Robert Young's new story is a brisk and entertaining tale about D. D. Rinehart,
alias Nancy Drew, a futuristic private eye who takes on an offbeat case involving
doppelgangers and call girls.

Hologir|
by ROBERT F. YOUNG

We are looking for girlswith Zing, Zest and Zowie to help promote our clients' products on
3V

Talent Associates

Sespol Bldg., Suite 1400

Idealia

| handed the clipping back to my caller. Before tossing it onto my transparent desktop, hed informed
me that he had good reason to believe that Amos Kurilman, who, in conjunction with hiswife, ran the
agency, wasapimp.

"Youthink it'safront for acal-girl operation?'

Sespol nodded his peruked head without removing his gaze from where it had been ever since heldd
sat down opposite me— on my legs. "An egregious front, Ms. Rinehardt. The girls even havethe gdl to
live right on the premises. And there must be hundreds of them! The lobby's equipped with an electronic
surveillance system that comes on after dark, and the same faces never show up on the tapes more than
twice. The Sespol Sky-Riseis arespectable office building, restricted to respectable businesses. During
the day, girls go up to Suite 1400 where, presumably, they are interviewed, they then come back down
again and depart. Fine and dandy. But if my other renters ever get wind of the other girlswho come and
go after hours, they may not renew their leases. Worse, they may even cance them.”

"So you want proof of what the other girlsare doing so you can cancel Kurilman'slease.”

" ‘Hagrante delicto proof,' if | may be so bold asto coin aterm. Something tangible | can show him
that will cause him to dink off into the night, dragging histails behind him, so to spesk (ha-ha!), without
the incident making the media. In aword, a hard-core porno-photo.”

"My feeis $300 aday, plus expenses,” | said in the brusque Philip Marlow tone of voice | reserve
for such occasions. "$700 in advance."

"That's pretty steep for snapping adirty picture.”

"It'snot that smple. Before | snap it | haveto find out what the scoreis, and that means legwork.
Incidentaly, that V-shaped cicatrix on my left kneecap you seem so fascinated by isamememto of an
overnight hike I went on when | was abrownie and fell on abeer can.”

Herased his pde-blue eyesto my face. He gave alittle giggle. Then, abruptly al business, he stood
up, counted out fourteen fifties from his shoulder purse and arranged them on my desktop. "1 hope you're
asgood asthey say you are.”

"I'm better."

D. D. Rinehardt, Private Investigator, it sayson my officedoor. If | can't find out what you
want to know, nobody can.

The Sespol Sky-Riseriseslike aglass phallus from between two inflated el ectricar-domes that
suggest apair of gonads. | found aparking dot for my Blue Jay in one of the latter, entered the building
proper and took the main eevator to the fourteenth floor. Psycheddlic walls, knee-deep pile carpeting,
gilt doorswith bas-rdlief |ettering, agenuine antique fireman's ax hanging in arecessed glassdisplay
case.... Thedoor | sought proved to be adouble one. Talent, the |ettering on the |eft one said;
Associates, on the other. They opened to my touch, and | stepped into a commodious reception room.

More knee-deep pile carpeting. Comfy-chairs arranged artfully along luminouswalls. A long, low
center-table imbricated with popular periodicas. A mahoganoid desk with abig brown female sitting



behind it. A nameplate reading Cecily Sturmi Kurilman. Aninner door just to the desk's | eft.

The hour was early (9:30, or thereabouts), but already most of the chairs were occupied by
applicantsfilling out application forms, or just Sitting. | got aform from apile on the desk and headed for
one of the empty chairs, Cecily Sturmi Kurilman's gaze cold upon my back.

Whilefilling in the blanks, | filled mysdf in on the other gpplicantswith periodic coups d'oells.
Soi-disant Zing, Zest and Zowiers came in diverse packages. One of the gpplicants had legslike arhino;
another, afacelike apizza. A third was pot-bellied and brought to mind aretired hooker. There were
three or four dishes, however, that my client Sespol would have gone down on at first sight. Law of
averages.

