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1. 
 

Monday, September 14 

The Shadow Strikes  

 

Ɂ'Ìɯ ÞÌÕÛɯ ÕÜÛÚȮɂɯ #ÌÕÝÌÙɯ /ÖÓÐÊÌɯ #ÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɯ )ÈÊÒ Tate commented 

quietly to his partner, Kimi Arimuro, as he surveyed the master bedroom 

of the Robins house.  The fine sheets on the oak bed were rumpled.  Bottles 

ÖÍɯ×ÌÙÍÜÔÌɯÈÕËɯÛÙÐÕÒÌÛÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÛÙÌÞÕɯÐÕɯËÐÚÈÙÙÈàɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÈËàɀÚɯËÙÌÚÚÌÙȭɯɯ ɯ

crystal lamp was toppled on the floor in the corner.  Curled on the floor 

between the bed and a window was the main attraction: the body of 

1ÜÕËÌÓɯɁ#ÌÓɂɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚȭɯɯ3Öɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯÈ××ÌÈÙÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯËÐÚÛÐÕÎÜÐÚÏÌËɯÔÈÕɯ

of perhaps fifty with dark skin and silvering temples.  The left side of his 

face bore two bruises and a deep laceration.  An anguished wince was 

frozen on his face.  His teeth were clenched and his hands had barely 

released his head from their grip. 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÔÐÓàɀÚɯËÌÚÊÙÐ×ÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚȭɯɯ'ÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÕÜÛÚȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯ

repeated as he reviewed the text and audio briefs on his handheld digital 

D-ÝÐÊÌȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÈÊÊÌÚÚɯÈɯÔàÙÐÈËɯÖÍɯËÈÛÈɯÚÛÖÙÌËɯÖÕɯ##(ɀÚɯ

central, global network. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÍÜÕɯÊÖÕËÜÊÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞÚȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐ responded.  

8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɯ×ÙÌÛÌÕËɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÈɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛÌÙȭɂ 

 Jack scoffed.  Being a detective allowed him to exercise his problem 

solving skills and become involved in the situation in a way that he had not 

been able to do in his earlier years as a journalist.  He left the technical 

aspects of criÔÌɯÚÊÌÕÌɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙȯɯɁ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯËÖɯàÖÜÙɯ

ÔÜÓÛÐÚÊÈÕɯÕÖÞȭɂ 

Kimi retrieved a flat multiscanning wand from its carrying case.  

Methodically, she skimmed the wand a few centimeters above the various 

surfaces and furniture in the room.  The electronic wand collected 
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extensive data about the materials and substances that passed beneath it, 

effectively creating a forensic snapshot of the scene, forever preserving it 

for the investigation.  As she scanned the crime scene, a voice from the 

wand would occasionally tell her to back up or re-scan an area or slow 

down. 

Glancing again around the room, Jack asked, Ɂ#ÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÚɯroom sort 

of remind you of that movie where Kesha Arnold and Chris Uruba were 

ÓÖÊÒÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȳɯɯ(ɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÕame of it, but it came out 

ÈÙÖÜÕËɯƖƔƘƖȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯYour Point IsȮɯÈÕËɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯɀƘƕȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯ

her eyes off her work.  ɁExcept this room has more tan in it, and ÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯ

alligatorȭɂ 

Jack preferred not to wait the half hour that it would take for Kimi to 

finish her scan, so hÌɯÞÈÕËÌÙÌËɯËÖÞÕÚÛÈÐÙÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÙÖÖÔȭɯɯ#ÌÓɀÚɯÞÐÍÌȮɯ

Fey, sat on the couch, sobbing a little, cuddling and comforting their two 

small children.  She was a Hispanic lady who appeared to be ten years 

younger than her husband, sporting a professional suit and authentic gem 

jewelry.  Her brother, Anthony Garza, held a compress to a bleeding 

wound on the corner of his mouth as he sat at the guest bar.  Garza was of 

immediate interest to Jack. 

Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÙÌÈËàɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜÙɯÍÖÙÔÈÓɯÚÛÈÛÌÔÌÕÛȮɯ,Ùȭɯ&ÈÙáÈȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯ

asked as he grabbed a barstool.  After Garza nodded, Jack prepared his D-

vice to record the video and audio of the statement. 

Ɂ(ɯÚÞÌÈÙɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÒÐÓÓɯÏÐÔȮɂɯ&ÈÙáÈɯÉÌÎÈÕȮɯØÜÐÝÌÙÐÕÎɯ

slÐÎÏÛÓàȭɯɯɁ(ɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÓÐÒÌËɯ#ÌÓȭɯɯ(ɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÜÙÛɯÏÐÔɯÜÕÓÌÚÚɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÛÖȭɯɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯ

ÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÍÓÐ××ÌËɯÖÜÛȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÈÉÖÜÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭ 

&ÈÙáÈɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯËÌÌ×ɯÉÙÌÈÛÏȭɯɯɁ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯƕƛȯƗƔȭɯ#ÌÓȮɯ%ÌàȮɯÛÏÌɯÒÐËÚɯÈÕËɯ

I were having a happy, normal supper in the dining room.  Donavan, their 

oldest, was griping that he had a headache, and Del got really mad at him.  

3ÏÌÕȮɯÏÌɯÎÖÛɯÔÈËɯÈÛɯ%ÌàɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÈÎÏÌÛÛÐɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÔÈËÌɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯ

was how she always makes it.  It was like he was getting mad at everything 

ÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙàÉÖËàȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯÛÏÌÕȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 
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Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÎÖÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÞÌÐÙËȭɯɯ'Ìɯwas looking out the windows, 

ÈÕËɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÓÐÒÌȮɯɁ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÏÌÙÌȵɯɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÎÌÛɯÔÌȵɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÖɯÞÈÚɯÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

&ÈÙáÈɯÚÏÙÜÎÎÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯknow.  We all got up and looked outside.  I 

even went out and looked for footprints, but there was nobody there.  

Then, he ran upstairs to the bedroom and slammed the door.  Fey decided I 

should check on him, so I went up and there he was with his back against 

ÛÏÌɯÞÈÓÓȭɯɯ'ÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿ+ÌÈÝÌɯÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÌȵɯɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔȵɯɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯ

ÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÔÌȵɀɯɯ(ɯÈÚÒÌËɯÏÐÔɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÞÏÖɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÈÛÛÈÊÒÌËɯ

ÔÌȭɯɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯÏÐÔɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÙÈáàɯÈÕËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÖÍÍɯÔÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛȭɯɯ'ÌɯÏÐÛɯÔÌɯ

a few times and grabbed màɯÛÏÙÖÈÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÊÏÖÒÌɯÔÌȭɂ 

&ÈÙáÈɯ ×ÈÜÚÌËȭɯ ɯ 'ÐÚɯ ÌàÌÚɯ ÞÌÓÓÌËɯ Ü×ȭɯ ɯ Ɂ(ɯ ÏÈËɯ ÛÖɯ ËÌÍÌÕËɯ ÔàÚÌÓÍɯ

somehow.  It was like he had the strength of a gang.  I grabbed a light from 

the dresser and whacked him with it a few timesȱ(ɯÚÞÌÈÙɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÝÌÙàɯ

hard.  At ÍÐÙÚÛȮɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕàɯÌÍÍÌÊÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÐÔÌÚȮɯÏÌɯÓÌÛɯÎÖɯ

of me and fell into the corner.  Then he grabbed his head and started 

screaming.  I stood there for a few minutes until he quieted down because I 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÌÓÚÌɯÛÖɯËÖȭɯɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÚÈÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ

ÉÙÌÈÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÚÖɯ(ɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÍÖÙɯÔÌËÐÊÈÓȭɂ 

After getting more details, Jack decided that Anthony Garza had 

contributed his full story.  Once Kimi came back downstairs as FeyɀÚɯ

mother arrived to take the two kids to stay with her.  Jack proceeded to 

ØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯ,ÙÚȭɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯËÌÚÊÙÐÉÌËɯÏÌÙɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɀÚɯËÌÚÊÌÕÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÙÈÎÌɯÈÕËɯ

fear in similar terms as Anthony had. 

Ɂ'ÌɯÛÖÓËɯÜÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÓÌÛɯÛÏÌɯËÌÔÖÕÚɯÛÈÒÌɯÏÐÔȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯËÌÚÊÙÐÉÌËɯ

#ÌÓɀÚɯÍÐÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌȭ 

Ɂ#ÌÔÖÕÚȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÌÈÛÌËȭ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȮɂɯ%ÌàɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÏÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÖÙËȭɯɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯ

×ÙÖÑÌÊÛÐÕÎɯÔàɯÖÞÕɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎÚȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÔÌÈÕȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚÒÌË. 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÊÈÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ

ÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕȮɂɯ%ÌàɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɯÍÌÓÛɯÈÕɯÌÝÐÓɯÚÏÈËÖÞɯÓÖÖÔÐÕÎɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯ

ËÜÙÐÕÎɯÚÜ××ÌÙȭɯɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯ×ÖÞÌÙÍÜÓȮɯÔÖÚÛɯÌÝÐÓɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÊÌɯ(ɀÝÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÍÌÓÛȭɯɯ

(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÖɯÉÈËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÙÖÖÔɯÖÙɯoutside, but it, or they, or whatever, 
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seemed to be lurking in the ËÐÕÐÕÎɯÙÖÖÔȭɯɯ(ɀÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÖÕÎ Catholic of the 

ÍÈÔÐÓàȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÐÕÏÌÙÐÛÌËɯÔàɯÔÈÔÈɀÚɯÈÉÐÓÐÛàɯÛÖɯÚÌÕÚÌɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÜÈÓɯÞÖÙÓËȭɯɯ#ÌÓɯ

always thought I was out of my mind, and tonight, I was hoping that he 

could finally feel something that was real and take me seriouslyȮɯÚÖɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

ÚÈàɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯɯ3ÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÜ×ÚÛÈÐÙÚȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÏÈÕÊÌȱɂɯ%Ìà 

paused to compose herself.  Anthony knelt next to her and held her hand 

as she completed her formal statement. 

Eventually, the medical examiner arrived and removed the body.  

Jack parted company with the family by telling them that if they thought of 

anything else, they could call him directly.  After making concluding 

comments on their D-vices, Jack and Kimi headed out into the mild 

2Ì×ÛÌÔÉÌÙɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎȭɯɯ2ÓÐ××ÐÕÎɯ×ÈÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÌËÐÊÈÓɯÌßÈÔÐÕÌÙɀÚɯÝÌÏÐÊÓÌɯÛÖÞÈÙËɯ

ÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÞÕɯÛÙÈÕÚ×ÖÙÛȮɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯɁ(ÛɀÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÌÈÙÓàȭɯɯ'ÖÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯ

to our house for a while?  Remember my husband, Rick?  He makes 

amazing sukiyakÐȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÕÒÚȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ!ÜÛɯÔÈàÉÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÐÔÌȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɀÚɯ ÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯ ÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯ ÍÖÊÜÚÌËɯ ÖÕɯ Èɯ ÓÖÕÌȮɯ ËÐÙÛà-blonde haired 

woman lingering on the sidewalk.  She was in her middle twenties, 

wearing running apparel that accented her toned legs and tight, athletic 

curves.  She, along with a small crowd of onlookers, was peering intently at 

ÛÏÌɯÔÌËÐÊÈÓɯÌßÈÔÐÕÌÙɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÏÖÐÚÛÌËɯ#ÌÓɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÉÖËàɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÝÌÏÐÊÓÌȭ 

-ÖÛÐÊÐÕÎɯÏÌÙɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙɀÚɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌɯÚÌßȮɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ2ÏÌɀÚɯÈɯ

ÙÌÈÓɯÞÈÙÙÐÖÙɯÎÖËËÌÚÚȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌÛɯÚÏÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÊÖÖÒȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÎÐÙÓÍÙÐÌÕËÚȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÛÈÙÝÐÕÎȭɂ 

The two detectives climbed into their vehicle with Jack behind the 

ÊÖÕÛÙÖÓÚȭɯɯ ÚɯÏÌɯ×ÜÓÓÌËɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÊÜÙÉȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ

about what the wife said in ÛÏÌÙÌȳɯɯ ÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÝÐÓɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÊÌȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯ ÒÕÖÞɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÞÐÛÕÌÚÚÌÚɯ ÚÈàɯ ÈÓÓɯ ÒÐÕËÚɯ ÖÍɯ ÎÖÖÍàɯ ÛÏÐÕÎÚȮɂɯ *ÐÔÐɯ

answered. 

Ɂ(ɯÞÖÕËÌÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÊÈÜÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÛÖɯÚÕÈ×ȭɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ.ÏȮɯÞÌÓÓȭɯɯ

6ÌɀÓÓɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÍÐÕËɯÖÜÛȭɂ 
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2.  

 

Tuesday, September 15 

The Shadow in Question  

 

Jack sat at his desk the following afternoon.  The imposing figure 

loomed large on the display oÍɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÉÖÖÒ-sized D-ÝÐÊÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɀÚ huge 

ÏÖÙÕÚȮɯËÌÌ×ɯÙÌËɯÚÒÐÕɯÛÖÕÌȮɯÈÕËɯ×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯÛÈÐÓɯÓÌÍÛɯÕÖɯËÖÜÉÛɯÐÕɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÛÏÌɯ

identity of this figure. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÈÜÎÏÛɯÕÖÛɯÔÌËËÓÌɯÐÕɯÈÍÍÈÐÙÚɯàÖÜɯËÖɯÕÖÛɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȮɯ,Ùȭɯ3ÈÛÌȵɂɯ

ÛÏÌɯ#ÌÝÐÓɯÎÙÖÞÓÌËɯÐÕɯÈÕɯÌßÛÙÌÔÌÓàɯÓÖÞɯÙÌÎÐÚÛÌÙȭɯɯɁ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÊÓÈÐÔÌËɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ

victim, and unless you wish to be the next, I suggest you consecrate 

yourself by defiling a sexy young virginȵɂ 

ManaÎÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÓÐÎÏÛÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÎÙÐÕÚȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕàɯ×ÜÙ×ÖÚÌɯÛÖɯ

ÛÏÐÚȮɯ ÙÛȳɂ 

3ÏÌɯ#ÌÝÐÓɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÊÏÈÕÎÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÔÖÙÌɯÕÖÙÔÈÓɯÚÖÜÕËÐÕÎɯÈËÜÓÛɯÔÈÓÌȭɯɯ

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÚÖɯÌÈÚàȮɯ3ÈÛÌȭɯɯ'ÖÞɯÊÖÜÓËɯ(ɯÔÈÐÕÛÈÐÕɯÔàɯÚÛÈÛÜÚɯÈÚɯÜÕÖÍÍÐÊÐÈÓɯ

ËÌ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɯÏÜÔÖÙÐÚÛɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÖɯsomething to taunt you?  A demon hunt?  

"ÖÔÌɯÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈɯËÌÔÖÕɯÏÜÕÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯÛÖɯÍÌÓÓÖÞɯ

5ÐÖÓÌÕÛɯ"ÙÐÔÌÚɯ#ÐÝÐÚÐÖÕɯ#ÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɯ ÙÛɯ#ÌÓÈÕÊÐÌȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÓÈÚÛɯ

ÕÐÎÏÛɀÚɯ ÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕɯ ÔÌÙÌÓàɯ ÐÕÊÓÜËÌËɯ Èɯ ÙÌÊÖÔÔÌÕËÈÛÐÖÕɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ

departÔÌÕÛɯ ÍÖÓÓÖÞɯ Ü×ɯ ÖÕɯ %Ìàɯ 1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯ ÊÓÈÐÔɯ ÖÍɯ ÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯ Èɯ ÚÜ×ÌÙÕÈÛÜÙÈÓɯ

presence as it pertains to the case resolution.  I made no claims of its 

ÝÈÓÐËÐÛàȭɂ 

  3ÏÌɯ #ÌÝÐÓɀÚɯ ÍÖÙÔɯ ÔÖÙ×ÏÌËɯ ÐÕÛÖɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÍÖÙÔɯ ÖÍɯ Èɯ ÔÐËËÓÌ-aged, 

mustachioed man as Delancie revealed his true form.  Ɂ"ÈÕɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ

ÝÐÙÎÐÕȮɯÛÏÌÕȳɂ 
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Ɂ&ÖÖËÉàÌȮɯ ÙÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÞÈÝÌËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÞÐ×ÌËɯ#ÌÓÈÕÊÐÌɀÚɯÐÔÈÎÌɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÌɯ

ËÐÚ×ÓÈàȭɯɯ ÙÛɀÚɯÎÖÖË-humored call had come just as Jack had been about to 

ÔÈÒÌɯÈɯÔÖÙÌɯÐÔ×ÖÙÛÈÕÛɯÊÈÓÓȭɯɯɁ&ÌÛɯÔÌɯ#ÈÕàÓɯ"ÖÙÓÈÊȮɂɯÏÌɯÊÖÔÔÈÕËÌËɯÏÐÚɯ

D-vice.  Momentarily, the image of an elderly man appeared. 

Ɂ)ÈÊÒȮɯÏÖÞɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜȳɂɯ#ÈÕàÓȮɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈËɯÍÖÙÌÕÚÐÊɯÛÌÊÏÕÐÊÐÈÕȮɯÎÙÌÌÛÌËɯ

ÏÐÔȭɯɯɁ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÔàɯÔÌÚÚÈÎÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÜÓÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯ

ÈÜÛÖ×Úàȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËȮɯÉÜÛɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÖÜÕËɯÛÖÖɯÌÕÛÏÜÚÐÈÚÛÐÊȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÜÓÛÚɯÈÙÌɯÓÜÒÌÞÈÙÔȮɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈÚÛȭɂɯɯ#ÈÕàÓɯÈÓÓÖÞed 

several graphics depicting ÛÏÌɯÌßÈÔÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÈ××ÌÈÙɯÖÕɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯËÐÚ×ÓÈàȭɯɯ

Ɂ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÖÖËɯÚÐËÌȮɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯËÌÛÌÙÔÐÕÌɯÝÌÙàɯÊÖÕÊÓÜÚÐÝÌÓàɯÛÏÈÛɯ

Rundel Robins did not die of blows to the head.  Our digital analysis, with 

a thorough simulation, demonstrated that none of the injuries to his head 

were life-threatening.  They were all superficial.  I had worse injuries when 

×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÊÖÓÓÌÎÌɯÏÖÊÒÌàȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÐÚɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙ-in-ÓÈÞɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯËÌÓÐÎÏÛÌËɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÛÏÈÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭ  Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯ

ËÖÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÜÚɯÞÐÛÏȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÓÌÈÝÌÚɯÜÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÈËɯÚÐËÌȭɯ My assistant and I are still unclear 

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÈɯÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯËÌÈÛÏȭɂɯɯ'ÌɯÚÜÔÔÖÕÌËɯÈɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯÚÐÔÜÓÈÛÌËɯÊÙÖÚÚɯÚÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯ

1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÉÙÈÐÕȮɯËÖÛÛÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯàÌÓÓÖÞɯÊÖÓÖÙÌËɯÈÙÌÈÚȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌÚÌɯÈÙÌÈÚɯÈÙÌɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ

wÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯËÌÍÐÊÐÌÕÊÐÌÚɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÈÐÕɀÚɯÈÉÐÓÐÛàɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÊÌÚÚɯÖßàÎÌÕȭɯɯ3ÏÈÛɯÔÐÎÏÛɯ

be consistent with cellular breakdown associated with certain neurotoxins, 

but we found no neurotoxins in his system.  Maybe he was demon 

×ÖÚÚÌÚÚÌËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓȭɂ 

 Ɂ%ÖÙɯÊÙÈ×ɀÚɯÚÈÒÌȱɂɯ)ack blurted out.  He was going to get no breaks 

from the readers of his witness report. 

Danyl said, Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÐÕɯËÌÔÖÕÚȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯËÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯ

died, the subject was in severe emotional trauma.  We found evidence of 

heightened blood pressure, burst capillaries, an enormous excess of 

adrenalin, and a swollen amygdala region.  Plus, he was sweating like 

crazy.  If your witnesses are correct, the medical evidence suggests that this 

guy was insane with terror at the time of his death.  His signs are 

ÊÖÔ×ÈÙÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÛÖÙÛÜÙÌɯÝÐÊÛÐÔÚɯ(ɀÝÌɯÙÌÈËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÕɯ×ÚàÊÏÖÓÖÎÐÊÈÓɯÑÖÜÙÕÈÓÚɯ

ÞÏÖɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÉÜÙÕÌËɯÈÓÐÝÌȭɂ 
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Ɂ6ÖÞȭɯɯ/ÖÖÙɯÎÜàȭɯɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÌÈÙɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯ×ÖÞÌÙÍÜÓɯ

motivator.  He assaulted his brother-in-ÓÈÞɯÖÝÌÙȱÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÍÙÈid 

of.  And his wife said she felt something, too, like an evil shadow.  Two 

×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÎÖɯÕÜÛÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÛÐÔÌȭɂ 

#ÈÕàÓɯÚÏÙÜÎÎÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɀÔɯÊÈÛÌÎÖÙÐáÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÚɯÈɯȿÏÌÈÓÛÏɯÛÙÈÜÔÈɀɯÜÕÛÐÓɯ

further notice.  Regulations require that I get the Department of Health and 

Safety in on this.  As soon as we can officially clear Anthony Garza of any 

ÊÏÈÙÎÌÚȮɯ#/#ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÌÕËɯÐÛÚɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌÔÌÕÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚȭɂ 

None too soon, Jack thought to himself.  This is beginning to freak out 

even me. 
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3. 

 

Monday, September 21 

The Shadow Returns 

 

Jack was enjoying the quiet ride on the motor carriage that was 

transporting him toward home after a rather mundane shift.  He popped a 

small, light blue tablet into his mouth.  This gremlin, a legalized designer 

drug, would give him a short mental boost.  Before it had time to dissolve 

completely, the artificial personality of a young man dressed in an old-

fashioned police uniform came up on his D-vice. 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯ3ÌËȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÐÛàɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ

real person screening his calls, even though it was nothing more than an 

interactive user interface that mimicked human communication.  As Ted 

was his designated personality from work, he was not used to hearing 

from him after hours. 

3ÌËɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯ%Ìàɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÚÈàÚɯÐÛɀÚɯÌßÛÙÌÔÌÓàɯÜÙÎÌÕÛȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÈ××ÙÖÝÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÓÓɯÍÙÖÔɯ%ÌàɯÈÚɯ3ÌËɯËÐÚÈ××ÌÈÙÌËȭɯɯ#ÌÓɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯ

widow was crouched in what appeared to be a corner of her house.  She 

was having considerable difficulty steadying her image on her portable D-

vice. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÙÖÕÎȮɯ,ÙÚȭɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÊÈÓÓɯàÖÜȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÉÌÎÈÕȮɯÚ×ÌÈÒÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÚÏÖÙÛȮɯÔÜÛÌËɯ

ÉÙÌÈÛÏÚȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌËɯÔÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÉÈÊÒȵɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÖɀÚɯÉÈÊÒȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÌÝÐÓɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÚȵɯ3ÏÌɯ#Ì×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɯÖÍɯ'ÌÈÓÛÏɯÈÕËɯ2ÈÍÌÛàɯÊÓÌÈÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯ

kids and me to go back home yesterday night.  About ten minutes ago, the 

ÌÝÐÓɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÚɯÊÈÔÌɯÉÈÊÒȵɯɯ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯÏÌÓ×ɯÔÌȵɯɂ 
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)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯɁ'ÈÝÌɯÛÏÌàɯtried to physically harm you?  Do you need 

ÔÌɯÛÖɯÊÈÓÓɯÈÕɯÈÔÉÜÓÈÕÊÌȳɂɯɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÛÙÖÜÉÓÌɯÈËÈ×ÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÛÞÖɯÚÛÈÕËÈÙËɯ

questions from his police training to a potential supernatural enemy. 

  Ɂ-ÖȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÏÌÈÙɯÛÏÌÔɯÔÖÝÐÕÎȭɯɯ'ÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÞÈÓÓÚȭɯɯ/ÈÚÚÐÕÎɯ

ÉÌÚÐËÌɯÔÌȭɂɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯÏÌÈÙËɯÏÌÙɯÙÌÊÐÛÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÖÜÕËÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯ+ÈÛÐÕɯÈÚɯ

she shrieked a few times. 

