
mumbled. ÒWhat  was  that  remark,
trainee?Ó ÒIÕm  sorry  to  have  bothered
you.Ó ÒSorry  to  have  bothered  you,
sir!Ó

ÒSorry  to  have  bothered  you,  sir.Ó Her
hands  clenched  at  her
sides,  the  words  came  out  reluctantly.

ÒYou  may  leave,  trainee.Ó
Why  couldnÕt  they  send  her  down  as

a  full   operative  like  most  of the  others?  she
wondered  as  she  walked  away  searching
for  the  corridor which  led  to  the  upstairs
lift.    Why  did  she  have  to  put  up  with
this subservient  cow-towing?

Dalworth  DS  didnÕt  have  lifts,  she
was  to  discover,  only  stairs. Stairs  were
better  for  the  physical  condition  of  DS
personnel,  sheÕd assumed.   And  whi le  she
waited  over  an  hour  in  a  near-deserted
Room  32 for  her  quadroore  assignment,
sheÕd  reflected  sheÕd  not  met  w ith  a  single
sympathetic  human  being  in  the  entire  city.

An  uneventful  week  later,  a  week
spent  exploring  a  boring, cement-filled
metropolis,  she  sat  once  more  in  an  empty
waiting  room outside  the  PrimaryÕs  office.
Last  time  sheÕd  checked  the  chronometer on
the  stark  wall  in  front  of  her,  it  had  been
two  hours  since  sheÕd announced  her
name.

A  voice  from  the  wallspeak

finally  summoned  her.   ÒTralnee  Elyse  3, enter,
please.Ó

But  in  spite  of  the  polite  voice,  the
Primary,  tall,  bone-thin, blond,  angled  fea-
tures  and  dark  piercing  eyes,  seemed  only
superficially polite  as  he  gestured  her  to  sit.
HeÕd  already  been  through  the  papers
which  had  accompanied  her.   They  were
spread  everywhere  on  his  large blue
plasticene  desk.    He  shuffled  them,  asking
her  question  after question,  glancing  at  the
papers  then  back  to  her.

ÒWell,  Elyse,  your  stars  are  very
impressive.    CanÕt  imagine  why New  City
even  let  you  go  with  stats  like  these,Ó  he
said  tapping  one sheet  w ith  his  lean  fin-
gers.

ÒThey  were  overloaded  with  A -levels,
sir.Ó
ÒHm,  well,  IÕm  afraid   thatÕs  our  prob-

lem,  too.  Not  enough Operatives  to  go  around
for  the  A-levels.   I, ost  a  lot  on  Lastday  in  the
last  two  months.  These  things  go  in  cycles,

you  see.Ó ÒYes,    sir,    but             Ò
ÒTell   me,  dear,  would  you  be  agree-

able  to  a  transfer  to  some  other city,Ó  he
asked,  stylus  posed.

Dear,  heÕd  cal led  her  dear!   ÒWell,  si r,
I  hadÕt  thought  about  it. I  suppose        Ò
ÒOf  course  you  wouldnÕt  mind,Ó  he  fin-
ished  for  her,  already writing.   ÒAnd  I
donÕt  suppose  youÕd  have  any  preferences,
would  you?Ó

ÒWell.,   si r,   I   -  -Ó
ÒOf  course  not.  WeÕll  be  in  touch

with  any  further  developments.Ó
The  royal  brush  off,  again!    Already  she

despised  Dalworth  Dome  and everyone  in  it.
She  hadnÕt  seen  that  many  A-levels

during  her  strolls  through  the city.   But  she
had  seen  a  lot  of  Operatives.    No  females,
just  males. She  wasnÕt  so  stupid   she
couldnÕt  put  two  and  two  together.    One,
they didnÕt  l ike  female  DS;  two,  they  didnÕt

want  to  bother  or  spend  the manpower
to  train  an ÒinferiorÓ  sex;  three,  the

best  way  to  solve  the problem  was  to
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either  ignore  her  and  sheÕd  give  up;  or
four,  send  her off  somewhere  else  where
sheÕd  be  more  ÒtoleratedÓ,  but  certainly
DalworthÕs  problem.

The  four  gray  walls  of  her  cube-like
quadroom  were  beginning  to close  in  on  her
as  three  more  weeks  passed.  All   the  furnish-
ings  were built  into  the  wal ls,  everything  was
defini tely  non-luxurious.    SheÕd hate  to  see  the
B,  C  and  D  level  quarters!

SheÕd    been  allowed  to  avail  herself
of  the  gym  and  library  at  HQ, for  what
good  that  was  worth!   The  gym  was  de-
serted  at  the  hours  she  was allotted,  and
what  equipment  they  had  was primitive
and  sparse.    As  for the  library,  its  com-
puter  refused  her  access  to  most  of  the
subjects  she had  briefly  considered;  and  the
ones  she  wasnÕt  interested  in  were decid-
edly  im[zomplete  or  inaccurate.

Stil l  hadnÕt  seen  any  female  DS,  but
even  so,  her  presence  had seemed  to  be
little  cause  for  more  than  a  casual,  side-
long  glance.   None of  the  males  were  ex-
tremely  handsome,  at  least  not  by  her
standards. Maybe  she  wasnÕt  that  attractive
by  theirs,  either.    At  any  rate,  no  one
seemed  at  all   interested  in  her.  Was  she
really  that  ugly?  Everyone  at Sanctuary  had
said  she  looked  just  li ke  her  grandmother,
Vera  3;  and,  to hear  her  father  talk,  any-
way,  New  City  men  and  others  had  practi-
cally fallen  on  her  like  flies.  Damn,  she
missed  Sanctuary.   And  Him.

SheÕd  not  allowed  herself  to  so  much
as  even  think  His  name  since sheÕd  left.    If
she  didnÕt  even  think  it,  she  had  reasoned,
she  wouldnÕt miss  him.   But  it  wasnÕt
working.    She  did   miss  him,missed  him
terribly.

Of  course  her  parents  had  not  even
known  of  their  relationship.

And if  they  had,  would  have  altogether
disapproved.   He  was  older  than  her
much  older,  chronological ly.    Physically,
they  were  closer.    Being  of

Meldanan  blood  and  spendjng  the

last  six  years  of  her  life  on  Meldana,  had
accelerated  her  growth;  and  even  though
she  was  chronological ly  under  a decade
old,  physically  she  was  about  23.

SheÕd  met  him  when  they  returned  to
Sanctuary  II  the  year  before, His  charisma
entrancing  her  almost  immediately.   The
dark  browi  hair,  the hazel  eyes  in  a  quiet,
everÑ calm  face  were  not  new  to  her,  but
there  was simply  something  about  him
which  drew  her  to  him  and  him  to  her.
In  a short  time,  they  had  become  ].overs,
meeting  secretly  in  the  unoccupied  sections
of  Sanctuary.    But  things  had  gone  too
quickly.

