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                 Blueline Fever

                     by G. L. Parry

     Liu Zhigang was in the middle of transferring a section of brand-new trusswork when an order came to report in person to the Management Office at the end of his shift. 
     "What for?" he demanded to know as he scanned his heads‑up display.  Had he done something wrong somewhere?  

     Vid-phones were a frowned-upon distraction, so the reply came back audio-only: "There’s some journalist been sent up to file a story.  She's already waiting to meet you."

     Anything that dragged him away from work was intolerable.  More irritating, the pod he was flying was on loan from the Japanese for a six‑month evaluation.  It was a superb machine compared to the clunky Great Wall models he'd flown for most of his career, but the trial was nearly over.  Its Leica rangefinder was a joy to use.

     "Why me?" 

     "Some directive from groundside Publicity.  No further details."

     "How long is it supposed to take?"

     "That’s all I know.  Just passing the message on.  She’s really hot, if it’s any consolation."

     Knowing resistance was useless, he sighed.  "Roger, Control.  Thanks anyway."