Ɂ&ÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞɯÈÕËɯÚÛÈàɯÖÕɯÈɯÚpot on the sidewalk in 

×ÓÈÐÕɯÚÐÎÏÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÐÕÚÛÙÜÊÛÌËɯÏÌÙȭɯɯɁ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÌÕËɯÔàɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙɯÖÝÌÙɯÙÐÎÏÛɯ

ÈÞÈàȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯ(ɯÊÈÕȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÔÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÛÖÙɯ

ÊÈÙÙÐÈÎÌȭɂ 

6ÏÐÓÌɯ%ÌàɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÐÚ×ÓÈàȮɯÏÌɯÚÜÔÔÖÕÌËɯ*ÐÔÐȭɯɯɁ(ɯÕÌÌËɯàÖÜɯ

to get a ÚÊÈÕÕÌÙɯÛÖɯ%Ìàɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌɯ×ÙÐÖÙÐÛàɯÖÕÌȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÈÐÛɯ Èɯ ÔÐÕÜÛÌȮɂɯ *ÐÔÐɯ ÚÈÐËȭɯ ɯ Ɂ(Ûɯ ÚÈàÚɯ ÏÌÙÌɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ 1ÖÉÐÕÚɯ

investigation was turned over to the Department of Health and Safety three 

ËÈàÚɯÈÎÖȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɀÚɯÖÕÚÊÙÌÌÕɯÕÖÞɯÈÕËɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÈÛ the 

demons are back.  We need to get someone down there with a multiscanner 

right awayȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖɯÎÈÔÌÚȮɯ)ÈÊÒÐÌȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÊÖÓËÌËȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÖÖɯÍÈÙȭɯɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯ

ÕÖÛɯÎÏÖÚÛɯÏÜÕÛÌÙÚȭɂ 

Jack looked on as Fey stumbled through her house on a roundabout 

course to ÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛɯËÖÖÙȭɯɯɁ(ɯÒÌÌ×ɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÎÏÖÚÛɯÖÙɯÈɯ

demon or whatever.  The point is, the last time she felt that was a precursor 

ÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɀÚɯËàÐÕÎȭɂɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÖÔÌɯÌÔÉÈÙÙÈÚÚÔÌÕÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÐÚɯ

commotion was attracting the attention of the other passengers on the 

carriageȭɯɯɁ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÖɯÐËÌÈɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÙÐÚÒɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ

ËÌÈÛÏȭɯɯ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯËÙÖ×ɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯËÖÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÎÌÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÕÖÞȭɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯÑÖÐÕɯàÖÜɯ

ÈÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÈɯÙÐËÌɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

Kimi rolled her eyes.  Ɂ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÖÛɯÏÖÔÌȭɂɯɯ ɯ×ÈÜÚÌȭɯɯɁ.ÏȮɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȮɯ(ɀÓÓɯ

ÎÖȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÖÞÌɯÔÌɯÈɯÉÐÎɯ×ÖÛɯÖÍɯÍÖÕËÜÌȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȭɂ 

  Kimi terminated the conversation, but Jack continued to monitor 

Fey, who was teetering restlessly but silently in the cool evening breeze 

outside her house.  When Jack was able to transfer onto a motor carriage 

ÏÌÈËÌËɯÍÖÙɯ%ÌàɀÚɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÏÖÖËȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯËÐËɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÚÌÈÙÊÏȭɯɯ'ÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯ
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'ÌÈÓÛÏɯÈÕËɯ2ÈÍÌÛàɯÏÈËɯÐÕÚ×ÌÊÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɀÚɯÊÖÕÛÌÕÛÚȮɯÈÐÙȮɯÚÜÙÍÈÊÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯ

food, but found nothing out of the ordinary.  Kimi had transferred the raw 

data from her room and body scans to them as well; their sole comment on 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÈÚȮɯɁ1ÌÊÌÐÝÌËȭɯɯ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÜÚÌÍÜÓȭɂɯɯ%ÌàɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯÉÈÊÒɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯ

day, though they recommended that her children stay with their 

grandmother until the inspection had come to a full close. 

It took nearly forty-five minutes before public transit dropped him 

off ÍÖÜÙɯÉÓÖÊÒÚɯÍÙÖÔɯ%ÌàɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯɯ6ÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÑÖÎÎÌËɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȮɯÏÌɯ

saw that Fey was leaning against a tree, watching the windows to the 

house like a hawk.  After spending a few minutes discussing with her if she 

ÏÈËɯÈÕàɯÐÕÑÜÙÐÌÚɯÖÙɯÏÈËɯÕÖÛÐÊÌËɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÓÚÌɯÜÕÜÚÜÈÓȮɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯ

ÛÖɯÑÖÐÕɯ#ÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɯ ÙÐÔÜÙÖȮɂ 

Out of the corner of his eye, Jack saw a sporty, forest green two-seater 

rolling past the house on the street.  It vaguely reminded him of the classic 

turbo import that his high school arch-nemesis had owned until he sold it 

to pay off a drug debt.  

Jack entered the house to find Kimi on her hands and knees between 

the dining room and kitchen, barely keeping herself from keeling over.  

Her scanning wand was on the floor a meter away from her. 

6ÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÜ×ȮɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÐÕɯÈɯÏÈáÌȮɯɁ)ÈÊÒÐÌȳɯɯ3ÈÒÌɯÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯ

ÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

Jack plucked her up and assisted her in exiting the building.  Once 

they were on the fÙÖÕÛɯÞÈÓÒÞÈàȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯɁ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȳɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯ

ÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȳɂ 

 ÍÛÌÙɯ ÛÈÒÐÕÎɯ Èɯ ÍÌÞɯ ÉÙÌÈÛÏÚȮɯ *ÐÔÐɯ ÈÚÒÌËȮɯ Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯ ËÐËɯ (ɯ ÔÈÒÌɯ àÖÜɯ

×ÙÖÔÐÚÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÙÝÌɯÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ%ÖÕËÜÌȳɂ 

Still unable to stand, Kimi ÚÈÐËȮɯɁ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÖÒȭɯɯ(ɯËÐËɯÈɯÚÊÈÕɯÖÍɯ

the whole house.  Everything was going great.  Then, I went back to do a 

deeper scan of the dining room, because that was where Fey said the most 

commotion was coming from.  Halfway through my second scan there, I 

felt dizzy and on edge, especially when I was standing right behind the 

chair where Del was sitting ÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÚÕÈ××ÌËȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÕɯÌËÎÌȳɂ 
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Ɂ(ɯÒÌ×ÛɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȭɯɯɁ"ÖÓËɯÏÈÕËÚɯÛÖÜÊÏÐÕÎɯÔàɯ

feet.  Circles and triangles were floating around.  I thÐÕÒɯ(ɯÚÊÙÌÈÔÌËɯÖÕÊÌȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖÜÕËÚɯÓÐÒÌɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÏÈÓÓÜÊÐÕÈÛÐÕÎɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÉÈËȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÊÖÔÔÌÕÛÌËȭ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÖɯËÐÌȮɯ(ɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯËÐËȮɯÖÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯËÌÈËȭɯɯ

Everything became distorted and I started losing control of my body.  In 

Cancun, years ago, I essentially drowned, and it felt like that again.  I was 

×ÐÕÕÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÍÓÈÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÖÙɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÖÝÌȭɯɯ6ÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÊÈÔÌɯÐÕȮɯ(ɯ

ÏÖ×ÌËɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÈɯÏÈÓÓÜÊÐÕÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÌÈÙɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯàÖÜȮɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯÏÈÕËÚɯÈÕËɯÒÕÌÌÚɯÐÕÚÛÌÈËɯÖÍɯ

fÓÈÛɯ ËÖÞÕȭɯ ɯ 8ÖÜɀÙÌɯ ËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯ ËÐÚÖÙÐÌÕÛÌËȭɯ ɯ (ɀÔɯ ÎÖÐÕÎɯ ÛÖɯ ÎÌÛɯ àÖÜɯ ÈÕɯ

ÈÔÉÜÓÈÕÊÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯØÜÐÊÒÓàɯÚÜÔÔÖÕÌËɯÖÕÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÓÈÞɯÌÕÍÖÙÊÌÔÌÕÛɯ

ÌÔÌÙÎÌÕÊàɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯÈÚÚÐÚÛÈÕÊÌȭɯɯɁ6ÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÐÛɯÐÚȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÜÕ×ÙÌËÐÊÛÈÉÓÌȭɂ 

Once Jack determined that Kimi had no discernable injuries, the 

detectives ÑÖÐÕÌËɯ%ÌàȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌàɯÈÎÙÌÌËɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÚÏÈÙÌɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌÚɯ

with her.  Soon, a medical unit arrived and applied cursory tests to Kimi, 

Fey, and, to his protest, Jack.  The two women were formally referred to the 

hospital for additional tests. 

Kimi decided to ride to the hospital with Fey while Jack agreed to 

ÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÝÌÏÐÊÓÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÎÈÙÈÎÌȭɯɯ$ÈÎÌÙɯÛÖɯ×ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎɀÚɯ

events behind him and take a shower, Jack pulled the vehicle away from 

ÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯɯ ÚɯÏe was turning around, the green two-seater passed 

by him going the other direction.  Almost by force of habit, Jack glanced at 

the driver, whom he was then able to identify with complete certainty. 

"ÈÓÓÐÕÎɯ*ÐÔÐɯÖÕɯÈÕɯÈÜËÐÖɯÊÏÈÕÕÌÓȮɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ&ÜÌÚÚɯÞÏÖɀÚɯÉÈÊÒȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÎÜÌÚÚȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯɯɁ,àɯÔÐÕËɀÚɯÚÏÖÛȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÙÙÐÖÙɯÎÖËËÌÚÚȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÓÈÚÛɯÛÐÔÌȳɂ 

Ɂ8Ì×ȭɯɯ3ÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÐÕɯÈɯÛÌÌɯÚÏÐÙÛɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÌÌÓɯÖÍɯÈɯÎÙÌÌÕɯ

 ÓÉÈÛÙÖȭɂɯ ɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÛÜÙÕÌËɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÊÖÙÕÌÙɯ ÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÕÌßÛɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÚÌÊÛÐÖÕɯ ÛÖɯ ÓÖÖÒɯ

inconspicuous. 

Ɂ6ÏàɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÈÚÒɯÏÌÙɯÖÜÛȳɯɯ'ÌÌɯÏÌÌȵɂ 

Ɂ,ÈÐÕÓàɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÌÕÎÈÎÌËɯÐÕɯÚÜÚ×ÐÊÐÖÜÚɯÈÊÛÐÝÐÛàȭɯɯ(ɯÖÉÚÌÙÝÌËɯÏÌÙɯ

ËÙÐÝÐÕÎɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÈÎÖȮɯÈÕËɯÕÖÞɯÚÏÌɀÚɯËÙÐÝÐÕÎɯÉàɯÐÛɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɂ 
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Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯàÖÜÙɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÙÜÕɯÈÞÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȮɯ)ÈÊÒÐÌȭɯɯ(ɀÔɯÚÏÈÒÌÕɯ

up as it ÐÚȭɂ 

Jack commanded his D-5ÐÊÌȮɯ Ɂ1ÌÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯ ÛÏÌɯ 1-CARS tag on the 

Albatro SA-9 near my locale on or near Grape Court.  Show me its 

ÙÌÎÐÚÛÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯËÙÐÝÌÙɯËÈÛÈȭɂɯɯ'Ìɯ×ÈÙÒÌËɯÛÖɯÌßÈÔÐÕÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÜÓÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

query.  The vehicle was registered to Poppy Annalique Frainey.  He 

quickly confirmed that Frainey was the current driver and that her address 

ÞÈÚɯƝȭƖɯÒÐÓÖÔÌÛÌÙÚɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯÙÌÚÐËÌÕÊÌȭɯɯɁ ËËɯÛÏÌɯÝÌÏÐÊÓÌɯÈÕËɯ

Poppy Frainey to the Robins file as of peripheral concern.  Hey, Kimi.  Ask 

%ÌàɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÈɯËÈÙÒɯÎÙÌÌÕɯ ÓÉÈÛÙÖɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÏÖÖËȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɯÚÈàÚɯÚÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÚÖȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ×ÈÜÚÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈÚÒɯÏÌÙɯ

ÍÌÓÓÖÞɯÈÔÉÜÓÈÕÊÌɯ×ÈÚÚÌÕÎÌÙȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÜ×ɯÛÖȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÓÐÝÌɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯ×ÈàÐÕÎɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÉÖÛÏɯ

times we ÎÌÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÏÌÙÌȭɯɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÈÚÌȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ ÕÛÏÖÕàɯ&ÈÙáÈɯÞÈÚɯÊÓÌÈÙÌËɯÖÍɯ

any charges.  Health and Safety is looking into an environmental cause.  

6ÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÌÙÙÐÍàÐÕÎȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÐÕɯÎÏÖÚts, 

ÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÉÖËàɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÉÜÛɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ+ÈÉɯÞÖÙÒɯÈÕËɯÍÖÙÌÕÚÐÊɯÈÕÈÓàÚÐÚɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯÜÚɯÞÏÈÛȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÈÕËɯÞÏÌÙÌȮɯ

but not why.  Even if there was no crime committed, maybe this woman 

ÒÕÖÞÚɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÈÕɯÈÐËɯÜÚɯÖÙɯ'ealth and Safetyȭɂ 

-ÖÞɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯgood as any time to find out what she knows, Jack pondered.  

He felt no need to follow his subject closely.  Thanks to the digital R-CARS 

system in all vehicles in the civilized world, he could track the location of 

,Úȭɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɀÚɯÚ×ÌÌËɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÈÕàÞÏÌÙe in town.  He figured he 

would wait for her to go home, wait a polite few minutes, and pay her a 

visit. 

As it turned out, rather than go directly home, Ms. Frainey parked in 

front of a business block in an upscale neighborhood three kilometers 

away.  Jack arrived there six minutes later.  He watched from a distance as 

his subject stood in the doorway of a busy restaurant.  She popped a 

gremlin into her mouth and began pacing a little bit.  A minute later, a 

group of college-age kids approached her, starting what appeared to be a 

cordial conversation with her.  One of them shook her hand.  Another one 
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had everyone crowd around her and took several pictures of her.  This is too 

good to miss, Jack thought.  He pulled out his own D-Vice and started to 

record video of this puzzling scene.  The college kids waved goodbye to 

her and went into the restaurant without her. 

Jack debated with himself about approaching her.  He knew that her 

residence would be a better place to speak to her in private than a 

restaurant.  He was also becoming slightly enamored of her.  At his 

distance, he could still make out the outline of her breasts and hips, not to 

mention her shorter but silky-looking brownish gold tresses.  Her strange 

encounter with the college kids years younger than her made her even 

more intriguing.  He played with the door opener button on his vehicle, 

still conflicted about approaching her or not, and fantasizing about the 

miniscule potential he had of winding up in an intimate encounter with 

her. 

Before Jack could reach a decision, an older, balding man in a pressed 

shirt and tie came up to her.  The man embraced her, kissed her on the lips, 

and escorted her into the establishment.  Jack decided he had missed his 

opportunity and was not going to wait who knows how long for her to 

ÊÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÜÛȭɯɯ*ÐÔÐɯÞÈÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛȭɯɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÞÈÐÛɯÈÕËɯ

ÛÙàɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯËÈàɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÜÓÛÚɯÖÍɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯlatest multiscan were 

known.  The warrior goddess was probably immaterial, anyway. 
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4.  

 

Tuesday, September 22 

The Shadow Gets a Name 

 

)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÛɯÐÕɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÖÍÍÐÊÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌÐÙɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÍÖÊÜÚÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÙÎÌɯ

digital display, where a youthful man in casual attire was sorting through 

ÚÖÔÌɯÕÖÛÌÚȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜÙɯÕÖÛÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÏÈËɯÚÖÔÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÐÕÎɯÐÕÍÖÙÔÈÛÐÖÕɯÍÖÙɯ

us, LanÊÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ6ÌɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɯÖÜÛɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯ

ÚÔÐÓÐÕÎɯÖÙɯÉÙÈÊÐÕÎɯÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÖÕɯ#ÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɯ ÙÐÔÜÙÖɀÚɯÚÊÈÕÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÈÕËɯÈɯÏÈÓÍɯ

ËÈàÚȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÙÌÈÊÛȮɂɯ+ÈÕÊÌɯ1ÐÍÒÐÕɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯ

with a partial smirÒȭɯɯɁ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÎÖÖËɯÕÌÞÚɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÎÖÈÓɯ

you placed in front of me was to find anything anomalous that could 

×ÖÚÚÐÉÓàɯÉÌɯÈɯËÌÛÙÐÔÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɀÚɯÏÌÈÓÛÏȮɯÓÐÍÌɯÖÙȮɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯ×ÜÛɯÐÛȮɯÔÌÕÛÈÓɯ

stability.  That was the most bizarre request I think (ɀÝÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯ

ÛÐÔÌɯ(ɀÝÌɯÞÖÙÒÌËɯÍÖÙɯ2Ð!Ö3ÌÊÏȭɯɯ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯ(ɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÙÌØÜÌÚÛÚɯÍÖÙɯ

multiscanner analysis from the medical community than I do from law 

ÌÕÍÖÙÊÌÔÌÕÛȭɂ 

Lance fiddled with his notes and called up a 3D diagram of the 

1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÎÙÖÜÕd floor.  Continuing, ÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁI have a positive result to that 

ÙÌØÜÌÚÛȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÏink I would.  Once the physical data was sorted 

and I eyeballed a few frequency graphs, things started to make sense.  I 

ÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÎÓÈËɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÊÏÖÚÌ SiBoTech for this project, 

because our focus on the medical and chemical industries gave me a great 

ÌËÎÌȭɂ 

Ɂ&ÌÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÌÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÔÈÚÒÐÕÎɯ

her excitement. 

Ɂ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯÖÍɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕÚȳɂɯ+ÈÕÊÌɯÈÚÒÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÐÙȭ 
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Ɂ8ÌÚȮɂɯ *ÐÔÐɯ ÕÖËËÌËȭɯ ɯ Ɂ Úɯ (ɯ ÙÌÊÈÓÓȮɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÜÙÎÌÖÕÚɯ ÜÚÌËɯ !ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ

"ÖÓÜÔÕÚɯÛÖɯÙÌ×ÈÐÙɯÈɯÉÙÈÐÕɯÏÌÔÖÙÙÏÈÎÌɯÍÖÙɯÔàɯÈÜÕÛɯÐÕɯ3ÖÒàÖȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÔÖÕɯÈ××ÓÐÊÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÍÖÙɯÐÛȮɂɯ+ÈÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ+ÐÒÌɯ(ɯ

ÚÈÐËȮɯ(ɀÔɯÎÓÈËɯÞÌɯËÖɯÔÌËÐÊÈÓȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÜÙɯÔÌËÐÊÈÓɯËÈÛÈɯÑÖÜÙÕÈÓÚɯÞere able 

to match the disturbances in this house you scanned with the disturbances 

ÎÌÕÌÙÈÛÌËɯÉàɯÈɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÚÜÙÎÐÊÈÓɯËÌÝÐÊÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯ ÕÖÛɯ Èɯ ÚÜÙÎÐÊÈÓɯ ËÌÝÐÊÌɂɯ +ÈÕÊÌɯ ÚÏÖÖÒɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÏÌÈËɯ ÌÔ×ÏÈÛÐÊÈÓÓàȭɯɯ

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÜÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌ most interesting part of my discovery.  Medical 

È××ÓÐÊÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÍÖÙɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕÚɯÈÙÌɯÔÐÊÙÖÚÊÖ×ÐÊȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯÞÈÚɯ

ÔÈÊÙÖÚÊÖ×ÐÊɯÉàɯÍÈÙȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÈÐÛȮɯ ÞÈÐÛȮɂɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËȭɯ Ɂ(ɀÔɯ ÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌÓàɯ ÓÖÚÛȭɯ ɯ 6ÏÈÛɀÚɯ Èɯ

!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕȳɂ 

Ɂ+ÌÛɯÔÌɯÚÏÖÞɯàÖÜȭɯɯ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÙÈÕËÖÔɯÝÐËÌÖȭɂɯ+ÈÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ ÛɯÏÐÚɯ

ÊÖÔÔÈÕËȮɯÛÏÌɯËÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌÚɀɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯËÐÚ×ÓÈàɯÚÏÖÞÌËɯÈɯÝÐËÌÖɯÖÍɯÞÏÈÛɯÈ××ÌÈÙÌËɯ

to be a tiny robotic guide clinching a microscopic pin, suspended above 

ÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɀÚɯÚÒÐÕȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÎÜÐËÌɯÔÖÝÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÕɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÐÕɯÈɯÛÐÎÏÛȮɯÙÈ×ÐËɯ

scribbling motion. 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÚÛàÓÜÚɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÛÐÕÎɯÈɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÐÚɯÐÕÝÐÚÐÉÓÌȮɂɯ

+ÈÕÊÌɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÌËȭɯɯɁ ɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕɯÐÚɯÈɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÕÖÕ×ÈÙÛÐÊÓÌɯÉÌÈÔɯÛÏÈÛɯ

can alter its mode and intensity in response to its molecular surroundings.  

In this video, the column is hÈÙÔÓÌÚÚɯÈÚɯÐÛɯ×ÈÚÚÌÚɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÛÐÌÕÛɀÚɯÚÒÐÕȮɯ

but it can discern the nature of the tissue deeper in and shave off the 

ËÈÕÎÌÙÖÜÚɯÕÌÊÙÖÛÐÊɯÛÐÚÚÜÌɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÏÈÙÔÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÓÛÏàɯÛÐÚÚÜÌɯÕÌßÛɯÛÖɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯÐÛɀÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÉÓÖÖËÓÌÚÚɯÚÊÈÓ×ÌÓȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ*ÐÔÐȭ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏ.  Since ÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÕ×ÈÙÛÐÊÓÌȮɯÐÛɯÊÈÕɯ×ÈÚÚɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÔÖÚÛɯÖÉÑÌÊÛÚɯ

and only assume a rigid form when it touches whatever the operator has 

conditioned it for.  It can be moded to selectively heat, push, or blast any 

ÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÚÜÉÚÛÈÕÊÌɯÈÕËɯÐÎÕÖÙÌɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÓÚÌȭɂ 

.ÕÊÌɯ)ÈÊÒɯÕÖËËÌËɯÏÐÚɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎȮɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚÒÌËɯ+ÈÕÊÌȮɯɁ'ÖÞɯËÖɯ

!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕÚɯÈ××ÓàɯÐÕɯÖÜÙɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÝÌɯÚÊÈÕȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȮɂɯ+ÈÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÐÕËÐÊÈÛÐÕÎɯÈɯÏÐÎÏÓÐÎÏÛÌËɯÊàÓÐÕËÌÙɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ

ÛÏÐÊÒÕÌÚÚɯÖÍɯÈɯÙÈÐÕɯÉÈÙÙÌÓɯÑÜÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯËÐÈÎÙÈÔɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯɯɁThe 
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×ÈÛÛÌÙÕɯÖÍɯÔÖÓÌÊÜÓÈÙɯËÐÚÛÜÙÉÈÕÊÌɯÐÕËÐÊÈÛÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÈɯÎÐÎÈÕÛÐÊɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯÞÈÚɯ

×ÖÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÈÕɯÈÙÙÖÞɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÈÕɯÈ××ÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÊÖÔÔÌÕÛÌËȭɯɯɁ(ÛɯÎÖÌÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯËÐÕÐÕÎɯÙÖÖÔɯ

ÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏȱɂ 

Ɂȱ1ÜÕËÌÓɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÊÏÈÐÙȵɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯfinished the sentence. 

+ÈÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ÕɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÌÈÙÊÏɯ(ɯËÐËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖɯ

mention of any implementation larger than half a centimeter, but the 

ÙÌÚÜÓÛÚɯÈÙÌɯ×ÙÈÊÛÐÊÈÓÓàɯÈɯ×ÌÙÍÌÊÛɯÔÈÛÊÏȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËɯ+ÈÕÊÌȮɯɁ(ÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÖÓÜÔÕɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÈɯÏÜÔÈn, what would 

ÏÈ××ÌÕȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯËÌ×ÌÕËɯÖÕɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓÜÔÕɯÞÈÚɯÚÌÛɯÛÖɯËÖȮɂɯ+ÈÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ

Ɂ(ÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯ×ÈÚÚɯÏÈÙÔÓÌÚÚÓàɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÖÙɯÐÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÈÙÎÌÛɯÈɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙɯ

ÚÜÉÚÛÈÕÊÌɯÖÙɯÊÌÓÓɯÛà×Ìȭɯɯ ɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÈÙÌɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌȭɯɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯ

have one ripping thÙÖÜÎÏɯÔÌȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛÚɯÙÈÊÌËȭɯɯ%ÐÙÚÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÈɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÌÊÚÛÈÛÐÊɯÎÙÈÛÐÍÐÊÈÛÐÖÕɯ

that what had seemed like a long shot was suddenly making sense.  Then, 

as he fixed his gaze at his partner and good friend, it occurred to him that 

she had likely been the victim of this mysterious force.  He saw from the 

ÍÙÖáÌÕɯÌß×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÚÏÖÊÒɯÖÕɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÏÈËɯÔÈËÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯ

realization.  Next came the curious desire to experience for himself a 

!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ "ÖÓÜÔÕɯ ×ÈÚÚÐÕÎɯ ÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯ ÏÐÔȭɯ ɯ %ÖÙÊÐÕÎɯ ÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯ ÖÜÛɯ ÖÍ the 

ËÈàËÙÌÈÔȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËɯ+ÈÕÊÌȮɯɁ"ÈÕɯàÖÜɯÛÙÈÊÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÜÙÊÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓÜÔÕȳɂ 

Ɂ&ÐÝÌɯÔÌɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÓÓɯÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÊÖÔÌɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏȮɂɯ+ÈÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯ

bringing the conference call to a close. 