Some of the questions on the gpplication form mystified me: How do you spend your evenings? Do
you go out often? If so, where? Are you in any way associated with the following? — The Amour
Arms, The Halcyon Hotel, The Tryst Inn. | answered them with Watching 3V, No, Nowhere and No
respectively. Farther up the page I'd dready entered my professional aias— Nancy Drew — and
supplied the address of my apartment, which | rent under that name. There was no request for a phone
number — odd indeed in these days of monthly mail-ddivery. When | finished | gave the completed form
to Ms. Kurilman, who rolled it up, placed it in acylinder and dropped the cylinder into the mouth of a
pneumo-tube. "Please be reseated, Ms. Drew. Mr. Kurilman will see you as soon asit's your turn.”

| killed time trying mentally to divvy up Sespol's $700 advance among my creditorsin such away as
to leave enough to buy anew set of tiresfor my Blue Jay. Meanwhile, the applicants who were ahead of
me were successively processed by Mr. Kurilman. | noticed after awhile that the one who entered the
inner door was never the next to leave by it, but the one after, and from this| deduced that a sort of
intermedi ate waiting-room existed between the room in which | sat and the room where Kurilman was
conducting the interviews (Sespol had told me that the suite comprised six rooms dtogether). It turned
out to be acozy little vestibule containing a single comfy-chair and awinged mirror smilar to those found
in boutiques. When, ingtinctively, | stepped between the wings, asubdued but penetrating light with no
apparent source obligingly came on and bathed me from al angles. Initsflattering radiance | pirouetted,
gave my bangs a pat and ascertained that my nipples, which I'd painted orange for the occasion,
protruded from their pap holes at precise 90-degree angles.

At length the inner inner-door opened, and the applicant who'd preceded me came out. A
pink-periwigged little man somewhere in his 40s beckoned meto enter. (*Nancy Drew, isit?I'm
delighted to meet you, Nancy." "Thank you, Sir. I'm delighted to meet you, too." Etc.) After looking me
over and swallowing (the ones from 16 to 60 swallow; those over 60 sdlivate), he opened atattered
transcript of The Duchess of Malfi seemingly at random, handed it to me and told meto read the
duchess lines.

(Duch.) "1 would have you lead your fortune by the hand unto your marriage-bed...."

Between lines, | saw him stedlthily snake my handkerchief out of my handbag and stuff it into his coat
pocket.

When | finished, he said, "Y ou read that very well, Ms. Rinehardt." He took back the transcript. "1
likeyour carriagetoo." A second swalow, afina once-over. "WEell bein touch.”

How? | wondered. By carrier pigeon?

Officidly therés no such thing as amagter data bank containing up-to-date histories of dl private
citizens over age 21 and connected like a monstrous macrocosmic spiderweb to every precinct compin
the country. But any private eye worth hisor her salt knows better and has at hisher fingertips aprecinct
employee who can, and will for the right dollar, come up with al he/she needs to know about anyone
he/she wants to know it about.

My contact isamale Caucasian, code-name "Gloria," employed at Precinct 2. He got methe
following dataon Amaos Kurilman (materid irrelevant to the Kurilman case omitted):

B. Wichita, Kan., Jun. 2, 1978.
Educ. Mgored Bus. Rdl., Gray's University.



Marital hist. Married Cecily Sturmi, Feb. 6, 2008; no offspring.

Mar. 30: 2009. Went into partnership with Wentworth, Thom; Cert. Bus. "Holography Equip.,)
Mfg. Co." Partnership dissolved Feb. 10, 2017; ftry, equip. sold auct. Feb. 14. 2017.

Sep. 16, 2011 Established talent agency, Cert. Bus. "Taent Associates.”

May 20, 2018: Trandferred "Tdent Associates' from Wichita, Kan. to Cincinnati, O.

Jan. 6. 2019. Trandferred "Tdent Associates' from Cincinndti, O. to Idedlia

Palice record: No police record.

Parapsychodiagnosis. Fetishism; cyclothymia

| had Gloria do two more data taps (again, materid irrdevant to the Kurilman Case omitted):

Sturmi, Cecily

B. Wichita, Kan., Jul. 11, 1980.

Educ. Grad. 12th Grade, Jun. 19, 1998. Took crash-course Speedteaching Mar.-Aug., 2017.

Marital hist. Married Amos Kurilman, Feb. 6, 2008; no offspring.

Mar. 30, 2009 —Feb. 10, 2017. Sec.-treasr. "Holography Equip. Mfg. Co."

Sep. 16, 2017 —Jun. 2, 2019. Sec.-treasr. "Taent Associates.”

Policerecord: Arrested moras charge, Wichita, Kan., Dec. 4, 2001, fined & released. Arrested
soliciting, Wichita, Kan., Aug. 17, 2005; fined & released. Arrested oper. bawdy house, Wichita, Kan.,
Nov. 20, 2007; fined & released.

