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A young girl, Sophie, befriends a giant, who is an outcast because, unlike others of his kind, he

refuses to hurt humans. However, things change after the other giants decide to hunt down

Sophie.

“Slick, sophisticated entertainment, as well as a cautionary tale about artificial intelligence.”–

Washington Post“Impeccably in tune with the times.” –Entertainment Weekly“Child conquers

the complexities of artificial intelligence–fueling the plot with material usually comprehensible

only to technogeeks.”–People“Speeds toward a suspenseful conclusion.” –The Commercial

Appeal (Memphis)“Fans of head-spinning ‘70s thrillers like The Stepford Wives or The Boys

From Brazil will want to input this baby right away. . . . Fascinating.... A techno-thriller that cares

as much about the heart as it does about the hardware.” –Mystery Scene“Pure entertainment.”

–The San Jose Mercury NewsFrom BooklistWhen it comes to merging innovative technology

with a bizarre murder mystery, few writers do it better than Child. In Utopia (2002),

supercomputers ran roller coasters in a high-tech theme park. Here, a state-of-the-art

computer dating system, run by Eden, Incorporated--a Microsoft-size corporation--takes center

stage. For a mere $25,000, a single person can find a life partner using Eden's flawless

matching system. And it's guaranteed, though not one customer has ever requested a refund.

When the match is 100 percent, the lucky pair is dubbed a "supercouple," and the subsequent

marriage is the envy of all the world. But when one such supercouple is found dead by double-

suicide, Eden quietly hires ex-FBI forensic psychologist Christopher Lash to investigate what

led to such a tragic end. Lash can't resist the hefty fee, so he reluctantly puts his own private

practice on hold, only to discover that his investigation of the supercouple has awakened

ghosts from his own past. A second supercouple double-suicide puts Lash and Eden

management in a panic. The unusual subject matter blended within the framework of a typical

police procedural results in a fun, twisted psychological ride. Mary Frances WilkensCopyright ©

American Library Association. All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.Review''Slick, sophisticated entertainment, as well as a cautionary tale

about artificial intelligence.'' --Washington Post''Pure entertainment.'' --San Jose Mercury

News''Child conquers the complexities of artificial intelligence -- fuelling the plot with material

usually comprehensible only to techno-geeks.'' --People''The unusual subject matter blended

within the framework of a typical police procedural results in a fun, twisted psychological ride.''

--Booklist''Child...takes familiar and sometimes clichéd ideas and turns them inside out,

creating fresh and exciting concepts.'' --Library Journal (starred review)''The genius-touched

Child writes paragraphs of polymathic detail of the kind seen most often in the novels of

Richard Powers. Fabulous . . . Terrific writing.'' --Kirkus Reviews (starred review)''Impeccably in

tune with the times.'' --Entertainment Weekly''As in all Child's work, there is plenty of

interesting cutting-edge science and, in this case, psychiatric and computer lore . . . putting it

all together makes for an entertaining read.'' --Publishers Weekly''(Audiobook narrator) Barrett

Whitener narrates this exciting, paranoia-inducing story with appropriately cool detachment.'' --

AudioFile --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From AudioFileMatchmaking

used to be the province of little old ladies called Yenta. Not anymore. In DEATH MATCH, Yenta

is called Liza, and she's a highly sophisticated form of artificial intelligence. After a $25,000

application fee, as well as invasive physical and intrusive mental evaluations, Liza puts



together perfect couples. But when these perfect couples begin committing suicide,

Christopher Lash, a forensic psychologist, formerly of the FBI, is hired to investigate. Barrett

Whitener narrates this exciting, paranoia-inducing story with appropriately cool detachment.

Unfortunately, the action frequently bogs down under the weight of seemingly endless

computer print-outs. Even so, fans will not be disappointed. Whitener's ability to read

interminable lists of numbers without a misstep is truly impressive. S.J.H. © AudioFile 2004,

Portland, Maine-- Copyright © AudioFile, Portland, Maine --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.ONEIt was the

first time Maureen Bowman had ever heard the baby cry.She hadn't noticed right away. In fact,

it had taken five, perhaps ten minutes to register. She'd almost finished with the breakfast

dishes when she stopped to listen, suds dripping from her yellow-gloved hands. No mistake:

crying, and from the direction of the Thorpe house.Maureen rinsed the last dish, wrapped the

damp towel around it, and turned it over thoughtfully in her hands. Normally, the cry of a baby

would go unnoticed in her neighborhood. It was one of those suburban sounds, like the tinkle

of the ice cream truck or the bark of a dog, that passed just beneath the radar of conscious

perception.So why had she noticed? She dropped the plate into the drying rack.Because the