Kimi stretched her arms, rose from her chair, grabbed her coffee cup, 

and headed casually down the hall with Jack accompanying her.  When the 

×ÈÐÙɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÖËɯÉÈÙɯÈÙÌÈȮɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ!àɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȮɯ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯÚÖÔÌɯ

ÔÖÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÎÖËËÌÚÚɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌɯ##(ɯÎÈÝÌɯÜÚɯÊÓÌÈÙÈÕÊÌɯÛÖɯÝÐÌÞɯÏÌÙɯÐÕÍÖÙÔÈÛÐÖÕȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯ

replied.  He ordered an orange juice from a machine. 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯ ÏÈÝÌɯ ÛÖȮɂɯ *ÐÔÐɯ ÚÈÐËɯ ÈÚɯ ÚÏÌɯ ÚÔÐÓÌËɯ ÔÐÚÊÏÐÌÝÖÜÚÓàȭɯɯ

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯ×ÓÌÕÛàɯÖÍɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÐÕÍÖɯÖÕɯÏÌÙȭɯɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÈɯ"ÖÓÖÙÈËÖɯ5ÖÙÛÌßȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɀÚɯÈɯ×ÙÖɯÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɯ×ÓÈàÌÙȳɂ 
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Ɂ&ÖÈÓɯÒÐÊÒÌÙȭɂɯɯ*ÐÔÐɯÍÐÓÓÌËɯÏÌÙɯÊÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÊÖÍÍÌÌɯÈÕËɯÈɯÊÐnnamon stick 

ÍÙÖÔɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɀÚɯÚÊÖÙÌËɯÚÐßɯ×ÖÐÕÛÚɯÚÖɯÍÈÙɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÌÈÚÖÕȮɯÈÕËɯ

scored a game-ÞÐÕÕÌÙɯÓÈÚÛɯàÌÈÙȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÚɯÞÏàɯÛÏÖÚÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙȭɯɯNow 

that you mention it, I think I remember seeing her name once or twice 

during gamesȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÉÜËËÐÕÎɯÚÛÈÙȭɯɯ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙɯÓÌÈÎÜÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ

ÚÛÈÙÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯÐËÌÈɯÏÖÞɯÍÈÙɯÖÜÛȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÐÛȮɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙȭɯɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÖÕËÌÙɯÞÏàɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÖɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÌËɯ

ÐÕɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯÙÌÚÐËÌÕÊÌȭɂɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯÛÖÖÒɯÏÐs juice 

×ÖÜÊÏɯÈÕËɯÚÈÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÙȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÉÌɯÈɯÊÐÛÐáÌÕɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛÌÙȭɯɯ-ÌÞÚɯÖÜÛÓÌÛÚɯ

ÎÌÛɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÚÛÖÙÐÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈàȭɂ 

*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÛɯÕÌßÛɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȮɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯÞÏÐÍÍɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÊÖÍÍÌÌȭɯɯɁ"ÐÛÐáÌÕɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛÌÙÚɯ

ÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐÕÊÖÎÕÐÛÖȭɯɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÛÖÖɯÍÈÔÖÜÚȭɯɯ!ÌÚÐËÌÚȮɯÏÖÞɯËÐËɯÚÏÌɯÒÕÖÞɯ

sÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÏÈ××ÌÕÐÕÎȳɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ&ÖÖËɯ×ÖÐÕÛÚȭɯɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɯ,ÐÓÓÌÙɯÞÐÓÓɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÌȱɂ 

Ɂ/ÈÙËÖÕȮɂɯ3ÌËȮɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÐÛàɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËȭɯɯɁ+ÈÕÊÌɯ1ÐÍÒÐÕȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÓÓȭɯɯɁ+ÈÕÊÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÎÖÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÚɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȮɂɯ+ÈÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚ 

"ÖÓÜÔÕÚɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚ×ÙÌÈËɯÖÜÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÜÙÊÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÞÈÝÌÚȭɯɯ$ÝÌÕɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ

they can be aimed at any angle or direction, they maintain their original 

ËÐÈÔÌÛÌÙɯÕÖɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÏÖÞɯÍÈÙɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯ×ÙÖÑÌÊÛÌËȭɯɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏàɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ

columns.  3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÈÓÚÖɯÈÉÚÖÓÜÛÌÓàɯÚÛraight.  I was easily able to plot out a 

trajectory for the column that you scanned.  It goes up into the air and 

ÎÙÈáÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÛÖ×ɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯɯ(ÛɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ

that until it hits two skyscrapers downtown.  Then it goes clear out and hits 

ÈɯÔÖÜÕÛÈÐÕɯÐÕɯÈɯÙÌÚÐËÌÕÛÐÈÓɯÈÙÌÈɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÍÐÍÛÌÌÕɯÒÐÓÖÔÌÛÌÙÚɯÓÈÛÌÙȭɯɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÙÈÊÌɯ

ÐÛɯÈÕàɯÍÈÙÛÏÌÙȭɯɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÞÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÐÕ-house scan that I can tell you 

ÞÏÌÙÌɯ ÐÛɯ ÖÙÐÎÐÕÈÛÌËȮɯ ÜÕÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌÓàȭɯ ɯ (ɀÝÌɯ ÑÜÚÛɯ ÎÐÝÌÕɯ àÖÜɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌɯ

trajectory data.  YÖÜɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÔÈ×ɯÐÛɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚȭɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÔàɯÍÜÓÓɯ

ÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯËÈàȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÕÒÚȮɯ+ÈÕÊÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ&ÖÖËɯÑÖÉȭɯɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÕÖÞȭɂ 

Before Jack could finish his juice, Kimi had cross-referenced the 

trajectory data onto a scale model graphic of the region.  When rendered its 
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actual size, the column, only a meter in diameter, seemed to Jack as thin 

and delicate as a spider web against the massive metropolis and even 

smaller against the more massive mountains in the distance.  The visual aid 

provided Jack with a vivid illustration of the situation.  Jack understood 

that the line had been extrapolated from disturbance readings in the 

1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÓÐÕÌȮɯÙÐ××ÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎÚɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÐÛɯ

was a gigantic laser. 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÞÈàɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÈÕɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚɯÏÌɯáÖÖÔÌËɯÐÕɯ

ÛÖɯÝÐÌÞɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÏÐÛɯÛÏÌɯËÐÕÐÕÎɯÙÖÖÔɯÛÈÉÓÌɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯËÌÈËɯ

ÖÕȭɯɯɁ(ÛɀÚɯÛÖÖɯ×ÙÌÊÐÚÌȭɯɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈÚÒɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɯ,ÐÓÓÌÙɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɯØÜÐÌÛÓàɯ

ÙÌÚÜÔÌɯÖÜÙɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÕÛÖɯ#ÌÓɀÚɯËÌÈÛÏȭɯ 3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÏÌÙÌɯ

ÛÏÈÕɯÔÌÌÛÚɯÛÏÌɯÌàÌȭɂ 
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5.  

Wednesday, September 23 

Who Casts the Shadow? 

 

Fey looked like hell.  Her neatly trimmed hair and sharp professional 

attire did nothing to detract from the bags under her eyes.  Nine days had 

×ÈÚÚÌËɯ ÚÐÕÊÌɯ ÏÌÙɯ ÏÜÚÉÈÕËɀÚɯ ËÌÈÛÏȭɯ ɯ $ÝÌÙɯ ÚÐÕÊÌɯ ÏÌÙɯ ÚÌÊÖÕËɯ ÌÕÊÖÜÕÛÌÙȮɯ

'ÜÔÈÕɯ"ÏÈÙÐÛÐÌÚȮɯ##(ɀÚɯÞÌÓÍÈÙÌɯÉÙÈÕÊÏȮɯÈÓÓÖwed her to stay in a shelter 

free of charge.  She reclined in the imitation leather chair in the Denver 

/ÖÓÐÊÌɯ#Ì×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɀÚɯ×ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯÎÜÌÚÛɯÓÖÜÕÎÌȭɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÕËɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÛɯÖÕɯÜÛÐÓÐÛÈÙÐÈÕɯ

modular chairs in front of her. 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàɯÐÍɯ(ɯÚÌÌÔɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÖÎȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯËÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌÚȭɯɯɁ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯ

been in my own bedroom since he died.  For that matter, it feels like I 

ÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÔàɯÖÞÕɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÐÕɯÍÖÙÌÝÌÙɯand the accommodations that 

'ÜÔÈÕɯ"ÏÈÙÐÛÐÌÚɯÎÈÝÌɯÜÚɯÚÜÊÒÚȭɯɯ(ɀËɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈËɯÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯÔÌɯÛÖɯ

ÚÛÈàɯÐÕɯÔÈÔÔÈɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÐÍɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÎÖɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÔàɯÖÞÕɯÏÖÔÌȭɂ 

*ÐÔÐɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ(ÛɀÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÚÛÈàɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯàÖÜÙɯÏÖÜÚÌ 

and away from anybody you know, especially in light of what we 

ËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙÌËɯàÌÚÛÌÙËÈàȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÛÖɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÏÜÚÉÈnd and 

àÖÜɯÞÈÚɯÕÖɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÊÖÕÛÙÐÉÜÛÌËȭɯɯɁ2ÖÔÌÉÖËàɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯ×ÖÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÈɯ

nonparticle instrument into your house.  Our researcher tells us that the 

beam from this instrument was specifically calibrated to wreak havoc on 

ÉÙÈÐÕɯÛÐÚÚÜÌȭɂ 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯËÌÔÖÕÚȱȮɂɯFey said. 

ɁȱÈÙÌɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÙÌÓÐÊÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÙÈÐÕɯ×ÙÖËÜÊÌÚɯÈÚɯÕÌÜÙÈÓɯ×ÈÛÏÞÈàÚɯ

disintegrate, similar to near-ËÌÈÛÏɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌÚȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ*ÐÔÐȭɯɯɁ#ÌÓɯÔÈàɯÏÈÝÌɯ

ÉÌÌÕɯÌß×ÖÚÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÔɯÓÖÕÎɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÍÖÙɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÍÈÛÈÓȭɂ 

Ɂ'ȱÏÖÞɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕȳɂ 
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Ɂ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯàÌÛȮɂ )ÈÊÒɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËȭɯɯɁ ÕËɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɯÖÙɯ

ÞÏàȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÛÙÌÈÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÚɯÈɯÝÐÖÓÌÕÛɯÊÙÐÔÌɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÚÊÈÕɯ

Detective Arimuro did indicated that the focal point of this beam was the 

side of the table where Del was sitting.  DDI has given us access to the last 

ÍÐÝÌɯËÈàÚɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯÛÙÈÕÚÈÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÚÖɯÍÈÙȮɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÛÖÜÊÏɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯ#ÌÓɀÚɯÌÔ×ÓÖàÌÙɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛÚȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÊÖÙ×ÖÙÈÛÌɯÈÛÛÖÙÕÌàȮɂɯ%ÌàɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ'ÌɯÙÌÝÐÌÞÌËɯÈÕËɯ

drafted internal documents for a living.  He hardly had contact with 

ÈÕàÉÖËàɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕÈÎÌÙÚȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯ ÕÖËËÌËȭɯ ɯ Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯ ×ÙÌÛÛàɯ ÔÜÊÏɯ ÞÏÈÛɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÚÜ×ÌÙÝÐÚÖÙɯ ÈÕËɯ ÊÖ-

ÞÖÙÒÌÙÚɯ ÚÈÐËȭɯ ɯ 6ÌɀÝÌɯ ÉÌÌÕɯ ÜÕÈÉÓÌɯ ÛÖɯ ÍÐÕËɯ ÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ ÐÕɯ ÏÐÚɯ ËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯ

communications or financial records that form any plausible leads, either.  

3ÏÈÛɀÚɯwhy we called you here.  Are you aware of anything that might 

ÔÈÒÌɯÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÏÈÙÔɯÏÐÔȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÍɯÈÕàÉÖËàɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȭɂ 

Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚÜÙÌȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚÒÌËȭɯɯɁ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÍɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯ

we could take to DDI to convince them to give us access to more of his 

data, we might be able to pursue something more specificȭɂ 

Fey acknowledged with a timid nod, but was unable to bring 

anything to light. 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕàɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÛÖɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜÙɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯ

ÈÕɯÈÍÍÈÐÙȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Ɂ ÕɯÈÍÍÈÐÙȳɯɯ-ÌÝÌÙȭɯɯ-ÖȮɯÕÖɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÖɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛɯÈÕɯÈÍÍÈÐÙȭɯɯ6Ïàȳɂ 

Jack showed her a publicity photo of Poppy Frainey in a Colorado 

5ÖÙÛÌßɯÛÙÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÜÕÐÍÖÙÔȭɯɯɁ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȳɯɯ,ÈàÉÌɯ

just walking down the sidewalk, or casually talking to your hÜÚÉÈÕËȳɂ 

%ÖÙÊÐÕÎɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÊÏÜÊÒÓÌȮɯ%ÌàɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ2ÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÏÐÚɯÛà×ÌɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȭɯɯ(ɀÝÌɯ

ÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÌÙɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐáÌɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÞÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯÎÈÔÌÚȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȮɯɁ6ÈÚɯÏÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÐÕÛÖɯÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓȳɯɯ#ÐËɯÏÌɯÈÛÛÌÕËɯÎÈÔÌÚɯÐÕɯ

×ÌÙÚÖÕȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÏÌɯÓÐÒÌËɯÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɯÈÚ much as anybody else, but he hadÕɀÛɯ

ÉÌÌÕɯÛÖɯÈɯÎÈÔÌɯÐÕɯàÌÈÙÚȭɂ 

Ever since Jack first laid eyes on Poppy Frainey, his intuition told him 

ÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯËÐÚÊÌÙÕɯÏÖÞȭɯɯ
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'ÌɯÏÖ×ÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÐÕÎɯ%ÌàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ#ÌÓɀÚɯÐÕÝÖÓÝement with her would 

yield some little tidbit of information that would link his warrior goddess 

to the scene. 

Ɂ6ÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÔÐÕËɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÈɯÝÐËÌÖȳɂɯÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËɯ%ÌàɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÛÖɯ

play the clip he had captured of Poppy in the restaurant parking lot. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯpÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯ3ÖÔȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÊÏÐËÌËɯØÜÐÌÛÓàȭ 

Jack shushed his partner.  As it played, Jack noted things that might 

ÑÖÎɯ%ÌàɀÚɯÔÌÔÖÙàȭɯɯɁ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÌÙɯÝÌÏÐÊÓÌȭɂɯɯ'Ìɯ×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯÖÜÛɯÏÌÙɯ ÓÉÈÛÙÖȭɯɯ

Ɂ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÐÛɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯàÖÜÙɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÏÖÖËɯÖÙɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ#ÌÓɯÞÖÙÒÌËȳɂ 

Fey shook her head. 

Ɂ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÖÙɯ#ÌÓɯÌÝÌÙɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÙÌÚÛÈÜÙÈÕÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȳɯɯ(ÚɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÈÕɯÈÙÌÈɯ

ÛÏÈÛɯ#ÌÓɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÍÙÌØÜÌÕÛȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÐÛɯÐÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɂɯ%ÌàɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭ 

The video played on.  The conversation drifted to discussions of how 

the Votrex were ËÖÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÌÈÚÖÕɯÈÕËɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÝÐÌÞɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÓÐÍÌȭ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯÔàɯ&ÖËȵɂɯ%ÌàɯÌßÊÓÈÐÔÌËɯÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÓÜÙÊÏÌËɯÉÈÊÒÞÈÙËɯÐÕɯ

ÏÌÙɯÊÏÈÐÙȭɯɯɁ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯ2ÈÙÈÛɯ*È×ÖÖÙȵɂɯɯ2ÏÌɯÐËÌÕÛÐÍÐÌËɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËÌÙɯÎÌÕÛÓÌÔÈÕɯÞÏÖɯ

was getting affectionate with Ms. Frainey.  Jack paused the video, zooming 

in on the man. 

%ÌàɯÎÙÖÞÓÌËȮɯɁ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÉÈËɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯÐËÌÈɯÏÌɀËɯ

ÔÜÙËÌÙɯÔàɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËȵɂ 

Ɂ6ÈÐÛɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÔÌÕÛÈÓÓàɯ×ÙÖÊÌÚÚÐÕÎɯ%ÌàɀÚɯÙÌÝÌÓÈÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ

Ɂ+ÌÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÑÜÔ×ɯÛÖɯÊÖÕÊÓÜÚÐÖÕÚȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɀÚɯ Èɯ ÛÙÌÈÊÏÌÙÖÜÚɯ ÔÈÕȮɂɯ %Ìàɯ ÚÈÐË as she grimaced. Ɂ'ÌɀÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ

ÔÜÙËÌÙÌÙȮɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȭɯɯ3ÙÜÚÛɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏàɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÌɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÏÈÙÔɯ#ÌÓȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÐÕØÜÐÙÌËȭ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ÖÈÙËɯÖÍ Trustees of Grant Valley Medical Designs.  

Kapoor is moving to buy out Grant Valley.  He owns a number of 

competing companies.  Our bottom line has been faltering for nine 

ØÜÈÙÛÌÙÚȮɯÈÕËɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÉÖÈÙËɯÔÌÔÉÌÙÚɯÚÌÌɯ*È×ÖÖÙɀÚɯÉÜàÖÜÛɯÈÚɯÈɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯ

expand our budget and get some new types of projects.  We have a vote on 

ÛÏÌɯÉÜàÖÜÛɯÕÌßÛɯÔÖÕÛÏȭɯɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯËÌÚ×ÌÙÈÛÌÓàɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ×ÙÌÝÌÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÜàÖÜÛɯ

ÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÏÌɀÓÓɯÊÈÕÕÐÉÈÓÐáÌɯÖÜÙɯÐÕÛÌÓÓÌÊÛÜÈÓɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙÛàɯÈÕËɯËÐÚÉÈÕËɯÜÚȭɯɯ

(ɯÈÓÚÖɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÛÐÌÚɯÛÖɯÚÖÔÌɯÝÌÙàɯÚÏÈËàɯÐÕËÐÝÐËÜÈÓÚȭɂ 
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Ɂ'ÈÚɯÏÌɯÔÈËÌɯÈÕàɯÛÏÙÌÈÛÚɯÛÖÞÈÙd you?  Would he have any reason to 

ÏÈÙÔɯàÖÜÙɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ#ÌÓȮɂɯ%ÌàɯÚ×ÜÛÛÌÙÌËȭɯɯɁ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÔÌȭɯɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÛȭɯɯ

(ɀÔɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÐÕɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÏÐÚɯÉÜàÖÜÛȭɯɯ6ÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÔàɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÌÕÛÐÖÕȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯ

ÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÖÛÌɯÞÐÓÓɯ×ÈÚÚȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÔÌÈÕɯÛÖɯÚÈy that you think you were the intended vicÛÐÔȳɂɯ

Kimi asked.  Fey nodded. 

Jack said, Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕɯÞÏàɯÛÏÌɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕɯÞÈÚɯÜÚÌËɯÈɯ

second time.  He could have realized that he missed his mark the first time.  

(ÍɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÖÕÑÌÊÛÜÙÌɯÐÚɯÛÙÜÌȮɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÐÕɯËÈÕÎÌÙȭɂ 

-ÖÛÐÊÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯ%ÌàɀÚɯÛÌÈÙÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÍÓÖÞÐÕÎɯÕÖÞȮɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÜÚÏÌËɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÛÐÚÚÜÌȭɯɯɁ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÛÖÓËɯÈÕàÉÖËàɯÞÏÌÙÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÛÈàÐÕÎȳɂ 

Ɂ ɯÍÌÞɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȮɂɯ%ÌàɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯàÖÜɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯ##(ɀÚɯÊÈÙÌɯÈÕËɯÔÖÝÌɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÈɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯ

ÚÈÍÌɯÏÖÜÚÌȮɂ Kimi informed her. 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯÕÖȮɂɯ%ÌàɯÚÐÎÏÌËȭɯɯɁ,ÖÝÌɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÈÎÈÐÕȳɂ 

Although cautious about circumstantial evidence, Jack felt personally 

gratified that his obsession with Poppy Frainey was shaping up to be more 

than a lark.  He rose from his seat to make preparations to kick the Robins 

investigation into a higher gear as Kimi wrapped up the interview to 

×ÙÌ×ÈÙÌɯÍÖÙɯ%ÌàɀÚ relocation. 
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6.  

 

Thursday, September 24 

The Reach of the Shadow 

 

*ÐÔÐɀÚ house was a welcoming experience for Jack.  While starting a 

ÍÈÔÐÓàɯÈÕËɯÚÌÛÛÓÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÞÌÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÈÔÖÕÎɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯ×ÙÐÖÙÐÛÐÌÚȮɯÏÌɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯ

ÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÍàɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÈÛÔÖÚ×ÏÌÙÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙɀÚɯÈÉÖËÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÏÌÙÈ×ÌÜÛÐÊɯ

compared to his own house, which was devoid of any feminine touches 

except for a few nick-knacks Kimi had gifted him over time.  Since doing 

two partial shifts in one day was unusual, Kimi had taken advantage of the 

two-hour space between shifts to invite him over for a brief lunch and a 

few digital games.  They reclined in the family room, joking with each 

other and sharing gossip. 

With a sudden shriek, Kimi sprang from the sofa, tumbling to her 

knees! 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ)ÈÊÒɯÐÕɯÈɯÔÐÓËɯ×ÈÕÐÊɯÈÚɯÏÐÚɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÛÙÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÒÐÊÒÌËɯÐÕȮɯ

allowing him to take instant note of his surroundings and prepare for 

×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯËÈÕÎÌÙȭɯɯɯ3ÙÈÊÐÕÎɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÎÓÈÕÊÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔɯ

toward the kitchen doorway, he saw no signs of disturbance. 

*ÐÔÐɯÙÖÚÌȮɯ×ÈÛÛÌËɯÏÌÙɯÚ×ÖÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÍÈȮɯÈÕËɯÚÈÛɯËÖÞÕɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯɯɁ(ɀÔɯ

sorry, I heard a distant sound and I thought it was coming from near the 

ÒÐÛÊÏÌÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÚÌÛÛÓÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ%ÖÙÎÐÝÌɯÔÌɯÍÖÙɯ×ÈÕÐÊÒÐÕÎȭɯɯ1ÐÊÒɯÛÌÓÓÚɯÔÌɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÔÌÚÚɯÚÐÕÊÌȮɯÞÌÓÓȮɯ

since I got hit with the column in the RobinÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɂ 

Jack put his arm around hÌÙȭɯɯɁ(ÛɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÛɯÉÌɯÈɯÉÈËɯÐËÌÈɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÚÖÔÌɯ

ÓÌÈÝÌȭɂ 
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Ɂ-ÖȮɯÕÖȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯ×ÙÖÛÌÚÛÌËȭɯɯɁ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ

happened to me: the hands, the mist.  Is that what they mean by the icy 

ÍÐÕÎÌÙÚɯÖÍɯËÌÈÛÏȳɂ 

Ɂ'ÌàȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯÌÝer told you this, but when I was a 

ÒÐËȮɯ(ɯËÌÝÌÓÖ×ÌËɯ×ÈÙÛÐÈÓɯÕÌÊÙÖÚÐÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÓÜÕÎÚɯËÜÌɯÛÖɯÈÕɯÐÕÍÌÊÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

remember much about it because I was only three, but my dad says that 

ÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÔÐÚÌÙàɯÏÌɀËɯÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÔÌɯÐÕȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯ

paramedics said I only had twenty percent lung capacity, and everyone 

ÞÈÚɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛȭɯɯ ÊÊÖÙËÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÈËȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÓÐÍÌɯ

support, I was terrified of a huge monster stalking me that I called Mr. Bull 

*ÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ,Ùȭɯ!ÜÓÓɯ*ÐÕÎȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÈÐÚÌË her brow. 