Parapsychodiagnosis: Probable psychopathic persondity.

Wentworth, Thom.

B. Wichita, Kan., Jul 11, 1977. Educ. Mgored Mech. Eng., Hager's Ingtitute Tech. Sddline: Art
collecting.

Marital hist. No known marriages.

Mar. 30, 2009. Went into partnership with Kurilman, Amos, Cert. Bus. "Holography Equip. Mfg.
Co. Partnership dissolved Feb. 10, 2017.

Jun. 19, 2018. Moved from Wichita, Kan. to Cincinnati, O.

Feb. 21, 2019. Moved from Cincinnati, O. to Idedlia. Last known address 616 Sycamore S.
Present whereabouts unknown.

Police record: No police record.

Parapsychodiagnosis: Schizoid type; probable progressive acoholism.

In the precinct parking lot | climbed into my Blue Jay and closed the door. As| did so, someone
climbed in the other side and closed the other door. Golden peruke with shoulder-length curls;
Mediterranean-blue eyes, faintly hooked nose; wide cheekbones, cheeks only just beginning to sag.
Pastel shirt, codpiece skin-dax, copper-studded shoes. A disarming smile. "Permit meto introduce
mysdlf, Ms. Rinehardt. | an Gino. Odruss.”

Inmy rearview mirror glimpsed three bearish muscleme leaning on the hood of aHawk. "Y ou don't
need to introduce yoursdlf,” | told Gino. "I've seen your picturein the society pages of the Idealia
Update at least athousand times. | just love the way you st your polo pony — the one your girls bought
you for your birthday."

The disarming smile didn't deteriorate in the least. Y ou know, I'm glad you brought my girlsup, Ms.
Rinehardt. Because they arewhy | am here. | protect them like afather, and when | am doing so | do not
liketo have other parties getting into the act.”

| beganto seeafaint light. "Go on."

"It has come to my attention via certain arcane channels that you have been retained to take steps
that will be detrimenta to the continued financid well-being of a certain Amos Kurilman. Thiswould be
al to the good, Ms. Rinehardt, were not Amos Kurilman my anima cookie, and mine done.”

"What makes him so exclusvely yours?'



"His girlsare operating in my girls territory. That's bad. Very very bad. But what isworseistheir
wholesale pricetags. My girls charge $600 per night, of which | take only a modest 33 and 1/3 percent.
But his girls charge only $400 per night, which means either that heis operating at aloss or teking 50
percent of their earnings. | do not think they would stand for this, which leaves only one conclusion to be
drawn: heisoperating a alosswith the intent to drive me out of business.”

"Itsawdl-known fact,” | said, "thet al the call girlsof Idedliaswear fedty to you. That being so,
where does he get hisfrom?"

An doquent eevation of the hands. A sad shake of the periwigged head. | knew ingtantly that he was
lyingwhen hesad, "I havenoidea." A grim grin supplanted the disarming smile. "But wherever heis
getting them," he went on, "1 am going to crumble him. Personally. Whichiswhy | do not want a pretty
private eye like you getting in my way, because then | will have to crumble her too." He swallowed
aurreptitioudy, the grim grin dissolved and the disarming smile came back. A hand crept over likea
puppy dog and nuzzled my right thigh. "Please do not force poor Gino to disfigure so flawlessawork of
art. Isit not bad enough that one Venuslost both arms?”

| shooed the puppy dog away. " Get out of my car, you fucking Calabrian bastard!" | said.

The smile sort of frozein place asits owner did my bidding. In my rearview mirror | saw himrejoin
the Three Bears. The smilewas gtill therewhen | pulled out of my parking dot, so wideit filled thewhole
mirror. Late-morning sunlight pouring down upon the Goldilocks peruke caused ahao to form aboveit.
Theilluson was as ephemerd asit wasridiculous. | put it out of my mind, joined the traffic flow and
headed for the Orchard.

They have sanctuariesfor birds, don't they? And for koaas, seds and hippopotamuses. Why not,
then, asanctuary for wineheads?

Thus, gpparently, went the ratiocination of the designers of Idealiawhen they decided to reserve a
tract of land in the center of their modd city for those of its dwellerswho might someday find themselves
at odds with redity and in need of a place to withdraw. The tract happened to be an apple orchard,
which was how it got its pop name and which waswhy, when | stepped through the force-field gate after
parking my Blue Jay, | smelled apples.

Rotten ones.

