THEREWILL BETIME

by Poul Anderson

BE AT EASE. I'm not about to pretend thisstory istrue. Firgt, that clam isaliterary convention which
went out with Theo-dore Roosevet of happy memory. Second, you wouldn't be-lieveit. Third, any tale
signed with my name must stand or fal as entertainment; | am awriter, not acultist. Fourth, itis my own
composition. Where doubts or gaps occur in that mass of notes, clippings, photographs, and
recollections of words spoken which was begqueathed me, | have supplied conjectures. Names, places,
and incidents have been changed as seemed needful. Throughout, my narrative uses the techniques of
fiction.

Findly, | don't believe aline of it mysdf. Oh, we could get together, you and |, and ransack officid files,
old newspapers, yearbooks, journas, and so on forever. But the effort and ex-pense would be large; the
results, even if positive, would provelittle; we have more urgent jobs at hand; our discoveries could
conceivably endanger us.

These pages are merdly for the purpose of saying alittle about Dr. Robert Anderson. | do owe the book
to him. Many of the sentences are his, and my aim throughout has been to capture something of hisstyle
and spirit, in memoriam.

You see, | dready owed him much more. In what follows, you may recognize certain things from earlier
stories of mine. He gave me those ideas, those backgrounds and people, in hour after hour while we sat
with sherry and Mozart before adrift-wood fire, which isthe best kind. | greetly modified them, in part
for literary purposes, in part to make the tales my own work. But the core remained his. Hewould
accept no share of payment. “If you sl it,” he laughed, “take Karen out to an extravagant dinner in San
Francisco, and empty apony of akvavit for me.”

Of course, we talked about everything else too. My memo-ries are rich with our conversations. He had
apawky sense of humor. The chances are overwheming that, in leaving me aboxful of materid in the
form he did, hewasturning his pri-vate fantasiesinto afind, gentle joke.

On the other hand, parts of it are uncharacteristically blesk.

Or arethey? A few times, when | chanced to be present with one or two of his smaller grandchildren,



I’d notice his pleasure in their company interrupted by moments of what looked like pain. And when last

| saw him, our talk turned on the probable shape of the future, and suddenly he exclaimed, “Oh, God, the
young, the poor young! Poul, my generation and yours have had it outrageoudly easy. All we ever had to
do was be white Americansin reasonable health, and we got our placein the sun. But now history’s
returning to its normal climate here dso, and the normisanice age” Hetossed off hisglass and poured a
refill more quickly than was hiswont. “The tough and lucky will survive)” hesaid. “Therest . . . will have
had what happiness was granted them. A medica man ought to be used to that kind of truth, right?” And
he changed the subject.

In hislatter years Robert Anderson wastall and spare, abit stoop-shouldered but in excellent shape,
which he attributed to hiking and bicycling. Hisface was likewise lean, eyes blue be-hind heavy glasses,
clothes and white hair equally rumpled. His speech was dow, punctuated by gestures of apipeif hewas
en-joying histwice-a-day smoke. His manner was relaxed and ami-able. Nevertheless, hewas as
independent as hiscat. “ At my stage of life,” he observed, “what was earlier called oddness or orneriness
counts as lovable eccentricity. | take full advantage of thefact.” He grinned. “ Come your turn, remember
what I'vesad.”

On the surface, hislife had been cdm. He was born in Phila-delphiain1895, adistant relaive of my
father. Though our family isof Scandinavian origin, abranch has been in the States snce the Civil War.
But heand | never heard of each other till one of his sons, who happened to be interested in genealogy,
happened to settle down near me and got in touch. When the old man came vigting, my wifeand | were
invited over and a once hit it off with him.

His own father was ajournalist, who in 1910 got the edi-torship of the newspaper in asmall
upper-Midwestern town (current population 10,000; less then) which | chooseto cal Senlac. He later
described the household as nomindly Episco-pdian and principaly Democratic. He had just finished his
pre-medical studies when Americaentered the First World War and he found himsalf in the Army; but he
never got overseas. Discharged, he went on to his doctorate and internship. My impression isthat
meanwhile he exploded a bit, in those hip-flask days. It cannot have been too violent. Eventually he
returned to Senlac, hung out his shingle, and married hislong-time fiancée.

| think he was dways restless. However, the work of gen-erd practitionerswas far from dull-before
progress con-demned them to do little more than man referral desks-and his marriage was happy. Of
four children, three boys lived to adulthood and are till flourishing.

In 1955 heretired to travel with hiswife. | met him soon afterward. She died in 1958 and he sold their
house but bought a cottage nearby. Now hisjourneys were less extensive; he re-marked quietly that
without Kate they werelessfun. Yet hekept alively interest inlife.

Hetold me of those folk whom I, not he, have called the Maurai, asif it were afable which he had
invented but lacked the skill to make into astory. Some ten years later he seemed worried about me, for
no reason | could see, and | in my turn worried about what time might be doing to him. But presently he
cameout of this. Though now and then an underlying grim-ness showed through, he was mostly himself
again. Thereisno doubt that he knew what he was doing, for good or ill, when he wrote the clause into
hiswill concerning me.

| wasto usewhat he left me as| saw fit.
Late last year, unexpectedly and adeep, Robert Anderson took his death. We misshim.

-P.A.
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THE BEGINNING shapesthe end, but | can say dmost nothing of Jack Havig' s origins, despite the
fact that | brought him into the world. On a cold February morning, 1933, who thought of ge-netic

codes, or of Eingtein’ swork as anything that could ever descend from its mathematica Olympusto dwell
among men, or of the strength in lands we supposed were safely conquered? | do remember what asow
and difficult birth he had. It was Eleanor Havig' sfirst, and she quite young and smdl. | felt re-luctant to
do aCaesarian; maybe it’s my fault that she never conceived again by the same husband. Finally thered
wrinkled anima dangled safein my grasp. | dapped his bottom to make him draw hisindignant breath, he
let theair back out in awail, and everything proceeded as usudl.

Ddivery was on the top floor, the third, of our county hos-pital, which stood at what was then the edge
of town. Removing my surgica garb, | had abroad view out awindow. To my right, Senlac clustered
along afrozenriver, red brick at the middle, frame homes on tree-lined streets, grain elevator and water
tank rearing ghostly in dawnlight near theraillway sta-tion. Ahead and to my left, hillsrolled wide and
white under alow gray sky, here and there roughened by |eaflesswoodlots, fence lines, and a couple of
farmsteads. On the edge of sight loomed a darkness which was Morgan Woods. My breath misted the
pane, whose chill made my sweety body shiver abit.

“Wadl,” | said haf doud, “welcometo Earth, John Franklin Havig.” Hisfather had indsted on having
names reedy for el-ther sex. “Hope you enjoy yoursdlf.”

Hdl of atimeto arrive, | thought. A worldwide depression hanging heavy aswinter heaven. Last year
noteworthy for the Japanese conquest of Manchuria, bonus march on Washing-ton, Lindbergh
kidnapping. Thisyear beguninthe same style:

Adolf Hitler had become Chancellor of Germany. . . . Well, anew President was due to enter the White
House, the end of Prohibition looked certain, and springtime in these partsis aslovely as our autumn.

| sought the waiting room. Thomas Havig climbed to hisfeet. He was not a demonstrative man, but the
question trem-bled on hislips. | took his hand and beamed. “ Congratulations, Tom,” | said. “You'rethe
father of abouncing baby boy. | know-I just dribbled him al the way down the hdl to the nursery.”

My attempt at ajoke came back to me several months after-ward.

Senlacisacommercia center for an agriculturd areg; it maintains some light industry, and that’ s about
thelist. Having no red choicein the matter, | was a Rotarian, but found ex-cusesto minimize my activity
and stay out of thelodges. Don't get me wrong. These people are mine. | like and in many ways admire
them. They’rethe sdt of the earth. 1t ssmply that | want other condimentstoo.

Under such circumstances, Kate' s and my friends tended to be few but close. There was her banker
father, who'd staked me; | used to kid him that he' d done so because he wanted a Democrat to argue
with. There was the lady who ran our public library. There were three or four professors and their wives
at Holberg College, though the forty miles between us and them was considered rather an obstaclein
those days. And there were the Havigs.



These were transplanted New Englanders, dways abit homesick; but in the * 30’ syou took what jobs
were to be had. He taught physics and chemistry at our high schooal. In addi-tion, he must coach for
track. Sim, sharp-featured, the shy-ness of youth upon him aswell as an inborn reserve, Tom got
through his secondary chore mainly on student tolerance. They were fond of him; besides, we had agood
footba | team. Elea-nor was darker, vivacious, an avid tennis player and active in her church’s poor-relief
work. “It' sfascinating, and | think it'suseful,” shetold me early in our acquaintance. With ashrug:

“Atleadt it lets Tom and me feel we aren't atogether hypo-crites. Y ou may’ ve guessed we only belong
because the school board would never keep on ateacher who didn’t.”

| was surprised at the near hysteriain her voice when she phoned my office and begged me to come.

A doctor’ s headquarters were different then from today, es-pecialy in aprovincia town. I’ d converted
two front rooms of the big old house where we lived, onefor interviews, one for examination and
treatments, including minor surgery. | was my own receptionist and secretary. Kate helped with
paper-work-looking back from now, it seemsimpossibly little, but perhaps she never let on-and, what
few times patients must wait their turns, she entertained them in the parlor. I’ d made my morning rounds,
and nobody was due for awhile; | could jump straight into the Marmon and drive down Union Street to
Bm.

| remember the day was furnace hot, never a cloud above or a breath bel ow, the trees along my way
standing like cast green iron. Dogs and children panted in their shade. No birdsong broke the grow! of
my car engine. Dread closed on me. Eleanor had cried her Johnny’ s name, and this was polio weather.

But when | entered the fan-whirring venetian-blinded dim-ness of her home, she embraced me and
shivered. “Am | going crazy, Bob?' she gasped, over and over. “Tdl mel’m not go-ing crazy!”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” | murmured. “Have you called Tom?’ He eked out his meager pay with a
summer job, quality control at the creamery.

“No, I. .. | thought--"

“Sitdown, Ellie” | disengaged us. “Y ou look sane enough to me. Maybe you’ ve let the heat get you.
Relax--flop loose--unclench your teeth, roll your head around. Fedl better? Okay, now tell me what you

think happened.”

“Johnny. Two of him. Then oneagain.” She choked. “ Theother one!”

“Huh? Whoa, | said, Ellie. Let’ stakethisapiece a atime.” Her eyes pleaded while she sumbled
through the story. “I, 1, | was bathing him when | heard ababy scream. | thought that must be from a
buggy or something, outside. But it sounded asif it came from the. . . the bedroom. At last | wrapped
Johnny in atowe--couldn’t leave him in the water--and carried him aong for a, alook. And there was
another tiny boy, therein his crib, naked and wet, kicking and yelling. | was so astonished I. . . dropped
mine. | was bent over the crib, he should’ ve landed on the mattress, but, oh, Bob, he didn’t. He
vanished. Inmidair. I'd made g, an ingtinctive grab for him. All | caught was the towd . Johnny was gonel!
| think | must’ ve passed out for afew seconds. And when | hunted I--found—nothing--"

“What about the strange baby?’ | demanded.

“He's...notgone. . . | think.”



“Comeon,” | said. “Let’'sgo see”
And in the room, immensdly relieved, | crowed: “Why, no-body here but good ol’ John.”

She clutched my arm. “He looksthe same.” The infant had camed and was gurgling. “He soundsthe
same. Except he can't be!”

“Thedickenshecan't. Ellie, you had a hallucination. No great surprisein thiswesther, when you' re il
weak.” Actualy, Id never encountered such a case before, certainly not in awoman as levelheaded as
she. But my words were not too im-plausible. Besides, half a GP smedicd kit is his confident tone of
voice.

Shewas't fully reassured till we got the birth certificate and compared the prints of fingers and feet
thereon with the child's. | prescribed atonic, jollied her over a cup of coffee, and returned to work.

When nothing similar happened for awnhile, | pretty well forgot the incident. That was the year when the
only daughter Kate and | would ever have caught pneumonia and died, soon after her second birthday.

Johnny Havig was bright, imaginative, and aloner. The more he came into command of limbs and
language, the less he wasinclined to join his peers. He seemed happiest at his minia-ture desk drawing
pictures, or in the yard modeling clay ani-mals, or saling atoy boat along the riverbank when an adult
took him there. Eleanor worried about him. Tom didn't. “I wasthe same,” hewould say. “1t makesfor
an odd childhood and aterrible adolescence, but | wonder if it doesn't pay off when you're grown.”

“WE ve got to keep acloser eye on him,” she declared. “Y ou don’t realize how often he disappesars.
Oh, sure, agame for him, hide-and-seek in the shrubbery or the basement or wherever. Grand sport,
listening to Mommy hunt up the close and down the stair, hollering. Someday, though, hel Il find hisway
past the picket fence and--" Her fingersdrew into fists. “He could get run over.”

The crisis came when hewas four. By then he understood that vanishings meant spankings, and had
stopped (as far as his parents knew. They didn’t see what went on in hisroom). But one summer
morning hewas not in his bed, and he was not to be found, and every policeman and most of the
neighbor-hood were out in search.

At midnight the doorbell rang. Eleanor was adeep, after | had commanded her to take a pill. Tom sat
awake, done. He dropped his cigarette-the scorch mark in the rug would long remind him of his
agony-and knocked over achair on hisway to the front entrance.

A man stood on the porch. He wore atopcoat and shadow-ing hat which turned him featureless. Not
that that made any difference. Tom’ swhole being torrented over the boy who held the man by the hand.

“Good evening, Sr,” said apleasant voice. “| believe you' relooking for thisyoung gentleman?’

And, when Tom knelt to seize his son, hold him, weep and try to babble thanks, the man departed.
“Funny,” Tom said to me afterward. “1 couldn’t have been focusing entirely on Johnny for morethan a
minute. Y ou know Elm Street has good lamps and no cover. Even in asprint, nobody could get out of
sght fast. Besides, running feet would' ve set a dozen dogs barking. But the pavement was empty.”

The child would say nothing except that he had been “around,” and was sorry, and wouldn’t wander
agan.



Nor did he. In fact, he emerged from his solitariness to the extent of acquiring one inseparable friend, the
Dunbar boy. Petefairly hulked over hisdight, quiet companion. He was no fool; today he managesthe
locd A & P. But John, as he now wanted to be called, atogether dominated the relationship. They
played his games, went to hisfavorite vacant lots and, later, his chosen parts of Morgan Woods, enacted
the higtories of hisvisonary worlds.

His mother sighed, in my cluttered carbolic-and-leather-smelling office: 1 suppose John's so good at
daydreaming that even for Pete, the real world seems pale by contrast. That’ sthe trouble. He' stoo good
ait”

Thiswasin the second year following. I’ d seen him through a couple of the usud allments, but otherwise
had no cause to suspect problems and was startled when Eleanor requested an appointment to discuss
him. She d laughed over the phone:

“Well, you know Tom's'Y ankee conscience. He d never let me ask you professional questionson a
social occasion.” The sound had been forlorn.

| settled back in my creaky swive chair, bridged my fingers, and said, “Do you mean he tdls you things
that can't be true, but which he seemsto believe are? Quite common. Always out-grown.”

“I wonder, Bob.” Shefrowned at her Iap. “l1sn’t hekind of old for that?’

“Perhaps. Especidly inview of hisremarkably fast physical and mental devel opment, these past months.
However, prac-ticing medicine has driven into my bonesthe fact that ‘ average’ and ‘normal’ do not
mean thesame. . . . Okay. John hasimaginary playmates?’

Shetried to amile. “Waéll, animaginary uncle”
| lifted my brows. “Indeed? Just what has he said to you?’
“Hardly anything. What do children ever tdll their parents?

But I’ ve overheard him talking to Pete, often, about his Uncle Jack who comes and takes him on dl
sorts of marveloustrips.”

“Uncle Jack, en? What kind of trips? To this kingdom you once mentioned he' sinvented, which Leo the
Lionrulesover?’

“N-no. That’ sanother weird part. He'll describe Anima Land to Tom and me; he knows perfectly well
it's pure fan-tasy. But these journeyswith his*uncl€ . . . they’re different. What snatches |’ ve caught are,
well, redigtic. A visit to an In-dian camp, for instance. They weren't storybook or movie In-dians. He
described work they had to do, and the smell of drying hides and dung fires. Or, another time, he claimed
he' d been taken on an airplaneride. | can see how he might dream up an airplane bigger than ahouse.
But why did he dwell on its having no propellers? | thought boysloved to goeee-yowww likeadiving
plane. No, hisflew smooth and nearly noisgless. A movie was shown aboard. In Technicolor. He actually
had aname for the machine. Jet? Yes, | think he said ‘jet.’”

“You'reafraid hisimagination may overcome him?’ | asked needlesdy. When she nodded, swallowing,



| leaned forward, patted her hand, and told her:

“Ellie, imagination isthe most precious thing childhood has got. The ahility to imaginein detail, like those
Indians, is be-yond valuation. Y our boy is more than sane; he may be a gen-ius. Whatever you do, never
try tokill thet inhim.”

| ill believe | wasright-totally mistaken, but right.

Onthiswarm day, | chuckled and finished, “Asfor his, uh, jet airplane, I'll bet you adozen doughnut
holes Pete Dunbar has afew Buck Rogers Big Little Books.”

All small boys were required to loathe school, and John went through the motions. No doubt much of it
did bore him, as must be true of any kid who can think and isforced into lockstep. However, his grades
were excdllent, and he was genuinely gripped by what science and history were offered. (“A star passed
near our sun and pulled out aribbon of flaming gas that became the planets. . . . The periods of world
civilization are Egypt, Greece, Rome, the Middle Ages, and modern time, which beganin 1492.)

Hiscircle of friends, if not intimates, widened. Both sets of parents regretted that my Billy was four years
older, Immy two and Stuart three years younger, than Johnny. At their stage of life, those gaps dwarfed
the Grand Canyon. John shunned or-ganized games, and by and large existed on the fringes of the tribe.
For instance, Eleanor had to do the entire organizing of his birthday parties. Nevertheless, between his
gentle manner and his remarkable fund of conversation--when someone e setook theinitiative and
dimulated him--he wasfairly well liked.

In hiseighth year he caused anew sensation. A couple of older boys from the tough side of the tracks
decided it would be fun to liein wait for individuas on their way back from school and pumme them.
Busesonly carried farm children, and Senlac was't yet built solid; most walking routes had londly spots.
Naturally, the victims could never bring them-selvesto complain.

The sportsmen did, after they jumped John Havig. They blubbered that he' d caled an army to hisaid.
And beyond doubt, they had taken a systematic drubbing.

Thetale earned them an extra punishment. “Bullies are d-ways cowards,” said fathersto their sons.
“Look what hap-pened when that nice Havig boy stood up and fought.” For awhile he was regarded
with awe, though he blushed and stam-mered and refused to give details; and thereafter we called him
Jack.

Otherwise the incident soon dropped into obscurity. That was the year when France fell.

“Any news of the phantom uncle?’ | asked Eleanor. Some families had gotten together for aparty, but |
wanted arespite from politica talk.

“What?" She blinked, there where we stood on the Stocktons' screened porch. Lighted windows and
buzzing conversa-tion at our backs didn’t blot out afull moon above the chapel of Holberg College, or
the sound of crickets through awarm and green-odorous dark. “ Oh.” She dimpled. “Y ou mean my
son's. No, not for quite awhile. Y ou wereright, that was only a phase.”



“Or esehe’ slearned discretion.” | wouldn't have uttered my thought doud if 1" d been thinking.

Stricken, she said, “Y ou mean he may have clammed up completely? He isreserved, he doestell us
nothing important, or anybody else asfar as| can learn--"

“I.LE.,” | said in haste, “ he takes after hisdad. Wéll, Ellie, you got yoursalf agood man, and your
daughter-in-law will too. Comeon, let’sgo in and refresh our drinks.”

My recordstell me the exact day when, for awhile, Jack Havig's control broke apart.

Tueday, April 14, 1942. The day before, Tom had made the proud announcement to his son. He had
not mentioned his hope earlier, saveto hiswife, because he wasn't sure what would happen. But now he
had the notice. The school had ac-cepted his resignation, and the Army his enlissment, as of term’ send.

Doubtless he could have gotten a deferment. He was over thirty, and ateacher, of science at that. In
truth, he would have served his country better by staying. But the crusade had been preached, the wild
geese were flying, the widowmaker whis-tled beyond the safe dull thresholds of Senlac. | aso,
middle-aged, looked into the possibility of uniform, but they talked me out of trying.

Eleanor’s call drew me from bed before sunrise. “Baob, you' ve got to come, right away, please, please.
Johnny. He s hystericd. Worse than hysterica. I'm afraid . . . brain fever or-Bob, come!”

| hurried to hold the thin body in my arms, try to make sense of hisravings, eventualy give him an
injection. Before then Jack had shrieked, vomited, clung to hisfather like a second skin, clawed himself
till blood ran and beaten his head against thewall. “ Daddy, Daddy, don’t go, they’ Il kill you, | know, |
know, | saw, | wastherean’ | saw, | looked in that window right there an’ Mother was crying, Daddy,
Daddy, Daddy!”

| kept him under graduated sedation for the better part of aweek. That long was needed to quiet him
down. Hewasalig-lessinvalid until well into May.

Thiswas absolutely no normal reaction. Other boys whose fathers were off to war gloried, or clamed
they did. Well, | thought, Jack wasn’t any of them.

He recovered and buckled down to his schoolwork. He wasin Tom’s company at every imaginable
opportunity, and some that nobody would have imagined beforehand. Thisincluded furloughs, spent at
home. Between times, he wrote dmost daily lettersto hisfather—

--who waskilled in Italy, August 6, 1943.
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A DOCTOR cannot endure having made hisinevitable gridy blun-ders unless he recdls enough rescues
to offset them. | count Jack Havig among those who redeemed me. Yet | helped less as a physician than
asaman.

My specia knowledge did let me see that, benesth atight-held face, the boy was serioudy disturbed.



Outside the eastern states, gasoline was not rationed in 1942. | arranged for a col-league to take over my
practice, and when school closed, Bill and | went on atrip. . . and we took Jack aong.

In Minnesota s Arrowhead we rented a canoe and entered that wilderness of lakes, bogs, and splendid
timber which reaches on into Canada. For an entire month we were mysdlf, my thirteen-year-old son,
and my al but adopted son whom | believed to be nine years of age.

It'srain and mosquito country; paddling against aheadwind is stiff work; so is portaging; to make camp
required more effort than if we' d had today’ singenious gear and freeze-dried rations. Jack needed those
obstacles, that nightly exhaustion. After fewer days than might have been awaited, the land could begin to
hed him.

Hushed sunrises, light gold in the uppermost |eaves and ashiver across broad waters; birdsong, rustle of
wind, scent of evergreen; asquirrel coaxed to take food from ahand; the soar-ing departure of deer;
blueberriesin abright warm opening of forest, till abear arrived and we most respectfully turned the
place over to him; moose, gigantic and unafraid, watching us glide by; sunsets which shone through the
tranducent wings of bats, dusk, fire and stories and Bill’ s young wonderings about things, which showed
Jack better than | could have told him how big aworld lies beyond our sorrows; a deeping bag, and
dtars uncountable.

It was the foundation of acure.

Back home again, | made amistake. “1 hope you' re over this notion about your father, Jack. There sno
such thing as fore-knowing the future.” He whitened, whirled, and ran from me. | needed weeksto regain
his confidence.

Histrug, a any rate. He confided nothing to me except the thoughts, hopes, problems of an ordinary
boy. | spoke no fur-ther of his obsession, nor did he. But as much astime and circumstance alowed, |
tried to be alittle of what he o desper-ately lacked, hisfather.

We could take no more long excursions while the war lasted. However, we had country roads to tramp,
Morgan Woodsto roam and picnic in, theriver for fishing and swim-ming, Lake Winnego and my small
sailboat not far off. He could come around to my garage workshop and make a bird feeder for himsdlf or
abroom rack for hismother. We could talk.

| do believe he won to ameasure of calm about Tom'’ s death by the time it happened. Everybody
assumed his premonition was coincidentd.

Eleanor had aready taken ajob in thelibrary, plus giving quite afew hours per week to the hospitd.
Widowhood struck her hard. Sherallied gamely, but for along while was subdued and unsocial. Kate
and | tried to get her out, but she declined invitations more often than not.

When at last she began to leave her shdll, it was mostly in the company of othersthan her old circle. |
couldn’t keep from remarking: “Y ou know, Ellie, I'm damn glad to see you back in circulation.
Still--forgive me--your new friends are kind of asurprise.”

She reddened and looked away. “True,” she said low.

“Perfectly good people, of course. But, uh, not what you' d cal intellectua types, arethey?’



“N-no. ... All right” She straightened in her chair. “Bob, let’sbe frank. | don’t want to leave here, if
only because of what you are to Jack. Nor do | want to be buried dive, the way | wasthat first couple of
years. Tom influenced me; | don’t really have an academic turn of mind like his. And . . . you who we
went with. . . you'real married.”

| abandoned as usdess my intention in raising the matter--to tell her how alien her son wasto those
practical-minded, loud-laughing men who squired her around, how deeply he was coming to detest them.

He was twelve when the nuclear thunderbolts dew two cities and man’ slast innocence. Though the
astonishing growth rate | had noted in him earlier had dowed down to average since 1942, its effects
remained to make him precocious. That rein-forced the extreme solitariness which had set in. No longer
was Pete Dunbar, or any schoolmate, more than a casud associate. Politely but unshakably, Jack refused
everything extracurricu-lar. He did hislessons, and did them well, but his free time was his and nobody
elsg's histo read enormoudy, with emphasis on history books; to take miles-long hikes by himsdlf; to
draw pictures or to shape thingswith the tools |’ d hel ped him collect.

| don’'t mean he was morbid. Lonely boys are not uncom-mon, and generally become reasonably
sociable adults. Jack was fond of the Amos ‘n” Andy program, for instance, though he preferred Fred
Allen; and he had adry wit of hisown. | reemember various of his cartoons he showed me, onein
particu-lar suggested by acopy of The Outsider and Others which | lent him. In adark, dank forest
were two human figures. Thefirst, cowering and pointing, was unmistakably H. P. Love-craft. His
companion was atweedy woman who snapped: “ Of course they’ re pallid and mushroomlike, Howard.
Theyare mushrooms.”

While he no longer depended on me, we saw agood bit of each other; and the age difference between
him and Bill was|essimportant now, so that they two sometimes went together for awalk or aswvimor a
boat ride-even, in 1948, areturn to northern Minnesotawith Jm and Stuart.

Soon after he came back from this, my second son asked me: “Dad, what’ s agood book on, uh,
philosophy?”

“Eh?” | laid down my newspaper. “ Philosophy, at thirteen?’
“Why not?’ Kate said across her embroidery. “In Athens he' d have started younger.”
“Wdl, m-m, philosophy’samighty widefidd, Jm,” | galed. “What’ s your immediate question?’

“Oh,” he mumbled, “free will and time and dl that jazz. Jack Havig and Bill talked alot about it on our
trip.”

| learned that Bill, being in college, had begun by posing as an authority, but soon found himself
entangled in problems--was the history of the universe written before its beginning?if so, why do we
know we make free choices?if not, how can we affect the course of the future. . . or the past?-which it
didn’t seem a high school kid could have pondered as thor-oughly as Jack had done.

When | asked my protégé what he wanted for Christmas, he answered: “ Something | can understand
that explainsrd-divity.”



In 1949, Eleanor remarried. Her choice was catastrophic.

Sven Birkelund meant well. His parents had brought him from Norway when he was three; he was now
forty, asuccess-ful farmer in possession of alarge estate and fine house ten miles outside town, acombat
veteran, and a recent widower who had two boysto raise: Sven, Jr., sixteen, and Harold, nine. Huge,
red-haired, gusty, he blazed forth maleness--ad-mitted Kate to me, though she couldn’t stand him--and
he was not unlettered either; he subscribed to magazines(Reader’ s Digest, National Geographic,
Country Gentleman), read an oc-casiond book, like travel, and was a shrewd businessman.

And. .. Eleanor, dwaysfull of life, had been cdlibate for six years.

Y ou can’'t warn someone who' stumbled into love. Neither Kate nor | tried. We attended the wedding
and reception and offered our best wishes. Mostly | was conscious of Jack. The boy had grown
haggard; he moved and talked like arobot.

In his new home, herarely got a chance to see us. After-ward he would not go into detail about the
monthswhich fol-lowed. Nor shdl 1. But consider: Where Eleanor was a dropout from the Episcopal
Church, and Jack aborn agnogtic, Birke-lund was a Bible-bdieving L utheran. Where Eleanor enjoyed
gourmet cooking and Jack the eating, Birkelund and his sons wanted meat and potatoes. Tom spent his
typica evening first with abook, later talking with her. If Birkelund wasn't doing the accounts, he was
glued to theradio or, presently, the tele-vision screen. Tom had made a political liberd of her. Birke-lund
was an ardent and active American Legionnaire--he never missed a convention, and if you draw the
obviousinference, you' re right--who became an outspoken supporter of Senator Joseph McCarthy.

And on and on. | don’'t mean that she was disillusioned over-night. I'm sure Birkelund tried to please
her, and gradually dropped the effort only because it wasfailing. The fact that she was soon pregnant
must have forged a bond between them which lasted awhile. (Shetold me, however, | being the family
doctor, that in the later stages his nightly attentions became dis-tasteful but he wouldn’t stop. | called him
infor a Dutch unclelecture and he made a sulky compromise.)

For Jack the situation was hell from the word go. His step-brothers, duplicates of their father, resented
hisinvasion. Jun-ior, whose current interests were hunting and girls, caled him asssy because hedidn’t
liketo kill and aqueer because he never dated. Harold found the numberless ways to torment him which
asmall boy can use on abigger one whose fists may not defend.

More withdrawn than ever, he endured. | wondered how.

Inthefal of 1950, Ingeborg was born. Birkelund named her after an aunt because his mother happened
to be caled Olga. He expressed disappointment that she was agirl, but threw alarge and drunken party
anyway, a which he repeatedly de-clared, amidst generd laughter, hisintention of trying for ason the
minute the doctor alowed.

The doctor and hiswife had been invited, but discovered a prior commitment. Thus| didn't see, | heard
how Jack walked out on the celebration and how indignant Birkelund was. Long afterward, Jack told:
“He cornered me in the barn when the last guest had | eft who wasn’t adeep on the floor, and said he was
going to beet the shit out of me. | told him if hetried, I'd kill him. | meant that. He saw it, and went off
growling. From then on, we spoke no more than we couldn’'t avoid. | did my chores, my share of work
come harvest or whatever, and when |’ d eaten dinner | went to my room.”



And e sawhere.

The balance held till early December. What tipped it doesn’t matter-something was bound to-but was, in
fact, Eleanor’ sasking Jack if hel d given thought to the college he would like to attend, and Birkelund
shouting, “He can damn well get the lead out and go serve his country like | did and take his Gl if they
haven't cashiered him,” and aquarrel which sent her up-gtairsfleeing and in tears.

Next day Jack was not there.

He returned at the end of January, would say no word about where he had been or what he had done,
and stated that he would leave for good if his stepfather took the affair to the juvenile authorities as
threatened. I’ m certain he dominated that scene, and won himself the right to be left in peace. Both his
appearance and his demeanor were shockingly changed.

Again the household knew a shaky equilibrium. But six weekslater, upon a Sunday when Jack had gone
for hisusua long walk after returning from church, he forgot to lock the door to hisroom. Little Harold
noticed, entered, and rum-maged through the desk. His find, which he promptly brought to hisfather,
blew gpart the whole miserable works.

Snow fdl, adow thick whitenessfilling the windows. What daylight seeped through was Slver-gray.
Outdoorstheair felt dmost warm-and how utterly silent.

Eleanor sat on our living-room couch and wept. “ Bob, you' ve got to talk to him, you, you, you’ ve got to
helphim...agan.

What happened when he ran awvay? What did hedo?”

Katelaid arms around her and drew the weary head down to her own shoulder. “Nothing wrong, my
dear,” she mur-mured. “Oh, be very sure. Always remember, Jack is Tom’s son.”

| paced the rug, in the dull twilight against which we had turned on no lights. “Let’ s spell out thefacts,” |
said, speaking bolder than | fdt. “ Jack had this mimeographed pamphlet that Sven describes as
Communist propaganda. Sven wantsto call the sheriff, the digtrict attorney, anybody who can force Jack
to tell who hefdl in with while he was gone. Y ou dipped out to the shed, drove off in the pickup, met the
boy on theroad, and brought him here.”

“Y-y-yes. Bob, | can't stay. Ingeborg’ sat home. . . . Sven will call me an, an unnatura mother--"

“I might have afew wordsto say about privacy,” | answered, “not to mention freedom of speech, press,
and opinion.” After apause: “Uh, you told me you snatched the pamphlet?’

“1--" Eleanor drew back from Kate's embrace. Through tears and hiccoughs, a strength spoke that |
remembered: “No use for himto call copper if the evidenceisgone.”

“May | seeit?’ | asked.
She hegitated. “It’s. . . aprank, Bob. Nothing s-s-signifi-cant. Jack’ s waiting--"

--in my office, by request, while we conferred. He had shown me a self-possession which chilled this



winter day.

“Heand | will haveatak,” | said, “while Kate gets some coffee, and | expect somefood, into you. But
I’ve got to have something to talk about.”

She gulped, nodded, fumbled in her purse, and handed me several sheets stapled together. | settled into
my favorite arm-chair, left shank on right knee, agood head of steam in my pipe, and read the document.

| read it twice. And thrice. | quite forgot the women.
Hereitis. Youwon't find any riddles.

But hark back. The date was the eeventh of March, inthe year of Our Lord nineteen hundred and
fifty-one.

Harry S. Truman was President of the United States, having defeated Thomas E. Dewey for eection,
plusaformer Vice President who would later have the manhood to admit that his party had been aglove
on the hand of Moscow. Thiswas the capita of a Soviet Union which my adored FDR had assured me
was atown-meeting democracy, our gallant aly in aholy war to bring perpetua peace. Eastern Europe
and Chinawere down the gullet. Citizensin the newsincluded Alger Hiss, Owen Lattimore, Judith
Caoplon, Morton Sobdll, Julius and Ethel Rosenberg. Somehow, to my friends and mysdlf, they did not
make Joseph McCarthy less of an abomination. But under the UN flag, American young men were dying
in battle--five and a half years after our V-days!--and their killers were North Korean and Chinese. Less
than two years ago, the first Russian atomic bombs had roared. NATO, hardly older, was a piece of
string in the path of hundreds of divisons. Most of us, in an emotiona pardysiswhich let us continue our
daily lives, expected World War 111 to break out a any instant.

| could not atogether blame Sven Birkelund for jumping to conclusions.
But as| read, and read, my puzzlement deepened.

Whoever wrote this thing knew Communist language--1’ d been through some books on that
subject--but was emphati-caly not a Communist himself. What, then, was he?

Hark back, | say. Try to understand your world of 1951.

Apart from afew extremists, America had never thought to question her own rightness, let done her
right to exist. We knew we had problems, but assumed we could solve them, given time and good will,
and eventualy everybody of every race, color, and creed would live side by sidein the suburbs and sing
folk songs together.Brown vs. Board of Education was yearsin the future; student riots happened in
foreign countries, while ours worried about student apathy; Indochinawas a place where the French
were experiencing vaguely noticed difficulties.

Tdevison was hugtling in, and we discussed its possible ef-fects. Nuclear-armed intercontinenta missiles
were on their way, but nobody imagined they could be used for anything ex-cept the crudest exchange of
destructions. Overpopulation was in the news but would soon be forgotten. Penicillin and DDT were
unqudified friends to man. Conservation meant preserv-ing certain areasin their naturd statesand, if you
were sophis-ticated about such matters, contour plowing on hillsdes. Smog wasin Los Angelesand
occasionaly London. The ocean, im-morta mother of al, would forever receive and cleanse our wastes.
Space flight wasfor the next century, when an eccentric millionaire might finance a project. Computers
were few, large, expensve, and covered with blinking lights. If you followed the science news, you knew



alittle about transistors, and per-haps looked forward to seeing cheap, pocket-sized radios in the hands
of Americans, they could make no differenceto apeasant in Indiaor Africa. All contraceptives were
essentialy mechanica. The gene was alocus on the chromosome. Unless he blasted himself back to the

Stone Age, man was committed to the machine.

Put yourself in 1951, if you can, if you dare, and read as| did that jape on the first page of which
appeared the notice “ Copyright © 1970 by John F. Havig.”

3

WITHIT'SCOLLEGIATE DICTIONARY

Adtivig: A person employing tacticsin the cause of liberation which, when used by afascist, are known
asMcCarthyism andrepression.

Aggresson: Any foreign policy advocated by afascist.

Black: Of whole or partial sub-Saharan African descent; from the skin color, which ranges from brown
toivory. Not to be confused withBrown, Red, White, orYellow. Thisword replaces the former “ Negro,
which today is congdered in-sulting since it means“Black.”

Bombing: A method of warfare which ddivers high explosves from the air, condemned because of its
effects upon women, children, the aged, the sick, and other noncombatants, unless these happen to have
resided in Berlin, Hamburg, Dresden, Tokyo, Osaka, etc., though not Hiroshima or Nagasaki. Cf.

missile.
Brown: Of Mexican descent; from the skin color, which ranges from brown to ivory. Not to be confused
withBlack, Red, White, orYellow.

Brutdity: Any action taken by a policeman. Cf. pig.

Chawvinism: Bdlief of any WesternWhite man that thereis anything to be said for his country, civilization,
race, sex, or self.Chauvinist: Any such man; hence, by extension, afascist of any nationality, race, or

X

Colonidigt: Anyonewho believesthat any European- or North American-descended person has any
right to remain in any territory outside Europe or North Americawhere his an-cestors happened to ettle,

unless these were Russan. Cf.native.

Concentration camp: An enclosed areainto whichpeople sus-pect to their government or to an
occupying power are herded. Noprogressive country orliberation movement can operate a
concentration camp, since by definition these have full support of thepeople. NB: Liberas consder it
impolite to mention Nisai in this connection.

Conformist: One who acceptsestablishment vaues without asking troublesome questions. Cf.
nonconformist.



Conservative: Seeaggression, bombing, brutality, chauvinism, colonialist, concentration camp,
conformist, establishment, fascist, imperialist, McCarthyism, mercenary, military--industrial
complex, missile, napalm, pig, plutocrat, preju-dice, property rights, racist, reactionary,
repression, storm trooper, xenophobia.

Crimind: Afascist, especialy when apprehended and pun-ished. Cf.martyr.

Democracy: A nation in which the government, fredy eected, remains responsive to the popular will,
e.g., Czechodovakia

Development: (1) Infascist countries, the bulldozing of trees and hillsides, erection of deazy row houses,
etc., or in gen-erd, the exploitation of the environment. (2) Inprogressive countries, the provision of
housing for the masses, or in gen-erd, the utilization of natural resourcesto satisfy human needs.

Ecology: (1) Obsolete: The study of the interrelationships of living things with each other and with the
generd environ-ment. (2) Everything nonhuman which is being harmed by theestablishment, such as
trees and facons but not including rats, sparrows, algae, etc. Thusprogressive countries have no
ecology.

Egtablishment: The powersthat be, when these areconserva-tive.

Fdlout: Radioactive materid from anuclear weapon, widdy digributed if thisistested in the
atmosphere, universaly condemned for its deleterious effect upon public health and heredity, unlessthe
test is conducted by aprogressive country.

Fascigt: A person who favors measures possibly conducive to the surviva of the West.
Freedom: Ingant gratification.

Glory: An outworn shibboleth, except when applied to ahero ormartyr.

Hero: A person who sacrifices and takes risksin aprogressive cause. Cf.pig andstorm trooper.
Honor: Seeglory.

Humanrights: All rightsof thepeopl e tofreedom, when held to take infinite precedence over property
rights, sincethelatter are not human rights.

Imperidist: A person who advocates that any Western country retain any of its overseasterritory.

Liberation: Foreign expulsion and domestic overthrow of Western governments, influences, and
inditutions. Sacred liberation: Liberation intended to result in a(Peopl €' s) Re-public. Love: Anemoation
which, if universaly felt, would automatically solve dl human problems, but which some (see
conservative) are by definition incapable of feding.

Martyr: A person who suffersor diesin the cause of liberation. Not to be confused with acriminal or,
collectively, with enemypersonnel.

McCarthyism: Character assassnation for political purposes, by asserting that some person isamember
of the Communist conspiracy, especialy when thisis done by an admirer of Sen. Joseph McCarthy. Not
to be confused with asserting that some person isamember of thefascist conspiracy, es-pecidly when



thisis done by an admirer of Sen. Eugene McCarthy.
Mercenary: A soldier who, for pay, serves agovernment not his own. Cf.United Nations.

Military-industria complex: An interlocking directorate of military and industrid leaders, heldto bein
effective control of the USA. Not to be confused with military and industria leaders of the USSR or the
various(Peopl€e' s) Republics.

Missle A sdf-contained device which delivers high explosives from the air, condemned for its effects
upon women, chil-dren, the aged, the sick, and other noncombatants, unless these happen to have
resded in Saigon, DaNang, Hue, etc. Cf.bombing.

Napam: Jdlied gasoline, ignited and propelled against enemy personnel, condemned by al trueliberds
except when used by Israglis upon Arabs.

Native: Anon-White inhabitant of aregion whose ancestors dispossessed the previous | ot.

Nonconformist: One who acceptsprogressive values without asking troublesome questions. Cf.
conformist.

Nuclear weapon: A wegpon employing some form of atomic energy, used byfascist governmentsfor
purposes of aggres-sion and by progressive governments to further the cause of peace.

Oneman, onevote: A legd doctrine requiring that, from timeto time, old gerrymanders be replaced with
new ones. The object of thisisthe achievement of genuinedemocracy.

Organic: Of foods, grown only with natural manures, etc., and with no chemical sprays, etc., hencefree
of harmful resdues and of earthborne diseases or seriousinsect infestation, since surrounding lands have
been artificidly fertilized and chemi-cally sprayed.

Peace: Thefind solution of thefascist problem.Peaceful coexistence: A stage preiminary topeace, in
whichaggres-sion is phased out andsacred liberation proceeds.

People: (Always used with the definite article and often capitalized.) Those who supportliberation.
Hence every-one not afascist is counted among them, whether he wants to be or not.

Personnd: Members of amilitary or police organization, whether hostile or useful. Not to be confused
with human beings

Fig: (1) Ananimd known for itsvaue, inteligence, courage, self-reliance, kindly dispostion, loydty, and
(if dlowed to follow its natura bent) cleanliness. (2) A policeman. Cf.activist.

Putocrat: A citizen of arepublic who, because of enormous wealth which he refusesto share with the
poor, wields undue political power. Not to be confused with a Kennedly.

Poor: (Always used with the definite article and often capita-ized.) That class of personswho are
defined by someone as possessing less than their rightful wealth and privilege. Theprogressive definition
includesdlnon-fascist Black, Brown, Red, andYellow persons, regardless of income.

Pot: Marijuana. Must we go through that a cohol-tobacco-tranquilizers-are-legal routine again?



Prgudice Hodtility or contempt for a person or group, on a purely class basis and regardless of facts.
Not to be confused with judgment passed on enemies of thepeople (seecon-servative).

Progressive: Conducive toliberation.

Property rights. The aleged rights of personswho have earned or otherwise lawfully obtained property,
or of taxpayerswho have smilarly acquired property which is then designated public, to be securein the
enjoyment thereof, irrespective of human rights.

Racig: AWhite person who, when any Black person ringsabell, failsto sdivate.

Reactionary: Notprogressive.

Red: (1) Of American Indian descent; from the skin color, which ranges from brown to ivory. Not to be
confused withBlack, Brown, White, or Yellow, nor with “Mexican,” even though most Mexicans are of
American Indian stock. (2) Struggling forliberation or struggling inits aftermath.

Repression: Denid of the right of free speech, e.g., by refusd to provide afree rostrum for anactivist, or
the right of afree press, e.g., by refusing to print, televise, or stock in libraries every word of anactivist,
or the right to be heard, e.g., by mob action against anactivist. Not to be confused with pro-tection of
thepeople fromreactionary infection.

Republic: A country whose government is chosen not on abasis of heredity or riches but by the
electorate, from whom political power grows.People' s Republic: Onein which the el ectorate consists of
agun barrdl.

SHf-determination: Theright of aculturdly or ethnically dis-tinct group to govern themsalves, asin
Biafra, East Pakistan, Goa, Katanga, the Sinai, Tibet, the Ukraine, etc.

Storm trooper: A person who sacrifices and takes risksin afascist cause. Cf.hero.

United Nations: An international organization which employs Swedish, Indian, Irish, Canadian, €tc.
troopsin other parts of the world than these so asto further self-determination.

White Of Caucasoid descent; from the skin color, which ranges from brown to ivory. Not to be
confused withBlack, Brown, Red, orYellow.

Winds of change: Poetic metaphor for the defeat of reactionary forces. Not applicable to any advance
or restoration of these.

Women'sLiberation: A movement which opposes malechauvinism.
Xenophobia: Distrust of the ability of strangersto run your lifefor you.

Ydlow: Of Mongoloid descent; from the skin color, which ranges from brown to ivory. Not to be
confused withBlack, Brown, Red, or\White.



FOR A MOMENT, as| entered, my office was foreign to me. That rolltop desk, gooseneck reading
lamp, worn |eather-uphol stered swivel chair and horsehair-stuffed seet for visitors, shelf of ref-erence
books, framed diploma, door gar on the surgery to give aglimpse of cabinetswherein lay instruments
and drugsthat K och would mostly have recognized--al was out of place, atiny idand in time which the
ocean was swiftly eroding away; and | knew that insde of ten years|’d do best to retire.

The snowfall had thickened, making the windows a pale dusk. Jack had turned the lamp on so he could
read amagazine. Beyond its puddle of light, shadows lay enormous. The steam radiator grumbled. It
turned the air dry aswell aswarm.

Herose. “Sorry to give you this bother, Dr. Anderson,” he said.

| waved him back into the armchair, settled myself down, reached for afresh pipe off the rack. That
much smoking was hard on the mouth, but my fingers needed something to do.

Jack nodded at the pamphlet I’ d tossed on the desk. “How do you likeit?’ he asked tonelessly.

| peered through the upper half of my bifocals. Thiswas not the boy who knew he would lose his father,
nor the youth who tried and failed to hide his wretchedness when his mother took unto hima
sepfather-only last year. A young man confronted me, whose eyeswere old.

They were gray, those eyes, in anarrow straight-nosed face upon along head. The dark-blond hair, the
dim, middie-szed, dightly awkward body were Tom'’s; the mouth, its fullness and mobility out of placein

that ascetic countenance, was Eleanor’ s, the whole was entirely Jack Havig, whom | had never
fathomed.

Always a careless dresser, he wore the plaid wool shirt and blue denimsin which he had gone for that
tramp acrossthe hills. His attitude seemed dert rather than uneasy, and his gaze did not waver from mine.

“Wadl,” | said, “it'sorigina. But you must admit it’s sort of confusing.” | loaded the pipe.
“Yeah, | suppose. A souvenir. | probably shouldn’t have brought anything back.”
“From your, uh, trip away from home? Where were you, Jack?’

“Around.”

| remembered a small stubborn person who gave the same reply, after an unknown had returned him to
hisfather. It led meto recal much dse.

My wooden match made ascrit and flare which seemed un-naturally strong. | got the tobacco burning,
took agood taste and smell of it, before | had my speech put together.

“Ligten, Jack. You'rein trouble. Worse, your mother is.” That jarred him. “I’m the friend of you both, |
want to help, but damnation, you'll have to cooperate.”

“Doc, | wish | could,” he whispered.
| tapped the pamphlet. “Okay,” | sad, “tell me you re work-ing on a science-fiction story or something,

laid in 1970, and thisis background materid. Fine. I’ d think you’ re needlessly obscure, but never mind;
your business.” Gesturing with the pipestem: “What is not your businessisthe fact it's mimeo-graphed.



Nobody mimeographs anything for gtrictly persona use. Organizations do. What organization isthis?’

“None. A few friends.” His neck stiffened. “Mighty few, among al those Gadarene swine happily
squedling their dogans.”

| stood. “How about adrink?

Now he smiled. “Thanks. The exact prescription | want.”

Pouring from abrandy bottle--sometimesit was needful for both a patient and myself, when | must
pronounce sentence--I wondered what had triggered my impulse. Kids don’t booze, except alittle beer

onthedy. Do they? It came to me afresh, here was no longer akid.

Hedrank in the way of an experienced if not heavy drinker. How had he learned? He' d been gone
barely amonth.

| sat again and said: “I don’'t ask for secrets, Jack, though you know | hear alot in my line of work, and
keep them. I de-mand your help in congtructing astory, and laying out a pro-gram of future behavior,
which will get your mother off the hook.”

Hefrowned. “You'reright. Thetroubleis, | can't think what to tell you.”

“Thetruth, maybe?’

“Daoc, you don't want that. Believe me, you don’'t.”

“Beauty istruth, truth beauty-" Why did Keats hand the world that particular piece of BS? He' d studied
medicine; he knew better. “Jack, I'll bet you ten dollars| can relate a dozen true stories which’ [l shock
you worse than you could ever shock me.”

“I won't bet,” he said harshly. “It wouldn't be fair to you.”

| waited.

Hetossed off hisdrink and held out the glass. In the yellow lamplight, gaunt against the winter window,
his face congeded with resolution. “Give me arefill, please,” he said, “and | will tell you.”

“Great.” The bottle shook abit in my grasp astheliquor clucked forth. “1 swear to respect any
confidentidity.”

Helaughed, arattling noise. “No need for oaths, Doc. You'll keep quiet.”
| waited.

He spped, stared past me, and murmured: “I’m glad. It' s been such a burden, through my wholelife,
never to sharethe thefact of what | am.”

| streamed smoke from my lips and waited.

Hesaid inarush, “For the most part | wasin the San Fran-cisco area, especially Berkeley. For more
than ayear.”



My fingers clenched on the pipe bowl.

“Uh-huh.” He nodded. “I came home after amonth’ s ab-sence. But I’ d spent about eighteen months
away. From thefall of 1969 to the end of 1970.”

After amoment, he added: “ That' s not awhole year and a hdf. But you' ve got to count my visitsto the
further future”

Steam hissed in the radiator. | saw asheen of swesat on the forehead of my al but adopted son. He
gripped histumbler astightly as| my pipe. Y et in spite of thetenson in him, hisvoice remained level.

“Youhave atime machine?’ | breathed.

He shook his head. “No. | move around in time by mysdlf. Don’'t ask me how. | don’'t know.”
Hissmilejerked forth. “ Sure, Doc,” he said. “ Paranoia. The delusion that I'm something specid inthe
cosmos. Okay, I'll give you ademonstration.” He waved about. “ Come here, please. Check. Make

certain I’ve put no mirrors, trapdoors, gimmickry in your own familiar office.”

Numbly, | felt around him, though it was obvious he’ d had no chance to bring along, or rig, any
gpparatus.

“Saidfied?” heasked. “Wdll, I'll project mysdlf into the fu-ture. How far? Half an hour? No, too long for
you to St here gnawing your pipe. Fifteen minutes, then.” He checked hiswatch against my wall clock.

“It's4:17, agreed? 'l regppear at 4:30, plus or minus afew seconds.” Word by word: “Just make sure
nobody or nothing occupiesthis chair at that period. | can’t emerge in the same space as another solid

| stood back and trembled. “ Go ahead, Jack,” | said through the thuttering in my veins.
Tenderness touched him. He reached to squeeze my hand. “Good old Doc. So long.”

And hewas gone. | heard amutedwhoosh of air rushing in where he had sat, and nothing else. The chair
stood empty. | felt, and no form occupied it.

| sat down once more at my desk, and stared for aquarter of an hour which | don’t quite remember.
Abruptly, there he was, seated as he had been.

| struggled not to faint. He hurried to me. “Doc, here, take it easy, everything' s okay, here, havea
drink--"

Later he gave me aone-minute show, stepping back from that near afuture to stand beside himself, until
thefirst body vanished.

Night gathered.

“No, | don’'t know how it works,” he said. “But then, | don’'t know how my muscleswork, not in the



way you know--and you' |l agree your scientific information isonly aglimmer on the surface of a
rr]yge,y.”

“How doesit fed?’ | asked, and noticed in surprise the calm which had come upon me. I'd been
stunned longer on Hiro-shima Day. Well, maybe the bottom of my mind had aready guessed what Jack
Havig wes.

“Hard to describe.” Hefrowned into darkness. “I . . . will myself backward or forward intime. . . the
way | will to, oh, pick my glass off your desk. In other words, | order whatever-it-isto move me, the
same aswe order our fingers to do some-thing, and it happens.”

He searched for words before he went on: “I’'m in ashadow world while | time-travel. Lighting varies
from zero to gray. If I’ m crossing more than one day-and-night period, it flickers. Objects look dim,
foggy, flat. Then | decideto stop, and | stop, and I'm back in normal time and solidness. . . . No ar
reaches me on my way. | have to hold my breath, and emerge occa-siondly for alungful if thetrip takes
that long in my persond time.”

“Wait,” | said. “If you can’'t breathe en route, can’t touch anything or be touched, can’t be seen-how
comeyou have the feeble vison you do? How can light affect you?’

“1 don’t know either, Doc. I’ ve read physicstexts, however, trying to get a notion about that aswell as
everything else. And, oh, it must be somekind of force which moves me. A force op-erating in &t least
four dimengions, nevertheessaforce. If it has an eectromagnetic component, | can imagine how afew
photons might get caught in the field of it and carried ong. Maiter, even ionized matter, has rest mass
and therefore can't be affected in thisfashion. . . . That'salayman’sguess. | wish | dared bring ared
scentig inon this”

“Y our guessistoo deep for me dready, friend. Uh, you said acrossing isn't instantaneous, asfar asyou
yoursdlf are con-cerned. How long does it take? How many minutes per year, or whatever?’

“No particular relationship. Depends on me. | fed the effort I' m exerting, and can gauge it roughly. By,
well, sraining, | can move. . . fagter . . . than otherwise. That leaves me ex-hausted, which seemsto me
to prove that time traveling uses body energy to generate and apply the thrusting force. . . . It snever
taken more than afew minutes, according to my watch; and that was atrip through several centuries.”

“When you were a baby--" My voice hated.

He nodded anew. “ Y eah, I’ ve heard about the incident. Fear of falling' san indtinct, isn't it? | suppose
when my mother dropped me, | threw myself into the past by sheer reflex and thereby caused her to
drop me.”

Hetook aswalow of brandy. “My ability grew as| grew. | probably have no limit now, if | can stop at
need, along theway, to rest. But | am limited in the mass | can carry dong. That' s only afew pounds,
including clothes. More, and | can’'t move; it’ slike being weighted down. If you grabbed me, for
instance, I'd be stuck in normal timetill you let go, because you' re too much for meto haul. | couldn’t
just leave you be-hind; theforce acts, or triesto act, on everything in direct con-tact with me.” A faint
smile. “Except Earth itsdlf, if | happen to be barefoot. | suppose that much mass, bound together not only
by gravitation but by other, even stronger forces, has a--what?--a cohesion?--of its own.”

“Y ou warned me againgt putting asolid object where you planned to, uh, materidize,” | sad.



“Right,” he answered. “I can't, in that case. I’ ve experi-mented. Traveling through time, | can move
around meanwhilein spaceif | want. That’show | managed to appear next to my-sdf. By theway, the
surface I'm onmay riseor sink, but | rise or sink likewise, same as when a person stands somewherein
norma time. And, aside from whatever walking | do, | stay on the same geographica spot. Never mind
that this planet is spinning onitsaxis, and whirling around asun which isrushing through agaaxy. . . |
dayhere. Gravitation again, | suppose.”

“Y es, about solid matter. | tried entering ahill, when | was a child and thoughtless. | could go inside, dl
right, easy as step-ping into abank of fog. But then | was cut off from light, and | couldn’t emergeinto
normal time, it was like being in con-crete, and my breath ran out--" He shivered. “| bardly made it back
totheopen air.”

“I guess matter resists digplacement by you,” | ventured. “Fluids aren't too hard to shove aside when
you emerge, but solids are.”

“Uh-huh, that’swhat | figured. If I’ d passed out and died inside that rock and dirt, | guess my body
would ve--well, been carried dong into the future at the ordinary rate, and falen back into normal
existence when at last the hill eroded away from around it.”

“ Amazing how you, amere lad, kept the secret.”

“Wdll, | gather | gave my mother alot of worries. | don't actualy remember. Who doesrecal hisfirst
few years? Prob-ably | needed awhileto redize | was unique, and the redliza-tion scared me--maybe
timetraveling was a Bad Thing to do. Or perhaps| gloated. Anyway, Uncle Jack straightened me out.”

“Was he the unknown who brought you back when you’ d been logt?’

“Yes. | do remember that. I'd embarked on along expedition into the past, looking for Indians. But |
only found aforest. He showed up--having searched the area through anumber of years--and we had it
nicetogether. Findly he took my hand and showed me how to come home with him. He could' ve
delivered me within afew minutes of my departure and spared my parents those dreadful hours. But |
believe he wanted me to see how I’ d hurt them, so the need for discretion would redlly get driven into
me. [t was”

Histone grew reminiscent: “We had somefine excursons later. Uncle Jack wastheided guide and
mentor. I’ d no reason to disobey his commands about secrecy, aside from some dis-guised bragging to
my friend Pete. Uncle Jack led meto better thingsthan I’ d ever have discovered for mysdlf.”

“Y ou did hop around on your own,” | reminded him.

“Occasiondly. Like when acouple of bullies attacked me. | doubled back severa timesand
outnumbered them.”

“No wonder you showed such agrowth rate. . . . When you learned your father was going into the
sarvice, you hoped to assure yourself he' d return safe, right?’

Jack Havig winced. “ Yes. | headed futureward and took quick peeksat intervals. Until | looked in the
window and saw Mother crying. Then | went pastward till | found a chance to read that telegram--oh,
God. | didn’t travel intime again for years. | didn’t think I d ever want to.”

The silence of the snow lapped about us.



At length | asked: “When did you most recently meet this mentor?’

“In 1969. But the previous time had been. . . shortly before | took off and learned about my father.
Uncle Jack was par-ticularly good to me, then. We went to the old and truly kind of circus, sometimein
the late nineteenth century. | wondered why he seemed o sad, and why he re-explained in such detall

the necessity of keeping our secret. Now | know.”
“Do you know who heis?’

His mouth lifted on the left sde only. “Who do you sup-pose?’

“I resumed timetraveling last year,” he said after awhile. “I had to have arefuge from that, that situation
on thefarm. They werejauntsinto the past, at first. Y ou' ve no ideahow beautiful this country was before
the settlers arrived. And the Indians--well, | have friends among them. | haven't acquired morethan a
few words of their language, but they welcome me and, uh, the girls are dways ready, able, and eager.”

| could not but laugh. “ Sven the Y ounger makes alot of your having no dates!”

He grinned back. “Y ou can guess how those tripsrelieved me.”

Serious again: “But you can guess, too, how more and more the whole thing at home--what Birkelund is
pleased to cal my home--got to fed dlly, futile, and stuffing. Even the out-sde world. Like, what the

devil was| doing in high school ?”
There | was, full-grown, full of these marvels I’ d seen, hearing teen-agers giggle and teachers drone!”
“I imagine the family flareup was what sent you into the fu-ture?’

“Right. | was haf out of my mind with rage. Mainly | hoped to see Sven Birkelund' stombstone. Twenty
years forward seemed like agood round number. But knowing I’ d have alot to catch up on, | made for
late 1969, so asto be prepared to get the most out of 1970. . . . The house was till in existence. Is. Will

m”
“Sven?’ | asked softly.

“I suppose he'll have survived.” Histone was savage. “I don’t care enough to check on that. In two
more years, my mother will divorce him.”

“And--7'

“Shelll take the babies, both of them, back to Massachusetts. Her third marriage will be good. | mustn't
add to her worriesin thistime, though. That’ swhy | returned; | made my ab-sence amonth long to show
Birkelund I mean business; but | couldn’t make it longer than that, | couldn’'t do it to her.”

| saw in him what | have seen in others, when those they care about are sick or dying. So | was hasty to
say: “You told me you met your Uncle Jack, your other sdif.”

“Yeah.” Hewas glad to continue with practicalities. “He waswaiting when | gppeared in 1969. That



was out in thewoodlot, at night--1 didn’t want to risk a stray pectator--but the lot had been logged off
and planted in corn. He' d taken adouble room in the hotel--that is, the one they’ |l build after the Senlac
Armsisrazed--and put me up for afew days. He told me about my mother, and encouraged meto verify
it by newspaper filesin thelibrary, plus showing me acouple of |etters she' d recently writtentohim . . .
to me. Afterward he gave me athousand dollars--Doc, the pricesin twenty years!--and he suggested |
look around the country.

“News magazines indicated Berkeley was where it was at--uh, afutureidiom. Anyway, San Francisco’'s
right acrossthe Bay and I’ d dways wanted to seeit.”

“How was Berkeley?’ | asked, remembering viststo astaid university town.

Hetold me, aswell as he was able. But no words, in 1951, could have conveyed what | have since
experienced, that wild, eerie, hilarious, terrifying, grotesque, mind-bending assault upon every senseand
common sensewhich is Telegraph Ave-nue at the close of the seventh decade of the twentieth century.

“Didn’'t you risk trouble with the police?” | inquired.

“No. | stopped off in 1966 and registered under afake name for the draft, which gave me acard saying
| was twenty-onein 1969. . . . The Street People hooked me. | came to them, an old-fashioned
bumpkin, heard their version of what’ d been go-ing on, and nobody ese's. For months | was among the
radi-cals. Hand-to-mouth odd-job existence, demonstrations, pot, dirty pad, unbathed girls, the works.”

“Y our writing here doesn't seem favorableto that,” | ob-served.

“No. I’'m sure Uncle Jack wanted me to have an insde knowledge, how it feelsto be somebody who's
foresworn the civilization that bred him. But | changed.”

“M-m-m, I’d say you rebounded. Way out into right field. But go on. What happened?’

“| took atrip to the further future.”

“And?

“Doc,” hesaid most quietly, “consder yourself fortunate. Y ou’ re dready getting old.”

“I'll be dead, then?’ My heart ssumbled.

“By thetime of the blowup and breakdown, no doubt. | haven’t checked, except | did establish you're
diveand hedthy in 1970.” | wondered why he did not smile, as he should have done when giving me

good news. Today | know; he said noth-ing about K ate.

“The war-the war-and its consequences come later,” he went on in the sameiron voice. “But everything
follows straight from that witches sabbath | saw part of in Berkeley.”

He sighed and rubbed histired eyes. “1 returned to 1970 with some notion of ssemming thetide. There
were afew people around, even young people, who could see alittle redlity. Thisbroadside. . . they
helped me publish and digtribute it, think-ing me astray Republican.”

“Wereyou?’



“Lord, no. You. don't imagine any political party has been any use whatsoever for the past three or four
generations, do you? They’ll get worse.”

He had emptied his glass anew, but declined my offer of more. “1’d better keep a clear head, Doc. We
do have to work out a cover yarn. | know we will, because my not-so-much-older self gave meto
understand I’ d handle my present troubles dl right. However, it doesn't let us off going through the
mo-tions”

“Timeisunchangeable?’ | wondered. “We--our lives--are caught and held in the continuum--like fliesin
amber?’

“I don't know, | don’t know,” he groaned. “I do know that my efforts were wasted. My former
associates cdled me afink, my new friends were an inggnificant minority, and, hell, we could hardly give
away our literature.”

“Y ou mustn't expect miraclesin politics,” | said. “Beware of the man who promisesthem.”

“True. | redized as much, after the shock of what I’ d seen uptime had faded a bit. In fact, | decided my
duty was to come back and stand by my mother. At least thisway | can make the world atiny bit less
horrible”

Histone softened: “No doubt | was foolish to keep acopy of my flyer. But the dearest girl helped me
put it together ... Well. Inaway, I’ ve lucked out. Now one other human being sharesmy life. I’ ve barely
darted to fed how londly | was.”

“Y ou are absolutely unique?’ | whispered.

“I don’'t know. I’d guess not. They’ re doubtless very rare, but surely more time travelers than me exit.
How can | find them?’ he cried. “And if we should join together, what can we do?’

5

BIRKELUND PROVED less of aproblem than expected. | saw him in private, told him the writing was
aleftover script from an amateur show, and pointed out that it was actualy sarcastic--after which | gave
him holy hell about histreatment of his step-son and hiswife. Hetook it withill grace, but hetook it. As
remarked earlier, he was by no meansan evil man.

Still, the situation remained explosive. Jack contributed, be-ing daily more short-tempered and
sef-willed. “He' s changed so much,” Eleanor told mein grief. “Hisvery appearance. And | can’t blame
al thefriction on Sven and hisboys. Jack’ s often downright arrogant.”

Of course hewas, in his resentment of home, his boredom in schooal, his burden of foreknowledge. But |
couldn’t tell hismother that. Nor, for her sake, could he make more than over-night escapes for the next
two or three years.

“1 think,” | said, “it’'d be best if he took off on hisown.”

“Bab, he’ sbarely eighteen,” she protested.



Hewas at |east twenty-one, probably more, | knew. “Old enough to join the service.” HE d registered in
the lawful man-ner on hisbirthday. “That' Il give him achanceto find himself. It's possible to be drafted
by request, so asto bein for the mini-mum period. The board will obligeif | spesk to ‘em.”

“Not before he' s graduated!”

| understood her dismay and disappointment. “He can take correspondence courses, Ellie. Or the
services offer classes, which abright lad like Jack can surely get into. I'm afraid thisis our best bet.”

He had adready agreed to theidea. A quick uptime hop showed him he would be posted to Europe. “I
can explorealot of history,” he said; then, chill: “Besides, I’ d better learn about weapons and combat
techniques. | damn near got killed in the twenty-first century. Couple members of a canniba band took
me by surprise, and if | hadn’t managed to wrench free for an instant--"

The Army wasill-suited to histemperament, but he stuck out basic training, proceeded into el ectronics,
and on the whole gained by the occasion. To be sure, much of that was due to his excursions downtime.
They totaled apair of extrayears.

Hislettersto me could only hint at this, since Kate would read them too. It was ahard thing for me, not
to open for her the tremendous fact, not to have her beside me when at last he came home and through
hour upon hour showed me his notes, photographs, memories.

(Details were apt to be unglamorous--problems of vaccina-tion, language, transportation, money, law,
custom--filth, ver-min, disease, crudty, tyranny, violence--“Doc, I d never dreamed how different
medieval man was. Huge variations from place to place and erato era, yeah, but alwaysthe ...
Orientalness? ... no, probably it’sjust that the Orient has changed less.” However, he had watched
Caesar’ slegionsin triumph through Rome, and the greyhound shapes of Viking craft dancing over Odo
Ford, and Leonardo da Vinci a work.

He' d not been able to observein depth. In fact, he was maddened by the superficia quality of amost all
his experi-ences. How much can you learn in atotdly strange environ-ment, when you can barely spesk
aword and are liable to be arrested on suspicion before you can swap for a suit of con-temporary
clothes? Y et what would | not have given to be there too?)

How it felt like abetrayal of Kate, not telling her! But if Jack could keep silence toward his mother, |
must toward my wife. His olderpersona had been, was, would beright in stamping upon the child a
reflex of secrecy.

Congder the consegquences, had it become known that one man--or one little boy--can swim through
time. To be the sen-sation of the ageis no fit fate for any human. In this case, imag-ine aswell the
demands, appedls, frantic attempts by the greedy, the power-hungry, the ideol ogy-besotted, the
bereaved, the frightened to use him, the race between governments to sequester or destroy him who
could be the ultimate spy or un-stoppable assassn. If he survived, and his sanity did, he would soon have
no choice but to fleeinto another era and there keep histaent hidden.

No, best wear amask from the beginning.

But then what use was the fantastic gift?



“Toward the end of my hitch, | spent more timethinking than roving,” he said.

We d taken my boat out on Lake Winnego. He' d come home, discharged, afew weeks earlier, but
much remained to tell me. Thiswas the more true because his mother needed his moral support in her
divorce from Birkelund, her move away from scenes which were now painful. He d matured further, not
only in theflesh. Two of my years ago, aman had confronted me: but avery young man, sill groping his
way out of hurt and be-wilderment. The Jack Havig who sat in the cockpit today wasin full command of
himsdlf.

| shifted my pipe and put down the helm. We came about in ahed andswoosh and rattle of boom.
Springtime glittered on blue water; sweetness breathed from the green acrossfields and trees, from apple
blossoms and fresh-turned earth. The wind whooped. It was cool and a hawk rode upon it.

“Wall, you had plenty to think about,” | answered.
“For openers,” he said, “how doestimetravel work?’
“Tel me, Mr. Bones, howdoes time travel work?’

Hedid not chuckle. “I learned afair amount of basic physicsin the course of becoming an eectronics
technician. And | read alot on my own, including stuff | went uptime to consult- books, future issues of
Scientific American andNature, et cetera. All theory saysthat what | do istotally impossible. It Sarts
by violating the conservation of energy and goes on from there.”

“E put § muove.”

“Huh?...Oh. Yeah. Doc, | studied the Italian Renais-sance prior to visiting it, and discovered Gdileo
never did say that. Nor did he ever actualy drop weights off the Leaning Tower of Pisa Well.” He
sprawled back on the bench and opened another bottle of beer for each of us. “Okay. So there are
hookersin the conservation of energy that officia science doesn't suspect. Mathematically spesking,
world lines are d-lowed to havefinite, if not infinite discontinuities, and to be multi-valued functions. In
many ways, timetravel isequivaent to faster-than-light travel, which the physicissaso declareis

impossible”

| watched my tobacco smoke stream off on the breeze. Wave-lets smacked. “Y ou’ ve left me afew
light-yearsbehind,” | said. “I get nothing out of your lecture except an impression that you don’t believe
anything, uh, supernaturd isinvolved.”

He nodded. “ Right. Whatever the process may be, it op-erateswithin natural law. It's essentidly
physical. Matter-energy relationships are involved. Well, then, why can | do it, and nobody ese?1've
been forced to conclude it’sa peculiarity in my genes.”

“Oh?

“They’ll find the molecular basis of heredity, gpproximately ten years from now.”

“What?’ | sat bolt upright. “Thisyou’ ve got to tell me more about!”

“Later, later. I'll give you as much information on DNA and therest as| can, though that isn’'t awhale of

alot. Thepoint is, our genes are not Smply ablueprint for building afetus. They operate throughott life,
by contralling enzyme produc-tion. Y ou might well call them the very stuff of life. . . . What besides



enzymes can beinvolved? Thiscivilization is going to destroy itsalf before they’ ve answered that
question. But | sus-pect there's some kind of resonance--or something--in those enormous molecules,
and if your gene structure chances to resonate precisdly right, you' reatime traveler.”

“Wadl, an interesting hypothesis.” | had falen into a habit of understatement in his presence.

“I'veempiricd evidence,” hereplied. With an effort: “Doc, I’ ve had quite afew women. Not in this
decade; I’'m too siff and gauche. But uptime and downtime, periodswhen it’ sfairly easy and | canusea
certain glamour of mysteriousness.”

“Congratulations,” | said for lack of anything better.

He squinted across the lake. “1’m not callous about them,” he said. “I mean, well, if arompisal she
wants, like those Dakotan girls two-three centuries ago, okay, fine. But if the affair isanything more, |
fed responsible. | may not planto live out my lifein her company--I wonder if I'll ever marry--but |
check on her future for the next several years, and try to make sure she doeswell.” His countenance
twisted abit. “Or aswell asamortal can. I've not got the mora courage to search out their deaths.”

After apause “I'm digressing, but it's an important digres-son to me. Take Meg, for instance. | wasin
Elizabethan Lon-don. The problems caused by my ignorance were less than in most milieus, though | did
need awhileto learn the ropes and even the pronunciation of their English. A silver ingot I’ d brought
along converted more easily than usua to coin--people today don't realize how much suspicion and
regulation there was in the oh-so-swashbuckling past--even if | do think the dedler cheated me. Well,
anyhow, | could lodge in alovely half-timbered inn, and go to the Globe Theatre, and generdly have a
ball.

“Oneday | happened to bein adum district. A woman plucked my deeve and offered me her

daughter’ s maidenhead cheap. | was appd led, but thought | should at least meet the poor girl, maybe
give her money, maybetry to get my landlord to take her on as arespectable servant. . . . Noway.”
(An-other of hisanachronigtic turns of speech.) “ She was nervous but determined. And after she'd
explained, | had to agree that an dley lass of independent spirit probably was better off asawhore than a
servant, considering what servants had to put up with. Not that anyone was likely to take her insuch a
capacity, class distinctions and antagonisms being what they were.

“Shewas cocky, she was good-looking, she said she' d rather it was me than some nasty and probably
poxy dotard. What could | do? Disinterested benevolence just plain was not in her mentd universe. If she
couldn’t see my selfish motive, she'd ve decided it must be too degp and horrible for her, and fled.”

He glugged hisbeer. “All right,” hetold me defiantly. “1 moved into larger quarters and took her along.
Theideaof an age of consent didn't exist ether. Forget about our high school kids; I d certainly never
touch one of them. Meg was awoman, young but awoman. We lived together for four years of her life.

“Of course, for methat was amatter of paying the rent in advance, and now and then coming back from
the twentieth century. Not very often, | being stationed in France. Sure, | could leave whenever | wanted,
and return with no AWOL time passed, but the trip to England cost, and besides, there were dl those
other centuries. . . . Nevertheless, | do believe Meg wasfaithful. Y ou should' ve seen how she fended off
her relatives who thought they could batten on me! | told her | wasin the Dutch diplomatic service...”

“Oh, skip the details. I'm talking al around my subject. In the end, adecent young journeyman fell in
lovewith her. | gave them awedding present and my blessings. And | checked ahead, dropping in
occasionaly through the next decade, to make sure everything was dl right. It was, as close as could be



expected.”

Hesighed. “To get to the point, Doc, she bore him haf adozen children, Sarting insde ayear of their
marriage. She had never conceived by me. Asfar as |’ ve determined, no woman ever has.”

He had gotten afertility test, according to which he was normal.

Neither of uswanted to dwell on his personal confession. It suggested too strongly how shaped our
psyches are by what-ever happensto be around us. “Y ou mean,” | said dowly, “you’ reamutant? So
much amutant that you count as, as a different species?’

“Yeah. | think my genes are that strange.”
“But afdlow timetraveler--afemale--"
“Right on, Doc.” Another futurism.”

Hewas till for awhile, in the blowing sunlit day, before he said: “Not that that’ simportant in itsalf. What
isimportant--maybe the most important thing in Earth’ swhole existence--isto find those other travelers,
if there are any, and see what we can do about the horrors uptime. | can't believe I’'m a meaning-less
accident!”

“How do you propose to go about it?’

His gaze was cat-coal. “| start by becoming rich.”

For yearswhich followed, | am barely on the edge of his story.

He'd seemeat intervals, | think more to keep our friendship dive than to bring me up to date-since he
obvioudy wanted Kate€' s company as much as mine. But | have only indirect news of his career. Often, in
absence, he would become adream in my mind, so foreign was he to our day-by-day
faster-and-faster-aging small-town life, the growing up of our sons, the adventure of daughters-in-law
and grandchildren. But then he would re-turn, asif out of night, and for hours| would again be
dom-inated by that londly, driven man.

| don’'t mean he was fanaticdl. In fact, he continued to gain in perspective and in the kill of savoring this
world. Hisin-tdlect ranged widely, though it’s clear that history and anthro-pology must be his chief
concerns. Asadrop of fortune, he had ataent for learning languages. (He and | wondered how many
time travelers were wing-clipped by the merelack of that.) Sardonic humor and traditional Midwestern
courtesy combined to make his presence pleasant. He became quite agourmet, while staying ableto live
on stockfish and hardtack without complaint. He kept a schooner in Boston, whereon he took Kate and
meto the West Indiesin celebration of our retirement. While the usages of his boyhood made him
reticent about it, | learned he was deeply sensitive to beauty both nat-ura and manmeade; of the latter, he
had specia fondnessfor Baroque, Classica, and Chinese music, for fine ships and weapons, and for
Hélenic architecture. (God, if You exig, | do thank Y ou from my inmost heart that | have seen Jack
Havig's photographs of the unruined Acropalis.)

| wasthe single sharer of his secret, but not his sngle friend. Theoreticaly he could have been intimate
with everyone grest, Moses, Pericles, Shakespeare, Lincoln, Eingtein. But in prac-tice the obstacles were



too much. Besides language, custom, and law, the famous were hedged off by being busy, conspicu-ous,
sought-after. No, Havig--I called him * Jack” to hisface, but now it seems more natura to write his
surname--Havig told me about people like hislivey little Meg (three hundred years dust), or amountain
man who accompanied Lewis and Clark, or a profane oldmoustache who had marched with Napoleon.

(“History does not tend to the better, Doc, it does not, it does not. We imagine so because events have
produced our glorious selves. Think, however. Put aside the romantic legends and look at the facts. The
average Frenchman in 1800 was no more unfree than the average Englishman. The French Empire could
have brought Europe together, and could have been lib-erdized from within, and there might have been
no World War | in which Western civilization cut its own throat. Because that’ s what happened, you
know. We're till busy bleeding to desth, but we haven't far to go now.”)

Mainly histime excursonswerefor fun, in that period be-tween his acquiring the techniques and
resources to make them effective, and his development of a search plan for fellow mu-tants. “To be
honest,” he grinned, “1 find mysdlf more and more fond of low-down life.”

“Toulouse-Lautrec’s Paris?’ | asked at random. He had a-ready told methat earlier decadenceswere
overrated, or at least conssted of tight-knit upper classeswhich didn’t welcome strangers.

“Wadll, | haven't tried there,” he admitted. “ An idea, maybe. On the other hand, Storyvilleinits
flowering--" Hewasn't in-terested in the progtitutes; if nothing ese, he had by now seen enough of the
human condition to know how gruesome theirs usualy was. He went for the jazz, and for the company of
peo-ple whom he said were more red than most of his own gen-eration, not to speak of 1970.

Meanwhile he made hisfortune.

Y ou suppose that was easy. Let him look up the stock market quotations--1929 is an obvious
year--and go surf on the tides of Wall Street.

Thefact was different. For instance, what might he use for money?

Whilein Europe, he bought gold or silver out of his pay, which he exchanged for cash in various parts of
the nineteenth and later eighteenth centuries. With that small stake, he could begin trading. He would take
certain samps and coins uptime and sdll them to dedlers; he would go downtime with afew duminum
vessdls, which were worth more than gold before the Hall process was invented. But these and smilar
dealings were necessarily on a minute scale, both because the mass he could carry waslimited and
because he dared not draw over-much attention to himsaif.

He considered investing and growing wedlthy in that period, but rejected theidea. The rules and mores
were too peculiar, too intricate for him to master in as much of hislifespan as he cared to spend. Besides,
he wanted to be based in hisown origind erg; if nothing else, he would need swift spatia trans-portation
when he began his search. Thus he couldn’t smply leave money in the semi-distant past at compound
interest. Theintervening years gave too many chances for something to go wrong.

Asfor amore managesble point like 1929, what gold he brought would represent a comparatively truing
sum. Shuttling back and forth across those frantic days, he could parlay it--but within gtrict limits, if he
wasn't to be unduly noticed. Also, he must take assorted federal agenciesinto account, which inthe
years ahead would become ever better equipped to be nosy.