)ÈÊÒɯÚÛÜÛÛÌÙÌËȭɯɯɁ+ȱÓÖÖÒȮɯ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ

ÌÝÌÙàÉÖËàɀÚɯÕÌÈÙ-death experiences are different, and I hope that yours 

ÞÌÙÌɯÚØÜÈÙÌÓàɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÓÔɯÖÍɯÚÊÐÌÕÊÌɯÈÕËɯÔÌËÐÊÐÕÌȭɂ 

Before they were able to explore the topic further, Kimi received a 

call from Benji Miller, their supervisor.  Shaking herself back into a 

professional demeanor, Kimi transferred the image of Miller, a slightly 

portly gentleman in his fifties, to the large display on the wall.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÚÖÙÙàɯÍÖÙɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯËÜÙÐÕÎɯàÖÜÙɯÖÍÍɯÛÐÔÌȮɂɯ,ÐÓÓÌÙɯ

ÉÌÎÈÕȮɯɁ!ÜÛɯàÖÜɯÚÈÐËɯàÖÜɀËɯÉÌɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÏÈÕËÓÌɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯ

ÉÌÍÖÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɯËÖȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÏÖÜÙȮɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕɯÏÈÚɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÙÌÍÙÖÕÛȮɂɯ

,ÐÓÓÌÙɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌɯÊÖÔÔÐÚÚÐÖÕÌÙɯÍÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÍÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÈÚÚÐÎÕÔÌÕÛɯ

ÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÊÛÐÔɀÚɯÞÐÍÌȮɯÈÕËȮɯÈÚɯàÖÜɀËɯÌß×ÌÊÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÛÌËɯÈɯÛÖÕɯÖÍɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÚɯ

ÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÚɯÛÖȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÍÐÕËɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÚȮɯÓÌÛɯÜÚɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÖÒÈàȳɂɯJack smiled.  

Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÚɯËÌ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛ ourselvesȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÎɯÐÚÚÜÌÚɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÊÒɯÖÍɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÛàɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÕÌÌËÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯ

ÊÙÐÔÐÕÈÓɯÔÈÛÛÌÙȮɂɯ,ÐÓÓÌÙɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÌËȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌɯ#Ì×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɯÖÍɯ'ÌÈÓÛÏɯÈÕËɯ2ÈÍÌÛàɯ

still claims the original incident as theirs.  On top of that, the justification 

for your questioning this Poppy Frainey person is largely circumstantial, 

ÈÕËɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÍÈÔÖÜÚɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊÐáÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÚȭɂ 
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)ÈÊÒɯØÜÐÊÒÓàɯÊÏÐÔÌËɯÐÕȭɯɯɁ(ɀÔɯÈɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓɯÌàÌÞÐÛÕÌÚÚɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÕÌÈÙɯ

the RobiÕÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÉÖÛÏɯÖÊÊÈÚÐÖÕÚɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯËÖÞÕȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÝÐÊÛÐÔɀÚɯÞÐÍÌɯ

positively identified her boyfriend as someone she met with immediately 

after one of those occasions, and established a motive against him.  Ms. 

Frainey is the one person who might be able to tie everything together.  We 

ÊÈÕɀÛɯ×ÙÖÊÌÌËɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÌÙɯÚÛÈÛÌÔÌÕÛÚȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯ ÛÙÜÚÛɯ àÖÜȮɯ )ÈÊÒȮɯ ÉÜÛɯ ÐÍɯ ÛÏÐÚɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯ ÛÜÙÕÚɯ ÖÜÛɯ ÈÚɯ ÉÈËÓàɯ ÈÚɯ

àÌÚÛÌÙËÈàɀÚɯ×ÙÖÉÌɯÐÕÛÖɯ'ÈÓÔÈÕ ÉÙÈÔÚ2ÈÛÈÓÐÕÐȮɯàÖÜɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÈÚÌɯÈÕËɯ

,ÙÚȭɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÚÛÈàÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÜÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÖÕÎÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÈÓÔÈÕ ÉÙÈÔÚ2ÈÛÈÓÐÕÐɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÎÖɯÉÈËÓàȮɯÚÐÙȭɯɯ6ÌɯÑÜÚÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ

ÞÌɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÔȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯ.×ÌÙÈÛÐÖÕÚɯ#ÐÙÌÊÛÖÙɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯÜÚɯÐÕɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯ

ÈɯÞÈÙÙÈÕÛȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ.×ÌÙÈÛÐÖÕÚɯ#ÐÙÌÊÛÖÙɯÐÚɯÈÕɯÐÛÊÏɯÈÕËɯÈɯÍÓÌÈɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÖÍɯfiling a formal 

complaint about the affaiÙȭɯɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÔÜÚÌËɯÈÛɯàÖÜÙɯÐÔ×ÓÐÊÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÐÚɯ

company is involved in a homicide.  How did you come by that 

ÊÖÕÊÓÜÚÐÖÕȳɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÍÐÚÏÌËɯÍÖÙɯÞÖÙËÚȭɯɯɁ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÐÔ×ÓàɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȭɯɯ(ɯÖÕÓàɯÚÛÈÛÌËɯ

that my inquiry was part of a Denver Police Violent Crimes Division death 

investigation.  I did a search of publicly available information and found 

that HalmanAbramsSatalini was one of only two businesses in the metro 

area that owns a large-scale !ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯÊÈÕÕÖÕȭɯɯ-ÖÞȮɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÔɯÛÏÈÛɯ*ÐÔÐɯ

identified that poked into ÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÝÌÙàɯÚ×ÌÊÐÍÐÊɯÛÙÈÑÌÊÛÖÙàɯ

that could only have a fixed number of places of origin.  Guess what 

ÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÏÈÚɯÚÐßɯÍÓÖÖÙÚɯÐÕɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÛÞÖɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÔɀÚɯÛÙÈÑÌÊÛÖÙàɯ

ÏÐÛÚȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÊÖÕÝÐÕÊÌɯÔÌȮɂɯ,ÐÓÓÌÙɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯɯɁ)ÜÚÛɯÔake sure 

that the lines you connect the dots with are thick.  People are already 

ÊÈÓÓÐÕÎɯàÖÜȮɯȿ(ÕÚ×ÌÊÛÖÙɯ3ÈÛÌȮɯ&ÏÖÚÛɯ'ÜÕÛÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯÎÏÖÚÛȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌɯÐÕÝÐÚÐÉÓÌɯÔÈÕȭɂ 

Ɂ2×ÈÙÌɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÚȭɯɯ)ÜÚÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÝÐÚÐÉÓÌɯÔÈÕɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÛÈÓÒ 

ÏÐÚɯ ÝÐÊÛÐÔÚɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÚÌÌÕȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯËÌÈÓÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯËÌÝÐÊÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÊÈÕɯ

essentially kill people leaving no trace of its presence or where it came 

from.   It can pass through walls leaving no damage.  It can evidently be 
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deployed from many kilometers away without a clear line of sight.  Unless 

ÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÓÐÒÌɯ*ÐÔÐɯÐÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÔÜÓÛÐÚÊÈÕÕÌÙɯËÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÈÊÛÜÈÓɯÈÛÛÈÊÒȮɯÐÛɀÚɯ

ÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌÓàɯÜÕÛÙÈÊÌÈÉÓÌȭɂ 

*ÐÔÐɯÈËËÌËȮɯɁ6ÌɀÝÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÕÌÙÎàɯÎÜÕÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖÝÌÙÉÐÈÓɯ

ÐÊÌɯÉÜÓÓÌÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÓÈÙÎÌɯÚÊÈÓÌɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕɯÐÚɯÞÖÙÚÌȭɯɯ(ÍɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÌɀÝÌɯ

discovered is true, we need to stop this before other people see its 

×ÖÛÌÕÛÐÈÓȭɂ 

,ÐÓÓÌÙɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ+ÌÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÓÌÛɯÖÜÙɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÎÌÛɯÈÏÌÈËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÛÚȭɯɯ)ÜÚÛɯ

ÎÌÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯÈÕËɯÛÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÖÕÌɯÚÛÌ×ɯÈÛɯÈɯÛÐÔÌȭɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯbe 

ÙÌÈÓÓàɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÌËɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÖÜÙɯÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɯ×ÓÈàÌÙɯËÜɯÑÖÜÙɯÏÈÚɯÛÖɯÚÈàȭɂ 
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7.  

 

Later That Afternoon 

The Goddess and the Shadow  

 

Ɂ%ÐÙÚÛɯÖÍɯÈÓÓȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàȮɯɁ6ÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÈ×ÖÓÖÎÐáÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÙÛɯ

ÕÖÛÐÊÌȭɯɯ3ÏÈÕÒÚɯÍÖÙɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕȭɯɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯÈɯÏÜÎÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÊÙÜÕÊÏȭɂɯɯ'Ìɯ

sat at a simple circular wooden table in an interview room next to Kimi 

across from their intervieÞɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛȮɯÞÏÖȮɯÛÖɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÊÈÙÕÈÓɯËÐÚÔÈà, was 

wearing a workout tunic and loose jeans that concealed her toned curves 

from view.  Only twenty minutes before, the detectives had plucked her 

from her condominium with no notice or explanation other than that there 

was a crisis and she could face a citation for refusal to cooperate with an 

ÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÙÖ×ɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯËÖÐÕÎɯÈÕd come with them.  

Of course, the urgency was a ploy to get her to the police district house 

before she could contact or warn anybody. 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯ ÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȮɂɯ %ÙÈÐÕÌàɯ ÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ Èɯ ÚÓÐÎÏÛɯ 3ÌßÈÚɯ ËÙÈÞÓɯ ÈÚɯ ÚÏÌɯ

thumped her left index finger on the side of the table.  Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯknow how 

(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ȭɂ  

Ɂ!ÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÜÚȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ ÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞɯÐÚɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯ

have.  There was a biohazard situation last Monday in the Pioneer Creek 

ÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÏÖÖËɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÈÛÏÌÙɯÍÈÊÛÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÚÈÞɯÈÕËɯ

ÚÔÌÓÓÌËȭɂɯɯ3ÏÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯɁ/ÐÖÕÌÌÙɯ"ÙÌÌÒɂɯÔÈËÌɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɯÚÛÖ×ɯÛÏÜÔ×ÐÕÎȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌɯ

Denver Police and the Department of Health and Safety have contacted all 

ÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÐËÌÕÛÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÚÏÖÙÛȭɯɯ-ÖÙÔÈÓÓàȮɯÞÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ

contact anybody who lives outside the neighborhood, but a Vortex fan 

recalls seeing you in that area that day and thought that you might have 

ÉÌÌÕɯÑÖÎÎÐÕÎɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÈÐÓɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌÕɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɂɯɯ#ÌÚ×ÐÛÌɯÈɯÕÈÎÎÐÕÎɯ
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ËÐÚÊÖÔÍÖÙÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÜÚÐÕÎɯÈɯÊÖÝÌÙɯÚÛÖÙàȮɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯ×ÙÐÔÈÙàɯÌÔÖÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÊÜÙÐÖÚÐÛàɯ

as to where the conversation would go. 

Ɂ ɯÍÈÕȳɯɯ6ÏÖȳɂɯFrainey asked. 

Ɂ2ÖɯàÖÜɯwere ÛÏÌÙÌȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯËÐÝÌÙÛÐÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɀÚɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȭ 

Ɂ%ÖÙɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌȮɂɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭ 

Ɂ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯÛÌÓÓɯÜÚɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÚÈÞɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯ×ÓÌÈËÌËȭɯɯɁ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

ÏÈÝÌɯÔÈÕàɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÈÝÌÕÜÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯ ËÖÕɀÛɯ ÒÕÖÞɯ ÞÏÈÛɯ ÛÖɯ ÚÈàȮɂɯ %ÙÈÐÕÌàɯ ÚÈÐËȭɯ ɯ Ɂ(ɯ ÙÌÈÓÓàɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯ ÚÌÌɯ

ÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÜÕÜÚÜÈÓȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕàɯÚÔÌÓÓÚȮɯÖÙɯÌàÌɯÐÙÙÐÛÈÛÐÖÕÚȳɂ 

Ɂ2ÖÙÙàȮɯÕÖȭɯɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯËÙÐÝÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯÞÐÕËÖÞÚɯÊÓÖÚÌËȭɯɯ(ɯ

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÑÖÎÎÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÏÖ×ÌɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÐÕËɯÔÌɯÈÚÒÐÕÎȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈɯ×ÈÜÚÌȮɯɁ!ÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ

neighborhood is pretty far from yoÜÙɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯÞÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯËÖÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɂɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÍÖÓËÌÙɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËÚɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÓÈ×ȮɯɁ(ɀÔɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯ

tired of condo life, and I might be interested in getting a house down there, 

ÚÖɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÚÊÖ×ÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÖÜÛȭɂ 

Ɂ&ÖÖËɯÊÏÖÐÊÌȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÊÏÐÔÌËɯÐÕȮɯÕÖËËÐÕÎɯÈÛɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯɯɁ#ÖɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

ÖÛÏÌÙɯ5ÖÙÛÌßɯ×ÓÈàÌÙÚɯÓÐÝÌɯÛÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÚÖȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÙɯÉÖÛÏÌÙÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙɯÝÌÏÐÊÓÌɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯ

ÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌÚɯÈÕËȮɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÚÈàȮɯÚÔÌÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÚÌÚȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÊÏÜÊÒÓÌȭ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭ  Ɂ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯàÌÛȭɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÍÐÕËɯ

ÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ ÚÔÈÓÓÌÙɯ ÏÖÜÚÌÚɯ ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ Èɯ ÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ ÊÓÖÚÌÙɯ ÛÖɯ ÛÏÌɯ 5ÖÙÛÌßɯ

ÏÌÈËØÜÈÙÛÌÙÚȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÈÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÔÈàÉÌɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯËÈàȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ

ÛÐÔÌȮɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍɯÖÕɯÍÖÖÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÏÖÖËȳɂ 

Ɂ-Öȭɯɯ(ɀÝÌɯÖÕÓàɯËÙÐÝÌÕɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÐÛɯÖÕÊÌɯÖÙɯÛÞÐÊÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÞÏÌÕɯthe last time was that àÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɯÈÎÖȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯÍÈÔÐÓàȳɯɯ#ÌÓɯÈÕËɯ%Ìàȳ  They live in a 

ÉÙÖÞÕɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÖÕɯ&ÙÈ×Ìɯ"ÖÜÙÛɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÊÒȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯÕÖȭɯɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÕàÉÖËàɯÞÏÖɯÓÐÝÌÚɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɂ 



Jeromie Carr & James Dunn 
 

- 29 - 

 ÍÛÌÙɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯÏÌÙɯÚÌÝÌÙÈÓɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÜÙÌɯÚÏÌɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯ

ÖÍɯÛÏÌÔȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÚÖÔÉÌÙɯÍÈÊÌȮɯɁ3ÏÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯ(ɀÔɯÈsking is that both 

of them are dead.  The husband died in the house on the 14th, and the wife 

ËÐÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓɯÈɯÍÌÞɯËÈàÚɯÈÎÖȭɂɯɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÝÌÙɯÚÛÖÙàɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌȮɯ

Kimi and Miller agreed on to protect Fey and her kids. 

Frainey grew flush and sat straighÛɯÜ×ȭɯɯɁ1ÌÈÓÓàȳɯɯ'ÖÞɯÈÞÍÜÓȵɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȮɯɁ6ÌɀÙÌɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ#Ì×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɯÖÍɯ'ÌÈÓÛÏɯÈÕËɯ

Safety to determine if there might be some illegal toxic contamination in 

ÛÏÌɯÈÙÌÈȭɯɯ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌÓàɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕàɯÐÕÍÖÙÔÈÛÐÖÕɯÈÛɯ

all about anytÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÐÙɯËÌÈÛÏÚȳɂ 

3ÏÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÏÌÙɯÏÌÈËȭɯɯɁ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȭɯɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÚÖɯ

ÚÊÈÙàȵɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÞÈÙÌɯÖÍɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Ɂ-Öȭɯɯ&ÜÌÚÚɯ(ɀÔɯÎÓÈËɯ(ɯÚÛÈàÌËɯÐÕɯÔàɯÝÌÏÐÊÓÌȭɂ 

Without reluctance, Jack asked a pivotal ØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȯɯ Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯ ÈÉÖÜÛɯ

September 14thȳɯɯ3ÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯËÐÌËȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȳɂ 

Looking Frainey ËÐÙÌÊÛÓàɯ ÐÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÌàÌÚȮɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÈÚÒÌËȮɯ Ɂ#ÐËɯ àÖÜɯ ÚÌÌɯ

anything unusual that evening, or have any strange or frightening feelings 

ÈÚɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÞÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌȮɯÔÈàÉÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÌÔÌÙÎÌÕÊàɯ

ÙÌÚ×ÖÕËÌÙÚɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÏÈÚÛÐÓàȮɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯÉàɯÈÕɯÌßÛÌÕËÌËɯ×ÈÜÚÌȭɯɯɁ+ÖÖÒȮɯ(ɀÔɯ

sorry, officers, but this conversation is making me a little uncomfortable.  

(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÓÈÞàÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯàÖÜɯÔÈàɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÓÈÞàÌÙȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÛÖÓËɯÏÌÙȭɯɯɁ!ÜÛɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯ

ÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÞÌɀÙÌɯËÖÕÌȮɂɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɯÏÜÍÍÌËȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÚ×ÜÕɯÖÜÛɯÖÍ her chair and 

stormed out of the room without another word. 

.ÏȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯËÖÕÌ, Jack thought.  6ÌɀÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎȭ 

He rose slightly out of his chair, but Kimi put her hand on his 

ÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙȮɯÚÈàÐÕÎȮɯɁ+ÌÛɯÏÌÙɯÎÖȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 
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Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÏÈÝe to admit that I was beginning to think that she was one of 

àÖÜÙɯÞÐÓËɯÎÖÖÚÌɯÊÏÈÚÌÚȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁHowever, after all those falsifications 

ÚÏÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÌÛɯÍÓàȮɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÔÈËÌɯÈɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌÙɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɀÚɯÏÐËÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ.Ùɯ×ÙÖÛÌÊÛÐÕÎɯÏÌÙɯÔÈÕȭɯɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÞÖÔÌÕɀÚɯÐÕÛÜÐÛÐÖÕɯÖÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÖÕÌȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯ

ÒÕÖÞÚɯÚÏÌɀÚɯàÖÜÕÎȮɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÈÕËɯÚÜÊÊÌÚÚÍÜÓɯÕÖÞȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯ

preserve her looks or athletic ability forever.  Along comes a wealthy 

businessman who buys her an Albatro, strokes her ego and promises to 

keep her on tÏÌɯÍÐÕÈÕÊÐÈÓɯÚÜÕÕàɯÚÐËÌȭɯɯ ÕËɯÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÖÖɯÉÈËɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎȮɯÌÐÛÏÌÙȭɯɯ

*È×ÖÖÙɯÖÞÕÚɯÏÌÙȭɂ 

Jack was already issuing directives to a screen on the wall, calling up 

ÏÐÚɯÙÌÚÌÈÙÊÏɯÍÐÓÌɯÖÕɯ2ÈÙÈÛɯ*È×ÖÖÙȭɯɯɁ(ɀÓÓɯÉÜàɯÛÏÈÛȭɯɯ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÏÐÔȮɯ

though, except motive as declared by Mrs. Robins, and two degrees of 

ÚÌ×ÈÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÐÔÌɯÚÊÌÕÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÏÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÞÏÈÛȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÚÔÐÓÌËɯÈÛɯÏÌÙɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙȭɯɯɁ(ɯÊÈÕɯ×ÜÚÏɯ

ÈɯÞÈÙÙÈÕÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕȭɯɯ3ÖÔÖÙÙÖÞɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯ×Ö×ɯËÖÞÕɯÛÖɯ

HalmaÕ ÉÙÈÔÚ2ÈÛÈÓÐÕÐɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɯÍÐÕËɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÙËÌÙɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕȭɂ 
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8.  

 

Friday, September 25 

In the Tower of the Shadow  

 

Jack and Kimi stood in the reception area of the industrial/mechanical 

engineering firm HalmanAbramsSatalini.  Kimi carried a standard crime 

scene multiscanner and scanning wand.  Before them stood three figures, 

one of which was charter partner Harold Abrams.  He was a tall, slender 

gentleman in his sixties clad in a simple blue sweater and slacks that 

disguised his authority and influence. 

Ɂ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯ ÒÕÖÞȮɯ ÖÍÍÐÊÌÙÚȮɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÞÌɀÓÓɯ ËÖɯ ÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯ ÞÌɯ ÊÈÕɯ ÛÖɯ

ÈÊÊÖÔÔÖËÈÛÌɯàÖÜȮɂɯ ÉÙÈÔÚɯÚÈÐËȮɯ×ÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÜÕÊÖÔÉÌËɯÎÙÈàɯÏÈÐÙȭɯɯɁ6Ìɯ

run an honest, well-ÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛÌËɯÍÐÙÔɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀÙÌɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯ×ÙÖÜËɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯ

ÞÖÙÒȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÜÛÛÌÙÓàɯÜÕÛÏÐÕÒÈÉÓÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÌɯËÖɯÏÌre could be part of a 

ÊÙÐÔÐÕÈÓɯ ÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕȮɯ ÌÚ×ÌÊÐÈÓÓàɯ Èɯ ÔÜÙËÌÙȭɯ ɯ (ɯ ËÖÕɀÛɯ È××ÙÖÝÌɯ ÖÍɯ àÖÜÙɯ

×ÙÌÚÌÕÊÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÊÖÖ×ÌÙÈÛÌȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȭɯɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÔÐÕËɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÞÏÈÛɯ

youɀÙÌɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÕÎȳɯɯ6ÏÖÚÌɯËÌÈÛÏȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÔÖÙÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÊÈÕɀÛɯËÐÚÊÓÖÚÌɯthe details of an 

Ö×ÌÕɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕȭɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÌËȭ 

Ɂ(ɯ ÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȮɯ (ɯ ÎÜÌÚÚȮɂɯ  ÉÙÈÔÚɯ ÚÈÐËȮɯ ÛÜÙÕÐÕÎɯ ÛÖɯ ÍÈÊÌɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÛÞÖɯ

ÊÖÓÓÌÈÎÜÌÚȭɯɯɁ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÐÕÛÙÖËÜÊÌɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯ1ÐÊÏɯ,ÈÙÛÈÚȮɯÖÜÙɯ#ÐÙÌÊÛÖÙɯÖÍɯ

Denver Operations, and Carol Burr, our mining industry technical lead.  

3ÏÌàɀÓÓɯÉÌɯàÖÜÙɯÌÚÊÖÙÛÚ-slash-ÛÜÛÖÙÚȭɂɯɯ,ÈÙÛÈÚȮɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÕÖɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÍÖÙÛàɯ

years old, pointed and whispered at his wrist D-Vice, attempting to carry 

on a conversation with someone on the other end.  Burr, looking bit older-

looking, demurely eyed Jack and Kimi with her arms crossed.   

Ɂ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯÚÈàɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÝÌÙàɯÓÖÕÎȮɂɯ!ÜÙÙɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯ*imi.  

Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯÝÌÙàɯÉÜÚàɯÈÕËɯËÐÚÙÜ×ÛÐÖÕÚɯÖÕÓàɯÔÈÒÌɯÜÚɯÍÈÓÓɯÍÈÙÛÏÌÙɯÉÌÏÐÕËȭɂ 



Shadow of Turning 
 

- 32 -  

Ɂ#ÐÛÛÖɯÍÖÙɯÜÚȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ+ÌÛɀÚɯÎÌÛɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËȭɂ 

Martas ÚÈÐËȮɯ Ɂ(Õɯ àÖÜÙɯ ÞÈÙÙÈÕÛȮɯ àÖÜɯ ÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛɯ ÐÕɯ ÖÕÌɯ

×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙɯ×ÐÌÊÌɯÖÍɯÌØÜÐ×ÔÌÕÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÈɯȿÙÖÊÒɯÛÖÈÚÛÌÙȭɀɯɯ(ÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯ

Ìß×ÓÈÐÕɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÌÕËȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÉÌÎÈÕȮɯɁ6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÊÖÕÛÈÊÛÌËɯàÖÜɯÌÈÙÓÐÌÙȮɯàÖÜɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯ

have only one such device, and that itɀÚ ÜÚÌËɯÍÖÙɯÔÐÕÐÕÎȭɯɯ(ÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÙÙÌÊÛȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɂɯ ,ÈÙÛÈÚɯ ÚÈÐËɯ ÈÚɯ ÏÌɯ ÌÕËÌËɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÈÛÐÖÕɯ ÖÕɯ ÏÐÚɯ #-vice.  