A footpath wound willy-nilly among thetrees; | set forth long it. The trees had so many suckersyou
could hardly seethe limbsthey grew out of. The rotten apples till clinging to the branches and those
littering the ground were the Size of acorns.

| passed occasiona cottages constructed of thrown-away tar paper and scrap lumber, with wine
bottles planted in their front yards. Thefirst native | came upon lay sound asleep across the path. |
stepped over him and went on. The next one | came upon was sitting under one of the trees. Thisone
wasdive. "Good afternoon,” | said palitely. "I'm looking for aresident named Thomas Wentworth. Can
you direct meto his place of abode?’

The native blinked. He was sober, but his vacant eyes|eft little doubt that the last of hisbrains had
boiled away quite sometime ago. "Grwk," he said.

| went on. Another native. Walking. Wearing adouch hat, atrenchcoat and apair of toe rubbers.
The trenchcoat had moss growing onit. "Kind gr," said |, "are you by any chance acquainted with a
fortyish gentlemen of mechanica bent named Thomas Wentworth?'

Hewas staring at my lead-veined handbag as though he could smell the two pints of Muscatdl 1'd
picked up after leaving the Precinct 2 parking lot. " Thomas Ooh?*

"Never mind," | said and proceeded deeper into the Orchard.

| had better luck with the fourth native | met. "Hishouseisin the holler,” hetold me.

| had no ideawhere the "holler” was, but | figured if | kept following the path 1'd eventudly cometo
it, and eventudly | did. A creek purled over pebbles and broken glass, habitations of various shapes and
Szes uatting at sporadic intervals aong its bottle-littered banks. Following the creek, | came upon a
native washing his socks, but he wasn't the one | was|ooking for. He was a newcomer (who but a
newcomer would bother to wash his socks?) and, relatively spesking, young for awinehead. Y oung



enough and not yet far gone enough to swallow when he saw me. When he made agrab for me as|
passed | whacked his hand with my handbag. When he lunged for me | gave him another whack, this
time on thesde of the head. | |eft him Stting in the middle of the creek, sobbing.

| don’t much care for wineheads.

Wentworth didn't have amailbox out front with hisnameonit, but | was surewhen | cameto the
one-room prefab with the window boxes that it was his. There was nothing in the window boxes except
wine bottles, but they still provided adistinction of sorts, and Went worth, | was certain, was not a
typica winehead.

| ascended atrio of warped steps to awobbly stoop and looked through a screenless screendoor.
"Thomas Wentworth?"

The figure dumped in the room's only chair stirred. " Thomas Wentworth is dead. Requiescat in pace

| stepped insde, opened my handbag and tossed one of the two pints of Muscatd (miraculoudly,
neither was broken) into hislap. | set the other on anearby window sill. Wentworth opened the one I'd
tossed him and chug-a-lugged a third of its contents. After he wiped his mouth on his shirtdeeve, | said,
"In five minutes, I'm leaving. Whether or not | take the other pint with me depends on how promptly and
graightforwardly you provide answersto afew questions I'm going to ask. Ready? Here comes thefirst:
Did you and Kurilman part friends?'

| couldn't see hisface very well in the dim, foliage-filtered light coming in the windows and the door.
Wineheads don't have faces anyway — only molding clay that keeps sagging no matter how many times
they pressit back into shape. At length Wentworth said, "Kurilman paid mewhat | asked. He knew what
I'd do with the money. And he knew that after ayear or o I'd be too far gone to build another machine
and that in theinterim | wouldn't try. No, | guess you could hardly say we parted friends. But we didn't
part enemies either.”

"Y ou blackmail him, of course."

"Regularly. But only for alittleat atime.”

"Thismachine you dluded to— what did you cal it?'

"A holoplicator."

"And what doesit do?' Wentworth chug-a-lugged the rest of the pint and tossed the bottleinto a
corner. "It doesn't matter what it does, because it only does it temporarily, and with respect to what |
inventedit for, it doesnt doit at dl. | faled."

"Kurilman didn't seem to think so. He bought you out. Why?"

"I don't know why."

"Y ou know perfectly well why."

"All right. I know why now. But | didn't then."

"Isthat the why of the wine?'

"Y oung lady, thereisno why of thewine. Only thewine."

"I know," | said. "But you're only the second winehead I've ever known who admitted it."

"Who wash thefirg?"

"My father," | said and went out and closed the door.

"D. D. Rinehardt, as| live and breathe,” said the taller of the two executive types when | came out of
the breakfastmat next morning.