He never gave methe details of hisoperations. “Frankly,” he said, “finance bores me like an auger. |
found me a couple of sharp partners who' d front, and an ultra-solid bank for atrustee, and let both make



more off my ‘economic analyses than was grictly necessary.”

In effect, John Franklin Havig established afund, including an arrangement for taxes and the like, which
wasto be paid over to “any collateral male descendant” who met certain un-ambiguous standards, upon
the twenty-first birthday of this person. Asrelated, the bank was one of those Eastern ones, with Roman
pillars and cathedral dimnessand, | sugpect, a piece of Plymouth Rock in areliquary. Thus when John
Frank-lin Havig, collatera descendant, was contacted in1954, every-thing was so discreet that he
entered his millionaire condition with scarcely aripple. The SenlacTrumpet did announce that he had
received asubstantiad inheritance from adistant relative.

“I let the bank keep on managing the bucks,” hetold me. “What | do iswrite checks.”
After dl, richeswere merely hismeansto an end.

No, severa ends. I've mentioned his pleasures. | should add the help he gave his mother and, quietly,
others. On the whole, he disdained recognized charities. “They're big businesses” hesaid. “Their
executives draw down more money than you do, Doc. Besides, to be swinishly blunt, we have too many
people. When you' ve seen the Black Degth, you can't get excited about Mississppi sharecroppers.” |
scolded him amicably for being such aright-winger when he had witnessedlaissez-faire in ac-tion, and he
retorted amicably that in this day and age liberas like me were the ones who had learned nothing and
forgotten nothing, and we had usadrink. . . . But | believe that, with-out fuss, he rescued quite afew
individuals, and it isafact that he was a substantial contributor to the better conserva-tionist
organizations.

“We need areserve of life, every kind of life,” he explained. “Today for the spirit-aglimpse of space and
green. Tomorrow for survivd, flat-out surviva.”

The War of Judgment, he said, would by no means be the smple capitdist-versus-Communist dugfest
which mogt of usimagined inthe 1950's.

“I've only the vaguest ideayet of what actudly will go on. Not surprising. I’ ve had to make fugitive
appearances--watch-ing out for radioactivity and alot ese--and who in the immedi-ate sequd isin any
condition to give me areasoned andysis? Hell, Doc, scholars argue today about what went wrong in
1914 to ‘18, and they aren’t scrambling for aleftover can of dogfood, or arming againgt the Mong who'll
pour across a Bering Straitsthat al the dust kicked into the atmosphere will cause to be frozen.”

Hisimpression wasthat, like World War 1, it was a conflict which everybody anticipated, nobody
wanted, and men would have recoiled from had they foreseen the consequences. He thought it wasless
ideologica than ecological.

“I have this nightmare notion that it came not just asaresult of huge areasturning into deserts, but came
barely intime. Do you know the oceans supply haf our oxygen? By 1970, insecti-cide wasin the
plankton. By 1990, every ocean was scummy, and stank, and you didn't dareswiminiit.”

“But this must have been predicted,” | said.
Heleered. “ Y eah. ‘ Environment’ was very big for awhile. Ecology Now stickers on the windshields of

cars belonging to hairy young men-cars which dripped oil wherever they parked and took off in clouds of
smoke thicker than your pipe can pro-duce ... Before long, the fashionable cause was something elsg, |



forget what. Anyhow, that whole phase-the wave after wave of causes-passed away. People completely
stopped caring.

“Y ou seg, that wasthelogica conclusion of thewholetrend. | know it’ s stupid to assgn asingle blame
for something as vast asthe War of Judgment, itsforerunners and aftermaths. Es-pecialy when I’'m il in
dark about what the eventswere. But Doc, | fee amora certainty that alarge part of the disaster grew
from this particular country, the world’' s most powerful, the vanguard country for things both good and ill
... hever redly trying to meet the responsibilities of power.

“We Il make halfhearted attempts to stop some enemiesin Asia, and because the attempts are
halfhearted we' |l piss away human lives--on both sides--and treasure--to no purpose. Hop-ing to placate
theimplacable, we Il estrange our last few friends. Men eected to nationa office will solemnly identify
inflation with risng prices, which islike identifying red spots with the meades virus, and dap on wage and
price controls, which islike papering the cracks in ahouse whose foundations are diding away. So
economic collapse bringsinternationa impotence. The well-off whiteswill grow enough aware that we
have dis-tressed minorities, and give them enough, to bring on revolt without redly helping them; and the
revolt will bring on re-action, which will stamp on every remnant of progress. Asfor our foolish little
attempts to balance what we drain from the environment against what we put back-well, | mentioned that
car carrying the ecology sticker.

“At firs Americanswill go on an orgy of guilt. Later they’ll fed inadequate. Findly they’ Il turn apathetic.
After dl, they’Il be able to buy any anodyne, any pseudo-existence they want.

“I wonder if at the end, down undernegth, they don’t wel-come their own multi-millionfold deaths.”

Thusin February of 1964, Havig came into the inheritance he had made for himsdlf. Shortly thereafter he
set about shor-ing up his private past, and spent months of hislifespan being “Uncle Jack.” | asked him
what the hurry was, and he said, “ Among other things, | want to get as much foreknowledge as possible
behind me.” | considered that for awhile, and choked off my last impulse to ask him about the
tomorrows of me and mine. | did not understand how rich a harvest thiswould bear until the day when
they buried Kate.

| never asked Havig if he had seen her gravestone earlier. He may have, and kept silent. Asaphysician,
| think | know how it is possible to possess such information and yet smile.

Hedidn't go straight from one episode with his childhood self to the next. That would have been
monotonous. Instead, he made his pastward visits vacations from his sudies a our state university. He
didn’t intend to be frusirated when again he sought a non-English-spesaking milieu. Furthermore, he
needed a basdline from which to extrapolate changes of lan-guagein the future; there/then hewas dso
often avirtua deaf-mute.

His concentration was on Latin and Greek--the latter thatkoine which inits various forms had wider
currency through both space and time than Classica Attic--plus French, German, Itaian, Spanish,
Portuguese (and English), with emphasis on their evol ution-plus some Hebrew, Aramaic, Arabic--plus
quite abit of the numerous Polynes an tongues.

“They do have acivilization on the other sde of the dark centuries,” hetold me. “I’ ve barely glimpsed
that, and can’t make head or tail of what’sgoing on. But it doeslook asif Pa-cific Ocean peoples
dominate the world, speaking the damned-estlingua franca you can imagine.”



“So thereishope!” gusted from me.

“I dill haveto find out for sure.” His glance speared mine. “Look, suppose you were atimetraveler
from, well, Egypt of the Pharaohs. Suppose you came to today’ s world and touristed around, trying to
stay anonymous. How much sense would anything make? Would the question ‘ Is this devel opment good
or bad? even be meaningful to you? | haven't tried to explore beyond the early stages of the Maurai
Federation. It'|l be the work of years to understand that much.”

Hewas actualy more interested in bygone eras, which to him were every bit asdive astoday or
tomorrow. Those he could study beforehand-in more detail than you might think, unlessyou'rea
professiona historiographer-and thus prepare himself to move around with considerable freedom.
Besdes, while the past had ghastlinesses enough, nothing, not the Black Desth or the burning of heretics
or the Middle Passage or the Albigensian Crusade, nothing in his mind matched the Judg-ment. “That’s
when the whole planet dmost goesunder,” he said. “I imagine my felow time travelers generdly avoid it.
I’'m likeliest to find them in happier, or less unhappy, eras”

Given these activities, hewas biologicaly about thirty when at last he succeeded. Thiswasin Jerusdem,
on theday of the Crucifixion.

6

HE TOLD ME of hisplanin 1964. Asfar as practicable, his pol-icy wasto skip intervals of the
twentieth century equa to those he spent el sewhen, so that hisreal and calendar ageswouldn't get too
much out of step. | hadn’t seen him for awhile. He no longer dwelt in Senlac, but made his headquarters
in New Y ork--apost office box in the present, a sumptuous apartment in the 1890’ s, financed by the
sale of gold he bought after thiswas again made legal and carried downtime. He did come back for vigts,
though. Kate found that touching. | did too, but | knew besides what need he had of me, hisonly
confidant.

“Why ... you'reright!” | exclamed. “ The moment you' d expect every traveler, at least in Christendom,
to head for. Why haven't you doneit before?’

“Lesssmplethan you suppose, Doc,” hereplied. “That’ salong haul, to amost thoroughly dien
territory. And how certain isthe date, anyway? Or even the fact?’

| blinked. “'Y ou mean you’ ve never considered seeking the historical Christ? | know you' re not religious,
but surdly the mystery around him--"

“Doc, what hewas, or if he was, makes only an academic difference. What countsis what people
through the ages have believed. My life expectancy isn't enough for meto do the pureresearch I'd like.
Infact, I’m overdueto put fun and games aside. I’ ve seen too much human misery. Timetravel hasgot to
have somered vaue; it' sgot to be madeto help.” He barely smiled. *Y ou know I’'m no saint. But | do
haveto livein my own head.”

Heflew from New Y ork to Isragl in 1969, while the Jewswerein firm control of Jerusalem and avisitor
could move around fredly. From his hotel he walked out Jericho Road, carrying a handbag, till he found
an orange grove which offered concealment. There he sprang back to the previous midnight and made his

preparations.



The Arab costume he had bought at a tourist shop would passin Biblica times. A knife, more eating tool
than weapon, was sheathed at his hip; being able to blink out of bad situa-tions, he seldom took a
firearm. A leather purse held phrase book (specialy compiled, for pay, by an American graduate
student), food, drinking cup, Halazone tablets, soap, fleare-pelent, antibiotic, and money. That last was
severd coins of the Roman period, plusasmall ingot he could exchangeif need be,

Having stowed his modern clothesin the bag, he drew forth hislast item of equipment. Hecdled it a
chronolog. It was designed and built to his specificationsin 1980, to take ad-vantage of the superb
solid-gate eectronics then available. The engineers who made it had perhaps required lessingenuity than
Havig had put into his cover story.

| have seen the gpparatus. It's contained in agreen crackle-finish box with a carrying handle, about 24
by 12 by 6 inches. When thelid is opened, you can fold out an optical instrument vaguely suggestive of a
sextant, and you can set the controls and read the meters. Beneath these lies aminiature but most
sophisticated computer, running off anickel-cadmium battery. The weight is about five pounds, which
edges near haf thelimit of what atraveler can pack through time and helps ex-plain Havig' sreluctance to
carry agun. Other items are gen-erdly more useful. But none gpproachesin vaue the chronol og.

Imagine. He projects himself backward or forward to a chosen moment. How does he know “when” he
has arrived? On ashort hop, he can count days, estimate the hour by sun or sarsif aclock isn't onthe
spot. But athousand years hold athird of amillion dawns; and the chances are that many of them won't
be identifiable, because of stormy wesather or the temporary existence of abuilding or some similar
accident.

Havig took hisreadings. The night was clear, sufficiently cold for his breath to smoke; Jerusdem’slights
hazed the sky northward, but € sewhere the country lay still and dark save for outlying houses and
passing cars; congtellations whedled bril-liant overhead. He placed the moon and two planetsin relation
to them, set the precise Greenwich time and geographica |o-cations on appropriate dim-glowing dids,
and worked apair of vernierstill he had numbers corresponding to that Passover week of Anno Domini
33.

(“The date does seem well established,” he' d remarked. “ At least, it’ s the one everybody would aim at.”
Helaughed. “Beatsthe Nativity. The only thing certain aboutthat isit was't at midwinter--not if
shepherds were away from home watching their flocks!”)

He had been breathing in and out, deep dow breaths which oxygenated his blood to the fullest. Now he
took alungful--not straining, which would have spent energy, just storing afair amount--and launched
himsdf down theworld lines.

There was the sensation, indescribable, but which he had told me was not quite unlike swvimming againgt
ahigh tide. The sun rose in the west and skidded eastward; then, as he * accd-erated,” light became a
vague pulsation of grayness, and every-where around him reached shadow. It was atogether silent.

He glimpsed a shellburst--soundless, misty--but was at once past the Six Day War, or had that been the
War of Independ-ence or the First World War? Wan unshapes drifted past. On acloudy night in the late
nineteenth century he must reenter normd timefor air. The chronolog could have given him the exact
date, had he wanted to shoot the stars again; its detectors included sensitivities to those radiations which
pierce an over-cast. But no point in that. A couple of mounted men, probably Turkish soldiers, happened
to be near. Their presence had been too brief for him to detect while traveling, even were it daylight.
They didn’'t notice him in the dark. Horseshoes thumped by and away.



He continued.

Dim though it was, the landscape began noticeably changing. Contours remained about the same, but
now there were many trees, now few, now there was desert, now planted fields. Flegt-ingly, he glimpsed
what he guessed was a grest wooden stadium wherein the Crusaders held tourneys before Sdladin threw
them out of their blood-smeared kingdom, and he was tempted to pause but held to his purpose. Stops
for breath grew more fre-quent as he neared hisgoal. The journey drained strength; and, too, theidea
that he might within hours achieve his dream made the heart hammer in hisbreedt.

A warning light blinked upon the chronolog.

It could follow sun, moon, planets, and stars with a speed and precision denied to flesh. It could dlow
for precession, perturbation, proper motion, even continental drift; and when it identified an aspect of
heaven corresponding to the destina-tion, that could be nothing except the hour which was sought.

A light flashed red, and Havig stopped.

Thursday night was ending. If the Bible spoke truly, the Last Supper had been held, the agony in the
garden was past, and Jesus lay in bonds, soon to be brought before Pilate, con-demned, scourged,
lashed to the cross, pierced, pronounced dead, and laid in the tomb.

(“They tiethem in place,” Havig told me. “Nailswouldn't support the weight; the hands would tear
gpart. Sometimes nails are driven in for specid revenge, so the tradition could beright asfar asit goes.”
He covered hisface. “Doc, I’ ve seen them hanging, tongues black from thirst, bellies bloated--after a
whilethey don’t cry out any longer, they croak, and no mind isleft behind their eyes. The stink, the stink!
They often take daysto die. | wonder if Jesuswasn't physicaly frail, hewon to hisdesth so soon ... A
few friends and kinfolk, maybe, hover on the fringes of the crowd, hardly ever daring to spesak or even
weep. Therest crack jokes, gamble, drink, eat picnic lunches, hold the kiddies up for a better view.
What kind of athing isman, anyway?’

(Put down your pride. Oursisthe century of Buchenwad and Vorkuta--and Havig reminded me of
what had gone on in the nostalgically remembered Edwardian part of it, in placeslike the Belgian Congo
and the southern United States—and he told me of what has yet to happen. Maybe | don’t envy him his
timetrave after dl.)

Morning made an eastward whiteness. Now he had an olive orchard at his back, beyond which he
glimpsed a huddle of adobe buildings. The road was arutted dirt track. Afar, haf hidden in lingering
twilight, Jerusalem of the Herodian kings and the Roman proconsulate crouched onitshills. It was smaller
and more compact than the city he remembered two millenniahence, mainly within walsthough
homesteads did spread beyond. Booths and felt tents crowded near the gates, erected by provinciads
cometo the holy place for the holy days. The air was cold and smelled of earth. Birds twittered. “ Beyond
one or two hundred years back,” Havig once said to me, “the daytime sky isaways full of wings.”

He sat panting while light quickened and vigor returned. Hungry, he broke off chunks of goat cheese and
tortilla-like bread, and was surprised to redlize that he was taking a per-fectly ordinary medl on thefirst
Good Friday in theworld.

If it was. The scholars might have gotten the date wrong, or Jesus might be nothing more than an



Osrian-Essene-Mithraic myth. Suppose he wasn't, though? Suppose he was, well, maybe not the literal
incarnation of the Creator of these acres, those wildfowl, yonder universe ... but at least the prophet from
whose vision semmed most of what was decent in al time to come. Could alife be better spent than
fallowing him on hisminigry?

Wi, Havig would have to become fluent in Aramaic, plusamillion details of living, and he would have
to forget his quest.

He sighed and rose. The sun broke over the land.
He soon had company. Nevertheless he walked as an out-sider.

(“If anything does change man,” he said, “it’ s science and technology. Just think about the fact--whileit
lasts-that par-ents need not take for granted some of their babieswill die. Y ou get acompletely different
concept of what achildis” He must have seen the memory of Noraflit across my face, for helaid ahand
on my shoulder and said: “I’m sorry, Doc. Shouldn’t have mentioned that. And never ask meto teakea
cameraback to her, or ashot of penicillin, because I’ ve tried atering the known past and something
always happensto stop me....

Think of eectric bulbs, or even candles. When the best you' ve got isaflickering wick in abowl of ail,
you're pretty well tied to daylight. The smple freedom to Stay awake lateisn’t redly that smple. It hasdl
sorts of subtle but far-reaching effects on the psyche.”)

Folk were up at dawn, tending livestock, hoeing weeds, stok-ing fires, cooking and cleaning, againgt the
Sabbath tomorrow. Bearded men in ragged gowns whipped starveling donkeys, overloaded with
merchandise, toward the city. Children, hardly begun to walk, scattered grain for poultry; alittle older,
they shooed gaunt stray dogs from the lambs. When he reached pavement, Havig was jostled: by
caravaneers from afar, sheikhs, priests, hideous beggars, farmers, artisans, abelated and very drunken
harlot, acouple of Anatolian traders, or what-ever they were, in cylindrica hats, accompanyingamanin
a Grecian tunic, and then the harsh cry to make way and tramp--tramp-tramp, quickstep and meta, a
Roman squad returning from night petrol.

I"ve seen photographs which he took on different occasions, and can well imagine this scene. It wasless
gaudy than you may suppose, who live in an age of aniline dyes and fluores-cents. Fabrics were subdued
brown, gray, blue, cinnabar, and dusty. But the sound was enormous--shrill voices, laughter, oaths,
extravagant lies and boasts, plang of aharp, fragments of asong; shuffling feet, clopping unshod hoofs,
creaking wooden whedl's, yel ping dogs, bleating sheep, grunting camels, dways and aways the birds of
springtime. These people were not iff Englishmen or Americans, no, they windmilled their arms, they
shaped the air with their palms, backdapped, jigged, clapped hand to dagger in affront and amost
ingtantly were good-humored again. And the smells! The sweet sweat of horses, the sour Sweat of men;
smoke, fragrant from cedar or pungent from dried dung; new-baked bread; leeks and garlic and rancid
grease; everywhere the droppings and passings of animals, often the ammonia of acompost heap; a
breeth of musk and attar of roses, as a velled woman went by bornein alitter; awagonload of fresh
lumber; saddle |leather warming beneath the sun--Havig never praised this day when nails were beaten
through living bodies; but nothing of what he inhaled made him choke, or hurt hiseyes, or gave him
emphysemaor cancer.

The gates of Jerusalem stood open. His pulse best high.



And then hewas found.

It happened all a once. Fingers touched his back. He turned and saw a stocky, wide-faced person, not
tall, clad smilarly to him but aso beardless, short-haired, and fair-skinned.

Perspiration sheened upon the stranger’ s countenance. He braced himsdlf againgt the streaming and
shoving of the crowd and said through itsracket:* Es tu peregrinator temporis?”

The accent was thick-eighteenth-century Polish, it would turn out--but Havig had a considerable mastery
of classical aswdll aslater Latin, and understood.

“Areyou atimetraveler?’
For amoment he could not reply. Redlity whirled about him. Here was the end of his search.
Or theirs.

His height was unusual in this place, and he had |eft his head bare to show the barbering and the Nordic
features. Unlike the mgority of communitiesin history, Herodian Jerusaem was sufficiently cosmopolitan
to let foreignersin; but his hope had been that otherslike him would guess hewas astranger intime as
well asin space, or he might spy one of them. And now his hope wasfulfilled.

Hisfirgt thought, before the joy began, was an uneasy ideathat this man looked far too tough.

They sat in the tavern which was their rendezvous and talked: Waclaw Krasicki who left Warsaw in
1738, Juan Men-dozawho l€eft Tijuanain 1924, and the pilgrims they had found.

These were Jack Havig. And Coenraad van Leuven, a man--at-arms from thirteenth-century Brabarnt,
who had drawn his sword and tried to rescue the Savior asthe cross was being carried toward
Golgotha, and was urged back by Krasicki one second before a Roman blade would have spilled his
guts, and now sat stunned by the question: “How do you know that per-son really was your Lord?” And
agray-bearded Orthodox monk who spoke only Croatian (?) but seemed to be named Boris and from
the seventeenth century. And athin, stringy-haired, pockmarked woman who hunched glaze-eyed in her
robe and cowl and muttered in alanguage that nobody could identify.

“Thisisall?” Havig asked unbdlieving.

“Well, we have severa more agentsin town,” Krasicki an-swered. Their conversation wasin English,
when the Ameri-can’ s origin was known. “We re to meet Monday evening, and then again right after,
hm, Pentecost. | suppose they’ll turn up afew moretravelers. But onthewhole, yes, it seemslikewe'll
make less of a haul than we expected.”

Havig looked around. The shop was open-fronted. Cus-tomers sat crossegged on shabby rugs, the
dreet and itstraffic before them, while they drank out of clay cupswhich aboy filled from awineskin.
Jerusalem clamored past. On Good Friday!

Krasicki wasn't bothered. He had mentioned leaving his backward city, country, and time for the French
Enlightenment; in awhisper, he had |abeled his partner Mendozaas agangster. (“Mercenary” was what
he said, but the connotation was plain.) “It’snothing to me if a Jewish carpenter who suffersfrom



delirium isexecuted,” hetold Havig. With anudge: “Nor to you, eh? We seem to have gotten one
reasonable recruit, at any rate.”

Infact, that was not the American’ s atitude. He avoided argument by asking: “Aretimetravelersredly
0 few?

Krasicki shrugged. “Who knows? At least they can't easily come here. It makes sense. Y ou boarded a
flying machine and arrived in hours. But think of the difficulties, the downright impossibility of thetrip, in
most eras. We read about medieva pilgrims. But how many were they, redlly, in proportion to
popu-lation? How many died on theway? Also, | suppose, we' ll fall to find some time travelers because
they don’t want to be found--or, maybe, it's never occurred to them that others of their kind arein
search-and their disguiseswill be too good for us.”

Havig stared a him, and at imperturbable Juan Mendoza, three-quarters-drunk Coenraad, filthy
rosary-clicking Boris, un-known crazy woman, and thought: Sure. Why should the gift fall exclusively
on my type? Why didn’t | expect it’s given at random, to a compl ete cross-section of humanity?
And I’ ve seen what most humanity is like. And what makes me imagine I’ m anything special ?

“We can't spend too many man-hours hunting, ether,” Krasicki said. “We are so few inthe Eyrie”” He
patted Havig' s knee. “Mother of God, how glad the Sachem will be that at least we found you!”

A third-century Syrian hermit and a second-century B.C. lonian adventurer were gathered by two more
teams. Report was given of another woman--she seemed to be a Coptic Chris-tian--who vanished when
approached.

“A rotten harvest,” Krasicki grumbled. “However--" And he led the way, first to the stop after
Pentecost, which yielded naught, then to the twenty-first century.

Dugt drifted across desert. in Jerusalem nothing human re-mained except bones and shaped stones. But
an arcraft waited, needle-nosed, stubby-winged, nuclear-powered, taken by Eyrie men from ahangar
whose guardians had had no chance to throw thiswar vessdl into action before the death was upon them.

“Weflew acrossthe Atlantic,” Havig would tel me. “Head-quarterswasin ... what had been ...
Wisconsin. Yes, they let mefetch my chronolog from where I’ d hidden it, though | pleaded language
difficultiesto avoid telling them what it was. They themsalves had had to cast about to zero in on the
target date. That’ s a clumsy, lifespan-consuming process, which prob-ably helps account for the dearth
of travelersthey found, and certainly explainstheir own organization’ s rel uctance to make long tempora
journeys. Return was easier, because they’ d erected akind of big billboard in the ruins, on which an
in-dicator was set daily to the correct date.

“In late twenty-first-century America, things were barely get-ting started, The camp and shedswere
insde a stockade and had been attacked more than once by, uh, natives or ma-rauders. From then we
moved on uptime to when the Sachem had sent his expedition out to that Easter.”

| do not know if my friend ever looked upon Jesus.



AFTER A HUNDRED-ODD Y EARS, the establishment was consid-erable. Fertility wasincreasngin
formerly tainted soil, thusletting population build up. Grainfieldsripened acrosslow hills, beneath amild
sky where summer clouds walked. Cultivation of timber had produced stands which made cupol as of
darker green where birds nested and wind murmured. Roads were dirt, but laid out in agrid. Folk were
about, busy. They had nothing except hand tools and anima-drawn machines; however, these were
well-made. They looked much dikein their mostly home-spun blue trousers and jackets--both
sexes--and their floppy straw hats and clumsy shoes: weather-beaten and work-gnarled like any
pre-industria peasants, hair hacked off below the ears, men bearded; they were small by the standards
of our time, and many had poor teeth or none. Y et they were infinitely bet-ter off than their ancestors of
the Judgment.

They paused to salute the travel ers, who rode on horseback from the arfield site, then immediately
resumed their toil. An occasiona pair of mounted soldiers, going by, drew sabersin adeferentia but less
sarvile gesture. They were uniformed in blue, wore steel helmets and breastplates, bore dagger at belt,
bow and quiver and ax at croup, lance in rest with red pennon aflutter from the shaft, besides those
swords.

“Y ou seem to keep tight control,” Havig said uneasily.

“What ds2?’ Krasicki snapped. “Most of theworld, includ-ing most of this continent, is till in astate of
barbarism or savagery, where man survives at dl. We can’'t manufacture what we can't get the materials
and machinery for. The Mong are on the plains west and south of us. They would comein likea
tor-nado, did we let down our defenses. Our troopers aren't over-seeing the workers, they’ re guarding
them againgt bandits. No, those people can thank the Eyrie for everything they do have.”

The medieval-like pattern was repeated in town. Families did not occupy separate homes, they lived
together near the strong-hold and worked the land collectively. But whileit looked rea-sonably clean,
which was awelcome difference from the Middle Ages, the place had none of the medieval charm. Brick
rows flanking asphated streets were as monotonous as anything in the Victorian Midlands. Havig
supposed that was because the need for quick though stout construction had taken priority over
individua choice, and the economic surplus remained too smal to alow replacing these barracks with
real houses. If not--But he ought to give the Sachem the benefit of the doubt, till he knew more ... He
saw one picturesque feature, awooden building in astyle which seemed half Asian, gaudily painted.
Krasicki told him it was atemple, where prayerswere said to Y asu and sacrifices made to that Oktai
whom the Mong had brought.

“Give them their religion, make the priests cooperate, and you have them,” he added.
Havig grimaced. “Wherée sthe gdlows?’

Krascki gave him agartled glance. “We don’t hold public hangings. What do you think we are?’ After
amoment: “What milksop measures do you imagine can pull anybody through yearslike these?’

The fortressloomed ahead. High, turreted brick walls en-closed several acres; amoat surrounded them
inturn, fed by the river which watered this area. The architecture had the same stem functionaity asthat
of the town. Flanking the gates, and up among the battlements, were heavy machine guns, doubtless
salvaged from wreckage or brought piece by piece out of the past. Stuttering noisestold Havig that a
number of motor-driven generators were busy inside.

Sentries presented arms. A trumpet blew. Drawbridge planks clattered, courtyard flagstones resounded



benesth horsehoofs.

Krasicki’sgroup reined in. A medley of people hastened from every direction, babbling their excitement.
Mogt, livened, must be castle servants. Havig scarcely noticed. His attention was on one who thrust her
way past them until she stood be-fore him.

Enthusiasm blazed from her. He could barely follow the husky, accented voice: “Oktal’ stail! You did
find‘mi!”

Shewas nearly astdl ashim, surdily built, with broad shoul-ders and hips, comparatively smal bugt,
long smooth limbs. Her face bore high cheekbones, blunt nose, large mouth, good teeth save that two
were missing. (Hewould learn they had been knocked out in afight.) Her hair, thick and mahogany, was
not worn in today’ s style, but waist-length, though now coiled in braids above barbaricaly large brass
earrings. Her eyeswere brown and dightly amond-some Indian or Asian blood-under the heavy brows,
her skin, sun-tanned, was in afew places crossed by old scars. She wore aloose red tunic and kilt, laced
boots, aBowie knife, arevolver, aloaded car-tridge belt, and, on achain around her neck, the
articulated skull of aweasd!.

“Where‘ey from?You, yon!” Her forefinger stabbed at Havig. “* E High Years, no?’ A whoop of
laughter. “Y ou got aplen’y for tell me, trailmate!”

“The Sachemiswaiting,” Krascki reminded her.

“‘Kay, I'll wait dike, but not ‘ewhole jokin day, you hear?” And when Havig had dismounted, she
flung arms around him and kissed him full on thelips. She smelled of sunshine, leather, swesat, smoke, and
woman. Thus did he meet Leonce of the Glacier Folk, the Skula of Wahorn.

The office was the antechamber of a suite whose size and luxury it reflected. Oak panding rose above a
deep-gray, thick-piled carpet. Drapes by the windows were likewise furry and fed able: mink. Because
of their massiveness, desk, chairs, and couch had been fashioned in this section of time; but the care
lavished on them wasin contrast to the austerity Havig had observed in other rooms opening on the
hal lways which took him here. Siver frames held some photographs. One was aperiod piece, a
daguerreotype of afaded-looking woman in the dress of the middle nineteenth century. The rest were
candid shots taken with an advanced camera, doubtless aminiature using atelescopic lenslike hisown.
He recognized Cecil Rhodes, Bismarck, and a youthful Napoleon; he could not place the
yellow-bearded man in arobe.

From thisfifth floor of the main keep, the view showed wide across that complex of lesser buildings, that
bustle of activity, which wasthe Eyrie, and acrossthe land it ruled. Afternoon light danted inlong hot
bars. The generator noise was a muted pecking.

“Let’ shave music, en?” Caeb Wallisflipped the switches of amolecular recorder from shortly before
the Judgment. Notes boomed forth. He lowered the volume but said: “ That’ sright, atriumphal piece.
Lord, I'm glad to have you, Havig!” The newcomer recognized the Entry of the Gods fromDas
Rhein-gold.

Therest of hisgroup, including their guides, had been dismissed, not altogether untactfully, after a short
interview had demonstrated what they were. “Y ou're different,” the Sachem said. “You'retheoneina
hundred we need worst. Here, want acigar?’



“No, thanks, | don’t smoke.”

Wallis stood for amoment before he said, emphatically rather than loudly, “1 am the founder and master
of this nation. We must have discipline, forms of respect. I'mcdled ‘sr.”

Havig regarded him. Walliswas of medium height, blocky and powerful despite the paunch of middle
life. Hisface was ruddy, somewhat flat-nosed, tufty-browed; gingery-gray mutton-chop whiskers
crossed upper lip and cheeksto join the hair which fringed his baldness. He wore ablack uniform, silver
buttons and insgnia, goldwork on the collar, epaulets, ornate dagger, autometic pistol. But there was
nothing ridiculous about him. He radiated assurance. His voice rolled degp and com-pelling, well-nigh
hypnotic when he chose. Hissmal pale eyes never wavered.

“Youredize” Havig said at last, “thisisal new and be-wilderingtome.... sir.”
“Surel Sure!l” Wallis beamed and dgpped him on the back.

“You'llcatch on fast. You'll go far, my boy. No limit here, for aman who knows what he wants and has
the backbone to go after it. And you' re an American, too. An honest-to-God Amer-ican, from when our
country was hersdlf. Mighty few like that among us.”

Helowered himsdlf behind the desk. “ Sit down. No, wait aminute, see my liquor cabinet?1’ll take two
fingers of the bour-bon. Y ou help yoursdlf to what you like.”

Havig wondered why no provision for ice and soda and the rest had been made. It should have been
possible. He de-cided Wallisdidn’t use such additions and didn’t care that others might.

Seated in an armchair, ashot of rum between hisfingers, he gazed at the Sachem and ventured: “I can
go into detail about my biography, gr, but | think that could more usefully wait till | know what the Eyrie
.18

“Right, right.” Wallis nodded his big head and puffed on the stogie. Its smokewas acrid. “However, let's
just get afew facts straight about you. Born in--1933, did you say? Ever |et on to anybody what you
are?’ Havig checked the impulse to mention me. The knowledgeabl e questions snapped: “Went back as
ayoung man to guide your childhood? Went on to improve your stationin life, and then to search for
other travelers?’

“Yes, gr.”
“What do you think of your era?’
“Huh?Why, uh, well ... we rein trouble. I’ ve gone ahead and glimpsed what'sin store. Sir.”

“Because of decay, Havig. Y ou understand that, don’t you?’ Intensity gathered like athunderhead.
“Civilized man turning againgt himsdf, first in war, later in mord sickness. The white man’ sempires
crumbling faster than Rome's; the work of Clive, Bismarck, Rhodes, McKinley, Lyautey, dl Indian
fightersand Boers, everything that’ d been won, cast out in asingle genera-tion; pride of race and heritage
gone; traitors-Bolsheviks and internationa Jews-in the seats of power, preaching to the or-dinary white
man that the wave of the future was black. I’ ve seen that, studying your century. You, living init, have
you seen?’



Havig bristled. “I’ ve seen what prejudice, calousness, and stupidity bring about. The sins of the fathers
arevery truly visted on the Sons.”

Wials chose to ignore the absence of an honorific. Indeed, he smiled and grew soothing: “I know. |
know. Don't get me wrong. Plenty of colored men arefine, brave felows-Zulus, for instance, or Apache
Indiansto take adifferent race, or Japsto take still another. Any travelerswe may find among them will
get their chance to occupy the same honored position asal our proven time agents do, as you will
yoursdlf, I'm sure. Shucks, | admire your Isradlis, what I’ ve heard about them. A mongrel people,
racialy no relation to the Hebrews of the Bible, but tough fighters and clever. No, I’'m just talking about
the need for everybody to keep hisown identity and pride. And I’m only mad at those classesit’sfair to
cal niggers, red-skins, Chinks, kikes, wops, you know what | mean. Plenty of pure-blooded whites
among them, I’'m sorry to say, who' ve either lost heart or have outright sold themsdlvesto the enemy.”

Havig forced himsalf to remember that that basi ¢ attitude was common, even respectablein the
Sachem’ s birth-century. Why, Abraham Lincoln had spoken of the inborn inferiority of the Negro ... He
didn’'t suppose Wallis ordered cruci-fixions.

“Sir,” he said with much care, “1 suggest we avoid argument till we' ve made the terms of our thinking
clear to each other. That may take alot of effort. Meanwhile we can better discuss practical matters.”

“Right, right,” Walisrumbled. “Y ou' reabrain, Havig. A man of action, too, though maybe within limits.
But I'll befrank, brains are what we need most at this stage, especidly if they have scientific training,
redigtic philosophies.” He waved the cigar. “ Take that haul today from Jerusdlem. Typica! The
Brabanter and the Greek we can probably train up to be useful fighting men, scouts, auxiliarieson time
expeditions, that sort of thing. But the rest--" He clicked histongue. “I don’'t know. Maybe, at most,
ferrymen, fetching stuff from the past. And | can only hope the woman'll be abreeder.”

“What?’ Havig Sarted half out of hischair. It legped inside him. “We can have children?’

“With each other, yes. In the course of a hundred years we ve proved that.” Wallis guffawed. “Not with
non-travelers, no, not ever. We ve proved that even oftener. How’ d you like anicelittle servant girl to
warm your bed tonight, hm? Or we have daves, taken on raids—-and don’t go mordistic on me. Their
gangswould' ve done the sameto us, and if we didn’t bring prisoners back here and tame them, rather
than cut their throats, they and their brats would go on making trouble along our borders.” His mood had
reverted to serious. “ Quite a shortage of traveler women here, as you’ d expect, and not al of them
willing or able to become mothers. But those who do--The kids are ordinary, Havig. The gift is not
inherited.”

Considering the hypothesis he had made (how far ago on his multiply twisted world line?), the younger
man was unsur-prised. If two such sets of chromosomes could interact to make alife, it must be because
the resonances (?) which otherwise barred fertility were canceled out.

“Well, then, no use trying to breed arace from ourselves,” Wallis continued wistfully. “ Oh, we do give
our kids educartions, preference, leadership jobswhen they’re grown. | haveto alow that, it being one
thing which heps keep my agentsloyad to me. But frankly, confidentidly, I’ m often hard put to find
handsome-looking posts where somebody’ s get can do no harm. Because the parents are time travelers,
it doesn't follow they’ re not chuckle-heads fit only to bring forth more chuckle-heads. No, we' re akind
of aristocracy in these parts, | won't deny, but we can't keep it hereditary for very long. | wouldn’t want

that anyway.”

Havig asked softly: “What do you want, Sir?’



Wialis put asde his cigar and drink, asif his next words re-quired the piety of folded hands on the desk
before him. “To restore civilization. Why e se did God make our kind?’

“But--in the future--1’ ve glimpsed--"

“The Maura Federation?’ Fury flushed the wide counte-nance. A fist thudded down. “How much of it
have you seen? Damn little, right? 1’ ve explored that epoch, Havig. Y ou'll be taken to learn for yoursdif. |
tell you, they’ re abunch of Kanaka-white-nigger-Chink-Jap mongrelswho'll come to power--are
garting to come to power while we sit here--for no other reason than that they were less hard-hit. They’ll
work, and fight, and bribe, and connive to dominate the world, only so they can put bridle and saddle on
the human race in generd, the white race in particular, and stop progressforever. You'll see! You'll see!”

He leaned back, breathed hard, swallowed his whiskey, and stated: “Well, they won't succeed. For
three-four centuries, yes, I’'m afraid men will have to bear their yoke. But afterward--That’ swhat the
Eyrieisfor, Havig. To prepare an afterward.”

“| wasbornin1853, upstate New Y ork,” the Sachem re-lated. “My father was a poor storekeeper and
adrict Baptist. My mother--that’ s her picture.” Heindicated the gentle, in-effectua face upon thewall,
and for an instant atenderness broke through. “I was the last of seven children who lived. So Father
hadn’t alot of time or energy to spare for me, espe-cialy since the oldest boy was hisfavorite. Well, that
taught me a an early age how to look out for myself and keep my mouth shut. Industry and thrift, too. |
went to Pittsburgh when | was officidly 17, knowing by then how much of the future was there. My older
sdlf had worked closer with me than | gather yours did. But then, | dways knew | had adestiny.”

“How did you make your fortune, sr?’ Havig inquired. He was interested as well as diplomatic.

“Wdll, my older seIf joined the Forty-ninersin Cdifornia. He didn't try for more than agood stake, just
enough to invest for aproper profit in sutlering when he skipped on to the War Be-tween the States.
Next he had me run over histime track, and when | came back to Pittsburgh the rest was easy. You
can't cal *em land speculations when you know what’ s due to happen, right? | sold short at the proper
point in ‘73, and after the panic wasin apogtion to buy up distressed property that would be-come
valuablefor cod and oil. Bought into railroads and stedl miills, too, in spite of trouble from strikers and
anarchigts and suchlike trash. By 1880, my redl age about thirty-five, | figured I'd made my pile and
could go on to the work for which God had created me.”

Solemnly: “I’ veleft my father’ sfaith. | guess most timetrav-dersdo. But | ill believein aGod who
every now and then callsa particular man to adestiny.”

And then Wdlslaughed till hisbelly jiggled and exclamed:

“But my, oh, my, ain't them highfautin words for aplain old American! It’'snot glamour and glory,
Havig, except in the his-tory books. It' s hard, grubby detail work, it’s patience and salf-denia and being
willing to learn from the mistakes more than the successes. Y ou see how I’ m not young any more, and
my plans barely started to blossom, |et aone bear fruit. The doing, though, the doing, that’ sthe thing,
that’ sto be divel”

Hehdd out hisempty glass. “Refill this” hesaid. “1 don’t ordinarily drink much, but Lord, how I've
wanted to talk to somebody both new and bright! We have severa shrewd boys, like Krasicki, but



they’ re foreigners, except a couple of Amer-icanswho I’ ve gotten so used to | can tell you beforehand
what they’ |l say to any remark of mine. Go on, pour for me, and yoursdlf, and let’ s chat awhile.”

Presently Havig could ask: “How did you make your first contacts, Sir?’

“Why, | hired me alot of agents, throughout most of the nineteenth century, and had them go around
placing advertise-mentsin papers and magazines and a manacs, or spreading aword of mouth. They
didn't say ‘timetraveler,” of course, nor know what | really wanted. That wording was very careful. Not
that | made it mysdf. I’m no writer. Brains are what aman of action hires. | hunted around and found me
ayoung English-maninthe‘90's, garting out as an author, agifted fellow evenif hewaskind of a
socidigt. | wanted somebody late in the pe-riod, to avoid, um-m, anticipations, you see? He got
interested in my, ha, ‘ hypothetical proposition,” and for afew guineas wrote me some clever things. |
offered him more money but he said he' d rather have the free use of that time travel ideainstead.”

Havig nodded; atingle went along his nerves. “ Some such thought occurred to me, sir. But, well, |
hadn’t your single-mindedness. | definitdly don’t seem to have accumul ated any-thing like your fortune.
And besides, in my period, timetravel was so common afictiond theme, | was afraid of publicity. At
bedt, it seemed I'd merdly attract cranks.”

“| got thosel” Wallisadmitted. “A few genuine, even: | mean travelerswhose gift had madethem alittle
tetched, or more than alittle. Remember, adimwit or ayokd, if heisn't scared green of what's
happened to him and never does it again--or doesn’t want to travel outside the horizon he knows--or
doesn't get taken by surprise and murdered for awitch--he' Il hide what heis, and that’ Il turn him strange.
Or say he' sastreet urchin, why shouldn’t he make himself rich asaburglar or abookmaker, something
likethat, then retire to the life of Riley? Or say he’ san Injun on the reservation, he can impress the devil
out of histribe and make them support him, but they aren’t about to tell the palefaces, arethey? And so
on and so on. Hopeless cases. Asfor one like me, who is smart and am-hitious, why, he'll lay low same
asyou and | did, won’'t he? Of-ten, I’'m afraid, too low for any of usto find.”

“How. . . how many did you gather?’
“Sr.”
“I'msorry. Sir.”

Wialis gusted a bregth. “ Eleven. Out of awhole blooming century, levenin that origind effort.” He
ticked them off. “ Augtin Caldwell the best of thelot. A fuzzy-cheeked frontier scout when he cameto my
office; but he' sturned into quite aman, quite aman. He it was who nicknamed me the Sachem. | kind of
liked that, and let it tick.”

“Then amagician and fortunetdller in acarniva; aprofes-sona gambler; apoor white Southern girl. That
wasthe Amer-icans. Abroad, we found a Bavarian soldier; an investigator for the Inquisition, which was
dill going in Spain, you may know; afemde Jew cultist in Hungary; astudent in Edinburgh, work-ing his
heart out trying to learn from books what he might be; alady milliner in Paris, who went off into time for
her de-signs; ayoung peasant couplein Austria. We were lucky with thoselagt, by theway. They'd
found each other--maybe the only pair of travelers who were ever born neighbors--and had their first
child, and wouldn't have lft if the baby weren't small enough to carry.

“What acrew! Y ou can imagine the problems of language and trangportation and persuading and
everything.”



“No more than those?’ Havig felt gppalled.

“Y es, about as many, but unusable. Cracked, like | told you, or too dull, or crippled, or scared to join
us, or whatever. One strapping housewife who refused to leave her husband. | thought of abducting
her--the cause is bigger than her damn comfort--but what’ s the good of an unwilling traveler? A man,
maybe you could threaten his kin and get service out of him. Women are too cowardly.”

Havig remembered aflamboyant greeting in the courtyard, but held his peace.

“Oncel had my firgt disciples, | could expand,” Walistold him. “We could explore wider and in more
detail, learning bet-ter what needed to be done and how. We could establish funds and bases at key
pointsof ... m-m ... yes, space-time. We could begin to recruit more, mainly from different centuries but
afew additiona from our own. Finally we could pick our spot for the Eyrie, and take command of the
local peoplefor alabor supply. Poor starved harried wretches, they welcomed warl ords who brought
proper guns and seed corn!”

Havig tugged hischin. “May | ask why you chose that par-ticular place and year to start your nation,
sr?’

“Sure, ask what you want,” Wallis said genidly. “ Chancesare I’ ll answer ... | thought of the past. You
can see from yonder picture I’ ve been clear back to Charlemagne, testing my destiny. It'stoo long a
haul, though. And even in an un-explored section like pre-Columbian America, we' d risk leav-ing traces
for archeologists to discover. Remember, there could be Maurai time travelers, and what we' ve got to
haveis sur-prise. Right now, these centuries, feudalisms like ours are springing up everywhere, recovery
is being made, and we take care not to ook unique. Our subjects know we have powers, of course, but
they cdl us magicians and children of the Those--gods and spirits. By the time that story’ sfiltered past
thewild people, it'sonly avague rumor of gtill another superdtitious cult.”

Havig gppreciated the Srategy. “ Asfar as|’ve been ableto find out, Sr, which isn't much,” he said,
“the, uh, the Maurai cultureisright now forming in the Pacific basin. Anybody from itslater stages,
coming downtime, would doubtless be more interested in that genesis than in the palitics of obscure,
impoverished barbarians”

“You do your Americansan injustice,” Wallisreproved him. “Y ou'reright, of course, from the Maurai
standpoint. But ac-tualy, our people have had arun of bad luck.”

Therewas sometruth in that, Havig must agree. Parts of Oceania had been too unimportant for
overdevelopment or for strikes by the superweapons, and those enormous waters were less corrupted
than seas € sawhere, more quickly sdlf-cleansed after man became again arare species. Yet the
inhabitants were no smple and smpering dwellersin Eden. Books had been printed in quantitiestoo
huge, distributed over regionstoo wide, for utter loss of any significant information. To alesser degree,
the same was true of much technological gpparatus.

North America, Europe, parts of Asaand South America, fewer parts of Africa, hit bottom because
they were overex-tended. Let the industrial-agricultural-medica complexesthey had built be pardyzed
for the shortest of whiles, and people would begin dying by millions. The scramble of survivorsfor
surviva would bring everything else down in wreck.

Now even in such territories, knowledge was preserved: by an oasis of order here, ahaf-religioudy
venerated community there. At last, theoreticaly, it could diffuse to the new bar-barians, who would pass
it on to the new savages ... theoreti-caly. Practice said otherwise. The old civilization had stripped the



world too bare.

Y ou could, for example, log avirgin forest, mine avirgin Mesabi, pump avirgin oil field, by primitive
methods. Using your gainsfrom this, you could go on to build alarger and more sophisticated plant
capable of moreintricate operations. As re-sources dwindled, it could replace lumber with plastics,
sgueeze iron out of taconite, scour the entire planet for petroleum.

But by thetime of the Judgment, this hadbeen done. That combination of machines, trained personnd,
well-hedled con-sumers and taxpayers, went under and was not to be recon-structed.

The data needed for an industrid restoration could be found. The natural materials could not.

“Don’'t you think, Sr,” Havig dared say, “by their develop-ment of technologica aternatives, the Maurai
and their dlieswill do aservice?”

“Uptoapoint, yes. | haveto givethe bastardsthat,” Wallis growled. Hiscigar jabbed the air. “ But
that’ sasfar asit goes. Far enough to put them hard in the saddle, and not an inch more. We'relearning
about thelr actua suppression of new de-velopments. Y ou will likewise”

He seemed to want to change the subject, for he continued:

“Anyhow, asto our organization here. My key men haven't stuck around in uninterrupted norma time,
and | less. We skip ahead-overl apping-to keep leadership continuous. And we re doing well. Things
snowball for us, in past, present, and future dike.

“By now we' ve hundreds of agents, plus thousands of de-voted commoners. We ruled over what used
to be a couple of whole states, though of course our traffic is more in time than space. Mainly we govern
through common-born deputies. When you can travel dong the lifespan of a promising boy, you can
make afine and trusty man out of him-especialy when he knows he'll never have any secretsfrom you,

nor any safety.

“But don't get mewrong. | repesat, we aren’t monsters or parasites. Sometimes we do have to get
rough. But our aim isawaysto put the world back on the path God laid out for it.”

He leaned forward. “And wewill,” he amost whispered.

“I’vetraveled beyond. A thousand years hence, I’ ve seen--“ Are you with us?’

8

“BY AND LARGE, the next several monthswere good,” Havig would relate (would have related) to
me. “However, | stayed cautious. For instance, | hedged on giving out exact biographi-cal data. And |
passed the chronolog off as aradionic detector and transmitter, built in case visitors to the past had such
gear in use. Wallis said he doubted they did and lost interest. | found a hiding placefor it. If they werethe
kind of peoplein the Eyrie | hoped they were, they’ d understand when | findly con-fessed my hesitation
about giving them something thishelpful .”

“What made youwary?’ | asked.



Histhin features drew into ascowl. “Oh . . . minor details at first. Like Wallis swhole style. Though,
true, | didn’t have a proper chance to get acquainted, because he soon hopped for-ward to the following
year. Think how that lengthens and strengthens power!”

“Unless his subordinates conspire againgt him meanwhile,” 1 suggested.

He shook hishead. “Not in this case. He knowswho' s cer-tainly loyal, among both his agents and his
hand-reared com-moners. A hard core of travelers shuttlesin and out through time with him, ona
complicated pattern which aways has one of them clearly in charge.

“Besides, how’ d you brew a conspiracy among meek com-moner farmers and laborers, arrogant
commoner soldiersand officias, or the travelers themsalves? They’ reawildly diverse and polyglot band,
those | met in the castle and those stationed in outlying areas. Nearly al from post-medieva Western
civ-ilization--"

“Why?" | wondered. “ Surely therest of history has possi-hilitiesin proportion.”

“Y egh, and Wdllis said he did mean to extend the range of hisrecruiters. But the difficulties of long
tempord trips, lan-guage and culture barriers, training whomever you brought back, seemed too grest
thusfar. His Jerusalem search was an experiment, and aside from me had a disagppointing result.”

Havig shrugged. “To return to the main question,” he said, “American Englishisthe Eyrie sofficid
language, which every-body’ s required to learn. But even so, with most | could never communicate
fredly. Besides accents, our minds were too dif-ferent. From my angle, the mgjority of them were
ruffians. From theirs, | wasasissy, or elsetoo dy-acting for comfort. And they had, they have their
mutua jealousies and suspicions. Smply being together doesn’t stop them regarding each other as
Limeys, Frogs, Boches, Guiness, the hereditary enemy. How would you give them acommon cause?

“And, finaly, why on Earth should they mutiny? Only afew areidedists of any kind; that’ sarare qudity,
remember. But we lived--they live--like fighting cocks. The best of food, drink, time-imported luxuries,
servants, bed partners, sports, libera furloughsto the past, if reasonable precautions are observed, and
ample pocket money provided. Thework isn't hard. Those who need it get training in what history and
technology are appropriate to their talents. The able-bodied learn commando skills. The rest become
clerks, tempord porters, administrators, or researchersif they have the brainsfor it. That was our
rou-tine, by no meansadull one. The work itsalf was fascinating--or would be, | knew, as soon as my
superiors decided | was properly trained. Think: a scout in time!

“No, on thewhole | had no serious complaints. At first.”
“Y ou don’t seem to have found your associates redlly con-genid, however,” | said.

“Afew | did,” hereplied. “Wallishimsdf could charm aswell asdomineer: in hisfashion, aspdlbinding
conversation-aist, what with everything he' d experienced. Histop lieutenant, Austin Caldwell, gray now
but whipcord-tough till, crack shot and horseman, epic whiskey drinker, he had the same size fund of
gtoriesto draw on, plus more humor; in addition, he was afriendly soul who went out of hisway to make
my beginnings easier. Reud Orrick, that former carnival magician, adedight-ful old rogue. Jerry Jennings,
hardly more than an English schoolboy, desperately trying to find anew dream after his old ones broke
gpart in thetrenches, 1918. A few more. And then Leonce.” He smiled, though it was a haunted smile.
“Espe-cidly Leonce”



They rode forth upon aholiday, soon after hisarriva. He had barely gotten moved into his two-room
castle apartment, and as yet had few possessions. She presented him with a bear-skin rug and a bottle of
Glenlivet from downtime. Hewasn't sureif it was mere cordidity, like that which some others showed,
or what. Her manner baffled him more than her di-dect. A lusty kiss, within five minutes of first
sght--then casud cheerfulness, and she sat by adifferent man practicaly every mess—-But Havig found
too much eseto occupy his mind, those early days.

The proffered concubine was not among them. He didn't like the idea of awoman being ordered to his
couch. Thiswas an extrareason to welcome Leonce' sinvitation to apicnic, when they got their regular

day off.

Bandits had been thoroughly suppressed in the vicinity, and mounted patrols assured they would not dip
back. It was safe to go out unescorted. The pair carried pistols only as a badge which none but their kind
were dlowed.

Leonce chosethe route, severa milesthrough fields dreamy benesth the morning sun, until atrail 1eft the
road for atimber -lot big enough to gladden Havig with memories of Morgan Woods. A scent of
new-cut hay yielded to odors of leaf and humus. It was warm, but a breeze ruffled foliage, stroked the
skin, made sun-flecks dance in shadow. Squirrels streaked and chattered over branches. Hoof's beat
dowly, muscles moved at leisure between human thighs.

On the way she had eagerly questioned him. He was glad to oblige, within the broad circle drawn by
discretion. What nor-ma man does not like to tell an attractive woman about him-saf? Especialy when
to her hisbackground isfabulous! The language fence toppled. She had not been here long either, less
than ayear even if temporal tripswere reckoned in. But she could speek his English fairly well by now
when she wasn't excited; and histalented ear began to pick up hers.

“Fromthe High Yeard” she breathed, leaned in her stirrups and squeezed his arm. Her hands bore
cdluses.

“Uh, what do you mean by that?" he asked. “ Shortly before the Judgment?”

“Ay-yeh, when men reached for moon an’ starsan’-an’ ever’thing.” Heredlized that, despite her size
and brashness, she was quite young. Thetilted eyes shone upon him from benegth the ruddy hair, which
today hung in pigtailstied with ribbons.

When we doomed ourselves to become our own execution-ers, he thought. But he didn’t want to croak
about that. “You look asif you come from a hopeful period,” he said.

She made amoue, but at once grew pensive, cradled chinin fist and frowned at her horse' sears, until:
“Well, yesan’ no. Same' sfor you, | reckon.”

“Won't you explain? I’ ve heard you' re from uptime of here, but I don’t know more.”

When she nodded, red waves of light ran over her mane. “*Bout ‘ nother hun’erd ‘' fifty year. Glacier
Folk.”

After they entered the woods they could not ride abreast. Guiding, sheled the way. He admired her
shape from behind, and her grace in the saddle; and often she turned her head to flash him agrin while
shetaked.



Her homdand heidentified as that high and beautiful coun-try which he had known as Glacier and
Waterton Parks and on across the Bitterroot Range. Today her ancestorswere in its eastern part, having
fled from Mong who conquered the plainsfor their own herds and ranches. Already they were hunters
and trappers more than smalhold farmers, raiders of the low-land enemy, el sewhere traders who brought
furs, hides, ores, davesin exchange for foodstuffs and finished products. Not that they were united; feuds
among families, clans, tribeswould rage for generations.

But astheir numbers and territory expanded, a measure of organization would evolve. Leoncetried to
describe: “Look, you, I'm o’ the Ranyan kin, who belong in the Wahorn troop. A kin'sa. .. agang o
familieswho share the same blood. A troop meetsfour timesayear, under its Sherf, who leads‘emin
killin' cattlefor Gawd an’ Oktal an’ therest o' what folk here-aroun’ call the Those. Then they talk
about things, an’ judge quarrels, an’ maybe vote on laws-the grownups who could come, men an’
women both.” Merriment pealed. “Hal So we per-ten’. Mainly it' sto meet, gossip, dicker, swap, gorge,
booze, joke, show off. . . you know?’

“I think | do,” Havig answered. Some such indtitution was common in primitive societies.

“Inlater time,” she continued, “ Sherfs, an’ whatever troop people can go ‘long, been meetin’ likewise
onceayear, inthe Congers. The Jinra runsthat show: firg-born totheline o’ Injun Samd, in the Rover
kin who belong to no troop. It d be a blood-flood, that many diff’ rent kin together, or would' ve been a
the start, ‘cep’ it'sat Lake Pendoray, which is peace-holy.”

Havig nodded. The wild men becamelesswild asthe ad-vantages of law and order grew in their
minds--no doubt after Injun Samal had knocked the heads of their chieftains together.

“When | |eft, things were perty quiet,” Leonce said. “The Mong were gone, an’ we traded of ' ner’n we
fought with the new lowlanders, who're strong an’ rich. More‘n’” more we were copyin’ ‘em.” She
sighed. “A hun’erd years after me, I’ ve learned, the Glacier Folk arein the Nor’wes Union. | don't want
to go back.”

“Y ou seem to have had arough lifejust the same.”

“Ay-yeh. Could abeen worse. An" what the jabber, | got plen'y lifeto go. . . . Herewe are.”

They tied their horsesin asmall meadow which fronted on abrook. Trees behind it and acrossthe
swirling, bubbling brown water stood fair against heaven; grass grew thick and soft, starred with late
wildflowers. Leonce unpacked the lunch she had commanded to be prepared, a hearty enough collection
of sandwiches and fruit that Havig doubted he could get around his whole share. Well, they wanted arest
and adrink first any-way. He joined her, shoulder to shoulder; they leaned back against abole and
poured wineinto slver cups.

“Goon,” hereminded. “I want to hear about you.”

Her lashes fluttered. He observed the tiny freckles across cheekbones and nose. “Aw, nothin’ nex’ to
you, Jack.”

“Please. I'm interested.”

Shelaughed for ddlight. Y et the tde she gave him, in matter-of-fact phrases that begged no sympathy,
hed its grimness.



In most respects a Glacier family, which turned such fangs to the outer world, was affectionate and
close-knit. An earlier tradition of equaity between the sexes had never died there, or else had revived in
an age when any woman might at any mo-ment have to hunt or do battle. Of course, some specialization
existed. Thus men took the heaviest manual [abor, women the work demanding most patience. Men
aways offered the sacri-fices; but what Leonce called skuling was a prerogetive of the femae only, if she
showed abent for it. “Foreknowin’,” she explained. “Unravehin’ dreams. Readin’ an’ writin’. Hedlin’
somekinds o' sickness. Drivin' black fogsout o' heads. Sendin’ ghosts back where they belong. That
kindo' job. An' ... m-m-m ... waysto trick the eye, fool the mind-you know?’ But herswas no
deight-of-hand or ritua performance. No older self came to warn that child about keeping secrecy.

Her father was (would be) Wolfskin-Jem, awarrior of note. He died fighting off an attack whipped up
by the Dafy kin, os-tensibly to kill the “thing” which had been born to him, actudly toend a
long-smoldering feud. But hiswife Onda escaped with their children, to find refuge among the Donnal
troop. There followed years of guerrifiawar and intrigue, before the Ranyans got alies and made their
crushing comeback. Leonce, as a spy through time, played akey role. Inevitably, she became the new
Skula

Among friends she was regarded initialy with respect, not dread. She learned and practiced the normal
kills, the normal sports. But her gift marked her out, and awe grew around her as her ability did. From
Onda she learned to be sparing of it. (Also, despite stoic fatalism, it hurt to foreknow the misfor-tunes of
those she cared about.) Nevertheless, having such a Skula, Wahorn waxed mighty.

And Leonce, ever more, became londly. Her siblings mar-ried and moved away, leaving her and Onda
by themsdvesin Jem’ sold lodge. Both took lovers, as was the custom of un-wedded women, but none
of Leonce' s sought marriage, if only because she seemed to be barren, and gradually they stopped
seeking her at dl. Former playmates sought her for help and advice, never pleasure. Reaching after
comradeship, she ingsted on accompanying and fighting in raids on the lowlands. The kindred of those
who fdl shunned her and mumbled ques-tions about why the Skula had alowed deaths that surely one of
her powers could have forbidden--or did shewant them--? Then Ondadied.

Not much later, Eyrie scouts tracked down afar-flung rumor to the source, herself. She welcomed them
with tears and jubilation. Wahorn would never see her again.

“My God.” Havig laid an arm around her. “Y ou have had it cruel.”

“Aw, was plen’y good huntin’, skinv', feastin’, Singin’, lotso’ jokin’ once I’ d gotten here.” She had
downed a quantity of wine. It made her bregth fragrant as she nuzzled him. “I don’t sing bad. Wanna
hear?’

“Sure”

She bounded to fetch an instrument like adwarf guitar from a saddlebag, and was back in asecond. “I
play abone flute too, but can't sing ‘long o' that, hm? Here' sasong | made myself. | used to passalot

0 lonetime makin' songs.”

A little to his astonishment, shewas excdlent.” -Ride w ere strides a rattle o’ rocks, / Thunder ‘e sun
down t" dance on your lance-” What he could follow raised gooseflesh on him.

“Wow,” he said low when she had finished. “What € se do you do?’



“WEell, | canread an’ write, sort 0. Play chess. Rules changed some from hometo here, but | take mos
games anyhow. An” Augtin taught me poker; | winalot. An’ | joke.”

“Hm?

She grinned and leaned into his embrace. “Figgered we' d joke after lunch, Jack, honeybee,” she
murmured. “But w’y not ‘forean’ after? Hm-m-m-m?’

He discovered, with glee which turned to glory, that one more word would in the course of generations

changeitsmeaning.

“Yeah,” hetold me. “We moved in together. It lagted till | left. Severd months. Mostly they werefine. |
redly liked that girl.”

“Not loved, evidently,” | observed.

“N-n-no. | suppose not. Though what islove, anyway? doesn't it have so infinitely many kinds and
degrees and muta-tions and quantum jumps that--Never mind.” He stared into the night which filled the
windows of the room where we sat. “We had our fights, roof-shattering quarrels she’ d end by strik-ing
me and taunting me because | wouldn't strike back, till she rushed out. Touchy as afulminate cap, my
Leonce. Thereconciliations were every bit aswild.” He rubbed weary eyes. “Not suitable to my
temperament, eh, Doc? And I’ [l admit | was jedlous, my jealousy brought on alot of thetrouble. She'd
dept with many agents, and commonersfor that matter, before | arrived, not to mention her highland lads
earlier. Shewent on doing it too, not often, but if she particularly liked aman, thiswas her way to be kind
and get closer to him. | had the same freedom, naturaly, with other women, but ... I ... didn’t want it.”

“Why didn’t she get pregnant by an, uh, agent?’

His mouth twitched upward. “When she heard in the Eyrie what the Situation was, sheinssted on being
taken to thelast High Y ears, partly for alook around, like me going to Pericles Greece or
Michdangdo’sItay, but aso to get areversible -gterilization shot. She wanted children in due course,
when shefelt ready to settle down--Glacier wives are chaste, it seems--but that wasn't yet and
meanwhile she enjoyed sex, same as she enjoyed everything sein life. Judas priest, what alay she
wad”

“If shemainly stayed with you, however, there must have been astrong attraction on both sdes,” | said.

“Therewas. I'vetried, as near asmy privacy fetish will let me, to tell you what held meto her. From
Leonce ssde ... hard to be sure. How well did we actualy know each other? How well have any man
and woman ever?--My learning and, yes, intelligence excited her. She had afine mind, hit-or-miss
educated but fine. And, I’ll be frank, | doubtless had the top job in the Eyrie. Then, too, | supposewe
felt the attraction of opposites. She cdled me sweet and gentle--not patronizingly, because| did do
pretty well in games and exercises, being from a better-nourished erathan average--but | was no stark
moun-taineer or roughneck Renaissance mercenary.”

Again ghostsdwelt in hissmile. “On thewhole,” he said, “ she gave me the second best part of my life,
so far and | think probably forever. I'll dways be grateful to her, for that and for what followed.”



Havig's suspicions developed dowly. He fought them. But piece by piece, the evidence accumul ated
that something was being withheld from him. It lay in the evasion of certain topics, the brushoff of certain
questions, whether with Austin Cald-well’ s embarrassment, or Coenraad van Heuvel’ s brusque 1 may
not say what | have been told,” or Reuel Orrick’s chang-ing the subject and proceeding to get weeping
drunk, or the mild “In God' s good time dl shall be revedled to you, my son” of Padre Diego the
Inquisitor, or an obscene command to shut up from various warrior types.

Hewas not donein thisisolation. Of those others whom he approached about it, most were
complaisant, whether from prudence or indifference. But young Jerry Jennings exclaimed, “By Jove,
you'reright!”

So did Leonce, in more pungent words. Then after amo-ment she said: “Well, they can’'t give us new
‘unsever'thing in asingle chaw, can they?’

“Coenraad’ sasnew as| am,” he protested. “Newer thanyou ...”

Her curiogity piqued, she found her own methods of investi-gation. They were not what you'’ d think. She
could match atough, woman-despising man-at-arms gobl et for goblet till he was sodden and pliable,
while her head remained ice-clear. She could trap a sober person by an adroit question; it helped hav-ing
been a shaman. And she gppalled Havig by whispering to him at night, amidst schoolgirl giggles, how she
had done what was gtrictly forbidden without permission, dipped into different periods of the Eyri€’'s
existence to snoop, pry, and eavesdrop.

She concluded: “Near’s| canlearn, o’ Walls' sjus feared you an’ ‘em like you might get mad at what
some o’ the agentsdo in sometimesan’ places. Anyhow, till you' re more used to the idear.”

“| was arriving at the same notion mysdlf,” Havig said bleakly. “I’ ve seen what earlier ages arelike, what
persondities they breed. The travelers who respond to his come-ons, or make themsalves conspicuous
enough for his searchersto hear about, are apt to be the bold--which in most cases means the ruthless.
Coming here doesn’t change them.”

“Seemslike ordersis, you got to beled dow to thetruth. | S posel’monly kep’ fromit * cause of bein’
by you.” Shekissed him. “‘S*kay, darlya”

“Y ou mean you’ d condone robbery and--"
“Hush. We got to use who we can get. Maybe they do be rough. Y our folk, they never were?’

Sickly, he remembered how ... from Wounded Kneeto My Lai, and before and &fter ... he never
disowned his nation. For where and when--if it had not abdicated dl responsbility for the future-existed
a better society?

(Denmark, maybe? Well, the Danes boasted about Viking ancestors, who were comfortably distant in
time, but stayed notably silent about what happened during the dave uprising in the Virgin Idands, 1848,
or lessdirectly in Greenland. By 1950 or so, of course, they were free to relax into a smugness shared by
the Swedes, who had not only traded with Hitler but let histroop trainsroll through their land. And yet
these were countries which did much good in theworld.)

“‘Sides,” Leonce said candidly, “the weak go down, ‘lessthey’relucky an’ got somebody strong to
guard ‘em. An’ intheend, comethe 01" Man, we'redl weak.” She thought for amin-ute. “Could be,”



shemused, “was| undyin’, I’d never kill more' n aspud, an’ it only for food. But | will die. I'minthe
gametoo. So'reyou, darlya. Let’s play for the best score we can make, hm?”

He pondered long upon that.

“But if nothing else,” hetold me, and | heard hisanguish, “1 had to try and make certain the gold was
worth more than thetailings.”

“Or the end could justify the means?’ | responded. “ Sure, | follow. To say it never doesisacounsd of
perfection. In the real world, you usually must choose the lesser evil. Speaking asan old
doctor—no--well, yes, I'll admit I’ ve given my share of those shots which end the incurable pain; and
sometimes the choice has been harder. Go on, please do.”

“I’ d been promised a survey of the Maurai epoch,” hesaid, “so | could satisfy myself it was, at best, a
trangtion period, whose leaders became tyrants and tried to freeze theworld. So | could agree that,
when the Maurai hegemony began to crum-ble-perhaps hastened by our subversion--we ought to
inter-vene, seize power, help turn men back toward achievement and advancement.”

“Not openly, surely,” | objected. “ That, the sudden mass ap-pearance of time travelers, would produce
headlines nobody could mistake.”

“True, true. We were to spend centuries building our strength in secret, till we were ready to act in
disguise. It wasn't made clear exactly what disguise; but it was admitted that in-formation was ill sparse,
because of the usud difficulties. Be-sdes, | heard long philosophica arguments from guyslike Padre
Diego, about free will and therest. | thought the logic stank, but said nothing.”

“Had, urn, Leonce aready been taken uptime?’

“Yes. That' swhy she basicaly favored Walis, in spite of her occasiond naughtinesses. Shetold me
about aworld where progress had been made, more and more peaceful -looking for along span of
history. Except she could not agree this was necessarily progress. Granted, that world did have fleets of
efficient sailing ships and dectric-powered dirigibles, ocean ranches, solar energy screens charging
accumulators, widescale use of bacteria fud cellswhich ran off the wastes of living organisms, new
developmentsin both theoretica and applied science, especidly biology--"

He stopped for breath and | tried to inject alight note:

“Don't tell meyour pet Vakyrie used such termg!”

“No, no.” He continued earnest. “I’ m anticipating what | saw or had explained to me. Her impressons
were more gen-eral. But she had that huntress and sorceress knack of close observation. She was quite
ableto trace the basic course of events.”

“Whichwas?’

“Men did not go on to any fresh peak. Instead, what they reached was a plateau, where they stayed.
The bio-technologica culture didn’t improve further, it merely spread further. ”

“That was scarcely her idedl of the High Y earsrestored, or Wallis s of unlimited growth and



accomplishment.”

“Thetour skimmed fast through alater phase of what ap-peared to be retrogression and genera
violence. Eyrie agentsdon’t dare exploreit in detail till they have alarger and stronger organization. Nor
can they understand what lies beyond. It seems peaceful once more, but it’s not comprehensible. From
the glimpse| had, I'm prepared to believe that.”

“What wasit like?" | asked. “Can you tdl me?’

“Vary little” Histonefdl rough. “I haven't time. Sound strange, coming from me? Wdll, it'strue. I'ma
fugitive, remember.”

“I gather your trip uptime did not remove your skepticism about Wallis sintentions,” | said, more calmly
than | fet. “Why?’

He ran fingers through hisblond, swest-dankened hair. “I’'m achild of thiscentury,” hereplied. “Think,
Doc. Recdl how intelligent men like, well, Bertrand Russell or Henry Wallace took extensive tours of
Sdin’s Russa, and came hometo report that it did have its problems but those had been exaggerated
and were entirely due to extraneous factors and a benev-olent government was coping with everything.
Don't forget, either, the chances are that most of their guidesdid think this, and werein full sincerity
obeying indructionsto shield afor-eign vistor from what he might misinterpret.” Hisgrin was
un-pleasant. “Maybe the curse of my lifeisthat I'velost the will to believe.”

“Youmean,” | said, “you wondered if the world redly would benefit from the rule of the Eyrie? And if
maybe the Maurai were being dandered, you being shown nothing except untypi-ca badness?’

“No, not exactly that, either. Depends on interpretation and--oh, here’ saprime example.”

Not every recruit was given as thorough atour as Havig. Plainly Wallis deemed him to be both of
particular potentia value and in particular need of convincing.

By doubling back and forth through chronology, he got alook at documentsin ultra-secret files. (He
could puzzle them out, since Inglisswas an officid second language of the Fed-eration and spelling had
changed less than pronunciation.) One told how scientistsin Hindurg) had clandestindly devel-oped a
hydrogen-fusion generator which would end Earth’ sfuel shortage, and the Maural had as clandestindy
learned of it, sabotaged it, and applied such politico-economic pressuresthat the truth never became
public.

The motive given was that this revolutionary innovation would have upset the Pax. Worse, it would have
made possible arebirth of the ancient rapaci ous machine culture, which the planet could not endure.

And yet ... uptime of the Maurai dominion, Havig saw huge silent devices and energies ... and men,
beadts, grass, trees, stars bright through crystaline air ...

“Were the Pacific sociologists and admiras sincerein their belief?” he said in aharsh whisper. “Or were
they only preserv-ing their top-dog status? Or both, or neither, or what?



“And isthat farther future good? It could be a smooth-running monstrosity, you know, or it could be
undermining thebasis of dl life'sexistence, or--How could | tdll?’

“What did you ask your guides?’ | responded.

“Those same questions. The leader was Austin Caldwell, by the way, an honest man, hard asthe Indians
who once hunted his scap but nevertheless honest.”

“What did hetdl you?’

“To stop my goddam quibbling and trust the Sachem. The Sachem had done grand thus far, hadn’t he?
The Sachem had studied and thought about these matters; he didn’t pretend to know everything himsdf,
but we' d share the wisdom he was gathering as it became ready, and he would lead us onto the right

peths”

“Asfor me, Austin said, I’ d better remember how dow and avkward it was, getting around like this,
having to return across centuries whenever we needed transportation to anew area. I’ d aready had as
much lifespan and trouble spent on me as | wasworth, anyhow at my present stage of development. If |
couldn’t accept the discipline that an outfit must have which is embarked on dangerous endeavors-well, |
was freeto re-sign, but I’ d better never show my hide near the Eyrie again.”

“What could | do? 1 apologized and came back with them.”

9

HE WAS GWEN acouple of days off, which he spent regaining his spiritsin Leonce' s company. The
period of histraining and indoctrination had brought winter’ s chances for ol d-fashioned sports outdoors
and indoors. Theresfter he was assigned to re-read Wallis s history of the future, ponder it in the light of
what he had withessed, and discuss any questions with Waclaw Krasicki, who was the most scholarly of
the garrison’ s current directorate.

The Sachem admitted he was far from omniscient. But he had seen more than anyone e se, on repeated
expeditions with differing escorts. He had ranged more widely across Earth’ s surface as well asthrough
Earth’ s duration than was feasible for subordinates, transport being aslimited asit was. He had
conducted interviews and interrogations, which others must not lest too many events of that sort arouse

somebody’ s suspicions.

He knew the Eyrie would be here, under his control, for the next two centuries. He had met himself then,
who told him how satisfactorily Phase One of the plan had been carried out. At that date, the vastly
augmented force he was shown must evac-uate this stronghold. Nucle of renascent civilization were
spreading across al America, the Maural were everywhere, arealm like his could no longer stay isolated
nor maintain the pretense its leaders were nothing extraordinary.

A new base had been (would be) congtructed uptime. He visited it, and found it totaly unlike the old.
Here were modern materia's, deek construction--mostly underground--housing ad-vanced machinery,
automation, athermonuclear powerplant.

Thiswasin the eraof revolt againgt the Maurai. They had in the end failed to convert to their philosophy
the gigantically various whole of mankind. Doubts, discontents, rebelliousness among their own people



led to vacillation in foreign policy. One defiant nation redevel oped the fusion energy generator; and it
made no attempt at secrecy. Old countries and dliances were disntegrating, new being born in turmoil.

“Always we need patience aswell as boldness and brisk-ness,” Walliswrote. “Wewill have far more
resources than we do in Phase One, and far more skill in employing them. That includes the use of time
travel to multiply the size of amilitary force, each man doubling back again and again till the opposi-tionis
overwhelmed. But | am well aware this sort of thing hasitslimits and hazards. In no case can we hopeto
take over the whole world quickly. An empire which isto last thousands of yearsis bound to be dow in
thebuilding.”

Wasthat how Phase Two would end: with a planet once more pastordized, in order that the
overlordship of the Eyrie men, in the fabul ous engines they would have devel oped, be unchalengeable?
Wallisbelieved it. He believed Phase Three would consist of the benign remolding of that society by its
new magters, the cregtion of awholly new kind of man. Rang-ing very far uptime, he had glimpsed
marvels he could not be-gin to describe.

But he seemed vague in this part of his book. Exact informa-tion was maddeningly hard to gather. He
meant to continue doing so, though more and more by proxy. In generd, he recog-nized, hislifespan
would be spent on Phase One. The salf he met at its end was an aged man.

“Let us be satisfied to be God' s agents of redemption,” he wrote. “ However, those who wish may
cherish aprivate hope. Isit not possible that &t last science will find away to make the old young again,
to make the body immortal? And by then, | have no doubt, timetravel will be understood, may even be
commonplace. Will not that wonderful future return and seek us out, who brought it into being, and give
usour rewvard?’

Havig' s mouth tightened. He thought: 1’ ve seen what hap-pens when you try to straitjacket man into
an ideology.

But later hethought: There is a lot of flexibility here. We could conceivably end more as teachers
than masters.

Andfindly:I’ Il stick around awhile, at least. The alterna-tive to serving him seemsto beto let my
gift go for nothing, my life go down in futility.

Krasicki summoned him. It was astedly-cold day. Sunlight shattered into brilliance on icicles hanging
from turrets. Havig shivered as he crossed the courtyard to the office.

Uniformed, Krasicki sat in aroom as neat and functional asacdl. “Be seated,” he ordered. The chair
was hard, and squeaked.

“Do you judge yoursdlf ready for your work?’ he asked.

A thrill went through Havig. His pulses hammered. *Y -yes. Anxiousto dart. I--" He straightened.
1] Ya”

Krasicki shuffled some papers on hisdesk. “1 have been watching your progress,” he said, “and
congdering how we might best employ you. That includes minimum risk to your-sdf. Y ou have had a
good dedl of extratemporal experience on your own, | know, which makes you aready vauable. But



you' ve not hitherto been onamission for us.” He offered aiff little smile. “ The ideawhich cameto me
springs from your spe-cid background.”

Havig somehow maintained a cool exterior.

“We must expand our capabilities, particularly recruiting,” Krasicki said. “Wdll, you ve declared yourself
reasonably fluent in the Greekkoine. Y ou’ ve described avisit you made to Byz-antine Constantinople.
That seemslike a strategic place from which to begin a systematic search through the medieva period.”

“Brilliant!” Havig cried, suddenly happy and excited. It rushed from him: “ Center of civilization,
everything flowed through the Golden Horn, and, and what we could do as traders--"

Krasicki lifted apam. “Hold. Perhaps later, when we have more manpower, awider network, perhaps
then that will be worthwhile. But at present we' re too sharply limited in the man-years available to us. We
cannot squander them. Never forget, we must complete Phase One by a definite date. No, Havig, what
IS necessary isaquicker and more direct approach.”

“What--?7’

“Given alarge hoard of coin and treasure, we can finance oursalves in an erawhen thisis currency. But
you know your-self how cumbersome is the trangportation of goods through time. Therefore we must
acquire our capital onthe... on the spot? ... yes, on the spot. And, as | said, quickly.”

Havig' s suspicions exploded in dismay. “Y ou can’t mean by robbery!”

“No, no, no.” Krasicki shook hishead. “Think. Listen. A raid on apeaceful city, massive enough to reap
auseful harvest, that would be dangerously conspicuous. Could get into the his-tory books, and that
could wreck our cover. Besides, it would be dangerousin itself, too. Our men would have small
numbers, not overly well supplied with firearms. They would not have powered vehicles. The Byzantine
army and police were usudly large and well-disciplined. No, | don’t propose madness.”

“What, then?’

“Taking advantage of chaos, in order to remove what would otherwise be stolen by mercilessinvaders
for no good pur-pose.”

Havig sared.

“In 1204,” his superior went on, “ Constantinople was cap-tured by the armies of the Fourth Crusade.
They plundered it from end to end; what remained was a broken shell.” He waved an arm. “Why should
we not take a share? It' slost to the own-ers anyway.” He peered at the other’ s face before adding:

“And, to be sure, we arrange compensation, give them protec-tion from daughter and rapine, help them
rebuild their lives”

“Judas priest!” Havig choked. “A hijacking!”

Having briefed himsdf in the Eyri€ slarge microtape library, having had a costume made and smilar
details taken care of, he embarked.



An arcraft deposited him near the twenty-firgt-century ruins of Istanbul and took off againinto theair as
quickly asheinto the past. A lot of radioactivity lingered in these ashes. He hadn't yet revesled the fact
of hischronolog and must find histarget by the tedious process of counting sun-traverses, adding an
estimate of days missed, making aninitid emergence, and zeroing in by tria and error.