He  had  wanted  her  to  marry  him,
but  she  hadnÕt  been  ready  to  break  the
news  to  her  parents.    And  she  wasntÕ
exactly  sure  she  was  in  love  with  him.
WasnÕt  sure,  because  sheÕd  never  been  in
love  befCre,  had  never  had  a  lover before.
Had  never  felt  this  way  before.    How
could  she  be  sure  it  wasnÕt just  plain,
unbridled  lust?   How  could  she  be  sure  it
wasnÕt  simply  a  strong physcial   attraction?
It  was  then  she  had  decided  to  go  ahead
with  her  childhood  fantasy  of  volunteering
for  the  Earth  agent  program        to  get
away, give  them  both  time  to  Òcool.
downÕ!,  apart.   He  had  not  been  pleased.

She  forced  herself  to  erase  that  last
scene  between  them  from  her  conscious-
ness.   There  had  been  such  angry  words,
words  theyÕd  never  said  to  one another
before,  words  that  hurt,  cut,  tore  at  the
emotions.    It  had  been hours  after  he  had
left,  before  her  tears  had  dried  sufficiently
for  her to  appear  outside  thejr  meeting
place,  in  public,  and  seem  her  usual con-
trolled  self.    And  He  hadnÕt  even  come  to
say  good-bye  when  she  had left  for  Earth.
That  had  hurt  the  most.

She  lay  now  on  what  she  called  Òthe
slabÓ     Actually,  it  was  a  very slightly

cushioned  shelf  which  pulled  out  from
one  of  the  four  walls  of her  room  to

form  a  sleep  platform,  extremely
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narrow  and  altogether totally  unconducive
to  sleep  of  any  kind.    She  was  actually
more comfortable  on  the  floor,  which  was
where  she  usually  ended  up  sleeping,
anyway.    Computer  had  just  announced  it
was  07:00,  Day  of  the  City, Aquarius  20,
Year  2302.   She  looked  again  at  one  of  the
few  personal  items she  possessed        holo-
graphs  of  her  mother  and  father  in  their
DS  uni forms. In  Earth  time  they  had  been
made  a  scant  7  years  ago.    Her  uncle,
Ballard 3,  was  stil l  an  active  operative  in
New  City,  still  working  on  replacing the
cloned  cells  in  the  Regeneration  Complex
with  the  cells  he  had  found stored  genera-
tions  earlier.    She  knew  there  were  others,
like  herself, scattered  over  the  globe,  moni-
toring  and  interacting  with  the  various
domed  cultures  of  the  world.    But  to  her
knowledge,  sheÕd  yet  to  meet  one.

The  Senior  Operative  walked  into  the
PrimaryÕs  office  that  same morning  with  a
smile  on  his  face  and  handed  his  superior
a  single  sheet of  paper.   ÒThink  youÕll  l ike
seeing  this.Ó

Primary  Buchanan  5  looked  up,  took  the
paper,  glanced  briefly  at  it and  smiled,  also.
ÒAt  last!  Good.  Last  thing  we  needed  here  was
another crazy  from  New  City  like  that  one
eight  years  ago.    Notify  her.  When  will  their
operative  be  here,  anyway?Ó

ÒShould  be  any  day.    Too  bad  sheÕs
got  that  New  City  blood  in  her. Quite  a
looker,Ó  Webb  6  said,  taking  back  the
sheet.

ÒYeah,  bad  genes  will   always  tell ,
though.    WeÕre  better  off  rid  of her,  no
matter  how  good  or  good-looking  she  is.Ó

Heinrich  7  had  been  in  this  particu lar
Ôcar  for  over  ten  hours  on his  way  to
Dalworth  Dome.    Most  of  this  time  heÕd
spent  reviewing  the dosjet  on  Elyse  3,  the
trainee  he  was  to  accompany  back  to  his
own  dome.

He  was  very  pleased  with  her
qualifications,  and  with  a  tw inkle  in

his  eyes,  and  a  smile  on  his  we]l -tanned  face,
he  reflected  on  how  long they  had  waited  for
such  a  trainee,  this  particular  trainee.    They
were very  fortunate,  indeed!

Stuffing  the  papers  back  into  his  travel
pouch,  he  punched  up

arrival  time  on  the  console  of  the  mazecar.
20  MNS,  jt  blinked  in  neon-green.
Good,  very  good.    He  should  be  on

his  way  back  home  in  less  than two  hours,
unless  the  gir l  held   him  up.

He  pulled  out  her  holo,  looking  at  it
once  more.    Gott  in  H imreel, she  was
beautiful!    Perfect  for  their  program.

Upon  his  arrival  at  the  station  nearest
her  quad,  where  he  put  a security  hold  on
the  mazecar,  he  went  straight  to  her  room,
noticing  the absolute  starkness  of  the  area.
It  hadnÕt  been  that  way  10  years before,  be
remembered.    A  few  citz  out  at  this  early
hour  -  07:15  -  most were  still   snug  in  their
beds,  he  guessed.    A  few  DS  stared  at  him
as  he passed  them.    Bunch  of  runts,  re-
minded  him  of  the  ones  at  Angelo  Dome
out  west.    Yes,  the  less  time  he  spent  here,
the  better.

He  found  the  quadroom  on  the  fifth
floor  of  Quad  R  and  pressed  the

buzzer.
Damn,  who  could  be  waking  her  at

this  hour?    Who  even  cared  to  wake her,
for  that  matter?    SheÕd  been  virtually  ig-
nored  for  close  to  a month!

But  when  Elyse  finally  dragged  her-
self  to  the  door  and  opened  it, she  could
hardly  believe  her  eyes.    She  hadnÕt  seen
anything  this impressive  since  sheÕd  left
Sanctuary!

The  Operative  standing  before  her
was  at  ]east  her  fatherÕs  height, ifÕ  not
taller       two  meters.   H is  eyes  were
moon-blue  set  in  a well-tanned,  perfectly
molded  face.    The  pale  brows  matched  his

longish pale  blond  hai r  and  his  mouth
made  her  ache  to  kiss  it.    H is  body

wasnÕt too  bad,  either,  she  noticed,  in



26

a  uniform  that  fit  him  like  the proverbial
glove,  totally  black  except  for  a  thin  pip ing
of  red  along the  military  collar  and  a  red
embroidered  city  shield  on  his  left breast.
She  was  totally  speechless.