"Orisit Nancy Drew?"' said the shorter, taking my arm and guiding me to the Sparrow parked
behind my Blue Jay.

| can smell IRS agents amile away. Maybe it'sthe periwig powder they use. "Arewe going for a
ride?'

"Inthe park."

Pinched between them on the narrow front seet, | watched the streets and avenues unwind benegth
the greenery of maples, sycamores, lindens and box elders. Idedl city smothered with green boughs. The



park closed around us: songbirds sang; robins hopped on dappled swards; lovers held hands on benches
growing out of trees. Morning is when | am awake and thereis a dawn in me.

When he was winiest, my father used to look out into the back yard and say that, even when it was
night.

Thetaler of my two escorts parked the Sparrow opposite an oak-tree bench, and the three of us got
out and sat down, mein the middle. "Ms. Rinehardt,” said the shorter, "weve got your number.”

"Y ou've been watching too many antique movieson 3V," | told him.

"Button your lip, sgter,” said thetaler.

Another antique-movie buff. "What'stherap?' | asked.

"No rap, sweetstuff. Just awarning. The IRS isdready onto Kurilman and we don't want outsiders
poking around. One of Idedlia's concerned citizens— avery prominent one— put uswiseto the
white-davery racket Talent Associatess afront for, and were almost ready to closein on our man.”

"Unreported income, huh?!

"Y ou bet, unreported income! Oh, arewe going to get him! Aren't we, Bernie?'

"Y ou bet, Sam!"

| didn't haveto go on Sitting there. | knew it and they knew it. | stood up. " Sure you're going to get
him," | said. Y ou're going to get him theway your IRS forefathers got Al Capone. Y ou're going to get
him for not leaving atip for the waitress and let him get away without paying for his pasta. And afterward
you're going to go around bragging abouit it."

With that, | walked over to the curb and flagged down a passing e ectricab. "Well audit you!" Sam
screamed as| climbed in.

| dammed the door. "'Go ahead and audit!" | hollered out the window.

HOUSEWIFE SEES DOPPELGANGER,; Claims she saw set exiting fromlocal hotel. Mri.
Ra ph Comminger this morning told the Roving Update Reporter that while she was driving by the
Hacyon Hotel — "an establishment of low repute | wouldn't dream of patronizing” — she saw hersdlf
coming out of it. Etc.

CALL GIRL ARRESTED FOR OPERATING WITHOUT A LICENSE VANISHES FROM
JAIL CELL; Leavesdress, undies and shoes behind; believed to be walking the streets naked. Police,
acting on aphone cal from aconcerned citizen, early thismorning arrested an unlicensed cdl girl, who
carried no identification, as she was leaving the room of aclient a the Tryst Inn. Upon confiscating an
envel ope conceal ed on her person, they discovered it contained three $100- and two $50-hills. Etc.

ALLEGED CALL GIRL TURNSOVER NEW LEAF. REFUSES FURTHER RELATIONS
WITH CASH CUSTOMER; Claimsto be respectable housewife. James P. Rowe, arrested last night
for assaulting MariannaMori, indsts sheisthe cdl girl to whom he paid $400 three nights ago for
servicesrendered at the Amour Arms. Etc.

| didn't bother scanning the rest of the Idealia Update back-issues the morgue sel ectacron had
deposited in the carrel. Except for amissing paragraph, | dready had the whole story. The time had
come for meto earn my $700.

Sincel couldn't do so till night, | decided to knock off for the afternoon.

It came as no great surpriseto mewhen | entered my apartment to find Goldilocks and the Three
Bearsawaiting mein my living room (printlocks, for dl their vaunted infalibility, pose no problem for
pros). Goldilocks was ditting on one of my |love seats; opposite him on the other, squeezed tightly
together, sat the Three Bears.

"Anybody for acan of beer?' | asked.

The Three Bears eyeslit up, but Gino shook his head. "We are here on the Kurilman matter, Ms.
Rinehardt, as you cannot have failed to grasp. For some foolish reason you have ignored my adviceto
leave the cookie-crumbling to us. Very well: you now have two choices. Y ou can take your rightful place



besde the Venus de Milo, minus both your arms, or you can tell me from where Kurilman obtains his
girls, amatter of considerable concern to me as arespectable tax-paying citizen, and amystery which |
am sure ataented private investigator like yoursdf cannot by thistime havefailed to resolve.”

| sat down on anearby ottowoman. "From Mars, maybe?