Thorpe baby never cried. In the balmy summer days, with the windows thrown wide, she'd

often heard it cooing, gurgling, laughing. Sometimes, she'd heard the infant vocalizing to the

sounds of classical music, her voice mingling in the breeze with the scent of pi-on

pines.Maureen wiped her hands on the towel, folded it carefully, then glanced up from the

counter. But it was September now; the first day it really felt like autumn. In the distance, the

purple flanks of the San Francisco peaks were wreathed in snow. She could see them, through

a window shut tight against the chill.She shrugged, turned and walked away from the sink. All

babies cried, sooner or later; you'd worry if they didn't. Besides, it was none of her business;

she had plenty of things to take care of without messing in her neighbors' lives. It was Friday,

always the busiest day of the week. Choir rehearsal for herself, ballet for Courtney, karate for

Jason. And it was Jason's birthday; he'd demanded beef fondue and chocolate cake. That

meant another trip to the new supermarket on Route 66. With a sigh, Maureen pulled a list

from beneath a refrigerator magnet, grabbed a pencil from the phone stand, and began

scrawling items.Then she stopped. With the windows all closed, the Thorpe baby must really

be cranking if she could hear . . .Maureen forced the thought from her mind. The infant girl had

barked her shin or something. Maybe she was becoming colicky, it wasn't too late for that. In

any case, the Thorpes were adults; they could deal with it. The Thorpes could deal with

anything.This last thought had a bitter undertone, and Maureen was quick to remind herself

this was unfair. The Thorpes had different interests, ran in different circles; that was all.Lewis

and Lindsay Thorpe had moved to Flagstaff just over a year before. In a neighborhood full of

empty nesters and retirees, they stood out as a young, attractive couple, and Maureen had

been quick to invite them to dinner. They'd been charming guests, friendly and witty and very

polite. The conversation had been easy, unforced. But the invitation had never been returned.

Lindsay Thorpe was in her third trimester at the time; Maureen liked to believe that was the

reason. And now, with a new baby, back full-time at work . . . it was all perfectly

understandable.She walked slowly across the kitchen, past the breakfast table, to the sliding

glass door. From here, she had a better view of the Thorpes'. They'd been home the night

before, she knew; she'd seen Lewis's car driving past around dinnertime. But now, as she

peered out, all seemed quiet.Except for the baby. God, the little thing had leather

lungs . . .Maureen stepped closer to the glass, craning her neck. That's when she saw the

Thorpes' cars. Both of them, twin Audi A8s, the black one Lewis's and the silver one Lindsay's,



parked in the breezeway.Both home, on a Friday? This was seriously weird. Maureen pressed

her nose up against the glass.Then she stepped back. Now listen, you're being exactly the kind

of nosy neighbor you promised you'd never be. There could be any number of explanations.

The little girl was sick, the parents were home to tend to her. Maybe grandparents were

arriving. Or they were getting ready to go on vacation. Or . . .The child's cries had begun to take

on a hoarse, ragged quality. And now, without thinking, Maureen put her hand on the glass

door and slid it open.Wait, I can't just go over there. It'll be nothing. I'll embarrass them, make

myself look like a fool.She looked over at the counter. The night before, she'd baked an

enormous quantity of tollhouse cookies for Jason's birthday. She'd bring some of those over;

that was a reasonable, neighborly thing to do.Quickly, she grabbed a paper plate--thought

better of it--replaced it with a piece of her good china, arranged a dozen cookies on it, and

covered them with plastic wrap. She scooped up the plate, made for the door.Then she

hesitated. Lindsay, she remembered, was a gourmet chef. A few Saturdays before, when they'd

met at their mailboxes, the woman had apologized for being unable to chat because she had a

burnt-almond ganache boiling on the stove. What would they think of a homely plate of

tollhouse cookies?You're thinking about this way, way too much. Just go on over there.What

was it, exactly, she found so intimidating about the Thorpes? The fact they didn't seem to need

her friendship? They were well educated, but Maureen had her own cum laude degree in

English. They had lots of money, but so did half the neighborhood. Maybe it was how perfect

they seemed together, how ideally suited to each other. It was almost uncanny. That one time

they'd come over, Maureen had noticed how they unconsciously held hands; how they

frequently completed each other's sentences; how they'd shared countless glances that,

though brief, seemed pregnant with meaning. "Disgustingly happy" was how Maureen's

husband termed them, but Maureen didn't think it disgusting at all. In fact, she'd found herself

feeling envious.Steadying her grip on the plate of cookies, she walked to the door, pulled back

the screen, and stepped outside.It was a beautiful, crisp morning, the smell of cedar strong in

the thin air. Birds were piping in the branches overhead, and from down the hill, in the direction

of town, she could hear the mournful call of the Southwest Chief as it pulled into the train

station.Out here, the crying was much louder.Maureen strode purposefully across the lawn of

colored lava and stepped over the border of railroad ties. This was the first time she'd actually

set foot on the Thorpes' property. It felt strange, somehow. The backyard was enclosed, but

between the boards of the fence she could make out the Japanese garden Lewis had told them

about. He was fascinated by Japanese culture, and had translated several of the great haiku

poets; he'd mentioned some names Maureen had never heard of. What she could see of the

garden looked tranquil. Serene. At dinner that night, Lewis had told a story about the Zen

master who'd asked an apprentice to tidy his garden. The apprentice had spent all day at it,

removing every last fallen leaf, sweeping and polishing the stone paths until they gleamed,

raking the sand into regular lines. At last, the Zen master had emerged to scrutinize the work.