The  real  woman  was  even  more
breathtaking  than  her  holo,  even though her
dark  hair  was  disheveled  from  sleep  and
the  velverobe  draped her  less  than  perfectly
on  her  too  perfect  body,  its  contours  less
than

adequately  conforming  to  the  curves  of
her  more  than  adequate  form.
One

ivory  shoulder  had  been  left  exposed
and  she  tugged  at  the  garment,

self-consciously  r ighting  it.   HeÕd  seen
eyes  like  hers  only  once

before.    Yes,  heÕd  definitely  come  to  the
right place.

ÒIÕm  Heinrich  7.    IÕve  come  to  take
you  to  Heidelburg  Dome,Ó  he

finally  said .
ÒWha  -  -what?Ó  she  stammered.
ÒThey    didnÕt    tell    you?Ó

ÒTell    me ...Ó ÒAbout  your  transfer.Ó
ÒUh,   no.Ó
He  brushed  past  her  into  the  room.

ÒGet  your  personals  together  and yourself
dressed.    IÕll   contact  Headquarters,Ó  he
finished  going  to  her computer  terminal.

SheÕd  been  gone  only  a  few  mir, urea
before  she  returned  faultlessly outfitted  in
her  black  tunic  and  green  leggings.    He
could  see  more plainly,  heÕd  been  right
about  her  figure        full  breasts  and
rounded hips        breeding  hips  they  called
them.

ÒEverythingÕs  taken  care  of  except  turn-
ing  in  your  equipment.   They just  recelved
notification  from  Computer  this  morning.Ó

ÒI  was  never  issued  any  equipment
other  than  this  belt,Ó  she  said

pointing  to  the  utili ty  belt  at  her  waist.
On  it  was  a  single  pouch  wi th  her  per-
sonals  in  i t.

ÒNo?Ó
ÒNo.Ó

ÒStrange.    Just  a  moment.Ó   He  fiddled
at  the  console  a  bit  longer. She  was  right.    They
were  virtually  free  to  go.    HeÕd  notified  DW
DS  and theyÕd  cleared  her  for  travel.

He  took  a  glance  about  the  small
room  as  they  left.    SheÕd  seemed ]ess  than
sorry  to  leave,  and  he  couldnÕt  blame  her.

Back  in  the  Ôcar  and  on  their  way,  he
purused  her  more  closely. Heidelburg,  she
thought.    Well,  if  he  was  any  example  of
the genetic  engineering  there,  it  would
seem  the  Germans  had  come  up  with the
perfect  Aryan.    She  tingled  just  sitting  next
to  him.

ÒOnce  we  get  to  Heidelburg,Ó  he  was
saying,  ÒyouÕll  be  integrated at  Headquar-
ters  and  reassessed,  then  possibly  reas-
signed  to  full operative  status.Ó

ÒYou  really  think  thereÕs  a  possibil-
ity?Ó  she  replied.    She couldnÕt  take  her
eyes  off  him,  which  was  only  his  profile,
but  his  eyes were  occupied  with  the  con-
sole  readouts.

ÒItÕs  lengthy  r ide.    Ten  hours  in  this
car,  then  a  Ôvane  flight across  the   -  Ò   HeÕd
made  the  mistake  of  looking  at  her  Ò  -
Atlantic,Ó he  finished  after  an  imperceptible
pause,  he  hoped.  ÒYouÕll  forgive  my blunt-
ness,  Fraulein,  but  you  look  older  than
Green  Six.Ó

She  blushed,  then  regained  her  com-
posure.   ÒAnd  you  look  older  than Red
Six!Ó

ÒOh,  that,Ó  he  replied,  d iverting  his
attention  back  to  the  console. ÒWe  donÕt
terminate  at  30.Ó   He  opened  a  compart-
ment  and  withdrew  a large  pouch,  chang-
ing  the  subject.   ÒHere,  youÕll  need  this
later.   It gets  quite  cold   further  out.    You
donÕt  speak  German,  do  you?Ó

She  shook  her  head,  still  wondering
at  his  earlier  comment. ÒYou
said Ò

ÒNever mind,  weÕll   get  you  a  lan-
guage  transplant  at  HQ.Ó

ÒYou  said,Ó  she  tr ied  again,  Òyou
donÕt  terminate        Ò
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ÒHave  you  ever  been  Outside  except  for
your  trip  to  Dalworth?Ó

ÒNo,   but - -  Ò
ÒDidnÕt  think  you  had,  just  becoming

A-level.    I  think  youÕll   li ke Heidelberg,Ó  he
babbled  on,  ÒitÕs  qui te  old,  really,  but
thereÕs  a  great deal  of  modern  technology
and  modern  architecture,  as  well         .Ó

Elyse  gave  up;  he  was  talking  so
quickly,  there  was  no  chance  to get  a  word
in  edgewise.    In  fact.,  heÕd  often  lapse  into
German,  so  she just  relaxed  back  in  the
reclined  seat  and  appraised  him  inch  by
inch, tuning  out  his  constant  chatter.

Better  than  anything  at  Sanctuary.
Defini tely  much  better!    Ten hours  and
then  a  flight  across  the  ocean;  a  lot  could
happen  between  two people  in  that  amount
of  time.    Quite  a  lot  could  happen. Unfor-
tunately,  she  had  no  idea  how  true  that
was.

Elyse had finally   fallen asleep, much to
HeinrichÕs relief.   He was running out of
things to talk about.   If he only knew how true
the information in her dossier had been, he
might have been able to be more open with
her.   Would she have forgotten his comment
about not terminating at 30 when she awoke?
Not likely.
She lay like a young child curled up under the
thermsheet only a few scant centimeters away.
He could even feel her breath on his face i f he
turned toward her.   If he dared.   Her hair
looked so soft, he longed to touch it,  longed to
caress her cheek with his rough hand, yearned
to gently brush her lips with his own.
But just then a blaring alarm sounded from the
console,  flashing red lights and voice pro-
claimed:  TUNNEL INTEGRITY JEOPAR-
DIZED.   EVACUATE IMMEDIATELY.
NEAREST  STATION,  AFT,  10 M ETERS.

The mazecar had already stopped,  and
the canopy was sliding back as
he woke the trainee.]

ÒElyse,Ó he said shaking her,  Òcome,
we have to get out at once!Ó

ÒWha   -Ó

ÒNow !   Come.Ó
They raced down the tunnel,  Heinrich

pull ing her along by the hand until  they
reached the station stairs,  where,  suddenly it
seemed as if the stairway lurched of it own
accord.