Ɂ6ÏÐÓÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌɯÐÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÐÕɯËÌÝÌÓÖ×ÔÌÕÛÈÓɯÚÛÈÎÌÚȮɯÖÜÙɯ×ÓÈÕɯÐÚɯÌÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàɯ

to manufacture and lease out an inventory of them to various mining 

companies locally and globally.  Leases from our existing clients alone 

should pay for the R&D in two years, plus a projected fourteen percent 

×ÙÖÍÐÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÕÌÞɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÍÍÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ4ÔÔȮɯ ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ ÕÐÊÌȮɂɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÕÖËËÌËɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ ×ÙÌÛÌÕËɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛȭɯ ɯ Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯ

ÌßÈÊÛÓàɯËÖÌÚɯÈɯȿÙÖÊÒɯÛÖÈÚÛÌÙɀɯËÖȳɯɯ,ÈÒÌɯÔÐÕÌÙÚɯÉÙÌÈÒÍÈÚÛȳɂ 

2ÊÖÞÓÐÕÎɯÈÛɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ6ÌɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÐÛȮɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȮɂɯ!ÜÙÙɯÕÖËËÌËȭɯɯɁ"ÖÔÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈàȭɂ  She parted with Abrams 

and Martas, leading Jack and Kimi down a hallway, through a doorway, 

and into an interior elevator.  (ÛɀÚɯÐÕɯÖÜÙɯ"ÖÕÐÍÌÙɯÓÈÉȮɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯƗƜth floor.ɂ 

When the elevator opened, the parade continued down a plain 

corridor through sliding glass doors labeled 38B: CONIFER.  Jack made a 

mental note of various contraptions on shelves and tables lining the walls, 

some of which appeared to ×ÙÌËÈÛÌɯ##(ɀÚɯdecade-old standardized global 

network.  Burr stopped in front of a bulky device that, to Jack, resembled 

the arm and torso of a death match robot from an old Japanese anime.  

Mounted on its own metal frame, it stood perhaps three meters tall, and its 

base was almost as wide. 

Ɂ'ÌÙÌɯÐÛɯÐÚȮɂɯ!ÜÙÙ said. 

Ɂ%ÐÙÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÍÐÙÚÛȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÚÏÖÖÌËɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ

machine and activated the multiscanner.  

Ɂ#ÖɯÞÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÐÚȳɂɯ!ÜÙÙɯ×ÙÖÛÌÚÛÌËȭɯɯ 

Ɂ/ÙÖÊÌËÜÙÌȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÔÌÛÐÊÜÓÖÜÚÓàɯÚÞÌ×ÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÕËɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯ

the device and every surface near it. 

6ÏÐÓÌɯÚÏÌɯ×ÌÙÍÖÙÔÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÈÕȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯɁ2ÖȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯËÖÌÚɯÛÏÐÚɯ

ÛÏÐÕÎɯËÖȳɂ 
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Ɂ(Ûɯ ÚÌÕËÚɯ Èɯ ÕÖÕ-particle beam into strÈÛÈɯ ÈÛɯ Èɯ ÔÐÕÌɯ ÚÐÛÌȮɂɯ !ÜÙÙɯ

Ìß×ÓÈÐÕÌËȭɯɯɁ(ÛɯÏÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÈÉÐÓÐÛàɯÛÖɯ×ÈÚÚɯÏÈÙÔÓÌÚÚÓàɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÈÕàɯÔÖÓÌÊÜÓÈÙɯ

structure not specified as the target, and separate any unwanted material 

from the target.  So, for example, it can dislodge waste minerals from 

around a gemstone deposit without harming the gemstones.  And, it can 

do it a bucketful in the same time it would take a human to dislodge a 

ÎÙÈÔɯÖÍɯÞÈÚÛÌȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÐÔÐÓÈÙɯÛÖɯÈɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÙÌÈÛÚɯÊÈÕÊÌÙɯ×ÈÛÐÌÕÛÚȳɂɯ

Jack asked. 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɂɯ!ÜÙÙɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯËÌÝÐÊÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÖÕɯÈɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÈÙÎÌÙɯÚÊÈÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÖÞɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÈÙÎÌÙȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Ɂ(ÕɯÖÜÙɯÉÌÕÊÏÔÈÙÒÚȮɯÐÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯÌÔÐÛɯÈɯÉÌÈÔɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÙÍÈÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ

penetrated one hundred fifty meters through what was primarily granite 

ÈÕËɯÊÓÈàȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯɁ'ÖÞɯÍÈÙɯÊÖÜÓËɯÐÛɯÎÖɯÐÕɯÖ×ÌÕɯÈÐÙȳɂ 

Ɂ6Ìɯ ÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯ ËÖÕÌɯ ÔÜÊÏɯ Ö×ÌÕɯ ÈÐÙɯ ÛÌÚÛÐÕÎȮɂɯ !ÜÙÙɯ ÚÈÐËȭɯ ɯ Ɂ6ÌɀÝÌɯ

projected it maybe a thousand meters through the air.  The math guys 

downstairs say that the denser the matter, the shorter the maximum 

×ÙÖÑÌÊÛÐÖÕɯËÐÚÛÈÕÊÌȭɂ 

Pacing to the glass doors, Jack peered out of the lab and through a 

window in a room across the hall.  The western edge of the city came into 

view, with the mountains in the distance.  Using this reference, he rotated 

ÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÛÖɯÍÈÊÌɯÛÏÌɯÈ××ÙÖßÐÔÈÛÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯɯɁ"Öuld it 

×ÙÖÑÌÊÛɯÈɯÊÖÓÜÔÕɯÍÐÝÌɯÒÐÓÖÔÌÛÌÙÚɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÈÐÙȳɂ 

Ɂ&ÐÝÌÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÕÜÔÉÌÙɯ ÖÍɯ ÝÈÙÐÈÉÓÌÚȮɯ ÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ (ɯ ÚÈàɯ ÞÖÜÓËɯ ÉÌɯ ×ÜÙÌɯ

Ú×ÌÊÜÓÈÛÐÖÕȮɂɯ!ÜÙÙɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ,àɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÓÐÒÌÓàȭɂ 

Stepping around Kimi, Jack neared the apparatus.  Its frame was 

anchored to the floor, but the unit itself appeared to rotate about a circular 

ball-ÉÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÛÙÈÊÒȭɯɯɁ'ÖÞɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÔÖÝÌɯÈÕËɯÈÐÔɯÐÛȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÐÛÏɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÈÎÖÕàȮɂɯ!ÜÙÙɯÊÏÜÊÒÓÌËȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯ×ÜÚÏɯÐÛɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÖÕɯ

ÛÏÌɯÛÙÈÊÒɯÈÕËɯÈÐÔɯÐÛÚɯÈÙÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÔÈÕÜÈÓɯÊÙÈÕÒȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÜÓÛÐÔÈÛÌÓàɯdesigned to 

be attached to a motorized digital motion system so you can enter a 

ÊÖÖÙËÐÕÈÛÌɯÖÙɯÈÕÎÓÌɯÖÕɯÈɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯÐÕÛÌÙÍÈÊÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯ×ÙÖÛÖÛà×ÌɯÈÕËɯÐÛɯÏÈÚɯàÌÛɯ

ÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÕÚÛÈÓÓÌËȭɂ 
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Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÙÌÔÖÛÌɯÎÜÐËÈÕÊÌȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Ɂ$ÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàȮɂɯ!ÜÙÙɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËȭɯ Ɂ!ÜÛɯÕÖÛɯàÌÛȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖȮɯÞÏÖÌÝÌÙɯÞÈÕÛÚɯÛÖɯÜÚÌɯÐÛɯÏÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÙÖÖÔȳɂ 

Ɂ ÚɯÖÍɯàÌÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÙÜÌȭɂɯɯ!ÜÙÙɯÚÛÌ××ÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÈ××ÈÙÈÛÜÚɯÈÕËɯ

ÊÓÜÛÊÏÌËɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÏÈÕËÓÌɯÖÕɯÐÛÚɯÉÈÚÌȭɯɯɁ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÏÖÞɯàÖÜȱɂ 

Ɂ/ÓÌÈÚÌȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐ interrupted her as she scanned the side of the frame.  

Ɂ2ÛÌ×ɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÕËɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȭɯɯ(ɀÔɯÙÜÕÕÐÕÎɯÈɯ"2(ɯÚÊÈÕȭɂ 

!ÜÙÙɯÏÜÍÍÌËɯÈÕËɯÔÖÝÌËɯÈÞÈàȭɯɯɁ(ɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÏÖÞɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙɯ

ÏÖÞɯÐÛɀÚɯËÖÕÌȭɯɯ-ÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÚÌɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÚȮɯ(ɀd like to see 

ÞÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯËÖɯÔàÚÌÓÍȮɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàȭɂ 

Patting Kimi on the head as she knelt beneath him, Jack backed away 

ÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯËÌÝÐÊÌɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÈÕàɯÓÖÎÚɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈàɯ

indicate who was using this, when, and where it might have been pointed, 

as well as everyone who was in the facility at the time.ɂ 

Burr ÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÜÊÏȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÈÛÛÈÊÏÌËɯÛÖɯ##(ɀÚɯÔÈÚÛÌÙɯ

ÚàÚÛÌÔȮɯÚÖɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÊÖÓÓÌÊÛɯÈÕàɯËÈÛÈɯÖÕɯÐÛȭɯɯ.ÜÙɯÖÕÓàɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯÊÈÔÌÙÈÚɯÈÙÌɯÈÛɯ

ÛÏÌɯ ÍÙÖÕÛɯ ÌÕÛÙÈÕÊÌÚȭɯ ɯ 6Ìɯ ËÖÕɀÛɯ ÔÖÕÐÛÖÙɯ ÞÏÖɯ ÊÖmes and goes from 

ÐÕËÐÝÐËÜÈÓɯÍÓÖÖÙÚɯÖÙɯÓÈÉÚȭɂɯɯ2ÕÈÙÓÐÕÎȮɯsÏÌɯÈËËÌËȮɯɁ,ÈàÉÌɯÞÌɯshould start 

ÔÖÕÐÛÖÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÌß×ÌÊÛɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕÚȭɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯÛÙàɯ

ÛÖɯÎÌÛɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯ ɤ5ɯÐÔÈÎÌÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÖÜÙɯÊÈÔÌÙÈÚȭɂ 

Soon, Kimi completed her scan and Jack obtained access to the 

required surveillance records.  Once the detectives wrapped up their 

ÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÈÕËɯÞÌÙÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÐÛÐÕÎɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÝÌÏÐÊÓÌȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ-ÖÞɯ

ÞÌɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÙËÌÙɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕȭɯɯ,ÈàÉÌɯÛÏÌɯ'ÌÈÓÛÏɯÈÕËɯ2ÈÍÌÛàɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÞÐÓÓɯ

finally take this investiÎÈÛÐÖÕɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯÚÖɯÍÈÚÛȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÊÖÓËÌËɯÏÐÔȭɯɯɁ6ÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯËÈÛÈɯÛÖɯ

analyze.  Even if we conclusively show that the rock toaster was the 

ÏÈÙÔÍÜÓɯËÌÝÐÊÌȮɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÙÜÓÌËɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÕɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛȭɯɯ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯàÌÛɯ

ÛÖɯÓÐÕÒɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÖÙɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɯÖÙɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌɯÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚȭɂɯɯ

 ÚɯÛÏÌɯËÙÐÝÌÙɯ×ÜÓÓÌËɯÈÞÈàȮɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÌÔÈÙÒÌËȮɯɁ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÖÕÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÎÜÌÚÛɯÖÍɯ

ÏÖÕÖÙɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯÞÐÛÏȭɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯÞÖÙÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯÈ××ÙÖÝÈÓÚɯÛÖɯÐÕÝÐÛÌɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯ

ÛÏÌɯËÐÚÛÙÐÊÛɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕȭɂ 
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9.  

 

Thursday, October 1 

The Shadow is Cornered  

 

Sarat Kapoor crossed his arms while his thick, black brows furrowed.  

He eyed Jack, who had just risen from his seat in the police interview room.  

Next to Kapoor was Carl Carlson, his attorney, who had placed a pricey 

two-frame D-vice in front of him.  Kimi was monitoring things from a 

nearby room, ready to do any behind the scenes research needed to 

ÚÜ××ÖÙÛɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÐÕÎȭɯɯ3ÞÌÕÛàɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÏÈËɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÈɯ

uniformed officer had ushered the two into the presence of their 

questioner. 

Carlson stood, palms planted firmly on the table, arching forward at 

)ÈÊÒȭɯɯɁ6ÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÏÈÜÓÌËɯÔàɯÊÓÐÌÕÛɯÐÕȮɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ

ÚÔÈÙÛÈÚÚɯÊÖ×ɯÞÏÖɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÈÕËɯÌÕËÐÕÎɯÈÕɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯ

ÚÖÔÌɯÙÈÕËÖÔɯÈÙÙÌÚÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ ÍÛer I read your case brief, however, I see 

what this is really all about: revenge.  Your partner was trapped in a house 

and almost died of a yet-to-be-ËÌÛÌÙÔÐÕÌËɯÊÈÜÚÌȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯ

ÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɯ×Èàȭɂ 

4ÕÐÕÛÐÔÐËÈÛÌËȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ.ÏȮɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÜÚÌɯÐÚɯÝÌÙy much determined, 

and the fact that an officer of the law was involved will only heap 

ÈËËÐÛÐÖÕÈÓɯÊÏÈÙÎÌÚɯÖÕɯ,Ùȭɯ*È×ÖÖÙȭɂ 

*È×ÖÖÙɯ ÉÓÜÙÛÌËɯ ÖÜÛȮɯ Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯ ÐÚɯ ÉÌàÖÕËɯ ÙÐËÐÊÜÓÖÜÚȵɯ ɯ 'ÖÞɯ ÊÈÕɯ àÖÜɯ

×ÖÚÚÐÉÓàɯÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÔÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȳɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯÚÛÜÕÛɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ×ÜÓÓȳɂ 

Ɂ,rs. Robins named you as a suspect before she died, and your 

girlfriend lied to us about what she was doing just before I caught her 

meeting with you the evening of the 21stȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÛÙÖËÌɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÛÖɯ

his suspect. 
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Not leaving his seat as Jack approaÊÏÌËɯÏÐÔȮɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ/Ö××àɯ

is her own person.  I have neither knowledge nor control of her actions.  

2ÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÚÞÌÌÛɯÎÐÙÓȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÊÖÕÕÐÝÌËɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÔÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÛÏÈÕɯ(ɯÊÈÙÌɯÛÖɯ

acknowledge.  Why am I not surprised that she lied to you?  For all I know, 

ÚÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÈɯÚÌÊÙÌÛɯÓÖÝÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÏÖÖËȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÎÈÛÏÌÙÌËɯÔÖÔÌÕÛÜÔȭɯɯɁ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɯÚÌÕÛɯÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÏÖÜÚÌɯ

ÖÕɯÉÖÛÏɯÖÊÊÈÚÐÖÕÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÌÕÌȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯ

was her task?  Recon?  Did you need her to help you aim your death 

ÊÖÓÜÔÕȳɂ 

Carlson shoved his D-ÝÐÊÌɯÐÕɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȮɯËÐÚ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÈɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌÔÌÕÛɯÖÍɯ

ÊÏÈÙÛÚɯÈÕËɯÔÖÛÐÖÕɯÐÔÈÎÌÚɯËÌ×ÐÊÛÐÕÎɯ*È×ÖÖÙɀÚɯÞÏÌÙÌÈÉÖÜÛÚȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÈËɯ

ÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛɯÖÍɯÌßÈÔÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯ×ÙÐÖÙȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÌÝÐËÌÕÊÌɯ

for exactly none of that, Detective Tate.  On the evening of the 14th, he was 

at a gallery for far longer than the duration of the events you describe, and 

has the financial transaction log to prove it.  On the 21st, he was working 

ÓÈÛÌɯÈÛɯÈɯÊÜÚÛÖÔÌÙɀÚɯÚÐÛÌɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÏÐÚɯËÐÕÕÌÙɯÞith Ms. Frainey, 

ÈÕËɯÞÌɀÝÌɯ×ÜÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÝÌɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÛÖÖȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÌÙÔÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯƕƘthȮɂɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ

Ɂ/Ö××àɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÉÓÖÞÖÜÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÍÐÕÈÕÊÌÚɯÈɯËÈàɯÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭɯɯ

Really, I must declare my ignorance and innocence of thiÚɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚȭɂ 

Ɂ,ÙÚȭɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÎÙÌÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÈÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

your reputation of making one-sided business deals.  She was crusading to 

save Grant Valley Medical from being your next victim.  You need that 

acquisition, and she was in your way.  She was the kingpin of the 

resistance against you.  Without her crusade, the rest of the Board of 

#ÐÙÌÊÛÖÙÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÓÖÚÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚ×ÐÕÌɯÈÕËɯÝÖÛÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÉÜàɯÛÏÌÔɯÖÜÛȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÉÈÙÌÓàɯÒÕÌÞɯ,ÙÚȭɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚȮɂɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÉÌÎÈÕȭɯɯɁ'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÍÙÖÔɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯ

do know of her, she had more than a business reason to block the sale.  I 

hope it will come as no surprise to you that we Hindus are a target of great 

persecution from the Catholic Church.  Mrs. Robins was keen on following 

'ÐÚɯ/Ö×ÌÕÌÚÚɀɯÓÌÈËɯÐÕɯÌÙÈËÐÊÈÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÕÍÜl Hindu scourge in the Western 

world.  A message from her to her colleagues was leaked to me that called 

us a bunch of snake, um, copulators.  My condolences to her friends and 
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family, but I advise you to take what she said with a grain of salt.  She was 

aÕɯÖ××ÖÙÛÜÕÐÚÛÐÊɯÙÈÊÐÚÛȭɂ 

Ɂ!Ìɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÈÚɯ ÐÛɯ ÔÈàȮɯ #/#ɯ ÚÛÐÓÓɯ ÏÖÓËÚɯ ÏÌÙɯ ÚÛÈÛÌÔÌÕÛÚɯ ÈÚɯ ÊÙÌËÐÉÓÌȮɯ

especially in light of the interesting coincidences around what happened at 

least twice in her home and the presence of your main squeeze.  She knew 

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯdangerous predicament, and you most certainly did, too.  

The D.A. is pushing DDI to release all digital conversations between you 

ÈÕËɯÏÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÛÞÖɯËÈàÚɯÖÕɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÉÖÛÏɯËÈÛÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ&ÖÖËɯ ÓÜÊÒɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ ÛÏÈÛȮɂɯ "ÈÙÓÚÖÕɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÑÌÊÛÌËȭɯ ɯ Ɂ##(ɀÚɯ ×ÙÐÝÈÊàɯ

regulations arÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯ×ÙÖÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËȭɯɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÝÌɯàÖÜÙɯ

ÏÐÎÏÓàɯÐÔ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓÌɯÊÈÚÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯÓÌÛɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯɯ(ɯÈÓÚÖɯ

add that it was quite a mean trick you pulled on Poppy.  You summoned 

her on false pretenses to try to trick her out of some sort of confession.  Mr. 

Kapoor is retaining me to represent her interests as well as his own, and 

ÚÏÌɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÈËÝÐÚÌËɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÛÖɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÔÌȭ  If you attempt 

to communicate to her without Ôàɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÊÌȮɯ(ɀll personally press criminal 

misconduct charges against you!ɂ 

 ËËÙÌÚÚÐÕÎɯ *È×ÖÖÙȮɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÈËÝÈÕÊÌËȮɯ Ɂ3ÌÓÓɯ ÔÌȱÞÏÌÕɯ ÞÌɯ ËÖɯ

eventually acquire copies of those conversations from DDI, or when we 

find a witness, or your sweetie pie breaks down and tells us what you were 

discussing, what will wÌɯÍÐÕËȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ-ÖÛɯÈɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÔɯ'ÈÓÔÈÕ ÉÙÈÔÚ2ÈÛÈÓÐÕÐȳɂ 

Ɂ'ÌÈÙËɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌȭɯɯ*ÕÖÞɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÕàÉÖËàɯÞÏÖɯÞÖÙÒÚɯÛÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ-Öȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕàɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÔÌÕÛÚɯÐÕɯÐÛȳɂ 

Ɂ-Öȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÕɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàɯ'ÈÓÔÈÕ ÉramsSatalini is pertinent to this 

ÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÙÌÈËɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÚÌɯÉÙÐÌÍɯàÖÜɯÎÈÝÌɯ"ÈÙÓȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÕÈÔÌËɯÈÚɯÈɯ×ÖÛÌÕÛÐÈÓɯ

entity of interest.  I was informed that you might be asking about my 

relationship with them.  And there is none, just like I have no connection to 

ÛÏÌɯÊÙÐÔÌÚɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÕÎȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÍÖÙɯ/Ö××àȭɂ 
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Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜÙɯÕÈÔÌɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÔɀÚɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÖÙɯÈÕËɯ

ÊÜÚÛÖÔÌÙɯÙÌÊÖÙËÚȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯÚÜÊÏɯÙÌÊÖÙËÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÏÖ×ÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯ

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛȭ 

Ɂ-Öȭɯ-Öȭɯɯ(ÛɯÐÚɯÕÖÛȭɂ 

Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚÜÙÌȳɂɯ 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÐÕɯàÖÜÙɯËÈàÚɯÖÍɯÙÈÊÒÌÛÌÌÙÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÈÙÚÖÕȳɂ 

"ÈÙÓÚÖÕɯÉÙÖÒÌɯÐÕȭɯɯɁ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÐÕÈ××ÙÖ×ÙÐÈÛÌȮɯËÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌȵɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯ ÞÖÜÓËɯ ÕÖÛɯ ÉÌɯ ÖÜÛËÖÕÌȭɯ ɯ Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯ (ɯ ÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯ ÐÛɯ ÐÚɯ Èɯ ÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ

inappropriate, considering you were acquitted of the racketeering charge, 

and you got the arson charge reduced to trespassing on a derelict 

×ÙÖ×ÌÙÛàȭɂ 

Slapping his D-vice down on the table with a thud, Carlson growled, 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÈÚÌɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÏÐÔȵɯɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÍÖÜÕËɯÈɯÚÐÕÎÓÌɯÊÙÌËÐÉÓÌɯ

link between him and the unfortunate mishaps youɀÙÌɯ ÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÕÎȭɯɯ

"ÖÕÚÐËÌÙÐÕÎɯàÖÜÙɯÝÐÊÛÐÔɀÚɯËÖÊÜÔÌÕÛÌËɯÉÐÈÚɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÏÐÚɯÙÌÓÐÎÐÖÕȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯ

bring charges against him without more grounds, I can have you written 

up for violating the anti-×ÙÖÍÐÓÐÕÎɯÚÛÈÛÜÛÌȭɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÙÖÓÓÌËɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚȭɯɯɁ(ÍɯàÖÜɀËɯÓÐÒÌȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÎÌÛ Detective Pitambar from 

District 1 to conduct the interviewȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàȮɯÛÏÈÕÒɯàÖÜɯÝÌÙàɯÔÜÊÏȭɯɯ(ÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ

ÌÓÚÌɯÔÌÈÕÐÕÎÍÜÓɯàÖÜɯÞÐÚÏɯÛÖɯËÐÚÊÜÚÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯÊÓÐÌÕÛȳɂ 

Ɂ-Öȭɯɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÓÓȭɯɯ6ÌɯÞÐÓÓɯÕÖÛɯÉÌɯÊÏÈÙÎÐÕÎɯàÖÜÙɯÊÓÐÌÕÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯ

timÌȭɯɯ'ÌɯÊÈÕɯÎÖȭɂɯɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÈÕËɯ"ÈÙÓÚÖÕɯËÌ×ÈÙÛÌËɯÐÕɯÈɯÏÜÍÍȮɯÚÞÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÈÛɯ

each other about Jack and that damned corrupted mayor. 

Jack remained steamed about the interview most of the rest of the 

day.  It took Kimi to remind him that it was best to forget about it for the 

time being and concentrate on other parts of his caseload.  After all, it 

would only be a few days before the multiscanner results came in. 
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10.  