L eonce had been furious a being left behind. But she lacked the knowledge to be useful here, except as
companion and con-soler. Indeed, shewould have been aliability, her extreme for-eignness drawing
stares. Havig meant to pass for a Scandinavian on pilgrimage--Catholic, true, but lessto be detested than
aFrenchman, Venetian, Aragonese, anyone from those western Mediterranean nations which pressed
wolfishly in on the dying Empire. As aRussan he would have been more welcome. But Russanswere
common thereabouts, and their Orthodox faith made them well understood. He dared not risk adip.

Hedidn’t start in the year of the conquest. That would be too turbulent, and every outsider too suspect,
for the detailed study he must make. The Crusaders actualy entered Congtan-tinoplein 1203, after a
nava sege, to ingtal apuppet on itsthrone. They hung around to collect their pay before proceed-ing to
the Holy Land. The puppet found his coffers empty, and temporized. Friction between East Romans and
“Franks’ swelled to terrifying proportions. In January 1204, Alexius, son-in-law of the deposed
Emperor, got together sufficient force to seize paace and crown. For three months he and his people
strove to drive the Crusaders off. Their hope that God would somehow cometo their aid collapsed when
Alexius, less gd-lant than they, despaired and fled. The Crusaders marched back through opened
portals. They had worked themselvesinto hom-icida self-righteousness about “ Greek perfidy,” and the
horror began amost at once.

Havig chose spring, because it was a beautiful season, in 1195, because that was amply far downtime,
for hisbasic job of survey. He carried well-forged documents which got him past the city guards, and
gold piecesto exchange fornomismae. Al-ter finding aroom in agood inn-nothing like the pigsty he'd
have had to endure in the West-he started exploring.

Hisprior visit had been to halcyon 1050. The magnificence he now encountered, the liveliness and
cosmopolitan colorful-ness, were no less. However raddled her dominion, New Rome remained the
queen of Europe.

Havig saw her under the shadow.

The house and shop of Doukas Manasses, goldsmith, stood on ahill near the middle of the city.
Square-built neighbors ebowed it, al turning blind faces onto the steep, wide, well-paved and
well-swept street. But from itsflat roof you had a superb view, from end to end of the vast, towered
wallswhich enclosed the city, and further: across amaze of thoroughfares, a countlessness of dweffings
and soaring church domes; along the grand avenue called the Mesé to flowering countryside past the
Gate of Charisus, on inward by columns which upbore statuary from the noblest days of Hellas,
monasteries and mu-seums and libraries which preserved works by men like Aes-chylus and women like
Sappho that later centuries would never read, through broad forums pulsing with life, to the Hippo-drome
and that sprawling splendid complex which was the Im-perid Palace. On atransverse axis, vision
reached from glittering blue across the Sea of Marmorato a mast-crowded Golden Horn and therich
suburbs and smaragdine heights beyond.

Traffic rivered. The noise of whedl's, hoofs, feet, talk, song, laughter, sobbing, curang, praying blended
together into one ceasaless heartbeat. A breeze carried arichness of odors, sea, woodsmoke, food,



animds, humanity. Havig bresthed deep.

“Thank you, Kyrios Hauk,” Doukas Manasses said. “ Y ou are most courteous to praisethissight.” His
manner implied mild surprise that a Frank would not sneer at everything Greek. To be sure, Hauk
Thomasson was not redlly aFrank or one of the dlied English, he wasfrom abored kingdom.

“Less courteous than you, Kyrios Manasses, to show meit,” Havig replied.

They exchanged bows. The Byzantines were not basicaly a gtrict folk-besides their passionate religion
and passionate sense for beauty, they had as much bustling get-up-and-go, as much inborn gusto, as
Levantinesin any era-but their upper classes set store by ceremonious politeness.

“You expressed interest,” Doukas said. He was a gray-bearded man with handsome features and
nearsighted eyes. His dight frame seemed lost in the usua damatic robe.

“I merely remarked, Kyrios, that a shop which produced such elegance as does yours must be
surrounded by inspiration.” Y ou could case public buildings easily enough; but your way to learn what
private hands held what wealth wasto go in, say you were looking for a gift to take home, and inspect a
varriety of samples.

Wil, dammit, Doukas and his gpprentices did do exquisite work.

“You aretoo kind,” the goldsmith murmured. “ Although | do fed--since dl good stems from God--that
we Romans should look more to His creation, less to conventiondity, than we have done.”

“Likethis?’ Havig pointed at a blossoming crabapple treein alarge planter.

Doukas amiled. “ That’ sfor my daughter. She loves flowers, and we cannot take her daily on an outing in
the country.”

Women enjoyed an honorable status, with many legal rights and protections. But perhaps Doukas felt his
vigtor needed further explanation: “We may indulge her too much, my Annaand |. However, she' sour
only. That is, | waswedded before, but the sons of sainted Eudoxia are grown. Xeniais Anna sfirgt, and
my first daughter.”

On impulse he added: “Kyrios Hauk, think me not over-bold. But I'm fascinated to meet a. . . friendly. .
. foreigner, from so remote a country at that. It islong sSnce there were many from your landsin the
Varangian Guard. | would enjoy conversing &t leisure. Would you honor our home at the eve-ning med?’

“Why-why, thank you.” Havig thought what arare chance thiswasto find things out. Byzantine trades
and craftswere or-ganized in tight guilds under the direction of the prefect. This man, being distinguished
in his professon, probably knew al about his colleagues, and alot about other businesses. “I should be
delighted.”

“Would you mind, my guest, if wife and child share our board?’ Doukas asked shyly. “They will not
interrupt. Y et they’ d be glad to hear you. Xeniais, well, forgive my pride, she'sonly five and aready
learning to read.”

Shewasasngularly beautiful child.



Hauk Thomasson returned next year and described the po-sition he had accepted with afirm in Athens.
Greece belonged to the Empire, and would till the catastrophe; but so much trade was now under foreign
control that the story passed. Hiswork would often bring him to Constantinople. He was happy to have
this opportunity of renewing acquaintanceship, and hoped the daughter of Kyrios Manasseswould
accept asmd| present--“ Athend!” the goldsmith whispered. “Y ou dwell in the soul of Hellas?” He
reached up to lay both hands on hisvigtor's shoulders. Tears stood in his eyes. “Oh, wonderful for you,
wonderful! To seethose templesisthe dream of my life ... God better me, more than to see the Holy
Land.”

Xeniaaccepted the toy gratefully. At dinner and afterward she listened, rapt, till her nanny shooed her to
bed. Shewas asweet youngster, Havig thought, undeniably bright, and not spoiled even though it
seemed Annawould bear no more children.

He enjoyed himsdlf, too. A cultured, sengitive, observant man is apleasure to be with in any age. This
assgnment was, for awhile, losing its nightmare qudity.

In truth, he smply skipped ahead through time. He must check up periodicaly, to be sure eventsdidn’t
make his origi-na data obsolete. Smultaneoudy he could develop more leads, ask more questions, than
would have been practical inasingle sesson.

But--he wondered afew caendar years later--wasn’t he being more thorough than needful? Did he
redly have to make this many visitsto the Manasses family, become an intimate, join them on holidays
and picnics, invite them out to dinner or for aday on arented pleasure barge? Certainly hewas
exceeding his expense estimate ... To hdll with that. He could finance himsdf by placing
foreknowledgeabl e bets on eventsin the Hippodrome. An agent working alone had broad discretion.

Hefdt guilty about lying to hisfriends. But it had to be. After dl, his objective wasto save them.

Xenid svoice was somewhat high and thin, but whenever he heard or remembered it, Havig would think
of songbirds. Thus had it been sincefirst she overcame her timidity and laughed in his presence. From
then on, she chattered with him to the limit her parents alowed, or more when they weren't looking.

She was reed-dender. He had never seen any human who moved with more graceful ness; and when
decorum was not required, her feet danced. Her hair was amidnight mass which, piled on her head,
seemed asif it ought to bend the delicate neck. Her skin was pale and clear; her facewasovd,
tilt-nosed, itslips dways alittle parted. The eyes dominated that counte-nance, enormous, heavy-lashed,
luminous black. Those eyes may be seen e sewhere, in a Ravenna mosaic, upon Empress Theodorathe
Grest; they may never be forgotten.

It was astrange thing to meet her at intervals of months which for Havig were hours or days. Each time,
shewas 0 dizzyingly grown. In awe he felt a sense of that measureless river which he could swim but on
which she could only be carried from darkness to darkness.

The house was built around a courtyard where flowers and oranges grew and afountain played. Doukas
proudly showed Havig hislatest acquisition: on apedestal in one corner, abust of Congtantine who made
Rome Chrigtian and for whom New Rome was named. “From thelife, | fed sure,” he said. “By thenthe



art of portraya waslosing itsformer mastery. Never-theless, observe hisimperioudy tight-held mouth--"
Nine-year-old Xeniagiggled. “What isit, dear?’ her father asked.

“Nothing, redly,” she said, but couldn’t stop giggling.

“No, dotell us. | shan’t beangry.”

“He... he ... he wants to make a very important speech, and he has gas!”

“By Bacchus,” Havig exclamed, “she' sright!”

Doukas struggled amoment before he gave up and joined the fun.

“Oh, please, will you not come to church with us, Hauk?” she begged. “Y ou don’t know how lovely it
is, when the song and incense and candle flames rise up to Christ Pantocrator.” She was eleven and
overflowing with God.

“I'msorry,” Havig said. “Y ou know | am, am Catholic.”

“The saintswon’'t mind. | asked Father and Mother, and they won't mind either. We can say you'rea
Russian, if we need to. I'll show you how to act.” Shetugged hishand. “Do come!”

Heyidded, not sure whether she hoped to convert him or merely wanted to share something glorious
with her honorary uncle.

“But it’ stoo wonderful!” She burgt into tears and hugged her thirteenth birthday present to her before
holding it out. “ Father, Mother, see what Hauk gave me! This book, the p-p-plays of Euripides-—-all of
them--forme!”

When she was gone to change clothes for amodest festival dinner, Doukas said: “ That was aroyd gift.
Not only the cost of having the copy made and binding it as acodex. The thought.”

“I knew she loves the ancients as much asyou do,” the trav-eler answered.

“Forgiveme,” Annathe mother said. “But a her age ... may Euripidesnot be, well, stern reading?’
“Theseare serntimes,” Havig replied, and could no longer feign joy. “A tragic line may hearten her to
mest fate.” Heturned to the goldsmith. “Doukas, | tell you again, | swear to you, | know through my
connectionsthat the Venetians a this very moment are negotiating with other Frankish lords--"

“You have said that.” The goldsmith nodded. His hair and beard were nearly white.

“It'snot too late to move you and your family to safety. I'll help.”

“Whereis safety better than these walls, which no invader has ever breached? Or where, if | break up
my shop, whereis safety from pauperdom and hunger? What would my appren-tices and servants do?



They can’'t move. No, my good old friend, prudence and duty aiketells uswe must remain here and trust
in God.” Doukas uttered asmall sad chuckle. “*Old,’ did | say? Y ou never seem to change. Wdll, you're
inyour prime, of course.”

Havig swalowed. “1 don’t think Il be back in Congtanti-nople for some while. My employers, under
present circum-stances--Be careful. Keep unnoticeable, hide your wedth, stay off the streets whenever
you can and aways at night. | know the Franks.”

“Wadll, I, I'll bear your advicein mind, Hank, if--But you go too far. Thisis New Rome.”

Annatouched the arms of both. Her smile was uncertain. “Now that’s enough palitics, you men,” she
sad. “Take off those long faces. We re making merry on Xenid sday. Have you forgotten?’

Time-skipping in an aley across the street, Havig checked the period of thefirst Latin occupation.
Nothing terrible seemed to happen. The house drew back into itself and waited.

He went pastward to a happier year, took anight’slodging, forced himsdlf to eat a hearty supper and
get alot of deep. Next morning he omitted breakfast: agood ideawhen you may soon be in combet.

He jumped ahead, to the twelfth of April, 1204.

He could be no more than an observer through the days and nights of the sack. His orders were explicit
and made sense:

“If you can possibly avoid it, stay out of danger. Under no con-ditions mingle, or try to influence events.
Absolutely never, and thisis under pendties, never enter a building which isascene of action. We want
your report, and for that we need you dive.”

Fire legped and roared. Smoke drifted bitter. People huddled like rats indoors, or fled like rats outside,
and some escaped but thousands were ridden down, shot down, chopped down, beaten, stomped,
tortured, robbed, raped, by yelling sooty swesaty blood-spattered men whose fleas hopped about on silks
and dtar clothsthey had flung acrosstheir shoulders. Corpses gaped in the gutters, which ran red till they
clotted. Many of the bodies were very small. Mothers crept about shrieking for children, children for
mothers, most fatherslay dead. Orthodox priestsin their churcheswere kept in pain until they revealed
where the treasury was hidden; usualy there was none, in which case it was great sport to soak their
beardsin oil and set these dlight. Women, girls, nuns of any age lay mumbling or whimper-ing after arow
of men had violated them. Humiliations more ingenious might be contrived.

A drunken harlot sat on the patriarch’ s throne in Hagia Sophia, while dice gamesfor plunder were
played on the dtars. The bronze horses of the Hippodrome were carted off to Venice' s Cathedra of St.
Mark; artwork, jewelry, sacred ob-jects would be scattered across a continent; but at least these things
were preserved. More was melted down or torn apart for the precious metals and stones, or smashed or
burned for amusement. So perished much classicd art, and nearly al classica writing, which
Congtantinople had kept safe until these days. It is not true that the Turks of 1453 were responsi-ble.
The Crusaders were there before them.

Afterward camethe great silence, broken by furtive crying, and the stench, and the sickness, and the



hunger.

Inthiswise, a the beginning of that thirteenth century which Catholic gpologists call the apogee of
civilization, did Western Christendom destroy its Eastern flank. A century and a haf later, having
devoured MiaMinor, the Turks entered Europe.

Havig time-skipped.

He would return to asafe date, seek out one of his chosen sites, and advance through the whole period
of the sack, flicker-ing in and out of normal time, until he knew what was to happen there. When he saw
aFrankish band enter a place, he focused more sharply. In most cases they staggered out after awhile,
sated with death and torment, kicking prisonerswho carried away their spoils. Those buildings he wrote
off. Y ou couldn’t change the past or future, you could merely discover what parts were your own.

But in certain instances--and only a comparative few would be ble to the Eyrie commandos; they
hadn’t many man-months to spend on thisjob--Havig saw marauders frightened off, or cut down if need
be, by submachine gun fire. The spectacle did not make him gloat. However, he knew achilly satisfaction
while he recorded the spot.

Fromiit, the Eyrie men would cart their loot. They were dressed in conqueror style. Amidst this
confusion, it was un-likely they would attract notice. A ship was arranged for, to bear the gainsto asafe
depot.

They would take care of the dwellers, Krasicki had prom-ised. What to do would depend on
circumstances. Some fami-lies need smply be left unharmed, with enough money to carry on. Others
must be guided e sewhere and staked to afresh beginning.

Paradoxes need not be feared. Thetale of how veritable saints--or demons, if one was a Frank--had
rescued so-and-so might live awhile in folklore but would not get into any chroni-cle. Writersin
Congtantinople must be cautious for the next fifty-seven years, until Michael Paeologus ended the Latin
kingdom and raised aghost of Empire. By then, anecdotes would have been lost.

Havig didn’t look into the immediate sequels of these agent actions. Besides the prohibition laid on him,
he dready was overburdened. Many sights he witnessed sent him fleeing down-time, weeping and
vomiting, to deep till he had the strength to continue.

The Manasses home was among the earliest he investigated. It wasn't quite the first; he wanted to gain
experience elsewhere; but he knew he was going to be dulled later on.

He had cherished ahopeit might be entirely overlooked. Some of his pointswere. It being unfeasble to
check the Cru-sadersin the famous places, he had investigated lesser ones, whose aggregate wealth was
what counted. And Constantinople was too big, too labyrinthine, too rich and strange for the pil-lagersto
break down every door.

Hefdt no extremefears. In this particular case,something would be doneif need be, by himsdf if
nobody ese, and Caleb Wallis could take his destiny and stuff it. Nevertheless, when Havig from hisdley
saw adozen filthy men lope toward that open entrance, the heart ssumbled within him. When lead deeted
fromt, and three Franksfell and were quiet, two lay sprattling and shrieking, and the rest howled and
fled, Havig cheered.



Hisreturn was asizable operation in itself.

Between the radioactivity and the time uncertainty, he couldn’t proceed up to dead Istanbul and hunt
around for an agreed-on hour at which the aircraft would meet him. Nor could he appear in an earlier
epoch--the Eyrie' s planes were not avail-able then--or at alater one--the site would be reoccupied.

He' d look too peculiar, and would still have the problem of reaching a geographica point where contact
could be made.

“Now you tell me!” he muttered to himself. For awhile he marveled that the obvious answer hadn’t
occurred when thiswhole project was being discussed. Use his twentieth-century persona. Cache some
funds and clothesin a contemporary Istanbul hotel; feed the management aline about being involvedin
production of amovie; and there he was, st.

Wéll, he' d been overwhelmed by thingsto think about. And the idea hadn’t come to anyone else. While
Walis employed some gadgets developed in the High Y ears, he and hislieu-tenants were
nineteenth-century men who had organized an essentialy nineteenth-century operation.

The plan cdled for Havig to double back downtime, make more money if he had to, engage passage on
aship to Crete, therefind a specific isolated spot, and project himsalf uptime.

Actudly, effort, cramped quarters, dirt, noise, smells, moldy hardtack, scummy water, weird fellow
passengers, and dl, he didn’'t care. He needed something to take his mind off what he had seen.

“Splendidly done,” Krasicki said across the written report. “ Splendidly. I’ m sure the Sachem will give
you public praise and reward, when next your two time-linesintersect.”

“Hm? Oh. Oh, yeah. Thanks.” Havig blinked.

Krascki sudied him. “Y ou are exhausted, are you not?’

“Cdl meRip van Winkle,” Havig muttered.

Krasicki understood his gauntness, sunken eyes, dumped body, tic in cheek, if not the reference. “Yes.
It iscommon. Wedlow for it. Y ou have earned afurlough. In your home milieu, | suggest. Never mind
about the rest of the Constantinople business. If we need more from you, we can dways ask when you
return here” His smile approached warmth. “Go, now. We'll talk later. | think we can arrange for your
girl friend to accompany-Havig? Havig?’

Havig was adeep.

Histrouble wasthat later, ingtead of enjoying hisleave, he started thinking.
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HE WOKE with hisresolve crystalized. It was early. Light over the high rooftops of the Rive Gauche,
Paris, 1965, reached gray and as cool asthe air, which traffic had not yet begun to trouble. The hotel
room was shadowy. Leonce breathed warm and toud e-haired beside him. They had been night-clubbing
late--among thechansonniers, which he preferred, now that her wish for the big glittery showswas
daked--and come back to make leisured and tender love. She' d hardly stir before aknock, some hours
hence, announced coffee and croissants.

Havig was surprised at his own rousing. Well, more and more in the past couple of weeks, he'd felt he
was only postponing the inevitable. His conscience must have gotten tired of nagging him and delivered
an ultimatum.

Regardless of danger, hefdt at peace, for thefirst timein that whole while.

He rose, washed and dressed, assembled hisgear. It lay ready, two modules within his baggage. There
was the basic agent’ skit, an elaborated version of what he had taken to Jeru-salem plusagun. (The
Eyrie's documents section furnished papersto get that past customs.) He had omitted items Leonce had
in hers, such asmogt of the silver, in order to save the mass of the chronolog. (He had unobtrusively
taken it back with him on thistrip. She asked him why he lugged it around. When he said, “ Specid
electronic gear,” the incantation satisfied her.) Passport, vaccination certificate, and thick wallet of
traveler’ s checks completed thelist.

For aminute he stood above the girl. She was adear, he thought. Her joy throughout their tour had been
ajoy to him. Dirty trick, sneaking out on her. Should he leave a note?

No, no reason for it. He could return to thishour. If he didn’t, well, she knew enough contemporary
English and procedure, and had enough funds, to handle the rest. (Her own American passport was
genuine; the Eyrie had made her abirth certifi-cate.) She might perhaps fed hurt if she knew what had
gotten himkilled.

Chances were he was smply courting areprimand. In that case, she' d hear the full story; but he'd be
thereto explain, in terms of loyalty which she could understand.

Or would it much matter? That she called him “ darlya’ and spoke of love when he embraced her was
probably just her way. Lately, though, she’ d been holding his hand alot when they were out together,
and he' d caught her smiling at him when she thought he wasn't noticing. . . . Hewasabit inlove with her
too. It could never last, but whileit did--He stooped. “ So long, Big Red,” he whispered. Hislips brushed
hers. Straightening, he picked up histwo carrying cases and stole from the room. By evening hewasin
Istanbul.

Thetrip took this many hours out of hislifespan, mostly spent on the plane and airport buses.
Time-hopping around among ticket agencies and the like made the calendrical interval acouple of days.
He had told me through awry grin: “Know where the best place usualy isfor unnoticed chronokinesisin
amodern city? Not Superman’ stelephone booth. A public lavatory stall. Red romantic, huh?’

He ate agood though lonely dinner, and in his luxurious though londly chamber took adeegping pill. He
needed to be rested before he embarked.



Congtantinople, late afternoon on the thirteenth of April, 1204. Havig emerged in an dley downhill from
his destination. Silence pressed upon him-no dap of buskins, clop of hoofs, rumble and squed of
cartwhedls, no song of bells, no voicestaking, chattering, laughing, dreaming aoud, no children at their
immemorid small games. But the stillness had background, adistant jagged roar which wasfire and
human shriek-ing, the nearer desperate bark of adog.

He made ready. The gun, a9-mm Smith & Wesson mule-killer, he holstered at hiswaist. Extra
ammunition he put in the deep pockets of his jacket. Kit and chronolog he strapped to-gether in an
auminum packframe which went on his back.

Entering the Street, he saw closed doors, shuttered windows. Most dwellers were huddled inside,
hungry, thirsty, endlesdy at prayer. The average place wasn't worth breaking into, except for the
pleasures of rape, murder, torture, and arson. True, thiswasthe district of the goldsmiths. But not every
building, or even amgority, belonged to one. Residential sections were not based on economic status;
the poor could be anywhere. With booths and other displays removed, you couldn’t tell if a par-ticular
facade concealed wedl th or atenement house--until, of course, you clapped hands on alocal person and
wrenched the information out of him.

Evidently those who rushed the Manasses home were in ad-vance of the mobs which would surely boail
hither as soon as palace and church buildings were stripped. Were they here yet? Havig hadn't been sure
of the exact time when he saw them.

Hetrotted around a corner. A man lay dead of a stab wound. His right arm reached across his back,
pulled from its socket. A shabby-clad woman crouched above him. As Havig passed, she screamed:
“Waan't it enough that you made him betray our neighbor? In Christ’ s name, wasn't that enough?’

No, he thought. There was dso the peculiar thrill in extin-guishing alife.

Hewent on by. The agony he had seen earlier returned to him in so monstrous aflood that the tears of
thiswidow werelost. He could do nothing for her; trousers, short hair, shaven chin marked him a Frank
in her eyes. When he was born, she and her grief were seven hundred years forgotten.

At least, he thought, he knew how the Crusaders had located Doukas' s shop. One among them must
understand some Greek, and their band had decided to seek out this part of town ahead of the rush. He
knew aso that his scheduling was gpproxi-meately right.

Yéels, clangor, and aterrible sammer reverberated wall to wall, off the cobbles, up to soot-befouled
heaven. He dtretched lips over teeth. “Yeah,” he muttered, “1 got itexactly right.”

He quickened his pace. Hisyounger saf would be gone by the time he arrived. Obvious: he had not
seen hislater sdf. He didn’t want that house unwatched for many minutes.

Not after consdering what sort of man the average Eyrie warrior was.

The street of hisgod was steep. Gravity dragged at him. He threw his muscles againgt it. His bootsoles
thudded like his heart. His mouth was dry. Smoke stung his nogirils.

Therel!

One of the wounded Crusaders saw him, struggled to his knees, raised arms. Blood shoneitswild red,
hiding the cross on the surcoat, dripping in thick goutsto the stones.” Ami,” croaked from aface



contorted out of shape, on whose waxen-ness the beard stubble stood blue.” Frére par lesu-" The
other survivor could merely groan, over and over.

Havig fet an impulseto kick their teeth in, and immediate shame. Morta combat corrupts, and war
corrupts absolutely. He ignored the kneeling man, who dumped behind him; he lifted both hands and
shouted in Englligh:

“Hold your fire! | am from the Eyrie! Ingpection! Hold your fireand let mein!” Not without atightnessin
his own unriddled guts, he approached the doorway.

An oxcart stood by, the animal tethered to a bracket which had formerly upheld Doukas ssign,
twitching its ears againg flies and with mild interest watching the Crusadersdie. It would have been
arranged for beforehand, to bring gold and silver and precious stones, ikons and ornaments and bridal
chaplets, down to the ship which waited. Havig wasn't the only traveler who had been busy in the years
before today. An oper-ation like thistook agreat deal of work.

Nobody guarded the entrance. Armed as they were, the agents could deal with interference, not that any
such attempt would be made. Havig stopped. Scowling, he examined the door. It was massive, and had
surely been barred. The Franks had doubtless meant to chop their way in. But at the point when Havig
glimpsed them and hdted for a clear look, it had stood open. That was one fact which had never stopped

plaguing him.

From theway it sagged on its hinges, scorched and haf splintered, Wallis' s boys must have used a
dynamite charge. That had been done so quickly that, in Havig' s dim chrono-kinetic sight, their arriva
had blurred together with that of the Franks afew minutes afterward.

Why had they forced an entrance? Such impatience would panic the household, complicate the task of
assding it to safety.

A scream fled down the roomsinside:” No, oh, no, please!” in Greek and Xenia svoice, followed by
an oath and a guffaw. Havig crouched back asif stabbed.

In spite of everything, he had come late. At the moment of hisarrival, the agents had aready blown
down the door and entered. They’ d posted a man here to await the plunderers whom Havig had
reported. Now he’ d gone back within to join the fun.

For an ingtant which had no end, Havig cursed his own stupidity. Or naiveté-he was new to thiskind of
thing, bound to overlook essentials. To hell with that. Here he was and now he was, and his duty wasto
save whatever might be lft.

Hiscall must not have been noticed. He repeated it while he went through the remembered house. That
sobbed-out cry for mercy had come from the largest chamber, which was the main workshop and
storeroom.

Family, apprentices, and servants had been brought together there. It was more light and airy than usual
in Byzantium, for adoor and broad windows opened on the patio. Y onder the fountain till tinkled and
twinkled, oranges glowed amid dark-green leaves, Eastertide flowerbeds were budding, the bust of
Congtantine stood in eterna embarrassment. Here, on shelves and tables, everywhere crowded that
beauty which Doukas Manasses had seen to the making of .

He sprawled near the entrance. His skull was split open. The blood had spread far, making the floor



dippery, Saining foot-wear which then left crimson tracks. But much had soaked into hisrobe and white
beard. One hand till held atiny anvil, with which he must have tried to defend his women.

Four agents were present, dressed as Crusaders. In aflash, Havig knew them. Mendoza, of the Tijuana
underworld in his own century, who had been among those who went to Jerusa-lem, wasin charge. He
was ordering the natives to start collect-ing loot. Moriarty, nineteenth-century Brooklyn gangster, kept
guard, submachine gun at the ready. Hans, sixteenth-century Landsknecht, watched Coenraad of
Brabant, who had wanted to draw sword and save the Savior, struggle with Xenia

The girl screamed and screamed. She was only fourteen. Her hair had fallen loose. Swesat and tears
plastered locks to her face. Coenraad grasped her around the waist. Hisfree hand ripped at her gown. A
war hammer, stuck in his belt, dripped blood and brains.

“Menext,” Hansgrinned. “Me next.”

Coenraad bore Xenia down to the wet floor and fumbled with histrousers. Anna, who had stood as if
blind and deaf near the body of her husband, wailed. She scuttled toward her daughter. Hans decked her
with asngle blow. “Maybeyou later,” he said.

“Hard men, you two,” Moriarty laughed. “ Red hard, hey?’

The sequence had taken seconds. Havig' s call had again failed to pierce their excitement. Mendoza was
first to see him, and exclaim. The rest froze, until Coenraad let Xeniago and climbed to hisfedt.

She stared up. Never had he thought to see such alight aswasborn in her eyes. “Hauk!” She cried.
“Oh, Hauk!”

Mendoza swung his gun around. “What isthis?’ he de-manded.

Havig redized how far his own hand was from his own wegpon. But he felt no fear--hardly any emotion,
infact, on the surface, beyond a cougar dertness. Down underneath roiled the fury, sorrow, horror,
disgust he could not now af-ford.

“I might ask you the same,” hereplied dowly.

“Have you forgotten your orders? | know them. Y our job isto gather intelligence. Y ou are not to risk
yoursdlf at ascene of operationslikethis.”

“I finished my job, Mendoza. | came back for a persona |ook.”
“Forbidden! Get out, and we' Il talk later about whether or not | report you.”

“Suppose | don't?” Despite control, Havig heard hisvoice rise, high and saw-edged: “I’ ve seen what |
wasn't supposed to seein one lump, only piece by piece, gradualy, so I’d makethe dirty little
compromisestill it no longer mattered, I'd bein so deep that I’ d either have to kill mysdlf or becomelike
you. Yes, | understand.”

Mendoza s shrug did not move the tommygun barrel amed a Havig’' s somach. “Well? What do you
expect? We use what human materia we can find. These boys are no worse than the Crusaders--than
man in most of history. Arethey, Jack? Be honest.”



“They are. Because they have the power to come into any time, any place, do anything, and never fear
revenge. How do they spend their holidays, | wonder? | imagine the taste for giving pain and death must
grow with practice.”

“Ligten--"
“And Walis, hiswhole damned outfit, doesn't even try to control them!”
“Havig, you talk too much. Get out before | arrest you.”

“They keep the few like me from knowing, till we' ve ac-cepted that crock--about how the mission of
the Eyrieistoo important for usto waste lifespan on enforcing common hu-manity. Right?’

Mendoza spat. “ Hokay, boy, you said plenty and then some. Y ou're under arrest. You' |l be escorted
uptime and the Sachem will judge your case. Be good and maybe you'll get off easy.”

For amoment it was tableau, very quiet save for Xenid s sobs where she cradled the head of her
half-conscious mother. Her eyes never left Havig. Nor did those of the household he had
known--hopeful young Bardas, gifted loannes, old Mariawho had been Xenia snurse, al and al of the
dozen--nor those of Mendoza and Moriarty. Hans s kept flickering in animal wariness, Coenraad'sin
thwarted lechery.

Havig reached his decison, made his plan, noted the position of each man and wegpon, in that single
hard-held bregath.

Himsdlf appeared, six-fold throughout the room. The fire-fight exploded.

He cast himself back in time afew minutes while side-stepping, sped uptime while he drew his pistal,
emerged by Hans. The gun cracked and kicked. TheLandsknecht’ s head geysered into pieces. Havig
went back again, and across the chamber.

Afterward he scarcely remembered what happened. The bat-tle was too short, too ferocious. Others
could do what he did, against him. Coenraad wasn't quick-witted enough, and died. Moriarty vanished
from Havig' ssight asthe latter arrived. Mendoza s gun blasted, and Havig sprang future-ward barely in
time. Traveling, he saw Moriarty’ s shadow form appear. He backtracked, was there at the instant, shot
the man and twisted off into time, away from Mendoza.

Then the Mexican wasn't present. Havig dipped pastward--a night when the family dept at peace under
God--to gasp air and |et the sweat stop spurting, the limbs stop shaking. At last hefelt ableto return and
scan the period of combat in detail. Beyond a certain point, not long after the beginning, he found no
Mendoza

The fellow must have gone way uptime, maybe to the far side of the Judgment, for help.

This meant fast action was vitd. Havig' sfriends could not time-hop. The enemy would be, no, were
handicapped by the difficulty of reaching a precise goa without a chronolog. But they could cast around,
and wouldn’t miss by much.

Havig rejoined Earth at the earliest possible second. Moriarty threshed about, yammering anguish, like
those men outside whom he, perhaps, had been the one to shoot. Never mind him. The Byzantines
huddled together. Bardaslay dead, two others wounded in crossfire.



“I cometo saveyou,” Havig said into the reek of powder and fear, into their uncomprehending
glazed-eye shock. He drew the sign of the cross, right to left in Orthodox style. *1n the name of the
Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. In the name of the Virgin Mary and every saint. Come
with me, at once, or you die”

He helped Xeniarise. She clung to him, face buried againgt his breast, fingers clutching. He rumpled the
long black hair and remembered how he a child would grasp at afather bound for death. Across her
shoulder he snapped: “loannes, Niceph-orus, you look in the best shape. Carry your lady Anna. Therest
of youwho're hde, giveaid to the hurt.” English broke from him: “ Goddammit, we ve got to get out of
herel”

Numbly, they obeyed. In the street he stopped to don the surcoat off a dead Crusader. His pack he
gave aman to carry. From another corpse he took a sword. He didn’t waste time unbuckling the
scabbard belt. That weapon indicated a high enough rank that his party wasn't likely to meet interference.

Severa dreets down, dizziness overwhelmed him. He must sit, head between knees, till strength
returned. Xeniaknelt be-fore him, hands anxioudy trying to help. “Hauk,” went her raw whisper.
“Wh-wh-what’ swrong, dearest Hauk?’

“We'resdfe” hefindly said.

From theimmediate threet, at least. He didn’t suppose the Eyrie would spend man-years scouring
Congtantinople for him and these, once they had vanished into the multitudes. But he had till to safeguard
their tomorrows, and his own. The knowledge gave him aglacia kind of resolution. Herose and led them
further on their sumbling way.

“I left them at acertain monastery,” he told me (long after-ward on hisown world ling). “ The place was
jammed with refugees, but | foreknew it’ d escape attention. In the course of the next severd days, locd
time, | made better arrangements. A smpletask--" he grimaced--"distasteful but smple, to hi-jack
unidentifiable loot from ordinary Franks. | made presentsto that monastery, and to the nunnery wherel
later took the women. Thiswon favor for the people I’ d brought, specia favor out of the hordes,
because with my donations the monks and nuns could buy bread to feed their poor.”

“What about the hordes?’ | asked softly.

He covered hisface. “What could | do? They were too many.”
| gripped his shoulder. “They are dwaystoo many, Jack.”

He sghed and smiled alittle. “ Thanks, Doc.”

| had exceeded my day’ s tobacco ration, but the hour was far into night and my nerves required some
help. Drawing out my pipe, | made an evil-smelling ceremony of cleaning it. “What' d you do next?’

“Went back to the twentieth century--a different hotel--and dept alot,” he said. “ Afterward ... well, as
for my Byzantines, | could do nothing in their immediate futures. I” d cautioned them againg talking, told
them to say they’d just fled from araid. After a‘saint’ had rescued them from ‘demons;” it was asafe bet
they’ d obey. But asfail-safe, | did not tell the men where | led the women.



“Further than that, no trangportation being available, and me not wanting to do anything which might
make them no-ticeable, my best tactic wasto leave them done. The organized ingtitutions where they
were could care for them better than I’ d know how.

“Begdes, | had to provide for my own survival.”
| reamed the pipe with needlessforce. “Yes, indeed,” | said. “What did you do?’

He spped hisdrink. While he dared not blur mind or senses, the occasiond taste of Scotch was
soothing. “1 knew the last date on which | had publicly been J. F. Havig,” hetold me. “ At the start of my
furlough, in 1965, in conference with abroker of mine. True, there had been later appearancesin normal
time, likemy 1969 trip to Israel, but those were brief. Nineteen sixty-five marked the end of what redl
continuity therewasin my official persona. Everything wasin order, the broker told me. | didn’t see how
so complicated afinancia and identity setup could be faked. Thus my existence was safe up to that

point.”
“The Eyrie couldn’t srike at you earlier? Why not?’

“Oh, they could appear at a previous moment and lay atrap of some kind, no doubt. But it couldn’t be
sprung till later. On thewhole, | doubted they’ d even try that. None of them redlly know their way
around the twentieth century, its upper echelonsin particular, as| do.”

“Y ou mean, an event once recorded is unalterable?’

Now hisamile chilled me. “1 suspect dl eventsare,” he said. “1 do know atraveler cannot generate
contradictions. I’ vetried. So have others, including Wallis himsdlf. Let me give you asin-gle, persond
example. Once in young manhood | thought I’ d go back downtime, break my ‘uncle€'s' prohibition,
reved to my father what | was and warn him againgt enlisting.”

“And?’ | bresthed.

“Doc, remember that broken leg of mine you trested?’

“Yes Wait! That was--"

“Uh-huh. | tripped on an eectric cord somebody had care-lesdy |eft at the top of some Stairs, the
personal-time day be-fore | planned to set out. . . . When | waswell and ready to Start afresh, | got an
urgent call from my trust company and had to argue over assorted tedious details. Returning to Senlac, |
found my mother had made her final break with Birkelund and needed my presence. | looked at those
two innocent babies he and she had brought into thisworld, and got the message.”

“does God intervene, do you think?”

“No, no, no. | supposeit’ssmply alogica impossibility to change the past, same asit’slogicdly
impossible for auni-formly colored spot to be both red and green. And every in-stant in time isthe past
of infinitely many other ingants. Thet figures.

“The patternis. Our occasiona attemptsto break it, and our failures, are part of it.”

“Then we' re nothing except puppets?’



“l didn’t say that, Doc. Infact, | can’'t believe we are. Seemsto me, our free wills must be a part of the
grand design too. But we' d better take care to stay within the area of unknownness, which iswhere our
freedom lies”

“Could this be andogousto, well, drugs?’ | wondered. “A man might deliberately, fredly take achemica
which grabbed hold of hismind. But then, while its effects lasted, he would not be free.”

“Maybe, maybe.” Havig stirred in his chair, peered out into night, took another small swallow of
whiskey. “Look, we may not have timefor these philosophica musings. Wallis shounds are after me. If
not infull cry, surdy at any rate dert for any spoor of me. They know something of my biography. They
can find out more, and make spot checksif nothing else.”

“Istha why you avoided me, these past years of my life?’ | asked.
“Yes” Now helaid acomforting hand on me. “While Kate lived--Y ou understand?’
| nodded dumbly.

“What | did,” he said, hastening on to dry detail, “was return to that selfsame date of 1965, in New
York, thelast one | could be reasonably sure of. From there | backtracked, laying a groundwork. It took
awhile. | had to make sure that what | did would be so hard to trace that Waliswouldn't assign the
necessary man-yearsto the task. | worked through Swiss banks, several series of dummies, et cetera.
The upshot was that John Havig' s fortune got widely distributed, in the names of anum-ber of people
and corporations who in effect are me. John Havig himsdlf, publicity-shy playboy, explained to his hired
financiersthat this was because--never mind. A song and dance which sounded enough like atax-fraud
scheme, though actudly it wasn't, that they were glad to wash their hands of me and to know nothing
important.

“John Havig, you recall, thereupon quietly dropped out of circulation. Since he had no intimatesin the
twentieth century, apart from his mother and his old hometown doctor, only these would ever misshim or
wonder much; and it was easy to drop them an occasiond reassuring letter.”

“Pogtcardsto me, mainly,” | said. “Y ou had mewondering, al right.” After apause: “Where were you?’

“Having covered my tracksaswell asmight be,” he an-swered, “1 went back to Constantinople.”

In the burnt-out husk of New Rome, order was presently re-stored. At firgt, if nothing else, troops
needed water and food, for which labor and some kind of civil government were needed, which meant
that the dwellers could no longer be har-ried like vermin. Later, Baldwin of Flanders, lord over that
fragment of the Empire which became his portion and included the city, desired to get more use than that
out of his subjects. He was soon captured in war againgt the Bulgarians and died a prisoner, but the
attitude of his brother and successor Henry | wasthe same. A Latin king could oppressthe Greeks,
squeeze them, humiliate them, tax them to poverty, dragoon them into his corvées or hisarmies. But for
thishe must alow them ameasure of security in their work and their lives.

Though Xeniawas aguest, the nunnery was drict. She met Havig in achilly brick-walled gloom, under
the disapproving gaze of asister. Robed in rough brown wool, coifed, velled, she was forbidden to touch
her male vigitor, let done seek hisarms, no matter how generous a benefaction he had brought along. But



he saw her Ravenna eyes, and the garments could not hide how she had begun to grow and fill out; nor
could every tonein her voice be flattened, which brought back to him the birds on countryside dayswith
her and her father--“Oh, Hauk, darling Hauk!” Shrinking back, drawing the cross, starting to genuflect
and hegitating a-tremble: “1 ... | beg your pardon, your forgiveness, B-b-blessed One.”

The old nun frowned and took a step toward them. Havig waved wildly. “No, no, Xenial” he exclaimed.
“I'masmorta asyou are. | swear it. Strange things did happen, that day last year. Maybe | can explain
them to you later. Believe me, though, my dear, I’ ve never been anything more than aman.”

She wept awhile at that, not in disappointment. “I, 1, I'm so g-glad. | mean, you ... you'll go to Heaven
when you die, but--" But today he was not among her stiff stern Byzantine saints.

“How isyour mother?’ Havig asked.

He could bardly hear: “She ... hastaken the vell. She begsmeto do I-I-likewise.” Thethin fingers
twisted together till nails stood white; the ook raised to him wasterrified. “ Should 1?1 waited for you-to
tel me-”

“Don’'t get mewrong, Doc,” Havig said. “ The Ssters meant well. Thelr rule was severe, however,
especidly considering the unsureness when overlords both tempora and spiritua were Catholic. You can
imagine, can't you? Sheloved her God, and books had always been amain part of her life. But herswas
the spirit of classica antiquity, as she dreamed that age had been--1 never found the heart to disiliusion
her. And her upbringing--my influence too, no doubt--had turned her early toward the liv-ing world.
Even lacking that background, around of prayer and obedience insde the same cloisters, nothing e setill
death opened the door--was never for her. The ghastly thing which had struck her did not take away her
birthright, which wasto be asun-child.”

“What'd you do?’ | asked.

“I found an elderly couple who' d take her in. They were poor, but | could help them financialy; they
were childless, which made them extra glad, extrakind to her; and he, ascribe, was ascholar of sorts. It
worked out well.”

“Y ou made periodic checkups, of course.”

Havig nodded. Gentleness touched his mouth. “I had my own projectsgoing,” he said. “ Still, during the
next year or S0 of my lifespan, the next three of Xenia's, | went back from timeto timeto visit her. The
times got to be oftener and oftener.”

11

THE SHIP was atrimaran, and huge. From the flying bridge, Havig looked across a sweep of deck,
beautifully grained hard-wood whereon hatches, cargo booms, donkey engines, sun-power screens, and
superstructure made a harmonious whole. There was no brightwork; Maurai civilization, poor in metals,
must reserve them for the most basic uses. The cabinswere shingled. Bougainvillea and trumpet flower
vinesrioted over them. At each forepeak stood a carven figure representing one of the Trinity-Tanaroa
Creator in the middle, a column of ab-stract symbols; Lesu Haristi holding his cross to starboard; to port,



shark-toothed Nan, for death and the dark side of life.

But they were no barbarians who built and crewed this merchantman. Thetriple hull was designed for
ultimate hydro-dynamic efficiency. Thethree great A-frame masts bore sails, true, but these were of
esoteric cut and accompanied by vanes which got their own uses out of the wind; the entirerig was
continuoudly readjusted by small motors, which biological fud cells powered and acomputer directed.
The personnel were four kanakas and two wahines, who were not overworked.

Captain Rewi Lohannaso held an engineering degree from the University of Wellantoain N’ Zedann. He
spoke severa languages, and his Ingliss was not the debased dia ect of some Merican tribe, but asrich
and precise asHavig' s native tongue.

A stocky brown man in sarong and bare feet, he said, dowly for the benefit of his passenger who was
trying to master the modern speech: “We kept science after technology’ s world-machine broke down.
Our problem wasto find new ways to ap-ply that science, on aplanet gutted and poisoned. WEe ve not
wholly solved it. But we have comefar, and | do believe wewill go further.”

The ocean rolled indigo, turquoise, aquamarine, and aglit-ter. Waves rushed, wavelets chuckled.
Sunlight fell dazzling on sailsand on the wings of an abatross. A pod of whaes passed mgesticaly
acrossvison. Thewind did not pipein the ears, at the speed of the ship beforeit, but lulled, brought saty
odors, stroked coolness across bare sun-warmed skins. Down on deck, a young man, off duty, drew
icy-sweet notes from abamboo flute, and a girl danced. Their nude bodieswere as goodly to seeasa
cat or ablooded horse.

“That’ swhy you' ve done agrand thing, Brother Thomas,” Lohannaso said. “They’ll jubilate when you
arrive” He hes-tated. “1 did not radio for an aircraft to bring you and your goods to the Federation
because the Admiralty might have obliged. And . . . frankly, dirigibles are faster, but lessreliable than
ships. Their engines are feeble; the fireproofing anticata-lyst for the hydrogen is experimenta.”

(I think that brought home to me as much as anything did, the truth about Maurai society in its best
days,” Havig said to me. “They were-will not be back-to-nature cranks. On the con-trary, beneath the
easygoing affability, they may well be more development-minded than the U.S.A. today. But they won't
have the fud for heavier-than-air craft, anyhow not in their earlier stages, and they won’'t have the helium
for blimpslike ours. We squandered so much of everything.”)

“Y our discovery waited quite afew centuries,” Lohannaso went on. “Won't hurt if it waits some extra
weeksto get to Wellantoa.”

(“If I wanted to study the Maurai in depth, to learn what percentage of what Wallis said about them was
true and what was lies or blind prejudice, | needed an entrée. Beginning when they first started becoming
an important factor in theworld, I could follow their history onward. But | had to make that be-ginning,
from scratch. | could pose as a Merican easily enough--among the countless didects English had split
into, mine would pass--but why should they be interested in one more barbarian? And I’ d no hope of
pretending to be from a semi--civilized community which they had trade relationswith ...

Wéll, | hit on an answer.” Havig grinned. “ Can you guess, Doc? No? Okay. Through a
twentieth-century dummy | ac-quired amess of radioisotopes, like Carbon 14. | left them where they’ d
be safe-their decay must be real-and moved up-time. There | became Brother Thomas, from an inland
strong-hold which had preserved a modicum of learning. I’ d discov-ered thistrove and decided the
Maura should haveit, so carted it mysdlf to the coast ... Y ou see? The main thrust of thelr research was
biological. It must be, both because Earth’ s ecol-ogy wasin bad need of help, and because lifeisthe



sunpower converter. But they had no nuclear reactors to manufacture tracer isotopeswholesale. To
them, my ‘find’ wasagodsend.”)

“Doyou think I'll be accepted as a student?’ Havig asked anxioudly. “I1t would mean alot to my people
aswell asme. But I’ m such an outsider--"

Lohannaso laid an arm around his shoulder in the Maural manner. “Never you swest, friend. Firgt, we're
atrader folk. We pay for value recelved, and this valueis beyond my guess-ing. Second, we want to
spread knowledge, civilization, as wide as we can. We want dlies oursaves, trained hands and brains.”

“Do you actudly hope to convert the whole of mankind?’

“Belay that! Anyhow, if you mean, Do we hope to make everybody into copies of us? The answer is,
No. Mind, I'm not in Parliament or Admiralty, but | follow debates and | read the philosophers. One
trouble with the old machine culture was that, by its nature, it did force people to become more and more
aike. Not only did thisfall in the end--disastroudy--but to the extent it succeeded, it was aworse
disagter.” Lohannaso smotetherail with amighty fist. “Damnation, Thomas! Weneed dl the diversty, dl
the assorted ways of living and look-ing and thinking, we can get!”

Helaughed and finished: “Ingde of limits, true. The pirates have to be cleaned up, that sort of job. But
otherwise--Wdll, this s getting too bloody solemn. Almaost noon now. Let me shoot the sun and do my
arithmetic, then Teral comes on duty and you and I’ ll go have lunch. Y ou haven't lived till you' ve
sampled my beer.”

(1 spent more than ayear among the early Maurai,” Havig told me. “ Being eager to spread the gospd,
they gave me ex-actly the sort of education | needed for my purposes. They were dear, merry
people--oh, yes, they had their share of bad guys, and human failings and miseries, but on the whole, the
Federa-tion in that century was a happy placeto be.

(“That wasn't true of the rest of theworld, of course. Nor of the past. I d keep time-skipping to
twentieth-century Wel-lington or Honolulu, and catching planesto Istanbul, and go-ing back to see how
Xeniawas getting on.

(“When a last | fdt I’ d reached the point of diminishing re-turns, asfar asthat particular future milieu
was concerned, | came once more to Latin Constantinople. Xeniawas eighteen. Shortly afterward, we
married.”)

Of their life together, in thefive years of herswhich were granted them, hetold melittle. Well, | haven't
much | caretotell either, of what really mattered between Kate and me.

He did mention some practica problems. They weretripar-tite: supporting her decently, getting dongin
the environment to which she was confined, and staying hidden from the Eyrie.

Asfor thefirg, hisundertaking wasn't quite smple. He couldn’t start abusiness, in aworld of guilds,
monopolies, com-plicated regulations, and folk who even in ametropolis--before the printing press,
regular mail service, eectronic communica-tions--were as gossipy asvillagers. It took him consderable
research and effort to establish the persona of an agent for anewly formed association of Danish
merchant adventurers, more observer and contact man than factor and thus not in competition with the
Franks. Finance wasthe least of hiswor-ries; alittle gold, carried downtime, went along way. But he



must have a plausible explanation for hismoney.

Asfor the second, he thought about moving agood, safe distance off, perhapsto Russiaor Western
Europe, perhapsto Nicaea where a Byzantine monarchy held out and would, &t last, regain
Congtantinople. But no, there was little good and no safety. The Tartars were coming, and the Holy
Inquisition. Sacked and conquered, this greet city nevertheless offered as much asany place outsde a
hopelesdy dien Orient; and here Xeniawas among familiar scenes, in touch with friends and her mother.
Besdes, wherever they might go, they would be marked, she aLevantine who caled hersaf aRoman, he
some-thing el se. Because of his masguerade, they more or less had to buy ahouse in Pera, where
foreigners customarily lived. But that town lay directly across the Golden Horn, with frequent ferries.

Asfor thethird, he kept alow profile, neither conspicuoudy active nor congpicuoudy reclusive. He
found a new pseudonym, Jon Andersen, and trained Xeniato useit and to be vague about her own
origin. Helpfully, his Catholic acquaintances had no interest in her, beyond wondering why Ser Jon had
handi capped himsdf by marrying aheretica Greek. If he must have her, why not as a concubine?

“How much of thetruth did you tell Xenia?” | inquired.

“None.” Hisbrows bent. “That hurt, not keeping secrets but lying to her. It wouldn’t have been safe for
her to know, how-ever, supposing she could ve grasped theidea ... would it? She was aways so
open-hearted. Hard enough for her to main-tain the deceptions | inssted on, like the new identity |
clamed | needed if | wasto work for anew outfit. No, she accepted me for what | said | was, and
didn’'t ask about my affairs once she redlized that when | was with her | didn’t want to think about them.
That wastrue.”

“But how did you explain her rescue?’

“I said I'd prayed to my patron saint, who'd evidently re-sponded in striking fashion. Her memory of the
episode was blurred by horror and bewilderment; she had no trouble be-lieving.” He winced. “It hurt me
also, to see her light candies and plead like awell-behaved child for the baby of her own that | knew we
could never have”

“Hm, apropos religion, did she turn Catholic, or you go through the motions of conversion to
Orthodoxy?’

“No. I'd not ask her to change. There has not been a soul less hypocritical than Xenia. To me, it'd have
been aminor fib, but | had to stay hafway respectablein the eyes of the Ital-ians, Normans, and French,
otherwise we could never have maintained oursalves at a reasonable standard. No, we found usan
Eastern priest who' d perform therite, and a Western bishop who' d grant me dispensation, for, hm, an
honorarium. Xeniadidn’t care. She had principles, but she wastolerant and didn’t expect I’d burnin hell,
especidly if asaint had once aided me. Besides, shewas ddlirioudy happy.” He smiled. “| wasthe same,
at first and mogt of the time afterward.”

Their house was modest, but piece by piece she furnished and ornamented it with the taste which had
been her father’s. From its roof you looked across crowded Peraand ships upon the Golden Horn, until
Congantinople rose in walls and towers and domes, seeming at this distance nearly untouched. Inland
reached countryside where she loved being taken on excursons.



They kept three servants, not many in an age when labor to do was abundant and labor to hire came
cheap. Havig got dong well with his groom, araffish Cappadocian married to the cook, and Xenia
spoiled their children. Housemaids came and went, themsdlves taking considerable of the young wife's
attention; our machinery today spares us more than physical toil. Xeniadid her own gardening, till the
patio and asmall yard behind the house became afairyland. Otherwise she occupied herself with
needlework, for which she had unusua taent, and the books he kept bringing her, and her devotions, and
her superdtitions.

“From my viewpoint, the Byzantines were as superstitious asahorse,” Havig said. “Magic, divining,
guardianship againg everything from the Evil Eyeto the plague, omens, quack medi-cines, love philters,
you name it, somebody swore by it. Xenia s shibboleth is astrology. Well, what the deuce, that’s done no
harm--she has the basic common sense to interpret her hor-oscopes in areasonable fashion--and we'd
go out at night and observe the starstogether. Y ou could do that in acity aswell asanywhere else,
before street lamps and everlasting smog. She is more beautiful by starlight even than daylight. O God,
how | must fight mysalf not to bring her atelescope, just asmall one! But it would have been too risky, of
course.”

“You did aremarkablejob of, well, bridging the intellectud gap,” | said.

“Nothing remarkable, Doc.” Hisvoice, muted, caressed amemory. “ She was-is-younger thanme, I'd
guess by adecade and ahdf. She' signorant of alot that | know. But thisworks vice versa, remember.
She sfamiliar with theins and outs of one of the most glorious cosmopolises history will ever see. The
people, the folkways, the lore, the buildings, the art, the songs, the books--why, she’ d read Greek
classics my age never did, that perished in the sack. She’ d tell me about them, she' d sit chanting those
tremendous lines from Aeschylus or Sophocles; till lightnings ran up and down my backbone; she' d get
us both drunk on Sappho, or howling with laughter out of Aristopha-nes. Knowing what to look for, |
often ‘happened’ to find booksin abazaar ... downtime.”

He stopped for breath. | waited. “ The everyday, too,” he concluded. “When you finished up in the
office, weren’t you in-terested in what Kate had been doing? And then” --he looked away--"there was
us. Wewereawaysin love.”

She used to sng while she went about her household tasks. Riding past the walls to the stable, he would
hear those little minor-key melodies, floating out of awindow, suddenly sound very happy.

On the whole, he and she were comparatively asocid. Now and then, to keep up hisfagade, it was
necessary to entertain a Western merchant, or for Havig alone to attend a party given by one. Hedidn't
mind. Most of them weren’t bad men for their era, and what they told was interesting. But Xeniahad all
she could do to conced her terrified loathing. Fortunately, no one expected her to be atwentieth
century-style gracious hostess.

When she stepped from the background and welled and sparkled with life was when Eastern friends
cameto dinner. Havig got away with that because Jon Andersen, advance man for an extremely distant
company, must gather information where he could, hunting crumbs from the tables of Venice and Genoa
He liked those persons himself: scholars, tradesmen, artists, artisans, Xenid s priest, aretired seacaptain,
and more exatic types, come on diplomacy or business, whom he sought out--Russians, Jews of severa
origins, an occasiona Arab or Turk.

When he must go away, he both wel comed the change and hated the loss of lifespan which might have
been shared with Xenia. Fairly frequent absences were needed for him to stay in character. To be sure, a



man’ s office was normally in his house, but Jon Andersen’ s businesswould require him not only to go see
other men intown, but irregularly to make short journeys by land or seato various aress.

“Some of that was unavoidable, like accepting an invitation,” hetold me. “And oncein awhile, like
every man regardless of how thoroughly married, | wanted to drift around on my own for part of aday.
But mainly, you redlize, I'd go uptime. | didn’t--1 don’t know what good it might do, but I’ ve got this
feding of obligation to uncover the truth. So first I d project mysdlf to Istanbul, where | kept afase
identity with afat bank account. There/then I"d fly to whatever part of the world was indicated, and head
futureward, and continue my study of the Maurai Federation and civilization, itsrise, glory, decline, fail,
and aftermath.”

Twilight stole dow acrosstheidand. Benegth its highest hill, land lay darkling save wherefirefly lanterns
glowed among the homes of searanchers; but the waters fill glimmered. White againgt aroya blue
which arched westward toward Asia, seen through the boughs of a pine which a hundred years of
weather had made into abonsai, Venus gleamed. On the verandah of Carelo Kegjimu' s house, smoke
drifted fragrant from a censer. A bird sat its perch and sang that intricate, haunting repertoire of melodies
for which men had created it; yet this bird was no cageling, it had a place in the woods.

The old man murmured: “ Aye, we draw to an end. Dying hurts. Nonethel ess the forefathers were wise
who in their myths made Nan coequa with Lesu. A thing which endured forever would become
unendurable. Death opensaway, for peoples aswell asfor people.”

Hefdl slent where he kndlt beside hisfriend, until & last he said: “What you relate makes me wonder if
we did not stamp our Sgil too deeply.”

(“I'dfollowed hislife,” Havig told me. “He began as a bril-liant young philosopher who went into
statecraft. He finished as an elder statesman who withdrew to become a philosopher. Then | decided he
could join you, as one of the two norma-time human beings | dared trust with my secret.

(“You see, I'm not wise. | can skim the surface of destiny for information; but can | interpret, can |
understand? How aml to know what should be done, or what can be done? I’ ve scuttled around through
alot of years, but Carelo Kegjimu lived, worked, thought to the depths of ninety unbroken ones. |
needed hishelp.”)

“Thatis,” Havig said, “you fed that, well, one dement of your culture istoo strong, at the expense of too
much dse, in the next society?”

“From what you havetold me, yes.” His host spent some minutesin rumination. They did not seem
overly long. “ Or, rather, do you not have the feeling of astrange dichotomy uptime, asyou say ...
between two concepts which our Maural ideal wasto keep in balance?’

Science, rationality, planning, control. Myth, the liberated psyche, man an organic part of anature whose
rightness tran-scends knowledge and wisdom.

“It seemsto me, from what you tdll, that the present over-vauation of machine technology isapassing
rage,” Kegjimu said. “A reaction, not unjustified. We Maurai grew overbear-ing. Worse, we grew
self-righteous. We made that which had once been good into an idol, and thereby alowed what good
was |ft to rot out of it. In the name of preserving culturd di-versity, wetried to freeze whole races into
shapes which were a best merely quaint, at worst grotesque and dangerous anach-ronisms. In the name



of preserving ecology, we tried to ban work which could lay a course for the stars. No wonder the
Ruwenzorya openly order research on athermonuclear power-plant! No wonder disaffection a home
makes us impotent to stop that!”

Again aquietness, until he continued: “But according to your report, Jack my friend, thisis a spasm.
Afterward the bulk of mankind will reject scientism, will rgject scienceitself and only keep what ossified
technology is needful to maintain the world, They will become ever more inward-turning, contemplative,

mystica; the common man will 1ook to the sage for en-lightenment, who himself will 1ook into himsdlf. Am
| right?’

“I don't know,” Havig said. “1 have that impression, but nothing more than the impression. Mostly, you
realize, | don't understand so much asthe languages. One or two | can barely puzzle out, but I’ ve never
had the time to spare for gaining any-thing like fluency. It' staken me years of lifespan to learn what little |
have learned about you Maurai. Uptime, they’ re further removed from me.”

“And the paradox is deepened,” Kegjimu said, “by the con-trasting sights you have seen. Inthe middle
of apagtord land-scape, spires which hum and shimmer with enigmatic energies. Noiseless through
otherwise empty skies glide enormous ships which seem to be made less of meta than of force. And ...
the symbols on a statue, in abook, chiseled across alintdl, re-veded by the motion of ahand ... they are
nothing you can comprehend. Y ou cannot imagine where they camefrom. Am | right?’

“Yes” Havig said miserably. “Carelo, what should | do?’
“I think you are at a stage where the question is, What should | learn?’

“Carelo, I, I’'masingle man trying to see athousand years. | can't! | just, well, fed thisincreasing doubt
.. that the Eyrie could possbly bring forth those machine aspects ... Then what will?”

Kegimu touched him, amoth-wing gesture. “Be cam. A man can do but little. Enough if thet little be
right.”

“What' sright?Is the future atyranny of afew technic mas-ters over ahumankind that’ s turned

|ofty-minded and passive because thisworld holds nothing except wretchedness? If that’ strue, what can
be done?’

“Asapractica politician, albeit retired,” Kegjimu said with that sudden drynesswhich could dways
gartle Havig out of amood, “I suspect you are overlooking the more gridly possibili-ties. Plain despotism
can be outlived. But we Maurai, in our concentration on biology, may have left a heritage worse than the
panit foresals”

“What?’" Havig tensed on his straw mat.

“Edged metal may chop firewood or living flesh,” Kegjimu declared. “Explosves may clear avay rubble
or inconvenient human beings. Drugs-—-wdll, | will tell you thisisaproblem that currently troubles our
government in its most secret councils. We have chemicas which do more than soothe or stimulate.
Under their influence, the subject comesto believe whatever heistold. In detail. Asyou do in adream,
supplying every nec-essary bit of color or sound, happiness or fear, past or future.”

“To what extent dare we administer these potionsto our key troublemakers?’

“I am dmost glad to learn that the hegemony of the Federa-tion will go under before this issue becomes



critical. The guilt cannot, therefore, be ours.” Kegjimu bowed toward Havig. “But you, poor time
wanderer, you must think beyond the next century. Come, this evening know peace. Observe the stars
tread forth, inhale the incense, hear the songbird, fedl the breeze, be one with Earth.”

| sat dlone over abook in my cottage in Senlac, November 1969. The night outside was brilliantly clear
and ringingly cold. Frostflowers grew on my windowpanes,

A Mozart symphony lilted from arecord player, and the words of Y eats were on my lap, and afinger or
two of Scotch stood on the table by my easy chair, and sometimes a memory crossed my mind and
smiled a me. It was agood hour for an old man.

Knuckles thumped the door. | said an uncharitable word, hauled my body up, constructed excuses while
| crossed the rug. My temper didn’t improve when Fiddlesticks dipped between my ankles and nearly
tripped me. | only kept the damn cat be-cause he had been Kate's. A kitten when she died, he was now
near hisending--As | opened the door, winter flowed in around me. The ground beyond was not
snow-covered, but it was frozen. Upon it stood a man who shivered in hisinadequate topcoat. He was
of medium height, dim, blond, sharp-featured. His age was hard to guess, though furrowswere deep in
hisface.

Half adecade without sight of him had not dimmed my memories. “Jack!” | cried. A wave of faintness
passed through me.

He entered, shut the door, said in alow and uneven voice, “Doc, you' ve got to help me. My wifeis

dying”

12

“CHILLS AND FEVER, chest pain, cough, sticky reddish sputum yes, sounds like lobar pneumonia,” |
nodded. “What' s scarier isthat development of headache, backache, and stiff neck. Could be meningitis
stingin.”

Seated on the edge of a chair, mouth writhing, Havig im-plored, “What to do? An antibiotic--"

“Yes, yes. I’'m not enthusiastic about prescribing for apatient I’ [l never see, and letting alayman give the
treatment. | would definitely prefer to have her in an oxygen tent.”

“I could ferry--" he began, and dumped. “No. A big enough gas container weighs too much.”

“Wdll, she'syoung,” | consoled him. “Probably streptomycin will do thetrick.” 1 was on my fest, and
patted his stooped back. “Relax, son. Y ou’ ve got time, seeing as how you can re-turn to the instant you
left her.”

“I’'mnot sureif | do,” he whispered; and this was when he told me everything that had happened.

In the course of it, fear struck me and | blurted my confes-sion. More than adecade back, in

conversation with awriter out Caiforniaway, | had not been able to resist passing on those hints Havig
had gotten about the Maura epoch on his own early tripsthence. The culture intrigued me, what tiny bit |



knew; | thought thisfellow, trained in speculation, might in-terpret some of the puzzles and paradoxes.
Needless to say, the information was presented as sheer playing with ideas. But presented it was, and
when he asked my permission to useit in some stories, I’ d seen no reason not to agree.

“They were published,” | said miserably. “Infact, in one of them he even predicted what you' d discover
later, that the Maurai would mount an undercover operation against an un-derground attempt to build a
fusion generator. What if an Eyrie agent gets put on the track?”

“Do you have copies?’ Havig demanded.

| did. He skimmed them. A measure of relief eased the linesin his countenance. “I don’t think we need
worry,” he said. “He s changed names and other items; asfor the gapsin what you fed him, he’ s guessed
wrong more often than right. If any-body who knows the future should chance to read this, it' Il ook at
most like one of sciencefiction’soccasiona close-to-target hits.” Hislaugh rattled. “Which are made on
the shotgun prin-ciple, remember! ... But | doubt anybody will. These stories never had wide circulation.
They soon dropped into complete obscurity. Time agents wouldn't try to scan the whole mass of what
gets printed. Assuredly, Wallis skind of agents never would.”

After amoment: “In away, thisreassuresme. | begin to think I’ ve been over-anxious tonight. Since
nothing untoward has happened thus far to you or your relative, it scarcely will. Y ou’ ve doubtless been
checked up on, and dismissed as of no particular importance to my adult self. That’samgjor reason I’ ve
let along time pass since our last meeting, Doc--your safety. This other Anderson--why, I’ ve never met
him at al. He' saconnection of aconnection.”

Again aslenceuntil, grimly: “ They haven't even tried to Strike at me through my mother, or bait atrap
with her. | sup-pose they figure that’ stoo obvious, or too risky in thiserathey aren’t familiar with--or too
something-or-other--to be worth-while. Stay discreet, and you should be okay. But you' ve got to help
mﬂ

Night was grizzled with dawn when at last | asked: “Why come to me? Surely your Maurai have more
advanced medicine”

“Y eah. Too advanced. Nearly dl of it preventive. They con-sider drugs asfirst aid. So, to the best of my
knowledge, theirs are no better than yours for something like Xenia s case.”

| rubbed my chin. The bristles were iff and made a scratchy noise. “ Always did suspect there' sa
natura limit to chemo-therapy,” | remarked. “ Damn, I"d like to know what they do about virus
diseasedl”

Havig stirred iffly. “Well, give me the ampoules and hypo-dermic and I’ Il be on my way,” he said.

“Easy, easy,” | ordered. “Remember, I’'m no longer in prac-tice. | don’t keep high-powered materias
around. W€ ve got to wait till the pharmacy opens--no, you will not hop ahead to that minute! 1 want to
do ahit of thinking and studying. A different antibiotic might be indicated; streptomycin can have sde
effectswhich you' d be unable to cope with. Then you need alittle teaching. I'll bet you’ ve never made an
injection, let done nursed a convalescent. And first off, we both require afina dose of Scotch and along
shooze.”

“TheEyrie--”

“Relax,” | said again to the haggard man in whom | could see the despair-shattered boy. “ Y ou just got



through deciding those bandits have lost interest in me. If they were onto your arriva at thispoint intime,
they’ d ve been hereto collar you dready. Correct?’

His head moved heavily up and down. “Yeah. | S pose.”

“I sympathize with your caution, but | do wish you' d con-sulted me at an earlier stage of your wife's
illness”

“Don't1?... At first, seemed like she' d only gotten abad cold. They’ re tougher then than we are today .
Infants die likeflies. Parentsdon’t invest our kind of lovein ababy, not till it's past the first year or two.
By the same token, though, if you survive babyhood the chances are you' |l throw off later sick-nesses.
Xeniadidn't go to bed, in spite of feding poorly, till overnight--" He could not finish.

“Have you checked her persona future?’ | asked.

The sunken eyes sought me while they fought off deep. The exhausted voice said: “No. I’ ve never
dared.”

Nor will | ever know how well-founded was hisfear of fore-seeing when Xeniawould die. Did
ignorance save hisfreedom, or merely hisillusion of freedom? 1 know nothing except that he stayed with
mefor apair of days, dutifully resting hisbody and training his hands, until he could minister to hiswife. In
the end he said good-by, neither of us sure we would come together again; and he drove his rented car
to the city airport, and caught hisflight to Istanbul, and went pastward with what | had given him, and
was captured by the Eyrie men.

It was likewise November in 1213. Havig had chosen that month out of 1969 because he knew it would
be inclement, his enemies not likely to keep a stakeout around my cottage. Along the Golden Horn, the
wegther was less extreme. However, a chill had blown down from Russa, gathering rain asit crossed the
Black Sea. For defense, houses had nothing better than charcoal braziers; hypocausts were too
expensvefor this climate and these Straitened times. Xenid sdight body shivered, day after day, until the
germsawokein her lungs.

Havig frequently moved his Istanbul lair across both miles and years. As an extra safety factor, he
aways kept it on the far side of the dtrait from his home. Thus he must take a creaky-oared ferry, and
walk from the dock up streets nearly deserted. In hisleft hand hung the chronolog, in hisright was
clutched aflat case containing the life of his girl. Raindrops spattered out of alowering grayness, but the
mists were what drenched his Frankish cloak, tunic, and trousers, until they clung to his skin and the cold
gnawed inward. His footfalls resounded hol-low on dickened cobblestones. Gutters gurgled. Dim amidst
swirling vapors, he glimpsed himself hurrying down to the waterfront, hooded againgt the damp, too
frantic to notice him-self. He would have been absent a quarter hour when he re-turned to Xenia. Though
the time was about three 0’ clock in the afternoon, already darkness seeped from below.

His door was closed, the shutters were bolted, wan lamplight shone through cracks.

He knocked, expecting the current maid--Euldia, was that her name?--to lift the latch and grumble him
in. She'd be sur-prised to see him back this soon, but the hell with her.

Hinges creaked. Gloom gaped beyond. A man in Byzantine robe and beard occupied the doorway. The
shotgun in his grasp bulked monstrous. “Do not move, Havig,” he said in English. “Do not try to escape.



Remember, we hold the woman.”

Savefor anikon of the Virgin, their bedroom was decorated in gaiety. Seen by what light trickled ina
glazed window, the painted flowers and beasts jeered. It was wrong that alamb should gambol above
Xeniawhere shelay. Shewas so small and thin in her nightgown. Skin, drawn tight acrossthe frail bones,
was like new-fallen snow dappled with blood. Her mouth was dry, cracked, and gummed. Only the hair,
tumbling loose over her bosom, and the huge frightened eyes had luster.

The man in East Roman guise, whom Havig did not know, held hisleft armin apracticed grip. Juan
Mendoza had the right, and smirked each time he put backward pressure on the elbow joint. He was
dressed in Western style, as was Waclaw Krasicki, who stood at the bedside.

“Where are the servants?’ Havig asked mechanically.

“We shot them,” Mendoza said.

“What--"

“They didn’t recognize agun, so that wouldn't scare them. We couldn't let a squawk warn you. Shut
up.”

The shock of knowing they were deed, the hope that the children had been spared and that an
orphanage might take them in, struck Havig dully, like ablow on flesh injected with painkiller. Xenia's
coughing tore him too much.

“Hauk,” she croaked, “no, Jon, Jon--" Her hands lifted to-ward him, strengthless, and his were caught
immobile

Krasicki’s broad visage had noticeably aged. Y ears of hislifespan must have passed, uptime, downtime,
everywhen an outrage was to be engineered. He said in frigid satisfaction:

“You may be interested to know what alot of work went on for how long, tracking you down. Y ou’ ve
cost us, Havig.”

“Why ... did ... you bother?’ the prisoner got out.

“Y ou did not imagine we could leave you done, did you? Not just that you killed men of ours. You're
not an ignorant lout, you' re smart and therefore dangerous. I’ ve been giving this job my persond
atention.”

Havig thought drearily:What an over estimate of me.

“We must know what you’ ve been doing,” Krasicki con-tinued. “ Take my advice and cooperate.”

“How did you--?’

“Plenty of detective work. We reasoned, if a Greek family wasworth to you what you did, you’ d keep

in touch with them. Y ou covered your trail wel, | admit. But given our limited per-sonnel, and the
problemsin working here, and everything else we had to do throughout history--you needn’t fed too



smug about your five-year run. Naturdly, when we did closein, we chose this moment for catching you.
The whole neighborhood knows your wifeis serioudy ill. We waited till you went out, expecting you' d
soon be back.” Krasicki glanced at Xenia. “ And cooperative, no?’

She shuddered and barked, as an abandoned dog had barked while her father was dain. Blood colored
the mucus she cast up.

“Christ!” Havig screamed. “Let me go! Let metrest her!”
“Who arethey, Jon?’ she pleaded. “What do they want? Whereisyour saint?’

“Bedides,” Mendozasaid, “Pat Moriarty was afriend of mine.” He applied renewed pressure, barely
short of fracturing.

Through the ragged darknesses which pain rolled across him, Havig heard Krasicki: “If you behave, if
you come aong with us, not making trouble, okay, we'll leave her in peace. I'll even give her ashot from
that kit | guessyou went to fetch.”

“That ...isn't ... enough ... Please, please--"

“It sassmuch asshe ll get. | tell you, we' ve already wasted whole man-years on your account. Don't
make us waste more, and take added risks. Look, would you rather we broke her arms?’

Havig sagged and wegpt.

Krascki kept hispromise, but hisinsertion of the needle was clumsy and Xeniashrieked. “I1t'swell, it's
well, my darling, everything' swell, the saintswatch over you,” Havig cried from the far Sde of achasm
which roared. To Krasicki: “Listen, let me say good-by to her, you've got to, I'll do anything you ask if
you let me say good-by.”

Krasicki shrugged. “ Okay, if you're quick.”

Mendoza and the other man kept their hold on Havig while he stooped above hisgirl. “1 loveyou,” he
told her, not know-ing if sheredly heard him through the fever and terror. The mummy lipsthat his
touched were not those he remembered.

“All right,” Krasicki said, “let’sgo.”

Uptime bound, Havig lost awareness of the men on either side of him. They had substance to his senses,
like his own body, but only the shadow-flickersin the room were real. He saw her abandoned, reaching
and crying; he saw her become till; he saw someone who must have grown worried and broken down
the door step in, days later; he saw confusion, and then the chamber empty, and then strangersinit.

So he might have resisted, willed himsdlf to stay in norma time at their first stop for air, an inertness
which his captors could not move. But there are ways to erode any will. Better not arrive at the Eyrie
crippled dikein body and spirit, ready for whatever might occur to Caeb Wallis. Better keep the

capability of revenge.

That thought was vague. The whole of him was drowned in her death. He scarcely noticed how the
shadows shifted--the house which had been hers and historn down for alarger, which caught fire when
the Turks took Pera, and was succeeded by building after building filled with faces and faces and faces,



until the final incandescence and the drifting radioactive ash--nor their halt among ruins, their flight across
the ocean, thelr further journey to that future where the Sachem waited. In him was nothing except Xenia,
who saw him vanish and lay back to die done, unshriven.

While summer blanketed the Eyrie in heat and brazen light, the tower room where Havig was confined
stored cool dimnessinitsbricks. It was bare save for awashstand, atoilet, a mat-tress, and two straight
chairs. A single window gave upon the castle, the countryside, the peasants at labor for their masters.
When you had looked out into yonder sunshine, you were blind for awhile.

A wirerope, welded at the ends, stretched five feet from aring locked around his ankleto astaple in the
wall. That suf-ficed. A timetraveler bore along whatever wasin direct con-tact with him, such as
clothing. In effect, Havig would have had to carry away the entire keep. He did not try.

“Sit down, do St down,” Caleb Wallis urged.

He had planted his broad bottom in one of the chairs, beyond reach of his prisoner. Black, epauletted
uniform, nestly combed gingery whiskers, bare pate were an assertion of lordship over Havig'sgrimed
archaic clothes, stubbly jaws, bloodshot and murk-encircled eyes.

Waliswaved hiscigar. “I’m not necessarily mad at you,” he said. “Infact, | kind of admire your energy,
your cleverness. I'd like to recall them to my side. That’s how come | ordered the boysto let you rest
before thisinterview. | hope the chow was good? Do sit down.”

Havig obeyed. He had not ceased to fed numb. During the night he had dreamed about Xenia. They
were bound some-where on agreat trimaran whose sails turned into wings and lifted them up among
dars.

“We're private here,” Wallis said. An escort waited be-yond the door, which stood thick and shut.
“You cantak free”

“Supposing | don't?’ Havig replied.

The eyes which confronted him were like bullets. “Y ou will. I'm a patient man, but | don’t amto let you
monkey any further with my destiny. Y ou’ re dlive because | think maybe you can give us some
compensation for the harm you’ ve done, the trouble you' ve caused. For instance, you know your way
around in the later twentieth century. And you have money there. That could be mighty helpful. It better
mll

Havig reached ingde histunic. He thought dully: How un-dramatic that a new-made widower, captive
and threatened with torture, should be unbathed, and on that account should stink and itch. He d
remarked once to Xeniathat her beloved class-cal poets|eft out those touches of animal redlity; and
she’ d shown him passages in Homer, the playwrights, the hymners, oh, any number of them to prove him
wrong; her forefinger danced across the lines, and bees hummed among her roses ...

“| gather you were keeping awench in Congtantinople, and shefell sick and had to belet go,” Wallis
said. “Too bad. | sympathize, kind of. Still, you know, lad, in away you brought it on yourself. And on
her.” The big bald head swayed. “ Y es, you did. I'm not telling you God has punished you. That could be,
but nature does give people what they deserve, and it isnot fitting for a proper white man to bind himsalf
to afemdelikethat. She was Levantine, you know. Which means mongrel-Ar-menian, Asdic, hunky,



pig, Jew, probably atouch of nigger--" Again Wallis s cigar moved expansively. “Mind, I" ve noth-ing
againgt you boys having your fun,” he said with ajovid wink. “No, no. Part of your pay, | guess,
sampling damn near anyone you want, when you want her, and no nonsense after-ward out of her or
anybody ese” He scowled. “But you, Jack, youmarried thisn.”

Havig tried not to listen. He failed. The voice boomed in on him:

“There' smore wrongnessin that than meetsthe eye. It' swhat | call asymbolic thing to do. Y ou bring
yoursdlf down, because amixed-breed can’t possibly be raised to your level. And so you bring down
your wholerace.” The tone harshened. “Don’t you understand? It' s dways been the curse of the white
man. Because heis moreintelligent and sengtive, he opens himsdlf to those who hate him. They divide
him againg him-sdf, they feed him lies, they dide their dimy way into control of hisown homedands, till he
finds he' s gotten dlied with his natura enemy againgt his brother. Oh, yes, yes, I’ ve studied your century,
Jack. That’ s when the conspiracy flowered into action, wrecked the world, unlocked the gates for Mong
and Maurai ... Y ou know what | think is one of the most awful tragedies of dl time? When two of the
greatest geniuses the white race ever produced, itstwo possible saviors from the Sav and the Chinaman,
were [ured into war on different Sdes. Douglas MacArthur and Adolf Hitler.”

Havig knew--an ingtant later, first with dight surprise, next with a hot satisfaction--that he had spat on
the floor and snapped: “If the General ever heard you say thet, | wouldn't givethisfor your life, Wallis!
Not that it' sworth it anyway.”

Surprisingly, or maybe not, he provoked no anger. “Y ou prove exactly what | was taking about.” The
Sachem’ s manner verged on sorrow. “ Jack, I’ ve got to make you see the plain truth. | know you have
sound ingtincts. They’ve only been buried under astack of cunning lies. Y ou’ veseen that nigger empirein
the future, and yet you can’t see what ought to be done, what must be done, to put mankind back on the
right evolutionary road.”