ÒEarthquake!   On the surface,  quickly,Ó
he ordered. The ground heaved all   about
them, making  it nearly impossible to make
much  headway,  the  tremors  flinging  them
back  nearly  as  far  as  they had  advanced.
Trees  vanished  into  gaping  holes  as  the
ground  collapsed into  itself,  huge  boulders
seeming  to  walk  across  the  terrain  in super-
natural  abandon.    But  final ly,  they  found
shelter  in  what  seemed to  be  a  rather
stable  archway  of  a  small  granite  cave.
Instinctively,  he  drew  Elyse  to  him,  as
rubble  began  pouring  down from  outside
the  cave  in  a  suffocating  cloud  of  dirt  and
dust.   She sensed  the  sudden  onslaught  of
his  emotions,  but  fear  was  not  among
them.    He  was  unusual ly  calm,  although
impatient.

ÒCover  your  nose  and  mouth  with
your  tunic,Ó  he  shouted  over  the deafening
roar  of  the  earth  rending  itself,  pul ling  up
his  collar.   Her hands  fumbled  with  the
black  neckline  of  her  tunic,  pu lling  it  up
over her  lower  face,  just  as  the  ground
jolted  beneath  them,  thrusting  her into  his
arms.
He  held  her  tighter,  pulling  her  head  to
his  chest  w i th  his  free hand  and  bending
over  her  to  take  the  brunt  of  the  falling
pebbles,  soil and  rock  debris.
SheÕd  never  heard  such  a  deafening  ca-
cophony,  not  even  on  the  moon where  they
still   had  seasonal  quakes.    But  they  were
nothing  like  this! Elyse  shrunk  even  more
against  HeinrichÕs  hard  body,  trying  to
muffle the  horrible  sounds.    Could  he  feel
her  shivering  and  trembling,  the stifled
whine  she  could  scarce  control,  coming
from  her  tightly compressed  lips?   Even

over  the  earthÕs  roar,  she  could  hear  the
steady, comforting  throb  of  his  heart-

beat,  as  if  this  were  all  expected  and
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nothing  out  of  the  ordinary.
It  seemed  like  hours  had  passed

before  the  first  tremor  had  ended not  over-
lapped  w ith  other  tremors  of  varying  in-
tensity.   But  stil l  he did  not  release  her,
instead  looking  down  at  her  and  brushing
a  piece  of
crumbled  granite  off  her  cheek.   She  knew
his  words  before  he  asked. ÒYou    all
r ight?Ó

She  looked  down  at  her  torn  dusty
tunic  and  hose  and  then  at  him. ÒI   think
so.Ó

ÒYou  stay  here  while  I go  check  the
tunnel,Ó  he  said ,  slowly relaxing  his  hold
on  her.

ÒNo,  IÕm  going  with  you.Ó   He  was
worried.

ÒBut  if  there  are  aftershocks,  youÕll   be
safer  here.Ó

ÒNo,    IÕm    going.Ó
Giving  up,  he  allowed  her  to  follow

him  across  the  jumbled landscape,  gaping
cracks  and  fallen  trees  to  the
debris-covered  stairs of  the  mazestation.
She  did   final ly  obey  when  he  gestured  her
to  stay back.    Still   w ithin  sight,  she  saw
him  check  the  call   box,  obviously
non-operational,  then  disappear  down  the
tunnel  where  she  assumed  he found  the
Ôcar,  for  he  returned  shortly  w ith  his  bag
and  a  larger  one from  which  protruded  an
edge  of  thermsheet.

ÒTunnel  aheadÕs  collapsed,Ó  he  said ,
climbing  the  stairs.  ÒWeÕll have  to  go  on
foot.  ThereÕs  enough  water  for  two  days,
and  we  should  be able  to  forage  enough
food.Ó

ÒYou  think  weÕll  be  able  to  find
another  car?Ó

ÒShould  be  one  100  miles  from  here.
Or  at  least  a  station  we  can cal l  one  from.Ó

ÒThatÕs  a  three-day  hike!Ó
ÒNo  one  ever  said  being  DS  was

easy.    Besides,  youÕre  young  and strong!
Here,Ó  he  added,  handing  her  the  larger
bag,  Òeveryone  carries his  own
weight.Ó

She  took  it  and  slung  it  over  her
shoulder.   Heinrich  had  already
taken  off  and  was  ~early  at  the  horizon,
so  she  ran  to  catch  up. His
long  strides  were  going  to  make  her  work
twice  as  hard  to  keep
was  going  to  be  a  long  three  days.

ÒYou  sent  her  to  Dalworth?Ó  Ballard
threw  his  uniform  tunic  across the  room  of
his  Sanctuary  quarters.  HeÕd  only  come  for
a  day  or  two,  to check  in  for  his  yearly
debriefing.  ÒI  canÕt  believe  it!Ó  he  contin-
ued, pacing  across  the  living  area.   ÒSheÕs
too  young  for  those  spartans,  and giving
her  the  cover  story  of  training  in  New
City  -  -Õ   Did  you  forget Logan  6  was  sent
to  Dalworth  for  a  year,  and  they  nearly
lynched  him! DalworthÕs  not  going  to  ac-
cept  anyone  from  New  City,  after  that,
much  less  a  trainee!Ó
Jonathan  raised  his  hand,  trying  to  placate
the  former  Primary  of New  City  DS.  ÒAll
r ight,  so  we  fouled  up.   And  sheÕs  not  that
young you  forget  time  passes  more  quickly
here  and  that  the  young  mature  more
rapidly.   SheÕs  23,  Stalas.Ó

ÒSo,  have  you  heard  from  her?Ó
 Jonathan  ran  a  hand  through  his

graying  hair  and  turned  away  from
his  brother-in-law,  muttering.  ÒNo,  not
yet.Ó

ÒWhat?   How  long  has  she  been
gone?Ó

ÒAbout  one  Earth  month,Ó  Jonathan
said,  turning.

ÒAnd  VeraÕs  not  climbing  the  walls?
What  have  you  been  doing,
lying  to  her?   Or  just  not  answering  her?
DonÕt  tell  me  sheÕs  not suspicious.Ó
ÒYou  know  how  she  is;  sheÕs  not  aware  of
much  reality,  here  or there.  I  donÕt  even
think  she  knows  how  much  time  has
passed.   Her condition  just  hasnÕt  im-
proved.Ó

ÒThat  was  bad  business,  al l  r ight.
Well,  the  least  I  can  do  for her  is  track

down  Elyse  from  my  end,  maybe
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from  the  House  or  through  the Network.
SomeoneÕs  got  to  have  heard  something.Ó
But  Jonathan  had  only  nodded  in  reply.

ÒWhatÕs  really  bothering  you?Ó
Ballard  said ,  seriously  eyeing  him.