"He getsthem, asyou very well know," Gino said, adisarming smileand agrim grin vying for
supremacy on hisface and with the latter holding adight edge, "by luring housewives, factory-line
femd es, pasta-parlor waitresses and other such smpletonsinto his office by means of aclever come-on
ad in the classified section of the Idealia Update. There, amagic metamorphosisis put into motion that
enables the housewives, factory-line females, pasta-parlor waitresses and other such smpletonsto leave
by the same door they camein by and yet which somehow alows those of them who are qualified for
cal-girl work to smultaneously remain and to go out later on in a professiona capacity and drive away
the cares of Kurilman's clients for the cut-rate sum of $400. What | want to know is how does he
accomplish thislegerdemain?'

My apartment is on the topmost floor, which meansit's equipped with skylights and getsalion's
share of sunshine. It wasfilled with sunshine now, and dready that damned halo was taking form above
Gino's periwigged head. Jove, Jupiter. Capo de tutti capi. Inheritor of the spoils of the Castellammarese
War, of the successive empires of Masseria, Maranzano, Luciano, Genovese, Gambino, Lucci, and
Bombasino. God in a codpiece and awig arrogantly striding over the power-cathected masochists
fawning at hisfeet —

No, Gino, no. Not over me. "Kurilman,” | said, "has amachine like abig sausage-grinder. Hiswife
putsthe girlsin, adds equd parts sugar, spice and everything nice, and he turnsthe handle. And for every
girl put in, two come out, one to do his bidding and one to go back to her 3V s, her factory-linejob or
waiting on tables.”

In asecret compartment of the ottowoman, within easy reach of my right hand, was afully charged
raze pistol. But | had no need of it. Grim grin and disarming smile fought for awhile on Gino'sface, with
neither winning out. Nothing remain. Nothing. He got up without aword and waked out the door. The
Three Bearsfollowed, staring Sdeways at me asthey passed. Not with disbelief, but with relief. For Gino
had given the order, they could not have carried it out. It wastheirsaswell ashis Achilles hed.

After an afternoon of work and relaxation (I did my laundry and re-read Camus The Plague), |
prepared alight dinner and ate by yellow candldight a my little dinner table with its damask cloth.

| hadn't touched Sespol's $700 advance (it's my policy never to spend aclient's money till I've fully
earned it); when | did, I'd buy the steak 1'd been ravenous for for weeks and maybe even have french
friesand atossed salad to go withiit.

Eleven o'clock found me parked across the street from the main entrance of the Sespol Sky-Rise, my
Laseroid camera sharing the seat beside me with my handbag. Idediais not idedly illuminated; aswith
ordinary cities, only lights of low wattage are alowed in residences and business places, and streetlights
are confined to corners. The pitch goes something like this: "Nationd switchover to solar power isjust
around the corner, folks, but until we round that corner we've got to go right on conserving.” The
argument would make sense (1) if "conserving” gpplied to 3V and (2) if redigtic redtrictions were
impaosed on indiscriminate use of energy during daytime hours. As matters stand, it's nothing but a
psychologica gimmick to ease peoples minds while Rome burns.

Mogt of the windows of the Sespol Sky-Rise were dark, but afew glowed wanly in the night, one of
them on the fourteenth floor. Whether or not it belonged to Suite 1400, | had no way of knowing.

Electricar traffic was sparse, pedestrian even sparser. As| sat therewaiting | killed time by trying to
find the Kurilman story's missing paragraph. | knew dl right what he was doing and | knew he was doing
it somewherein Suite 1400. It was true that, not being of mechanica bent, | didn't know precisaly how
he was doing it, but he was doing it, and, that being so, why hadn't he done it to me?1'd seen him
swalow, hadn't I? And where did Cecily Sturmi Kurilman fit in? Surely she must have abigger piece of
the action than her role as sec.-treasr.-receptionist would suggest.

An electricab pulled up in front of the main entrance, and agirl in agown came out and gotin. A



hobo-girl? The corner streetlight was too faraway to shed much light on the scene. | doubt whether I'd
have been ableto tell anyway.

Just to make sure, | decided to wait for arepest performance, and let the cab take off without tailing
it.