 

Saturday, October 3 

The Shadow Turns  

 

It was mid-afternoon.  Jack plunged the thin, hollow pipe into the 

ground at the base of one of the medium-sized cherry trees in his cozy 

backyard.  Touching the trigger button on the end, an air-propelled dose of 

powdered garden winterizer jetted from the attached papercloth tank, 

down a hose, through the pipe, and into the ground.  This was one 

Saturday where his lack of other plans and general restlessness had driven 

him to do some seasonal yard work. 

As he pulled the pipe up from the ground to relocate it to the other 

side of the tree, Kimi called, telling him in a hurried tone that he needed to 

turn on the Vortex game immediately and go to the sideline report.  He 

managed as best he could with his wrist D-vice to turn to the Colorado 

Vortex vs. L.A. Adept football game in its second quarter.  He spent no 

more than a few seconds viewing the sideline report before he dropped his 

gardening equipment to find the first available police vehicle to the 

stadium. 

The next twenty minutes was a blur in his memory, as he alternated 

between conversations with Kimi and the stadium security chief, kept tabs 

on the sideline report, and attempted in vain to discern the whereabouts of 

Fey Robins and Kapoor.  The chief of the stadium security detail, DPD Sgt. 

Leanna Lomis, met him at the service entrance.  She was a younger, black 

uniformed officer who carried herself as if she had been on her feet all day.  

She ÏÜÙÙÐÌËÓàɯÚÏÖÖÒɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÏÈÕËȮɯÌÚÊÖÙÛÐÕÎ him to her office. 
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Ɂ-ÖÞȮɯÞÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÔÐÕËɯÍÐÓÓÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÐÕɯÖÕɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÓÓɯÐÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯ

ÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÏÌÙÌȳɂɯ+ÖÔÐÚɯËÌÔÈÕËÌËȮɯÚÜÙÝÌàÐng the video from the sideline 

area. 

Ɂ'ÖÕÌÚÛÓàȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ(ɀÝÌɯÛÖÓËɯàÖÜɯÈÓÓɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞȭɯɯ/Ö××àɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàɯÐÚɯ

connected to what my partner and I believe to be a very high tech 

homicide.  At 16:35 this afternoon, my partner, who happened to be 

watching the game, observed that Frainey and the other affected players 

appeared to be experiencing symptoms similar to the victim of our 

ÏÖÔÐÊÐËÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÚ×ÌÊÐÍÐÊÈÓÓàɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯËÐÚÖÙÐÌÕÛÈÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ(ɀÔɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯ

find out if the venerable Ms. Frainey and company are being assaulted 

ÞÐÛÏɯÈɯËÌÈËÓàɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕȭɂ 

+ÖÔÐÚɯ×ÜÛɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËɯÖÕɯÏÌÙɯÏÐ×ȭɯɯɁ3ÏÙÌÌɯ×ÓÈàÌÙÚɯÈÙÌɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÛÙÌÈÛÌËɯÍÖÙɯ

ËÌÏàËÙÈÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÌÏàËÙÈÛÐÖÕȳɯɯ.ÏȮɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯƕƖ degrees Celsius out and the only 

affected players are ones who had been sitting down in the shade for half 

ÈÕɯÏÖÜÙȭɯɯ'ÌÓÓÖȮɯÊÖÝÌÙɯÚÛÖÙàȭɂ 

Ɂ ÓÓɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÕÜÙÚÌɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÈÎÖȮɂɯ+ÖÔÐÚɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯ

could sense she knew that he was about to pull rank on her if she gave him 

ÛÏÌɯÙÜÕÈÙÖÜÕËȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÈÓÓɯÉÌing treated for a medical condition that 

appears unrelated to the game, and ÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯ ÉÌÐÕÎɯ ÎÐÝÌÕɯ ÍÓÜÐËÚɯ ÈÕËɯ

magnetic therapy because it looks like dehydration.  What can law 

ÌÕÍÖÙÊÌÔÌÕÛɯËÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÌËÐÊÈÓɯÊÈÕɀÛȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÞÈÐÛÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÔàɯÚÊÈÕÕÐÕÎɯÎÜàɯÛÖɯÈÙÙÐÝÌȭɯɯ.ÕÊÌɯÏÌɯÎÌÛÚɯÏÌÙÌȮɯ

we can taÒÌɯÈɯÚÈÔ×ÓÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÙÌÈɯÈÕËɯÊÖÕÍÐÙÔɯÐÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈÕàɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌɯ

danger.  Our first priority is to get those players ÛÖɯÈɯÚÈÍÌɯáÖÕÌȭɂɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯ

paused and tapped on his wrist D-ÝÐÊÌɯÐÔ×ÈÛÐÌÕÛÓàȭɯɁ4ÕÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌÓàȮɯÜÕÛÐÓɯ

we get a good scan, we have no real way of knowing where safe zones 

ÈÙÌȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖÌÚɯÐÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÒÌÙɯÙÖÖÔɯÕÖÞȳɂ 

Jack realized that he would have to make some really good guesses 

ÜÕÛÐÓɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÓÛÐÚÊÈÕÕÌÙɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËȭɯɯɁ6ÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÌàɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯ

ÛÏÌɯÚàÔ×ÛÖÔÚȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÔÌɯÛÌÈÔɯÉÌÕÊÏÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÖÞɯÍÈÙɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÕÊÏÌÚɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÒÌÙɯÙÖÖÔȳɂ 
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Ɂ)ÜÚÛɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÕÊÏÌÚȭɂ 

2ÏÈÒÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËɯÚÛÌÙÕÓàȮɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËȮɯɁ-ÖÛɯÍÈÙɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȭɯɯ6ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯ

ÈɯÊÖÕÊÌÈÓÌËȮɯÚÈÍÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈËÐÜÔȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯsuppose the Gridiron Lounge, on the southeast side on the A level.  

-ÖÉÖËàɀÚɯÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÌßÊÌ×ÛɯÍÖÙɯ×ÓÈàÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÚÌÕÐÖÙɯÚÛÈÍÍȭɂ 

Ɂ&ÐÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÈÊÏÌÚɯÈÕËɯÔÈÕÈÎÌÙÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÙÌÓÖÊÈÛÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯ

ÛÏÌɯ ÚÐÊÒɯ ×ÓÈàÌÙÚɯ ÛÏÌÙÌȮɯ ÈÕËɯ ÐÍɯ ÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯ ÈÕàÉÖËàɯ ÌÓÚÌɯ ÞÏÖɯ ÍÌÌÓs dizzy, 

hallucinates, or has a panic attackȮɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÏÌÔɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÞÈàȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯËÈÙÌɯËÖɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÐÓÓɯÊÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÕɯÔÌȮɂɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯ

chief said as she wagged her finger. 

6ÈÚÛÐÕÎɯÕÖɯÛÐÔÌȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÑÖÎÎÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈàÌÙÚɀɯÓÖÜÕÎÌɯÈÕËɯÓÌÛɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯ

in.  While Frainey and the other affected players had yet to arrive, there 

were a few Vortex team executives at the bar to whom Jack had to excuse 

his presence.  He once again checked the public sideline status report.  

Mordie Grillot had forfeited his position on unbecoming conduct until 

further notice.  Poppy Frainey, George Gomez, and Kenneth Mersey were 

ÈÓÓɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛÌËɯÐÕɯÔÌËÐÊÈÓɯÊÈÙÌɯËÜÌɯÛÖɯÈɯÊÖÕËÐÛÐÖÕɯɁÕÖÛɯÙÌÓÈÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÔÌȭɂ 

He barely had time to get his bearings when *ÐÔÐɯÊÈÓÓÌËȭɯɯɁFey and 

her kids are safe.  They were at a park.  I sent them back to the safe house 

as a precaution.  Also, maybe this is logical because his girlfriend is a 

player, but Kapoor is at the game.  He fingered in his ID at the west 

ÌÕÛÙÈÕÊÌɯÈÛɯƕƘȯƘƖȭɂ 

Ɂ,àɯÔÈÐÕɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞɯis the multiscanner.  Could you please 

ÓÐÎÏÛɯÈɯÍÐÙÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÐÔÌɯÚÊÌÕÌɯÈÕÈÓàÚÐÚɯÛÌÈÔȳɯɯ(ɀÔɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÈɯÚÌÊÜÙÌɯ

×ÓÈÊÌɯÛÖɯÏÖÜÚÌɯ/Ö××àɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÏÈÙËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯ

×ÓÈÊÌÚɯÈÙÌɯÚÈÍÌɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯ×ÓÈÊÌÚɯÈÙÌɯËÈÕÎÌÙÖÜÚȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖÐÕÎ ÔàɯÉÌÚÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÞÌÕÛàɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯ

one can get to your location.  Remember what you told me once: patience 

ÐÚÕɀÛɯ ÑÜÚÛɯ Èɯ ÝÐÙÛÜÌɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÎÌÌáÌÙÚȭɂɯ ɯ .ÕÌɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÖÓËÌÙɯ ÌßÌÊÜÛÐÝÌÚɯ ÊÈÚÛɯ Èɯ

disapproving scowl over his shoulder at Jack. 

Waving ÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÌßÌÊÜÛÐÝÌȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯ*ÐÔÐȮɯɁ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÓÖÛÚɯÖÍɯ×ÈÛÐÌÕÊÌȮɯ

ÛÏÈÕÒɯàÖÜȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÞÌÕÛàɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÛÖÖɯÓÈÛÌȭɂ 
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Ɂ+ÐÚÛÌÕȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ(ɀÔɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ'ÈÓÔÈÕ ÉÙÈÔÚ2ÈÛÈÓÐÕÐɯ

building.  I may be able to assess things better there than you can here.  

CarÖÓɯ!ÜÙÙɯÐÚɯÖÕɯÏÌÙɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÐÕȭɂ 

Jack had to break contact with Kimi as the door to the lounge opened.  

Poppy and two other Vortex players in red and black jerseys entered, 

accompanied by Sgt. Lomis, a trainer and a physician.  Poppy and Harold 

Mersey, a Kickoff Sprinter, were both in medical transport chairs.  George 

Gomez, a Safety, stumbled along behind them without a shirt or cleats.  

The trio of players appeared generally lethargic.  Poppy rocked slightly 

back and forth in her chair, gently rubbing her temples.  Mersey clenched a 

hydration bottle and mask, but appeared almost asleep. 

/Ö××àɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐáÌËɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯɯɁ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÌɯËÖÐÕÎɯÏÌÙÌȳɂɯÚÏÌɯ

asked her trainer. 

Ɂ'ÌɀÚɯÈɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌÔÈÕȭɯɯ'ÌɀÚɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ȮɂɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÈÐÕÌÙɯÞÏÐÚ×ÌÙÌËɯÉÈÊÒȭ 

Ɂ3ÌÓÓɯÏÐÔɯÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÝÌȭɯɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÏÐÔɯÏÌÙÌȭɂɯ/Ö××àɯÚÈÐËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÚɯ

much strength as she could muster.  The trainer shushed her and cradled 

her head.  Poppy continued to protest, though Jack could not hear most of 

her mumbling. 

To +ÖÔÐÚȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯɁ"ÈÕɯàÖÜɯÎÌÛɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÛÖɯËÌÛÈÐÕɯÈɯÚ×ÌÊÛÈÛÖÙɯ

ÕÈÔÌËɯ2ÈÙÈÛɯ*È×ÖÖÙȳɂ 

Lomis consulted her D-ÝÐÊÌȭɯɯɁ'ÌɀÚɯÚÌÈÛÌd on the mezzo-terrace, seat 

MT6-ƖȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯɯɁ+ÖÖÒÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÚÌÈÛȭɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯÏÌÓ×ɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯ

ÓÖÊÈÛÌɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÌËɯËÈÕÎÌÙÖÜÚȮɯÚÖɯÜÚÌɯÊÈÜÛÐÖÕȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯ

Lomis started to take inventory of available security guards and police 

ÖÍÍÐÊÌÙÚȭɯɯɁ ÕËɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯàÖÜɯËÖȮɯdo not ÐÕËÐÊÈÛÌɯÛÖɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÏÈËɯ

ÊÖÕÛÈÊÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕàɯ×ÓÈàÌÙÚȮɯÌÚ×ÌÊÐÈÓÓàɯ/Ö××àȭɯɯ'ÌɀÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÙÌÈÛÌËɯÈÚɯÕÌÌË-to-

ÒÕÖÞȭɂ 

When Sgt. Lomis exited, Jack turned to the physician, whose name 

was Bill Romano, questioning him about ÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈàÌÙÚɀɯÊÖÕËÐÛÐÖÕÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ

ÊÐÙÊÜÔÚÛÈÕÊÌÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÈÍÍÓÐÊÛÐÖÕÚȭɯɯ1ÖÔÈÕÖɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÌËȮɯɁ3ÏÌɯÔÈÐÕɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯ

happened first was that Miss Frainey fainted and hit her head on the 

bench.  I came right over.  She just suffered a mild bump, and I gave her 
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water, oxygen, and a magnet collar because usually when a player passes 

ÖÜÛȮɯÐÛɀÚɯËÜÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÛȭɂ 

 Úɯ1ÖÔÈÕÖɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȮɯÈɯÊÈÓÓɯÍÙÖÔɯ*ÐÔÐɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ

àÖÜɀËɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÞÈàȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɀÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯ

looking right at the rock toaÚÛÌÙȭɯɯ(ɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÐÛɯÖÍÍɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯ

ËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯ×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈËÐÜÔȭɯɯ!ÜÙÙɯÚÈàÚɯÚÏÌɀÓÓɯËÖɯÛÏÌɯ

exact calculations.  She also says that the machine could have been 

repositioned and activated any time in the last twenty-four hours or so, 

maybe longer.  I told her to get a listing of every employee who passed 

ÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÛÞÖɯËÈàÚȭɯɯ'ÖÞɯÈÙÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɀÝÌɯÙÌÓÖÊÈÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈàÌÙÚɯÐÕɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯÓÖÜÕÎÌȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ

is on the other side from the sidelÐÕÌɯÉÌÕÊÏÌÚȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɯÓÖÖÒɯÖÒÈàȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯ

ÚÜÙÝÌàÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯËÖÊÛÖÙȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÈÕÕÌÙȳɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÙÖÓÓÌËɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÈÉÚÜÙËÐÛàɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȭɯɯɁ#ÖÕɀÛɯ

àÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯ×ÙÌ×ÈÙÌËȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȭɯɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÔàɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÞÈÕËɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÚÖɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÎɯÎÜÕÚȭɂ 

Kimi terminated the call after she informed Jack that the scanning 

team would be there in a few minutes, so Jack continued with his 

interviews.  Romano told of how Frainey, Mersey and Gomez in turn had 

bouts of what was initially interpreted as heat or hydration problems, but 

when their conditions worsened, he took them to a nearby shaded area to 

decide what treatments to administer.  When Jack inquired about 

psychological symptoms, Romano looked puzzled and told him he should 

confer with the individual patients. 

Ɂ"ÏÈÐÙɯ3ÞÖȮɯÊÖÔÌɯÏÌÙÌȮɂɯ1ÖÔÈÕÖɯÐÚÚÜÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÔÈÕËɯÈÕËɯ/Ö××àɀÚɯ

chair came to him on its own. 

Ɂ+ÌÈÝÌɯÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÌȵɂɯ/Ö××àɯ×ÙÖÛÌÚÛÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÏÈÓÓÖÞɯÉÙÌÈÛÏȭ 

Ɂ3ÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÜÛÏȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÓÌÎÈÓÓàɯ×ÌÙÔÐÛÛÌËɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯ

to ÏÌÙɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÏÌÙɯÈÛÛÖÙÕÌàɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙÚȳɂ 

Gomez said, Ɂ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÕɯ/Ö××àɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÖÜÛɯÊÖÓËɯ

and Bill came to her rescue.  Then, about five minutes later, Mordie Grillot 

ÎÖÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÈÕÕÖàÌËɯÈÕËɯÛÖÓËɯ!ÐÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÓÌÛɯÏÐÔɯÒÐÓÓɯ/Ö××àȭɂ 

Ɂ*ÐÓÓȳɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÌËȭ 
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&ÖÔÌáɯÕÖËËÌËȭɯɯɁ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ,ÖÙËÐÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ-ÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÒÕÌÞɯÞÏÈÛɯ

ÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯ(ɀËɯÓÖÖÒɯÖÕɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÚÜÙÌɯ!ÐÓÓɯÞÈÚɯÎÌÕÛÓÌɯ

with her, which of course he was.  Then, I started getting these weird 

ÉÜÙÚÛÚɯÖÍɯÏÌÈÛɯÓÐÒÌɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÍÐÙÌȭɯɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÕÌßÛɯ

ÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÛȭɯɯ!ÐÓÓɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ

Mordie and I got into a shoving match and he pushed me to the ground 

and yelled at me to get away from him.  (ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ#ÌÍÌÕÚÐÝÌɯ

"ÖÈÊÏɯËÐÚÔÐÚÚÌËɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

3ÏÌɯÛÙÈÐÕÌÙɯÊÏÐÔÌËɯÐÕȯɯɁ&ÙÐÓÓÖÛɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÞÌÙÚɯÛÖɯÊÖÖÓɯÖÍÍȭɂ 

Ɂ"ÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÎÌÛɯÏÐÔȮɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌØÜÌÚÛÌËȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÛÙÈÐÕÌÙɯÕÖËËÌËɯÈÕËɯ

departed. 

 ÍÛÌÙɯÏÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ&ÙÐÓÓÖÛɀÚɯÖÜÛÉÜÙÚÛȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàɯthought of Del 

1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÍÐÕÈÓɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚȭɯɯ%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÐÛÐÈÓɯÊÈÓÓɯÍÙÖÔɯ*ÐÔÐɯÐÕɯ

ÏÐÚɯÎÈÙËÌÕȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÞÈÚɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯËÈàɀÚɯÏÈ××ÌÕÐÕÎÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÖÕÚÐÚÛÌÕÛɯ

with the rest of the investigation. 

Barely getting back in the groove of questioning Gomez, Ted, his 

digital personality, came to life and informed him that Doug McCallum, 

the Commissioner of the football league, wished to speak to him 

immediately.  It was getting stuffy in the lounge, and Jack was edging on a 

bad mood. The last thing he wanted to do was P.R. to a sports executive.  

Nonetheless, he shifted gears to address the image of an aging, thick-

chinned gentleman in an expensive logo blazer.  Jack had to explain once 

ÈÎÈÐÕɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕȮɯÏÖ×ÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÓÈÜÎÏÌËɯÈÛȭ 

Upon hearing that several players had been questioned and one fan 

ÞÈÚɯ ÔÐÚÚÐÕÎȮɯ ÛÏÌɯ "ÖÔÔÐÚÚÐÖÕÌÙɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËɯ )ÈÊÒȭɯ ɯ Ɂ3ÏÌɯ ÊÐÛàɯ ÈÕËɯ ÛÏÌɯ

stadium might be yours, cop, but the fans and players belong to us.  Their 

ÚÈÍÌÛàɯÐÚɯÔàɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕÚÐÉÐÓÐÛàȭɯɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÌÕɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÍÙom the biggest 

publicity kick in the balls your police department has had in a long time!  

(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÚ×ÖÒÌÕɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜÙɯÚÜ×ÌÙÐÖÙȮɯ!ÌÕÑÈÔÐÕɯ,ÐÓÓÌÙȭɯɯ'ÌɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌɀËɯ

ÉÈÊÒɯÔÌɯÐÍɯ(ɯÖÙËÌÙÌËɯÈɯÍÜÓÓɯÚÛÈËÐÜÔɯÌÝÈÊÜÈÛÐÖÕȵɯɯ8ÖÜɀËɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÉÌɯËÈÔÕÌËɯ

serious about what youɀÙÌɯËÖÐÕÎȵɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÞÐ×ÌËɯÈɯÉÌÈËɯÖÍɯÚÞÌÈÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÐÙÓÐÕÌȭɯɯɁ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÖɯÌÔ×ÐÙÐÊÈÓɯ

ÌÝÐËÌÕÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÐÚɯÐÕɯËÈÕÎÌÙȭɂɯɯ&ÖÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯÊÖÔÌÉÈÊÒɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯ

ÎÌÕÌÙÈÛÌȮɯ ÏÌɯ ÚÈÐËȮɯ Ɂ$ÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯ ÞÌɀÙÌɯ ËÖÐÕÎɯ ÏÌÙÌɯ ÐÚɯ Èɯ ×ÙÌÊÈÜÛÐÖÕÈÙàɯ
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measure.  If I had reason to believe that there was any reason to do so, I 

would call in the evacuation order thirty seconds before you couldȭɂ 

One of the executives dashed across the room to Jack, fumbling to get 

in on the conversation on his own D-vice.  Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÕÖÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÐÕÎȵɯɯ#ÖÜÎȮɯ

(ɀÔɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÏÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÈÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÈËȭɂ 

,Ê"ÈÓÓÜÔɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÊÙÈÊÒÌËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÔÜÛÛÌÙÌËɯÏÐÚɯÓÈÚÛɯÞÖÙËÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯ

private ÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ5ÖÙÛÌßɯÌßÌÊȭɯɯɁ3ÌÕɯÔinutes, copȭɂ 

Jack had played hardball with powerful businesspeople before.  He 

imagined 4-to-1 odds that McCallum had twisted the truth when he said 

that Miller would back him; yet, there were butterÍÓÐÌÚɯÐÕɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÚÛÖÔÈÊÏȭɯɯ

All the executives departed, so Jack called Kimi to help ease his mind. 

Ɂ(ɯÏÌÈÙËȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÐÔmediately responded, having been a silent remote 

Ú×ÌÊÛÈÛÖÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÈÛÐÖÕȭɯɯɁ#ÖÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÙàȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÚÊÈÕÕÌÙɯÐÚɯÑÜÚÛɯ

ÈÙÙÐÝÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÒÐÕÎɯÓÖÛȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÓÖÊÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÕɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌȭɯɯ'ÌàȮɯ

àÖÜɯÓÖÖÒɯÉÈËȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÖÒÈàȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯsÛÜÍÍàɯÐÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÔɯÓÖÚÐÕÎɯÔàɯ

patience with everyone I have to corral to make this work.  I should have 

ÔÈËÌɯàÖÜɯÎÖɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÕÚÛÌÈËɯÖÍɯÔÌȭɂɯ 

Ɂ-ÖɯÛÏÈÕÒÚȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯÊÏÜÊÒÓÐÕÎȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÍÖÕËÜÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

world good enough to make me want to go near that death column again.  

If it makes you feel any better, things are pretty slow here.  Carol is 

running a trace on the rock toaster and we should know in a few minutes 

ÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÐÔÌËȭɂ 

Jack complimented his partner on her work, and then resumed his 

cÖÕÝÌÙÚÈÛÐÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ&ÖÔÌáȭɯɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÔÌÕÛÈÓɯÚàÔ×ÛÖÔÚȳɯɯ#ÐËɯàÖÜɯ

experience any weird sensations, or feelings, or ÏÈÓÓÜÊÐÕÈÛÐÖÕÚȳɂ 

Gomez hesitated, sitting down at the booth next to Jack.  He said, 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÒÐÕËÈɯÌÔÉÈÙÙÈÚÚÌËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÉÜÛɯàÌÈÏȭɯɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÖmebody was 

watching me, and I kept seeing someone out of the corner of my eye, but 

whenever I turned to look at him, he disappeared.  Every time I saw him, 

he was closer and closer to me.  And then, somebody was saying to me, 

ȿ"ÖÔÌȭɯɯ"ÖÔÌȭɯɯ"ÖÔÌȭɀɯɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÍÐÙÌȭɂ 
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1ÖÔÈÕÖɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËȭɯɯɁ2ÐÙȮɯÌßÊÜÚÌɯÔÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ'ÈÙÖÓËɀÚɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÚÛÈÉÐÓÐáÐÕÎȮɯ

and I need to get him and Poppy, and preferably George, to a hospital right 

ÈÞÈàȭɯɯ(ÚɯÐÛɯÚÈÍÌɯÛÖɯËÖɯÛÏÈÛȳɂ 

Ɂ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÕÖËËÌËȮɯÏÐÚɯÛÏÖÜÎhts beginning to drift a bit.  He 

ËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÊÏÌÊÒɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÈÕÕÐÕÎɯÛÌÈÔȭɯɯɁ'ÌàȮɯ2ÞÐÙÛáȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯ

ÎÜàÚȳɂ 

1ÖÕɯ2ÞÐÙÛáȮɯÊÈÙÙàÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÓÛÐÚÊÈÕÕÌÙɯÜÕÐÛȮɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯ

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯàÖÜɯÜ×ȭɯɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÙÝÐÊÌɯÌÕÛÙÈÕÊÌȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÕÒɯàÖÜɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÍÖÙ ÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÚÜÊÏɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÕÖÛÐÊÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯ

ÞÐ×ÐÕÎɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÙÐÊÒÓÌɯÖÍɯ×ÌÙÚ×ÐÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯÍÖÙÌÏÌÈËȭɯɯɁ&ÖɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÔÌɯ

team sidelines and scan everything from the white line to the benches clear 

ÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÒÌÙɯÙÖÖÔȭɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯÔÌÌÛɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖÙÛÓàȭɂ 

Ɂ1ÐÎÏÛɯÈÞÈàȮɂɯ2ÞÐÙÛáɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭ 

Ɂ ÕËɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌɯÒÌÌ×ɯÈɯÓÖÞɯ×ÙÖÍÐÓÌȮɯÈÕËɯÉàɯÓÖÞȮɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕɯÐÕÝÐÚÐÉÓÌȭɂɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯ

popped a gremlin.  He decided to wait a minute before heading down to 

the field level to coordinate the scan.  He needed more courage to face the 

roaring crowd than he currently had.  The gremlin might make him more 

confident, or at least less concerned.  He passed the time by gazing out the 

lounge window into the hazy skyline, waiting for the mood-enhancing pill 

to kick in. 