ÒThat  sheÕs  fallen  into  the  wrong
hands       not  just  Dalworth,  but someone,
somewhere    else.Ó

ÒYou  didnÕt  put  down  her  real  pedi-
gree,  did   you?Ó

ÒNot    me,    no,    but    someone    in ...Ó
ÒGreat,  just  great!  How  much  Vera  3

genetic  factor  does  she  have?Ó
ÒAbout  55%   -  some  from  my  side.Ó
ÒAnd  100%  essence?Ó ÒYeah.Ó
ÒWeÕre  in  trouble.Ó ÒI   know...

Ò
ÒHOW  much  of  Vera  3Õs  personal-

ity?Ó
   Jonathan  blew  his  cheeks  out.  ÒYou

wouldnÕt  believe  it  unless  you  saw it.Ó
ÒStubborn?Ó
ÒIn  spades.Ó
ÒIndependent!Ó
ÒYep.Ó
ÒSelf-confident?Ó
ÒUh ,huh.Ó
ÒOh,   boy.Ó

Heinrich  finally  slowed  his  pace
about  an  hour  before  dusk. ElyseÕs  legs
were  kill ing  her!   Pounding  a  treadmill  for
30  miles  and actually  loping  over  craggy
boulders  -  up,  down  -  to  the  side  -  down
down  -  up  -  crawl  -  down  -  over  -  was
much  more  tir ing,  and  theyÕd covered  a
good  35  miles  that  day,  stopping  only
briefly.   The  sky  was growing  dark  and  not
.from  just  a  setting  sun.    The  clouds,
pushed  along by  an  unseen  force,  were
rapidly  gathering  in  thick,  grey-black
clumps  of augury,  an  increasingly  cold
wind  blowing  out  of  them,  bending  the
sparse grass  and  bushes.

Heinrich  looked  up.  ÒStormÕs  coming
maybe  snow.  WeÕd  better camp  for  the
night  while  we  still   can.    Let  me
have  that  bag,Ó  he  said, reaching

toward  her.
She  gratefully  threw  the  thing  toward

him. From  it  he  withdrew  a  vinyl  package,
unfolded  i t  and  pi tched  it  back at  her.   ÒSet
that  up.Ó

ÒWhatÕs  this,  some  kind  of  tent?Ó
ÒYeah.    Better  hurry,  that  stormÕll  be

here  soon.Ó
Cautiously,  she  unfolded  the  thing

further,  turning  it  this  way  and that,  trying
to  figure  out  just  how  to  set  it  up.   She
didnÕt  see Heinrich  looking  at  her  w ith
mild  amusement.

ÒNeed  help,Ó  he  asked,  ÒItÕs  a  TZ-138
model;  you  familiar  w ith that?Ó
ÒSure,  IÕll   get  it.  No  problem.Ó   There  had
to  be  a  valve  or something,  somewhere.
She  finally  found  something  that  looked
like  a valve,  under  it  scribblings  in  an
ornate  foreign  language  of  which  she could
make  out  only  a  few  letters.

Heinrich  craned  his  neck  from  where
he  squatted  on  the  ground busily  assem-
bling  a  catalytic  heater  and  lantern  before
him.    ÒYou havenÕt  got  that  up  yet?Ó  he
asked,  noting  the  determined  look  on  her
face,  as  she  shivered  from  the  increasing
cold  and  tr ied  to  decipher  the German
blackletters.

ÒIÕve  got  it,  IÕve  got  it,  just  seems  a
little  stiff.Ó   Push,  pul l, squeeze  .     .  which?
Pull   -  -  nothing.    Push        yes!    At  last  a
rush of  air  and  the  thing  was  inflating.
She  looked  over  to  the  operative with  a
triumphant  grin.   He  wasnÕt  watching.

When  the  tent  reached  full  inflation,
its  baffles  formed  an  A-framed, two-person
shelter  about  a  meter  and  a  half  high,
wide  and  two  long. It was  going  to  be
really  cozy!

There  were  r ings  at  each  corner,  and
she  pounded  the  alum  stakes
which  had  fallen  out  of  the  package  into
the  ground  at  each  to  stabilize the  shelter.

Heinrich  walked  up,  zipped  open  the
door  and  placed  the  lantern  and heater
inside.   ÒIf  you  need  to  relieve  yourself

or  anything  before  we retire,  youÕd
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best  hurry.   TemperatureÕs  dropping  fast.Ó
Yes,  she  could  tell .    Her  light  ci ty  tr imfits
werenÕt  exactly  made for  cold  weather.   She
noticed  his  uniform  was  made  from  the
warmer thermknit,  whose  fibers  expanded
or  contracted,  tightening  or  loosening the
weave  of  the  fabric  depending  on  environ-
mental  temperatures.   SheÕd been  warm
enough,  albeit  slightly  cool,  throughout  the
day  as  long  as they  were  moving,  but  r ight
now  she  was  freezing!  Hastily,  she  ran
behind  some  bushes  and  moments  later
hurried  into  the  tent  on  all  fours, zipping  i t
closed  behind  her.   The  travel  bag  and  his
pouch  were  already inside,  along  with  the
two  thermsheets  from  the  mazecar.   Grate-
fully,  the heater  made  it  nice  and  warm
inside.    Outside,  a  few  flakes  were  already
beginning  to  fall,  as  she  could  see  through
the  small  rear  w indowscreen.

ÒBetter  close  that  up,  too.  CanÕt  af-
ford  to  lose  any  heat,  but leave  a  small
vent  for  the  heater  exhaust.Ó

She  did   as  told,  then  sat  at  the  end
of  the  tent  on  what  she presumed  was
ÒherÓ  side.   He  sat  crosslegged  within
touching  distance and  handed  her  a  wafer
of  food  concentrate,  which  she  slowly
began  to nibble,  noticing  he  broke  small
pieces  off  his  w i th  his  fingers  to  eat it.
Somehow,  she  felt  decidedly  uncivilized.

ÒSo,Ó  he  began,  his  attention  concen-
trated  on  the  wafer,  ÒI  see both  your  par-
ents  were  DSÓ

ÒMm,Ó  she  answered.   ÒWhat  about
yours?Ó

Good  parry,  he  thought. ÒFatherÓ
ÒWhere?Ó   Another  parry.
ÒAmsterdam.Ó
ÒSo,    youÕre    not    German?Ó
ÒNor  Dutch,  either,  if  thatÕs  what

youÕre  thinking.Ó   H is  turn  to parry  ..     and
thrust.  ÒSo,  why  didnÕt  New  City  want
you?Ó   He  looked up,  pointedly.   ÒAnd
donÕt  tell  me  that  nonsense  about  too
many  trainees. It  doesnÕt  wash       not  w ith
your  background.Ó

ÒWell,  i tÕs  the  only  explana-

tion  I  was  given!  WhatÕs  so  great  about my
background,  anyway?Ó

ÒYour  stats.   Better  than  most  full
operatives.   Your  parentage  and
pedigree.   Most  cities  would  keep  you  for
just  one  of  those.Ó ÒObviously  Dalworth
didnÕt!Ó

ÒTheyÕre  paranoid  fools!Ó  he  snorted
and  took  a  drink  from  the
canteen,  then  offered  it  to  her.    She  re-
fused. ÒEver  been  in  a  paravane?Ó  he
asked. She  shook  her  head.