A short while later another cab pulled up, and another girl in agown came out and got in. Thistime,
when the cab took off, | followed.

| know Idedlialike abook, and before the cab had gone three blocks, | knew it was headed for the
Tryst Inn. So | got ahead of it and was parked across the street when it pulled up opposite the entrance.
The girl in the gown got out, paid the driver with money she took from her shoe (she had no handbag),
and ran up a shrub-bordered walk to the door. | got a halfway decent look at her in the wan radiance of
the entrance light as she let hersdf in, and something about her — exactly what it was, | couldn't fathom
— gave me abad turn. It was afeding sort of like deja vu, at least in the sense that it came and went o
fast | couldn't pin it down.

By thetime | gained the little lobby, shewas dready on her way up in the elevator. The indicator
stopped at 5. The lobby was empty, as one would expect at that time of night. Next to the elevator was a
buzzer with which to summon the night clerk. Next to that hung the Tryst Inn directory.

An Idedlia ordinance requiresthat al such directories be updated daily. So | knew when | peered at
the names that they weren't those of persons who had checked out umpteen years ago.

Only three rooms on thefifth floor were occupied: 502 by a John Olms, 507 by a Clinton Adams
and 510 by a Charles Proveno. It's not hard to spot an dias, and an diaswaswhat | was|ooking for.
Why? Because pseudo-prestigious hostelries like the Tryst Inn are made to order for middle-income
out-of-townerswho like to shack up with call girls, and middle-income out-of-towners generdly cherish
their good names.

| settled for "Clinton Adams." It had just the right pseudo-prestigious flavor.

| waited for awhile before going up. It's de rigueur for cal girlsto make small talk before jumping
into bed with aclient, and it was unlikely a Kurilman hologirl would go againg the grain. Clients haveto
be taken into consideration too. Sometimes they're up-tight and need to be put at ease.

How do | know? I've been around, that's how.

While | waited, | checked my Laseroid to see whether it was |oaded properly. It was. After ten
minutes had gone by, | stepped into the eevator, which had dutifully returned to lobby level, and told it to
take me up to thefifth floor. A narrow halway, garishly carpeted. Forty-watt lamps burning at either end.
Wallswith deazy roses seeming to grow out of them. Opposite 507, | set my Laseroid on thefloor, got a
small via out of my handbag and squeezed afew drops of lock acid into the keyhole (for obvious
reasons, hotels have never gonein for printlocks). Then | replaced the vid and armed mysdlf with the
Laseroid.

Thefloor plan of a pseudo-prestigious hotel-room issimplicity itself: bed on onewall, 3V set facing it
on the opposite; two chairs, o next to the archway leading to the commode-shower, the other beside the
bed; onetable. Illumination is supplied by asingle overhead light, one switch located over the headboard
of the bed, the other to the | eft of the door jamb.

| waited the sixty seconds necessary for thelock acid to do itswork, then | turned the knob, stepped
insde and switched on thelight. My Laseroid was aready pointed in the right direction. When the bed
appeared on the viewer, | turned the knob, and the brief brightness of the laser beamsreveded to my
right eye what the holo-film recorded: Kurilman's client banging away like Sxty—

Banging me!

The littlewhore didn't demateridizetill quarter after eight the next morning. | stood guard at the door
the whole night through to make sure she didn't sneak out and bring even more shame to bear on my
good name.

| kicked the deazy clothes she'd been wearing (I'd made her put them back on) under the bed.
"Clinton Adams' had long since absconded. | don't know which demoralized him more — glancing over
his shoulder and seeing me or the look in my eyes. Whichever, held dressed and departed posthaste.



| was dill alittle shaky when | dipped behind the whed of my Blue Jay, and to calm myself | went for
arideinthe park. It was well after nine when | took the elevator up to the fourteenth floor of the

Segpol Sky-Rise. Thefirst thing | did was swing my handbag againgt the recessed case that held the
antique fireman's ax. When the glasswindow shattered, | seized the ax and entered the Talent Associates
reception room. Goldilocks and the Three Bears were there, and so were Bernie and Sam. Ms. Cecily
Sturmi Kurilman sat behind her mahoganoid desk like a becalmed brown battleship, gazing raptly at a
point in space just above Goldilocks head. Her husband was wading back and forth through the pile
carpeting, wringing his hands and saying over and over, "What other girls? What other girls?'

All of them gaped when | camein with my ax.

| walked past them, kicked open the inner door, went into the intermediate waiting-room and
smashed that damned mirror to smithereens. Behind it stood a Christmas-treglike complex of crysals,
tubes, wires and widgets. | smashed that too. Behind where it had been, separated from me by a
soundproof paraglass partition, the cream of yesterday's crop of hologirls, wearing hand-me-down
pajamas, were lolling on studio couches, eyes focused on the screen of an inculcator. The cullswere
nowhere to be seen.