Walisdrew upon hiscigar till its end glowed beacon-red, exhaled pungent smoke, and added
benign-voiced: “ Of course, you' re not yoursdlf today. Y ou'velost thisgirl you cared about, and like |
told you, | do sympathize.” Pause. “However, she' d belong dead by now regardless, wouldn't she?’

He grew utterly intense. “Everybody dies,” he said. “Except us. | don't believe we travelers need to.
Y ou can beamong us. Y ou can live forever.”

Havig ressted thewish to reply, “1 don’'t want to, if you'reincluded in the ded.” He waited.

“They' re bound to find immortdity, far off in the world we re building,” Walissaid. “I'm convinced. Il
tell you some-thing. Thisis confidentid, but either | can trust you eventudly or you die. I’ ve been back to
the close of Phase One, more thoroughly than I’ d been when | wrote the manual. Y ou re-member I’ll be
old then. Sagging cheeks, rheumy eyes, shaky liver-spotted hands. . . not pleasant to see yourself old,
no, not pleasant.” He Stiffened. “Thistrip | learned something new. At the end, | am going to disappear. |
will never be seen any more, aside from my one short visit I’ ve dready paid to Phase Two. Never. And
likewise anumber of my chief lieutenants. | didn’t get every name of theirs-no use spending lifespan on
that--but | wouldn't be bowled over if you turned out to be among them.”

Faintly, the words pricked Havig’ s returning apathy. “What do you suppose will have happened?’ he
asked.

“Why, thething | wrote about,” Wallis exulted. “ The reward. Our work done, we were cdled to the far
future and made young forever. Like unto gods.”



In the sky outside, acrow cawed.

The trumpet note died from Wallis swords. “1 hope you'll beincluded, Jack,” he said. “1 do. You'rea
go-getter. | don’'t mind admitting your talk about your experiences on your own hook in Constantinople
was what gave Krasicki theideaof our raid. And you did vauable work there, too, before you went
crazy. That was our best haul to date. It' s given us what we need to expand into the period. Believe me,
Cdeb Wadlisisnot ungrateful.

“Sure,” he purred, “you were shocked. Y ou came new to the hard necessities of our mission. But what
about Hiroshima, hey? What about some poor homesick Hessian lad, sold into service, dying of lead in
hisbelly for the sake of American in-dependence? Cometo that, Jack, what about the men, your
comradesin arms, who you killed?

“Let’sset them againgt this girl you happened to get infatu-ated with. Let’ s chak off your servicesto us
againgt the harm you' ve done. Even-Steven, right? Okay. Y ou must’ ve been busy in the years that
followed. Y ou must’ ve collected alot of in-formation. How about sharing it? And leading usto your
money, Sgning it over? Earning your way back into our brotherhood?’

Sternness. “Or do you want the hot irons, the pincers, the dentd drills, the skilled attentions of
professonas you know we got--till what' sleft of you obligesmeinthehopel’ll letit die?”

Night entered first the room, then the window. Havig gazed stupidly at the recorder and the supper
which had been brought him, until he could no longer see them.

He ought to yield, he thought. Walls could scarcely be lying about the future of the Eyrie. If you can’t
lick ‘em, join ‘em, and hope to be an influence for mercy, in the name of Xenia stimid ghost.

Y et if--for example--Wallslearned about the Maurai psy-chodrugs, which the Maurai themselves
dreaded, and sent men uptime--Well, Julius Caesar butchered and subjugated to further his politica
career. Inthe process helaid the kedl of Western civilization, which in its turn gave the world Chartres
Cathedrd, S. Francisof Assg, penicillin, Bach, the Bill of Rights, Rem-brandt, astronomy,

Shakespeare, an end to chattel davery, Goethe, genetics, Einstein, woman suffrage, Jane Addams, man's
footprints on the moon and man’ svision turned to the stars ... yes, aso the nuclear warhead and
totaitarianism, the automobile and the Fourth Crusade, but on the whole, on baance, in an aspect of
eternity--Dared he, mere Jack Havig, stand against an entire tomorrow for the sake of alittle beloved
dugt?

Could he? An executioner would be coming to seeif he had put something on tape.

He had better keep in mind that Jack Havig counted for no morein eternity than Doukas Manasses, or
Xenia, or anybody.

Except: he did not have to give the enemy afreeride. He could make them burn more of their lifespans.
For whatever that might be worth.

A hand shook him. He groped hisway out of uneasy deep. The pam clapped onto his mouth. In
blackness. “Be quiet, you fool,” whispered Leonce.
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A PENCIL FLASHLIGHT cameto life. Itsbeam probed until the iron sheened on Havig' sankle. “Ah,”
she breathed. “ That’ s how they bottle you? Like | reckoned. Hold this.” Shethrust the tube at him.
Dizzy, rocked by his heartbeat, scarcely believ-ing, he could not keep it steady. She said abad word,
snatched it back, took it between her teeth, and crouched over him. A hacksaw began to grate.

“Leonce--my dear, you shouldn’t--" he stammered.

She uttered an angry grunt. He swallowed and went silent. Stars glistened in the window.

When the cable parted, leaving him with only the circlet, he tottered erect. She snapped off the light,
stuck the tube in her shirt pocket-otherwise, he had glimpsed, she wore jeans and hiking shoes, gun and
knife-and grasped him by the upper arms. “Listen,” she hissed. “Y ou skip ahead to sunrise. Let ‘em bring
you breakfast before you return to now. Got me? We want ‘ em to think you escaped at alater hour. Can
you carry it off? If not, you' re dead.”

“I'll try,” hesaid faintly.

“Good.” Her kisswas brief and hard. “Be gone.”

Havig moved uptime at a cautious pace. When the window turned gray he emerged, arranged histether
to look uncut to a casua glance, and waited. He had never spent alonger hour.

A commoner guard brought in atray of food and coffee. “Hello,” Havig said inandly.
Hegot asurly look and awarning: “Eat fast. They want to talk to you soon.”

For asick ingant, Havig thought the man would stay and watch. But he retired. After the door had
dammed, Havig must St down for aminute; his kneeswould not upbear him.

L eonce--He gulped the coffee. Will and strength resurged. He rose to travel back nightward.

The light-gleam aderted him to his moment. As he entered normal time, he heard ahoarse murmur across
the room:

“--Canyou carry it off? If not, you're dead.”
“I'l try.”
“Good.” Pause. “Begone”

He heard the little rush of ar filling avacuum where his body had been, and knew he had departed.
“Herel am,” hecaled low.

“Huh? Ah!” She must see better in the dark than he, because she came directly to him. “All *kay?’

“Yes. Maybe.”



“No chatter,” she commanded. “ They may decide to check these hours, ‘ spite of our stunt. Here, hold
my hand an’ dip downtime. Don't hurry yoursdf. | know we'll makeit. | just don’'t want ‘em to find out

Part of the Eyri€ straining wasin such Smultaneoustravel. Each fdt aresstanceif sarting to move
“faster” or “dower” than the partner, and adjusted the chronokinetic rate ac-cordingly.

A few nights earlier, the chamber was unoccupied, the door unlocked. They waked down shadow
dairs, across shadow courtyard, through gateswhich, in this period of unchallenged reign, were usualy
|eft open. At intervasthey must emerge for breath, but that could be in the dark. Beyond the lowered
drawbridge, Leonce lengthened her stride. Havig wondered why she didn’t smply go to aday before the
castle existed, until he realized the risk was too greet of encountering othersin the vicinity. A lot of men
went hunting in the primeva forest which once grew here.

Dazed with fatigue and grief, he would do best to follow her lead. She' d gotten him free, hadn’t she?
Sheredly had. He needed awhile to conceive of that.

They sat in the woods, one summer before Columbus was born. The trees, oak and m and birch
mingled together, were gigantic; their fragrancefilled the air, their leaves cast green shadows upon the
nearly solid underbrush around them. Some-where awoodpecker drummed and ablugjay scolded. The
fire glowed low which Leonce had built. On an improvised spit roasted a grouse she had brought down
out of athousandfold flock which they startled when they arrived.

“I can never get over it,” shesaid, “what awonderful world thisis before machine man screwsthings up.
| don't think alot 0’ the High Y ears any more. I’ ve been then too often.”

Havig, leaned againgt abole, had abrief eerie sense of d§a vu. The cause cameto him: this setting was
not unlike that amost amillennium hence, when he and she- He regarded her more closely than hitherto.
Mahogany hair in akind of Dutch bob, suntan faded, the Skula sweasdl skull left behind and the big
body in boyish garb, she might have come straight from hishome era. Her English had lost most of the
Glacier accent, too. Of course, she still went armed, and her feline gait and haughty bearing hadn’t
changed.

“How long for you?” heinquired.

“Sinceyou left mein Paris?‘ Bout three years.” She frowned at the bird, reached and turned it above the
codls.

“I’'m sorry. That was a shabby way to treat you. Why did you want to spring me?’
Her scowl degpened. “S pose you tell me what happened.”

“Youdon't know?’ he exclaimed in amazement. “ For heav-en’s sake, if you weren't surewhy | was
under arrest, how could you be sure | didn’t deserve--"

“Tak, will you?’
The story sumbled forth, in bare outline. Now and then, during it, the tilted eyes sought him, but her

countenance re-mained expressionless. At the end she said: “Well, ssems my hunch wasright. | haven't
thrown away much. Was gettin' more an’ more puked at that outfit, as| saw how it works.”



She might have offered aword for Xenia, he thought, and therefore he matched her brusqueness: “|
didn’'t believe you' d object to aspot of fighting and robbery.”

“Not if they’re honest, strength ‘ gaingt strength, wits*gainst wits. But those. . . jackals. . . they pick on
the helpless. An’ for sport more' nfor gain.” In akind of leashed savagery, she probed the fowl with her
knife point. A drop of fat hit the cods;, yellow flame sputtered and flared. “* Sides, what’ sthe sense 0’ the
whole business? Whyshould we try to fasten machines back on the world? So Cd Wallis can be
promoted to God j.g.?’

“When you learned I’ d been |located and was being held, that touched off the rebellion which had been
gathering inyou?’ Havig asked.

Shedidn’t reply directly. “1 went downtime, like you’ d guess, found when the room was empty, went
uptimeto you. Firgt, though, I’ d spent some daysfuture o’ that, not to seem involved in your escape. Ha,
ever’ body wasrunnin’ ‘round like guillo-tined chickens! | planted the notion you must’ ve co-opted a
traveler while you werein the past.” The broad shoulders lifted and dropped. “Wdll, the hooraw blew
over. Evidently it didn’t seem worth mentionin’ to the earlier Wallis, on hisinspection tour. Why admit a
failure? His next gppearance beyond your vanishment was years ahead, an' nothin’ awful had happened
meanwhile. Y ou didn’t matter. Nor will 1, when | never return from my furlough. | s posethey’ll reckon |
died in an accident.” She chuckled. “1 do like sports cars, an’ drive like abat out 0 Chicago.”

“In spite of, uh, opposing arestoration of machine society?” Havig wondered.

“Wall, we can enjoy it whilewe got it, can’t we, whether or not it’ll last or ought to?” She observed him
steadily, and her tone bleakened. “That’s ‘ bout al we can do, you an’ me. Find ourselves some nice
hidey-holes, herean’ there in space-time. Because we' re sure not goin' to upset the Eyrie”

“I'm not certainitsvictory is predestined,” Havig said. “Maybe wishful thinking on my part. After what
I’ve seen, however--" His earnestness helped cover the emptinessin him where Xenia had been.
“Leonce, you do wrong to put down science and technology. They can be misused, but so can
every-thing. Nature never has been in perfect balance--there are many more extinct species than
live--and primitive man was quite as destructive as modern. He smply took longer to use up his
environment. Probably Stone Age hunters exterminated the gi-ant mammals of the Pleistocene. Certainly
farmers with sickles and digging sticks wore out what started as the Fertile Crescent. And nearly al
mankind died young, from causesthat are pre-ventable when you know how ... The Maurai will do more
than rebuild the foundation of Earth’ slife. They’ |l make thefirgt attempt ever tocreate abaanced
environment. And that’ Il only be possible because they do have the scientific knowledge and means.”

“Don’'t seem likethey'l succeed.”

“I can't tel. That mysterious farther future ... it' sgot to be studied.” Havig rubbed his eyes. “L ater, later.
Right now I’m too tired. Let me borrow your Bowie after lunch and cut some boughsto deep onfor a
week or three.”

She moved, then, to come knedl before him and lay one hand on his neck, run fingers of the other
through his hair. “Poor Jack,” she murmured. “I been kind o’ short with you, haven’t 1? Forgive. Wasa
strain on me aso, this gettin’ away an’--Sure, deep. We have peace. Today we have peace.”

“I haven't thanked you for what you did,” he said awk-wardly. “I’ll never be able to thank you.”



“Y ou bugbrain!” She cast arms around him. “Why do you think | hauled you out o' there?’
“But-but-Leonce, I’ ve seen my wife die--"

“Sure,” shesobbed. “How | .. . I'dliketo go back ... an’ meet that girl. If she made you happy--Can't
be, | know. Well, I'll wait, Jack. Aslong as needful, I'll wait.”

They weren't equipped to stay more than a short while in ancient America. They could have gone
uptime, bought geer, ferried it back. But after what they had suffered, no idieidyll was possible for them.

Moreimportant was the sate of Havig' s being. The wound in him hedled dowly, but it hedled, and left a
hard scar: the re-solve to make war upon the Eyrie.

Hedidn't think it was merely adesire for vengeance upon Xenid s murderers. Leonce assumed this, and
leagued hersdlf with him because a Glacier woman stood by her man. He ad-mitted that to adegree she
was correct. (Istheimpulse dways evil? It can take the form of exacting justice.) Mainly, he be-lieved
that he believed, abrigand gang must be done away with. The ghastlinessesit had aready made, and
would make, were unchangeable; but could not the sum of that hurt be stopped from mounting, could not
the remoter future be spared?

“A thing to puzzle over,” hetold Leonce, “isthat no timetravelers seem to be born in the Maura eraor
afterward. They might stay incognito, sure, same as the mgority of them prob-ably do in earlier
history--too frightened or too crafty to revea their uniqueness. Nevertheless ... every single one? Hardly
sounds plausible, doesit?’

“Did you investigate?’ she asked.

They werein amid-twentieth-century hotel. Kansas City banged and winked around them, early at
night. He was avoid-ing his former resorts until he could be sure that Wallis s men would not discover
these. The lamplight glowed soft over Le-once where she sat, knees drawn close to chin, in bed. She
wore atranducent peignoir. Otherwise she gave him no sign that she was anything morein her heart than
his sisterlike companion. A huntress learns patience, a Skulalearnsto read souls.

“Yes” hesad. “I'vetold you about Carelo Kegjimu. He has connections across the globe. If he can't
turn up atraveler, no-body can. And he drew blank.”

“What doesthis mean?’

“1 don’'t know, except--Leonce, we' ve got to take the risk. We ve got to make an expedition uptime of
theMaura.”

Again practical problems consumed lifespan.

Think. One epoch does not suddenly and entirely replace another. Every trend is blurred by numberless
counter-currents. Thus, Martin Luther was not the first Protestant in the true sense--doctrina aswell as
political--of that word. He was sm-ply the first who made it stick. And his success was built on the
falures of centuries, Hussites, Lollards, Albigensians, on and on to the heresies of Christendom’sdawn;



and those had origins more ancient yet. Likewise, the thermonuclear reactor and associated machines
wereintroduced, and spread widdy, while mysticiam out of Asawas denying, in millions of minds, that
science could answer the questions that mattered.

If you want to study an epoch, in what year do you begin?Y ou can move through time, but once at your
god, what have you besides your feet for crossing space? Where do you shelter? How do you eat?

It took a number of quick trips futureward to find the start of aplan.

Details are unimportant. On the west coast of thirty-first--century North America, ahybrid
Ingliss-Maurai-Spanyol had not evolved too far for Havig to grope hisway adong init. Hetook back a
grammar, adictionary, and assorted reading ma-terid. By individua concentration and mutua practice,
he and Leonce acquired some fluency.

Enough atomic-powered robot-crewed commerce brought enough visitors from overseas that two more
obvious foreigners would attract no undue attention. Thiswas the more true be-cause Sancisco was a
favorite god of pilgrimages; there the guru Duago Samito had had his revelation. Nobody believed in
miracles. People did believe that, if you stood on the man-sculptured hills and looked down into the
chaice which was the Bay, and let yoursalf become one with heaven and earth and water, you could
hopefor insght.

Filgrims needed no credit account in the financia world-machine. The age was, in its austere fashion,

prosperous. A wayside householder could easily spare the food and deeping room that would earn virtue
for him and travelers talesfor hischildren.

“If you seek the Star Magters--" said the dark, gentle man who housed them one night. “Y es, they keep
an outpost nigh. But surely somearein your land.”

“We are curiousto seeif the Star Magters here are like those we know a home,” Havig replied. “I have
heard they number many kinds.”

“Correct. Correct.”

“It does not add undue kilometersto our journey.”

“Y ou need not walk there. A cdl will do.” Havig's host in-dicated the holographic communicator which
stood in acorner of aroom whose proportions were as dien--and as satisfying--to hisguestsas a

Japanese temple would have been to amedieval European or a Gothic church to a Japanese.

“Though | doubt their station is manned at present,” he con-tinued. “ They do not come often, you
know.”

“At least we cantouch it,” Havig said.

The dark man nodded. “Aye. A full-sense savoring ... aye, you do well. Go in God, then, and be God,
heppily.”

In the morning, after an hour’ s chanting and meditation, the family returned to their daily round. Father
hand-cultivated his vegetable garden; the reason for that seemed more likely depth-psychological than



economic. Mother continued her work upon a paramathematical theorem too esoteric for Havig to grasp.
Children immersed themsdlves in an dectronic educationd network which might be planetwide and
might involve akind of artificid telepathy. Y et the house was small, unpreten-tious except for the usud
scrimshaw and Oriental sweep of roof, nearly donein agreat tawny hillscape.

Trudging down adirt road, where dust whoofed around her boots while amany-armed automaton
whispered through the sky overhead, Leonce sighed: “Y ou’ reright. | do not un-derstand these people.”

“That could take alifetime,” Havig agreed. “ Something new has entered history. It needn’t be bad, but
it ssurely new.”

After agpace he added: “Has happened before. Could your paeolithic hunter really understand your
neolithic farmer? How much dike were aman who lived under the divine right of kings and aman who
lived under the welfare state? | don’t aways fol-low your mind, Leonce.”

“Nor | yours.” She caught hishand. “Let’ skeep tryin'.”

“It seems--" Havig said, “| repest, it seems--these Star Mas-ters occupy the ultra-mechanized,
energy-flashing bases and the enormous flying craft and everything el se we' ve glimpsed which contrasts
so sharply with therest of Earth. They comeirregularly. Otherwise their outposts lie empty; does sound
liketimetraveers, hey?’

“But they'rekind o', well, good. Aren’t they?’

“Therefore they can’'t be Eyrie? Why not? In origin, anyhow. The grandson of aconquering pirate may
be an enlightened king.” Havig marshded histhoughts. “ True, the Star Masters act differently from what
onewould expect. Asnear as | can make out--remember, | don't follow this modern language any more
closdly than you do, and besides, there are amillion taken-for-granted concepts behind it--as near as|
can make out, they cometo trade: ideas and knowledge more than marterid goods. Their influence on
Earth issubtle but pervasive. My trips beyond this year suggest their influence will grow, till anew
civilization--or post-civilization--has arisen which | can-not fathom.”

“Don't the locals describe ‘em asbein’” sometimes human an’ sometimes not?’

“I have that impression too. Maybe we ve garbled afigure of speech.”

“You'll makeit out,” shesaid.

He glanced at her. The glance lingered. Sunlight lay on her hair and the tiny drops of sweet across her
face. He caught the friendly odor of her flesh. The pilgrim’ s robe molded itsdlf to long limbs. Timeless
above a cornfield, ared-winged blackbird whistled.

“WE ll seeif wecan,” hesad.

Sheamiled.

Clustered spires and subtly curved domes were deserted when they arrived. Aninvisible barrier held
them off. They moved uptime. When they glimpsed a ship among the shadows, they halted.

At that point, the vessel had made groundfal. The crew were coming down an immeaterid ramp. Havig
saw men and women in close-fitting garments which sparkled asif with congtdla-tions. And he saw



shapes which Earth could never have brought forth, not in the age of the dinosaurs nor in the last age
when a swollen red sun would burn her barren.

A shdlbacked thing which bore claws and nothing identifia-ble as a head conversed with aman in notes
of music. Theman waslaughing.

L eonce screamed. Havig barely grabbed her before she was gone, fleeing downtime,

“But don't you see?’ hetold her, over and over. “Don’t you redlize the marve of it?’

And at last he got her to seek night. They stood on a high ridge. Uncountable stars gleamed from horizon
to zenith to horizon. Often ameteor flashed. The air was cold, their bresth smoked wan, she huddled in
his embrace. Quietness enclosed them: “the eternd silence of yonder infinite spaces.”

“Look up,” hesaid. “Each of thoselightsisasun. Did you think oursisthe singleliving planet in the
universs?’

She shuddered. “What we saw--"

“What we saw was different. Magnificently different.” He searched for words. Hiswhole youth had
borne avison which hers had known only as alegend. Thefact that it was not for-ever lost sangin his
blood. “Where else can newness, adven-ture, rebirth of spirit, where else can they come from except
difference? The age beyond the Maurai is not turned inward on itself. No, it's begun to turn further
outward than ever men did before!”

“Tell me” she begged. “Help me.”

Hefound himsdlf kissng her. And they sought a place of their own and were one.

But there are no happy endings. There are no endings of any kind. At most, we are given happy
moments.

The morning came when Havig awakened beside Leonce. She dept, warm and silky and musky, anarm
thrown across his breast. Thistime his body did not desert her. Histhinking did.

“Doc,” hewasto tell me, hisvoice harsh with desperation, “1 could not stay where we were--in akind
of Renaissance Eden--1 couldn’t stay there, or anywhere else, and let destiny happen.”

“Ibelieve the future has taken ahopeful direction. But how can | be sure? Yes, yes, the nameis Jack,
not Jesus, my respon-sibility must end somewhere; but exactly where?’

“And even if that was agood eon to be divein, by what route did men arrive there? Maybe you
remember, | once gave you my opinion, Napoleon ought to have succeeded in bringing Europe together.
This does not mean Hitler ought to have. The chimney stacks of Belsen say different. What about the
Eyrie?’

He roused Leonce. She girded herself to fare beside her man.



They might have visited Cardlo Kegjimu. But he was, in away, too innocent. Though helivedina
century of disintegra-tion, the Maurai rule had always been mild, had never provoked our organized
unpity. Furthermore, he was too promi-nent, hislifetime too likely to be watched.

It was inggnificant me whom Jack Havig and Leonce of Wahorn sought ot.
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APRIL 12, 1970. Where | dwelt that was a day of new-springing greenness wet from the night’ srain,
clouds scudding white before awind which ruffled the puddiesin my driveway, earth cool and thick in my
fingersas| kndlt and planted bulbs of iris,

Gravel scrunched beneath wheels. A car pulled in, to stop beneath a great old chestnut tree which
dominated thelawn. | didn’t recognize the vehicle and swore abit while| rose; it' s never pleasant getting
rid of salesmen. Then they stepped out, and | knew him and guessed who she must be.

“Doc!” Havig ran to hug me. “God, I’'m glad to see you!”

| was not vastly surprised. In the months since last he was here, | had been expecting him back if he
lived. But at thisminute | redlized how much I’ d fretted about him.

“How’ syour wife?’ | asked.
Thejoy died out of hisface. “Shedidn’t live. I'll tell you about it ... later.”
“Oh, Jack, I'm sorry--"

“Wéll, for meit happened ayear and ahalf ago.” When he turned to the rangy redhead approaching us,
he could again smile. “Doc, Leonce, you' ve both heard plenty about each other. Now meet.”

Like him, shewas careless of my muddy handclasp. | found it at first an unsettling encounter. Never
before had | seen someone from out of time; Havig didn’t quite count. And, while he hadn’t told me
much concerning her, enough of the otherness had come through in his narrative. She did not think or act
or exist remotely like any woman, any human creature, born into my epoch. Did she?

Y et the huntress, tribal councilor, she-shaman, casud lover and unrepentant killer of--how many?--men,
wore an ordinary dress and, yes, nylon stockings and high-heeled shoes, car-ried a purse, smiled with a
deftly lipsticked mouth, and said in English not too different from my own: “How do you do, Dr.
Anderson?| have looked forward to this pleasure.”

“Comeoningde” | said weakly. “Let’s get washed and, and I’ ll make apot of tea.”

Leoncetried hard to stay demure, and failed. While Havig talked she kept leaving her chair, prowling to
the windows and peering out a my quiet resdentia street. “Cam down,” hetold her at length. “We
checked uptime, remember? No Eyrie agents.”



“We couldn’t check every minute,” she answered.

“No, but--well, Doc, about aweek hence I'll phone you and ask if we had any trouble, and you'll tell
meno.”

“They could bereadyin’ somethin’,” Leonce said.

“Unlikely.” Havig's manner was a bit exasperated; obvioudy they’ d been over this ground before.
“We rewritten off. I’'m certain of it.”

“I Spose | got nervous habitswhen | wasagirl.”

Havig hesitated before he said, “If they are after us, and onto Doc’ s being our contact, wouldn'’t they
gtrike through him? Well, they haven't.” To me: “Hard to admit I’ ve knowingly ex-posed you to a
hazard. It swhy | avoid my mother.”

“That' sokay, Jack.” | attempted alaugh. “ Gives me an interesting hobby in my retirement.”

“Well, youwill bedl right,” heingsted. “I made sure”

Leonce drew a sharp breath. For atime nothing spoke ex-cept the soughing in the branches outside. A
cloud shadow came and went.

“Youmean,” | said a lagt, “you verified I'll live quietly till | die”
He nodded.

“Y ou know the date of that,” | said.

He sat unmoving.

“Well, don't tell me,” I finished. “Not that I’'m scared. How-ever, I’ d just as soon keep on enjoying
myself in the old-fashioned mortd style. | don’t envy you--that you can lose afriend twice.”

My teakettle whistled.

“And s0,” | said after hours had gone by, “you don't propose to stay passive? Y ou mean to do
something about the Eyrie?’

“If wecan,” Havig said low.

L eonce, seated beside him, gripped hisarm. “What, though?’ she dmost cried. “1 been uptime
myself-quick-like, but the placeisbigger'n ever, an’ | saw Ca Wallis step from an aircraft--they got
robotic factories built by then--an’ he was gettin’ old but he wasthere.” Fingers crooked into talons.
“Nobody’ d killed the bastard, not in that whole while.”

I lumped my pipe. We had eaten, and sat among my books and pictures, and I’ d declared the sun
aufficiently near anon-existent yardarm that whiskey might be poured. But in those two remained no
smple enjoyment of acal paid on an old ac-quaintance, or for her anew one; this had faded, the



underlying grief and anger stood forth like stones.
“Y ou have no complete account of the Eyri€ sfuture career,” | said.

“Well, we veread Wdllis s book and listened to hiswords,” Havig answered. “Wedon't believe he's
lying. Hiskind of ego-tist wouldn’t, not on such atopic.”

“You missmy point.” | wagged my pipestem at them. “The question is, Have you personaly made a
year-by-year inspec-tion?’

“No,” Leoncereplied. “Originaly no reason to, an’ now too dangerous.” Her gaze steadied on me. She
wasabright lass. “Youamin’ a somethin’, Doctor?’

“Maybe.” | scratched amatch and got my tobacco lit. The small hearthfire would be acomfort in my
hand. “ Jack, I’ ve spent alot of thought on what you told me on your previousvist. That's natural. | have
the leisureto think and study and--Y ou’ ve come back in the hope | might have anidea. True?’

He nodded. Beneath his shirt he quivered.

“I have no grand solution to your problems,” | warned them. “What | have doneis ponder aremark you
made: that our free-dom liesin the unknown.”

“Goon!” Leonce urged. She sat with fists clenched.

“Wadl,” | said between puffs, “your latest account kind of reinforces my notion. That is, Walisbelieves
his organization, modified but basicdly the thing he founded, he believesit will bein essentid charge of
the post-Maurai world. What you' ve discovered there doesn’t make this seem any too plausible, hey?
Ergo, somewhere, somewhen isan inconsistency. And. . . for what happened in between, you do merely
have theword of Caleb Wallis, who is vainglorious and was born more than ahundred years ago.”

“What's hisbirth got to do with the matter?’ Havig de-manded.

“Quiteabit,” | said. “Ours has been abitter century. Hard lessons have been learned which Wallis's
generation never needed, never imagined. He may have heard about concepts like operations anaysis,
but he doesn’'t use them, they aren’t in hismarrow.”

Havig tensed.

“Y our chronolog gadget is an example of twentieth-century thinking,” 1 continued. “By the way, what
became of it?’

“Theonel had got Ieft in Perawhen . . . when | was cap-tured,” he replied. “I imagine whoever
acquired the house later threw it out or broke it gpart for junk. Or maybe feared it might be magical and
heaved it in the Horn. I’ ve had new ones made.”

A thrill passed through me, and | began to understand L e-once the huntress alittle. “ The men who took
you, even afairly sophiticated man like that Krasicki, did not think to bring it dong for examination,” he
sad. “Which illustrates my point nicely. Look, Jack, every timetraveler hitsthe bloody nuisance of
targeting on adesired moment. To you, it was amatter of course to consider the problem, decide what
would solveit--an instrument--and find a company which was able to accept your commission to invent
the thing for you.”



| exhded ablue plume. “It never occurred to Wallis,” | finished. “To any of hisgang. That gpproach
doesn't come naturd to them.”

Silence descended anew.
“Wadl,” Havig said, “1 am the latest-born traveler they found prior to the Judgment.”

“Uh-huh,” | nodded. “ Take advantage of that. Y ou’ ve made a beginning, in your research beyond the
Maura period. It may seem incredible to you that Wallis s people haven't done the same kind of
in-depth study. Remember, though, he' sfrom atime when foresght was a aminimum--atime when
every-body assumed logging and strip-mining could go on forever. It wasthe century of Clerk Maxwell,
yes--I’m thinking mainly of hiswork on what we call cybernetics--and Babbage and Peirce and Ricardo
and Clausawitz and adew of other thinkerswhom we' re till living off of. But the seeds those minds
were plant-ing hadn’t begun to sprout and flower. Anyhow, like many timetravelers, it seems, Wallis
didn’t stay around to share the ex-periences of hisbirth era. No, he had to skite off and becomethe

amighty superman.
“Jack, from the painfully gathered learning of the race,you can profit.”

Leonce seemed puzzled. Well, my philosophy was new to her too. The man had grown atogether
absorbed. “What do you propose?’ he asked low.

“Nothing specificaly,” | answered. “Everything generally. Concentrate more on strategy than tactics.
Don't try to cam-paign by your lone selves againgt an organization; no, start abetter outfit.”

“Where are the members coming from?’

“Everywhere and everywhen. Walls showed a degree of imagination in hisrecruiting efforts, but his
methods were crude, his outlook parochial. For instance, surely more trav-elers are present that day in
Jerusalem. His agents latched onto those who were obvious, and quit. There must be ways to at-tract the
notice of therest.”

“Wel ... m-m-m ... | had been giving thought to that mysdlf.” Havig cupped hischin. “Like maybe
passing through the streets, snging lines from the Greek mass-”

“AndtheLatin. You can't afford grudges.” | gripped rmy pipe hard. “ Another point. Why must you Stay
this secretive? Oh, yes, your ‘uncl€ saf wasright, asfar ashewent. A child reveded to beatime
traveler would' ve been in afairly horrible bind. But you' re not achild any longer.

“Moreover, | gather, Wallis considers ordinary persons alesser breed. He' slabeled them ‘ commoners;
hasn't he? He kegps them in subordinate positions. All he' saccomplished by that has been to wall their
brainsoff from him.

“I’'ve done alittle quiet sounding out, at places like Holberg College and Berkeley. Thereare good,
responsible scholars at Berkeley! | can name you men and women who' |l accept the fact of what you
are, and respect your confidence, and help you, same asme.”

“For why?" Leonce wondered.

Havig sprang from his chair and stormed back and forth across the room as he gave her the blazing



answer which had broken upon him: “To open theworld, darlyal Our kind can't be born only in the
West. That doesn’t make sense. China, Ja-pan, India, Africa, Americabefore the white man
came--we ve got the whole of humanity to draw on! And we’--he stuttered in his eagerness--"we can
leave the bad, take the good, find the young and, dammit, bring them up right. My God! Who cares
about awretched gang of bullies uptime?We can make the future!”

It was not that Smple, of course. In fact, they spent more than ten years of their lifespansin preparing.
True, these in-cluded their private concerns. When | saw them next (after his one telephone cal), briefly
in March, they behaved toward each other like any happily long-married couple. Nonetheless, that was a
strenuous, perilous decade.

Even more wasit a period which demanded the hardest thought and the subtlest realism. The gathering
of Havig' s host would have used every year that remained in hisbody, and till been incomplete, had he
not gone about it along the lines | suggested. Through me he met those members of think tanks and
faculties | had bespoken. After he convinced them, they in turn introduced him to chosen colleagues, until
he had an exceedingly high-powered advisory team. (Severd have later quit their careers, to go into
different work or retirement. It puzzlestheir associates,) At intervals| heard about their prog-ress. The
methods they developed for making contact--through much of the history of much of the world--would
fill abook. Mot failed; but enough succeeded.

For example, asearcher looked around, inquired discreetly around, after people who seemed to have
whatever kind of unusuanesswaslogicd for atraveler resding in the given mi-lieu. A shaman, village
witch, local monk with arecord of help-ing those who appealed to him or her by especidly practica
miracles. A peasant who flourished because somehow he never planted or harvested so asto get caught
by bad weather. A merchant who made correspondingly Iucky investmentsin ships, when ssormsand
pirates caused heavy attrition. A war-rior who was an uncatchable spy or scout. A boy who was said to
counse hisfather. Oncein awhile, persons like these would turn out to be thered thing ... Then there
were ways of attracting their heed, such as being awandering fortuneteller of apeculiar sort ...

To the greatest extent possible, the earliest traveler recruits were trained into a cadre of recruiters, who
wasted no energy in being uptime overlords. Thusthefinding of folk could snow-ball. Here, too, methods
were available beyond the purview of anineteenth-century American who regarded the twentieth as
decadent and every other culture asinferior. There are mod-ern ways to get anew language into amind
fast. There are an-cient ways, which the West has neglected, for devel oping body and senses. Under the
lash of wars, revolutions, invasions, and occupations, we have learned how to form, discipline, protect,
and use aband of brothers--systematically.

Above everything e se, perhaps, was today’ s concept of work-ing together. | don’'t mean itstotalitarian
version, for which Jack Havig had totd loathing, or that “togetherness,” beit in a corporation or a
commune, which he despised. | mean an enlightened pragmatism that rejects salf-appointed aristocrats,
does not believe received doctrineis necessarily true, stands ready to hear and weigh what anyone hasto
offer, and main-tains well-developed channelsto carry al ideasto the leader-ship and back again.

Our agewill go downinfire But it will leave giftsfor which alater mankind will be grateful.
Now finding time travelers was a barebones beginning. They had to be organized. How? Why should

they want to leave home, accept restrictions, put their lives on the line? What would keep them when
they grew tired or bored or fearful or lonesome for remembered loves?



The hope of fellowship with their own kind would draw many, of course. Havig could gain by that, as
Walshad done. It was insufficient, though. Wallis had avariety of further gp-peds. Given the resources
of hisgroup, aman saw the world brought in reach and hardly alimit put on atavistic forms of
sdf-indulgence. To theintdligent, Wallis offered power, gran-deur, achance--aduty, if you let yoursdlf
be convinced, which is gruesomely easy to do--to become part of destiny.

Then there were those who wanted to learn, or be at the high-est moments of mankind' s achievement,
or smply and hon-orably enjoy adventuring. To them Havig could promise a better dedl.

But thiswould still not give motive to wage war on the Eyrie. Mongtrousit might be, the average traveler
would concede; yet most governments, most ingtitutions have in their own ways been monstrous. What
threat was the Sachem?

“ Setting up indoctrination courses-" Havig Sghed to me. “A nasty word, that, isn't it? Suggests
browbeating and inces-sant propaganda. But honest, we just want to explain. We try to make the facts
clear, so our recruits can see for themsalves how the Eyrieis by its nature unable to leavethem be. It's
not easy. Y ou got any ideas on how to show asamurai of the Kamakura Period that the will of anybody
to rule the world, anybody whatsoever, isadirect menace to him? 1’ m here mainly to see what my
anthropol ogists and semanticists have come up with. Meanwhile, well, okay, we' ve got other pitchestoo,
like primitive loyalty to chief and comrades, or the fun of agood scrap, or ... well, yes, the chance to get
rich, in permissibleways. And, for the few, a particular dream--"

At that, | envied him the chdlenge of histask. Imagine: finding, and afterward forging mutuality between
a Confucian teacher, a boomerang-wielding kangaroo hunter, a Polish schoolboy, amedieva

M esopotamian peasant, aWest African ironsmith, aMexican vaguero, an Eskimo girl ... The very effort
to assemble that kaleldoscope may have been his greatest strength. Such people did not need to learn
much about the Eyrie before they realized that, for most of them astime trav-eers, Havig' swasthe only

gameintown.

They got this preliminary training in scattered places and eras. Afterward they were screened for
trustworthiness, the means were aweird and wonderful potpourri. The dubious cases--aminor
percentage--were brought to their home locartions, guided to their home years, paid off, and bidden
farewdl. They had not recelved enough information about the enemy to contact it; generdly they lived
thousands of milesaway.

The mgjority were led to the main base, for further training and for the work of building it and its
Srength.

Thiswas near where the Eyrie would be, but immensdly far downtime, in the middle Pleistocene. That
precaution created problems of its own. The temporal passage was lengthy for the traveler, requiring
specia equipment aswell asintermediate resting places. Caches must be established en route, and
every-thing ferried piece by piece, stage by dow stage. But the se-curity was worth this, aswasthe
sronghold itself. It stood on awooded hill, and through the valley below ran amighty river which Leonce
told me shonein the sunlight like bronze.

The search methods had discovered members of both sexesin roughly equal numbers. Thusa
community devel oped-kept childless, except for its youngest members, nevertheless acom-munity which
found an identity, laws and precedences and ceremonies and stories and mysteries, in amere few years,
and was bound together by its squabbles aswell asitsloves. And thiswas Havig' sred triumph. The
Sachem had created an army; the man sworn to cast him down created atribe.



| heard these things when Havig and Leonce paid me that March vist. They were then in the midst of the
work. Not till All Halows Evedid | learn the next part of their story.

15

THE SHADOWS which weretime reded past. They had form and color, weight and distances, only
when one emerged for food or deep or ahurried gulp of air. Season after season blew acrossthe hills;
glaciersfrom the north ground heights to plains and withdrew in afury of snowstorms, leaving lakes
where masto-don drank; the lakes thickened to swamps and finaly to soil on whose grass fed horses and
camds, whose tregtops were grazed by giant doths, until the glaciers returned; mild weather re-newed
saw those earlier beasts no more, but instead herds of bison which darkened the prairie and filled it with
an earth-quake drumroll of hoofs; the pioneers entered, coppery-skinned men who wielded flint-tipped
spears, again was a Great Winter, again a Great Springtime, and now the hunters had bows, and in this
cycleforest claimed the moraines, first willow and larch and scrub oak, later an endless cathedral
magnificence--and suddenly that was gone, in ablink, the conquerors were there, grubbing out amillion
stumps which the axes had left, plowing and sowing, regping and threshing, laying down trails of iron from
which at night could be heard arush and along-drawn wail strangely like mastodon passing by.

Havig’' sgroup stopped for alast rest in the house of ayoung farmer who was no traveler but could be
trusted. They needed it for adepot, too. It would have been impossible to go thisfar through time on this
point of Earth’s surface without miniature oxygen tanks. Otherwise, they’ d more than once have had to
stop for air when the country lay drowned, or been unable to because they were under amile of ice.
Those were strong barriers which guarded the secret of their main base from the Eyrie.

The equipment absorbed most of their mass-carrying ability. Here was a chance to get wespons.
Lantern light glowed melow on an oilcloth-covered kitchen table, polished iron and copper, Sove where
wood crackled to keep warm agiant pot of coffee. Though the nearest neigh-bors were half an hour's
horseback ride straight acrossthe fields, and screened off by trees, Olav Torstad must dways receive his

vigtorsafter dark. At that, he was considered odd for the occasiona midnight gleam in hiswindows. But

he was otherwise asteady fellow; most likely, the neighbors decided, now and then a bachelor would
have trouble degping.

“You'redready fixing to go again?’ he asked.

“Yes” Havig said. “WEe ve ground to cover before dawn, remember.”
Torstad stared at Leonce. “Sure don't seem right, alady bound for war.”
“Where dse but by her man?’ sheretorted. With agrin:

“Jack couldn’t talk me out of it either. Spare your breath.”

“Wdll, different times, different ways,” Torstad said, “but I'm glad | wasbornin 1850.” In haste: “Not
that | don't ap-preciate everything you ve donefor me.”

“Y ou’ ve done more for us,” Havig answered. “We grub-staked you to this place strictly because we
needed something of the kind close to where the Eyrie will be. Y ou assumed the ongoing risk, and the
burden of keeping things hidden, and--No matter. Tonight it ends.” He constructed asmile. “Y ou can get



rid of what stuff we leave behind, marry that girl you' re engaged to, and live the rest of your days at

For afew seconds, behind Torstad' s eyes, something rattled its chains. “ At peace?” Abruptly: “Y ou will
come back, won't you? Tell me what happened? Please!”

“If wewin,” Havig said, and thought how many such prom-ises he had left, how many more his
followers must have left, across the breadth and throughout the duration of the space-time they had
roved. He jumped from his chair. “Come on, let’ s get the military gear for our men. If you'll hitchup a
team, we' d likeawagon rideto the Site. Let’smove!”

Otherswere moving. They are. They will be,

It was no enormous hogt; it totaled perhaps three thousand. Some two-thirds were women, the very
young, the old, the handicapped: time porters, nurses, whatever kind of noncom-batants were required.
But thiswas till too many to gather at one intermediate station, making rumors and traces which an
enemy might come upon. Simply bringing them al to Amer-icahad been an endlesdy complex problemin
logigtics and secrecy.

Benesth huge trees, in ayear before Columbus, some took a deer path. The Dakotan who guided them
would have become the next medicine man of histribe, had a patient wanderer not found him. The
chronolog he carried, like other leaders el se-where and e sewhen, would identify an exact place before
he set it for an equally preciseingant.

Once during the eighteenth century, certaincoureurs de bois made rendezvous and struck off into the
wilderness.

Not quite ahundred years after, the captain of agroup ex-plained to what few white people he met that
the government in Washington wished a detailed survey prior to establishing aterritory.

Later it became common if unofficia knowledge that you saw Negroes hereabouts—briefly--because
thiswas a station on the Underground Railway.

Inthe 1920's one did not question furtive movements and gatherings. It was common if unofficia
knowledge that thiswas afavorite route for importers of Canadian whiskey.

Later an occasional bus marked CHARTERED passed through the area, setting off passengers and
baggage in the middle of the night, then proceeding with its sign changed to NOT IN SERVICE.

Toward the close of the century, ajumbo jet lumbered aloft. The motley lot of humans aboard drew no
specid atention. “International Friendship Tours” were an dmost everyday thing, as private organizations
and subdivisons of practicaly every government snatched a any imaginable meansto help hdt the
dream-dance down to catastrophe.

Wl afterward, afair-sized band of horsemen trotted through the region. Their faces and accouterments
said they were Mong. The invaders never did establish themselvesin these parts, so their early scouts
were of no importance.



Havig and his half dozen flashed back into norma time.

His chronolog had winked red an hour before sunrise, on New Y ear’ s Day in the one hundred and
seventy-seventh year of the Eyri€’ s continuous existence. The sky loomed darkling to the west, where
stars and planets stood yet aglow, but ice-gray in the east. Shadowlesslight brought forth every brick of
walls and keep and towers; it glimmered off window glass and whitened frost upon courtyard paving.
Enormous stillness en-closed the world, asif al sound had frozen in that cold which bit lungs and smoked
from nogtrils.

This band had rehearsed what they must do often enough. Nonethel ess his glance swept across them,
these his troopers chosen for the heart of the mission.

They were dressed dike, in drab-green parkas, padded trousers tucked into lesther boots, helmets and
weapons and equi pment-loaded belts. He knew their faces better, their very gaits, after lifespan years of
comradeship: Leonce, ablaze with eagerness, astray ruddy lock crossing the brow he had kissed; Chao,
Indhlovu, Gutierrez, Bidawski, Maatuk ibn Nahd. For a pul sebeat their hands remained clasped
together. Then they let go. He set down his chronolog. They readied their guns ere the sentries at the
battlements should spy them and cry out.

The odds favored surprise. The hinterland was firmly con-trolled, had been for long years, would be for
longer. Had not the Sachem verified this on hisjourneysto hisfuture selves? More and morethe Eyrie
prospered, not aone in wealth but in recruitsto serve the great purpose. So one could be at ease during
aholiday. As many agents as poss ble took their fur-loughsin winter, to escape its gloom and cold. But
the Sachem was away's present for aNew Y ear, whose eve began with cere-monies and speeches,
ended with revelry. Who could blame aguard if, in the bitterness before dawn, eyes bleared and lids
drooped?

“Okay,” Havig said; and: “I loveyou, Leonce,” he whis-pered. Her lips winged across his. The band
loped to the door of that tower wherein dwelt Caleb Wallis.

It wasimmovable. The woman cursed: “-Oktai’ stail, | didn’ ‘spec’-” Maatuk’ s.45 blasted out the lock.
The noise smote eardrums and rang between the degping walls. A thought flashed through Havig.No
combat operation goes perfectly. My studies told me, always allow a margin-- But thiswasthe one
part of the whole thing where dippage could most readily throw him off the cliff.

Heled their way insde. Behind them, he heard a shout. Was it more puzzled than alarmed, or did he
delude himsaf? Never mind. In the entryroom, up the stairs!

Soles clattered on stone. The impact jarred through Havig' s shins, clear to histeeth. Four were a his
back, leaping along a dusky skyward spiral. Gutierrez and Bielawski had taken sta-tion below, to guard
main door and elevator exit. Indhlovu and Chao peded off on the second and third levels, to capture the
gpartments of a secretary--Havig didn’t know who he cur-rently was--and Austin Caldwell. And here,
next landing, brass-bound, here bulked the portd to Wallis.

That wasn't secured. Nobody dared enter uninvited, unless they came armed to bring thiswhole
creetion down. Havig flung the door wide.

Again he knew wainscoting, furriness, heavy desk and chairs, photographs of masters and mother. The
ar lay hot and damp. Frost blinded windowpanes, making twilight within. Maatuk whirled about to keep
the entrance. Havig and Leonce burst on into the suite beyond.



Walis surged from a canopied double bed. Havig was flick-eringly shocked at how the past severd
lifespan years had bitten the man. He was quite gray. The face was|ess red than netted in broken
veinlets, and sagged beneath its weight. Horrible, somehow, because of being funny to see, washis
nightshirt. He groped for apistol on an end table.

“Yaaaah!” Leonce screamed, and launched hersdlf in aflying leap.

Wails vanished from sight. Likewise did she, her fingers upon him. They regppeared, rolling over and
over across the floor, wrestling, he unable to flee through time while she gripped him and set her will to
dtay in the now. Their bresth rasped through the shrieks of some commoner girl behind the bed
draperies. Havig circled about, in search of away to help. The grapplers were well matched, and
desperate. He saw no opening which wasn't gone before he could strike.

Gunfire raged in the anteroom.

Havig pelted to the inner door, flattened himsalf, peered around the jamb. Maatuk sprawled moveless.
Above him Austin Cadwell swayed, dripped blood, wheezed air through torn lungs, while hisrevolver
wavered in search of more foe-men. The old Indian fighter must have gotten the drop on Chao, or taken
acouple of bulletsand dain him anyway, as Maatuk had then been dain- “Y ou're covered! Surrender!”
Havig cdled.

“Go...t0... hdl ... traitor’ shdll ...“ The Colt roared anew.

Across years Havig remembered many kindnesses and much grim swallowing of pain a what had
seemed to be horrors in-escapable in the service of the Sachem. He recalled his own followers, and
Xenia. He dipped aminute uptime while he stepped into the doorway, emerged, and fired. His bullet
clove air and shattered the glass on Charlemagne s photograph. Cald-well had crumpled.

Explosions racketed down in the yard, throughout keep and ancillary buildings. Havig hastened back to
Leonce. She had gotten legs around Wals slower body and thumbs on his ca-rotid arteries. He beat her
about the shoulders, but she lowered her head and hung on. His blows turned feeble. They stopped.

“Makehimfast,” she panted. “ Quick.”

From apocket Havig drew the set of manacles and chain which were standard equipment for every
person of his. Squat-ting, he linked Wallisto the bedstead.

“He snot going anywhere,” he said. “ Unless somebody comesto release him. Y ou stand guard against
that.”

Shebridled. “An” missthefun?’

“That'san order!” he snapped. She gave him amutinous ook but obeyed. Their whole plan turned on
this prisoner. “1’ |l see about getting somebody to spell you, soon’'smay be,” he said, adding: When the
battle's over. Heleft. The concubine had fled, he noticed, and wondered briefly whether shewas
bereaved or relieved.

On the next level abalcony overlooked the courtyard. Here the Sachem delivered his speeches. Havig
stepped forth, into waxing bleak light, and gazed across chaos. Fights ramped between men and knots of
men; wounded stirred and groaned, the dain looked shrunken where they lay. Y ells and weapon-cracks



insulted the sky.

Theredidn’t seem to be a pattern to anything which hap-pened, only ugliness. He unshipped apair of
binoculars and studied the scene more closely. They let him identify an oc-casional combatant. Or corpse
... yes, Juan Mendoza yon-der, and, O Christ, Jerry Jennings, whom he’ d hoped could be saved--A new
squadron of hisarmy blinked into norma time and deployed. And suddenly parachutes bloomed
overhead, asthose who had legped out of atwentieth-century airplane, each with his chronolog, entered
thisday.

The confusion was more in seeming than truth. From the start, Walis s on-duty garrison, most of them
commoners, was nearly matched in numbers by agroup of their travel er asso-ciates--who had been here
for years and had quietly avoided drinking themselves befuddled last night. The fifth column wasinvented
long before Havig was born; but his generation saw the unmerciful peak of its development and use.

Givenit, and information carried forth by its members, and that precise timing which the chronolog made
possible, and plans hammered out by ateam which included professional soldiers, tested and rehearsed
over and over on amockup of the Eyrieitsdf ... given this, Havig' s victory wasinevitable.

What counted was to minimize the number of agentswho, seeing their disaster, would escape before
they could bekilled or secured. Of secondary importancein theory, but equa in Havig' s breast, wasto
minimize casuaties. On both Sdes.

Helet the binoculars dangle loose, took awalkie-talkie radio off his shoulder, and began caling his
sguadron leaders.

“Between surprise and efficiency,” hetold me, “we didn’t lose many who time-hopped. Some of those
we collared *later.” Knowing from the registers who they were, we could make fairly good guesses at
where--when they’ d head for. It wouldn’t be arandom flight, you see. A man would haveto seek a
milieu where he might survive by himsdlf. That didn’t give too wide achoice.”

“Youdidn't net theentire lot?’ | fretted.
“No, not quite. We could scarcely hopefor that.”

“I should think even one, prowling loose, istoo many. He can dip back uptime, though pastward of your
attack, and warn--"

“That never worried me, Doc. | knew nobody ever has, there-fore nobody ever will. Not that that can’t
be explained in ordi-nary human terms, quite gpart from physics or metaphysics..

“L ook, these were none of them supermen. In fact, they were either weaklings who' d been assigned
civilian-typejobs, or warriors asignorant and superstitious as brutd. Aside from what specidized training
fitted them for Wallis's purposes, he’ d never tried to get them properly educated. If nothing else, that
might have led to questioning of hisrighteousness and infa-libility.

“Therefore, those who did escape had their morale pretty well shattered. Their main concern must beto
stay hidden from us. And if they thought about the possibility of returning, they’ d redize that we' d have
agents of our own planted throughout the period of Wallis sreign, just afew but enough to keep a
lookout for them and hustle them away before any warning could be delivered.” Havig chuckled. “1 was



surprised myself, when first | learned who some of those people would be. Reud Orrick, the old carniva
charlatan ... Boris, the monk who went to Jerusdlem ...”

He paused for adrink of my Scotch. “No,” he finished, “we smply didn’t want bandits loose who're
ableto skip clear of their crimes. And | think--1 dare hope--that never happened. How can, say, a
condottiere, penniless, educationless, entirely alone, how can he get dong in any eraof white Americaor
make hisway to Europe? No, redly, hisbest bet isto seek out the Indians. And among them he can do
better as a medicine man than arobber. He might actualy end his days auseful member of the tribel!
That’sasingle example, of course, but | imagine you get the generd idea”

“Regardin’ the future,” Leonce said, her tone tiger-soft, “we hold that. The Eyriefor the yearsit has|eft;
the Phase Two complex till it' s no longer needed--an’ we built it. We ve learned from our campaign.
Nobody will shake usloose.”

“Wadl, inamilitary sense” her husband was quick to put in. “It can’'t be done overnight, but we mean to
raise the Eyri€' s subjects out of peonage, make them into afree yeomanry. Phase Two never will have
subjects: instead, non-traveler mem-bers of our society. And--goes without saying--our agents be-have
themsalves. They vigt the past for nothing except research and recruitment. When they need an economic
base for operations, they makeit by trade which givesvauefor value.”

L eonce stroked fingers across his cheek. “ Jack comes from a sentimenta era,” she crooned.

| frowned in my effort to understand. “Wait aminute,” | protested. “Y ou had one huge problem with
spines and fangs, right after you took the Eyrie. Y our prisoners. What about them?’

An old trouble crossed Havig' s countenance. “There was no good answer,” he said toneesdy. “We
couldn’t release them, nor those we arrested as they came back from furlough or sur-prised in their fiefs.
We couldn’t gun them down. | mean that in aliterd sense; we couldn’t. Our whole force was drawn
from people who had a conscience, able to learn humanenessif they hadn’t been brought up with it. Nor
did we want to keep any-body chained for life in some secret dungeon.”

Leonce grimaced. “Worse' n shootin’, that,” she said.

“Wel,” Havig plodded on, “you may remember--I think | told you, and thetdlling is closer to your
present than it isto mine--about those psychodrugs they havein the late Maurai era. Do you recdl? My
friend Cardlo Kegjimu will be afraid of them, they give such power. Inject a person, talk to him while
he' sunder the influence, and he! Il believe whatever you order him to believe. Absolutely. Not fanaticaly,
but inan ‘of course’ way that'sfar more deeply rooted. His own mind will supply rationdizations and
false memoriesto explain contra-dictions. Y ou see whet thisis? The ultimate brainwash! So com-plete
that the victim never even guessesthere ever was anything dse”

| whigtled. “Good Lord! Y ou mean you converted those crooks and butcher boysto your side, en
messe?’

Havig shuddered. “No. If nothing else, | at least could never have stood such agang of, of zombies. It'd
have been neces-sary to wipe their entire past lives, and--impractical, anyhow. Kegjimu had arranged for
severd of my bright ladsto be trained in psychotechnology, but their job was quite big enough aready.”

He drew breath, asif gathering courage, before he pro-ceeded: “What we destroyed in our prisoners
wastheir belief intimetravel. We brought them to their home milieus--that took alot of effort by itsdf,
you redlize--and treated them. They weretold they’ d had fever, or demonic possession, or whatever was



appropriate; they’ d imagined uncanny things which, being totally impossible, must never be mentioned
and best never thought about; now they were wdll and should return to their ordinary lives.

“Our men released them and came back for more.”

| pondered. “Wdl,” | said, “1 admit finding the ideaa bit repulsive myself. But not too much. I’ ve been
forced to do cer-tain things, tell certain lies, to patients and--"

L eonce Stated: “ There were two exceptions, Doc.”

“Comewithme,” the mind molder said. His voice was gentle. Drug-numbed, Caleb Wallisclung to his
hand as he | &ft.

Havig remained, often toiling twice around the same clock; till he and his lieutenants had properly
underway theimmense task of making over the Eyrie. But time flowed, time flowed. At last he had no
escgpe from the moment when the psycho-technician told him he could enter that guarded tower.

Perhaps the most appdling thing was how well the Sachem |looked, how jauntily he sat behind his desk
in an office from which scars and bloodstains were blotted asiif they had never been.

“Wel!” he greeted. “Good day, my boy, good day! Sit down. No, pour for usfirgt. You know what |
like”

Havig obeyed. The smal eyes peered shrewdly a him. “Turned out to be amighty long, tough mission,
yours, hey?” Wallissaid. *Y ou' ve aged, you have. I'm sure glad you carried it off, though. Haven't read
your full report, but | intend to. Meanwhile, let’s catch up with each other.” Hisglasslifted. “To the very
good hedth of usboth.”

Havig forced down asip and lowered himsdlf to achair.

“Y ou’ ve doubtless heard already, mine hasn't been the best,” Walls continued. “ Down and out for quite
awhile. Actud brain fever. Some damn germ from past or future, probably. The sawbones clams germs
have evolution like animals. I’ ve about decided we should curtall our explorations, partly on that account,
partly to concentrate on building up our power in norma time. What d you think of that?’

“I think it would bewise, Sir,” Havig whispered.

“Another reason for pulling in our hornsis, welost alot of our best men while you were away. Run of
bad luck for us. Austin Caldwell, have you heard? And Waclaw Krasicki--Hey, you' re white' saghost!
What' swrong? Sure you' re okay?’

“Yes, gr. ... Still tired. | did spend anumber of years downtime, and--"

--and it had been Leonce who found Krasicki chained, said, “Xenia,” drew her pistol and shot himin the
head. But it was Havig who could not make himsdlf be sorry this had happened, until Xeniasought himin
his deep and wept because he did not forgive.

wdl. “I'll recover, gr.”



“Fine. Fine. We need men like you.” Wallis rubbed his brow. For a minute his voice came high and
puzzled: * So many peo-ple here. So many old gone--or arethey?| can’t tell. | look from my balcony
and see strangers, and think | ought to see, oh, somebody named Juan, somebody named Hans ... many,
many... but | can’'t placethem. Did | dream them whilel lay sick?’ He hugged himsdlf, asif winter air had
seeped through into the tropical warmth around him. “ Often, these days, | feel done, donein al space
and time--"

Havig mustered briskness: “What you need, Sir, if | may suggest it, is an extended vacation. | can
recommend places.”

“Yes, | think you'reright. | do.” Walls gulped from his tumbler and fumbled after acigar.

“When you return, Sir,” Havig said, “you ought to work less hard. The foundation hasbeen laid. We're
functioning smoothly.”

“I know. | know.” Wdlslost hold of his match.

“What we need, Sir, isnot your day-by-day instruction any longer. We have plenty of competent men to
handle details. We need more your broad overview, the basic direction you foresee--your genius.”

Behind the gray whiskers, Walls smpered. Thistime he got hisciger lit.

“I’ve been talking about it with various officers, and thinking alot, too,” Havig proceeded. “ They' ve
discussed the matter with you, they said. Sir, et me add my wordsto theirs. We be-lieve the idedl would
beif akind of schedule was established for your passage through the future. Of course, it’d include those
periods your past sdf will vigt, to let you show him how well everything is going. Otherwise,
however--uh--we don't think you should spend more than aminimum of your lifespan in any single
continuous set of dates. Y ou' re too precious to the grand project.”

“Yes. I'd about decided the same for myself.” Wallis nodded and nodded. “Firgt, like you say, aredl
good vacetion, to straighten out my thoughts and get this fuzziness out of my head. Then, a... aprogress
through tomorrow, observing, issuing orders, aways bound onward ... till a the end, when my work is
done-Yes. Yes. Yes”

“God!” | exclaimed, aword as closeto prayer asl’d comeinfifty skeptica years. “If ever therewasa
revenge--’

“Thiswasn't,” Havig said through lips drawn taui.

“What, wdl, what' d it fed like, when he came?’

“I’ve avoided being on hand for most of that. When | had to be, it was naturadly dways afestive
occasion, and nobody cared if | got drunk. Men who regularly deal with him told me--tell me--one gets
used to leading the poor gpparition through his Potemkin villages, and off to some sybaritic place
downtime for one of the long orgiastic celebrations which use up and shorten hislifespan. They’re amost
fond of him. They go to gresat lengthsto put on agood show. That easestheir thought of the end.”

“Huh?lsn't he supposed to vanish in hisold age?”’

Havig' sfist knotted on thearm of hischair. “Hedid. Hewill. HE I scream in the night, and hisroom will
be empty. He must have thrown himsdif far in time, because searchers up and down will find nothing



reappearing.” Havig tossed off hisdrink. I saw he needed more, and obliged.

Leonce caressed him. “Aw, don't et it gnaw you, darlya,” she murmured. “He' s not worth that.”
“Mostly | don't,” he said, rough-throated. “Rather not dis-cuss the business.”

“I, I don't see--" | couldn’t help stammering.

The big woman turned to me. She smiled in tendernessfor her vulnerable man. What she said was, to
her, aremark of no importance: “We been told, now an’ then asit’ sdyin’ abrain throws off the effect 0’
that drug an’ recallswhat wasrea.”

16

IN 1971, October 31 fell on a Sunday. That meant school next day. Thelittle spooks would come thick
and fast to my door if they must be early abed. | laid in ample supplies. When | was aboy, Halloween
gavelicensefor limited hell-raising, but I'm glad the custom has softened. Seeing them in their costumes
brings back my own children at that same age, and Kate. When my doorbell has rung for the last time, |
usudly make afire, settle with my favorite pipe and amug of hot cider, maybe put some music sheliked
on therecord player, look into the flames and remember. In aquiet way | am happy.

But thisday called meforth. It was cool, noisy with wind, sunshine spilling through diamond-cleer air,
and the trees stood scarlet, yellow, bronze, in enormous tossing rustling masses againgt blueness where
white clouds scudded, and from aV passing high overhead drifted down atrumpet song. | went for a
hike.

Onthe sdewaks of Senlac, leaves capered before me, mak-ing sounds like laughter at the householders
who tried to rake them into nest piles. The fields outside of town stretched bare and dark and waiting;

but flocks of crows gtill gleaned them, until rising in awhirl of wings and raucous merriment. | 1eft the
paved county road for an old dirt one which cars don't use much, thanks be to whatever godling loves us
enough to wage his rearguard fight againgt thiskind of Progress. In its round-about fashion it aso brought
me to Morgan Woods.

| went through that delirium of color till | reached the creek. There | stood awhile on the bridge,
watching water gurgle above stones, asquirrel assert his dominion over an oak which must be a century
old, branchestoss, leavestear loose; | lis-tened to the rush and skirl and deeper tones around me, felt air
dideby like chilly liquid, drew in odors of damp and fulfill-ment; | didn’t think about anythingin
particular, or contem-plate, or meditate, | just wasthere.

At last my bones and thin flesh reminded me they had agoodly waysto go, and | started home. Teaand
scones seemed an excdllent idea. Afterward | should write Bill and Judy alet-ter, make specific
proposals about my vist to them thiswinter in Caifornia

| didn’t notice the car parked under the chesinut tree before | was amost upon it. Then my pulse
jumped inside me. Could this be--? Not the same machine as before, but of course he dways rented--I
forgot whatever ache wasin my legs and trotted forward.

Jack and Leonce Havig sprang forth to greet me. We em-braced, the three of usin aring. “Welcome,
welcome!” | bab-bled. “Why didn’'t you call ahead? I’ d not’ ve kept you waiting.”



“That’sokay, Doc,” he answered. “We ve been stting and enjoying the scene” Hewas mutefor a
second or two. “We retaking in as much of Earth aswe're able.”

| stepped back and considered him. He was leaner than be-fore, deep furrows beside his mouth and
between his eyes, the skin sun-touched but |egther-dry, the blond hair fading toward gray. Middleforties,
| judged; something like a decade had gone through him in the weeks of mine since last we met.

| turned to hiswife. Erect, lithe, more full-figured than earlier but carrying it well, she showed the
passage of those yearslessthan he did. To be sure, | thought, she was younger. Yet | marked
crow’ s-feet wrinkles and the tiny frost-flecksin that red mane.

“You'redone?’ | asked, and shivered with something else than the wegther. “Y ou begt the Eyrie?’

“Wedid, wedid,” Leonce jubilated. Havig merely nodded. A starkness had entered the dloy of him. He
kept an arm around her waist, however, and | didn’t suppose she could stay happy if at heart he were
not too.

“Wonderful!” | cried. “Comeonin.”
“For tea?’ she laughed.

“Lord, no! | had that in mind, but--my dear, this calsfor Aaborg akvavit and Carlsberg beer, followed
by Glenlivet and--Well, I'll phone Swanson’s and have * em deliver gour-met items and we' |l fix the right
breed of supper and--How long can you stay?’

“Not very long, I'm afraid,” Havig said. “ A day or two at most. We' ve alot to doin therest of our
lifespans”

Their tale was hoursin the telling. Sunset flared gold and hot orange across a greenish western heaven,
beyond trees and neighbor roofs, when | had been given the skeleton of it. Thewind had dropped to a
mumble a my threshold. Though the room was warm enough, | felt we could use afire and bestirred
mysdf tofill the hearth. But Leonce said, “Let me.” Her hands had not lost their woodcraft, and she
remained a pleasure to watch. Pleasure it was, alo, after theterrible things| had heard, to see how his
gaze followed her around.

“Too bad you can't forestal the founding of the Eyrie,” | said.

“We can't, and that’ sthat,” Havig replied. Slowly: “I’m not sureit istoo bad, either. Would a person
like me ever have had the ... determination? | started out hoping for no more than to meet my fellows.
Why should | have wanted to organize them for any specia purpose, until--" Hisvoicetrailed off.

“Xenia” | murmured. “Yes”

Leonce glanced around at us. “ Even Xeniadoesn't tip the balance,” she said in agentletone. “The
Crusaders would not’ ve spared her. Aswas, she got rescued and lived nine years onward.” She smiled.
“Five of them were with Jack. Oh, she had far less than luck’ s given me, but she did have that.”

| thought how Leonce was outwardly changed less than her man, and inwardly more than | had guessed.



While Havig made no remark, | knew hiswound must have healed--scarred over, no doubt, but
nonetheless hedled--as wounds do in every healthy body and spirit.

“Well,” | sad, trying to break free of somberness, “you did get your kind together, you did overcome
the wrong and es-tablish the right--Well, | hardly expected I d entertain aking and queen!”

“What?' Havig blinked in surprise. “We aren't.”

“Eh?You ruletheroost uptime, don't you?’

“No. For awhile we did, because somebody had to. But we worked together with the wisest people we
could find--not ex-clusively travelers by any means--to end this as soon as might be, and turn the military

society into afreerepublic ... and at last into nothing more than asort of loose guild.”

Fire, springing aoft when she worked the bellows, cast gleams from Leonce' seyes. “Into nothin’ less
than adream,” she said.

“I don’'t understand,” | told them, as frequently this day.
Havig sought words. “Doc,” he said after abit, “once we' ve lft here, you won't see usagain.”
| sat quite quietly. Sunset in the windows was giving way to dusk.

L eonce sped to me, cast arms around my shoulders, kissed my cheek. Her hair was fragrant, with a
touch of smokiness from thelittle chuckling flames. “No, Doc,” shesaid. “Not ‘ cause you' |l die soon.”

“1 don’t want--" | began.

“Ay-yeh.” Barbarian bluntness spoke. “ Y ou said you don’t want to know the date on your tombstone.
An’ we're not about to tell you, either. But damn, | will say you're good for afair while yet!”

“Thethingis” Havig explained in his awkward fashion, “we, Leonceand |, we |l beleaving Earth. |
doubt we'll come back.”

“What was the good of timetravel, ever?’ he demanded when we could discourse of fundamentals.
“Why, well, uh--" | floundered.

“To control history?Y ou can't believe ahandful of travelerswould be ableto do that. Walsbdievedit,
but you can’t, I'm certain. Nor do you believe they should.”

“Well ... history, archeology, science--"

“Agreed, amog, that there’ s no such thing as too much knowledge. Except that fate ought not to be
foreknown. That’ s the death of hope. And learning is an esthetic experience--or ecstatic--but if we stop
there, aren’t we being flat-out selfish? Don’'t you fed knowledge should beused?”

“Depends on the end, Jack.”



Leonce, seated beside him, stirred in the yellow glow of a single shaded lamp, the shadow-restless
many-hued sparkle from my fireplace. “For us,” shesad, “theendisgoin’ to the stars. That’ swhat time
travel isgood for.”

Havig smiled. His manner was restrained, but the same eager-ness vibrated: “Why did you imaginewe
went on to build the--Phase Two complex--what we oursalves call Polaris House? | told you we don't
careto rule theworld. No, Polaris House is for research and development. Itswork will be done when
thefirg shipsareready.”

“An’ they will be,” Leoncelilted. “We ve seen.”

Passion mounted in Havig. He leaned forward, fingers clenched around the glass he had forgotten he
grasped, and said:

“I haven't yet mastered the scientific or engineering details. That’ s one reason we must go back uptime.
Physicigstalk about a mathematica equivaence between traveling into the past and flying faster than
light. They hope to develop atheory which'll show them amethod. Maybe they’ Il succeed, maybe they
won't. | know they won't in Polaris House, but maybe at last, in Earth’ s distant future or on a planet
circling another sun. But it doesn't ultimately matter. A ship can go dower than light if peoplelike usare
the crew. Y ou follow me? Her voyage might last cen-turies. But to us, moving uptime while she moves
across space, it’shours or minutes,

“Qur children can't do the same. But they’ |l bethere. W€ Il have started man on hisway to infinity.”

| stared past him. In the windows, the congtdllations were hidden by flamelight. “I see” | answered
softly. “A tremendous vison for sure.”

“A necessary one,” Havig replied. “ And without us--and thus, in the long view, without our grest
enemy--the thing would never have been done. The Maurai might' ve gathered the re-sourcesto revive
space exploration, at the height of their power. But they did not. Their ban on enormous energy outlays
was good at fird, yes, vitd to saving this planet. At last, though, like most good things, it became afetish.
... Undoubtedly the culture which followed them would not have gone to space.”

“Wedid,” Leonce exulted. “The Star Masters are our people.”

“And alifebringer to Earth,” Havig added. “1 mean, acivili-zation which just sat down and stared &t its
own inwardness--how soon would it become stagnant, caste-ridden, poor, and nasty? Y ou can't think
unless you have something to think about. And this hasto come from outside. doesn't it? The uni-verseis
immessurably larger than any mind.”

“I've gathered,” | said, my words covering awe, “that that future society welcomesthe starfarers.”

“Oh, yes, oh, yes. Morefor their ideas than for materia goods. Idess, arts, experience, indghts born on
athousand dif-ferent worlds, out of athousand different kinds of being--and Earth givesafair return. Itis
well to have those mystics and philosophers. They think and fedl, they search out meanings, they ask
disturbing questions-" Havig'svoicelifted. “I don’t know where the communion between them and us
will lead. Maybe to ahigher state of the soul?1 do believe the end will be good, and thisisthe purpose
wetimetravelersare born for.”

L eonce brought us partway back to our bodies. “Mainly,” she laughed, “we ‘spec’ to have ahooraw o



fun. Climb down off your prophetic broomstick, Jack, honeybee, an’ pay atten-tion to your drink.”
“Y ou two intend, then, to be among the early explorers?’ | asked redundantly.

“We ve earned theright,” she said.

“Uh-pardon me, none of my business, but if your children cannot inherit your gift--"

Wistfulness touched her. “Maybe we Il find aNew Earth to raise them on. We' re not too old.” She
regarded her man’ s sharp-edged profile. “Or maybe we || wander the universetill wedie. That'd be

enough.”

Silencefdl. The clock on my mantel ticked adoud and the wind outside flowed past like ariver.

The doorbell peded. | left my chair to open up for aglimpse of Aquila. Three small figures were on the
stoop, aclown, abear, an astronaut. They held out paper bags. “Trick or tregt!” they chanted. “Trick or
treat!”

A year hasfled since Jack Havig and Leonce of Wahorn bade me farewell. | often think about them.
Mostly, of course, daili-nessfillsmy days. But | often find an hour to think about them.

At any moment they may be somewhere on our planet, des-perate or triumphant in that saga | aready
know. But we will not meet. The end of their lives reaches untellably far beyond mine.

Wdl, so does the life of man. Of Earth and the cosmos.

| wish ... | wish many things. That they’ d felt freeto spend part of their stay in this summer whichis past.
We could have gone sailing. However, they naturally wanted to see Elea-nor, his mother, in one of the
few intervals they had been able to make sure were safe, and tell her--what? She has not told me.

| wish they or | had thought to raise a question which haslately haunted me.
How did the race of time travelers come to be?

We supposed, the three of us, that we knew the “why.” But we did not ask who, or what, felt the need
and responded.

Meaningless accidental mutation? Then curious that none like Havig seem to have been born futureward
of the Eyrie--of, anyhow, Polaris House. In truth it would probably not be good to have them and their
foreknowledge about, once the purpose has been served of freeing man to roam and discover forever.
But who decided this? Who shaped the redlity?

| have been reading about recent work in experimental ge-netics. Apparently avirus can be madeto
carry genes from one host to the next; and the hosts need not be of the same species. Nature may have
donethisdready, may dways be doing it. Quite likely we bear in our cells and bequeath to our children
bits of heritage from animals which were never among our forebears. That iswell, if true. | am glad to
think we may be so close to the wholeliving world.

But could avirus have been made which carried avery strange thing; and could it have been sown



through a chosen part of the past by travelers created anew in some unimaginably remote tomorrow?

| walk beyond town, many of these nights, to stand under the high autumnal stars, look upward and
wonder.
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ONE

Theleggy girl was both alphaand omega: the two embodied in the same compact bundle. The
operation began when she confronted him on a Florida beach, breaking his euphoria; it ended when he
found her sgn on agrave marker, hard by a Nabataean cistern. The legp between those two points was
€normous.

Brian Chaney was aware of only athird symbol when he discovered her: shewaswearing a
hip-length summer blouse over delta pants. No more than that--and afaint expression of
disapprova--was evident.

Chaney intended to make short work of her.

When heredlized the girl was coming & him, coming for him, hefelt dismay and wished heldd had
timeto run for it. When he saw the object she carried--and its bright red dustjacket couldn't be
missed--he was tempted to jump from the beach chair and run anyway. She was another tormentor. The
furies had been hounding him since heleft Tel Aviv--since the book was published-- hounding him and
crying heresy in voices hoarse with indignation. String up thetraitor! they cried. Burn theinfidel!

He watched the approach, dready resenting her.

He had beenidling in the sun, haf dozing and haf watching amail Jeep make box deliveriesaong
the beach road when she suddenly appeared in hisline of sight: The beach had been deserted except for
himsdf, the Jeep, and the hungry gulls; theinland tourists with their loud trans stor radios wouldn't be
aong for another severd weeks. The girl waked purposefully dong the shoulder of the road until she
was nearly opposite him, then quickly wheeled and stepped across a narrow band of weedy grass onto
the sand. She paused only long enough to pull off her shoes, then came across the beach at him.

When shewas near, he threw away his earlier supposition: she was aleggy, disapproving woman,
not agirl. He guessed her age a twenty-five because she looked twenty; she wasn't very tal nor very
solid--no more than ahundred pounds. A troublesome woman.

Chaney ddiberatdly turned in his chair to watch the raging surf, hoping the woman would
about-face. She carried the red-jacketed book clutched in hand as though it were a purse, and tried
unsuccesstully to hide her disapprobation. She might be a scout from one of those damned TV shows.

He liked the sea. The tide was coming in and there had been a storm on the water the night before;
now, the whitecaps boomed in to bresk on the beach only adozen feet away, hurling spray into hisface.
Heliked that; heliked the fed of stinging spray on his skin. He liked being outdoors under a hot sun, after
too many months at desk and bench. Israel had alovely climate but it did nothing for aman working
indoors. If these intruderswould only let him done, if they would alow him another week or two on the
beach, held be willing to end his holiday and go back to work in the tank--the dusty, fusty tank with its
quotaof dusty, fusty wizards making jokes about sunburns and back tans.



The leggy woman hated besde him.
"Mr. Brian Chaney."
Hesaid: "No. Now run aong.”

"Mr. Chaney, my nameisKathryn van Hise. Forgivetheintrusion. | am with the Bureau of
Standards.”

Chaney blinked his surprise at the novelty and turned away from the whitecaps. He stared at her
legs, at the form-fitting delta pants, at the tease-trangparent blouse wriggling in an off-shore breeze, and
looked up findly at her face againgt the sunshine-hot Florida sky. Her nearness revealed more She was
small in dature--size eight, at a guess-—-and light of weight, giving the impression of being both quick and
dert. Her skinwaswell tanned, telling her good use of the early summer sun, and it nicely complimented
her eyesand hair. The eyes were one attractive shade of brown and the hair was another. Her face bore
only ahint of cosmetics. There were no rings on her fingers.

Hesaid skepticaly: "_That's_anovel gpproach.”

"I beg your pardon?"

"Usudly, yourefrom the Chicago _Daily News , or the Denver _Pogt , or the Bloomington
_Bulletin_. Sometimesyou'refromaTV talk show. Y ou want a statement, or adenia, or an gpology. |
like your imagination, but you don't get one."

"l am not a newspaper person, Mr. Chaney. | _am_ aresearch supervisor with the Bureau of
Standards, and | am here for a definite purpose. A serious purpose.”

"No statement, no denia, and certainly not an gpology. What purpose?’
"To offer you apogtioninanew program.”

"I have ajob. New programs every day. Sometimes we have new programs running out of our
eas”

"The Bureau is quite serious, Mr. Chaney."
"The Bureau of Standards,”" he mused. "The _government_ Bureau of Standards, of course--the
onein Washington, cluttered with top-heavy bureaucrats spesking strange diaects. That would be afate

worse than death. | worked for them once and | don't want to again, ever.” But the wind-whipped blouse
was an eye-puller.

She said: "Y ou completed a study for the Bureau three years ago, before taking leave to write.”

"Does the Bureau have a complaint about my book? Short weight? Pages missing? Too much fat
inthe text? Have | defrauded the consumers? Are they going to sue? Now _that  would cap everything."

"Please be serious, Mr. Chaney."

"No--not today, not tomorrow, not this week and maybe not the next. 1've been run through the



mill but now I'm on vacation. | earned it. Go away, please.”

Thewoman stubbornly held ground.

After awhile, Chaney's attention drifted back from a prolonged study of the racing whitecaps and
ettled on the bare feet firmly embedded in the sand near hischair. A fragrant perfume wasworn
somewhere beneath the blouse. He searched for the precise source, for the spot where it had kissed her
skin. It was difficult to ignore his visitor when she stood so close. Her legs and the delta pants earned one
more ingpection. She certainly wore her skin and that tantalizing clothing well.

Chaney squinted up at her face against the sky. The brown eyes were direct, penetrating,
attractive.

"Dresslike yoursis prohibited in Isragl--did you know that? Most of the women arein uniform
and the high command worries about male morae. Deltalogt." Chaney conveyed hisregret with a
gesture. "Areyou serious?’

"Yes gr."

"The Bureau wants abiblicd trandator?’