ÒHowÕd  you  get  from  New  City  to
Dalworth?Ó ÒÔ Car.Ó

ÒAlone?Ó  His  eyes  had  never  left  her.
ÒYou  expect  me  to  believe  theyÕd

send  a  trainee  with  your  background, alone,
that  far  by  Ôcar?Ó

ÒWell,  i tÕs  true!Ó  she  affirmed,  jump-
ing  to  her  feet  and  remembering too  late
the  tentÕs  low  height.   She  promptly  sat
back  down.
The  sides  of  the  tent  were  beginning  to
buckle  back  and  forth,  in  and out,  from  the
gusting  wind  of  the  approaching  storm,  as
pellets  of  sleet began  to  attack  the  shelterÕs
vinyl  walls  and  roof.   ÒYou  sure  this thingÕs
strong enough?Ó  she  asked,  looking  about
her.

ÒItÕs  been   in  worse.Ó
She  didnÕt  like  the  way  heÕd  been

staring  at  her.   He  lay  down, wrapping  one
of  the  thermsheets  around  himself.   ÒBetter
get  some sleep,Ó  he  said,  turning  away.

Elyse  stretched  out  beside  him,  strug-
gling  with  her  own  thermsheet, surprised  to
find  the  thin  ai r  baffle  of  the  tent  floor
made  it  quite comfortable.
She  actually  slept  well   that  night.

The  next  morning  she  awoke  before
Heinrich  and  unzipped  the  window flap  to
look  out.   There  was  snow  everywhere,
quite  deep  by  the  look  of it.    The  wind
still   blew  relentlessly.    Rezipping  the  flap,

she  crawled to  the  door  and  opened  it.
Once  outside,  she  snugly  wrapped  the

sheet about  her,  and  trudged  toward
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the  clump  of  bushes  sheÕd  visi ted  the night
before.    Except  now,  only  the  tops  of  them
were  visible.   SheÕd have  to  go  farther  into
the  trees  for  privacy.   But  before  she  could
reach them,  her  left  leg  suddenly  went  out
from  under  her,  as  she  stepped, unknow-
ingly,  into  a  brush-covered  hollow.

ÒDamn  luck-,Ó  she  cursed.   But  her
leg  wouldnÕt  budge;  and  what  was more
unlucky,  when  she  had  fallen,  her  grip  on
the  thermsheet  had loosened  and  it  was
now  blowing  gaily  across  the  meadow.

She  lay  stretched  on  the  cold  pow-
dery  snow,  pulling  her  leg, then  reached
down  to  clear  the  snow  from  it  so  she
could  free  it  better. But  it  was  no  good.   A
branch  had  caught  her  boot;  and  with  each
furtive pull ,  her  ankle  screamed  in  pain.

Great,  she  thought.   Thigh-deep  in
snow  with  a  sprained  ankle. SheÕd  rest
awhile  then  dig  down  and  see  if  she  could
free  it.    Maybe Heinrich  would  come  out-
side  to  see  to  his  own  needs.   It  was  get-
ting damn  cold  wi thout  that  sheet.

Come  on,  you  damn
whatever-you-are,  get  outside!  She  wasnÕt
about to  yell  for  him.   SheÕd  die  first!    If
she  couldnÕt  free  her  leg,  she might  any-
way.
She  dug  at  the  snow  with  her  bare  hands,
now  turning  a  lovely  shade of  pink-red.
She  finally  was  able  to  determine  her  foot
was  trapped  by  a cross-thread  of  three
branches.  Looking  back  toward  the  tent,
she  willed  him  to  come  out.   Please!
Heinrich  had  awoken  at  last  and  noticed
her  absence  at  once..  But  he thought  noth-
ing  of  it  until   quite  some  time  had  passed.
It  was  then,  it occurred  to  him  to  look  for
her.    H is  bladder  could  wait.

He  saw  the  small  black  and  green
clump  almost  immediately  and followed  the
nearly  disappearing  footsteps  toward  it.
She  wasnÕt moving.
Reaching  her,  he  lifted  her  head,  and  she
opened  her  eyes.   Her lips  were
turning  blue,  and  her  fingers  and

hands  were  bright  red. ÒLeg.  Foot,Ó  she
murmured  and  dropped  into  unconscious-
ness.

He  let  her  down  and  dug  furiously
at  the  snow,  at  last  reaching  the trapped
foot  and  breaking  the  limbs  which  cap-
tured  it  w ith  the  butt  of his  Gun.  Then,  he
lifted  her  in  his  arms  and  carried  her
quickly  back  to the  warmth  of  the  tent.

Covering  her  w ith  the  last  thermsheet
and  his  own  tunic,  he  tr ied to  rewarm  her
chil led  body.    HeÕd  already  removed  the
wet,  icy  clothing, turned  up  the  catalytic
heater  and  poured  hot  liquids  down  her
throat. He  knew  of  nothing  else  to  do.

Her  ankle  was  swollen  to  tw ice  its
normal  size  and,  because  of  it, it  was  im-
possible  to  tell  if  i t  was  broken  or  merely
sprained. It  looked  pretty  bad,  regard-
less.

He  was  muttering  to  himself  as  she
regained  consciousness. Her
feet  were  against  his  bare  torso,  covered
by  his  hands,  slowly  caressing and  stroking
them  to  regain  the  circu lation.

The  first.  thing  she  noticed  was  his
bare  broad  chest.  The  second thing  was  the
mixed  anger  and  concern  he  felt.    Yes,  she
could  actually feel  it,  just  as  she  could  his
lack  of  fear  during  the  earthquake,  just as
she  sometimes  knew  what  he  would  say
before  he  said  it.    Like  now.

