
 A bunch of kids found Cooper’s body laying face down in a puddle outside the Maglev station. 

The kids were leaning against a wall while a couple of cops talked to them. 

 Early morning commuters with steaming cups of coffee detoured around the two squad cars 

listing in the gray wind. Some stopped and clustered against the yellow police tape and tried to get a 

glimpse of whatever was going on. Most just filed by pretending not to care but made awkward sidelong 

glances, their necks craning from underneath their umbrellas. 

 I could not see Cooper’s body from where I stood between the two squad cars. Only the rear 

wheel of Cooper’s bicycle. I ducked under the caution tape, but then all I could see were more cops 

shuffling around, and then the flash of the forensic photographers’ camera. 

 I was taking notes when a cop came up behind me and said, “Back behind the line, Jonas.” 

 I turned. Officer Lindt’s mustache flared out from under the hood of a green windbreaker. He 

was the department’s PIO. He slipped off his hood. 

 “C’mon Lindt, it’s me,” I said. “Promise I won’t get in the way.” 

 “Sorry Jonas. I let you in and the real reporters will want to come in too.” 

 “Nice.” 

 “Behind the tape.” 

 “I just want an ID. You know. Who is it? What happened? Five seconds.” 

 “Look, Jonas, I know you know who it is,” he said. 

 Of course I knew.  I was the only person in editorial this early in the morning. The first to see 

Grady Bannon from across the hall come in and say someone found Cooper dead across the street. Bike 

accident. May have been shot. Cops over there now. The entertainment editor becomes a real reporter 

again. 

 So I got my notebook and there I was standing in cold mist getting shooed away by a lispy cop 

publicity flak. 



 Lindt was waving me away as if I were an annoying fly. “I promise I’ll get a release to you or 

somebody over there this afternoon.” 

 “Just tell me if he was shot. That’s all I need to know.” 

 “Foul play is suspected,” he said. “Now go before the chief kicks both our asses.” 

 I shut off my notebook and ducked under the police tape. “A press release. You promise.” 

 “When have I disappointed?” He flipped up his hood. “I can’t say it’ll make much of a story. 

Routine investigation.  Nothing much else can be done. He’s an andy after all.” 

 I walked around to the other side of the tape where several onlookers clustered. Knew Lindt was 

watching me. The coroner had arrived. Seemed to me they were treating it as a serious investigation, 

given it was the death of an android they were handling. Usually once the body was confirmed an 

android, it was bagged and sent to a crematory, even if the android had been robbed, beaten, or shot.  

Androids received no further attention. Their owners, maybe. If they were owned. But beyond that, 

nothing. 

 I guess they were treated better here than in other systems.  In some systems they were illegal 

and governments paid big bucks to bounty hunters to bring them in. At least this little backwater mostly 

left them alone. 

 I squeezed between two onlookers closest to the cops on the other side of the tape.   

“Watch out,” someone said. 

I felt something hot on my sleeve. Coffee. The woman next to me was wringing her hands. 

“Sorry,” I said. 

“Nothing much to see here,” said the man on the other side.  “Just an andy.” He stuck his hands 

in his dark overcoat, turned and stepped away from the tape. 



The woman stooped to pick up her half empty cup from the pavement. She crushed the paper 

cup and then brushed down her skirt. She glanced at me and said, “No problem. It’s idiots like him—“ 

jabbing a finger toward the man in the dark coat—“that make me sick.” 

I opened my notebook and wrote about the cop just then picking up Cooper’s mangled bike. 

“I hate people sometimes,” the woman said. “Don’t you.” 

I looked at her. She brushed back a wave of rusty hair. “Sometimes.” 

“You’re a reporter?” she said. 

I shrugged. “Yeah. Sort of.” 

“I hope you wrote what that man said.” 

Lindt was not far from us. He whispered something to the chief. The chief looked at me and said 

something to Lindt. 

“Didn’t I tell you I’d get a release to you, Jonas?” 

“You mean I just can’t be a gawker?” 

The woman smiled. 

I pressed the recorder on my notebook and held it near Lindt’s mustache. His face flushed and 

he shoved the recorder aside. “This afternoon, Jonas.” 

I could see he was palming his taser. I backed away from the caution tape. 

The drizzle had begun to lift as I threaded my way through the thinning cluster of gawkers and 

headed back to the office. I didn’t need to be tased and arrested for interfering with a police 

investigation. I waited at the crosswalk, listening to the dense hiss of cars gliding through the 

intersection. Behind me I heard the click of heels on pavement. I glanced over my shoulder.  

“Mr. Jonas,” the woman from earlier said. “I’d love to talk with you. I know some things about 

your colleague’s accident.”  