"No, sir. The Bureau wants a demographer, one who is experienced in both lab and field work."
She paused. "And certain other prerequisites, of course.”

"A demographer!”

"Yes gr._You ."

"But the woods are full of demographers.”

"Not quite, Mr. Chaney. Y ou were selected.”

"Why?Why me? What other prerequisites?’

"Y ou have abackground of stability, of constancy and resolution; you have demonstrated your
ability to withstand pressures. Y ou are well adjusted mentaly and your physical saminais beyond
question. Other than your biblical research, you have specidized in socio-palitical studies and have
earned areputation as an extrapolative statistician. Y ou are the definition of the term, futurist. You

authored that lengthy study for the Bureau. Y ou have a security clearance. Y ou were selected.”

Chaney turned with astonishment and stared. ""Does the Bureau know | aso chase women? Of dll
colors?'

"Yes, gr. That fact was noted in your dossier, but it wasn't considered a detriment.”
"Please thank the good gray Bureau for me. | _do_ appreciate the paternal indulgence.”

"Thereisno need to be sarcagtic, Mr. Chaney. Y ou have awell-balanced computer profile. Mr.
Seabrooke has described you as an ided futurist.”

"I'm_ever_ o grateful. Who is Seabrooke?"



"Gilbert Seabrooke is our Director of Operations. He personally selected you from anarrow field
of candidates.”

"I'm not acandidate; | volunteered for nothing."

"Thisisatop secret project of someimportance, sir. The candidates were not consulted in
advance."

"That'swhy were dl so happy about it." Chaney indicated the book in her hand. "You're_not
interested in my hobby? In that? The Bureau doesn't expect me to deny my trandation of the Revelations
scroll?!

Thefaint expression of disapproval again crossed her face but wasthrust aside. "No, Sir. The
Bureau is unhappy with your work, with the resultant notoriety, and Mr. Seabrooke wishesyou _hadn't
published it--but he believes the public will have forgotten by the time you have surfaced again.”

Emphaticdly: " _I'm_not going undergound.”

llg rl?l

"Tel Mr. Seabrooke I'm not interested. | do very well without him and his Bureau. | have ajob.”

"Yes, gr. With the new project.”

"No, sr, with the Indiana Corporation. It'scaled Indic, for short, and it'sathink-tank. I'm a
genius--does your computer know that, Miss van Hise? Indic has ahundied or so captive geniuseslike
me Sitting around solving problemsfor know-nothings. It'saliving.”

"l am familiar with the Indiana Corporation.”

"Y ou should be. We did that job for your people three years ago and scared the hell out of
them--and then we submitted a bill which unb,aanced their budget. We've done work for State, for
Agriculture, for the Pentagon. | _hate Pentagon work. Those people arein ahdl of arut. | wish they'd
climb off the Chinese back and find some other enemy to study and outwit.” He dropped back into the
beach chair and returned his attention to the surf. "1 have ajob waiting; | rather likeit. I'm going back to
jtwhen | get tired of Sitting here doing nothing--tired of loafing. Find yourself another demographer.”

"No, gir. Indic has assigned you to the Bureau."

Chaney came out of the chair like arocket. He towered over the diminutive woman.

"They havenot!"

"They have, Mr. Chaney."

"They wouldn't do that without my consent.”

"I'm sorry, but they have.

Insgtently: "They _can't . | haveacontract.”



"The Bureau has purchased your contract, Sir.”

Chaney was dumbfounded. He gaped at the woman.

She removed afolded |etter from the pages of the book and handed it to him to read. The letter
was couched in stiff corporate language, it was signed, and it bore the great sedl of the Indiana
Corporation. It transferred the balance of term of employment of Brian Chaney from the private
corporation to the public agency, then generoudy arranged to share with him on an equa basisthe
financid consderation paid for the transfer. It wished him well. It politely mentioned hisbook. It wasvery
find.

The waiting woman did not understand the single Aramaic word hurled down the FHorida beach.

The waves were crashing around his knees, spraying his chest and face. Brian Chaney turned in
the surf and looked back at the woman standing on the beach.

Hesad: "Thereare only two busesaday. Y ou'll missthelast oneif you don't hurry."
"I have not completed my ingructions, Mr. Chaney."
"I'd be pleased to give you certain indructions.”

Kathryn van Hise stood her ground without answer. The gulls came swooping back, only to take
flight again.

Chaney shouted hisfrudration.”_Why? "

"The specid project needs your specid skills.”

" Why? "

"To survey and map thefuture; you are afuturist.”
"I'm not asurveyor--I'm not a cartographer.”
"Those were figures of speech, Sir."

"I don't _have_to honor that contract. | can break it, | can turn black-leg and go to work for the
Chinese. What will the Pentagon do _then , Missvan Hise?'

"Y our computer profileindicated that you would honor it, Sir. It also indicated your present
annoyance. The Pentagon knows nothing of this project.”

"Annoyance! | can aso give that computer explicit instructions, but they would be as hard to obey
asyours. Why don't you go home? Tell them | refused. Rebelled.”

"When | havefinished, ar."

"Then finish up, damnit, and get dong!"



"Yes, gr." Shemoved closer to him to avoid raising her voice and permitting the gullsto overhear
top secret information. "Thefirst phase of the operation began shortly after Indic submitted its report
three years ago, and continued al the while you were studying in Isradl. Asthe author of that report, you
were considered one of the most likely personsto participate in the next phase, the fidld implementations.
Expertise. The Bureau is now ready to move into the field, and has recruited a select team to conduct
field operations. Y ou will be amember of that team, and then participate in the find report. Mr.
Seabrooke expects to submit it to the White House; he is counting on your enthusiastic support.”

"Bully for Seabrooke; he shanghais me and then expects my enthusiastic support. What
implementations?’

"A survey of thefuture.”

"Weve dready donethat. Read the Indic report.”

"A physical survey of thefuture”

Brian Chaney looked at her for along moment with unconcea ed amusement and then turned back
to the sea. A red and white sail was besting across the Culf in the middle distance and the tacking
fascinated him.

Hesaid: "l suppose some nutty genius somewhere has redlly invented atachyon generator, en? A
generator and deflector and optical train that works? The genius can peer through alittle telescope and
observe the future?'

The woman spoke quietly. "The engineers at Westinghouse have built aTDV, gir. It isundergoing
tests at the present time."

"Never heard of it." Chaney shaded his eyes againgt the sun the better to watch the bright sail.
" V_isfor vehicle, | suppose? Well--that's better than alittle telescope. What isthe_TD? "

"Time Displacement. An engineering term.” Therewas a peculiar note of satisfaction in her voice.

Brian Chaney dropped his hand and turned all the way around in the water to stare down at the
woman. Hefdt asif hed been hit.

" Time_Digolacement Vehicle?'

"Yes, ar." The satisfaction became triumph.
"It can't work!"

"Thevehideisin test operation.”

"l don't, believeit."

"You may seeit for yoursdf, ar."
"It's_there?_It'sgtting therein your [ab?!

"YS, s‘ r_"



"Operating?'
"Yes gr."
"I'll be damned. What are you going to do with it?'

"Implement our new program, Mr. Chaney. The Indic report has become an integra part of the
program in that it offered severa hard guidelinesfor asurvey of the future. We are now reedy to initiate
the second phase, the field explorations. Do you see the possibilities, sr?”

"Youregoingtoget _in_that thing, that vehicle, and go somewhere? Go into the future?*
"No, sr. _You_ae, theteam will."

Chaney was shocked. "Don't be anidiot! The team can do what they damned please, but I'm not
going anywhere. | didn't volunteer for your program; | wasn't awilling candidate; | oppose peonage on
humanitarian grounds.”

He quit the surf and stalked back to the beach chair, not caring if the woman followed him. Gulls
ghrieked their annoyance at his passage. Chaney dropped into the chair with another muttered
imprecation of stiffnecked bureaucrats, a scurrilous declaration couched in Hebraic terms the woman
wouldn't understand. It commented on her employer's relations with jackasses and Philistines.

TDV. A furious stimulant to the imagination.

The gulls, thetide, the salt soray, the descending sun were dl ignored while hisracing imagination
toyed with the information she had given him. He saw the possibilities-some of them--and began to
appreciate theinterest hisIndic report had aroused in those people possessing the vehicle. A man could
peer forward-- no, lesp forward into the future and check out histheories, his projections of eventsto
come. A man could seefor himself the vdidity of aforewarning, the eventua result of a prefiguration, the
find course of atrend. Would sixteen-year-olds marry and vote? Would city and county governments be
abolished, reinquishing authority to loca state districts? Would the Eastern seaboard complex break
down and fail to support life?

TDV. A vehicleto determine answers.

Chaney said doud: "I'm not interested. Find another demographer, Missvan Hise. | object to
being ambushed and sold acrosstheriver."

A man could ingpect--personally inspect--the Great Lakesto determineif they had been saved or
if the Lake Reconstruction program had cometoo late. A man could study the censusfiguresfor a
hundred years to come and then compare them to the present tables and projectionsto find the honesty
of those projections. A man could discover if the recently inaugurated tridlmarriage program was a
success or failure--and learn first-hand what effect it was having on the birth rate, if any. It would be
good to know the vaidity of earlier predictions concerning the population shifts and the expected
concentration of human mass dong the centrad waterways. A man could--

Chaney said doud: "Give the team my regards, Missvan Hise. And tell them to watch out for
traffic cops. I'll read about their adventuresin the newspapers.”



Kathryn van Hise had left him.

He saw her tracksin the sand, glanced up and saw her putting on the shoes near the weedy
border of the beach. The delta pants stretched with her as she bent over. The mail Jeep was again visible
in the distance, now coming toward him and servicing the boxes on the other side of the beach road. The
interview had been completed in less than an hour.

Chaney felt the weight of the book in hislap. He hadn't been aware of the woman placing it there.

The legend on the red dustjacket was as familiar asthe back of hishand. _From the Qumran
Caves. Padt, Present, and Future . Theline of type next below omitted theword by and read only:
_Dr. Brian Chaney_. The bright jacket was an abomination created by the sales department over the
inert body of a conservative editor; it was designed to apped to the lunatic fringe. He detested it. Despite
his careful explanations, despite his scholarly trandation of a suspect scroll, the book had stirred up twice
the storm he'd expected and aroused theire of righteous citizens everywhere. String up the blasphemer!

A smdl card protruded from the middle pages.

Chaney opened the volume with curiogity and found acaling card with her name imprinted on one
sde, and the address of agovernment laboratory in Illinoiswritten on the other. He supposed that the ten
fifty-dollar bills tucked between the pages represented travel money. Or a shameless bribe added to the
blouse, the pants, and the perfume worn on her breast.

"I'm not going!" he shouted after the woman. " The computer lied--I'm a charlatan. The Bureau can
go play withitsweightd"

Shedidn't turn around, didn't look back.

"That woman istoo damned sure of hersdf."

Elwood Nationa Research Station
Joliet, llinois

12 June 1978



A hair perhapsdividesthefalse and true;
Yes, and asingle Alif werethe clue

(could you but find it) to the treasure-house,
And peradventure to the Master too.

-- Omar Khayyam

Two steps ahead, the military policeman who had escorted him from the front gate opened a door
and sad: "Thisisyour briefing room, Sir.”

Brian Chaney thanked him and went through the door.

He found the young woman criticaly eyeing him, assessing him, expecting him. Two meninthe
room were playing cards. An oversized stedl table--the standard government issue--was positioned in the
center of the room under bright lights. Three bulky brown envel opes were stacked on the table near the
woman, while the men and their time-killing game occupied the far end of it. Kathryn van Hise had been
watching the door as it opened, anticipating him, but only now did the players glance up from their game
to look at the newcomer.

He nodded to the men and said: "My nameis Chaney. |'ve been--"
The hurtful sound stopped him, cut off hiswords.

The sound was something like amassive rubber band snapped againgt his eardrums, something
like ahammer or amallet smashing into ablock of compressed air. It made anoise of impact, followed
by arductant 9gh asif the hammer was rebounding in dow motion through an aily fluid. The sound hurt.
Thelightsdimmed.

The three people in the briefing room were staring at something behind him, above him.

Chaney spun around but found nothing more than awall clock above the door. They were
watching the red sweep hand. He turned back to the trio with aquestion on hislips, but the woman made
alittle motion to silence him. She and her mae companions continued to watch, the clock with afixed
intengity.



The newcomer waited them out.

He saw nothing in the room to cause the sound, nothing to explain their concentrated interet; there
was only the usud furniture of a government-gppointed briefing room and the four people who now
occupied it. The walls were bare of maps, and that was abit unusual; there were three tel ephones of
different colors on a stand near the door, and that was a bit unusua; but otherwise it was no more than a
windowless, guarded briefing room located on an equally well-guarded military reservation forty-five
minutes by armored train from Chicago.

He had entered through the customary guarded gate of arestricted ingtallation encompassing about
five square miles, had been examined and identified with the customary thoroughness of military
personnel, and had been escorted to the room with no explanation and little delay. Massive outer doors
on astructure that appeared earthquake-proof stirred hiswonder. There were severd widely scattered
buildings on the tract--but none as subgtantia asthi8 one--which led him to believeit had once been a
munitions factory. Now, the presence of anumber of people of both sexes moving about the grounds
suggested aless hazardous ingtdlation. No outward hint or sign indicated the present activity, and
Chaney wondered if knowledge of the vehicle was shared with station personnel.

He held his silence, again studying the woman. She was sitting down, and he mentally speculated
on the length of the skirt she was wearing today, as compared to the delta pants of the beach.

The younger of the two men suddenly pointed to the clock. "Hold onto your hat, mister!”

Chaney glanced at the clock then back to the speaker. He judged the fellow at about thirty, only a
few yearsyounger than himself, but having the same lanky height. He was sandy haired, muscular, and
something about the set of his eyes suggested a seefarer; the skin was deeply bronzed, as opposed to the
girl'snew tan, and now his open mouth revealed asilver filling in afront tooth. Like his companions, he
was dressed in casua summer clothing, his sportshirt half unbuttoned down the front. His finger pointed
at the clock dropped, asif insignal.

The rductant sigh of the hammer or the mdlet plowing duggishly through afluid filled the room,
and Chaney wanted to cover his ears. Again the unseen hammer smashed into compressed air, the
rubber band struck his eardrums, and there was afind, anticlimactic pop.

"Thereyou are," the younger man said. "The same old sixty-one." He glanced at Chaney and
added what appeared to be an explanation. " Sixty-one seconds, migter.

"Isthat good?"
"That'sthe best well ever have."
"Bully. What'sgoing on?"

"Tedting. Testing, testing, testing, over and over again. Even the monkeys are getting tired of it." He
shot aquick glance at Kathryn van Hise, asif to ask: _Doesheknow?

The other card player studied Chaney with some reserve, wanting to fit him into some convenient
dot. Hewas an older man. "Y our nameis Chaney," he repeated dourly. "And you've been--what?'

"Drafted,” Chaney replied, and saw the man wince.



The young woman said quickly: "Mr. Chaney?"
Heturned and found her standing. "Missvan Hise."
"We expected you earlier, Mr. Chaney."

"Y ou expected too much. | had to wait for afew daysfor deeper reservations, and | laid over in
Chicago to vigit old friends. | wasn't eager to leave the beach, Missvan Hise."

"Seeper?' the older man demanded. "The _rallroad?_Why didn't you fly in?"
Chaney felt embarrassed. "I'm afraid of planes.”

The sandy-haired man exploded in howling laughter and pointed an explanatory finger at his dour
companion. "Air Force," hesaid to Chaney. "Borninthear and flies by the seat of hispants.” He
dapped the table and the cards jumped, but no one shared his high humor. "Y ou're off to afine start,
miger!”

"Must | hold acandle to my shame?' Chaney asked.
The woman said again: "Mr. Chaney, please.”
He gave her his attention, and she introduced him to the card players.

Magor William Theodore M oresby was the disgpproving Air Force career man, now in hismiddle
forties, whose receding hairline accented hisrather large and penetrating gray-green eyes. Theridge of
his nose was sharp, bony, and had once been broken. There was the suspicion of adouble chin, and
another suspicion of abuilding paunch benesath the summer shirt he wore outside histrousers. Mgor
Moresby had no humor, and he shook hands with the tardy newcomer with the air of aman shaking
hands with adraft dodger newly returned from Canada.

The younger man with the bronzed muscular frame and the prominent dental work was Lieutenant
Commander Arthur Saltus. He congratulated Chaney on having the good sense of being reluctant to
leave the seq, and said held been Navy since he wasfifteen years old. Lied about his age, and furnished
forged papers to underscore the lie. Even in the windowless room his eyes were set against the bright
sunlight on thewater. Hewaslikable.

"A civilian?' Mgor Moresby asked gravely.

"Someone hasto stay home and pay the taxes," Chaney responded in the same tone.

The young woman brokein quickly, diplomaticdly. "Officid policy, Mgor. Our directivewasto
establish abaanced team.” She glanced apologetically at Chaney. "Some people in the Senate were
unhappy with the early NASA policy of sdecting only military personnel for the orbital missons, and so
_we_weredirected to recruit amore balanced crew to--to avert a possible futureinquiry. The Bureau is
mindful of Congressond judgments.”

Sdtus "Trandation: weve got to keep those fundsrolling in."

Moresby: "Damnit! Ispoliticsinto thisthing?'



"Yes, gr, I'm afraid so. The Senate subcommittee overseeing our project has posted an agent here
to maintain liaison. it isto be regretted, Sir, but some few of them professto seeaparald to theold
Manhattan project, and so they insisted on continuous liaison.”

"Y ou mean survelllance," Moresby groused.

"Oh, cheer up, William." Arthur Sdtus had picked up the scattered cards and was noisily shuffling
the deck. "This one civilian won't hurt us; we outnumber him two to one, and look at therank he _hasn't
got. Tailend of the team, last man in the bucket, and well make him do the writing." He turned back to
the civiiian. "What do you do, Chaney? Astronomer? Cartographer? Something?'

"Something," Chaney answered eadily. "Researcher, trandator, Satidtician, alittle of thisand that.”

Kathryn van Hise said: "Mr. Chaney authored the Indic report.”

"Ah," Sdtusnodded."_That_Chaney."

"Mr. Chaney authored abook on the Qumran scrolls.”

Major Moresby reacted. " That  Chaney?"

Brian Chaney said: "Mr. Chaney will wak out of herein high pique and blow up the building. He
objectsto being the bug under the microscope.”

Arthur Saltus stared at him with round eyes. "1've heard about you, mister! William has your book.
They want to hang you up by your thumbs.”

Chaney said amiably: "That happens every now and then. &. Jerome upset the Church with _his
radica trandation in the fifth century, and they were intent on stretching more than histhumbs before
somebody quieted them down. He produced anew Latin trandation of the Old Testament, but his critics
didn't exactly cheer him. No matter--hiswork outlived them. Their names are forgotten.”

"Good for him. Wasit successful?!

"It was. Y ou may know the Vulgate.”

Sdtus seemed vagudy familiar with the name, but the Mg or was reddened and fuming.

"Chaney! Y ou aren't comparing this poppycock of yoursto the Vulgate?'

"No, sr," Chaney said softly to placate the man. He now knew the Mgor'sreligion, and knew the
man had read his book with loose attention. "1'm pointing out thet after fifteen centuriestheradicd is

accepted as the norm. My trandation of the Reve ations only seemsradical now. | may have the same
luck, but | don't cxpect to be canonized.”

Kahrynvan Hisesad inggently: " Gentlemen "



Three heads turned to look at her.

"Please st down, gentlemen. We redly should get started on thiswork."

"Now?" Saltus asked. "Today?'

"We have dready |ogt too much time. Sit down.”

When they were seated, theirrepressible Arthur Saltusturned in hischair. "She'sahard
taskmaster, mister. A martinet, a despot--but she'strim for al of that. A redly shipshape civilian, not an
ordinary government girl. We cal her Katrina--she's Dutch, you know."

"Agreed,” Chaney said. He remembered the transparent blouse and the delta pants, and nodded
to her in amanner that might be the beginning of abow. "1 treasure adaily beauty in my life" Theyoung

woman colored.

"Tothe point!" Saltus declared. "1'm beginning to have ideas about you, civilian researcher. |
thought | recognized thet first one you pulled, that candlething.”

"Bartlett isagood man to know."

"Look, now, about your book, about those scrolls you trandated. How did you ever get them
declassfied?'

"They were never classfied.”

Saltus showed hisdisbdief. "Oh, they had to be! The government over there wouldn't want them

"Not so. There was no secrecy involved; the documents were there to read. The Isragli
government kept ownership of them, of course, and now the scrolls have been sent to another place for
safekeeping for the duration of the war, but that's the extent of it." He glanced covertly at the Mgor. The
man was listening in sullen silence. "It would be atragedy if they were destroyed by the shelling.”

"I'll bet you know wherethey are."

"Y es, but that's the only secret concerning them. When the war is over they'll be brought out and
put on display again."

"Hey--do you think the Arabswill crack Isragl?"

"No, not now. Ten, twenty years ago, they may have, but not now. I've seen thelr munitions
plants”

Sdtusleaned forward. *_Have _they got the H-bomb?"
IIY$II
Sdtuswhistled. Moresby muttered: " Armageddon.”

"Gentlemen! May | haveyour attention_now? "



Kathryn van Hise was Sitting straight in her chair, her hands resting on the brown envelopes. Her
fingers were interlaced and the thumbs rose to make a pointed steeple.

Sdtuslaughed. "Y ou dways haveit, Katrina."

Her responding frown was aquick and flegting thing. "I am your briefing officer. My task isto
prepare you for amission which has no precedent in history, but onethat isvery near culmination. Itis
desirable that the project now go forward with al reasonable speed. | must insist that we begin
preparations at once.”

Chaney asked: "Areweworking for NASA?"

"No, gr. You aredirectly employed by the Bureau of Standards and will not be identified with any
other agency or department. The nature of the work will not be made public, of course. The White
Houseingstson that.”

He knew ameasure of relief when she answered the next question, but it was of short duration.
"Y ou're not going to put usinto orbit? We won't have to do thiswork on moon, or somewhere?”

No, Sir.
"That'sardief. | won't haveto fly?"

She sad carefully: "I cannot reassure you on thet point, Sr. If wefail to attain our primary
objective, the secondary targets may involveflying.”

"That'sbad. There_are _dternatives?’

"Yes, dr. Two dternatives have been planned, if for any reason we cannot accomplish the first
objective.”

Mg or Moresby chuckled at his discomfiture.

Chaney asked: "Do wejust St here and wait for something to happen--wait for that vehicleto
work?"

"No, gr. | will help you to prepare yoursdlf, on the assurance that something _will_happen. The
testing is nearly completed and we expect the conclusion at any time. Whenit _is_completed, al of you
will then acquaint yoursalves with vehicle operation; and when _that_isdoneafield trid will be arranged.
Following asuccessful fidd trid, the actua survey will get underway. We are most optimistic that eech
phase of the operation will be concluded in good order and in the shortest possibletime.” She paused to
lend emphasisto her next statement. "The first objective will be abroad political and demographic survey
of the near future; we wish to learn the political Sability of that future and the well-being of the genera
populace. We may be able to contribute to both by having advance knowledge of their problems.
Toward that end you will study and map the central United States at the turn of the century, a about the
year 2000."

SHtus "Hot damn!"

Chaney fdt arecurrence of theinitial shock held known on the beach; thiswasn't to bean



academic study.
"Were going up there? That far?"
"| thought | had made that clear, Mr. Chaney."

"Not _that clear," he said with some embarrassment and confusion. " The wind was blowing on
the beach--my mind was on other things." Hasty Side glances at Saltus and the Mgjor offered little
comfort: onewas grinning at him and the other was contemptuous. "1 had supposed my rolewasto bea
passive one: laying out the guiddines, preparing the surveys and thelike. | had supposed you were using
ingruments for the actual probe--" But he realized how lame that sounded.

"No, gr. Each of you will go forward to conduct the survey. You _will_employ certain
ingrumentsin thefield, but the human eement is necessary.”

Moresby may have thought to needle him. " Seniority will apply, after dl. Wewill move upinthe
proper order. Mysdlf firdt, then Art, and then you."

"We expect to launch the survey within three weeks, given the completion of the testing schedule.”
Her voice may have held atrace of amusement at his expense. "It may be sooner if your training program
can be completed sooner. A physica examination is scheduled for later this afternoon, Mr. Chaney; the

others have dready had theirs. The examinations will continue at the rate of two per week until the survey
vehideisactudly launched.”

"Why?
"For your protection and ours, Sr. If a serious defect exists we must know it now."
He said weakly: "I have the heart of a chicken.”

"But | understood you were under firein Isragl ?*

"That's different. | couldn't stop the shelling and the work had to be done.”

"Y ou could have quit the country.”

"No, | couldn't do that--not until the work was done, not until the trand ation was finished and the
book ready."

Kathryn van Hise tapped her fingers together and only looked at him. She thought that was answer
enough.

Chaney recalled something she had said on the beach, something she had quoted or inferred from
hisdosser. Or perhaps it was that damned computer profile rattling off his supposed resolution and
gability. He had aquick suspicion.

"Did you read my dosser? All of it?

"Yes gar.”

" Ouch_. Did it contain information--ah, gossip about an incident on the far sde of the New



Allenby Bridge?'

"l believe the Jordanian government contributed a certain amount of information on the incident,
gr. It was obtained through the Swiss Legation in Amman, of course. | understand you suffered arather
severe begting.”

Sdtuseagerly: "Hey--what'sthis?'

Chaney said: "Don't believe everything you read. | was damned near shot for aspy in Jordan, but
that Modem woman wasn't wearing aveil. Mark that--no velL It's supposed to make dl the differencein
theworld.”

Sdtus "But what has the woman to do with aspy?!

"They thought | wasa Zionist spy," Chaney explained. "The woman without aveil wasonly a
pleasant interlude--well, she was supposed to be a pleasant interlude. But it didn't turn out that way."

"And they nabbed you? Almost shot you?

"And besat the hell out of me. Arabs don't play by the same ruleswe do. They use garrotes and
deggers”

Sdtus "But what happened to the woman?'

"Nothing. No time. She got away.”

"Too bad ," Sdtusexclamed.

Kathryn van Hise asked: "May we continue, please?’

Chaney thought he detected atouch of color in her cheeks. "We're going up,” he said with finality.
"Yes, gr."

He wished he were back on the beach. "Isit safe?"

Arthur Sdtus broke in again before the woman could respond. " The monkeys haven't
complained--you shouldnt.”

"Monkeys?'

"The test monkeys, civilian. The critters have been riding that damned machine for weeks, up,
back, sdeways. But they haven't filed any complaints--not in writing."

"But supposing they did?"

Airily: "Oh, inthat event, William and | would wave our seniority rightstoyou. You could go
riding off somewhereto investigate their complaints, find out the trouble. The taxpayers deserve _some
breaks."

Kathryn van Hise said: "Once again, _please ."



"Sure, Katring," Sdtussad easly. "But | think you should tdl thiscivilian what hesin for."
Moreshby caught his meaning and laughed.

Chaney waswary. "What am | infor?"

Y ou' re going up naked. Saltuslifted his shirt to dap abare chest. "We're dl going up naked."

Chaney stared at him, searching for the point of the joke, and belatedly redlized it was no joke. He
turned on the woman and found the flush had returned to her face.

Shesad: "It'samatter of weight, Mr. Chaney. The machine must propd itself and you into the
future, which is an operation requiring atremendous amount of eectrica energy. The engineers have
advised usthat tota weight isacritical matter, that nothing but the passenger must be put forward or
returned. They indst upon minimum weight.

"Naked? All the way naked?

Sdtus "Naked asajaybird, civilian. Well saveten, fifteen, twenty pounds of excessweight. They
demand it. Y ou wouldn't want to upset those engineers, would you? Not with your liferiding in their
hands? They're sensitive chaps, you know--we have to humor them."

Chaney struggled to retain his sense of humor. "What happens when we reach the future, when we
reach 20007"

Again the woman attempted areply but again Sdtus cut her off. "Oh, Katrina has thought of
everything. Y our old Indic report said future people will wear less clothing, so Katrinawill supply uswith
the proper papers. Were going up there aslicensed nudigts.”

THREE

Brian Chaney said: "1 wish | knew what was going on here." His voice carried an undertone of
complaint.

"I have been trying to tell you for the past hour, Mr. Chaney."
"Try once more," he begged.

Kathryn van Hise studied him. "1 said on the beach that Westinghouse engineers have built aTDV.
The vehicle was built here, in this building, under aresearch contract with the Bureau of Standards. The
work has gone forward in utmost secrecy, of course, with a Congressional group--a
Subcommittee--supplying direct funds and maintaining a close supervision over the project. We operate
with the full knowledge of, and responsihility to the White House. The President will make thefina
choice of objectives.”



" Him?_A committee will haveto make up hismind for him."

Her expression was one of pronounced disapproval and he guessed that he'd touched a sore
spot--guessed that her loyalty to the man was motivated by political choice as much as by present
occupation.

"The Presdent is_aways _kept informed of our daily progress, Mr. Chaney. Aswas his
predecessor.” The woman seemed belligerent. "His predecessor created this project by an Executive
order three years ago, and we continue to operate today only with the consent and approva of the new
President. | am sureyou are aware of the politica facts of life."

Ruefully: "Oh, I'm aware. The Indic report failed to anticipate aweak President. It was written and
submitted during the administration of a strong one, and was based on the assumption that man would
continuein office for two full terms. Our mistake; we didn't anticipate his desth. But this new man hasto
be nudged off the dime--every dime, every day. Helacksinitiative, lacksdrive." A sdeglancetold
Chaney that the Mg or had agreed with him on one point. Moresby was absently nodding concurrence.

Kathryn van Hise cleared her throat.

"To proceed. An experimentd laboratory islocated in another part of this building, beneath us,
and the testing of the vehicle has been underway for some time. When the testing had reached a stage
which indicated eventua success, the survey fied team was recruited. Mgor Moresby, Commander
Sdltus, and you were each the first choicesin your respective fields, and the only ones contacted. Asyet
there is no back-up team.”

Chaney said: "That's uncharacterigtic of them. The military aways buystwo of everything, just in

case.

"Thisis_not_amilitary operation, and their superiorswere _not_ informed why Mgor Moresby
and Commander Saltus were transferred to this station. But | would think a back-up team will be
recruited in time, and perhaps the military establishment will be informed of our operations.” Shefolded
her hands, regaining composure. "The engineerswill explain the vehicle and its operation to you; | am not
well enough informed to offer alucid explanation. | understand only that an intense vacuum is crested
when the vehicleis operated, and the sound you heard was the result of an implosion of air into that
Vacuum."

"They're making sixty-one second tests?"

"No, sr. Thetests may be of any duration; the longest to date has probed twelve monthsinto the
past, and the shortest only one day. Those sixty-one seconds represent a necessary margin of safety for
the passenger; the passenger may not return to his exact moment of departure, but will instead return
Sxty-one seconds after his departure regardless of the amount of elgpsed time spent in the field.” But she
seemed troubled by something not put into words.

Brian Chaney was certain she held something back.

She said: "At the present time, the [aboratory is employing monkeys and mice astest passengers.
When that phase is completed, each of you will embark on atest to familiarize yoursdf with the vehicle.
Y ou will depart singly, of course, because of the smalness of the vehicle. The engineerswill explain the
problems of mass and volume being propelled by means of avacuum.”



Chaney sad: "l seethepaint. | wouldn't likeit very well if | came back from asurvey and landed
on top of mysdif. But why sixty-one?'

"That figureis something of alaboratory fluke. The engineers were intent on aminimum of Sixty
seconds, but, when the vehicle returned at sixty-one on two successive tests they locked it down there,

S0 to speak.”
"All the tests were successful ?!
She hestated, then said: "Yes, sr.”
"Y ou haven't lost amonkey? Not one?"
"No, gr."

But his suspicions were not quieted. "What would happen if the tests weren't successful? What if
oneshould dill fail, after dl this?"

"In that event, the project would be cancelled and each of you will be returned to your stations.
_You_would befreeto return to Indiana, if you chose."

"Il befired!" Arthur Saltus declared. "Back to that bucket in the South China Sea: diesdl oil and
brine"

"Back to the Horidabeach," Chaney told him. "And beauteous maidensin delicious undress.”
"You'reacad, civilian. You ripped off that veil."

"But the mai dens make that unnecessary.”

"Gentlemen, _plesse "

Satus wouldn't be stopped. "And think of our poor Katrina--back to a bureaucrat's desk,
Congresswill cut off our dush funds: _chop . Y ou know how they are.”

"Tightfisted, except for their pet rivers and harbors. So | suppose we must carry on for her sake,
naked and shivering, up to the brink of 2000." Chaney was bemused. "What will the coming generation
think of us?'

" Peasel "

Chaney folded hisarms and looked at her. "I till think someone has made amistake, Missvan
Hise. | have no military skifisand I'm seldom able to distinguish anut from abalt; | can't imagine why you
would want mefor afield survey--despite what you say--but you'll find me afairly complacent drafteeif
you promise no morejolts. Are you holding back anything e se?!

Her brown eyes|locked with his, showing afirst hint of anger. Chaney grinned, hoping to erase
that. Her glance abruptly dropped away, and she did the bulky envelopes acrossthe table to the three
men.



"Now?"' Sdtus asked.

"Y ou may open them now. Thisisour primary tarfield.” get area, together with al necessary data
to enter the

Brian Chaney undid the clasp and pulled out athick sheaf of mimeographed papers and severd
folded maps. His glance went back to the face of the envelope. A code name was typed there, under the
ubiquitous _Top Secret_ rubber stamp. He read it a second time and |ooked up.

"Project Donaghadee?’
"Yes, dr. Mr. Donaghadee isthe Director of the Bureau of Standards.”
"Of course. The monument isthe man.”

Chaney opened the map on the top of the pile and turned it about so that north was at the top, to
read the name of thefirgt city to catch hiseye: Joliet. It was amap of the north central section of the
United States with Chicago placed precisely in the center, and showing great chunks of those states
surrounding the metropolitan area: Illinois, Indiana, Michigan, Wisconsn, and the eastern tip of lowa.
Elwood Station was indicated by ared box just south of Joliet. He noted that the map had been
prepared by Army cartographers and was stamped Top Secret. Except for the red box it wasidentical
to gasoline station maps.

The second map was alarge one of 1llinois aone and now the extrasize revealed Elwood Station
to be about eight miles south of Joliet, adjacent to an old route marked Alternate 66. The third map was
equally large: adetalled plan of Will County with Joliet located nearly in the center of it. On thismap,
Elwood Station was agreat red box of about five square miles, with severd individua houses and
buildingsidentified by anumbered key. The station had two private service roads opening onto the
highway. The main line of the Chicago & Mobile Southern Railroad passed within hailing distance of the
military reservation, and aspur of that railroad branched off to enter the enclosure.

TheMagjor looked up from his scrutiny of the maps. "Katrina. Thefield trialswill be here on
dation?'

"Only in part, gr. If you find the station normal when you surface, you will proceed to Joliet in
trangportation which will be provided. Always keep your safety in mind.”

Moresby seemed disappointed. " Joliet.”

"That city will bethelimit of thetrids, Sir. The risk must not be underestimated. However, the
actual survey will be conducted in Chicago and its suburbsif the field trias prove satisfactory. Please
study the maps carefully and memorize at least two escape routes; you may be forced to wak in the
event of amotor breskdown."

Sdtus "Wak? With cars everywhere?'

The woman frowned. "Do _not_ attempt to steal an automobile. It may be difficult, perhaps
impossible, to free you fromjail. It smply wouldn't do, Commander.”

"Naked and forlornin a Joliet jail,” Chaney mumbled. "I believethereis adate penitentiary there."



She eyed him narrowly. "I think thet little joke has gone far enough, Mr. Chaney. Y ou will be
clothed inthefield, of course; you will dressfor thefied trid and later for the full survey, but each time
you must disrobe before returning in the vehicle. Y ou will find an adequate supply of clothing, tools, and
ingruments awaiting you at each point of arrival. And the laboratory will be continuoudy manned, of
course; engineerswill always be expecting your arriva and will assg in the trangts.”

"| thought he was pulling my leg," Chaney admitted. "But how will you manage the clothing and the
engineers--how will you have it and them up there waiting for us?'

"That has dready been arranged, sir. A falout shelter and storage depot islocated below us,
adjacent to the [aboratory. It is stocked with everything you may possibly need for any season of the
year, together with weapons and provisions. Our program requires that the laboratory and the vehicle be
continuoudly manned for an indefinite period; ahundred or more years, if necessary. All timesof arrivd in
the future will be known to those future engineers, of course. It has been arranged.”

"Unlessthey've walked out on strike.”
"Sr?l

"Y our long-range planning is subject to the same uncertainties as my projections--one fluke, one
chance event may knock everything askew. The Indic report failed to allow for aweak Administration
replacing astrong one, and if that report was placed before me today | wouldn't Sign it; the variable casts
doubt on the vdidity of the whole. We can only hope the engineerswill till be on the job tomorrow, and
will il be usng sandard time.”

"Mr. Chaney, the Bureau'slong-range planning is more thorough than that, It is solidly grounded
and has been designed for permanency. | would remind you that the primary target arealisonly
twenty-two years distant.”

"I havethisfeding that I'll come out--come to the surface--a thousand years older.”
"l am sure you will make do, Sr. Our team is notablefor individua sdlf-reliance.”
"Which properly puts mein my place, Missvan Hise"

Moresby interrupted. “"What about those stores?”

"Yes, dr. The shelter is stocked with necessities. motion picture cameras, tape recorders, radios,
weapons and weapons detectors, hand radar, and so forth. There is money and gems and medical
supplies. Materids such asfilm, tape, ammunition and clothing will be restocked at intervasto insure
fresh or modern supplies.”

Maor Moresby said: "I'll be damned!" and fell silent for amoment of admiration. "1t makes good
sense, dfter dl. Well draw what we need from the stores to cover the target, and replace the remainder
before coming back."

"Yes, dr. No part of the supplies may be carried back with you, except tapes and film exposed in
thefield. The engineerswill ingtruct you on how to compensate for that small extraweight. Do not bring
back the recorders and cameras, and you are expresdy forbidden to bring back any persona souvenir
such as coinsor currency. But you may photograph the money if you wish.”



"Those engineers have an answer for everything,” Chaney observed. "They must work around the
clock."

"Our project has been working around the clock for the past three years, sir.”

"Who paysthe eectric bill ?*

"A nuclear power station islocated on the post.”

Hewas quickly interested. "Their own reactor? How much power doesit generate?”'
"l don't know, sir."

"I know," Sdltus said. "Commonwed th-Edison has anew one up near Chicago putting out eight
hundred thousand kilowatts. Big thing--1've seen it, and I've seen ours. They look like sted light bulbs
turned upside down.”

Chaney was till curious. "Doesthe TDV _need that much power?”

"I couldn't say, Sir." She changed the subject by calling attention to the sheaf of mimeographed
papers taken from the envel opes. ""We have time this afternoon to begin on these reports.”

Thefirg sheet bore the stylized imprint of the Indiana Corporation, and Chaney quickly recognized
his own work. He gave the woman an amused glance but she avoided his eyes; another glance down the
table revealed his companions staring at the massive report with anticipated boredom.

The next page plunged immediately into the subject matter by offering long columns of statistics
underscored by footnotes: thefirst few columnswere solidly rooted in the censusfigures of 1970, while
the following columns on the following pages were his projections going forward to 2050. Chaney
recalled the fun and the swest that had gone into the work--and the very shaky limb on which he perched
as he worked toward the farthest date.

_Births : legitimate and otherwise, predicted annualy by race and by geographica area (down
sharply aong the Atlantic seaboard below Boston, and the southern states except Florida; figures did not
include unpredictable number of laboratory-hospita births by artificid means; figures did not include
unpredictable number of abnormal birthsin Nevadaand Utah due to accumulation of radioactive fallout).

_Desths : with separate figures for murders and known suicides, projected annudly by age groups
(suicidesincreasing at predictable rate below age thirty; femaes outliving maes by twelve point three
years by year 2000; anticipated life-expectancy increased one point nine years by year 2050; figures did
not include infant mortalitiesin Nevada-Utah fallout area; figures did not include infant mortditiesin
|aboratory-hospitd artificid births).

_Marriagesand trid marriages : with subsequent divorces and annulments forecast on an annua
basis after 1980, first full year of tria marriage decree (trial marriages not appreciably contributing to the
birth rate except in Alabamaand Mississippi, but tending to increase the murder and suiciderate, and
contributing to the dow decline of long-term marriages). _Footnote : renewable term tria marriage



recommended; i.e., asecond year of tria be granted upon application by both parties.

_Incidence of crime_: detailed projectionsin twenty categories, separated by states having and not
having the death pendty (murder and robbery up sharply, but rape down by a significant percentage due
to tria marriages and lowered lega age of dl marriages).

_Probable voter regigtrations and profiles : gradual emergence of enduring three-party system
after 1980 (with registrations divided unevenly among three mgjor and one minor party; black voters
concentrated in one mgor and the minor party; pronounced swing to the conservative right in two white
magjor parties during the next decade, with conservative Administrations probable until year 2000, plus or
minusfour years).

_Totd population by the turn of the century _: based upon the foregoing, three hundred and forty
million peoplein the forty-eight contiguous States and an additiona ten million in the three remaining States
(the northern tier of plains Sates projected as consstent annua losers but with Alaska up significantly;
Manhattan |9 and reaching point of saturation within two years, Cdiforniaby 1990, Florida by 2010).
_Footnote : recommended that immigration to Manhattan Idand, Caifornia, and Florida be forbidden by
law, and that monetary inducements be offered to relocate in middle states having low densities of
population.

Brian Chaney felt a certain unease about some of his conclusions.

Tria marriages could be expected to increase at a phenomend rate once their popularity caught
on, but with thetria term limited to one year he fully expected both the murder and suicide ratesto climb;
the murders were apt to be crimes of passion committed by the female because of the probability of
losing her shortterm husband to another short-term wife, while the suicides were predicted for the same
reason. The recommended two-year renewable term would tend to dampen the possibility of either
violent act.

A certain amount of joy-riding wasto be expected in trial marriages, but he was gambling they
would contribute dmost nothing to the birth rate. Nor did he believe that another pill--the new
pill--would affect his projections. Chaney held alow opinion of the recently introduced KH3-B pill, and
refused to believe it had any restorative powers; he clung to the belief that man was aloted anormal
three score and fifteen, and the projected increase of one point nine years by 2050 would be attributed
to the eradication of diseases--not to pills and nostrums purportedly having the power to restore mental
and physicd vigor to the aged. The patients_might_ live sx months longer than their norma spans
because they were buoyed by euphoria, but sx months would not affect amass of statistics.

Gresat population shifts had been earlier predicted and borne out, with the emphasis of change
along the natura waterways. The greater dengities of population--by 2050--would lie dong five clearly
defined areas: the Atlantic seaboard, the Pacific seaboard, the Gulf Coast from Tampato Brownsville,
the southern shores of al the Great Lakes, and the full lengths of the Ohio and Mississppi rivers. But he
knew serious misgivings about those Lakes belts. The water levelsin the Lakes had been rising steedily
since the beginning of the twentieth century, and the coming flooding and erosi on--combined with heavier
populations--would create problems of catastrophic proportionsin those aress.

Magor Moresby broke the silence. "We will be expected to confirm all this, after al.”

"Yes, gr. Careful observations are desired for each of the three target dates, but the greater
amount of work will fal upon Mr. Chaney. His projectionswill need to be verthed or modified.”



Chaney, with surprise: "Three? Aren't we going up together? Going to the same target?'

"No, sr, that would be wasteful. The schedule calsfor threeindividual surveyson carefully
separated dates, each at least ayear apart to obtain abetter overdl view. You will each travel separately
to your predetermined date.”

"The people up there will sneer at our clothes."

"The people up there should be too preoccupied to notice you, unless you cal atention to
yoursdf."

"Oh?What will preoccupy them?'

"They will be preoccupied with themsalves and their problems. Y ou haven't spent much timein
American cities of late, have you, Mr. Chaney? Didn't you notice that the trains you rode into and out of
Chicago were armored trains?"

"Yes, | noticed that. The Isragli newspapers did publish _some  American news. | read about the
curfews. The people of the future won't notice our cameras and recorders?’

"We _sincerdly hope not. All would be undoneif the present demand for privacy is projected
into theturn of the century, if that present demand isintensified.”

Chaney sad: "I'mon their Sde; | enjoy privacy.”

The woman continued. "And of course, we don't know what status your instruments may have a
that future date, we don't know if cameras and recorders will be permissible in public, nor can we guess
at the efficiency of the police. Y ou may be handicapped.” She glanced a Sdtus. " The Commander will
teach you to work surreptitioudy."

SAtus "l will?!

"Yes, dr. You must devise atechnique for completing that part of the assignment without
discovery. The cameras are very smdl, but you must find away to conced them and still operate them

properly.”
"Katring, do you redly think itll beillega to take apicture of a pretty girl on astreet corner?”

"We do not know the future, Commander; the survey will inform uswhat isand isnot legal. But
whatever the technique, you must photograph a number of objects and personsfor aperiod of time
without others being aware of what you are doing.”

"For how long aperiod of time?’

"For aslong as possble; for aslong asyou arein the field and your supply of film lasts, The
emphasisison depth, Commander. A survey in depth, to determine the accuracy of the Indic
projections. Idedly, you would bein the field severa days and expose every roll of film and every red of
tape you are carrying; you would record every object of mgor interest you might see, and as many lesser
objectsastime alowed. Y ou would penetrate the field safely, accomplish al objectives, and withdraw
without haste at atime of your choosing.” A shadow of asmile. "But moreredigticaly, theided issddom
attained. Therefore you will goin, record al you are able, and retreat when it becomes necessary. We



will hope for the maximum and have to be content with the minimum.”
Chaney turned in the chair. "Y ou make this sound like adangerousthing.”

"It could be dangerous, Mr. Chaney. What you will be doing has never before been done. We can
offer you no firm guiddinesfor procedure, field technique, or your own safety. We will equip you as best
we can, brief you to the fullest extent of our present knowledge, and send you in on your own.”

"Wereto report _everything_wefind up there?'
"Yes gr."
"I only hope Seabrooke has anticipated public reaction. He's headed for arift within the [ute.”

HSrl?l

"I suspect hel's headed for trouble. A large part of the public will raise unholy hell when they find
out about the TDV --when they find out what liestwenty years ahead of them. There's - something in that

Indic report to scare everybody.”

Kathryn van Hise shook her head. "The public will not be informed, Mr. Chaney. This project and
our future programs are and will remain secret; the tapes and filmswill be restricted and the missons will
not be publicized. Please remember that al of you have security clearances and are under oath and
pendty. Keep slent. President Meeks has ruled that knowledge of this operation isnot in the public
interest.”

Chaney said: "Secret, and sdlf-contained, and solitary as an oyster.”

Sdtus opened his mouth to laugh when the engineers pushed their rig into avacuum. Thelights
dimmed.

The massive rubber band sngpped painfully againgt their eardrums; or it may have been amdl €,
or ahammer, driven under crud pressure into ablock of compressed air. The thing made anoise of
impact, then Sghed asif it rebounded in dow moation through thick liquid. The sound hurt. Three faces
turned together to watch the clock.

Chaney contented himsalf with watching their faces rather than the clock. He guessed another

monkey was riding the vehicle into somewhere, somewhen. Perhapsthe animal borealabel: _Rediricted
and was under orders not to talk. The President had ruled histrip was not in the public interest.

FOUR

Brian Chaney awoke with the guilty fedling that he was tardy again. The Mg or would never
forgivehim.



He sat on the side of the bed and listened carefully for tell-tale sounds within the building, but none
were audible. The station seemed unusudly quiet. Hisroom wasasmal one, asingle unit sparsdy
furnished, in adouble row of identical roomsfitted into aformer army barracks. The partitions were thin
and appeared to have been cheaply and hatily erected; the ceiling was less than three feet above his
head--and hewas atall man. Larger common rooms at either end of the only corridor contained the
showers and toilets, The place bore an unmistakable military slamp, as though troops had moved out the
day before he moved in.

Perhaps they had done just that; perhaps troops were now riding those armored trains serving
Chicago and Saint Louis. Without armored siding, a passenger train seldom could traverse Chicago's
south sde without every window in every car being broken by stones or gunfire.

Chaney opened his door and peered into the corridor. It was empty, but recognizable sounds from
the two rooms opposite his brought ameasure of relief. In one of the rooms someone was opening and
closing bureau drawersin frustrated search of something; in the other room the occupant was snoring.
Chaney picked up atowe and his shaving kit and went to the showers. The snoring was audible dl the
way down the corridor.

The cold water was _cold_ but the hot water was only afew degrees warmer--barely enough to
fed adifference. Chaney came out of the shower, wrapped atowe about his middle and began rubbing
lather on hisface.

"Stop!" Arthur Saltuswas in the doorway, pointing an accusatory finger. "Put down the razor,
avilian"

Startled, Chaney dropped the razor into the bowl of tepid water. " Good morning, Commander.”
He recovered hiswits and the razor to begin the shave. "Why?"

"Secret orders camein the middle of the night," Saltus declared. "All the people of the future wear
long beards, like old Abe Lincoln. We must be in character.”

"Nudists with bushy beards," Chaney commented. "That must be quite asight.” He kept on
shaving.

"WEell, you bit hard yesterday, civilian." Sdtus put an exploratory hand under the shower and
turned on the water. He had anticipated the result. "This hasn't changed since boot camp,” hetold
Chaney. "Every barracksis dlotted ten gdlons of hot water. Thefirs manin usesit dl.”

"l _thought _thiswasabarracks."

"Thisbuilding? It must have been at one time or another, but the station wasn't dwaysamilitary
post. | spotted that coming in. Katrinasaid it was built as an ordnance plant in 1941--you know, during
_that war." He stepped under the shower. "That was--what? Thirtyseven years ago? Timefliesand the
mice have been at work."

"Thet other building isnew."
"Thelab building isbrand new. Katrinasaid it was built to house that noisy machine--built to last

forever. Reinforced concrete al the way down; a basement, and a sub-basement, and other things. The
vehicleis down there somewhere hauling monkeys back and forth."



"I'dliketo_see that damned thing."

"Y ou and metogether, civilian. Y ou and me and the Mgor." His head popped out of the shower
and his voice dropped to a stage whisper. "But I've got it figured.”

"Y ou have? What?'
"Promise you won't tell Katrina? Y ou won't tell the man in the White House | broke security?"
"Cross my heart, pit at the moon and everything."

"All right: dl thisisaplot, atrick to be ahead of everybody dse. Katrina has been mideading us,
We're not going up to the turn of the century--we're going back down, back into history!"

"Back? Why?"

"We're going back two thousand years, civilian. To grab those old scrolls of yours, pirate them, as
if they were classfied or something. We're going to sneak in there some dark night, find abatch of
them in some cave or other and copy them. Photograph them. _That's why were using cameras. And
meanwhile, you'll be using arecorder, making tapes of the location and the like. Maybe you could unroll
aparchment or two and read off thetitles, so well know if we have anything important.”

"But they sddom havetitles”

Sdtus was stopped. "Why not?"

"Titlesjust weren't important at the time.”

"Wdl--no matter; welll make do, welll just copy everything we can find and sort them out later.
And when we're finished well put everything back the way we found it and make our escape.” Saltus
snapped hisfingersto indicate ajob well done and went back into the shower.

"Isthat dl?"

"That's enough for us--weve scooped theworld! And along time afterward--you know, whatever
year it was-some shepherd will sumble into the cave and find them in the usua way. Nobody but us will

bethewiser."

Chaney wiped hisface dry. "How do we get into the Palestine of two thousand years ago? Cross
the Atlanticin acanoe?'

"No, no, we don't ride backwards_first_, civilian--not here, not in lllinais. If we did that wed
haveto fight our way though Indians! Look, now: the Bureau of Standardswill ship the vehicle over there
in acouple of weeks, after weve had our fidd trids. They'll pack it in abox marked _Agricultural
Machinery _, or some such thing, and smuggleit in like everybody € se does. How do you think the
Egyptians got that baby bomb into Israel? By sending it parcel post?”

Chaney sad: "Fantadtic.”

A face emerged from the shower. " Are you being disagreegble, civilian?'



"I'm being skepticd, sallor.”

" Spoil-sport!"

"Why would we want to copy the scrolls?!

"Tobefirs."

"Why that?'

Saltus stepped dl the way out of the shower.

"Well--tobe_firg_, that'sal. Weliketo befirst in everything. Where's your patriotism, civilian?"
"| carry itin my pocket. How do we copy the scrollsin the dark, in acave?!

"Now that's my department! Infra-red equipment, of course. Don't fret about the technical end,
migter. I'm an old cameraman, you know."

"I didn't know."

"Wdll, | was_acameraman, aworking cameraman, when | was an EM. Do you remember the
Gemini flights about thirteen or fourteen years ago?"

| remember.

"l wasright there on deck, mister. Photographer's apprentice, stationed on the_Wasp_ when the
flights began; | manned the deck cameras on some of those early flightsin 1964, but when the last one
splashed down in 1966, | was riding the choppers out to meet them," A disparaging wave of the hand.
"Now, would you believeit, I'm riding a desk. Operations officer.” Hisface mirrored his dissatisfaction.
"I'd rather be behind the camera; the enlisted men have the fun with that job."

Chaney sad: "I'velearned something new."
"What sthat?

"Why you and | were brought in here. | map and structure the future; you will film it. What'sthe
Magor's specidty?

"Air Intelligence. | thought you knew."
"I didn't. Espionage?’

"No, no--he's another desk man, and he hatesit asmuch as| do. Old Williamisabrain:
interrogation and interpretation. He briefs the pilots before they fly out, tellsthem whereto find the
targets, what is concedling them, and what is defending them; and then he quizzesthe hell out of them
when they come back to learn what they saw, wherethey saw it, how it behaved, how it smelled, and
what was new firing & them."

"Air Intdligence" Chaney mused. "A sharpie?'



"Y ou can bet your last tax dallar, civilian. Do you remember those maps Katrina gave us
yesterday?'

"I'm not likely to forget them. Top secret.”

"Read that literdly for the Mgor: he memorized them. Migter, if you could show him another map
today with one smdl Illinoistown shifted aquarter of an inch away from yesterday'slocation, old William
would put hislong finger on the spot and say, Thistown has moved. He's_good _." Sdtuswas grinning
with high humor. "The enemy can't hide awater tank or amissile launcher or an ammo bunker from
him--not from _him "

Chaney nodded hiswonder. "Do you see what kind of team Katrinais putting together? What
kind the mystery man Seabrooke has recruited? | wish | knew what they redly expect usto find up
there”

Arthur Saltusleft hisroom and crossed the corridor to stand at Chaney's door, dressed for a
summer day.

"Hey--how do you like our Katrina?'
Chaney sad: "L et us consder beauty asufficient end.”
"Migter, did you swallow acopy of Bartlett?"

A grin. "l liketo prowl through old cultures, old times. Bartlett and Hagkon are my favorites, each
in hisway offersarich storehouse, atreasury.”

"Haakon? Who is Haakon?"

"A latter-day Viking; he was born too late. Haakon wrote _Pax Abrahamitica , ahistory of the
desert tribes. | would say it was more of atreasury than a history: maps, photographs, and text telling one
everything he would want to know about the tribes five to seven thousand years ago.”

"Photographs five thousand years ago?"

"No; photographs of the remains of tribal life five thousand years ago: Byzantine dams, Nabataean
wells, old Negev water courses still holding water, still serving the people who live there today. The
Nabataeans built thingsto _last . Their wells are water-tight today; they're till used by the Bedouin.
Severa good photographs of them."

"I'd like to see that. May | borrow the book?"

Chaney nodded. "'l have it with me." He stared at a closed door and listened to the snores. "Wake
himup?'

"No! Not if we haveto live in the same room with him al day. He's abear when he'srouted out of
his cave before he's ready--and he doesn't eat breakfast. He says he thinks and fights well on an empty
gomach."

Chaney said: "The company is Spartan; see dl their wounds on the front.”



"l giveup! Let'sgo to breskfast.”

They quit the converted barracks and struck off along the narrow concrete sdewalk, walking
north toward the commissary. A jeep and agtaff car moved along the street, while in the middle distance
aclugter of civilian cars were parked about alarge building housing the commissary. They werethe only
oneswho walked.

Chaney asked: "Thisis swimming wesgther. |sthere apool here?’

"There hasto be--Katrinadidn't get that beautiful tan under asun lamp. | think it's over that
way--over on E Street, near the Officers Club. Want to try it this afternoon?”

"If shewill permit it. We may haveto study.”

"I'm dready tired of that! | dont _care how many million voters with plastic somachs affiliated
with Party _A_ will beliving in Chicago twenty years from now. Mister, how can you spend years
playing with numbers?'

"I'm fascinated by them--numbers and people. Therelief of a plastic ssomach may cause acitizen
to switch fromthe activist _A__to the more conservative B _; hisvote may dter the outcome of an
election, and a conservative administration--locd, state, or nationa--may stal or do nothing about a
problem that needed solving yesterday. The Great Lakes problem _is_a problem because of just that.”

Sdtussad: "Excuse me. What problem?’

"Y ou've been away. The Lakes are at their highest levelsin history; they're flooding out ten
thousand miles of shordline. The average annua precipitation in the Lakes watersheds has been steedily
increasing for the past eighty years and the high water is causing damage. Those summer houses have
been toppling into the Lakes for years asthe water eroded the bluffs; in avery short while more than
summer houses will topplein. Beaches are gone, private docks are going, low land is becoming marshes.
Sad thing, Commander.”

"Hey--when we go into Chicago on the survey, maybe we should look to see if Michigan Avenue
isunderwater."

"That'sno joke. It may be."
"Oh, doom, doom, doom!" Saltus declared. "Y our books and tables are dways crying doom.”
"I've published only one book. There was no doom."

"William said it was poppycock. | haven't read it, I'm not much of areader, mister, but he looked
down hisnose, And Katrina said the newspapers gave you hdl."

"Y ou've been talking about me. Idle gossiping!”

"Hey--you were two or three days late coming in, remember? We had to talk about something, so
we taked about you, mostly--curiosity about one tame civilian on amilitary team. Katrinaknew al about
you; | guess she read your dossier forward and backward. She said you were in trouble--trouble with
your company, with reviewers and scholars and churches and--oh, everybody." Sdtus gave hiswaking
companion adanted glance. "Old William said you were bent on destroying the foundations of



Chridtianity. Y ou must have done _something _, mister. Did you chip away at the foundation?”

Chaney answered with asingle word.

Sdtuswasinterested. "I don't know that."

"It'sAramaic. You know it in English.”

"Say it again--dowly--and tell mewhat itis."

Chaney repested it, and Saltusturned it on his tongue, delighted with the sound and the fresh
delivery of an old trangitive verb. "Hey--1 like that!" He waked on, repesating the word just above his
breath.

After agpace: "What about those foundations?

"| trandated two scrollsinto English and caused them to be published,” Chaney said with
resgnation. "l could have saved my time, or spent my holiday digging up buried cities. Onemaninten
read the book dowly and carefully and understood what | had done--the other nine began yapping
before they finished thefirgt half.”

His companion was ready with aquick grin. "William yapped, and Katrina seemed scandalized,
but | guess Gilbert Seabrooke read it dowly: Katrina said the Bureau was embarrassed, but Seabrooke
stood up for you. Now _me , | haven't read it and | probably won't, so where does that put me?’

"An honest neutrd, subject to intimidation.”

"All right, miter: intimidate this honest neutrd.”

Chaney looked down at the commissary, guessing at the remaining distance. He intended to be
short; the subject was painful Since auniversity press had published the book and amisunderstanding
public had taken it up.

"I don't want you yapping a me, Commander, so you need first to understand one word:
_midrash _."

" _Midrash_. Isthat another Aramaic word?'

"No--it'sHebraic, and it meansfiction, religious fiction. Compare it to whatever modern parallel
you like: historica fiction, soap opera, detective stories, fantasy; the ancient Hebrews liked their
_midrash . It wastheir favorite kind of fantasy; they liked to use biblica events and personagesin their
fiction--cdl it bible-operaif you like. Scholars have long been aware of that; they know _midrash_when
they find it, but the general public hardly seemsto know it exists. The public tendsto believe that
everything written two thousand years ago was sacred, the work of one saint or another.”

"l guess nobody told them,” Saltussaid. "All right, I'll go dong with that."
"Thank you. The public should be as generous."

"Didn't you tell them about _midrash? "



"Certainly. | spent twelve pages of theintroduction explaining the term and its genera background;
| pointed out that it was a commonplace thing, that the old Hebrews frequently employed religious or
heroic fiction asameans of putting across the message. Timeswere hard, the land was almost ways
under the hedl of an oppressor, and they desperately wanted freedom--they wanted the messiah that had
been promised for the past severd hundred years."

"Ah--there's your mistake, civilian! Who wants to waste twelve pages gnawing on the bone to get
at the marrow?' He glanced around at Chaney and saw his pained expresson. "Excuse me, migter. I'm
not much of areader--and | guess they weren't either.”

Chaney said: "Both my scrollswere _midrash_, and both used variations of that same theme: some
heroic figure was coming to rid the land of the oppressor, to free the people from their illsand
gtarvations, to show them the door to abrand new life and happy times forever after, The first scroll was
the longer of the two with greater detail and more explicit promises; it foretold wars and pestilence, of
sgnsin the heavens, of invaders from foreign lands, of widespread death, and finaly of the coming of the
messiah who would bring eternal peace to the world. | thought it was a great work."

Sdtuswas puzzled. "Well--what's the troubl€?"
"Havent you read the Bible?"

"No."

"Nor the Book of Revelations?'

"I'm not much of areader, civilian."

"Thefirgt scroll was an orgind copy of the Book of Revelations--origind, in that it was written at
least ahundred years earlier than the book included in the Bible. And it was presented asfiction. That's
why Mg or Moresby isangry with me. Moresby--and people like him--don't_want_ the book to be a
hundred years older than believed; they don't _want_it to berevealed asfiction. They can't accept the
ideathat the story was first written by some Qumran priest or scribe, and circulated around the country
to entertain or inspire the populace. Mgjor Moresby doesn't _want__ the book to be _midrash_."

Sdtuswhistled. "I should think not! He takes dl that serioudy, mister. He believesin prophecies.”

"l don't,” Chaney said. "I'm skeptical, but I'm quite willing to let others believeif they so choose. |
said nothing in the book to undermine their beliefs; | offered no opinions of my own. But | _did_ show
that thefirst Reveations scroll was written at the Qumran school, and that it wasburied inacavea
hundred years or more before the present book was written--or copied-- and included in the Bible. |
offered indisputable proof that the book in the Christian Bible was not only alater copy, but that it had
been dtered from the origind. The two versions didn't match; the seams showed. Whoever wrote the
second version deleted several passages from the first and inserted new chapters more in keeping with
_his_times. In short, he modernized it and made it more acceptable to his priest, hisking, his people. His
only failing was that he was a poor editor--or a poor seamstress--and his seamswerevisble. Hedid a
poor job of rewriting.”

Sdtussad: "And old William went up in smoke. He blamed you for everything.”

"Almost everyone did. A newspaper reviewer in Saint Louis questioned my patriotism; another in
Minnegpolis hinted that | was the anti-Christ, and acommunist tool to boot. A newspaper in Rome



skewered me with the unkindcst cut of dl: it printed the phrase _Traduttore Traditore _over the
review--the Trandator isa Traitor." Despite himsdlf atrace of bitternesswasevident. "Onmy _next
holiday I'll confine mysalf to something safe. I'll dig up aten-thousand-year-old city in the Negev, or go
out and rediscover Atlantis”

They waked in silence for aspace. A car sped by them toward the busy commissary.
Chaney asked: "A persond question, Commander?"

"Freawvay, miger."

"How did you manage your rank so young?'

Sdtuslaughed. "Y ou haven't been in service?!

"No."

"Blameit on_our_ damned war--the witsare calling it our Thirty Y ears War. Promotions come
faster in wartime because men and ships arelost a an accel erated rate--and they come faster to menin
the line than to men on the beach. I've dways been in the line. When the Viet Nam war passed the first
fiveyears, | sarted moving up; when it passed ten years without softening, | moved up faster. And when
it passed fifteen years--after that phony peace, that truce--1 went up like a skyrocket." He looked at
Chaney with sober expression. "Welost alot of men and alot of shipsin those waters when the Chinese
began shooting at us.”

Chaney nodded. "I've heard the rumors, the stories. The Isradli paperswerefilled with Isragli
troubles, but now and then outside news was given some space.”

"You'l hear the truth someday; it will jolt you. Washington hasn't released the figures, but when
they do you'l get atiff jolt inthe belly. A lot of things are kept undercover in undeclared wars. Some of
the thingswork their way into the open after awhile, but others never do."” Another sidelong glance,
measuring Chaney. Do you remember when the Chinese lobbed that missile on the port city we were
working? That port below Saigon?'

"No one can forget that.”

"Well, mister, our Sderetaliated in kind, and the Chinese lost two railroad townsthat same
week--Kelyang and Y ungning. Two holesin the ground, and severa hundred square miles of radioactive
cropland. Their missile was packing alow-yied A, it was dl they could manage at the time, but we hit
_them_ with two Harrys. Y ou will please keep that under your hat until you read about it in the papers--if
you ever do."

Chaney digested the information with some darm. "What did they do, to retaliatefor _that? "

"Nothing--yet. But they will, migter, they will! Assoon asthey think were adeep, they'll clobber
uswith something. And hard.”



Chaney had to agree. "l suppose you've had more than one tour of duty in the South China Sea?"

"Morethan one," Saltustold him. "On my last tour, | had two good ships torpedoed under me.
Not one, but two, and Chinese subs were responsible both times. Those bastards can redlly shoat,
mister--they're good."

"A Lieutenant Commander isequa to what?"

"A Mgor. Old William and me are buddies under the skin. But don't be impressed. If it wasn't for
thiswar 1'd be just another junior grade Lieutenant.”

The desirefor further conversation fell away and they walked in pensive silence to the commissary.
Chaney recalled with distaste his contributions to Pentagon papers concerning the coming capabilities of
the Chinese. Saltus seemed to have confirmed a part of it.

Chaney went first through the serving line but paused for amoment at the end of it, balancing the
tray to avoid spilling coffee. He searched the room.

"Hey--therésKatrinal"

"Where?'

"Over there, by that far window."

"| don't believein waiting for an invitation.”
"Push on, push on, I'm right behind you!"

Chaney discovered that he _had _ spilled his coffee by the time they reached her table. He had
tried to movetoo fadt, but ill lost out.

Arthur Saltuswastherefirst. He promptly sat down in the chair nearest the young woman and
transferred his breakfast dishes from thetray to the table. Saltus put his elbows on the table, peered
closdly at Katrina, then hdf turned to Chaney.

"lan't shelovey thismorning! What would your friend Bartlett say about this?*

Chaney noted thetiny line of disapproval above her eyes. "Her very frownsarefairer far, than the
amiles of other maidensare.”

"Hear! Hear!" Saltus clapped hishandsin gpproval, and stared back impudently at nearby diners
who had turned to look. "Nosey peasants,” was his loud whisper.

Kathryn van Hise struggled to maintain her reserve. "Good morning, gentlemen, Whereisthe
Magor?'

"Snoring," Arthur Saltus retorted. "We sneaked out to have breskfast aone with you."

" _And_ these other two hundred characters." Chaney waved ahand at the crowded mess hall.
"Thisisro mantic."



"These peasants aren't romantic,” Saltus disagreed. "They lack color and Old World charm.” He
stared bleakly at the room. "Hey--mister, we could practiceon _them . Let'srunasurvey on _them
let'sfind out how many of them are Republicans egting fried eggs.” Snap of fingers. "Better yet--let'sfind
out how many Republican stomachs have been ruined eating these Army eggd™

Katrinamade a hasty sound of warning. "Be careful of your conversation in public places. Certain
subjects are restricted to the briefing room.”

Chaney said: "Quick! Switch to Aramaic. These peasantswill never catch on.”

Saltus began to laugh but lust as suddenly shut it off. "1 only know one word.” He seemed
embarrassed.

"Then don't repedt it,” Chaney warned. "Katrinamay have studied Aramaic--shereads
everything." -

"Hey--that's not fair.”

"l do unfair things, | retdiatein kind, Commander. Last night, | sneaked into the briefing room
while you were al adeep.” He turned to the young woman. "I know your secret. | know one of the
dternativetargets.”

"Do you, Mr. Chaney?'

"l do, Missvan Hise. | raided the briefing room and turned it ingde out--a very thorough search,
indeed. | found a secret map hidden under one of the telephones--the red phone. The dternativetarget is
the Qumran monastery. Were going back to destroy the embarrassing scrolls--rip them from their jars
and burn them. There." He sat back with barely concealed amusement.

The woman looked a him for aspace, and Chaney had a sudden, intuitive torment. He felt
unessy.

When she broke her silence, her voice was so low it would not carry to the adjoining tables.

"You are dmost right, Mr. Chaney. One of our dternatives _is_aprobe into Paestine, and you
were also selected for the team because of your knowledge of that general area.”

Chaney wasingantly wary. "'l will have nothing to do with those scralls. I'll not tamper with them.”

"That will not be necessary. They are not an dternate target.”

"What _is? "

"I don't know the correct date, Sir. Research has not been successful in determining the precise
time and place, but Mr. Scabrooke believesit will be aprofitable dternate. It isunder active study.” She
hesitated and dropped her gaze to the table. "The genera location in Palestine is or was asite known as
the Hill of Skulls"

Chaney rocked in his chair.

In the long silence, Arthur Saltus groped for an understanding. " Chaney, what--?' He looked to



the woman, then back to the man. "Hey--let_me_inonit!"

Chaney said quietly: " Seabrooke has picked a very hot dternative. If we can't go up there for the
survey, our teeamisgoing _back to film the Crucifixion."

FIVE

Brian Chaney wasthe lagt of the four participantsto return to the briefing room. He walked.

Kathryn van Hise had offered them aride asthey quit the mess hail and Arthur Saltus promptly
accepted, scrambling into the front seat of the olive green sedan to sit close beside her. Chaney preferred
the exercise. Katrinaturned in the seet to look back at him asthe car |eft the parking lot, but he was
unable to read her expression: it may have been disappointment--and then again it may have been

exasperation.
He suspected Katrinawas losing her antipathy for him; and that was pleasing.

The sun was dready hot in the hazy June sky and Chaney would have liked to go in search of the
pool, but he decided againgt it only because he knew better than to be tardy a second time. Asa
satisfying substitute, he contented himsalf with watching the few women who happened to pass, he
approved of the sharply abbreviated skirt that was the current style and, given another opportunity,
would haveincluded aforecast in histables--but the stodgy old Bureau was likely to dismissthe subject
meatter asfrivolous. Skirts had been climbing steadily for many years and now they were frequently one
with the ddta pants. aheady ddight to the roving male eye. But with predictable military conservatism,
the WA C skirtswere not nearly as brief asthose worn by civilians.

Happily, Karinawasacivilian.

The massve front door of the concrete building opened easily under his pull, moving on rolamite
tracks. Chaney walked into the briefing room and stopped short at sight of the Mgor. A furtive signd
from Saltuswarned himto sllence.

Major Moresby faced the wall, his back to the room and to Chaney. He stood at the far end of
the long table, between the end of the table and the featureless wall with his fists knotted behind his back.
The nape of hisneck was flushed. Kathryn van Hise was busy picking up papersthat had fallen--or been
thrown--from the table.

Chaney closed the door softly behind him and advanced to the table, ingpecting a stack of papers
before his own chair. His reaction was one of sharp dismay. The papers were photo-copies of his
second scroll, the lesser of the two Qumran scrolls he had trandated and published. There were nine
sheets of paper faithfully reproducing the square Hebrew lettering of the Eschatos document fromits
opening linetoitsclose. If he didn't know better, Chaney would have thought the Mgor was enraged at
histemerity for tacking adescriptive Greek title on aHebrew fantasy.

"Katrinal What are we doing with _this? "



Shefinished the task of picking up the falen pages and stacked them negtly on the table before the
Major's chair.

"They are apart of today's sudy, gr."
"No!"

"Yes, gr." The woman dipped into her own chair and waited for Chaney and the Mgor to Sit
down.

The man did, after amoment. He glared at Chaney.
Chaney said: "Isthis another of Seabrooke'sidiotic ideas?’
"The matter isgermane, Mr. Chaney."

"That matter is_not_ germane, Miss van Hise. This has absolutely nothing to do with the Indic
report, with the satistical tables, with the future surveys—-nothing!”

"Mr. Seabrooke thinks otherwise."

Angrily: "Gilbert Seabrooke has holesin his head; his Bureau hasholesin its measuring jars. Please
tell him | said s0. He should know better than to--" Chaney cameto afull stop and glared at the young
woman. "Isthis_another _reason why | was chosen for the survey team?"

"Yes, gr. You arethe only authority.”

Chaney repeated the Aramaic word, and Saltus laughed despite himsalf.

Shesad: "Sir, Mr. Seabrooke bdievesit may have some dight bearing on the future survey, and
we should be familiar with it. We should be familiar with every facet of the future that comesto our
atention.”

"But thishasnothing to _do_ with afuture Chicago!”

"It may, gr."

"It may not! Thisisafantasy, afairy tale. It waswritten by adreamer and told to his students--or
to the peasants.” Chaney sat down, containing hisanger. "Katrina: thisisawaste of time."

Sdtusbrokein. "More_midrash |, mister?”

" Midrash_," Chaney agreed. He looked a the Mgjor. "It hasno biblical connection, Mgor.
Nonewhatever. Thisisaminor piece of prophecy fitted into afantasy; it'sthe story of aman who lived
twice--or of twins, thetext isn't clear--who swept dragons from the sky. If the Brothers Grimm had
-discovered it firg, they would have published it."

Katrinasad stubbornly: "We areto study it."

Chaney was equally stubborn. "Theturn of the century is only twenty-two years away but this



document is addressed to the far future, to the end of the world. It depicts the end--the last days. | called
it _Eschatos , meaning The End of Things.' Does Seabrooke redly think the end of the world isonly
twenty-two years away?

"No, gr, I'm sure he doesn't believe that, but he hasinstructed usto studly it thoroughly in
preparation for the probe. There may be a tenuous connection.”

"What tenuous connection? Where?"

"Those references to the blinding yelow light filling the sky, for one. That may be an dlusion to the
war in Southeast Asa. And there were other referencesto acooling climate, and a series of plagues. The
dragons may have amilitary connotation. Mr. Seabrooke mentioned specificaly your point on
Armageddon, in relaion to the Arab-Isradli war. There are anumber of incidents, sir.”

Chaney permitted himself an audible groan.
Sdtussaid: "Hoist by your own pctard, mister. | fed for you.

Chaney knew his meaning. The reviewers and the Morcsbys of theworld didn't_want_to believe
his English trandation of the Revelations scroll, but it appeared to be authentic. Now, Seabrooke was
making noises like he wanted to believe _Eschatos , or waswilling to believeit.

Impatiently: "The blinding yellow light in the sky has_nothing_to dowiththe Adanwar. In
Hebrew fiction it was aromantic promise of health, weslth, of peace and prosperity for dl. Theydlow
light isabenign sun, pilling contentment on the earth. The old prophet was saying Smply thet at last the
earth belonged to men, to al men, and eterna peace was at hand. Utopia. No more than that.

"That utopiawasto come _after _the end of things, after the last days, when a brand new world
under agolden sun would be given to the peoples of Isradl. It isaprophecy asold astime. It has nothing
to do with our war in Asig, or the color of any soldier's skin." Chaney pointed to the door. "How cold is
it out therenow? _This_isswimming weather. And where are the plagues? Have you ever seena

dragon?'
Stus "And whereis Armageddon?

"The proper nameis Har-Magcdon. It'samountain in Isragl, Commander, the mountain of
Megiddo rising above the Plain of Esdraglon. And the prophecies are alittle too late--al the prophecies.
Any number of decisve battles have aready happened there and vanished into history. It was afavorite
locaefor the old fictioneers; it had such abloody history it was firmly fixed in the native mind, it wasa
good stefor till another story."

"Migter, you sure know how to throw cold water."

"Commander, | beievein being redigtic; | believein facts, not fantasy. | believein satisticsand
firmly rooted continuities, not prophecies and dreams." Chaney stabbed the copied document with his
finger. "The man who wrote thiswas adreamer, and something of aplagiarist. Severa passageswere
lifted from Danid, and thereisahint of Micah."

"Doyouthink it'safake?'

"No, definitely not. | had to make sure of that at the beginning. The scroll was found in the usual



way: by university students searching old jars, in cave Q12. It was wrapped in the usud rotting linen of a
type woven at Qumran, and that linen was submitted to the carbon-14 dating process--the testswere
made at the Libby Ingtitute in Chicago. Repeated tests established an age of nineteen hundred years, plus
or minus seventy, for thelinen.

"But we don't accept _that_ as proof that the scroll inside the linen is of the same age. There are
other methods of dating amanuscript.” He bent over the copies and placed afinger on the opening line.
"Thistext iswritten with square |etters and contains no vowels—-none at dl. It reads from right to left
down the page, right to left across the scroll. Square | ettering came into use about the third century
before Christ; before that amore flowing script was used but afterwards a square was common.

Chaney caught amovement from the corner of hiseye. Mgor Moresby unbent, to peer closely a
the copies.

"The Hebrew language used at that time had only twenty-two letters, and they were al
consonants. Vowels hadn't been invented, and wouldn't be for another six or seven hundred years. This
text contains the twentytwo standard consonants but nowhere on the scroll--above or below thelines, or
within the words, or the margins-- isthere asign to indicate where a consonant becomes avowel. That
was significant.”" He glanced at Moresby and discovered he had the man's close attention. "But there
were other cluesto work with. This scribe was familiar with the writings of Daniel, and of Micah. The
text is not pure Hebrew; severa Aramaic touches have dipped in--aword or a phrase having more
impact than a Hebrew equivaent. The old Greek word _eschatos _ doesn't appear, but it should have. |
was surprised to find it missing, for the scribe had aknowledge of Greek drama, or melodrama." Chaney
made agesture. "The earliest date was about 100 B.C. It was not written before that.

"Setting aclosing date isn't nearly as difficult, because the scribe betrays the limit of hisknowledge.
Hewas not dive and writing in 70 A.D. Thetext contains three direct referencesto a Temple, agrest
white Temple which appears to be the center of al important activity. There were many templesin
Pdedtine and in the surrounding lands, but only one_Temple : the holiest of holy places, the Temple of
Jerusdem. Inthisstory the Templeis gtill standing, ill in existence, and isthe center of dl activity. But in
history that  Temple stopped. The Roman armiesinvaded Judaea and destroyed it utterly in 70 A.D. In
the course of putting down a Hebrew revolt they toreit apart to the last stone, and the Temple was no
more."

Major Moresby said: "That wasforetold.”

Chaney ignored him. " So the date of composition was pinned down: not earlier than 100 B.C. and
not later than 70 A.D. A satisfactory agreement with the radiocarbon tests. I'm satisfied the scrall is
authentic, but thetaleit tdlsis not--the story is purefiction, built on symbols and myths known to the
ancient Hebrews."

Arthur Saltus eyed the copies and then the woman. "Do we haveto read dl this, Katrina?'

"Yes, sir. Mr. Seabrooke has requested it."

Chaney said: "A waste of time, Commander.”

Sdtusgrinned at him. "The Great White Chief has spoken, mister. | don't want to go back to that
bucket in the South China Sea.”

"Indic won't have me back--they sold meto the Creat White Chief." Brian Chaney pushed the



photo-copied papers aside and reached for the hefty Indic report. He opened a page at random and
found himsdlf reading figures pertaining to aWest German eection three yearsearlier.

