




























































































"What?"

"Qo, it's all dark and nasty up here. I can't see anything, but there's no more tunnel.
Hang on, the roof’s different. It's all hard and flat. You know, like a concrete floor,
not like a tunnel roof at all. Poo! It isn't half smelly. I think it's coming in through a
crack here."

"We must be under a floor in the UnderCity!" said Shorty happily. "We've made it.
Can you push the top off, Cindy?"

She tried, but just wasn't strong enough.
"'Ere, let me try," Muscles offered from his place at the rear.

"Hold it," said Shorty, as he felt a large hand on his leg and realised that Muscles was
going to have to climb over him to get to the tunnel's end. "Let me have a go first."

Cindy squashed herself against the side of the narrow tunnel so that Shorty could
struggle past. It was a tight squeeze at a couple of points as Cindy was a big girl, but
Shorty made it. He got his back to the stone flag that covered the end and pushed
with all his might. The stone lifted and fell backwards with a reverberating clang.
They had made it! Shorty even knew where he was - about a hundred metres from
the entrance to the Snake in the Grass.
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The fuzbots knew where he was as well. They must have picked up their scrabblings
in the tunnels and come to investigate, for as Shorty emerged from the tunnel, a
metallic hand felt his collar, and an electronic voice said, "well now, if it isn't our
old mate Shorty Witherspoon. Now then, for various assorted crimes including
grand larceny, fraud, impersonating the Kim, being in charge of an uncontrolled
happibot, multiple roboticide, leaving Enoch without a permit, attempting to enter
Enoch without a permit, and being a threat to public health, you have been fined a
total of 45367 credits. If you'll just accompany us down to the body bank, the city of
Enoch Health Authority will recover some of that for us."

"Just a minute.." begged Shorty.
"Are you resisting arrest?" asked the fuzbot.

"No, no. Of course not," said Shorty hurriedly. He'd been through that one before
with the forest fighters, and was past ducking and weaving. "It's just that if we go to
the body bank, you won't get very much, will you?" The fuzbots had to agree. Not
only was there not much of him, what there was of him was so shopsoiled it would
hardly fetch much. "But if you take me to a jewellers, I can pay the fine - in full!"

They weren't convinced, but as there was a jewellers on the way to the hospital, they
decided there was nothing to lose. "You're not thinking of robbing it while we're
there are you?" asked one of the fuzbots. "You'd get fined for that as well."

It was an interesting idea, especially as the fine for robbing the shop could be less
than the value of the haul, given a good lawyer and a sympathetic judge. The profit
on the deal might even be enough to pay the lawyer's fees.

Shorty was marched off by three very thoughtful fuzbots.

"Have they gone, Cind?" whispered Muscles, when all was quiet again.

Cindy emerged into the grey light of the UnderCity. It was empty and barren, the
only brightness coming from a council clock on a distant wall. She could just read
the time and date through its grimy face. "Peregrine!" she cried in excitement. "It's
friday, and it's only half past six. If we hurry, we'll be in time for Pallace!"

At the jewellers, Shorty discovered a hole in his top left pocket; a hole and two small

diamonds in his top right pocket; a hole in his bottom left pocket and - oh, heaven
helps a poor sinner!" - a handful of diamonds in the bottom right.
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The jeweller sorted through them carefully, sniffing disdainfully - not so much at
the quality of the stones, as at the pong that surrounded Shorty. He examined and
weighed each stone, tapping at a calculator as each was assessed. Finally he lifted his
head and reached out a hand.

"Credits card if you please, Sir." The last word was squeezed out dutifully. "I am
marking up 45375 credits and seventeen cents." He processed the card and gave it
back, wiping his hand on a tissue afterwards.

"Thank you, Mr. Witherspoon," said a fuzbot, taking the card and slotting it into his
deductor and collecting the fine of 45367 credits. "Always a pleasure to do business
with you, sir. Good-day."

Shorty had been rich for almost three seconds. He was now worth eight credits and
seventeen cents - just as he had been a week before. Ah, but so much richer in
experience!
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