No onetried to stop me on my way out. After | replaced the fireman'sax in its recessed case, | went
down and got in my Blue Jay and headed for my gpartment.

On theway, | stopped off at the Idedlia Public Library and did some belated research.

"Inlaser holography,” | told Sespol the next morning, "alaser beam is divided by means of amirror.
One of the two resultant beamsis used to illuminate the subject, and the reflection from the subject is cast
upon a photographic plate. The other beam isreflected from the mirror directly upon the plate. Thisisthe
reference beam. Merging on the plate with the light coming from the subject, it creates an interference
pattern. When the reference beam only is directed upon the plate, the rays passing through the plate
trand ate the interference pattern into an exact 3-D duplicate, called a'virtual image,’ of the subject. This
was Thomas Wentworth's starting point when he set out to invent his'holoplicator.' "

For achange, Sespol's gaze wasn't directed at my legs. It was directed straight across my desktop at
my face. "And you smashed this— this machine?

"Y ou know perfectly well | did. Y ou covered up for me, didn't you?'

"Yes. But not for your sake. For the sake of the Sespol Sky-Rise.... But why did you smashit?
Surely not just to keep Odruss from getting hishands on it. He couldn't have — not with the IRS on the
cene”

"With Cecily Kurilman aso on the scene, hejust might have. Wentworth's maching,” | went on,
"employed only the basic principles of laser holography. It went asfar beyond them as four-dimensond
geometry goes beyond plane geometry. It could creste life-size 3-D images in space, and it could create
them so forcibly that they acquired separate redlities. With inanimate objects, the duration of these
redlities was S0 evanescent asto be nil. For reasonswell never know, only image-redlities comprised of
living cdllsretained redlity for any appreciable length of time— in the case of humans, for aslong
sometimes as forty-six hours. But Wentworth's purpose wasn't to hol oplicate people— he doesn't like
people. What he wanted was to accumul ate permanent holoplications of objets d'art. When the
holoplications refused to retain redlity for more than a plit second, he wrote the machine off asafailure,
and when Kurilman offered to buy him out — the machine, having been built on company time, belonged
to the company — he jumped at the chance. In her own sweet way Kurilman'swife had seen its
possibilitiesingtantly. After the deal went through, she took a crash-course in speedteaching. Six months
later, Talent Associates was born.

"Why speedteaching?’ Sespol asked.

"Obvioudy, the holoplicator couldn't holoplicate intangibles, such as persondity, character,
educational background and the like. Probably al that came through was the subject's organic sdif, plus
one or two acquired physical faculties. Cecily Sturmi Kurilman didn't have time, even with an incul cator
to help her, to teach her hologirls much, but she didn't need to. How much education does awalking,
talking fornicatory doll need? ... Everything clear in your mind now, Mr. Sespol ?



"Asabdl." Hegrinned a me. Evilly.

Heknew. He knew!

"And now, Ms. Rinehardt," he said, holding out hishand "since| didn't pay you to investigate
Kuril-man's activities, if you'll fork over the porno-photo | did pay you for, I'll forget about the black eye
you almost gave the Sespol Sky-Rise and go my merry way."

| removed the fourteen fifties held given me from my handbag and laid them on the desktop. "Thereis
no porno-photo. | forgot to load my Laseroid.”

Still grinning, he opened his shoulder purse, counted out fourteen fifties of hisown and laid them
besdemine. "I think thereis”

"Pick up your deazy money and get out!"

He snickered. Then, dowly, he got to hisfeet, picked up the twenty-eight fifties and stuffed them into
his shoulder purse. When he snickered again, | turned my back on him. | heard him walk out the door.
Shicker, snicker, snicker, al down the hall—

Nancy Drew, Girl Detective

D.D. Rinehardt, Private Eye.

Sometimes at night | climb the gairsto the gpartment-building roof and St on one of the sunchairs
and look up at the stars. At my star. It's Arcturus, in case you care to know. Orange-red, cold, faraway.
And yet not my star at all. The Grape has athousand faces, wine comesin athousand forms. My body is
agarden in spring round which | have built awal. When | write | imitate Chandler, Hammett and Spillane
when dl thewhilel yearn to set down sentences with the sengtivity of poor Scott.

| Stinmy sunchair and | cry benesth the Sars.

D. D. Rinehardt, Private Eye—

Hard-boiled Nancy Drew.