He remembered that election; peoplein his section had followed it with interest and had tried to
place bets on it, without takers. Just before the report was closed and submitted to the Bureau, the
National Democratic party had captured four point three percent of the popular vote--only seven-tenths
of one percent short of the minimum needed to gain entrance to the Bundestag. The party had been
accused of Neo-Nazism, and Chaney wondered if it had managed to overcome the Hitler image and win
the necessary five percent in the last few years. In peacetime, |sraeli papers would have carried the news,
he would have noticed it. Perhaps they had published subsequent eection news, despite their paper
shortages and their domestic troubl es--perhaps he had missed it. His nose had been buried in the
trandations for along time. Asthe noses of Saltus and Moresby were buried in_Eschatos _now. . . .

Chaney had often wondered about the anonymous scribe who had concocted that story. Thelong
work on the scroll had imparted the feding of amost knowing the man, of dmost reading hismind. He
sometimes thought the man had been anovice practicing his art--a probationer not yet tamped into the
mold, or perhaps he was a def rocked priest who had lost his office because of his nonconformity. The
man had never hesitated to employ Aramaic vernacular, where Aramaic was more colorful than hisnative
Hebrew, and he told his story with zest, with poetic freedom.

_Eschatos :

The sky was blue, new, and clear of dragons (winged serpents) when the man who was two men
(twins?) lived on (under?) the earth. The man who was two men was at peace with the sun and his
children multiplied (the tribes or families about him grew in Sze with the passage of time). He was known
and- welcomed in the white Temple, and may have dwelt there. Hiswork took him frequently to distant
Har-Magedon, where he was equaly well known to those who lived on the mountain and those who
tilled the plain below; he mingled with these peoples and instructed (counsdled, guided) them in their daily
lives, he was awise man. He had aguest room (or house) with (dlongside?) amountain family and
needed only to touch the tent rope (make sign) for food and water; it was supplied him without payment.
(Form of repayment for his services?)

The man who was two men labored on the mountain.

Histask (performed at unknown intervals) was an onerous one, and consisted of standing on the
mountain top and sweeping the skies clean of muck (impurities, debrisleft over from the Creation) which
tended to gather there. The mountain people were required to assst him in hiswork, in that they
furnished himwith ten _cor_ of water (nine hundred galons) drawn from an inexhaudtible well (or cistern)
near the base of the mountain; and each time the job was finished in the dark and light of asingle day
(from one sunset to the next). Thistask had been put to him by the nomadic Egyptian prophet (M oses?)
by more than fivetimesthe Y ear of Jubilee (more than two hundred and fifty yearsearlier); and it was a
sgn and apromise the prophet gave to his children, the tribes: for so long as the skies were clean the sun
would remain quiet, dragons would not hover, and the bitter cold that immobilized old men would be
kept in its proper place at adistance.

The new prophet who came after the Egyptian (Aaron?) approved the pact, and it was continued;
after him, Elijah approved the pact, and it was continued; and after him, Zephaniah approved the pact,



and it was continued; after him, Micah approved the pact (chronologica error) and it was continued. It is
now. The skieswere swept and the peoples prospered.

The man who was two men was awondrous figure. He was ason (lineal descendant) of David.

His head was of the finest gold and his eyeswere brilliant (word missing; probably gems), his
breast and arms were of purest silver, his body was bronze, hislegswere of iron, and his feet were of
iron mixed with clay (entire description borrowed from Danid). The man who was two men did not grow
old, hisage never changed, but on aday when he was working at his appointed task he was struck down
by asign. A stone was didodged from the mountain and rolled down on him, crushing hisfeet and
grinding the clay to dust, which blew away in thewind and hefdll to earth grievoudy hurt. (Again, a
wholeincident borrowed from Daniel.) Work stopped. The mountain people carried him down to the
plains people and the plains people carried him to the white Temple, where the priests and the physicians
put him down in hisinjury (buried him?).

Thefirst Y ear of Jubilee passed, and the second (a century), but he did not appear at his place on
the mountain. His room (house) was not made ready for him, for the new children had forgotten; the
people did not fetch water and the well (cistern) ran low; the skies were not cleansed. Debris gathered
above HarMagedon. Thefirst dragon was seen there, and another, and they spawned in the muck until
the skieswere dark with their wings and loud with their thunder. A chilling cold crept over theland and
there wasice on the streams. The tribes were thin (depopul ated) and were hungry; they fought one
another for food, and it came to pass that touching the tent rope was no more honored in the land, and
kinsman and traveler aike were turned away or driven into the desert for the jackals. The messengers (9)
stopped and there was no more traffic between tribes and the towns of the tribes, and the roads were
covered with weed and grass.

The dderslost the faith of their fathers and built awall around the tribe, and then another and
another, until the wallswere a hundred and a hundred in number and every house was set apart from its
neighbor, and families were set gpart from one another. The elders caused great wallsto be built and they
did not traffic; the cities fell poor and made war on one another, and the sun was not quiet.

A plague came down from the muck above Har-Magedon, adropping from the dragons to cover
theland like afoul mist before dawn. The plague was avile sickness of the eye, of the nose, of the throat,
of the head, of the heart and the soul of aman, and his skin fdll; the plague did make men over into a
likeness of the four beasts, and they were loathsomein their misery and their brothersfled in terror before
them.

And with this the voice of Micah cried out, saying, thiswas the end of the days, and the voice of
Elishacried out, saying, thiswas the end of the days, and the spirit and ghost of Ezekid cried out, and
was seen within the gates of the city, telling the lamentations and mourning, for thiswas the end of the

days.
And it was 0.

(Thefollowing line of text consisted of but asingle word, an Aramaism indicating darkness, or
time, or generation. It could be trandated as Interregnum.)

The man who was two men rose up from his bed (tomb?) in the underworld, and was angry at
what he found in theland. He broke the earth of the Temple (emerged from histomb below? or within?)
and cameforth in fury to banish the dragons from the mountain. He raised up hisrod and struck the
walls, bidding the familiesto go free and live; he gave food and comfort to the traveler and counsaled



him, and guided his hand to the tent rope; he bade his kinsman enter his (room? house?) and take rest; he
labored without stop to undo the sore misery on the land.

When the sun was quiet again, the man who was two men worked to refill the well (cistern) and he
swept the skies clear of debris. The dragons fled from their foul nests, and the plague fled with them to
another part of the world. The man turned his eye up to the Temple and there was a grest, blinding
ydlow light filling the heavens from the rim of theworld to therim: and it was asign and a promise from
the holy prophetsto the laborer that the world was made new again, and was at peace with itself.
Flowers bloomed and there wasfruit on the vine. The sun was quiet.

The man who was two men rested in his earth-place (tomb?) and was content.

Brian Chaney pulled himsdf from hisreverieto look down the table at his companions.

Arthur Saltus was reading the photo-copied pages in adesultory manner, hisinterest barely caught
by the narrative. Mgor Moresby was scribbling in a notebook-- his only support to aretentive
memory--and had gone back to the beginning of the trandation to read it a second time. Chaney
suspected he was hooked. Kathryn van Hise was across the table from him, sitting motionless with her
fingersinterlaced on the tabletop. The young woman had been surreptitioudy watching him while he
day-dreamed, but turned her glance down when he looked directly at her.

Chaney wondered what she redly thought of al this? Apart from her superior's opinions, gpart
from the stance officialy adopted by the Bureau, what did _she think? At breskfast she had exhibited
some embarrassment--it may have been darm--at the prospect of filming the dternate target, fikning the
Crucifixion, but other than that he'd found no sign of her personal beliefs or attitudes toward the future
survey. She had reveded pride and triumph in the engineers accomplishments and she was fanatically
loya to her employer--but what did _she think? Did she have any mental reservations?

Hefailed utterly to understand Seabrooke's interest in the second scroll.

Every scholar recognized it as_midrash_; there had been no controversy over the second scroll
and had it been published aone he would have escaped the notoriety. He thought Gilbert Seabrooke
something of alunatic to even introduce it into the briefing room. There was no mest here for the survey.
Therewas nothing inthe Eschatos relating to the coming probe of the turn of the century; the story was
firmly rooted in thefirst century before Christ and did not look or hint beyond 70 A.D. Actuadly it didn't
peer beyond its own century. It made no claim or pretense to genuine prophecy as did, say, the Book of
Daniel--whaose scribe pretended to be dive about five hundred years before he was born, only to betray
himself by hisfaulty grasp of history. Gilbert Seabrooke was reading imaginary lines between the lines,
grabbing at rays of yelow light and the droppings of dragons.

One of the three telephones rang.
Kathryn van Hise jumped from her chair to answer and the three men turned to watch her.
The conversation was short. She listened carefully, said _Yes, ir_three or four times, and assured

the cdler that the sudies were proceeding at a satisfactory pace. Shesaid _Yes, sr_afind timeand
hung up the instrument. Moresby was half out of hischair in anticipation.



Stussad: "Wdl, come_on , Katrina"

"The engineers have concluded their testing and the vehicleis now on operationa status. Field
trialswill begin very soon, gentlemen. Mr. Seabrooke suggested that we take the day off as atoken of
celebration. He will meet usat the pool this afternoon.”

Arthur Saltus yedlled, and was halfway to the door.

Brian Chaney dropped his copy of the Eschatos scroll into awastebasket and prepared to
follow him.

Helooked to thewoman and said: "Last oneinisawandering Egyptian.”

SIX

Brian Chaney came up from ashalow dive and paddled to the edge of the pool; he clung to the
tiled rim for a gpace and attempted to wipe the gentle sting of chlorine from his eyes. The sun was hat,
and the air warmer than the water. Two of his companions played in the water behind himwhilea
third--the Mg or--sat in the shade and stared solemnly at a chess board, waiting for anyone to come
along and challenge him. The pieceswere set out. The recreation areaheld afew others beside
themsealves but none seemed interested in chess.

Chaney glanced over his shoulder at the pair playing in the water, and fdt the smalest pain of
jealousy. He climbed from the pool and reached for atowe!.

Gilbert Seabrooke said: " Afternoon, Chaney."

The Director of Operations sat nearby under agaudy beach umbrella, spping adrink and
watching the bathers. It was hisfirst appearance.

Chaney stretched the towel over hisback and ran acrossthe hot tiles. "Good afternoon. Y ou're
the red telephone.” They shook hands.

Seabrooke smiled briefly. "No; that's our line to the White House. Please don't pick it up and call
the President.” A wave of the hand extended an invitation to the other chair beneath the umbrella.
"Refreshments?’

"Not just yet, thanks." He studied the man with an open curiosity. "Has someone been carrying
tales?' His glance went briefly to the woman in the water.

Seabrooke's smooth reply attempted to erase the sting. "1 receive daily reports, of course; | try to
keep on top of every activity on this station. And I'm quite used to people misunderstanding my motives
and actions." Again the smdlest of stingy smiles. "I makeit apractice to explore every possible avenueto
attain whatever god isin view. Please don't be upset .by my interest in your outside activities.”



"They havenordationto _this_activity."
"Perhaps, and perhaps not. But | refuse to ignore them for | am amethodical man.”
Chaney said: "And apersstent one.”

Gilbert Seabrooke wastall, thin, taut, and looked like that well-known fellow in the State
Department--or perhaps it was that other fellow who sat on the Supreme Court. He wore the carefully
cultivated statesman image. Hishair was slver gray and parted precisdly in the middle, with the ends
brushed backward at a conservative angle; his eyes gppeared gray, athough upon closer inspection they
were an icy blue-green; the lips were firm, not used to laughter, while the chin was strong and clean with
no hint of adouble on the neckline. He carried hisbody asrigidly erect asamilitary man, and his pipe
jutted out straight to challenge the world. He was Establishment.

Chaney had vague knowledge of hispolitical higtory.

Seabrooke had been governor of one of the Dakotas--memory refused to revea which one--and
was only narrowly defeated in hisbid for athird term. The man quickly turned up in Washington after the
defeat and was gppointed to apost in Agriculture: his party took care of itsfaithful. Some yearslater he
moved to another post in Commerce, and after severd years he dropped into a policy-making officein
the Bureau of Standards. Today he sat beside the pooi, directing everything on station.

Chaney asked: "How's the battle going?
Which battle?
"The one with the Senate subcommittee. | suspect they're counting the dollars and the minutes.”

Thetight lips quavered, dmost permitting asmile. "Eternd vigilance resultsin ahedthy exchequer,
Chaney. But | _am _having somelittle difficulty with those people. Science tendsto frighten those who
areinfrequently exposed to it, while the practitioners of science are often the most misunderstood people
intheworld. The project could be different if more imagination were brought into play. If our researches
were directly connected to the hostilitiesin Ada, if they would result in practica military hardware, we
would bedrowning in funds." A gesture of discontent. "But we must fight for every dallar. The military
people and their war command priority.”

Chaney sad: "But there _is_aconnection.”

"l said thiswould be different if more imagination were brought into play,” Seabrooke reminded
him dryly. "At this point, imagination is sadly lacking; the military mind often does not recognizea
practical use until that useisthrust under the nose. Y ou may see an gpplication and | believe | seeone,
but neither the Pentagon nor the Congresswill recognizeit for another dozen years. We must pinch
pennies and depend upon the good will of the President for our continued existence.”

"Ben Franklin'srocking chair didn't catch on for thelongest time,” Chaney said. But hesaw a
military application, and hoped the military never discovered it.

Seabrooke watched the woman in the water, following her lithe form as she raced away from
Arthur Sdltus.



"| understand that you experienced some difficulty in making up your mind.”

Chaney knew hismeaning. "I'm not an unduly brave man, Mr. Seabrooke. | have my share of
brass and bravado when I'm standing on familiar ground, but I'm not aredlly brave man. | doubt that |
could do what either of _those men do every day, in their tours of duty." A tiny fear of the future turned
likeaworm in hismind. "I'm not the hero type--I believe discretion is the better part of valor, | want to
runwhilelI'm ill able”

"But you stayed on in Israd uhder fire."

"I did, but | was scared witless dl thewhile."

Seabrooke turned. "Do you believe sragl will be defeated? Do you believe thiswill end at
Armageddon?’

Hatly: "No."

"Y ou don't find it suggestive--?"

"No. That land has been a battleground for something like five thousand years--ever sncethefirgt
Egyptian army marching north met the first Sumerian army marching south. Doom-criers marched with
them, but don't fal into that trap.”

"But those old biblical prophets are rather severe, rather disturbing.”

"Those old prophets lived in ahard age and ahard land; they almost dways lived under the boot
of an invader. Those old prophets owed alegiance to agovernment and ardigion which were at odds
with every other nation within marching distance; they invited punishment by demanding independence.”
He repeated the warning. "Don't fal into that trap. Don't try to take those prophets out of their age and fit
them into the twentieth century. They are obsolete.”

Seabrooke said: "I supposeyou'reright.”

"I can predict the downfdl of the United States, of every government on the North American
continent. Will you hang ameda on mefor that?"

Seabrooke was startled. "What do you mean?”

"I mean that dl thiswill be dugt in ten thousand years. Name a single government, asingle nation
which has endured since the birth of civilization--say, five or Sx thousand years ago.”

Sowly: "Yes. | seethepoint.”

"Nothing endures. The United Stateswill not. If we are fortunate we may endure at least aslong as
Jericho."

"l know the name, of course.”
Chaney doubted it. " Jericho isthe oldest town in the world, the city haf asold astime. It was built

in the Natufian period, but has been razed or burned and then rebuilt so many timesthat only an
archeologigt can tell the number. But the town is till there and has been continuoudy inhabited for at least



six thousand years. The United States should be aslucky. We_may__endure.”
"| fervently hope so!" Seabrooke declared.

Chaney braced him. "Then drop this_Eschatos nonsense and worry about something
worthwhile. Worry about our violent swing to the extreme right; worry about these hippy-hunts; worry
about a President who can't control his own party, much lessthe country.”

Seabrooke made no comment.

Brian Chaney had pivoted in his chair and was again watching Kathryn van Hise playing in the
water. Her tanned flesh, only partially enclosed in atopless swim suit, was the target of many eyes. Those
trangparent plastic cups some women now wore in place of abraor a halter was only one of the many
little jolts he'd known on his return to the States. Isradli styles were much more conservative and he had
half forgotten the American trend after three years absence. Chaney looked at the woman's wet body
and felt something more than atwinge of jealousy; he wasn't entirely sure the cups were decent. The
swing to the ultra-conservative right was bound to catch up with feminine clothing sooner or later, and
then he supposed legs would be covered to the ankle and the transparent cups and blouses would be
MUSEUM pieces.

Therewould likely be other reactions in the coming years which would make some of _his
forecasts obsolete; the failure to anticipate aweak Administration was aready throwing parts of the Indic
report open to question. His recommendation for arenewable term trial marriage would probably be
ignored--the program itself might be repealed before it got started if the howls frightened Congress. The
vociferous minority might easly swell to amgjority.

To move off an uncomfortable spot of dead silence, he asked casudly: "The TDV isoperationd?"

"Oh, yes. It has been operationd since an early hour this morning. The years of planning and
building and testing are done. We are ready to forge ahead.”

"What took you so long?'

Seabrooke turned heavily to look at him. Blue-green eyes were hard. "Chaney, nine men have
aready died by that vehicle. Would you have cared to be the tenth?"

Shock. " No ."

"No. Nor would anyone el se. The engineers had to test again and again until every last doubt was
erased. If any doubt had remained, the project would have been canceled and the vehicle dismantled.
We would have burned the blueprints, the studies, the cuff-notes, everything. We would have wiped
away every trace of the vehicle. Y ou know therule: two objects cannot occupy the same space a the
sametime”

"That'sdementary.”

A curt nod. "It is so eementary that our engineers overlooked it, and nine men died when the



vehiclereturned to its point of origin, its precise second of launch, and attempted to occupy the same
gpace." Hisvoice dropped. " Chaney, the most dreadful sight | have ever seen wasthe crash of an airliner
on aDakotahillsde. | waswith ahunting party less than amile away and watched it fal. | wasamong the
firgt to reach the wreckage. There was no possibility of anyone surviving--none." Hesitation. "The
explosion in our laboratory was the second worst Sight. | was not there--1 was in another building--but
when | reached the laboratory | found aterrible repetition of that hillside catastrophe. No man, no single
piece of equipment was |eft intact. The room was shattered. We lost the engineer traveling with the
vehicle and eight others on duty in the [aboratory. The vehicle returned to the exact moment, the exact
millisecond of its departure and destroyed itsdlf. It was an incredible disaster, an incredible oversight--
but it happened. Once."

After aspace, Seabrooke picked up the thread of hisrecital. "Welearned a bitter lesson. We
rebuilt the laboratory with thicker, reinforced walls and we rebuilt the vehicle; we programmed anew line
of research accenting the safety factor. That factor settled itself at just Sixty-one seconds, and we were
sidfied.”

Chaney said: "They've been counted for me, again and again. I'll lose aminute on every trip.”

"A passenger embarking for any distant point, you, will leave a twelve o'clock, let us say, and
return not sooner than sixty-one seconds after twelve. The amount of € gpsed timein thefield will not
affect the return; if you stayed there ten years you would return sixty-one seconds _after  you launched.
If we could not be absolutely certain of that we would close shop and admit defeat.”

"Thank you," Chaney said soberly. "I like my skin. How are you protecting those men now?"

"By reinforced wals and remote observation. The engineerswork in an adjoining room but five
feet of stedl and concrete will separate you. They operate and observe the TDV by closed circuit
televison; indeed, they observe not only the operations room itself but the corridor to it and the
storeroom and falout shdlter: everything on that leve of basement.”

Curioudy: "How do you redly know the vehicleismoving? Isit displacing anything?*

"It does not move, does not travel in the sense of passing through space. The vehicle will aways

remaininitsorigina location, unless we chooseto move it esewhere. But it does operate, and in
operation it displacestempora stratajust as surely as those people in the pool are displacing water by

plungingintoit.”

"How did you prove that?"

"A camerawas mounted in the fore of the vehicle, looking through a port into the operations room.
A clock and aday-cadendar hang on awall in direct line of sight of that camera. The camera has not only
photographed past hours and dates but has taken pictures of thewall _before the clock was placed
there. We know the TDV has probed &t |east twelve monthsinto the past.”

"Any effect on the monkeys?'

"None. They are quite hedthy."

"What have you done to prevent another accident--a different kind of an accident?”

Sharply: "Explain that."



Chaney said carefully: "What will happen if that machine probes back into the past before the
basement was dug? What will happen if it burrowsinto abed of clay?"

"That amply will not be_allowed _to happen,” wasthe quick reply. "Thelower limit of
displacement is December 30, 1941. A probe beyond that dateis prohibited.” The Director emptied his
glassand put it aside. "Chaney, the site has been carefully researched to determine alower limit; every
phase of this operation has been researched so that nothing isleft to chance. Thefirst building on the site
was a crude structure resembling a cabin. It burned to the ground in February, 1867."

"Y ou went back that far?'

"We were prepared to go farther if necessary; we had access to records dating back to the Black
Hawk war in 1831. A farmhouse _with _abasement was built on the site during the summer of 1901,
and remained in place until demolition in 1941 when the government acquired thisland for an ordnance
depot. It has since been government owned and occupied, and the site remained vacant until the
laboratory was built. The engineers were very careful to locate that basement. Today the TDV floasina
sedled tank of polywater three feet above the origina basement floor, in a space that could have been
occupied by nothing else. We even pinpointed the former location of the furnace and the coa room.”

"And s0 the deadline is 1941? Why not 19017

"The lower limit is December 30, 1941, well after the date of demoalition. The safety factor above
al”

"I'd like to seethat tank of polywater."

"You will. It isnecessary that you become quite familiar with every aspect of the operation. Have
you been vigiting the doctor for your physicas?"

IIY$II
"Have you had wegponstraining?'
"No. Will _that_ be necessary?'

Seabrooke said: "The safety factory, Chaney. It'swise to anticipate. The training may be wasted,
but it's till wiseto prepare yoursdf in every way."

"That sounds pessmistic. Wasted in what way?"

"Excuse me; you've been out of the country. All wegponsfor civilianswill probably be prohibited
in the near future. President Meeks favors that, you know."

Chaney said absently: "That will pleasethe Mgor. He doesn't believe civilians have enough sense
to point agunin theright direction.”

He was looking across the pool. Katrina had |eft the water and was now perched on thetiled rim
of the opposite Sde, freeing her hair from the confines of a plastic cap. Arthur Satus was as close astheir
two wet suitswould permit, but none of the loungers about the pool were staring at him. Two other
women in the water weren't drawing half the attention--but neither were they as exposed as Katrina.



Military codes extended to the swimming pooi whether WACS liked it or not.

Chaney continued to stare at the woman--and at Saltus hard by--but a part of his mind dwelt on
Gilbert Seabrooke, on Seabrooke's matter-of-fact statements. He thought about the machine, the TDV.
He _tried tothink about the TDV. Every effort to visudize it was afailure. Every attempt to understand
itsmethod of operation was asmilar failure--he lacked the engineering background to comprehend it. It
worked: he accepted that. His own earstold him that every time they rammed through atest.

Drawing an enormous amount of power and piloted by aremote guidance, the vehicle
displaced--what? Tempora strata. Time layers. The machine didn't move through space, it didn't leave
the basement tank, but it-- or the camera mounted in the nose--peered and probed into time while
photographing a clock and a calendar. Soon now, it would transmit humans into tomorrow and those
humans were expected to do more than merely look through the nose at a clock. (But it had also killed
nine men when it doubled back on itsalf.) Despite an effort to contral it, his skin crawled. The cold shock
would not leave him.

Chaney said shortly: "Y ou picked ahdl of acrew.”
"Why do you think so?"

"Not an engineer in thelot--not ahard scientist in the lot. Moresby and | love each other likea
cobraand amongoose. | think I'm the mongoose. Warnt to try again?”'

"l know what I'm doing, Chaney. The engineers and the physical scientistswill come later, when
the probes demand engineers and physical scientists. When did thefirst geologist reach the moon? The
first sdlenographer? _This _survey demands your kind of man, and Moresby, and Sdltus. Y ou and
Moresby were chosen because each of you is supremein your field, and because you are natura

opposites. | liketo think the pair of you are ddlicate balances, with Sdtus the neutral weight in center.
And| say again, | know what | am doing."

"Moresby thinksI'm somekind of anut."
"Y es. And what do you think of him?"*
Suddenglee " Hés somekind of anut.”

Sedbrooke permitted himself awintry smile. "Forgive me, but there isameasure of truth to both
suppositions. TheMgor _aso has ahobby which has embarrassed him.”

Chaney groaned aloud. "Those damned prophets!" He looked around at the Mgor. "Why doesn't
he collect toy soldiers, or be the best chess player in the world?*

"Why don't you write cookbooks?"

Chaney glanced down at his chest. "See how nestly the blade entered between the ribs? Notice
that the haft stands out straight and true? A marksman'sthrust.”

Seabrooke said: "Y ou like to read the past, while the Mgor prefersto read the future. | will admit
yoursisthe more vauable vocation.”

" Another futurigt. Y ou collect futurists.”



"He places an inordinate faith in prognostication. He begins with so Smple an act asreading his
horoscope in the daily papers, and conducting himself accordingly. After hisarrival here he admitted to
Kathryn the mission was no surprise to him, because a certain horoscope had advised him to prepare
himsdf for amomentous changein hisdaily affars.

Chaney sad: " _That_isasold astime; the earliest Egyptians, the Sumerians, the Akkadians, al
were crazy about astrology. It'sthe most enduring religion.”

"I suppose you are familiar with the small booklets known as farmer's dmanacs?!
A nod. "I know of them."

"Moresby buysthem regularly, not only to learn how their minute prophecies may affect him but to
anticipate the weather ayear in advance. | will admit | have looked into that last, and the Mgor hasa
remarkable record of correlating military operations with weather conditions--when he's stationed in the
United States, you understand. One would suppose the weather works for him. And on some previous
military pogts, he has been known to plant agarden in gtrict accordance with the guidelineslaid downin
those a manacs--phases of the moon and so forth."”

SKkepticdly: "Did the spinach come up?'

Thefirm lipstwitched and toyed with asmile, then controlled themsdves. "Findly, thereishis
library. Moresby ownsasmall collection of books, perhapsforty or fifty in al, which he moveswith him
from pogt to post. Books by such people as Nostradamus, Shipton, Blavatsky, Forman, and that
Cromwel woman in Washington. He has an autographed copy by someone named Guinness, he met the
author at some lecture or other. | inquired into that because of the security angle but Guinness proved
harmless. Just recently he added your volumeto the collection.”

Chaney said: "He wasted hismoney."

"Do you dso believe I've wasted mine?!

"If you werelooking for prophetic visons, yes. If you wereinterested in abiblica curiosity, no.
The future should bring some grest debates on that Revelations scroll; adozen or so applecarts have
been upset.”

Seabrooke peered at him. "But do you see how I'm using Moresby?'

"Yes. Jugt asyoureusing me."

"Quite so. | liketo think I've assembled the best possible team for the most important undertaking
of the twentieth century. Thereare no red and solid guiddinesto the future, there are only speculative
studies and pseudo-specul ative literature. We're making use of both, and making use of trustworthy men
who are actively involved in both. One or both of you will have asolid foot on the ground when you

surface twenty-two years hence. What more can we do, Chaney?'

"Y ou've taken hold of awolf by the ears. Y ou might look around for away to et go--an escape
route."

A moment of thoughtful silence. "A wolf by theears. Yes, | have done that. But Chaney, | have no



desretolet go; | am fascinated by thisthing, | will _not_let go. This step is comparable to the very firgt
rocket into space, the very first orbita flight, the very first man on the moon. | could not let goif | wanted
tol"

Chaney was impressed by the vehemence, the passionate eagerness. "Why don't _you go up to
the future?"

Seabrooke said quietly: "1 tried. | volunteered, but | was pushed aside." His voice betrayed the
hurt. "I waswashed out in the first physical examination by aheart murmur. Once again thisis
comparable to space flight, Chaney. Old men, disabled men, feeble men will never know the TDV. We
have been shut out.”

The man's gaze wandered back to Katrina, and Chaney joined him in the watchfulness. Her
skimpy suit was beginning to dry under the June sun and some of the more interesting rubs and contours
were smoothing out, losing the revealing contours beneath. Beside her, skin touching skin, Arthur Saltus
monopolized her atention.

Chaney felt that he had been shut out.

After awhile he asked aquestion that had been playing in the back of hismind.

"Katrinasaid you had acouple of dternativesin mind, if thisfuture probe didn't work. What
aternates?' And hewaited to seeif the woman had reported a breskfast table conversation to the
Director.

"A confidence, Chaney?"

"Certanly."

"I know the President a bit better than you do."

"I'll grant you that."

"l know what he will not buy.”

Chaney had apremonition. "Hewon't buy your dternatives? Either of them?"

"Buy them? He will be outraged by them. Shock waveswill befdt dl this distance from
Washington." Seabrooke hit the table and his empty glass was upset. "1 wanted to visit the future, seethe
future, _smell _the future, but | was regjected the first day by the medics; | was shipwrecked before | got
aboard and that hurt me more than | can say. The only other way |eft to me, Chaney, wasto see that
future through your eyes--your camera, your tapes, your observations and reactions. | can liveinit
through you and Moresby and Sdtus, and | amn _determined _to do that! Thereis nothing eseleft to me.

"Tothat end, | prepared two aternatives to submit to the President. | made sure each of the

aternate probes would be unacceptable to him, and he would direct me to proceed with the original plan.
| want the futurel™



Chaney asked: "Outrageous?'

A short nod. "The President isareligious man; he practices hisfaith. He will never permit aprobe
to the scene of the Crucifixion with film and tape.”

"No--hewon't do that." Chaney considered it. "But because of political consequences, not-
religious ones. He's afraid of the people and afraid of the politicians.”

"If that be true, the second dternative would be more frightening.”
Waily: "Where--or what?"

"The second dternative is Dallasin November, 1963. | propose to record the Kennedy
nation in away not done before. | propose to station a cameraman on the sixth floor of that book
depository, overlooking the route; | propose to station a second cameraman in that grove atop the knall,
to settle a controversy; | propose to station a third cameraman--you--on the curb aongside the Kennedy
car, at the precise point necessary to record the shots from the window or the trees. We will have an
accurate filmed record of the crime, Chaney."

SEVEN

The TDV was a keen disappointment.

Brian Chaney knew dismay, disillusonment. Perhaps he had expected too much, perhaps he had
expected adeek machine gleaming with chrome and ename and glass, still new from an assembly line; or
perhaps he had expected a mechanica movie mongter, abulging leviathan sprouting cableslike writhing
tentacles and threatening to sink through the floor of its own massve weight. Perhaps he had let
hismagination run away with him.

The vehicle was none of those things. It was asquat, half-ugly can with the numera 2 chalked on
the sde. It was unromantic. It was gtrictly functiond.

The TDV resembled nothing more than an oversized oil drum hand-fashioned from scrap
auminum and pieces of old plastic--materials salvaged from a scrap pile for this one job. Chaney thought
of aModd-T Ford he'd seen in amuseum, and arickety biplane seen in another; the two reicsdidn't
seem cgpable of moving aninch. The TDV was aplastic and duminum bucket resting in a concrete tank
filled with polywater, the whole apparatus occupying asmall spacein anearly bare basement room. The
machine didn't seem capable of moving aminute.

The drum was about seven feet in length, and of acircumference barely large enough to
accommodate afat man lying down; the man insde would journey through timeflat on hisback; he
would recline fulllength on awebwork ding while grasping two handrails near his shoulders, with hisfeet
resting on akickbar at the bottom of the drum. A small hatch topside permitted entry and egress. The
upper end of the drum had been cut away--it gppeared to be an afterthought-- and the opening fitted



with atrangparent bubble for observing the clock and the calendar. A cameraand a sealed meta cube
rested in the bubble. Severa eectric cables, each larger than aswollen thumb, emerged from the bottom
end of the vehicle and snaked across the basement floor to vanish into thewall separating the operations
room from the laboratory. A stepstool rested beside the polywater tank.

The contrivance looked asif it had been pieced together in aone-man machine shop on the
backlot.

Chaney asked: "That thing works?'
"Mogt assuredly,” Seabrooke replied.

Chaney stepped over the cables and walked around the vehicle, following the invitation of an
engineer. The clock and the calendar were securely fastened to a nearby wall, each protected by aclear
plastic bubble. Above them--like perched and hovering vultures--were two small television cameras
looking down on the basement room. A metal |ocker, placed near the door and securely fastened to the
wall, was meant to contain their clothing. Light fixtures recessed in a high ceiling bathed theroomin a
cold, brilliant light. The room itsalf seemed chilly and strangely dry for abasement; it held asharp smell
that might be ozone, together with an unpleasant taste of disturbed dust.

Chaney put theflat of his hand againgt the duminum hull and found it cold. Therewasaminute
discharge of datic eectricity againgt hispam.

He asked: "How did the monkeysrun it?'

"They didn', of course," the engineer retorted with annoyance. (Perhaps he lacked a sense of
humor.) "Thisvehicleisdesigned for dua operation, Mr. Chaney. All the tests were launched from the
lab, as you will be on the out-stage of the journey. Wewill kick you forward.”

Chaney searched that last for adouble meaning.

Theengineer said: "When the vehicleis programmed for remote, it can beliteraly kicked to or
away from itstarget date by depressing the kickbar beneath your feet. We will launch you forward, but
you will effect your own return when the mission is completed. Werecdl only in an emergency.”

"l supposeit will wait up therefor us?'

"It will wait therefor you. After arrival on target the vehicle will lock on point and remain there until
itisreleased, by you or by us. The vehicle cannot move until propelled by an eectricd thrust and that
thrust must be continuous. The tachyon generators provide the thrust against adeflecting screen which
provides the momentum. The TDV operatesin an artificidly created vacuum which precedesthe vehicle
by one millisecond, in effect creeting its own time path. Am | making myself clear?

Chaney sad: "No."

The engineer seemed pained. "Perhaps you should read a good book on tachyon deflector
sysgems”

"Perhaps. Where will | find one?’

"Y ouwon't. They haven't been written."



"But it dl soundslike perpetua motion."
"Itisn't, believe me. This baby eats power."
"l supposeyou _need _that nuclear reactor?’
"All of it--it servesthislab aone.”

Chaney reveded hissurprise. "It doesn't serve the station outside? How much does it take to kick
thisthing into the future?"

"The vehiclerequiresfive hundred thousand kilos per launch.”

Chaney and Arthur Saltuswhistled in unison. Chaney said: "Isthat power house protected? What
about wiring? Transformers? Electrica systems are vulnerable to about everything: deet sorms, drunken
driversramming poles, outages, one thing after another.”

"Our reactor is set in concrete, Mr. Chaney. Our conduits are underground. Our equipment is
rated for at least twenty years continuous service." A wave of the hand to indicate superior judgment,
superior knowledge. "Y ou needn't concern yourself; our future planning is complete. There will be power
to sparefor the next five hundred years, if need be. The power _will _be availablefor any launch and
return.”

Brian Chaney was skepticd. "Will cables and transformerslast five hundred years?'

Again the quick annoyance. "We don't expect them to. All equipment will be replaced each twenty
or twenty-five years according to aprearranged schedule. This_is_acompletely planned operating
sysgem.”

Chaney kicked at the concrete tank and hurt histoe. "Maybe the tank will lesk.”

"Polywater doesn't leak. It has the consistency of thin grease, and is suspended in capillary tubes.
Thisis ninety-nine percent of the world's supply right here." Hefollowed Chaney'slead and kicked the
tank. "No lesk."

"What doesthe TDV push againgt? That polywater?*

The engineer looked a him asif hewereanidiot. "It _floats on the polywater, Mr. Chaney. |
_sad _thethrust againgt a screen, amolybdenum screen provides the momentum to displace tempora
Srata.”

Chaney said: "Ah! | seeit now."

"I don't,” Arthur Saltus said mournfully. He stood at the nose of the vehicle with his nose pressed
againg the transparent bubble. "What guidesthisthing?| don't see atiller or awhed."



The engineer gave the impression of wanting to leave the room, of wanting to hand over the
insgtruction tour to some underling. "The vehicleis guided by amercury proton gyroscope, Mr. Sdtus.”
He pointed past the Commander's nose to ameta cube within the bubble, nestled aongside the camera.
"That instrument. We borrowed the technique from the Navy, from their program to guide interplanetary

shipsinlongflight."
Arthur Saltus seemed impressed. "Good, en?”

"Superior. Gyroscopes employing mercury protons are not affected by motion, shock, vibrations,
or upset; they will operate through any violence short of destruction. _That_ unit will take you there and
bring you back to within sixty-one seconds of your launch. Rely oniit.”

Sdtussaid: "How?' and Mgor Moresby seconded him. "Explainiit, please. | am interested.”

The engineer looked on Moresby asthe only partly intelligent non-engineer in the room. " Sensing
cdlsinthe unit will relay back to usacontinuous signd indicating your time path, Mr. Moresby. It will
sgnd any deviation from atrueline; if the vehicle waverswewill know it immediately. Our computer will
interpret and correct immediately. The computer will send forward the proper corrective Ssgnasto the
tachyon deflector system and restore the vehicle to itsright time path, dl in less than asecond. Y ou will
not be aware of the deviation or the correction, of course.”

Stus "Do you guarantee well hit the target?"

"Within four minutes of the annual hour, Mr. Sdltus. This system does not permit atracking error
greater than plus or minus four minutes per year. That is_on_target. The Soviet couldn't do any better."

Chaney was startled. "Do they have one?"

"No," Gilbert Scabrooke interposed. "That was afigure of speech. We dl have pridein our
work."

Seniority was dl. Mgor Moresby made the first trid test, and then Commander Saltus.

When histurn came, Chaney undressed and stored his clothing in the locker. The hovering
presence of the engineer didn't bother him but the prying eyes of the two television cameras did. He
couldn't know who was on the other side of the wall, watching him. Wearing only his shorts-the one
bel ated concession to modesty--and standing in his bare feet on the concrete floor, Chaney fought away
the impulse to bolster hiswaning ego by thumbing his nose at the inquisitive cameras. Gilbert Scabrooke
probably wouldn't approve.

Following ingructions, he climbed into the TDV.

Chaney wriggled through the hatch, lowered himsdf onto the ding-like bed, and promptly banged
his head against the cameramounted inside the bubble. It hurt.

"Damnit!"



The engineer said reprovingly: "Please be more careful of the camera, Mr. Chaney."
"Y ou could hang thet thing _outside _the bucket.”

Inching lower onto the flimsy bed, he discovered that when his feet reached the kickbar there was
insufficient room to turn his head without striking either the camera or the gyroscope, nor could he push
out his elbows. He squinted up at the engineer in protest but the man's face disappeared from the opening
asthe hatch was dammed shut. Chaney had amoment of panic but fought it away; the drum was no
worse than a cramped tomb--and better in one small respect: the transparent bubble admitted light from
the calling fixtures. Still following the detailed ingtructions, he reached up to snug the hatch and was
immediately rewarded by ablinking green bull's eye above his head. He thought that was nice.

Chaney watched the light for aspace but nothing el se happened.
Aloud: "All right, _move _it." The sound of hisvoicein the closed can startled him.

Twigting around at the expense of a strained neck muscle and another glancing blow off the
camera, he peered through the bubble at the outside room but saw no one. It was supposed to be empty
during alaunch. He guessed that his companions were in the lab beyond the wall, watching him on the
monitors as he had watched them. The sounds had been thunderoudy loud in there, causing acute pain to
hiseardrums.

Chaney's gaze came back to the green light against the hull above his head, and discovered that a

red light beside it was now blazing, blinking in the same monotonous fashion asits brother. He stared at
the two lights and wondered what he was supposed to do next. Instructions hadn't gone beyond that

point.

He was aware that his kneeswere raised and that his legs ached; the interior of the bucket wasn't
designed for aman who stood six feet four _and had to share the space with a camera and gyroscope.
Chaney lowered hisknees and stretched out full length on the webbed ding, but he had forgotten the
kickbar until his bare feet struck it. The red light winked out.

After awhile someone rapped on the plastic bubble, and Chaney twisted around to see Arthur
Saltus motioning for him to come out. He opened the hatch and sat up. When he wasin acomfortable
position, he found that he could rest his chin on therim of the hatch and look down into the room.

Sdtus stood there grinning at him. "Well, mister, what did you think of _that? "

"Therésmore room in a Syrian coffin," Chaney retorted. "I've got bruises.”

"Sure, sure, civilian, tight quarters and everything, but what did you _think _ of it?"

"Think of whet?'

"Well, the--" Saltus stopped to gapein dishdlief. "Civilian, do you mean to St there like anidiot
and tdl me you weren't watching that clock?"

"| watched thelights; it waslike Chrisgmastime.”

"Migter, they ran you through your test. You saw _ours , didn't you?Y ou checked the time?"



"Yes, | waiched you."
"Well, you jumped into the future! One hour up!”
"Thehdl | did."

"The hdl you didnt, civilian. What did you think you were doing in there--taking angp? Y ou were
supposed to watch the clock. Y ou went up an hour, and then you kicked yoursalf back. That stuffy old
engineer was mad--you were supposed towait for _him_todoit.”

"But | didn't hear anything, fed anything."

"You_don't_hear anything in there; just out here, on the outside looking in. Man, we heard it!
Pow, pow, the airhammer. And the guy was supposed to tell you there was no sense of motion: just
climbin, and climb out. Shoot an hour." Sdtus made aface. "Civilian, sometimes you disgppoint me."

"Sometimes | disappoint mysdlf," Chaney said. "I've missed the most exciting hour of my life. |
guessit wasexciting. | waslooking at the lights and waiting for something to happen.”

"It did happen." Saltus stepped down from the stoal. " Come on out of there and get dressed. We
have to listen to alecture from old windbag in the |ab--and after that we ingpect the ship's stores. The
falout shelter, food and water and stuff; we might haveto live off the stores when we get up thereto the
brink of 2000. What if everything is rationed, and we don't have ration cards?'

"We can dways cdl Katrinaand ask for some.”

"Hey--Katrinawill be an old woman, have you thought of that? Shelll be forty-five or fifty,
maybe--I don't know how old sheisnow. An_old woman--damn!”

Chaney grinned at his concept of ancient age. "Y ou won't have timefor dating. We haveto hunt
Republicans™

"Guess not--nor the opportunity. Were not supposed to go looking for anybody when we get up
there; we're not supposed to look for her or Seabrooke or even us. They'reafraid well find _us ." He
made aweary gesture. " Get your pants on. Damned lecture. | hate lectures--1 dwaysfall adeep.”

A team of engineerslectured. Mgor Moresby listened attentively. Chaney listened with half an
ear, attention wandering to Kathryn van Hise who was seated a one Side of the room. Arthur Sdtus

dept.

Chaney wished the information given him had been printed on the usua mimeographed papersand
passed around atable for sudy. That method of dissemination was the more effective for him; the
information stayed with him when he could read it on a printed page and refer back to the sentence or the
paragraph above to underscore a point. It was more difficult to call back a spoken reference without
asking questions, which interrupted the speaker and the chain of thought and the drone which kept Sdtus
deeping. Theided way would be to set down the lecturein Aramaic or Hebrew and hand it to him to
trandate; _that_would insure his undivided attention to learn the message.



He gave one eye and one ear to the speaker.

Target dates. Once atarget date was selected and the pertinent datawas at hand, computers
determined the exact amount of energy needed to achieve that date and then fed the amount into the
tachyon generator in oneimmense surge. The resulting discharge against the deflector provided
momentum by displacing tempora strataahead of the vehicle along a designated time path; the displaced
drata created a vacuum into which the vehicle moved toward the target date, ways under the guidance
of the mercury proton gyroscope. (Chaney thought: perpetua motion.)

The engineer said: ™Y ou can be no more than eighty-eight minutes off the designated hour of the
target date, 2000. That isfour minutes per year; that isto be anticipated. But there is another significant
time element to be noted in the field, one that you must not forget. Fifty hours. Y ou may spend up to fifty
hoursin the field on any date, but you may not exceed that amount. It isan arbitrary limit. To be sure,
gentlemen, the safety of the displaced man is of first importance up to apoint. Up to apoint.” He stared
at the deegping SdAltus. "After that point the repossession of the vehicle will be of first importance.

"I reed you," Chaney told him. "We're expendable; the bucket isn't.”

"| cannot agreeto that, Mr. Chaney. | prefer to say that at the expiration of fifty hoursthe vehicle
will be recaled to enable asecond man to go forward, if that is deemed advisable, to effect the recovery
of thefirg."

"_If_hecan befound," Chaney added.

Hatly: ™Y ou are not to remain on target beyond the arbitrary fifty-hour limit. We have only one
vehicle; wedont wishto loseit.”

"That isquite sufficient,” Morcsby assured him. "We can do thejob in haf that time, after dl.”

Upon completion of their assignment, each of them would return to the laboratory sixty-one
seconds after the origina launch, whether they remained on target one hour or fifty. The eapsed timein
thefield did not affect their return. They would be affected only by the e gpsed timewhile _in_thefield;
those few hours of natura aging could not be recaptured or neutralized of course.

The necessities and some few of the luxuries of life were stored in the shelter: food, medicines,
warm clothing, weapons, money, cameras and recorders, shortwave radios, tools. If storage batteries
capable of giving servicefor ten or twenty years were developed in the near future, they would aso be
stocked for use. The radios were equipped to send and receive on both military and civilian channels,
they could be powered by dectricity availablein the shelter or by batteries when used with aconversion
unit. The shelter was fitted with lead-in wires, permitting the radios to be connected to an outside
antenna, but once outs de on the target minitennas built into the instruments would serve for arange of
approximatdy fifty miles. The shelter was stocked with gasoline lanterns and stoves, afue tank was built
into an outsde wall.

After emerging from the vehicle, each man wasto close the hatch and carefully notethetime and
date. He wasto check hiswatch against thewall clock for accuracy and to determine the plus-or-minus
variation. Before leaving the basement areato enter histarget date he was to equip himself from the
stores, and note any sign of recent use of the shelter. He was forbidden to open any other door or enter
any other room of the building; in particular, he was forbidden to enter the laboratory where the engineers
would be preparing his return passage, and forbidden to enter the briefing room where someone might be



waiting out the arrival and departure.

Hewasto follow the basement corridor to the rear of the building, climb aflight of sairsand
unlock the door for exit. He would be instructed where to locate the two keys necessary to turn the twin
locks of the door. Only the three of them would ever use that door.

Chaney asked: "Why?'

"That has been designated the operations door. No other personnedl are authorized to useit: field
menonly.”

Beyond the door was a parking lot. Automobiles would be kept there continuoudly for their
exclusive use; they would be fueled and ready on any target date. They were cautioned not to drive a
new modd car until they became thoroughly familiar with the controls and handling of it. Each man would
be furnished the properly dated papers for gate passage, and wasto carry areasonable sum of money
sufficient to meet anticipated expenses.

Sdtus was awake. He poked a Chaney. "Y ou can fly to Floridain fifty hours--have aswim and
gl get back intime. Herésyour chance, civilian.”

"I can wak to Chicago infifty," Chaney retorted.

Their mission wasto observe, film, record, verify; to gather as much data as possible on each
selected date. Observations should aso be made (and a permanent record left in the shelter) that would
benefit the next man on histarget. They wereto bring in with them al exposed films and tapes but the
instruments were to be stored in the shelter for the following man to use. A number of small metal discs
each weighing an ounce would be placed in the vehicle before launch; the proper number of discswasto
be thrown overboard before returning to compensate for the tapes and films being brought back.

Werethere any questions?

Arthur Saltus stared at the engineer with deepy eyes. Mgor Moresby said: "None a the moment,
thank you." Chaney shook his head.

Kathryn van Hise clamed their attention. "Mr. Chaney, you have another appointment with the
doctor in half an hour. When you are finished there, please cometo therifle range; you redly should

begin wesponstraining.

"I'm not going to run around Chicago shooting up the place--they have enough of that now."

"Thiswill befor your own protection, ar.”

Chaney opened his mouth to continue the protest, but was stopped. The sound was something like
amassive rubber band snapped againg his eardrums, something like ahammer or amallet smashing into
ablock of compressed air. It made anoise of impact, followed by areluctant sigh asif the hammer was
rebounding in dow motion through an aily fluid. The sound hurt.

He looked around at the engineers with a question, and found the two men staring at each other
with blank astonishment. With asingle mind they deserted the room on the run.

Stussad: " Now_ what the hel?!



"'Somebody went joyriding," Chaney replied. "They'd better count the monkeys--one may be
missng."

Katrinasaid: "There were no tests scheduled.”

"Can that machine take off by itsdf?"

"No, sr. It must be activated by human control.”

Chaney had a suspicion and glanced at his watch. The suspicion blossomed into conviction and
despite himsdf hefailed to suppressagiggle. "That was me, finishing my test. | hit that kickbar by
accident just an hour ago.”

Sdtus objected. "My test didn't make anoise like that. William didn't.”

Chaney showed him thewatch. ™Y ou said | went up an hour. That's_now_. Did you kick yoursdlf
back?'

"No--we waited for the engineersto pull us back.”
"But | kicked; | propdled mysdf from _here , from aminute ago." He looked at the door through

which the two men had run. "If that computer has registered apower loss, | did it. Do you suppose they'll
takeit out of my pay?'

They were outside in the warm sunshine of asummer afternoon. The Illinois sky was dark and
clouded in thefar west, promising anight sorm.

Arthur Saltus|ooked at the storm clouds and asked: "1 wonder if those engineers were sweeping
bilge? Do you think they redlly know what they're talking about? Power surges and time paths and water
that won't lesk?"

Chaney shrugged. "A hair perhaps divides the fase from the true. They have the advantage.”

Sdtus gave him asharp glance. "Y ou're borrowing again--and | think you've changed it to boot.”

"A word or two," Chaney acknowledged. "Do you recdll therest of it? The remaining three lines of
the verse?'

“No."
Chaney repeated the verse, and Sdtussaid: "Yes."

"All right, Commander. That machine down thereisour Alif; the TDV isan Alif. With it, we can
search for the treasure house.”

"M@/m"



"No maybes: we_can . Wecan searchout _dl_the treasure housesin history. The archeologists
and the historianswill go crazy with joy." He followed the man's gaze to the west, where he thought he
heard low thunder. "'If thiswasn't apoalitica project it wouldn't be wasted on Chicago. The Smithsonian
would have adifferent usefor the vehicle"

"Hah--1 can read your mind, civilian! Y ou wouldn't go up &t al, you'd go back. Y ou'd go scooting
back to the year Zero, or some such, and watch those old scribes make scralls. Y ou've got a one-track
mind."

"Not s0," Chaney denied. "And there was no year Zero. But you're right about onething: |
wouldn't go up. Not with al the treasure houses of history waiting to be opened, explored, cataloged. |
wouldn't go up."

"Where then, mister? Back where?"

Chaney said dreamily: "Eridu, Larsa, Nippur, Kish, Kufah, Nineveh, Uruk . . ."

"But those arejust old--old cities, | guess.”

"Old cities, old towns, long dead and gone--as Chicago will be when itsturn comes. They arethe
treasure houses, Commander. | want to stand on the city wall at Ur and watch the Euphrates flood; |
want to know how _that _story got into Genesis. | want to stand on the plains before Uruk and see
Gilgamesh rebuild the city wals; | want to see that legendary fight with Enkidu.

"But more, | want to stand in the forests of Kadesh and see Muwatallis turn back the Egyptian
tide. | think you'd both like to see that. Muwatd lis was out-manned, out-wheded, lacking everything but
guts and intelligence; he caught Ramses army separated into four divisions and what he did to them
changed the course of Western history. It happened three thousand years ago but if the Hittites_had
lost--if Ramses had beaten Muwatdlis--wc'd likely be Egyptian subjects today.”

Sdtus "'l can't spesk the language.”

"Y ou would be spesking it--or somelocal dialect--if Ramses had won." A gesture. "But that's
what _I'd_doif | had the Alif and the freedom of choice."

Arthur Saltus stood lost in thought, looking at the western cloudbank. The thunder was clearly
heard.

After agpace he said: "I can't think of ablessed thing, mister. Not one thing I'd want to see. | may
aswel go up to Chicago.”

"| stand in awe before a contented man,” Chaney said. "The dust bin of history is no more than
thet."

EIGHT



Brian Chaney was splashing in the pool the next morning before most of the station personnd had
finished their breekfasts. He swam aone, enjoying the luxury of solitude after his customary walk from
the barracks. The early morning sun was blindingly bright on the water, a contrast from the night just past:
the station had been raked by a severe thunderstorm during the night, and blown debris till littered the
dreets.

Chaney turned on hisback and filled hislungswith air, to float |azily on the surface of the pool. He
was contented. His eyes closed to shut out the brightness.

He could dmost imagine himself back on the FHorida beach--back to that day when heloafed at
the water's edge, watching the gulls and the distant sail and doing nothing more strenuous than speculating
ontheinner fears of the critics and readers who had damned him and damned his trandation of the
Revdations scrall. Y es, and back to the day before hed met Katrina. Chaney hadn't been aware of a
personal vacuum then, but when they parted--when this mission was finished--he would be aware of one.
He would miss the woman. Parting company with Katrinawould hurt, and when he went back to the
beach he'd be keenly aware of the new vacuum.

He had been unnecessarily rude to her when she first approached him, and he regretted that now;
he had believed her to be only another newspaper woman there to badger him. He wasn't on civilized
gpesking terms with newspaper people. Nor did Chaney like to admit to jealousy--a childish
emotion--but Arthur Saltus had aroused in him some response suspicioudy closeto jealousy. Saltus had
moved in and boldly taken possession of the woman, another hurt.

But that wasn't the only hurt.

Histrigger finger was sore, stiff, and his shoulder hurt like sin; they had assured him it was alight
rifle but after an hour of firing it, Chaney wholly disbdieved them. Evenin hisdeegp the bullying figure of
the Mgor stood over him, needling him: "Squeeze it, squeeze it, don't yank--don't jerk--squeezeit!"
Chaney squeezed it and four or five times out of ten managed to hit the target. He thought that
remarkable, but his companions did not. Moresby was so disgusted he tore therifle from Chaney's grasp
and put five shots through the bull's eye in the space between one breath and the next.

The hand gun wasworse. The Army model automatic seemed infinitely lighter when compared to
therifle, but because he could not use hisleft hand to lift and steady the barrel he missed the target eight
times out of ten. The two good shots were only on therim of the target.

Moresby muttered: " Give the civilian ashotgun!™ and stalked away.
Arthur Saltus had taught him camera techniques.

Chaney was familiar with the common hand cameras and with the mounted rigsused in
laboratories to copy documents, but Saltusintroduced him to anew world. The holograph camerawas
new. Satus said that film had been relegated to the chegp cameras;, the holograph instruments used athin
ribbon of embossed nylon which would withstand most any abuse and yet deliver arecognizable
picture. He scoured a nylon negative with sandpaper, then made agood print. Adequate lighting was no
longer a problem; the holograph would produce a satisfactory picture taken in therain.

Chaney experimented with acamera strapped to his chest, with the lens peering through a
buttonhole in hisjacket where abutton should be; there was another that fitted over hisleft shoulder, with



the lens gppearing to be alodge emblem attached to hislapel--aremote cable ran down theinsde of his
coat deeve and the plunger nestled in the pam of hishand. A fat belt buckle held acamera. A bowler hat
concealed acamera. A folded newspaper was actualy a motion picture camerain camouflage, and a
smart looking attaché case was another. Microphones for the tape recorders--worn under the coat, or in
the pocket--were buttons or emblems or tie clasps or stays tucked insde shirt collars.

He usualy managed a decent picture--it was difficult to produce a poor one with the holograph
insruments, but Saltus was often dissatisfied, pointing out this or that or the other thing which would have
resulted in a sharper image or amore balanced composition. Katrina was photographed hundreds of
times during the practice. She gppeared to endure it with patience.

Chaney expelled aburst of air and started to sink. He flipped over on his ssomach and swam
under water to the edge of the pool. Grasping thetiled rim, he hauled himsdlf out of the water and stared
up in surprise a the grinning face of Arthur Sdltus.

"Morning, civilian. What's new in ancient Egypt?"

Chaney peered past him. "Whereis--?' He stopped.

"l haven't seen her,” Saltus responded. " She wasn't in the mess hdl--1 thought she was here with
_you ."

Chaney wiped hisface with atowd. "Not here. I've had the pool to myself.”

"Hah--maybe old William is beating our time; maybe he's playing chesswith her in adark corner
somewhere." Sdtusgrinned at that thought. "Guess what, mister?'

"What now?'

"l read your book last night.”

"Shal | run for cover, or stand up for ameda ?'

"No, no, not _that _one. I'm not interested in those old scrolls. | mean the other book you gave
me, the one about the desert tribes--old Abraham, and al. Damn but that man made some fine pictures!”
He sat down beside Chaney. "Remember that one of the Nabataean well or cistern or whatever it was,
down there at the foot of the fortress?"

"I remember it. Well built. It served the fortress through more than one siege.”

"Sure. The guy made that one with natura lighting. No flash, no sun reflectors, nothing, just natura
light; you can seethe detail of the stonework and the water level. And it was on film, too--he wasn't using

nylon."
"Y ou can determine that by examination?”
"Well, of course! | can. Listen, migter, that's good photography. That man isgood.”
"Thank you. I'll tdl him next time | seehim.”

Sdtussad: "Maybe I'll read your book someday. Just to find out why they're shooting &t you.”



"It doesn't have pictures.”

"Oh, | canread all the easy words." He stretched out hislegs and stared up at the underside of the
gaudy beach umbrela. A spider was beginning aweb between the meta braces. "This place is dead this
morming.”

"What'sto do? Other than arousing game with the Mgor, or another session at the rifle range?'

Sdtuslaughed. " Shoulder hurt? That will wear away. Say, if | could find Katrina, I'd throw her into
the pool and then jump in with her--that'swhere the action is!”

Chaney thought it wisest not to answer. His gaze went back to the sun-bright waters of the pool,
now empty of swimmers and dowly regaining placidity. He remembered the manner in which Saltus hed
played there with Katrina, but the memory wasn't a pleasant one. He hadn't joined in the play because he
felt self-consciousfor thefirgt timein hislife, because his physique was a poor one compared to the
muscular body of the Commander, because the woman seemed to prefer the younger man's company to
his. That was hurtful to admit.

Chaney caught aquick movement at the gate.

"The Mgor hasfound us."

Major Moreshy hustled into the recreation area and strode toward the pool, seeking them.
Halfway across the patio he found them benesth the umbrellaand turned hard. He was breathing heavily
and hisface flushed with excitement.

"Get up off your duff!" he barked at the Commander. And to Chaney: "Get your clothes on.
Urgent. They want usin the briefing room now. | have acar waiting."

"Hey--what goes?' Sdtuswas out of the chair.

"We do. Somebody has made the big decison. Damn it, Chaney, move!"

"Thefidd trids?' Sdtusdemanded. "Thefidd trids? Thismorning? Now?'

"This morning, now," Moresby acknowledged. "Gilbert Seabrooke brought the decision; they
roused me out of bed. Werre moving up, after dl!" He turned on Chaney. "Will you haul your ass out of
that chair, civilian? Moveit! I'm waiting, everybody iswaiting, the vehicleis cranked up and waiting.”

Chaney jumped from the chair, heart pounding againgt hisrib cage.

Moresby: "Katrinasaid to use the car. Y ou are not to waste time walking, and that is an order.”

Chaney'sreflexes were dower, but he was already racing for the bath house to change. They ran
with him. "I'm not walking."

"Where are we going?' Saltus demanded breathlesdy. "I mean when? _When _in Joliet? Did you
get theword?"

"Katrinagave theword. Youwont likeit, Art."



Arthur Sdtus stopped abruptly in the doorway and Chaney collided with him.

"Why wont | likeit?'

"Becauseit'sapoliticad thing, adamned political thing, after dl! Katrinasaid the decision came
down early this morning from the White House--from _him_. We should have expected something like
that."

Sow repest: "Why wont | likeit?'

Moresby said with disdain: "We're going up two yearsto a date in November. November 6,
1980, a Thursday. The President wantsto know if helll be re-elected.”

Arthur Saltus stared in open-mouthed astonishment. After a space of disbelief heturned to
Chaney.

"What was that word again, mister? In Aramaic?"

Brian Chaney told him.

Brian Chaney
Joliet, Illinois

6 November 1980

If we open aquarrdl between the past
and the present,

We shdl find that we have lost the future.

-- Wington Churchill



NINE

Chaney had no forewarning of something amiss.

Thered light blinked out. He reached up to unlock the hatch and throw it open. The green light
went dark. Chaney grasped the two handrails and pulled himsdf to asitting position, with hishead and
shoulders protruding through the hatchway. He was donein the room, as he expected to be. He
struggled through the hatch and climbed over the side, easing himsdlf down the hull until hisfeet touched
the stool. The vehiclefdt icy cold. Chaney reached up to dam shut the hatch, then cast a curious glance
at the monitoring cameras. He hoped those future engineers approved his obedience to theritudl.

Chaney looked at hiswatch: 10:03. That was expected. He had kicked off less than a minute ago,
the third and last to move up. He sought out the calendar and clock on the wall to verify the date and the
time: 6 Nov 80. The clock read 7:55. A thermometer had been added to the instrument group to record
outside temperature: 31 degreesF.

Chaney hesitated, unsure of his next move. Thetime was not right; it should have been ten o'clock,
plus or minus eight minutes. He made amenta note to tell the engineerswhat he thought of their guidance
sysem.

Thefirg of thefidd trids had been launched at afew minutes past nine, with Mgor Moresby
claming hisdue. Thirty minuteslater Arthur Satus followed the Mgor into the future, and thirty minutes
after him Chaney climbed into the bucket and was kicked off. All arrivals on target were supposed to be
identica with departure times, plus or minus eight minutes. Chaney had expected to surface about ten and
find the otherswaiting for him. They were scheduled to regroup in the falout shelter, equip themsdlves,
and travel to the target city in separate automobilesto effect awider coverage of the area.

Katrina had given each of them explicit ingructions and then wished them well.

Sdtushad said: "Aren't you coming down to see us of f?"

Shed replied: "I will wait in the briefing room, ar.”

Thewadl clock moved to 7:56.

Chaney abandoned hisirresolution. Rounding the hull of the vehicle, he opened the locker and
reached for the suit hung there only minutes before. Small surprise. His suit had been cleaned and
pressed and was now hanging in apaper sheath provided by the dry cleaner. Next to hiswere smilar

packages belonging to Moresby and Sdtus. His name was written across the sheath and he recognized
the woman's handwriting. Hewasfirg in: seniority.

Chaney ripped away the paper and dressed quickly, aware of the chill in the room. The white shirt
he found in the locker was anew one and he looked with some interest at the wavy, patterned collar.
Style, 1980. The sheath was jammed back into the locker as amocking message.



Leaving the vehicle room, Chaney strode down the well-lighted corridor to the fallout shelter,
conscious of the cameras watching his every step. The basement, the entire building, was cloaked in
dlence; the lab engineers would avoid contact with him as he must avoid them--but they had the
advantage: they could examine a quaint specimen from two yearsin the past while he could only
speculate on who was on the other side of the wall. Their door was shut. Chaney pushed the shelter door
open and the overhead lights flashed on in automatic response. The room was empty of life.

Another clock above aworkbench read 8:01.

Chaney strode into the shelter to top, turn, stare, ingpect everything open to his gaze. Except for a
few new objects on the workbench the room was precisaly the same as heéd last seen it, aday or two
before. He was expected. Three tape recorders had been removed from the stores and set out on the
bench, along with an unopened box of fresh tape; two still cameras designed to be worn over the
shoulder were there, together with amotion picture camerafor Arthur Saltus and new film for al three
instruments. Three long envelopes rested atop the cameras, and again he recognized Katrinas
handwriting.

Chaney tore his open, hoping to find a persona note, but it was curioudy cool and impersond.
The envel ope gave up agate pass and identification papers bearing the date, 6 November 1980. A small
photograph of his face was affixed to the identification. The brief note advised him not to carry arms off
the sation.

He said doud: "Sdtus, you've shut me out!" This evidence suggested the woman had made a
choicein theintervening two years--unless he wasimagining things.

Chaney prepared himsdlf for the outside. He found a heavy coat and arakish cap in the storesthat
were good fits, then armed himsdlf with camera, recorder, nylon film and tape. He took from amoney
box what he thought would be an adequate supply of cash (there was a shiny new dime and severd
quarters bearing the date 1980; the portraits on the coins had not been changed), and adrawer yielded a
pen and notebook, and aflashlight that worked. A last careful survey of the room suggested nothing else
that would be useful to him, and he made ready to leave.

A clock told 8:14.

Chaney scrawled aquick note op the back of historn envelope and propped it against the motion
picture camera: _Arrived early for aswim. Will look for you laggardsin town. Protons are perfidious .

He stuffed the ID papersin his pocket and quit the shelter. The corridor was as silent and empty

as before. Chaney climbed the stairway to the operations door and stopped with no surpriseto read a
painted Sgn.

DO NOT CARRY WEAPONS BEYOND THISDOOR. FEDERAL
LAW PROHIBITS THE POSSESSION OF FIREARMS

BY ALL EXCEPT LAW ENFORCEMENT OFFICERS, AND



MILITARY PERSONNEL ON ACTIVEDUTY. DISARM

BEFORE EXITING.

Chaney fitted two keysinto the twin locks and shoved. A bell rang somewhere behind him. The
operations door rolled easily on rolamite tracks. He stepped outside into the chill of 1980. Thetime was
8:19 on ableak November morning and there was a sharp promise of snow intheair.

He recognized one of the three automobiles parked in the lot beyond the door: it was the same car
Major Moresby had driven ashort while ago--or two years ago--when he hustled Chaney and Saltus
from the pool to thelab. The keyswerein theignition lock. Walking to the rear of the vehicle, he stared
for amoment at the red and white license plate to convince himsdlf he_was _where he was supposed to
be: 11linois 1980. Two other automobiles parked beyond the first one appeared to be newer, but the only
visible changein their design gppeared to be fancy grills and whedl caps. So much for nubile taste and
Detroit pandering.

Chaney didn't enter the car immediately.

Moving warily, haf fearful of an unexpected meeting, he circled the laboratory building to
reconnoiter. Nothing seemed changed. Theingtdlation was just as he remembered it: the Sreets and
sdewalks well repaired and clean--policed daily by the troops on station--the lawns carefully tended and
prepared for the approach of winter, the trees now bare of foliage. The heavy front door was closed and
thefamiliar black and yellow fdlout shdter sign ill hung aboveit. There was no guard on duty. On an
impulse, Chaney tried the front door but found it locked--and that was a commentary of somekind on
the usefulness of the fallout shelter below. He continued hisingpection tour al the way around again to the

parking lot.
Something _was _changed behind thelot.

Chaney eyed the space for amoment and then recognized the difference. What had been nothing
more than awide expanse of lawn two years ago was now aflower garden; the flowers were wilted with
the nearness of winter and many of the dead blossoms and vines had been cleared away, but in the
intervening two years someone--K atrina?--had caused a garden to be planted in an otherwise empty plot
of grass.

Chaney left asign for Mgor Moresby. He placed ashiny new quarter on the concrete sill of the
locked door. A moment later he turned the key in the ignition and drove off toward the main gate.

The gatehouse was lighted on the inside and occupied by an officer and two enlisted meninthe
usual MP uniforms. The gate itself was shut but not locked. Beyond it, the black-topped road stretched
away into the distance, aiming for the highway and the distant city. A white line had been newly
painted--or repainted--down the center of the road.

"Areyou going off gation, Sr?"



Chaney turned, startled by the sudden question. The officer had emerged from the gatehouse.
Hesad: "I'm going into town."
"Yes, 9r. May | seeyour pass and identification?’

Chaney passed over his papers. The officer read them twice and studied the photograph affixed to
thelD.

"Areyou carrying weapons, Sr? Arethere any weaponsin the car?”
"No, to both."

"Very good, Sr. Remember that Joliet hasa six o'clock curfew; you must be free of the city limits
before that hour or make arrangementsto stay overnight.”

"Six o'clock,” Chaney repeated. "I'll remember. Isit the samein Chicago?'

"Yes, gr." Theofficer stared at him. "But you can't enter Chicago from the south sincethe wall
went up. Sir, are you going to Chicago? | will haveto arrange for an armed guard.”

"No--no, I'm not going there. | was curious.”
"Very well, gr." He waved to aguard and the gate was opened. "Six o'clock, sir."
Chaney drove away. His mind was not on the road.

Thewarning indicated that a part of the Indic report had correctly called the turn: the larger cities
had taken harsh stepsto control the growing lawlessness, and it was likely that many of them had
imposed gtrict dusk-to-dawn curfews. A traveler not out of town before dusk would need hotel
accommodations to keep him off the streets. But the reference to the Chicago wall puzzled him. _That_
wasn't foreseen, nor recommended. A wall to separate what from what? Chicago had been aproblem
since the migrations from the south in the 1950s--but awall?

Thewinding private road led him to the highway. He pulled up to astop sign and waited for a
break in traffic on route 66. Across the highway, an officer in a parked state patrol car eyed hislicense
plate and then glanced up to ingpect hisface. Chaney waved, and pulled into traffic. The state car did not
leaveits postionto follow him.

A second patrol car was parked at the outskirts of town, and Chaney noted with surprise that two
men in the back seat appeared to be uniformed nationa guardsmen. The bayonet-tipped rifleswere
vigble. Hisface and hislicense were given the same scrutiny and their attention moved on to the car
behind him.

Hesaid doud (but to himsdlf): "Hones, fellas, _I'm_not going to start arevolution.”
The city seemed dmost normd.
Chaney found amunicipa parking lot near the middie of town and had to search for therare

empty space. He was outraged to learn it cost twenty-five cents an hour to park, and grudgingly put two
of Seabrookc's quartersinto the meter. A clerk sweeping the sdewak before a shuttered store front



directed him to the public library.

He stood on the steps and waited until nine o'clock for the doors to open. Two city squad cars
passed him while he waited and each of them carried a guardsman riding shotgun beside the., driver.
They stared at him and the clerk with the broom and every other pedestrian.

An atendant in the reading room said: "Good morning. The newspapers aren't reedy.”

She hadn't finished the chore of rubber-stamping the library name on each of the front pages, or of
placing the stedl rods through the newspaper centerfolds. A hanging rack sood empty, awaiting the
dailies. An upside-down headlineread: JCS DENIED BAIL.

Chaney said: "No hurry. | would like the Commerce and Agriculture yearbooks for the past two
years, and the Congressional Record for six or eight weeks." He knew that Saltus and the Mg or would
buy newspapers as soon as they reached town.

"All the governmentd publicationsarein aidetwo, on your left. Will you need assistance?’
"No, thanks. | know my way through them."
He found what he wanted and settled down to read.

The lower house of Congress was debating atax reform bill. Chaney laughed to himself and noted
the date of the Record was just three weeks before election. In some few respects the debate seemed a
filibugter, with ahandful of representatives from the oil and mineral states engaging in arunning argument
againg certain of the proposa's on the pious grounds that the socalled reforms would only pendize those
pioneerswho risk capita in the search for new resources. The gentleman from Texas reminded his
colleagues that many of the southwestern fields had run dry--the oil reserves exhausted--and the Alaskan
fields were yet ten years from anticipated capacity. He said the American consumer was facing a serious
oil and gasoline shortage in the near future; and he got in ablow at the utility people by reminding that the
hoped-for cheap power from nuclear reactors was never delivered.

The gentleman from Oregon once injected a pleato reped the prohibition on cutting timber,
claming that not only were outlaw lumberjacks doing it, but that foreign opportunists were flooding the
market with cheap wood. The presiding officer ruled that the gentleman's remarks were not germane to
the discussion at hand.

The Senate appeared to be operating at the customary hectic pace.

The gentleman from Delaware was discussing the intent of aresolution to improve thelot of the
American Indian, by explaining that hisresolution would direct the Bureau of Indian Affarstoact ona
previous resol ution passed in 1954, directing them to terminate government control of the Indiansand
return their resources to them. The gentleman complained that no worthwhile action had been taken on
the 1954 resolution and the plight of the Indian was as sorry as ever; he urged hisfdlowsto give every
consideration to the new resolution, and hoped for a speedy passage.

The sergeant-at-arms removed severa people from the bal cony who were disturbing the chamber.
The gentleman from South Carolinainveighed againgt a phenomenon he called "an darming tide of

ignorants' now flowing from the nation's collegesinto government and industry. He blamed the shameful
tide on "the radical-left revamping and reduction of standard English courses by misguided professorsin



our indtitutions of higher learning,” and urged areturn to the more rigorous disciplines of yesteryear when
every sudent could "read, write, and talk good American English in the tradition of their fathers.”

The gentleman from Oklahoma caused to be inserted in the Record a complete newsitem

circulated by a presswire service, complaining that the nation's editors had either ignored it or relegated it
to the back pages, which was a disservice to the war effort.

GRINNELL ASSESSESARMS

Saigon (AP): Generd David W. Grinndl arrived in
Saigon Saturday to assess what progress South Asian
Speciad Forces have made in assuming abigger share
of thefighting chores.

Grinndl, making histhird vidt to thewar zonein
two years, said he was keenly interested in the course
of the so-called Asian Citizen Program, and planned
to talk to the fighting men in the countryside to find
out firgt-hand how things were going.

With additiond American troop commitments
pegged in part on the effectiveness of South Asan
Specia Forces (SASF), Grinndl'svist sparked
rumors of afresh troop build-up in the hard hit northern
sectors. Unofficid estimates set afigure of two million
Americans now in combat in the Asan Thegter,
which the military command refusesto confirm or deny.
Asked about new arrivals, Grinndll said: "Thet is
something the President will haveto decide & the

proper time." Generd Grinnel will confer with American



military and civilian officdson dl fighting fronts

before returning to Washington next week.

Chaney closed the record with a sense of despair and pushed the stack aside. Wanting to lose
himself in less depressing but more familiar matters, he opened a copy of the current Commerce
yearbook and sought out the atistical tables that were his stock in trade.

The human lemmings hadn't changed their habits. A bellwether indicating the migration patterns
from one area to another was the annual ton-miles study of interstate shipments of household goods; the
family that removed together grooved together. The flow continued into Californiaand Florida, ashe had
forecast, and the adjoining tables revea ed corresponding increases in tonnage for consumer durabics and
foodstuffs not indigenous to those states. The shipment of automobiles (assembled, new) into Cdifornia
had sharply decreased, and that surprised him. He had supposed that the proposal to ban automobilesin
the state by 1985 would only result in an accelerated flow--a kind of hoarding--but the current figures
suggested that state officials had found away to discourage hoarding and depress the market at the same
time. Prohibitive taxation, most likely. New Y ork City should note the success of the program.

Chaney began filling his notebook.

The measured tolling of abell somewhere outside the library brought him up from the book with
surprise, and aflurry of aged men from the newspaper racks toward the door underscored the passage
of time. It was the noon hour.

Chaney put away the government publications and cast a specultive eye on the attendant. A girl
had replaced the older woman on duty earlier. He studied her for a space and decided on an gpproach
least likely to arouse suspicion.

"Excuseme.”

"Yes?' Thegirl looked up from acopy of _Teen Spin_. Chaney consulted his notebook. "Do you
remember the date of the Chicago wall? The_first_ date--the earliest beginning? | can't pin it down."

Thegirl stared into the air above hishead and said: "1 think it wasin August . . . no, no, it wasthe
last week of July. I'm pretty sureit wasthe last of July." Her gaze came down to his. "We have the news
magazines on fileif you want meto get it for you.”

Chaney caught the hint. "Don't bother; I'll look. Where are those files?"

She pointed behind him. "Fourth aide, next to the windows. They may not bein chronologica
order."

"I'll find them. Thank you." Her head was dready bending over the magazine as he turned away.



The Chicago wdl ran down the middle of Cermak Road.

It stretched from Burnham Park on the lakefront (where it consisted only of barbed wire),
westward to Austin Avenuein Cicero (whereit finaly ended in another loose skein of barbed wireina
white resdential neighborhood). The wall was built of cement and cinder blocks; of wrecked or stolen
automobiles, burnedout shells of city buses, sabotaged police cars, looted and stripped semi-trailer
trucks; of upended furniture, broken concrete, bricks, debris, garbage, excretion. Two corpses were a
part of it between Ashland and Paulina Street. The barrier began going up on the night of July
twenty-ninth, the third night of widespread rioting dong Cermak Road; it was lengthened and reinforced
every night theresfter astheidea spread until it was afifteenmile barricade cutting acity in two.

The black community south of Cermak Road had begun thewall at the height of therioting, asa
means of preventing the passage of police and fire vehicles. Both blacks and belligerent whites completed
it. The corpses near Paulina Street had been foolish men who attempted to crossit.

Therewas no traffic over thewall, nor through it, nor ong the north-south arteriesintersecting
Cermak Road. The Dan Ryan Expressway had been dynamited at 35th Street and again at 63rd Street;
the Stevenson Expressway was breached at Pulaski Road. Aeria reconnai ssance reported that nearly
every mgor street in the sector was blocked or otherwise unfit for vehicular traffic; fires raged unchecked
on South Halsted, and cattle had been loosed from their pensin the stockyards. Police and Army troops
patrolled the city abovethewall, while black militants patrolled below it. The government made no effort
to penetrate the barrier, but instead appeared to be playing awaiting game. Rail and highway traffic from
the east and south was routed in awide swing around the zone, entering the city above the wal to the
west; civilian air traffic was restricted to higher elevations. Road blocks were thrown up at the Indiana
line, and dong Interstate 80.

Chicago above thewall counted three hundred dead and two thousand-plus injured during the
rioting and the building of the barricade. No one knew the count below the wall.

By the second week of August, troops had encircled the affected area and had dug in for asiege;
none but authorized personne were permitted to enter and none but white refugees were permitted to
leave. Incomplete figures placed the number of emerging refugees at about six hundred thousand,
athough that figure was wdl below the known white population living in the rebellious zone. Attempts
were being made daily--with small success--to rescue white families believed to be il divein the area
Penetration was not possible from the north but search parties from the western and southern boundaries
made severd sdliesinto the area, sometimes working asfar north as Midway Airport. Refugees were
being relocated to downgtate citiesin llinois and Indiana

North Chicago was under martial law, with a strict dusk-to-dawn curfew. Violaters moving on the
sreets at night were shot on sight and identified the following day, when the bodies could be removed.
South Chicago had no curfew but shootings continued day and night.

At the end of October with the eection only aweek away, the northern haf of the city was
relatively quiet; firing acrossthe wal under cover of darkness had falen off to nuisance shooting, but the
police and troops had been issued new orders not to fire unlessfired upon. City water serviceinto the
zone continued but dectricity was curtailed.

On the Sunday morning before eection, a party of about two hundred unarmed blacks had
approached Army lines at Cicero Avenue and asked for sanctuary. They were turned back. Washington
announced the siege was effective and was dready putting an end to the rebellion. Hunger and pestilence



would destroy thewall.
Chaney strode across the room to the newspaper rack.

Thursday morning editions confirmed their projections published the day before: President Mecks
had carried al but three states and won re-election by alanddide. A loca editorial applauded the victory
and claimed it was earned by "the President's masterful handling of the Chicago Confrontation.”

Brian Chaney emerged from the library to stand on the steps under acold November sun. He
knew asense of fear, of confusion--an uncertainty of whereto turn. A city police cruiser passed the
building, with an armed guardsman riding beside the driver.

Chaney knew why they both stared a him.

TEN

He wandered aimlesdy aong the street looking in store windows which were not boarded over,
and at parked automobiles aong the curb. None of the obvioudy newer cars were much changed from
the older models parked ahead and behind; it was apersond satisfaction to see Detroit edging away
from the annual model change and back to the more sensible baance of three decades ago.

