The pressure was unreal. Jason stood abruptly, only minutes after having seated himself.

"Uh, is there a bathroom or something?" he asked. Already, his resolve was fading. The stony faces of the council members, the feeling of forced cordiality... the room was full of fakes. The entire area was full of fakes. The press, hiding behind their cameras. The council members, hiding behind their constituents. The cops, hiding behind their jobs. The protesters outside, hiding behind their signs and slogans. Jason remembered what Frog had told him about honesty—that everyone was hiding something.

"Surely," smiled the mayor.



Jason gaped incredulously. Was she not going to tell him where it was? None of the others on the committee opened their mouths. He really needed to escape the room. The mayor continued smiling, looking at Jason almost questioningly. <i>Ah... if only I had my laptop, I'd chuck it straight through that cardboard smile...</i>

"W-where is it?" Jason asked, trying to reflect the mayor's smile. He didn't want to lose to her, not in front of so many cameras.

"Right across the hall."

In any other situation, Jason would have taken this as his cue to leave. He scratched the back of his head nervously. He felt his knees becoming weaker as he tried to keep himself in place.

"M-may I?"

"Of course."

<i>Damn it, she's smiling on the outside but she's laughing on the inside! Laughing at me... at me, an internet celebrity! All these people don't know who I am—don't know who I am!</i>

Jason released a long sigh of relief and turned away from the committee. He stepped out into the light of the hallway, found the bathroom immediately, and entered it. He washed his hands for five minutes before deciding it was time to head back into the gauntlet. After another minute spent drying off, he exited the bathroom.

And there, right in front of him, was the UC Berkeley student he had been spying on, the one who had summoned a demon, casually walking along with that dachshund in tow.

She didn't notice him, but he overheard what she was saying to the dog—

"No, Dax, I'm not going to kill the DHS guy yet."

Jason ground his teeth. She was a terrorist, after all! He knew he had to contact LAW1 somehow, he had to get in touch with Frog. He lambasted himself silently for never taking the time to charge his cell phone. He had never thought he would need it, but here he was. And there she was, about to commit some unspeakable act of terror.

<i>This'll show the damn Berkeley radicals,</i> he thought to himself. <i>I'll become a hero.</i>

"Excuse me, Miss, could I please borrow your cell phone?"

The girl turned, surprised.

"Um, I'm a bit of a rush—"

"It's an emergency," he pleaded.

"I, I guess so, then." She handed him a slim pink iThink. <i>God damn it, Apple again.</i> Shaking his head to shake off the thought, he dialed up the van.

"Ah, Inspector?"