ÒYou  stupid   bitch!   You  could  have
died  out  there!    Why  didnÕt  you call  for
me?Ó

She  looked  dumbly  at  him,  then
kicked  him  with  her  good  leg, throwing
him  backward,  jolting  her  bad  ankle  as  he
did  so.
ÒShit!Ó  she  screamed  through  clenched
teeth,  clutching  her  throbbing ankle.    Then
suddenly,  she  realized  she  was  naked.
ÒWhere  are  my clothes?Ó

He  gestured  from  his  half-sprawled  posi -
tion  on  the  floor  to  the

other  side  of  the  tent  where  they  hung
dripping.   He  was  laughing! She

threw  his  tunic  at  him  for  it,  and  he
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caught  it  in  midair.
ÒWant  to  throw  the  sheet,  too?Ó  he

smirked.
She  started  to,  then  thought  better  of

it,  pul ling  it  higher.
ÒSo,  donÕt  thank  me  for  saving  your

life  and  possibly  losing  us  another  day  or
more  to  nursemaid  you.Ó
ÒI  donÕt  need  nurse maiding.    Bandage  this
up  and  fix  me  a  crutch, and  we  can  get
going.Ó

ÒMorningÕs  nearly  gone.   We  canÕt  go
anywhere,  anyway.StormÕs
still   raging.Ó

ÒHa,  ha.    WasnÕt  my  fault,  after all.!Ó
He  pulled  his  tunic  back  on  and  curled  up
alongside  her.   ÒBetter keep  that  leg  el-
evated.Ó

By  next  morning  the  ankle  was  hot
and  even  more  swollen  wi th  red streaks
reaching  up  her  calf  muscle.    Burning  wi th
fever,  Elyse  was  in and  out  of  conscious-
ness  most  of  the  night  before  and  now
was  totally unrousable.   Heinrich  was  des-
perate.    He  fumbled  in  his  travel  pouch
and pul led  out  a  small   radio,  extending  the
antenna  its  full   length  and plugging  in,  the
small. earphone.    He  punched  in  a
seven-number  code,  then waited  for  the
acknowledging  beep.  Finally,  it  came,  and
he  talked. ÒEmergency  situation  ....
ÒYes,  the  trainee.   Possibly  broken  leg,
going  bad  .... ÒNo,  I  canÕt elaborate!  .  .  .
ÒYes,  I  know  ....
ÒDamn it,  I  need  her  lifted  out  of  here,
now  .... ÒNo,  I  canÕt  wait.  Now!  .  .  . Ò10
Hell  w i th  regulations.    NOW!

ÒAnd  youÕll   have  me  to  deal  w ith  i f
you  donÕt.  I  mean    NOW.Ó  The conversa-
tion  was  finally  ended.   They  promised
airli ft  in  one,  two  hours at  the  outside.
Even  though  they  didnÕt  l ike  taking  an
outsider  to  their top  secret  medical  faci li ty,
there  was  little  choice.   Either  that  or  lose
a  very  valuable  member  of  their  future
gene  pool.

ÒJonathan,  weÕve  found  her!Ó The
ex-Sandman  raced  to  a  secure  line
to  receive  BallardÕs  transmission.

ÒWhere?Ó
ÒThinker  Med  Facil ity  near  old  St  Louis

dome.  Our  double  agent
there  saw  her  brought  in  this  morning.Ó
ÒStatus?Ó
ÒBroken  ankle,  some  frostbite.Ó
ÒBy  herself?   No,  of  course  not.!    Who?Ó
ÒOperative/ Thinker-agent  name  of  Heinrich  7.
They  were  on  their  way to  Heidelberg  Dome.Ó

ÒA  Thinker-agent.   What  have  we  got
on  him,  Blair?Ó  he  said  to  the man  at  the
next  console,  whoÕd  already  punched  in
the  name.

ÒAliases:    Bjorn  6,  Bertold  3,  M ulich
4,  Sigfried  2,  Carthage  4, Reinhold  5,  Sand-
ers  2,  Hauptman  2,  Raunaulf  3   done  time
at Amsterdam,  Berlin,  Stockholm,  Moscow
domes  in  Europe,  Montreal,  Nome, BueDas
Aires,  Portland,  Shreveport,  Dalworth  and
Stockton  domes  in Western  Hemisphere.
Thinker-agent  for  25  years,  real  age  esti-
mated  42 but  possibly  younger.    Nothing
known  of  actual  background.    Father,
mother  unknown.   Dome  of  Origin,  Un-
known.   First  used  name  appears  as Andera
2  in  Amsterdam  in  2264,  Green  Two.Ó

ÒYou  said  Shreveport? What  year?Ó
Ò2295.Ó
ÒVisual?Ó
ÒLast  known  appearance.Ó
ÒYes,Ó  Jonathan  said,  slowly. ÒI

know  him !  When  does  Elyse  get
released  for  travel,  Ballard?Ó

ÒThree  days  to  a  week.Ó
ÒI  think  its  time  for  Darnell  7  to

come  out  of  retirement.Ó

The  Great  Plains  M edical  Faci li ty  was
probably  the  finest  in  what was  left  of  the
North  American  continent.   Because  it  was
run  directly by  the  authority  of  the
Thinker,  the  surgeons  and  other  medical

personnel  were  made  up  of  over-30Õs
med-techs,  special ly  trained  and

screened  for  above  average  abilities.
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Their  operating  and  treatment rooms
boasted  the  most  sophisticated  and  most
advanced  machines  to  be found  anywhere.

ElyseÕs  ankle  was  mere  childÕs  play
for  their  lasers  and  anodyne rays,  incised,
auctioned,  bones  aligned,  knitted  add  inci -
sion  closed  al l in  only  a  matter  of  minutes.
But  the  infection  was  more life-threatening
than  the  state  of  the  ankle  itself,  and  it
was  for  this reason  she  was  confined  at  the
facil ity  while  her  body  was  bombarded
with  antibiotics  and  anti-inflammatories.
She  lay  in  the  autobed  unconscious  for  two
more  days  before  she finally  awoke  with  a
semblance  of  normalcy.    Heinrich  had  gone
no farther  than  the  corridor  outside  her
room  since  their  arrival,  and  even now  he
was  beside  her  bed,  her  hand  in  his  as  he
watched  her  finally open  her  amber  eyes.

ÒHey,  there,  sleepyhead.Ó
She  looked  lazily  in  his  di rection  and

mumbled,  ÒGo  to  Hell,Ó  then closed  her
eyes  again.   Her  hand  pul led  away  as  she
turned  to  her  side and  curled  up  more
compactly.

ÒEnjoy  it  while  you  can.   We  leave  in
two  more  days.Ó She  groaned,   covering  her
head  with  a  pi llow.

ÒYouÕll   have  to  leave  now,  Sandman,Ó
a  female!  tech  said,  entering with  her  hand
holding  a  scanner.    With  the  other  hand
she  held  open  the door.   And  as  soon  as
he  bad  left  and  she  was  sure  he  was  out
of
earshot,  she  went  quickly  to  the  bed  and
shook  the  patient. ÒElyse,  wake

ÒDonÕt    wanna.Ó ÒElyse,  look  at  me.Ó
She  li fted  the  corner  of  the  pil low

enough  to  expose  one  eye,  then sat  bolt
upright.   ÒConnie?