Chaney stopped by the post office to mail a postcard to an old friend at the Indiana Corporation,
and found the cost had climbed to ten cents. (He also made amental note_not_to tell Katrina. She
would probably claim he had fouled up the future.)

A grocery store window was entirely plastered over with enormous posters proclaiming deep
price cuts on every item: ten thousand and one cut-rate bargains from wall to wall. Being acurious
futurist, he walked in to ingpect the bargains. Apples were sdlling at two for a quarter, bread at forty-five
centsapound loaf, milk a ninety-nine cents ahaf galon, eggs at one dollar adozen, ground beef at a
dollar and twenty-nine cents a pound. The beef was well larded with fat. He bent over the meat counter
to check the price of hisfavorite steak and discovered it was two dollars and forty-nine cents a pound.
On animpulse, he paid ninety centsfor an eight-ounce box of something called Moon Capsulesand
found them to be vitamin-enriched candiesin three flavors. The advertising copy on the back panel
clamed that NASA fed the capsules to the astronauts living on the moon, for extra jump-jump-jumping

power.
The store boasted an innovation that was new to him.
A customers lounge was fitted out with soft chairs and alarge televison, and Chaney dropped

into achair to look at the colored glass eye, curious about the programming. He was quickly
disgppointed. Theteevision offered him nothing but an endless series of commercidsfeaturing the



products available in the store; there was no entertainment to break their monotony. He timed the series:
twenty-two commercidsin forty-four minutes, before an endless tape began repeating itsdlf.

Only one made alasting impression.

A splendidly beautiful girl with glowing golden skin was stretched out nude on a pink-white cloud,
asensuous cloud of smoke or wisp formed and changed and reformed itself to caress her saffron body
with loving tongues of vapor. The girl was smoking agolden cigarette. Shelay in dreamy indolence, eyes
closed, her thighs sometimes moving with euphoric languor in response to akiss of cloud. Therewas no
spoken message. At spaced interva s during the two minutes, five words were flashed across the screen
beneath the nude: _Go doft with Golden Marijane .

Chaney decided the girl's breasts were rather smal and flat for histastes.

He quit the store and returned to his car, finding an overtime parking ticket fastened to the
windshield. The finewastwo dollars, if paid that same day. Chaney scribbled anote on a page torn from
his notebook and put it insgde the envelopein lieu of two dollars; the ticket was then dropped into a
receptacle fastened to a nearby meter post. He thought the local police would appreciate his thought.

That done, he wheeled out of the lot and retraced his route toward the distant station. The sunset
curfew was yet some hours away but he was done with Joliet-- nearly done with 1980. It seemed much
colder and inhospitabl e than the temperature would suggest.

A state patrol car parked on the outskirts watched him out of town.

The gatehouse was lighted on the insde and occupied by an officer and two military policemen;
they were not the same men who had checked him out earlier in the day but the routine was the same.

"Areyou coming on gation, Sir?'

Chaney looked across the hood of his car at the gate just beyond the bumper. "Yes, | thought |
would."

"May | seeyour pass and identification?

Chaney gave up the necessary papers. The officer read them twice and studied the photograph
affixed to one, then raised his eyesto compare the photograph to the face.

"Y ou have been vigting in Joliet?'
"Yes"

"But not Chicago?'

“No."

"Did you acquire weagpons while you were off-ation?’



"No."
"Very well, sr." Hewaved to the guard and the gate was opened for him. "Please drive through.”

Brian Chaney drove through and steered the car to the parking lot behind the laboratory building.
The other two automobiles were absent, as was the shiny quarter marker.

He unloaded the paraphernadiafrom his pockets and from under his coat, only to redize with
dismay that he hadn't taken asingle photograph: not one fuzzy picture of ascowling policeman or an
industrious sidewalk sweeper. That omission was apt to be received with something less than enthusiasm.
Chaney fitted atape cartridge into the recorder and flipped open his notebook; he thought he could easily
fill two or three tapes with an ora report for Katrinaand Gilbert Seabrooke. His persona shorthand was
brief to the extreme-- and unreadable by anyone else--but long experience in the tank enabled him to
flesh out areport that was areasonable summary of the Commerce and Agriculture yearbooks. Facts
were fredly interspersed with opinions, and figures with educated guesses, until the whole resembled a
gatistical and footnoted survey of that which Seabrooke wanted: a solid glimpse forward.

On the last tape he repeated al that he remembered from the pages of the Congressional Record,
and after a pause asked Katrinaif she knew what Genera Grinnell was doing now? The old boy got
around alot.

Chaney |eft the gear on the seat and got out of the car to stretch hislegs. He looked at the western
sky to measure the coming of darkness, and guessed that he had an hour or two before sunset. Hiswatch
read 6:38 but it was two hoursfaster than the clock in the basement; the engineering limit of fifty hours
wasfar avay.

Theinquigtive futurist decided on atour.

Walking with an easy stride hefollowed the familiar route to the barracks but was surprised to find
it dark-- padlocked. That gave him pause. The building deserted? Was he gone from this place?
Moreshy, Sdtus, himsdlf, gone from the Sation?

Thisday, thishour, this_now_ wastwo years after the successful tests of the TDV, two years
after the animal's had stopped riding into time and men had taken their places; thiswas two years after the
launching of the field trials and the scheduled launch of the Chicago survey. All that work was over and
done--mission completed. Wasn't it then reasonable to assume the team was disbanded and returned to
their own corners of the world? Moresby, Sdtus, himsdlf, now working el sawhere? (Perhaps he should
have sent that postcard to himsdlf at Indic.)

Neither Gilbert Seabrooke nor Katrinahad ever dropped ahint of future plansfor the team; he
had assumed they would be disbanded when the Chicago probe was concluded and he hadn't
consdered staying on. He couldn't imagine himsdf wanting to stay on. Well--with one reservation, of
course. He_would_ entertain the idea of a probe into the opposite direction: it would be sheer delight to
poke and peer and pry into old Paestine before the arriva of the Roman Tenth Legion--well before their
ariva.

Hefound himsdf on E Strest.

The recreation area appeared not to have changed at al. The post theater wasn't yet opened, its
parking lot was empty. The officers club wasaready brightly lit and filled with music, but the second



club nearby for enlisted men was dark and silent. The pool areawas closed for the winter and its gate
secured by alock. Chaney peered through the fencing but saw nothing more than a deserted patio and a
canvas covering stretched over the pool. The chairs and benches together with the tables and umbrellas
had been stored away, leaving nothing but memories clashing with acold November evening.

He turned away from the fence to begin an aimless wandering about the sation. It seemed norma
in every respect. Automobiles passed him, most of them going to the commissary; he was the only man
on foot. The sound of an aircraft brought his head up, his eyes searching the sky. The plane was not
visible--he supposed it was above the thickening cloud cover--but he could follow its passage by the
sound; the craft was flying an air corridor between Chicago and St. Louis, acorridor which paralleled the
railroad tracks below. In afew minutesit was gone. A drop of moisture struck his upturned face, and
then another, thefirgt few flakes of promised snow. The smell of snow had been inthe air Ssnce morning.

Chaney turned about to retrace his steps.

Three automobiles waited sde by sidein the parking lot behind the lab. His companions were
back, neither of them languishing in a Joliet jail--but he suspected it would be terribly easy to get into jail.
Chaney lifted the hood of the nearest car and laid his hand on the motor block. He dmost burned the
skin from his pam. The hood was snapped shut, and he gathered up the gear from the seat of hisown
car.

Thetwin keys werefitted into the locks of the operations door and turned. A bell rang somewhere
below as the door eased open.

"Sdtus! Helo, down there--Saltud™

The hurtful sound hit him with near physical impact. The sound was something likeamassive
rubber band sngpped againgt his eardrums, something like ahammer smashing into ablock of
compressed air. It struck and rebounded with atremulous sigh. The vehicle kicked back following its
time path to home base. The sound hurt.

Chaney jumped through the door and pulled it shut behind him.

"Sdtus?'

A sandy-haired muscular figure stepped through the open doorway of the fallout shelter below.

"Wherethehdl have _you been, civilian?'

Chaney went down the stepstwo or three at atime. Arthur Satus waited at the bottom with a
handful of film.

"Out there--out there," Chaney retorted. "Knocking around this forsaken place, staring through the
fences, sniffing at the cracks and peeping in windows. | couldn't find aspoor. | think were gope from
here, Commander--dismissed and departed, the barracks padlocked. | hope we get a decent bonus.”

"Civilian, have you been drinking?"

"No--but | could use one. What'sin the stores?

"Y ou've been drinking,” Saltus said flatly. " So what happened to you? Welooked dl over town.”



"You didn'tlook inthelibrary."
"Oh, hell! Y ou would, and we didn't. Research stuff. What did you think of 1980, mister?"
"l don't likeit, and I'll beliking it even lesswhen I'm living init. That milquetoast was re-elected

and the country isgoing to hell in ahandbasket. A fortyeight state sweep! Did you see the eection
results?’

"I saw them, and by thistime William has passed the news to Seabrooke and Seabrookeiscdling
the President. Helll celebrate tonight. But _I'm_not going to vote for him, mister--1 _know_| didn't vote
for him. And if I'm living States de then--now--1'm going to choose one of those three Sates that voted
for the other fellow, old What's-his-name, the actor fellow."

"Alaska, Hawaii, and Utah."

"What's Utah like?'

"Dry, londly, and glowing with radioactivity.”

"Makeit Hawail. Will you go back to FHorida?'

Chaney shook hishead. "I'll fed saferin Alaska”

Quickly: "You didn't get into trouble?*

"No, not at dl; | walked softly and carried a sweet smile on my face. | was polite to amousy
librarian. | didn't sass the cops or buy any pork in agrocery store.” He laughed at amemory. "But

someone will haveto explain a parking ticket when they trace the license number back to this station.”

Sdtuslooked his question.

Chaney said: "'l got aticket for overtime parking. It was an envelope affair; | was supposed to put
two dollarsin the envelope and drop it in a collection box. | didn't. Commander, | struck ablow for
liberty. | wrote anote.”

Sdtuseyed him. "What wasin the note?"
"Weshdl overcome."

Sdtustried to stifle Sartled laughter, but failed. After a space he said: " Seabrooke will fire you,
miger!”

"Hewon't have the chance. | expect to be far away when 1980 comes. Did you read the papers?

"Paperst We bought _all_the papers! William grabbed up every new one he could find--and then
read his horoscope first. He was down in the mouth; he said the signs were bad--negative." Sdtusturned
and waved toward newspapers spread out on the workbench. "I was photographing those when you
camein. I'd rather copy them than read them onto atape; | can blow the negs up to life size when we get
back--larger than life, if they want them that way."



Chaney crossed to the bench and bent over to scan apage under the cameralens. "I didn't read
anything but the eection results, and an editorid.”

After amoment he said excitedly: "Did you read this? Chinainvaded Formosa--captured it!"

Get therest, read therest of it, Satus urged him. "That happened weeks ago, and _now_ there's
hell to pay in Washington. Canada has formally recognized the take-over and is ponsoring amoveto
kick Formosaout of the United Nations--give the seat to China. There'stalk of breaking off diplomatic
relations and stationing troops aong the Canadian border. Civilian, that will be ared mess! | don't givea
damn for diplomats and diplomatic relations, but we need another hostile like we need an earthquake.”

Chaney tried to read between the lines. "China_does need Canadian wheat, and Ottawa_does
like Chinese gold. That's been athorn in Washington's side for thirty years. Are you astamp collector?'

"Me?No."

"Not too many years ago, American citizens were forbidden to buy Chinese stamps from
Canadian deders; it was a crime to purchase or possess. Washington was being slly.” Hefell slent and
finished reading the news story. "If these facts are reliable, Ottawa has made awhopping dedl; they will
deliver enough whest to feed two or three Chinese provinces. The cash price wasn't made public, and
that's Sgnificant--China bought more than whesat. Diplomatic recognition and Canadian support for aseat
in the United Nations were probably included in the sale contract. That's smart trading, Commander.”

"They're damned good shots, too. | told you that. | hate their guts but | don't downgrade them.”
Heflipped a newspaper page and repositioned his camera. "What time did you get in this morning? How
comeyou were early?'

"Arrivd wasat 7:55. | don't know why."

"Old William was upset, mister. We were supposed to be first but you fouled up the line of
seniority.”

Chaney said impatiently: "I can't explain it; it just happened. That gyroscopeisn't asgood asthe
engineers clamed it to be. Maybe the mercury protons need fixing, recharging or something. Did you hit
thetarget?'

"Dead on. William was three or four minutes off. Seabrooke won't likeit, I'll bet."

"I wasn't jumping with joy; | expected to find you and the Mg or waiting for me. And | wonder
now what will happen on along launch? Can those protonseven _find_ 20007

"If they can't, migter, you and me and old William will be wandering around in afog without a
compeass, welll just have to kick backwards and report a scrub.”

The camerawas moved again and another page copied.
"Hey--did you seethe girls?"
"Two librarians. They were tting down.”

"Migter, you missed something good. They wear their hair in afunny way--I can't describeit--and



their skirtsaren't long enough to cover their sterns. Redlly, now, in November! Most of them wore long
stockings to keep their legswarm while their gernswere freezing, and most of the time the stockings
matched their lipstick: red and red, blue and blue, whatever. Thisyear'sfad, | guess. Ah, those girld” He
moved the camera and turned a page.

"| talked to them, | took pictures of them, | coaxed a phone number, | took ablonde lovely to

lunch--it only cost eight dollarsfor thetwo of us. That's not too much, everything considered. The people
here arejust like us, mister. They'refriendly, and they speak English. That town was one swest liberty

port!"
"But they should belike us," Chaney protested. "They're only two years away."
"That wasajoke, civilian."
"Didn't they have jokesin thetank?"

"Of coursethey did. One of the mathematicians came up with proof that the solar system didn't
exig."

Sdtusturned around to stare. "'Paper proof?"

"Yes. It filled three pages, as| recall. He said that if he faced the east and recited it aloud,
everything would go _poof_."

"W, | hope he doesn't do that; | hopeto hell he doesn't make atest run just to seeif it works.
I've got a specid reason.” Saltus sudied the civilian for along space. "Mister, do you know how to keep
your mouth shut?"

Cautioudy: "Yes. Isthisaconfidence?!

"You can't eventdl William, or Katrina."

Chaney was uneasy. "Doesit involve me? My work?"

"Nope--you have nothing to do with it, but | want a promise you'll keep quiet, no matter what.
_I'm_not going to report it when | go back. 1t's something to keep."

"Very wdl. I'll keepit."

Sdtussaid: "'l stopped in at the courthouse and had alook at the records--the vital statistics
suff--your kind of stuff. | found what | waslooking for last March, eight months ago.” He grinned. "My
marriage license."

It was akick in the somach. "Katrina?"

"Theoneand only, thefair Katrina. Migter, I'm amarried man! Me, amarried man, chasing the
girlsand even taking oneto lunch. Now, how will | explain that?

Brian Chaney remembered the note found propped againgt hiscamera: it _had sounded codl,



impersonal, even distant. He recalled the padlocked barracks, the emptyness, the air of desertion. He
and Mgor Moresby were gone from this place.

He said: "L et ustherefore brace ourselvesto our duties, be they favorable or not. John Wedey, |
think."

Chaney kept hisface turned away to mask his emotions; he suspected the sharp sense of losswas
reflected on hisface and he didn't care to ssumble through an explanation or an evasion. He put away the
heavy clothing worn on the outside and then replaced the unused camera and the nylon films. The redls of
tape were removed from the recorder, and the recorder put back in the stores. As an afterthought, he
replaced the identification papers and the gate pass in the torn envel ope--alongside Katrinas note--and
propped the envel ope on the bench where shewould find it.

Sdtus had finished histask and was removing film from the copying camera. He had |eft the
newspapers flung over the benchin disarray.

Chaney gathered them up into an orderly pile. When he had finished the housekeeping chore, a
right-sde-up headline said: JCS DENIED BAIL.

"Who is JCS? Wheat did he do?’
Stussared in disbdief. "Damnit, civilian, didn't you do _anything _out there?'
"I didn't bother with the papers.”

Increduloudy: "What the hell--are you blind? Why do you think the cops were patrolling the town?
Why do you think the state guards were riding shotgun?”

"Well--because of that Chicago business. Thewall."

"Bigod!" Arthur Saltus stalked across the room to face him, suddenly impatient with his naivete.
"No offense, migter, but sometimes | think you never |eft that ivory tower, that cloud bank in Indiana.
Y ou don't seem to know what's going on in the world--you've got your nose buried too deep in those
damned old tables. Shape up, Chaney! Shape up before you get washed out.” He jabbed along index
finger at the newspapers stacked on the bench. "This country isunder martid law. JCSisthe Joint Chiefs
of Staff. Generd Grinndll, Generd Brandon, Admiral Elstar, the top dogs. They tried to pull afast one
but got caught, they--that French word.”

"Which French word?'

"For take-over."

Chaney was stunned. "Coup."

" That's_theword. Coup. They marched into the White House to arrest the President and the

Vice Presdent, they tried to take over the government at gun point. Our own government, mister! You
hear about that sort of thing down in South Americaadl thetime, but now, right herein _our_ country!"



Sdtus stopped talking and made avisible effort to control himself. After amoment he said again: "No
offense, migter. | lost my temper.”

Chaney wasn't listening. He was running across the basement room to the stacked newspapers.
It happened not at the White House, but at the Presidentid retreat at Camp David.

A power failure blacked out the area shortly before midnight on Monday night, election eve. The
President had closed hisre-dection campaign and flown to Camp David to rest. An emergency lighting
system failed to operate and the Camp remained in darkness. Two hundred troops guarding the
ingtdlation fell back upon theinner ring of defenses according to a prearranged emergency plan, and took
up positions about the main buildings occupied by the President, the Vice President, and their aides. They
€elected not to go underground as there was no indication of enemy action. Admira Elstar waswith the
Presidentia party, discussing future operationsin the South Asian sees.

Thirty minutes after the blackout, Generals Grinnell and Brandon arrived by car and were admitted
through the lines. At Genera Grinndl's command, the troops about-faced and established aring of
quarantine about the buildings; they appeared to be expecting the order. The two generas then entered
the main building--with drawn wespons--and informed the President and the Vice President they were
under military arrest, together with dl civiliansin the area. Admira Elstar joined them and announced that
the JCS were taking control of the government for an indefinite period of time; he expressed
dissatisfaction with civilian mismanagement of the country and the war effort, and said the abrupt action
was forced upon the Joint Chiefs. The President appeared to take the news camly and offered no
resstance; he asked the members of his party to avoid violence and cooperate with the rebellious
officers

The civilianswere herded into alarge dining room and locked in. As soon asthey were aonethe
aides brought out gas masks which had previousy been concealed there; the party donned the masks
and crawled under heavy dining tablesto wait. Mortar fire was heard outside.

Electric power was restored at just one o'clock. The firing stopped.

FBI agents also wearing masks breached the door from the opposite side and informed the
Presdent the rebellion was ended. The Joint Chiefs of Staff and the didoyal troops had been taken under
cover of agas barrage, by an undisclosed number of agents backed by Federa marshals. Casualties
among the troops were held to aminimum. The Joint Chiefs were unharmed.

Hélicoptersferried the Presidential party back to Washington, where the President requested
immediate reactivation of the TV networks to announce the news of the attempted coup and its
subsequent failure. Congress was caled into an emergency session, and at the request of the President
declared the country under martia law. The affair was done.

A White House spokesman admitted that the plot was known well in advance, but refused to
reveal the source of thetip. He said the action was dlowed to go asfar asit did only to ascertain the
number and the identities of the troops who supported the Joint Chiefs. The spokesman denied rumors
that those troops had been nervegassed. He said the plotters were being charged with treason and were
being held in separatejails; he would not disclose the locations other than to say they were dispersed
away from Washington. The spokesman declined to answer questions regarding the number of FBI
agents and Federd marshasinvolved in the action; he shrugged off unofficia reportsthat thousands had
been mustered.



The only reliable information known was that large numbers of them had lain in conceal ment about
Camp David for severad days prior to the action. The spokesman would say only the two groups had
courageoudy rescued the President and his party.

Brian Chaney was unaware that the lights dimmed and the hurtful rubber band smashed againgt his
eardrums; he didn't hear the massive malet smash into the block pf compressed air and then rebound
with asoft, oily sgh. He didn't know that Arthur Saltus had left him until he turned around and found
himsdf done.

Chaney stared around the empty shelter and shouted aloud: "Saltug!”

There was no answer.

He strode to the door and shouted into the corridor. " Saltus!”

Booming echoes, and then silence. The Commander was emerging from the vehicle at home base.

"Ligsten to theword from the ivory tower, Satus! Listen to me! What do you want to bet the
President didn't risk _his_ precious skin under adining room table? What do you want to bet that he sent

adouble to Camp David? He's no Greatheart, no Bayard; he couldn't be certain of the outcome.”
Chaney stepped into the corridor.

" We _tipped him off, you idiot--we passed theword. _We _told him of the plot and of his
re-election. Do you redly think he has the guts to expose himself? Knowing that he would be re-elected
the next day for another four-year ride? Do you think that, Saltus?'

Monitoring cameras|ooked a him under bright lights.
In the closed-off operations room, the TDV came back for him with an explosive burst of air.

Chaney turned on his heel and walked into the shelter. The newspapers were stacked, the gear
was stored away, the clothing was negtly hung on racks. He had arrived and was preparing to leave with
scarcely atrace of his passage.

The torn envel ope caught his eye--the ingtructions from Katrina, and his identification papers, his
gate pass. Cool, impersond, distant--impassive, reserved. The wife of Arthur Saltusgiving him last
minuteingructionsfor thefield trid. She il lived on station; she till worked for the Bureau and the
secret project--and unless the Commander had been reassigned to the war theater he was living with her.

But the barracks were dark, padlocked.

Brian Chaney knew the strong conviction that he was gone--that he and the Major had |eft the
gation. He didn't believein crystd balls, in clairvoyance, hunches, precognition--Major Moresby could
have dl that claptrap to add to hislibrary of phony prophets, but this one conviction was deeply fixed in
hismind.

Hewasnot _here_in November, 1980.



ELEVEN

Chaney sensed a subtle change in relationships. It was nothing he could clearly identify, mark, pin
down, but a shade of difference wasthere.

Gilbert Seabrooke had sponsored avictory party on the night of their return, and the President
telephoned from the White House to offer his congratul ations on agood job well done. He spoke of an
award, amedal to convey the grateful appreciation of a nation--even though the nation could not be
informed of the stunning breakthrough. Brian Chaney responded with apolite _thank you , and held his
tongue. Seabrooke hovered nearby, watchful and dert.

The party wasn't as successful asit might have been. Some indefinable element of spontaneity was
missing, some eusive spark which, when struck, changes over an ordinary party into amemorable
evening of pleasure. Chaney would remember the celebration, but not with heady ddlight. He passed
over the champagne in favor of bourbon, but drank that sparingly. Maor Moresby seemed withdrawn,
troubled, brooding over someinner problem, and Chaney guessed he was aready preoccupied with the
gtartling power struggle which wasyet two years away. Moresby had made a iff, awkward little speech
of thanksto the President, striving to assure him without words of his continued loyalty. Chaney was
embarrassed for him.

Arthur Saltus danced. He monopolized Katrina, even to the point of ignoring her whispered
suggestions that he give unequa time to Chaney and the Mgor. Chaney didn't want to cut in. On another
evening, another party before thefield trids, he could have cut in as often as he dared, but now he sensed
the same subtle change in Kathryn van Hise which was sensed in the others. The mountain of information
brought back from Joliet, November 1980, had atered many viewpoints and the glossy overlay of the
party could not conced that dteration.

There was astranger at the party, the liaison agent dispatched by the Senate subcommittee.
Chaney discovered the man surreptitioudy watching him.

The briefing room offered the familiar tableau.

Major Moreshy was again studying a map of the Chicago area. He used afinger to mark the
severd mgjor routes and backroads between Joliet and the metropolis; the finger also traced therail line
through the Chicago suburbs to the Loop. Arthur Saltus was studying the photographs held brought back
from Joliet. He seemed particularly pleased with aprint of an attractive girl standing on awindy street
corner, half watching the cameraman and half watching for acar or abus coming along the street behind.
The print revealed an expert's hand in composition and cropping, with the girl limned in sunny
backlighting.



Kathryn van Hise said: "Mr. Chaney?'

He swung around to face her. "Y es, Missvan Hise?"

"The engineers have given me firm assurance _that _ mistake will not happen again. They have used
the time since your return to rebuild the gyroscope. The cause has been traced to a vacuum leakage but
that has been repaired. The error isto be regretted, but it will not happen again.”

"Butl _like getting therefirdt," he protested. "That's the only way | can assert seniority.”

"It will not happen again, Sr.”

"Maybe. How do they _know__ it won't?"

Katrinastudied him.

"The next targets will each be ayear apart, gir, to obtain awider coverage. Would you careto
suggest atentative date?’

He betrayed surprise. "We may choose?'

"Within reason, sir. Mr. Seabrooke has invited each of you to suggest an gppropriate date. The
origina plan of the survey must be followed, of course, but he would welcome your idess. If you would
rather not suggest a date, Mr. Seabrooke and the engineerswill select one.”

Chaney looked down the table at Mgor Moresby.

"WThat did you take?"

Promptly:  "The Fourth of July, 1999."

"Why thet one?'

"It has dgnificance, after dl!"

"l suppose 0." Heturned to Saltus. "And you?”

"My birthday, civilian: November 23rd, 2000. A nice round number, don't you think? 1 thought so
anyway. That will be my fiftieth birthday, and | can't think of a better way to celebrate.” Hisvoice
dropped to aconspiratorid whisper. "I might take ajug with me. Liveit up!"

Chaney conddered the possibilities.

Sdtusbrokein. "Now, look here, mister--don't tell Seabrooke you want to visit Jericho on the
longest day of summer, ten thousand yearsago! _That_ will get you the boot right through the front gate.
Play by the rules. How would you like to spend Christmasin 20017 New Y ear's Eve?"

"No."

"Party-pooper. Wet blanket. What do you want?'



"| redly don't care. Anything will do.”

"Pick _something_," Sdtusurged.

"Oh, just say 2000-plus. It doesn't much matter."

Katrinasaid anxioudy: "Mr. Chaney, is something wrong?"

"Only that," he said, and indicated the photographs heaped on the table before Arthur Saltus, the
new packets of mimeographed papers neetly stacked before each chair. "The futureisn't very éttractive
right now."

"Do you wish to withdraw?'

" No_. I'mnot aquitter. When do we go up?'

"The launch is scheduled for the day after tomorrow. Y ou will depart at one-hour intervas.”

Chaney shuffled the papers on the table. "'l suppose these will have to be studied now. WEell have
tofollow up.”

"Yes, dr. Theinformation you have developed on the trials has now become apart of the survey,
and it isdesirable that each segment be followed to its conclusion. We wish to know the final solutions, of
course, and so you must trace these new developments.” She hesitated. " _Your_rolein the survey has
been somewhat modified, Sr.”

Hewasingantly wary, suspicious. "In what way?'

"Youwill not gointo Chicago.”

"Not-- But what thehell _am_ | supposed to do?"

"Y oumay vigit any other city within range of your fifty-hour limit: Elgin, Aurora, Joli€t,
Bloomington, the city of your choice, but Chicago isnow closed to you."

He stared a the woman, knowing humiliation. "But thisisridiculous! The problem may be cleared
away, dl but forgotten twenty-two years from now."

"It will not be forgotten so easily, Sir. It _will _be wiseto observe every precaution. Mr.
Seabrooke has decided you may not enter Chicago.”

"I'll resign--I'll quit!™

"Yes, dr, you may do that. The Indic contract will be returned to you."
"l _won't_quit!" hesaid angrily.

"Asyouwish."

SdAtusbrokein. "Civilian--9t down."



Chaney was surprised to discover himsdlf standing. He sat down, knowing amixture of frustration
and humbled pride. He knotted hisfingerstogether in hislap and pressed until they hurt.

After agpacehesad: "I'm sorry. | gpologize.”

"Apology accepted,” Saltus agreed easily. "And don't |et it trouble you. Seabrooke knows what
he's doing--he doesn't want you naked and shivering in some Chicagojail, and he _doesn't _ want some
damned fool chasing you withagun.”

Magor Moresby waseyeing him.

"I don't quite read you, Chaney. Y ou've got more guts than | suspected, or you're a damned fool."

"When | lose my temper I'm adamned foal. | can't hep mysdf." Hefdt Katrinawatching him and
turned back to her. "What am | supposed to do up there?"

"Mr. Seabrooke wishes you to spend the greater part of your timein alibrary copying pertinent
information. Y ou will be equipped with a camera having a copying lens when you emerge on target; your
gpecific assgnment is to photograph those books and periodicals which are germane to the information
discovered in Joliet.”

"Y ou want meto follow the plots and the wars and the earthquakes through history. Make a copy
of everything--sted ahistory book if | haveto."

Y ou may purchase one, Sir, and copy the pagesin the room downgairs.”
"That sounds exciting. A redlly wild vist to the future. Why not bring back the book with me?"

She hesitated. "'l will have to ask Mr. Seabrooke. It seems reasonable, if you compensate for the
weght."”

"Katrina, | want to go outside and see _something_--1 don't want to spend thetimein ahole."

Shesad again: 'Y ou may vist any other city within range of your fifty-hour limit, ar. If itissafe”

Morosdly: "I wonder what Bloomington islike."

"Girld" Satus answered. "One sweet liberty port!”

"Have you been there?'

"No."

"Then what are you talking about?"

"Just trying to cheer you up, civilian. I'm helpful that way." He picked up the photograph of the girl
on the Joliet street corner and waggled it between thumb and forefinger. " Go up in the summertime. It's

nicer then."

Chaney looked at him with aparticular memory in the front of hismind. Saltus caught it and
actualy blushed. He dropped the photograph and betrayed hisfleeting guilt by sneaking asideong glance



a Katrina
She said: "We hope for athorough coverage, sir."

"I wish | had more than fifty hoursin alibrary. A decent research job requires several weeks, even
months.”

"It may be possibleto return again and again, at proper intervas of course. | will ask Mr.
Seabrooke.”

Sdltus: "Hey--what about that, Katrina? So what happens _after _ the survey? What do we do
next?'

"l can't give you ameaningful answer, Commander. At this point in the operation nothing beyond
the Chicago probe is programmed. Nothing more could be programmed until we knew the outcome of
these first two steps. A fina answer cannot be made until you return from Chicago.”

"Doyou _think_well do something se?*

"I would imagine that other probes will be prepared when this one is satisfactorily completed and
the resultant data analyzed." But then she added a hasty postscript. " That isonly my opinion,
Commander. Mr. Seabrooke has said nothing of possible future operations.”

" like your opinion, Katrina. It's better than a bucket in the South China Sea.”
Chaney asked: "What happened to the dternatives? To Jerusalem, and Ddllas?"
Moresby brokein. "What's this?"

The young woman explained them to Moresby and Saltus. Chaney redlized that only he had been
told of both aternate programs, and he wondered now if he had let acat out of the bag by mentioning
them.

Karinasad: "Thedternatives are being held in abeyance; they may never beimplemented.” She
looked at Brian Chaney and paused. "The engineers are studying a new matter related to vehicle
operations; there appears to be a question whether the vehicle may operate in reverse prior to the
establishment of a power source.

"Hey--what's_that _in English?'

"It means| can't go back to old Jericho,” Chaney told him. "No eectricity back there. | _think _
shesadthe TDV needs power dl aong the line to move anywhere."

Moresby: "But | understood you to say those test animals had been sent back ayear or more?’

"Yes, g, that is correct, but the nuclear reactor has been operating for more than two years. The
previous lower limit of the TDV was December 30, 1941, but now that may have to be dragtically
revised. If it isfound that the vehicle may not operate prior to the establishment of its power source, the
lower limit will be brought forward to an arbitrary date of two years ago. We do not wish to lose the
vehide"



Chaney said: "One of those bright engineers should sit down to hishomework--lay out a paradox
graph, or map, or whatever. Katrina, if you keep thisthing going, you're going to find yourself up against
awall sooner or later."

She colored and betrayed a minute hesitation before answering him. " The Indiana Corporation has
been approached on the matter, sir. Mr. Seabrooke has proposed that al our data be turned over to
them for a crash study. The engineers are becoming aware of the problems.”

Sdtuslooked around at Chaney and said: " Sheeg!”

Chaney grinned and thought to offer an gpology to Moresby and the woman. "That'san old
Aramaic word. But it expresses my fedlings quite adequately.” He considered the matter. "I can't decide
what | would rather do: stay here and make paradoxes, or go back there and solve them.”

Sdtussaid: "Tough luck, civilian. | wasdmost ready to volunteer. Almost _, | said. | _think_I'd
liketo stand on the city wall at Larsawith you and watch the Euphratesflood; | _think_I'd like-- What?"

"Thecity wdl a Ur, not Larsa"
"Well, wherever it was. A flood, anyway, and you said it got into the Bible. Y ou have asmooth
line, you could persuade meto go along.” An empty gesture. "But | guessthat's dl washed out

now--you'll never go back.”

"l don't believe the White House would authorize a probe back that far,” Chaney answered. "They
would see no political advantageto it, no profit to themselves."

Magor Moreshy said sharply: "Chaney, you. sound like afool!"

"Perhaps. But if we _could_ probe backward I'd be willing to lay you money on certain political
targets, but nothing at al on others. What would the map of Europe be likeif Attilahad been strangled in
hiscrib?'

"Chaney, dfter dl!"

He persisted. "What would the map of Europe belikeif Lenin had been executed for the
anti-Czarigt plot, instead of his older brother? What would the map of the United States be like if George
the Third had been cured of hisdementia? If Robert E. Lee had died in infancy?'

"Civilian, they sure ashell won't let you go back _anywhere with notionslike that."

Dryly: "I wouldn't expect abonusfor them.”

"Wel, | guessnot!"

Kathryn van Hise stepped into the breach.

"Please, gentlemen. Appointments have been made for your fina physica examinations. | will call
the doctor and inform him you are coming now.

Chaney grinned and snapped hisfingers.” _Now _."



Sheturned. "Mr. Chaney, if you will stay behind for amoment | would like more information on
your fidd data”

Sdtuswas quickly curious. "Hey--what's this?' She paged through the pile of mimeographed
papers until she found the transcript of Chaney's tape recording. " Some parts of this report need further
evauation. If you careto dictate, Mr. Chaney, | will takeit in shorthand.”

Hesad: "Anything you need."

"Thank you." A hdf turnto the others at the table. "The doctor will be waiting, gentlemen.”

Moresby and Sdtus pushed back their chairs. Sdtus shot Chaney awarning glance, reminding him
of apromise. The reminder was answered with a confirming nod.

The men Ieft the briefing room.

Brian Chaney looked acrossthe table at Katrinain the silence they left behind. She waited quietly,
her fingers laced together on the table top.

He remembered her bare feet in the sand, the snug delta pants, the see-through blquse, the book
she carried in her hand and the disapproving expression she wore on her face. He remembered the
gartlingly brief swim suit worn in the pool, and the way Arthur Satus had monopolized her.

"That was rather transparent, Katrina."

She studied him longer, not yet ready to speak. He waited for her to offer the next word, holding
in hismind the image of that first glimpse of her on the beach.

At length: "What happened up there, Brian?!

Heblinked at the use of hisgiven name. It wasthefirst time she had used it.

"Many, many things--I think we coveredit dl in our reports.”

Agan: "What happened up there, Brian?"

He shook his head. " Seabrooke will have to be satisfied with the reports.”

"Thisisnot Mr. Seabrooke's matter.”

Waily: "l don't know what elsel cantell you."

"'Something happened up there. | am aware of adeparture from the norm that prevailed before the
trias, and | think you are too. Something has created a diparity, a subtle disharmony which israther

difficult to define.”

"The Chicago wall, | suppose. And the JCSrevolt.”



"They were shocksto usdl, but what € se?

Chaney gestured, searching for an escape route. "I found the barracks closed, locked. | think the
Magor and mysdlf haveleft the sation.”

"But not Commander Sdtusr

"He may be gone--I don't know."

"Y ou don't seem very sure of that."

"I'm not sure of anything. We were forbidden to open doors, look at people, ask questions. |
didn't open doors. | know only that our barracks have been closed-- and | don't think Seabrooke let us
moveinwith him."

"What would you have doneif it was permissible to open doors?"

Chaney grinned. "1'd go looking for you."

"You bdievel was on the gation?"

"Certainly! Y ou wrote notesto each of us-—-you left final ingtructionsfor usin the room downgtairs.
| knew your handwriting.”

Hestation. "Did you find smilar evidence of anyone e se being on station?”
Carefully: "No. Y our note was the only scrap.”

"Why has the Commander's attitude changed?'

Chaney stared at her, amost trapped. "Has it?"

"I think you are aware of the difference.”

"Maybe. Everybody looksa mein anew light. I'm feding paranoiac these days."
"Why hasyour atitude changed?'

"Oh?Minetoo?'

"Y ou arefencing with me, Brian."

"I'vetold you everything | _can_tdl you, Katrina."

Her laced fingers moved restlesdy on the tabletop. "'l sense certain mental reservations.”
"Sharpgirl.”

"Was there some--some persond tragedy up there? Involving any one of you?'



Promptly: "No." He amiled at the woman across the table to rob his next words of any sting. "And,
Katrina- if you arewiseg, if you are very wise, you won't ask any more questions. | hold certain menta
reservations; | _will_evade certain questions. Why not stop now?"

Shelooked at him, frustrated and baffled.

Hesaid: "When this survey iscompleted | want to leave. I'll do whatever is necessary to complete
the work when we return from the probe, but then I'm finished. I'd like to go back to Indic, if that's
possible; I'd like to work on the new paradox study, if that's permissible, but | don't want to stay here.
I'm finished here, Katrina."

Quickly: "Isit because of something you found up there? Has something turned you away, Brian?"

"Ah-- No more questions.”

"But you leave me 0 unsatisfied!"

Chaney stood up and fitted the empty chair to the table. "Every thing comesto every man, if he but
hasthe years. That sounds like Talleyrand, but I'm not sure. Y ou have the years, Katrina. Live through
just two more of them and you'll know the answersto al your questions. | wish you luck, and I'll think of
you often in the tank--if they'll et meback in."

A moment of silence, and then: "Please don't forget your doctor's gppointment, Mr. Chaney."

"I'monmy way."

"Ask the othersto be here at ten o'clock in the morning for afinal briefing. We must evauate these
reports. The probe is scheduled for the day after tomorrow."

"Areyou coming downgairsto see us off?"

"No, ar. | will wait for you here."

Mg or William Theodore Moresby

4 Jly 1999



Dumah, beware!

Someoneis crying out to me from Sair,
Watchman, how much of the night isgone?
Watchman, how much of the night isgone?
Thewatchman sad:

Morning comes, and night again too.

If you would know more

Come back, come back, and ask anew.

-- The First Book of Isaiah

TWELVE

Moresby was methodica.

Thered light blinked out. He reached up to unlock the hatch and throw it open. The green light
went dark. Moresby grasped the two handrails and pulled himsdlf to asitting position, with hishead and
shoulders protruding through the hatchway. He was done in the lighted room, as he expected to be. The
air was cool and smelled of ozone. Moresby struggled out of the hatch and climbed over the Side; the
step stool was missing as he did down the hull to the floor. He reached up to dam shut the hatch, then
quickly turned to the locker for his clothing. Two other suits belonging to Saltus and Chaney aso hung
there in paper sheaths waiting to be claimed. He noted the locker had collected afine coat of dust. When
he was fully dressed, he smoothed out the imaginary wrinklesin the Air Force dress uniform he had
elected to wear.

Moresby checked hiswatch: 10:05. He sought out the el ectric calendar and clock on thewall to
verify the date and time: 4 July 99. The clock read 4:10, off six hours from hislaunching time.
Temperature was an even 70 degrees.

Moreshy decided the clock wasin error; he would rely on hiswatch. Hislast act before leaving
the room was to direct asmart saute toward the twin lenses of the monitoring cameras. He thought that
would be appreciated by those on the other side of the wall.



Moresby strode down the corridor in eerie silence to the shelter; fine dust on the floor was kicked
up by hisfeet. The shelter door was pushed open and the overhead lights went on in automatic response.
He stared around, inspecting everything. There was no ready evidence that anyone had used the shelter
in recent years, the stores were as negtly stacked as he had found them during hislast inspection.
Moresby lit agasoline lantern to check its efficiency after so long atime; he watched its steady flame with
satisfaction and then put it out. The supplies were dependable, after dl. Asan afterthought, he broke
open acontainer of water to sample the qudity: it tasted rather flat, ingpid. But that was to be expected if
the water had not been replaced this year. He considered that something of an oversight.

Three yelow cartons rested on the work bench--cartons which had not been there before.

He opened the first box and found a bullet-proof vest made from some unfamiliar nylon weave.
The presence of the vests on the bench was significant. He dipped out of hismilitary jacket only long
enough to don the vest and then turned to work.

Moresby chose atape recorder, inserted a cartridge, tested the machine, and crisply recorded
those observations made thusfar: the step stool was - missing, the basement had collected dust, the
water had not been refreshed, the clock-time of hisarrival was off six hours and five minutes. He did not
offer personal opinions on any observation. The recorder was put aside on the bench. His next act was
to select aradio, connect the leads of the exterior antennato the termina screws on the chassis, and plug
itinto awall socket. The tape recorder was moved to within easy listening distance and turned on.
Moresby snapped on the radio and tuned in amilitary channd.

Voice ". .. moving around the northwest corner in a southerly direction--moving toward you.
Estimated strength, twelve to fifteen men. Watch them, Corpord, they're packing mortars. Over." The
sound of gunfire wasloud behind the voice.

Voice: "Roger. We've got ahole in the fence at the northwest--some bastard tried to put a truck
through. It's till burning, maybethat'll siop them. Over."

Voice: "You_must_hold them, Corporal. | can't send you any men--we have adouble red here.

The channd fdl slent, closing off thefirefight.

Moresby was not given to panic or reckless haste. Fedling little surprise, he began methodically to
equip himsdf for the target. An Army-issue autometic, together with its belt and extraammunition, was
strapped around hiswaist; he selected arapid-firerifle after examining its make and baance, then
emptied saverd boxes of cartridgesin hisjacket pockets. All inggniamarking him an officer were
removed from his uniform, but there waslittle he could do now about the uniform itself.

The stores offered him no battle helmets or liners. Moresby dung a canteen of the inspid water
over his shoulder and apack of rations across his back. He decided against the tape recorder because of
itsextrabulk, but reached for the radio as he studied amap of Illinois. A sudden hunch told him the
skirmish would be somewhere near Chicago; the Air Force had long been worried about the defense of
that city because it was the hub of railroad and highway traffic--and there was the dways-threatening
problem of foreign shipping traversing the Grest Lakesto tie up at Chicago ports. Surveillance of that
shipping had dways been inadequate.

He was reaching out to disconnect the antenna when the channel came dive.



Voice "Eagle One! The bandits have hit us--hit usat the northwest corner. | count twelve of them,
spread out over the dope below the fence. They've got two-- damn it!--two mortars and they're lobbing
themin. Over." The harsh, haf-shrieking voice was punctuated by the dull thump of mortar fire.

Voice: "Havethey penetrated the fence? Over.”

Voice: "Negative--negative. That burning truck is holding them. | think they'll try some other
way--blow aholein thefenceif they can. Over."

Voice: " _Hold them, Corpord. They are adiverson; we have the main attack here. Out."

Voice "Damnit, Lieutenant--" Silence.

Moresby reached again for the leads to sever the radio from the topside antenna, but was stopped
by anidea. He switched to an dternate military channel, one of six on the instrument, and punched the
send button.

"Moresby, Air Force Intelligence, calling Chicago or the Chicago area. Comein, Chicago.”

The channel remained sillent. He repeated himself, waited impatiently for the sweep hand of his
watch to make afull circle, and then made athird attempt. There was no response. Another military
channel was selected.

"Moresby, Air Force Intelligence, calling Chicago or the Chicago area. Comein please.”

Theradio crackled with static or smdl armsfire. A weak voice, dimmed by distance or afaulty
power supply: "Nash here. Nash here, west of Chicago. Use caution. Comein, Moresby. Over."

He stepped up the gain. "Mgor William Moresby, Air Force Intelligence on specia duty. | am
trying to reach Joliet or Chicago. Please advise the situation. Over."

Voice: "Sergeant Nash, r, Fifth Army, HQ Company. Chicago negative, repeat negative. Avoid,
avoid. You can't get in there, gr--thelakeis hot. Over."

Moresby was startled. " Hot? Please advise. Over."

Voice "Give meyour serid number, Sr.”

Moresby rattled it off, and repeated his question.

Voice "Yes, dr. Theramjetscdled in aHarry on the city. Were pretty certain they cdled it in, but
the damned thing fell short and dropped into the lake off Glencoe. Y ou can't go in anywherethere, Sir.
The city has been fired, and that |ake water sprayed everything for miles up and down the shordline. It's
_hot_, gr. Were picking up civilian casudties coming out, but there isn't much we can do for them.
Over."

Moresby: "Did you get your troops out? Over."

Voice "Yes, sr. The troops have pulled back and established anew perimeter. | can't say where.
Over."



A wash of gtatic rattled the small speaker.

Moresby wished desperately for fuller information, but he knew better than to reved hisignorance
by asking direct questions. The request for his serid number had warned him the distant voice was
suspicious, and had he stumbled over the number contact would have been logt. It suggested theseradio
channels were open to the enemy.

Moresby: "Areyou certain those devils called in the Harry? Over.”

Voice "Yes, gr, reasonably certain. Border Pairol uncovered arelay station in Nuevo Leon, west
of Laredo. They think they've found ancother onein Bgja Cdlifornia, abig station capable of putting a
sgna overseas. Navy pinned down alaunching complex at Tienpei. Over."

Moresby, fuming: "Damn them! We can expect more of the sameif Navy doesn't take it out
quickly. Do you know the Stuation at Joliet? Over."

Voice "Negative, Sr. Weve had no recent reports from the south. What is your location? Be
careful in your answer, gr. Over.”

Moresby took the warning. "Approximately eight miles out of Joliet. | am well protected &t the
moment. |I've heard mortar fire but haven't been ableto locateit. | think | will try for the city, Sergeant.
Over."

Voice: "Sir, weve taken afix on you and believe we know your location. Y ou are very well
protected there. Y ou have astrong signd. Over."

Moresby: "I have dectricity here but | will be on battery when | leave cover. Over.”

Voice: "Right, sr. If Joliet is closed to you, the O.D. suggeststhat you circle around to the
northwest and come in here. Fifth Army HQ has been re-established west of the Naval Training Station,
but you'll pass through our lines long before that point. Look for the sentries. Use care, Sir. Be dert for
ramjets between your position and ours. They are heavily armed. Over."

Moreshy: "Thank you, Sergeant. I'll go for the target of opportunity. Over and out.”

Moreshby snapped off the radio and disconnected the leads. That done, he turned off the tape
recorder and left it on the bench for hisreturn.

He studied the map once again, tracing the two roads which led to the highway and the aternate
highway into Joliet. The enemy would be well aware of those roads, aswell astherailroad, and if their
action reached thisfar south they would have patrols out. It wouldn't be safe to use an automobile; large
moving targetsinvited trouble.

A last searching examination of the room gave him no other article he thought he would need.
Moresby took along drink of water from the stores and quit the shelter. The corridor was dusty and
slent, yet bright under lights and the monitoring cameras. He eyed the closed doors aong the
passageway, wondering who was behind them--watching. Obeying orders, he didn't so much astouch a
knob to learn if they were locked. The corridor ended and aflight of stairsled upward to the operations
exit. The painted sign prohibiting the carrying of arms beyond the door had been defaced: alarge dash of
black paint was smeared from the first sentence to the last, half obliterating the words and voiding the



warning. Hewould haveignored it in any event

Moreshy again noted the time on hiswatch and fitted the keysinto first onelock and then the
other. A bell rang below him as he pushed out into the open air.

The northeast horizon was bright with the gpproaching dawn. It was ten minutes before fivein the
morning. The parking lot was empty.

He knew he had made amistake.

The first and second sounds he heard were the booming thump of the mortar to the northwest, and
agtaccato tattoo of small armsfire near at hand--near the eastern gate. Moresby dammed shut the door
behind him, made sure it had locked itsdlf, and fdll to the ground dl in one blurring motion. The nearness
of the battle was a shock. He pushed therifle out in front of hisface and crawled toward the corner of
the building, searching for any moving object.

He saw no moving thing in the space between the |ab building and the nearest structure acrossthe
way. Firing was louder as he reached the corner and rounded it.

A strong wind drove over the roof of the laboratory, blowing debris along the company street and
bowing the tops of the trees planted along the thoroughfare. The wind seemed to be coming from
everywhere, from every direction, moaning with amounting intendty asit raced toward the northeast.
Moresby stared that way with growing wonder and knew he'd made another mistake in guessing the
coming dawn. That was not the sun. The red-orange brightness beyond the horizon was fire and the
raging wind told him Chicago was being caught up in an enormous firestorm. When it grew worse, when
stedd melted and glass liquefied, aman would be unable to stand upright against the greet inward rush of
the feeding winds.

Moresby searched the street a second time, searched the parking lot, then jumped suddenly to his
feet and ran across the Street to the safety of the nearest building. No shot followed him. He hugged the
foundation wall, turned briefly to scan hisback trail, and darted around a corner. Shrubbery offered a
partia conceal ment. When he stopped to catch his breath and reconnoiter the open yard ahead, he
discovered he had lost the military radio.

The continued booming of the mortarsworried him.

It was easy to guessthe Corpora's guard holding the northwest corner was outnumbered, and
probably pinned down. Thefirst voice ontheradio said _he had ahdl of afight on his hands--"double
red" was new terminology but quickly recognizable--down there near the gate or along the eastern
perimeter, and men could not be spared for the defense of the northwestern corner. A wrong decision.
Moresby thought that officer guilty of aserious error in judgment. He could heer light riflefire at the
gate--punctuated at intervals by a shotgun, suggesting civilians were involved in the skirmish--but those
mortars were pounding the far corner of the ation and they made adeadly difference.

Moreshy |eft the concedling shrubbery on the run. There had been no other activity about the
|aboratory, no betraying movement of invader or defender.



He moved north and west, taking advantage of whatever cover offered itself, but occasionaly
sprinting dong the open street to gain time--dways watchfully dert for any other moving man. Moresby
was painfully aware of the gap inintelligence: he didn't know the identity of the bandits, the ramjets, didn't
know friend from foe save for the uniform he might be wearing. He knew better than to trust aman
without uniform ingde the fence: shotguns were civilian weapons. He supposed this damned thing was
someaivil uprigng.

The mortar fired again, followed by a second shell. If that pattern repested itself, they were side by
sdeworking in pairs. Moresby fdll into ajogging trot to hold hiswind. He worried about the Chinese
thrugt, about the Harry caled in on Chicago. Who would bring _them _in on an American city? Who
would dly himsdf with the Chinese?

Inasurprisingly short time he passed a series of old barracks set back from the street, and
recognized one of them asthe building he had lived in for afew weeks--some twenty-odd years ago. It
now appeared to bein asorry state. He jogged on without pause, following the sdewalk he'd sometimes
used when returning from the mess hall. The hot wind rushed with him, overtaking him and half propelling
him aong hisway. That fire over the horizon was feeding on the wind, on the debris being sucked into it.

On avagrant impulse--and becauseit lay in his direction--Moresby turned sharply to cut acrossa
yard to E Street: the swimming pool was near at hand. He glanced at the sky and found it appreciably
lighter: the real dawn was coming, bringing promise of ahot July day.

Moreshy gained the fence surrounding the patio and the pool and stopped running, because his
breath was spent. Cautioudly, rifle ready, he moved through the entranceway to probetheinterior. The
recreation areawas deserted. Moresby walked over to the tiled rim and looked down: the pool was
drained, the bottom dry and littered with debris--it had not been used this summer. He expelled abreath
of disappointment. The next to last time he'd seen the pool--only afew days ago, after al, despite those
twenty years-Katrina had played in the blue-green water wearing that ridiculous little suit, while Art had
chased her like ahungry rooster, wanting to keep his hands on her body. A nice body, that. Art knew
what he was doing. And Chaney sat on the sun deck, mooning over the woman--the civilian lacked the
proper initiative; wouldn't fight for what he wanted.

The mortars boomed again in the familiar one-two pattern. Moresby jumped, and spun around.

Outside the patio fence he saw the automobile parked at the curb a short distance up the strest,
and cursed his own myaopic planning. The northwest corner was amile or more away, an agonizing
distance when on foot.

Moreshy stopped in dismay at sight of the dashboard.

The car wasasmall one-painted the familiar olive drab--more closdy resembling the German
beetle than a standard American compact, but its dash was nearly bare of ornament and instrument
controls. Therewas no key, only aswitch indicating the usual on-off positions; the vehicle had an
automatic drive offering but three options: park, reverse, forward. A toggle switch for headlights, another
for the windshield wipers completed the instrument clugter.

Moresby did in under the whed and turned the switch on. A singleidiot light blinked a him briefly
and stayed out. Nothing el se happened. He pushed the selector lever degper into park, flicked the switch
off and on again, but without result other than arepstitious blinking of theidiot light. Cursing the balky
car, he yanked at the lever--pulling it into forward--and the car quickly shot awvay from the curb.
Moresby fought the wheel and kicked hard on the brake, but not before the vehicle had ricocheted off



the opposite curb and dedlt a punishing blow to his spine. It came to a skidding stop in the middie of the
dreet, throwing his chest againgt the whed. There had been no audible sound of motor or machinery in
moation.

He stared down at the dashboard in growing wonder and redlized he had an eectric vehicle.
Easing off on the brake, he allowed the car to gather forward momentum and seek its own speed. This
timeit did not appear to move asfast, and he went down gently on the accelerator. The car responded,
slently and effortlesdy.

Moresby gunned it, running for the northwest fence. Behind him, therattle of gunfire around the
gate seemed to have lessened.

Thetruck was il burning. A column of oily black smoke climbed into the early morning sky.

Major Moresby abandoned the car and legped for the ground when he was within fifty yards of
the perimeter. A second hole had been torn in the fence, blasted by short mortar fire, and in hisfirst quick
scan of the areahe saw the bodies of two aggressors sprawled in the same opening. They wore civilian
clothing--dirty shirts and levis--and the only mark of identification visible on either corpse was aragged
ydlow armband. Moresby inched toward the fence, seeking better information.

The mortar was s0 near he heard the cough before the explosion. Moresby dug hisfaceinto the
dirt and waited. The shell landed somewhere behind him, up dope, throwing rocks and dirt into the sky;
debris pelted the back of his neck and fell on his unprotected head. He held his position, frozen to the
ground and waiting stolidly for the second mortar to fire.

It never fired.

After along moment he raised his head to stare down the dope beyond the ruptured fence. The
dope offered poor shelter, and the enemy had paid ahigh price for that disadvantage: seven bodieswere
scattered over the terrain between the fence and acluster of tree sstumps two hundred yards below. Each
of those bodieswas dressed alike: street clothing, and ayelow band worn on the left arm.

Ramjets.
Moresby did his gaze away to study theterrain.

The land doped gently away from his own position and away from the protective fence, dropping
down two hundred yards before leveling off into tillable area. Flat land at the bottom |ooked asthough it
had been plowed in the spring, but no crop grew there now. A billboard stood at the base of the dope
looking toward the main line of the Chicago and Mobile Southern Railroad, another five hundred yards
beyond the plowed area. Thirty yards north of the billboard and five yards higher up the dopewasa
cluster of seven or eight tree stumps that had been uprooted from the soil and dumped to one side out of
the way; the farmer had cleared histillable area but hadn't yet burned the unwanted stumps. The whed
marks of an invading truck showed clearly on thefield.

Moreshby studied the billboard and then the sumps. If he were directing the assault he would place
amortar behind each one; they were the only available cover.



Moving cautioudy, he brought up the rifle and put two quick shots through the billboard near its
bottom. Another two shots followed, biting into the tall grass and weeds immediately bel ow the board.
He heard ashout, a cry of sudden pain, and saw aman leap from the weeds to run for the stumps. The
bandit staggered as he ran, holding pain in histhigh.

He was a soft target. Moresby waited, leading him.

When the running man was, just hafway between the billboard and the nearest sump, he fired
once--high, aming for the chest. The faling body tumbled forward under its own headlong momentum
and crashed to earth short of the stump.

The cough of the mortar was a grotesque echo.

Moresby delayed for a second--no more--and thrust hisface into the dirt. There had been a
furtive movement behind the stumps. The shell burst behind him, striking metal now instead of dirt, and he
spun around on hisbelly to seethe eectric car disntegrate. Direct hit. Fragmentsrained down on him
and he threw up his handsto protect his head and the back of hisneck. Hisfingers stung.

The rain stopped. Moresby sat up and threw an angry brace of shots at the stumps, wanting to put
thefear of God into the mortarman. He fell back quickly to await the cough of the second mortar. It did
not come. A dtillness; other than the headlong rush of the wind and the tiny sound of sporadic firing at the
main gate. Moresby felt a sudden heady eation: that back-up mortar was out of action. _One down _.
Deliberately stting up, deliberately taking am, he emptied therifle a the offending tree sumps. There
was no answering fire, despite the target he offered. He had nothing more than amortar to contend
with--amortar manned by acivilian. A poor goddamned civilian.

Moreshy discovered atrickle of blood on hisfingers and knew the keen exuberance of battle. A
shout declared his gleeful discovery. Herolled to the ground to reload his weapon and shouted again,
hurling ataunt a the enemy.

He searched the area behind the fence for the defenders, the Corporal's guard held picked up on
the radio. They should have joined him when he opened fire down dope. His searching glance picked out
three men this Sde of the fence, near the burning truck, but they couldn't have joined in. The empty shoes
and hemet liner of afourth man lay on the scarred ground ten yards away. He caught aflicker of
movement in ashell hole--it may have been no more than the bat of an eye, or the quiver of parched
lips-—-and found the only survivor. A bloodless face stared over therim of the hole at him.

Moreshy scrabbled across the exposed dope and fell into the hole with the soldier.

The man wore Corporal’s stripes on his only arm and clutched at a strap which had once been
attached to aradio; the remainder of each had been blown away. He didn't move when Moresby landed
hard beside him and burrowed into the bloodied pit. The Corpora stared helplesdy at the place where
Moresby had been, at the boiling column of oily smoke rising above the truck, at the coming sun, at the
sky. His head would not turn. Moresby threw away his usaless rations pack and tilted the canteen to the
Corpora's mouth. A bit of water trickled between hislips but the greater part of it ran down his chin and
would have been logt, had Moresby not caught it in his hand and rubbed it over the man's mouth. He
attempted to force more between the lips.

The Corporal moved his head with afeeble negative gesture and M oresby stopped, knowing he
was choking on the water; instead, he poured more into his open palm and bathed the Corpora'sface,



pulling down the wide eyelids with awet caressng mation of hisfingers. The bright and hurtful sky was
shut out.

Wind roared across the face of the dope and over the plowed field below, sweeping toward the
lakefront.

Moreshy raised his eyesto study the dope and thefield. A carelessy exposed foot and ankle
were visible behind atree sump. Camly--without the haste that might impair hisam--he brought up his
rifle and put asingle dug into the ankle. He heard abellowing cry of pain, and the curse directed a him.
The target vanished from sight. Moresby's gaze came back to the empty shoes and helmet liner beyond
the shell hole. He decided to move--knew he_had to move now to prevent that mortar from coming in
onhim.

Hefired again a the ssumps to keep the mortarman down, then sprinted for the ruptured holein
the fence where the bodies of the two aggressorslay. Hefel on hisbdly, fired another round and then
jumped on al fours against the nearest body, burrowing down behind it asa shield againgt the
mortarman. Theraging wind blew over thehole.

Moreshy plucked at the bandit's shirt, tearing away the armband and bringing it up to hiseyesfor
acareful ingpection.

It was no more than astrip of yellow cotton cloth cut from a bolt of goods, and bearing a crude
black crossin Indiaink. There was no word, dogan, or other point of identification to establish afedlty.
Black cross on yelow field. Moresby prodded his memory, wanting to fit that symbol into some known
civilian niche. It had to fit into anest little dot somewhere. His orderly mind picked and worried at the
unfamiliar term: _ramjet .

Nothing. Neither sign nor name were known prior to the launch, prior to 1978.

Herolled the stiffening body over on its back the better to see the face, and knew jarring shock.
The black and bloodied face was till twisted in the agony of death. Two or more dugs had torn into the
man's midsection, while another had ripped away histhroat and showered hisface with his own blood; it
had not been ingtantaneous death. He had died in screaming misery aongside the man next to him, vainly
attempting to break through the fence and take the defenders up the dope.

Mg or Moreshby was long used to death in the field; the manner of this man's dying didn't upset
him--but the close scrutiny of his enemy jolted him as held not been jolted before. He suddenly
understood the crude black cross etched on the yellow field, even though held not seen it before today.
Thiswasacivilian rebdlion-- organ.zed insurrection.

Ramjetswere Negro guerrillas.
The mortar coughed down the dope and Mg or Moresby burrowed in behind the body. He

waited impatiently for the round to drop somewhere behind him, above him, and then by God held
_take that mortar.

Thetimewas twenty minutes after Sx in the morning, 4 July 1999. Therising sun burned the



horizon.

A ramjet mortarman with a shattered ankle peered warily over atree ssump, and counted himself
thevictor.

Lieutenant Commander Arthur Satus

23 November 2000

Y esterday this day's madness did prepare;
Tomorrow's silence, triumph, or despair:
Drink! for you know not whence you came, nor why;

Drink! for you know not why you go, nor where.

-- Omar Khayyam

THIRTEEN

Saltus was prepared to celebrate.

Thered light blinked out. He reached up to unlock the hatch and throw it open. The green light
went dark. Sdltus grasped the two handrails and pulled himself to a sitting position with his head and
shoulders protruding through the hatchway. He was done in the room as he expected to be, but he noted
with mild surprise that some of the celling lights had burned out. Sloppy housekeeping. The air was chill
and smelled of ozone. He struggled out of the hatch and climbed over the side; the step stool was missing
and he did down the hull to the floor. Saltus reached up to dam shut the hatch, then turned to the locker



for hisclothing.

Another suit belonging to Chaney hung there in its paper sheeth waiting to be claimed. He noted
the locker had collected aheavy amount of dust and afinefilm of it had even crept insde. Wretched
housekeeping. When Saltus was dressed in the civvies he had e ected to wear, he took out apint of good
bourbon from its place of concealment in the locker and surreptitioudy dipped the bottle into ajacket
pocket.

He thought he was adequately prepared for the future.

Arthur Saltus checked hiswatch: 11:02. He sought out the ectric calendar and clock on thewall
to verify the date and time: 23 Nov 00. The clock read 10:55. Temperature was acold 13 degrees.
Sdltus guessed hiswatch was wrong; it had been wrong before. He left the room without a glance at the
cameras, secretively holding his hand against the bottle to mask the pocket bulge. He didn't think the
engineerswould approve of hisintentions.

Sdtuswalked down the corridor in eerie slence to the shelter; dust on the floor muffled his
footfalls and he wondered if William had found that same dust sixteen months earlier. The old boy would
have been annoyed. The shelter door was pushed open and the overhead lights went on in automatic
response--but again, some of them were burned out. Somebody rated agig for poor maintenance. Satus
stopped just inside the door, pulled the bottle from his pocket and ripped away the sed from the cap.

A shout rattled the empty room.

"Happy birthday!"
For alittlewhile, hewasfifty yearsold.

Sdtus swallowed the bourbon, liking itstaste, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand; he
stared around the shelter with growing curiosity. Somebody had been at the ship's stores--somebody had
helped himself to the provisions set by for _him_and then had cardlesdy |eft the debrisbehind for _him
to find. The place was overrun with privateers and doppy housekeepers.

He discovered a gasoline lantern on the floor near hisfeet and reached down quickly to determine
if it waswarm. It was not, but ajostling shake told him there was fuel remaining in the tank. Many boxes
of rations had been cut open--emptied of their contents--and the cartons stacked in adisorderly pile
along thewadll near the door. A few water containers rested beside the cartons and Saltus grabbed up the
nearest to shakeit, test it for use. The can was empty. He took another long pull from his birthday bottle
and roamed around the room, making a more detailed ingpection of the stores. They weren't in the
ship-shape order he remembered from hislast ingpection.

A sedled bag of clothing had been torn open, abag holding severa heavy coats and parkasfor
winter wear. He could not guess how many had been taken from the container.

A pair of boots--no, two or three pair--were missng from arack holding several smilar pairs.
Another bundle of warm lined mittens gppeared to have been disturbed, but it wasimpossibleto
determine how many were gone. Somebody had visited the storesin winter. That somebody should not
have been the M gjor--he was scheduled for the Fourth of July, unless that gyroscope went crazy and
threw him off by half ayear. Saltusturned again to count the used ration boxes and the water cans: not
enough of them had been emptied to support abig man like William for the past sixteen months--not
unless hewas living outside most of the time and supporting himsdf from the land. The used-up stores



_might_ have carried him through asingle winter, supplementing game from outside. It seemed an unlikely
possihility.

Satusworked hisway around the room to the bench. It was littered with trash.

Three yellow cartons rested on the bench top, cartons held not seen there on previous visits. The
first one was empty, but he tore away the lid flaps of the next to discover a bullet-proof vest made of an
unfamiliar nylon weave. He did not hesitate. The garment looked flimsy and unrdiable buf because
Katrinaaways knew what she was doing, he put on the protective vest beneath his civilian jacket. Saltus
spped at his bourbon and eyed the mess on the bench. It wasn't like William to leave things untidy--well,
not _this_untidy. Some of it was hiswork.

A tape recorder and another gasoline lantern were on the bench. A moment later he discovered
empty boxes which had contained rifle cartridges, another box for the tape now in the recorder, an
opened map, and the insigniaremoved from the Mgor's dress uniform. Saltus thought he knew what that
meant. He touched the lantern first but found it cold although the fuel tank wasfull, and then leaned over
the bench to examine the recorder. Only afew minutes of tape had been spun off.

Sdltus depressed the voice button, said: "Mark," and rewound the tape to its starting point.
Another push and the tape rolled forward.

Voice: "Moresby here. Four July 1999. Time of arriva 10:05 on my watch, 4:10 by the clock. Six
hours and five minutes discrepancy. Dust everywhere, ool missing from operations room; shelter
unoccupied and storesintact, but the water is stale. Am preparing for the target.”

Brief period of miscellaneous sounds.

Arthur Saltus had another drink while he waited. He stared again at William's discarded military
inggnia

Voice ". .. moving around the northwest corner in a southerly direction--moving toward you.
Estimated strength, twelve to fifteen men. Watch them, Corpord, they're packing mortars. Over.” The
sound of gunfirewas|oud behind the voice.

Voice: "Roger. Weve got ahole in the fence at the northwest--some bastard tried to put atruck
through. It's still burning; maybe that'll op them. Over."

Voice "You _must_hold them, Corporal. | can't send you any men--we have adouble red here.

The channd fel slent, closing off thefirefight.

Arthur Saltus ared at the machine in consternation, knowing the first suspicions of what might
have happened. He listened to the small sounds of Moresby working about the bench, guessing what he
was doing; the sound of cartridges being emptied from boxes was quickly recognizable; arattle of paper
was the map being unfolded.

Voice: "Eagleone! The bandits have hit us--hit us at the northwest corner. | count twelve of them,
spread out over the dope below the fence. They've got two--damn it!--two mortars and they're lobbing
themin. Over.” The harsh, haf-shrieking voice was punctuated by the dull thump of mortar fire.



Voice "Havethey penetrated the fence? Over."

Voice "Negative--negative. That burning truck is holding them. | think they'll try some other
way--blow aholein thefenceif they can. Over."

Voice " Hold them, Corpord. They are adiverson; we have the main attack here. Out."

Voice "Damnit, Lieutenant--" Silence.

The pause was of short duration.

Voice: "Moresby, Air Force Intelligence, calling Chicago or the Chicago area. Comein, Chicago.”

Arthur Sdltus listened to Moreshy's efforts to make radio contact with the world outside, and
listened to the ensuing dialogue between Moresby and Sergeant Nash holding somewhere west of
Chicago. He sucked breath in a great artled gasp when he heard the Chicago statement--it hit him hard
in the belly--and listened in near-disbdief at the exchange which followed. BgaCdiforniaclearly
indicated the shortwave signas were being bounced to the Orient: _that_ was where the Harrys were
and _that_waswherethey had been caled in from. The Chinese at |last were retaiating for the loss of
their two railroad towns. It was likely that now--sixteen months after the strike--Lake Michigan and the
lands ad joining it were as radioactive as the farming areaaround Y ungning. They had retdiated.

But who called it in? Who were the bandits? What in hell were ramjets? That was akind of
arcraft.

Voice ".. . Fifth Army HQ has been re-established west of the Nava Training Station, but youll
pass through our lineslong before that point. Look for the sentries. Use care, Sir. Be dert for ramjets
between your position and ours. They are heavily armed. Over."

Moresby thanked the man and went out.

The tape repeated a snapping sound that was Moresby shutting off hisradio, and amoment later
the tapeitsalf went sllent as he stopped the recorder. Arthur Saltus waited--listening for a postscript of
some kind when William returned from histarget and checked in. The tape went on and on repesting
nothing, until a last hisown voice jumped out a him: "Mark."

He was disstisfied. He let the machine run through the end of the redl but there was nothing more.
Moresby had not returned to the shelter--but Saltus knew hewould _not_ attempt to reach Fifth Army
headquarters near Chicago, not in the barefifty hours permitted him on target with afirefight underway
somewhere outside. He might try for Joliet if the route was secure but he certainly wouldn't penetrate far
into hostile territory with adeadline over his head. He had gone out; he hadn't come back inside.

But yet Satuswas dissatisfied. Something nagged at his atention, something that wasn't quite right,
and he gtared at the tape recorder for along timein an effort to place the wrongness. Some insignificant
little thing didn't fit smoothly into place. Saltus rewound the tape to the beginning and played it forward a
second time. He put down the birthday bottleto listen attentively.

When it was finished he was certain of awrongness, _something _on the tape plucked at his
worried atention.



And yet athird time. He hunched over the machine.
In order:

William making his preliminary report; two voices, worried over the bandits and the mortars at the
northwest corner, plusthefighting a the main gate; William again, calling Chicago; Sergeant Nash
responding, with a dialogue on the Chicago situation and an invitation to join them at the rel ocated
headquarters. A farewell word of thanks from William, and a snap of the radio being shut off; amoment
later the tape itsdlf went sllent when William turned off the recorder and | eft the shelter--

There-_that wasit.

The tape went dead when the recorder was turned off. There were no after-sounds of activity
about the bench, no fina message--there was nothing to indicate William had ever touched the recorder
again. He had shut off the radio and the recorder in one-two order and quit the room. The tape should
have ended there, stopped there. It did not. Saltus looked at his watch, squinting &t the sveep hand. He
ran the tape forward yet another time, from the point when William had shut it off to the point when he
turned it on again and said: "Mark."

The el gpsed time was one minute, forty-four seconds. Someone _after William had done that.
Someone e se had opened the shelter, pilfered the stores, donned winter clothing, and listened to the
taped report. Someone else had let the machine run on another minute and forty-four seconds before
shutting it off and taking hisleave. Thevisitor may have returned, but William never did.

Arthur Satusfdt that fair warning. He closed the corridor door and thumbed amanua switch to
keep the shelter lights on. An Army-issue automatic was taken from the stores and strapped around his
wad.

Another mouth-filling pull from the bottle, and he rolled the tape back to his"Mark."

"Saltus checking in. That was my mark and thisis my birthday, 23 November, in the nice round
number year of 2000. | am fifty yearsold but | don't look aday over twenty-five--chalk it up to clean
living. Hello, Katrina. Hello, Chaney. And hdllo to you, Mr. Gilbert Seabrooke. Isthat nosey little man
from Washington still knocking around back there?

"l arrived at 10:55 or 11:02 something, depending on which timepiece you read. | say something
because | don't yet know if it's ack-emma or the other--1 haven't put my nose outside to test the wind. |
havelost al faith in engineers and mercury protons, but they'd better not chest _me_ out of my full
birthday. When | walk out that door | want to see bright sunshine on the greensward--morning sunshine.
| want birds singing and rabbits rabbiting and al that jazz.

"Katrina, the housekeeping is awfully doppy around here: it's poor ship. Dust on the furniture, the
floors, lights burned out, empty boxes littering the place--it's amess. Strangers have been wandering in
and out, helping themselves to the drygoods and pinching the groceries. | guess somebody found akey to
the place.

"Everything you heard before my mark was William's report. He didn't come back to finish it, and
he _didn't_go up to Chicago or anywhere near there--you can rely on that." The bantering tone was
dropped. "He's outside.”

Arthur Satus began astraightforward recita of dl that held found. Heticked off the missing items



from the stores, the number of empty boxes stacked haphazardly along the wall, the used water cans, the
two lanterns which had seen but little service--William may have tested the one found on the bench--the
debris on thefloor, the insggnia, and the peculiarity of the tape being rolled forward. Heinvited his
listeners to make the same timedelay test hed made and then offer abetter explanation if they didn't care
for his

He said: "And when you come up here, civilian, just double-check the stores; count the empties
againto seeif our vistor has been back. And hey--arm yourself, mister. Y ou'd damned well better shoot
draight if you haveto shoot a al. Remember _something  we taught you.”

Sdtusflicked off the machine to prevent the tape from listening to him take a drink--as difficult as
that might be--and then flicked it on again.

"I'm going topside to search for Wifliam--I'm going to try tailing him. Lord only knowswhet I'll
find after sxteen months but I'm going to try. It'slikely he did one of two things: either hed go for Joliet
to find out what he could about that Chicago thing, or held jump into the squabbleif it was alongside.

"If the squabble was here--on the gtation--1 think he'd run for the northwest corner to help the
Corpord; heéd _have to get into thefight." Short pause. "I'm going up to take alook at that corner, but
if I don't find anything I'll run into Jolit. I'm in the same boat now with old William--I've got to know
what happened to Chicago.” He stared solemnly at the. empty space in his bottle and added: "Katring,
this sure knocks hdll out of your survey. All that udying for nothing.”

Sdltus stopped talking but let the machine run on.

He plugged in aradio and connected the leads to the outside antenna. After aperiod of band
searching, he reported back to the tape recorder.

"Radio negative. Nothing at al on the GI channels." Another dow sweep of the bands. "That's
damned funny, isn't it? Nobody's playing the top ten platters.”

Sdtus switched over to the civilian wave engths and monitored them carefully. "The forty- and
eighty-meter bands are likewise negative. Everybody is keeping their mouths shut. What do you suppose
they're scared of 7' He went back to amilitary channel and turned up the gain to peak, hearing nothing
but an airy whisper. The lack of communications nettled him.

The _send_ button was depressed.

"Navy boot, comein. Comein, boot, you know me-- | caddied for the Admira at Shoreacres.
Sdtuscaling Navy boot. Over."

He reported himself two or three times on severd channels.

Theradio crackled asudden command. "Get off theair, you idiot! They'll get afix onyou!™ It went
glent.

Sdtus was 0 gartled he turned off the radio.
To the tape recorder: "Chaney, did you hear that? There _is somebody out there! They don't

have much going for them--the power was wesak, or they were along ways off--but there _is
somebody out there. Scared spitless, too. The ramjets must have them on the run." He stopped to



consder that. "Katrina, try to find out what aramjet is. Our Chinese friends _can't_ be here; they don't
have the transport, and they couldn't get through the Pacific minefieldsif they did. And keep _that under
your hat, civilian--it'stop secret suff.”

Arthur Saltus equipped himsdf for the target, always remembering to keep an eye on the door.

He helped himslf to a parkaand pulled the hood over his head; he removed the light shoes held
been wearing the summer heleft and found apair of hiking boots the proper size. Mittens were tucked
into a pocket. Saltus dung a canteen of water over one shoulder and apack of rations on his back. He
picked out arifle, loaded it, and emptied two boxes of cartridgesinto his pockets. The map was of little
interest--he knew the road to Joliet, he'd been there only last Thursday to look into alittle matter for the
President. The President had thanked him. He loaded a camera and found room to pack away afresh
supply of nylon film.

Sdtus decided against taking aradio or recorder, not wanting to be further encumbered; it would
be awkward enough asit was and al signs clearly indicated the survey was sunk without atrace.
Chicago waslogt, forbidden, and Joliet might be a problem. But there was something he could do with
the recorder and William's brief message--something to insure its return to home base. A last searching
examination of the room gave him no other thing he thought he would need. The lights were turned off.

Sdtustook along pull on hisdwindling supply of bourbon and quit the shelter. The corridor was
dusty and vacant, and he fancied he could see his own footprints.

He carried the tape recorder with its dangling cord back to the operations room where the vehicle
waited inits polywater tank. A thorough search of the room failed to reved an eectric outlet; even the
sarvice for the clock and the caendar came through the wal behind the encased instruments, wholly
concedled.

"Damnit!" Saltus spun around to stare up at the two glass eyes. "Why can't you guys do something
right? Even your lousy proton gyroscopeis-—-is sheeg!”

He strode out of the room, marched along the dusty corridor to the adjoining laboratory door, and
gaveit aresounding kick to advertise hisannoyance. _That_ ought to shake up the engineers.

Hisjaw dropped when the door swung open under the blow. Nobody dammed it shut again.
Saltus edged closer and peered inside. Nobody shoved him back. The lab was empty. He walked in and
stared around: it was hisfirst sight of the working side of the project and the impression was a poor one.

Here too some of the ceiling lights had burned out, without being replaced. A bank of three
monitoring sets occupied awal bench at hisleft hand; one of them was blanked out but the remaining
two gave him ablurred and unsatisfactory image of the room he had just quit. The vehicle was
recognizable only because of its shape and its supporting tank. The two images lacked qudity, asthough
the tubes were aged beyond caring. He turned dowly on the ball of hisfoot and scanned the room but
found nothing to suggest recent occupancy. The tools and equipment were there--and il
functioning--but the lab personnd had vanished, leaving nothing but dust and marksin the dust. A yelow
bull's eye on acomputer pand stared at him for an intruder.

Sdltus put down the recorder and plugged it in.

He said without preamble: "Chaney, the treasure house is empty, deserted--the engineers are
gone. Don't ask me why or where--theré's no sign, no clue, and they didn't leave notes. I'minthelab



now but there's nobody here except the mice and me. The door was open, sort of, and | wandered in.”
He spped whiskey, but thistime didn't bother to conced it from the tape.

"I'm going topside to look for William. Wait for me, Katring, you lovely wench! Happy birthday,
people.”

Sdtus pulled the plug from the receptacle, wrapped the cord around the recorder and walked
back to the other room to drop the machine into the TDV. To compensate for the added weight, he
pulled loose the heavy camerain the nose bubble and threw it overboard after first salvaging the film
magazine. He hoped the liaison agent from Washington would cry over theloss. Sdtus dammed shut the
hatch and left the room.

The corridor ended and aflight of stairsled upward to the operations exit. The painted sign
prohibiting the carrying of arms beyond the door had been defaced: alarge dash of black paint was
smeared from the first sentence to the last, half obliterating the words and voiding the warning.

Sdltus noted the time on hiswatch and fitted the keysinto the locks. A bell rang behind him ashe
pushed open the door. The day was bright with sunshine and snow.

It was five minutes before twelve in the morning. His birthday was only just begun.

An automobile waited for himin the parking lot.

FOURTEEN

Arthur Saltus stepped out warily into the snow. The station appeared to be deserted: nothing
moved on any street as far asthe eye could see.

