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Timwas certain he'd just read the nane Andrew Hatcher - he'd known
one growi ng up in Vancouver, and it wasn't a pleasant nenory. The
name had stuck in his head. Now, after reloading the web page, the
nanme had changed to Andrew Toffler. Just to prove he wasn't going
crazy, Timmnmade the web browser open a copy of the page; sure enough,
the name was different. The date of the trial had changed too.

Back and forth, back and forth, he conpared the two pages. He was
tired, it was 2 AM and this newlittle puzzle wasn't helping his
insomia. Peering into the nonitor was giving hima headache. He
told hinmself it was just a typo. which sone conscientious, |ikew se-
i nsomi ac, webmaster had tidied up before the norning rush hour. It
m ght be a clue, but he'd lost his ability to concentrate, and
sitting here twddling the nouse wasn't going to help himfind
Shel | ey.

He sent both pages to the printer, shut the nmachi ne down, and went
back to his enpty bed.

The thought of those paper copies sitting out on his desk nade
sl eep inpossible. There was no reason to hide them but it didn't
matter; in fact, it nmade his anxiety (all right, his paranoia) worse.



For years Tim had practised | eaving no trace and he was proud of the
fact that he couldn't be Googled. He'd never used his real nane on
the net, didn't own any credit cards, and all his e-mail went through
an anonynous re-mailer. H s black-hole nystique had fuelled
Shelley's initial attraction to him it sprang fromher reporter's
instinct for a good story. She called himher 'negative-spacenman.'

But everyone had sonething to hide. Sone nore than others.

Timcouldn't stand it any longer. He returned to his desk and set
fire to the pages, dropping themin the bathroom sink. Wile they
burned, he turned the conputer back on and w ped the browser cache
and history. He went back to the bathroomand turned on the water to
wash away the ashes, distracted by his reflectionin the mrror: Md
40's; spatters of grey in his beard, jowy cheeks, and sad eyes.

What do you expect? the face asked.

Wth no snappy coneback, Timturned off the tap, and the |ights,
and clinbed back into bed. Again he tried to fill, or forget, the
enpty space beside him

At 3 AM, he felt a warmbody slip in beside him Snelling of
shanpoo and cigarettes, Shelley snuggled close and draped an arm over
his side, as though she hadn't been gone for two nights w thout a
word. He sighed with relief and pretended to sl eep.

The clock radio read 04:00 AAM when three figures silently entered
the apartnent neatly using a tire jack to expand the door janb. The
dead-bolt swung free of the frame without a sound. They quickly
found the sl eeping couple and cl apped handkerchi efs soaked in
chl orof orm over their noses and nouths. Timand Shelley struggl ed
briefly then fell back into unconscious sleep. The intruders
searched the small apartnent nethodically. Wen they discovered the
few remai ni ng ashes in the bathroom sink, they carefully scooped them
into a plastic baggy and placed a fresh crisp page on Tims desk. The
j ob was al nost conpl ete.

"Burn everything," the | eader said.

In the living room they frayed the | anp cord, sprinkled nore
chl orof orm down the drapes, and placed a dead pair of batteries in
the overhead snoke detector. Leader turned on the |anp and wat ched as
sparks junp onto the drapes and expl oded into flanes.



Andr ew Hat cher was eradi cated once again, replaced by the notorious
Andrew Toffler, wongly tried in a tine and place that only history
woul d renenber; all human nenory of Hatcher had been erased | eaving
no trace.