"Perfect?" the apprentice asked as he displayed the meticulous garden. But the master shook

his head. Then he gathered up a handful of pebbles and scattered them across the spotless

sand. "Now it is perfect," he replied. Maureen remembered how Lewis's eyes had sparkled with

amusement as he told the story.She hurried forward, the crying strong in her ears.Ahead was

the Thorpes' kitchen door. Maureen stepped up to it, carefully arranged a bright smile on her

face, and pulled open the screen. She began to knock, but with the pressure of her first rap the

door swung inward.She took a step."Hello?" she said. "Lindsay? Lewis?"Here, in the house,

the wailing was almost physically painful. She hadn't known an infant could cry so loud.

Wherever the parents were, they certainly couldn't hear her over the baby. How could they be



ignoring it? Was it possible they were showering? Or engaged in some kinky sex act? Abruptly,

she felt self-conscious, and glanced around. The kitchen was beautiful: professional-grade

appliances, glossy black counters. But it was empty.The kitchen led directly into a breakfast

nook, gilded by morning light. And there was the child: up ahead, in the archway between the

breakfast nook and some other space that, from what she could see, looked like a living room.

The infant was strapped tightly into her high chair, facing the living room. The little face was

mottled from crying, and the cheeks were stained with mucus and tears.Maureen rushed

forward. "Oh, you poor thing." Balancing the cookies awkwardly, she fished for a tissue,

cleaned the child's face. "There, there."But the crying did not ease. The baby was pounding her

little fists, staring fixedly ahead, inconsolable.It took quite some time to wipe the red face clean,

and by the time she was done Maureen's ears were ringing with the noise. It wasn't until she

was pushing the tissue back into the pocket of her jeans that she thought to follow the child's

line of sight into the living room.And when she did, the cry of the child, the crash of china as

she dropped the cookies, were instantly drowned by the sound of her

screams.TWOChristopher Lash stepped out of the cab and into the tumult of Madison Avenue.

It had been half a year since he was last in New York, and those months seemed to have

softened him. He hadn't missed the acrid diesel plumes belching from serried rows of buses;

he'd forgotten the unpleasantly burnt aroma of the sidewalk pretzel stands. The throngs of

passersby, barking into cell phones; the blat of horns; the angry interplay of cars and trucks--it

all reminded him of the frantic, senseless activity of an ant colony, exposed from beneath a

rock.Taking a firm grip on his leather satchel, he stepped onto the sidewalk and inserted

himself deftly into the crowds. It had been a long time, too, since he'd carried the satchel, and it

felt foreign and uncomfortable in his hand.He crossed Fifty-seventh Street, letting himself be

carried along by the river of humanity, and headed south. Another block, and the crowds eased

somewhat. He crossed Fifty-sixth, then slid into an empty doorway, where he could pause a

moment without being jostled. Placing his satchel carefully between his shoes, he gazed

upward.Across the street, a rectangular tower rose into the sky. There was no number, or

corporate lettering, to betray what lay within. They were rendered unnecessary by the logo

that--thanks to countless high-profile news reports--had recently become almost as familiar an

American icon as the golden arches: the sleek, elongated infinity symbol that hovered just

above the building's entrance. The tower rose to a setback, halfway up its massive flank;

higher, decorative latticework ran around the structure like a ribbon, setting off the top few

floors. But this simplicity was deceptive. The tower's skin had a richness, a sense of depth,

almost like the paintwork on the most expensive of cars. Recent architectural textbooks called

the building "obsidian," but that wasn't quite correct: it had a warm, pellucid glow that seemed

almost drawn from its environment, leaving the surrounding buildings cold and colorless by

comparison.Dropping his gaze from the facade, he fished into the pocket of his suit jacket and

pulled out a piece of business stationery. At the top, "Eden Incorporated" was embossed in

elegant type beside the infinity logo; "deliver by courier" was stamped at the bottom. He reread

the brief message below.Dear Dr. Lash:I enjoyed speaking with you today, and I'm glad you

could come on such short notice. We'll expect you Monday at 10:30 a.m. Please give the

enclosed card to one of the security personnel in the lobby.Sincerely,Edwin MauchlyDirector,