2ÎÛȭɯ+ÖÔÐÚɀɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËɯÏÐÚɯÔÌÕÛÈÓɯÙÌÊÌÚÚȭɯɯɁ6ÌɯÎÖÛɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÔÔȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜÙɯÎÜàȮɯ2ÈÙÈÛɯ*È×ÖÖÙȭɯɯ6ÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÏÐÔɯÕÖÕÊÏÈÓÈÕÛÓàɯÏÌÈËÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯ

ÛÏÌɯÌßÐÛȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÔÌɯÞÈÚɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÐÕÎȭɯɯ'ÌɀÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯÖÍÍÐÊÌɯ

ÕÖÞɯÐÕɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÊÜÚÛÖËàȭɂɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈ××ÓÈÜËÌËɯÚÐÓÌÕÛÓàȮɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÐÕÎɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛÈÙàɯ

pick-me-up from the news.  Jack decided to take a seat for one more minute 

to stave off the lingering fatigue. 

 A commotion coming from the other side of the main door gave him 

a slight start.  The brass door handle jiggled suddenly.  The door flew open, 

revealing a huge, African-American man in a Vortex jersey.  Being a sports 

fan, Jack recognized him instantly as Mordecai Grillot, starting Line Backer.  

Grillot stood firmly.  His narrow eyes could have been ablaze with the fires 

of hell as he made visual contact with Jack. 
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Appearing just as surprised to see Jack as Jack was to see him, Grillot 

Ú×ÖÒÌȯɯɯɁ6ÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯthe other playersȳɯɯ6ÏÌÙÌɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌÔȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÝÌÙàɯÚÐÊÒȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭ 

Ɂ(ɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯàÖÜɯÒÐÓÓɯÏÌÙȵɂɯ&ÙÐÓÓÖÛɯÚÏÙÐÒÌËȭ  Ɂ2ÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÖɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ

àÖÜȵɂ 

Jack rose to meet the muscular athlete, who was issuing profanity.  

Ɂ2ÏÌɀÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯËÈÕÎÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜȱɂɯGrillot exploded ÏÐÚɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÍÐÚÛɯÐÕÛÖɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯ

neck, sending him to one knee in howling pain.  Jack reached for his 

firearm, but Grillot, who still had the element of surprise, hammered his 

right arm and face before he could firmly grasp the weapon.  Too weak to 

give it his all, Jack could only stumble against the wall, blood trickling from 

his nose down his cheek. 

Jack figured that this hulk was in a state of violent paranoia, similar 

to what Del Robins had experienced when he attacked his brother-in-law.  

He was likely just as sick as his teammates, perhaps more. 

-ÖÛɯÙÌÓÌÕÛÐÕÎȮɯ&ÙÐÓÓÖÛɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÚÛÙÜÊÒɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÈÕËɯÜ××ÌÙɯÛÖÙÚÖȮ using 

a series of alternating left and right jabs, voicing profanity-laced threats all 

the while.  Jack fought to secure his weapon in his right hand, but the 

ÊÖÕËÐÛÐÖÕÌËɯ ÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɯ ×ÓÈàÌÙɯ ÎÙÈÉÉÌËɯ ÛÏÌɯ ËÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɀÚɯ ÞÙÐÚÛȮɯ ÛÞÐÚÛÐÕÎɯ ÐÛɯ

relentlessly.  Pain surgeËɯÐÕɯÍÖÜÙɯÖÙɯÍÐÝÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌÚɯÐÕɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÜ××ÌÙɯÉÖËàȭɯɯɁ6ÈÐÛȵɯɯ

8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÖÕÎɯÎÜàȵɂɯɯ&ÙÐÓÓÖÛɯÐÎÕÖÙÌËɯÏÐÚɯÞÖÙËÚȭɯɯ3ÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ

speak into his wrist D-ÝÐÊÌȮɯÏÌɯÚÏÖÜÛÌËȮɯɁ.ÍÍÐÊÌÙɯËÐÚÛÙÌÚÚȵɯɯ.ÍÍÐÊÌÙɯËÐÚÛÙÌÚÚȵɂ 

Given the involuntary mental state of his attacker, Jack decided to 

forego lethal force and use both hands to defend himself.  Receiving 

abdominal blows, he wriggled his wrist out of the hold.  Tripping Grillot 

up with his leg just enough so when he thrust all his weight on his foe, 

Grillot fell to the floor. 

Jack was not going to engage this rage-induced man any more than 

he had to.  Using his momentary advantage, he crawled toward the open 

doorway.  Grillot was on his heels, tackling him flat with all the force of a 

two-time All League Bowl defenseman.  Facing utter physical and mental 

exhaustion, he curled against the wall. 

Ɂ&ÐÝÌɯ ÏÌÙɯ ÉÈÊÒȵɂɯ &ÙÐÓÓÖÛɯ ËÌÔÈÕËÌËȮɯ ÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÐÕÎɯ ÛÖɯ ÛÏÙÖÛÛÓÌɯ )ÈÊÒɀÚɯ

neck. 
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Hurried footsteps rounded the corner.  Two armed police officers 

appeared, immediately ordering Grillot to cease.  When he refused to 

comply, the cuffs went on before Jack could say a word.  Assuring that Jack 

ÞÈÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÏÈÙÔɀÚɯÞÈà, the uniformed officers administered an electronic 

tranquilizer to the wild Vortex player and dragged him away.  Jack found a 

bÙÌÈÛÏɯÛÖɯÚÏÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔȮɯɁ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯÎÌÛɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÞÈàȭɯɯ'ÌɯÏÈÚɯ

ÚÌÝÌÙÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÕÈÓɯÏÌÈËɯÛÙÈÜÔÈȭɂɯɯ.ÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÊÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÎÙÜÕÛȮɯ

instructing Jack to stay put until medical help arrived. 

Plugging his gushing nose and cradling his right arm and shoulder, 

Jack plopped himself in the middle of the floor, mentally debating with 

himself about the prospect of rising to his feet. Every bone and muscle 

seemed to ache and throb.  The stuffy heat felt much worse in the corridor 

and his sinuses were stopped up. 

Ɂ)ÈÊÒÐÌȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÍÈÔÐÓÐÈÙɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯÞÙÐÚÛɯ#-ÝÐÊÌȭɯɯɁ)ÈÊÒȳɯɯ

 ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȳɯɯ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÐÕɯÛÙÖÜÉÓÌȳɂ 

Ɂ,ÖÙËÌÊÈÐɯ&ÙÐÓÓÖÛɯÈÛÛÈÊÒÌËɯÔÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɀÔɯÖÒÈàɯÕÖÞȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɯ

ÛÖÖÒɯÏÐÔɯÈÞÈàȭɯɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯ×ÈÙÈÕÖÐËȮɯÝÐÖÓÌÕÛɯÛÌÕËÌÕÊÐÌÚȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÐÒÌɯ#ÌÓȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÈɯÖÕÌ-ÔÈÕɯÈÙÔàȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȭɯɁ.ÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÚÌɯËÈàÚȮɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯ

going to end up knocked out in a dumpster.  By the way, do you want to 

ÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÊÒɯÛÖÈÚÛÌÙȳɂ 

!ÌÍÖÙÌɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈÊÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÌɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯÊÓÖÚÌËɯÏÐÚɯ

eyes and took a deep breath.  As he opened his eyes, the room seemed to be 

enveloped in an eerie shadowy darkness.  Jack could barely see a meter in 

front of him.  The industrial lights above him were shining as brightly as 

ÌÝÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞȮɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÓÐÎÏÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯreach the walls or floor.  They might 

as well have been stars shining in deep space with no satellites to catch 

their beams. 

Jack blinked.  No change. 

*ÐÔÐȯɯɁ(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÐÕɯÊÜÚÛÖËàȭɯɯ'ÌàȮɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÖÒÈàȳɂ 

A faint green glow from around the coÙÕÌÙɯ ÊÈÜÎÏÛɯ )ÈÊÒɀÚɯ ÌàÌȭɯɯ

Watching the unusual light flicker slightly, he knew that something had 

just gone terribly wrong.  Had Kapoor activated some kind of chemical 

incendiary device before his capture? 

Ɂ)ÈÊÒȮɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÖÒÈàȳɯɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜɯÔÖÝÐÕÎȭɂ 
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Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯÉÈÙÌÓàɯ×ÈàÐÕÎɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÏÌÙȭ 

Suddenly, the floor trembled for a second in the vicinity of the green 

light.  Then it trembled again.  And again.  And again.  Each time, the 

source of the tremors seemed to be drawing closer.  Footfalls, heavy and 

deliberate.  One more tremor rumbled as a large figure stepped around the 

corner.  Wearing a leather and chain mail tunic, it was almost as tall as the 

four-meter-high ceiling.  In its muscular right hand was a huge bladed 

scepter on top of which was a brilliantly burning green flame.  On its head 

was an oversized helmet made of gold, featuring jeweled horns and an 

elongated snout with a shimmering ring through the nose.  The creature 

glared at Jack through eyeholes glowing green, taking one or two steps 

closer to the battered detective. 

Fear gripped Jack at the sight of this figure.  His heart began to beat 

furiously until it felt like he was out of breath.  There was no mistaking 

what was happening.  The menacing creature was completely familiar to 

him. 

Mister Bull King. 
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11.  

 

A Few Seconds Later 

The Shadow and the Spider  

 

Kimi stood near a window on the 38th floor near the Conifer lab after 

placing ÙÌÚÜÓÛÚɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÙÖÊÒɯ ÛÖÈÚÛÌÙɀÚɯ ÛÙÈÑÌÊÛÖÙàɯ ÖÕɯ Èɯ ÓÈÙÎÌɯ ËÐÎÐÛÈÓɯ ÞÈÓÓɯ

display.  She held a portable D-vice on which was the image of her partner 

on the floor in the stadium, holding his bloody nose, crouching in a 

defensive posture. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÙÖÕÎȮɯ)ÈÊÒȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÈsked.  Jack seemed to be too focused on 

ÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÛÖɯÙÌ×ÓàȭɯɯɁ(Úɯ,ÖÙËÌÊÈÐɯ&ÙÐÓÓÖÛɯÉÈÊÒȳɯɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯ

ÕÌÌËɯÔÖÙÌɯÏÌÓ×ȳɂ 

Ɂ(ȱ(ɀÔɯÖÒÈàȮɯ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÛÜÛÛÌÙÌËȭ 

As usual, Jack was trying to be the macho cop, shunning assistance.  

His behavior, however, was more than a little peculiar.  Kimi could see 

)ÈÊÒɀÚɯ ÍÈÊÌɯ ÈÕËɯ Ü××ÌÙɯ ÉÖËàɯ ÐÕɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÞÙÐÚÛɯ #-ÝÐÊÌɀÚɯ ÝÐËÌÖ.  His hollow 

expression betrayed the tempest in his soul.  Even as he rose to his feet, 

however, there was no indication of what was happening in front of him 

that could be causing his unrest.  There were no noises except for the 

distant stadium crowd. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÛÜÙÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÜÕÐÛɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÊÖÓËÌËȭɯɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌ you 

ÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÈÛȳɂɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÏÐÚɯËÌÝÐÊÌɯÛÖɯÈÓÓÖÞɯ*ÐÔÐɯÛÖɯÝÐÌÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯ

front of him.  There was just an empty cement hallway, wide and brightly 

lit. 

(Õɯ ÚÏÖÙÛɯ ÉÙÌÈÛÏÚȮɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÚÈÐËȮɯ Ɂ2ÖÔÌÉÖËàȱÙÌ×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕÌËɯ ÛÏÌȱÙÖÊÒɯ

ÛÖÈÚÛÌÙȭɂ 
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Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɀÝe diagramed its trajectory.  I can show it 

ÛÖɯàÖÜȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÔÌɯÛÌÈÔɯÉÌÕÊÏÌÚȭɯɯ(ɀÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÞÈÐÛÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯ

ÛÏÌɯÔÜÓÛÐÚÊÈÕÕÌÙɯÛÌÈÔɯÛÖɯÊÖÓÓÈÉÖÙÈÛÌȮɯÉÜÛȱɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɂɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËɯ ÏÌÙȭɯ ɯ Ɂ8ÖÜɯ ËÖÕɀÛȱÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȭɯ ɯ (Ûɯ

ÎÖÛȱÙÌ×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕÌËȱÈɯÍÌÞɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÈÎÖȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯ ÐÛɯ ËÐËÕɀÛȮɂɯ *ÐÔÐɯ ÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯ ɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÒÕÖÞÕɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÌÙÙÈÛÐÊɯ

behavior, but this was odd, even for him.  She watched the video as Jack 

ÛÙÐ××ÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÓÓÞÈàɯÐÕÛÖɯÞÏÈÛɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈàÌÙÚɀɯÓÖÜÕÎÌȭɯɯ

He slammed the door behind him. 

Ɂ(ÛɯÔÈàɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕȱ×ÖÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÕÊÏÌÚȱÈɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÈÎÖȮɯÉÜÛȱÕÖÞɯ

ÐÛɀÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÏÌÙÌȱÈÕËɯ(ɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÈÞÈàȵɂ 

Jack continued across the room, slipping out another door into an 

office space.  Kimi heard someone ask Jack to identify himself, followed by 

)ÈÊÒɀÚɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÝÌȯɯɁ#ÌÕÝÌÙɯ/ÖÓÐÊÌȵɯɯ&ÌÛɯÖÜÛȵɯɯ1ÜÕɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜÙɯÓÐÍÌȵɂɯɯ'Ìɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯ

through another door and plopped himself in a chair. 

2ÛÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÌÈÛÏȮɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÐÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌȱËÌÈÛÏɯ

ÊÖÓÜÔÕȵɯɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ5ÖÙÛÌßɯÓÖÜÕÎÌȮɯÈÕËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌàɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯ&ÙÐÓÓÖÛɯÈÞÈàȱ(ɯ

hallÜÊÐÕÈÛÌËȭɯɯ(ɯÚÈÞɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÓÓɯÔÖÕÚÛÌÙȭɂ 

*ÐÔÐɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÔÖÙÌȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàɯÚÜÔÔÖÕÌËɯÔÌËÐÊÈÓɯ

ÏÌÓ×ɯÍÖÙɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯÚÈàÐÕÎȮɯɁ$ÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÖÒÈàȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛɯ

ÐÕɯÊÜÚÛÖËàȭɂ 

%ÐÕÈÓÓàɯ ÊÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÉÙÌÈÛÏȮɯ )ÈÊÒɯ ÙÌÚ×ÖÕËÌËȮɯ Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯ ÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ

suspect.ɂɯHe winced in agony.  Ɂ(ÛɯÚÜÊÒÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÔÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȭɯɯ2ÖÔÌÉÖËàɯÙÌ×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÊÒɯÛÖÈÚÛÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ

ÞÏÌÕɯ/Ö××àɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯÕÖÞȭɂɯɯ)ÈÊÒɯ×ÈÜÚÌËȮɯÊÜÙÓÌËɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÊÏÈÐÙȮɯ

ÈÕËɯÞÐÕÊÌËɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯɯɁ/ÓÌÈÚÌȮɯ&ÖËȭɯɯ,àɯÏÌÈË hurts.  Tell the medics to 

ÏÜÙÙàȵɂ 

Not only did Kimi feel helpless to assist her partner from her remote 

location, but she began to feel physical pain along with her partner and 

friend.  Then, she considered what he had said.  The rock toaster was not 

remotely repositionable.  How was it possible that someone could have 

moved it?  She had been in front of it most of the time since her arrival.  

She and Carol Burr. 



Shadow of Turning 
 

- 52 -  

Come to think of it, Burr had been present when Jack had told her he 

was relocating the sick players to the lounge.  Burr had been at its controls 

when she extracted the trajectory data.  Was it possible that Carol Burr was 

the missing link in the investigation? 

Kimi approached Burr as she stood in the Conifer lab.  Sternly, she 

ÚÈÐËȮɯɁ,Úȭɯ!ÜÙÙȮɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÈÚÒɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ

ÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏȱÞÏàȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÖÛÏÌÙɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÚɯ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÈÚÒɯàÖÜɯÐÕɯÈɯÔÖÙÌɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓÓÌËɯ

ÚÌÛÛÐÕÎȭɂ 

Burr bolted toward the exit where Kimi was standing, closing the 

distance between herself and Kimi too quickly for Kimi to react further.  

Kimi drew her weapon, but Burr was prepared.  The 

HalmanAbramsSatalini employee snatched the weapon out of her hands 

and continued out into the hall. 

Ɂ2ÛÈàɯÉÈÊÒȵɂɯ!ÜÙÙɯÚÏÖÜÛÌËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕɯÈÛɯ*ÐÔÐȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ

still running. 

Calling to the voice recognition D-vice in her gun, Kimi said, 

Ɂ!ÈÙÕÌàȮɯÚÛÖ×ȵɂɯɯ3ÏÌɯÙÌËɯÚÛÈÛÜÚɯÐÕËÐÊÈÛÖÙɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàɯ

ÛÜÙÕÌËɯÎÙÌÌÕȭɯɯɁ(ÛɀÚɯËÌÈÊÛÐÝÈÛÌËɯÕÖÞȭɯɯ#ÙÖ×ɯÐÛȵɂ 

Burr dashed into a waiting elevator, disabled weapon still in hand.  

Clearly, she had a contingency plan in mind.  Kimi called for backup to 

ÊÖÝÌÙɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɀÚɯÌßÐÛÚɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÚÜÔÔÖÕÌËɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÌÓÌÝÈÛÖÙȭ 

*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÌÓÌÝÈÛÖÙɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜÕËɯÍÓÖÖÙȭɯɯ"ÈÜÛÐÖÜÚÓàȮɯÚÏÌɯÚÛÌ××ÌËɯ

out into the atrium.  There was no sign of her ÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛȭɯɯɁ ÕàÉÖËàɯÚÌÌɯÏÌÙȳɂɯɯ

The security guard in the basement responded in the negative, as did Jun 

,ÈÛÚÜÔÖÛÖȮɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÜÕÐÍÖÙÔÌËɯËÙÐÝÌÙɯwho waited by the main entrance. 

Ɂ2ÏÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÖÛÛÌÕɯÖÍÍɯÖÕɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÍÓÖÖÙȮɂɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯÎÜÈÙËɯ

commented on his D-vÐÊÌȭɯɯɁ6ÈÐÛȭɯɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÚÏÌɯÐÚȭɯɯ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÍȭɂɯɯ*ÐÔÐɯÞÈÚɯ

able to view the video from a rooftop camera, showing Burr rushing 

around randomly, probably trying to locate the emergency chute. 

Another elevator ride later, Kimi and Matsumoto were on the roof.  

As soon as Carol saw them, she darted directly for the northwest lip. Kimi 

ÍÙÖáÌɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÛÙÈÊÒÚȮɯÚÏÖÜÛÐÕÎȮɯɁWait.  3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÎÖȵɂ 
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/ÓÈÊÐÕÎɯ*ÐÔÐɀÚɯÜÚÌÓÌÚÚɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕɯËÖÞÕɯÏÌÙɯ×ÈÕÛÚȮɯ"ÈÙÖÓɯÊÓÐÔÉÌËɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯ

the safety fence, peering down over the edge.  Her small D-vice alerted her 

of her precarious position.  Matsumoto drew his weapon and started 

jogging toward her.  Kimi told him to hold his position and not fire. 

Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÖÒÈàȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÈÚÒÌËɯ"ÈÙÖÓȮɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÍÐÝÌ-second 

run from her.  She reasoned that Carol might be having rock toaster-

ÐÕËÜÊÌËɯ×ÈÙÈÕÖÐÈȭɯɯɁ-ÖÉÖËàɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÜÙÛɯàÖÜȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÊÈÙÌȮɂɯ"ÈÙÖÓɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭ 

Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÈÕàÉÖËàɯÜ×ɯÏÌÙÌɯÉÜÛɯÔÌɯÈÕËɯ.ÍÍÐÊÌÙɯ,ÈÛÚÜÔÖÛÖȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯ

ÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÌËɯÛÖɯËÐÚÊÌÙÕɯ"ÈÙÖÓɀÚɯÚÛÈÛÌɯÖÍɯÔÐÕËȭ 

Ɂ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯÎÖɯÈÞÈàȮɂɯ"ÈÙÖÓɯsaid. 

*ÐÔÐɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ"ÈÙÖÓɯÏÈËɯÛÖÜÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÊÒɯÛÖÈÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓÚɯ

before she had a chance to scan for traces.  Perhaps she had been 

attempting to cover her tracks from an earlier time.  She asked bluntly, 

Ɂ"ÈÙÖÓȮɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÛÏÌɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈËÐÜÔɯÛÖËÈàȳɂ 

Ɂ&ÖɯÈÞÈàȮɂɯ"ÈÙol repeated, scooting down the edge of the fence, 

searching for some way to escape. 

 ÍÛÌÙɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌËɯÛÏÌɯÌÍÍÌÊÛÚɯÖÍɯÈɯ!ÜÏÕÌɀÚɯ"ÖÓÜÔÕɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍȮɯÈÚɯ

well as her years of dealing with the alcohol- and drug- impaired, Kimi 

ËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ"ÈÙÖÓɀÚɯÈÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÈÕËɯÞÖÙËÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÖÍɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÛÖÖɯÊÖÏÌÙÌÕÛɯ

to be under the influence of an invisible beam.  Moving a few steps closer 

ÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛȮɯÚÏÌɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËȮɯɁ8ÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÞÈÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÒÐÓÓɯ

somebody.  Why did you do it?ɂ 

"ÈÙÖÓɯÊÓÐÔÉÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÛÖ×ɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÌÕÊÌȭɯɯɁ-Öȭɯɯ/ÓÌÈÚÌȭɯɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛȭɂ 

Realizing what was happening, Kimi called for a jumper rescue.  

Fighting an intense urge to stop being a cop and talk this woman down, 

*ÐÔÐɯ ÈÚÒÌËȮɯ Ɂ#ÐËɯ àÖÜɯ ÖÙɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯ àÖÜɯ ×ÖÐÕÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÙÖÊÒɯ ÛÖÈÚter at Poppy 

%ÙÈÐÕÌàȳɯɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÈÕÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÈÎÖȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɀÓÓɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯÌÝÌÕɯÐÍɯ

àÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛȭɂ 

The distraught mining tech peered down the ledge at the atrium roof 

fifty-ÌÐÎÏÛɯÍÓÖÖÙÚɯÉÌÕÌÈÛÏɯÏÌÙȭɯɯɁ/ÓÌÈÚÌȮɯÕÖȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯ

being blaÊÒÔÈÐÓÌËȵɂ 

Ɂ!ÓÈÊÒÔÈÐÓÌËȳɯɯ6ÏÖɯÞÈÚɯÉÓÈÊÒÔÈÐÓÐÕÎɯàÖÜȳɯɯ6ÈÚɯÐÛɯ2ÈÙÈÛɯ*È×ÖÖÙȳɂ 

"ÈÙÖÓɯÖÕÓàɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕËÌËȮɯɁ(ɯÓÖÝÌɯÔàɯÍÈÔÐÓàȭɂ 
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Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯàÖÜÙɯÍÈÔÐÓàȳɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯËÐËɯÏÌɯÚÈàɯÏÌɀËɯËÖȳɯɯ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯ

and get down here now!ɂ 

Kimi could hear the status updates of what was happening on the 

ÎÙÖÜÕËȭɯɯ/ÖÓÐÊÌɯÈÕËɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯÏÈËɯ×ÜÓÓÌËɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɀÚɯÚÓÐÔÌɯÚ×ÐËÌÙȮɯ

which was a huge, fireproof, stretchable pouch meant to assist in rescuing 

fire victims and suicidals from tall structures.  Its massive array of small 

feet, covered with orange adhesive goo, could cling to any smooth metal or 

glass surface and move up heights far in excess of any ground-based 

ladder.  The slime spider was beginning its ascent directly beneath Carol. 