His gaze came back to the parked automobile.

It wasasmall one resembling the German beetle and olive drab in color, but he tardily recognized
it as an American make by the name stamped on each hubcap. The car had been there since before the
snow: there were no tracks of movement, of betrayal. A thinner coating of snow lay over the hood and
roof of the vehicle and one window was open acrack, alowing moisture to seep inside.

SAtus scanned the parking lot, the adjoining flower garden and the frigid empty spaces before him
but discovered no moving thing. He held himsdlf rigid, dert, intently watching, listening, and sniffing the
wind for sgnsof life. No one and nothing had left tell-tae prints in the snow, nor sounds nor smellson the
wind. When he was satisfied of that, he stepped away from the operations door and eased it shut behind
him, making sure it was locked. Rifle up, heinched toward acorner of the lab building and peered
around. The company street was trackless and deserted, as were the walks and lawns of the structures
across the street. Shrubbery was bent under the weight of snow. His foot struck a covered object when
he took asingle step away from the protective corner.

Helooked down, bent, and picked aradio out of the snow. It had been taken from the stores



beow.

Sdtusturned it over looking for damage but saw none; the instrument bore no marksto suggest it
had been struck by gunfire, and after a hesitation he concluded that M oresby had smply dropped it there
to berid of the extraweight. Satus resumed his patrol, intent on circling the building to make certain he
was alone. The sun-bright snow was unmarred dl the way around. He was relieved, and paused again to
sample the bourbon.

The automobile damed his attention.

The dash puzzled him: it had an off-on switch instead of the usud key, and but oneidiot light; there
were no gauges to give useful information on fuel, oil, water temperature, or tire pressures, nor wasthere
agpeedometer. Propelled by a sudden exciting idea, Sdtus climbed out of thelittle car and raised the
hood. Three large slver-colored storage batteries were lined up against amotor so compact and smpleit
didn't appear capable of moving anything, much less an automobile. He dropped the hood and got back
into the seat. The switch wasflipped to the on position. There was no sound but theidiot light briefly
winked at him. Sdtus very gently pulled the selector lever to drive position and the car obediently crept
forward through the snow toward the empty street. He pushed down on the accel erator with growing
exhilaration and deliberately threw the car into a skid on the snow-packed street. It lurched and swung in
agiddy manner, then came back under control when Sdtus touched the steering whed. Thelittle
automobile wasfun.

Hefollowed afamiliar route to the barracks where held lived with William and the civilian,
swinging and dancing from side to Side on the dippery surface because the car seemed to obey hisevery
whim. It would spin in acomplete circle and come to rest with the nose pointing in the proper direction, it
would dide sdeways without threatening to topple, it would biteinto the snow and legp forward with a
minimum of dippageif just onewhed had a decent purchase. He thought that four-whesl-drive dectric
cars should have been invented a century ago.

Saltus stopped in dismay at the barracks--at the place where the barracks had been. He very
nearly missed the ste. All the antiquated buildings had burned to their concrete foundations, nearly hiding
them from sight. He got out of the car to stare at the remains and at the lonely shadows cast by the winter
un.

Fedling depressed, Saltus drove over to E Street and turned north toward the recreation area.

He parked the car outside the fence surrounding the patio and prowled cautioudy through the
entranceway to scan theinterior. The unmarked snow was reassuring but it did not lull him into afase
sense of security. Rifle ready, pausing every few stepsto look and listen and smell the wind, Saltus
advanced to thetiled rim of the pool and looked down. It was nearly empty, drained of water, and the
diving board taken away.

_Nearly _empty: ahaf dozen long lumps huddled under the blanket of snow at the bottom, lumps
the shape of men. Two Gl helmet linerslay nearby, recognizable by their shapes despite the covering
snow. A naked, frozen foot protruded through the blanket into the cold sunshine.

Sdtusturned away, expelling abreath of bitter disappointment; he wasn't sure what he had
expected after so long atime, but certainly not that--not the bodies of station personnel dumped into an
uncovered grave. The Gl liners suggested their identities and suggested they had been dumped there by
outsders--by ramjets. Survivors on station would have buried the bodies.



He remembered the beautiful image of Katrinain that pool--Katrina, nearly naked, scantily clad in
that lovely, sexy swim suit--and himself chasing after her, wanting the fed of that wet and splendid body
under his hands again and again. She had teased him, run away from him, knowing what he was doing
but pretending not to be aware: _that _ added to the excitement. And Chaney! The poor out-gunned
civilian sat up on the deck and burned with agreen, suiphurous envy, wanting to but not daring to. Damn,
but that was a day to be remembered!

Arthur Saltus scanned the street and then climbed back into the car.

There were two large holesin the fence surrounding the station at the northwest corner. Action
from outside had caused both penetrations. The shell of aburnedout truck had caused one of them, and
that rusted shell still occupied the hole. A mortar had torn through the other. There was a shallow cavity
in the earth directly beneath the second hole, acavity scooped out by another exploding mortar round.
Snow-covered objects that might be the remains of men dotted the dope on both sides of the fence.
There was the recognizable hulk of athoroughly demolished automobile.

Sdltus probed the wreckage of the car, turning over whedlswith shredded tires, poking among the
jumble of machined parts, picking up to examine with mild wonder awindshield fashioned of trangparent
plastic so sturdy it had popped out of place and falen undamaged severd feet away from the hulk. He
compared it to thewindshield of hisown car, and found it to be identicalL The batteries had been carried
away--or were entirely demolished; the little motor was amass of fused metd.

Asbest he could, Saltus scraped snow from the ground in search of something to indicate that
William Moresby had died here. He thought it likely that William had found his car in the parking lot--a
twin to hisown vehicle--and drove it north to the scene of the skirmish. To here. It would beahdll of a
note if the man had died before he got out of the car. Old William deserved a better break than that.

He found nothing--not even a scrap of uniform in the debris, and for the moment that was
encouraging.

Down the dope a cluster of tree stumps and a sagging billboard were visble. Saltus went down to
seethem. A snow-blanketed body lay smashed against a stump but that was dl; there was no weapon
with it. The blown remains of one mortar lay around in front of the billboard and from the appearance of
the piece, hewould guessthat afaulty shell had exploded within the tube, destroying the usefulness of the
weapon and probably killing the operator. There was no corpse here to back up that guess, unlessit was
the one hurled againgt the tree ssump. The second of the two mortars mentioned on the tape was
missing--taken avay. Thewinnersof _this_skirmish had to be the ramjets; they had picked up their
remaining mortar and retired--or had penetrated the hole to invade the station.

Sdltus picked hisway back up the dope and walked through the hole in the fence. The snow
pattern dipped gracefully, following the rounded rough-bottomed contour of the cavity. Hisfoot turned
on something unseen at the bottom of the hole and he struggled to save hisbaance. A cold wind blew
across the face of the dope, numbing hisfingers and stinging hisface.

He began the distasteful task of scraping snow off each of the fallen man-objects, brushing avay
just enough to catch aglimpse of therotting cloth of the uniform. The defenders had worn Army tans, and
one of them till carried a Gl dogtag around his neck; in another place he turned up a Corpord's stripes



attached to a bit of deeve, and not far away was an empty pair of shoes. William Moresby's dress blues
were not found.

Anoversght nagged a him.

Sdtusretraced his steps down the dope, annoyed at the oversight and annoyed again by the futility
of it: he uncovered the remains of civilians wearing nondescript civilian clothing, and one yelow armband.
A faded black cross on arotting patch of yellow goods meant nothing to him but he folded it away for
later examination. Katrinawould want to seeit. The ramjets themselves were beyond identification;
sixteen months of exposure had made them as unrecognizable as those other bodies above the fenceline.
The only thing new held learned was that civilians were the bandits on the tape, civilians equipped with
mortars and some kind of central organization--maybe the same group that had called in the Harry on
Chicago. Ramjets dlied with the Chinese--or at least inviting their cooperation.

To Saltus the scene read civil war.

He stopped at the next thought, staring with hard surprise a the covered bodies. Ramjets blowing
Chicago--in retdiation? Ramjetslosing in Chicago twenty years ago, trapped behind their own wall, but
griking back in harsh retaliation _now?_Ramjets working with the Chinese, welded together by amutual
hatred of the white establishment?

He picked again at the body against the stump, but the color of the man's skin was lost.
Arthur Saltus climbed the dope.

The world was strangdly slent and empty--deserted. He'd seen no traffic on the distant highway
nor on the nearer railroad; the sky was uncommonly bare of aircraft. He stayed continualy on the dert
for danger, but sighted no one, nothing--even animal tracks were missing from the snow. Deserted
world--or morelikely, a concedled world. That angry voice on the radio had ordered him to sllence lest
he betray his cover.

Sdtus stayed only afew minutes longer on the cold upper dope, standing amid the debris of the
smashed car. He hoped to God that William had jumped clear before the mortar smashed in. The old
boy deserved at least a couple of whacks at the bandits before his doom prophets caught up to him.

Hewasfindly convinced the Mg or had died there.

Sdtus drove by the mess hail with little more than a passing glance. Like the barracks, the wooden
parts of the structure were burned to the concrete block foundation. He thought it likely the ramjets had
swept the station after the fence was breached, burning what was flammable and stealing or destroying
the remainder. It was a blessing that the lab had been built to withstand war and earthquake, or he would
have emerged into aroom open to the sky and climbed down from the vehicle into snow. He hoped the
bandits had long since starved to death--but at the same time remembered the pilfered storesin the
shdlter.

_That_bandit hadn't starved, but neither had he fed hisfellows. How had he gotten through the
locked door? He would need both keys and he would have to take them from William--but adirect hit



on the car would have scattered the keys as thoroughly as the parts of the auto itself. Assuming
possession of the keys, why hadn't the bandit, thrown open the doors to his companions? Why hadn't the
stores been looted, cleaned out, the lab ransacked? Was the man so sdlfish that he had fed only himself
and et the rest go hang? Perhaps. But more than one pair of boots was missing.

Sdtusturned acorner at afast clip, skidding in the snow and then straightening his course toward
the front gate. It wasasmdl comfort to find the gatehouse till standing: concrete blocks were difficult to
burn or destroy. The gate itsalf was torn open and twisted back Out of the way. He drove through it and
concentrated on the barely visible pattern of the road ahead; the smooth unbroken expanse of snow
flanked by shdlow ditchesto either sde guided him. Only last Thursday he and William had raced over
the road hell-bent for aday in Joliet.

A bearded man leagped out of the gatehouse and put a shot through the rear window of the car.

Arthur Saltus didn't take the time to decide if he was astonished or outraged--the shot did frighten
him, and he reacted automatically to danger. Samming the accelerator to the floor, he spun hard on the
whed and threw the car into asickening skid. It lurched and siwung around in adizzy arc, coming to rest
with its blunt nose aimed at the gatehouse. Saltus floored the accelerator. The rear whedls spun uselesdy
on the dick snow, found a purchase only when they had burned down to the pavement, then thrust the
car forward in aburst of peed that caught him unprepared. It careened wildly through the gate. He
rammed the nose hard against the gatehouse door and leaped clear, hugging the side of the vehicle.

Saltus pumped two quick shots through the sagging door, and was answered by a scream of pain;
he fired again and then scrambled over the hood to crouch in the doorway. The screaming man lay on the
floor tearing at his bloodied chest. A tdl, gaunt black man was backed againgt the far wall taking aim at
him. Sdtusfired without raising therifle, and then ddliberatdy turned and put afinishing shot through the
head of the man writhing on the floor. The screaming stopped.

For amoment the world was wrapped in silence.
Sdtussaid: "Now, what the hdll--"

Anincredibly violent blow struck himin the smal of his back, robbing him of bresth and speech,
and he heard the sound of a shot from an unimaginable distance away. He ssumbled and went to his
kneeswhile araging fire burned up his spineinto his skull. Another distant shot shattered the peace of the
world, but this once he felt nothing. Saltusturned on his kneesto meet the threst.

The ramjet was climbing over the hood of thelittle fun car to get a him.

Caught up like aman swimming in mud, Sdtusraised therifle and tried to take aim. The weapon
was amost too heavy to lift; he moved in adow, agonizing motion. The ramjet did down the hood and
jumped through the doorway, reaching for him or hisrifle. Sdtus squinted at the face but it refused to
come into clear focus. Somebody behind the face loomed over him as large as amountain; somebody's
hands grasped the barrel of therifle and pulled it away. Saltus squeezed the trigger.

Thelooming face changed: it disintegrated in aconfusing jumble of bone, blood, and tissue, coming
gpart like William's eectric car under amortar barrage. The face out of focus disappeared while a
booming thunder filled the gatehouse and rattled the broken door. A large piece of the mountain teetered
over him, threatening to bury him when it came down. Sdltustried to crawl away.

Thetoppling body knocked him off his knees and knocked away hisweapon. He went down



beneath it, ill fighting for bresth and praying not to be crushed.

Arthur Satus opened his eyesto find the daylight gone. An intolerable burden pinned him to the
gatehouse floor and an overpowering hurt wracked his body.

Moving painfully but gaining only aninch or two at atime, he crawled from under the burden and
tried toroll it aside. After minutes or hours of strenuous effort he climbed asfar as his knees and threw
off the knapsack hammering at his back; he spilled as much water as he drank before the canteen
followed. Hisriflelay on thefloor at his knee, but he was astonished to discover that hishand and arm
lacked the strength to pick it up. It may have taken another hour to draw the service automatic from
uiider his coat and placeit on the hood of the car.

An unbelievable time was spent in crawling over the same hood to get outside. The gun was
knocked to the ground. Saltus bent over, touched it, fingered it, grew dizzy and had to abandon the
wespon to save himsdlf. He grabbed at the door handle and hauled himsdlf upright. After awhile hetried
it again, and only managed to seize the gun and stand upright before the recurring wave of nausea struck
him. His stomach doubled up and g ected.

Sdtus climbed into the car and backed it off from the gatehouse door. Opening the near window
to get the cold bracing air, he tugged at the drive selector and steered a tortuous course from gate to
parking lot. The car glanced off one curb and skidded across the snow to jump the other curb; it would
have thrown its occupant if it had been traveling at greater speed. Sdtus had lost the strength to push
down on the brake, and the little car stopped only when it dammed into the concrete wall of the
laboratory. He was thrown against the wheel and then out into the snow. A spotted trail of blood marked
his erratic path from the car to the door with the twin locks.

The door opened easily--s0 easily that adim corner of his fogged consciousness nagged a him:
had heinserted _both _keysinto the locks before the door svung? Had heinserted _any _key?

Arthur Sdtusfel down the flight of stairs because he could not help himsdf.

The gun was gone from his hand but he couldn't remember losing it; his bottle of birthday bourbon
was gone from his pocket but he couldn't remember emptying it or throwing away the bottle; the keysto
the door were lost. Sdtus lay on hisback on the dusty concrete, looking at the bright lights and looking
up the sairs at the closed door. He didn't remember closing that door.

A voicesad: "Fifty hours™

He knew he was|losing touch with redlity, knew he was drifting back and forth between cold,
painful awareness and dark periods of feverish fantasy. He wanted to deep on the floor, wanted to
stretch out with hisface on the cold concrete and let the raging fire in his spine burn itsdlf out. Katrinas
vest had saved hislife-- barely. The dug--more than one?--was lodged in his back, but without the vest it
would have torn dl the way through his chest and blown away the rib cage. Thanks, Katrina.

A voicesad: "Fifty hours™

Hetried to stand up, but fell on hisface. Hetried to climb to hisknees, but pitched forward on his



face. There was not much strength Ieft to him. In time with the measured passing of an eternity, he
crawled tothe TDV on hisbely.

Arthur Saltus struggled for an hour to climb the Side of the vehicle. His awarenesswas dipping
away in aseaof nauseousfantasy: he had the halucinatory notion that someone pulled off his heavy
boots--that someone removed the heavy winter garments and tried to take off his clothing. When at last
he fell head firgt through the vehicle's open hatch, he had the fever-fantasy that someone out there had
helped him over thesde.

A voice sad: "Push the kickbar."

Helay on his somach on the webbing facing in the wrong direction, and remembered that the
engineerswouldn't recover the vehicle until the end of fifty hours. They had done that when William failed
to return. Something was under him, hurting him, putting ahard new pressure on arib cage dready
painfully sore. Sdtus pulled the lump from beneath him and found a tape recorder. He pushed it toward
the kickbar but it fell inches short of the god. The hallucination dammed shut the hatch cover.

He sad thickly: "Chaney . . . the bandits have burned the treasure house . . ."

The tape recorder was thrown at the kickbar.

The time was forty minutes after two in the morning, 24 November 2000. Hisfiftieth birthday was
long past.

Brian Chaney

2000-plus

The meek, the terrible meek,
the fierce agonizing meek,

Are about to enter into their inheritance.



-- Charles Rann Kennedy

FIFTEEN

Chaney was apprehensive.

Thered light blinked out. He reached up to unlock the hatch and throw it open. The green light
went dark. Chaney grasped the two handrails and pulled up to a sitting position, with hishead and
shoulders protruding through the hatchway. He hoped he was a one in the room--the vehiclewasin
darkness. Theair was sharply cold and smelled of ozone. He struggled out of the hatch and climbed over
the sde. Sdltus had warned him the stool was gone so he did cautioudly to the floor, and clung to the
polywater tank for amoment of orientation. The blackness around him was complete: he saw nothing,
heard nothing but the hoarse sound of his own bregthing.

Brian Chaney reached up to dam shut the hatch but then stopped himsdlf--the TDV was hisonly
lifeline to home base and it was wiser to keep that hatch open and waiting. He stretched out his hand to
grope for thelocker; he remembered its approximate location, and took afew hesitant sepsin the
darkness until he bumped into it. His suit hung in adusty paper sheath, prepared by adry cleaner now
many years behind him, and his shoes were on the bottom benesth the suit. An automatic pistol--put
there at theindgstence of Arthur Saltus--now was an ungainly lump in the pocket of hisjacket.

The weagpon underscored his apprehension.

Chaney didn't bother to check hiswatch: it lacked anilluminated dial and there was nothing to be
seen on thewadll. He quit the darkened room.

He moved dowly down the corridor in ablack eerie silence to the shelter; dust stirreaup by his
feet made him want to sneeze. The shelter door was found by touch and pushed open but the overhead
lightsfaled in their automeatic response. Chaney felt for the manual switch beside the door, flicked it, but
stayed in darkness: the ectric power was out and the lecturing engineer was aliar. He listened intently to
the unseen room. He had no matches or lighter--the penalty paid by a non-smoker when light or fire was
needed--and stood there for amoment of indecision, trying to recal where the smaler items were stored.
He thought they were in metd lockers dong the far wall, near the racks of heavy clothing.

Chaney shuffled across the floor, wishing he had that cocksure engineer here with him.

Hisfeet collided with an empty carton, startling him, and he kicked it out of theway. It struck
another object before it came to rest: Saltus had complained of doppy housekeeping, and Katrina had
written amemo. After aperiod of cautious groping the ungainly bulgein his jacket pocket struck the
leading edge of the bench, and he put forth both hands to explore the working surface. A radio--plugged



in and wired to the antenna--alantern, afew small empty boxes, alarge one, anumber of metal objects
hisfingers could not finmediately identify, and a second lantern. Chaney barely hesitated over the objects
and continued his probe. Hisroving fingers found abox of matches; the fuel tanks of both lanternsjostled
with reassuring sounds. Helit the two lanterns and turned to look at the room. Chaney didn't like to think
of himsalf asacoward but his hand rested in the gun pocket as he turned and peered into the gloom.

The raider had returned to pilfer the stores.

From the looks of the place the man must have spent the last few winters here, or had invited his
friendsinwith him.

A third lantern rested on the floor near the door and he would have knocked that one over if he
had stepped sdewaysin the darkness. A box of matches lay ready beside it. An incredible number of
empty food cartons were stacked along awall together with a collection of water cans, and he wondered
why the man hadn't hauled the boxes outside and burned them to be rid of an untidy mess. Chaney
counted the cans and boxes with growing wonder and tried to guess a the many years separating Arthur
Sdtusfrom hisown recent arrival. _That_ reminded him to look at hiswatch: five minutes before nine.
He had the uneasy suspicion that the TDV had sent him askew once again. A plastic bag had been
opened--as Saltus had reported--and a number of winter garments were missing from the racks. Severa
pairs of bootswere gone from their shelves. The bundle of mittens was broken open and one had fallen
to the floor, unnoticed in the darkness.

But there was no spilled food on the floor despite the litter of cartons and cans; every scrap had
been taken up and used. Nor were there signs of mice or rats.

Hewhirled to the gun rack. Fiverifles had been taken plus an undetermined number of the
Army-issue automeatics. He supposed--without count--that an appropriate amount of ammunition had
gone with them. Mgor Moresby and Saltus would have accounted for two of therifles.

Thetiny metal objects on the workbench were the insignia Moresby had removed from his
uniform, and Saltus had explained the reason for their remova in combat zones. The empty boxes had
contained redls of tape, nylon film, and cartridges; the one remaining larger box was his bullet-proof vest.
The map reveded the usud layer of dust. The radio was now usdless--unless the supply of batteries had
survived theintervening years.

Yeas time

Chaney picked up both lanterns and walked back to the room housing the TDV. He crossed to
the far wall and bent down to read the calendar and clock. Each had stopped when the power line went
out.

The clock read afew minutes of twelve noon, or twelve midnight. The caendar 'stopped
measuring time on 4 Mar 09. Only the thermometer gave ameaningful reading: 52 degrees.

Eight and one half years after Arthur Sdtuslived his disastrous fiftieth birthday, ten years after
Magor Moresby died in the skirmish at the fence, the nuclear power plant serving the laboratory failed or
the lines were destroyed. They may have destroyed themsalves for lack of replacement; the transformers
may have blown out; the nuclear fuel may have been used up; any one or ahundred things could have
happened to interrupt transmission. The power was gone.

Chaney had no idea how long ago it had failed: he knew only that he was somewhere beyond



March 2009.

The outage may have happened last week, last month, last year, or at any time during the last
hundred years. He hadn't asked the engineersthe precise date of _his _target but had assumed they
would fling him into the future one year following Saltus, to reconnaiter the sation. The assumption was
wrong--or the vehicle had strayed once more. Chaney ruefully concluded that it didn't matter, it redly
didn't matter a al. Theill-starred survey was nearly finished; it _would _be finished as soon as he made
afinal tour of the station and went back with his report.

He carried the lanterns back to the shelter.

The radio took his attention. Chaney dug out a sedled carton of batteries and fitted the required
number into the conversion unit. The band selector was swept over the military channels and back again,
without result. He turned up the gain to pesk and held the instrument to his ear but it refused to give him
even the airy whisper of dead air; thelack of hiss or satic told him that the batteries had not survived the
passage of time. Chaney dismissed the radio as of no further value and prepared himself for the target.

He was disappointed there was no note from Katrina, as held found on thefield tridl.

The bullet-proof vest went on first. Arthur Saltus had warned him of that, had shown him the
va ued protection of that: Sdtuslived only because hed worn one.

Because he didn't know the season of the year--only the temperature--Chaney donned a pair of
boots and helped himself to aheavy coat and apair of mittens. He picked out arifle, loaded it as
Moresby had taught him to do, and emptied a box of cartridgesin his pocket. The map was of no
interest: the probesinto Joliet and Chicago had been hastily cancelled and _now__ he was restricted to the
gation itself. Check it out quickly and jump for home base. Katrina had said the President and his
Cabinet were awaiting afina report before concluding a course of remedia action. They cdled it
"formulating apolicy of postive polarization,” whatever that was.

A last tour of the station and the survey was ended; that much of the future would be known and
mapped.

Chaney dung a canteen of water over his shoulder, then stuffed a knapsack with rationsand
matches and hung it from the other shoulder; he didn't expect to be outside long enough to use either one.
He was pleased the aged batteries didn't work--that was excuse enough to leave radio and recorder
behind--but he fitted film into the camera because Gilbert Seabrooke had asked for arecord of the
destruction of the station. The verba description offered by Saltus had been a depressing one. One last
searching examination of the room gave him no other article he thought he would need.

Chaney licked hislips, now dry with gpprehension, and quit the shelter.

The corridor ended and aflight of stairsled up to the operations exit. The painted sign prohibiting
the carrying of arms beyond the door had been defaced: alarge dash of black paint was smeared from
thefirst sentenceto thelast, haf obliterating the words and voiding the warning. Chaney noted thetime,
and set the two lanterns down on the top step to await hisreturn. He fitted the keys into the twin locks
and stepped out hesitantly into the open air.

The day was bright with sunshine but sharply chill. The sky was new, blue, and clear of aircraft; it
looked freshly scrubbed, adifferent sky than the hazy polluted one he had known amost dl hislife.
Patches of light frost clung to the protected spots not yet touched by the sun.



Hiswatch read 9:30, and he guessed the time was about right--the bright morning outside was il
new.

A two-whedled cart waited in the parking lot.

Chaney eyed the crude apparition, prepared for almost anything but that. The cart was not too
skillfully made, having been put together with used lumber, an axle, and a pair of wheels taken from one
of the small ectric cars Sdtus had described. Strands of machine wire had been employed to hold the
four Sdestogether where nailsfailed to do an adequate job, and to fasten the bed to the axle; thetires
were long rotted away and the cart rode on meta rims. No skilled carpenter had fitted it together.

The second object to catch his eye was a hegped mound of clay in the adjoining areathat had
once been aflower garden. Unusually tal grass and weeds grew everywhere, partidly obscuring aview
of the gtation and amost blocking sight of the yellow mound; the grass grew high around the parking lot,
and beyond it, and in the open 'spaces surrounding the buildings across the street. Weeds and grassfilled
the near distance asfar asthe eye could see, and he was reminded of the buffalo grass said to have
grown herewhen lllinoiswas an Indian prairie. Time had done that--time and neglect. The station lawns
had long gone unattended.

Moving warily, stopping often to scan the area around him, Chaney approached the mound.

When he was yet adistance away he discovered afaint trail running from the edge of thelat,
through the garden and toward the mound itself. The next discovery was equaly blunt. Alongsde the
path--amogt invisble in the high grass--was awater channel, a crude aqueduct made from guttering
ripped from some building and twisted into shape to serve this purpose. Chaney stopped short in surprise
and stared at the guttering and the nearby mound, aready guessing at what he would find. He continued
the stedlthy approach.

He came suddenly into aclearing in the rampant grass and found the artifact: a cistern with acrude
wooden lid. A bucket and alength of rope rested beside it.

Chaney dowly circled the cistern and the clay that had come from the excavation, to ssumble over
yet another channd made of the same guttering; the second aqueduct ran through the weeds and grass
toward the lab building--probably to catch the run-off from the roof. The clay mound was not fresh.
Struck with an overwheming curiogty, he knelt down and pried away the lid to find acistern half filled
with water. Thewalls of the pit were lined with old brick and rough stone dabs but the water was
remarkably clean, and helooked to see why. Filters made of screenwire torn from awindow were fitted
over the ends of each gutter to protect the cistern from incoming debris and small animals. The gutters
themselves were free of leaves and trash, and an effort had been made to sed the jointswith atarry
substance.

Chaney put down the rifle and bent to study the cistern in wonder. It was aready recognizable.

Likethe cart, it had not been fashioned by skilled hands. The shape of the thing--the lines of
it--were eadly familiar: the sides not quite perpendicular, the mouth not evenly rounded, and the shaft
appearing to be larger near the bottom than at the top. It was odd, amateurish, and sunk without a plumb
line--but it was a reasonably faithful copy of a Nabataean cistern and it might be expected to hold water
for acentury or more. In thisplaceit was startling. Chaney replaced the lid and climbed to hisfest.

When he turned around he saw the grave.



It shocked him. The Ste had been conceded from him until now by the high growth of the garden,
but again afaint path led to it from the clearing at the cistern. The mound above the grave was low, aged,
and covered by ashort weedy grass; the cross above it was nailed together and coated with fading white
paint. Dim lettering was visible on the crossarm.

Chaney moved in and knelt again to read it.

_A ditat DeusK _

The gatehouse door had been loosed from its hinges and taken away--perhaps to build the cart.

Chaney peered warily through the opening, dert for danger but dreading the possibility of it, then
stepped inside for a closer examination. The room was bare. No trace remained of the men who had
died there: bone, weapon, scrap of cloth, nothing. Some of the window glass had been knocked out but
other panes were intact; the screenwire had been taken from two of the windows. An empty place.

He backed out and turned to stare at the gate.

It was shut and padlocked, effectively blocking admittance to al but a determined climber, and an
effort had been made to repair the damage doneto it. Chaney noted al that in asingle glance and went
forward to study the additiona stoppers--the added warnings. Three gridy talismans hung on the outsde
of the gate facing the road: three skulls, taken from the bodies of the men who'd died in the gatehouse so
long ago. The warning to woul d-be trespassers was strikingly clear.

Chaney stared a the skulls, knowing the warningsto be as old astime; he knew of smilar
monitions which had guarded townsin Pa estine before the Roman conquest, monitions which had been
used as late as the eghteenth century in some of the more remote villages of the Negev.

He saw no onein the area: the entrance and its approaches were deserted, the warning well taken.
Weeds and waist-high grass grew in the ditches and the fields on elther sde of the road leading to the
distant highway but the grass had not been disturbed by the passage of men. The blacktopped road was
empty, the white line down the center long since weathered away and the asphalt surface badly damaged
by the years. An automobile using that road now would be forced to move at asnail's pace.

Chaney photographed the scene and quit the area.

Walking north with an easy stride, he followed the familiar route to the barracks where held lived
that short while with Sdltus and Moresby. The Site was dmost passed over because it was covered by a
tangle of weeds and grass, no buildings rose above the jungle.

Forcing hisway through the tangle--and flushing from its nesting place aquick, furry thing he
tardily recognized as a rabbit--Chaney stumbled upon the burnedout base of abuilding nearly logt in the
undergrowth. He couldn't recognize it as his own barracks, nor point to the location of hissmall roomif it
_had _been the barracks; only the long narrow rectangle of the foundation suggested the kind of dwelling
it was. Chaney peered over thewall. A narrow band of frost lined the cement blocks at the groundline on
the north Sde, pointing up the chill in the air. Patches of blue wildflowers grew in the sunlight and--much



to his surprise--other patches of wild, red strawberries sprouted everywhere along the sunnier side of the
foundation. He thought to glance at the sky, measuring the progress of the sun and the season, then
dtared again at the strawberries. It _should _be early summer.

Chaney photographed it and went back to the street. An abandoned place. He continued north.

E Street was eadily identified without the need of the rusted sign standing on apole at acorner. He
dayed dert, walking cautiousy and listening hard for any sound around him. The station was quiet under
the sun.

The recresation areawas harshly changed.

Chaney crept slently in the entrance and across the broken concrete patio to the rim of the
swimming pool. Helooked down. A few inches of dirty water covered the bottom--residue from the
rains--together with apoor collection of rusted and broken weapons and an appreciable amount of
debris blown in by the wind: the pool had become adumping ground for trash and armament. The
sodden corpse of some smal anima floated in acorner. A lonely place. Chaney very carefully put away
the memory of the pool as he'd known it and backed away from the edge. The area now seemed
unkempt, ugly, and not a scene to be compared with more pleasant times.

He left quickly, bearing north and west. Thefar corner was amile or more avay as he
remembered the map of the station, but he thought he could walk the distance in areasonabletime.

Chaney found the motor pool before held progressed a haf dozen long blocks. Less than twenty
cars littered the great blacktopped lot, but not one was operable: they had been wantonly stripped of
parts and many of them were no more than burned-out shells. The hood of every vehicle was propped
open, and the batteries taken; not one of the small motors was | eft intact to provide him with an idea of
the plant. Chaney poked about the lot because he was curious, and because Arthur Sdltus had told him
about the little electric cars. He wished he could drive one. There were no trucks on thelot nor had he
Seen one anywhere on the station, athough anumber of them had been working the post during his
training period. He supposed they had been transferred to Chicago to meet the emergency--or had been
stolen when the ramjets overran the statioii

Chaney emerged from the lot and stopped abruptly on the street. It may have been aniilluson
brought on by tension, but he thought he glimpsed movement in the high grass acrossthe street. He
dipped the safety on therifle and walked to the curb. Nothing was visble in the heavy undergrowth.

Therewere no holes in the fence at the corner.

The burned and rusted shell of atruck occupied a place that had once been ahole, but now that
truck was a part of the repaired fence. Barbed wire had been strung back and forth across the opening,
pulled taut over, under, and through the wreck itsalf in such fashion that the truck became an integra part
of the barrier; yet other strands of wire were laced vertically through the fencing, making it impossible for
even asmall boy to crawl through. He went aong the fence to examine the second hole. It had been
repaired and rebuilt in as thorough amanner asthefirg, and an old cavity in the ground had been filled in.
The barricade was intact, impenetrable.



Everywhere the weeds and grass grew tall, actualy concedling the lower third of the fencefrom a
man standing only afew feet away. Chaney was not surprised to find the same gruesome talismans
guarding the northwest corner; he had expected to find them. The skeletal owners of the skullswere
missing, but nowhere on the station had he seen a human body--someone had buried them dl, friend and
foedike. Thethree skulls hung at the top of the fencing, glaring down at the plain below and at the rusted
railroad beyond.

Chaney turned away.

He prowled through the high grass, looking for anything. Arthur Saltus had found no trace of the
Major but yet Chaney could not help himsdlf; he searched for any trifle that would indicate the man's
presence on the scene. It was impossible to give up Mg or Moresby without some effort, some attempt
to place him there.

From somewherein the distance the shrill, playful shout of achild pierced the morning.

Chaney jumped with astonishment and nearly lost hisfooting on achunk of meta buried in the
grass. Heturned quickly to scan the corner of the station he thought empty, then searched backward
over the route held traveled from the motor pool. The child was heard again-- and then awoman's voice
cdlingtoit. Behind him. Down the dope. Chaney felt an eager, mounting excitement as he spun about
and ran to the fence. They were out there beyond the fence.

Hefound them at once: aman, awoman, and achild of three or four years, trudging aong the
rallway tracksin the middle distance. The man was carrying nothing but a stout stick or club, whilethe
woman was toting abag. The youngster ran aong behind them, playing some game of hisown devising.

Chaney was s0 glad to see them he forgot his own danger and yelled at the top of hisvoice. The
rifle was a burden and he dropped it, to wave both hands.

Ignoring the barbed wire, he climbed part way up the fence to show himself and gain their
attention. He shouted again, and beckoned them to come toward him.

The result left him utterly dumbfounded.

The adult members of the family looked around with some surprise, stared up and down the
tracks, acrossfields, and discovered him at last clinging to the fence dongside the talismans. They stood
motionless, frozen by fear, for only atick intime. Thewoman cried out as though in pain and dropped
the bag; she ran to protect the child. The man sprinted after her--passed her-- and caught up the childin
aquick scooping motion. The gtick fell from his hands. He turned only onceto stare at Chaney hanging
on the fence and then raced away aong the tracks. The woman stumbled--nearly fell--then ran
desperately to keep pace with the man. The father shifted his small burden to one shoulder, then used his
free hand to help the woman--urging her, hurrying her. They ran from himwith al the speed and strength
they possessed, the child now crying with consternation. Fear ran with them.

"Come back!"

He clung to the prickly fence and watched them out of sight. The billboard and high grasses hid
them, shut them off, and the childish crying was hushed. Chaney hung there, hisfingers curling through the
holes of the fencing.

"Please come back!"



The northwest corner of the world stayed empty. He climbed down from the fence with bloodied
hands.

Chaney picked up therifle and turned away, plowing a path through the weeds and grass toward
the distant road and the cluster of buildings at the heart of the station. He lacked the courage to look
back. He had never known anyone to run from him--not even those beggar children who had squatted
on the sands of the Negev and watched him pry into the sands of their forgotten history. They weretimid
and mistrustful, those Bedouin, but they hadn't run from him. He walked back without pause, refusing to
look again at the stripped automobiles, the recreation areawith its pool-sized midden, the burned out
barracks and the attending wil dfl owers--refusing to look at any of it, not wanting to see anything more of
the world that had been or the new one discovered today. He walked with the taste of wormwood in his
mouth.

Elwood Station was an enclosed world, afenced and fright-inducing world standing like anidand
of dogged isolation amid the survivors of that violent civil war. There_were _survivors. They were out
there on the outside and they had fled from him--on theinside. Their fears centered on the station: _here
wasthe devil they knew. He wasthe devil they'd glimpsed.

But the station had a resident--not a visitor, not araider from beyond the fence who plundered the
goresin the wintertime, but a permanent resident. A resident devil who had repaired the fence and hung
out the talismen to keep the survivors away, aresident christian who had dug agrave and erected across
aboveit.

Chaney stood in the middle of the parking lot.

Before him: theimpenetrable walls of the laboratory stood out like agreet gray templein afield of
weeds. Before him: amound of yellow clay heaped beside the Nabataean cistern stood out like an
anachronigtic thumb, with asingle grave hard by. Before him: atwo-wheded cart made of reclamed
lumber and borrowed whesdls.

Somewhere behind him: apair of eyeswatching.

SIXTEEN

Brian Chaney took the keys from his pocket and unlocked the operations door. Two lanterns
rested on the top step, but no bells rang below asthe door svung. A rush of clammy air fell through the
doorway to belogt in the crigp, cleaner air outside. The sun rode high--near the zenith--but the day
stayed chilly with little promise of becoming warmer. Chaney was thankful for the heavy coat he wore.

Quiet sun, clean sky, unseasonably cold weather: he could report that to Gilbert Seabrookc.
He propped the heavy door open by shoving the cart againgt it, and then went below for the first

armload of rations. Therifle was|eft besdethe cart, al but forgotten. Carton after carton of foodstuffs
was hauled up the stairs and piled in the cart, until hisarmswere weary of carrying and hislegs of



climbing; but medicines and matches were forgotten and he made another trip. A few toolsfor himsdf
wereincluded as atardy afterthought. Chaney very nearly overestimated himsdlf: the cart was so heavily
loaded after the last trip that he had difficulty moving it from the doorway, and so afew of the heavier
boxes had to be left behind.

He left the parking lot, pushing the cart.

It cost him more than three hours and most of his determination to reach the northwest corner of
the fence the second time that day. The load moved fairly well aslong as paved Streets served him but
when he left the end of the street and struck off through the high grass on his own back trail, progress
was miserable. The cart was only dightly easier to pull than push. Chaney didn't remember seeing a
machete in the stores, but he wished for adozen of them--and a dozen bearersto work in front of him
hacking atrail through the weedy jungle. The load was back-breaking.

When at last he reached the fence he fell down and gasped for breath. The sun waslong past
noon.

The fence was assaulted with acrowbar. The task seemed easier where the fencing had been
patched over the remains of the truck; it was not as stout there, not as resistant to the bar asthe
undamaged sections, and he concentrated on that place. He ripped away the barbed wire and pulled it
free of the truck shell, then pried out the ends of the original fencing and rolled it back out of the way.
When it was done his hands were bleeding again from many cuts and scratches, but he had forced an
opening large enough to roll the cart through beside the truck. Thewall was breached.

The heavy cart got away from him on the downward s ope.

Heran with it, struggling to halt the plunge down the hillside and shouting &t it with an exhausted
temper but the cart ignored hisimprecations and shot down through tall grass that was no barrier at
al--now--until at last it reached the plain below and flipped end for end, spilling itsload in the weeds.
Chaney roared hisanger: the Aramaic term so well liked by Arthur Saltus, and then another phrase
reserved for asses and tax collectors. The cart--like the ass, but unlike the collector-- did not respond.

Laborioudy he righted the cart, gathered up the spill, and trudged across the field to the railroad.
The dropped walking stick was amarker.

Hissmdl treasure was left there for finding, laid out dong the railroad right-of-way for the
frightened family or any other traveler who might passthat way. He put the matches and the medicines
atop the largest carton and then covered them with his overcoat to protect them from the weather.
Chaney spent only alittle while scanning the distances dong the tracks for sight of aman--he was certain
his shouting and his cursing would have frightened away anyone in the area. As before, hewasdonein
an empty world. From somewherein the timber he heard abird calling, and he would have to be content
with that.

In the late afternoon hours when the thin heat of the sun was beginning to fade he pulled the empty
cart up the hill and through the gaping hole in the fence for alast time, stcopping only to retrieve the
crowbar. Chaney didn't dare look back. He was afraid of what he might find--or not find. To suddenly
turn and look, to discover someone aready at the boxes would be his undoing--he knew he would
behave as before and again frighten the man away. But to turn and see the same untenanted world again
would only deepen his depression. He would not |ook back.



Chaney followed his own trail through the verdant grass, seeking the beginning of the paved road.
Some smdl anima darted away at his gpproach.

He stood at the edge of the parking lot, looking at the abandoned garden and thinking of Kathryn
van Hise. But for her, hewould be loafing on the beach and thinking of going back to work in the
tank--but only thinking of it; perhapsin another week or so held get up off his duff and look up train
schedules and connectionsto Indiangpolis, if they gtill existed in an age of dying rails. The only weight on
his mind would be the reviewers who read books too hastily and legped to fantastic conclusions. But for
her, he would have never heard of Seabrooke, Moresby, Saltus--unless their names happened to beon a
document coming into the tank. He wouldn't have jumped into Joliet two years ahead of histime and
found awall; he wouldn't have jumped into _this disma future, whatever year _this might be, and
found a catastrophe. He would have plodded aong in his own dow, myopic way until the hard future
dammed into him--or heintoiit.

He thought he was done here: done with the aborted survey and done with the very quiet and
nearly deserted world of 2000-something. He could do no more than tell Katrina, tell Seabrooke, and
perhaps listen while they relayed the word to Washington. The next move would be up to the politicians
and the bureaucrats--let them change the future if they could, if they possessed the power.

Hisrole was completed. He could tape areport and label it _Eschatos .

The mound of yellow clay claimed his attention and he followed the gutter through the grassto the
cistern, wanting to photograph it. He till marveled at finding a Nabataean artifact thrust forward into the
twenty-first century, and he suspected Arthur Saltus was responsible: it had been copied from the book
he'd lent Saltus, from the pages of _Pax Abrahamitica . With luck, it would trap and hold water for
another century or so, and if he could measure the capacity he would probably find the volume to be near
ten _cor_. Sdtushad donewell for an amateur.

Chaney turned to the grave.

Hewould not photograph that, for the picture would raise questions he didn't care to answer.

Seabrooke would ask if thered been an inscription on the crossarm, and why hadn't he photographed
theinscription? Katrinawould sit by with pencil poised to record hisverba reading.

_A ditat DeusK _

Down there: Arthur or Katrina?

How could hetdll Katrinathat he'd found her grave? Or her husband's grave? Why couldn't _this
have been thefinal resting place of Mgor Moresby?

A bird cried again in somefar off place, pulling his gaze up to the distant trees and the sky beyond.



Thetreeswerein new legf, telling the early summer; the grass was soft tender green, not yet wiry
from the droughts of midsummer: afresh world. Gauzy clouds were gathering about the descending sun,
cresting amirage of reddish-gold fleece. Eastward, the sky was wondroudy blue and clean--anewly
scrubbed sky, disinfected and sterilized. At night the stars must appear as enormous polished diamonds.

Arthur or Katrina?

Brian Chaney knelt briefly to touch the sod above the grave, and mentaly prepared himself to go
home. His depression was deep.

A voicesad: "Please. . . Mr. Chaney?'

The shock immobilized him. Hewas afraid that if he turned quickly or legped to hisfeet, anervous
finger would jerk the trigger and he would join Moresby in the soil of the Sation. He held himsalf rigidly
dill, aware that his own rifle had been |eft in the cart. Oversight; cardlessness; stupidity. One hand rested
on the grave; his gaze remained on the small cross,

"Mr. Chaney?'

After the longest time--a disquieting eternity--he turned only his head to ook back aong the path.

Two strangers. two _amost_ strangers, two people who mirrored his own uncertainty and
gpprehension.

The nearer of the two wore aheavy coat and a pair of boots taken from the stores; his head and
hands were bare and the only weapon he carried was a pair of binoculars also borrowed from the stores.
Hewastdl, thin, lanky--only afew inchesless than Chaney's height, but he lacked the sandy hair and
muscular body of hisfather; he lacked the bronzed skin and the silver filling in histeeth, he lacked the
squint of eye that would suggest a seafarer peering into the sun. He lacked the buoyant youthfulness. If
the man had possessed those characterigtics instead of lacking them, Chaney would say he was looking
a Arthur Saltus.

"How do you know my name?"'

"Y ou are the only one unaccounted for, Sr.”

"And you had my description?”

Softly: "Yes, ar.”

Chaney turned on hiskneesto face the strangers. He realized they were as much afraid of him as
he was of them. When had they |ast seen another man here?

"Your nameis SAtus?'
A nod. "Arthur Saltus.”
Chaney shifted his gaze to the woman who stood well behind the man. Shestared & _him_with a

curious mixture of fascination and fright, poised for ingtant flight. When had she last seen another man
here?



Chaney asked: "Kathryn?'

She didn't respond, but the man said: "My sigter.”

The daughter was like the mother in nearly every respect, lacking only the summer tan and the
delta pants. She was bundled in agreat coat againgt the chill and wore the common boots that were
much too large for her feet. A pair of binoculars hung around her neck: hefelt closaly observed. Her
head was bare, revealing Katrinas great avalanche of fine brown hair; her eyes were the same soft--now
frightened--delightful shade. She was asmall woman, no more than a hundred pounds when free of the
bulky boots and coat, and gave every appearance of being quick and aert. She aso gave the
appearance of being older than Katrina.

Chaney looked from one to the other: the two of them, brother and sister, were years beyond the
people he had left in the past, years beyond their parents.

Hesaid at last: "Do you know the date?"

"No, gr."

Hestation, then: "I think you were waiting for me."

Arthur Saltus nodded, and there was the barest hint of affirmation from the woman.

"My father said you would be here--sometime. He was certain you would come; you were the last
of thethree"

Surprise: "No one else, after us?'
"No one."

Chaney touched the grave alast time, and their eyesfollowed his hand. He had one more question
to ask before hewould risk getting to hisfeet.

"Who lieshere?'

Arthur Sdtussad: "My father."

Chaney wanted to cry out: how?when?why? but embarrassment held his tongue, embarrassment
and pain and depression; he bitterly regretted the day he'd accepted Katrinas offer and stepped into this
unhappy position. He climbed to hisfeet, avoiding sudden movesthat could be misinterpreted, and was
thankful he hadn't taken a picture of the grave--thankful he wouldn't have to tell Katrina, or Sdtus, or

Seabrooke, what he'd found here. He would make no mention of the grave at all.

Standing, Chaney searched the area carefully, looking over their heads at the weedy garden, the
parking lot, the company street beyond the lot and all of the station open to hiseye. He saw no one else.

Sharp question: "Are you two aone here?!
The woman had jumped at his tone and seemed about to flee, but her brother held his ground.

"No, sr."



A pause, and then: "WhereisKatrina?'
"Sheiswaiting in the place, Mr. Chaney."
"Does sheknow | am here?'

"Yes gr."

"She knew | would ask about her?"
"Yes, Sr. Shethought you would.”
Chaney said: "I'm going to bresk arule.”
"' She thought you would do that, too."
"But shedidn't object?’

"She gave usingructions, sr. If you asked, we wereto say that she _told  you where she would
wat."

Chaney nodded hiswonder. "Y es--she did that. She did that twice." He moved back along the
path by way of the cistern and they carefully retreated before him, till uncertain of him. "Did you do

"My father and | dug it, Mr. Chaney. We had your book. The descriptionswere very clear.”
"I'd tell Haakon, if | dared.”

Arthur Sdltus stepped aside when they reached the parking lot and alowed Chaney to go ahead of
him. The woman had darted off to one side and now kept a prudent distance. She continued to stare at
him, astare that might have been rude under other circumstances, and Chaney was very sure sheldd seen
no other man for too many years. He was equaly certain sheld never seen aman like him inddethe
protective fence; that was her apprehension.

Heignored therifle resting in the cart.

Brian Chaney fitted the keysinto the twin locks and swung the heavy door. Histwo lanterns rested
on thetop step, and as before arush of musty air fell out into the waning afternoon sunlight. Chaney
paused awkwardly on the doorsill wondering what to say--wondering how to say goodbye to these
people. Only adamned fool would say something flippant or vacuous or inane; only adamned fool would
utter one of the meaninglessclichesof _his_age; but only astupid fool would smply walk away from
them without saying anything.

He glanced again at the sky and at the golden fleece about the sun, at the new grass and leaves
and then at the aging mound of yellow clay. At length his gaze sivung back to the man and woman who
waited on him.

Hesad: "Thank you for trusting me."



Sdltus nodded. "They said you could be trusted.”

Chaney studied Arthur Sdtus and amost saw again the unruly sandy hair and the peculiar set to his
eyes- the eyes of aman long accustomed to peering against the sun-bright sea. He looked long at
Kathryn Satus but could _not_ see the transparent blouse or the delta pants. on her those garments
would be obscene. Those garments belonged to aworld long gone. He searched her face for amoment
too long, and was faling head over hedswhen redlity brought him up short.

Harshredity: shelived _here but he belonged back there. It wasfolly to entertain even dreams
about awoman living ahundred years ahead of him. Hurtful redlity.

His conscience hurt when he closed the door because he had no more to say to them. Chaney
turned away and went down the steps, putting behind him the quiet sun, the chill world of 2000-plus, the
unknown survivors beyond the fence who had fled in terror at sight and sound of him, and the
haf-familiar survivors within the fence who were sharp reminders of his own loss. His conscience hurt,
but he didn't turn back.

The time was near sunset on an unknown day.

It wasthe longest day of hislife.

SEVENTEEN

The briefing room was subtly different from that one he'd first entered weeks or years or centuries
ago.

He remembered the military policeman who'd escorted him from the gate and then opened the
door for him; he remembered hisfirst glance into the room--his lukewarm reception, histardy entrance.
Hed found Kathryn van Hise criticaly eyeing him, assessing him, wondering if he would measure up to
some task ahead; he'd found Mg or Moresby and Arthur Saltus playing cards, bored, impatiently
awaiting hisarriva; hed found the long stedl table positioned under lightsin the center of the room--all
waitingonhim.

He had given his name and started an gpology for his tardiness when thefirst hurtful sound
stopped him, chopped him off in mid-sentence and hammered his ears. He had seen them turn together
to watch the clock: sixty-one seconds. All that only aweek or two ago--a century or two ago--before
the bulky envel opes were opened and a hundred flights of fancy loosed. The long journey from the
Florida beach had brought him twice to thisroom, but thistime the lantern poorly illuminated the place.

Katrinawas there.

The aged woman was Sitting in her accustomed chair to one side of the oversized stedl
table--gtting quietly in the darkness benegath the extinct celling lights. Asaways, her clasped handsrested
on the tabletop in repose. Chaney put the lantern on the table between them and the poor light fell on her
face.



Katrina

Her eyeswere bright and alive, as sharply dert as he remembered them, but time had not been
lenient with her. He read lines of pain, of unknown troubles and grief; the lines of atenacious woman who
had endured much, had suffered much, but had never surrendered her courage. The skin was drawn tight
over her cheekbones, pulled tight around her mouth and chin and appeared sdlow in lantern light. The
lustrous, lovely hair was entirely gray. Hard years, unhappy years, lean years.

Despite dl that he knew afamiliar spark within him: she was as beautiful in age asin youth. He was
pleased to find that loveliness so enduring.

Chaney pulled out hisown chair and did down, never taking his eye off her. The old woman sat
without moving, without speaking, watching him intently and waiting for thefirst word.

He thought: she might have been sitting there for centuries while the dust and the darkness grew
around her; waiting patiently for him to come forward to the target, waiting for him to explore the station,
fulfill hislast misson, end the survey, and then come opening doors to find the answersto questions
raised above ground. Chaney would not have been too surprised to find her waiting in ancient Jericho if
he'd gone back ten thousand years. She would have been there, placidly waiting in some temple or hove,
waliting in aplace where he would find her when he began opening doors.

The dusty briefing room was as chill asthe cellar had been, as chill asthe air outside, and she was
bundled in one of the heavy coats. Her hands were encased in apair of large mittensintended for a
man--and if he bent to look, he would find the oversize boots. She appeared bent over, small in the chair
and terribly tired.

Katrinawaited on him.

Chaney struggled for something to say, something that wouldn't sound foolish or melodramatic or
carry aring of fase heartiness. She would despise him for that. Here again was the struggle of the outer
door, and here again he wasfearful of losing the struggle. He had |eft her here in thisroom only hours
ago, |eft her with that sense of . dry apprehension as he prepared himself for the third--now final--probe
into the future. She had been gitting in the same chair in the same attitude of repose.

Chaney sad: "I'm_dill_inlovewith you, Katrina"

Hewatched her eyes, and thought they were quickly filled with humor and a pleasurable laughter.

"Thank you, Brian."

Her voice had aged aswell: it sounded more husky than he remembered and it reflected her
weariness,

"I found patches of wild strawberries at the old barracks, Katrina. When do strawberriesripenin
lllinois?'

There _was_laughter in her eyes. "In May or June. The summers have been quite cold, but May
or June."

"Do you know the year? The number?”



A minute movement of her head. "The power went out many years ago. I'm sorry, Brian, but |
have lost the count.”

"l don't suppose it really matters--not now, not with what we've dready learned. | agree with
Pindar."

Shelooked her question.

He sad: "Pindar lived about twenty-five hundred years ago but he was wiser than alot of men
aivetoday. He warned man of peering too far into the future, he warned of not liking what would be
found.” An apologetic gesture; agrin. "Bartlett again: my vice. The Commander was awaysteasng me
about my affar with Bartlett.”

"Arthur waited long to see you. He hoped you would come early, that he might see you again.”

"I would haveliked-- Didn't anyone _know? "

"No."

"But why not? That gyroscope was tracking me."

"No one knew your arrival date; no one would guess. The gyroscope device could not measure
your progress after the power failed _here . We knew only the date of failure, when the TDV suddenly
stopped transmitting signas to the computer _there . Y ou werewholly lost to us, Brian.”

"Sheeg! Those goddam infallible engineers and their goddam infallible inventiond” He caught
himself and was embarrassed at the outburst. "Excuse me, Katring," Chaney reached acrossthe table
and closed his hands over hers. "'l found the Commander's grave outside--1 wish | had been ontime.
And | had aready decided not to tell you about that grave when | went back, when | turned in my
report.” He peered a her. "l _didn't_tell anyone, did I?"

"No, you reported nothing.”

A satisfied nod. "Good for me--I'm still kegping my mouth shut. The Commander made me
promise not to tell you about your future marriage, aweek or so ago when we returned from the Joliet
trids. But you tried to pry the secret out of me, remember?”

She smiled a hiswords. "A week or so ago."

Chaney mentdly kicked himself. "I havethis bad habit of putting my foot in my mouth.”

A little movement of her head to placate him. "But | guessed at your secret, Brian. Between your
manner and Arthur's deport-ment, | guessed it. Y ou put yourself away from me.”

" think you had aready made up your mind. Thelittle signswere beginning to show, Katrina" He
had avivid memory of thevictory party the night of their return.

Shesad: "l had dmost decided at that time, and | _did _ decide ashort while afterward; | _did
decide when he came back hurt froth his survey. He was so helpless, so near death when you and the
doctor took him from the vehicle | decided on the spot." She glanced &t his enfolding hands and then



raised her eyes. "But | was aware of your own intentions. | knew you would be hurt.”

He squeezed her fingers with encouragement. "L ong ago and far away, Katrina. I'm getting over
it"

She made no reply, knowing it to be a half-truth.

"l met the children--" He stopped, aware of the awkwardness. " Children they are not--they're
older than | am! | met Arthur and Kathryn out there but they were afraid of me."

Katrinanodded and again her gaze did away from him to rest on his enveloping hands.

"Arthur isten years older than you, | think, but Kathryn should be about the same age. | am sorry
| can't be more precise than that; | am sorry | can't tell you how long my husband has been dead. We no
longer know time here, Brian; we only live from one summer to the next. It is not the happiest existence.”
After awhile her hands moved insde his, and she glanced up again. "They were afraid of you because
they've known no other man since the station was overrun, since the military personne left here and we
stayed within the fence for safety. For ayear or two we dared not even leave thisbuilding.”

Bitterly: "The people out there were afraid of me, too. They ran away from me."
She was quickly astonished, and betrayed alarm.

"Which people? Where?!

"Thefamily | found outside the fence--down there by the railroad tracks."
"Thereisno one dive out there."

"Katring, there _is --1 saw them, called to them, begged them to come back, but they ran away in
fear.

"How many? Were there many of them?”

"Three. A family of three: father, mother, and alittle boy. | found them walking along therailroad
track out there beyond the northwest corner. Thelittle fellow was picking up something--pieces of cod,
perhaps--and putting them in abag his mother carried; they seemed to be making agame of it. They
werewaking in peace, in contentment until | called to them.”

Tersdly: "Why did you do that? Why did you cdl attention to yourse f?*

"Because | waslondly! Because | was sick and hurt at sght of an empty world! | yelled out
because those people were the only living things 1'd found here, other than a frightened rabbit. | wanted
their company, | wanted their news! | would have given them everything | owned for only an hour of their
time. Katring, | wanted to know if people were dill living in thisworld." He stopped and took tighter rein
on hisemoations. More quietly: "I wanted to talk to them, to ask questions, but they were afraid of
me--scared witless, shocked by sight of me. They ran like that frightened rabbit and | never saw them
agan. | can't tdl you how much that hurt me."

She pulled her hands from his and dropped them into her Iap.



"Katrina--"

Shewouldn't look up at once, but steadfastly kept her gaze on the tabletop. The movement of her
hands had |eft smdl trailsin the dust. He thought the tiny bundle of her seemed more wilted and
withdrawn than before: the taut skin on her face appeared to have aged in the last few minutes--or
perhaps that age had been claiming her al the while they talked.

"Katrina, please.”

After along while shesaid: "I am sorry, Brian. | will gpologizefor my children, and for that family.
They dared not trust you, none of them, and the poor family felt they had good reason to fear you." Her
head came up and he felt shock. "Everyone fears you; no onewill trust you since the rebellion. | am the
only one here who does not fear ablack man."

Hewas hurt again, not by her words but because she was crying. It was painful to watch her cry.

Brian Chaney cameinto the briefing room a second time. He was carrying another lantern, two
plastic cups, and a container of water from the stores. He would have brought along a bottle of whiskey
if that had been available, but it waslikely that the Commander had long ago consumed the whiskey on
his successve birthdays.

The old woman had wiped her eyesdry.

Chaney filled both cups and set the first one on the table before her. "Drink up--well drink a
toad."

"Towhat, Brian?"

"Towhat? Do we need an excuse?' He swung hisarm in an expangve gesture which took in the
room. "To that damned clock up there: knocking off sixtyone seconds while my ears suffered. To that red
telephone: | never used it to call the President and tell him hewas adunce. To us: ademographer from
the Indiana Corporation, and aresearch supervisor from the Bureau of Standards--the last two mifits
ditting at the end of the world. We're out of place and out of time, Katrina: they don't need demographers
and researchers here--they don't have corporations and bureaus here. Drink to us.”

"Brian, you areaclown.”

"Oh, yes." He sat down and looked at her closdly inthelantern light. "Yes, | anthat. And | think
you are dmogt amiling again. Please smilefor me”

Katrinasmiled: pae shadow of anold smile.

Chaney said: "Now _that _iswhy I ill loveyou!" Helifted his cup. "To the most beautiful
researcher in the world--and you may drink to the most frustrated demographer in the world. Bottoms
up!" Chaney emptied the cup, and thought the water tasted flat--stale.

She nodded over the rim of her cup and sipped.



Chaney stared at the long table, the darkened lights overhead, the stopped clock, the dead
telephones. "I'm supposed to be working--making asurvey.”

"It doesn't matter.”

"Have to keep Seabrooke happy. | can report afamily out there: at least one family dive and living
in peace. | suppose there are more--there has to be more. Do you know of anyone else? Anyone at al?"

Patiently: "Therewere afew at first, those many years ago; we managed to keep in touch with
some survivors by radio before the power failure. Arthur located asmall group in Virginia, amilitary
group living underground in an Army command post; and later he contacted afamily in Maine.
Sometimes we would make brief contact with one or two individuasin the west, in the mountain states,
but it was aways poor news. Each of them survived for the same reasons: by a series of lucky
circumstances, or by their skills and their wits, or because they were unusually well protected aswe
were. Their numbers were dways smal and it was dways discouraging news."”

"But _some_survived. That'simportant, Katrina. How long have you been done on the station?”
"Sincetherebelion, sncethe Mgor'syear."

Chaney gestured. "That could be--" He peered at her, guessing at her age. "That could be thirty
years ago."

n %.I«'ws.ll
"But what happened to the other people here?!

Shesad: "Almost dl the military personnd were withdrawn at the beginning; they were posted to
overseas duty. The few who remained did not survive the attack when the rebels overran the station. A
very few civilian technicians stayed with usfor atime, but then left to rgjoin their families-or search for
their families. Thelaboratory was dready empty in Arthur's year. We had been ordered underground for
the duration.”

"The duration. How long wasthat?"

The sharp old eyes studied him. "I would think it isending just now, Brian. Y our description of the
family outsde the fence suggestsit isending now."

Bitterly: "And nobody around but you and me to sign the peace treaty and pose for the cameras.
Seabrooke?

"Mr. Seabrooke wasrelieved of his pog, dismissed, shortly after the three launches. | believe he
returned to the Dakotas. The President had blamed _him_ for the failure of the survey, and he was made

the scapegoat.”

Chaney struck the table with afigt.

"l _said_that man was adunce--just one morein along line of idiots and duncesinhabiting the
White House! Katrina, | don't understand how this country has managed to survive with so many
incompetent fools at the top."



Softly-spoken reminder: "It hasn't, Brian."
He muttered under his breath and glared at the dust on the table. Aloud: "Excuse me.”
She nodded easily but said nothing.

A memory prodded him. "What happened to the JCS, to those men who tried to take Camp
David?'

She closed her eyesfor amoment, asif to close off the past. Her expression was bitter. “The Joint
Chiefs of Staff were executed before afiring squad, a public spectacle. The President had declared a
business moratorium on the day of the execution; government offices closed and the children were et out
of schoal, al to witness the spectacle on the networks. He was determined to give the country awarning.
It was ghadtly, depressing, and | hated him for it."

Chaney stared at her. "And | have to go back and tell him what he's going to do. What ahell of a
chore_this_survey id" He hurled the drinking cup across the room, unable to stifle the angry impulse.
"Katring, | wish you had never found me on the beach. | wish | had walked away from you, or thrown
you into the sea, or kidnapped you and ran away to |sradl--anything.”

She smiled again, perhaps at the memory of the beach. "But that would have accomplished
nothing, Brian. The Arab Federation overran Israel and drove the people into the sea. We wouldn't have

escgped anything.”

He uttered asingle word and then had to gpologize again, athough the woman didn't understand
the epithet. "The Mgor certainly jumped into the beginning of hell.”

She corrected him. "The Mgor jumped into the end of it; the wars had been underway for nearly
twenty years and the nation was on the brink of disaster. Mgor Moresby came forward only intimeto
witness the end for us, for the United States. After him, the government ceased to be. After twenty years
we were wholly exhausted, used up, and could not defend oursalves against anyone.”

The old woman spoke with adry weariness, along fatigue, and he could listen to her voice and
her spirit running down as she talked.

The wars began just after the Presidentiad election of 1980, just after thefield tridsinto Joliet.
Arthur Saltus had told her of the two Chinese railroad towns blown off the map, and suddenly oneday in
December the Chinese bombed Darwin, Austrdia, in long-delayed retaiation. The whole of northern
Australiawas made uninhabitable by radiation. The public was never told of thefirst strike againgt the
railroad towns but only of the second: it was painted an act of bruta savagery against an innocent
populace. Radioactivity spread across the Arafura Seato theidands to the north, and drifted toward the
Phillipines. Grest Britain appeded to the United Statesfor aid.

The re-dlected President and his Congress declared war on the Chinese Peoples Republic in the
week following hisinauguration, after having waged an undeclared war since 1954. The Pentagon had
privately assured him the matter could be terminated and the enemy subdued in three weeks. Some
months |ater the President committed massive numbers of troops to the Asian Thegter: now involving
€leven nations from the Phillipine Republic westward to Pakistan, and to the defense of Audtrdia. Hewas
then compelled to send troops to Korea, to counteract renewed hodtilities there, but lost them al when
the Chinese and the Mongolians overran the peninsulaand ended foreign occupation.



She said tiredly: "The Presdent was re-elected in 1980, and again for athird term in 1984. After
Arthur brought back the terrible news from Joliet, the man seemed unable to control himsalf and unable
to do anything right. The third-term prohibition was repeded at his urging, and some time during that third
term the Congtitution was suspended dtogether ‘for the duration of the emergency.' The emergency never
ended. Brian, that man wasthe last € ected President the country ever had. After him there was nothing.”

Chaney said bitterly: "The meek, the terrible meek. | hope heistill diveto seethid”

"Heisn't, hewasn't. He was nated and his body thrown into the burning White House. They
burned Washington to destroy asymbol of oppression.”

“Burned it! Wait until | tell him_that "

She made alittle gesture to hush him or contradict him. "All that and more, much more. Those
twenty yearswere afrightful orded; the last few years were numbing. Life appeared to stop, to give way
to savagery. Wemissed thelittle things at first: passenger trains and airliners were forbidden to civilian
traffic, mail deliverieswere cut back to twice aweek and then halted atogether, the news telecasts were
restricted to only one aday and then asthe war worsened, further restricted, to only local news not of a
military nature. We were isolated from the world and nearly isolated from Washington.

"Our trucks were taken away for use e sewhere; food was not brought in, nor medicines, nor
clothing, nor fudl, and wefdl back on the supplies stored on station. The military personnel were
transferred to other posts or to points oversess, leaving only atoken crew to guard thisinstallation.

"Brian, that guard was compelled to fire on nearby townspeople attempting to raid our stores:. the
rumor had been spread that enormous stockpiles of food were here, and they were desperately hungry.”

Katrinalooked down at her hands and swallowed painfully. "The twenty yearsfinaly ended for us
inashocking civil war."

Chaney sad: "Ramjets.”

"They were called that, once they came into the open, once their statement of intent was
publicized: Revolution And Mordity. Sometimes we would see banners bearing the word RAM, but the
name soon became something dirty--something akin to that other name they were called for centuries: it
was avery hitter time and you would have suffered if you had remained on station.

"Brian, people everywhere were sarving, dying of disease, rotting in neglect and misery, but those
people possessed aleadership we now lacked. Ramjets had efficient leadership. Their leaders used them
againg usand it was our turn to suffer. There_was _revolution but little or no morality; whatever moraity
they may have possessed was quickly lost in the rebdllion and we dl suffered. The country was caught up
in asensdess savagery.”

"That'swhen Moresby came up?'
A weary nod.
Mg or Moresby witnessed the beginning of the civil war when he emerged on histarget date.

_They had chosen the same date for the outbreak of the rebellion--they had selected the Fourth of July
as_their_target in abid for independence from white America and the bombing of Chicago was



intended to be the Sgnd. Ramjet liaison agentsin Peiping had arranged that: Chicago--not Atlantaor
Memphisor Birmingham--was the object of their greatest hatred after the wall. But the plan went awry.

The rebellion broke out almost aweek earlier--quite by accident--when triggered by ariot in the
little river town of Cairo, Illinois. A traffic arrest there, followed by a street shooting and then awholesde
jal delivery of black prisoners, upset the schedule: the revolt was quickly out of control. The state militia
and the police were helpless, depleted in number, their reserve manpower long since spent oversess,
there was no regular army left standing in the United States except for token troops at various posts and
gtations, and even the ceremonia guards at nationa monuments had been removed and assigned to
foreign duty. There was no remaining force to prevent the rebelion. Mgor Moresby climbed out of the
vehicle and into the middle of the holocaust.

The agony went on for amost saventeen months.

The President was nated, Congress fled--or died while trying to flee--and Washington
burned. They burned many of the citieswhere they were numericaly strong. In their passion they burned
themselves out of their homes and destroyed the fields and crops which had fed them.

The few remaining lines of transportation which were open up to that moment ceased entirely.
Trucks wereintercepted, looted and burned, their drivers shot. Buses were stopped on interstate
highways and white passengerskilled. Railroad trains were abandoned wherever they stopped, or
wherever the tracks were torn up, engineers and crews were murdered wherever they were caught.
Desperate hunger soon followed the stoppage of traffic.

Katrinasaid: "Everyone here expected the Chinese to intervene, to invade, and we knew we could
not stop them. Brian, our country had lost or abandoned twenty million men oversess, we were helpless
before any invader. But they did not come. | thank God they did not come. They were prevented from
coming when the Soviet turned on them in aholy war in the name of Communism: that long, long border
dispute burst into open warfare and the Russians drove on Lop Nor." She made alittle gesture of fuitility.
"We never learned what happened; we never learned the outcome of anything in Europe. Perhapsthey
are dill fighting, if anyoneisleft diveto fight. Our contact with the Continent waslost, and has never been
restored to our knowledge. _We _logt contact with that military group in Virginiawhen the eectricity
faled. Wewereaone."

Hesadinwonder: "lsradl, Egypt, Audtralia, Britain, Russa, China--dl of them: theworld."

"All of them," she repeated with adull fatigue. "And our troops were wasted in nearly every one of
them, thrown away by aman with amonumental ego. Not more than a handful of those troops ever
returned. We were done."

Chaney said: "I guessthe Commander came up at the end--seventeen months later.”

"Arthur emerged from the TDV on histarget date, just past the end of it: the beginning of the
second winter after the rebellion. Wethink therebellion _had _ended, spent and exhausted on itsown
fury. Wethink the men who assaulted him at the gatehouse were stragglers, survivors who had managed
through the first winter. He said those men were as surprised by his appearance, as he was by theirs; they
might have fled if he had not cornered them." Katrinalaced her fingers on the tabletop in familiar gesture
and looked at him. "We saw afew armed bands roaming the countryside that second winter. We
repaired the fence, sood guard, but were not again molested: Arthur put out warnings he had found in
the book you gave him. By the following spring, the bands of men had dwindled to afew scavengers
prowling the fields for game--but after that we saw no one. Until you came, we saw no one."



He said: "So ends the bloody business of the day."

EIGHTEEN

Katrina peered across the table and sought to break the unhappy silence between them.
"A family, you said? Father, mother, and child? A hedlthy child? How old was he?"

"I don't know: three, maybe four. The kid was having himsdf afine time--playing, hollering,
picking up things--until 1 scared off his parents.” Chaney till felt bitter about that encounter. "They dl
looked hedthy enough. They ran _hedthy."

Katrinanodded her satisfaction. "It gives one hope for the future, doesn't it?"

"| SUppose <0."

Shereprimanded him: "You _know_ so. If those people were hedlthy, they were esting well and
living in some degree of safety. If the man carried no weagpon, he thought none was needed. If they had a
child and were together, family life has been re-established. And if that child survived hisbirth and was
thriving, it suggests aquiet normalcy has returned to the world, amessure of sanity. All that givesme
hope for the futare.”

"A quiet normalcy," he repeated. "The sun in that Sky was quiet. It was cold out there."

The dark eyes peered at him. "Have you ever admitted to yoursalf that you could be wrong,
Brian? Have you even thought of your trandations today? Y ou were a stubborn man; you came closeto
mocking Mgor Moresby."

Chaney failed to answer: it was not easy to reassessthe Eschatos scroll inaday. A piece of his
mind indsted that ancient Hebrew fiction was only fiction.

They sat in the heavy slence of the briefing room, looking at each other in the lantern light and
knowing this was coming to an end. Chaney was unessy. There had been ahundred--a
thousand--questions he'd wanted to ask when he first walked into the room, when hefirst discovered
her, but now he could think of little to say. Here was Katrina, the once youthful, radiant Katrina of the
swimming pool--and outs de was Katrinas family waiting for himto leave.

He wanted desperately to ask one more question but at the same time he was afraid to ask: what
happened to _him_ after hisreturn, after the completion of the probe? What had happenedto _him?_He
wanted to know where he had gone, what he had done, how he had survived the perilous years-he
wanted to know if he had survived those years. Chaney was long convinced that he was not on stationin
1980, not there a thetime of thefidld trials, but where was he then? She might have some knowledge of
him after held finished the mission and | eft; she might have kept .in touch. He was afraid to ask. Pindar's
advice stopped histongue.



He got up suddenly from hischair. "Katrina, will you wak downstairswith me?"
She gave him astrange look, an dmost frightened look, but said: "Yes, sr.”

Katrinaleft her chair and came around the table to him. Age had dowed her graceful walk and he
was acutely distressed to see her move with difficulty. Chaney picked up alantern, and offered her his
freearm. Hefdt aflush of excitement as she neared him, touched him.

They descended the stairs without speaking. Chaney dowed his pace to accommodate her and
they went down dowly, one cautious step at atime. Kathryn van Hise held on to the rail and moved with
the hesitant pace of the aged.

They stopped at the opened door to the operations room. Chaney held the lantern high to inspect
the vehicle: the hatch was open and the hull of the craft covered by dust; the concrete cradle seemed
dirty with age.

He asked suddenly: "How much did | report, Katrina? Did | tel them about you?Y our family?
Did | tell them about that family on therailroad tracks? What did | say?"

"Nothing." Shewouldn't look up at him.
"What?'
"Y ou reported nothing.”

He thought her voice was strained. "I had to say something. Gilbert Seabrooke will demand
_something_."

"Brian--" She stopped, swallowed hard, and then began again. "Y ou reported nothing, Mr.
Chaney. Y ou did not return from your probe. We knew you were lost to us when the vehiclefailed to
return at Sixty-one seconds. you were wholly lost to us.”

Brian Chaney very carefully put the lantern down and then turned her around and pulled her head
up. He wanted to see her face, wanted to see why she was lying. Her eyes were wet with threstened
tears but therewas no liethere.

Siffly: "Why not, Katrina?"
"We have no power, Mr. Chaney. The vehicleis hdpless, immobile.

Chaney swung hishead to stare at the TDV and as quickly swung back to the woman. He wasn't
awarethat he was holding her in apanful grip.

"The engineers can pull me back."

"No. They can do nothing for you: they lost you when that device stopped tracking, when the
computer went silent, when the power failed here and you overshot the failure date. They lost you; they
lost the vehicle" She pulled away from his hard grasp, and her wavering gaze fell. "Y ou didn't come back
to the laboratory, Mr. Chaney. No one saw you again after the launch; no one saw you again until you
appeared here, today."



Almog shouting: " Stop caling me Mr. Chaney!"
"l am.. .| amteribly sorry. You were aslost to us as Mgor Moresby. Wethought . . ."

He turned his back on the woman and ddliberately walked into the operations room. Brian Chaney
climbed up on the polywater tank and thrust aleg through the open hatch of the TDV. He didn't bother
to undress or remove the heavy boots. Wriggling downward through the hatch, he dammed it 'shut over
his head and |ooked for the blinking green light. There was none. Chaney stretched out full length on the
web ding and thrust his hedls againgt the kickbar at the bottom. No red light answered him.

He knew panic.

He fought against that and waited for his nervesto rest, waited for astolid placidity to return. The
memory of hisfirst test came back: hed thought then the vehicle was like a cramped tomb, and he
thought so now. Lying on the webbed ding for the first time--and waiting for something spectacular to
happen--he had felt an ache in hislegs and had stretched them out to relieve the ache. Hisfeet had struck
the kickbar, sending him back to the beginning before the engineers were ready; they had been angry
with him. And an hour later, in the lecture room, everyone heard and saw the results of hisact: the vehicle
kicked backward as he thrust out his feet, the sound struck his eardrums and the lights dimmed. The
astonished engineers | eft the room on the run, and Gilbert Seabrooke proposed a new study program to
be submitted to Indic. The TDV sucked power from its present, not its past.

Chaney reached up to snug the hatch. 1t was snug. Thelight that should have been blinking green
stayed dark. Chaney jut the heavy boots against the bar and pushed. The red light stayed dark. He
pushed again, then kicked at the bar. After amoment he twisted around to peer through the plastic
bubble into the room. It was dimly lit by the lantern resting on the floor.

He shouted: "Goddammit, go!" And kicked again.

Theroomwasdimly lit by lantern light.

Hewaked dowly dong the corridor in thefeeblelight of the lantern, walked woodenly in shock
tinged with fear. The failure of the vehicle to move under his prodding had stunned him. He wished
desperately for Katrina, wished she was standing by with aword or agesture he might seize for acrutch,
but she wasn't visblein the corridor. She had left him while he struggled with the vehicle, perhgpsto
return to the briefing room, perhaps to go outside, perhapsto retire to whatever sort of shelter she shared
with her son and daughter. He was done, fighting panic. The door to the engineering laboratory was
standing open, as was the door to the storeroom, but she wasn't waiting for him in either place. Chaney
listened for her but heard nothing, and went on after the smallest pause. The dusty corridor ended and a
flight of stairsled upward to the operations exit.

He thought the sign on the door was a bitter mockery--one of the many visited on him since he'd
salled for Israel acentury or two ago. He regretted the day he had read and trandated those scrolls--but
at the same time he wished desperately he knew the identity of that scribe who had amused himsdlf and
hisfelows by creating the Eschatos document. A single name would be enough: an Amosor aMadachi
or an lbycus.



Hewould hoigt aglass of water from the Nabataean cistern and saute the unknown geniusfor his
wit and wisdom, for his mockery. He would shout to the freshly scrubbed sky: "Here, damn your eyes,
Ibycus! Here, for the lohg-dead dragons and the ruptured fence and the ice on the rivers. Here, for my
head of gold, my breast of slver, my legsof iron and my feet of clay. My feet of clay, Ibycus” And he
would hurl theglassat thelifdessTDV.

Chaney turned the keysin thelocks and pushed out into the chill night air. The darkness surprised
him; he hadn't redlized held spent so many bittersweet hoursinsde with Katrina. The parking lot was
empty but for the cart and his discarded rifle. Katrina's children hadn't waited for him, and he was aware
of asmdl hurt.

He stepped away from the building and then turned back to ook at it: a massive white concrete
templein the moonlight. The barbaric legions had failed to bring it down, despite the damage caused
€lsawhere on the station.

The sky was the second surprise: he had seen it by day and marveled, but a night it was
shockingly beautiful. Thestars_were _bright and hard as carefully polished gems, and therewerea
hundred or athousand more than held ever seen before; he had never known asky likethat in his
lifetime. The entire eastern rim of the heavenswas lighted by arising moon of remarkable brilliance.

Chaney stood donein the center of the parking lot searching the face of the moon, searching out
the Seaof Vapors and the pit known as Bode's Crater. The pulsating laser there caught his eye and held
it. That one thing had not changed--that one monument not destroyed. The brilliant mote till flashed on
the rim of Bode's Crater, marking the place where two astronauts had fallen in the Seventies, marking
their grave and their memorid. One of them had been black. Brian Chaney thought himself lucky: he had
air to breathe but those men had none.

He said doud: "Y ou weren't so damned clever, Ibycus! You missed _that_ one--your prophets
didn't show you the _new_sgninthe sky."

Chaney sat down in thetilted cart and stretched out hislegs for balance. Theriflewasan
unpleasant lump under his spine and he threw it aside to berid of it. In alittle while he leaned backward
and rested againgt the bed of the cart. The whole of the southeast sky was before him. Chaney thought
he should go looking for Katrina, for Arthur and Kathryn, and a place to deep. Perhaps he would do that
after awhile, but not now, not now.

The stray thought came that the engineers had been right about one thing: the polywater tank
hadn't |eaked.

Elwood Station was at peace.
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