The  tech  put  a  finger  to  her  lips.
ÒSsh,  walls  have  ears.Ó She
sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  they
hugged  quickly.

ÒSo  this  is  where  youÕve  been,Ó
Elyse  whispered.

ÒAnd  I  see  you  finally  won
over  your  parents!Ó

Elyse  nodded,  then  gestured  with  her
bead  toward  the  door,  a
quizzical  look  on  her  face.

ÒHim?Ó Connie answered.   ÒYou donÕt
know?Ó Elyse shook her head.

ÒVery special , very important. Top
clearance. Gets whatever he Wants.Ó

ÒWhat else do you know about him?Ó
ÒThatÕs about it.   He shows up once,

twice a year. Stays a week and then beÕs gone.
Spends most of his time in the underground
rooms. ThatÕs where they keep a11 the top
secret projects.   IÕve been here two years, and I
donÕt know anyone whoÕs had clearance to go
there, except him.Ó

Connie quickly passed the scanner over
ElyseÕs body.   ÒYour tempÕs stable.   ThatÕs
good.   Ankle looks good, too. Take some
time for the discoloration to fade.Ó

ÒConnie ...Ó
ÒGotta go HeÕll be back any minute.Ó

And she was gone before she could blink.

Darnell  7,  w i th  his  icy  blue  eyes  and
swarthy  red  skin,  was  a
formidable-appearing  ally.   Shoulder  length,
straight  jet  hair  swung  as his  muscular
body  guided  a  massive  arm  to  push  a
sniveling  trainee  out of  his  way.   He  could
also  be  a  formidable  enemy.   Today,  he
was  the later.   Gun  slung  low  on   the  hip
of  his  sleek,  shiny  blackÕ  skinsu it,  one
couldnÕt  help  but  notice  this  was  a  most
unusual   Sandman,  one  Heidelberg Dome
DS  had  never  seen  the  like  of  before.   H is
German  was  flawless, although  he  only
spoke  when  necessary.

ÒWo  ist  Heinrich?Ó  he  demanded,
hands  braced  on  the  PrimaryÕs  desk.

ÒEr  ist  nicht  hier.    Amerika.Ó   The
Primary  was  not  easily intimidated  by
large,  muscle-types,  even  though  he  was
much  smaller  in both  size  and  mass.

ÒWann  erwarten  Sie  ihm?Ó
ÒZwei  tagen,  Herr  SandmanÓ
ÒWann  er  zuruckeren,  sagen  Sie  ihm
dass  Herr  Darnell  Sieben  ist hier        -
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-aus  Shreveport     - - Amerika,Ó  he  ended
with  a  sneer.

ÒSo,Ó  the  Primary  responded,  calm]y,  in
English,  Òyou  two  know  each other?Ó

Darnell  answered,  smirking,  ÒYou
could  say  that.Ó

ÒSehr  gut.  Then  you  must  be  our
guest  in  the  meantime.    Please  to form
your  behavior  as  you  would  expect  of  us
as  a  guest  in  your  country. Wenn  Heinrich
kommen,  erzablich  es  ihm.Ó

The  medfac  Ôvane  had  taken  them
directly  to  a  small  ai rport  outside Provi-
dence,  Rhode  Island.   Heinrich  had  decided
to  waste  no  further  time in  getting  back  to
Heidelberg.   H is  own  paravane,  a  much
larger  one  than that  used  by  the  Medfac,
stood  already  fueled  and  waiting,  as  they
transferred  their  equipment  and  belongings
from  one  Ôvane  to  the  other.

Elyse  noticed,  as  she  climbed  in,  the,
larger  cargo  area  at  the  rear and  two  fold down
type  benches,  which  were  big  enough  to
double  as  sleep platforms.   Heinrich  was
already  at  the  controls,  warming  up  the  engine
and  checking  all   the  vitals  prior  to  take  off.

She  got  into  the  seat  next  to  him,
snapping  the  harness  over herself  and
adjusting  i t.

ÒThought  you  said   youÕd  never  been
in  a  Ôvane  before?Ó

ÒI  watched  them  on  the  one  over
here  to  see  what  they  did,  so  you wouldnÕt
have  to  waste  your  time  teaching  me.Ó

ÒHm,Ó was 811 he said in reply.   He
pulled back on the control stick, and the air-
craft reached into the air;  another control was
pushed away, and i t began to move forward,
slowly at first, then more and more rapidly,
until  the rippling waves of the Atlantic were
beneath them in all d irections.    When they
had reached cruising alti tude, Heinrich
switched to ÒonÓ a toggle marked,  ÒAutoÓ,
unsnapped his harness and started toward
the back, gesturing for Elyse to follow.
He pulled down a bench and sat on it,

indicating her to do likewise.
ÒWe need to talk. No more bullshit,

no more lies. Just the truth.Ó
ÒWhat do you mean?Ó
ÒI mean,  I took a big chance breaking

security to take you to that medfac.   I showed my
trust in you,  trust I think you should return,
now. We canÕt go on lying to each other, Elyse.
ItÕs truth time.Ó

ÒTruth  time?Ó
ÒYes,  I ask you a question, you answer

truthfully,  then you ask me a question, and I
answer truthfully.   ItÕs really quite simple.Ó

ÒAny question?  What if IÕm not ready to
tell you the truth?Ó

ÒThen we start w ith little truths and
build  up to the big ones any question you
want.Ó

ÒWho goes first?Ó
ÒOkay,  little truth  what is your real

name?Ó
ÒElyse.Ó
He nodded.   ÒYour turn.Ó
ÒWhatÕs your real name?Ó
He grinned.   ÒThe original one?   Olsen.

Now, my turn. Where are you from?Ó
ÒThatÕs a big truth.   Ask another ques-

tion.Ó
ÒAll  r ight,  let me put it this way.   I did

some research at the Thinker terminal in
Medfac.   Thinker keeps lots of records, real
ones, not the ones fancied up for the cities,  full
of lies and deceit, but records of what actually
happened.    For instance,  I know your grand-
mother, Vera 3, was integrated into the City
population by a Sandman named Francis 7,
and that she was designated as Indefinite in
2274.   There was no previous record of her
anywhere.   I ]<now your mother, Vera 4, was
her clone, and that she was integrated as
Indefini te by Francis 8,  along with another
Vera 3 offspring named Ballard 2, also a mem-
ber of DS.   I know, as well, there was no
mazecar usage the day you arrived in

Dalworth between Dalworth and New City
- - on any route. And, strangely enough,

there are no records of any Elyse 3 any-