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛȵɂɯ"ÈÙÖÓɯÊÙÐÌËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÛÌÌÛÌÙÌËȮɯÎÙÐ××ÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯsimulated wrought 

iron fence. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯËÐËɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÚÈàɯÏÌɀËɯËÖȳɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯËÌÔÈÕËÌËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞȭɯɯɁ6Ìɯ

ÏÈÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯÊÜÚÛÖËàɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȭɯɯ'ÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÏÜÙÛɯàÖÜȭɯɯ2ÛÈàɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÓÓɯ

ÊÖÔÌɯÈÕËɯÎÌÛɯàÖÜȭɂɯɯ*ÐÔÐɯËÌÓÐÊÈÛÌÓàɯÐÕÊÏÌËɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÛÖɯ"ÈÙÖÓȭ 

Still gripping the fence, Carol hoisted her outside leg around her 

body.  This caused her to lose her center of gravity, and her body began to 

slip over the outer side of the fence.  In the process, she somehow let go.  

Though Kimi ran as fast as she could to the fence, she was not fast enough 

to rescue Carol or stop her from her striking her head on the corner of the 

solid steel edge of the building on her way down, down, down. 

The bars were too close together on the fence for Kimi to poke her 

ÏÌÈËɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯɁ×ÏÞÜÔ×ȮɯÊÓÈ×ɂɯÈÚɯ"ÈÙÖÓɯÓÈÕËÌËɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯ

ÛÏÌɯÚ×ÐËÌÙɀÚɯ×ÖÜÊÏɯÈÕËɯÐÛɯÊÓÖÚÌËɯÈÜÛÖÔÈÛÐÊÈÓÓàɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÏÌÙɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÎÐÎÈÕÛÐÊɯ

Venus flytrap. 

Matsumoto approached KimiȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɯËÙÖ××ÌËɯÛÏÐÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯ

as he handed Kimi her weapon, still deactivated.  Both officers rushed to 

the elevator.  Kimi barely had time to check on Jack, who was being taken 

to an ambulance. 

At the base of the building, the spider was already on the ground.  As 

the sack opened, Kimi cautiously readied her weapon; regardless of her 

condition, Carol Burr was still under arrest.  However, even in the three 

minutes before emergency medical workers arrived, Kimi discerned easily 

that no arrest would be necessary.  Even though the spider had caught 

Carol, it had obviously been too far beneath her to break her momentum.  
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%ÙÖÔɯ"ÈÙÖÓɀÚɯÐÕÑÜÙÐÌÚȮɯÐÛɯÈ××ÌÈÙÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌÙɯËÌÈÛÏɯÞÈÚɯÔÖÙÌɯËÜÌɯÛÖɯÍÜÓÓɯÉÖËàɯ

trauma than head injury. 

6ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÖÞËɯËÐÚ×ÌÙÚÌËɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÛÙÈÕÚ×ÖÙÛÌËɯ"ÈÙÖÓɀÚɯÉÖËàɯÈÞÈàȮɯ

Kimi dismissed Matsumoto.  She preferred to take public transportation to 

the hospital to meet Jack.  She needed some time alone on the motor 

carriage to reflect and shed a few tears before she had to be the tough cop 

and supportive best friend.  
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12.  

 

Monday, October 12 

Grabbing the Shadow  

 

Seven people sat in imitation leather chairs scattered casually around 

a cozy room featuring a rock garden, several hand-woven rugs, and a 

gigantic digital display on one wall configured to depict a lush rain forest.  

The greet room within Grant Valley Medical Designs was meant to convey 

the comfort and friendliness of a luxurious family cabin.  Vince Patrice, 

President of the Board, desired this for all his guests, but friendliness was 

especially important for the guest currently entering the room from the 

more businesslike lobby.  Sarat Kapoor issued greetings to the seven board 

members present before he took a seat next to Patrice. 

Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯËÌÓÐÎÏÛÌËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÊÖÔÌɯÏÌÙÌȮɯ,Ùȭɯ*È×ÖÖÙȮɂɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ

Ɂ6ÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÛɀÚɯÏÐÎÏÓàɯÜÕÜÚÜÈÓɯÛÖɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÊÖÕÛÙÈÊts in person 

ÛÏÌÚÌɯËÈàÚȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÈÚÚÌÔÉÓÌɯÈÓÓɯÖÍɯÜÚȭɂ 

Ɂ"ÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàȮɯ(ɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȮɂɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÉÓÈÕËɯÚÔÐÓÌȭɯɯ'Ìɯ

scanned the room partially to take in its décor, but also to make eye contact 

with each party.  He noticed one person he did not recognize from his 

previous interactions with Grant Valley: a boisterous-looking middle-aged 

fellow sporting a large moustache.  This man nodded in return. 

Ɂ(ɀËɯ ÓÐÒÌ àÖÜɯ ÛÖɯ ÔÌÌÛɯ )ÈÔÌÚɯ %ÙÖÚÛÐÌȮɂɯ /Ètrice motioned at the 

unfamiliar ÔÈÕȭɯɯɁ'ÌɀÚɯÖÜÙɯÕÌÞÌÚÛɯÉÖÈÙËɯÔÌÔÉÌÙȭɂ 

Kapoor ÕÖËËÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚȭɯɯɁ.ÏȮɯàÌÚȮɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯ

ÊÖÕËÜÊÛɯÈÕɯÌÔÌÙÎÌÕÊàɯÌÓÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÙÌ×ÓÈÊÌɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙÚɯÞÏÖȱɂ 

Ɂȱ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÈÞÈàȮɂɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÌɯÍÐÕÐÚÏÌËȭɯɯɁ8ÌÚȭɯɯ4ÕÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌÓàȮɯ%Ìàɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯ

and her husband died in their home a few weeks agoȭɂ 
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Ɂ,àɯÊÖÕËÖÓÌÕÊÌÚȮɂɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɯÚ×ÖÒÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙɯÖÕɯÖÊÊÈÚÐÖÕȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯ

ÛÙÈÎÐÊɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÏÌÙɯÎÖȭɯɯ&ÖÖËɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯàÖÜȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯ,Ùȭɯ%ÙÖÚÛÐÌȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÍÙÐÌÕËɯÈÕËɯÈɯÊÖÕÚÊÐÌÕÛÐÖÜÚɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚÞÖÔÈÕȮɂɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÌɯ

ÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÚÖɯÈɯËÐÚÚÌÕÛÐÕÎɯÝÖÛÌɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÖËÈàɀÚɯÝÌÙàɯÊÙÜÊÐÈÓɯ

sale.  With her, our vote was 3-4 against our desperately needed sale to 

you.  With James Frostie in our corner, our vote was 4-ƗɯÐÕɯÍÈÝÖÙȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȮɂɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÙÌÔÈÙÒÌËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛÌÕÌËɯ

his hand-tailored suiÛȭɯɯɁ8ÌÚȮɯÍÈÛÌɯÞÖÙÒÚɯÖÜÛɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌÓàɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚȭɂ 

The group spent a few more minutes exchanging pleasantries and 

breaking the ice before it was time for business.  Speaking to the group, 

*È×ÖÖÙɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ&ÙÈÕÛɯ5ÈÓÓÌàɯÐÚɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÜÕÐØÜÌɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÈÕÕÖÛɯÚÌÌÔɯ

to make the same things happen in my business as you have done here.  It 

would be my pleasure to take you all under my wings.  I trust you have a 

ËÖÊÜÔÌÕÛɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɯËÖȮɂɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÌɯÈÊÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÌËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÛÙÈÕÚÍÌÙÙÌËɯÈɯËÖÊÜÔÌÕÛɯÛÖɯ

*È×ÖÖÙɀÚɯ#-vice. 

A digital persÖÕÈÓÐÛàɯ ÖÕɯ *È×ÖÖÙɀÚɯ #-vice informed him that the 

contract was exactly identical to the one he had been allowed to review 

over the past week.  He, in turn, transferred his side of the contract over to 

the board members for their final review. 

Ɂ ÙÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕà motions for last-ÔÐÕÜÛÌɯËÐÚÊÜÚÚÐÖÕȳɂɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÌɯÈÚÒÌËɯÏÐÚɯ

board.  After a round of nays, he directed them to validate the contract, 

which they all did by placing their fingers on their D-ÝÐÊÌÚɀɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÚÊÈÕÕÌÙȭɯɯ

There was no need for more, as each member had thoroughly reviewed the 

contract beforehand. 

Kapoor validated his side of the contract with a ceremonial wave of 

his wrist before the final finger ID.  After three more minutes of third-party 

legal validation via D-vice, a congratulatory letter was sent to each of the 

×ÈÙÛÐÊÐ×ÈÕÛÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÓÌɯÖÍɯ&ÙÈÕÛɯ5ÈÓÓÌàɯ,ÌËÐÊÈÓɯ#ÌÚÐÎÕÚɯÛÖɯ2ÈÙÈÛɯ*È×ÖÖÙɀÚɯ

master company was complete. 

As Kapoor was commending the board members on their inclusion 

into his family, the man with the moustache rose, standing in front of the 

mÈÐÕɯËÖÖÙȭɯɯ'ÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯ*È×ÖÖÙȮɯɁ3ÏÐÚɯÖÊÊÈÚÐÖÕɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌɯÜÕÛÐÓɯ



Shadow of Turning 
 

- 58 -  

ÞÌɯÐÕÊÓÜËÌɯÛÞÖɯÔÖÙÌɯÎÜÌÚÛÚȭɂɯɯ ÛɯÏÐÚɯÞÖÙËÚȮɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÈÙËɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯ

ÚÐÓÌÕÛȮɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÚÖÔÉÌÙȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÔÈàɯÊÖÔÌɯÐÕȮ .ɯÌßÈÓÛÌËɯÖÕÌÚȵɂ 

The back door opened.  Kapoor clutched the sides of his chair in 

complete shock as Jack Tate and Fey Robins entered. 

*È×ÖÖÙɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÌȮɯɁ8ÖÜɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯËÌÈËȭɂɯɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÌɯÚÈÐËɯ

nothing. 

 ÍÛÌÙɯÈɯØÜÐÊÒɯÌßÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÖÍɯÎÓÐÔ×ÚÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ%ÌàȮɯ)ÈÊÒɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËȮɯɁ2ÈÙÈÛɯ

Kapoor, you are under arrest for the murder of Rundel Robins, conspiracy 

to commit murder against Law Officer Kimi Arimuro, conspiracy to 

commit murder against Fey Robins, conspiracy to commit murder against 

 ÕÛÏÖÕàɯ&ÈÙáÈȮɯÊÖÕÚ×ÐÙÈÊàɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÔÐÛɯÔÜÙËÌÙɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕȮɯ

Donovan and Lucia, blackmail leading to the commission of a felony 

against Carol Burr, and two counts of the deployment of a device of 

ÛÌÙÙÖÙÐÚÔȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÍÌËÚɯÞÐÓÓɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÈËËɯÖÕÛÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÈÚÛɯÖÕÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(Ô×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌȵɂɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÎÙÖÞÓÌËȭ 

Ɂ&ÐÝÌɯÐÛɯÜ×Ȯɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛal recently, and it 

not so coincidentally happened that I met your girlfriend in the emergency 

ÞÈÙËȭɯ ɯ 2ÏÌɯ ÛÖÓËɯ ÔÌɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÚÏÌɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯ È××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÌɯ àÖÜÙɯ ÜÚÐÕÎɯ ÏÌÙɯ ÈÚɯ ÈÕɯ

accessory, and she confirmed that on both occasions in question, she 

È××ÌÈÙÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɀɯÏouse on your behest.  That was the vital link we 

needed ÛÖɯ×ÙÖÚÌÊÜÛÌɯàÖÜȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯÖÙËÌÙÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÏÌÙɯÓÈÞàÌÙȵɂɯ

Kapoor protested. 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯÏÌÙɯÓÈÞàÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÕÖËËÌËȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɯÎÖÛɯÏÌÙɯÖÞÕɯÓÈÞàÌÙȮɯ

one who would look after her own ÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÚɯÐÕÚÛÌÈËɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙÚȭɂ 

After quickly glancing around the room, Kapoor shot up from his 

chair, bolting for the main door.  To his surprise, the man he knew as Mr. 

Frostie clotheslined him across the neck, clutched his upper body, and 

threw him to the ground without mercy.  Jack hurried to the commotion, 

rolling Kapoor around to apply handcuffs behind his back.  To Mr. Frostie, 

)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ3ÏÈÕÒɯàÖÜȮɯ#ÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɯ#ÌÓÈÕÊÐÌȭɯɯ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÖÖɯÚÜÚ×ÐÊÐÖÜÚɯ

ÐÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÚÌÝÌÕÛÏɯÉÖÈÙËɯÔÌÔÉÌÙȭɂ 
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GrinÕÐÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯÊÏÌÌÒɯÛÖɯÊÏÌÌÒȮɯ ÙÛɯ#ÌÓÈÕÊÐÌɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯɁ ÕàɯÛÐÔÌȭɯɯ(Ûɯ

was fun, but when you asked me to do a few minutes of undercover work, 

(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɯÔÌÈÕÛɯËÖɯÚÖÔÌɯÞÖÙÒɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÝÌÙÚȭɯɯ'ÈÙɯÏÈÙȵɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÍÈÒÌȳɂɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÈÚÒÌËɯÈÚɯ#ÌÓÈÕÊÐÌ pulled him 

ÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÍÌÌÛȭɯɯɁ3ÏÌɯÚÈÓÌȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÚÈÓÌɯÞÈÚɯ×ÓÌÕÛàɯÙÌÈÓȵɂɯ%ÌàɯÉÓÜÙÛÌËɯout from across the room, 

Ɂ"ÏÈÕÎÐÕÎɯÔàɯÝÖÛÌɯÛÖɯàÌÚɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯ×ÙÐÊÌɯÛÖɯ×ÈàɯÍÖÙɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÈɯ×ÈÙÛɯÐÕɯ

àÖÜÙɯÙÜÐÕȭɯɯ!ÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÎÖɯÖÕɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯàÖÜȭɯɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÚ×ÌÕËɯÈÓÓɯàÖÜÙɯÔÖÕÌàɯ

saving lives with our products while you crawl around in your concrete 

ÔÈáÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÛÙÈ××ÌËɯÙÈÛȵɂ 

)ÈÊÒɯÚÛÌ××ÌËɯÐÕȭɯɯɁ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÌßÊÐÛÌÔÌÕÛɯÖÜÙɯÛÙÈ××ÌËɯÙÈÛɯÊÈÕɯ

ÏÈÕËÓÌɯÍÖÙɯÖÕÌɯËÈàȭɂɯɯ'ÌɯÈÕËɯ#ÌÓÈÕÊÐÌɯÓÌËɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯ

police vehicle.  Kimi was there, waiting for them, having monitored the 

whole affair.  She told the driver to return to the district station without her 

because she would be spending the rest of the day with Jack and Art on 

some well deserved time off. 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÞÌÕÛɯÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÐÕÎÓàɯÚÔÖÖÛÏȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÈÕËɯ ÙÛɯÔÌÛɯÜ×ɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯ*ÐÔÐȭɯɯɁ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÎÖÖËɯÖÕɯÔàɯ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌȭɯɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÎÖɯÛÖɯ

'ÖÎÈÕɀÚɯ6ÐÕÌɯǶɯ#ÐÕÌɯÍÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯÍÖÕËÜÌɯÈÕËɯËÙÐÕÒÚȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÈÚÒȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯɯɁ,àɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÊÈÕɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯ

guy evening with our ÚÖÕɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÔÌȭɂɯɯ3ÏÌɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÚÛÙÖÓÓÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯ

the sidewalk toward the motor carriage stop that would take them to the 

restaurant. 

Ɂ'ÖÞɀÚɯàÖÜÙɯÙÌÊÖÝÌÙàɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÈÓÖÕÎȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÈÚÒÌËɯ*ÐÔÐȭ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÚÊÈÙÌËɯÛÖɯÚÓÌÌ×ɯÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛÔÈÙÌÚɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌen 

having since I got hit with the rock toaster.  Other than that, I feel fine and 

my brain scans are normal.  The big question is how àÖÜɀÙÌ recovering.  You 

ÎÖÛɯÏÐÛɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÞÖÙÚÌɯÛÏÈÕɯ(ɯËÐËȭɂ 

Ɂ,Ìȳɯɯ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÏÌÈËÈÊÏÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÖÕɯÈɯ×ÚàÊÏÖÛÙÖ×ÐÊɯÙÌÎÐÔen for 

ØÜÐÛÌɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌȭɯɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÒÌÌ×ɯÔàɯÎÜÕɯÉàɯÔàɯÉÌËɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÌɯËÖÊÛÖÙɀÚɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯ

(ɀÓÓɯÏÈÓÓÜÊÐÕÈÛÌɯÈÕËɯÚÏÖÖÛɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌȭɂ 

 ÙÛɯÊÏÐÔÌËɯÐÕȭɯɯɁ2ÖÜÕËÚɯÓÐÒÌɯ(ɯÔÐÚÚÌËɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÌßÊÐÛÌÔÌÕÛȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÎÜàÚɯ

ÈÙÌɯÓÜÊÒàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÓÐÝÌȭɂ 
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*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯ(ɯÓÌÛɯ"ÈÙÖÓ Burr take control of my 

ÎÜÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜÙɯÎÜÕɀÚɯÕÈÔÌɯÐÚɯ!ÈÙÕÌàȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÑÖÒÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɯ

ÕÌÝÌÙɯÍÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÉÓÈÊÒÔÈÐÓɯÈÕÎÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯÛÏÈÛȮɂɯ*ÐÔÐɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ2ÐÕÊÌɯÚÏÌɀÚɯËÌÈËȮɯ##(ɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÓÖÖÒɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ

deeper into her digital records.  From what I can piece together, Kapoor 

ÍÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÊÒɯÛÖÈÚÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÐÛÚɯÈÉÐÓÐÛàɯÛÖɯËÌÚÛÙÖàɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɀÚɯÉÙÈÐÕȭɯɯ

He had to find someone at HalmanAbramsSatalini whom he could 

manipulate into aiding him.  He did some digging and found that Burr was 

involved in some sex slave trafficking some years ago, so Kapoor 

ÉÓÈÊÒÔÈÐÓÌËɯÏÌÙɯÐÕÛÖɯÈÐÔÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯËÌÝÐÊÌɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÕÛÌËȭɂ 

 ÙÛɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯɁ ÕËɯàÖÜɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÏÌɯÛÙÐÊÒÌËɯ/Ö××àɯ%ÙÈÐÕÌàȳɂ 

*ÐÔÐɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÌËȭɯɯɁ6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞÌËɯÏÌÙȮɯÚÏÌɯÚÞÖÙÌɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯËown 

that he told her to spy on Fey Robins because she was a rival who was 

partnering with organized crime to take him down.  She claims she never 

ÒÕÌÞɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÏÈËɯÈÕàɯÔÈÓÐÊÐÖÜÚɯÐÕÛÌÕÛȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÙÌÔÐÕËÚɯÔÌɯÖÍɯÈɯÊÈÓÓɯ(ɯ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌËɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÖÕÊÌɯ*È×ÖÖÙɯÎÖÛɯ

cuffed upȭɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ/Ö××àɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÈ××ÌÈÙÌËɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯ#-ÝÐÊÌȭɯɯɁSarat has 

ÉÌÌÕɯÈÙÙÌÚÛÌËȮɂɯÏÌɯÛÖÓËɯÏÌÙȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÕÒɯ&ÖËȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÐÎÏÌËȭɯɯɁ(Úɯ,ÙÚȭɯ1ÖÉÐÕÚɯÖÒÈàȳɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÍÐÕÌȭɯɯ'ÖÞɯËÐËɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÎÖɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯàÖÜɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ'ÌÈËɯ

"ÖÈÊÏȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɀÔɯÖÕɯ×ÈÐËɯÏÐÈÛÜÚɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ(ɀÔɯÔÌdically cleared, so that 

ÔÐÎÏÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÈÚÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɁ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÊÏÈÕÊÌɯÛÖɯ

talk to you about your experiences when you were under the spell of the 

ÊÖÓÜÔÕȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯ ÑÜÚÛɯ ÍÌÓÛɯ ÚÐÊÒɯ ÈÕËɯËÐááàɯ ÈÕËɯ (ɯ ÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯ ÛÖɯ ÉÓÈÊÒɯ ÖÜÛȮɂɯ /Ö××àɯ

Ìß×ÓÈÐÕÌËȭɯɯɁ%ÖÙɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌȮɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯËàÐÕÎȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÕȮɯ(ɯÚÈÞɯÔàɯ

ÎÙÈÕËÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÊÖÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÖÒÈàȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯàÖÜÙɯÎÙÈÕËÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÍÖÙÛɯàÖÜɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯ

journey to the other sideȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÊÏÜÊÒÓÌËȭɯɯɁ,àɯÎÙÈÕËÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÈÓÐÝÌɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÝÐÚÐÛɯÏÌÙɯ

regularly.  ThÈÛɀÚɯÏÖÞɯ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯËàÐÕÎȭɂ 
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Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÔÈÙÛȮɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÑÖÊÒȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÚÌÌÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯ

ÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËɀÚɯÛÙÐÈÓȭɯɯ(ɯÈÚÚÜÔÌɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯÞÈÕt me there as the 

ÈÙÙÌÚÛÐÕÎɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙɯÈÕËɯÈÚɯÈɯÔÈÛÌÙÐÈÓɯÞÐÛÕÌÚÚȭɂ 

Ɂ$ß-ÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÞÐÕÒÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÐÎÕÌËɯÖÍÍȭ 

The three detectives stood on the street corner for anther few minutes 

waiting for their motor carriage to arrive.  A young man in a business suit 

started to cross the street at the pedestrian zone.  Suddenly, the motor 

carriage arrived down the next cross street.  As it turned the corner, it came 

within half a meter of striking the young man.  The driver immediately 

stopped and the young man began shouting at him. 

Ɂ'ÖÓËɯÖÕȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯ×Ö××ÐÕÎɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÊÐËÌÕÛȭɯɯ

)ÈÊÒɯÙÌÊÖÙËÌËɯÛÏÌɯËÙÐÝÌÙɀÚɯÖ×ÌÙÈÛÖÙɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯ#-vice and let the motor 

carriage continue to the stop. 

Ɂ#ÖɯÈÓl Denverites ËÙÐÝÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȳɂɯÛÏÌɯàÖung man fumed. 

Ɂ-ÖȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ.ÕÓàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯƗƜȭƛǔɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔȭɯɯ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÝÐÚÐÛÐÕÎɯÛÖÞÕȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÙÌÓÖÊÈÛÌËɯÏÌÙÌɯÖÕɯ2ÈÛÜÙËÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ$ÈÚÛÌÙÕɯ$ÜÙÖ×ÌȮɂɯÛÏÌɯ

àÖÜÕÎɯÔÈÕɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈɯÊÖ×ȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ,àɯÕÈÔÌɀÚɯ)ÈÊÒɯ3ÈÛÌȮɯ#ÌÕÝÌÙɯ/ÖÓÐÊÌɯ5ÐÖÓÌÕÛɯ

"ÙÐÔÌÚɯ#ÐÝÐÚÐÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÐÊÌɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯàÖÜȭɂɯɯ3ÏÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯÔÈÕɯÌßÛÌÕËÌËɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËȭɯɯɁ,àɯÕÈÔÌɀÚɯ

Bart.  Bart Wolfield.  Thanks for checking on the situation for me.  I owe 

àÖÜɯÖÕÌȭɂ 

Ɂ-Öɯ×ÈàÉÈÊÒɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒɯÚÈÐËȮɯÛÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÖɯÑÖÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÞÖÙÒɯ

pals.  Before he reached the motor carriage, now waiting quite cordially for 

him, the sound of thundering footsteps and an eerie green glow from 

behind startled him.  Spinning around, he saw, only for a fraction of a 

second, his menacing, bull-faced adversary standing next to Mr. Wolfield, 

as if it was waiting for Wolfield to give it the command to attack. 

Jack shook off the vision, knowing that it was only the influence of 

the shadow.  His medication would soon heal him of the delusions that 

could only interfere with his destiny. 