Facilitation ServicesThe letter yielded up no more information than it had the other times he'd

read it, and Lash returned it to his pocket.He waited for the light to change, then picked up his

satchel and made his way across the street. The tower was set back extravagantly from the

sidewalk, creating a welcoming oasis. There was a fountain here: marble satyrs and nymphs

disporting themselves around a bent, ancient figure. Lash peered curiously through the curtain



of mist at the figure. It seemed a strange centerpiece for a fountain: no matter how he stared,

he could not quite determine whether it was male or female.Beyond the fountain, the revolving

doors were kept in constant motion. Lash stopped again, observing this traffic intently. Almost

everyone was entering, not leaving. But it was almost ten-thirty, so it couldn't be employees he

was seeing. No, they must all be clients; or, more likely, would-be clients.The lobby was large

and high-ceilinged, and he paused again just inside. Although the surfaces were of pink

marble, indirect lighting lent the space an unusual warmth. There was an information desk in its

center, of the same obsidian as the building's exterior. Along the right wall, beyond a security

checkpoint, lay a long bank of elevators. New arrivals continued to stream by him. They were a

remarkably heterogeneous crowd: all ages, races, heights, builds. They looked hopeful, eager,

perhaps a little apprehensive. The excitement in the air was palpable. Some headed toward the

far end of the lobby, where twin escalators climbed toward a wide, arched passage. Candidate

Processing was engraved above the passage in discreet gold lettering. Others were moving

toward a set of doors below the escalators marked Applications. And still others had gravitated

to the left side of the lobby, where Lash caught the flicker of myriad movements. Curious, he

drifted closer.Across a wide swath of the left wall, floor to ceiling, large flatscreen plasma

displays had been set edge to edge in a huge matrix. On each screen was the head shot of a

different person, talking to the camera: men and women, old and young. The faces were so

different from each other that, for a moment, Lash sensed but could not place the commonality

they shared. Then he realized: every face was smiling, almost serene.Lash joined the crowd

who had assembled, mute and staring, before the wall of faces. As he did so, he became

aware of countless voices, apparently coming from speakers hidden among the screens. Yet

through some trick of sound projection, he found it easy to isolate individual voices in three-

dimensional space, to match them with faces on the screens. It completely turned my life

around, a pretty young woman on one of the screens was saying, seeming to speak directly to

him. If it wasn't for Eden, I don't know what I would've done, a man on another told him, smiling

almost confidentially, as if imparting a secret. It's made all the difference. On yet another

screen, a blond man with pale blue eyes and a brilliant smile said, It's the best thing I've ever

done. Period. End of story. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the

AuthorLincoln Child is the author of Death Match, Deep Storm, Terminal Freeze, The Third

Gate, and The Forgotten Room, as well as co-author, with Douglas Preston, of numerous New

York Times bestsellers, including Blue Labyrinth, White Fire, Cold Vengeance, and Relic. He

lives with his wife and daughter in Morristown, New Jersey. --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.From the Back CoverPraise for Utopia:"Child has created a fictional

wonderland that is both high-tech and nostalgic, and Utopia is a sensational piece of popular

entertainment. If you are looking for intelligent fun, it doesn't get much better than this."—The

Washington Post--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Inside

FlapLewis and Lindsay Thorpe were the perfect couple: young, attractive, and ideally matched.

But the veil of perfection can mask many blemishes. When the Thorpes are found dead in their

tasteful Flagstaff living room (having committed double suicide), alarms go off in the towering

Manhattan offices ofEden Incorporated, the high-tech matchmaking company whose

spectacular success, and legendary secrecy, has inspired awe around the world. The Thorpes,

few people knew, were more than the quintessential happy couple ? they were Eden?s

firstperfect match.A short time later, Christopher Lash, a gifted former FBI forensic

psychologist, receives an urgent plea from Eden to perform a quick ? and quiet ? investigation

into the deaths. Lash?s psychological autopsy reveals nothing suspicious, but inadvertently

dredges up the memories of a searing personal tragedy he has kept at bay for years.The



situation changes suddenly when a second Eden couple is found dead -- by all appearances,

another double suicide. Now Eden ? particularly Richard Silver, the company?s brilliant and

reclusive founder ? has no choice but to grant Lash unprecedented access to its most guarded

secrets if he is to have any chance of determining what is going wrong. The hidden world he

discovers is a stunning labyrinth of artificial intelligence, creative genius, and a melding of

technology that does indeed, to Lash?s surprise, deliver on Eden?s promise to its clients: the

guarantee of a perfect, lifelong mate. But Lash?s involvement in the investigation becomes

more personal and dangerous than he could have imagined, nearly as soon as it begins.With

tremendous imagination and skill, master thriller-writer Lincoln Child renders a setting too

frighteningly believable not to be real. Infused with relentless suspense and a riveting pace,

DEATH MATCH is Child at his best.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read

more
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